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I'm married.

The thought keeps circling through my head as Ethan's hand tightens around mine. We step through the double doors into the reception hall and everyone stands, clapping, cheering. Mrs. Lila Hayes. I tested it out a hundred times in the mirror over the past year, whispering it to myself like a secret, but now it's real. Legal. Permanent.

I'm twenty-eight years old, five-foot-five in bare feet—though the heels I'm wearing add three inches and make my calves look amazing. My wedding dress is everything I dreamed of: white lace hugging my full breasts, silk skimming over my wide hips and the curve of my ass. I feel beautiful. Not just pretty or cute, but genuinely beautiful in a way that makes my chest tight with emotion.

Ethan squeezes my hand again and I look up at him. God, he's handsome. Sandy blonde hair perfectly styled, green eyes bright with happiness, that athletic build filling out his tuxedo in all the right ways. He's been mine for three years, but now he's my husband. The weight of the ring on my finger feels significant, like it's anchoring me to something bigger than myself.

"You okay?" he whispers, leaning close as we make our way to the head table.

"Perfect," I say, and I mean it.

The reception hall looks like something out of a magazine. Soft lighting, flowers everywhere, tables set with elegant place settings. My mom must be beside herself with pride—she coordinated most of this. I catch her eye across the room and she's crying happy tears, dabbing at her face with a tissue. Dad's next to her, looking uncomfortable in his suit but grinning wide.

We take our seats and the noise settles into a buzz of conversation. Waiters appear with champagne. Ethan's best man—Marcus, his college roommate—stands up to give his speech. I barely hear it. I'm too caught up in the surrealness of it all, the way the light catches on my ring, the way Ethan's thumb traces circles on the back of my hand.

This is my life now. Our life.

I've imagined this day since I was a little girl. The white dress, the handsome groom, the promise of forever. We'll buy a house—something with a yard, maybe a dog. Kids eventually, two or three, with Ethan's green eyes and my dark hair. Family vacations, anniversaries, growing old together on a porch somewhere. The whole beautiful, traditional package.

Marcus finishes his speech and everyone raises their glasses. Ethan kisses me and I taste champagne and promise. His hand slides to my waist, fingers spreading over the silk, and warmth blooms in my chest. I love him. I've loved him since our second date when he admitted he was terrified of birds and I laughed so hard I snorted wine. I love his laugh, his terrible cooking, the way he holds me at night like I might disappear.

The toasts continue. My maid of honor, Jessica, tells an embarrassing story about the time I drunk-texted Ethan a recipe for banana bread at two in the morning. Everyone laughs. I'm blushing but happy, surrounded by everyone we love, celebrating us.

Ethan's father stands, adjusting his glasses. He talks about marriage being work, about choosing each other every day, about the joy of building a life with someone. I lean into Ethan's shoulder and he presses a kiss to my hair. I can feel his heartbeat through his jacket. Steady. Sure.

When the speeches finally end, Ethan turns to me. His expression shifts—something nervous flickering across his face.

"Can we talk for a second?" he says quietly. "Somewhere private?"

"Now?" I blink at him. "We just sat down."

"I know. Just—" His jaw tightens. "I need to tell you something. It's important."

My stomach does a strange little flip. "Is everything okay?"

"Yeah. I just..." He glances around at the tables full of guests, the family members watching us with warm smiles. "Please. Just for a minute."

He stands and offers his hand. I take it, confused but trusting, and let him lead me away from the head table. Guests are starting to mingle, moving between tables, so no one really notices as we slip toward the back of the hall where the coat closet is tucked into an alcove.

"Ethan, what's going on?" I ask as he opens the closet door.

He doesn't answer. Just pulls me inside.

The closet is dark and smells like wool and mothballs. Coats press in from both sides, fabric brushing my bare shoulders. The door clicks shut behind us and suddenly we're standing in near-total darkness, just a sliver of light coming from underneath the door.

"Ethan, what the hell?" I whisper-laugh, still riding the high from the reception. "Are we seriously hiding in a coat closet at our own wedding?"

He doesn't laugh. I can hear his breathing, quick and shallow. My eyes adjust enough to make out his silhouette, the way his shoulders are tense.

"I need to tell you something," he says. His voice is strained. "I should have told you before, but I couldn't find the right time, and now we're married and I can't—I can't keep it to myself anymore."

The happiness drains out of me in a rush. "Oh god. What is it? Are you sick? Is it your family?"

"No. Nothing like that." He reaches for my hands in the darkness, gripping them tight. "It's something I want. Something I've been thinking about for a long time."

"Okay..." My heart is pounding now. "You're scaring me."

"I don't want to scare you." His thumbs rub circles over my knuckles. "Fuck. This is coming out wrong."

"Just say it."

He takes a deep breath. I feel it more than see it, the way his chest expands and contracts.

"I want other men to want you," he says.

The words hang in the tiny space between us. I wait for the rest of the sentence, for it to make sense, but he's quiet.

"What?"

"I want—" His voice catches. "I have this fantasy. About you. About watching other men look at you, touch you, fuck you. About you being desired by everyone and coming back to me. It's called hotwifing and I can't stop thinking about it and I'm sorry, I'm so fucking sorry for telling you this now, but I can't—"

"Wait." I pull my hands free. "You want other men to fuck me?"

"I want to watch," he says quickly. "I want to see you with them. See you enjoying it. But you'd still be mine. You'd always be mine. That's the whole point—you're so desirable that other men would do anything for a chance, but at the end of the night, you're my wife."

I'm frozen. The champagne warmth has evaporated completely, replaced by something cold and shocked.

"Are you fucking with me right now?" My voice comes out sharp. "Is this some kind of weird joke?"

"No." He steps closer and I feel his hands on my waist, tentative through the silk of my dress. "Lila, please. I know it sounds crazy. I know this is literally the worst timing in the world. But I've been thinking about it for months and I can't—I need you to know. I need you to understand."

"Understand what?" I'm still trying to process. "That my husband wants to watch other men fuck me? On our wedding night?"

"Not tonight. Not if you don't want to." His hands tighten on my waist. "But maybe—just to start—you could flirt. Dance with someone. Let them look at you the way I know they're already looking at you. Let me watch that and see how it feels."

"Ethan—"

"I'm hard right now just thinking about it." His voice drops, rough and desperate. "Feel."

He takes one of my hands and guides it to the front of his tuxedo pants. He's not lying. He's rock-hard, straining against the fabric, and the evidence of his arousal sends a jolt through me that I don't understand.

"You're serious," I whisper.

"I've never been more serious about anything."

My hand is still on his cock, feeling the heat of him through the layers of fabric. Part of me wants to yank my hand away, storm out of this closet, demand to know what the hell he's thinking. But another part—a part I didn't know existed until this exact moment—is curious.

"Who?" I hear myself ask.

"What?"

"Who would I flirt with?"

His breath hitches. "Anyone. Tyler maybe. He's been staring at your tits all day."

"Tyler?" I blink in the darkness. "Your cousin Tyler? He's like twenty-three."

"Twenty-four. And he wants you. I've seen the way he looks at you." Ethan's hands slide up my sides, thumbs brushing the underside of my breasts through the lace. "Imagine dancing with him. Letting him feel your body against his. Knowing he's going home tonight rock-hard thinking about the bride he almost touched."

"Almost?"

"Just flirting." His hands are shaking. "Nothing physical. I'm not—I know this is a lot. I'm not asking you to fuck anyone tonight. Just... let yourself be wanted. Let me watch you be wanted. See how it feels."

I should say no. This is insane. We just got married twenty minutes ago and he's asking me to flirt with his younger cousin while he watches? It's fucked up and wrong and—

His fingers find my nipples through the lace, brushing over them lightly, and I gasp. They're already hard. When did that happen?

"You're turned on," he says, and there's wonder in his voice.

"I'm confused," I manage.

"But you're wet." One hand slides down, gathering up the silk of my dress, finding the bare skin of my thigh. "Aren't you?"

"Ethan—"

His fingers slip between my legs, under the white lace of my panties, and I feel him discover the truth. I'm soaked. Not just damp—actually wet, slick against his fingertips.

"Fuck," he breathes. "Lila."

"I don't—I don't understand—" My words cut off as he slides one finger inside me, slow and deliberate.

"You like it," he says. "The idea. You like it."

Do I? I'm not sure what I'm feeling. Shock, confusion, arousal all tangled together in a knot I can't untie. But my body is responding, hips tilting into his touch, and that's undeniable.

"Just flirting," he murmurs against my ear, adding a second finger. "Dancing. Talking. Letting him look at you in this dress. That's all. We'll see how it feels and if you hate it, we never do it again."

"And if I don't hate it?"

His fingers curl inside me and I bite back a moan.

"Then we figure it out together," he says. "But you're in control. Always. You say stop, we stop. You say no, it's no. This only happens if you want it."

I'm gripping his shoulders, dress bunched around my hips, his fingers working inside me in the darkness of a coat closet while our wedding guests laugh and drink thirty feet away. This is insane. This is not how I pictured my wedding day.

But god help me, I'm close to coming.

"Okay," I whisper.

His fingers still. "Okay?"

"Just flirting. Just—just to see." My voice is shaking. "But if I don't like it—"

"We stop immediately." He kisses me, hard and desperate. "I love you. You know that, right? This doesn't change that I love you."

"I love you too," I say, and I mean it, even though nothing makes sense anymore.

He pulls his fingers out and I feel the loss acutely. We're both breathing hard in the darkness, coats pressing in from all sides, the reality of what we just agreed to settling over us.

"We should get back," he says finally.

"Yeah."

He smooths my dress down, gentle and careful, like I might break. Then he cracks the closet door open, checking that the coast is clear. Light spills in and I see his face properly for the first time since we came in here—flushed, eyes dark, mouth swollen from kissing.

"After you, Mrs. Hayes," he says.

I step out of the closet on shaking legs.

I make it three steps back into the reception before reality hits me.

What the fuck did I just agree to?

The room is exactly as we left it—guests laughing, glasses clinking, soft music playing. But everything feels different now, like I'm seeing it through a warped lens. Ethan's hand is on the small of my back, guiding me through the crowd, and I'm hyper-aware of his touch. Of what those fingers just did to me in the closet. Of what he wants them to watch.

"You okay?" he murmurs, leaning close.

I nod because I don't trust my voice. My panties are still damp, clinging uncomfortably. My nipples are hard against the lace of my dress. I feel exposed, like everyone can see what just happened, what we talked about.

We reach our table and I sink into my chair gratefully. Ethan sits next to me, his thigh pressing against mine under the table. Jessica catches my eye from across the room and waves. I wave back, painting on a smile that feels fake.

"Lila." Ethan's voice is low, meant only for me. "If you've changed your mind—"

"I haven't." The words come out automatic, before I've fully processed them. Have I changed my mind? I don't know. My body is still buzzing with arousal, but my brain is screaming that this is crazy.

"We can just enjoy the reception," he says. "Forget I said anything."

Could we though? Could I actually forget that my husband confessed to wanting other men to touch me? That he got hard telling me about it? That I got wet listening?

"I said okay," I tell him, meeting his eyes. "Let's just—let's see what happens."

His hand finds mine under the table, squeezing tight. There's relief in his expression, mixed with something darker. Anticipation maybe. Or hunger.

The band starts playing something upbeat. A few couples head to the dance floor—my aunt and uncle, some of Ethan's work friends. Normal wedding stuff. Except nothing feels normal anymore.

I scan the room without meaning to, looking for Tyler. I find him near the bar, talking to another groomsman. He's wearing a dark suit that fits him well, showing off his lean build. Shaggy brown hair, boyish face. Has he really been staring at my tits all day like Ethan said? I never noticed before, but now I can't stop thinking about it.

As if sensing my gaze, Tyler looks up. Our eyes meet across the room and something passes between us—or maybe I'm imagining it. Maybe I'm projecting this new awareness onto an innocent moment. He smiles, raises his drink slightly in a toast.

I look away quickly, heart pounding.

"He's coming over," Ethan says quietly.

"What?"

But Ethan's right. Tyler is weaving through the tables, heading straight for us, drink in hand and that easy smile on his face. My mouth goes dry. This is happening. Whatever this is, it's actually happening.

Tyler reaches our table and leans against it casually. Up close, I notice things I never paid attention to before—the way his eyes are a warm brown, the slight stubble on his jaw, the breadth of his shoulders under his jacket.

"Hey, beautiful bride," he says, voice friendly and light. "Congratulations again. Hell of a ceremony."

"Thanks, Tyler." My voice sounds surprisingly normal.

He glances at Ethan, then back to me. "Any chance I could steal a dance? I know you're probably exhausted, but I'd regret not asking."

Ethan's hand tightens on mine under the table, then releases. Giving me the choice. The permission.

My heart is hammering so hard I'm sure everyone can hear it.

"Sure," I hear myself say. "I'd love to."
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Dancing

[image: ]


Tyler offers his hand and I take it.

His palm is warm, slightly calloused. He helps me up from my chair like I'm something delicate, and maybe I am. I feel breakable in this moment, like I'm made of glass and one wrong move will shatter me into a thousand pieces.

We walk to the dance floor and I'm conscious of every single step. The swish of my dress against my legs. The weight of my breasts as they move with each stride. The dampness still between my thighs. Tyler's hand stays in mine, loose and easy, like this is the most natural thing in the world.

It's not natural. Nothing about this is natural.

The band is playing something slow now—I don't even register what song it is. Tyler turns to face me and places one hand on my waist. The touch burns through the silk of my dress. His other hand stays in mine, lifting our joined hands to a proper dancing position.

"This okay?" he asks, and there's something genuine in the question. Like he actually cares about the answer.

"Yeah," I manage. "It's fine."

We start to sway and I have no idea where to look. At his face? That feels too intimate. At his chest? His shoulder? I settle for somewhere in the middle distance, over his shoulder, where I can see other couples dancing. Where I can pretend this is normal.

"You look incredible tonight," Tyler says, and his voice has dropped slightly. More private. "I know everyone's probably told you that already, but seriously. Ethan's a lucky guy."

"Thank you." The words come out automatic. I've been accepting compliments all day, smiling and thanking people. But this one feels different. Weighted with something I can't name.

His hand on my waist shifts slightly, fingers spreading. Not pulling me closer, not crossing any obvious line, but making his presence known. Claiming more territory.

I risk a glance at his face. He's looking at me with an expression I've never seen before—or maybe I have and I just never noticed. His brown eyes are warm but there's heat underneath. Interest. Desire.

Oh god, Ethan was right. Tyler wants me.

The realization sends a bolt of something through my body. Not quite arousal, not quite fear. Something in between that makes my breath catch.

"How long have you and Ethan been together?" Tyler asks, still swaying with me. "Three years?"

"Yeah. Three years next month." I'm grateful for the normal question, the chance to ground myself. "We met at a coffee shop. Total cliché."

"Nothing wrong with a cliché if it works." His thumb brushes against my waist, a tiny movement that could be accidental. Probably isn't. "He talks about you all the time, you know. How smart you are. How funny. How beautiful."

My cheeks flush. "He's biased."

"I don't think so." Tyler's eyes drop—just for a second, but long enough for me to track the movement. He's looking at my chest. At the way my breasts strain against the white lace, pushed up by the corset structure of the dress. "I think he's exactly right."

I should say something. Deflect the compliment, change the subject, maintain the boundary between friendly dancing and whatever this is becoming. But my voice has disappeared and all I can do is keep swaying with him while my heart pounds against my ribs.

The hand on my waist pulls me slightly closer. Not dramatically—just an inch or two—but suddenly there's less space between us. I can feel the heat of his body through our clothes. Smell his cologne, something clean and masculine.

"Is this okay?" he asks again.

"Yes," I whisper.

His breath hitches slightly and I feel a surge of power that surprises me. I'm affecting him. This twenty-four-year-old guy who could probably have any girl he wants is affected by me, by my body, by my proximity.

We turn slowly and through the crowd I catch sight of Ethan. He's still at our table, but he's not talking to anyone. He's watching us. His face is flushed, eyes dark even from this distance. One hand is on the table, fingers drumming restlessly. The other is in his lap, hidden from view.

Is he touching himself? Under the table at our wedding reception?

The thought makes me stumble slightly. Tyler catches me, hand on my waist tightening, pulling me flush against him for a moment before I regain my balance.

"Sorry," I breathe.

"Don't be." His voice is rough now, lower than before. We're not quite as close as we were during that stumble, but we're closer than we started. My breasts are nearly brushing his chest. His thigh slides between mine as we sway and I feel the solid presence of him.

And I feel something else. Something hard pressing against my hip through the layers of fabric.

Tyler is hard. He has an erection. From dancing with me. From holding me.

"Lila—" His voice cracks slightly on my name.

"It's okay," I hear myself say, even though nothing about this is okay. We're at my wedding. This is my husband's cousin. I should step back, create distance, end this dance and retreat to safety.

Instead, I let him hold me close. Let my breasts press against his chest. Let him feel the softness of my body against the hardness of his.

His hand slides lower on my waist, not quite to my ass but close enough that I know where it wants to go. His breath is warm against my ear. We're barely moving now, just swaying in place, and I'm sure everyone can see what's happening. Surely someone will notice. My mother, my bridesmaids, the guests who've known me my whole life.

But when I glance around, no one's looking. They're all caught up in their own conversations, their own dances, their own little worlds. No one cares that the bride is dancing with her new husband's cousin. It's expected. Traditional. Innocent.

Except there's nothing innocent about the way Tyler's cock is pressing against me. Nothing innocent about the way my nipples have hardened into tight points that he must be able to feel through the lace. Nothing innocent about the fresh wave of wetness between my thighs.

"You're so fucking beautiful," Tyler murmurs, his lips nearly touching my ear. "I've thought so since the first time Ethan introduced us. I know I shouldn't say that—fuck, I definitely shouldn't say that—but I can't help it. You're perfect."

I should shut this down. But instead I turn my head slightly, just enough that my lips almost brush his jaw.

"Thank you," I whisper.

He makes a sound low in his throat, almost a groan. His hand flexes on my waist, fingers digging in just slightly. We're not dancing anymore. We're just standing in the middle of the dance floor, pressed together, both of us breathing hard.

The song ends. Another one starts immediately, something faster, but neither of us moves.

"I should—" Tyler's voice is strained. "I should probably let you get back to your husband."

The word husband breaks the spell. Reality crashes back in and I step away quickly, putting distance between us. My whole body feels flushed, overheated, trembling.

"Yeah," I say. "Yeah, I should—"

"Thank you for the dance." He's looking at me with something like wonder on his face. Like he can't quite believe what just happened. "Really. Thank you."

I nod because I don't trust my voice, and then I'm walking away, back through the crowd, my legs shaking with every step. I don't look at Tyler again. Don't let myself think about the hard length of his cock pressed against me or the way his hands felt on my waist or the rough desire in his voice.

I only look at Ethan.

He's standing now, waiting for me. His face is a mask of barely controlled need. When I reach him, he grabs my wrist and leans in close.

"We need to talk," he says. "Now."

Ethan pulls me down a hallway I barely register. Past the bathrooms, past the kitchen doors where catering staff bustle with trays, to a small room that looks like it's used for storage. He checks inside, finds it empty, and drags me in behind him.

The door closes and he's on me immediately. Not kissing, not touching—just staring with an intensity that makes my skin prickle.

"Tell me," he says. His voice is hoarse. "Tell me everything."

"Ethan—"

"Please." His hands frame my face, thumbs brushing my cheekbones. "I need to know what it felt like. What he said. What he did."

My mind is still reeling from the dance, from Tyler's body pressed against mine, from the wrongness and rightness of it all tangled together. But Ethan's looking at me like I'm the only thing in the world that matters, and something in me responds to that desperate need.

"He called me beautiful," I say quietly.

Ethan's breath catches. "What else?"

"He said—he said you talk about me all the time. How smart I am. How funny. How beautiful." The words feel strange in my mouth, like I'm recounting someone else's experience. "He looked at my chest. At my breasts. I saw him do it."

"Fuck." Ethan's hands drop to my waist, gripping tight. "Did he touch you?"

"Just—just for dancing. His hand was here." I place my hand over Ethan's, showing him the placement on my waist. "And then lower. Not quite my ass but close."

Ethan's pupils are blown wide, black swallowing the green of his eyes. "What else?"

"We were close." My voice is shaking now, reliving it. "Really close. My breasts were pressed against his chest and I know he could feel it. Feel how hard my nipples were through the dress."

"Jesus Christ." Ethan's breathing is ragged. One of his hands slides down, bunching the silk of my dress. "Tell me more."

"He was hard." The admission comes out in a rush. "I felt it against my hip. His cock. He was hard from dancing with me and I don't think he was trying to hide it. I think he wanted me to know."

Ethan groans and his hand finds the hem of my dress, sliding underneath, up my thigh. "And you liked it."

It's not a question but I answer anyway. "Yes."

"Say it again."

"I liked it." My voice is stronger now, more certain. "I liked feeling him hard against me. I liked knowing he wanted me. That he was probably going to go home tonight and jerk off thinking about me in this dress."

Ethan's fingers find my panties and he doesn't hesitate. He shoves them aside roughly and plunges two fingers into me. I gasp at the sudden intrusion, at how easily they slide in because I'm soaked.

"You're drenched," he says, wonder and lust mixing in his voice. "Holy fuck, Lila. You're dripping."

"I know." I grip his shoulders for balance as he starts pumping his fingers. "I've been wet since the closet. Since you told me—since you said—"

"Since I told you I wanted other men to fuck you." His thumb finds my clit and I cry out. "Since I told you I wanted to watch you be a slut for them."

The word slut should offend me. Should make me pull away. Instead it makes me clench around his fingers, makes more wetness flood out of me.

"Tell me more about Tyler," Ethan demands, his fingers working faster. "Tell me what he said."

"He said—" I'm panting now, riding his hand. "He said I'm perfect. That he's thought I was beautiful since you first introduced us. That he shouldn't say it but he couldn't help it."

"That little fuck." Ethan's voice is thick with arousal. "He wants what's mine."

"Yes."

"He wants to bend you over and fuck you until you scream."

"Yes." The word comes out as a moan.

"He wants to see these tits bounce while he pounds into you." Ethan's free hand grabs my breast through the lace, squeezing roughly. "He wants to cum all over them, mark you up."

"Ethan—" I'm close, so close, wound tight from the dance and this conversation and his fingers buried inside me.

"You'd let him, wouldn't you?" His thumb circles my clit faster. "If I asked you to. If I told you I wanted to watch. You'd let Tyler fuck you."

Would I? Twenty minutes ago I would have said no. Would have said this was just flirting, just a dance, just testing the waters. But with Ethan's fingers inside me and Tyler's hard cock still imprinted on my memory and my whole body on fire, I'm not sure anymore.

"I don't know," I gasp out honestly.

"But you're thinking about it." He adds a third finger and I moan. "You're thinking about his young cock inside you. About how hard he'd fuck you. About the sounds he'd make."

"Yes." The admission tears out of me. "Yes, I'm thinking about it."

"Good girl." The praise combined with his skilled fingers is too much. "Come for me. Come thinking about Tyler's cock."

I do. I shatter around his fingers, my orgasm ripping through me so intensely that my knees buckle. Ethan holds me up with one arm while the other hand keeps working, drawing every last pulse of pleasure from my body. I bite down on his shoulder to keep from screaming, tasting expensive tuxedo fabric and soap and him.

When I finally stop shaking, he pulls his fingers out slowly. They're coated with my arousal, gleaming in the dim light of the storage room. He brings them to his mouth and sucks them clean, maintaining eye contact the whole time.

"Fuck," I breathe.

He smiles, but it's strained. I glance down and see the massive bulge in his pants. He's painfully hard, probably has been since he watched me dance with Tyler.

"Do you want—" I reach for his belt.

"No." He catches my hand. "Not yet. I want to stay like this. Want to walk back out there hard, knowing what just happened. Knowing what we're building toward."

"Ethan, this is crazy."

"I know." He kisses me softly, tenderly, so different from the filthy things he was just saying. "But you liked it. Admit it. You liked being wanted by him. You liked telling me about it. You liked coming while thinking about his cock."

"Yes," I whisper against his mouth. "I liked it."

"Then let's see where it goes." He smooths my dress down, helps me fix my hair. "Let's see how far we can push this."

I should say no. Should pump the brakes. Should remind him we've been married for less than an hour and we're already playing with fire.

But I don't.

"Okay," I say instead. "Let's see."

When we return to the reception, the band is playing something slow and romantic. Ethan doesn't hesitate—he leads me straight to the dance floor, pulling me into his arms like we're the only two people in the room.

To everyone watching, we're the perfect newlyweds. The bride and groom lost in each other, stealing another dance together.

No one can hear what we're actually saying.

"I want you to dance with him again," Ethan murmurs against my ear, his lips barely brushing my skin.

My heart stutters. "What?"

"Tyler." His hand spreads across my lower back, holding me close. "Another slow dance. But this time you don't hold back."

"Ethan—" I keep my face neutral, smiling like he's whispering sweet nothings.

"Let him touch you. Really touch you." His fingers flex against my back. "When his hands drift lower, don't stop him. Let him feel your ass. Let him squeeze. Let him pull you against him so he can feel every curve."

"That's—that's way more than flirting." My voice is barely audible.

"I know." He spins me gently, pulling me back against him. To anyone watching, it looks romantic. "But you want it. After what happened in that storage room, after feeling how hard he was during that first dance, don't tell me you're not thinking about it."

He's right. I am thinking about it. About Tyler's hard cock pressed against me. About the rough desire in his voice when he called me perfect. About how it felt to be wanted that badly by someone who isn't my husband.

"What if someone notices?" I whisper.

"They won't." Ethan's hand tightens on my waist. "It's a wedding reception. Slow dancing is normal. And even if his hands wander a little, people will just think he's had too much champagne. No one's going to make a scene."

We turn slowly, swaying to the music. Over his shoulder, I can see Tyler across the room, leaning against the bar. Even from here, I can feel his eyes on me.

"I want to watch you let go," Ethan says, his breath warm against my neck. "I want to see you give in to what you're feeling. Let him touch you the way he's been dying to all night."

"And after?" My voice is shaking. "After the dance?"

"Then we'll see." His voice drops even lower. "Maybe you disappear for some air. Maybe he follows you. Maybe things escalate. But right now, I just want to watch you dance with him. Watch you let him touch what's mine."

The possessiveness in his voice sends a thrill through me. I'm his. But he's sharing me. Offering me up. The contradiction makes my head spin.

"One more dance," I hear myself say. "That's all."

"That's all I'm asking." He kisses me then, deep and possessive, right there on the dance floor. When he pulls back, we're both breathing hard. "For now."

The song is ending. Another couple brushes past us, laughing. Everything seems so normal, so innocent. No one knows what we're planning. What line we're about to cross.

"You're in control," Ethan reminds me. "You can stop this anytime. But if you want it—if you want him—then take it."

I nod, not trusting my voice.

Ethan releases me and steps back. "I'm going to the bar. I'll be watching."

He walks away, weaving through the crowd, leaving me alone on the dance floor. The band starts a new song—something slow and sultry. Other couples are finding their way to the floor. It's the perfect moment for someone to ask for a dance.

I smooth my dress, trying to steady my breathing. My whole body is trembling with anticipation and fear and that dark excitement that's becoming familiar.

Across the room, Tyler sets down his drink.

He starts walking toward me, cutting through the crowd with purpose. His eyes are locked on mine and there's something different in his expression now. The boyish uncertainty from earlier is gone, replaced by hunger. Raw, unmistakable hunger.

He reaches me and stops, close enough that I can smell his cologne, see the way his pupils are blown wide.

"Lila." My name sounds different in his mouth. Weighted. Wanting.

"Tyler." I can barely breathe.

"Can I have another dance?" His voice is rough, lower than before. "Please."

The word please does something to me. He's begging. This beautiful young man is begging to touch me again.

I glance toward the bar. Ethan is watching us, drink in hand, his whole body tense with anticipation.

I look back at Tyler and smile.

"Yes."
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Permission to touch
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Tyler's hand is warm in mine as he leads me to the dance floor.

I'm hyper-aware of everything. The silk of my dress brushing against my thighs. The eyes of wedding guests tracking our movement. The weight of my wedding ring on my finger. The knowledge that my husband is watching from somewhere in this room, wanting this, orchestrating this.

The band transitions into something slow and sultry. I don't recognize the song but the tempo is perfect for what we're about to do. What I'm about to let happen.

Tyler turns to face me and this time there's no hesitation. His hand goes straight to my waist, the other taking my hand. He pulls me close immediately—closer than the first dance, closer than appropriate. My breasts press against his chest through the lace of my dress.

"Is this okay?" he asks, but his voice tells me he already knows the answer.

"Yes." The word comes out breathless.

We start to sway and I can feel every inch of him. He's taller than me even in heels, broader, solid. His cologne surrounds me, something clean and masculine that makes my head spin. Or maybe that's the champagne. Or maybe it's the insanity of what I'm doing.

His hand on my waist flexes, fingers spreading. Testing.

"You look so fucking beautiful tonight," he murmurs, his lips close to my ear. "I haven't been able to stop staring at you."

"Tyler—"

"I know I shouldn't say that." His breath is warm against my neck. "You just got married. To my cousin. But I can't help it. You're perfect."

The hand on my waist starts to drift. Slowly, incrementally, sliding lower. Over the curve of my hip. Down to where my waist meets the swell of my ass.

I should stop him. Should redirect his hand back to safer territory. That's what I did during the first dance.

I don't.

His palm settles on the curve of my ass through the silk and I feel it like a brand. He pauses, giving me a chance to object, to pull away. When I don't, his fingers curl slightly. Squeezing. Testing the soft flesh through the fabric.

My heart is pounding so hard I'm sure he can feel it. This is real. This is actually happening. Another man has his hand on my ass while my husband watches.

"God," Tyler breathes. "You feel amazing."

He squeezes again, more confidently this time. His other hand releases mine and joins the first, both palms cupping my ass now, pulling me even closer against him. We're barely dancing anymore, just swaying in place while he gropes me.

I can feel it then—the hard length of his cock pressing against my hip through his pants. He's fully erect, straining against the fabric, and he's not even trying to hide it. He wants me to know. Wants me to feel what I do to him.

"Do you feel that?" His voice is rough, strained. "Do you feel how hard you make me?"

"Yes." I can barely breathe.

"I've been hard since that first dance." His hands knead my ass, fingers digging in through the silk. "Harder. Since I saw you walking down the aisle. I kept thinking about what you look like under this dress. About your curves. Your tits. Your ass."

He pulls me tighter and grinds against me slightly, letting me feel the full length of him. I gasp and my hands grip his shoulders for balance. This has gone way past dancing. We're basically dry humping on the dance floor at my wedding reception.

I search the room desperately for Ethan and find him at the edge of the dance floor. He's holding a drink but not drinking it, just staring at us with an intensity that makes my whole body flush. His face is dark with lust, jaw tight, and even from here I can see the bulge in his pants.

He's getting off on this. Watching another man touch me. Watching me let it happen.

The knowledge sends a fresh wave of arousal through me. I'm soaked between my thighs, my panties clinging uncomfortably. My nipples are hard points pressing against Tyler's chest and I know he can feel them.

"Lila." Tyler's voice pulls my attention back. "I want to kiss you."

Panic spikes through the arousal. "We can't."

"Why not?" His hands are still on my ass, still squeezing, still pulling me against his hard cock. "We're already doing this. What's one kiss?"

"It's different." My voice is shaking. "Dancing is one thing. Kissing is—"

"Is what?" He leans down, his lips almost brushing mine. "More intimate? More real?"

Yes. Exactly that. As long as we're just dancing, I can pretend this is innocent. Plausibly deniable. But kissing crosses a line I'm not ready for.

Not yet.

"Please," he whispers, and the desperation in his voice makes me ache. "Just one kiss. I need to know what you taste like."

"Tyler, I can't—"

"Then let me touch you more." One hand slides up from my ass, over my hip, along my ribcage. Stopping just below my breast. "Let me feel all of you."

My breath catches. We're in the middle of the dance floor, surrounded by wedding guests. My family. His family. Anyone could look over and see what's happening.

But the lights are dim. The music is loud. And most people are drunk or distracted or both.

"Where?" I hear myself ask.

"What?"

"Where do you want to touch me?"

His pupils dilate, swallowing the brown of his eyes. "Everywhere. Your tits. Your pussy. I want to feel how wet you are. I want to make you cum."

The explicit words send electricity straight between my legs. "Not here."

"Then where?" His hand is still poised just below my breast, fingers twitching with the need to move higher. "Tell me where. Tell me when. I'll do anything."

The song is ending. I can hear it winding down, the last notes fading. In a moment the spell will break and we'll have to separate, return to being appropriate. Return to pretending.

"The balcony," I whisper. "In five minutes. Alone."

His whole body tenses. "You're serious?"

"Yes."

"Fuck." He pulls me against him one last time, grinding his hard cock against me almost desperately. "Yes. Okay. The balcony."

The song ends. Other couples start to separate, applauding politely. Tyler's hands slide away from my body reluctantly and I immediately feel the loss.

We step apart. He's flushed, breathing hard, his erection obvious in his dress pants. I'm sure I look just as wrecked—lips swollen, cheeks red, nipples hard against the lace.

"Five minutes," he says again, like he's confirming.

I nod and walk away before I can change my mind.

My legs are shaking. I need air. I need to think. I need to find Ethan and tell him what I just agreed to.

But first, I need to catch my breath.

I push through the glass doors onto the balcony and the cool night air hits me like a slap.

My skin is overheated, flushed from the dance floor and the champagne and Tyler's hands on my ass. The temperature drop makes me gasp, makes my nipples tighten even more against the lace of my dress. They're already hard from arousal, visible through the white fabric, and the cold air makes them ache.

I walk to the railing and grip it with both hands, trying to steady myself.

What am I doing?

The question circles through my mind but I don't have an answer. Or maybe I do and I'm just not ready to admit it. I'm letting another man touch me. Grope me. I told him to meet me here, alone, knowing exactly what that means.

The balcony overlooks the venue's gardens. Fairy lights are strung through the trees, casting everything in a soft golden glow. I can hear the muffled sounds of the reception behind me—music and laughter and the clink of glasses. My wedding reception. Where I should be mingling with guests and cutting cake and doing all the normal bride things.

Instead I'm out here waiting for my husband's cousin to put his hands on me.

I hear the door open behind me.

Footsteps. Slow, hesitant. Then Tyler's voice, rough and uncertain.

"Lila?"

I don't turn around. Can't. If I look at him I might lose my nerve.

"I'm here," I say quietly.

"I wasn't sure you'd actually come." He moves closer. I can feel him behind me now, the heat of his body. "I thought maybe you'd change your mind."

"I almost did." Honesty feels important right now. "I still might."

"Then why are you here?"

Why am I here? Because my husband asked me to. Because something woke up inside me tonight that I didn't know existed. Because I want this in a way that terrifies and thrills me.

"I don't know," I whisper.

Silence. Just the sound of our breathing and the distant music. Then Tyler speaks again, closer now.

"Can I touch you?"

The question makes my whole body clench. "You already did. On the dance floor."

"That was different." His voice is strained. "This is just us. No crowd. No pretending we're just dancing. If I touch you now, we both know what it means."

"What does it mean?" I'm stalling, trying to process.

"It means I want you." Simple. Direct. "It means I've wanted you since the moment Ethan introduced us. It means I can't stop thinking about what you feel like under that dress."

My hands tighten on the railing. "Tyler—"

"Tell me to leave." His breath is warm on the back of my neck now. He's right behind me. "Tell me to go back inside and I will. But if you don't, I'm going to touch you. Really touch you. And I don't know if I'll be able to stop."

I should tell him to leave. Should end this before it goes any further. But the words won't come.

"Don't stop," I hear myself say.

He makes a sound low in his throat, almost a groan. Then his hands are on my waist, warm through the silk. He moves closer until his body is pressed against my back, his chest against my shoulder blades, his hips against my ass.

And his cock. Hard and insistent, pressing against the curve of my ass through our clothes.

"Fuck," he breathes. "You have no idea what you do to me."

His hands slide up slowly from my waist, over my ribcage. Giving me time to stop him. I don't. Can't. My whole body is trembling with anticipation and fear and desperate need.

His palms cup my breasts through the lace.

I gasp, the sound loud in the quiet night. They're full and heavy in his hands, my nipples hard points that he finds immediately. His thumbs brush over them and electricity shoots straight between my legs.

"God, Lila." His voice is wrecked. "Your tits are perfect."

He squeezes gently, kneading the soft flesh, learning the shape and weight of them. His thumbs circle my nipples through the lace, applying just enough pressure to make me moan.

"Does that feel good?" he asks, lips against my ear.

"Yes." The word comes out as a whimper.

He squeezes harder, thumbs flicking over my nipples now, and I arch back against him. I can feel every inch of his hard cock pressed against my ass. He grinds against me slightly and I realize he's as desperate as I am.

"I want to see them," he says. "I want to pull this dress down and see your tits. Put my mouth on them."

"We can't." But my voice lacks conviction. "Someone could come out."

"Then let them watch." His hands don't stop their exploration, palming my breasts, thumbs working my nipples until I'm panting. "Let them see how fucking sexy you are. How much you want this."

Do I want this? Yes. God yes. I'm soaked between my thighs, my pussy throbbing with need. If he slid his hand under my dress right now he'd find my panties drenched.

As if reading my mind, one of his hands leaves my breast and starts sliding down. Over my stomach, my hip, gathering up the silk of my dress.

"Tyler—"

"I just want to feel." His hand finds my bare thigh above my stockings. "Just for a second. Please."

His fingers slide higher, between my thighs, and I spread my legs slightly to give him access. This is insane. We're on a balcony at my wedding reception where anyone could see us, and I'm letting him touch me.

His fingers brush over the lace of my panties and he freezes.

"Holy fuck." His voice is awed. "You're soaked. Lila, you're fucking drenched."

"I know." Shame and arousal mix together until I can't tell them apart.

He strokes over the wet lace, applying pressure but not pushing underneath. Just feeling how wet I am for him. "This is all for me?"

"Yes." Not entirely true—some of it's for Ethan, for this whole insane situation—but Tyler doesn't need to know that.

His other hand is still on my breast, still working my nipple. The combination makes my knees weak. I'm gripping the railing so hard my knuckles are white.

"I want to taste you," Tyler says, his fingers pressing harder against my wet panties. "I want to get on my knees right here and lick your pussy until you cum on my tongue."

The image makes me moan. "We can't."

"Why not?"

Because that crosses another line. Because that's oral sex, not just touching. Because if I let him do that, there's no going back.

"It's too much," I manage.

"But you want it." He presses against my clit through the lace and I nearly cry out. "I can feel how much you want it. You're grinding against my hand."

I am. I'm pressing back against his fingers, seeking more pressure, more friction. My whole body is on fire.

"Tell me what you want," he demands, his breath hot against my neck. "Tell me and I'll do it."

Before I can answer, I hear voices. Loud, getting closer. Someone's coming outside.

Tyler jerks his hand away from between my legs, steps back quickly. Cold air rushes between us and I nearly whimper at the loss. I yank my dress down, try to compose myself, gripping the railing like it's the only thing keeping me upright.

The door opens. Two of my bridesmaids come out. They're laughing about something, holding cigarettes.

"Oh, hey Lila!" one of them says brightly. "Getting some air?"

"Yeah." My voice sounds surprisingly normal. "It's hot in there."

"Tell me about it." She lights her cigarette. "Beautiful night though."

Tyler is standing several feet away from me now, hands in his pockets, looking out at the gardens like he was just enjoying the view. Perfectly innocent. No one would know that thirty seconds ago his hand was between my legs.

The women chat for a minute about the wedding, the food, someone's dress. Normal conversation. I nod and smile and respond when necessary, but inside I'm screaming. My body is still throbbing with need. My panties are soaked. My nipples are so hard they ache.

Finally they finish their cigarettes and head back inside, laughing and swaying slightly from champagne.

The door closes. Silence.

Tyler and I look at each other across the balcony.

"Fuck," he says simply.

"I need to go." I push away from the railing on shaking legs. "I need to find Ethan."

"Lila, wait—"

"I'm sorry. I just—I need to go."

I walk past him quickly, not trusting myself to stop if he touches me again. Push through the glass doors back into the warm, loud reception. The noise and lights are overwhelming after the quiet intimacy of the balcony.

I need to find my husband. I need to tell him what just happened. I need him to tell me I'm not crazy, that this is okay, that we're not destroying everything.

I scan the room desperately and spot him near the bar, watching the door I just came through. He saw me come back in. Probably saw the whole thing through the glass.

Our eyes meet and his expression makes my breath catch. Dark. Hungry. Possessive.

He starts walking toward me.

Ethan intercepts me before I make it three steps into the reception.

His hand wraps around my wrist and he pulls me sideways, not toward the bathrooms or the coat room but through a door marked "Staff Only" that leads to a back stairwell. Emergency exit lighting casts everything in harsh fluorescent white.

The door closes behind us and suddenly it's quiet. Just the muffled bass of the reception music thumping through the walls and our breathing.

He doesn't say anything. Just stares at me with those dark green eyes, taking in every detail. My flushed cheeks. My swollen lips. My hard nipples visible through the lace. The way my whole body is trembling.

"Tell me," he says finally. His voice is rough, strained. "Tell me everything."

The words tumble out in a rush. "He followed me to the balcony. We were alone. He asked if he could touch me and I said yes."

"Where?" Ethan steps closer, backing me against the concrete wall. "Where did he touch you?"

"My waist first. Then he pressed against me from behind." I can still feel it, the solid weight of Tyler's body, the heat of him. "His cock was so hard, Ethan. I could feel it against my ass."

Ethan's breathing gets rougher. "What else?"

"His hands." I'm panting now, reliving it. "He slid them up and cupped my breasts. Over the dress. He squeezed them, felt how heavy they are. His thumbs found my nipples and he—he rubbed them until I was moaning."

"Fuck." Ethan's hand goes to his crotch, adjusting himself through his pants. "You let him touch your tits?"

"Yes." Shame and arousal mix together. "I couldn't stop him. Didn't want to stop him. It felt so good, having his hands on me. Knowing someone else wanted me that badly."

"What else?" His hand is on his belt now, like he's fighting the urge to undo it. "Did he touch you anywhere else?"

"Between my legs." The admission comes out as a whisper. "He slid his hand up my thigh and touched me through my panties."

Ethan groans like he's been punched. "And?"

"And he said I was soaked. Drenched. He felt how wet I was for him." I meet his eyes. "He said he wanted to taste me. Wanted to get on his knees and lick my pussy until I came on his tongue."

"Jesus Christ, Lila." Ethan's control is fracturing. He pushes against me, one hand braced on the wall beside my head, the other grabbing my hip. "Did you let him?"

"No. Someone came outside before—before anything else could happen."

"But you wanted to." It's not a question.

"Yes." The truth feels like a confession. "I wanted him to. I wanted to feel his mouth on me. His tongue inside me. I wanted to cum while another man ate my pussy."

Ethan crashes his mouth against mine, kissing me desperately. It's rough and possessive, his tongue invading my mouth like he's reclaiming territory. When he pulls back we're both gasping.

"This is so fucked up," I breathe.

"I know." His forehead rests against mine. "But you're into it. Admit it. You're as turned on as I am."

He's right. I'm soaking wet, my pussy throbbing with need. My nipples ache from Tyler's touch and my own arousal. I've never been this turned on in my life.

"I don't understand what's happening to me," I whisper. "Three hours ago I was a normal bride. Now I'm letting your cousin grope me while you watch. What does that make me?"

"Mine." Ethan's hand slides down to cup my ass through the silk, the same place Tyler touched me. "It makes you mine. My wife. My beautiful, sexy wife who's discovering what she really wants."

"And what do I want?"

"To be desired." His hand squeezes. "To be wanted by everyone but chosen by me. To explore your sexuality without shame or limits. To be free."

There's that word again. Free. Is that what this is? Freedom?

"How far do you want to go tonight?" Ethan asks quietly. "With Tyler. With this. I need to know where the line is."

I think about Tyler's hands on my breasts. His fingers against my wet panties. His desperate voice asking to taste me.

"I don't want to have sex with him," I say slowly, working it out as I speak. "Not yet. That feels like too much."

"But oral?" Ethan's voice is tight with need. "You'd let him go down on you? Or you could suck his cock?"

The explicit words make me clench. "Maybe. I don't know. It depends on how the rest of the night goes."

"If the opportunity came up." Ethan's hand slides from my ass to between my legs, pressing against my soaked panties the same way Tyler did. "If you found yourself alone with him again. If he got on his knees and asked to taste you. Would you say yes?"

Would I? A few hours ago the answer would have been an absolute no. But now, with Ethan's hand between my legs and Tyler's touch still burning on my skin and my whole body screaming for release, I'm not sure.

"I might," I admit.

"God, you're perfect." Ethan's fingers press harder, rubbing through the wet lace. "You're so fucking perfect."

"What about you?" I grab his wrist, holding his hand against me. "What do you want?"

"I want to watch." His voice is raw with need. "I want to see another man's mouth on your pussy. I want to watch you come apart while he eats you. I want to see you on your knees with his cock in your mouth. And then I want you to come back to me and tell me every detail while I fuck you."

The image he's painting makes me dizzy. "You really want this."

"More than I've ever wanted anything." His fingers find my clit through the fabric and I gasp. "But only if you want it too. This doesn't work if you're just doing it for me."

Am I just doing it for him? Or is there something in me that craves this? That wants to be desired, touched, wanted by multiple men while my husband watches and approves?

"I want it," I hear myself say. "I'm scared and confused and I don't fully understand it, but I want it."

Ethan kisses me again, softer this time. When he pulls back, his eyes are full of love and lust and something that looks like gratitude.

"Then let's see what happens," he says. "No pressure. No expectations. If an opportunity arises and you want to take it, you have my permission. My encouragement. But if you change your mind at any point, we stop. Okay?"

"Okay."

"And after." His hand is still between my legs, still rubbing slow circles that are driving me insane. "After whatever happens or doesn't happen tonight, you come back to me. You're still my wife. Still mine. That doesn't change."

"Never," I promise.

He kisses me one more time, then steps back. His hand leaves my body and I whimper at the loss. I'm so close to coming it's painful.

"Not yet," he says, reading my expression. "You don't get to come yet. Not until you've earned it."

"Earned it how?"

His smile is dark and promising. "We'll see. But I have a feeling Tyler's going to help with that."

He smooths my dress down, fixes my hair, makes me presentable again. Then he cracks the stairwell door and checks that the coast is clear.

"After you, Mrs. Hayes."

We slip back into the reception separately, just another bride and groom enjoying their party. No one knows what we just discussed. What boundaries we just agreed to cross.

I scan the room and find Tyler near the dance floor, talking to another groomsman but his eyes are searching. Looking for me.

Our gazes lock across the crowded room and I see the question in his expression. The hunger. The desperate hope.

I don't look away. Don't break eye contact. Just hold his gaze while my heart pounds and my pussy throbs and my husband watches from somewhere behind me.

The night is far from over.

And I have a feeling things are about to get much, much more complicated.
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The Bartender
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I need a drink.

The thought loops through my mind as I push through the crowd toward the bar. My legs are still shaking from the stairwell, from Ethan's fingers inside me, from the weight of what we just agreed to. Oral sex. With anyone. The permission sits heavy in my chest, thrilling and terrifying in equal measure.

The bar is three-deep with guests trying to order drinks. I squeeze between two of Ethan's coworkers, probably looking as frazzled as I feel. My dress is rumpled, my hair is coming loose from its updo, and I'm sure my lipstick is smeared. I look like exactly what I am—a bride who's been doing things she shouldn't.

"What can I get you?"

The voice cuts through the noise and I look up to find the bartender watching me. I've seen him all night, of course, serving drinks during cocktail hour, but I haven't really noticed him until now.

He's tall—six-foot-one maybe—with a lean, wiry build that comes from constant movement rather than gym time. Messy red hair that looks like he ran his hands through it too many times. Sly blue eyes that seem to see more than they should. Scruffy stubble covering a sharp jaw.

And he's looking at me like I'm a puzzle he's trying to solve.

"Vodka tonic," I say. My voice sounds rough. "Strong."

One corner of his mouth lifts. "Rough night?"

"You have no idea."

He makes my drink with practiced efficiency, then slides it across the bar. His fingers brush mine as I take the glass and I feel the contact like a spark.

"You're the bride, right?" he asks.

"Last I checked." I take a long sip. The alcohol burns going down but I welcome it.

"Connor." He offers his hand. "I'm with the catering company."

"Lila." I shake his hand. His palm is rough, callused. Different from Tyler's smoother grip. Different from Ethan's familiar touch.

"So, Lila." He leans against the bar, clearly not in a hurry to serve the other guests clamoring for drinks. "You seem a little overwhelmed for a bride on her wedding night. Everything okay?"

The question catches me off guard. Most people have been offering congratulations, exclaiming about how beautiful everything is, asking where we're honeymooning. No one's actually asked if I'm okay.

"I'm fine," I lie automatically.

"Uh huh." His blue eyes are sharp, assessing. "Because you look like you're about two seconds from either crying or running for the exit. And I've worked enough weddings to know the difference between happy-overwhelmed and about-to-have-a-breakdown overwhelmed."

I should be offended. Should tell him to mind his own business and make drinks. Instead I hear myself laugh, short and sharp.

"Is it that obvious?"

"To someone who's paying attention? Yeah." He starts making another drink—for someone else, I assume, but he keeps his focus on me. "Wedding jitters are normal, you know. Even on the wedding day itself. Especially on the wedding day."

"It's not jitters." The words come out before I can stop them.

"No?" He slides the completed drink down the bar to another guest without looking. "Then what is it?"

I should walk away. Should take my drink and find Ethan and get back to the reception. But something about Connor's outsider status, his directness, makes me want to keep talking.

"I don't know," I say quietly. "Fear maybe? Of everything changing. Of losing myself. Of this being it for the rest of my life."

Connor nods slowly, like this makes perfect sense. "You're what, twenty-eight?"

"How did you—"

"Lucky guess." He's making another drink, movements automatic. "Twenty-eight is young. Hell, I'm thirty-two and the idea of marriage terrifies me. No offense."

"None taken."

"So why did you do it?" He looks up, meeting my eyes. "Get married, I mean. If you're this scared."

Why did I? Because I love Ethan. Because it felt like the right time. Because everyone expected it. Because I wanted the dress and the party and the promise of forever.

Except none of those feel like the whole truth anymore.

"I thought I was ready," I say finally.

"But now you're not sure." It's not a question.

"Now I don't know what I am."

Connor studies me for a long moment. The noise of the reception fades into background buzz—music and laughter and the clink of glasses. Then he leans closer, voice dropping.

"You want to get out of here for a minute? Just for some air and a real conversation. No wedding guests, no expectations. Just two people talking."

My heart starts pounding. This is it. An opportunity. The kind Ethan and I just agreed I could take.

"I shouldn't," I say, but my voice lacks conviction.

"Probably not." Connor's smile is wicked. "But you look like you could use a break from being the perfect bride."

He's right. I'm exhausted from smiling, from accepting congratulations, from playing the role. And something about Connor—his confidence, his outsider perspective, the way he's looking at me—makes me want to say yes.

I scan the room for Ethan and find him near the DJ booth, talking to his best man Derek. As if sensing my gaze, he looks up. Our eyes meet across the crowded reception hall.

I tilt my head slightly toward Connor. A question. Permission.

Ethan's eyes flick to the bartender, taking in his lean frame, his messy red hair, the way he's leaning close to me. For a moment I think he might shake his head, might decide this is too far, too fast.

But then he nods. Slowly. Deliberately.

Yes.

I turn back to Connor, pulse racing.

"Okay," I say. "Just for a minute."

His smile widens. "There's a back exit through the kitchen. Less chance of running into your guests."

"Or my husband," I add without thinking.

Connor's eyebrows rise. "He doesn't know you're overwhelmed?"

"It's complicated."

"Isn't it always?" He gestures toward a door marked "Staff Only." "After you."

I take another long sip of my vodka tonic, then set the glass down. My hands are shaking again but not from fear. From anticipation. From the knowledge of what I'm about to do, what Ethan wants me to do.

I follow Connor toward the back exit, weaving through the kitchen where catering staff barely glance at us. Just another bride needing air, just another bartender on break.

We push through a heavy door and suddenly we're outside, the cool night air hitting my overheated skin.

And I'm alone with a stranger who has no idea what he's just walked into.

The alley is exactly what I expected—unglamorous, dimly lit by a single security light, smelling faintly of cigarettes and garbage from the dumpster against the far wall.

Nothing about this is romantic. But maybe that's the point.

Connor pulls a pack of cigarettes from his pocket and taps one out. The lighter flares in the darkness, illuminating his face for a moment—sharp cheekbones, that scruffy stubble, those sly blue eyes watching me.

"Want one?" He offers the pack.

"I don't smoke." The words come out automatic.

"Neither do most brides at their own weddings." His smile is wicked. "But you don't seem like most brides right now."

He's right. Most brides aren't sneaking into alleys with strange men while their husbands watch from inside. Most brides aren't soaking wet between their legs, their panties damp from multiple encounters with men who aren't their new husband.

I take the cigarette.

Connor lights it for me, his hand cupping mine to shield the flame. His skin is rough, callused from years of bartending. The cigarette tastes harsh and foreign but I don't cough. I take a drag like I've done this before, like I'm someone who sneaks out for cigarettes.

Like I'm someone brave.

"So." Connor leans against the brick wall, exhaling smoke. "You want to tell me what's really going on?"

"What do you mean?"

"I mean you just got married like four hours ago and you're out here looking like you're about to have a panic attack." He studies me. "That's not just cold feet. That's something else."

I take another drag, buying time. What can I tell him? That my husband wants to watch other men touch me? That I've already let his cousin grope me on the dance floor and on a balcony? That I'm out here because Ethan gave me permission?

"Maybe I'm just too young for this," I say instead. "For marriage. For commitment. For locking myself into one person for the rest of my life."

Connor nods slowly. "How old are you again?"

"Twenty-eight."

"Yeah, that's young." He flicks ash from his cigarette. "I'm thirty-two and the idea of marriage makes me want to run screaming. No offense to your husband."

"None taken." I lean against the wall next to him. The brick is cool through the silk of my dress. "What about you? Never been tempted?"

"To get married?" He laughs, short and sharp. "Hell no. I like my freedom too much. I like being able to do what I want, fuck who I want, not answer to anyone."

The word fuck sends a jolt through me. The casual way he says it, like sex is just another thing he does. Another choice he makes.

"That sounds nice," I hear myself say.

"It is." His hand finds my knee. The touch is casual, comfortable, like we've known each other longer than twenty minutes. "Freedom is underrated. Everyone acts like commitment is the goal, like being tied down is some kind of achievement. But sometimes the cage is just a cage, you know?"

His thumb rubs slow circles on my knee through the silk. I should stop him. Should step away. But I don't.

"You think marriage is a cage?" My voice is breathless.

"I think it can be." His hand slides slightly higher, over my thigh. "Especially if you're not ready. Especially if you're someone who needs more than one person can give you."

Is that what I am? Someone who needs more? Or is this just tonight, just this strange experiment Ethan and I are running?

"You're too young and hot to lock yourself down if you're not ready," Connor says, his voice dropping lower. His hand slides higher still, finding the top of my stocking. His fingers brush over bare skin above the lace and I gasp. "You should be out there living. Experiencing. Taking what you want instead of settling."

"I'm not settling." But my protest is weak, unconvincing even to my own ears.

"No?" His fingers trace patterns on my bare thigh, each touch sending electricity through me. "Then why are you out here with me instead of in there with your husband?"

Because my husband wants me to be. Because this is what we agreed to. Because I'm discovering something about myself tonight that I didn't know existed.

"It's complicated," I manage.

"It always is." His hand slides higher, fingers finding the edge of my panties. "But right now, in this moment, it doesn't have to be."

He's closer now. I can smell him—cigarettes and whiskey and something masculine underneath. His face is inches from mine, those blue eyes dark with intent.

"What are you doing?" I whisper.

"What you want me to do." His fingers trace the edge of my panties, not pushing underneath yet. Just promising. "Tell me to stop and I will. But if you don't, I'm going to kiss you. And then I'm going to touch you. And you're going to forget about that reception and that marriage and everything except how good this feels."

I should say stop. Should end this before it goes any further. But my whole body is screaming yes, my pussy throbbing with need, my skin on fire from his touch.

"He doesn't know I'm out here," I say instead. Lying. Ethan knows exactly where I am.

"Good." Connor's smile is wicked. "Then this can be our secret."

He cups my face with his free hand and kisses me.

It's different from kissing Ethan. Different from kissing Tyler. Connor's stubble scratches my face, rough and masculine. He tastes like cigarettes and whiskey, dark and forbidden. His tongue invades my mouth, confident and demanding, and I open to him.

His hand slides higher under my dress, fingers pushing past the edge of my panties. He finds my pussy wet and slick and groans into my mouth.

"Fuck," he breathes against my lips. "You're soaked."

"I know." Shame and arousal mix together.

"How long have you been this wet?" His fingers stroke over my bare pussy lips, exploring. "All night? Since the ceremony? Or just since you came out here with me?"

"All night," I admit.

"Fuck." He kisses me harder, fingers sliding through my wetness. "You're not ready to be married at all, are you? You need this. You need to feel wanted, to feel free."

He has no idea how right he is, even if his reasons are completely wrong.

His fingers find my clit and I moan into his mouth. The pleasure is sharp and intense after hours of building arousal, after Tyler's touches and Ethan's fingers and the constant throbbing need between my legs.

"That's it," Connor murmurs. "Let go. Stop being the perfect bride for a minute and just feel."

He circles my clit with steady pressure while his other hand grips my hip, holding me against the wall. I'm grinding against his hand, chasing the orgasm that's been building all night.

"You're so fucking responsive," he says. "I bet you could come just from this. Just from my fingers on your clit while I kiss you."

He's right. I'm already close, wound so tight that it won't take much more.

Then he slides one finger inside me.

I gasp, breaking the kiss. His finger pushes deep, curling to find that spot that makes my knees weak. He pumps slowly, adding a second finger, stretching me.

"So tight," he groans. "When's the last time he fucked you? Your husband?"

"This morning." Before the ceremony. A lifetime ago.

"Not enough." Connor pumps faster, thumb finding my clit again. "You need more than that. You need someone who can keep up with you. Who understands that you're not meant to be locked down."

His fingers work expertly, hitting all the right spots. His thumb circles my clit with perfect pressure. I'm riding his hand now, completely lost in the sensation, forgetting where I am. Forgetting that this is my wedding reception, that guests are inside, that my husband—

Ethan.

The thought breaks through the haze. Ethan is inside. Ethan knows I'm out here. Ethan wants this.

But Connor doesn't.

Connor thinks I'm having cold feet. Thinks he's rescuing me from a mistake. Thinks this is spontaneous, rebellious, wrong.

The wrongness of it—the deception—sends a spike of shame through my arousal. But the shame just makes me wetter, makes me grind harder against his hand.

"That's it," Connor encourages. "Come for me. Show me what freedom feels like."

I'm right on the edge. His fingers pumping inside me, his thumb on my clit, his mouth finding my neck and sucking. I'm going to come in an alley behind my wedding reception with a stranger's fingers inside me while my husband waits inside.

The thought should horrify me.

Instead it pushes me closer to the edge.

"Come on," Connor urges, pumping faster. "Let go. Come for me."

I'm right there. Right on the precipice. One more thrust, one more circle of his thumb, and I'll shatter.

Then I hear voices.

Loud. Getting closer. Someone's coming outside.

Reality crashes back in a wave of panic. What am I doing? I'm about to let a stranger make me come in an alley. At my wedding. Where anyone could find us.

I grab Connor's wrist, stopping his movement. "Wait."

"What's wrong?"

"Someone's coming." I push his hand away, yanking my dress down. My whole body is screaming in protest, so close to release that it's physically painful to stop.

The back door opens. Two kitchen staff step out, laughing about something, lighting cigarettes.

They glance at us—just the bride getting some air with one of the bartenders—and don't think twice about it. Why would they?

But the moment is broken. The spell shattered.

I look at Connor—his face flushed, his pupils blown wide, his fingers still wet with my arousal—and panic overtakes everything else.

"I need to go." The words tumble out in a rush.

"Lila, wait—"

"I'm sorry. I can't. I need to—I need to get back."

I don't give him a chance to respond. Just push away from the wall and rush toward the door, leaving him standing in the alley confused and clearly still turned on.

I burst back through the kitchen, past the catering staff who barely glance at me, back into the noise and heat and light of the reception.

My heart is pounding. My whole body is trembling. I'm so close to coming that I can barely walk, my pussy throbbing with unfulfilled need.

I need to find Ethan. Need to tell him what just happened. Need him to finish what Connor started.

I scan the room desperately and spot him near the bar, watching the door I just came through. He saw me come back in. Probably saw the whole thing through a window or heard about it somehow.

Our eyes meet across the crowded reception hall and his expression makes me weak.

Dark. Hungry. Possessive. Jealous.

He starts walking toward me and I know exactly where we're going.

The coat room. Where this all started.

Ethan doesn't say a word. Just grabs my wrist and pulls me through the reception, past dancing couples and laughing guests, straight to the coat room where this all started.

The door closes behind us and suddenly the noise is muffled, distant. Just us in the dim space surrounded by coats and the ghosts of earlier confessions.

He's on me immediately. Crashes his mouth against mine, kissing me hard and desperate. I taste his jealousy, his arousal, his need to reclaim what's his.

When he pulls back, we're both breathing hard.

"Tell me," he demands. "Everything."

The words tumble out in a rush. "Connor. The bartender. We went to the alley behind the venue and he kissed me."

Ethan's jaw tightens. "And?"

"And his fingers—" My voice breaks. "He touched me. Under my dress. Inside me."

"Fuck." Ethan's hand goes to my hip, gripping hard enough to bruise. "You let a stranger finger you in an alley?"

"Yes." The shame and arousal are inseparable now.

He kisses me again, harder this time. Hungry and possessive. When he pulls back, his eyes are dark.

"I can taste him on you," he says roughly. "Cigarettes. Whiskey."

"I'm sorry—"

"Don't." His hand slides under my dress, shoving my panties aside. His fingers find me soaked and ready. "Don't apologize for giving me exactly what I want."

He pushes two fingers inside me and I gasp. My body accepts him easily, still worked up from Connor, still desperate for release.

"Tell me more," Ethan says, pumping his fingers. "What did he say?"

"He thought—" I'm panting now, riding his hand. "He thought I had cold feet. About marrying you. He said I was too young to lock myself down."

"And you didn't correct him." Ethan's thumb finds my clit and I nearly scream. "You let him think you were having second thoughts while his fingers were inside my wife's pussy."

"Yes." The word comes out as a moan.

"Fuck." He pumps faster, harder. "You're incredible. You know that? Absolutely fucking incredible."

I'm close already, wound so tight after everything tonight. After Tyler's hands on me, Connor's fingers inside me, hours of building arousal with no release.

"Ethan, I need—"

"I know what you need." His fingers curl inside me, hitting that perfect spot. "But first tell me something. We agreed you could do oral with Tyler. But Connor—" His thumb circles my clit. "You'd let him too, wouldn't you? If you had the chance. You'd let that bartender put his mouth on you."

The image makes me clench around his fingers. Connor on his knees in that alley, his scruffy face between my thighs, his tongue replacing where his fingers were.

"Yes," I gasp.

"Not just Tyler then." His voice is strained with his own arousal. "Any man you want. Any man who wants you. That's what you're really asking for, isn't it?"

The question hangs between us. This is the line we're crossing—from one specific person to the possibility of multiple men. From a controlled experiment to something wilder, more unpredictable.

"Yes," I admit. "Not just Tyler. Anyone."

Ethan groans and his fingers pump frantically now, thumb pressing hard against my clit. The permission—the expansion of our agreement—is pushing him as close to the edge as I am.

"Then that's the rule," he says roughly. "Oral with anyone you want. Anyone who wants you. You choose. You decide. But no penetration. Not yet. That's still ours."

"Yes." The boundary feels important even as we're dissolving others.

"Then come for me," he demands. "Come on my fingers while thinking about all the men who are going to taste you tonight. Who are going to worship your pussy while I watch."

The words, the image, his fingers—it's too much. I shatter around him, my orgasm ripping through me so intensely that my knees buckle. He holds me up with one arm while the other keeps working, drawing every pulse of pleasure from my body.

When I finally stop shaking, he pulls his fingers out slowly. Brings them to his mouth and sucks them clean, maintaining eye contact the whole time.

"Perfect," he says quietly. "You're perfect."

I'm trembling, overwhelmed, barely able to stand. But there's something else underneath the satisfaction. A hunger that one orgasm hasn't fully sated.

"What now?" I ask.

Ethan smooths my dress down, fixes my hair. Makes me presentable again even though we both know I'll be messed up again soon.

"Now we go back out there," he says. "And you find someone who wants to taste you. Tyler, Connor, whoever. You have permission. Use it however you want."

The weight of that permission settles over me. The night is still young. The reception will go for hours yet. And somewhere out there are men who want me—Tyler, Connor, maybe others I haven't even noticed yet.

The possibilities feel endless and terrifying and exhilarating all at once.

Ethan kisses me one more time, soft and tender. "I love you. Remember that. No matter what happens tonight, I love you."

"I love you too," I whisper.

He opens the coat room door and the noise of the reception floods back in. Music and laughter and celebration.

We step back into our wedding.

But everything has changed.
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I'm at the bar ordering another vodka tonic when I feel a hand on my arm.

"Lila, honey, can we talk for a minute?"

I turn to find my mother looking at me with concern etched across her face. She's wearing the champagne-colored dress we picked out together months ago, her hair perfectly styled, her makeup flawless. She looks exactly like the mother of the bride should look.

I probably look like a disaster.

"Mom, hey." I paste on a smile. "Are you having fun?"

"That's what I wanted to ask you." She steers me away from the bar, toward a quieter corner near the windows. "Are you okay? You seem... scattered."

My stomach drops. "What do you mean?"

"I mean you've been running around all night, disappearing constantly." Her eyes scan my face, taking in the flushed cheeks, the slightly smeared lipstick I haven't had a chance to fix, the way my hair is coming loose from its updo. "You look overwhelmed. And I've barely seen you talk to any of the guests."

"That's not true." The defensiveness in my voice is immediate. "I've been talking to everyone."

"Have you?" She raises an eyebrow. "Because Aunt Martha mentioned she's barely seen you. Uncle Robert said the same thing. And half the guests from my side of the family have been asking where you are."

I feel my face flush. The irony almost makes me laugh. If my mother knew what I'd been doing instead of making small talk with her side of the family—if she knew about Tyler's hands on me, Connor's fingers inside me, the way I've been sneaking off to let men touch me—she'd have a heart attack right here at my wedding reception.

"I've just been... busy," I say, trying to sound normal. "There's so much going on. So many people to see."

"Lila." My mother's voice softens. She reaches up to tuck a loose strand of hair behind my ear, the same gesture she's been making since I was a little girl. "This is supposed to be the happiest day of your life. I just want to make sure you're actually enjoying it."

The guilt hits me like a physical blow. Because I am enjoying it—just not in the way she thinks. Not in the way a bride should. I'm enjoying my husband's cousin's hands on my ass and a stranger's fingers inside me and the transgressive thrill of crossing boundaries I didn't know existed until tonight.

"I'm fine, Mom." I force another smile. "Really. I think I've just had too much champagne. I'm trying to pace myself."

She studies me for a moment, then nods slowly. "Well, maybe you should sit down for a few minutes. Have some water. You look like you're about to fall over."

The bartender slides my vodka tonic across the bar behind us. My mother intercepts it before I can grab it, replacing it with a glass of water.

"Water first," she says firmly. "Then you can have another drink if you want."

I take the water, sipping obediently. The cool liquid helps clear my head slightly, bringing me back to reality. I'm at my wedding reception. My mother is worried about me. I need to pull it together, at least enough to get through this conversation.

"I know weddings are overwhelming," my mother continues, her voice gentle. "All the planning, all the expectations, all the people. But honey, you're supposed to be celebrating. Mingling. Not running around looking like you're being chased."

"I know." I drink more water, trying to ground myself. "I'll slow down. I promise."

"And maybe touch up your lipstick?" She reaches into her clutch and pulls out a tissue. "You're a little smudged."

Heat floods my face. Can she tell? Can she somehow know that my lipstick is smeared because I've been kissing men who aren't my husband? That the flush on my cheeks isn't from champagne but from arousal and guilt and the thrill of doing things I shouldn't?

"Thanks, Mom." I take the tissue, dab at my mouth. "I must have rubbed it off when I was eating."

She nods, seemingly satisfied with the explanation. "Why don't you come sit with me and your father for a bit? Just take a breather. We barely got to talk to you during dinner."

"I will," I lie. "In a few minutes. I just need to find Ethan first. Check in with him."

"Okay." She kisses my cheek. "I love you, sweetheart. I'm so proud of you. You look absolutely beautiful tonight."

The words make my throat tight. "I love you too, Mom."

She walks away, back toward the table where my father is sitting with some relatives. I watch her go, the guilt settling heavy in my chest.

My mother is proud of me. Thinks I'm beautiful. Has no idea what her daughter has been doing all night.

I should feel worse about that. Should feel enough shame to stop, to go back to being the good bride everyone expects me to be.

But I don't.

Instead, I finish the water, set the glass down, and scan the room. Looking for Ethan. Looking for Connor. Looking for the next opportunity.

The brief moment with my mother has grounded me, made me aware of how far I've strayed from the traditional bride my family expects. The contrast between who they think I am and who I'm becoming is stark and jarring.

But instead of pulling back, I feel more reckless. More determined.

Because the truth is, I don't want to slow down. I don't want to sit with my parents and make small talk with relatives who have no idea what's really happening tonight. I don't want to be the perfect, smiling bride who does everything right.

I want more.

My body is aching for it. My pussy is throbbing, still wet from everything that's happened, unsatisfied despite the orgasms. My skin feels electric, hyperaware. I'm wound so tight I could shatter at the slightest touch.

Across the room, I spot the back exit. The door that leads to the alley. Where Connor will be waiting.

I know what I'm about to do. Know the line I'm about to cross.

First cock other than my husband's in seven years. First blowjob to someone else. A boundary we've talked about but haven't actually crossed yet.

My mother's words echo in my head: "This is supposed to be the happiest day of your life."

She's right. It is.

Just not for the reasons she thinks.

I set down the empty water glass and start walking toward the exit.

The alley looks the same as before—unglamorous, dimly lit by the security light, the dumpster still hulking in the shadows.

But everything feels different now.

Connor is there, leaning against the brick wall, smoking another cigarette. He looks up when I push through the door and surprise flickers across his face.

"Lila." He straightens, dropping the cigarette and crushing it under his shoe. "I didn't think you'd come back."

"Neither did I," I admit.

He studies me, taking in my expression, reading the change. I'm not the frazzled, overwhelmed bride from earlier. I'm decided now. Bold. The champagne courage mixing with Ethan's permission and the aching need between my legs has transformed me into someone else.

Someone brave enough to do this.

"I thought I scared you off," Connor says. "You ran away pretty fast."

"I just needed to process." I step closer. "I'm done processing."

His eyes darken. "What does that mean?"

I don't answer with words. Instead, I close the distance between us, my heart pounding so hard I'm sure he can hear it. The gravel crunches under my heels as I move.

"Lila, what are you—"

I drop to my knees carefully, the full skirt of my wedding dress billowing around me, protecting my legs from the rough ground. The layers of silk and tulle create a cushion between me and the gravel.

"Jesus Christ," Connor breathes above me. "You don't have to—"

"I want to." My voice is steadier than I feel. My hands are shaking as I reach for his belt. "I want this."

He doesn't stop me. Just watches, his breathing getting heavier as my fingers work his belt buckle, then his zipper. The sound of the zipper seems impossibly loud in the quiet alley.

This is it. The line I'm crossing. First cock other than my husband's in seven years.

The significance of the moment hits me but doesn't stop me. My hands push his pants and boxers down just enough to free him.

He's already hard. Thick and ready, springing free. Different from Ethan—slightly curved, a bit longer, the head darker. A stranger's cock. Another man's arousal.

I wrap my hand around him first, feeling the weight and heat. The skin is soft over the hardness underneath. Connor groans above me, his hand finding the brick wall for support.

"Fuck, Lila."

I lean forward and wrap my lips around the head.

The taste hits me immediately—salt and skin and pre-cum. Foreign. Thrilling. Wrong. Everything about this is wrong and that makes it so much hotter.

I take him deeper, hollowing my cheeks, finding a rhythm. My technique isn't perfect—it's been years since I've done this, and Connor's size and shape are different from Ethan's. But Connor doesn't seem to care.

His free hand finds my hair, fingers tangling in the strands that have come loose from my updo. Gentle at first, then gripping tighter.

"Your mouth," he groans. "Fuck, your mouth feels incredible."

I work him with growing confidence, using my hand to stroke what I can't fit in my mouth. Tongue swirling around the head, then taking him deeper. Finding the rhythm that makes him curse and tighten his grip on my hair.

He starts to move his hips slightly, fucking my mouth gently. The motion pushes him deeper and I relax my throat, letting him, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes from the sensation.

This is real. This is actually happening. I'm on my knees in an alley behind my wedding reception, sucking another man's cock while my husband waits inside.

The wrongness of it sends a fresh wave of arousal between my legs. I'm soaked, my panties clinging uncomfortably, my pussy throbbing with need.

"God, Lila." Connor's voice is strained, hips moving faster. "I'm getting close. If you don't want—if you want me to pull out—"

I don't pull back. Instead, I suck harder, hollow my cheeks more, give permission with my actions. I want this. Want to taste him. Want to cross this line completely.

"Fuck." His grip on my hair tightens almost painfully. "I'm going to—"

He cums with a grunt, hot seed flooding my throat. The taste is different from Ethan's—saltier, stronger, more bitter. I swallow reflexively, working him through it, not pulling away until he's spent and softening in my mouth.

When I finally pull back, he's staring down at me with wonder and disbelief. I stand carefully, using the wall for balance, and smooth my dress down. The silk falls perfectly back into place, hiding everything.

I reach into the small clutch I brought—tucked against my side throughout—and pull out a tissue. Wipe my mouth carefully, checking for smudged lipstick. Dab at the corners carefully.

"Holy fuck," Connor breathes, tucking himself back into his pants with shaking hands. "You're full of surprises."

I use my phone's camera as a mirror, checking my appearance quickly. My lipstick needs a touch-up but nothing dramatic. My hair is slightly mussed from his hands—I smooth it back, tuck the loose strands behind my ear. The dress is perfect, unmarked.

No one would know. No one could tell what I just did.

"Lila." Connor's hand finds my arm. "That was—"

"I have to go." The words come out steady, controlled.

"Wait, are you—"

"I really have to go."

I don't wait for his response. Just turn and walk back toward the door, my legs steady despite the trembling inside. I can still taste him in my mouth. Can still feel the ghost of his hands in my hair.

But I look perfect.

Before I push through the door, I pause. Check myself one more time in my phone camera. Fix a final strand of hair. Reapply my lipstick quickly, smoothing it into place.

The transformation is complete. I look exactly like I did when I left—the perfect bride, beautiful and composed.

No one would ever guess what just happened in that alley.

I push through the door and step back into the bright, loud chaos of the reception.

The contrast is jarring. Music and laughter and celebration. Normal wedding things happening all around me while I'm carrying this incredible secret.

I'm aware of everything beneath the perfect surface. The dampness between my legs. The slight ache in my jaw. The taste of Connor still faint in my mouth.

But on the outside? Flawless.

I need to find Ethan. Need to tell him what I just did. Need him to process this with me, to ground me, to confirm that I'm not losing my mind.

I scan the room, moving through the crowd with grace, smiling at guests who call out congratulations. Playing the part perfectly.

My mother catches my eye from across the room and waves. I wave back, the perfect dutiful daughter.

She has no idea what her perfect bride has become tonight.

I enter the reception to find the dance floor packed and energetic.

The DJ's voice booms over the speakers: "Alright, alright, alright! Time for our wedding dance-off! Let's see what you've got, people!"

Music thumps through the room—something upbeat and loud. Guests are laughing, cheering, forming a circle around the dance floor. The DJ calls out different groups—bridesmaids versus groomsmen, family versus friends—and people jump into the center to show off their moves.

Perfect cover.

I scan the crowd for Ethan and spot him near the edge of the dance floor, watching the competition but clearly looking for me. The moment our eyes meet, his expression changes. He can tell. He can always tell.

I weave through the crowd toward him, moving with grace, smiling at guests who congratulate me as I pass. My appearance is flawless—dress perfect, lipstick freshly applied, hair smoothed back into place. Only Ethan can see the truth in my eyes.

I reach him and stand close, close enough to talk under the noise of the music and cheering.

"Where were you?" His voice is tight, controlled.

I lean in close to his ear. "The alley. With Connor."

His hand finds my waist immediately, gripping hard through the silk. "And?"

"I sucked his cock."

Ethan's entire body goes rigid. His fingers dig into my waist almost painfully.

"On my knees," I continue. "While he stood against the wall."

His breathing gets ragged. Around us, guests are laughing and cheering as someone does an exaggerated dance move in the center of the floor. Normal wedding fun. No one knows what we're discussing. No one can tell what the perfect bride just did.

The DJ announces the next round: "All married couples to the floor! Let's see those wedding guests show how it's done!"

Perfect timing.

Ethan takes my hand and pulls me onto the dance floor, blending into the crowd of couples. We're surrounded by other dancers—Ethan's aunt and uncle, some of his work friends, older couples who've been married for decades. Everyone around us is doing exaggerated, funny moves for the competition, trying to make each other laugh.

We sway slowly, our focus entirely on each other.

"Tell me," Ethan demands against my ear. "Everything."

I describe it in whispered fragments between the music and laughter. Dropping to my knees carefully. The silk of my dress protecting me. Unzipping Connor with shaking hands. Seeing another man's cock for the first time in seven years.

"How did it feel?" His voice is strained.

"Different. Foreign. Wrong." I press closer. "Thrilling."

Around us, people are clapping and cheering as someone wins their dance-off round. We keep swaying, lost in our own world. I look like the perfect bride dancing with her adoring husband. No one would guess the explicit conversation we're having.

"I wrapped my lips around him," I whisper. "Tasted him. Salt and skin and pre-cum. Nothing like you."

Ethan makes a strangled sound. His hand slides down to my ass, gripping hard through the silk. To anyone watching, we just look like affectionate newlyweds.

"He groaned when I took him deeper. Put his hands in my hair." I describe every detail—the curve of Connor's cock, the way he tasted, how he fucked my mouth gently. "His grip got tighter. He started moving faster."

"Did he come?" Ethan's voice is barely controlled.

"In my mouth. Down my throat." I pull back just enough to look at him. "I swallowed every drop."

His pupils are blown wide, black swallowing the green. The hand on my ass tightens almost bruisingly.

"I can still taste him," I admit. "Faint but there."

That breaks something in Ethan. He leans close, his lips almost touching mine. "I need to taste it too. Need to taste what you've done."

The DJ announces winners for the current round. More cheering and applause. The song changes to something slower.

"We need to get out of here," Ethan says urgently. "I need to touch you. Taste you. Now."

"The coat room?"

"Too obvious. Everyone's seen us disappear there." He thinks quickly, scanning the room. "The bathroom. The big one down the back hall. Less traffic."

The dance-off wraps up with final applause. The DJ announces an overall winner—one of Ethan's groomsmen—and invites everyone back to the floor for open dancing.

Perfect timing to slip away.

We leave the dance floor, weaving through guests. I smile and nod at people, the perfect bride excusing herself gracefully. Ethan's hand stays on my lower back, guiding me, possessive.

We find the bathroom—a large, private single-stall with a lock. Inside, Ethan locks the door and immediately drops to his knees.

"I need to taste you." His hands are already pushing up my dress, yanking my panties down my legs. "Need to taste what you've become."

His mouth is on my pussy before I can respond. I gasp, bracing myself against the sink. His tongue is everywhere—lapping at me desperately, sucking my clit, pushing inside me.

"You're soaked," he groans against me. "Fucking drenched."

"I've been wet since you touched me in the coat room," I pant. "Since before. Since everything."

He eats me like he's starving, like he can taste the evidence of what I've done in my arousal. His hands grip my thighs, holding me open, keeping me steady.

"You taste like arousal and guilt and freedom," he says between licks. "You taste like my perfect, slutty wife who just swallowed another man's cum at our wedding."

The words combined with his tongue push me over the edge. I come hard, hand clamped over my mouth to stay quiet, my whole body shaking. He doesn't stop, keeps licking through my orgasm, drawing out every pulse of pleasure.

When he finally stands, his face is wet with me. We kiss desperately, tasting each other, tasting the evidence of what we've done tonight.

"How far will you go?" he asks between kisses. "What else do you want tonight?"

"I don't know." The honesty feels important. "But I'm not done yet. My body is screaming for more."

"More oral?" His hand cups my pussy possessively. "Or are you ready for penetration? Ready to let someone fuck you?"

The question makes me clench. "I don't know. Maybe. I don't know where the line is anymore."

"There doesn't have to be a line." He kisses me again. "Just tell me what you want. What you need."

What do I want? More boundaries crossed. More men touching me. More transgression and thrill and the intoxicating feeling of being desired by everyone while belonging to him.

"I want more," I admit. "I want to see how far this goes."

"Then let's find out." He helps me adjust my panties, smooths my dress down carefully. Checks my appearance like a concerned husband. "Your lipstick."

I pull out my clutch, reapply quickly using the bathroom mirror. Fix my hair. Smooth my dress. The transformation back to perfect bride takes seconds.

We unlock the door, check that the coast is clear.

Step back into the reception where music and laughter and celebration continue.

I look absolutely flawless. The perfect bride with the perfect smile, greeting guests with grace.

No one has any idea what I've become tonight.

And that makes it even better.
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Uncle Robert
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The reception has hit that perfect moment when inhibitions start to lower.

Guests are on their third or fourth drinks, ties are loosened, heels have been kicked off. The dance floor is packed with people moving to something upbeat and energetic, everyone flushed and laughing.

I'm standing near the edge of the floor, watching, when I feel a presence behind me.

"May I have this dance?"

The voice is deep, cultured, confident. I turn to find Robert—Ethan's uncle, fifty-two years old with salt-and-pepper hair cropped close to his head, piercing gray eyes, and a strong jaw. He's wearing a perfectly tailored suit that emphasizes his broad shoulders and sturdy build. Distinguished. Handsome in that silver-fox way that comes with age and confidence.

But he's obviously had more than a few drinks—his eyes are slightly glassy, his movements just a touch too loose, and there's a flush to his face that comes from hours at an open bar. Not stumbling drunk, but definitely well past tipsy. The kind of drunk where inhibitions lower and boldness takes over.

"Of course," I say automatically, because what else can I say? He's family. This is normal. Expected.

He takes my hand and leads me onto the dance floor as the song changes to something slower. Perfect timing.

His hand goes immediately to my waist, pulling me close. Not the polite distance of a family member dancing with a new relative. Close. I can smell the whiskey on his breath, strong and unmistakable. He's been drinking heavily—the confidence in his movements, the way his words come just slightly slower and more deliberate than they should, the boldness of pulling me this close without hesitation. Alcohol has stripped away whatever filter he might normally have.

His other hand takes mine but keeps it low, intimate.

"Congratulations, Lila," he says, his gray eyes locked on mine. "Ethan's a lucky man."

"Thank you." My voice sounds normal despite the way my heart is suddenly racing.

We start to sway and Robert pulls me even closer. Flush against him. I can feel every inch of his solid body—his broad chest, his strong thighs, and unmistakably, the hard length of his cock pressing against my stomach through our clothes.

He's hard. Already. From just pulling me close.

"You look absolutely stunning tonight," he murmurs, his breath warm against my ear. "That dress. The way you move. Every man here has been watching you all night."

"Robert—"

"It's the truth." His hand slides lower on my waist, not quite to my ass but close. Testing. "Young brides like you have a certain... glow. An energy. It's intoxicating."

The whiskey makes his words come out rougher, less filtered. There's a slight pause between some of his words, the careful deliberation of someone who's had too much to drink but is trying not to show it.

We're swaying slowly while around us other couples dance. Everything looks normal. Appropriate. But his cock is hard against me and his hand is creeping lower and his voice is doing something to me I don't want to acknowledge.

"Ethan's a good kid," Robert continues, his lips close to my ear now. "But he's still just that. A kid. Boys his age... they don't know how to truly satisfy a woman. They don't have the experience. The control."

His hand reaches my ass, cupping it boldly through the silk. Anyone watching might think it's an accident, a slip in hand placement. But the way he squeezes—firm, possessive—makes it clear it's anything but.

"Robert," I breathe, but I don't step away.

"You need a man who knows what he's doing," he says, his voice dropping lower, the whiskey making his words come out rough and unfiltered. "Someone who understands that women like you—beautiful, sensual, hungry—need more than fumbling touches and quick finishes."

His other hand releases mine and joins the first, both palms now cupping my ass, kneading the flesh through my dress. We've stopped dancing, just swaying in place while he gropes me openly on the dance floor.

I should stop him. Should step back. But my body is responding—my pussy clenching, wetness flooding between my legs, my breathing getting shallow.

"I can tell you want more," Robert murmurs, his gray eyes intense despite the alcohol haze. "I can feel how you're responding. Your body knows what it needs even if you're not ready to admit it."

Around us, the song is winding down. Other couples are starting to separate, applauding politely. But Robert keeps me pressed against him, his hands still on my ass, his hard cock still pressing into my stomach.

"There's a storage room," he says quietly, words careful and deliberate. "Behind the kitchen. Private. No one ever goes there during events."

My heart stops. "What?"

"You heard me." His gray eyes bore into mine with drunken boldness. "If you want to know what it's really like to be fucked by someone who knows what he's doing... you'll find me there."

The song ends. Robert releases me slowly, stepping back with that confident smile still on his face. He brings my hand to his lips and kisses it—a perfect gentlemanly gesture that looks completely innocent.

"Think about it," he says. Then he turns and walks away, his gait just slightly unsteady, leaving me standing in the middle of the dance floor with my heart pounding and my pussy soaked.

I'm frozen. Unable to move. Unable to process what just happened.

Robert just propositioned me. Ethan's uncle. Drunk at my wedding reception. And he wasn't subtle about it—his hands on my ass, his cock hard against me, his whiskey-soaked voice promising things I've only barely begun to explore tonight.

This is different from Tyler. Different from Connor. Those were touching, oral—boundaries being pushed but not completely shattered.

This is the ultimate line. Actual penetration. Another man's cock inside me.

The thought makes me clench, makes fresh wetness flood my panties.

I need to find Ethan. Need to tell him what just happened. Need him to tell me what to do because I can't think straight.

I scan the room desperately, my legs shaking as I walk off the dance floor. Guests are laughing, drinking, completely oblivious to what just happened. To what's being offered.

I spot Ethan near the bar, talking to one of his groomsmen. I make my way toward him, trying to look casual, trying not to run.

When I reach him, I touch his arm. "Can we talk? Privately?"

He sees my face and immediately excuses himself from his conversation. We slip into a side hallway—not completely private but quieter than the main reception.

"What happened?" His hands frame my face. "You look terrified."

"Your uncle," I manage. "Robert. He just—we danced and he—"

"What did he do?" Ethan's voice sharpens.

I tell him everything. The hard cock against my stomach. The hands on my ass. The whiskey-breath and bold words about young brides and experienced men. The invitation to the storage room.

Ethan's entire body goes rigid. "He propositioned you? At our wedding? Drunk?"

"Yes." My voice is barely a whisper.

"For—" He can't seem to finish the sentence.

"Sex. Actual sex. Penetration." The words feel huge, impossible. "That's the line, Ethan. That's the one we haven't crossed."

We stare at each other in the dim hallway while the muffled sounds of the reception continue around us. This is it. The moment of decision.

"It's your choice," Ethan says finally. His voice is strained but steady. "I won't push you. I won't tell you what to do. But—"

"But what?"

"But I can see you're thinking about it." His hands drop from my face to my waist. "And I can see you're soaked. I don't even need to check. I know your body."

He's right. I am thinking about it. My pussy is throbbing, my whole body screaming yes even as my mind tries to process the magnitude of what I'm considering.

"It changes everything," I whisper.

"I know."

"Once I cross this line, there's no going back."

"I know." He pulls me closer, his forehead resting against mine. "But isn't that what tonight has been about? Crossing lines? Discovering who you really are?"

"Who am I?" The question comes out broken.

"Someone brave." He kisses me softly. "Someone who's discovering her own desires. Someone who's not afraid to take what she wants."

"And you?" I search his eyes. "What do you want?"

His jaw tightens. "I want to watch you become fully free. I want to see you take every bit of pleasure this night offers. I want—" He stops, breathing hard. "I want you to go to that storage room. I want you to let him fuck you. And then I want you to come back to me and tell me every single detail."

The permission settles over me like a physical weight.

"I love you," he says fiercely. "No matter what happens in that storage room, I love you. You're my wife. You're mine. But tonight, you're also free."

I kiss him desperately, tasting the truth of his words.

Then I pull back, smooth my dress, and make my decision.

"Where's the storage room?" I ask.

I find the storage room exactly where Robert said it would be—down a narrow hallway behind the kitchen, away from the noise and lights of the reception.

The door is slightly ajar. I push it open carefully.

Robert is waiting inside, leaning against a metal shelving unit stacked with supplies. The single bare bulb overhead casts harsh shadows across his face. He straightens when he sees me, and even in the dim light I can see the hunger in his eyes.

"I wasn't sure you'd come," he says, voice still rough with whiskey.

"I wasn't sure either." My voice is shaking.

He moves toward me and I realize this is real. This is actually happening. I'm about to let another man—Ethan's uncle, drunk at my wedding—fuck me in a storage room.

"Second thoughts?" Robert asks, stopping just inches away.

"No." The word comes out stronger than I feel.

"Good." His hands go to my waist, pulling me against him. "Because I've been wanting this since Ethan first brought you home. Three years I've been watching you." His hands slide up to cup my breasts roughly through the lace, kneading them. "These big, perfect tits. Every family dinner, every holiday, I've imagined them bouncing while I fucked you."

His hands drop to grab my ass, squeezing hard. "This sexy ass bent over for me. I've gone home so many times and jerked off imagining this. Imagining you."

The crudeness of his words, combined with the whiskey on his breath and the roughness of his hands, should repulse me. Instead it makes me clench with need.

He kisses me hard, no tenderness or romance. Just pure need and alcohol-fueled boldness. His tongue invades my mouth, tasting of whiskey and want. I kiss him back, surrendering to it, letting this be what it is—transgressive, wrong, thrilling.

His hands are everywhere—gripping my ass, sliding back up to maul my breasts through the lace. There's no subtlety now, no pretense.

"Turn around," he orders, breaking the kiss.

I obey, my body moving before my brain catches up. He presses me forward over a stack of boxes, hiking my dress up roughly. The silk and tulle bunch around my waist, exposing my stockings, my garter, my white lace panties.

"Fuck," Robert breathes behind me. "Look at you. The perfect bride all dressed up in white."

His hands find the top of my dress, yanking it down roughly. The corset structure resists for a moment, then gives way. He pulls the bodice and built-in bra down, freeing my breasts completely. They spill out, heavy and exposed in the harsh light of the storage room.

"Jesus Christ," Robert groans, his hands immediately cupping them from behind, squeezing, kneading. "I've fantasized about these tits for years. Seeing them in that dress all night, knowing they were right there."

He pinches my nipples hard and I gasp. The sensation shoots straight to my pussy.

"Does your new husband know where you are?" he asks, still groping my breasts roughly.

"No," I lie, the fiction making my heart race. "He thinks I'm in the bathroom."

"Cheating little slut." Robert's voice is thick with arousal and whiskey. "Not even married for a full day and already sneaking off to get fucked by another man."

"I shouldn't be here," I gasp, playing along.

"But you are." His hands slide down my body, finding my panties, hooking his fingers into the sides. "Because good girls don't stay good for long. They always need more than one cock can give them."

He pulls my panties down roughly, letting them fall to my ankles. The cool air hits my exposed pussy and I gasp.

"Soaking wet already." His fingers slide through my wetness, testing. "What kind of bride sneaks off at her own wedding to cheat? What would Ethan think if he knew?"

"He can't know," I whisper, the roleplay sending thrills through me.

"Our secret then." He pumps two fingers into me roughly. "Your husband will never know his uncle fucked his brand new wife in a storage room while he celebrated outside."

The wrongness of the fiction—the pretend cheating—makes me even wetter.

He pulls his fingers out and I hear the sound of his zipper. My heart is pounding so hard I can barely breathe. This is it. The ultimate line.

"Last chance to go back to your husband," Robert says, and I feel the head of his cock pressing against my entrance.

"Don't stop," I whisper.

He pushes inside.

The stretch is immediate and intense. He's thick—thicker than Ethan—and he doesn't ease in gently. Just pushes forward steadily until he's fully seated inside me, his hips flush against my ass.

"Fuck," I cry out, the sensation overwhelming.

"That's it," Robert groans above me. "Take it. Take your husband's uncle's cock like the cheating slut you are."

He pulls back and thrusts in again, hard. Setting a rhythm that's brutal and unforgiving. This isn't lovemaking. This is fucking—raw and primal and wrong on every level.

I'm gripping the boxes in front of me, trying to stay steady as he pounds into me from behind. My breasts swing free with each thrust, heavy and exposed. Robert reaches around with one hand, grabbing one roughly, squeezing and kneading while he fucks me.

"Look at these tits bounce," he grunts. "So fucking perfect. So big and soft. Wasted on my nephew."

The bottles on the shelves rattle with each thrust. My breasts bounce beneath me, occasionally caught in Robert's rough grip. My body rocks forward with the force of his hips.

"You feel incredible," Robert groans, his free hand gripping my hip hard enough to bruise while the other mauls my breast. "So tight. So wet. Better than I imagined."

The filthy words combined with the physical sensation push me toward the edge. I'm being fucked by another man. At my wedding. My tits are out, swinging and bouncing while he gropes them. And we're pretending it's cheating—that Ethan doesn't know, that this is betrayal. The wrongness and rightness collide and I can't hold back.

I cum with a scream, hand clamped over my mouth to muffle the sound. My pussy clenches around Robert's thick cock, milking him, and the sensation is different from anything I've felt with Ethan. The curve of him, the thickness, the way he hits different spots inside me.

"That's it," Robert groans, squeezing my breast hard. "Cum on my cock. Show me what a cheating whore you really are."

The orgasm rips through me in waves, each thrust prolonging it, drawing it out until I'm shaking and nearly sobbing with the intensity.

Robert doesn't slow down. Keeps fucking me through it, keeps groping my breast roughly, chasing his own release. His breathing gets ragged, his thrusts more erratic.

"Going to fill you up," he grunts. "Going to cum inside my nephew's wife. Send you back to him with my cum dripping out of you and he'll never know."

The words should horrify me. Instead they push me toward a second orgasm, smaller but still powerful, my sensitive pussy clenching around him again.

"Fuck!" Robert slams into me one final time and I feel it—the hot rush of his cum flooding inside me. Filling me. Marking me.

He stays buried deep, pulsing, emptying himself into me while I try to catch my breath bent over these boxes with my tits hanging out in a storage room at my own wedding reception.

When he finally pulls out, I feel the immediate loss. The emptiness. And then the sensation of his cum starting to leak out, dripping down my inner thigh.

Robert steps back, tucking himself away. I straighten slowly, pulling my dress bodice back up over my breasts, adjusting the corset structure back into place. Everything hidden again.

I pull my panties back up. His cum soaks into the lace immediately, warm and obscene. I smooth my dress down carefully, checking that everything looks perfect.

Robert watches me compose myself with an approving nod.

"Our secret," he says, satisfaction and whiskey still thick in his voice. "Go back to your husband. Dance with him. Let him kiss those lips that were just screaming my name. He'll never know."

He leaves first, slipping out the door without another word. I wait a full minute, breathing hard, trying to process what just happened.

The roleplay of cheating—the fiction that Ethan doesn't know—made it even hotter.

I check myself one more time in my phone camera. Hair slightly messed—I smooth it. Lipstick faded—I reapply. Dress perfect, breasts tucked back in properly. Expression composed.

No one would ever know what just happened in this room.

I step back out into the hallway, legs shaky, Robert's cum warm between my thighs, and walk back toward my wedding reception.

I return to the reception to find dinner service in full swing.

Guests are seated at their tables, waiters circulating with plates, the hum of conversation and clinking silverware filling the air. I scan the room for Ethan and find him at our head table, looking toward the entrance like he's been waiting.

Our eyes meet across the room and his expression changes immediately. He knows. He can always tell.

I make my way to the head table, smiling at guests who call out congratulations, playing the perfect bride. No one can see the evidence hidden beneath my dress—Robert's cum soaking into my panties, still warm, still dripping.

I slide into my seat next to Ethan. His best man Derek is on his other side, deep in conversation with one of the groomsmen. My maid of honor Jessica is to my left, talking to her boyfriend. We're surrounded by people.

Perfect.

I lean close to Ethan under the guise of being an affectionate newlywed. His hand immediately finds my thigh under the table.

"Where were you?" he asks, voice tight with barely controlled need.

I press my lips to his ear. "The storage room. With Robert."

His entire body goes rigid. His hand on my thigh grips hard enough to bruise.

"Did you—" He can't finish the question. Not here. Not surrounded by people.

"Yes." I pull back slightly, smiling at him like we're having a sweet moment. To everyone watching, we look like newlyweds whispering sweet nothings. "He fucked me. Bent me over boxes and fucked me from behind."

Ethan makes a strangled sound that he tries to cover with a cough. Derek glances over with concern.

"You okay, man?" Derek asks.

"Fine." Ethan's voice is strained. "Just—something in my throat."

Derek nods and goes back to his conversation. Jessica is still talking animatedly to her boyfriend, completely oblivious.

I take a bite of my food, maintaining perfect composure while Ethan's hand trembles on my thigh.

"Tell me more," he whispers desperately. "Please."

"He pulled my dress down. My tits were out, bouncing while he fucked me." I keep my voice barely audible, my expression serene. "He grabbed them. Squeezed them. Said he'd been fantasizing about them for three years."

Ethan's breathing is getting ragged. I can see his arousal straining against his pants under the table. He's rock hard, desperate, and can't do anything about it. Not here. Not surrounded by wedding guests and family.

"His cock was so thick," I continue between bites of food, smiling as a waiter refills my champagne. "Thicker than yours. Stretched me. I came almost immediately."

"Fuck," Ethan breathes.

"He thought I was cheating," I add. "Asked if you knew where I was. I said no. We pretended it was an affair."

That breaks something in Ethan. His hand slides higher on my thigh, dangerously close to where Robert's cum is soaking my panties.

"He came inside me," I whisper. "Filled me with his cum while calling me a cheating whore. It's inside me right now. Dripping into my panties while I sit here next to you at our wedding."

Ethan's grip tightens painfully. "I need—"

"You can't." I put my hand over his, stopping him from going higher. "We're at the head table. Surrounded by everyone. You have to sit here and listen and wait."

"Lila—"

"This is what you wanted," I remind him. "To watch me cross every line. To see me become free. Well, I just let your uncle fuck me at our wedding reception. I let him pull my tits out and grope them while he pounded into me. I pretended to cheat on you and loved every second of it."

Ethan's eyes are wild, desperate. He's never looked more turned on or more tortured.

"When?" he asks. "When can we—"

"Later." I lean in and kiss him softly, knowing he can taste the lie on my lips—the fiction that I cheated. "After dinner. After cake. After we've played our parts perfectly. Then you can have me. Then you can taste what your uncle left inside me."

The promise makes him nearly lose control. I can feel how hard he is, how desperately he needs release. But we're trapped here. Bride and groom at the head table. Surrounded by guests who think everything is perfect.

Jessica turns to me suddenly. "You two are so cute," she says with a smile. "What are you whispering about?"

"Just how much we love each other," I say smoothly, squeezing Ethan's hand.

"Aww!" Jessica practically melts. "That's so sweet."

If she only knew.

Dinner continues. We eat. We smile. We accept toasts. Ethan's hand stays on my thigh the entire time, gripping like I'm the only thing keeping him anchored.

And all the while, Robert's cum leaks into my panties, the evidence of the ultimate line we've crossed hidden beneath white silk and lace.
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A confident turn
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The terrace air feels different now. Cooler maybe, or sharper. I lean against the stone railing and let the night wash over me while Ethan stands close behind, his hand settling on my waist. We've been out here for maybe three minutes but it feels like an eternity compressed into seconds. Inside, the reception continues without us. Music thumping, guests laughing, champagne flowing. Out here, it's just us and the fairy lights strung through the trees and the knowledge of what I've already done tonight.

Tyler touched me. Connor fingered me in an alley. Robert fucked me in a storage room and filled me with his cum. I swallowed Connor's cock on my knees while still wearing my wedding dress. Three men. No, four if you count Ethan. Four different hands on my body in one night. And I'm not done.

That realization should terrify me. Should send me running back to who I was this morning. Vanilla, people-pleasing Lila who wanted the white dress and the perfect day and the traditional everything. But that bride feels like a stranger now. Someone I pretended to be but never truly was.

"You're different," Ethan says quietly. His breath is warm against my neck, his hand spreading across my stomach possessively.

"Different how?"

"Confident." His lips brush the shell of my ear. "You're not asking permission anymore. You're taking what you want."

He's right. Something shifted after the storage room with Robert. After feeling that thick cock stretch me, after pretending to cheat, after walking back into the reception with cum dripping down my thighs. A line got crossed and I can't uncross it. Don't want to.

"I want more tonight," I hear myself say. Not a question. A declaration.

Ethan's grip tightens on my waist. "More?"

"More men. More touching. More fucking." The explicit word feels powerful in my mouth. "I don't want to stop yet."

He groans low in his throat, and I feel his cock harden against my ass through his tuxedo pants. "Jesus Christ, Lila."

"Is that okay?" I turn to face him, searching his eyes in the dim light. "Are we... is this too much?"

"Too much?" He cups my face with both hands, his green eyes dark with lust and love and something that looks like awe. "You're perfect. You're everything I fantasized about and more. I just... I can barely keep up with how fast you're embracing this."

The honesty steadies me. We're in this together. Partners. Conspirators.

"Who else?" I ask. "Who else has been watching me?"

Ethan's smile is wicked. "Jake Rivera. He's been eye-fucking you all night. Every time you walk past him, his gaze follows. He stares at your ass like it's the only thing in the room."

Jake. The groomsman with the powerfully built frame, broad chest, muscular arms. Dark skin that gleams, close-cropped black hair, intense brown eyes. I've noticed him peripherally. Hard not to notice someone built like that. But I never paid attention to whether he was watching me.

"You're sure?" My pulse quickens at the thought.

"Positive. He's been drinking heavily. Loosening up. Getting bolder. I saw him adjust himself twice while watching you dance earlier." Ethan's hands slide down to my hips. "He wants you badly. And I think he'd be rough about it. Not gentle like Tyler, not experienced like Robert. Just raw and intense."

The image sends electricity between my legs. Robert was thick and commanding. Connor was opportunistic and skilled. But Jake... Jake would be different. Athletic. Aggressive. The contrast of our skin, his crude enthusiasm, the risk of someone so obviously built and powerful.

"I want him," I say simply.

Ethan's eyes darken. "Yeah?"

"Yeah." The confidence feels natural now, not forced. "I want to feel him. I want his hands on me. I want to see what it's like with someone like him."

"Then take it." Ethan pulls me close, kissing me hard. When he pulls back, we're both breathing heavily. "Go find him. Flirt. Be direct. He'll follow you anywhere you lead."

We slip back inside together, and immediately the noise and heat envelope us. The reception has reached that perfect peak where everyone's tipsy and loose and the dance floor is packed. I scan the room, heart pounding, looking for Jake.

I find him near the bar, leaning against the polished wood with a drink in hand. He's talking to another groomsman but his attention isn't fully there. His eyes keep scanning the room. Looking for something. Looking for me.

Our gazes lock across the crowded reception hall and I see the recognition flare in his dark eyes. The hunger. The crude interest that Ethan described. He straightens slightly, his muscular frame tensing like he's been waiting for this moment.

I don't look away. Don't play coy. Just hold his gaze while my pussy throbs and Robert's cum shifts in my soaked panties and confidence floods through me.

Then I start walking toward him.

The crowd parts easily. Guests smile at me, the beautiful bride making her rounds. No one knows what I'm actually doing. What I've become. What I'm about to do.

Jake watches me approach, his drink frozen halfway to his lips. Up close, he's even more impressive. Broad shoulders straining his suit jacket, powerful thighs, that gleaming dark skin. His cologne hits me, something masculine and clean. His eyes rake over my body without any attempt at subtlety, lingering on my breasts, my hips, the curve of my ass visible through the fitted silk.

"Jake," I say, and my voice comes out steady. Confident.

"Lila." His voice is deep, rough with alcohol and desire. "Congratulations. Hell of a party."

"Thanks. Are you having fun?"

His eyes drop to my chest again, tracking the rise and fall of my breasts with each breath. "Getting better by the second."

The boldness should offend me. Should make me step back, create distance. Instead it makes me wet.

"You've been watching me," I say. Not a question. An accusation. A challenge.

Jake's grin is wicked, unapologetic. "Guilty. Been watching that sexy ass all night. Can't help it. You look fucking incredible in that dress."

The crude language sends a thrill through me. He's not pretending to be polite. Not dancing around what he wants.

"Just the dress?" I step closer, closing the distance between us. "Or me?"

His eyes darken. "You. Definitely you. That dress is just packaging for what I've been fantasizing about since this morning."

Around us, guests mill and laugh and drink. Normal wedding things. No one's paying attention to the bride and groomsman having this charged conversation.

"What have you been fantasizing about?" My voice drops lower, intimate.

Jake sets his drink down on the bar without breaking eye contact. "Getting my hands on you. Feeling those curves. Seeing if you taste as good as you look." He leans in close enough that I can smell the whiskey on his breath. "Bending you over and fucking you until you scream."

My breath catches. The explicitness is jarring and perfect and exactly what I need.

"That's pretty bold," I manage. "Considering I just got married."

"Yeah, I know." His hand finds my waist, bold and possessive. "But you're not shutting me down. You're standing here asking me what I fantasize about. Which tells me you're interested."

He's right. I am interested. More than interested. I'm soaked between my legs, my pussy throbbing, my whole body screaming yes.

"There's a bathroom," I say quietly. "Down the hall past the coat room. Single stall. Private."

Jake's entire body tenses. "You're serious."

"Very." I step back, breaking the contact. "Give me two minutes. Then follow."

I don't wait for his response. Just turn and walk away, my heart pounding so hard I can hear it over the music. I can feel his eyes on my ass as I leave, feel the weight of his stare tracking every movement.

The hallway is dimmer than the main reception area, quieter. I find the bathroom exactly where I remembered. A large single stall with a lock. I push inside, leaving the door unlocked, and lean against the sink.

My reflection stares back at me from the mirror. Flushed cheeks. Swollen lips. Hard nipples visible through the lace of my dress. I look like exactly what I am. A bride who's been doing things she shouldn't. Who's about to do more.

The door opens.

Jake slips inside, his powerful frame filling the small space. He locks the door behind him with a decisive click.

We stare at each other for a long moment. The air between us crackles with anticipation and lust and the knowledge of what's about to happen.

"You sure about this?" he asks, and there's genuine question underneath the crude confidence. "Because once I start touching you, I'm not gonna want to stop."

"Then don't stop," I say.

That's all the permission he needs.

Jake closes the distance between us in two steps. His hands find my waist, rough and possessive, and he pulls me against his body. I can feel the hard planes of his chest through his suit jacket, the power in his frame, the thick bulge of his cock pressing against my stomach through his pants.

My hand drops between us, bold and curious. I palm his erection through the fabric of his dress pants, feeling the heat and hardness. He's huge, straining against the zipper, and when I stroke him slowly through the material, he groans low in his throat.

"Fuck," he breathes, his hands sliding down to grip my ass through the silk of my dress. "You're gonna make me lose it before we even start."

I squeeze him harder, feeling him pulse under my touch. "Is that a problem?"

"Not if you keep doing that." His hands knead my ass roughly while I continue stroking his clothed cock. The dual sensation, giving and receiving, makes my pussy throb.

His mouth crashes against mine, hungry and demanding. There's no hesitation, no gentleness. Just raw need. His tongue pushes past my lips and I open for him, letting him take what he wants while my hand works his erection through his pants. One of his hands slides up to cup my breast, squeezing hard enough that I gasp into his mouth.

"These tits," he groans, breaking the kiss to stare down at my chest. "Been staring at them all fucking night."

He pulls down the lace of my bodice roughly, exposing my breasts to the cool bathroom air. My nipples are already hard, pink and swollen. He lowers his head and takes one into his mouth, sucking hard while his hand kneads the other breast. I continue stroking his cock, feeling it throb and pulse through the fabric.

"Oh god," I moan, my head falling back against the mirror behind me.

His teeth graze my nipple and pleasure shoots straight between my legs. He's not gentle like Tyler was. Not patient. Just aggressive and hungry, taking what he wants from my body.

"I need to taste you," Jake says, his voice rough. He drops to his knees in front of me, his hands already bunching up the silk of my dress. "Lift your leg."

I obey without thinking, hiking up my dress and placing one heeled foot on the edge of the toilet. The position spreads me open, exposing my soaked white panties to his hungry gaze.

"Jesus Christ." His fingers trace the wet fabric, feeling how soaked I am. "You're dripping."

"Please," I whisper.

He hooks his fingers in the waistband of my panties and drags them down my legs. The fabric sticks slightly, saturated with my arousal and the evidence of earlier. Jake pulls them completely off, over my heels, and tosses them somewhere behind him. I don't see where they land.

"You're so fucking wet." He leans forward, his breath hot against my inner thigh. "Such a dirty bride."

Before I can respond, his mouth is on me. His tongue drags through my folds, lapping at my wetness, tasting everything. The sensation makes me cry out, my hand flying to his close-cropped hair to steady myself.

"Oh fuck, Jake..."

He groans against my pussy, the vibration sending shocks of pleasure through me. His tongue finds my clit and he circles it with deliberate pressure, then sucks the swollen nub into his mouth. My legs tremble, barely holding me up.

His hands grip my ass, pulling me harder against his face. He eats my pussy like he's starving, his tongue pushing inside me, licking every inch of me. No hesitation. No gentleness. Just raw, crude enthusiasm.

"Taste so fucking good," he mutters between licks. "So sweet."

I watch him in the mirror behind the sink. My white wedding dress bunched up around my waist, one leg spread obscenely on the toilet, Jake's dark face buried between my pale thighs. The visual is pornographic and perfect. My cheeks are flushed, my lips swollen, my breasts still exposed and marked from his mouth.

Jake slides two thick fingers inside me, curling them upward while his tongue works my clit. The combination is overwhelming. Pleasure builds in my core, tightening, coiling.

"I'm close," I gasp.

"Not yet." He pulls back abruptly, leaving me empty and aching. "I want you to cum on my cock."

He stands, towering over me, and starts undoing his belt. The leather slides through the loops with a whisper. Then his zipper. He shoves his pants and boxers down just enough to free his cock.

I stare. Jake is thick and long, at least eight inches, maybe more. His dark skin contrasts with the lighter tone of his swollen head, already glistening with precum. He's harder than steel, pulsing with need.

"Like what you see?" he asks, stroking himself slowly.

"Yes," I breathe.

"Good. Because I'm about to ruin you with it."

He grabs my hips and spins me around to face the mirror. My palms slam against the cool porcelain of the sink as he positions me, bending me forward at the waist. One hand bunches my dress up around my hips again, fully exposing my ass and pussy from behind. The other hand guides his cock to my entrance.

"Look at yourself," Jake commands. "Watch me fuck you."

I lift my eyes to the mirror. The image is obscene. Me in my white wedding dress, bent over the bathroom sink, Jake behind me with his thick cock pressed against my opening. The contrast of our skin is striking. Beautiful and dirty all at once.

He pushes inside with one hard thrust.

"Fuck!" I cry out as he stretches me open. He's so thick, filling me completely, deeper than before. The stretch borders on pain but tips into pleasure as my body adjusts to his size.

"So fucking tight," Jake groans. His hands grip my hips hard enough to bruise. "Goddamn, you feel incredible."

He doesn't give me time to adjust. Just pulls back and slams in again, setting a brutal pace immediately. The sound of skin slapping against skin fills the small bathroom, mixing with my moans and his grunts.

"That's it," he growls. "Take that cock. Take all of it."

I watch in the mirror as he pounds into me. His powerful body moving behind mine, his dark hands gripping my pale hips, his thick cock disappearing inside me over and over. My breasts bounce with each thrust, my face is flushed and desperate, my mouth open in a constant stream of moans.

"You like this?" Jake asks, his voice rough. "Like sneaking away from your wedding to get fucked?"

"Yes," I gasp. "God, yes."

"Your husband have any idea what you're doing right now?"

The question sends a thrill through me. He thinks I'm cheating. Really cheating. The deception makes everything hotter.

"No," I lie breathlessly. "He doesn't know."

"Fuck, that's hot." His rhythm becomes even more aggressive. "Fucking the bride behind her husband's back. Making you cheat on your wedding night."

The words should shame me. Instead they drive me higher. My pussy clenches around his thickness, pleasure building impossibly tight.

One of Jake's hands leaves my hip and slides around to find my clit. His thick fingers circle the swollen nub with perfect pressure while his cock continues its relentless assault.

"Gonna make you cum on this cock," he demands. "Gonna make you remember me every time you fuck your husband."

The combination of his fingers on my clit and his thick shaft stretching me is too much. Pleasure explodes through my body, radiating out from my core. I scream into my palm, trying to muffle the sound as my orgasm crashes over me in waves.

"Fuck yes," Jake groans, feeling my pussy clench around him. "That's it. Squeeze that cock."

He doesn't slow down. Keeps pounding into me through my orgasm, extending the pleasure until I'm shaking and oversensitive and barely able to stand. But he doesn't cum. The alcohol has dulled his sensitivity, letting him go on and on without finishing.

"Not done with you yet," he grunts, his rhythm never faltering. "Gonna fuck you some more."

My legs tremble, barely supporting my weight as Jake continues his relentless thrusting. The orgasm has left me sensitive and shaking, but he shows no signs of stopping. His thick cock drives into me again and again, the sound of our bodies meeting echoing in the small bathroom.

"Jake," I gasp. "I can't... I need..."

"You can take it," he growls. His grip on my hips tightens, holding me in place as he fucks me harder. "You're gonna take everything I give you."

Jake shifts his grip, one hand sliding up my spine to push me lower over the sink while the other stays locked on my hip. The new angle drives him deeper and I cry out, the sound echoing off the bathroom tiles.

"That's it," he grunts. "Let me hear you. Let everyone know you're getting fucked."

"We can't," I gasp. "Someone will hear."

"Good." He pounds into me harder, his thick cock stretching me with each brutal thrust. "Maybe your husband will come looking for you. Find you bent over with my cock inside you."

The thought should terrify me but it only makes me wetter. My pussy clenches around him and Jake groans at the sensation.

"You like that idea," he says. It's not a question. "You like the risk."

I can't deny it. Not with my body responding so honestly to every filthy word. The bathroom is small and hot now, the air thick with the smell of sex and sweat. The mirror has fogged slightly from our combined heat.

Jake pulls out suddenly and I whimper at the loss. Before I can process what's happening, his hands grip my waist and he spins me around to face him.

"Want to see your face," he says, his dark eyes blazing with hunger. "Want to watch you take it."

He lifts me easily, his muscular arms making it look effortless. My ass settles on the edge of the sink, the cold porcelain shocking against my heated skin. I'm balanced precariously, half on the sink, half supported by Jake's powerful frame. My legs spread automatically to accommodate him between my thighs.

"Wrap your legs around me," he commands.

I obey, hooking my ankles behind his back. The position pulls him closer, the swollen head of his cock pressing against my wet pussy lips. He slides his hands under my ass, gripping the soft flesh, using his hold to pull me forward until I'm barely balanced on the sink edge.

"Hold on to me," he says.

My arms go around his neck, fingers gripping his broad shoulders. Then he pushes back inside in one smooth thrust and my head falls back with a moan.

"Fuck, yes," Jake groans. The angle is different like this. Deeper somehow. More intimate with our faces so close together, our bodies pressed tight. "Your pussy feels so fucking good."

He starts moving, using his grip on my ass to pull me onto his cock with each thrust. The leverage lets him go deep, hitting spots that make stars burst behind my eyelids. My breasts bounce with the motion, still exposed from earlier, the lace of my bodice bunched around my waist.

Jake's eyes drop to watch them move. "These tits," he growls. "Been wanting to get my hands on them all night."

One hand releases my ass to palm my breast roughly. He squeezes hard, his thumb brushing over my nipple. I gasp at the sensation, my pussy clenching around him.

"So fucking perfect," he mutters. His head dips and his mouth closes over my nipple, sucking hard.

"Oh god," I moan. The dual sensation of his cock inside me and his mouth on my breast is overwhelming.

Jake's teeth graze the sensitive peak and I cry out. He bites down gently, just enough pressure to send pleasure-pain shooting through me, then soothes it with his tongue. His hand continues kneading my other breast, pinching and rolling the nipple between his fingers.

"Jake," I gasp. "I can't... it's too much..."

"You can take it." His mouth moves to my other breast, giving it the same treatment. Sucking, biting, licking while his cock drives into my wet pussy with relentless rhythm. The hand that was on my breast slides back down to grip my ass, using both hands to control my movement, pulling me onto him harder with each thrust.

I'm completely at his mercy like this. Balanced on the sink edge, held up by his strength, unable to do anything but take what he gives me. The position makes me feel small and powerless in a way that sends heat flooding between my legs.

Jake releases my breast with a wet pop and captures my mouth instead. The kiss is hungry and demanding, his tongue pushing past my lips to claim me. I kiss him back desperately, tasting myself on his tongue, moaning into his mouth as his cock continues its assault.

He breaks the kiss to trail his lips down my jaw, my neck, his teeth scraping the sensitive skin. "You're so fucking tight," he growls against my throat. "Squeezing my cock so good."

His pace increases, hips snapping forward with bruising force. Each thrust rocks me on the sink, the porcelain digging into my ass, but I don't care. All I can focus on is the thick stretch of his cock and the way his hands grip my ass, spreading me open as he uses my body.

"Touch yourself," Jake commands. "Play with your clit while I fuck you."

My hand slides between our bodies, fingers finding my swollen clit. The added stimulation makes my whole body jerk.

"That's it," he encourages, his mouth finding my breast again. He sucks hard while I circle my clit, the combination driving me higher. "Make yourself cum on my cock."

His teeth close on my nipple again and I moan loudly. The slight pain mixed with pleasure tips me over the edge. My second orgasm crashes through me and I scream, my pussy clamping down on his thickness in rhythmic pulses.

"Fuck yes," Jake groans against my breast. "Just like that. Milk my cock with that tight pussy."

He fucks me through it, each thrust sending aftershocks through my trembling body. His mouth moves between my breasts, sucking and biting, leaving marks on the pale skin. His hands grip my ass so hard I know I'll have bruises tomorrow. When I finally stop shaking, he's still hard inside me. Still moving with that same relentless rhythm.

"How are you still..." I can barely form words.

"Whiskey," he says with a wicked grin, his mouth releasing my breast. "Makes me last forever."

He kisses me again, deep and hungry. His tongue explores my mouth while his cock continues its steady assault on my pussy. One hand slides up from my ass to tangle in my hair, holding me in place for his kiss. The other stays gripped on my ass, controlling the angle, using me.

When he breaks the kiss, we're both panting. His forehead rests against mine, our eyes locked as he continues thrusting. The intimacy of the position, the eye contact, the way our bodies are pressed so close together, makes everything more intense.

"You're incredible," Jake breathes. His hand releases my hair to cup my face, thumb brushing over my swollen lips. "So fucking beautiful like this. Taking my cock so well."

He captures my mouth again, this kiss softer but no less demanding. His tongue moves with mine while his cock drives deep into my soaked pussy, setting a rhythm that has me moaning into his mouth. His hand slides back down to my breast, kneading and squeezing while we kiss.

I can feel another orgasm building impossibly. My clit throbs where my fingers still circle it, my pussy clenches around his thickness, my whole body tightens with anticipation.

"Close again," I gasp against his lips.

"Good." His hips snap forward harder. "Cum for me one more time. Show me what a dirty bride you are."

His mouth moves to my neck, sucking hard enough to leave a mark. The thought of having his hickey visible tomorrow, of wearing Jake's claim on my skin, sends me over the edge. My third orgasm tears through me and I scream his name, not caring who might hear.

"That's it," Jake groans, feeling my pussy spasm around him. "Fuck, I'm gonna cum."

His rhythm becomes erratic, less controlled. Both hands grip my ass again, pulling me onto him with desperate force. His mouth finds mine in a bruising kiss as he finally reaches his peak.

"Gonna fill you up," he grunts against my lips. "Gonna pump your pussy full of my cum."

He slams in deep one final time and holds himself there. I feel his cock pulse inside me, feel the hot rush of his cum flooding into my pussy. He groans long and low into our kiss, his fingers digging into my ass as he empties himself completely.

We stay frozen like that for a long moment. Both breathing hard. His cock still buried inside me, twitching with aftershocks. My legs still wrapped around his waist. Our foreheads pressed together.

When Jake finally pulls out, I feel the immediate rush of fluid. His cum mixed with mine, leaking from my used pussy to drip on the floor. There's so much of it.

"Jesus," Jake breathes, looking down at the mess. "That's the hottest thing I've ever seen."

He helps me down from the sink carefully. My legs wobble, barely supporting my weight. He steadies me with his hands on my waist until I find my balance.

Jake tucks himself back into his pants, zipping up and straightening his clothes. Meanwhile, I grab paper towels and start cleaning up. The evidence of sex is everywhere. On my thighs, between my legs, even a few spots on my dress that I carefully dab away.

I look around the bathroom, searching. "My panties. Where did they go?"

"Looking for these?" Jake holds up my white lace panties, dangling from one finger with a wicked grin.

"Give them back," I say, reaching for them.

He pulls them away, stuffing them into his pocket. "Nah. I'm keeping these. A souvenir."

"Jake, I need those."

"Should've thought of that before." He's already moving toward the door. "Besides, I like the idea of you walking around your wedding reception with no panties and my cum leaking down your legs."

Before I can protest further, he unlocks the door and slips out, leaving me alone in the bathroom.

I stand there for a moment, processing. Then I get to work. More paper towels to clean the evidence from my thighs. I smooth my dress carefully, making sure every wrinkle is straightened, every spot dabbed clean. I fix my hair in the mirror, tucking errant strands back into place until it looks perfect again. Fresh lipstick from my clutch covers the smudged remnants. A quick check of my makeup, blending and touching up.

Without panties, I feel exposed. Vulnerable. But when I look in the mirror one final time, I see the beautiful bride everyone expects. Polished. Perfect. No one would ever guess what just happened in this bathroom. That I just got thoroughly fucked by a groomsman while my husband waited outside.

The only evidence is internal. The soreness in my pussy. The warmth of Jake's cum still inside me. The knowledge of what I've become.

Taking a deep breath, I unlock the bathroom door and step back into the hallway. The sounds of the reception drift toward me. Music, laughter, glasses clinking. Normal wedding things.

My legs are steadier now as I make my way back toward the reception hall, though I can feel Jake's cum shifting inside me with each step. The lack of panties makes me hyper-aware of every movement, every brush of silk against my bare pussy.

The door to the main room is just ahead. I smooth my dress one more time and step inside, my smile perfect and bright.

Ethan is near the edge of the dance floor, exactly where I hoped he'd be. His eyes find me immediately and I see the flash of recognition. He knows. Can probably see it in the way I move, even though I look impeccable.

I walk toward him with measured steps, my heart pounding. When I reach him, he pulls me into the shadows between two tall floral arrangements where we have a semblance of privacy.

"Tell me," he breathes against my ear, his hand finding my waist.

"Jake fucked me." The words come out low and raw. "In the bathroom. Bent over the sink first. Then he turned me around and fucked me standing up, my ass on the sink edge. He grabbed my ass, sucked my tits, bit my nipples. Left marks all over me. Then he came inside me. Filled my pussy with his cum."

Ethan's breathing quickens. His hand tightens on my waist. "Fuck. That's so hot."

"That's not all." I press closer to him, my lips brushing his ear. "He took my panties. Kept them as a souvenir. I looked everywhere but I couldn't find them, and then he showed me he had them in his pocket and refused to give them back."

Ethan's whole body tenses. "You're not wearing..."

"Nothing." I let the word hang between us. "I'm completely bare under this dress. His cum is dripping down my thighs right now with nothing to catch it."

"Jesus Christ." Ethan's cock is already hard against me. I can feel it through his tuxedo pants. His hand slides down to my hip, fingers digging in possessively. "You're walking around our wedding reception with no panties and another man's cum leaking out of you."

"I know." The admission makes my pussy throb. "Anyone could find out. All it would take is the wrong move, the wrong gust of wind, someone looking too closely."

His breathing is ragged now. "That's the hottest fucking thing I've ever heard."

"Who's next?" I ask. Because despite everything, despite how sore my pussy is and how exposed I feel, I'm not done yet. The hunger hasn't been satisfied. "You mentioned Max."

Ethan's eyes darken with lust and something that looks like pride. "My oldest friend. He's been alone at the bar for the last twenty minutes."

I glance over and spot Max. Lean and attractive, nursing a drink by himself. Looking a little melancholy.

"Then I should probably go cheer him up," I say.

Ethan kisses me hard, possessive. When he pulls back, we're both breathing heavily. "Go get him. But be careful. You're not wearing anything under that dress."

"I know." The thrill of it sends heat flooding through me. "That's part of the fun."

I smooth my dress one more time, check that I still look perfect, and start walking toward Max. Ready for whatever comes next. Each step a reminder of Jake's cum inside me, the silk of my dress the only barrier between my bare pussy and the world.
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I smooth my dress one more time as I walk away from Ethan, feeling Jake's cum shift inside me with each step. The silk brushes against my bare pussy and I'm acutely aware that anyone could discover my secret. No panties. Multiple loads of cum slowly leaking. The knowledge makes me feel powerful and reckless.

Max is exactly where Ethan said he'd be. Alone at the bar, nursing what looks like whiskey, his shoulders slightly hunched. He's attractive in that understated way. Five-foot-ten with lean muscle, sharp cheekbones, intelligent dark eyes. Black hair that falls just slightly into his face. I've always liked Max. He's thoughtful, kind, funny in a quiet way that sneaks up on you.

And he's Ethan's oldest friend. Which makes this different. More complicated. The challenge excites me.

I slide onto the barstool beside him, close enough that our arms almost touch. "Hey, stranger. Drinking alone at my wedding?"

Max looks up and his face transforms when he sees me. Surprise, pleasure, something darker underneath. "Lila. Hey. Congratulations. Again." He lifts his glass in a mock toast. "Just needed a breather. Big crowds aren't really my thing."

"I know." I signal the bartender, order a champagne. "Remember Ethan's graduation party? You disappeared for like two hours. We found you in the library reading."

He laughs, and the sound is warm and genuine. "In my defense, it was a really good book."

"What was it again? Something pretentious and philosophical?"

"Camus. The Stranger. And it's not pretentious, it's existential."

We fall into easy rhythm, the comfortable back-and-forth of people who've known each other for years. Talking about books, about mutual friends, about the time Ethan tried to cook Thanksgiving dinner and nearly burned down his apartment. Max relaxes beside me, the tension in his shoulders easing.

But I notice other things too. The way his eyes drop to my lips when I laugh. How he shifts slightly closer when I lean in to hear him over the music. The flush on his cheeks that isn't just from the whiskey.

My champagne arrives and I take a sip, letting the bubbles fizz on my tongue. "Are you okay? You seem... I don't know. Sad maybe?"

Max's smile falters. "I'm fine. Just weddings, you know. They make you think about stuff."

"What kind of stuff?"

He swirls his whiskey, watching the amber liquid catch the light. "Paths not taken. Choices you make. Watching everyone pair off and wondering if you missed your chance."

There's weight in his words. Vulnerability. I shift closer on my barstool, let my knee brush against his thigh. "Max, you're thirty-one. You haven't missed anything."

"Sometimes it feels like I have." He meets my eyes and there's something raw there. Longing. "Sometimes I think I let the best thing slip away because I was too scared to reach for it."

My heart beats faster. Is he talking about me? The possibility sends heat flooding through me.

"I know what you mean," I hear myself say. Playing vulnerable. Emotional manipulation but effective. "I feel disconnected tonight. Like something's missing despite everything being perfect on paper."

Max's brow furrows with concern. "Disconnected? Lila, you just married Ethan. You two are perfect together."

"Are we?" I let doubt color my voice. Touch his arm lightly, my fingers resting on his wrist. "I don't know. Maybe I'm just... restless. Maybe I'm wondering about paths not taken too."

His breathing changes. Quickens. He's staring at where my hand touches his arm.

"You shouldn't feel that way," he says quietly. "Not on your wedding day. Not about Ethan. He loves you so much."

"I know he does." I lean closer, letting my perfume surround him. Vanilla and something floral. "But sometimes love isn't enough. Sometimes you need... something else. Something you can't even name."

Max swallows hard. I can see his pulse jumping in his throat. "Lila, what are you saying?"

I let my hand slide up his arm slightly. Just an inch. Casual. Intimate. "I'm saying I've always wondered about you, Max. About what it would be like. If things were different."

The words drop between us like stones into still water. Ripples spreading outward.

"You can't say things like that." His voice is strained. "I'm Ethan's best friend. You just married him. This is... this is wrong."

"Is it?" My knee presses more firmly against his thigh. "Or is it just honest? We're both adults. We both feel things we're not supposed to feel. Why pretend otherwise?"

"Because it's a line we can't uncross." But even as he says it, his body betrays him. Leaning toward me slightly. His eyes dropping to my lips, my breasts in the fitted lace bodice.

I slide my hand from his arm to his thigh under the bar. Just resting there. Innocent to anyone watching but loaded with intent. "Maybe some lines are worth crossing."

Max closes his eyes briefly, struggling with himself. Conscience warring with desire. I can see the battle playing out on his face.

"I can't do this to Ethan," he says finally, but his hand covers mine on his thigh. Holding it there instead of pushing it away. "He's my best friend. He trusts me."

"Ethan doesn't have to know." I let my thumb stroke the inside of his thigh through his pants. Small movement. Deliberate. "It would just be between us. Just once. Just to... know."

His hand tightens on mine. "Lila..."

"Please." I lean in close enough that my lips almost brush his ear. "I need this. I need to know what it would be like. Just once. Then we never speak of it again."

I feel him trembling. The last of his resistance crumbling under the weight of years of wanting.

"Somewhere private," he says finally. His voice is rough. Defeated and desperate all at once. "We can't... not here. If anyone saw..."

"Your car?" I suggest. "The parking lot?"

He nods slowly. Like he's signing his own confession. "Just to talk. Just to... figure this out."

We both know it won't be just talking. But the fiction is necessary for him. The lie that lets him move forward.

"Okay." I squeeze his thigh once more, then pull my hand back. "You go first. I'll follow in a few minutes."

Max drains his whiskey in one swallow, sets the glass down with a sharp clink. He looks at me one more time, searching my face for something. Permission maybe. Or absolution.

Then he stands and walks toward the exit. His gait is stiff, purposeful. A man walking toward something he knows he shouldn't do but can't resist.

I wait exactly three minutes. Finish my champagne. Check my reflection in the mirror behind the bar. Still perfect. Still the beautiful bride. No one would ever guess what I've done tonight. What I'm about to do.

Then I slide off the barstool and follow Max out into the night.

The parking lot is darker than I expected. Only a few scattered lights illuminate the rows of cars. Max's sedan is parked in the far corner, away from the building, away from prying eyes. He's already there, leaning against the driver's side door, arms crossed over his chest. Waiting.

I walk toward him slowly, letting my heels click on the pavement. Each step sends a fresh wave of awareness through me. Jake's cum shifting inside my pussy. The silk of my dress brushing my bare skin. The knowledge that I'm about to cross another line.

Max straightens as I approach. Even in the dim light, I can see the conflict on his face. Want and guilt. Desire and loyalty. He's still at war with himself.

"Lila." My name comes out rough. "Are you sure about this? Because once we... if we... there's no going back."

I stop in front of him, close enough to feel his body heat. "I'm sure."

"This is wrong." But his eyes drop to my lips, my breasts, betraying his words. "Ethan trusts me. He's my best friend. I shouldn't even be thinking about you this way."

"But you are." I place my hand on his chest, feeling his heart pound beneath my palm. "You have been for a long time. Haven't you?"

He closes his eyes. "Yeah. God help me, yeah."

"Then stop fighting it." I lean up, my lips brushing his jaw. "Just for tonight. Just once. Let yourself have this."

Max groans, a sound of surrender and need. His arms come around me, pulling me against him. "You're going to destroy me."

"Maybe." I kiss his neck, tasting salt and cologne. "Or maybe I'm going to give you something you'll remember forever."

He captures my mouth then, kissing me with all the pent-up longing he's been holding back. It's desperate and sweet all at once. His hands frame my face, holding me like something precious he's afraid will disappear.

When we break apart, we're both breathing hard. Max opens the back door of his sedan, gestures inside. "Get in."

The backseat is cramped and smells faintly of leather and air freshener. I slide in, my dress bunching around my thighs. Max follows, closing the door behind us. The space immediately feels smaller, more intimate. We're pressed close together, knees touching, breath mingling.

"I still think this is a terrible idea," Max says, but his hand is already finding my waist, fingers spreading over the silk.

"Probably." I lean in and kiss him again. Softer this time. Testing. "But we're doing it anyway."

His resistance melts completely. He kisses me back with growing confidence, his hands moving over my body. Not grabbing or groping like Jake did. Exploring. Learning. Like he wants to memorize every curve.

"You're so beautiful," he murmurs against my lips. "I've thought that since the day Ethan introduced us. I tried not to. Tried to just be his friend, be your friend. But god, Lila. You make it so hard."

His hands find the zipper at the back of my dress. He pulls it down slowly, carefully, like unwrapping something fragile. The bodice loosens and he slides it down my shoulders, exposing my breasts to the cool air.

Max stares at them in the dim light filtering through the car windows. His expression is reverent. Hungry. Then his hands cup them, gentle and exploring. His thumbs brush over my nipples and I gasp at the sensation.

"Perfect," he breathes. "You're perfect."

He lowers his head and takes one nipple into his mouth. Not biting or rough like Jake was. Gentle. Sucking softly, his tongue circling the sensitive peak. I arch into him, my hands finding his hair.

"Max..."

He moves to my other breast, giving it the same tender attention. All the while his hands are pulling my dress lower, bunching it around my waist. When his fingers slide down to push the fabric over my hips, he freezes.

"You're not wearing..." His voice is thick with surprise and arousal. "Where are your panties?"

I don't answer. Just guide his hand between my legs, showing him how wet I am.

"Fuck." The curse is soft, awed. His fingers explore my pussy, feeling the slick evidence of my arousal. He doesn't know it's not just for him. That there's cum from other men mixed with my wetness. He just thinks I'm incredibly turned on. "You're soaked. Is this all for me?"

"Yes," I lie. The deception makes everything more intense.

Max's fingers slide through my folds, exploring gently. Finding my clit and circling it with careful pressure. Then lower, pushing inside me. Just one finger at first, testing. Then two. He doesn't thrust hard or fast. Just explores, curling his fingers inside me, learning what makes me gasp and moan.

"I want to taste you," he says. "Can I? Please?"

The please does something to me. Makes me feel powerful and wanted. "Yes."

He helps me reposition in the cramped space. I end up half-lying on the backseat, one leg propped up on the front seat headrest, the other draped over the back of the seat. Completely spread open for him. Vulnerable. Exposed.

Max kneels awkwardly in the footwell, his broad shoulders wedged between the seats. The position can't be comfortable but he doesn't seem to care. His eyes are fixed on my pussy, dark with hunger.

"You're beautiful here too," he murmurs. Then he lowers his head and his tongue slides through my folds.

I cry out, my back arching off the seat. He licks me slowly, thoroughly, like he's savoring a rare delicacy. His tongue explores every inch. Finding my clit and circling it with perfect pressure. Licking down to my opening and pushing inside. He doesn't know he's tasting Jake's cum. Doesn't know that other men have been inside me tonight. He just tastes how wet I am and groans against my pussy like it's the best thing he's ever experienced.

"So sweet," he mutters between licks. "So fucking sweet."

His hands grip my thighs, holding me open while he devours me. Not rough or demanding. Worshipful. Like this is a privilege he's dreamed about for years. His tongue works my clit with steady pressure while two fingers push inside me, curling upward to find that spot that makes my vision blur.

The sensations build impossibly. Different from the others. Jake was rough and aggressive. Connor was skilled but opportunistic. But Max is tender. Connected. Like he's making love to me with his mouth.

I'm shaking, so close already. My hands find his hair, gripping tight.

"Max, I'm going to... oh god..."

He doesn't stop. Just keeps working me with his tongue and fingers. Steady pressure. Perfect rhythm. Driving me higher and higher until I shatter.

My orgasm crashes through me and I scream, not caring if anyone in the parking lot might hear. My pussy clenches around his fingers, my whole body convulsing with pleasure. Max doesn't pull away. Just keeps licking gently, drawing out every last pulse.

When I finally stop shaking, he pulls back. His face is flushed, his lips glistening with my wetness. With the evidence of the night he doesn't know about.

"That was..." He can't seem to finish the sentence. Just stares at me with wonder and need.

"Come here," I say, my voice rough.

Max climbs up from the footwell, settling between my spread thighs. The position is awkward in the cramped space but we make it work. His body presses against mine, his clothed chest against my naked breasts.

"I need to be inside you," he whispers. "I need... god, Lila. I've dreamed about this for so long."

"Then do it." I reach between us, finding his belt. "Take me."

His hands shake as he undoes his pants. Pushes them and his boxers down just enough to free his cock. It's hard and leaking, seven inches of desperate need. He positions himself at my entrance, the head of his cock pressing against my wet pussy lips.

We lock eyes. The intimacy of the moment is overwhelming. This isn't just fucking. This is something more. Something loaded with years of wanting and guilt and forbidden desire.

"I love you," Max whispers. "I know I shouldn't. I know you're married to my best friend. But I've loved you for years and I need you to know that before we do this."

The confession makes my chest tight. Guilt floods through me. He doesn't know the truth. Doesn't know about Ethan's fantasy or the other men or the cum already inside me. He thinks this is real. That we're betraying Ethan together. That this moment means something it doesn't.

But my body overrides my conscience. My pussy throbs with need. I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him closer.

"Show me," I whisper.

Max pushes inside slowly. His cock stretches my sore pussy, filling me completely. He's not as thick as Jake or Robert but he feels good. Different. The position is intimate, our faces close, our eyes locked.

He moves slowly at first. Not pounding or thrusting hard. Making love. Each stroke is deliberate, controlled. His hands cup my face, holding me like something precious. His lips find mine in a tender kiss while his cock drives deeper.

"You feel so good," he murmurs against my mouth. "So perfect. Like you were made for me."

The emotion behind his words makes everything more intense. More complicated. I kiss him back, wrapping my arms around his neck, pulling him closer. Our bodies move together in the cramped backseat, the windows fogging from our heat, the car rocking slightly with each thrust.

This is wrong. So wrong. But it feels incredible.

Max's rhythm stays slow and deliberate. Each thrust is controlled, measured. Like he's trying to make this moment last forever. His hands slide down from my face to grip my hips, holding me steady as he drives deeper.

"God, you're perfect," he murmurs, his forehead pressed against mine. "So tight. So warm. Better than I ever imagined."

I can't speak. The intimacy is overwhelming. His cock fills my sore pussy completely, stretching me in ways that feel both painful and pleasurable. The evidence of the other men is still inside me. Jake's cum mixing with Robert's. But Max doesn't know. He just feels how wet I am and thinks it's all for him.

The guilt hits me in waves. He loves me. He just said it. And I'm using him. Manipulating his feelings. Letting him believe this means something it doesn't. That we're betraying Ethan together when in reality Ethan knows. Wants this. Is probably somewhere nearby waiting to hear every detail.

But my body doesn't care about guilt. My pussy clenches around Max's cock, pulling him deeper. My legs tighten around his waist. My hands slide down his back, feeling the muscles flex with each thrust.

"You feel so good," I whisper, because I need to say something. Need to give him what he wants even as I take what I need.

Max groans and his pace increases slightly. Still not pounding or rough. Just deeper. More insistent. The car rocks with our movement, the windows completely fogged now. Anyone walking past would know exactly what's happening inside.

"I've wanted this for so long," Max says against my neck. "Dreamed about it. Hated myself for dreaming about it. You're Ethan's. You were always supposed to be his. But I couldn't stop thinking about you."

Each confession makes the guilt heavier. Makes the deception more wrong. But it also makes everything more intense. The forbidden nature of it. The emotion behind his thrusts.

"Max," I gasp. "I'm close."

"Already?" He pulls back to look at my face. "God, that's hot. You're so responsive."

He shifts the angle slightly, hitting that spot deep inside that makes my vision blur. His hand slides between our bodies, finding my clit. He rubs it in tight circles, perfectly timed with his thrusts.

The combination pushes me over the edge. My second orgasm of the night builds fast and crashes hard. I cry out, my pussy clenching rhythmically around his cock. Different from cumming on Jake's thick shaft or Robert's experienced thrusting. This feels more connected. More emotional. Like I'm not just cumming from physical sensation but from everything Max represents.

"Yes," Max groans, watching my face. "That's it. Cum for me. Let me feel it."

My pussy spasms around him and he loses his control. His rhythm becomes erratic. Desperate. He buries his face in my neck and drives into me hard three more times before going rigid.

"Lila," he gasps. "Oh fuck, Lila."

I feel his cock pulse inside me. Feel the hot rush of his cum flooding my pussy. Adding to the mess already there. Three loads now. Robert, Jake, Max. All mixed together inside me. Evidence of the night Max will never know about.

He collapses on top of me, both of us breathing hard in the cramped space. His weight presses me into the seat. His cock is still inside me, softening slowly. Neither of us moves for a long moment.

Then Max lifts his head and looks at me. His eyes are soft. Vulnerable. Full of emotion I don't deserve.

"I love you," he says again. "I know I already said it but I need you to know. This wasn't just sex for me. It never could be just sex with you."

My chest tightens. "Max..."

"I know." He strokes my hair gently. "I know you're married to Ethan. I know this can't happen again. I know I'm being selfish even saying this. But I've loved you since the day we met and I probably always will."

The confession breaks something inside me. Not in a good way. In a way that makes me feel small and cruel and guilty. Because he means every word. And I'm lying to him. Using his feelings. Betraying his trust in ways he'll never understand.

"I care about you," I say, because I can't say nothing. "I do. You're important to me."

It's not enough. We both know it. But it's all I can offer.

Max pulls out slowly. I feel the immediate rush of fluid. His cum joining the others, leaking from my used pussy. He reaches for the tissues in the center console, hands me a few. I clean up as best I can but there's so much. Too much to hide.

We dress in awkward silence. Max keeps glancing at me like he wants to say something else but can't find the words. I focus on making myself perfect again. Smoothing my dress. Fixing my hair. Reapplying lipstick from my clutch.

When I'm done, I look exactly like I did before. The beautiful bride. No one would ever know what just happened in this backseat.

"We should go back separately," Max says finally. His voice is strained. "If anyone saw us leave together..."

"Right." I reach for the door handle. "You're right."

"Lila." He catches my hand. "I don't regret this. I know I should. I know it's wrong. But I don't regret it."

I squeeze his hand once. "Neither do I."

It's the kindest lie I can offer.

I slip out of the car first. The cool night air hits me, making me shiver. My legs are unsteady. My pussy is sore and full of cum. Three men. Three loads. And the night might not even be over yet.

I walk back toward the reception hall, my heels clicking on the pavement. Don't look back at Max's car. Don't let myself think too hard about what just happened. About the emotion in his eyes or the words he said or the guilt churning in my stomach.

Inside, the reception is winding down. Music still playing but softer now. Fewer guests on the dance floor. Some people already saying their goodbyes. I scan the room for Ethan and find him on the terrace. Right where I hoped he'd be. Right where we can talk privately.

I make my way through the crowd, smiling at guests who congratulate me, accepting hugs from relatives. Playing the part of the happy bride. No one knows. No one can tell.

Ethan's waiting for me by the railing. His face lights up when he sees me but there's something else there too. Hunger. Need. He knows what I just did. Can probably see it in the way I move.

I step close to him, into the shadows where we won't be overheard.

"Tell me," he breathes.

"Max." The name comes out soft. "In his car. The backseat."

Ethan's breathing quickens. "Everything?"

"Everything." I lean against him, suddenly exhausted. "He went down on me first. Then fucked me missionary. Slow and intimate. Not rough like Jake. Connected. Emotional. He told me he loves me."

"Fuck." Ethan's hand finds my waist, gripping tight. "Did he cum inside you?"

"Yes." I feel the evidence shifting. "Three loads now. Robert, Jake, Max."

We're both quiet for a moment. Processing. The reality of what's happened settling over us.

"Are you okay?" Ethan asks. "Really okay?"

I think about it. My pussy is sore. My body is used. I'm full of other men's cum and walking around without panties at my own wedding reception. I just manipulated Max's feelings and used him for pleasure.

I should feel terrible. Guilty. Wrong.

But I don't.

"I'm incredible," I say honestly. "I've never felt more alive."

Ethan kisses me then. Hard and possessive. Claiming me despite everything I've done tonight. When he pulls back, we're both breathing hard.

"The night's winding down," he says. "We should head to the hotel soon. Get to our suite. Reconnect and process everything."

"Yeah." I nod. "I'm ready."

We stand together on the terrace for another moment, his arm around my waist. Then we head back inside together. Walk through the reception hall, waving goodbye to the remaining guests. Making our way toward the exit.

"Let's cut through the garden," Ethan suggests. "It's faster to the hotel entrance."

I nod agreement and we step outside into the cool night air. The venue's gardens are beautiful even in darkness. Fairy lights strung through the trees cast everything in a soft golden glow. The path winds between carefully manicured flower beds and ornamental hedges.

We walk slowly, savoring the quiet after the noise of the reception. My heels click on the stone pathway. Ethan's hand stays on my waist, steady and grounding.

Ahead, I can see the fountain in the center of the garden. Water cascading down in gentle streams, catching the light. And sitting on the bench beside it, alone in the darkness, is a figure I recognize.

Noah.

Ethan's eighteen-year-old cousin. Smoking nervously, his shoulders hunched, looking like he's trying to disappear into the shadows.

Ethan notices him too. His hand tightens on my waist and I feel his question in the touch.

The night isn't over yet.
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We walk slowly, savoring the quiet after the noise of the reception. My heels click on the stone pathway. Ethan's hand stays on my waist, steady and grounding.

Ahead, I can see the fountain in the center of the garden. Water cascading down in gentle streams, catching the light. And sitting on the bench beside it, alone in the darkness, is a figure I recognize.

Noah.

Ethan's eighteen-year-old cousin. Smoking nervously, his shoulders hunched, looking like he's trying to disappear into the shadows.

Ethan notices him too. His hand tightens on my waist and I feel his question in the touch.

The night isn't over yet.

I've noticed Noah all evening. The way he steals glances at me when he thinks no one is watching. Painfully obvious teenage lust. Every look lingers too long. His eyes track my movements across the reception hall, following the curve of my body in this dress. When I catch him staring, he blushes crimson and looks away. But minutes later, he's watching again.

It's flattering in a way the others weren't. Tyler was curious. Connor was opportunistic. Robert was confident. Jake was aggressive. Max was emotional. But Noah? Noah worships me from afar with pure, desperate teenage want.

And I'm still high on my transformation. Still feeling powerful. Still craving more.

My pussy is sore and full of cum. No panties. Three loads from Robert, Jake, and Max mixing together inside me. I swallowed Connor's in an alley and Noah's... Noah could be number five.

I stop walking. Turn to face Ethan. Our eyes meet in the fairy-lit darkness and I see my own desire reflected back at me. He knows what I'm thinking. Can see it written all over my face.

"Give me a minute?" My voice is quiet but loaded with meaning.

Ethan's pupils dilate. A slow, wicked grin spreads across his face. "How many is that going to be?"

"Five." The number feels significant. "Five men in one night."

"Jesus Christ." His hand tightens on my waist possessively. Then releases. "I'll be watching."

He leans in, kisses me hard and claiming. When he pulls back, we're both breathing faster. Then he melts into the shadows near a cluster of trees, positioning himself where he can see everything but Noah won't notice him.

I walk toward the fountain alone. My white wedding dress glows in the moonlight and fairy lights. Ethereal. Angelic. The perfect virgin bride except I'm anything but.

Noah looks up as I approach. His eyes go wide. The cigarette freezes halfway to his lips. I watch him take me in. The dress. The way I move. The confidence I'm radiating. He's frozen like a deer in headlights.

"Hey, Noah." I keep my voice gentle. Friendly. Like this is a casual encounter. "Hiding out here?"

He stammers something unintelligible. Fumbles to put out his cigarette, grinding it under his shoe with shaking hands. His face is already flushing red.

Up close, he's attractive in that boyish way. Five-foot-ten, still filling out his lean frame. Messy dark blond hair that needs a cut. Nervous green eyes that remind me of Ethan's. Smooth face with just the hint of stubble trying to establish itself. He's wearing dark pants and a button-down shirt with the sleeves rolled up. The tie is gone, probably discarded hours ago.

"I... yeah. I mean, no. I just..." He can't seem to finish a sentence. "Sorry. I'm sorry. I know I shouldn't be smoking."

"I don't care about that." I sit beside him on the bench. Close enough that our thighs touch. "I care if you're okay."

Noah swallows hard. I can see his Adam's apple bob. "I'm fine. Great. Your wedding is beautiful. Congratulations. Again. I already said that earlier but..."

"Thank you." I shift slightly closer. My perfume surrounds us. Vanilla and something floral. I watch it affect him. See his breathing change. "Are you having fun?"

"Yeah. Totally. It's great." He's lying. His leg is bouncing with nervous energy. His hands keep clenching and unclenching.

"You don't seem like you're having fun." I let my voice drop lower. Intimate. "You seem nervous."

"I just... weddings make me uncomfortable. Too many people. Too much..." He gestures vaguely. "Everything."

"I understand." I touch his arm lightly. Just resting my hand there. Casual. Friendly. But I feel him tense under my touch. "Sometimes big crowds are overwhelming."

"Yeah. Exactly." He still won't look at me. Keeps staring at his hands. I can see them trembling.

We sit in silence for a moment. The fountain burbles behind us. Fairy lights twinkle in the trees. From here, I can faintly hear the music from the reception still playing. But it feels distant. Like we're in our own private world.

"Noah." I wait until he finally looks at me. When his green eyes meet mine, I see raw want mixed with absolute terror. "Can I ask you something?"

He nods frantically. "Yeah. Of course. Anything."

"Do you find me attractive?"

His mouth opens and closes. No sound comes out at first. Then he turns bright red. Crimson spreading from his neck up to his hairline. "I... what?"

"It's a simple question." I keep my voice gentle. Not teasing. Genuinely asking. "Do you think I'm attractive?"

"You're... you're married. To Ethan. You just got married like four hours ago."

"That's not an answer."

Noah closes his eyes briefly. Takes a shaky breath. When he opens them again, there's something raw there. Honest. "Yes. God, yes. You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."

The confession is breathless. Desperate. Absolutely sincere.

"Thank you." I squeeze his arm gently. "That's sweet."

"I shouldn't have said that. I'm sorry. That was inappropriate. You're Ethan's wife and I'm just..."

"Just what?"

"Just... me. Nobody. Just his stupid cousin who can't even handle a wedding reception without hiding in the garden."

There's real pain in his voice. Self-loathing. The kind only teenagers can manage. That absolute certainty that they're worthless.

"You're not nobody, Noah." I shift closer. Our thighs are pressed together now. "You're smart and kind and very attractive yourself."

His eyes snap to mine. Disbelief written all over his face. "You don't have to say that."

"I'm not just saying it." I let my hand slide down his arm slightly. "I mean it."

"Lila..." My name comes out strangled. "What are you doing?"

"What do you want me to be doing?"

He stares at me. I can see his mind working. Trying to process. Trying to figure out if this is real or if he's imagining it.

"I've been watching you tonight," I admit. "The way you look at me. It's flattering."

"I'm sorry. I tried not to stare. I know it's creepy. I just..."

"It's not creepy." I lean closer. My lips near his ear. "It's hot."

Noah makes a strangled sound. His whole body is trembling now.

"Do you want to touch me, Noah?"

"I... we can't. You're married. Ethan would..."

"Ethan doesn't have to know." The lie comes easily. "This can be our secret."

"Lila, I don't understand what's happening."

"You don't have to understand." I take his hand. It's shaking in mine. Clammy with sweat. "You just have to say yes or no."

"Yes." The word bursts out of him. "God, yes. Whatever you're asking. Yes."

I guide his hand to my breast. Place his palm over the lace of my bodice. Let him feel the full curve of me. "Touch me."

Noah's whole body is shaking. But his hand squeezes gently through the lace, tentatively exploring the shape of my breast. Like he can't believe this is real. Like he thinks at any moment I'll pull away and tell him it was all a joke.

"Oh my god," he breathes. His fingers trace the curve, learning the weight and feel of me. "Oh my god, Lila."

"Keep going." I lean into his touch. "Don't stop."

His hand squeezes again, more confidently this time. His thumb brushes over where my nipple is hardening beneath the fabric and I gasp. The sound seems to embolden him. His other hand joins the first, both palms cupping my breasts now.

"You can see them," I whisper. "If you want."

Noah's eyes go wide. "Really?"

I reach up and pull down the front of my bodice, exposing my breasts to the cool night air. To his hungry, disbelieving gaze.

He stares like he's never seen breasts before. He probably hasn't. Not in real life. Not this close. Not his to touch.

"They're perfect," he breathes. "You're perfect."

His hands hover for a moment, trembling in the space between us. Then tentatively, reverently, he cups both breasts. His touch is gentle. Exploring. Learning the weight of them, the softness, the way they fill his palms.

"So soft," he murmurs. His thumbs brush over my nipples and I gasp again. The sound makes him bolder. He circles the hardened peaks with deliberate attention, watching my face for reactions.

"That feels good," I encourage. "You're doing so well."

Noah's breathing is ragged now. His face is flushed, his pupils blown wide. I can see the bulge in his pants growing, straining against the fabric.

"Can I..." His voice cracks. "Can I kiss them?"

"Yes." The word comes out breathy. "Please."

He leans down hesitantly. His lips find my nipple and he kisses it softly. Just a gentle press of his mouth against the sensitive peak. Then his tongue flicks out, tasting.

When I moan encouragement, something shifts in him. He takes my nipple into his mouth and sucks. Gentle at first, exploratory. Then with growing confidence as I arch into him.

"Yes," I whisper, my hand finding his hair. "Just like that."

His mouth works my breast while his hand kneads the other. No finesse or technique. Just desperate teenage enthusiasm. But there's something endearing about his inexperience. His complete wonder at being allowed to touch me like this.

He switches to my other breast, lavishing it with the same attention. Kissing, licking, sucking. Learning what makes me gasp and moan.

While his mouth is busy, I guide his free hand down. Under the hem of my dress, up my thigh. His fingers are shaking against my skin.

When he reaches the top of my thigh and discovers I'm not wearing panties, he pulls back from my breast with a gasp.

"You're not... you don't have..."

"No panties," I confirm. "Keep going."

His hand trembles as he explores higher. When his fingers finally brush against my pussy, we both gasp. I'm soaked. Swollen and sensitive from the night's activities. Full of cum he doesn't know about.

"Oh my god," Noah breathes. His fingers slide through my folds, clumsy but eager. "You're so wet. Is that... is that for me?"

I use the same lie I've used so many times today, not revealing he has his fingers in several loads of cum. "Yes. It's all you."

His fingers explore my pussy with desperate curiosity. Finding my clit and circling it. Sliding lower to my opening. Not knowing what to do but wanting so badly to please me.

"Inside," I whisper. "Put your fingers inside me."

He obeys immediately. One finger pushes into my wet pussy, then two. He groans at the feeling. At how easily they slide in. How hot and slick I am.

"You feel amazing," he murmurs. His fingers move tentatively, exploring. "So warm. So soft."

I rock against his hand, guiding him. His mouth finds my breast again, sucking my nipple while his fingers work inside me. The dual sensation makes me moan.

"Am I doing it right?" he asks anxiously between licks. "Is this good?"

"You're doing perfect." My hand tightens in his hair. "So good, Noah."

His confidence grows with each word of praise. His fingers move with more purpose. His mouth becomes more demanding on my breast. I can feel his hard cock pressing against my hip through his pants.

I reach down between us, palming his erection through the fabric. Noah moans against my breast, his whole body shuddering.

"Lila," he gasps. "Oh god, Lila."

I stroke him slowly through his pants, feeling how hard he is. How desperate. He's probably been hard since I sat down beside him. Maybe longer. Maybe he's been half-hard all night, stealing glances and trying to hide his reaction.

"You're so hard," I murmur. "All for me?"

"Yes." The word is strangled. "I've been... I've wanted..."

"Tell me," I encourage, squeezing him gently. "What have you wanted?"

"I've wanted you for so long." The confession bursts out between gasps. "Since that day at the beach last summer. You were in that red bikini and I... I took pictures. I'm sorry. I know I shouldn't have but I couldn't help it. I used my phone when you weren't looking."

The admission sends a thrill through me. "Pictures of me?"

"Yes." His face is crimson with shame and arousal. "At the beach. And at the pool that one time. I snapped photos when no one was watching. I use them when I... when I touch myself. I look at you in those pictures and I jerk off thinking about you."

"That's so hot," I whisper, and I mean it. The knowledge that he's been secretly photographing me, using my images for his teenage fantasies, is incredibly arousing.

"You're not mad?"

"No." I stroke him harder through his pants. "I'm flattered. How often do you look at those pictures?"

"Every night." His hips thrust into my hand. "Sometimes twice. I imagine what you'd look like without the bikini. What your breasts would feel like. What you'd taste like." His words are coming faster now, desperate and unfiltered. "I've never... I've never done anything with anyone. You're the first person who's ever touched me like this."

The admission makes my pussy clench. He's a virgin. Completely inexperienced. And I'm the first woman to touch his cock.

The power of that is intoxicating.

"Do you want more?" I ask.

"Yes. God, yes. Anything. Everything."

I release his cock and stand. Noah watches me with desperate, confused eyes. Then I sink gracefully to my knees on the grass in front of him.

His eyes go impossibly wide.

"Lila, you don't have to..."

"I want to." I settle between his spread legs, my white wedding dress pooling around me. "I want to taste you, Noah."

His hand fumbles with his belt, trying to pull his pants down further, but I stop him.

"Just relax," I say. "Let me take care of you."

I help him push his pants and boxers down to mid-thigh, freeing his cock completely. It springs up, eager and hard. Six inches of youthful desperation. The head is dark and swollen, a bead of precum glistening at the tip.

"You're beautiful," I murmur, wrapping my hand around the base.

Noah whimpers. His hips buck involuntarily.

"Have you ever had someone's mouth on you before?" I ask, already knowing the answer.

"No." The word is barely audible. "Never. I've only... only touched myself."

"Then this will be your first." I lean forward, my breath ghosting over his sensitive skin. "Remember this moment, Noah. Remember how it feels."

I take just the head into my mouth. Noah cries out, his hands flying to my hair. His whole body goes rigid.

"Oh my god. Oh fuck. Oh..."

I suck gently, swirling my tongue around the tip. Tasting the salt of his precum. He's trembling, gasping, completely overwhelmed.

I take him deeper, inch by inch. His cock fills my mouth, hard and hot. I create suction, hollowing my cheeks, and start moving. Slow at first. Building the rhythm.

"Lila," he gasps. "That feels... I can't... oh god..."

His fingers tighten in my hair but he doesn't push or pull. Just holds on like I'm the only thing keeping him anchored to earth.

I work him with my mouth and tongue, finding what makes him gasp and moan. When I take him deep, his hips thrust involuntarily. When I pull back to focus on the head, he whimpers. I learn him quickly. Read his body's responses.

"I'm not going to last," he warns desperately. "I'm sorry. I'm trying but I can't..."

I don't pull away. Just keep sucking, working him faster. My hand joins my mouth, stroking what doesn't fit.

Noah lasts maybe thirty seconds more before his whole body convulses. He cums with a strangled cry, flooding my mouth with hot spurts. So much cum. More than I expected. Wave after wave of it as his cock pulses on my tongue.

I swallow quickly, taking everything he gives. Not spilling a drop. When he finally stops twitching, I pull back slowly. Wipe my lips with the back of my hand.

Noah is staring at me with absolute wonder. His chest heaving. His face flushed. His cock still semi-hard and glistening with my saliva.

"That was..." He can't finish the sentence. "I've never... nothing has ever..."

I stand gracefully, smoothing my dress. Noah fumbles to tuck himself away, pulling up his boxers and pants with shaking hands. He's still dazed. Still trying to process what just happened.

"Did that really just happen?" he asks. "Or am I dreaming?"

"It happened." I lean down, kissing his forehead gently. "And it's our secret. You understand that, right? No one can know."

"I won't tell." He nods frantically. "I swear. Not my parents. Not anyone. I promise."

"Good." I sit beside him one more time, taking his hand. "That's very important, Noah."

He squeezes my hand desperately. Then his eyes meet mine and there's something vulnerable there. Pleading.

"Lila... can I ask you something?"

"Of course."

"Will you..." He swallows hard. "I'm still a virgin. And I want... I mean, if you're willing... would you be the one? To take it? My virginity?"

The question hangs in the garden air. So earnest. So desperate. So full of teenage longing.

I cup his face gently. "You want me to be your first?"

"Yes." The word bursts out. "Please. I know it's crazy. I know you're married. But I've wanted you for so long and now that this happened, I can't stop thinking about... about what it would be like. To be inside you. To have you be my first."

The raw honesty in his voice makes my chest tighten. He means every word. This isn't just lust. It's genuine need.

"I promise," I say softly. "When the time is right. When we can be alone properly. I'll take your virginity, Noah."

His whole body shudders with relief and anticipation. "Really? You mean it?"

"I mean it." I kiss his cheek. "But you have to be patient. And you have to keep this secret. Can you do that?"

"Yes. Anything. I'll do anything."

"Good boy." I stand, smoothing my dress one final time. "Now wait here a few minutes before you go back inside. We can't be seen leaving together."

Noah nods, still dazed. Still processing. I turn and walk away, my heels clicking on the stone path. Don't look back. Don't let myself think too hard about the promise I just made.

Ethan emerges from the shadows as I reach the edge of the garden. His face is flushed, his eyes dark with lust. He saw everything. Watched me give his teenage cousin a blowjob in the moonlight.

"Five," he says quietly, pulling me close. "Five men in one night."

"Five men." I lean against him. "Three loads inside me, two swallowed."

We stand together in the darkness. The fountain burbles behind us. The fairy lights twinkle in the trees. Somewhere behind us, Noah is still sitting on that bench, trying to process what just happened.

"The hotel," Ethan says. His voice is rough with need. "Now. I can't wait anymore."

"Neither can I."

We walk together toward the hotel entrance. Hand in hand. The beautiful bride and groom heading to their wedding suite. No one we pass would ever guess what kind of night we've had. What kind of bride I've become.

At the entrance to the hotel lobby, Ethan pauses. Pulls me into the shadows one more time. Kisses me hard and possessive. When he pulls back, we're both breathing heavily.

"I love you," he says. "You know that, right? After everything tonight. I love you more than ever."

"I love you too." I mean it. Despite everything. Because of everything. "Always."

We step into the lobby together. Ready to finally be alone. Ready to reconnect after this incredible, impossible night.

But as we cross toward the elevators, a figure steps into our path.

Derek.

Ethan's best man. Tie loosened, jacket off, swaying slightly. That curious grin on his face that we've seen all night.

"Hey," he says. "Can we talk for a minute?"
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Derek's voice is casual but his eyes are sharp despite the alcohol. "I need to talk to you about something."

Ethan tenses. I feel his hand tighten on my waist.

"What's up?" Ethan asks carefully.

Derek looks between us, his military training making him observant despite the drinks. "I don't know. Something's off tonight. With you two. You keep disappearing. Coming back looking..." He trails off, searching for the right word. "Different. And I feel like there's something I should know."

My heart starts racing. Has he seen something? Does he know?

"Like what?" I ask, keeping my voice light.

"I don't know." Derek shakes his head. "But I've been around you guys long enough to know when something's happening. So what's going on?"

Ethan and I exchange a glance. A split second of silent communication. Then Ethan leans in close to Derek, voice dropping so no one else in the lobby can hear.

"Lila's been with other men tonight," Ethan whispers. "Multiple times."

Derek's eyes widen. He looks at me, then back at Ethan. "You're fucking with me."

"No," I say softly.

"How many?" Derek asks. He's still wearing that expression like we're joking. Like this is some kind of elaborate prank.

"Five," Ethan answers quietly.

Derek laughs. Actual laughs. "Five? Okay, you guys are hilarious. You almost had me." He's shaking his head, grinning. "Five different guys in one night? Come on."

"We're serious," I say.

Derek's grin fades as he realizes we're not laughing. His eyes search our faces for the joke. When he doesn't find it, something shifts in his expression. The lust appears first. Then curiosity. Then something darker underneath.

"No fucking way," he breathes.

"Yes," Ethan confirms.

Derek looks at me like I'm something he's never seen before. Like I'm something completely different than he thought I was an hour ago. His gaze sweeps over my dress, my marked neck, the bridal jewelry still catching the light.

"Holy shit," Derek says. "Five men."

"Can I ask you something?" Ethan's voice is calm. Testing.

Derek tears his eyes away from me to look at Ethan. "What?"

"Is that hot to you?"

Derek doesn't answer for a long moment. Just stares at me. His breathing has changed. Deepened.

"Yeah," he says finally. His voice has dropped. Become rough. "Yeah, it's fucking hot."

Ethan smiles slowly. "Then what are you doing for the next hour?"

Derek blinks. Looks between us. "What are you asking me?"

"Can you be number six?" I ask.

The question hangs in the air. Derek thinks we're joking. I can see it in his face. He's waiting for the punchline.

But there isn't one.

"Wait. Is this... are you guys actually inviting me to..." He can't finish the sentence.

Ethan nods. "If you want."

Derek looks at me. Really looks at me. Like he's trying to figure out if this is real.

Ethan and I exchange a glance. And in that glance, horniness building between us as we contemplate what's about to happen. Could we invite another man to our suite? Could we really do this?

I look at Ethan. He looks back. His pupils are blown wide with arousal.

"Sure," I say to Derek. The word feels like a leap off a cliff. Into unknown territory. Into something we didn't even know we wanted.

Ethan reaches over and presses the elevator button. The doors slide open.

Before Derek can say another word, I grab him by the neck and pull him toward me. Our lips meet in a hard, desperate kiss. I taste whiskey and surprise and lust. His hand finds my waist, pulling me against him. For just a moment, we kiss like we're the only two people in the world.

When I break away, Derek's eyes are completely blown. His breathing is ragged. He looks at Ethan in shock.

Ethan nods. Slow. Deliberate. Giving his approval.

I take both men by the hand. One in each. Lead them into the elevator.

The doors close and we ride up in electric silence. Derek is staring at me like he's trying to process what's happening. Like he's trying to figure out if he's dreaming.

When we reach our floor, I lead them down the hallway to our suite. My key card glides into the lock and the door swings open.

Inside the honeymoon suite, Derek stops. Takes it all in. The white rose petals. The champagne on ice. The rumpled bed. The intimacy of it all.

"Is this real?" he asks. His voice sounds vulnerable. Like he needs confirmation this is actually happening and not some drunken fantasy. "Are you guys actually inviting me to... to fuck your wife?"

"Yes," Ethan says simply.

Derek looks at me. Then at Ethan. Then back at me.

"I'll fuck her good, man," Derek says, his voice rough with need. "She's going to remember this."

"I know," Ethan says. "That's why I asked."

Derek steps toward me and reaches for my dress. His fingers find the zipper at the back and he starts to undress me slowly, deliberately.

The sound of the zipper descending fills the quiet suite. Metal teeth separating one by one. His fingers brush my spine as he works and I feel goosebumps rise on my skin. He peels the dress forward off my shoulders, down my arms. I let it fall. The heavy fabric pools at my feet and I step out of it carefully.

I'm standing in my bridal lingerie now. White silk stockings cling to my thighs, held up by ivory suspenders that frame my hips. The choker Ethan gave me sits snug around my throat, pearls gleaming in the lamplight. My wedding ring catches the light as I shift my weight nervously. Diamond earrings dangle from my ears.

But my breasts are bare. My pussy is bare. There's nothing between me and the air except the suspenders and the stockings and the jewelry. I stand exposed in front of Derek while Ethan watches from the wingback chair.

Derek's eyes move over me slowly. He takes his time, letting his gaze linger on my breasts, on the curve of my waist, on the suspenders disappearing between my thighs where I'm still slick from the other men's cum mixing with my own.

"You're beautiful," he says.

I nod because I can't trust my voice.

He reaches for my face with both hands. His palms are rough, warm. He tilts my chin up toward him and kisses me hard. His tongue claims my mouth like he's done this a thousand times. I taste whiskey and want. His hands slide down my back and he pulls me against him. I can feel his cock hardening through his dress pants.

He breaks the kiss and steps back. His fingers work at his shirt buttons, undoing them slowly, deliberately. He shrugs the shirt off and I see his chest for the first time. Mahogany skin stretched tight over defined muscle. Each movement controlled and powerful. He unbuckles his belt and the leather slides through the loops. The sound makes something inside me clench.

He unzips his pants and shoves them down along with his boxers in one efficient motion. His cock springs free, already hard. Nine inches with a slight curve that makes my mouth go dry.

"On the bed," he says.

Not a request. A statement.

I move to the bed and climb on. The white sheets are cool against my skin. I settle on my back, watching him. Derek climbs over me, caging me in with his arms. His broad shoulders block out everything else. There's only this. Only him. Only the weight of his gaze on my face.

He leans down and his mouth finds my throat, just below the choker. He sucks hard, teeth scraping over my skin. I know he's leaving marks. Another one to add to the collection that covers my body tonight. Evidence of every man who's touched me.

His mouth moves to my breasts. He takes one nipple between his lips and sucks, gentle at first, then harder. I gasp and arch into him. His hand finds my other breast and he squeezes it roughly, fingers digging in. The pleasure and pain of it sends electricity straight to my clit.

"Your breasts are perfect," he murmurs against my skin. "So full. So perfect for fucking."

His breath is warm and slightly damp. His other hand is already sliding down my stomach, down past my hips, down to where my thighs are already spreading for him. He pushes one finger inside me and I gasp at the intrusion. He fills me so easily with just that single digit.

"So wet," he breathes. "Still so fucking wet after all this."

He adds another finger and starts moving them in and out, slow and deliberate. His thumb finds my clit and circles it lazily while his other hand continues to palm my breast. I'm surrounded by him. Surrounded by the sensation of being touched, being wanted, being used exactly how I need to be used.

From the chair, Ethan groans low in his throat. I don't look at him. I can't look away from Derek's face, from the intensity of his gaze, from the way he's watching me respond to his touch like he's studying something rare and precious.

"Tell me what you want," Derek says.

"I want you to fuck me," I whisper.

His grin is slow and wicked. He pulls his fingers out and positions his cock at my entrance. I feel the wide head of him pressing against me and then he's pushing inside, stretching me open. I gasp at the invasion. At how thick he is. At how deep he goes.

He doesn't wait for me to adjust. He starts moving, hips thrusting downward. His hands grip my hips and he pulls me up to meet each thrust, angling his cock so it hits that spot inside me that makes my vision blur.

"You feel so good around my cock," he growls.

My breasts move with each thrust and he watches them, watches the way they move, watches my face as pleasure washes over me. The choker digs into my throat as I tilt my head back.

He shifts his angle and suddenly his cock is hitting something deep inside me that makes me cry out. He finds that spot again and again, deliberately. Like he knows exactly where it is and what it does to me.

"Tell your husband how I'm fucking you," Derek says. His voice is rough, commanding. "Tell him how much you like it."

"He's so deep," I manage between gasps. "His cock is so thick and he's fucking me so hard and I love it. I love how he doesn't hold back. I love how rough he is."

Ethan's hand moves on his own cock and the sound of it, the wet slapping sounds, pushes me higher. I'm close to coming. So close I can almost taste it. Derek knows it. He pounds into me harder, faster. His hips snap against mine with brutal intensity.

"Come on my cock," he growls. "Come for me, Lila."

That's all it takes. The orgasm crashes through me like a wave. Violent and consuming. My whole body tenses and I clench around him, milking him. The sensation is overwhelming. Wet and hot and perfect.

But he doesn't come. He keeps moving, fucking through my orgasm like I'm made for this, like he has all the time in the world.

I'm sensitive now, overstimulated. Every nerve ending is firing and his cock is still moving inside me, relentless. He shifts to missionary, bracing his hands on either side of my head. His dark eyes are locked on my face.

"Look at me," he commands.

I meet his gaze. There's nothing but intensity there. Nothing but control and possession.

He fucks me with steady, deep strokes. His hips press into mine with each movement. This angle feels different. Deeper. Like he's claiming something essential from me.

"Tell him," Derek says. "Tell your husband how deep I am inside you."

"So deep," I whisper. "He fills me up completely. I can feel every inch."

Derek leans down and takes one nipple in his mouth again. He sucks and bites, leaving more marks. His hands move to my waist and he holds me pinned against the mattress. I can't move. Can't do anything but accept what he's giving me.

The second orgasm builds slower this time. It's deeper. More profound. Starting low in my belly and spreading outward like heat. My thighs tremble on either side of his hips.

"He's gonna mark you," Ethan says from the chair. His voice is strained. "Mark you with his cock while I watch."

Derek fucks me harder at that. His rhythm is becoming ragged now. After how long? Twenty minutes? Thirty? I've lost track of time. Everything is just sensation and the relentless pounding of his cock inside me.

I come again, my whole body convulsing. This orgasm is deeper than the others. It seems to go on forever, waves of pleasure crashing over me. My fingernails dig into Derek's shoulders.

He keeps moving. Still hard. Still in control. Like he could fuck me all night without stopping.

He pulls out and flips me onto my hands and knees. My breasts hang beneath me, suspended over the white sheets. The suspenders frame my ass perfectly. My stockinged thighs bracket his hips.

He slides back inside and I moan at the new angle. At the way he fills me completely from this position. His hands grip my hips and he starts moving again. That same relentless intensity. And within moments I'm gasping, moaning, completely undone.

He reaches forward and grabs my hair, gathering the long strands into his fist. He pulls my head back. The movement arches my spine and I feel him go even deeper.

"Look at him," Derek commands, nodding toward Ethan. "Look at your husband while I fuck you."

I turn my head and meet Ethan's eyes. He's stroking his cock slowly, watching me with an expression I've never seen before. It's possessive and proud and incredibly aroused all at once. He nods at me and something shifts inside my chest. This is what he wanted. This exact thing. Me being fucked by another man while he watches. While he participates in the fantasy that's been brewing in his head for who knows how long.

Derek fucks me harder and my breasts swing with each thrust. The pearls of my choker catch the light. My diamond ring flashes. I'm marked now. Completely claimed.

The third orgasm builds slowly. It's different from the others. It seems to radiate from somewhere deep inside me. Derek feels me getting close and his rhythm changes. He starts fucking faster. Harder. Like he's been holding back and now he's finally done waiting.

"That's it," he breathes. "Take it. Take my cock."

His hips are moving in quick, aggressive thrusts now. His grip on my hair tightens. My whole body is taut with tension. Every muscle straining toward release.

I come hard. My pussy clamps down around him and I cry out. The orgasm rips through me like nothing I've experienced all night. It's all-consuming. Obliterating.

Derek grunts and I feel him tense. His movements become erratic, losing the perfect rhythm he's maintained all this time. His hips slam into me once, twice, and then he's coming. I feel him filling me, hot pulses of cum coating my insides. He drives deep one final time and holds himself there, buried inside me as far as he can go.

His grip on my hair loosens and he pulls out slowly. I collapse forward onto the bed, completely spent. My body is aching. My muscles are trembling with exhaustion and endorphins. The stockings are still perfectly in place. The suspenders haven't moved. The choker is still snug around my throat. I still look like a bride. A bride who's been thoroughly, completely fucked.

Derek reaches for his drink on the nightstand and takes a long sip. He looks down at me, sprawled on the white sheets, marked and used.

"That was just round one," he says, his voice steady and certain.

I laugh breathlessly. A real laugh. Not from nervousness but from genuine delight at how far I've come in just one night. At how transformed I feel. At how perfectly this aligns with something I didn't even know was inside me, waiting to be discovered.

Ethan stands from the chair and comes to the bed. He climbs in next to me and pulls me against him. My back to his chest. His arms around my waist. His cock is still hard, pressing against my lower back.

"You're incredible," he murmurs into my hair.

"I'm yours," I whisper back.

And I mean it completely.
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The long night
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Derek's grin is wicked when he says it. "That was just round one."

I laugh. A real laugh. Not nervous or uncertain. Just genuine delight at the absurdity of everything that's happened tonight. At how transformed I feel. At how my body is still humming with pleasure despite being thoroughly used.

Ethan stands from the chair and comes to the bed. He climbs in next to me, pulling me against him. My back to his chest. His arms around my waist. His cock is still hard, pressing against my lower back.

"You're incredible," he murmurs into my hair.

"I'm yours," I whisper back.

And I mean it completely.

Derek reaches for his drink on the nightstand. Takes a long sip. Sets it back down. He looks at me sprawled between the two men and something shifts in his expression. Hunger mixed with appreciation.

"You up for more?" he asks.

I should say no. I'm exhausted. My muscles are trembling. My pussy is sore and overstimulated. But something inside me wants to keep going. Wants to see how far I can push myself. How much pleasure I can take before I break completely.

"Yes," I say.

Derek moves closer on the bed. His hand traces along my thigh, over the white silk of my stockings. His fingers find the suspender strap and follow it up to where it attaches at my hip.

"I want to taste you while you taste me," he says. His voice is low, rough. "Think you can handle that?"

My mouth goes dry. I nod.

Ethan releases me reluctantly and moves back to the chair. He's stroking himself slowly, watching with dark eyes. Waiting.

Derek lies back on the bed, head on the pillows. He's still naked, his nine-inch cock semi-hard against his stomach. He pats his chest.

"Come here. Face away from me. Straddle my face."

I move on shaking legs. Position myself over him in reverse. My knees on either side of his head. My pussy hovering above his mouth. His cock is right there in front of me. Within reach.

His hands grip my ass. Strong fingers digging into my flesh. He pulls me down onto his mouth and I gasp as his tongue makes contact with my oversensitive clit.

"Fuck," I breathe.

"Lean forward," he says against my pussy. The vibration of his voice sends shivers through me. "Take my cock in your mouth."

I lean forward. My breasts hang beneath me, nipples hard and aching. I wrap one hand around the base of his cock. It's thick. My fingers barely meet around it. My wedding ring glints in the lamplight.

I take him in my mouth. The head first. Then more. The taste of him mixed with me fills my senses. Musky and primal. I work him with my tongue, circling the head, licking down the shaft.

Derek groans into my pussy. His tongue is relentless. Licking through the mess between my legs. All the cum from tonight. His. The other men's. Mixed with my own slick. He doesn't hesitate. Just devours me.

I try to focus on sucking him but his mouth is making it impossible. His tongue circles my clit in tight movements. Building pressure. My thighs start to shake on either side of his head.

I take him deeper. Gagging slightly. He's so thick. So long. I relax my throat and push down further. Tears prick at my eyes but I don't stop.

His hands on my ass tighten. One finger slides between my cheeks. Not entering. Just teasing. The sensation combined with his tongue on my clit is overwhelming.

From the chair, Ethan groans. I can hear the wet sounds of him stroking himself. Faster now. Getting closer.

Derek's tongue flicks rapidly over my clit. His lips close around it and he sucks. Hard. The orgasm crashes through me without warning. My whole body goes rigid. I pull off his cock, crying out. My hand still gripping the base as I shake above him.

He licks me through it. Drawing it out. Making it last until I'm whimpering. Oversensitive. Too much.

I lean back down. Take his cock in my mouth again. He's fully hard now. Nine inches of thick, veined flesh. I work him with renewed determination. Bobbing my head up and down. Using my hand on what won't fit in my mouth.

His hips start to thrust upward. Fucking my mouth. I relax and let him. Let him use me. The choker around my throat feels tight as I take him deeper.

His tongue never stops working my pussy. He's eating me like he's starving. Like I'm the best thing he's ever tasted. His hands grip my ass harder. Spreading me open for his tongue.

I can feel another orgasm building. Impossible. I've already come so many times tonight. But it's there. Coiling low in my belly. Spreading outward.

Derek's cock swells in my mouth. He's getting close. I can feel it. The way his thighs tense. The way his breathing changes. His hips thrust faster. Rougher.

I take him as deep as I can. My nose nearly touching his pelvis. I gag but hold it. Tears streaming down my face. Saliva dripping down his shaft.

He pulls my hips down harder onto his face. His tongue is everywhere. My clit. My entrance. Licking deep inside me. Tasting everything.

Ethan is groaning from the chair. The sound of his hand on his cock is faster. More desperate. I glance over and see him. His face flushed. His eyes locked on us. On his wife in a 69 with another man. On her mouth wrapped around a nine-inch cock while that man's tongue devours her pussy.

I'm so close. So close. Derek's tongue circles my clit one more time and I come. Hard. Clenching around nothing. My whole body shaking violently above him.

I try to keep sucking but I can't. Can't focus. Can't do anything but feel. Feel the waves of pleasure rolling through me. Feel his tongue still working me. Feel his cock pulsing in my hand.

He's close. So close. His hips are thrusting up. Seeking my mouth. But I pull back. Take him out. I can't. Can't take him right now while I'm still coming.

He groans in frustration. His cock throbs in my hand. Hard and desperate.

Finally the orgasm subsides. I'm gasping for air. Completely wrecked. My body feels like it might dissolve into nothing.

Derek's hands loosen on my ass. He gives me one final lick. Then another. Savoring the taste.

"You taste so fucking good," he murmurs against my inner thigh.

I roll off him. Collapse on the bed beside him. My chest heaving. My thighs trembling. The stockings are still in place. The suspenders still framing my hips. The choker still tight around my throat.

But I feel completely undone.

Derek sits up. His cock is still rock hard. Still glistening with my saliva. He looks at me with hunger that hasn't been satisfied.

"Ready for more?" he asks.

I look at Ethan in the chair. He's breathing hard. Stroking faster now. His eyes are wild with arousal.

I look back at Derek. At his nine-inch cock standing rigid and ready.

"Yes," I whisper.

Derek sits up against the headboard, pulling me onto his lap. His hands guide me over his nine-inch cock.

"I want to watch you ride me," he says. "Want to see those breasts bounce while you fuck yourself on my cock."

I straddle him. My thighs spread over his. The angle is intense from the start. Deep. The head of him pressing against that spot inside that makes everything blur.

I sink down slowly. He fills me completely. No give. No space. Just the complete stretch of him inside me.

I start to move. Rocking my hips. Finding the rhythm. His hands grip my breasts and he squeezes them roughly. His dark thumbs brush over my nipples and they tighten further.

"So beautiful," he murmurs. "Your tits are so fucking perfect when you're riding my cock."

I keep moving. Up and down. His cock sliding in and out of me. The wet sounds are obscene in the quiet suite. I can feel every ridge of him. Every vein.

From the chair, Ethan groans. I glance over and see him stroking faster now. His face is flushed. His eyes are locked on me. On his wife sliding up and down on another man's nine-inch cock.

"You like watching her?" Derek asks him, not breaking eye contact with me.

"Fuck, yes," Ethan breathes. His hand moves faster. The sound of his stroking fills the room.

I ride harder. Faster. My thighs burning from the exertion. Derek's hands move to my ass and he guides my movements. Controlling the pace. Controlling the depth.

"Look at me," Derek commands.

I meet his eyes. Dark and intense. He's watching my face. Watching how my expression changes as pleasure builds. Watching me come undone.

My breasts bounce with each movement. The choker is tight around my throat. My wedding ring flashes. I'm still wearing the stockings and suspenders. Still dressed like a bride. Still claimed and marked and completely his for this moment.

Derek's hands grip my hips harder. He starts to take control. His hips thrust upward to meet me. Matching my rhythm. Then surpassing it.

From the chair, Ethan's groaning becomes louder. More desperate.

"She's so hot," Ethan gasps. "Watching you fuck her. Watching her take your cock. It's too much. She's too much."

I can feel another orgasm building. I'm so close. So impossibly close.

Derek pistons up into me. His hips moving with brutal force now. He's holding me in place. Fucking up into me relentlessly. My breasts bounce wildly. My head drops back.

"Come on my cock," Derek growls. "Let your husband watch you come."

Ethan cries out. His entire body goes rigid in the chair. His hand moves frantically on his shaft and then he's coming. Cum shoots from him in thick bursts. His face contorts with pleasure and relief.

The sight of him coming pushes me over the edge. I clench around Derek's cock. My whole body convulsing. My fourth orgasm of the night crashes through me. I'm sobbing his name. Derek's name. Incoherent.

Derek keeps moving. He's not done. His rhythm becomes frantic. His breathing ragged. He's close.

I collapse forward onto his chest, utterly spent. But he won't let me stop. His hands grip my hips. He pulls me up. Pushes me down. Over and over. Fucking up into me with brutal intensity.

"That's it," he grunts. "Take it. Take my cock."

His hips snap upward. Harder. Faster. His grip on my hips is almost painful. He's close. So close.

I glance at the chair and see Ethan slumped back, completely spent. His hand has fallen away from his body. His cock is softening. His eyes are half-closed.

He's asleep. Or nearly there. Too exhausted to keep watching.

Derek doesn't notice. He's focused entirely on me. On the feel of my pussy clenching around him. On his own impending release.

"Fuck, you feel so good," he breathes against my shoulder. His lips find my neck and he sucks hard, leaving another mark. Another reminder of this night.

His thrusts become erratic. Losing the rhythm. He's there. So fucking close.

I tighten around him intentionally. Milking him. Squeezing him.

"Come for me," I whisper. "Fill me up. I want to feel it."

That does it. Derek grunts. A low, primal sound. His hips slam into me one final time and he's coming. I feel him emptying inside me. Hot pulses of cum coating my insides. Overflowing. Dripping down onto his lap.

He holds me there for a moment. Buried deep. Still coming. His second load of the night.

Finally, he collapses back against the headboard. His arms wrap around me. Holding me close while we both catch our breath.

His cock is softening inside me. I can feel him dripping from me. The mess of tonight. Everything accumulated.

I'm completely destroyed. My body is on fire. My muscles are trembling. I've never felt so used. So perfectly, completely used.

Derek kisses the top of my head. His breath is warm and damp against my hair.

"You're incredible," he murmurs.

I don't respond. I can't. Words don't exist for what I'm feeling right now.

After a few minutes, Derek gently pulls me off him. He arranges me on the bed, pulling the white sheets partially over me. I'm still wearing the stockings, the suspenders, the choker. The jewelry. I still look like a bride.

I curl against his shoulder. My eyes are so heavy I can barely keep them open. My body is utterly depleted. There's no energy left.

Within moments, I'm asleep.

Derek follows soon after. His arm stays possessively around me. His body curved around mine protectively.

Ethan is still asleep in the chair. His head is tilted back. His mouth is open. He's snoring softly. Completely out. Too spent to move.

The suite is quiet except for the sound of breathing and the distant hum of the city outside the windows.

Hours pass in darkness.

I wake slowly. Not all at once but in layers. First aware of warmth. Then of weight. Then of pressure.

Derek is spooning me. His broad chest pressed against my back. His arms wrapped around me. One hand cupped over my breast.

The suite is dark except for the faint glow from the city beyond the windows. I can see the outline of Ethan still slumped in the chair. His head tilted back. His mouth open slightly. Still sleeping. Still completely spent from hours ago.

I realize Derek is awake. His cock is nestled between my ass cheeks. Semi-hard against my skin. Warm and insistent.

His hand on my breast squeezes gently. Not aggressive. Just possessive. Testing.

"You're a bad boy," I whisper into the darkness.

His low snicker vibrates against my shoulder. His breath is hot against my neck.

"Can't help it," he murmurs. His mouth finds my throat just below the choker. He sucks softly. Not hard enough to leave a new mark. Just a reminder. "You're too tempting."

His hand slides down my stomach. Over my hip. Between my thighs.

My pussy is sore. Oversensitive. But I'm wet. Impossibly, inexplicably wet despite everything tonight.

His fingers find my clit and circle it slowly. Deliberately. Building pressure. His cock hardens fully against my ass.

I should push him away. Should ask for sleep. For recovery time.

Instead I press back against him.

He lifts my top leg and angles his hips. His nine-inch cock slides inside me from behind. The angle is intimate. Deep in a different way than before. This isn't rough or possessive. This is different.

His hand stays on my clit. Working it in rhythm with his thrusts. Slow. Methodical. Like he has all the time in the world.

The darkness makes everything feel more private. More secret. Like this moment exists only for us. Like Ethan sleeping twenty feet away doesn't matter. Like the world outside these walls has disappeared.

His mouth moves to my ear.

"You feel so good," he whispers. "Every time. You feel so fucking good."

His hips move against me. Slow strokes. Not fucking so much as making love. The contrast to how rough he was earlier is striking.

I press my ass back against him. Meeting his thrusts. My thighs clench around his hand as another orgasm starts to build.

"That's it," he breathes. "Come for me."

The orgasm is different from the others. Quieter. More internal. Like it's radiating from somewhere deep inside. My pussy clenches around him and he groans low against my shoulder.

After a few moments of recovery, he pulls out gently. But he doesn't leave. He just repositions us.

Rolling me onto my back. Never separating from me completely. His nine-inch cock slides back inside as I lie flat beneath him.

The moonlight catches his face. His dark eyes. His expression is focused. Intense but not the same intensity as before. This is about connection. About seeing me. About being seen.

He's positioned above me in missionary. His hands brace on either side of my head. His dark skin against my pale skin a stark contrast.

"Look at me," he says softly.

I do. Our eyes lock. And he starts to move.

Deeper thrusts now. Purposeful. Like he's driving toward his own release but taking his time getting there.

My breasts move with each movement. The stockings are still on. The suspenders still framing my hips. The choker still around my throat. The wedding ring still on my finger.

I'm still a bride. Even at three in the morning. Even being fucked by another man while my husband sleeps feet away.

Derek's pace quickens slightly. His breath becomes more ragged.

"Come on," he says. "One more time for me."

I don't know if I have another one in me. I'm so sore. So thoroughly used. But his cock is hitting that spot and my body responds automatically.

The orgasm builds slowly. It peaks and crashes through me in quiet waves. I clench around him and he follows moments later.

His hips stutter against mine. His face contorts with pleasure. He comes with a low groan. Spilling inside me. Another load. His third of the night.

He collapses on top of me. His weight is crushing but perfect. I wrap my arms around him and hold him close.

We stay like that for a long moment. Connected. Still joined. His cock slowly softening inside me.

Finally, he pulls out and rolls to the side. His arm stays around me. Pulling me against his chest. His heart is racing. I can feel it beating against my back as I rest my head on his shoulder.

I'm asleep before I can even think about closing my eyes.

Derek follows soon after. His arms stay possessively around me. His breathing evening out into the deep rhythm of sleep.

In the chair, Ethan still sleeps. He hasn't moved. His face peaceful despite the slightly awkward angle of his head. His body finally getting the rest it desperately needs.

The suite is quiet except for the sound of breathing. The distant hum of the city. The occasional siren passing on the street below.

Morning light filters through the curtains. Pale and insistent.

I wake slowly. My body aches in ways I've never experienced. Every muscle protests. My pussy is sore and tender. The stockings are still on my legs. The suspenders still frame my hips. The choker is still snug around my throat.

Derek is already stirring beside me. His arm is still around me. His body warm against mine.

I turn to face him. His eyes open and meet mine.

"Morning," he says. His voice is rough with sleep.

"Morning."

He leans in and kisses me. Not tentative or questioning. Just claiming. His tongue slides into my mouth and I taste sleep and sex and the remnants of last night.

When he pulls back, I'm breathless.

"Thank you," I say. "For last night. For everything."

His grin is slow and satisfied.

"My pleasure. Literally."

I glance at the chair. Ethan is still there. Still asleep. His head tilted at an awkward angle. His mouth open. He looks uncomfortable but he hasn't moved since he collapsed hours ago.

"We should shower," I say.

Derek nods. His hand slides down my body. Over my breast. Down my stomach. Between my thighs.

"We're disgusting," he says with a grin. "Covered in dried cum and sweat."

"Your fault," I say.

"Worth it."

We slip out of bed quietly. My legs are shaky. I can barely walk. Derek steadies me with a hand on my hip.

We move to the bathroom. The door closes softly behind us. Ethan doesn't stir.

The shower is large. Glass-walled. Luxurious. Derek turns on the water and steam begins to fill the space.

We step inside together. The hot water hits my skin and I moan. It feels incredible. Washing away the evidence of the night. The dried sweat. The cum between my thighs.

Derek's hands find soap. He lathers them and runs them over my body. His touch lingers on my breasts. His palms smooth over the soapy skin. The water cascades down, washing away the foam. My breasts glisten. Slick. Heavy with water.

His dark eyes are locked on them.

"Fuck, your tits are perfect," he murmurs. His hands cup them. Squeeze them gently. Water runs down the sides. His thumbs brush over my nipples.

I do the same for him. Running my soapy hands over his chest. His arms. Down to his cock. He hardens under my touch. Inevitable.

His mouth finds mine. The water streams between us. The steam makes everything slick and hot.

His cock presses against my stomach. Hard and insistent. Nine inches of thick flesh demanding attention.

He lifts one of my legs. Hooks it over his hip. My back is flat against the cool glass wall. The contrast is sharp. Cold glass. Hot water. Derek's hot body pressing against me.

"One more time," he murmurs against my mouth. "Let me fuck you one more time."

I nod.

He positions himself and slides inside. Standing missionary. My back pressed flat against the glass. My breasts pressed against his chest. Slick with soap and water. The soap catches the light. Makes them shine.

He fucks me slowly at first. Deliberately. His eyes drop to where my breasts are crushed against him. The soapy water running between us.

"Your tits are so fucking beautiful," he growls. His hands grip my ass. Pulling me against him. Driving his nine-inch cock deeper.

His pace quickens. His hips snap against me. The water splashes between us. Waves of water hit my back pressed against the glass.

My breasts bounce with each thrust. My nipples are hard and aching from the friction of his chest against mine.

He fucks me hard. Relentless. His mouth finds my neck. He sucks hard. Leaving marks. More evidence. More claims.

From outside the bathroom, I hear movement. A groan. The sound of someone stirring.

Ethan.

Derek doesn't stop. Doesn't slow. He fucks me harder.

The bathroom door opens.

Ethan stands in the doorway. His hair is disheveled. His eyes are heavy with sleep. But he's looking at us. Watching through the steam and glass.

His hand moves to his cock. Already hardening despite his exhaustion.

"Don't stop," Ethan says. His voice is rough. "Keep going."

Derek grins against my shoulder. His hips move faster. His cock drives deeper.

I'm caught between them. Between Derek's body and the glass. Between my husband watching and the man fucking me.

My orgasm builds faster than I expect. Fueled by Ethan's presence. By being watched. By the complete depravity of this moment.

"I'm going to come," I gasp.

"Do it," Derek growls. "Come on my cock while your husband watches."

That's all it takes. I shatter. The orgasm rips through me. My pussy clenches around Derek's thick cock. My legs shake. If he wasn't holding me up I would collapse.

Derek pulls back slightly. Just enough to look at me. At my breasts. They're slick with soap and water and sweat. Glistening under the spray. His dark hands come up and grip them roughly. Squeezing. Possessing.

"So fucking perfect," he breathes.

He spins me around. My front presses flat against the glass. My breasts flatten against it. Completely against the cold surface. My nipples graze the glass. Flattened. Compressed.

He positions himself behind me. Standing doggy. His nine-inch cock slides back inside.

He fucks me with abandon now. No restraint. Just pure animalistic need.

Ethan can see everything from the doorway. Can see my breasts squashed against the glass. Flattened obscenely. The soap and water making them shine. Making them slide against the glass with each thrust.

"Fuck her," Ethan breathes. His hand strokes faster on his own cock. "Fuck her tits against the glass."

Derek's hands grip my hips so hard I know there will be bruises. He pounds into me. The water streams over us. The steam is thick. The air is hot.

My breasts move against the glass with each brutal thrust. Squeezed between my body and the cold surface.

I come again. Screaming. My voice echoing in the bathroom. My whole body convulsing against the glass.

Derek follows moments later. His hips slam into me one final time. He buries himself deep and comes. His fourth load of the night. Hot pulses filling me. Claiming me one last time.

From the doorway, Ethan groans. His hand moves frantically on his cock. He comes. Cum shoots from him onto the bathroom floor. His face contorts with pleasure watching his wife's breasts splayed against the shower glass while another man fucks her from behind. His body shaking.

We're all frozen for a moment. All three of us caught in the aftermath. Breathing hard. Completely spent.

Finally, Derek pulls out. I collapse against the glass. My legs won't hold me anymore. My breasts slide away from the cold surface.

Derek catches me. Steadies me. We finish washing each other gently. Carefully. The rough sex is done. Now there's just tenderness.

We step out of the shower. Ethan hands us towels. His eyes are warm. Grateful.

We dry off in silence. There's nothing that needs to be said.

Derek dresses slowly. His movements are relaxed. Satisfied. When he's fully clothed, he turns to us.

"Thank you," he says. "Both of you. That was incredible."

Ethan extends his hand. They shake. A wordless agreement. A promise of discretion.

Derek leaves with a final smile.

The door closes behind him.

Ethan and I stand there for a moment. Just looking at each other.

Then he pulls me into his arms. Holds me close. His lips find mine and he kisses me deeply.

"I love you," he whispers.

"I love you too," I say.
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Ethan pulls me into his arms. Holds me close. His lips find mine and he kisses me deeply. Not tentative or questioning. Just claiming. Grateful. Loving in a way that's completely different from the intensity of last night.

When he pulls back, I'm breathless.

"I need a shower," he says. "I feel disgusting."

He kisses my forehead, then my nose, then my lips again. Soft. Tender.

"Order breakfast while I clean up?" he asks. "I'm starving."

I nod. He disappears into the bathroom and I hear the shower start.

I pick up the phone and call room service. Coffee. Croissants. Pastries. Fresh fruit. Everything feels significant right now. Everything feels chosen rather than automatic.

While I wait for the food to arrive, I lie back in bed. My entire body is sore. Every muscle protests movement. I can feel the marks covering me. The evidence of last night written across my skin in bruises and bite marks and the physical memory of being thoroughly used.

The room service arrives fifteen minutes later. I answer the door in my robe and sign the receipt. They set the tray on the bed—an elaborate setup with white linens and covered dishes.

Ethan emerges from the shower just as I'm uncovering everything. He's wrapped in a hotel robe, his hair still damp. He looks different somehow. Less controlled. More satisfied.

He climbs into bed next to me and we settle against the pillows, our bodies pressed together under the covers. The food is warm and real and the normalcy of eating breakfast feels almost surreal after last night.

We eat in silence for a while. Just the two of us. No audience. No performance. No one watching or waiting.

Finally, Ethan speaks.

"Seven men," he says quietly.

I nod because I've been counting too. Running the numbers in my head all morning.

"Tyler," I say. "Connor. Robert. Jake. Max. Noah. Derek."

The names feel heavy. Each one a crossing of a line we didn't know existed until we crossed it.

"How many times did you come?" Ethan asks. His voice is soft. Curious rather than competitive.

I try to count. Lose track somewhere around the third or fourth round with Derek. "I don't know. A lot."

He nods like this matters to him. Like he needs to understand the full scope of what I experienced.

"Are you okay?" he asks.

The question is simple but it holds everything. Am I okay with what happened? Am I okay with what I did? Am I okay with what I've become?

"I don't know," I answer honestly. "I feel... different."

"Different how?"

I reach for a croissant. Break it apart absently.

"Like I'm someone else," I say. "Like the person who walked down the aisle yesterday is completely gone and someone new took her place."

Ethan takes my hand. Brings it to his mouth and kisses my palm.

"Is that a bad thing?"

I look at him. Really look at him. At my husband sitting next to me in a hotel robe eating pastries the morning after I've been with seven other men.

"I don't think so," I say. "But I'm scared."

"Of what?"

"That this was just last night. That it was the champagne and the adrenaline and the surreal energy of the wedding. That in the real world, in regular life, I won't be this person."

Ethan sets his coffee down. Turns to face me completely.

"You don't have to decide anything right now," he says. "We can take our time. Figure out what this means. What we want. There's no pressure."

"Really?"

"Really. I love you either way, Lila. Whether you want to do this again or whether you want to go back to how things were. I love you."

The relief that floods through me is immediate and surprising. I didn't know I was holding this tension until he released it.

"I don't want to go back," I say quietly.

He smiles. Pulls me close and kisses my forehead.

"Then we don't," he says simply. "We figure it out as we go."

We finish breakfast slowly. The conversation drifts to logistics. What do we do next? Do we set boundaries? Do we tell anyone? How do we keep this secret?

Ethan suggests we take it one day at a time. One encounter at a time. We can revisit everything once the intensity of the wedding fades.

A knock at the door interrupts us.

It's 11 AM. The breakfast tray should have been cleared an hour ago.

Ethan gets out of bed. Walks to the door and looks through the peephole. His expression shifts slightly. Interest flickers across his face.

He glances back at me on the bed, still in my robe. A slow smile spreads across his face.

He opens the door.

A young man in a hotel uniform stands in the hallway. Dark hair. Handsome. Shy smile. Early twenties. His eyes widen slightly when he sees Ethan standing there in a hotel robe, then they drop to the rumpled bed where I'm sitting.

"I'm sorry, I should have..." the attendant stammers, starting to back out. "I didn't know you were still—"

"It's fine," Ethan says easily. "Come clear the tray."

The young man enters carefully, professional but flustered. He's trying very hard not to look at me. But I can see his eyes keep dropping. To the marks visible on my chest and neck. To the way my robe falls open slightly. To the evidence of last night written across my skin.

Ethan watches him watching me. A small smile plays at the corners of his mouth.

He knows exactly what he's doing.

He takes his coffee cup and moves toward the balcony.

"I'm going to get some fresh air," he says. "Clear the tray. Take your time."

He leans down and kisses me. Deliberately. Long. Claiming. Right in front of the attendant.

Then he shoots the young man a look that's clearly pointed.

He leaves through the balcony doors, pulling them closed but leaving them unlocked. Visible.

I'm alone with this stranger.

The young man moves into the room cautiously. He's trying to maintain professionalism but his eyes keep betraying him. Dropping to my chest. To the marks visible at my throat. To the way the robe gaps open when I shift position.

He clears his throat.

"I'll just clear this for you," he says. His voice is soft. Slightly accented. Spanish maybe. His hands move efficiently over the breakfast tray, stacking dishes.

I watch him work. He's younger than I thought at first. Maybe twenty-three. Lean build. Dark hair that needs a cut. His hotel uniform is crisp but it doesn't quite fit right. Like he's still growing into it.

"What's your name?" I ask.

He looks up, startled. Like he didn't expect me to speak to him.

"Marco," he says. Then quickly adds, "Marco Delgado, ma'am."

"I'm Lila." I shift on the bed and the robe falls open slightly. More of my chest visible. More marks. "You don't have to call me ma'am."

His eyes drop again. Then snap back up like he's been caught doing something wrong.

"Sorry," he stammers. "I didn't mean to—I wasn't—"

"It's okay," I say softly. "You can look."

He freezes. His hands still on a coffee cup. His eyes wide.

"I... I should finish clearing," he says. But he doesn't move.

I stand slowly. The movement makes my entire body protest. Sore muscles. Tender places. But I ignore it.

I walk toward him. He watches me approach like I'm something dangerous. Something that might hurt him if he's not careful.

I stop a few feet away.

"Where are you from, Marco?" I ask.

"Mexico," he says. His voice is barely above a whisper. "I moved here two years ago. For work."

"Do you like it? Working at the hotel?"

He nods. Swallows hard. His eyes keep dropping to where my robe falls open. To the curve of my breasts. To the marks covering my skin.

"It's good work," he manages. "The pay is okay. The hours are long but—"

"Do you find me attractive?" I ask.

The question hangs between us. Direct. Undeniable.

His face flushes red. Deep red that spreads from his cheeks down his neck.

"I—I'm sorry," he stammers. "I shouldn't have been looking. I know it's inappropriate. I could lose my job if anyone—"

"Answer the question, Marco."

He meets my eyes. His are dark brown. Frightened but honest.

"Yes," he whispers. "You're very beautiful."

I take another step closer. Now I'm within reach of him. Close enough that he could touch me if he wanted to.

"Do you want to touch me?"

His breathing has changed. Quick and shallow. His hands clench at his sides like he's trying to hold himself back.

"I can't," he says. "I could get fired. You're a guest. Your husband is right there on the balcony. This isn't—I shouldn't—"

I reach for the belt of my robe. Loosen it. Let it fall open completely.

My body is on full display now. Breasts marked with bruises and bite marks. Stomach. Hips. The evidence of last night written across every inch of me.

Marco's eyes go wide. He takes a step back but hits the breakfast cart. Trapped.

"Touch me," I whisper.

"I can't," he breathes. But his eyes are hungry. Devouring the sight of me.

I take his hand. It's shaking. I place it on my breast. His palm is warm. Rough. Callused from work.

For a moment he doesn't move. Just stands there with his hand on me like he's been turned to stone.

Then something breaks inside him.

He kisses me desperately. Awkwardly. Like he's afraid this moment might disappear if he doesn't claim it right now. His hands move over my body. Touching. Gripping. Exploring.

I kiss him back. Let him push the robe off my shoulders. Let it fall to the floor in a puddle of white fabric.

He pulls back slightly. Stares at me standing naked in front of him.

"This is real?" he asks. His voice is full of wonder and disbelief.

"This is real," I confirm.

He kisses me again. His hands find my breasts and squeeze them roughly. Not practiced. Not skilled. Just raw need and desperation.

I reach for his uniform. Start unbuttoning his shirt. He helps me. Fumbling with the buttons. Yanking the fabric over his head when the buttons take too long.

His chest is lean. Smooth. Young. No scars or marks or evidence of living yet.

I push him backward toward the bed. He goes willingly. Stumbling over his own feet in his eagerness.

We tumble onto the unmade sheets together. The breakfast tray forgotten. The coffee cup still in his hand gets knocked aside. It hits the carpet with a soft thud.

I straddle him. My thighs on either side of his hips. His cock is already hard inside his uniform pants. Straining against the fabric.

I reach down and unbuckle his belt. Unzip his pants. He lifts his hips and I pull them down along with his boxers.

His cock springs free. Six inches. Average thickness. So hard it's nearly purple at the tip.

He's trembling beneath me. His hands grip my hips. His eyes are locked on my breasts hanging above him.

"You're so beautiful," he breathes. "I can't believe this is happening."

I position myself over him. Lower down slowly. The head of his cock presses against my entrance and then he's sliding inside.

I'm so sore from last night that the stretch is almost painful. But I don't stop. I sink down until he's buried completely inside me.

Marco groans. His hips jerk upward involuntarily.

"Oh fuck," he gasps. "Oh my god. You feel so good."

I start to move. Rocking my hips. Finding a rhythm despite the soreness. Despite the exhaustion.

Morning sunlight streams through the windows. Illuminating everything. Every mark on my skin. Every expression on Marco's face.

His hands move to my breasts. Squeezing them. Watching them bounce with each movement.

"Your tits are perfect," he breathes. "So full. So soft."

I ride him faster. Chasing something. Not quite an orgasm. Just the feeling of being filled. Of being wanted. Of being desired by another man who has no idea what I did last night.

Marco comes within minutes. His entire body tenses. He groans, a sound of complete overwhelm, and I feel him filling me. Pulsing inside me. His first and only load of the morning.

He collapses beneath me, breathing hard. His hands fall away from my breasts. His eyes are closed like he's trying to process what just happened.

I stay on top of him for a moment. Feeling him softening inside me. Feeling the mix of his cum and my body combining.

Then I climb off him slowly. My legs are unsteady. I'm so sore from last night that every movement is a reminder.

Marco lies on his back on the bed, completely stunned. He stares at the ceiling like he can't quite believe it.

"I should go," he says finally. His voice is dazed. "Someone will wonder where I am."

I nod. Lean against the bedpost. Watch him scramble to get dressed.

He pulls his uniform back on frantically. Buttons misaligned at first. He fixes them. His hair is disheveled. His face is flushed.

He looks at me one more time. Standing naked in the morning sunlight. Marked and used and completely satisfied.

"Thank you," he whispers. Like he's thanking me for a divine experience. "I can't believe that just happened."

"It's our secret," I say.

He nods. Leaves quickly. The door closes softly behind him.

I collapse back onto the bed. Sore muscles finally allowing themselves to rest. My pussy is raw now. Completely used up. Eight men in less than twenty-four hours.

The realization hits me. Eight men. Not seven.

The balcony door opens. Ethan steps back inside. Grinning widely.

"Feel better?" he asks.

I nod. Glowing despite everything.

"Eight men now," I say quietly.

Ethan's grin widens. He pulls me into his arms. Holds me against his chest.

"This isn't just last night," he says. It's not a question.

"No," I confirm. "This is who I am now."

He kisses the top of my head. Pulls back to look at me.

"We should shower," he says. "Get ready for the world."

We move to the bathroom together. The shower is still warm. The steam from earlier hasn't completely dissipated.

We step in and the hot water cascades over us. Washing away the evidence. The dried sweat and cum and the smell of sex.

Ethan's hands move over my body. Not sexual. Just possessive. Claiming me even as he cleans me.

"I need to talk to you about something," he says as he washes my breasts. "About what comes next. About how we keep doing this without it destroying us."

"Okay."

"We need rules," he says. "Real ones. Not restrictions but guidelines. Things that keep us safe and solid."

I lean back under the spray. Water runs over my face.

"What kind of rules?" I ask.

"First—if an opportunity presents itself, you take it," he says. His voice is firm. Certain. "If one of them wants you, if the moment is right, you don't hesitate. You don't wait for my permission. You grab the chance."

The words hit me like electricity. Not restricted. Encouraged. Empowered.

"But?" I ask, knowing there's a condition.

"But you tell me afterward. Everything. Every detail. How it happened. What he did. How you felt. No secrets. This is our thing, even if I'm not there. This is how we stay connected."

I feel the weight of that. The intimacy of processing another man's cock inside me with my husband while that man has no idea Ethan knows.

"Second—only people we trust," he continues. "People who you believe think you cheated on me. People who will keep their mouth shut because they think they're part of your affair, not our arrangement. Because if anyone finds out the truth, if anyone knows I'm okay with this, everything changes. It becomes a scandal instead of a secret."

The logic is clear. The men only stay silent if they think they're betraying my husband with me. If they find out he's orchestrating it, the power dynamic shifts. They might talk. They might brag.

"Third—we always practice safe sex unless we discuss it first and you're on birth control," he says. "We get tested regularly. We take care of each other's health."

"Okay."

"Fourth—you tell me everything. Every detail. How it felt. What he did. What you felt. We process it together. This is our connection point, even though they don't know I know."

I feel the weight of that. The intimacy of processing his cock inside me with my husband while another man has no idea.

"And fifth—the moment either of us feels wrong about something, we stop," he says. "Immediately. No explanations needed. We pause everything until we figure out what's happening in our relationship. The bulls aren't worth our marriage."

He says bulls like he's known this vocabulary all along. Like this is just logistics.

"That's it?" I ask.

"No secrets between us," he adds. "About anything. If you're catching feelings for someone, if you're questioning this, if something happened that made you uncomfortable—I need to know. Always."

I feel something settle inside me. This isn't chaos. It's structured. Intentional. Safe.

"I can do that," I say.

He pulls me close. Kisses me under the shower spray. The water runs between us. Hot and clean and real.

"I love you so much," he says. "You know that right?"

"I know," I whisper. "I love you too."

We finish washing each other gently. There's no urgency now. Just care. Just connection.

When we step out, the world seems different. I'm different. We're different.

We dress in our normal clothes. Simple. The wedding dress and accessories are packed away. The choker is stored carefully. The stockings and suspenders are folded neatly.

We look like a normal married couple. But we're not. We've crossed into something else entirely. Something that has no name. Something that's ours.

I pull out my phone and see texts from Derek, Robert, and Connor. All asking when they can see me again. All offering different things. Different promises.

I show them to Ethan. He reads each one and nods.

Derek: "Last night was incredible. Let me know when you're ready for round two."

Robert: "That was unforgettable. When can we do it again?"

Connor: "Best night of my life. Can't wait to see you next time."

"So what now?" I ask.

"Now we go home," he says. "And we figure out who you want to see first."
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The weeks and months pass, blurring into a rhythm of work and home and stolen moments. I've played some with strangers since the wedding—always in the safety of hotel rooms, always telling Ethan afterward, always within the boundaries we've set. But there's something different about the familiar. Something about men who know my body already. Who remember.

The coffee shop is quiet on a Saturday afternoon. I'm at my usual table by the window, laptop open, working remotely on a marketing campaign. The espresso in front of me is still warm. Outside, the city moves past. People with normal lives. Normal marriages.

I'm not normal anymore.

I spot him at the counter. Robert. My husband's uncle. The man who taught me what it felt like to have another man inside me for the first time.

Our eyes meet across the room.

Recognition flashes. Then something warmer. More dangerous.

He finishes ordering his espresso and makes his way to my table. His movements are confident. Assured. A man who knows what he wants.

"Lila," he says warmly. "I didn't expect to see you here."

I stand to greet him properly. We hug like family would. But his arms pull me tighter than appropriate. Holding me longer than necessary. My breasts press flat against his chest and I feel his breath catch. His hands spread across my back, possessive even in public.

When we pull apart, his eyes are darker.

"Sit," I say, gesturing to the empty chair.

He sits. We talk easily at first. About his consulting work. About my marketing projects. The comfortable conversation of two people who know each other through family.

Eventually, the conversation drifts to the wedding.

"That was a beautiful ceremony," he says. "The venue was stunning. And those toasts—your father's speech almost made me cry."

"It was perfect," I agree.

"So many beautiful people there," he continues. His voice is steady but his eyes are intense. "The whole wedding party looked incredible."

I nod. Sip my latte. Wait.

"But you," he says quietly. "You were the most beautiful woman there. That dress. The way you moved. You were stunning."

"Thank you," I whisper.

His hand moves across the table. Not touching mine but close. So close.

"But you were also the sexiest bride I've ever seen," he says. His voice drops lower. Intimate. "All night I kept remembering that storage room. How you felt. How you tasted."

My breath catches. The memory is vivid. His hands on my hips. His experienced touch. His thick cock sliding inside me for the first time.

"I remember too," I say.

His pupils dilate. He leans forward.

"I haven't stopped thinking about it," he confesses. "About you. About how perfect you were."

I lean in. My voice barely above a whisper.

"I haven't stopped thinking about it either."

His grin is slow. Predatory.

We sit like that for a moment. The tension building between us. The inevitability of what's about to happen settling over us like a weight.

I stretch casually. Stand up slowly.

"I need to use the bathroom," I announce. Louder than necessary. For anyone listening.

I catch his eye. Hold it for a beat too long.

I walk toward the back hallway.

The single-stall bathroom is exactly where I remember it. I slip inside. Leave the door unlocked. My heart pounds with familiar anticipation.

Wait. Anticipate. Desire.

A minute later. A soft knock.

I open the door and pull him inside quickly. Lock it behind him.

He's on me immediately. His mouth finds mine. Hungry. Claiming. His hands move to my face, holding me in place while he kisses me like he's been starving for three months.

"I've needed this," he growls against my lips. "Needed you."

"Then take me," I whisper.

He spins me to face the sink. His hands find the hem of my skirt and hike it up roughly. My panties come down next. He doesn't waste time.

His thick cock is already hard. I hear his belt buckle. The sound of his zipper. The rustle of fabric.

Then he's pressing against my entrance. The head of his cock pushing inside. Stretching me open.

We both groan at the sensation.

"Fuck, you're still so tight," he breathes.

He starts moving. Slow at first. Deep strokes that fill me completely. His hands grip my hips like he's anchoring himself to me.

I brace against the sink. Watch our reflection in the mirror. His dark skin against my pale skin. His expression one of pure concentration and pleasure.

"You feel incredible," he says. "Just like I remembered. Better."

His pace quickens. Harder now. More urgent. The sound of his hips slapping against my ass echoes in the small bathroom.

I bite my lip to stay quiet. Someone could knock on the door. Someone could hear us.

That danger makes it hotter.

His hands move from my hips to my breasts. He cups them through my blouse, squeezing roughly.

"Your tits are perfect," he groans. "I've dreamed about these. About fucking you again."

One hand slides down. Finds my clit. Circles it with practiced precision.

The dual sensation—his thick cock pounding into me from behind, his fingers working my clit—pushes me closer to the edge.

"Come for me," he commands. "I want to feel you come on my cock."

His fingers move faster. His cock drives deeper. I'm so close. So impossibly close.

The orgasm hits hard. My pussy clenches around him. My whole body goes rigid. I bite down on my hand to keep from screaming.

He fucks me through it. Relentless. Chasing his own release now.

"Where do you want it?" he asks through gritted teeth.

"Inside," I gasp. "Always inside."

Three more brutal thrusts and he's there. Groaning low as he empties himself inside me. Hot pulses of cum flooding me. Claiming me.

We stay like that for a moment. Both breathing hard. His cock still buried inside me. His hands still gripping my hips.

Finally, he pulls out slowly. I feel his cum starting to leak from me immediately.

We clean up quickly. Efficiently. He adjusts his pants. I smooth down my skirt. We both check our reflections.

He turns to me before we leave.

"I have to ask you something," he says. His voice is serious. Intense.

"Okay."

"Next weekend. My wife is going away to visit her mother. She'll be gone all weekend." He pauses. "Would you be willing to spend it with me? A real night. In a bed. Where we have time."

The question hangs between us. Time. More than stolen minutes. Hours. An entire night.

"Yes," I say without hesitation. "I'd like that."

His smile is satisfied. Possessive.

"Saturday night. At my house. Eight? "

"I’ll be there," I promise.

He leaves first. Checks the hallway. Slips out.

I wait. Count to sixty. Check my appearance one final time.

Exit the bathroom. Walk back to my table like nothing happened.

Sit down. Open my laptop. Take a sip of my now-cold latte.

Pull out my phone.

Text Ethan: "Add a mark by Robert's name on the bull chart. He wants a full night next weekend. His wife is away. I said yes."

His response comes within seconds: "Good girl. Tell me everything when you get home. And Lila?"

I text back: "What?"

"I'm so fucking proud of you. Now enjoy your coffee"

I put my phone down and smile. This is my life now. This is who I've become.
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