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Chapter 1


My phone beeps that I have a text message, but I ignore it. Who in the fuck is texting me at 8 a.m. on a Saturday? No one I need to talk to, that’s for damn sure. My husband, Cameron, and I had to get up early today because we have our second wedding of the weekend to attend, and after the shitty week I’ve had, attending yet another frivolous waste-of-money event isn’t high on my to-do list.  
I was a bridesmaid yesterday for my friend, Vanessa, and her sugar daddy’s parents are so rich they had a live band and open bar with unlimited drinks. The amount of booze downed last night could have easily paid our rent for three months. Thank God I’m not a bridesmaid tonight — I wouldn’t have been able to afford another dress.
I lean on the counter and stare in the mirror. Luckily I don’t look as tired as I feel. Earlier this morning I pulled my long brown hair in a high ponytail and put on stretch pants and a tank top, intending to do a little housecleaning after breakfast. A fight with Cameron changed my plans and I’ve been hiding in the bathroom for 30 minutes to avoid him. We’ve been bickering all week, and I don’t want to admit what the real problem is. 
I’m so fucking jealous of my friends getting married. It’s not even funny.
My stomach tightens and I grip the edge of the counter, wishing it was Monday already and I could put this shitty weekend behind me. I don’t want to keep fighting, but how do I explain to my loving husband that I’m resentful that we didn’t have a big wedding, when it was my idea to elope at the courthouse?
Cameron and I’ve been together for five years and he proposed two years ago. We planned to save up for a wedding since neither of our parents could help financially, but after a year went by and we still had very little put aside, I knew if I wanted to be his wife in this century, I had to give up my dreams of anything more than a potluck reception in my aunt’s backyard.
We eloped and a week later had a reception for anyone who was willing to bring food and their own beer. I would have loved to have the huge wedding, and bridesmaids, and a bachelorette weekend where everything was all about me. Our potluck reception at my aunt’s house was a year ago, and now it seems like all my friends are getting married. Each joyful event I attend makes my lack of a wedding sting even more. 
And I was a bitch to Vanessa last night, which doesn’t help my mood this morning. She’s the friend who had the amazing bachelorette weekend that was all about her. It was in a mountain cabin and one of the other bridesmaids, Nadia, ended up fucking like 10 guys in the cabin next to us, or some crazy shit like that. 
I didn’t even know Nadia had an open marriage, and it blew my mind when I found out. The way she described it was crazy hot, and it’s all I’ve thought about since the trip. I love Cameron, but I’d like 10 guys using me for a night and giving me more orgasms than I can count. Cameron would never go for it, so I can’t even bring it up. Once your wife says she wants to fuck 10 guys, where do you go from there? We’d probably end up divorced.
To top it all off, not only did Vanessa have the wedding of my dreams, halfway through the reception she gossiped to all us bridesmaids that her husband was ‘gifting’ her to all the groomsmen after the ceremony. I mutter to myself as jealousy burns in my stomach. Like, Jesus Christ… I can’t even make this shit up. 
After Vanessa told us the plans with the groomsmen, I kept checking them out and imagining it was me. Cameron got tipsy and horny, so he kept taunting me and saying he was going to use me and edge me when we got home. I planned to imagine a fantasy of me with all the groomsmen while Cameron did whatever he wanted to my eager pussy. He ruined it all by drinking too much and getting sick. A friend took him home while I stayed and finished my bridesmaid duties. I saw Vanessa right before she got to fuck all the groomsmen, and she looked stunning in a white lingerie set. Her husband even set up a video camera so they could watch it later. Why can’t that be my life?
When my phone beeps again, I glance at the screen. 
Ugh, it’s Cameron. 
I hop up on the counter and plant my ass without checking the message. I might just camp out in the bathroom all morning. Fuck him. At least our apartment has two bathrooms. He can use the other one until I feel like vacating this one. My phone has enough battery life, I could stay here for hours.
A knock on the bathroom door makes me jump.
“Stephanie, can we talk?”
I snort in reply. Guess he decided to stop texting me from across the apartment. We’re only fighting because I’m in a bad mood. He just mentioned that he wouldn’t drink tonight, and I got snotty after thinking about last night again. He snapped back at me, and now here I am… hiding in the bathroom. 
I sigh loudly. Shit, I’m not being fair. I married a wonderful man and it’s not his fault we both come from poor families. Even if we had saved up thousands for a wedding, we would have been smarter to put it down on a house or something else instead of blowing it on a big party. These are the same arguments I’ve been telling myself for months, but it still doesn’t help the jealousy at every wedding I attend. 
Cameron knocks again. “Stephanie… baby, please, can we work this out? I’m sorry I got sick last night. I wanted to dance with you all night long. You looked so lovely.”
Fuuuck, he thinks I’m mad because he got sick? He sounds so adorable and pathetic. I can already feel my anger draining away as I slide off the counter and open the bathroom door.
Cameron is standing there holding a bouquet of pink carnations that he obviously just bought at the grocery store around the corner. He got the cheap flowers because he knew I’d get even more pissy if he wasted money on expensive ones that wouldn’t last as long. And pink is my favorite color. 
My heart melts as I stare into his pleading puppy-dog eyes. Yeah, I can’t stay mad at him. 
“Oh Cam, I’m not angry because you got sick. I would have liked to dance with you, but it was free booze. Everyone was drinking too much.”
He looks taken aback. “Then why are we fighting?”
I take the flowers from him and move past him to hide the flush of shame I can feel creeping up my cheeks. After setting the flowers on the counter, I dig a vase out from under the sink and fill it up with water. 
I keep my tone neutral, not wanting to risk starting another fight. “It’s been a long week. I told you work was stressful.”
Work was actually less hectic than normal, but I don’t want to admit to him the real reason I was so grumpy. I keep my back to him as I adjust the flowers in the vase, and he slides up behind me to kiss the back of my neck. I hold in a moan and close my eyes and continue to arrange the flowers. 
I may not fuck other men, but that doesn’t mean our sex life is vanilla. Cameron heard that Vanessa and her new husband have free use days, and he and I have been trying that. From Friday to Sunday night was supposed to be free use for him, but his drinking messed up those plans. 
As he presses his hardness against my ass, I imagine five guys in the doorway, watching. One thing that’s funny about our relationship is that we both can go from annoyed to fucking in the blink of an eye. It makes for some fantastic angry sex, but almost all of my grouchiness faded once I saw the flowers. He’s obviously not letting our tiff this morning stop anything.
Cameron nibbles on my neck. “Did you hear what Mason’s wedding present to Vanessa was last night?”
I fight the urge to tip my head to give him better access and murmur, “Uh-huh, she fucked all the groomsmen.”
He presses my shoulder towards the counter. I give zero resistance and lower my chest while my pussy tingles. Oh yeah, we’re about to get fucked. 
He grinds his cock into my ass. “Isn’t that insane?”
“Yes… insane,” I pant, as pleasure swirls in my belly. 
Fuck it, I can’t pretend to ignore him anymore. I put my palms on the counter to gain leverage and thrust back as hard as I can. 
When Cameron drags my stretch pants and panties down to my knees, I moan loudly. He’s not usually this straight to the point with no foreplay unless we’re having hot and quick, angry sex.
He backs off, and I watch him over my shoulder as he undoes his jeans. As he shoves them down, I take a step back and bend over fully, using the counter to support my head and forearms. Since my pants are only down as far as my knees, I can’t spread my legs very wide, but Cameron doesn’t care. He slides a finger into my pussy, and I gasp at the sudden contact. I’m so wet already, and I almost tell him I don’t need warming up and to shove it in me, but I stop myself. Why would I tell him to stop pleasuring me? That’s crazy talk.
Cameron spreads moisture from my pussy to my clit, and I moan as he brushes circles around my swollen bean. 
His voice is husky. “I didn’t know Vanessa was such a slut that she’d want to get fucked by a bunch of guys at the same time.”
I can’t tell if his tone is admiration for Vanessa or slut shaming, so I keep my opinion to myself. Yeah, it’s slutty… amazingly slutty. I would have traded places with her in a heartbeat. Some of those groomsmen were smoking hot.
He moves his hand back to my pussy and finger fucks me roughly. “Do you think it’s slutty that she had all those guys fucking her last night?”
My head reels and it’s difficult to determine how to respond. He’s pleasuring me and talking about multiple men and one woman. How do I take this? When he adds in two more fingers, the thickness drives me wild and I groan with longing.
Shit, let’s just see what he says. “Yeah, Cam, a woman taking so many men at once is nothing but a little slut.”
He removes his fingers and replaces them with his cock, slamming into me and shoving me against the counter. “Yeah, a slut who wants to be used.”
He grasps my hips and hammers into me, and I hold on to the lip of the sink. I’m not wearing a bra under my tank top, and my breasts swing wildly with each vigorous thrust.
When he hits a sensitive spot, I gasp out, “A filthy whore who wants all her holes stuffed at once.”
We’ve never tried anal yet, but he loves it when I mention it in our dirty talk.
“Yeah,” he huffs as he plows into me. “Such a filthy whore.”
I can tell neither of us is talking about Vanessa anymore — not that I ever was. It was always me getting pounded by all the guys in my head, but I’m not sure who he’s thinking about. Is it me, or is it a vague, generic, slutty woman? 
Spikes of bliss travel through me and I’m creeping towards my orgasm. I’m not sure if I prefer the fantasy of multiple men doing me at once, or if I prefer the idea of them in the doorway watching. Either way, this is a fantastic visual in my head and it’s helping me climax faster.
Cameron speeds up. “Tell me something, Stephanie.…” I moan in response and he continues. “Would you let me watch a guy fuck your pussy while you sucked on another guy’s cock?”
Ohhh, god, would I. I’m not sure how enthusiastic I should sound, but when he smacks my ass, I squeal out a loud, “Yes!” from the shock. 
He keeps drilling into me. “Would you let my basketball buddies all take turns with you?”
The room tilts and my brain freezes… I forget how many friends he plays basketball with, but it’s at least five guys. 
He spanks me again, hard, and the pain lights up my pussy and I almost come. I groan, “Ohhh, fuck!”
“Would you, baby? Would you want to fuck all my friends?”
I’m close to coming, so I slip a hand down to caress my clit while he slams home several times, on the brink of his own orgasm. 
“Tell me, Steph. Would you?”
His long groan makes one thing crystal clear. He’s imagining me fucking all his friends and he’s about to come to the idea.
Knowing this is his fantasy, my orgasm jolts through me, and I cry out in a stream of words. “God, yes. I’d be your filthy whore and fuck all your friends all night long — Let them use whatever hole they want.”
Euphoria surges over me while Cameron groans, “Such a dirty slut,” as he explodes and paints my cave walls with his warm cum.
He fucks me for a few more thrusts as my pussy quivers around him and my body shudders from the aftershocks of bliss. When he pulls out, he adjusts my panties and stretch pants back over my ass and holds onto me as he gently lowers us both to the floor. I sprawl half on top of him while we both try to catch our breath. As I rest my head on his chest, I can hear his heart rate slow down. Dang, I should get him to fantasize about me fucking other men more often. 
We’re both quiet for a bit, and he finally speaks. “Would you ever want to really do that?”
I debate for half a second before answering truthfully. “Yes, I would.”
“How about tonight?”
What the fuck? His tone of voice is dry, so I can’t tell if he’s for real. I lean up on my arms and check his expression.
He’s not joking.
Oh hell yeah, I’m taking this chance before he changes his mind. I’m about to blurt out, ‘Yes,’ but change my tactic.
I keep my voice flirty. “Hmm, I don’t know. Can they all wear suits so I can pretend I’m a bride?”
He snorts in amusement. “Yes, I could arrange that. We could do it after the reception tonight. Your own groomsmen.”
Ohhhh, fuck yes! 
I lay my head back on his chest and smile. “Okay, Daddy. Make it so.”
He chuckles when he hears me say Daddy, since I only use it when I really, really want something.




Chapter 2


I’m a wet mess the rest of the morning and afternoon. Cameron claims he has a lot of planning to do and whenever I see him, he’s hunched over his phone, his fingers racing like he’s taking a typing test. If I wasn’t so turned on, I’d be annoyed that he was ignoring me.  
Do his friends even want to fuck me? Wait, are they even all single? Not that it’s any of my business. I’m not the relationship police, and non-monogamy is becoming more popular in our age bracket. 
I’ve never been invited to his basketball games, but that was okay - I liked the fact that he had interests of his own that he didn’t need me for. I’ve always assumed his basketball buddies were casual friends he didn’t see outside of the games, but apparently he’s close enough to them that he seems to think they’ll fuck me on short notice. If he dangles this carrot in front of me and doesn’t deliver some men in suits, me and my pussy are going to be extremely disappointed. 
I’m bursting to discuss this new marvelous slutty life with my best friend, Jasmine, and I wander into my bedroom for some privacy to call her. She was a bridesmaid for Vanessa too, and I’ll see her at tonight’s wedding since we run in one big circle of friends, but I need to talk to her now. I flop on the bed and clutch my phone to my ear. 
Jasmine picks up after a couple of rings and I can tell she’s chewing gum from the snap of a bubble when she answers, “Yo, bitch. What’s up?”
I fucking adore Jasmine. Half the time she looks and talks like she’s the biggest bimbo on the planet, when in reality she’s brilliant and working on her doctorate degree in psychology. She once told me she gets her kicks from men thinking she’s a bimbo, and that’s how she hooked up with her husband, Sebastian. He thought he was getting lucky and having a one-night stand with a hot, blonde airhead, when she ended up wrapping him around her little finger before he knew what hit him. He’s a decent guy and is utterly devoted to her, so more power to them. 
When she pops her gum in my ear again, I smile. “Jas, you’re never going to believe the morning I had.”
“Oh yeah? Tell me yours, and I’ll tell you mine.”
I explain the fight and everything leading up to Cameron fucking me senseless and me agreeing to sleep with his basketball buddies. The longer I talk, the more I think I sound crazy, and my stomach knots. 
When I’m done explaining everything, Jasmine’s screech of, “No fucking way!” is so loud I have to tear the phone from my ear. 
I smile at her antics. Her reactions never disappoint me. “I’m serious. He’s organizing it right now.”
She’s quiet for a minute. “Why do you think all our friends are experimenting with free use and group sex? Is a couple more likely to try it if their friends are doing it?”
Uh oh, she’s focusing on the wrong thing. “Hey Jasmine, listen for a second.”
“Hmmm?” She still sounds distracted.
The knot in my stomach hardens. “Do you think I’m crazy to do this? Should I be asking you to talk me off the ledge? You’re smart. Level with me here.”
Her musical laugh relaxes me. “Steph, I can’t say what is right for you. If at any point you don’t want to do it anymore, call it off. But Nadia is living her best life fucking whoever she wants, so why can’t we?”
My pussy buzzes at the thought of Nadia at the ski lodge with the 10 guys in the cabin. Yeah, it’s still hot and I want to do it. Wait, is Jasmine thinking of fucking other guys as well? She said, “Why can’t ‘we’.”
“Jas, are you and Sebastian opening your marriage?” She giggles again and the merry tinkle makes me smile since it’s so damn contagious. 
She gushes, “Oh no, but we’re trying free use. Someone filled Sebastian’s head with glorious stories at the wedding last night. He’s already fucked me once today, and he’s at the gym right now. He’s always horny after he works out, so I’m expecting another pounding when he gets home.”
She gives me graphic details about what happened to her in the kitchen this morning, and I’m oddly turned on. Should I be horny while thinking of my best friend fucking her husband? I want to rub my pussy through my panties, but no way in hell am I going to masturbate at the thought of Jasmine spread out on a table. 
My clit throbs, and I swallow the excessive saliva in my mouth. What the hell is happening to me? I’m a sex-crazed version of myself. Fuck, I better get multiple cocks inside me tonight. I’m going to go insane with lust if I don’t find an outlet soon.
Jasmine interrupts my thoughts. “Ohhh, I gotta go. I just heard the garage door. Love you!”
I barely have time to say goodbye before she disconnects. Heh, fine. Goodbye to you too. I roll onto my side and set the phone on the bed and trace the outline of a rose on our floral comforter. I get lost in a daydream of being bent over the kitchen table while a parade of guys use me from behind. This isn’t just a slutty thought. Deep down, I really am a slut. 
Cameron strolls into the bedroom. “Hey baby?”
I glance up at him in a sexual daze without responding. He stops and his eyes narrow while he studies me. 
His face relaxes into a smile. “Someone appears to be all turned on. Were you thinking about all my friends fucking you?”
“Yes,” I gasp out as he climbs into the bed behind me and rolls me onto my stomach. There is no foreplay, and he yanks my pants and panties down just far enough to get access to my pussy. I’m so wet, his cock slides right in and we both moan as he sinks inside me. A zip of intense pleasure ripples from my pussy when he bottoms out. 
His weight presses me down into the bed as he slowly fucks me, never pulling out all the way. The room spins with each nudge against my pussy. Shit, what if he doesn’t let me come? Our free use weekend agreement was that he could fuck me all he wanted and not even let me come. Since I already had an orgasm this morning, it seems more likely he’d stop as soon as he blows his load into me right now.
Cameron places a firm hand on my shoulder and speeds up. “God, your tight pussy is so fucking wet.”
I whimper as he uses me. Waves of delight build as he whacks against my pussy.
He fucks me in a quick, desperate rhythm that has me clawing at the comforter. “You were so fucking eager for my cock. This is what you want, isn’t it?”
He fucks me in a quick, desperate rhythm that has me clawing at the comforter. 
When I don’t respond, he demands, “Isn’t it?”
“Yes,” I moan. “Fuck yes.”
My climax is within reach, and his words are driving me closer to the abyss. When he slows down again, I can tell he’s about to come. 
He growls, “I married a filthy slut who wants to be used.”
I mewl out, “Yes,” and try to bump back against him in a desperate attempt to orgasm. If he’d hold on for a few more minutes, I could come.
“Steph, you’ll do anything for this cock, won’t you?”
Oh fuck, he’s really getting into the dirty talk today. This is fabulous. “Yes… anything. God, please, can I come?”
He laughs harshly at my response and continues to drill into me slowly. “You’ll even let me fuck your tight little ass if I want to… admit it.”
Ohhhh, shit. The pulse of rapture from my pussy almost overwhelms me, and I’m rushing towards my orgasm. I cry out, “Yes, anything. Please let me come.”
With one final plunge, he roars and floods my pussy with its second load of cum today. Oh, holy fuck. I’m not going to come. Biting the comforter, I try to hide my moan of distress. 
My entire body is lit up and every nerve ending pings as he stretches out next to me. My brain is mush, and I fight back tears. I was so damn close to coming; this is horrible. Whose idea was it to let him use me all he wanted this weekend?
I’m tense and my body shudders from the stolen orgasm. A maelstrom of discontent swirls in my brain, and I take a moment to realize he’s rubbing my back.
“Relax, baby. It will be okay. I promise.”
He continues to snuggle me and murmur sweet nothings while I come down from my frenzy. 
Eventually I take a deep breath and tease him. “If there haven’t been multiple cocks in me by the end of the night, I’m going to be crabby.”
He kisses the back of my head. “Oh, it’s all arranged. You’re going to have more cocks than you know what to do with.”
Hmmm… we’ll see about that. I don’t voice the thought and snuggle closer to him, enjoying his warmth. 




Chapter 3


Before we leave for the wedding, Cameron tells me that his friends will be at our house when we get back. He doesn’t say how many he invited, and I don’t ask since I want the surprise. God, I hope it’s more than two. I want so many cocks there’s a flood of cum all over me tonight. I don’t know if this will ever happen again, so it needs to be good enough to satisfy me for years.  
I’m sure the wedding is amazing, but my mind is a million miles away through the entire ceremony. Cameron holds my hand and occasionally gives me the side-eye, grins, and squeezes my fingers. We cut out from the reception as soon as the party is in full swing. 
Jasmine catches me as we’re leaving and she hugs me with a hurried, “Goodbye and have fun!”
She’s flushed and trembling, but before I can ask her what is going on, she whispers she’ll see me tomorrow and runs off. Huh, something is definitely going on with her. I’ll have to call her tomorrow.
My body is buzzing in the car, and I swear the drive home takes twice as long as it should. The house is quiet as we let ourselves in. Where are the guys?
I kick my high heels off and I’m about to question Cameron, but he speaks first. “The guys are in the den. Go get ready and text me when you’re done. I want to go talk to them.”
He takes a few steps towards the hall to the den before turning back to me. He tips my chin up and kisses me deeply while my bare toes curl into the carpet.
“Steph, have fun tonight. I want to watch you come multiple times.”
My nipples harden at his words, and I want to rub my thighs together. I give him a saucy, “Yes, Daddy,” and he laughs as heads to the den.
Once he’s out of sight, I rush upstairs to the master bathroom, turn the shower on, and speed strip. I want a quick rinse before the men dirty me up again. I toss my hair in a bun so it doesn’t get wet and within a few minutes I’m in the bedroom drying off. 
I know exactly what I’m going to wear tonight. If I want to pretend to be a bride, I’m going to use the white lingerie I wore after our wedding a year ago. Even though we weren’t having the big ceremony, I still wanted something special. I splurged on the most gorgeous, sheer teddy I could find. I haven’t worn it since, so it makes tonight seem like it really is my wedding night. 
There isn’t much to the outfit; it has molded lace cups with a front hook that brings the sides of the sheer fabric panel together. Someone could easily part the fabric and run their hands along my stomach. It ends at my hips and there are matching g-string panties. I decide to skip them since I don’t want to risk one of the men ripping the panties in their haste. If anyone is going to tear them off me, I want it to be Cameron.
I pace the room as my stomach flutters. Everyone is downstairs, waiting for my text, but I want to savor the anticipation for a few more minutes. Eyeing the bedroom critically, I decide the lamps should be on. I dawdle while making the room perfect by removing the throw pillows from the bed and turning the lamps on before dimming the overhead light. I’m not sure how to prepare my room for multiple men to fuck me.
Wait, maybe we should have done this in the spare room. Will I ever be able to make love with Cameron again without thinking about the other guys who fucked me in our bed? My pussy clenches and a shiver runs down my spine. Hell, maybe that would be a good thing. It would add a little zing to our nights. Shit, I’m overthinking everything.
Sitting on the end of the bed, I admire myself in the full-length mirror on the opposite wall as I test out various poses for how I want to sit when all the men walk into the room. I’m looking and feeling sexy tonight, and I cross my legs and lean on one arm while I text Cameron.
I’m ready.
He doesn’t respond to my message, but within a minute I hear the guys laughing and joking as they head upstairs towards the master bedroom. A thrill runs through me and I catch my breath. That’s more than just a couple guys making that much noise. 
Cameron leads the way, and five men in dress suits file in behind him. They stand behind Cameron, all facing me. Two of them look nervous and shift their weight from foot to foot. 
I take the time to smile at each one of them, and say, “Hi guys. Thanks for coming.” 
A naughty thrill zings through me. Holy fuck, I’m going to have six cocks in me tonight. I don’t know anyone’s names, but does it matter? The idea of five anonymous cocks inside me is dirty and awesome.
We all stare at each other in silence, and my heart races while wetness leaks from my pussy. Heh, panties might have been a good idea after all. Am I supposed to start the party?
Cameron clears his throat. “Stephanie, you have a choice tonight.”
Ohhh, I get to decide something?
“Do you want to be blindfolded?”
Oh, fuck yeah! I’m about to blurt out my, ‘yes,’ but I hesitate and reconsider. If I’m blindfolded I won’t be able to see his enjoyment. I blink at him while my mind races. But it would be easier to imagine a slutty wedding fantasy where I’m a bride getting railed by all these men if I’m blindfolded.
Hell, let’s do it. I grin. “Yes, please.”
His eyes crinkle up at me. “Okay, I want you to lie in the middle of the bed.”
Uncrossing my legs slowly, I stand up before crawling onto the bed. I feel six pairs of eyes following my every movement, and I’m breathless with need. Knowing they’ll all have their hands on me soon is erotic as all fuck. I snake my way to the center and stretch out flat on my back, resting my hands on my stomach. 
Cameron comes to the head of the bed and sits on the edge next to me. He pulls a long silky blindfold from his pocket and he leans over and kisses me softly. 
“I love you, Steph.”
Contentment washes over me at his words and I know he’s going to do whatever he can to make tonight wonderful for me. I murmur, “I love you too,” as he covers my eyes. I tilt up my head so he can wrap it around the back and secure it. He doubled up the fabric, and with the dim lights, I can’t see anything. I wave a hand in front of my face to double check. Nope, not a thing.
The sound of rustling clothes fills the room, and Cameron leans over me and unhooks the front of my lingerie. He pushes the fabric to the side and exposes my breasts to the cool air and the men’s vision. Since I’m not wearing panties, I’m essentially naked. 
Cameron takes control. “Steph, spread your legs. Let the guys get a good look at you.”
Shit, that’s hot. I’m so turned on, they’re going to get quite an eyeful. I spread my legs, and even though I can’t see anybody, knowing they’re all probably looking at my pussy causes an odd mix of vulnerability and eroticism. The mattress dips at my feet, like someone got on the bed. Oh, I guess we’re starting.
Cameron leans close to my ear and whispers to me. “I want you to imagine that we just got married in the most beautiful ceremony. You were the gorgeous, blushing bride of your dreams.”
Oh fuck yeah, I can get into this fantasy. As he talks, I picture everything he’s saying.
He continues. “The reception was perfect, and everyone had a great time. You and I sneaked off early so we weren’t exhausted.”
Someone crawls between my legs and nudges them open even further so he can kneel between them. The tip of a cock runs up and down my wet slit and I tremble from desire, imagining Cameron is about to fuck me for the first time as a married couple. 
Cameron whispers more. “I blindfolded you so you could experience the pleasure and shut your mind off. Can you do that for me, Steph?”
I silently nod as the guy between my legs sinks his cock into me. Every inch stretches my pussy walls as he fills me, and I groan from the bliss. He’s a lot thicker than Cameron, so it’s difficult to stay in the fantasy that this is my wedding night. This is not Cameron in my pussy. The guy pulls my legs up as he thrusts slow and deep.
The bed on the other side of me dips, and someone leans over me as a wet mouth attaches to my nipple. 
“Ohhhh, god,” I moan, and Cameron takes the nipple closest to him in his mouth, swirling his tongue around the sensitive peak.
The onslaught of ecstasy from two men at my breasts and a guy with a gigantic cock in my pussy almost short circuits my brain. I arch my back and grip the comforter in my hands as bliss ripples up and down my body. 
Cameron stops sucking on my nipple and kisses his way up my neck and whispers in my ear some more. “You looked so innocent and sweet in your wedding dress. But you and I both know you’re just a filthy little slut. Don’t we?” 
I wasn’t expecting the switch from loving to dirty talk, and my body hums in response. I speak in a normal tone so the other men can hear me clearly. “Yes, I’m a filthy slut who wants to be used.”
The guy in my pussy takes my announcement to heart and he speeds up, while the guy sucking on my tit tugs on my nipple with his mouth while I groan. 
Cameron chuckles and uses a normal tone of voice again. “Well, in that case, open your mouth wide. Brad is going to shove his cock down your throat, and you’re going to show everyone how well you can suck while getting your pussy pounded.”
My mouth falls open from shock, but Cameron takes that as obedience and he nudges the side of my head. I turn my face away from him as the bed jostles and a guy kneels next to me. As I wrap my lips around his fat cockhead and suck, my brain really does switch off and I become the fucktoy I wanted to be tonight.
The guy’s cock is salty with precum, and I gurgle happily around his thickness as the guy in my pussy speeds up more. He’s plowing into me, knocking me around on the bed. The guy in my mouth buries his cock to the hilt and I relax my throat so I don’t gag on him. He pulls out and I try to keep the suction up so he can’t remove his cock. He rewards me by sliding it back down my throat. 
Cameron plays with my nipple, and I move a hand up and try to stroke his cock through his pants. He laughs, “Oh no you don’t,” and pushes my hand away from his crotch.
I try to pout but with the thick cock in my mouth, it’s impossible. The pleasure builds and I’m getting close to my orgasm. The massive cock inside me jerks a few times and a warmth floods my pussy. Ohhh, he came! The guy fucks me for a moment longer, pumping everything he’s got before he climbs off. 
The guy’s cum slides out of me, and Cameron reaches down between my legs and massages some of it into my clit. I moan, “Oh my god,” around the cock in my mouth as his fingers create pings of bliss in my core. 
“You like that, my slut?” Cameron growls.
I mewl out a tiny, “Yes,” as best I can, as someone else climbs between my legs. 
This next guy doesn’t tease me or wait, and I cry out from the sudden invasion of his savage thrusts. He’s not as thick as the last guy, but he’s still a good size and he hammers away at my pussy while the guy in my mouth speeds up his face fucking. The first spurt of his cum hits the back of my throat as he groans.
I lick and suck for all I’m worth, trying to get all the cum. The guy at my breasts stops sucking and when the cock from my mouth pulls out, I can tell the guy who was at my breast is next in line to use my mouth. 
The absolute filthiness of the situation tips me over the edge as another cock eases between my lips. I buck and scream with pleasure as he fills my throat with his shaft, and the guy between my legs enthusiastically fucks me as the orgasm ripples through me from my fingers to my toes. It’s a strong one and the aftershocks continue while my mouth and pussy get used. 
Cameron whispers in my ear again. “Just think, baby. I could roll you over and fuck your ass right now and all you would do is beg me to use you harder. Wouldn’t you?”
I try to nod and say yes, but the cock in my mouth prevents me. Cameron laughs, as if he can see my predicament. 
His voice is thick with desire. “In fact Steph, you’re such a fucking whore you’d let us all fuck your ass and you’d beg for seconds.”
While the two guys fuck me, I imagine all the men lining up to use my ass. Oh god, he’s right. What’s worse… I want it. It’s the ultimate way to be a fucktoy for the night. If this cock wasn’t in my mouth, I would beg for it. Would Cameron let it happen?
My head whirls and another orgasm rips through me unexpectedly. I convulse from the energy and I cry out around the cock in my mouth as the dude blows his load deep in my throat. I’m beyond caring about anything and I lap and suck on this guy’s cock while holding back my gleeful whimpers as the dude in my pussy fucks me rougher than anyone has ever fucked me.
When he shoves my knees to my chest, I welcome the position change and the angle makes the pleasure sharper as ecstasy courses through my body. The room fills with a chorus of moans and groans, and I’m chanting, “Fuck me,” as the guy removes his cock from my mouth. Within moments, the guy between my legs deposits his load of cum in my pussy as he growls out with his release.
Cameron grips my chin and turns my face towards him as he kisses me deeply, sucking at my lips and tongue that just cleaned off the other guy’s cum. Oh hell, that’s hot. 
It barely registers when another guy climbs on the bed, and he keeps my knees up to my chest as he drills into my pussy. I thought the first guy was huge, but this new guy makes the first guy seem small. I groan as he stretches my pussy beyond anything I’ve ever felt before. It’s a painful pleasure that I welcome and I never want this guy to stop fucking me. 
I scream out a stream of obscenities as the dude hammers at my pussy. The delight is too intense, and I explode around his cock within a minute. 
“Ohhhh, fuuuuuck,” I scream as I come apart. 
My pussy squeezes around him as he fucks me furiously, each thrust sending a heavy pair of balls whacking against my ass. A dangerous, alarming desire flits along the edge of my consciousness. I don’t know that I want this to be only one time. This is so fucking incredible.
The gigantic dude in my pussy roars and squirts load after load of hot cum and paints my cave walls. I’m a bundle of lust and desperate for more. I’m not surprised when he’s immediately replaced with another guy. How many guys have fucked me? I think it was two in my mouth, and three or four in my pussy… if it’s four, that means someone is coming back for more. A fuzziness washes over me when I realize they could keep using me like this for hours. 
Cameron whispers, “I love you,” and gets up on his knees. The familiar scent of him fills me as he pushes his cock between my lips and fucks my mouth at the exact pace and depth he knows I can withstand. He’s the roughest of them, and I welcome his thrusts in my throat as the new guy in my pussy fucks me with abandon. 
Someone’s finger is on my clit and I whimper around Cameron’s cock as I edge close to another orgasm. Holy fuck, how many is this now? I try to count as I come again, and this one is almost painful in intensity. They seem to build on each other, and as the blast overwhelms me, I scream out and stop thinking all together. 
I’m floating in a daze and barely notice that Cameron doesn’t come and pulls out. Every inch of my body is teased and played with.
When someone fingers my ass, Cameron growls, “Stop. That’s mine someday,” and the guy quickly removes his hand.
It’s possible hours pass, time has no meaning, but eventually the room goes silent as everyone but Cameron leaves. He tugs the blindfold off and I blink in the soft lighting. He covers me and slides his cock between my sore and used folds, as the soft joy surprises me. 
He fucks me slowly and passionately, mixing all the men’s cum with my juices as he drives his cock into my wet hole. He kisses me and murmurs that he loves me. I’m beyond coming again, but I welcome his orgasm when he finally climaxes with a groan. 
He collapses on me and kisses my neck while I relax into the bed, totally spent.
“Steph, you were perfect and so goddamn lovely.”
I try to lift an arm to caress his back, but I have no energy. 
He twists off me. “You need a drink.”
He helps me sit up and a bottle of cool water touches my lips. I sip greedily, and after he sets it on the nightstand, he helps me nibble on some crackers he had brought upstairs for this purpose.
The snack and water revive me a little, but I’m utterly exhausted and more in love with my husband than I ever have been in our entire marriage. This night was magnificent, and Cameron made it that way.
We snuggle, facing one another, and he brushes his thumb across my cheek. “Steph, you okay?”
I yawn and giggle. “Oh, yeah. I just need sleep… Was everyone pleased?”
He kisses my forehead. “Oh yeah, you definitely pleased them all. Now sleep, my princess, we can talk more in the morning.”
I smile, already partway asleep. “Cameron?” I mumble.
“Yes, baby?”
I can tell I’m about to zonk out, but I wanted him to know something first. “Think it’s time for you to claim my ass.”
He laughs at that and pulls me closer to him. “Oh yeah, you’re going to beg for it first. We’ll talk about that in the morning as well.”
“Sounds good.” I mutter, and fall asleep.
The End
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The woman stood up slowly, and the fabric of her dress slipped down her thighs. The dress molded to her curves, and he envisioned how soft her skin would be. She moved to his table and bent over him while he lit her cigarette.  
She took a drag on it and blew the smoke out. “Thank you, I needed that badly,” she purred in a husky voice. 
He wasn’t sure if her voice normally sounded that way or if it was because of the smoke, but he bet she sounded fabulous moaning and whimpering. 
Indicating the empty chair across from him, she queried, “You meeting someone?” 
Michael glanced at his watch again. His wife had told him that if she was over twenty minutes late, he should just go home. It had been more time than that, so he knew his wife wouldn’t show up. 
“No, I’m not meeting anyone.” 
The woman smiled, showing small, even, white teeth. “Mind if I join you then? I’m a bit lonely tonight and your window table is nicer than mine.” 
Michael almost stumbled on his words like a foolish teenager and when he blushed, he was glad the dim lighting would hide it. “No, I’d like some company.”
While the woman retrieved her purse and wrap, Michael slipped his hand under the table to remove his wedding ring and quickly pocketed it. He didn’t want to talk about his wife to this beautiful stranger. It would be easier to pretend he was single and fancy free if he was ringless. 
The woman came back, sat down gracefully next to him, and crossed her legs so that Michael, yet again, had an unobstructed view of her thighs. 
“I’m Alyssa,” the woman said while flipping her long brown hair behind her shoulder. She looked at him expectantly, and he realized she was waiting for his name. 
“I’m Michael,” he blurted out, and she took another drag of her cigarette and smiled around it. 
“So, Michael. You married? Have kids? What do you do for a living?” 
Alyssa tapped the end of her cigarette on the ashtray as she recited the list of the standard topics people use when they don’t know each other. Michael looked at her and realized he didn’t want their limited time together to go in that direction. He didn’t want a normal meaningless conversation with a stranger in a coffee shop.
Michael leaned over, and in a low, gravelly voice told her, “The way your dress moves against your body makes me want to lift your skirt and lick you all over.” 
Instead of looking surprised, Alyssa’s eyes took on a predatory gleam. She stamped the barely smoked cigarette in the ashtray and abandoned it. 
“You know, I don’t even smoke. I only did it to get your attention.”
She glanced around the room, almost as if she was checking if anyone was watching. “Want to get out of here?” 
Michael could barely nod as his body heated even more at the thought of what he was doing. He followed her out of the cafe and trailed behind, so that to the casual observer it didn’t look like he was with her. He studied her legs as she walked. She wore black strappy sandals with three-inch heels. He could clearly see the arch of her foot and he thought about running his hands up the arch and over her calves. He was definitely a leg man.
Alyssa stopped by a dark green four-door BMW and pressed the unlock button on her key fob. Michael climbed into the passenger seat while she settled into the driver’s side. She looked out the front window for a moment, not moving. He waited breathlessly, hoping she wouldn’t change her mind. Finally, she turned to him and put her hand on his thigh. 
“I want you to know I don’t normally do this.” She looked him right in the eye, and he believed her. 
“I don’t do this either.” His breath rushed out in relief. She wasn’t changing her mind.
End of Excerpt
If you want more, you can find the book at:
https://mybook.to/JustOneNight
or the series bundle at
http://mybook.to/couplesplay
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