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“Melanie Lawson,” my now husband uses my new last name. “You look so hot in that,” he whispers into my ear. “You always look hot, but in a wedding dress? Fuck, I had to hold back from tearing it off you when you walked down the aisle.”

Heat rises to my face and I carefully balance my bite of cake to not drop it on my dress. We’re sitting at the head table in our wedding reception, watching our loved ones celebrate with us, hearing them shower us with encouragement and love. All while my husband whispers dirty nothings into my ear.

“Can’t say I would’ve minded that,” I say with a light chuckle. “You tearing my dress off me at the altar. At least I’d know it wouldn’t be stained from dinner.” I gesture at all the food on the table.

My husband—I’m still amazed that I get to call him that now—laughs. It’s a hearty laugh, completely unbridled. I love that he’s so open about showing his emotions like this. “You know what I really want?” He tucks a stray strand of hair behind my ear. “And…if you hate it, I’ll never bring it up again.”

Now I’m curious. Normally, when my husband wants something, he’ll just start a conversation about it. I turn to him, reveling in the sheer amount of love I see reflected back at me. “What do you really want?” I ask, ready to give him the world as promised in our vows.

His gaze slides to the groomsman’s table. “I want everyone to know just how hot you are.”

My breath hitches. He can’t possibly be proposing what I think he is.

That’s a fantasy I’ve never shared.

His hand caresses my face, thumb sliding along the apple of my cheek. “What do you think of the guys?”

I glance at the men. Like my bridesmaids at the table on the other side of the room, the groomsmen are all dressed up. All five of them in suits, they’re presenting a whole new side of themselves than what I’ve seen at our rowdy dinner parties.

First, there’s Aiden—the type who’s tattooed from head to toe, piercings, and a tongue smooth enough to get any woman he wants. Drew’s the firefighter who spends all his time either at the gym or the dog park. Brian is the nerdy guy who runs his own tech startup and now works out with Drew. Dax is the joker of the squad, always cracking everyone up and making them feel at home. Finally, there’s Connor. The best man. He’s the grumpiest asshole if I’ve ever met one, but he’s always there when any of these guys need him.

And, they’re all hotter than the next, easily commanding the whole room’s attention when it’s not focused on my new husband and I.

“I like that they all bring out the best in you,” I tell my husband completely honestly.

“And what if they brought out the best in you…in a different way?”

My husband’s words send a jolt of excitement up my spine. “You don’t mean….” I keep looking back and forth from the groomsman table to my husband.

My husband shrugs. “If you’re up for it. I’m not gonna pressure you—or love you any less if you wanna keep yourself all to me.” He smiles that lopsided smile that’s melted my heart—and pussy—many times over.

I’m shocked that my husband is suggesting this. We’ve never discussed being with anyone other than each other in our two years together. But, I’ve thought about it. What would it be like for my husband to know that other people find me just as sexy as he does? Would my husband get even more turned on and take me even harder, rougher, more urgently than he already does?

My pulse races at this proposal. “You’re sure?” I ask. “You won’t be jealous or hurt?”

My husband shakes his head. “They get you for a night, but I get you for a lifetime.” He leans in, gold glinting in his hazel eyes. “And this way, they’ll know what they’re missing.”

I blush so hard that I’m glad the lights are dimmed in a nice and ambient way. “And you want to share me with your friends?”

He nods. “Only if you’re up for it.”

“All of them?”

He shrugs. “If you don’t wanna with one of them, that’s fine too. Or if you wanna with multiple at the same time…well, I’m not gonna say no to that.”

“I think it’d be a bit hard to fit them all in on one night.”

My husband smirks as I realize my double entendre. “Jokes aside, our wedding party is coming on our honeymoon trip. You’ll have time to get through all the guys if you say yes.”

I know it might be a little weird to bring your wedding party on your honeymoon, but we’re not thinking of the honeymoon as traditional. Everyone pitched in so we could have a group vacation at an all-inclusive resort. We even chartered a plane for it. So, if I say yes, it’ll be me and the five groomsman this week.

I chew the inside of my cheek when the back of my husband’s hand caresses my arm. Instinctively, I lean into his touch. “If I say yes, it doesn’t mean I love you any less,” I say.

“And I don’t love you any less because I want this.” He pulls me into a deep kiss, letting his tongue explore my mouth.

I sigh into his familiarity, tilting my head for even deeper access.

He nips at my bottom lip before pulling away. “So, that’s a yes?”

I nod. “That’s a yes.” I turn to the table. “Who’s first?”

He clears his throat. “Connor’s my best man. It’s only fair that he goes first.”

I lock eyes with Connor, his dark brown gaze pulling me in like gravity. To say that I’m apprehensive is an understatement. Connor is the one guy of the group who barely tolerates me. Actually, he barely tolerates anyone outside his crew. That doesn’t mean he’s not hot—the man is a thick, grumpy wall of muscle. Just not a wall of muscle I want to come home to everyday. “Okay.” My voice trembles. “Umm, how do we do this then?”

My husband slips a door card onto my lap. “That’s the room beside ours.”

My brows shoot up. How long has my husband been planning this? Could we have been doing this for months already?

“I’ll be right next door.” He squeezes my knee over my dress.

“Listening?”

The tips of his ears turn red and his eyes darken. “As long as that’s ok with you.”

“Of course it is.” My body is already heating. “Knowing you’re getting turned on while your friend fucks me? I can’t wait to come back to our bed afterwards.”

“Fuck,” he says in a breathy tone. “How’d I get so lucky with you?”

“Same way I got lucky with you.”

He kisses me breathless again as a spotlight shines on the dance floor. “I’m gonna fuck you so hard after Connor, you’ll have to be carried to our honeymoon flight.”

My legs wobble at the prospect as we stand for the first dance. My husband wraps his arms around me and we start to move to the rhythm. My eyes don’t leave Connor’s.

I can’t think of a better way to start my marriage.
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“Careful, Princess. You keep starin’ at me and people are gonna get confused about who you’re marryin’.”

The low and heavy voice laced with a characteristic smugness stops me in my tracks. I’m coming back to the winding-down dance floor after a quick chat with the wedding planner. I don’t expect to hear Connor in the hallway…let alone expect him to be here waiting specifically for me.

I turn to him. He’s leaning against the hallway wall, suit jacket already shrugged off and his tie coming undone. He’s never been one to stay in formal clothes for too long.

“I don’t think it’s anyone’s business who I’m looking at.”

He crosses his arms, really accentuating his thick, corded muscles. “‘Cept for the fact that it is your husband’s business.”

Now, it’s my turn to feel smug. “Brett is the one who asked me to look.”

Connor cocks a brow. “Really? Your husband asked you to look at other men—to look at his best man?”

I nod. “He actually encouraged me to do more than just look. You can ask him yourself if you need to.”

His gaze flickers to the phone tucked into my bra—or maybe he’s just checking me out like I’ve been doing to him. “If I hear him say he asked you to eye-fuck his best man, then maybe I’ll do you one better than just eye-fucking.”

My thigh muscles clench just from his gravelly promises. I pull out my phone and dial my husband. With the party dying down, I think he’s ready for the night to begin.

“Calling me at our own wedding?” My husband answers the phone with a light laugh.

“Just ran into Connor,” I say. “I’m gonna put you on speaker-phone.”

My husband immediately understands. After the dance, we talked about our arrangement a bit more. I wanted to triple check that he was completely on board with this. If he weren’t, there would be no coming back from his new wife fucking his groomsman. Thankfully, he’s completely on board.

“Hey man, you better be takin’ good care of my wife,” my husband says.

Connor doesn’t miss a beat. “You tell her to fuck other men, Brett?”

My husband laughs on the other end. As nice as Connor’s rough voice is, every fiber of my husband’s being is imprinted onto my memories, soothing my body.

“That gonna be a problem for you?”

Connor looks me up and down, licking his lips. “Not one fucking bit. You sure it ain’t gonna be a problem for you…for us?” The man might be rough around the edges, but he’s loyal to the core.

“If she comes back to me and tells me you didn’t at least make her finish twice, then it’ll be a problem.”

Connor barks out a sharp laugh. “If you’re ready to follow me, I know you’re fucking serious.” He reaches out and twirls my hair, tugging gently to send me reeling from the delicious pressure on my scalp. “Don’t worry, I’m gonna take real good care of your wife.” He hangs up the phone and places all his attention on me. “So, where we doin’ this, Sweetheart?”

I lead Connor up to the room beside the newlywed suite. He lingers on the door, and I’m scared he might be having second thoughts. Maybe I should be more nervous than I am. I haven’t slept with another man since Brett and I got together. But, with my husband’s permission, I’m more antsy and excited than anything. I just want to make sure that Connor is too. As much as my husband and I are fully on board, the men I’m fucking need to be on board with the fact that they’re fucking a married woman.

“Never thought Brett would be into this,” Connor says. “But, he wants to get off on hearing how I fuck his wife, I ain’t turnin’ him down.” He grabs my wrist, pulling us both into our room, slamming the door shut, and throwing my back up against it. “Sure as shit ain’t turnin’ him down when his wife looks as fuckable as you.”

I don’t even have time to fully realize the compliment because his lips, his hands, and his whole body are all on me in an instant. I moan when I open my mouth, letting his tongue dive in. One of his hands is at the cusp of my ass and the other is splayed across my torso, thumb tracing the underside of my breast through the corset of my wedding dress.

“Don’t forget,” he pants, pulling off my lips, “your husband is right through there.” His head tilts toward the joining wall. “Make him hear how you sound when you come undone on my cock.” His mouth latches onto my neck, and I give him the moan he’s looking for.

The noises of my pleasure echo through the room, bouncing around the walls. If this is what gets my husband going, I really hope he gets to hear it. I wish there’d be some indication that he’s on the other side of the wall though.

Just as I’m thinking that, I’m rewarded with a soft thud from beyond the wall.

Connor chuckles on my skin, vibrations permeating my body. “Guess he wasn’t jokin’, huh?” Both his hands land on the underside of my ass and he squeezes. “Let’s give him a real show.” In one easy motion, he hoists me up, throwing my legs onto his shoulders.

I look down to be met with a maniacal grin and feral eyes. His face is partly hidden by the tulle of my wedding dress, but it doesn’t stop him from bunching it up as high as he can to find my panties.

“Shit, you’re already soaked.” His thumb brushes over the damp spot on my panties.

I blush, hard. How can I not be wet? This man who’s vocabulary mostly consists of grunts and swears is clamoring to get to my pussy while he praises every part of me. All while my husband is in the room next door, hopefully with his hand around his cock, pumping himself slowly while his best man pumps into me.

This is nothing short of heaven.

“Guess you like bein’ a slut, huh?”

I inhale sharply. There’s a visceral reaction to being called a slut, but in this context, it doesn’t feel bad. Actually, it feels fantastic. It feels so right. I’m fucking a man who isn’t my husband. I really am a slut.

“Your pussy liked that—me callin’ you a slut.” Connor pulls my panties aside, hooking it in place around my pussy lips. “Just keeps gettin’ wetter and wetter the more I say it.” He licks his lips as his finger slides through my pussy, gathering its juices. “Just dyin’ to get a taste.”

“Please,” I whine, wiggling my hips.

He dives in under my giant wedding dress, head disappearing completely. I squeak when his nose brushes against my mound. “Always knew you’d have a perfect little cunt,” he says, voice muffled by the layers of fabric he’s under.

I don’t have time to say anything before all my thoughts vanish because he presses his tongue flat against my clit. Hot puffs of his breath contrast perfectly with the cool wetness of his tongue. He swirls around my clit, groaning into my skin.

In just an instant, I’m reeling from the jolts of pleasure shooting through my body. My hand automatically grasps for his hair between my legs. Even though I mostly grab a handful of tulle, Connor gets the hint and tilts his head as I grind against him.

I’m riding his face with my thighs tight around his shoulders. My mouth hangs open and I start to pant, moaning and whining. I glance at the wall separating my husband and I, and I throw my head back.

“Fuuuuck, Connor,” I moan, long and slow.

Connor chuckles at my pussy, pulling off for just long enough to speak. “That’s it, Sweetheart. Show your husband how fucking hot your are.”

If I weren’t already close, Connor bringing up my husband would’ve gotten me there. My toes curl in my “something blue” heels, ankles digging into the best man’s back. His tongue is back at it, lapping at my juices, making circles around my clit. His lips close tightly on the sensitive bud and in seconds, I’m seeing stars.

In my orgasm, the whole world falls away, and I swear that I can hear my husband in the next room. I’m so sure that he’s loving every second of this that it makes my orgasm hit even harder.

Giving me only a moment to breathe, Connor slides me down and throws me onto the bed of the hotel room.

“Ahh!” I bounce on the bed unceremoniously. “Rude!” My voice is breathless and my skin tingles, but Connor is still Connor.

He scoffs. “Already told ya, I ain’t Brett.”

I get a good look at him, looming over me from the end of the bed. He’s not as big as the firefighter, Drew, but he’s still built like a brick house. My pussy juices glisten all over the bottom half of his face and he licks his lips like he’s savoring my taste before coming in for seconds.

“Get on your hands and knees,” he commands.

“In…in the dress?”

“Yea, Sweetheart. In the wedding dress. I ain’t your husband, so I ain’t gonna take it off you.”

Conviction clear in his eyes, he tells me he means business. And, he’s not the kin dof man you keep waiting. I scramble on the bed, getting onto my knees and hands. I’ve always hated the name, doggy style, but I don’t care enough to say anything when I hear him unzip.

I look over my shoulder, wide-eyed, when he pumps his cock in one, slow motion. I know that my husband’s cock is the only one for me long-term. He’s the one who knows what I like any day of the week. He’s the one who can read my body. He’s the one who can fuck me or make love to me.

Connor is just a dick.

But a damn good one.

“You want me to fuck your ass or your pussy?”

“Oh,” I blurt. I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I’d be lying if my pussy wasn’t aching to take a cock, but I also want to save something for my wedding night—not that my husband hasn’t already had a taste of all my holes. “I…I don’t have any lube,” I admit, implying my answer.

He smirks and bends to dig through his pocket, pulling out a small bottle of lube.

“You just carry that around?” I can’t help but ask.

He shrugs. “Figured I’d get laid here.” He pops the top and squirts some onto his cock. “Didn’t think it’d be with you.”

No, I guess it’s not exactly normal for the best man to fuck the wife on her wedding day—specially with the husband’s encouragement. I wonder if he’s a little disappointed that I got to him first.

Something must reflect my thoughts on my face because he flips up my dress, exposing my ass to the air, and he gives the left cheek a single, firm spank. “I ain’t complainin’, Sweetheart. Brett wants to share? All the better for me.” He uses a lubed finger to massage my rim.

My back arches into his touch. Oversensitive from my orgasm, his finger feels so good. My hips buck, eager to be filled.

Connor chuckles. “Wish Brett could see you like this.”

My eyes fly open with an idea. It might be a terrible idea, or it might be the best idea. I won’t know unless I try. “My phone,” I say.

Connor gives me a confused gurgle before understanding what I mean. He picks up my phone from where I dropped it near the door and hands it to me.

“You sure are a kinky little freak, ain’t ya?” Connor asks, but it comes out as more of a statement.

I didn’t even know how kinky I was until just now.

I line up the selfie camera to get Connor’s cock, the top curve of my ass, most of my wedding dress bunched around my waist, and half my face. With my lips parted and sweat sticking to my skin, it’s obvious that I’m already close to my second orgasm.

I hope this picture makes my husband want to delight me with a third.

The moment I snap the picture, I feel Conner’s thick cock prod at my entrance.

“I’m an ass, but I ain’t a dick,” Connor says. “Breathe for me, Sweetheart. Relax so your ass can take my cock.”

I purse my lips and take a few measured breaths. It works because Connor’s cock slides in deeper into my ass with each breath. By the last one, he’s fully sheathed in my ass, sac resting against the back of my pussy lips.

I’m so full that even though his cock is in my ass, I can feel it pulse through my pussy.

“Shit,” he mutters. “So fucking tight.” He takes a stuttering breath, slowly dragging himself out halfway, getting used to my hole. “I ain’t gonna last.”

“Don’t need you to last,” I mumble, too busy in my own bliss. “Need you to fuck me.”

He barks a full laugh. “That I can do.” One hand snakes around to my clit, ready and throbbing for attention, and the other hand plants itself on my hip. He pulls out all the way, holds himself still for a beat, and then slams into me.

I’m immediately moaning around his cock. He sets a rhythm with his thrusts, slamming hard enough for the headboard to hit the wall. My husband is just on the other side, listening to how hard his best man is fucking me.

It doesn’t take long for me to reach that crest of orgasm again.

His finger swirling around my clit coupled with the fullness in my cock makes my core heat more than I can handle. “I’m com—” I’m cut off by my own moan.

Connor’s thrusts stutter and with one more hard and deep push, I feel his hot cum filling my ass. He keeps his hand on my clit, rubbing gently while the two of us come down. The room smells like sex, the bedsheets are all messed up, and I know that whoever walked by this room heard everything.

I bet they thought Connor was with someone else.

Sharing this secret new life with my husband and another man is exhilarating.

Connor slowly pulls his cock out of my ass. His cum drips down, smearing along my cheeks and pooling near where my panties are hooked around my pussy lips. He doesn’t bother putting my panties back in place when he flips the tulle back over my ass. By the time I catch my breath enough to climb off the bed, he’s already zipped up, looking like he hasn’t just fucked the bride.

“Brett’s gonna kill me if I don’t make sure you get to him safe and sound tonight.” Connor holds out his hand. “I ain’t got all day, Sweetheart.”

A gurgling laugh escapes my throat. Sex with Connor was just as hot as expected, but aftercare is also as expected. He’s right, he is an ass. But maybe some woman will find that charming enough to settle down with someday.

He helps me stand as I pat down my dress and tuck my hair behind my ear. It’s futile to make it seem like I haven’t just been fucked, but it’s my wedding night and I’m about to go to my husband with the best man’s cum in my ass.

“Don’t forget.” Connor grabs my phone from the bed, handing it to me.

I nod. “Thanks,” I say, unsure of how exactly I’m supposed to leave this. It’s the first time I’ve fucked my husband’s friend.

Thankfully, Connor is just the guy to pop my hotwife cherry. “Don’t be weird about it,” he says, opening the door and walking me to the next one. “You’re always gonna be Brett’s girl.” He knocks on the door and when my husband opens it, hungry and hard, I know Connor is right.

Now, it’s time for my real wedding night.
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“Wife,” my husband greets me with a big smile, obviously as excited to be able to call me wife as I am to call him husband. “You have fun?” He closes the door so it’s just the two of us now.

“Husband,” I respond, floating through my fucked-out euphoria. “Did you hear us?”

He glances at the adjoining wall, licks his lips, and pulls me into his arms. “Fuck yeah, I did.” His hands start roaming my body, snagging at the tulle, pulling at the ribbon tying my corset. “Heard every little moan coming out of your sweet lips. Even heard you say his name, so I’m gonna guess he made sure you had a great time.”

“You’re…you’re not jealous, are you?” Insecurity rises through me. What if this was the wrong choice for our relationship? We kind of decided on this on a whim. Maybe it needed more discussion?

One hand goes under my dress, feeling around my ass with my panties still pushed aside. My husband squeezes my left cheek, pushing out enough cum to coat his fingers near my hole. The other hand grips my chin and draws me to his lips. “He’s the one who should be jealous. He only gets to fuck you once. I get to have you for the rest of our lives.” He smashes our lips together and instantly, I know that this was the right call.

I haven’t had any complaints about our sex life before this. My husband makes sure I orgasm, he treats my body with love and care. But now, something has shifted.

Now, he’s ready to devour me whole.

His tongue dives into my mouth. He tastes like cake and I taste like his best man. His nose flares, hot breath spreading over my skin. His fingers dig into my ass, rough and needy.

He tugs on my bottom lip, nipping lightly. My body arches into him as my arms wrap around his shoulders. I’ve never been this turned on. I need my husband to fuck me even harder than I’ve just been fucked.

“Fuck,” he says, pulling away. “You smell like sex.”

I blush, but I don’t look away. “I wanna smell like your sex now.”

He chuckles and in one smooth motion, I’m thrown onto the bed. I bounce on it as my wedding dress splays out. The mix of lube and Connor’s cum leaks onto the bed, staining the sheets as I wiggle. My husband crawls on top of me, hands beside my head.

“It’s my wedding night.” He reaches to my back, loosening the corset. “I’m gonna take my time with my new wife.”

The corset loosens enough so my breasts bounce, falling free. My husband dips down, licking a long, wet stripe from the tip of my hard nipple all the way to the base of my ear. My whole body shivers.

“Fuck, you’re so hot,” he growls into my skin. “And, other people are gonna know all about how hot you are.”

I love that he wants to show me off like this. Even though it helps that it’s always been my fantasy to be passed around, I’ll fuck anyone my husband wants me to if this is my reward.

“Wanna see how hot I can be with another man fucking me?”

My husband cocks a questioning brow, pausing his movements.

I don’t know why I’m a little nervous at showing him this—he’s already told me that he wants this. He wants me to fuck other men. I grab the phone that’s fallen free after my corset came loose and I click through to the latest picture.

Turning it to my husband, I watch his expression.

His eyes darken, he huffs through his nose, and a muscle at the edge of his jaw twitches. “Fuck,” he groans. “Fuuuuck. You looks so hot.” His voice drops to a heady timbre that makes my pussy pulse. “Fuck, we’re putting this in our wedding scrapbook.”

I barely have time to register the fact that my husband has now taken an interest in scrapbooking when I’m flipped onto my front. He unties the rest of my corset, tugging it off so I’m left in only the detached tulle skirt. The bed dips with his weight and he reaches around my body to grab my dangling breast.

“Takin’ a picture like that to rile me up? Well, it’s workin’.” He rolls my nipple between his thumb and forefinger and my mouth falls open as I gasp in pleasure. “Can’t get this view from a photo.” He grinds against my ass, and even through the tulle I feel his thick cock.

That’s the cock that now belongs to me.

“Connor fucked your ass, huh?” My husband’s finger traces my hole. “That ‘cause you wanted to save your pussy for me tonight?”

“Yes,” I whimper. “Please, I…I need you to fuck my pussy.”

“Need your husband to breed you on your wedding night?” he growls, dropping to my ear.

Holy shit. I hadn’t really thought about a breeding kink before, but now, it feels like the hottest thing. My thighs clench together as a new gush of wetness drips past my pussy lips. It coats my legs, dripping onto the bed.

“You wanna get bred by everyone else?” His finger slides into my hole, already lubed by Connor’s cum.

My breath hitches. “I do.”

My husband chuckles. “Second time today you’ve given me those words.” His finger in my ass curls, pulling and pushing his best man’s cum with every thrust.

“I mean it,” I whimper. “Every time. I do.”

Finger gently resting in my ass with me on all fours, my husband’s forehead drops to the crook of my neck. He presses a light kiss onto my damp skin. “Me too,” he says. “Every time. I do.” He clears his throat. “And keep that in mind because every time you come home with another man’s cum in your hole, I’m going to fuck you like I don’t love you.”

“Yes.” My voice is breathy and so eager. “I want that.”

He grins. “My perfect wife. My perfect little slut.”

I preen with my husband’s praise.

He pulls his finger out of my ass, coated in Connor’s cum. My husband smears it across the tulle to serve as a permanent reminder of the night. I’m flipped onto my back and his hands dig into the waist band of the tulle. He pauses for just a beat to stare at me before tugging it off.

I’m laying on my wedding bed, hair falling out of my updo, makeup running down my face, another man’s cum leaking out of my ass, my panties pushed aside, and my husband is staring at me like I’m his next meal.

With a growl, he shrugs off his tux jacket and unbuttons his shirt. I stare, transfixed, at the rippling muscles my husband reveals. Of his group of friends, my husband is the tall, lean, but still athletic one. He has that swimmer build with the broad shoulders, and slim build. But, his size means he can easily throw me around and have his way with me. All features that I absolutely love.

He slides off his pants and his cock slaps against his hard abs. I lick my lips when he wraps his large hands around his cock, pumping himself slowly. His thumb smears over the tip, and the pink-tinged wetness glistens in the night light streaming in from the window.

Fuck. I’m so lucky to have him.

He pushes up my legs, knees meeting my shoulders. I’m folded at the perfect angle for his hard cock to slide through my pussy lips. The cum-coated finger presses deep into my clit.

“Brett,” I whimper like a prayer. “Oh my—” I bite my bottom lip when his finger traces circles around my sensitive bud.

“That’s it, baby. Keep sayin’ my name like that.”

“Sooo good, Brett. Sooo fucking good,” I’m babbling as his tip becomes coated in my pussy juices. My walls clench with his finger on my clit, but my pussy feels so empty. “Need you,” I whimper. “Need your cock.” I’m grabbing at his waist, trying to pull him in closer, when it hits me like a jolt of electricity.

My third orgasm happens right when my husband pushes the tip of his cock into my pussy, pressing hard against my clit.

“Fuck,” my husband says through gritted teeth. “Not even in all the way yet and you’re already so tight.”

My hands curl into the bedsheets and my eyes roll back. My husband doesn’t wait until I’m coming down to push his cock into me. The delicious stretch of my pussy melds with the heat of my body. I’m breathing hard as my pussy flutters to accommodate him.

Even taking my now-husband so many times over, this time feels new. This time, he’s fueled by the fact that every thrust into my pussy squeezes against the cum in my ass.

“Already turned on by fucking another guy, are you?” he asks with a big grin.

“Yes,” I whimper, “but nobody fucks me like you.”

“Damn right. They get a taste, but I get the whole meal.” He’s thrusting so hard that the bed keeps slamming against the wall.

I don’t know if Connor is still nearby, but anyone walking by will be able to hear us. This time, they’ll know that the newlywed couple is having the time of their lives, but what they won’t know is how I’ve already been fucked once tonight.

My husband’s gaze dips to my chest when his rhythm picks up. “Love how your tits bounce when I fuck you,” he says before dropping his head to my hands. “Love how that ring reflects the light when you grip the bedsheets.” He licks his lips. “And I fucking love coming in your pussy, pumping you full for our family.”

One hard thrust and I’m coming undone just as my husband floods my pussy with hot promises.

“Fuck,” he says. “That was….”

“Incredible,” I finish.

It takes us a moment to recover from our orgasms before grinning like fools and breaking down into laughter.

“Guess we should make this fantasy into a habit, huh?”

I nod when my husband’s cock slowly pulls out of my pussy. A flood of cum gushes past my lips, dripping past my ass and mixing with Connor’s cum in my hole. “I’m not just your wife, but your hotwife now.” I smirk.

“The hottest.” He hops on the bed and settles us in. Pulling me into his arms, lazily drawing circles on my skin, he says, “Ready for a whole week of fucking my groomsmen?”

All fucked-out, I can only respond with a lazy smile and nod. This is the start of our new lives, and I’m ready to be filled and fulfilled in more ways than I thought possible.

~~The End~~

Follow me on Amazon for notifications on new hotwife releases!
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Sierra writes about women being passed around, used, and shared—all with the encouragement of their loving husbands. All stories are about the hottest wives being pleasured in every way possible, whether by one man or multiple!
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