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 Chapter One

“I now pronounce you husband and wife.”

Our friends and relatives cheered. Callen swooped me up in a kiss that lifted me off my feet and set my heart racing. He’d looked so handsome in his suit it had been impossible to keep from touching him all day – but now there was no more reason to wait. We were married.

It was exhilarating to finally be his wife. It felt like forever we’d been waiting, working toward this, and now, we would be together forever.

The day had been wonderful and bewildering and chaotic, and it wasn’t even over yet. I was exhausted, but too happy to care. As Callen and I packed ourselves into the back of the limo, he told the driver to take it slow, put the partition up, and kissed me again.

Heat coursed through my body. I was as ready for him as I’d been the day we’d met.

“Take your panties off,” he growled, and I didn’t have to think twice. They were off and in my handbag in a moment; he was inside me in the next.

We made passionate love right there in the back of the limousine, not caring about the cramped seats or our clothes or the guests waiting for us. We were married; I was his forever now.

When we finally made it, shaky-legged and panting and covered in sweat, to our hotel room, ostensibly to change before the reception, I knew we were going to be late. Even though he’d just taken me, Callen was already ready for more. He pressed me back onto the bed, tasting himself on my pussy, lavishing me with long, assured strokes until I moaned and begged him for the second round he desperately wanted.

We didn’t reach the reception for another hour. We’d made love again – showered – cleaned up – and then a third time, when Callen’s face upon seeing my reception dress turned hot and lusty. And then showered again, and finally stumbled into the hall where our loved ones tactfully pretended we hadn’t been missing for quite some time.

I was glowing, just so happy to be with Callen and his loved ones. My own parents had passed away when I was young, and although I had a few friends and more distant relatives, I’d been used to being, well, alone, before I’d met Callen and been welcomed by his clan (by his whole town!) with open arms. Being so loved and wanted – today was no exception – had completely swept me off my feet three years ago, and it still did today.

In his vows, Callen had promised me I’d never be alone again. I held that promise close to my heart as we laughed, danced, and enjoyed spending time with our loved ones.

I’d never be alone again.

And soon, we would be a real family. Callen and I had talked about it, and we wanted to get pregnant right away.

~

“You’re going to be a wonderful mother.” Callen’s voice was husky in my ear and sent shivers down my spine.

I bit my lip. “I hope so.”

He kissed me firmly. “You will. And our children will love you so, so much.”

I lay back in his arms, letting myself fantasize as he told me stories of our future together, of us sitting around the table having breakfast with the kids, spending Christmas with all of their cousins and aunts and uncles, cuddling them on the couch as we had movie and pizza night. For so long, I’d been used to being alone. I was so thankful that I’d met Callen and he’d shown me it wouldn’t always be that way.

“And you will look so fucking hot when you’re pregnant,” he continued.

I laughed. “Fat and sweaty?”

Callen kissed me again. “Like a goddess. Carrying new life.”

I surrendered to his vision, kissing him back fervently. Thinking of myself as a goddess was something else I’d never done before Callen.

His body moved on top of mine, and it was several long, panting minutes before we spoke again. Now we were laying next to each other, his hand on my belly, our chests rising and falling in time with the aftershocks of our passion.

“What do you think about getting pregnant right after the wedding?”

I thought of his hand on my belly. I thought of how it would feel to be full of life, to be carrying our child, to be starting our family.

“I’d like that,” I told him sincerely. “I’d like that very much.”

Callen’s delight was infectious and it was a long, long time before we slept.

~

That night, as we danced and drank and made merry, I knew the conversation we’d had so many months ago was never far from Callen’s mind. He always looked at me as though he couldn’t believe he was so lucky, but today there was definitely an undercurrent of something else in his expression – something animal, primal, lustful. It gave me goosebumps every time our eyes met, and by the end of the reception I was on fire with need for him, even though we’d already been together three times today.

It was impossible to slip away again before the end of the night, though. We’d effectively made ourselves prisoners with all the people who loved us best in the world: a destination wedding, at a resort for us all.

The resort was beautiful. We’d toured it months ago before we booked it, but summer was in full swing now and the cooler, deader months couldn’t compete with the dazzling array of rich colors that could be found everywhere: lush greens, startling pinks, bright oranges. It was like our own little slice of tropical paradise.

And it was our own. Our wedding was large enough to book the entirety of the small resort; we were holding the reception here, everyone’s rooms were here, and many of the guests were staying the weekend. With a dance floor, a bar, a game room, and a beach, there was no need to go anywhere else to celebrate.

To tell the truth, I was surprised we’d gotten everyone to come out for the weekend. Callen was from a small, very close-knit town. If I knew anything about his friends and family, it was that they preferred to stay at home and keep their own company.  (To be fair, Callen’s hometown was one of the most beautiful places I’d ever seen. It was easy to understand how between that and the community, folks wouldn’t want to leave!)

But Callen had assured me they were all looking forward to the wedding and wanted to celebrate. It was a big deal for someone from his town to marry an “outsider,” and I’d apparently won them all over time and again with every visit. They were all looking forward to welcoming me personally, Callen explained.

I loved the idea that his little town was so eager to have me join. I’d been intimidated at first when I learned where Callen was from, what it was like there. He had five best friends he’d literally been babies with. Most of the townsfolk had known him his entire life. But he and they had never been anything but warm and friendly to me, and eventually I let go of my worries and just tried to be myself.

And it hadn’t mattered; if anything, they’d loved me more. I was claimed by Callen’s father and brother for dances, but also by his uncle, a fellow who ran the feed store, two of Callen’s best friends, and even a shy teenager. Each of them had beamed at me, told me earnestly how happy I made Callen, and how lucky they were that I’d be coming to live in their town. After the second time, I had to excuse myself for a few minutes to cry quietly in the bathroom. It was overwhelming, being so loved, and I was incredibly thankful.

By the end of the night, my feet felt like I must have danced with every man in town. I was exhausted, my hair almost completely undone, and more than a little tipsy. Truthfully, after the final chords of the DJ’s last song hung in the air, I could have curled up anywhere and gone straight to sleep.

Of course, there was no chance of that, with the way Callen had been eying me. I squeezed his hand as he made our official goodbyes to the chorus of catcalls and well-wishes.

And then it was time, finally time, for our honeymoon suite.


 Chapter Two

Electric, ecstatic. Our bodies moving together, perfect.

It had always been this way with Callen, ever since that first time. We fit together perfectly, our bodies attuned even before we ever kissed. When he moved over me and took me in his hands, I gave myself over to him completely. His fingers on my clit as he entered me and brought me to the brink of passion and beyond made me weep for release.

He was deep inside me now, his cock pressing gently against my cervix at the height of each thrust. I ran my hands over his muscled back, down to his taut buttocks, urging him on: yes, this, more. Callen bent his head and his mouth met mine in a long, passionate kiss as we rocked against each other.

My breath was coming faster now, catching in my throat as I kissed him back desperately. My whole world narrowed to the sensation of Callen on top of me – Callen touching me – Callen deep inside me.

Knowing we were married now and that I belonged to him forever made the moment all the sweeter.

Knowing Callen was urging me on to the slick heights of passion not only for himself, but for us, for the chance at a child… it was almost too much love to bear.

Without even realizing it, my pace had quickened, my hips thrusting against my husband with a fierce, reckless desire. He met me, pushed past me, and raced me to the pinnacle, pleasure crashing through our bodies, the flood of sensation reaching impossibly far, impossibly fast. We were riding the wave, our bodies flowing together along it, reaching, reaching –

The wave curled –

Pleasure, tidal and inexorable –

Our voices crying out together –

And we came as one, me shuddering and shaking below Callen as he froze, awestruck look on his face. I could feel his cock pulse inside me, filling me with his seed, bringing us that much closer to leaving this resort as a family of three.

“I love you,” Callen whispered fervently as I came back to myself in his arms.

I kissed him again, our mouths lingering together as our breathing gradually slowed.

~

I was nearly asleep when Callen asked, “Were you thinking about it?”

“Mmph?” I rolled over to squint at him in the dark.

“Us making a baby.”

Despite my sleepiness, I smiled. “Yes.”

“Me, too. Look…” He trailed off, his usual cheerful confidence nowhere in evidence. Something was troubling him.

I propped myself up on one arm and tried to make out more than his silhouette in the darkness of the honeymoon suite.

“I just really want this to happen for us.”

I kissed him. “It will. It might not be right away, but we can - ”

Callen jerked away. “No!”

His vehemence surprised me. “What do you mean, no?”

“I’m trying to tell you.” Callen took a long, deep breath. “I want to leave here with you carrying our child. I want our family as soon as possible.”

“Well, me too,” I reassured him, “but these things take time.”

“They don’t have to.” Callen’s tone was odd.

I didn’t know where he was going with this, so I waited.

“What if… it wasn’t just me? Then you’d have every chance to be pregnant.”

It took me a long time to figure out what he meant. And then even longer to wrap my head around how that would work. “But…” I was adrift. “I want your baby.”

Callen’s arms wrapped around me, warm and strong. “You belong to me, and the baby will belong to us. That’s all that matters.”

I heard the fervent truth ringing in his words, and recognized it with a truth of my own. It didn’t matter how Callen and I had a baby. If we adopted a child, we’d love it and it would be ours. Our family.

“Our baby,” I agreed aloud with a smile.

Encouraged, Callen gave me a squeeze. “Here’s what I was thinking…”

~

We talked late into the night. At one point, I got up, did math, and realized I’d be ovulating over the next two days – through the end of our resort stay. Callen made his case, and after thinking it over and talking it through, I decided I really didn’t have a problem with it. After all, I’d been with other men before Callen. Maybe this wasn’t the conventional way honeymoons start, but this was for us. For our family.

“Yes,” I told him finally. “We can do this.”

As he leaned in to kiss me again, overwhelmed with joy, I laughed and put a finger to his lips, stalling him. “But I have one condition.”

“Anything, my love.”

I traced my finger over his lips. “Not tonight. I want my wedding night with you… just you. I don’t start ovulating until tomorrow anyway.”

“You are a goddess among women.” Callen pushed my finger aside and kissed me deeply. “Lay back.”

Obediently, I lay back in our twisted sheets, feeling him slide down the bed and spread my legs.

The first long, slow lick set me to shivering. I closed my eyes and leaned back, enjoying Callen’s strong hands at my back as he buried his face between my legs.

He tasted me delicately, then firmly. I could feel Callen tracing a path between my folds, then up to circle my clitoris, then back down. My legs began to shake as he stroked me. His mouth felt so warm against my flesh I couldn’t be sure where I ended and he began.

I panted as he licked faster, now suckling that sensitive nub beneath my hood before moving back to long, slow strokes that made me whimper with frustration. I could feel the need building within me, rising towards a desperate crescendo.

I was lost in my husband’s arms as Callen worked me expertly, bringing me ever closer to climax… and then drawing back. “Please,” I begged shamelessly.

But Callen wasn’t finished with me yet.

Over and over my husband brought me to the brink. My legs shook helplessly beneath his assault, my body desperately reaching for release. My whole world narrowed to my husband’s mouth on my pussy. I needed this, I needed more, I needed – him.

“Please!” I screamed.

Callen brought me to the edge again and – we leapt over together, his mouth engulfing my pussy, his tongue flicking my clitoris again and again, sending pulsating waves of pleasure up into me until it burst, a kaleidoscope of desire that swirled through me, holding me tightly as I cried out… and came.

Panting, I sat back up. I wrapped my fingers in Callen’s hair, drawing his face back out of my lap as he planted a final kiss on my thigh.

I kissed him again. “Tell me you’re ready. I need to feel you inside me again.”

He gave a low groan at that. But he was erect again now, throbbing and ready.

Callen plunged into me, his eyes closing briefly as he sheathed himself fully in my dripping pussy. He held there for a long moment, holding me close. I could feel his heart beating.

As always, just having him inside me made me feel complete. His cock fit me perfectly.

“Please,” I begged.

With a groan, Callen buried his face in my neck. He pulled himself almost free of my eager pussy, leaving just the tip teasingly for the briefest of moments before slamming back into me, thrusting so hard I nearly fell off the edge of the bed.

My body still reeling from my orgasm, I was ready for every inch of him. Callen’s fingers dug into my ass cheeks as he thrust into me again and again, fucking me desperately in the honeymoon bed we shared. Fucking his wife.

I almost came at that thought. It felt so good, so right to be with Callen – my husband – his cock splitting me divinely. I urged him on, faster, harder, desperate to be thoroughly fucked by the person I loved most in the world.

I was panting now, clawing at him. I wanted to beg but had forgotten words. There was only Callen’s cock inside me, filling me again and again. I whimpered as my whole body rocked with the force of his thrusts. I needed this – I wanted this – I wanted everything from him.

For the second time, I felt pressure building within me, seeking release. I quivered under Callen’s assault, trying desperately to pull him deeper inside me as my body rocked with pleasure. Callen buried himself to the hilt once more inside me, giving a low moan as first I came, then him.

Whatever else happened, however this weekend ended, I knew that Callen and I would be together. We had each other. And if we were lucky enough to head home with a baby… then everything would be perfect.


 Chapter Three

The morning was warm and slow and full of promise.

We made love lazily, not wanting to get out of bed. When we’d finally roused enough to be presentable, Callen ordered us room service – waffles with cream and strawberries, with good strong coffee – and then reminded me we had a couples massage booked before lunch.

I nodded absently at the reminder. Truthfully, my mind was a million miles away. Sex with Callen is always enough to hold my attention, but waffles, delicious as they were, couldn’t compete with the shivery anticipation of being inseminated by someone else today. Who would it be? How was Callen going to choose? Where would we do it? Would Callen be there?

Our dishes clear, we made the room and ourselves ready barely in time. Before I knew it, there was another knock at the door: our massage therapists. There was a man and a woman, dressed professionally in white, the man carrying two massage tables like they weighed nothing. Since he was over six feet tall and very well muscled, maybe to him they did!

I couldn’t have called myself stressed – I was much too happy – but it had been a long and busy few days, and I was very ready to lay back and let someone soothe my tired muscles. The masseur’s hands were firm and he moved them along my back in all the right ways, rooting out and coaxing knots to relax.

I was just drifting away in a puddle of contentment, lost in the hands on me, the soft music playing, and the knowledge that Callen was right there with me being pampered, when I was surprised to hear his voice:

“Hey. Would you like to fuck my wife?”

That startled me fully awake.

There was a long, heavy pause as the question hung in the air. I couldn’t see my masseur’s face, but the masseuse rubbing Callen stopped working for a moment before forcing herself to continue in professional silence.

“Sir?” my masseur finally said, the actual question clear: Are you for real?

“You heard me,” Callen said cheerfully. “If you don’t want to…”

Another pause, my heart beating wildly in my chest. And then: “Yeah, I would.”

I left my face buried in the little hole, unable to face my husband, his masseuse, or the man he’d just asked to violate me. I could feel the heat of my blush spread all the way to the back of my neck where I prayed my hair covered it.

This wasn’t what I’d expected. Or was it? It was very confusing. But Callen was right here, with me… my masseur was very attractive… and he’d already proved very, very good with his hands…

He didn’t even stop rubbing me after the exchange, though I was waiting, tense, sure that at any moment I was about to be jumped. Gradually, though, I began to relax under his sure touch. I trusted Callen. I wanted our family.

When the masseur climbed onto the table, straddling me, he didn’t pull aside my towel at first. But I felt his legs on either side of me and knew: he’d disrobed before climbing up. The only thing between me and another man’s cock now was a thin cotton towel draped over my ass.

His hands were still continuing their long, careful strokes, but his movements weren’t quite as professional anymore. When he slid his hands down my sides, he was smoothing my muscles, yes, but he went further, his fingers between me and the table, briefly cupping the side of my breast before sliding back. It felt wonderful, from a massage perspective. But…

It was surreal being touched by someone other than Callen. Of course, I’d had sex with other men, BC – Before Callen – but it had been years, and I hadn’t thought about it much since. What was there to think about, when Callen and I fit so well together?

But I couldn’t deny that I was getting aroused. There was a gorgeous, well-muscled man straddling me, working all the knots from my back, readying himself to violate me while my husband watched us. I didn’t have to see Callen to know the look on his face – a loving smile, sly with mischief and a hint of lust.

I could feel the masseur’s cock now as he moved. He seemed content to take his time, but his position and energetic movements meant that every time he leaned forward, I could feel just the tip of him slide up my lower back. My back was coated with almond oil, but I could still tell he was already leaking precum, his cock slick as it moved across my skin.

Lower and lower his hands drifted as he worked my back, rocking gently against my buttocks. Lower and lower, until they reached the edge of the towel… and ever so slowly pulled the towel to the side.

There was nothing between us now. I could feel the heat of his thighs, feel the soft brush of his balls against my ass. But he didn’t rush. With the towel out of the way, he continued working my back, pressing his thumbs into knots I didn’t know I had. And all the while, I could feel hints of his cock, tantalizing – his shaft here, his tip there, a teasing promise of what was to come.

My masseur shifted above me, moving his hands to my ass and continuing the slow, steady strokes of his profession. And with the new position, the new angle, his cock was no longer pointed at my lower back but lower… deliciously lower.

While my husband and his masseuse watched, the stranger above me began to slide himself between my legs. Not press into me, not quite yet, but I could feel the shuddering length of his cock and the slick sensation of precum. And I was sure he in turn could feel how aroused I was, my thighs and lips sticky with anticipation.

And of all things, I couldn’t help but appreciate how good it felt to have someone massaging my ass.

I could have let him continue forever, teasing me, rubbing me, but we both knew why we were here. My husband had asked this stranger to fuck me, and so he was going to. And I was going to let him – more, I was going to beg him for more, to urge him to fill me with his cum.

My masseur didn’t ask if I was on the pill, or if we wanted a condom. In a way, I was glad he didn’t. It meant that I could focus on what I wanted and not have to worry.

When he finally began to press his length into me, I gasped and bucked. Even if I hadn’t known it was a stranger touching me, I would have understood viscerally: this is not my husband. This is another man, penetrating me. About to breed me. My heart thumped wildly in my chest.

“I love you so much,” Callen murmured.

And there it was. My perfect, crystallizing reason.

I took a deep breath and relaxed. I let him in.

“I love you, too,” I whispered, and then the stranger was fully inside me.

His cock was thick and hard with lust, but even so it didn’t fill me quite the way Callen did. All my body knew, though, was that it was filled – and it wanted more.

He held there for a long moment, until I began to wonder if he thought Callen or I would tell him to stop. But neither of us wanted this to end. We had started a journey together, and there was only one place for it to lead.

I raised my hips slightly, forcing my stranger a little more deeply inside me. With a groan, he began to move.

The massage was forgotten, though his hands as they grasped my hips were still warm and soft with oil. He thrust into me slowly, again and again, building in confidence and desire as neither of us stopped him, as I raised my hips again and again, urging him to stay mounted, to take me harder.

Despite knowing no one else could make my body sing the way Callen did, there was something… primal… about this. We were coming together not for pleasure – though that was rising, too – but for a deeper, more animal reason. We were coming together to create life. It spoke to me viscerally, that knowledge. We were following in the steps of billions of ancestors before us, following our most basic urge: to reproduce.

My ass was fully up in the air now, and my masseur was forcing himself deeper and deeper inside me with each thrust. Torrid waves of delicious pleasure crashed through my body, accompanied by the faint rattle of the massage table each time he penetrated me. I could hear him groaning and realized with faint astonishment that I was moaning myself. Dimly, I heard Callen urge us on.

And then he was taking me, fucking me fiercely, animalistic in his urge to spend his seed in me, to claim me in some small way. We were beyond words now, beyond reason – there was only this, our bodies moving together as one, following the ancient rhythmic dance of life. I panted, desperately needing him to – to – something, I didn’t even know what, only I knew I needed it, I couldn’t reach my orgasm the way I could with Callen, but it felt so good anyway I didn’t care, I was being violated in front of my new husband and a complete stranger was about to cum in me and I wanted – I wanted –

With a guttural groan, my masseur froze, his cock pulsating inside me. I could feel him release his seed, feel it spilling into my fertile womb and filling me with promise –

And that promise, finally, was what I needed, and I came too, gasping and shaking, as my husband watched with loving eyes.


 Chapter Four

Callen checked in with me again after the massage therapists finally left. Both of us were languid, and I was sleepily satisfied, but I understood why he asked.

“I was surprised,” I admitted. “But I trust you.”

Callen’s smile was full of mischief. “You should have seen your face.”

I threw a pillow at him.

“Was that what you had in mind for the rest of the weekend, too?” I needed to know what I was in for! “It’s not exactly what I was expecting.”

My husband sighed and ran a hand through his hair. “No, that was just a happy thought. I think I’ll go talk to a few people. Maybe we can get together with the guys for a poker night.”

Callen’s best friends came over often for card or football games, but somehow I didn’t think this was what he had in mind for getting together with his buddies during our honeymoon. A shiver of anticipation ran through me, and Callen noticed.

He smirked. “Go shower. I’ll be back before you know it.”

~

“Call.”

The normal sounds of poker – the tapping of cards, bragging chit-chat, even chips that someone had brought clacking together – didn’t hide the undercurrent of tension in the room. Callen’s friends were doing their best to act casual, but I caught each of them sneaking speculative glances at me when they thought I wasn’t looking, something they never did back at home.

All five of them were crowded around the little hotel table in Thomas’ room while I sat on the bed pretending to watch TV. I wasn’t positive, but I suspected that meant that every one of Callen’s friends had jumped at the chance to impregnate me.

“Raise.”

Whether or not they were all playing for keeps or not, I was definitely the actual “pot” for this hand. Whoever won not only got the chips bet, but would excuse himself from the game temporarily, come to where I was sitting on the bed, and empty their balls into their friend’s willing wife.

“If I had such a hot wife, I wouldn’t be sharing her,” Jason said finally, breaking some layer of tension I hadn’t been aware existed.

Luke slugged him in the arm casually. “You wouldn’t have such a hot wife.”

They were all looking at Callen for a reaction, but I pitched my voice higher than their mock argument: “Maybe he just wants the rest of you to know how lucky he is.”

Thomas nearly spat out his drink laughing at that; Dan had to clap him on the back. Luke and Pete continued teasing Jason, who was turning red. And Callen gave me a look of deep love and approval.

Luke won the first hand, to mock cries of dismay and hooting from the other guys. I watched him stand and bow jokingly, my heart thumping wildly in my chest. I was about to have sex with one of my husband’s best friends, in front of Callen, hoping to be impregnated. It didn’t feel real, but the cheery buzz of conversation and speculative looks aimed my way were too true-to-life for me to doubt.

As Jason shuffled the cards, not looking in our direction, Callen and Luke both headed over to the bed where I lay. Callen gave me a long, deep kiss, then winked at Luke before heading back to the table. Luke stood quietly before me.

“Are you okay?” he asked softly, his voice pitched too low to be easily heard by the other guys. I loved him a little for that, for checking in with me.

I nodded, not trusting my voice just yet.

He searched my face and then accepted the answer with a nod of his own. “How do you want to do this? Take it slowly, or… I mean, do you want foreplay?”

Did I? I squirmed a little at the thought of Luke’s hands on my breasts, his bearded face between my legs. My pussy was already wet with anticipation. I didn’t know how to tell him that, to explain to him that as nervous as I was, I wanted to be pregnant with our child more than anything in the world.

Finally, I whispered, “No, let’s just… I’m ready.”

Luke nodded again and began unbuttoning his shirt.

I didn’t linger and watch. My heart was thudding so wildly now it almost hurt, and my body was racing with nerves and desire. This was really about to happen. I was about to offer myself to my husband’s best friend, to be fucked and claimed by five men in turn while my husband watched, both of us hoping desperately that their seed would swell my belly.

I’d deliberately chosen a skirt for the evening, and there was nothing underneath it. Soon Luke would see my bare pussy, would press himself into my depths and fill my fertile womb.

The honeymoon suite’s bed was high off the floor – maybe purposefully. Either way, it was the perfect height. I scooted down the bed as Luke unbuttoned his pants, lowering them to reveal the bulge straining against his briefs. I slid my legs off the bed – turned – lay facedown, presenting my ass to Luke for his conquest.

I lay there, waiting, my nerves and desire both at fever pitch. Dimly I was aware that the next hand had started, though conversation seemed forced. I didn’t doubt most if not all of the table were trying to act normally for our sakes, while being deeply interested. Every time I heard Callen’s light and happy voice, I relaxed a little more.

Luke’s cock probed the wetness between my thighs. I spread my legs a little to encourage him, but he slid between my thighs and lips for a moment first: one stroke, two. Lubricating his shaft, or maybe he just enjoyed the feeling. Whatever his reason, it was making me pant and quiver, the slow and teasing slip of him just barely touching my most sensitive places, hovering near my entrance, then sliding between my lips once more.

I was licking my lips, almost about to beg, when Luke began to press into me. His cock, slick with my juices, slid easily into my pussy. He impaled me with his full length in one smooth stroke, making me gasp loudly. The poker game hushed for a moment – then conversation resumed, and Luke began to fuck me.

So there I was: bent over the bed being claimed by my husband’s best friend… in a room full of men, waiting their turn to take me themselves… with my husband sitting just a few feet away. If the masseur yesterday had felt surreal, it was nothing compared to this experience: the illicit thrill of pleasure I shockingly felt, knowing the other men could hear us, were getting aroused by the thought of their own cocks plumbing my depths; the easy sound of Callen’s laugh; the inexorable pleasure rising within me as Luke thrust into my pussy again and again, making the bed underneath us squeak and shake.

Every time his weight bore down on me, it pressed my mound against the edge of the bed, and I felt a corresponding ache deep inside me. Every time he withdrew nearly to his tip, I couldn’t help but whimper and move my ass, waiting for more.

He was taking me faster now, his thrusts harder and harder as he picked up speed. The bed was bouncing and I was panting again, thrills of pleasure coursing through my body as Luke violated me. The clink of chips and soft chatter of the players mixed with my heavy breathing, with Luke’s grunts, with the soft wet sounds of our bodies coming together. I could feel his cock shuddering toward its final peak as Luke fucked me again and again.

More. Yes. I was lost in the sensation of being filled now, my own orgasm not quite within reach, but all I knew was the stutter of the cock inside me that heralded my lover’s final need. Sure enough, Luke buried himself deep within me one more time, groaning, as his cock pulsed once, twice, spilling his seed into my fertile womb. I gasped in pleasure at being so filled, knowing exactly what his cum could be doing to me.

We hung there together for long moments, our bodies slowly coming down – though mine was still on fire with need, my breathing slowed – and enjoying the sensation of what we had done together, something deep and carnal. My husband’s best friend had just inseminated me. With luck, the other four were about to do the same.

When I heard one of the other guys clap Luke cheerfully on the shoulder and felt him begin to withdraw, I knew: this was only the beginning.


 Chapter Five

Thomas was next, claiming me and the pot with a full house. He greeted me cheerfully but wasted no time in pulling his cock free and pressing it into my already-used pussy. I was still slick from being taken by Luke; his shaft impaled me with no trouble and I found myself right back where I had been a moment before, a fluttering pleasure rising in me, aching and terrible, as one of my husband’s friends thrust into me again and again.

He was more methodical than Luke, his thrusts exact and controlled. Thomas’ hands gripped my hips, carefully adjusting me as needed. Nothing was asked of me; no other words exchanged. I gave myself over to his ministrations, letting myself drift back to a dreamy dissociation, hearing Callen’s voice, feeling the pleasure of being filled, the excitement of knowing my womb was full of seed.

Again and again Thomas plunged into me, the same depth each time, the same forceful strokes. Each time, it sent a thrill through my abused pussy; each time, it made me quiver with pleasure, my body eagerly reaching for the orgasm I hadn’t quite achieved before. I was close now, my fingers curling the bedsheets, my breaths coming sharp and fast.

It didn’t feel like I’d been in this position long enough for another hand to have concluded, but there was a hubbub at the table, and then Pete complaining good-naturedly that Callen had only one pot to enjoy.

I could hear the smile in Callen’s voice. “Maybe.”

The slide of chips. Cards being shuffled. And a sudden weight and creak of the bedsprings, counterpoint to Thomas’ careful thrusts.

My eyes flew open to find my husband on the bed before me, his lap inches from where my face had been buried in the comforter.

“Let’s show them what else they should be jealous of,” Callen told me softly. He began to unzip his fly and I opened my mouth helplessly.

Callen’s cock was still mostly soft, of course – he’d already been taking me as many times a day as he could manage, that was why he was sharing me at all – but I was eager to take him in my mouth anyway. Even soft, there was something teasing and naughty about having Callen’s cock in my mouth, especially with Thomas in my pussy. It felt… right, in a deeply primal way. Like I was made for this, made to be claimed in all ways, even at once.

I moaned around my mouthful of cock, lost in lust at the images that train of thought conjured in my mind.

As I suckled and tongued my husband, Thomas began to thrust harder, faster. But I was already lost.

I’d been close before, but the feeling of Callen in my mouth – of a cock at both ends – of being so thoroughly claimed – I went over the edge, pleasure racing through my every inch, curling my toes, crashing and cresting, again and again.

Thomas must have felt it, felt how I tensed, because suddenly he was there with me, all his careful control gone, fucking me as hard and fast as he could, grunting with the effort as I writhed under him, lost in the twinned pleasures of his assault and my own orgasm. As my body began to come down, deliciously, from the wave of sensation, I could feel both cocks pulse within me – Callen in my mouth, twitching in desperate arousal that his body couldn’t quite handle yet – and Thomas, buried hilt-deep in my pussy, releasing his seed with a groan, filling my womb for the second time that night.

Pete claimed me next, after Callen regretfully withdrew and went back to the poker game. Unlike the other two, Pete had me lay on my back, pulling my legs up against his chest, and proceeded to penetrate me even more deeply than his friends. With each thrust, his cock plumbed my depths, reaching all the way to my cervix. I was whimpering by the end, the other guys cheering and whistling for Pete as I blushed.

Even Jason, who’d been the one to question Callen’s decision to allow his friends to fuck his wife, shyly took his turn with me. Though I hardly needed it at that point, he was the only one to focus on my pleasure as well, pressing a thumb to my mound as he sunk his shaft into me, coaxing me to new heights of pleasure as he rhythmically caressed my clit in time with his thrusts.

Poker night ended with me on all fours on the floor, Dan energetically plowing me as he watched the game and yelled commentary to his friends. Even moreso than the others, it felt almost like I wasn’t there – was just a hole to be used – and I alternately burned with desire and shame at the thought of it. But then he, too, checked in with me as he went, and I felt a new sensation along with the constant tide of pleasure and excitement: acceptance. Each of the men here loved Callen and me and wanted to do their best by us. Each of them was happy to inseminate me, yes, but that wasn’t it – or even close to all – of how they felt about the situation. They, too, were family.

When I had been filled with Dan’s cum, too, I thought the night would be over. But the guys were still playing; I was invited to join, but it wasn’t what I wanted. Instead, I lay back on the bed, eyes closed, drowsing, my skirt hiked up around my thighs, just enjoying their company. And when I felt Luke’s hand on my knee for the second time that night, I opened my eyes and smiled.


 Chapter Six

I woke up before Callen and decided to go for an early morning swim. There wouldn’t be any attendants at the pool this early – the little café didn’t open until 11 and there were only lifeguards on duty during peak hours – but I didn’t need anything fancy. All I wanted was to do some laps and clear my head.

As I plunged into the water, I bit back a shriek at the chill. Soon enough though, it started to feel good. My muscles warmed; my strokes lengthened; I began to hit my stride as I completed lap after lap, trying to work through my feelings.

This had been a very confusing weekend. Oh, it had been wonderful so far – and I was over the moon thankful to be Callen’s wife – but I’d never pictured my honeymoon going quite like this. Surely I should be feeling guilty about being shared, especially so soon after our wedding vows?

But when I probed that thought, the guilt I expected didn’t come. Of course, I shouldn’t feel guilty. Intellectually, I knew that. (This had been Callen’s idea, after all!) But it was a surprise to me that my main feeling was… contentment. In some strange way, I felt taken care of. Like Callen had known what I needed before I did, and done whatever he could to give it to me.

And I couldn’t deny that there was something exciting about being so desired. Sure, every woman has an outfit or two that she can dress up in and feel like she’s a sexy eighteen-year-old again, but it had been a long time since I spent any energy on thinking of myself as desirable. Clean and put together, yes. Professional, absolutely. But desirable? Being older and having first an engagement ring and now a wedding band on my finger, I’d stopped expecting every man I met to undress me with his eyes.

I was forced to admit that was my own dismissiveness, my own prejudice. Callen had tried to tell me, but my last two days had proven it to me over and over again. Not only did the men of his town want me to join their clan, they actually found me sexy – desirable – hot. Not a one of them had shown the slightest hesitation about wanting to explore my body.

It was such an unfamiliar experience for me these days that it felt completely new. And I found that I liked it. I liked being claimed by Callen and knowing how much his friends and neighbors desired me. I liked feeling their eyes, their hands, their cocks on me, knowing with an illicit thrill that even though they got to have me now, I belonged to another.

That was the thought lingering in my mind when I surfaced next to find I was no longer alone.

There were two of them. They were both young, college-aged, and from Callen’s hometown. It took me a minute to place them – Derek, I thought, was the dark-haired one, and I vaguely recalled him being the younger brother of one of Callen’s best friends, though I didn’t remember which. I couldn’t remember the other boy’s name but I thought he worked at the general store with his father.

“Hey there.” I smiled at them, trying to push away the swirling thoughts I’d been wrestling with. “I guess I’m not the only one who likes early morning swims.”

They exchanged a look, and it was then I realized: neither of them was carrying trunks.

A shiver ran through me, one that had nothing to do with the temperature of the pool. I pulled myself out of the water and began walking to my towel, trying to ignore the horrible suspicion rising in my mind.

“We’re not here for a swim, Mrs. Lark,” Derek said pleasantly. “Shawn and I are here to help you get plowed.”

I had to bite back a snort of laughter at his phrasing, even though I was teetering on the verge of panic. This wasn’t what I’d expected at all! Callen had talked about the town’s men generally, but I guess after last night, I’d been thinking he only really meant his close friends, not – not –

I dried myself off hastily, trying to think of what to say. My heart was beating wildly.

“I’m old enough to be your mother,” I protested as I finally turned, trying to regain control of the situation.

Too late. Both of them were already naked when I turned back, their young cocks already fully erect and ready for me.

Derek eyed me frankly. “You don’t look it,” he said with admiration.

Shawn gently took the towel from me. “Come on, Mrs. Lark,” he coaxed. “We know what we’re doing. Plus, we’re in our prime. No offense to your husband, but if you want to get knocked up, taking a few loads from younger guys would help your chances. ” He bent his head to the place my neck met my shoulder, his mouth taking me in. Against my will, I shivered in pleasure.

Shawn was pressing against me now, and I could feel the length of his erection against the small of my back. Derek was in front of me, his eyes full of lust and mischief, and before I knew it, their hands were on me too. As Derek undid the tie at the front of my suit, freeing my breasts, Shawn was already tugging the lower half of my suit down.

“Boys, I don’t think…” I tried, unsure of what I was going to say, what I even wanted to say. My body was responding now to the lust in Derek’s eyes, to the mouth on my neck, to the cock at my back. I was shivering, about to be fully naked in front of two college boys, and I could feel my pussy clench with need.

Before I could wrap my head around my body’s response, around any further protests I might have made, it was too late. Shawn’s cock was pressing between my cheeks and probing at my entrance, already slick with desire.

“Wait,” I started to say, and then Derek’s mouth was on mine, his tongue pushing into me insistently as Shawn’s cock impaled me.

Against my will, I moaned into Derek’s mouth. His hands were on my breasts now, weighing them gently in his hands as he explored, as my body trembled and my tired legs tried to keep me upright while Shawn pressed himself deeper and deeper inside me.

As Derek kissed me, stroked me, explored me, Shawn buried himself fully to the hilt inside me. His hands were on me too, now – it was impossible to keep track of who was caressing me where with Derek’s tongue in my throat and Shawn’s teeth at my neck. And then Shawn began to move.

An older man might have started off slowly, but I was being violated by two  boys, barely in their twenties, and they were both quivering with excitement. As Derek bent to take my breast in his mouth, Shawn thrust into me quickly – again, and again. Hands were on my other breast, in my hair, baring my neck before Shawn’s mouth – sloppy and careless but the sheer passion of it was enough to make me gasp – and I could feel fingers cautiously probing my mound even as Shawn took me.

They were young and inexperienced, true, but they made up for it with passion and joy as they explored my body. I would have called it going above and beyond the call of duty to make sure I was aroused, but I more than half suspected it was sheer curiosity and desire on their parts, to be with an older woman. Whatever the reason, they made my body sing, the two of them with their awkward hands, kind and untutored mouths, and Shawn’s cock deep inside me, already shuddering towards its final rhythm.

I’d never been with two men at once before. It was a completely new experience for me, as this whole weekend was. I’d never been penetrated while four different hands and two different mouths caressed me. I’d never had my breast suckled at the same time someone else was exploring my depths.

I gave myself over to them, letting them hold me up and explore me, their fingers and mouths trailing across my skin and sending delicious shivers of desire coursing through my body. Shawn was fucking me harder now, my calves barely able to support his dizzyingly quick thrusts, but Derek braced us both as he suckled me, grazed my clit with his fingertips, captured my mouth once more.

Shawn came in me then, hot and fast, his young seed racing to fill my fertile womb. I teetered as he suddenly withdrew, almost falling, but Derek held me fast, his muscular arms flexing in the early morning light. His own cock was between my legs in the next moment, inside me in the one after that, and I was being fucked again, wet with Shawn’s and my juices, young Derek as eager to claim me as his friend had been.

As Derek worked himself to a frenzy inside me, I could feel Shawn rubbing his softened cock against my ass, alternately stroking my flesh and giving me little slaps. I jumped every time he did and moaned in protest against Derek’s mouth, but it was impossible to resist. Every little motion they made against me, however tentative and unskilled, was kindling the growing fire in my loins. There was something so terribly naughty about it, being claimed by two college boys on a pool deck while my husband slept upstairs. And there was something arousing in how badly they wanted me.

If anything, Derek was quicker than Shawn to start moving towards his release, but I was already fired up from being taken moments before. As the boys continued to move their hands on me – pinching and exploring my breasts, my ass, my mound – I felt my breath quicken and pleasure rising dangerously within me. I wanted this, wanted every second of their awkward embrace, their hands and awed expressions saying more than words ever could.

My legs were pure jelly now, threatening to drop me where I stood, but for Derek’s cock and both boys on either side of me, their bodies too close to let me fall. I began to shake and shiver, not only from the exertion, but from the rising, desperate need within. As Derek fucked me harder, faster, I wailed into his mouth, needing, reaching –

There was a hand on my nipple now, a pinch not-quite-gentle sending a shock arrowing through me –

Shawn’s cock, already starting to stiffen once more, slick against my buttocks –

Derek burying himself to the hilt inside me, deep enough to bruise my cervix –

An almost painful tidal rush of pleasure lifting me –

Breaking over me –

Yes –

I came, shaking and crying, suspended between both boys. They were holding me up in earnest now as I rode out my orgasm on Derek’s cock, Derek finishing himself only moments later as my pussy clenched and gasped in paroxysms of desire. I could feel his cock shudder, feel his cum ripple out, and that sent another wave of pleasure crashing through me till I felt stars prick my eyes and nearly fell.

“I think I need to sit down,” I whispered.

Four hands helped me to the chair, two mouths sweet with worry and cocky reassurance. Two cocks, one already stiffening, waiting for me to be ready. Shawn rubbed my back; Derek brought me water.

And in a few moments, once my breathing slowed and I was able to stand without shaking, I looked up to see their hopeful expressions and had to laugh.

“Yes,” I told their earnest faces, “Yes. We can do that again.”

Their joyful desire was infectious, after all.


 Chapter Seven

The last night of our resort stay and the following morning passed by in an impossible blur. Callen and I made love twice, each time with him telling me earnestly how amazing I was, how I was going to be a wonderful mother. At lunchtime, I had a quickie with Mr. Tamber in the coat room while the rest of the clan was gathered to eat; he finished quickly enough that he apologized, but he was an older man and I took his enthusiasm for the compliment it was. After lunch, Callen and I made our way to the beach so I could read and relax. Both of his uncles by marriage fucked me there, one in a small changing cabana and the other up against a palm tree, hidden from the beach by a number of wild flowering bushes.

My body felt so used, so loved. Every time I closed my eyes all I could see with my mind was all the cum inside me, just waiting for the chance to make me a mother. To make me and Callen a real family.

After dinner, Callen sent me to Mr. Erande’s room. He was an older man who ran a little farmstand for his family and a few neighbors. I’d only met him a once or twice and never spoken to him for long, but I learned that night that he had a wicked sense of humor and more than a little naughtiness in him. When he couldn’t get himself erect, I politely told him I’d go and we could try again another time if he liked… but after a minute of his sly charm, I found myself on my knees energetically sucking him instead, which I couldn’t have dreamed I’d be doing even two days ago.

He got more out of me than any of the other men, coaxing me to work him with my mouth long after his older cock had finally stiffened up and saluted me. When he lay back on the bed and told me to get on top of him, I’d hesitated for a moment – and again he’d talked me into it, getting me to ride him for the seed I so desperately wanted, my breasts heaving with each thrust I made.

My sleep that night was dreamless and heavy and sweet, and when Callen awoke me with first his tongue between my legs and then his cock, I drifted off into a happy daze. It was the most beautiful way I could have imagined spending our last morning at the resort.

But our honeymoon wasn’t over yet, and Callen had one more surprise planned for me: a consultation with Dr. Garrett. He checked my vitals, listened thoughtfully as I expounded hopefully on our planned pregnancy, and answered all of my questions about fertility, getting pregnant, and the early weeks of pregnancy. He was lovely and professional until he finished the consultation, and then he smoothly pushed me down over the table we’d just been sitting at, pulled up my skirt, and buried his fat cock in me without another word. The doctor fucked me so energetically I had trouble keeping my feet under myself, the table threatening to tip with the force of his thrusts.

He spent himself in me too, of course, and I lay there for breathless moments after, savoring the sensation of his cum inside me. Dr. Garrett cheerfully told me as he buttoned his pants that he’d be delighted to look after me during my pregnancy – I couldn’t tell for the life of me if this was innuendo or not – and then advised that I lay on my back and keep my hips elevated after intercourse.

I was still lying on my back with my legs and ass propped over a pillow when Callen returned to the room. He lay beside me, drinking in a long kiss, and placed his hand on my belly hopefully.

“Ready to go home?”

I returned his kiss with fervor. “With you, I’m ready for anything.”

~

I was touched at how tearful the goodbyes were. And it wasn’t just the men who’d helped with our fertilization plan – or just the men at all. It seemed like the whole town was sad to see us go, to have us all pack up and go back to our regular lives. Callen and I promised we’d be coming to town soon to visit. It would have to be in a few weeks – we did have a trip by ourselves planned, of course. Each of Callen’s best friends gave me a massive bear hug that somehow felt more brotherly than suggestive. I didn’t doubt that we’d be close friends after this.

Young Shawn winked at me, causing me to blush endlessly. Mr. Erande looked almost as smug as the eighteen-year-old. Dr. Garrett reminded me to take my prenatal vitamins and take care of myself, and then we all drifted back to our rooms to finish packing and take our leave.

Hours later, as Callen and I looked out the window, he rested his hand on my belly again. I covered it with my hand, grateful that I had him, grateful for this weekend… and hopeful for the future.

When it was finally time to see if we were successful, the pregnancy test showed two little lines almost immediately. Callen whooped and scooped me up in a massive hug, and we both wept that night as we made love.

I was overjoyed, of course, but also a little sad. I’d had a lot of fun on our honeymoon. Having a baby was everything we’d wanted, but I still found myself wishing we could have tried for another month or two before succeeding.

But maybe in a year or so, we’d want a second child. And I was sure his town would like to help out…

~

More coming soon! Follow me on Amazon to be notified when it’s released!

Or you can JOIN MY NEWSLETTER for my exclusive FREE STORY All-In: The FreeUse Wife, get notified about Special Deals, and learn All My Darkest Secrets.

All-In: The FreeUse Wife – Free for my newsletter subscribers

Tessa and her husband Geoff live for the naughty games they play with each other, but tonight she has a feeling he's going to take things to the next level.

It's poker night at the Roark house, and all of her husband's friends are over for a night of cards... or so they think. But Geoff is betting they'll want to play a different game. For years, his friends have heard Geoff brag about Tessa's hot body and her talented mouth. Now it's time for Geoff to give them a chance to win the thing they all want more than anything - a night with Tessa as their very own FreeUse slut. Theirs for the taking - all at once and no holes barred.

Let the games begin!

 Other Books By Molly Warden

FreeUse Fertile and Filled - The only thing I want as much as a baby is the fun of making it - it's too bad my husband can't join in.

When fancy fertility treatments are too expensive, my husband and I decide to do it the old fashioned way. Just not with him. At the FreeUse fertility clinic, they pair you up with as many virile men as you can handle, and my husband gets to watch as they fill me up. But there's a slim window when I'm at my most fertile, so the best way to be sure is to let them use me all at once.

Pledge Week At The FreeUse Sorority - Sigma Epsilon Xi is the hottest sorority on campus. Their alums go on to be some of the most successful women in the world, but around here they're known for something else - they're the FreeUse Sorority. And I'm going to pledge.

Three trials will determine if I've got what it takes. Luckily, there's a whole frat full of guys eager to help me prove that I can take what they've got. My obedience will be tested. My abilities will be judged. And all sense of shame will be left in the dust, as the week culminates in a steamy party where the new FreeUse pledges provide the entertainment. Nothing is off limits and I only hope I can take them all - classmates, strangers, one after another or all at once - I'll do anything or anyone to earn my place.

FreeUse For His Friends: Shared While Her Husband Watches - At first, all I wanted was for his friends to like me. But I ended up needing so much more…

When the commercial for the FreeUse Festival interrupted the game, I jumped at the opportunity to prove to John's friends that I could be the cool wife. The fun wife. Maybe they'd finally stop acting like I was stealing their friend away.
I never planned to participate, I figured I'd just tag along while the guys blew off some steam. But my own desire proves to be too much to resist... and the moment I give in, his friend's are ready to give me what I need.

All across the festival, from little anonymous booths all the way to the main stage, my husband's friends help themselves to me eager body. One by one, they turn me from innocent loving wife into a submissive slut. For their grand finale, all four of them use me together - while my husbands watches!

FreeUse Weekend At The Lake House - My husband Jack and his two best friends had been having their annual lake house weekends for years before I was even in the picture, but now that we’re married he’s insisting I tag along. I’m worried about killing their vibe, but Jack assures me they’ll treat me just like one of the guys.

But when one of them spills the beans about my husband's long-held secret fantasy, the weekend takes an unexpected turn. You see, his deepest desire is to watch me with other men. To have them talk dirty to me and make me their freeuse slut, until I'm filled, covered, and begging for more.

And what kind of wife would I be if I didn't do everything I could to make his filthy dreams come true? And if that meant letting his two best friends do absolutely anything they wanted to me, well, wasn't that what being a good wife was all about?

 About the Author

I suppose this is the part where I’m supposed to say I’m a mild-mannered housewife by day and you’d never expect… HAHAHAHAHA. Sorry, I just can’t do it. Got to let that freak flag fly, baby! I’m a proud perv, writing exactly the kind of steamy stories I love to read - FreeUse. It’s those forbidden delights that get my heart racing, and that sweet delicious, “Oh no, we shouldn’t… but ohhhhhhhmygod,” that does it for me every single time. So lets pick up a book and have some fun ;)
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