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SHARED WITH THE BEST MAN


AT OUR WEDDING, my husband makes another proposal. He wants to share me with his friends, starting with the best man.


Connor, the best man, is nothing like my husband. He's rough, hard, and intense. With my new husband in our wedding night suite next door, the best man bends me over and takes me from the back, leaving me moaning and pulsing for my wedding night bliss.


My husband gets so riled up from hearing us that our wedding night takes on the white, hot passion I've been dreaming of. He fills me to the brim, and I can't think of a better way to start the rest of our lives.
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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.


SPREAD BY THE GROOMSMAN


WITH MY HUSBAND just outside the door, his friend takes me on plane to our honeymoon.


Brian is the sweet, soft-spoken groomsman. When he pulls me into the plane bathroom on the way to my honeymoon, he shows me just how firm he can be. With my husband listening, Brian spreads me wide and leaves no part of me untouched.


When we get to our honeymoon suite, my husband is more than happy to show me what being a wandering wife means when he pounds some sense deep into me.
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I barely have time to wake up—beside my now husband—before said husband ushers me out the door. His and his best man’s pleasure drips down my thighs when my husband is dumping my purse in my arms.

“Baby, I love you, but I know how you are in the mornings.”

I grumble and pout. “Coffee?”

“On the plane, I promise.”

My body is on autopilot, mind drifting to the night before, as we hop on the airplane. It’s unusual to go on your honeymoon with the bridal party, but we’re not traditional in the bedroom, so why should we be traditional in other parts of our lives? Besides, it’s not exactly like we’re inviting all our friends to our honeymoon. We’re going to an all-inclusive resort where we’ll all have our own cabins. This way, my husband and I can have our honeymoon privacy while also having the groomsmen near for our—my—nightly entertainment.

As I’m struggling to put my bag overhead, a large hand grazes past mine, easily throwing my carry-on into the bin. It’s a chartered flight, so I know the bags would’ve been secured by cabin crew anyways, but I like doing things by myself. I extra like it when a strong man helps me out. I blush and my skin tingles when I recognize the oaky scent.

“We good?” Connor asks.

“Yeah.” I think about how my husband fucked me after I came back to our room last night. “Yeah, we’re definitely good.”

My husband comes up behind us, putting a hand on the small of my back. “Thanks for helpin’ out with the bags, man,” my husband says to Connor.

Connor snorts. “I ain’t the best man for nothin’.”

“And, thanks for takin’ such good care of Mel.”

Connor’s gaze drifts over me. “Pleasure’s all mine.” He looks around the small plane to pick out a seat. “But, when we’re at the resort, I got other plans.”

My husband nods, glancing at all the other groomsman. “So do we.”

Connor chuckles and shakes his head. “Freaky little shits,” he mutters fondly, taking his seat.

My husband and I plop down together. My bridesmaids are all huddled together in one end of the plane and the groomsman in another. I know that once the drinks start flying, the two groups will mix. I’m a little sad that I haven’t had a chance to really hang out with my girls after the wedding, but I’ve also been so caught up with my new adventurous sex life, that I’m sure they’ll understand when I tell them.

“Who’s next on our ‘other plan’?” I ask my husband with a cheeky grin, the prospect of sleeping with more men waking me up better than a coffee ever would. “Obviously the guys are going to have to agree….”

My husband rolls his eyes. “Have you seen you? They’re gonna jump at the chance to fuck you—just like Connor did.”

My husband’s praise warms my body and my legs rub together, already eager. My body answers my question. Who do I want to fuck next? Someone who’ll praise me, worship me, and take care of me in a different way than both my husband and Connor. I scan the seats and find the mop of curly hair.

Round glasses frame kind eyes and he grins when he catches me looking.

I wave back. “How about Brian?”

My husband peeks past me, giving his friend a tight nod. “Didn’t think he was your type.”

I grab my husband’s hand, intertwining our fingers. “You’re my type.”

He smirks, putting his index finger under my chin and pulling me to his lips. His tongue parts my lips, diving in like his cum isn’t leaking out of my pussy and staining my seat as we speak.

I moan, body melting into him. My husband’s grip changes, full hand gently holding my neck. I arch into him, his hot breath skating across my cheeks. He growls like he’s holding back from fucking me right here in the middle of the flight, nipping my lip before pulling away.

“Remember that when you’re taking Brian,” my husband says.

I barely have time to recover from his searing kiss when he gets up, pats Brian’s shoulder and before I know it, the groomsman plops down on the seat next to mine.

“I told him he should be the one sitting next to you, but he insisted.” Brian gives me a sheepish smile. “Hope this is okay, then.”

Brian might be the tech genius, but from what I’ve heard, he’s the late bloomer of the group. He spent most of his college years working on his startup, and didn’t really get out of his shell until the other guys dragged him out of it. Now, he still has that boyish charm, messy, curly hair, and a light dotting of freckles across his face. But, now, it’s also accompanied by a tight-fitting shirt that pulls against his lean muscles enough to make me drool.

I put my hand on his upper arm, squeezing lightly when I realize it’s firmer than I thought. “More than okay.”

He glances at my hand—sporting my shiny new wedding band—and then to my face. The tips of his ears turn red. “Brett said you wanted to talk to me about something?”

My husband could’ve just told Brian about our arrangement himself, but I bet he gets a kick out of getting me to vocalize it. Jokes on my husband because I love it too.

“I do—we do actually. Brett and I have an arrangement.”

“What kind of arrangement?” Brian’s natural curiosity shines through.

My hand drifts down his arm, landing on his wrist. His hand twitches to take mine. “Brett likes it when I…sleep with other men.”

Brian’s eyes widen and his attention flits between Brett and I before settling on me. “Do you like that too?”

I chuckle. “I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t.”

Brian relaxes. “Brett’s one of my oldest friends, but I’m here for you too—if he ever wanted you to do something you didn’t want to.”

I soften at Brian’s words. This is why I like him. He’s always kind and thoughtful. It helps that he’s cleans up after the rest of the guys when they all come over for football nights.

“Thanks. And, I definitely want to.” I slide my hand into his. “I want to with you.”

His eyes widen, exacerbated by thick rims on his glasses. “Me?”

I nod.

His brows furrow in thought, gaze pinned on our hands. I bet he’s doing a whole cost-benefit analysis—not that there are any real costs when both my husband and I are into this. But, it’s still a big thing to bring up to the groomsman who was just at the wedding yesterday. I actually like that he thinks everything through so carefully. It means fewer regrets and when he says yes, he says yes with his whole soul.

My core flutters when his hand closes around mine.

“I can’t deny my attraction to you,” he says. “And if you’ll give me the opportunity”—he leans in—“I know I can give you a night you won’t forget.”

This close, I can see flecks of gold swimming in his calm brown eyes. My thighs clench with the way he looks me up and down—like he’s assessing me and planning out exactly what he’ll do to me.

The plane jolts awake, engine roaring as it starts moving. My grip on Brian tightens and I gasp, letting out the softest of sounds as the plane tips upwards. I hold my breath until we’re stable in the sky.

“On second thought, why wait for tonight?” He stands and grabs my hand, leading us toward the bathroom.

Ignoring the knowing looks from the flight attendants when we stand at the entrance, I glance back to catch the biggest grin on my husband’s face. Seems like we’re both on board with the mile-high club.
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I’ve never been interested in having sex in an airplane bathroom, but that’s because I’ve never been in the bathroom of a chartered plane before. Instead of regular wedding gifts, the whole bridal party chipped in to pay for the entire group’s vacation. So, the only people on this private jet are the bridal party and the flight crew. And a private jet means a private jet level bathroom.

It’s bigger than all the bathrooms in my college apartments combined, and just a bit bigger than the master bathroom my husband and I have in our home. Sleek counter tops, brass finishes, and a standing shower. Definitely no cramped and grimy spaces here.

The door to the bathroom shuts and I hear Brian latch it to occupied. My breath hitches in heady anticipation.

Using the back of his hand, Brian traces my curves from the base of my neck to the top curve of my ass. “You’re so beautiful,” he says, stepping so close that my back hits his front. “Your husband is a lucky man.” His hands curl around the dip of my waist and he turns me around so I can see the determined look on his face “But right now, I’m the one who’s lucky.” His hand slides up my stomach, splayed flat so he can feel more of my body at once. He stops right at the bottom curve of my breast, thumb lightly tracing my curves. “Can I kiss you?”

I’ve never realized how hot it is to be asked that outright until he does it. “Please.” My voice comes out breathy, like I’ve just run a marathon.

He beams and leans down, but pauses just before our lips meet. He holds himself there, reading my face like he’s memorizing every little bit of me. My body thrums with urgency, but he’s not the type of man who can be rushed. When he’s satisfied, he closes our distance—first with a sweet peck, pulling away for just a beat before going in harder.

He swallows my moans and gasps, pulling my body flush to his. We stumble back and my ass hits the countertop. His hands dig into my thighs when he picks me up and sets my ass onto the counter.

I know that Brian now works out with the guys, but I had no idea how strong he’d gotten. He just lifted me up like I weighed nothing.

“Everything okay?” he asks, panting.

He must’ve noticed how I tensed up in my surprise at being lifted. It’s like he’s in tune with my every movement—something that took my husband years to learn. Brian really is a genius, huh?

I smile and nod. “Everything’s perfect.”

“Good.” His hands travel over my body, leaving hot trails with his path. “Tell me if you want to stop—I don’t really know the rules of having sex with a friend’s wife.”

I chuckle. He’s so candid with his feelings—it’s refreshing. “I’m new to this too—so is Brett.” I put my hand flat on his chest, feeling his hard pecs underneath. “But, I’ll tell you if it goes too far.”

Satisfied with my answer, he’s kissing me again. He pulls me to the edge of the counter and wraps his hands around my ass. His hands are so big that he easily cups my cheeks. He presses our hips together and through our clothes, I can feel his long, hard cock. It’s already twitching when he grinds into me. My hips buck to encourage him.

I like this sweet side of him—it’s so different than a lot of men. He’s cerebral and thoughtful. But, here, I want him to lose control.

It works because he growls and lets his fingers sink in even further into my fleshy ass. He’s pressing so hard, I know he’ll leave marks. I can’t wait for my husband to see them—more proof that another man’s hands have been all over my body.

“You’re really testing my control,” he mumbles. “A woman as beautiful as you should be cherished—worshiped.” He nips at the base of my jaw, kissing a path down my neck. “And if your husband wants other men to do it, I’m not going to deny myself.” His hands work faster than I realize when he’s already tugging and pulling my sweater over my head.

In the rush of the morning, I just threw on a sweater without bothering with a bra. I figured that I’d be sitting on a plane and then getting settled into the resort—not exactly a ton of strenuous activity that’d need support. I didn’t think that I’d be getting my second dose of being a new hotwife on the plane.

But, the way Brian’s darken when my breasts bounce free, nipples already hard, makes not wearing a bra even more worth it.

“Shit,” he mutters. “Remind me to thank Brett for this.” His mouth latches onto one nipple as a hand pinches the other.

I don’t have time to think about how I rarely hear Brian swear because his tongue is lapping circles around my hard nipple. He’s sucking and slurping with no shame, letting his spit drop onto the counter and slide down my stomach.

His saliva cools my skin even if his tongue heats me right back up. The push and pull of the two temperatures tighten and release my muscles. My thighs rub together and even with my husband’s cum from last night still slowly leaking out of my pussy, I can tell that it’s my own slick dampening my panties.

“Tell me how it feels,” he says, popping off my nipple for a moment. “Let me hear that pretty voice sing.”

Holy shit. Who knew this nerdy, tech company CEO could rile me up like this? I love the rough and fast dirty talk, but I could get used to this. He’s choosing his words just as carefully as he does business, and even if this is just a one-time thing, I feel so taken care of and appreciated—not to mention hot.

“Feels so good,” I whimper. “Your wet tongue tracing my nipple like that…I might be able to come from that alone.”

He rewards me with a teasing grin. “Let’s put that to the test, then.” His mouth latches onto my nipple again. One hand is still on my free breast and the other snakes up my back, gathering my hair tightly in his fist.

The pressure at my scalp compounds with his hand and mouth, immediately sending me into overdrive.

“M…more,” I gasp. “Harder!” I want him to push me farther than I thought I could go.

He makes a rumbling noise, rippling through my skin. His teeth graze against the fleshy mounds of my plump breasts and he tugs on my hair hard enough for me to slip backwards. I hit the bathroom wall with a thud. In our new position, Brian practically covers my whole body with his. Despite all the shifting around, he’s pinpoint focused on my breasts. He’s committed to making me come just from my nipples, and when he lightly rolls my nipple between his teeth, I know he’s going to uphold his promise.

“Close,” I blurt. “I’m so close!”

With the gentle vibrations of the plane at my head and Brian’s enthusiasm, it only takes a couple more seconds for my vision to blur around the edges. My toes curl, my thighs seize, and my pussy squeezes harder than ever.

“Ahhh, I’m—” My quick warning is cut off with a low moan.

With one more lick at my oversensitive nipple, Brian pops off my chest. He watches me come down, licking his lips at the way my chest heaves. “I love a good challenge,” he says, moving the hand from my breast down to my waistband. “But, that was only half the fun.”

Even if I’m sluggish from my orgasm, my body needs more. My pussy is desperate to be filled. And, I want to see Brian’s cock for myself. Weakly, I mirror his movements, undoing the button of his pants and palming him through layers of fabric.

I lift my hips just enough for him to slide off my pants and panties, leaving them hooked around my ankles. The countertop is cool on my ass and I blush at the thought of leaving my juices all over it.

“Fuck,” Brian whispers, looking right between my legs. “Gorgeous tits and a pretty pussy? Brett really does have it all.”

My jaw falls slack. So I didn’t mishear him the first time. He’s the type of man who almost never swears or says crude things like the other guys in the group. But, he’s here, staring at my pussy and making me squirm in the best way.

My hand wraps around his cock and I use my heels to push down his pants. If I wasn’t already soaked, I would be now. Brian’s cock is massive…and that’s putting it lightly. My hand barely stretches around the hard shaft and it’s so long that I get a little nervous looking at it.

“It…it won’t fit,” I whisper in awe. “How is it gonna fit?”

Brian chuckles. “This is why I insisted that you come first.” He pauses and catches himself. “Well, this and because I wanted to see the look on your face—all fucked out without a fuck.”

I look over my shoulder to the mirror to see what he’s talking about, and my reflection alone pushes out a new gush of wetness. My lips are swollen, my eyes are half-lidded, my hair is a mess. With my top off, I can see my blush running all the way down my body, puffing up my nipples and making my skin a kissable pink. Brian is so right. I look completely fucked out and his cock hasn’t gone anywhere near my pussy yet.

I can’t wait to see what I’ll look like once I’ve actually been fucked. More importantly, I want to show my husband. He was so turned on by the picture that Connor took of me mid-orgasm, I know he’ll feel the same this time too.

“I don’t have my phone,” I say, realizing that my bag is still at my seat.

Brian cocks a brow. “Is this your emergency phone a friend line? We don’t have to continue if you don’t want to.” He pulls his phone out and offers it to me.

His nerdy references and concern are too sweet, but they’re not what I’m going for right now. “I want you to take a picture of my face right when you come in my pussy.”

His eyes light up. “Oh.” The blush on his face emphasizes the light freckling across his nose and his Adam’s apple bobs when he understands what I’m asking of him. “That I can absolutely do.” He grins to show off that boyish charm that he’s somehow preserved even in our early thirties. “I bet Brett is going to love seeing how good his friends make you feel.”

He will, but my husband can’t do any of that unless Brian actually fucks me. I'm recovered enough from my first orgasm now to be able to take Brian. “Then, make me feel good,” I say. “Fuck me.” I bat my lashes, playing up my wide eyes. “Please.”

“Who can say no to that?” Brian lines us up and slowly pushes.

My jaw slackens the moment his tip enters me. Holy shit. He’s so thick. The slick tip slides into my gushing pussy, and I’ve never been more glad to have orgasmed before penetration. Brian is right. I don’t think I would’ve been able to take him without the warm up.

“Tell me if it’s too much.” His voice is hoarse—like he’s holding himself back from snapping his hips and letting his tip meet my cervix.

“Keep going,” I pant. I need to prove to myself that I can take all of him. I need to be able to tell my husband about this accomplishment.

Brian chuckles, grabs my hips, and pushes himself in. We both gasp when he’s in all the way. The edges of my vision blurs with the stretch from my pussy. It’s so big. I’m so full. It’s so fucking fantastic.

“Move,” I whine, wiggling my hips. “Please. Fuck me.”

His Adam’s apple bobs and he nods. He pulls himself out, holding himself at the tip, and then slams back into me.

At the same time, the plane rattles overhead.

I squeak and grip Brian’s biceps tight. My head is thrown back, my eyes flutter shut, and I wear the most blissful smile. What’s a little turbulence when you’re in the bathroom getting fucked by the groomsman with your husband sitting right outside?

Brian laughs and thrusts again. “Guess that’s a sign.”

“A sign that we’re doin’ somethin’ right.”

“You know it.” His thrusts set a rhythm, bouncing me against the wall of the bathroom. “You are…so tight,” he grunts. “Your pussy just doesn’t wanna let my cock leave.”

Wet sounds of skin slapping skin fill the small space.

“So…big,” I whimper.

“But you’re takin’ me so well.” His thumb latches onto my clit, rubbing tight circles to make me pant. “Fuck. Is this how you squeeze your husband?” Brian exhales sharply. “No wonder he married you.”

Normally, I like to think that my husband married me for more than just my pussy, but right now, I preen at the thought that my pussy is the main reason. I’ve always wanted to be taken—used—like this. I want men to look at me, to see the slutty side beyond my prim and proper life.

And, my husband saw the slutty side, embracing it fully.

My toes curl, my thighs clench, and I can feel my second orgasm creeping up. “I’m close!” I shout. “Make me come on your cock!”

Brian grabs the phone, already set to the camera and turns it toward me. He pounds into me as hard as he can, and it doesn’t take long before I’m moaning as my pussy squeezes tight.

The camera app makes a shutter sound and I feel Brian’s hot cum spurt deep into me. He holds his cock in me until it stops twitching, not wasting even a single drop. We take a beat to calm our racing pulses and dry off our sweaty skin.

He licks his lips and slides his cock out of my pussy. “Even if this is just a one-time thing,” he says, “I mean it when I say you have the prettiest pussy.”

I blush. How can I feel embarrassed by a compliment when he’s just had his cock in me? His charm is completely different from Connor’s, but I get it. Fucking Brian means being taken care of while being taken.

And, as I walk back to my seat right before the plan lands, I’m ready for my husband to take care of me next.
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The plane lands shortly after Brian and I are back in our seats. I can see my husband’s leg shaking, antsy to get off the plane. Antsy to get to our cabin so he can fuck me as Brian’s cum drips from my pussy.

I'm still reeling from how Brian, the nerdy guy of the group, got me off twice. He talked about my body like I was a goddess and he was just happy to worship at the altar of my pussy. It’s left me so eager and ready for my husband because anyone can worship me for just a single fuck, but my husband is with me for the rest of my life.

I'm in a haze when Brett throws open the door to our cabin and dumps our bags to the side. He pulls me in, crushing his lips to mine as he kicks the door closed behind me.

I start moaning and grinding under his touch. It’s only been a couple hours and I’ve already missed him. I’ve missed my husband’s touch, his mouth, and his cock. I could fuck a million other men, but the one that’ll always hold the key to my heart is the one right in front of me.

It’s obvious my husband is as eager as I am because when he pulls away, a loud ripping sound fills the room. I look down, mouth agape, and I’m met with my shirt in tatters.

My husband ripped right through the fabric to get to my tits.

Every man I fuck seems to spur him on even more, and it makes me so excited to fuck the next one.

My husband chuckles. “You let him suck on your tits, huh?”

I take a closer look and my eyes widen. On my left breast, right around my peaked nipple, there’s the unmistakably darker skin of a hickey. Brian left a hickey!

I thought I’d be too old to be turned on by being marked like this, but I guess not. “He made me come just from that,” I say.

My husband cocks a brow. “Did he?” His hand roughly grabs the hickey-marked breast. His hand is so big that it makes even my heavy breasts look small. “He took good care of you then.” He rolls my nipple between his thumb and forefinger. “You get a picture for me this time too?”

I stifle a moan when he presses my nipple hard enough for me to see stars. “Yes,” I pant.

“Show me,” my husband says with a devious grin. “Show me how my slutty wife looks when she’s taking another cock.”

I fumble with my phone, pulling out the photo. Just like when I showed him the photo Connor took, my husband’s eyes go wide before darkening. Now that we’ve done this whole thing once already, I’m solidifying the trust that my husband really does love seeing these pictures. He loves thinking about how another man has fucked me. He loves seeing another man’s cum drip out of any of my holes.

“Did he cum in you?” My husband’s voice is raspy, like he’s doing his best to not sound completely animalistic.

I nod and rub my thighs together. They’re already dampening from the cum slowly leaking out.

My husband grins, toothy and sharp. “Good. I’m gonna make sure that cum stays in.” He pushes my pants and panties down in a single motion. “By the time I’m done with you, you’re gonna have so much cum in you, your pussy won’t know what to do with it all.”

“Please,” I whimper. “I need your cum.”

“Not just mine.”

I shake my head. “I need all the cum—your friends’ and yours.”

My husband’s hand drifts between my legs and his thumb rubs tight circles against my clit. “Guess my new wife isn’t just a slut—she’s a cumslut.”

I moan, writhing under his touch. “I am. I’m your cumslut.”

“Fuck, and I love sharing you. Love showing you off. Love how the whole world gets to see that the hottest woman in the world is married to me.” His thumb presses so hard into my clit that I’m already coming undone.

No matter how much I orgasm with other men, it’s clear to me that my husband can unravel me the easiest. He knows exactly how much pressure to put on my clit, how tight to rub those little circles, how to kiss and lick up my neck when his hands are between my legs. And, even having come twice—on a freaking plane—the orgasm I have in our cabin with my husband is stronger than ever.

It takes me a full minute to catch my breath from the orgasm my husband gives me. My pussy is dripping wet and he pulls up his hand, glistening with my slick. Holding my gaze, he slides his fingers into his mouth, licking them clean.

“Better than our wedding cake,” he says, grinning from ear to ear.

I smack his shoulder playfully, and he takes that as his sign that I’m recovered enough for his cock. He lifts me up by the waist, throwing me over his shoulder.

“Ahh!” I squeak, legs dangling in the air.

His palm slaps my ass, the sharp sting sending a jolt of pleasure through my body and shutting up all my thoughts. “Love your ass.”

I’m plopped onto the bed and in a cheeky moment, I twist my body, showing him the ass he loves so much. “Enough to fuck me there?”

His eyes widen. “Honeymoon really got you in the mood, huh?”

I shake my head. “You got me in the mood.”

My husband snorts, digging through the bag to grab the lube we had the forethought to pack. “You mean fucking Brian got you in the mood.”

“I wouldn’t fuck him if you didn’t want me to…so, you’re the one responsible for my mood.” I pout, wiggling my ass in the air. “So, take full responsibility, husband.”

He squeezes the lube over his fingers, warming it up before bringing it to my ass. “Guess I’ll just have to push Brian’s cum back into your pussy with my fingers and let my cock fill up this tight little hole.” He slides his finger in, stretching my hole and lubing my canal. His clean hand reaches around my front, filling my pussy at the same time.

“Oh fuck, yes!” My back arches and my body moves on its own, thrusting around his hands. I want more and my holes are greedy.

My husband laughs. “Needy are we?”

“So needy,” I whimper without any shame. “Please! I need your cock so bad.”

He leans over me, hot breath tingling the tip of my ear. “What my wife wants, my wife gets.” The finger in my ass slides out and I feel the head of his cock prodding between my cheeks. “Breathe for me, baby.”

I purse my lips and relax my ass the best I can, taking deep breaths. Slowly, he pushes his cock in. Even just the tip stretches my ass to full—especially with one hand still in my pussy.

We’ve done anal before, but I’ve never craved it from my husband like I do now. With my pussy already filled once today, my ass feels a little neglected. Plus, I’m so turned on from my sexy adventures that I can’t think of anything other than my next fuck. It’s downright euphoric—both the feeling of my mind turning off, and the stretch in my ass from my husband’s thick cock.

With a grunt, his cock is in all the way. He stills for a beat, feeling my body clench around him. “Shit,” he mutters, “I can feel my cock through your pussy.” The fingers in my pussy slide along the back wall that separates my cunt from my ass.

Fuck, that’s so hot.

“I’m gonna fuck you now,” my husband says, slowly starting to move.

“Don’t hold back,” I pant. “I want it hard.”

He chuckles. “Such a little cumslut.”

I feel every bit of his cock when he pulls out of my ass. My canal I so tight around him that I can memorize every twitch, every pull of his foreskin, and deep ridge of the vein running down the underside of his shaft.

Then, he slams back into me.

And, I’m in heaven.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” I’m blabbering. “Fuck me! As hard as you can!”

“So, damn tight. Ass, pussy, my tight, slutty wife.” My husband is losing control just like me.

He pounds into me harder than ever, and the bed creaks, scraping against the ground. I don’t know if this cabin has neighbors, but I’m sure they’ll hear us.

“Gonna cum in your ass,” my husband shouts. “Gonna fill you up so fucking much.”

“Need it…need your cum so bad.”

My muscles tighten and my husband hits my g-spot right in time with the thrust of his cock in my ass. Immediately, I’m seeing stars, going in for my second orgasm by my husband and my fourth orgasm of the day.

It takes my husband just one more hard thrust and I feel his cock pulsing as it pumps me full of his white hot cum. We stay there, catching our breaths for what feels like forever until his fingers and cock slide out of me—both with a wet, slick sound.

We finally notice the towel-art on the bed and burst out in a comfortable laugh. The resort knows this is our honeymoon, so our bed has two beautiful swans folded out of towels. In our readiness to fuck, we didn’t even notice them.

I plop onto my back as my breathing evens out from the repeated orgasms of the day, feeling more and more cum slowly drip out of my ass. I have enough cum in me that it’s no longer just a cream pie, but layers of cream pie cake. I giggle at the thought and my husband turns to me with a curious look.

I hum in delight, reaching for his cock—already coming back to life. “Just thinking about all the fun we’re gonna have this week.”

He grins in response. “And the rest of our lives.”


FILLED BY THE GROOMSMAN


THE GROOMSMEN ARE slowly learning about my naughty arrangement with my new husband when the next man on my to-do list sweeps me off my feet.

Drew is bigger than big—everything about him, his stature, his muscles, his rock hard presence. When I find out that he’s packed a few toys on this trip, I’m aching and desperate to be filled completely.

I bring my husband more proof than just his friend’s pleasure, and he reclaims me—teaching me that no matter how many men I see, I’ll always come back to him.
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“Sounds like you and Brett have been havin’ the time of your lives.”

I set down my towel and water bottle on the sandy beach and turn to Steph, my maid of honor. “Isn’t this what bein’ newlywed is all about?”

She pulls down her sunglasses, eyeing me. “Mhmm, I think there’s somethin’ more goin’ on.”

I blush, but I don’t know if it’s visible with how the brightly the sun beats down on us. The sea air rushes through my hair and I pick strands out of my face. In the rush of our wedding, my husband’s new idea, and our new lifestyle, it’s completely slipped my mind to actually tell my girls. It’s not like they’ll press me for a ton of information if they see I’m uncomfortable or that they’ll gossip about it all—those days are behind us—but, something about actually verbalizing my husband and my arrangement feels weird.

Most people want a normal, monogamous marriage. That seems to be the whole point for them—sign the papers, get the loyalty. And, my marriage does have loyalty. No matter how many men my husband wants me to sleep with, I’m still loyal only to him. He’s the one I think about every night and he’s the one I want to wake up next to. He’s the one I want to eventually have a family with.

The other men are just part of our bedroom.

I bite my bottom lip before kneeling onto the towel, letting my ass rest on my heels. “Okay, okay, you caught us. There’s somethin’ more goin’ on.”

Steph raises a brow. “Aaaaand are you gonna offer this info up or do I gotta squeeze this outta you?”

I take a deep breath before confessing. “I’m sleeping with the groomsman.”

Steph’s mouth falls open right at the same time as said groomsman march onto the beach. All shirtless, they start setting up the volleyball net. They’re all glistening walls of muscle, reflecting the sunlight and soaking in the waves.

“Say that again for me,” Steph says, staring at the men.

“Exactly what you heard. I’m sleepin’ with the groomsman.”

“All of them?”

“Well, only two so far.”

“But you’re going for all.”

I nod. “That’s the plan this week, yeah.”

“Soooo, you’re, like, collecting men like you’re a loyalty card shopper at the store of your husband.” Steph cocks a brow.

I snort. “I dunno if I’d put it like that, but I guess so.”

Steph finally drags her gaze off the men and onto me. “Damn. If your husband knows any other guys into sharing me with his hotter-than-hot friends”—she puts her hands together in a prayer—“I’m begging you to please pass on my name.”

I let out a gurgling laugh. Steph is the curvy, busty blonde type. She’s had no problems getting men’s eyes on her, and seeing her go through men like she’s checking off a to do list has always been something I’ve been a bit jealous of. It’s not like she holds it over anyone’s head, but she knows what she wants and she goes for it. Now, I get to experience some of that—I get to be the one with the list of men.

“You’ll be first in line, I promise.” I place my palms flat on the towel and push up into a downward dog. My body is already sore from all the wild sex I’ve been having, but the stretch feels like the perfect mix of tension and release.

“Need a hand?” a deep voice asks.

Squinting from the sun, I look up to see the beaming smile of Drew. He moves to block out the sun when he notices me squinting. All the guys on this trip are big. As in, they’re all at least a head taller than me. And, they’re fit—even if they’re fit in different ways, it’s obvious that they all spend enough time working out. My husband obviously has a type when it comes to collecting friends.

But, Drew is the biggest of them all. He’s almost two heads taller than me and wide enough that I’ve actually seen him turn sideways to fit through doors of old buildings. Sometimes I wonder how that works out for him as a firefighter, rushing into burning buildings to save lives. In real life, it’s a little disconcerting when you put him in comparison to literally any other human on the planet.

“A hand…in yoga?” I ask, pushing down the heat forming in my core—maybe I’m mistaking it for the warm sun anyways.

He smirks and nods, letting his viking-like mane shine against the sand. “A partner can get you a deeper stretch.”

Fuck. The way he says “deeper stretch” already makes my pussy pulse. “Sure,” I say, voice shaky. “I’d love to be stretched hard and deep.”

His eyes darken and his gaze drifts over my body. He licks his lips, dipping over the curve of my chest and down to my hips. I go push back into downward dog and he stands beside me, laying a hand flat on the small of my back. With a gentle push, I’m straightened out so my legs are stretched farther than ever.

“Oh, that feels so good,” I whimper.

Steph giggles because my words come out more like I’m being fucked than being helped out in a stretch.

“Yea? I’m gonna push a little harder—go deeper.” His hand moves toward my ass, fingers toying with the waistband of my bikini bottoms. “That alright with you?”

“Please.” My voice comes out so breathy that the sand all around me puffs up.

His hands are absolutely massive, covering all of my ass with ease when he cups them, pushing down.

“Fuuuck,” I moan. “Just like that.”

Drew chuckles all throaty and heavy. “You’re already pretty flexible on your own. Just need someone who knows what they’re doing to push you farther.” With another firm push, he squeezes my ass.

I know the squeeze isn’t just my imagination because Steph clears her throat and gets up from her beach chair. “I’m gonna go…not interrupt,” she says, scurrying away.

My face is beet red both from the way Drew is kneading my ass and the exertion of the stretch. With one final push, he eases up and I drop to my knees, panting.

I look up and see that most of the other guys have set up the volleyball net. My husband is staring at me with a knowing smirk, and when he licks his lips, I know my next steps. “Thanks,” I say to Drew. “I really needed that…and if you’re up for it, I’d love a little…private coaching with the big man of the group on how to get into those really deep stretch positions.” I bat my lashes, trying to make my point as obvious as possible.

Drew looks me up and down, glances at my husband, gets the same look of approval that I just got, and turns back to me. He stands and holds out his hand for me to take. “I bet that in one afternoon, I could help you get your ankles around your neck.” His eyes flick down between my legs. “Really stretch out those long legs, fill out your glutes.”

I gulp and let myself be guided toward the cabins. “Please, fill me up in any way you want.”
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We barely make it through the door of Drew’s cabin. He tugs on my hand and I slam into his hard, muscled body. I can’t help but splay my hand out over his torso and squeeze his abs—he did it to my ass so it’s only fair that I return the favor.

My mouth falls open and I inhale sharply. How does someone even have this much muscle? I crane my neck to look up to his face to find him smug but with a tint of red across his cheeks.

I probably shouldn’t reduce these men to just a few traits, but my mind can’t help it. If Connor was the asshole grump with the body of a God and Brian was the sweet guy who made sure you had a good time, Drew is the perfect mix of both. He’s the guy you can count on to be there as a shoulder to cry on and as the guy who’s going to help you move. Well, he can probably move whole houses just by himself.

“Brett told me about your guys’ arrangement,” he says. “Sounds hot.”

“As hot as you make it,” I say. “Guess all this means you’re on board to fuck a married woman.”

He snorts, grabs my ass, and picks me up like I weigh absolutely nothing. “I’d fuck you if you were married or not. Gettin’ a piece of Brett’s juicy little wife is just icing on the cake.”

My legs wrap around his hard, thick torso. This man hasn’t had a slice of cake in his entire life. But, I’d let him lick icing off me anytime.

Holding me up, he pushes my bikini bottoms aside, sliding a finger between my cheeks. I gasp when he circles my hole.

“Bet you have the tightest holes,” he growls. “Think my cock would fit?”

“I’d make it fit.”

Given Drew’s size, I know that he’ll have a massive cock. But, I’m not someone who backs down from a challenge. It’s the same sentiment that I had with my husband the first time we had sex. Now, I’m using it with one of his best friends. I wonder for a moment what my husband would think of me talking to one of his friends like this. I can’t wait to tell him about it when he fucks me right after. My husband watched us leave together, so I know he’ll be ready and waiting.

I roll my hips, giving silent permission for his hands to roam.

“Eager to fuck another man, are ya?”

I nod. “Please, I need it.”

“I’m a gentleman.” He plops me onto the bed with an expression that says he’s definitely not a gentleman. “Gonna warm you up first so you can fit my cock.”

My eyes drift down and my pulse pounds in my ears. Between his legs is the biggest cock I’ve ever seen—and I haven’t even seen it yet. The outline of his hard cock goes all the way down to mid thigh. How does this man just walk around with pornstar cock in his pants?

“I told ya, I’d stretch you out real good.” He pauses to grab something from his bag.

I lift myself onto my forearms to catch a peek, but he’s so massive, I can’t see anything. Maybe he’s grabbing lube.

It turns out that I’m half right. He comes back to me with lube and a tight, egg shaped plug.

Did all these men come prepared to get laid during this mini vacation?

“You up for bein’ stretched from all holes?” he asks.

Both my ass and my pussy clench tight. Guess I have my answer from my holes. “Yes,” I whimper. “Fill me up, stretch me out.”

“Bring your legs up to your chest for me, Gorgeous.” He squirts the lube onto the toy, smearing around the smooth silicone surface with his rough thumb.

I pull my legs up to my chest, knees hitting right around my nipples. I grab the back of my thighs and look between my legs. With my bikini bottoms still pushed aside, this angle gives him a full view of both my pussy and my ass.

He throws the lube bottle aside, making sure to have some extra on his finger. “Shit,” he mutters. “I was right. You do have the prettiest holes.”

The tip of the plug presses against my ass, and my mind goes blank. The cool gel of the lube contrasts perfectly with my hot skin. My legs tense and my fingers dig into my thighs when Drew pushes it.

“Breathe for me, Mel.” His voice is so calm and even, you can tell that he has practice keeping himself and others calm through tense situations. His free hand slides through my pussy lips like he’s petting me to make his point about calming me down. “Relax.”

I make a circle with my lips and take measured breaths. It’s not like I haven’t had anything up my ass before. I’ve even had Connor’s cock there just a day ago. The plug shouldn’t be a problem.

My body relaxes on its own, remembering the times I’ve taken things much bigger than this plug. It slides in without any more resistance, and the flared base sits flush against my ass now.

Drew hums, rubbing his thumb over the base like he’s securing it all in place. “Your ass looks like it was made for this.” He glances up to my face. “How does it feel?”

“Full,” I moan. “It’s so full, stretching me out.” I roll my hips. “But…it’s not enough. Please, fill me up all the way.”

He grips my ass and pulls me toward where he’s kneeling. His face is so close to my pussy that I can feel every hot breath against my sensitive skin. “I will, Mel, but not before I’ve had a taste.”

My eyes widen and he holds my gaze when his tongue slides through my pussy lips. He gathers my juices, swirls around my clit, and places his hands firmly on the back of my thighs so I don’t have to hold them up anymore.

“Brett gets this delicious meal every damn day?” Drew says, voice almost sounding awed. “Don’t think your husband know just how lucky of a man he is.”

My pussy clenches with his words. Brett tells me every day how lucky he feels to be with me, but it’s different coming from another man after he’s just licked my pussy.

“I think I’m gonna show him how lucky he is by making you come on my tongue and then on my cock.” Drew pushes my hips up like he’s setting my pussy up as his buffet. “Think he’s ready to follow that up?”

I nod. “Yes! Make me come so hard that my husband has to fuck the life back into me again.”

Drew chuckles before diving back into my pussy. His tongue is magic. Just like the rest of him, it’s big and thick. He laps at my entrance first, tracing it with the tip. His saliva mixes with my juices, smearing all over his face. Looking down, I can see the concentrated pinch in his brows and the hunger in his eyes.

The heat travels up right from where his tongue touches me all the way up to my face. The combination of my pussy pulsing empty and the plug in my ass has me whining and needy. I want to come so bad.

Like he’s reading my mind, Drew’s mouth moves up to my clit, flicking the sensitive bud. It sends a jolt of pleasure right up my spine and my hands curl into the bedsheets.

“Just like that,” I whimper.

But, he doesn’t encircle my clit. Instead, he exhales, letting his hot breath warm me up even more before speaking, “Brian and Connor said you like taking souvenirs.”

My breath catches in my throat. I’ve been so caught up in Drew that I completely forgot. “Ahh, yea!” My voice is higher pitched than expected. It’s not like this is the time to be getting shy. I’ve already slept with two of the groomsman and the third is between my legs. I’m also turned on by the fact that they’re talking about me with each other. “Take a pic right when I come so I can show Brett what he has to live up to.” I wonder if Brett is a part of their share circles.

Drew shoots me a wicked grin and grabs my phone right away. “Hottest wedding pictures ever,” he says, getting the camera ready and finally putting his lips around my clit.

I’m immediately moaning and writhing under his tongue. One giant hand on my hip holds me in place so that all I can do is grind my hips. He eats me out like a man starved—tongue lapping at my clit while he sucks on my skin around it.

“You’re so…good,” I moan. “Ahh, don’t stop!”

He chuckles against my skin and I almost scream in pleasure. The vibrations from his throat shoot right to my nerves, tingling every inch of my body. My thighs tighten around his head, ankles digging into his shoulders. It’s too good, and when he hollows out his cheeks, sucking on my clit harder than ever, I come with the click of a camera on me.

My skin feels hot and I’m dripping every—a mix of sweat and my pussy juices stain the sheets. My chest heaves with every breath—my left breast has fallen out of my bikini top in my writhing. And before I’m fully recovered, I feel two, thick fingers sliding into my pussy with ease.

“Shit, Mel, you’re so fucking wet.” Drew thrusts his fingers into me with a wet slick. “You get this wet for Brett too?”

I chuckle weakly. I’ve been getting wetter and wetter each time I’m shared with another one of the groomsman. It’s less about getting wet with just one man, but about getting wet with all of them. “I can’t help it,” I respond. “Fucking you guys makes me so hot.”

His normally kind eyes darken. “Wetter you get, the harder I’m gonna fuck you.”

My pussy clenches around his fingers with his words. “Please…wreck me.”

“You sure you can handle it? Don’t wanna break my man’s wife,” he says with a rough laugh. He curls his fingers, pressing hard into my g-spot.

I’m oversensitive and the fingers inside my pussy are sending me into overdrive. “I can handle it.” I sound out of breath, but I’ll prove to him that I can.

“Gonna stretch you a little more…your pussy’s so tight. I can feel the plug in your ass too.” He traces my walls, pushing against the one separating my ass and my pussy.

I whimper, eagerly reaching out to grab any part of him that I can. “Just…fuck me. Please, I need it. I need your cock.” I’m babbling, but my pussy is getting way too jealous of how filled my ass is. It needs to be filled and fucked.

“Well, fuck. Can’t deny my man’s wife when she’s begging for my cock, can I?” His fingers slide out with an audible squelch. He stands up, pushing down his swim trunks.

My eyes bulge out of my head when I lay eyes on his cock. It’s by far the biggest cock I have ever seen.

And I’ve never been more sure of how much I want him to fuck me.

“Holy shit,” I whisper. “That’s huge.”

The absolute mountain of a man, who saves lives for a living, blushes. The red trails down from his face to his pecs and stops just short of his happy trail. “I’m gonna go slow. Tell me if it’s too much.”

Mouth agape, all I can do is nod.

He curls the hand that was just inside my pussy around his shaft. My juices coat it, mixing with the glistening bead of precum. I lick my lips watching him handle his cock.

“Enjoyin’ the show?”

“Fuck yes,” I say.

He rewards me two extra slow pumps, leaking a bit more cum each time. Satisfied with how all our fluids are lubing up his cock, he grabs my hips with just one hand and lifts me up. I squeak and throw my shins over his shoulders. The tip of his cock grazes against the base of the plug in my ass before sliding between my lips, prodding at my entrance.

“Ready?” he asks one last time.

“Never been more ready!” I barely have time to finish my sentence when his tip pushes into me.

And, fuck, it’s perfect.

“Keep breathin’ for me.” His voice is strained like he’s holding himself back from pounding into me.

I curl my ankles around his neck, urging him to pick up the pace. “I can handle it!”

He chuckles. “I dunno if I can. Your pussy’s so fucking tight, I don’t wanna be a two-pump chump.”

I wouldn’t care if he were a one-pump chump. I just need that cock in me. I need to be fuller than ever.

“Fuck, I can feel the plug on my cock.” With a grunt, he’s finally in all the way. Bottomed out, I’m stretched so far that there’s stars in my eyes.

Everything feels tingly—my whole body vibrates on edge, waiting for the second orgasm that I know is right around the corner.

“Move! Please!” I’m whimpering with small moans as my hips grind against his massive cock.

Keeping my ass lifted from the bed, he pulls his cock out, and slams back into me just like I asked him.

If I thought just taking his cock was perfect, this is something divine. The vibrations of my nerves crescendo with every thrust.

“Fuck,” he says, “your pussy’s pullin’ me in. You’re so wet…so damn warm.”

I beam with the praise and let my pussy pulse, getting used to his cock. Soon enough, pleasure overrides all the stretch and he’s hitting my g-spot again. I’m still oversensitive and every thrust brings me closer to the edge.

“Want me to fill you up? Wanna go back to your husband drippin’ of my cum?”

My eyes roll back when he angles my hips just right. “Please, please I need it!” My breasts bounce with every thrust and by now, both of them are free of the bikini top. He brings his free hand up, easily grabbing a full handful, rolling my nipple and kneading the flesh.

That’s all it takes for me to come again.

“Oh shit!” he shouts. “Fuck, your pussy’s so tight when you come. Fuck, I’m gonna—” He’s cut off by his own guttural moan as hot seed floods my pussy.

Using all my strength, I crane my neck to watch as the orgasm ripples through his muscles. My husband spends a lot of time at the gym—probably with Drew—but the group doesn’t call Drew The Mountain Man for no reason.

He gently sets my feet down when he’s done. His cock is slowly pulled out, creating almost a vacuum in my pussy where it used to be. He thumbs at the entrance, pushing some of his cum back in, and hovers over the plug in my ass.

With a hum, he speaks, “Consider the plug a wedding gift.” He grabs my bikini bottoms, slowly sliding them back up my legs.

When I’m recovered enough, I stand, noting the soreness from his cock. I can’t wait for my husband to follow this up.
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“Have a good time?” My husband is waiting for me at our cabin. Unlike our wedding night and yesterday after the plane, this time, he’s relaxing and watching TV. It’s almost like he doesn’t even care that I’m coming back from fucking another one of his friends.

I huff at his nonchalance. “Why don’t you come and find out?” I thumb over to the picture that Drew took of me. This one was taken from his position between my legs. It perfectly frames my arched back, my pushed up breasts, my open mouth, and right at the base, there’s the small tuft of my landing strip. I’m not going for any photography awards with these, but this one might be a real contender.

He takes just one glance at it. If I didn’t know him, I’d have missed how his gaze darkened into something primal. “Havin’ so much fun with everyone else’s cock huh?”

My brows knit together. Is he having second thoughts about this?

His face twists into a devious smirk when he leans his elbows on his knees. “I think my wife needs to earn back my cock now.”

My eyes widen and I lick my lips. It’s not second thoughts. It’s a challenge. And I’m coming here with the perfect advantage. “How do you want me to earn it?”

He taps his toes. “Come here, slut.”

Fuck. It’s so hot when he calls me that. When I'm called that by anyone other than the men in my arrangement, then it feels weird, but my husband calling me a slut sends my body into overdrive. It’s like it overwrites all the weird social expectations of how a wife is supposed to act and makes me feel…wanted. If my husband wants me to be his little slut, I’ll gladly oblige.

I take small steps toward him, Drew’s cum leaking a little with every step. My bikini bottoms are already soaked and starting to cool, smearing the groomsman’s seed all over my cheeks. When I stand in front of my husband, he hums, low and throaty.

With a firm grasp, his hand slides up my thigh. It sends a shiver through my body and I can’t help let out a small moan.

“Needy for my touch already?” my husband says with a smug look. “Even when you’re coming home with my friend’s cum in your pussy?”

I nod. “His cum isn’t enough. I need yours too.”

His Adam’s apple bobs like he’s getting ready to pounce. But, my husband is a pinnacle of self-control. In strong motion, he grips my hips and turns me around so my ass is at his face. His nails scratch deliciously at the cusp of my ass when he tugs my bikini bottoms down. I step out of them and toss them to the side.

“Fuuuuck,” my husband groans. “Looks like Drew left me a present.”

I look over my shoulder. “His belated wedding present for us.”

With a firm hand on my lower back, my husband pushes me forward. I stabilize myself on the coffee table as his finger tentatively presses at the base of the plug.

Honestly, I wasn’t sure how leaving the plug in would go over. I trust my husband now to not get too jealous of the men I’m sleeping with—it was his idea after all. But, now I’m coming back to him with not just the man’s cum, but physical proof that someone else had access to my holes. Bent over, my pussy and my ass are on full display for my husband. It almost feels like he’s examining me—looking for all the signs of my new, slutty life.

His thumb slides through my pussy lips and I gasp. Drew’s cock was so massive that I’m still a little sore. Sensing this, my husband gently rolls the ball of his knuckle around my pussy, massaging waves of slick and cum around. The gentle pressure washes away all my exhaustion and makes my body hot and ready again.

“Feels so good,” I whimper. “You’re so good with your hands.”

“Better than the other guys?”

If I could take my mind anywhere other than the spots where my husband is touching me, I might be a little amused with my husband’s flare up of jealousy. But, his hands really are magic. I’m whimpering and moaning, letting little puffs of praise slip through my lips as he moves around my pussy and my ass.

“So much better!”

“Gonna always come home to me, aren’t ya?”

I nod frantically. “Always you. Nobody knows my body like you.”

His fingers move up to the plug and he traces the sensitive patch of skin around the base. “You like havin’ a plug in your ass?”

“Yes,” I say, breathless.

He presses into it lightly, like he’s testing my reactions. It works because the slight movement tilts the plug, pressing it right into the wall that separates my ass and my pussy. My thighs clench and a new gush of slick drips to the ground.

My husband chuckles. “My perfect slutty wife, walkin’ around with a plug and another man’s cum in her pussy.”

“Yes, I’m your slut to share.” My hips grind against nothing, searching for more friction.

“Bouncin’ around all these cocks…it’s time for you to bounce on your husband’s, yeah?” He grabs my hips and pulls me toward him.

In the time that I’ve been bent over and focused completely on where he’s touching me, my husband has already unzipped and pushed his pants down. Now, he’s sitting on the sofa, legs spread, lazily stroking his hard cock.

He guides my hips so I’m sitting on his lap with my legs bracketed by his. His cock is standing, thick and throbbing, between my pussy lips. My husband tilts my hips so my juices and Drew’s cum coats his cock.

I can’t help but reach down and press his cock flush to my pussy. My lips wrap around it, and I revel in the mix of warm, soft flesh against flesh.

“Fuck,” my husband whispers from behind me. He straightens up so the hard walls of his muscled front hit my back. His skin is searing hot everywhere it touches me. “You’re so wet,” he says, breath skating across the tips of my ears. “Coming back to me all prepped by another man.” He chuckles and lifts my hips just enough so the tip of his cock notches against my entrance. “So hot, so ready, my cock just slides right in.” True to his words, he pushes my hips down until his cock is all the way into my pussy.

My mouth hangs open when our hips meet. Even if I’m sore, my husband’s cock is exactly what I need. My pussy pulses around him, reveling in the familiarity. Drew’s cum squelches out of my pussy with my husband’s cock filling it. He grinds, holding me in place, and the plug gently presses against his cock.

“Fuck,” I whisper like a prayer, “I love your cock.”

My husband chuckles. “Even after takin’ all the other cocks, mine’s still the one you come home to every day.” He lifts me up, holds me in place for a bit to emphasize just how much the tip of his cock stretches me out, and then slams back down.

I nod. “Yes, yes, just yours!”

He picks up pace, bucking his hips, bouncing me up and down his cock.

“Ahh, that feels so damn good,” I moan, throwing my head back. It lands on his shoulder as his arms wrap tight around my torso.

“You like it when your husband fucks another man’s cum into your pussy, huh? Just begging for more cum with every new cock?”

Every bounce makes my husband’s cock hit deeper into my pussy. Sounds of slick wet skin slapping together fill the air. My thigh muscles tighten as my core heats again. Even if I’m still oversensitive from coming on Drew’s cock, my husband has me coming undone in no time.

“Comin’ back to me with a plug in your ass,” my husband says with a grunt. “Tell me how full you are.”

“So full! I love getting all my holes filled!” My body is totally under his control as his thrusts speed up.

“Come on my cock, baby. Come on my cock just like you come on Drew’s cock.”

My hands shoot out to his knees, gripping tightly as he pounds me hard and fast. My eyes clench shut and all I can think about is how my pussy tightens against my husband’s cock. The warmth of my orgasm rushes through me as my toes curl and a deep pressure from my pussy releases in a gush of slick. I’m so wet, pulsing on my husband’s cock, that I’ve soaked the sofa.

“Fuck.” My husband says through gritted teeth, slamming back into me one more time and holding his cock deep in me. His shaft twitches and the new spurts of warmth fill me up again.

I’m sweaty and spent, sitting on my husband’s cock that’s deciding between going down and getting hard again when his hand prods at my ass again.

“This is gonna be the perfect souvenir from this trip.” He tugs it gently, letting my hole relax a little so he can slide it out.

It comes out with an audible, wet pop, and I moan when my body slumps. Without the plug and coming down from my orgasms, I’m more relaxed than ever. Every muscle in me sings as my skin tingles.

My husband’s palm runs up and down my spine when he kisses my shoulder. “Let’s get you cleaned up.” He lifts me off his cock, holding my waist.

When he pulls me into the shower, kissing and licking my neck, I can’t help but wear a lazy smile. Who knew that fucking other men would be the secret to being filled in new and exciting ways by my husband?


CLAIMED IN PUBLIC BY THE GROOMSMAN


I’VE NEVER BEEN taken in public, but with my legs wrapped around my husband’s friend, sea breeze through my air, and heat at my core, I’m desperate to be seen.

Dax doesn’t just want to take me, he wants to claim me. At my honeymoon resort, he claims every piece of my body in the rushing waves of the sea.

And, he invites my husband to watch.

When my husband finally gets his hands on me, he’s so ready to reclaim me as his that I’m filled in more ways than one—all out in the open air.
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I take in the crisp night air as music plays in the background. The wind gently sways my sundress. We’ve all broken off into little groups and I’m with my maid of honor right beside the beach. It’s been a couple days of being on this island resort, and so far I’ve fucked the best man on my wedding night, the tech CEO on the plane, and the massive firefighter in his cabana. I’ve had so much cum in me this past week that I’m fully embracing my husband’s new nickname for me as a cumslut.

And, I’ve never felt more alive.

Each man is a little different than the last, and every time I come back to my husband with cum dripping out of either my pussy or my ass, it drives him into a frenzy. I love seeing him all feral and possessive. Even if he’s encouraging this, the tiniest specks of jealousy shine through. It makes my pussy clench with heated desire each time.

“Okay, so you only have two guys left—am I getting this right?” my maid of honor, Steph, asks.

I nod. “Yup. Just Dax and Aiden left.”

Steph whistles—rather, she tries. It comes out a bit more like a hyena’s mating call, at least, what I imagine that to sound like. “Can’t believe you’ve already fucked Connor, Brian, and Drew. Are you thinking about them all at the same time?”

My eyes widen. “I hadn’t…but….” Steph is putting all sorts of new thoughts in my head now. “I dunno if Brett will go for that.”

She leans in, putting her elbows on her knees. “Only one way to find out.”

I think about how hot it would be to take them all at once. They all have such different personalities—different approaches to fucking—that having them all together could be hotter than an inferno. I picture myself writhing under them as they fill me, spank me, use me in whatever way they want. And, with my husband watching all of it?

My pussy is already wet just from my runaway imagination.

I file that thought away when Dax pulls up beside us. “A beautiful night with two beautiful ladies.” He smiles wide but settles in closer to me, putting a hand on my chair, gently grazing my shoulder.

Steph looks between me and Dax before smirking. “Okay, okay, I see what this is. You two have your little fun. Maybe I can find someone in the dance hall.” She scurries away, leaving just Dax and me in the night.

“A dance sounds fun.” He holds out a hand. “Unless you’re all danced out from the wedding.”

I grab his hand—it’s warm and much larger than mine. “I think it’s tradition to save a dance for the groomsman.”

He pulls me in close. “What else is tradition for the groomsman?”

My body heats at his insinuation. I hold his gaze. “Something tells me you already know.”

We sway to the music drifting our way. His hands slide down my back, resting at the cusp of my ass. His fingers twitch, but he doesn’t move any lower. “So, I take it it’s finally my turn?”

My hands slide over his chest, feeling the lean muscle under his thin linen shirt. “If it were, what would you do with me?”

Something flashes in his eyes. “I would fuck you right here on the beach. I’d let your pussy juices mix with the sea and have you dripping all over. I’d fuck you so hard that your moans are what people move to instead of the band.” His hands finally dip lower, squeezing my ass as a preview.

My thighs clench at his words. “Right here?” I ask, almost breathless. “There’s so many people around.” There’s a group of people hanging out at the drinks station, some sitting at beach chairs, and more gathering around the main building that’s playing music. Realistically, most people probably wouldn’t see us if we find a bit of a secluded spot.

He raises a brow. “Afraid someone’s gonna see us havin’ a little too much fun?”

I bite the inside of my cheek, looking around. Out here, there’s plenty of couples and stragglers. It’s a warm night by the sea, so people on vacation are spreading out, claiming their spots along the beach.

“Afraid your husband is gonna find us fucking on the beach?”

I suck in a woosh of air, just realizing how much I want exactly that. My husband was inside playing pool with the guys—all of them except Dax. He’s seen pictures of me with all the other men, so finding me with one of them is definitely on the table.

“Or, maybe you’re excited for him to find us?” Dax chuckles, reading my expression.

“So excited,” I whisper, not taking my eyes off Dax.

“That’s our good girl.” He grabs my wrist and leads me down to the beach. There’s already chairs set up thanks to the resort workers, so we pick one and Dax pulls off his shirt in a single motion.

If I weren’t already wet, I would be now. Dax is one of the leaner guys, but that doesn’t mean he skips leg day—or arm day or chest day or…well, any other day. He’s built more like a swimmer than a linebacker with lean swathes of muscle all over.

“Strip for me, Mel. Let’s see what Brett gets to have every day for the rest of his life.”

My hands move slow and deliberate as I pull up the hem of my dress, slowly exposing more and more skin. It’s nighttime and there aren’t any people looking our way. We’re shielded a little by an outcropping of rocks, but if anyone went looking for us, they’d definitely be able to see us. We’re hidden in plain sight.

I shimmy the dress up, and as soon as it passes my hips, Dax gives me a low whistle—the kind that Steph couldn’t actually do.

“Damn, look at that ass,” Dax says.

I blush but keep going, tugging the dress off me completely. My breasts bounce free as I drop the dress beside the chair. I figured that wearing just panties would be fine with this dress, so I didn’t wear a bra. My nipples immediate pebble with the cool night air.

Dax’s mouth hangs open and I think he tries to say something but all that comes out is a choked rumble. “Fuck,” he finally manages to say. “Remind me to thank Brett.” He tugs my body flush against his.

My nipples graze against his pecs and I let out a soft moan. It feels so good to have his warmth against me right now and my sensitive nipples perk up even more, touching his skin.

His thumbs hook around my waistband and he slides it down past my ass. “As cute as these are, they’re gonna have to go.” My panties hook around my ankles until I step out of them.

I’m now standing completely naked in a semi-secluded area on the beach as one of the groomsman from my wedding does the same. I can’t keep my eyes off his cock when it springs free. He’s not as big as Drew, but I can tell he’s going to stretch my pussy so well.

My walls clench with a new gush of wetness. It lingers on my thighs and I’m already so eager to have him.

Before we rush into the water, I notice that he grabs his phone and sends a quick message.


2


He grabs me when we get into the water and pulls me in tight. He’s so much taller than me, so he can stand where I can’t. Instinctively, I wrap my legs around his waist, sliding our naked bodies together.

“Fuck,” he mumbles. “You’re so warm.”

I chuckle. “It was your idea to come into the water.”

“I’ve had better plans,” he admits, running his hands all the way down my body. “Like keepin’ your husband as a friend. Who knew it’d pay off in getting to fuck is hot wife?”

“Well, you haven’t fucked me yet.”

He rolls my hips against him, notching his hard shaft between my pussy lips. Just that minimal contact sends me reeling. The tip of his cock slides against my clit, sending a jolt of delicious want through my body. My thighs tighten against his waist and my ankles hit the top of his ass. My body thrums in anticipation, but Dax isn’t giving in. He holds me in place so his cock doesn’t just slip in.

“Nah, I think I’m gonna make you beg for it.” He grins like he didn’t just say the hottest thing ever.

I pout in a feigned anger. “You’re getting to fuck your friend’s wife and you’re gonna make her beg for it? That’s a rude way to get a gift.”

Dax chuckles. “I think we all know the real gifts are our cocks.” He winks. “Honestly, best wedding present idea. I hope all weddings take cash, cheque, or cock.”

I let out a spluttering laugh. There’s the Dax I know. He’s the guy who makes everyone else in the group laugh, lightening any mood, and making people feel at home even when they’re a plane ride away.

With an easy smile on his face, he lets his hands drift. My legs securely holding me up against him, his hands are free to knead my breasts. He slides his thumbs across my nipples. My laughter turns breathless as the tension in my core pulls taut.

“Brian said you like havin’ your tits played with.”

Holy shit. The guys aren’t just talking about the fact that they’re fucking me, but they’re talking about the details of how they’re fucking me. I didn’t think my hotwife arrangement could get any hotter.

“What”—my mind goes blank when Dax pinches my nipples—“fuuuck.” My head is thrown back, hair gently swishing in the water.

“You were sayin’?” His smugness is palpable.

I was going to ask him what else the guys were saying about me. What else Dax has learned from hearing about three of the others fuck me. But, all that’s left my mind. There’s just one thing I’m craving now.

“More,” I whimper. “Please. I need it!”

Dax doubles down on my nipples, pinching, tweaking, and rolling them all between his thumb and forefinger. His teeth graze along the side of my neck. Waves roll in around us and Dax keeps us gently afloat, dancing along the seabed so my breasts jiggle with our movements.

I never thought the hands of another man could feel so good. In my mind, I’d accepted that my husband would be the only man for the rest of my life. It’s something I’d committed to—happily—on our wedding day. But, the hands of these other men have awakened something in me.

“Call me a slut,” I whimper. “Please.” I feel so vulnerable asking this of another man, but I know how I feel when my husband calls me that, so it’s worth a try with another man.

Dax’s eyes widen, moonlight shining bright in deep browns. Then, he gives me a devilish grin. “Really?” His grip on my nipples tightened, sending a new wave of pleasure right through me. “Most women don’t like that, but I guess you’re just enough of a slut to accept who you are, huh?”

“Fuck,” I whimper.

Dax chuckles. “That’s right. Look at you, wife of one of my best friends, gettin’ soaked just touching my cock.” His hips buck, momentarily making us weightless in the water. “Slutty, slutty Mel.” Another buck and another jolt against my clit. “Does Brett know just how much you love bein’ a slut? How much you love takin’ other cocks?”

“Yes!” My voice inches higher. The question, however, remains in my head. Brett is the one who suggested I sleep with his friends. Did he know just how much of a Pandora’s box it would release in my libido? I’ve been sleeping with two different men every day since my wedding. Will I ever be satisfied with just one again?

“You gonna come for me before I even fuck you?” Dax asks. “Gonna come for your husband’s friend?” He leans in, letting his hot breath contrast with the cool water. “Gonna come for a guy who saw you gettin’ married?”

White hot pleasure shoots right through my body with another tweak of my nipples coupled with the tip of cock barely grazing my entrance. My toes curl and my muscles tighten, pinning Dax in place. His hands don’t stop moving, shooting mini-orgasm aftershocks to ripple through my body.

“Can’t wait to tell the guys how slutty you’ve been with me,” Dax says.

If he said it to pull me out of my pleasure haze, it didn’t work.

The thought of Dax sharing stories of how slutty I’ve been—how much I love being called out on it—makes me wetter than ever. Even if we’re in water, my pussy is soaked all on its own.

As my breathing evens out again, Dax’s hands fall off my nipples and grab my ass. He gently kneads the flesh, watching my fucked-out expressions with a smile.

“They told me how hot you looked when you came, but damn.” He gives me a low whistle. “They didn’t do you justice.”

Even though he’s seen me naked now and gotten me to come—hard—I blush at his words.

“Don’t think we’re done yet.” One hand slides between us, thumb lightly resting just above my clit. “I ain’t leavin’ till I get to feel your pussy clench tight around my cock.”

I bite my bottom lip. “Still…sensitive,” I admit.

“Think your pussy can handle it?”

I nod. “I know it can. Wouldn’t be much of a slut if I can’t take cocks at will, would I?”

Dax snorts, letting his thumb slide lower to rub a tentative circle across my clit. “I think we should just make you the group slut.”

My back arches the moment he presses into my nerves. I wasn’t lying when I said that I was sensitive. The pressure at my core still thrums and his thumb plays my strings. The idea of becoming the group slut sticks in my mind. Being passed around and used in every way while knowing that I have the encouragement of my husband? Nothing sounds better than that. I file the thought away when Dax lifts me up just enough for the tip of his cock to prod my entrance.

He’s thick, long, and hard, and it’s all for me. If my slutty moans and pussy dripping with desire weren’t already enough, the way my hands sink into his shoulders would definitely tell him how much I want him.

“Fuck me, please,” I whimper. “I don’t wanna wait any more.” I catch my breath as the water laps at my jaw. “I can’t wait anymore.”

In this one instance, I’m glad that Dax isn’t my husband because he doesn’t wait when I beg. He’s not telling me to learn to be patient. Instead, he slides his cock in me, slowly but surely.

Fucking in the sea did make me a little concerned about whether the water would wash away my natural slick, but with the way Dax’s cock slides in, my worries were for nothing. The sea might be wet, but it has nothing on the power of my pussy.

“Oh…fuuuck.” Dax groans when our hips meet. “So damn tight.”

“You’re so big,” I whimper.

He snorts. “Not as big as Drew.”

I roll my eyes—which is surprisingly hard when I’m trying to not let them roll all the way back into my head. Nobody’s as big as Drew, but that doesn’t mean the other guys aren’t big. They’re all thicker and longer than average, and my husband is no exception. This whole week has been a pussy workout to say the least.

I can’t help the tinge of amusement in picturing the guys all naked and comparing sizes though.

“Big enough to fill my pussy,” I say, deliberately squeezing him.

He gives me a shaky laugh. “You keep squeezin’ like that and I’m gonna be filling you way sooner than I want to.”

I’m a simple woman. When a man tells me he’s ready to burst at the squeeze of my pussy, I’m going to squeeze him again.

So, I do.

I’m rewarded with the delicious grip of his hands, nails digging into my ass. He holds me in place with a sharp inhale before taking the first thrust at his own pace. It’s both deliciously and painfully slow. I can feel every ridge and dip on his shaft. I swear my pussy is tracing the thick vein that runs from tip to sac on the underside. It hitches on the mushroom tip, and I gasp when he slams all the way back into me.

“Just like that!” I shout.

“Fuck,” he says through gritted teeth. “You’re suckin’ me in like the damn tides here.”

I throw my head back with a light chuckle. My hair floats around me and I open my eyes to the shining night sky. With my back arched like this, my nipples breach the surface of the water with every thrust, hardening a little more with the cool, damp air.

“Wish your husband could see you like this,” Dax pants out between thrusts. “Seein’ his wife on his friend’s cock. Think he’d like that?”

I close my eyes and picture my husband’s face. The classically handsome face with a sharp nose and strong jaw. His deep, intense eyes all focused on my naked body getting pounded by his friend’s cock.

“Yes,” I whimper. “Yes, fuck, I want him to see!”

“You want him to see how much of a slut you really are?” Dax’s thrusts turn erratic as my muscles tighten around him.

A bolt of desire shoots through me. “Yes! I need him to see how slutty I am!” I’m practically shouting at this point, and our presence is only hidden by the sound of the sea.

“You’re in luck,” Dax whispers as his cock twitches. “Open your eyes, Mel.” He holds himself in me, grinding our hips together, knowing how close we are.

My lids are heavy, but I do as he says. A figure past his shoulder comes into focus and I gasp.

“Shit,” a familiar voice mutters. “Already knew you were my perfect slut, but seein’ it—seein’ you like this—it’s so much better.”

My husband is standing a small distance away, knee deep in the sea where I’ve just fucked another man. Meeting his eyes pushes me over my tight edge and my vision blurs as I come with sharp moan. My whole body pulses around him, creating waves of its own. The starry sky blurs and my pussy clenches so tight that I'm surprised it doesn’t cramp up.

“Fuck, your pussy’s—” Dax follows right behind me, filling my pussy with his hot cum.

The sensation of the warm, viscous liquid mixing with the sea water and my juices is almost too much. I’m hot, I’m cool, I’m floating. And, it’s all better than ever.

Dax brushes off the hair stuck to my face. His eyes are blown-out and his face is red. Even with the water, it can’t have been easy fucking me like a toy in the sea. “Sorry, I know the guys are takin’ pictures, but what’s better than your husband seein’ you on another man’s cock with his own two eyes.” His voice is still heavy, laden with his orgasm. “How about we get you off my cock and onto his, huh?”

I hum in delight. “Sounds perfect.” I’m trying to catch my breath through the exhaustion of two orgasms.

I feel another set of hands around my waist and I’m pulled off Dax’s cock. Without his thick shaft plugging me, his cum slides past my lips, mingling with the salt water.

“I got you, baby.” My husband’s voice wraps around me as he turns me to face him. “He fucked you real good did he?”

“Mhmm.” I don’t have the strength to say words right now, so instead, I wrap my arms around his neck, curling into his familiar warmth. “So good.”

He pulls me tight and even though he’s still wearing swim shorts, I can feel his cock at full mast. I’m immediately re-energized like a slut-bunny, powered by cock. The night isn’t over yet.
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I cling to my husband as Dax’s cum slowly leaks out of my pussy. The feel of his familiar body does something to me. Oversensitive and exhausted, I’m ready for another round. I need my husband’s cock to fill me up and stretch me out again. I need him to reclaim his slutty wife.

“Thanks for takin’ such good care of my wife,” my husband says, and that’s when I realize that Dax hasn’t left yet. “I’ll owe you and the guys one.”

Dax trails his index finger down my spine one last time. “Anytime man.” He leans in. “And I mean it…any damn time.”

The water splashes around us and I look over my shoulder to confirm it. Dax is at the beach, sliding into his swim shorts again, adjusting his cock to make it seem like he didn’t just fuck a married woman on her honeymoon in the sea. There’s no hiding the smug swagger as he walks away.

My husband turns his full attention to me. “You liked that did you? Fuckin’ another man and gettin’ your husband to walk in on it?”

His tone is stern but I can see the excitement in his eyes. I like this little game we’re playing now. The first couple times, he didn’t mask how much he loved me coming back to him with cum dripping from a hole. Now, he’s embracing all sides of sharing me. The possessiveness is hot—especially because I know that he really does love fucking another man’s cum right back into my pussy.

“I loved it,” I whisper, my words punctuated by the gentle waves lapping at our bodies. “Are you going to teach your slutty little wife a lesson?”

His eyes flash something sharp and dark. My pussy clenches with desire even though it’s just been fucked. “Someone has to,” he says. “You think your pussy can handle another cock already?”

I nod. “I can take it.” My ankles push down his shorts just under his ass. The waistband snags on his hard cock and he hisses.

“My little slut can’t even be patient enough for her husband’s cock.” He holds me up and does the job I couldn’t, letting his cock spring free.

I look down to see the tip. The water distorts my vision, but I still lick my lips. I know this cock—probably well enough to pick it out from a line up. It’s a deep red and leaking, standing erect against my husband’s slick torso. We’re shallower than where Dax and I were, so when the water ebbs, it reveals a sliver of his tip.

My want crashes into me. I didn’t realize just how desperate I was for my husband until now. “Your slut’s waited long enough,” I say with a pout. “Fuck me, baby. Fuck me so hard I forget about every other cock.”

My husband growls a low and feral sound that shoots right to my core. “Be careful what you wish for.” He grabs my hips, lifts me up, aligns his cock with my pussy, and in a single motion, slams right into me. The force is dampened by the water, but I can tell my husband isn’t holding back now. He knows I’m not fragile. He knows that he can pound into me like the slut that I am, and I’ll happily take it.

“Fuck,” I moan. “I love your cock.”

“Just mine?”

I bite my bottom lip and he laughs.

“Good,” he says. “Gonna fuck you until it’s just mine.” He thrusts once, pulling my face in for a searing kiss. “Gonna fuck you like this every time you come back from another man.” He whispers against my lips, rolling my hips so his cock is pushed deeper.

The soreness in my pussy dissipates, my husband’s cock always my cure. He takes his time, building up his thrusts, kissing my jaw and trailing down my neck. I’m giddy with my building anticipation when my eyes fly open.

“They look like they’re having fun,” a voice says from the shore.

My breath catches in my throat and I pull myself close to my husband.

My husband chuckles. “What’re the odds?” he whispers and walks us a little deeper so my breasts are fully covered.

“Do you think…in the water?” It’s a man and a woman about the age of my husband and I. They’re taking what looks like a romantic walk on the beach. And, it looks like my husband and I are throwing them a bit of a curve ball.

I splutter out a laugh, dipping my face into the crook of my husband’s neck.

“If they are, that’s fucking hot,” the man says. “Maybe we should do that too.”

My husband wraps his arms tighter around me. “Wish they saw you fucking Dax too.” His voice is husky and low. “They’d see how much of a slut my gorgeous wife can be.”

My body heats with his words. I can’t believe he’s saying these things to me within earshot of our onlookers. They can’t actually hear us, but with how loudly the two of them are talking about us, something tells me the couple would be into hearing all about our sexy adventures.

“You wanna fuck me in the sea?” the woman asks the man with a coy tone.

The man wraps his arm around the woman’s waist, pulling her in for a heated kiss. “I wanna fuck you everywhere.” With another kiss, the two scurry off toward the cabins.

My husband growls. “I wanna fuck you everywhere too.” It’s like a switch is flipped and his thrusts pick up speed. “Want you to fuck all my friends—show you off real good.” His cock stretches me out a little more each time. “Let everyone see what they’re missin’.”

With the couple gone and my husband’s cock pounding into me, my mind comes back to all the sensations of my body. “Yes,” I whimper, “show me off—show off your slut.”

“Such a slutty, tight pussy,” he grunts. “Gonna make you cum on so many cocks.”

“Fuck,” I shout as my husband’s cock hits the perfect, sensitive patch deep in my walls.

“You like that? You like your husband’s cock slidin’ around in another man’s cum?”

I nod furiously. “Need all of you to fill me up.”

His thrusts slow the tiniest amount—I might’ve missed it if I weren’t so in tune with his cock. “Just got one left, huh?” He sounds deep in thought, like he’s recounting all the pictures he’s seen of me coming on his friend’s cocks or tongue or hands. “Better make the rest of the week count.” His thrusts speed up again. “Make sure they know what they’re missin’ by the time we leave.”

His cock slams against my g-spot and I join his flurry of mindless babbling. “Harder!” I whine. “Right there!” Another thrust and I’m moaning and writhing on my husband’s cock, orgasming so hard that my legs slip off his waist and he has to catch me amidst his own release.

Three orgasms in the sea make me feel like I’m floating. My husband’s cum mixes with his friend’s, all swirling in me with my own slick and the sea water. I hum in pure bliss, waiting for my husband to take his cock out.

I look to him, raising a brow, when that doesn’t happen. Is he really still hard? Even after coming in me as hard as he did? That thought alone makes my thigh muscles pulse.

My husband chuckles when he realizes what’s happening. “Seein’ you and Dax got me so damn hard that even coming in your pussy isn’t enough.”

I lick my lips, tasting the salty water. “Good thing I have other holes.”

My husband flashes me a sharp grin. “Think we might need to go ashore if I’m gonna fuck your ass.”

I look around. It’s late enough now that the soft music floating from the background has stopped. The lights around the beach are slowly dimming. Even though we’ve already had a couple walk by us, there’s nobody around us anymore. “Lube?” I ask, satisfied with our surroundings.

“It’s our honeymoon, baby, think I’m goin’ anywhere without lube?”

I blush hard enough that I’m sure it’s visible through even the low, night light. “Then fuck me in the ass, husband. Your slut’s not done yet.”

He carries us out of the water, cock still in my pussy, and plops down onto the chair beside my clothes. The impact of sitting down gives me one last hard thrust into my pussy before my husband lifts me up like I weigh nothing, freeing his cock. With wobbly legs, I straddle his legs as drops of cum leak out of my pussy, falling onto my husband’s half-off swim shorts.

If anyone were to walk by right now, the scene would be more funny than sexy. But, being able to switch between the two is really what a relationship is about, so I allow myself a quick giggle as my husband drips lube onto his cock and coats his fingers.

“Turn around for me, baby,” he says, diving back into sexy. “Show me that tight little ass.”

I do as he says, repositioning my legs so I can sit on his lap. I arch my back, rolling my ass cheeks along his still-hard shaft.

He groans and slides a thumb between my cheeks, gently rubbing the lube into my hole. “I fucking love your ass,” he says, husky and needy.

I look over my shoulder. His cock is lined up with my hole and as the lube is fully applied, my husband grips his shaft, aligning us. The moonlight reflects off his glistening body, dipping and tracing the hard planes of his lean muscles. All of his friends are hot, and my husband definitely fits in with the crew.

“Ready?” he asks, meeting my eyes. The tip of his cock kisses my hole and I nod. Slowly but firmly, he pushes his tip in.

My mouth hangs open as I catch my breath. The last time I had something in my ass, it was the toy gifted to us by Drew. Taking a cock is a completely different matter.

“Relax,” he whispers, running a soothing hand up and down my spine. “Breathe for me, baby.”

My husband’s gravelly voice coaxes me and my hole, and with the next breath, he slides into my ass all the way.

“That’s it,” he says, breathless to mirror my want. One hand snakes around my front and his index finger gently rests on my clit hood. He stills, waiting for me to say I’m ready so he can start thrusting, and the gesture warms me.

I look over my shoulder to meet his eyes again, batting my lashes with a sultry look. “Please, fuck my tight ass so hard I forget every other cock.”

Eyes gleaming with an edge, he huffs, grips my hip with his free hand, and thrusts. I hold onto his thighs as he bounces me on his cock. His finger on my clit, it doesn’t take long for my orgasm to build up yet again. He pounds into me so hard that the wet sounds of skin on skin grow louder than the crashing waves around us.

“Tell me how it feels,” my husband grits out. “Tell me how my cock feels.”

With every thrust, all my thoughts fall away except the ones that have to do with his cock. “So good. You know my body so well,” I whimper. “So full, so hard, so thick—ahhh, yes!” I squeak with a particularly enthusiastic bounce.

My breasts bounce, my ass jiggles, and I have absolutely no shame moaning for my husband in open air. With every thrust, I’m reminded of how lucky I am to be with someone who’s happy to accept my sluttiest desires. My toes curl into the sand and my muscles tighten, pushing a gush of cum out of my pussy, right before I’m coming again.

With a grunt, my husband follows, coating my ass in the same hot seed that my pussy’s grown so familiar with. His cock twitches in my ass and his finger circles my clit to see the end of my release. With quick kisses to my shoulder blade, I lean back into my husband’s chest with a satisfied hum.

We stay there, wrapped up in each other until the breeze reminds us that we’re stark naked and the night air is growing cold.

My husband hands me my clothes, easing his cock out of my hole. I revel in the leaking cum once again, realizing just how much I love being filled to the brim. After we’re clothed, he nestles me into his chest, carrying us back to the cabin. I’m going to need all the rest I can get if I’m planning on approaching the last groomsman tomorrow.


TIED UP BY THE GROOMSMAN


THE LAST GROOMSMAN on my to-do list ties me up and lets my husband unwrap me like a hot, shared present.

Aiden is the kinkiest of the groomsman, and I find out just how he likes it when he restrains me, holding onto my ropes like they’re reins.

Blissed out in tight pleasure, I’m moaning when my husband takes over. He tugs at my ropes, showing me that he’s every bit of a dominant as Aiden is.
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I stretch, feeling the warmth of the sun kiss my sore muscles. My husband hums, sliding the back of his hand up my thighs, grabbing the meat of my ass. I chuckle, falling back into bed, giving him a lingering kiss.

“Can’t believe the honeymoon's almost over,” he mutters, still a little groggy from sleep.

“Hey!” I smack his chest playfully. “It’s not over till we’re on the plane ride back.”

A slow grin splits his face. “Speaking of hot as fuck plane rides, you ready for Aiden?”

I roll my eyes. Nobody said hot as fuck plane rides, but my husband clearly has a one-track mind this week. After I fucked Brian on the plane, I can see why he’d bring it up. With only Aiden left to fuck, I can’t blame my husband for being fixated on that. My to-fuck list coming to a close has been on my mind too.

Throughout this whole week, I’ve been sleeping with each of the groomsman. Starting with the best man on my wedding night, carrying it onto the plane bathroom, and then here in our all-inclusive honeymoon resort, I’ve gone through all but one groomsman. And, today, I’m ready to fuck him.

Aiden is the groomsman I know the least. It’s not that he’s unapproachable in that asshole way like Connor is, but he’s just quiet. And, he’s not quiet in that nerdy, sweet way that Brian is. Aiden is decorated with tattoos and piercings, and observant with his icy blue eyes. Sometimes, I feel like he might be a mind reader or a hypnotist with the way he sees through people.

And, there’s no doubt that just like the other men, he’s hot as hell.

I’m so deep in thought, wondering about what it’d be like to sleep with the last groomsman that my husband is already up and making us coffee.

“The guys have been talkin’ about you,” he says.

I blush and nod. “I heard.”

My husband’s face splits into a devious grin. “Nothing’s hotter than them talkin’ about how pretty your pussy is or how tight your hole is.” His voice drops low and he licks his lips, looking me over.

A shiver of pleasure runs up my spine and my body heats. My husband absolutely knows what effect this has on me. My pussy is starting to clench, throwing off the week’s soreness and getting ready for more. All before breakfast.

Sensing my tingling body, my husband stands behind me and leans into the crook of my neck. “My friends said they loved coming in you.” His hands slide up and down my bare legs—I haven’t bothered to put on any pants yet. “They said your slutty pussy was made for them—for all of them.”

My thigh muscles clenched together, neediness building. I’m so ready and desperate for the next cock. I open my mouth, ready to kiss my husband and let him devour me, but just as quickly as his warmth enveloped me, it’s gone.

I growl in frustration and rub my knees together. I’m already so needy for cock.

My husband smirks, knowing just how needy I’ve become. “You’ll earn my cock once you fuck Aiden.”

Fuck, that’s so hot.

Even if he’s teasing me, his bulge gives away the fact that he needs this just as much as I do. My husband’s thick, hard cock twitches, tenting the snug fit of his boxer-briefs. My mouth waters, feeding back into the new identity I’m embracing. I love being my husband’s slut more than anything.

“Hope you’ll keep that warmed up for me, then.” My eyes stay fixed on his cock.

My husband tilts up my chin with his index finger. The spot he touches burns red hot, shooting right to my core. My lips are parted and my lids are heavy as my chest heaves, gently brushing against my husband’s bare chest.

“You come back with even more cum filling your holes and I’ll show you just how I like my cock being warmed.” His throaty growl is muffled when his lips find mine, tasting every inch of my mouth.

Instead of waiting for Aiden to find me like what’s happened with the other guys, this time, I go right to his cabin after breakfast. I’m in my sluttiest bikini yet—a g-string bottom that ties at the hips and one of those tiny, triangle bikini tops. It’s not out of the ordinary on this beach resort, but I throw on a sheer, purple beach cover anyways. It’s the perfect mix of coy and slut when I knock on Aiden’s cabin.

He opens the door like he’s just woken up. His dark hair is messy, his chin is scruffy, and a sleeve of intricate tattoos cover his right arm—which happens to be bare because he obviously sleeps shirtless. He doesn’t say anything when he sees me, cocking a brow in question, waiting for me to start.

The best man I slept with on my wedding night, Connor, might be an ass, but he’s a predictable ass. Aiden in front of me is completely unreadable.

I remind myself that the guys have already been talking about me. Aiden has no doubt heard all about my pussy. All I have to do is offer him a piece of said pussy.

I clear my throat. “Can I come in?”

He smirks and steps aside just enough for me to slide past him. My breasts graze his chest along the way and my nipples peak. I can feel his eyes blazing against my skin.

“I know you’ve heard about Brett and my…arrangement.”

Aiden’s lips curl up right at the edge.

Well, at least I’ve established that he knows, but approaching him like this makes me feel like I’m back in the dating pool on a nervous first date. “You’re the last man standing.”

Aiden considers me for another moment before finally speaking, “You think you can handle me, Kitten?” His voice is like gravel, roughly rumbling through my core. 

My breath catches in my throat when he steps toward me. He’s at least a head taller than me and even if he isn’t as wide as Drew, his lean muscles ripple in tension. It’s not like he’s not interested. It’s more like he’s holding back.

“I know I can,” I whisper, realizing that I might not know Aiden right now, but I’m about to get a crash course.

His thumb grazes my bottom lip, parting my mouth. I’m panting already from the dizzying heat between us. “What would you let me do to you? What would your husband let me do to you?”

Did the air thicken? Did the air conditioning stop working? How am I suddenly out of breath and on fire?

I gulp as my legs turn to jelly and I respond with the first thing that comes to my head. “Anything.”
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Aiden brings me to the bedroom where his suitcase lays open. I can’t make out all of the contents, but one thing catches my eye. A thick coil of rope is tucked in between his wedding suit and black t-shirts. Definitely something that would’ve raised questions if we’d gone through regular security, but our chartered plane didn’t have to deal with that. Did he bring this because he expected this? He couldn’t have because my husband only proposed that I start sleeping with his friends on our wedding night.

So, Aiden just is that kinky to bring rope along with him on a vacation, confident that he’d find someone to tie up.

It just so happens that I get to be the lucky woman today.

He traces the waistband of my bikini bottoms, going from back to front. “You’re gonna tell me ‘red’ if anything I do crosses your line, got it?”

I nod wordlessly. Now that this arrangement has been made, Aiden’s nonchalance turns to dominance. His voice commands my whole body in an instant.

“Use your words, Kitten.”

I hold back a whimper. “Yes. ‘Red’ will be my safeword.”

“That’s a good girl.” He grabs the beach cover and tugs it over my head, letting out a low whistle when my bikini is revealed in full. “Looks like you’re embracing that inner slut after all.”

He might not mean it as a compliment, but I take it as one. The triangle top barely covers my areola, let alone my fleshy breasts.

“Remind me to thank your husband after all this is over,” he whispers, sliding a finger under my bikini top.

My knees are weak when his finger grazes over my nipple. They’re immediately hard as diamonds, poking through the thin fabric of my bikini.

“I like seeing what we’re playing with before bringing out the rope,” he says, stepping back. “Turn for me.” He gestures his hand in a twirling motion.

My pulse races as I will my legs to make the motions. With my skimpy outfit, I’m completely on display for him, hiding only the wetness of my pussy and the wink of my hole.

“Fuck,” he whispers. “You look so damn fuckable.”

That spurs on my confidence. I look over my shoulder and wiggle my ass a little. “Then fuck me.”

He chuckles, throaty and low. “Not yet, Kitten. I’m gonna have some fun with you first.” His gaze drops to my bare ass, thin triangle of the g-string framing my curves. “Now, wiggle that tight ass out off your swim suit and show me how wet you already are.”

My hands shake when I slide the bikini bottoms down my legs. I hold myself bent over, g-string around my ankles, as I tilt my hips to reveal my glistening pussy lips.

“So damn wet already,” Aiden says. “Such a needy pussy.” His finger slides through it, gathering up proof of my want. He explores my body, smearing my slick across my ass cheeks, down my thighs, and over my pelvic bone. Every stroke of his hand across skin lights my nerves on edge.

I want to be fucked so bad. I want this final groomsman and I want to return to my husband leaking of cum and smelling of another man’s sex.

He tugs on the tie of my bikini top, letting it unravel down my front. Still bent over, my breasts hang free as the top falls to the ground. He guides me toward the bed so my hands can support my bent over position. “You ever been tied up before?” he asks, grabbing the rope and unraveling it.

I shake my head. “Not yet.”

Aiden chuckles. “If he asks nicely, maybe I’ll show your husband how to tie you up.”

“Please,” I whimper. The image flashes in my head. Aiden tugging on the ropes, restricting me in delicious pressure—my husband watching how it’s done and following suit. The two of them would restrain me and take turns using me. I bite my bottom lip to stop myself from moaning. I’ve been enjoying fucking each of these men one-on-one, but with Dax’s comments about being passed around, and now Aiden teasing me with the rope, I’m growing more eager to take all the men at the same time.

I have to bring it up with my husband. My body won’t let me simply file the thought away anymore. But, I can still focus on the man at hand right now.

In my bent-over position, Aiden slides the rope between my legs, forming a “s” around my thighs. He pulls it up, letting it sit snug at my crotch, pressing gently against my pussy lips. He’s holding both ends, weaving them around my hips. With every movement, the rope pushes harder against my clit, and I let out soft moans.

“Tell me how it feels, Kitten.”

My eyes flutter shut when his hand lies at the small of my back, tying a flat knot along my spine. “So good,” I whine. “Tighter. Please.”

He chuckles and does as I begged for, giving the ropes a strong tug.

“Ahh, fuuuuck,” I moan as the rope grinds hard against my clit.

“You like that?” Another tug. “Like bein’ tied up and teased?”

“Yes!” My eyes flutter shut as Aiden’s hands work knots around my hips.

“Stand up,” he commands.

Like a puppet on strings, I don’t think twice before obeying. He grabs my wrists, pulling them behind my back.

“This knot”—he traces the one above my ass cheeks—“is adjustable.” He incorporates my wrists into it somehow. “It means that I can loosen the rope across your cunt when I fuck you.”

His confidence is hotter than anything else—which is saying something because every time he pulls another round of the rope across my body, I see his forearms rippling with tension.

“You’re going to be the perfect, slutty little present for your husband after this,” Aiden says.

My breath hitches. “I hope so.”

The tie at the small of my back tugs tight and when Aiden moves to my front, the gleam in his eyes tells me I’m fully wrapped up. I test the restraint by tugging a little. My hands are stuck to the top of my ass, and any little movement to free myself pulls on the rope between my legs.

Aiden smirks. “You like that do you? Tryin’ to get undone but all it’s doing is pushing you closer to the edge.”

It’s more than just a simple like. Every time the rope presses against my clit, I see stars as a jolt of electric pleasure shoots up my spine. The more I wiggle to get loose, the tighter my core winds.

Aiden’s face turns serious for a beat. “Remember, you say the safeword and you’re free.”

The care is sweet, but I’m learning that I love the tension. I love having my hands bound, I love being at the mercy of a man picked out by my husband, and most of all, I love being used like a slutty toy. “I don’t need to be freed,” I pant, “I need to be fucked.”

The serious face drops back into his sly, smoking hot grin. Standing in front of me, I can get the best look at Aiden than I ever have. His right arm is covered in intricate tattoos ranging from flowers crawling up his shoulder to a lush forest scene wrapping around his forearm. They accentuate his lean muscles and frame his long, thick fingers. His swim shorts are slung low on his hips, revealing the delicious cut of his obliques. In the afternoon light, he looks like a mischievous god, ready to trick me out of my clothes.

Lucky for me, I’m already out of my clothes and my body is wanting.

“Is this how you thought your honeymoon would go?” Aiden asks casually while tugging on the rope at my clit with one hand and kneading my breasts with the other.

I bite my bottom lip as my hips buck. The friction is both too much and not enough. “No,” I whimper. “I thought…I thought I wouldn’t get to be a slut.”

“Now you can’t think of a life without it, can you?” He tugs harder. The rope slides right between my pussy lips, gliding along my wet entrance. If I weren’t soaking wet, coating the rope, I’d be concerned about rope burn. But, even the thought of rope burn doesn’t turn me off. I had no idea that I would be so into mixing pain and pleasure, and if I hadn’t come here to fuck Aiden, I might’ve never known.

“Once a slut, always a slut, right?” Aiden asks again.

My mind can barely process his words now as all my attention is drawn toward the quickly building orgasm. He pinches my nipples, tweaking the sensitive and needy buds until I throw my head back in bliss. The rope digs into my arms, my ass, and my pussy in the best ways and I’m grinding against it, looking to hit my nerves in just the right way.

I don’t have to wait long when Aiden leans in and his hot, husky voice beckons my release. “Come for me, slut.”

My body tightens and releases all at once. He’s right. I’m a slut, and I’m damn happy to be able to be one. I’ve now orgasmed with all of the groomsman starting from my wedding night. Standing in front of Aiden, my body shakes, tremors of pleasure coursing through my veins.

“I got you,” he says softly when I realize that by being tied up, I’m not in charge of my own orgasm recovery. I slump onto him, forehead resting on his chest. He’s holding the ropes to keep me upright, and the pressure against my clit elicits wave after wave of aftershock.

When I've recovered enough, he bends me over, face down, onto the bed. With a sharp slap to my ass, I moan, ready for more.

“Fuck me,” I whimper, wiggling my hips. “Use me, please.”

Aiden chuckles. “Is this what your husband gets every day?” His hand traces the pattern of knots along my back, sending shivers through me with every divot on my skin. “Didn’t think Brett would get to have the slutty wife”—Aiden loosens the rope just enough to slide it to the side of my pussy—“but, I’m not going to complain when I get to fuck you like this.” His finger takes the place of the rope, gliding through my wetness, catching up all my slick.

My eyes flutter closed. It’s just as I thought—his hands are big and thick, easily working to heat my oversensitive pussy. Two fingers push into my entrance and my mouth falls open. “Ahh, so thick,” I whimper.

“Kitten, if you think my fingers are thick, you’re going to have a hell of a time on my cock.”

I turn my head so I can see his figure from my periphery. He pulls out his fingers and pushes down the waistband of his swim shorts. My eyes widen and I lick my lips in delight. His cock isn’t as big as Drew’s cock, but it’s thick, long, and leaking. So, as far as me and my pussy are concerned, it’s perfect. He rubs his thumb over the tip, smearing his pre all over his head. The shaft glistens with my slick, rubbing off from his fingers.

I need it so bad. I want to be held in place, all tied up like this, and fucked until I can’t walk anymore. I want his cum to drip out of my pussy and onto the rope, waiting for my husband to find me—and fuck me all over again.

Sensing my impatience, Aiden steadies my wiggling, holding onto the rope that’s tying my wrists to my ass like the reins of an animal.

In a single, smooth motion, his cock finds its target, pushing into my pussy, parting my lips, and sheathing all the way into me. My body tries to arch and tighten, but Aiden holds it in place with the rope. The push and pull of my pussy and his cock lights up all my nerves.

“Fuck,” I moan, “so full…so hot. I need it, fuck me, please!” I’m babbling the first things that come to mind.

“That’s the plan, Kitten.” He pulls out so slow that it makes me squirm, but before I can beg for more, he slams back into me hard enough for the bed to creak across the floor.

“Ahhh, yea, just like that!” I shout as he rams back into me again and again, setting a hard and fast rhythm.

“Slutty, tight little pussy,” he grunts in time with his thrusts. “Gonna fill you up so full—your husband isn’t gonna know what to do with all this cum.”

He uses the rope as leverage, using my pussy like a sex toy.

“Yes!” I shout. “Fill me up! Use me!”

“Yeah? Beg for it, slut!”

“Please, please,” I whimper, winding closer and closer to my second release as the head of his cock notches into my g-spot. “Give me all your cum!”

In a guttural moan from deep within Aiden’s chest, he thrusts as hard as he can two more times. My body shivers until the hot spurts of thick ropes of cum warm me from the inside out. The feeling of being filled without being able to move from his cock pushes me over the edge. My toes curl, saliva drips from my lips and onto the bed, and my hard nipples glide across the bed sheets as my chest heaves.

We stay there until I hear him fumbling with something. Weakly, I look over my shoulder to see Aiden’s thumb moving across the screen of his phone. He gives me a sharp smirk and brings it up to his ear.

“You’re gonna wanna come get your wife,” Aiden says into the phone, sliding a hand over my ass and giving my cheek a sharp smack. “She’s in a bit of bind and desperately needs her husband to free her.”

“Fuck,” my husband says from the other end. It’s loud enough for me to hear it through the phone even off speaker. “On my way.”

“You ready for your husband to find you all tied up with my cum dripping out of my pussy?” Aiden dips his head to whisper into my ear.

“Please, yes!” My body is heating up again just thinking about it. My pussy pulses in anticipation as my skin heats up. I can’t help but roll my hips

The rope around my pussy is still loose and pushed aside to make room for Aiden’s cock, and he twitches in me one last time before sliding out, dripping his cum on the side of the rope. His finger slides through my pussy lips when there’s a knock on the door.

Aiden hums, wiping his finger along my ass cheek. “It’s been fun, Mel.” He leans in next to my ear. “I hope we get to do this again sometime.”

His footsteps disappear behind me. I crane my neck, trying to catch a hushed conversation, but I can’t make out the words. I don’t care to ask when my husband takes Aiden’s place, grabbing the knot that ties my wrists behind my back.
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“Well, well, well. You look like the perfect little gift, just waiting for me to unwrap you.” My husband’s voice drips with feral need.

I can’t help but smirk. “Exactly what I was thinking.”

“You know what they say about great minds,” my husband says, sliding his flat palm along my spine. “I knew Aiden was into kinkier shit, but it’s something else to see it.”

Unlike Aiden, my husband’s movements around the rope feel frayed. My husband and I don’t practice BDSM—unless being his hotwife counts now. But, we’re obviously interested in exploring each other’s kinks. Especially if those kinks are awakened through the other men I fuck.

My husband tugs me upright and encircles me like a hawk watching its prey. The shift of my body pushes out a new batch of Aiden’s cum, and the slick stickiness coats my thighs. Even though I’ve been fucking his friends during this whole trip, there’s something new in my husband’s eyes and in his body language. For the first time, he’s seeing me restrained and naked. I’m completely at his mercy—just how I was completely at Aiden’s mercy.

My gaze dips and I can see the proof of my husband’s arousal. Like all of us, he’s been in his swim gear for the whole time we’ve been at the resort. That means that when his cock is standing at attention, there’s nowhere to hide.

His cock is thick and it tents his shorts. He slides a finger underneath the part of the rope that crosses my chest, and his cock bounces. My husband growls, letting the back of his hand land on my nipple. “You look like such a damn slut,” he says. “Like a bonafide whore, going around, begging for my friends’ cocks.”

My thigh muscles clench and I rub them together, reveling in the proof of my whoring. “Yes,” I whisper. “I need your friends’ cocks. I need them to all come in me.”

“How do you feel now that they have?”

I gulp, steadying my pulse before answering, “It’s not enough.”

My husband chuckles. “That’s a good slut.” He pinches my nipple, rubbing the oversensitive bud until my breast flushes red with heat.

“Your good slut,” I moan.

“Damn right you are.” His pinch tightens and I’m at his mercy. “You’re my slut and you’ll sleep with whoever I tell you to, right?”

I nod frantically. “Yes, yes, anyone you want me to fuck. My pussy belongs to you.” I’m babbling mindlessly, but I wholeheartedly believe the words. I love being shared and I know my husband wouldn’t actually share me with anyone I didn’t want.

I’ve taken the vows and I trust my husband with every piece of me—my heart, my soul, my pussy.

“And, that means that I get to use your pussy too, doesn’t it?”

My eyes pinch shut when my husband closes our distance. His tongue slides into my mouth, exploring every corner as if he’s kissing me for the first time. The gentle laps turn hungry and feral when he pulls my body flush, shifting the hand on my nipple lower. With the rope loose around my pussy, I need his fingers to bring me to the edge.

Thankfully, my husband never disappoints.

Two fingers slide into my entrance as his thumb rubs tight circles on my clit. His free hand is on my back, holding me in place as my wrists are still tied behind my back. I’ve kissed my husband thousands of times, but reeling from two orgasms and my restraints, I’m overwhelmed by his presence.

His oaky musk, the warmth of his body, the wetness of his tongue, and the firmness of his touch. My mind is completely blank when the fingers in my pussy curl and my orgasm crashes into me. My hands clench, pulling taut on the rope. Orgasming while unrestrained is like a phoenix, flying free, but orgasming with both hands tied behind my back makes me feel more like a snake, sliding through the earthquake shaking under me.

“You’ve come around all my friends now,” my husband says, slowly pumping his fingers in and out of me. “You’ve taken all their cum like a good little slut.” He holds my gaze when I’m able to reopen my eyes. “You think you can ever go back? Everyone knows you’re a slut now.”

I hum in delight. “Don’t wanna go back. Always wanna be your slut.” My voice comes out slow and mumbled. I’ve orgasmed so much that words are a little hard to form. But, one thing is absolutely true—I don’t want to stop. I don’t want to stop sleeping with the men my husband picks out and don’t want to stop embracing my sluttiest side.

It could be seconds or hours when my husband finally slips out his fingers. My pussy pulses, begging for more. He holds it up, letting the afternoon sun shine across Aiden’s cum mixing with my juices.

“Look at that. Proof that my wife loves fucking other men.”

I give my husband a weak smile. “Only for you.” I lick my lips, stealing glances at his cum-coated fingers.

My husband catches my drift, cocking a sly brow. “You wanna lick my fingers clean, don’t you?”

I nod. “Please.”

His fingers dip into my mouth and I moan. The vibrations go straight from my mouth to my husband’s desire, stoking his already incendiary flames. “Fuck,” he whispers, voice hoarse. “I love you so fucking much.”

I bask in his praise, lapping up all of Aiden’s cum to clean my husband’s fingers. The salty, tanginess coats my mouth, making me salivate even more. My licks grow sloppy and loud as I bob up and down on his fingers.

“I’m gonna fuck you so hard,” my husband says with a deep-seated groan. “Can’t wait to stick my cock in you.”

My body heats and I let his fingers go. “Please, I need your cock. Need it so bad.”

In an instant, I’m bent over again, holes exposed. My husband stands behind me, pushing his swim shorts down to expose his cock. Giving himself three quick pumps, he lines us up, meets my gaze, and thrusts in so deep that I can practically feel him bulging through my stomach. The stretch is mind-blowingly delicious.

One of his hands lands on the rope that ties my wrists together and the other tangles in my hair. Nails grazing across my scalp, he tugs so my body is arched. With two points of contact to rein me in, my husband slowly starts thrusting.

“Ahhh, yess, please, more!” I shout. This mix of pain and pleasure is something only my husband can achieve, and my pussy craves every second of it.

“Shit, you’re such a good hole,” my husband says. “My perfect slut.”

I love when my husband calls me these things—so crude, so dirty. It feels like all our walls have come down, and we’re finally exploring each other completely and freely. If the physical sensations weren’t already more than enough, I’d come again just from the way my husband feels comfortable and confident in our relationship.

“I’m your slut!” Even with my muscles quickly re-tightening for another release, I let my body be used without resistance. “Use me, fuck me, come in me,” I whimper.

Wet sounds of skin slapping skin fill the air. My husband’s sac slaps my pussy lips with every thrust. His cock is twitching and pulsing as my pussy molds around it, clenching to hold it close.

“Fuck, I’m not gonna last,” my husband says. “You’re so damn tight—even after fucking so many guys.”

“Don’t need you to last. Just…need your cum.”

“Then come with me,” he grunts, tightening his grip on my hair. With another hard thrust that stumbles us both forwards, I’m rewarded again with my husband’s hot cum painting my pussy, claiming it as his to do with however he pleases. White hot pleasure presses at the edges of my vision as I scream his name.

This whole week, every orgasm has been more powerful than the next, and this one is no different. My whole body aches, delightfully thrumming in waves of pleasure as I come down.

My husband recovers first and he runs his hand up and down my spine, slowly taking his cock out. I whimper when my pussy is empty again, but welcome the respite—I just hope it won’t be empty for too long.

“You ready to be untied?” my husband asks, loosening his grip on my hair.

“So ready,” I say in a blissful moan.

Aiden’s knots come undone easily. My husband pushes the ends of the rope through a loop, letting blood rush back to the tightened parts of my body. As the rope loosens, a wave of fatigue hits me. I didn’t realize how much this rope weighed me down or how much my orgasms took out of me.

Thankfully, my husband is here to read my body like a book. When my legs wobble, he wraps an arm around my waist.

“Guess you’ve had a big day,” he says with a chuckle. He pulls his shorts up over his cock and grabs my beach cover without letting me down.

“Mmm, big week. Got married, you know.” I grin lazily.

“I heard.” My husband slides the cover onto me. I’m still naked underneath, but we’re only going a couple steps back to our cabin. “Also heard you railed more times than I can count,” he says, lifting me into his arms.

I settle into his solid grip as he carries me back to our cabin. “I did,” I say. “Just hope it’s not the last time.”

My husband plops me into our plush vacation bed, crawling in beside me. “We’re just getting started, baby.”


USED BY THE WEDDING PARTY WHILE MY HUSBAND WATCHES


“THEY CAN TAKE turns—filling you, pleasuring you, using you. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”


On the last day of our vacation, my husband asks me to take the whole wedding party. That’s five big, thick men! And, he wants me to do this while he watches!


Even though I've now taken all the groomsmen one-by-one, I've fantasized about them all at once. When my husband suggests this, I jump at the opportunity to turn my body into a playground. And, I make sure that my husband gets the final round.
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“Okay, spill. You’ve been with all of them now, right?” Steph asks, tapping my knee to catch my attention.

We’re sitting on the beach, soaking in the sun on the last day of my post-wedding vacation. My body is sore in all the right places—a sign of a week well spent—but I’m sad to see it over. “Yup,” I respond. “Each and every single one of the groomsmen.”

“Who had the biggest dick?”

I choke on my lemon water. “You can’t just ask that!”

Steph grins, her pearly whites glinting in the afternoon light. “Oh I just did.”

I roll my eyes. “Drew.”

Steph cackles. “I knew it! I mean, the guy’s just big all over, so I’d have been shocked if it were anyone else.”

“Size isn’t everything, you know,” I mumble. My face heats as I recount the events—the cocks—of the week.

First, there was Connor on my wedding night. My ass flexes, thinking about how perfectly rough he was as I saved my pussy for my husband that night. My husband listened to all of it as I fucked the best man in the suite next to the wedding suite. Then, Brian was so impatient that he spread me wide and worshiped me on the plane. My husband was just a few seats away and he got so riled up, we barely made it to the cabin here at the resort. Drew surprised me by bringing a toy with him. Thanks to the plug and Drew’s big cock, I was stretched out and filled like never before. Even with the tiniest bit of jealousy from my husband, I showed him how no other cock is quite like his afterwards. Dax fucked me in the sea, showing me off to anyone who wanted to look. It was so exhilarating that my husband stayed hard and was able to fuck both my pussy and ass. And, just yesterday, I fucked Aiden. He was the most surprising, but mainly because I knew him the least. He brought rope with him—obviously hoping to get lucky here at the resort—and he tied me up so well that my husband loved unwrapping me.

“All of them got me off—more than that, they all loved getting a piece of me, knowing that Brett would be fucking me right after.”

Steph slaps my shoulder in a light, teasing gesture. “Get out! That’s so hot!”

I bite my lip. “I know…I’m so sad this week is done. Tomorrow, we’ll all be on the plane ride back to our normal lives.” I sigh. “I wonder if Brett is going to want to keep sharing me.”

“Do you want that?”

I nod. “I’d always fantasized about it, but I didn’t realize just how much I’d love it until I started doing it.”

Steph taps her lips in thought. “Well, why does it have to end? You liked it, the guys liked it, Brett probably loved it.”

My face scrunches up. “I thought that it would be just a kinky wedding thing.”

Steph pats my shoulder, rubbing it in comfort. “Or, it could be a whole lifestyle thing. I think you should talk to your husband about it.”

Steph is right. I want to continue being Brett’s hotwife. I want to continue to be shared with the men he picks out. I want him to love my slutty side as much as I’ve come to embrace it. I thank Steph and quickly scurry back to my cabin. It’ll be better to have this conversation right away.

When I get back to the cabin, I don’t expect to be greeted by all the men who’ve had their cocks in me.

Brian, Drew, and Dax beam at me while Connor and Aiden give me a cursory glance.

“Uhhh, am I interrupting something?” Part of me instantly jumps to the thought that my husband has now decided to have fun without me.

My husband grabs my waist and pulls me aside. “This was going to be a surprise—if you wanted it.” His hand heats my body, thumb lightly running along my side.

I look around at all the guys. They’re all larger than life, sitting around the small sleeping-living area of our cabana.

“Surprise?” I ask my husband.

“All of them.” He gestures toward the guys. “All of them at once.”

My eyes widen, my breath hitches, and my thigh muscles tighten. All the guys at once? Did I hear my husband right? “What?” I blurt.

His hand curls into my waist, sending a jolt of desire through me. “Obviously, you don’t have to if you don’t want to. I’d never ask you to do something you’re not excited about—”

“I want to!” The words rush out of me, surprising us both. I clear my throat. “I mean, I’d love to, but I thought…I thought it was just a one and done thing with each of the guys.”

Brett tucks a stray strand of hair behind my ear, pulls me in, and slots his lips onto mine. I melt into his kiss when he parts my lips and lets his tongue dive in deep. I moan, arching into him, nipples already hard. When he pulls away, his eyes are dark and hungry.

“It doesn’t have to be one and done if you don’t want that. The guys all wanna fuck you again, and I wanna watch my slutty little wife taking them all.”

“You wanna watch the whole thing this time?”

My husband nods. “I’ve heard you, caught glimpses, and seen you all tied up, left behind as a gift for me. I’ve even seen those photos you brought back with some of them—they’re still going in our wedding scrapbook by the way.” He chuckles at the mention of the scrapbook again. “But, I keep thinking about what you’d look like right when you’re takin’ another man’s cock. Or when one of them jerks off onto your perfect tits.” His eyes dip to my chest and he licks his lips. “I wanna see my slutty wife being used and filled. And, I want this to be the start of something—for however long you want it.”

Holy shit. I had come here hoping to talk to my husband about continuing this kink as a lifestyle, but he’s proposing something even better. He wants me to not only continue to fuck other men with his permission, but he wants me to take all of his groomsman in one go.

“I…I don’t think I have enough holes!”

My husband’s gaze darkens. “They can take turns—filling you, spanking you, using you. You’d like that wouldn’t you?”

“I want that,” I whisper as my pussy clenches at the idea. “But, they’re all okay with this?”

“Hell yea they are. They’ve all seen how hot my new wife is—they’re not turning down another fuck.”

The way my husband looks at me in that moment makes me feel like I can do anything. Pride and desire are coursing through his veins, and when he pulls me in tight, I can feel the proof in his pants. His cock is already hard and thick, ready to go when I say so.

“Tell ya what,” my husband continues, grinding his hips against me just enough to draw my attention toward his cock. “Why don’t you get comfortable, take a seat, and we’ll take it from there.” He kisses my cheek. “The moment you say ‘red,’ we call it.”

I let out a shuddering breath. “Yeah, that sounds perfect,” I reply, knowing that there’s no way I’m about to stop now.
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With six fully grown men in the small cabana, there aren’t a whole lot of spots for me to sit. My husband takes the sole chair and I fidget with my beach cover for a beat before Drew pats his leg.

“This seat’s empty, Mel.”

Connor snorts. “You tryin’ to get first dibs?” Connor adjusts himself, pulling my eyes right to the tent in his pants. “‘Cause I already did that.” His voice is so smug. He’s the type of man who has to be the best—get everything first. His competitive edge always riles up the guys to be the best of themselves.

“Technically, I did that.” My husband smiles.

“Guys, guys,” I say, inflating with a little more confidence on seeing them bicker over me, “there’s enough of me to go around.”

My husband lets out a low moan.

Dax snorts. “Knew you loved putting on a show.” He winks at me, sending anticipation through my veins.

I didn’t realize how much I like all these eyes on me until this week. If I had been asked just last week, I wouldn’t have been able to be honest about how I loved being slutty. Now, I can’t get enough.

Noticing that Aiden is quiet and observing the scene, I decide to tease the guys and go to him. “Can I sit with you?” I ask.

A slow smirk creeps onto his face making him even more strikingly hot. He leans back on the couch and spreads his legs. “Can’t get enough of me, can you, Kitten?”

I love the nickname so much. I whimper, pat down the beach cover and carefully take a spot on his thigh. With a firm hand, Aiden grabs my waist and pulls me properly onto his lap. I gasp when the curve of my ass hits the familiar, hard cock. Keeping one hand on my waist, Aiden slides the other up my thigh. It disappears under my cover.

“Are you going to be a good girl for us, Mel?” His raspy voice hits me like a shock of pleasure.

Before I can answer, his hand finds the damp spot building on my panties. I’ve run through all the bikinis I brought, and I packed before I expected to be shared by the guys. So, this time, I’m wearing my regular bra and panties under the beach cover, thinking that it all covers the same bits anyways.

Aiden pulls it aside and the heat of his hand is enveloped by the wetness of my pussy when he slides a finger through my folds. “Are you going to let us do whatever we want to your body?”

My breath hitches. “Yes.” My eyes flutter shut. “Anything. Do anything you want. Use me, fuck me, take me.” I’m already babbling and they haven’t even gotten started. Am I really this turned on just by one of the guys putting a finger on my pussy? I’ve really become the whore I wanted to be.

“You heard her.” Aiden sounds downright lecherous. “Do anything you want to her.” Without waiting any longer, the finger that’s circling my pussy slips right into my entrance. So long, so thick, so nimble. He curls it, hitting my g-spot. My back arches and my mouth falls open.

“Fuuck,” I moan. “Just like that.”

Connor chuckles—when did he get out of his spot and come near us? “Don’t think you’re gonna tell us what to do, slut.” His thick hand twists into my hair, tugging it deliciously against my scalp. “You told us to use you, we’re gonna use you.” Hot breath skates along the tip of my cheeks. “All while your husband watches.”

My heart is beating so fast that the voices of the guys are muffled past it. As Aiden’s fingers keep working within my pussy, I’m surrounded with shadows and heat. When my eyes finally peek open again, they’re all encircling me like a hawk watching their prey. All I see are rippling walls of muscle—from Drew’s massive form to Brian and Dax’s slighter builds.

Connor stands right in front of me, tipping my head up by pulling on my hair. He slides a thumb into my mouth, depressing my tongue. Aiden rolls my hips and Brian and Dax slide the straps of my beach cover off my shoulders. With the snap of his fingers, Drew opens the clasp of my bra. I shiver when my hardened nipples touch the air.

“Shit, it’s been too damn long,” Connor mutters.

“It’s only been a week,” Brian says with a snort.

“Yeah, too damn long.”

Didn’t Connor say how he’d have other plans once he got to the resort? Looks like I’ve derailed those plans again. But, with the way his eyes darken, I don’t think he minds.

“How many times do you guys think we can make her cum?” Dax asks, licking his lips, gaze fixed on my chest.

“Well, there’s five of us, so at least that.” Drew roughly grabs a breast, cupping the base and running his thumb across a nipple.

My mouth closes tight around Connor’s thumb and Aiden’s fingers in my pussy speed up. It’s building up. I can tell that my first orgasm is just around the corner. The first one of at least five.

My hips grind and wiggle against Aiden’s lap. My toes curl, not reaching the floor. But, there’s one thing I want to do with my first orgasm here. I want to make sure my husband sees it.

He’s still sitting in the sole chair, lips tilted up into a lopsided grin. A thick outline tents his pants, and he cups it, rolling his sac around his palm. He’s looking at me with completely new eyes. It’s like in the middle of his friends manhandling me, he’s finally getting a glimpse of his new wife.

The desire and pride overflowing from him rushes into my body and tremors of my first orgasm rip through me. “Oh my gooood,” I moan, throwing my head back onto Aiden’s shoulder, letting Connor’s thumb slip out of my mouth.

“Shit,” one of the guys mutters. “She’s so hot when she comes.”

“She’s so tight when she comes.” Aiden pumps his fingers three more times, slowing each time. My pussy is clenched around him like it’s refusing to let him go, but my pussy doesn’t know yet that there’s at least four more orgasms on the way.

“Well let us have a damn turn already.” Connor roughly grabs my hips and lifts me up—actually just lifts my body from Aiden’s lap. Connor isn’t even the strongest of the group. Just how rough can they get?

I’m aching to find out.

When my back hits the mattress of the bed just a couple steps away, a new gush of wetness seeps past my pussy lips. It coats my thigh, making a sticky mess before any of the guys have even gotten a chance to come in me.

“What makes you think you’re getting the next turn?” Brian’s voice is firm as he crosses his arms over his chest.

Connor’s nose flares. “What? You think you’re gonna be next?”

Not that I want the guys to be fighting, but the fact that they’re fighting over who gets the next turn with my body makes me think that my slutty side is doing something right.

Dax chuckles and pushes past the others. “They’re tryin’ to decide an order and you still have clothes on.” He grabs the side of my beach cover and pulls it all the way off.

I’m now lying on the bed with no bra and my panties pushed aside. The air thickens and a dizzying shot of desire takes over my body.

Obviously, that catches the guys’ attention.

“Fuck, look at that pretty pussy.”

“She’s so tight, I don’t even know how she took my cock the last time.”

“She’ll look like the perfect trophy wife, taking our cocks in all her holes.”

They’re all talking at once and I can’t make out who’s saying what.

“You’re sure we can do whatever we want to her?” This time, I can make out Brian’s voice, talking to my husband.

“Anything unless she says the safeword.” My husband’s voice is husky and rolls over my body like a hot stone massage. He can’t tear his eyes off this scene. How long has he been fantasizing about this? How long has wanted all of his friends to get a turn at his wife? It’s the sign of true trust that he’s let me fuck each of his friends and he’s happy with a round two.

Or, if the guys have anything to say about it, round three, four, five.

“Good,” Connor huffs. His hands curl around the waistband of my panties, and before I know it, there’s a sharp sound of fabric ripping.

I push myself up on my forearms. My panties look like they’ve gone through a shredder as they cling to their last life on the curve of my ass.

“That’s better.” Connor grins from his spot beyond my legs. “Brett wants us to use his wife like a fuck toy? I ain’t gonna say no.”

The final permission from my husband transforms the room. I’m no longer looking at the five friendly giants who’ve taken care of me this week. Now, I’m facing down feral men, eyeing every piece of skin like I’m just here to be used. No Melanie, just pussy. No Melanie, just hole. No Melanie, just tits.

And, when the first of them pushes their shorts down their ass to reveal a cock, I’m in heaven.
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Rough hands lift up my hips. I squeak. Who knew they were gentle when they fucked me the last time? Now, I’m seeing the real them. They’re hungry, they’re needy, and they’re all here for.

The spotlight on my body makes my pussy pulse. I want them. I need them. And, I want my husband to see how they fuck me so he can do the same right after.

Connor lines up his cock with my pussy, holding my hips up so they’re completely off the bed. “Fucked your ass last time. This time, I’m gonna come in your pussy.” He shoves his cock deep into me, not waiting for a response. At least someone’s taking the freeuse thing to heart.

The stretch makes my thighs tighten before I take a deep, relaxing breath. His cock was big in my ass, and my pussy accepts it with pleasure. I’m already so wet that there’s no resistance—either from my body or my mind—when he sheathes himself to the hilt. His sac lightly taps at the base of my pussy lips, the skin on skin friction sending me into overdrive.

But, I don’t have time to think about that when the bed dips.

Brian throws me a sheepish grin. He’s the one I’m most surprised is into using me like this. He seems like the kind of guy to take a woman out on a date and shower her with gifts before fucking her raw. I’ve seen a rough side of him on the plane already, but the glint in his eyes this time is new. Guess he can’t resist his friend’s wife, splayed out like this, served to him on a platter.

“I hope you don’t mind, but I’d love to use your mouth,” he says, tracing my lips with his thumb.

There’s no need to confirm my consent again—I’m enthusiastically on board and have been this whole time—but I nod anyways. “Please,” I whisper. “Fuck my throat raw.”

With a growl, he tilts my face up, brackets my head with his knees, and slowly dips his cock into my mouth. He groans, pushing his cock all the way down my throat. “So…tight!”

I breathe through my nose, letting Brian’s cock go in as deep as it can.

They start thrusting, pushing and pulling against each other through me. My body hangs between the two men, held together only by their cocks. I’m just there to be used as a set of holes. I’m completely helpless while the groomsman fuck me, and I can’t think of any better way to spend the last day of my honeymoon.

I'm already close to my second orgasm again when more body parts graze my skin. Two mouths latch onto my nipples, hands trailing over the expanse of my stomach, teasing my clit. Another set of fingers trace the rim of my ass, using the juices dripping from my pussy to lube it.

“Harder,” my husband says from the back. “She can take it.”

Damn right I can! I let out a pleased chuckle and it vibrates through Brian’s cock. His thrust stutters for a beat before recovering. As much as these men are lighting up all my nerve endings with pleasure, I’m doing the same for them. The thought spurs me on as I wrap my hands around Brian’s thighs, taking him in as deep as I can.

“Fuck,” Connor grunts, “her cunt’s pullin’ me in when she deep throats you.”

“Her nipples are so hard—look at that sweet little blush all over her body.” Drew caresses my skin, hot touch leaving me writhing.

“Her ass is begging to be fucked.” Aiden massages my hole.

“Shit, Brian’s cock is bulging from her throat,” Dax groans.

They’re all talking about me like I’m not here—like I’m just a toy to be used. It pulls me closer to the edge. I hollow my cheeks and bob on Brian’s cock. The bed squeaks when Connor thrusts hard. My whole body shifts and Aiden has to scramble to grip my ass again.

I’m moaning and whimpering when the first man gives.

With a stutter of his hips, Brian’s cum shoots right down my throat, sliding easily into my stomach. I guzzle it up like the cum slut my husband knows I am. My pussy must squeeze extra tight because Connor follows right after, painting my pussy in his heat. Getting cum from both ends sends me over the edge as white, hot pleasure prickles my skin.

“Of course she comes from taking our cum,” Dax says, popping off my nipple for a beat. “That’s just how sluts are.”

I’m still writhing from the come down when both cocks pull out of me and the guys reposition themselves. With Connor and Brian servicing my body, Aiden turns me so his cock can prod the hole he’s been massaging.

I whimper with a high-pitched sound. “Yes, please, fuck my ass too!”

“Think you can take me in your mouth next?” Drew asks, running his thumb down my throat.

My pulse races at the thought of his cock practically splitting me in half, but I want to rise to the challenge.

“I can.” My voice is breathless and eager. “I can take all of you!”

“That’s my girl,” my husband growls from the corner. “What’re you all waiting for? You heard the lady. Fuck her hard enough so I have to carry her home.”

My pussy gushes out a new batch of slick on hearing my husband being so commanding.

“We wouldn’t want to let your husband down,” Drew says in a soft voice before taking Brian’s spot and sliding his cock in.

At the same time, Aiden pushes into the rim of my hole.

Once again, I’m in complete bliss.

I have to make sure to breathe through my nose because Drew’s cock completely blocks my throat. How does he just walk around with this beast in his pants?

“Easy, Mel. One breath at a time.” Drew’s hand gently wraps around my throat. There’s no pressure, he’s just guiding me to relax. Everything fits like a glove when I do.

Drew’s eyes widen because the tip of his cock bulges through my neck and hits his palm.

“Fuck,” Aiden mutters when his hips meet mine.

My body is twisted so that there’s access to both my ass and throat, and the tension coils around me even harder like this. My legs turned sideways but pressed together, creating the tightest hole possible in my ass. Aiden’s hand wraps around to my clit and he starts rubbing circles into my oversensitive body.

“I’m so not gonna last,” Drew says with just one thrust. “Her throat is so damn tight!”

Aiden’s thumb presses hard into my clit. “She’s not gonna last either.”

And, both of them are right. Their thrusts start out slow, but soon, my breasts are bouncing in rhythm to both of their fucks. Unlike with Brian and Connor, I can’t keep my composure. My saliva coats Drew’s cock and my mouth gets sloppy. The wet slicks soon turn into stuttered grunts and I’m rewarded by being filled again.

Right as I get all this cum, Aiden presses into me so hard that my vision blurs and I see fireworks behind my lids.

I don’t know how much more I can take, but there’s two more orgasms to go, and I refuse to back down.

“Can’t believe I’m the only one who hasn’t come yet!” Dax complains.

“Then straddle her and use those tits already!” Connor barks out the order. “I’m goin’ in for a taste of her pussy.”

I gasp when Connor’s wet tongue slams against my throbbing clit. His own cum is leaking out of me but he doesn’t care. Dax climbs on top of me and gives his cock a long, slow pump.

“Hold your tits together for me,” he says, nudging my hands.

With a low moan, I force my limbs to move and I press my ample breasts together.

“Fuck, you look like a damn dream,” Dax says, sliding his cock between my breasts. “Can’t believe your husband gets to just fuck you like this whenever he wants.”

My head lolls to the side and I meet Brett’s gaze. An inferno blazes through him because his shorts are pushed down just enough to reveal his cock. His hand is curled around his shaft and he’s keeping a slow, steady rhythm.

“Why do you think I married her?” my husband says. “Every piece of her is perfect.”

I blush so hard that the blood rushing through my body makes me orgasm unexpectedly. My thighs clench, my pussy twitches, and Connor hollows out his cheeks on my clit right at my most sensitive moment.

“Fucking delicious,” Connor says, wiping his mouth. “Just one more left, huh? I’m good to go again, but I wanna see you coated in our cum.”

Dax is sliding his cock between my breasts, flexing his hips hard enough so his tip reaches my mouth. “Fuck yeah. We already filled all her holes, now we gotta get her some skincare.”

“I don’t think it works like that,” Brian starts, but Drew shuts him up with a firm hand on his shoulder.

Even in the middle of using me, the guys can’t resist their natural impulses. It drives home the fact that these men aren’t strangers. They’ve been to my home. They’re invited for parties and dinners. And now, they’ll all have cum in and on me.

Dax tips my chin down so my tongue presses flat against his cock head. “I’m gonna give you the best facial,” he whispers.

“Please,” I beg between his thrusts.

The guys have all gathered around me, jerking their cocks along my body. With Dax on my face, Drew is at my breasts, Brian is around my hips, while Connor and Aiden grunt my thighs.

It all happens at once.

My final orgasm as a freeuse slut occurs untouched—probably because my body is so sensitive already that the first spurt of cum coating my skin tips me into blinding pleasure.

My breath catches in my throat as the guys keep spurting until I’m more cum than not. My whole body tenses and releases in rapid succession, pulling all the energy from me and putting it into my orgasm.

As the guys climb off me, catching their own breaths, my husband’s voice cuts through my orgasm fog. “Always knew she looked gorgeous in white.”
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After they’re recovered, the guys carry me and set me down on my husband’s lap. My body is limp as I catch my breath. I didn’t know I could be fucked so hard, so rough, so needy. There’s cum in all my holes and dripping down my body, and I can’t help the soft smile tugging on my lips. I’m giddy when I sit on my husband’s lap, my thighs around his.

“Hey,” I say in a dreamy voice. I lick my lips, reveling in the salty cum. At this point, I barely know who’s cum is whose.

“Hey.” My husband grins. His hand cups my face, thumb gently swiping my cheeks clean. “You have fun?”

I nod. “But, tell me it’s not over yet.”

My husband chuckles, looks over my shoulder, and nods. “I think the guys are all spent—you fucked them out real good.”

I shake my head. “I wanna be fucked by my husband now.”

His grin widens and my breath catches in my throat. My husband has always been handsome, but in this moment, when he holds me tight, cock bulging and free, eyes hungry, he’s the hottest man on the planet.

“You want me to use you like my friends used you?”

Energy vibrates through me at the prospect. “Yes,” I whisper. “Use me. Fuck me. Fuck all my holes. Take me like your friends did.”

His hand drops from my face, grabbing my hips instead. With a roll, his hard cock presses into my pussy lips. His friends’ cum paints his cock as my pussy parts around it. “Look at that,” he smears the cum around his leaking tip. “Such a slut—comin’ back to me pussy and ass full of cum.” His thumb rubs tight circles on my oversensitive and throbbing clit. “What am I supposed to do with you?”

“Anything! Anything you want!” I’m shouting as pleasure jolts through my body like I’m electrified.

“What I want is for my wife to come around my cock.” The thumb disappears when he lifts my hips. “I want my wife to squeeze me so tight, my cum replaces every other man’s cum.” Slowly, he lowers me onto him.

All my nerves have been working overtime. I’ve come five times already. My body is so thoroughly used, I’m pretty sure most of the DNA in me isn’t mine anymore. But, the feel of my husband’s cock deep in my pussy makes me moan in relief. There’s really no place like my husband’s cock. It’ll always be what I call home.

“You like that, my gorgeous slut?”

I nod. “Yes, yes, I love it!” I roll my hips, making us moan in tandem. Even fucked-out, I’m impatient. I can’t believe how insatiable I’ve become.

My husband lifts me up and slams me back down on his cock before setting a slow rhythm. My breasts bounce, skin slapping against skin. With every thrust, more cum drips off my skin and onto my husband. Sweat pools where my collar bones meet. And, with every thrust, I’m staining the cabana chair a little more with cum.

“Look at you, my cum slut.” With one hand still on my hip, the other grabs my breast. My husband roughly pinches my nipple and squeezes the plush flesh. It stings a little from the lingering soreness where the guys manhandled me, but instead of pain, the memory just brings me even closer to the edge.

“Yes! I’m your cum slut! I wanna fuck anyone you tell me to!” Tension wraps around my core and I press my thighs together, rubbing flesh against flesh on my husband’s leg.

“Did you like being watched, my gorgeous slut?”

“Fuck yes!” my legs grow tired so my husband takes over the full force of sliding me up and down his cock.

His grip on me falters because all the cum is making me slippery. I slam onto his cock harder than expected, and his tip presses so hard into my g-spot that I almost can’t catch my breath.

“Fuck,” my husband groans. “You’re so damn hot!” He grabs me from under my ass and walks us onto the bed. On my back again, my husband pushes my knees to my chest to get an even deeper angle. “Got me so hard seein’ the guys fuck you. You took them like the perfect damn slut.” My husband is starting to babble, slowly loosing his thread of control.

The cum on my skin cools me from the building heat, but does nothing to keep my final orgasm of the day at bay. My holes all squeeze at once and my husband presses his bodyweight into me. The sticky seed on my thighs slather onto my torso and my knees keep my breasts from bouncing around.

It’s like seeing his friends fuck his wife has unlocked something in my husband. He was rough and feral—just how I like it—when I came back with cum in my holes every day this past week, but now, he’s in overdrive. He’s growling and grunting, spouting all sorts of dirty talk about how I’ve become his perfect sharing slut. His hands sink into my skin with renewed purchase, and every single thrust is hard and fast.

My husband is using my holes however his cock wants, and I’m loving every second of it.

“Come for me, slut,” he says. “Come with me.”

Staring right into my husband’s darkened gaze, I follow his command.

Where all my orgasms with the guys were fireworks, this one is a full-blown explosion. I let out a low moan, emanating from deep within my core. My body shatters around my husband with aftershocks rippling from his cock. And, when he spills in me, I know my purpose is complete. I’m a slutty toy for him and I’ve done a great job in earning his cum.

My husband’s body slumps onto me as he catches his breath. My legs fall to the sides, bouncing on the mattress. A tender kiss is placed at the tip of my nose and I’m warmed with the sheer amount of trust, comfort, and love placed in me.

“Love you so much, baby,” my husband says, his own exhaustion creeping up to mine.

“Love you too.”

With a heave, my husband repositions me. I sink into the bed, arms out like a starfish. “The guys left?” I ask before yawning. When did they all leave? Did my husband already tell me this and I’ve just forgotten in my haze of fucking?

My husband chuckles and dabs a warm towel across my face and down my body. “You rode them all out, baby, remember? They’re going to need their rest if they want to fuck you again when we get home.” He parts my pussy lips, lingering only for a moment before cleaning me up.

It takes me a couple seconds to understand what my husband is saying. The guys are going to fuck me again? That means what my husband said about us embracing life is true. My face breaks out into a goofy grin. “I’m so glad I get to be your slut forever.”

He kisses my forehead and pulls up the cover. “Good. ‘Cause there’s a lot of guys out there, and you’re going to take them all.”

I can’t wait for the rest of our lives.

~~THE END~~

If you liked this story, follow me on Amazon to get updates on new releases!


USED BY TWO MEN WHILE MY HUSBAND IS AWAY

Love stories where wives take multiple men?
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When my husband is away, my hotwife side comes out to play.


My husband is away on a business trip and it’s the perfect time to squeeze in a kitchen renovation. The catch? The renovators are two super hot burly guys, and they’re eyeing me down like they’re starving and I’m their meal.


They tease me, manhandle me, and pound me until the pleasure makes my head spin.


Thankfully, my husband wants me to be used, shared, and filled in every single way as long as I tell him all the dirty details. And, I’m taken again when he comes home to see that our kitchen isn’t the only thing that’s been done.


Used By Two Men While My Husband Is Away is the first in the Hotwife Shared At Home series. Every story can be read as a standalone, and featured hotwives may reappear in future standalone adventures. All stories include explicit scenes and focus on hotwife/wife sharing where all characters are consenting adults. 

Read Now: https://books.sierradumont.com/adventures1


ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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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!

Stay up to date on new releases and sales while also nabbing a FREE hotwife story by signing up for Sierra’s newsletter at https://sierradumont.com!
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