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Fantasies
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Hannah was on top of Ethan, knees pressed into the mattress, her tits swaying heavy every time she bounced. He grabbed at them, squeezing the soft weight, pinching her nipples just to hear the gasp that came out of her mouth. Her pussy clenched around his cock when he did that. He knew it, she knew it. She leaned forward, tits brushing his face. He sucked one nipple into his mouth, wet and messy, tongue flicking against the tight peak while she ground down on him.

He groaned into her skin. She laughed, breath hot, and rolled her hips slower, deeper, dragging his cock through every slick inch inside her. The bed creaked under them. One of her hands braced on his chest, the other pulled his hair back to make him look at her tits while she fucked him.

“You like that, Ethan?” she asked, voice rough, more growl than whisper. “You like watching my tits bounce while you fuck me?”

He nodded, mouth open, eyes locked on her chest. She rocked harder, felt him twitch. She liked how easy it was to break him — just her ass grinding down, her tits right in his face.

“Say it,” Hannah said.

“I fucking love your tits. God. Don’t stop.”

She slapped his chest, playful but sharp enough to make him hiss. She liked that sound. She liked how his hands squeezed her ass like he was trying to hold her down but couldn’t stop her from moving.

“You better cum for me,” she said, rolling her hips again, slow at first then rougher. “Fill me up. I want it dripping down my thighs after.”

He grabbed her tits harder, thumbs flicking over her nipples. She moaned when he did that. Her pussy clenched tighter around his cock. The room smelled like sweat and sex — skin on skin, wet sounds every time she bounced down and his cock slapped up into her.

“Fuck, Hannah,” Ethan panted, voice cracking under her. “You ride me so good.”

“Yeah?” She leaned closer, tits brushing his chin, then pushed back up so he could watch them swing again. “You like watching your pretty fiancée slut herself out for you?”

He froze for a second — the word hit him like a punch to the gut. She felt it, the little jolt under her, how his cock jerked when she said it. She grinned down at him. His hands roamed her ass, thumbs digging in, spreading her open just to watch her bounce.

She slapped him again. “Answer me.”

“Yes. Fuck yes. You look so good. Ride me, Hannah. Fucking ride me.”

She laughed, low in her throat, then dropped her hips harder. Skin on skin. She felt his cock twitch again, deep inside. She ground down on him until her clit brushed his pubic bone, right where she liked it. She moaned, head tilting back, hair falling over her shoulders.

Ethan sucked her nipple back into his mouth. She gave him everything — tits pressed to his face, ass working him deeper. He fucked up into her, desperate. She felt his balls slap her when she lifted up just enough to tease him with the drag of her pussy over the head of his cock.

“Don’t fucking stop,” he begged, words muffled by her tits. “Don’t—”

She cut him off with her nipple against his lips, her laugh tight in her throat. She wanted him to beg. She wanted him to lose it under her, pinned by her tits and her pussy and the weight of her body grinding him into the mattress.

Hannah pushed her nipple deeper into Ethan’s mouth, grinding down harder just to feel him struggle to breathe against her tits. She loved that sound he made when she didn’t give him a chance to catch his breath. His hands slipped up her back, then down to grab her ass again, fingers digging in so rough she’d feel it tomorrow. She hoped she’d feel it tomorrow.

“Fuck,” Ethan gasped when she pulled back just enough for him to speak. “Hannah. God. I want you so bad.”

“You’ve got me,” she said, rolling her hips slow again, her pussy dragging on his cock so he could feel every wet, tight inch. “You’ve got all of me.”

He swallowed hard. His eyes looked wild, drunk on the sight of her tits, the way her hair stuck to her sweaty chest. She could feel him about to say something. She slowed down just to make him say it.

“I want...” He bit down on his lip, hard enough she saw it go white. “I want to watch you.”

“Watch me what?” She tilted her head, leaned down to suck his neck, her tits pressing his chest.

Ethan’s hands gripped her ass tighter. He pushed up into her so deep she gasped against his throat. His voice was shaky, low. “I want to watch you get fucked.”

Hannah froze just a second, but her pussy clenched down so tight on him he moaned like he’d break apart. She pulled back, looked at his face. His eyes weren’t shy now — wide open, desperate.

“You want to watch me fuck you?” she asked, mocking, playful.

“No. I mean — yes, but — fuck, Hannah.” He groaned, bucked his hips up so she gasped again. “I want to watch you fuck someone else.”

Her laugh came out choked. She slapped his chest again, rougher this time. “What the fuck did you just say?”

Ethan’s breath caught. He dragged his hands up to her tits, squeezing them, pushing them together while she rocked on him. “I want it. I want to see you ride someone else’s cock.”

She barked out a laugh that turned into a moan when he pinched her nipple. “You’re fucked in the head, baby. You want your fiancée riding another cock?”

“Yeah. Yes. Fuck, yes.” He grabbed her ass again, pushed her down so his cock buried deep. “I want to see it. Want to hear you beg for it. Tell me you’d do it.”

She stared at him, hips still rolling, her tits bouncing in his hands. The room felt too hot, her pussy soaked around him, her brain buzzing. She wanted to call him crazy. She wanted to slap him again. She wanted to hear him say it more.

“Say it again,” Hannah whispered, leaning down so her tits brushed his lips. “Say what you want.”

Ethan’s voice cracked. “I want to see you get fucked by another man.”

Hannah laughed again, but it stuck in her throat. She lifted up, just the head of his cock inside her, then slammed down so hard the bed frame hit the wall. She felt him jolt under her. His eyes were locked on her tits bouncing, his mouth half open, breath coming in broken gasps.

“You want to watch me bounce on someone else’s cock like this?” She rocked slow, hips circling, her pussy squeezing him tight on purpose. She liked how he shivered when she talked like that.

“Yes. Fuck, Hannah. Please.”

She slapped his cheek, just a tap with her fingers. “Who, huh? Who do you want me to fuck? Some stranger? One of your friends?”

Ethan’s eyes fluttered shut. He grabbed her hips, trying to fuck up into her, but she held him down. Her tits brushed his chest every time she leaned forward.

“Answer me,” she said. “Who do you picture bending me over, fucking my pussy while you watch?”

His voice broke. “Anyone. I don’t care. Just want to see you get used. Want to see your tits bouncing for him.”

“God, you’re so fucked up,” she hissed, but her pussy got wetter, the slick sound between them loud now. She bounced harder, her tits slapping against him when she leaned down. She felt her clit grind just right on him. Her thighs shook.

“You want me to look him in the eye while he fucks me?” She pressed her lips to his ear. “Want me to beg him for more cock?”

“Fuck, yes. Hannah—” His hands slid up her back, grabbing fistfuls of hair. “Tell me you’d do it. Tell me you’d take another cock for me.”

She bit his shoulder, not gentle. Her laugh turned into a moan when he yanked her hips down hard. “You’d sit there and watch me get filled up? Watch his cum drip out of me?”

Ethan’s eyes snapped open, wide, glazed. He nodded so hard his head hit the headboard. “Please. Fuck. Please.”

She sucked his earlobe, dragged her tongue down his neck, her tits pressed flat to his chest now. Her pussy clenched so hard she felt him swell.

“Maybe I’d do it,” she said. Her voice shook. She didn’t know if it was all a joke or if she meant it. “Maybe I’d let some other man stretch me open while you watch. Maybe I’d make you clean it up.”

His cock jerked deep inside her. She felt him about to blow, his hips bucking, hands grabbing her ass so rough she’d bruise. Her moan got lost in his mouth when she kissed him hard, grinding down, fucking him to the edge.

Hannah didn’t let up. She ground her pussy down, tits mashed to his chest, her mouth hot and messy on his. Ethan groaned into her mouth, breath all ragged, cock throbbing deep inside her. She felt it, the twitch that meant he couldn’t hold back anymore.

“Cum for me,” she panted against his lips. “Cum thinking about me begging some other man to fuck me.”

Ethan’s hands clutched her ass so tight she whimpered. He thrust up once, twice, then spilled inside her with a raw grunt. His whole body jerked under her. She didn’t stop moving. She fucked him through it, her pussy milking every drop, her tits dragging over his sweaty skin.

She felt him shudder, breath catching. He mumbled something but she didn’t catch it — she was too busy feeling the heat spread inside her, the slick drip already slipping down where they were joined.

Hannah slowed just enough to look down at him. His face was red, hair stuck to his forehead, eyes half closed like he didn’t know if he’d just confessed some dark secret or just fucked her like always.

She shifted her hips, felt him still deep inside, softening but not gone. Her pussy clenched once more just to feel him twitch.

“You serious about that?” she asked, voice rough. “You really want to see me fucked by someone else?”

Ethan’s breath hitched. He nodded, too fast. His hands slid up to cup her tits again, thumbs rubbing her nipples. He looked dazed, needy.

“Yeah,” he whispered. “I want it. I want to watch you get filled up by another cock.”

Hannah barked out a short laugh, half shocked, half turned on. She stayed straddling him, his cum dripping out, her thighs sticky. She tugged his hair to make him look at her tits again.

“Careful what you wish for, baby,” she said, leaning down to press her tits to his face. His mouth opened, lips brushing her skin.

She felt the words burn in her chest. She didn’t know if it was just dirty talk or the start of something real. She stayed there, tits heavy on his face, her pussy still messy around him, her heart pounding like she’d just opened a door she couldn’t shut.
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The Storm Breaks
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Hannah leaned her head against the plane window, eyes half closed, the roar of engines humming in her bones. Ethan’s hand slid under the blanket draped over their laps, his palm warm on her bare thigh. She shot him a look but didn’t push him away.

“You thinking about it?” he asked, voice low so no one else could hear.

She sighed, turned her face to him. His eyes were bright, hungry, same as they’d been back home when he’d spilled his secret all over her tits. “You’re still on that?”

Ethan grinned, fingers tracing little circles just above the edge of her panties. “Can’t help it. Can’t stop seeing it. You. Some other cock.”

She snorted under her breath. “God, you’re fucked up.”

“Yeah?” He squeezed her thigh, thumb brushing closer to where she felt her skin burn. “You didn’t hate it when I said it.”

“I didn’t say I hated it,” she shot back, trying not to gasp when he nudged the seam of her panties. “I just think you’re insane. It’s days before our wedding, Ethan. And you’re sitting here talking about someone else’s dick?”

He laughed into her shoulder. She could feel him getting hard under the blanket, his knee pressed against hers. “Tell me who. Who’d you pick?”

Hannah rolled her eyes. “Shut up.”

“Come on,” he whispered, teeth grazing her ear. “Who’d you want to spread those pretty legs for?”

She bit her lip. Part of her wanted to slap him right there. Part of her liked the heat that crawled up her neck when he talked like that.

Then he said it. “What about Nathan?”

Her head snapped around so fast the blanket slipped off her lap. “What the fuck is wrong with you?”

Ethan raised both hands like he didn’t mean it. “Babe, relax. I was kidding.”

“Don’t ever say his name when you’re talking about that.” Her voice came out sharp enough that the woman across the aisle looked up. Hannah turned back to the window, heart pounding. Ethan’s hand stayed on her thigh but didn’t move.

She could feel his eyes on her. She didn’t want to look at him. She hated Nathan. She hated that Ethan even thought to put that image in her head. But somewhere under her ribs that filthy buzz was still there, humming in her chest, right where she didn’t want it.

—-
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The air outside the plane hit Hannah’s skin heavy and wet. Salt stuck to her lips. Ethan grabbed their bags and grinned like he hadn’t said the dumbest thing an hour ago. She didn’t smile back. Her sundress stuck to her thighs before they even reached the van.

The driver stood waiting, holding a card with Ethan’s last name. They squeezed in with two other couples. The women talked about beaches and sun. Hannah stared at the window and shut out the voices. Nathan’s name bounced around in her head like a rock she couldn’t spit out.

The van rolled up to the resort gate. White sand stretched wide behind the palms. The ocean looked fake, bright blue, too calm for what she felt inside. Staff waited with cold towels and sweet drinks. A steel drum band played soft.

Inside the lobby the air turned cool. Ceiling fans spun above wide marble floors. Hannah pulled her drink close, tasted rum and syrup. She kept a smile on her lips while Ethan greeted cousins and friends. Someone clapped Ethan on the back so hard he almost spilled her glass.

Nathan pushed through the door next. He laughed loud enough to turn heads. Sunglasses hid his eyes. He grabbed Ethan, hugged him rough, smacked his shoulder. Then he looked at Hannah. His eyes dragged slow over her tits and hips.

“Hannah. Looking ready for paradise.” His voice dripped with that smug tone she hated.

She forced her mouth to curl up but her eyes stayed flat. Nathan looked good and he knew it. He filled out his shirt, hair cut fresh, sun already warming his skin. She hated every bit of it.

Ethan spoke up to break the thick pause but she didn’t hear what he said. Nathan turned first, grabbed his bag, left the smell of cologne behind.

Hannah leaned to Ethan’s ear. Her whisper came sharp. “Say his name with that filthy shit again and I’ll cut your balls off.”

Ethan pressed his lips to her temple. She stayed stiff. She finished her drink too fast and watched Nathan’s shoulders until he disappeared behind the check-in desk.

But the cold drink didn’t last. The heat clung to her skin the second they stepped out of the lobby. Hannah felt sweat under her hairline. A staff girl led them to their bungalow down a stone path lined with flowers too bright to look real. Ethan carried both bags, grinning like the storm clouds building overhead didn’t matter.

She caught the edge of a distant rumble. The girl glanced up at the sky, said something about bad weather rolling in, then hurried back to the main building. Hannah pushed the door open. The room smelled clean and sweet, big bed draped in mosquito netting, windows open wide to the garden and the sea past it.

Ethan dropped the bags. He came up behind her, kissed the back of her neck. She didn’t lean into him right away. He slipped a hand under her dress, palmed her ass through her thin panties, squeezed like he owned it.

“Don’t start,” she said.

His laugh warmed her ear. “Just want to see my fiancée’s perfect ass before the rain hits.”

Thunder cracked louder. She stepped away from him, kicked off her sandals. Outside the trees bent a little with the wind. A knock at the door pulled her back.

A hotel manager in a pale shirt stood there with two more staff behind him, plastic folders in hand. He gave them the news with a smooth, flat voice. The storm would last at least two days. Flights were already grounded. No beach setup. No wedding on the sand. They’d need at least one extra day after the storm for the grounds crew to clear the mess.

Ethan said it would be fine. Hannah kept her arms crossed over her chest and nodded along. She caught the way one of the younger staff boys looked at her tits when she shifted her arms. She didn’t bother hiding it.

When they left, Ethan pulled her close, tried to turn it into a joke. “So we’re stuck here. Nothing to do but wait. Nothing to do but—”

She cut him off with a shove to his chest. “Shut it.” She grabbed the bottle of rum on the dresser, cracked the seal, poured two fingers and knocked it back. The storm wind rattled the window screen. She didn’t want to think about what he wanted. She didn’t want to think about Nathan’s smirk or how the Security Guard at the door had looked right at her hips when he stepped aside to let the manager in.

The rum burned her throat. She poured another, left Ethan’s glass on the dresser untouched. He watched her with that same look he had on the plane, mouth twitching like he’d say something filthy if she gave him half a chance. She didn’t.

Rain hit the roof in a fast, hard patter. The windows went dark as the clouds closed over the late sun. Hannah slipped her dress off her shoulders, left it pooled on the floor. She changed into a thin tank and a loose skirt that stuck damp at her hips.

Ethan tried to grab her again, hands up her tank for her tits. She let him for a second, liked the rough squeeze, then shoved him back.

“Save it,” she said. She slipped on sandals and left him standing there.

She stepped into the main bar at the far end of the lobby. Big wooden beams overhead, wicker chairs, wide windows open to the storm. Guests packed close, loud talk under the drum of rain. No one looked ready for a wedding anymore. Bright clothes stuck to damp skin, drinks in every hand.

She ordered rum at the bar and leaned one elbow on the counter. A voice called her name behind her shoulder. Sean pushed through the small crowd, grin wide, hair wet from the walk.

He hugged her quick, pressed close. He’d been Ethan’s friend since college, always loud, always with his eyes somewhere they shouldn’t be. He smelled like sunscreen and sweet rum.

“Hell of a honeymoon before the vows even get said,” Sean said. His eyes dropped right to her tits in the tank top. He didn’t hide it.

“Storm’s killing the mood,” she said. She lifted her glass to her lips, felt his stare like a thumb pressed to her chest.

Sean laughed, leaned in closer, his drink brushing her arm. “You look like you could fix that mood easy.”

Ethan slid in behind her. His hand landed low on her back. He saw Sean’s eyes. He didn’t say a word to him. He dipped his head by her ear.

“You’re perfect for this,” he whispered. His breath made her skin hot under the strap of her tank.

Hannah didn’t look at him. She finished her drink in one swallow, warm rush down her throat. Rain hammered the roof above the bar. Lights flickered once. She kept her eyes forward, glass tight in her grip.

She set the empty glass down and didn’t order another. The rum sat warm in her chest, sweet at the back of her tongue. Ethan’s hand stayed low on her back, thumb sliding slow over the waistband of her shorts like he owned the skin there.

Sean peeled off to lean in close with Greg at the bar. Greg always pulled people in without trying. He’d been Ethan’s favorite uncle since they were kids, the fun one, the smooth talker. His silver hair looked perfect under the low lights, his shirt still crisp while everyone else looked damp. He raised his whiskey when he saw her looking. He didn’t glance away first. Sean said something to him that made them both grin.

Thunder cracked overhead. Hannah slipped out from under Ethan’s hand. She crossed to the wide window by the edge of the lounge. She pressed her palms flat to the wood frame. Warm rain slid down the glass. Wind bent the palms sideways, branches snapped at the roof like sticks.

She watched the room behind her in the reflection. Greg leaned close to Sean, head tipped, eyes drifting back to her every few seconds. Sean’s grin stretched when he caught her looking. His stare dipped right to her tits and stayed there.

Near the door stood one of the Security Guards. He looked bigger than the rest, Black, shoulders filling out the dark polo tight across his chest. He didn’t pretend he hadn’t seen her. His eyes swept her hips, caught her stare, flicked away when he checked his radio.

Nathan sprawled on a couch in the corner. Legs spread, shirt unbuttoned at the throat, glass hooked lazy in his hand. He laughed at something one of Ethan’s cousins said. When he dropped his chin he found her eyes in the glass and smirked like he knew exactly what she was thinking.

She felt that small curl low in her gut. She didn’t like it. She didn’t like Nathan. He pulled women in and tossed them off like cheap drinks. He’d done it for years. She’d watched him break hearts for fun. He made her skin crawl. He made her pussy throb too and that part made her stomach twist.

Ethan’s words from the bar pressed into her skull. You’re perfect for this. He wanted this. He wanted her to be the thing they all watched, the thing they could touch if she let them.

She didn’t trust herself to swear she’d never do it. She wanted to believe she’d shut it down before it got real. She didn’t trust that either.

The rain slammed harder. Someone called her name from the bar but she kept her hands on the window frame. She didn’t turn her head. She didn’t let go.
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The Security Guard’s Temptation
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Hannah felt Ethan behind her before she heard him. His breath hit the side of her neck, warm and damp. One of his hands settled on her hip, fingers brushing the waistband of her skirt like he owned it.

“Look at them all,” he murmured. His voice vibrated against her skin. “They all want you. You know that?”

She stared at Nathan’s smirk in the window glass. She didn’t answer.

Ethan’s hand slid under her tank, thumb dragging slow across her ribs. “You love it,” he said. “You love how they look at you. Greg, Sean. Even the staff can’t keep their eyes off you.”

She elbowed him off her ribs but his palm stayed flat on her hip. His eyes caught hers in the glass.

“See him?” Ethan jerked his chin toward the big Security Guard by the door. “Andre. You’ve seen him, right?”

Hannah’s eyes flicked over. Andre stood half in shadow, broad chest under the black polo, arms thick and tight at his sides. He didn’t pretend not to watch the room. When his eyes shifted to her, he didn’t flinch away.

“You ever think about what a man that size could do to you?” Ethan’s whisper came sharp at her ear.

She shoved his chest hard enough he rocked back. “You’re fucking sick.”

Ethan laughed, breathless, the sound mixing with the wind that hammered the window. His eyes sparkled mean and sweet at the same time. “You keep saying that. But you’re the one who keeps looking.”

She opened her mouth to snap back but her eyes slid to Andre again. His arms looked huge where they crossed over his chest. His shirt stuck damp at the collar. His gaze dragged slow down her bare arms, the thin tank, the soft fold of her skirt pressed to her hips.

Ethan leaned close again. His lips brushed her temple, almost gentle. “I bet he’s twice as big as me. You’d feel that for days.”

She twisted her head away, pulse banging against her throat. She hated him for saying it. She hated herself for having the exact same thought.

Thunder rolled close enough the glass in the windows shivered. Hannah stayed by the frame. Ethan’s breath stayed hot at her ear. She could feel him grinning even without turning.

“You think you’re funny?” she said. She kept her voice low so no one near the bar could hear. “You think you can say that filthy shit about him and someone won’t hear you?”

Ethan’s laugh hit her neck. “No one’s listening, baby. They’re too busy looking at you.”

She shoved his hand off her hip but he caught her wrist, held it just enough so she didn’t pull free right away.

“You keep pushing this game,” she said. “It’s a joke. You get that, right? This doesn’t go past dirty talk. If you keep acting like you really want it—”

He cut her off. “I do want it.” His voice didn’t crack. No grin now, no teasing smile. “I want it more than anything. I want you walking down that beach with someone else’s cum dripping out of you. I want to marry you with another man’s mess still inside you.”

Hannah stared at him. She searched his face for a crack, a smirk, anything that made it fake. There wasn’t one. His eyes burned steady under the low light. He looked calm, steady, hungry.

“You’re fucking sick,” she said. She ripped her wrist from his grip. “Crazy and sick.”

He didn’t flinch. He just lifted his chin at the door where the big Security Guard stood. “So go say hi.”

The thunder rumbled again. The big man turned from the door, boots quiet on the floor. He walked right up to them — broad shoulders filling the space, black polo tight across his chest, sweat darkening the collar. His eyes locked on Hannah’s chest before they met her eyes. He didn’t bother pretending not to look.

“Everything good here?” His voice rolled low, deep enough she felt it in her ribs.

Ethan smiled, all fake polite. “Yeah, man. Weather’s got everyone pinned in. You keeping us safe?”

Andre’s eyes didn’t move from Hannah’s tits. He didn’t smile. He let his stare drift down her stomach, her hips under the soft skirt, then back to her face. “Anything you need, ma’am, you just say so.”

His words came smooth but his eyes dragged heavy over her skin. He looked at her mouth last, lips parted, then back to her eyes like he could read what she was thinking.

Her skin burned hot under the thin tank. Ethan shifted behind her but didn’t step forward. He didn’t break it up. He watched them stand there, pressed so close they could smell the rain in each other’s clothes.

Andre’s fingers brushed her bare elbow when he stepped back, rough skin warm on hers. He didn’t rush. He let his thumb drag down slow before he dropped his hand.

Andre’s thumb left a ghost of heat on her skin before he stepped back to the door. His eyes didn’t drop this time. He kept them right on her chest, slow, dragging up to her mouth like he was picturing what he’d do with it.

Ethan leaned in again, breath hot on her neck. “You feel that?” His voice barely rose over the low rumble outside. “He’d wreck you. You know that?”

“Stop,” she said. Her chest felt tight under the tank. She crossed her arms, but Ethan pushed them apart with a laugh too close to her ear.

“I’d watch every second.” He kissed her jaw. She jerked her head away.

“Go get another drink,” she snapped. She didn’t care who heard.

Ethan’s eyes flicked to the door where Andre stood, then back to her chest. “Don’t move,” he said, smug as ever. He let his hand brush her ass through the skirt, squeezed once, then stepped away toward the bar.

She didn’t move. She pressed her palms flat to the window again, felt the rain hammering the glass. She caught Ethan in the reflection — one elbow on the bar, turned halfway so he could see her. She hated how steady his eyes looked.

Andre’s voice hit her ear from behind. She hadn’t seen him move. He stood close, his chest almost brushing her back. She smelled soap and the warm sweat at his collar.

“Storm’s worse now.” His words rumbled low, polite, but his eyes dragged down her arms, across the top of her tits. He didn’t hide the way he looked. “Shouldn’t stand so close to the windows.”

She forced her mouth to work. “I’m fine here.”

Andre let out a quiet breath behind her ear. His chest stayed so close she could feel the heat of him at her shoulder. His eyes dragged slow over her bare skin where the tank dipped low.

His hand lifted, stopped an inch from her hip like he was waiting for her to flinch. She didn’t. His thumb brushed the edge of her skirt. “You feel how thin this is? Storm blows through here, this’ll be the first thing gone.”

She almost laughed. It caught in her throat. “You planning to guard my clothes too?”

Andre’s eyes flicked up to her mouth. “I’d rather guard what’s under it.” His thumb pressed against her hipbone, warm, bold. She didn’t move.

“Too many eyes here,” he said, voice a quiet rumble. “You should be somewhere else.”

Before she could answer, he stepped back. He didn’t look at Ethan. He just turned toward a side door by the far end of the lounge. He pushed it open with one broad hand, glanced at her over his shoulder once — then slipped out, door shutting behind him like he’d never been there.

She stayed frozen by the window. Her heart banged in her chest. She felt the sweat at the base of her throat. In the glass she caught Ethan’s eyes at the bar, locked on her, his mouth parted like he knew exactly what she’d do next.

She pushed off the window frame. Her legs moved before her head caught up. She didn’t look at Ethan again. She traced Andre’s path to the side door, lifted her hand like she’d push it open casual, just curious. The wood felt warm under her palm. She slipped through into the hallway beyond.

Warm, dark. The hum of the storm louder here, walls closer. She moved slow down the narrow stretch, sandals soft on the tile. A storage door stood cracked at the far end, dim light spilling through.

Andre stood half in shadow, back turned like he hadn’t heard her steps. She stopped just short, eyes stuck on the width of his shoulders under the tight black polo. She should have turned around. She didn’t.

He turned when he felt her behind him. His mouth twitched like he knew she’d come. His eyes dragged right down her chest, the thin tank tight on her tits, then back up slow to her mouth.

“No storm draft in here,” she said trying to be witty. Her voice broke halfway out. She didn’t back up.

Andre stepped in close. The door swung shut behind her, soft click. “No one watching either,” he said, voice low, words careful but the look in his eyes didn’t match.

“Is this your typical way of handling guests?” she asked. Her words came sharp but her throat felt tight.

Andre’s eyes dragged down her tits, slow and shameless. “Not every guest comes back here hoping I’ll pull her panties aside and feel how wet she is.” His hand lifted, thumb brushed the strap of her tank, slow across her bare skin.

She forced out a laugh but it caught in her chest. “You think that is me?”

His mouth curved. “I know you’re standing here breathing like you want my fingers inside you. I know your man’s sitting out there waiting for you to come back smelling like my cock.”

Her knees almost gave at that. She clenched her teeth, tried to look away, but his hand caught her jaw, big and warm, turning her face back.

“Look at me,” he said, voice low. He stepped close enough that his chest pressed her tits flat through the thin tank. “Say you don’t want it and I’ll step out that door.” His thumb slid under the strap, dragging it down her arm. His other hand slid up her thigh under her loose skirt, fingers warm and rough. “Say it. Or stand still and let me find out if your pussy’s as ready as your mouth.”

Her breath hitched. She didn’t say no. She felt the rough tips of his fingers brush her inner thigh, high enough he could feel the edge of her panties.

“Last chance, pretty thing,” Andre said, mouth close enough she felt it when he spoke. His fingers slid higher, knuckles brushing the soft heat where she knew she was soaked. “Tell me to stop or show me how bad you want this cock deep where he can’t reach.”
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She didn’t push him off. She didn’t open her mouth. She stood there, tits pressed to his chest, skirt bunched in his hand, her pulse thudding like she’d waited her whole life for someone to say it straight.

Andre didn’t wait for her mouth to work. He pushed her back one step until her spine hit a stack of old boxes. His chest pressed tight to her tits, thick arm pinning her skirt bunched in his fist. His other hand stayed under her skirt, fingers rough against the edge of her panties.

“Keep your eyes on me,” he said. He didn’t say please. He slid his fingers under the thin strip of cotton, found the slick heat there with a low grunt. “Fuck. Knew you’d be wet.”

Hannah’s head tipped back but he caught her jaw, thumb pressing under her chin. He pushed two thick fingers inside her, rough, deep enough her knees buckled. He didn’t let her drop.

“You feel that?” Andre’s mouth brushed her ear. His breath hit her skin hot. “This wet for me, not him. He can’t touch you like this. He can’t open you up like this.”

She bit down on a moan but it leaked out anyway. His fingers dragged slow inside her, thumb rubbing up against the soaked seam of her pussy. Her tank pulled tight over her tits, nipples hard against his chest.

“You gonna stand there and pretend you don’t want my cock now?” He dragged his mouth down her neck, teeth scraping skin. “Say you want it. Say you want this big dick to fill you up so deep you’ll drip all the way back to his lap.”

Her breath broke open. She heard it come out as a gasp. She hated how good it felt. She rocked her hips, grinding against his hand.

Andre let out a low laugh against her throat. “That’s it. Rub that pretty pussy on my fingers. Show me you want more.”

He yanked her panties down her thighs one-handed. They fell limp around one ankle. She heard him undo his belt fast, the rasp of his zipper under the wet slap of the storm against the tin roof.

He lined the thick head of his cock against her, heavy and hot. He didn’t ease in. He pushed forward slow enough she felt every inch stretch her wide, her breath caught on her tongue like a curse she couldn’t spit out.

Hannah’s breath tore out of her in a sharp gasp when he bottomed out. Andre didn’t give her a second to get used to it. He pushed deeper, hips grinding rough into the soft swell of her ass, pinning her tight against the boxes. The cardboard creaked under her back, every shove shifting her higher.

“Feel that?” His voice scraped her ear, low and hot. “Feel how deep this cock is? No one’s ever split you like this.”

She tried to answer but nothing came out. Her mind blanked under the stretch. He felt too thick, too wide, every inch pressing deeper than she thought possible. The sharp pulse low in her belly rolled into a dizzy ache that made her thighs shake.

Andre caught a fistful of her hair, dragged her head back so her mouth fell open, panting. His other hand locked hard on her hip, thumb pressed so deep she knew she’d see it after.

“Keep that mouth open,” he said. His teeth dragged rough on her throat. He thrust harder, the smack of skin loud under the hammer of rain outside. “Tight little pussy taking every inch of me. Look how good you fuckin’ take it.”

A moan broke loose, raw from her chest. Her nails raked down his shoulders, digging through the stretched black fabric. She couldn’t believe how wide he filled her, how deep it pushed. Her head spun with the raw heat of it, her mind screaming at how good it felt to be stretched so far open.

Andre let out a low growl, hips snapping against her harder. “You feel that, pretty thing? That’s my cock hitting you where nobody else can reach. This sweet hole’s gonna remember me every time you touch yourself.”

She rocked her hips back, begging for more without a word. The slap of wet skin hit her ears over the rush of blood in her head. She gasped when he angled deeper, when he pushed her higher against the boxes, wide enough inside her she swore she’d break apart.

Andre fucked into her harder, hips rolling slow then snapping fast enough her breath caught on every thrust. Her ass hit the boxes behind her with dull thuds. She felt the edges dig into her back, sharp but nothing compared to the thick ache splitting her open between her legs.

He shifted his grip, big hand sliding up her tank, rough palm catching her tit. He squeezed hard, thumb brushing her nipple through the thin cotton until it peaked tight against his hand.

“Perfect tits,” he grunted against her neck. He bit down on her skin, tongue dragging after. “Bouncing every time I fuck you. You feel how your pussy milks this cock? Greedy little cunt just begging for it.”

Hannah’s moan broke into a small cry. She felt her thighs tremble where they wrapped his hips. She felt so wide open she almost couldn’t breathe — every inch of him still inside her, still pushing deeper like her body could stretch forever.

God, he’s huge. The thought slammed through her mind, sharp, helpless. She’d never taken anything this thick, never felt so full she swore it would tear her in two if he stopped holding her up.

Andre rutted into her slow for a second, grinding all the way inside so she felt his cock pulse at her softest edge. Then he pulled back, let her feel the drag, the slick slide that left her pussy clenching for more.

“Keep it open for me,” he said, voice rough, mouth brushing her ear. “Don’t hold back. Let me hear you.”

She did. She moaned low, raw, felt the sound break free without shame while he slammed in again, harder, deeper, his cock splitting her open like she’d begged for this all her life.

Andre’s hand dragged the strap of her tank down her shoulder, baring one tit fully. He dipped his head, mouth hot and rough on her nipple. He sucked hard enough she felt it in her gut, his teeth scraping just enough to make her gasp.

“Look at these tits,” he growled, voice muffled against her skin. “Softest fuckin’ tits I’ve ever had in my mouth.” He bit down again, tongue circling the tight peak. His thrusts never slowed. He slammed deep, each push hitting the thick stretch that made her toes curl inside her sandals.

Her back arched into his mouth, pushing more of her tit against his tongue. She heard herself whimper. She felt her pussy clench so hard around his cock it made her dizzy, the wet drag loud under the slap of skin.

He pulled his mouth off her nipple with a wet pop, breathing rough against her chest. He grabbed both her tits in his big hands, squeezed them together so they spilled out the sides of his palms. He pressed his cock deeper, grinding it hard inside her.

“Whole body’s perfect,” he rasped. “Soft ass, soft tits. This pussy’s gonna ruin me.”

She tried to talk but all she got out was a broken moan. He fucked her harder then — rough, short thrusts that drove her back into the boxes with each slap. She felt the sweat run down her spine, felt the heat roll off his chest.

Her mind spun. The stretch inside her felt too big to hold but she needed every inch. She grabbed his biceps for balance, nails digging into the thick muscle, felt the pulse of him throb deep where he filled her up.

Andre dropped one hand to her ass, squeezed it hard, fingers digging deep enough she knew she’d feel it tomorrow. “Bounce that sweet ass for me,” he growled. “Take it all.”

She pushed back against him, hips rolling into each thrust, tits bouncing in his hands while the wet smack echoed around the small dark room.

Andre’s grip on her ass turned bruising, big fingers digging deep as he used her, pulling her down harder on his cock. The boxes behind her rocked with every slam. Her tits bounced wild in his hands. He dropped his mouth back down, sucked her nipple so hard she cried out, the sound raw and sharp in the small room.

“Fuck, you feel that?” he rasped against her chest, lips dragging slick over her skin. “This pussy’s mine right now. So fuckin’ tight around me. You love how wide I stretch you open?”

Hannah gasped, throat raw, head tipped back against the boxes. Her hair stuck damp to her shoulders. She felt every inch of him shove deep, deeper, pushing her soft inside walls wider than she thought they could go. Her mind spun with the sharp sting of it, the filthy thrill of how easy she gave it to him.

Andre’s hand slapped her ass once, sharp, the crack loud under the rain hammering the roof. He did it again, grabbed the sore spot, kneading it while he thrust faster. The slap made her walls flutter tight around him. She heard herself moan loud, felt it bounce in her chest.

“Yeah, you fuckin’ love it,” Andre growled, teeth scraping her nipple again. He sucked it wet, pulled back, stared at the way her tits jiggled every time he slammed inside. “Look at these perfect fuckin’ tits. Look at you taking this cock like you were made for it.”

She couldn’t talk. Her mouth fell open, breath pouring out broken. She grabbed the back of his neck, nails dragging over his shaved hairline, anything to ground herself against the steady hard stretch pounding her open.

Her thighs burned with the effort to keep up. She felt slick drip down between them, his cock driving so deep each thrust forced out more heat, more wet. The smell of sweat, sex, wet cardboard closed around her like a tight box.

Andre pressed his forehead to hers for a beat, breath hot on her mouth. “You gonna cum for me?” he rasped. His hand squeezed her tit so tight it made her back arch. “Gonna milk every fuckin’ drop out of this cock?”

She choked out a sound that wasn’t yes but wasn’t no. She pushed her hips down harder, desperate for every inch. Her walls fluttered tight, begging for the break she knew he’d shove right through.

Andre let out a low growl deep in his chest, more beast than man. He slammed her once, twice, deeper than before, cock swelling so thick she felt her pussy clamp hard around him. The boxes behind her rocked with the shove.

“Take it,” he rasped against her mouth. His teeth caught her lower lip, bit down just enough to sting. “Gonna fill you up. Take every fuckin’ drop.”

She felt the pulse hit deep, the hot spill inside her. It snapped something loose. The thick stretch shoved her over the edge so fast she didn’t have air to hold it back. The orgasm rolled through her gut like fire — her whole body shook. A wild howl tore out of her throat, broken, raw — but Andre slammed his big hand over her mouth, palm pressing her gasp down hard.

“Shh. Take it. Take it quiet,” he growled, breath rough in her ear.

Thunder cracked outside so loud the walls shivered around them, drowning her muffled cry. She writhed against his chest, thighs quivering, pussy fluttering tight around the thick cock pumping heat into her deepest place. Her knees buckled but he didn’t let her drop. He pinned her harder, hips grinding through her shudder, his own groan rumbling against her neck.

“Fuck, you feel that,” he breathed. “So tight. So fuckin’ good when you milk this cock.”

Her mind spun blank under the raw slap of skin, the sharp stretch still pulsing inside her. Her back arched into his mouth when he dragged it over her tits, open, sucking rough at the soft flesh as she trembled out every last spasm.

She felt the drip start, thick warmth rolling down the inside of her thigh. He pulled her tighter, cock still deep, the soft grind dragging out the last twitch. He didn’t rush. He didn’t pull free yet. He made her feel every inch, every wet slip inside her until her chest heaved and her eyes blurred open on the dark storage room walls.

The storm kept hammering the roof. Andre’s breath stayed hot at her ear. His hand stayed tight over her mouth, thumb brushing her cheek while her pulse slowed under his grip. The last of his cum slid slow between her thighs — warm, messy, hers now.
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Hannah stepped out of the back hallway like she’d stepped out of a heat wave. The hum of the storm still pressed at the windows, the lights flickered once above the bar. Her skirt stuck damp to her thighs. She felt Andre’s cum thick between her legs with every step.

Ethan sat where she’d left him. One elbow on the bar, glass turning slow in his hand. His eyes hit her the second she walked in. He didn’t smile. His mouth parted like he wanted to speak but she didn’t give him the chance.

She stopped in front of him. Her heart slammed hard enough she felt it in her teeth. Doubt crawled up her throat. What have I done? A few days before the wedding. What if he’d never meant it? What if he just wanted the words, not this?

His eyes dropped to her skirt, the faint smear on her thigh she hadn’t cleaned well enough. He saw. She saw him see.

“Room. Now.” She didn’t say please.

He followed. She didn’t look back. She felt the heat of his stare on her bare calves the whole walk to the bungalow door.

Inside, she turned so fast he almost bumped into her chest. Her voice cracked once before it held steady. “You need to say it again. You want this. You really want it. Nothing bad happens if I do it. Say it.”

Ethan’s mouth worked once, twice. Then his eyes flicked to her tits under the tank. “I want it. I want you to do it. I want you to come back messy.”

She held his stare, throat tight. “Good... because I already did.”

She leaned back on the dresser, pushed her tank halfway up to bare her tits. Her nipples flushed dark, tight from the sweat and rush. She dragged her skirt higher, let him see the sticky mess that marked her skin.

Ethan’s hand fumbled at his zipper. He stood there with his cock out, hard already, mouth working but no words yet.

“Big,” she said, voice flat but shaking under it. “Big fucking cock. Black. Thick as your wrist. Stretched me so wide I thought I’d break.”

Ethan’s eyes locked on her pussy. His fist worked up and down his cock. He breathed through his teeth, short gasps.

“He bent me over,” she said. Her hand dragged up her belly, thumb circling her nipple until it peaked. “Pulled my panties off. Didn’t ask. Didn’t wait. Fucked me open. I could feel how wet I was all down my thighs while he slammed in.”

Ethan groaned. Precum smeared down his knuckles.

She spread her legs wider, let the skirt bunch at her hips. “You’d love watching it. My tits bouncing while he stuffed me full. You’d watch him cum inside me? Watch him pull out and drip all over your fiancée’s pussy?”

His breath broke into a ragged moan. He jerked faster, eyes glued to the mess between her thighs.

She pinched her nipple, squeezed it, let it bounce while she talked. “You like seeing his cum on me now? Want it on my tits too?”

Ethan came with a sharp grunt, cock jerking in his fist. He spilled across her chest in short hot ropes, streaking the top swell of both tits, dripping onto her hand.

She didn’t wipe it off. She held his stare, fingers smeared sticky, breath ragged while his shoulders shook and the storm hit the windows like a drum.

Ethan’s breath came in short gasps. He looked like he’d say thank you but she didn’t wait. She turned her head, pulled her tank top back down over her tits, felt the sticky mess smear inside the thin cotton. The fabric clung damp over her nipples, stretched wet where his cum spread warm under it. She didn’t clean it. She didn’t say a word.

She stepped around him, skirt tugged back down to her thighs, the ache deep inside still wide and raw. She pushed the door open and stepped out onto the narrow veranda.

The storm hit her like a slap. Warm rain poured hard enough it soaked her tank top to her skin in seconds. She didn’t flinch. The wood floor under her bare feet felt slick and cold. She braced both hands on the railing, head tipped down so her hair fell wet around her shoulders.

What the fuck did I do. The thought crawled up her throat and stuck there. Andre’s hands. Ethan’s eyes. Her own voice, filthy, telling it all. Just days before the wedding. The perfect life she’d told herself she wanted. The fantasy she’d let him talk her into. The reality dripping down her skin now, slick under the cling of cheap cotton.

She should feel clean in the rain. She didn’t. The wet only made her chest tighten harder. Someone would know. Someone would smell it. Someone would see the mess she’d made of both of them.

Thunder cracked so close she felt it in her ribs. She pushed off the railing, dragged the wet hair off her face, stepped back inside before she let herself freeze.

Ethan sat on the edge of the bed, still dazed, pants half done. His mouth worked but nothing came out. She didn’t stop near him. She grabbed the little plastic ice bucket off the dresser, fingers cold on the cheap handle.

“You... your top—” he started, eyes stuck on her chest. The soaked fabric stuck tight to both tits, nipples dark and hard, the faint smear of dried cum darker under the wet.

“I know,” she said. She didn’t fix it. She stepped barefoot out the door again, pulse banging at her throat so loud she barely heard him call after her.

She padded down the hall, dripping rain on the tile. She felt her wet top cling tighter with every step, the air cold on her skin. The hum in her ears drowned out the creak of the ice machine when she spotted it ahead — and the shape leaning there, half-shadowed, drink in hand, grin sharp enough to slice through what was left of her pulse.

Nathan didn’t move. His eyes dragged down her chest, slow. The wet tank told him everything he needed to know. He lifted his glass just a fraction, smirk cut deep under the flick of the hallway light.

“Look at you,” Nathan said, voice low, that cruel laugh he wore like a second skin. “Bride-to-be can’t even keep her shirt dry?”

She kept moving until she was close enough to see the shine at the corner of his mouth. The bucket bit her palm. She didn’t flinch.

“Move,” she said, voice flat, rain dripping off her chin.

Nathan stepped right in her way. His eyes dipped once more to the cling of wet cotton stuck to both tits, then back up to her face without shame.

“That’s not how you say please.”

She stared at him, shoulders wet, tank clinging so tight she felt every draft in the hallway. Nathan didn’t budge. His drink sat loose in his hand, ice tapping the side when he lifted it for a slow sip.

“Move, Nathan,” she said again. Her voice sounded too calm in her own ears.

He tipped his head, eyes dragging from her tits to her mouth. “You always talk so sweet when you’re dripping wet in the hall?”

She let out a sharp breath. The ice bucket handle dug into her palm. “Go find someone else to crawl on.”

Nathan’s mouth twitched. “Someone else? I didn’t know you were taking volunteers tonight.” His eyes flicked down again — the soaked tank, the stiff nipples under the sheer cling. “Looks like you started without me.”

She stepped closer. The words shot out before she could swallow them down. “You ever get tired? Treating every woman you see like she’s just another easy fuck you can brag about?”

He laughed. Short, dry. He stepped in so close she smelled the sharp tang of liquor on his breath. “Don’t act like you’re any better than the rest of them, princess.”

“I’m nothing like the girls you ruin,” she spat back. The hallway swallowed her voice, but the hum of the storm outside gave her the nerve to keep going. “You pull them in, break them open, spit them out when you’re bored. I know exactly what you are.”

Nathan grinned, teeth flashing under the dim light. “Funny. From where I’m standing, you look just like the ones who beg for it.” His eyes cut sharp to the smear of skin above her waistband where the tank rode up. “Only difference is you pretend you’re too good for it.”

Her chest burned. She hated the heat flushing under her skin. “You don’t know me.”

He stepped closer. She didn’t back up. The ice bucket hung forgotten in her fist. His eyes stayed locked on hers but every word slammed low in her gut.

“I know you better than he does,” Nathan said. He jerked his chin down the hall toward her room. “You want to be special, but you’re just another wet cunt with her tits out, waiting for a man to remind her she ain’t.”

She sucked in a breath, sharp enough to sting. The storm cracked loud outside, thunder rolling under her ribs. She hated him. She hated the twist in her gut when he said it.

She lifted the bucket, slammed it against his chest just hard enough to shove him back half a step. His laugh snapped out rough. He caught her wrist, held it, squeezed once like he dared her to hit him again.

“Careful,” he said, voice low, eyes locked on hers. “You push too hard, you’ll show every filthy thing you pretend you’re not.”

She yanked her wrist free, chest heaving. The wet tank stuck tighter to her tits, nipples hard, breath caught somewhere between anger and something worse. The storm outside roared on, louder than her pulse.

Nathan didn’t flinch when she shoved him. He just let out a dry laugh, drink still hanging lazy in his hand. The storm cracked so loud behind the hallway glass she felt it in her spine.

“You think you’re better than the rest of them?” His voice dropped sharp, mean. “You think your pretty ring makes you different? You’re just another one who’ll spread her legs the second it suits you.”

“Go fuck yourself, Nathan,” she snapped. The ice bucket handle dug into her palm so hard her knuckles ached.

He leaned closer, enough for the drip off her wet hair to hit his shirt. He didn’t wipe it. He stared at her tits under the soaked tank, the dark outline of her nipples clear through cheap cotton. His mouth curled, not a smile.

“You know what’s funny? You stand here in a hallway half-naked, dripping wet, and you’re pissed at me for saying the truth.”

She lifted the bucket like she’d hit him with it. He didn’t move. His eyes flicked up to her face, cold.

“You’re filth, Nathan,” she hissed. Her chest heaved, the tank top clinging tighter as the chill ran down her back. “You can’t stand it that no one wants to keep you. You fuck them, you break them, and you brag about it until they see through you.”

He barked out a laugh, sharp enough it bounced off the hallway walls. “Better that than standing around pretending you’re any better. You’re just like the rest. A wet cunt looking for attention.”

Her throat caught. She hated the word. She hated that her belly clenched around it. “Fuck you.”

“Don’t worry, sweetheart. I wouldn’t.” His eyes dragged slow over her tits, disgust plain as his smirk. “Not even drunk.”

He pushed off the wall, stepped around her without another look. She stayed frozen, bucket swinging loose at her side, pulse banging under her ribs.

When his footsteps faded she realized she hadn’t moved. The chill from the wet tank top clung to her skin. The smear of old mess stuck where it shouldn’t. The fight stayed sharp in her chest — sharp enough she could feel how hot she was under her skirt when she started walking again.

Inside the room the light felt too soft, Ethan curled on the bed half-asleep, bare chest rising slow. She dropped the ice bucket by the door. She didn’t say a word. She climbed onto the edge of the mattress, damp tank clinging to her tits, thighs pressed shut under her skirt — heartbeat sharp, breath tight, Nathan’s words echoing in the dark while the storm pounded the glass.
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The rain slammed the bungalow roof hard enough to wake her. Hannah lay there for a few seconds, eyes stuck on the low ceiling, heartbeat pounding like she hadn’t slept at all. Her skin felt raw under the sheets — Andre’s cock, Nathan’s voice, Ethan’s hands — it all crawled back up her spine in the dark.

She slipped out of bed, padded barefoot to the small shower stall. The water came lukewarm, the pipes rattling under the wind outside. She scrubbed her thighs where Nathan’s cum had dried sticky. She watched the white swirl down the drain, but the heat didn’t wash off. It stayed low in her belly, sharp when she touched between her legs, then snatched her hand away before it made things worse.

She stepped out, didn’t bother drying off all the way. She grabbed the thin silk kimono off the chair, tied it loose around her damp skin. It stuck fast at her nipples, soft belt cinched once at her waist. She looked in the fogged mirror. She hated the flush in her cheeks.

The wind rattled the glass door. She slid it open, stepped out onto the veranda barefoot. Rain hammered the deck boards. Warm drops soaked the silk in seconds, clung it tighter to her hips.

She braced her hands on the railing. The lights inside the room cast a glow on the wet boards. She didn’t go back in. The storm slapped cold air through the open gaps in her robe. Her pulse thudded harder.

She thought about the storage room. About Ethan’s breath when he jerked off on her tits. About Nathan’s grin in the hallway — dripping for it.

She gripped the rail tighter, thighs pressed together under the silk. She hated how the wind brushing her wet chest made her nipples ache sharp. She tipped her head back, let the rain hit her throat, tried to calm the storm under her ribs that wouldn’t shut up no matter how clean she thought she’d made herself.

She stepped back from the railing when she caught movement near the far end of the patio. A shape on the low stone wall that framed the garden edge — broad shoulders hunched against the rain, the orange tip of a cigarette flaring once under the dark eaves. Nathan.

Hannah froze. She should have turned, gone back inside, shut the door, buried herself under Ethan’s arms and pretended none of it stuck to her skin. She didn’t move. The storm drummed down so heavy it hid her footsteps when she drifted closer.

Nathan flicked his eyes up before she got too close. The faint light from the garden path caught the wet edge of his hair. He didn’t stand. He didn’t toss the smoke right away either. His eyes dragged down the silk clinging wet to her chest, the loose flap that shifted at her thigh when the wind kicked up.

“You lost?” His voice cut through the downpour, sharp enough to slip under her skin.

She crossed her arms tighter over her chest, felt the silk stick to her nipples under her palms. “You shouldn’t be out here.”

Nathan barked out a short laugh. He dropped the smoke to a puddle near his shoe, ground it out slow. “You shouldn’t either.” His eyes dragged up again, paused at the swell of her tits outlined in the thin, rain-soaked fabric. “Or maybe you should. Looks like you like the weather.”

Her throat closed. The storm hissed over them, wind snapping the loose belt of the kimono so it loosened an inch at her waist. Nathan’s eyes didn’t flick away. He let them crawl right over the bare slice of her thigh where the silk parted.

“Get your eyes off me,” she snapped. The words hit her own tongue sharp, too thin.

He huffed out a dry laugh that got eaten by the wind. “If you don’t want them here, princess, pull that thing tighter. Or maybe you don’t.”

She stepped closer. She didn’t know why. Her toes hit the stone edge by his boot. The storm spat cold against her neck but her skin stayed hot under the cling of the silk. Nathan’s grin stayed pinned to her chest like he could see her pulse hammering under the fabric.

“You’re drunk,” she bit out.

Nathan’s mouth twitched. “Sober enough to know what I’m looking at.” His eyes flicked up, sharp, mean. “And what you’re doing out here half-naked when you should be curled up dry next to him.”

She opened her mouth, nothing came. The rain slapped the stone at her feet. The wind shoved her hair against her mouth. Nathan didn’t stand yet. He leaned back on his palms, eyes locked dead on her tits under the soaked silk, daring her to say she didn’t want him looking.

Hannah’s hair stuck to her face, rain sliding down her throat. Her fist gripped Nathan’s shirt, knuckles digging the wet fabric into his chest. The silk robe clung soaked to her tits, belt half undone. He didn’t look away.

“You think standing here in that robe makes you untouchable?” His voice cut through the hammer of rain. “You stand here acting above it all — looking at me like I’m dirt under your shoe.”

She let out a rough breath that almost cracked. “That’s exactly what you are. You don’t care about anyone you fuck. You use them, toss them out. You don’t even pretend otherwise.”

Nathan’s eyes dropped once to her chest — the wet silk sucked tight to one nipple half out. He dragged his eyes back to her face, jaw hard. “Better than faking it. I don’t stand here dressed up like some perfect thing while I look down my nose at everyone I think is beneath me.”

She shoved him. Her palm hit his chest but he didn’t step back. He leaned into her push, closer, the heat rolling off him under the rain.

“You brag about it,” she hissed. Her words scraped her teeth. “You love that you ruin people. You’re nothing but a mouth and a half-hard cock waiting to brag about the next girl you fuck over.”

He barked a short laugh, mean and sharp. “And you’re what? Better? Standing here half-naked while you call me trash?” He tipped his chin down, eyes cutting low over her tits where the silk slipped open more. “You want to stand here. You want me to see it. You hate it because you know I do.”

“Don’t flatter yourself,” she snapped back. But she didn’t pull the robe shut. She didn’t push him again. Her hand stayed twisted in his shirt.

Nathan’s mouth curved, no smile in it. “You hate that I see you want eyes on you. Always did. You can lie to him. You can lie to yourself. You can’t lie to me.”

Hannah’s breath ripped out through her teeth. She yanked her hand off his shirt, swung it up to slap him across the mouth. Nathan caught her wrist mid-swing, his palm tight around her skin, thumb digging her pulse. Rain slammed down around them.

“Don’t you fucking touch me—” she snarled. She tried to jerk free. He grabbed her other wrist fast, slammed her back into the wet stone wall with his chest pinning hers.

“You want to hit me?” Nathan’s breath hit her mouth, rough. “Hit me. Do it. I know you want to.”

She shoved her knee up between them but he stepped in closer, pinned her hips with his thigh. His hands dragged her wrists up over her head, pinned them hard to the wall. The silk robe slipped wide open under the push, her tits bare to the rain and the cold slap of his shirt.

“Fuck you, Nathan,” she spat. Her voice cracked raw, her chest heaving under his weight. She felt her nipples scrape his shirt, the wet silk belt hanging loose by her hip.

“Yeah?” His mouth split in a grin she hated. “Try.”

She bared her teeth to snap another curse but he slammed his mouth down on hers first — rough, hot, nothing soft. Teeth knocked. Rain slid cold between their faces. Her wrists strained under his grip but she didn’t pull them down. She kissed him back like she’d choke on the taste if she stopped.

His tongue pushed past her teeth, swallowed the sound in her throat that wasn’t a curse anymore. Her knee pressed his thigh, trying to push him off, but her hips rocked against him anyway. She hated him. She wanted him closer. She bit his lip hard enough to taste copper. He growled against her tongue, shoved his thigh harder between hers, dragging the soft wet edge of the robe up her leg.

He didn’t let her hands go. He didn’t pull his mouth off hers. The rain hammered the back of her head where it hit the wall. Her chest dragged his shirt wet every time she fought to breathe. Her pulse slammed her ribs like she’d tear herself open if she said his name out loud.

Nathan broke the kiss first but didn’t move his mouth far. His breath hit her lips rough, rain dripping off his hair onto her cheek. She sucked in air she couldn’t hold steady. His thigh pressed harder between her legs. She felt the shift of his hips — the hard line against her belly through his jeans. Big. Hard. Hot enough to burn through the cold rain.

She tried to jerk her wrists down but he held them pinned with one hand now. The other dropped between them, grabbed her robe at the collar, yanked it wider so both tits spilled bare under the slap of rain.

“You want to keep lying?” he rasped. His eyes flicked down, locked on her nipples stiff under the cold. “You stand here with these out, acting like you’re better. You want this, say you don’t.”

“Go to hell,” she gasped. She tried to twist her wrists but the pull only dragged her tits tighter against his chest.

Nathan’s free hand dropped, grabbed her left tit hard, fingers rough, thumb flicking the nipple until it peaked sharp against his palm. He squeezed once, full, pulled a low noise from her throat she couldn’t swallow down.

He shoved his hips closer. She felt the push of his cock thick and unmissable where it pressed her belly, heat rolling through the wet. She bit down on her own lip, hated how her thighs wanted to part wider to feel it drag lower.

“You feel that?” he hissed against her mouth. His thumb rolled her nipple under his palm, sharp. “Say you don’t want it.”

Her breath broke in a laugh that cracked in her throat. She tugged her wrists again but didn’t pull her hips back. She felt him pulse against her belly, every push making her skin burn under the wet silk bunched at her side.

Her wrists ached where he pinned them above her head. The wall dug cold into her back but the heat between them made it useless.

Nathan dragged his mouth to her throat. He bit down, not gentle — teeth scraping her skin while his hand kneaded her tit rough. His thumb dragged her nipple tight, pulled another sharp sound out of her chest.

“Say it,” he growled. His cock pressed harder against her belly, big, stiff, the zipper rough against her skin through the silk. “Say you don’t want this. I’ll walk away.”

“Shut up,” she spit out. Her voice cracked, breath shuddering. Her hips rocked once against him before she could stop it. The brush of his cock where it pressed low hit a nerve that shot through her belly like a spark.

Nathan laughed low against her throat. “That’s what I thought.” He shoved his thigh higher between hers, forced her to feel the drag of wet silk over her bare skin. “You hate me. You’d let me do it anyway.”

She cursed under her breath. The word broke when he pinched her nipple harder, dragged his palm across both tits until the cold made her arch into him.

“Fuck you.” Her breath stuttered out raw. She pushed her hips forward again. The heat of his cock pressed her open through the wet silk knotted at her hip. Her thighs squeezed, fighting to close but wanting him closer.

Nathan let go of one wrist, grabbed her jaw in his wet palm, forced her to look at him. The rain slapped down harder, thunder booming somewhere close. His eyes burned hers flat open, thumb dragging her bottom lip down so she couldn’t lie even if she tried.

Nathan’s hand clamped harder around her jaw, breath rough against her cheek. He shoved forward, spun her fast enough she gasped, bare feet slipping on wet stone. Her tits bounced free under the loose silk as he forced her chest to the cold wall. Her palms slammed flat, bracing.

She sucked in a sharp breath. The slap of rain hit her back, her hips, her bare ass where the robe bunched high. Nathan’s hands tore at his fly — zipper down, a rough grunt when he dragged his cock out, thick and stiff, tip dragging warm across her ass cheek.

“You want to pretend now?” he rasped, voice raw in her ear. He yanked the silk higher, bared her wide. His free hand grabbed her hip, squeezed it so tight she knew she’d bruise.

“Shut up,” she spit back over her shoulder. She hated the shake in her voice. She hated how wet she felt, how the slap of his cock against her bare skin made her thighs part wider on their own.

Nathan laughed once, mean. He angled his cock down, the thick head pushed hard at her slit. No teasing, no soft push — he shoved inside fast enough she gasped, cheek pressed to the wall, tits swinging down heavy from her chest.

“Fuck—” she hissed. The stretch bit deep. Different from Andre — rougher, faster, full of spit and hate instead of control. Her nails scraped the wall when he slammed in again, hips snapping loud under the hammer of rain on the stone.

“Look at you,” Nathan growled. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanked her head back so she felt the burn at her scalp. “Bent over, tits bouncing, calling me shit with your pussy sucking me in like this.”

“Because you are shit,” she spat, throat raw, voice shaking as he slammed deep. Her tits bounced with every rough push, heavy under her chest, nipples dragging the wet wall.

His palm cracked against her ass once, sharp enough to make her moan break out too loud. “Say it again,” he snarled. He pulled out, slammed back so hard her knees jolted. “Say it while you take every fucking inch.”

“You’re filth—” she gasped. Her cheek scraped the wall. Her hands flattened harder, arms braced to keep from sliding. “You’re fucking filth—”

Nathan grabbed a fistful of her hair, yanked her head back so hard her mouth fell open in a gasp. The wall dug cold into her tits where they bounced with every slam of his hips. Rain splashed her shoulders, ran down between her tits, mixing with sweat.

“Listen to you,” he growled right at her ear, breath hot, voice mean. “Mouth spitting my name like poison while this pussy grips my cock like it’s the last thing you want to let go.”

“Fuck you,” she choked out. Her breath hitched every time he bottomed out, hips smacking her ass loud under the slap of rain. Her fingers scraped the wall. She hated how her back arched into the next thrust.

He jerked her head back more, bent over her, chest pressed to her wet back, cock driving in so deep her tits slapped the stone with every push. “You fucking love it. Look at these big tits swinging while you lie through your teeth.”

Her moan punched out sharp when he slammed deeper, rough. The drag made her thighs shake, the mess dripping down where they joined.

“You call me garbage? You stand here with your robe up and your ass out,” he snarled. His teeth scraped her ear. His hand tugged her hair harder until her throat stretched wide, mouth open to the rain. “You’re nothing but a mouth that pretends to hate me while your cunt says every word you won’t.”

She tried to curse but it broke in her throat, caught on the rough slap of his hips against her ass. Her tits swung under her chest, heavy and sore, nipples grazing the cold wall every time he forced her forward. Her breath snapped out ragged between her teeth, every thrust grinding that heat up until her belly felt tight enough to split.

Hannah’s arms shook where her palms scraped the wet stone. Nathan’s hand twisted harder in her hair, yanking her head back so her throat bared to the rain. His cock slammed up into her again and again, the slap of his hips snapping against her ass, her tits slamming the wall with every hard shove.

Her breath cracked. The heat snapped low in her belly, sharp and ugly. She hated how fast it took her over. Her thighs trembled, squeezed around his cock even tighter. Her mouth fell open, a rough, ragged moan punched out into the roar of the storm.

“Fuck— fuck—” she gasped. Her back arched, tits swinging wild, nipples scraping cold stone as her pussy clenched hard around him. The quake rolled through her gut like she’d tear herself in two. Her legs buckled, every muscle in her thighs jerking.

Nathan snarled behind her, let go of her hair and shoved her forward so her cheek hit the wall. He pulled out rough, fist wrapped around his cock slick with her wet.

“Look at you,” he spat, voice a sharp rasp over the hiss of rain. “Moaning like a fucking bitch in heat. Think you’re better than me? Look at you.”

He grabbed her hair again, yanked her head back. His cock dragged across her cheek. She felt the heat, smelled it, rain sliding off her lashes.

“Open your mouth. Take it like the filthy tease you are.” His words cut mean, cruel. He pumped his fist, thick and fast. “Family princess with her big tits bouncing for me out here like a back-alley slut—”

She tried to twist away but he fisted her hair tighter, forced her chin up. She sucked in air a second too late— hot streaks hit her cheek, her mouth, thick warmth spilling through her hair, down her throat, dripping under her ear.

Nathan let out a rough grunt, hips twitching, hand squeezing the last rope out across her lips and chin. He leaned over her, voice low, hateful, breath hot at her ear.

“Look at you now. Saint bride, mouth full of what you pretend you’d never beg for. You’re nothing. Just a sloppy, dripping mouth for a man you hate.”

She panted against the wall, rain dripping through the mess in her hair, cum streaked over her tongue and chest. Her body still twitched, thighs pressed together, every nerve burning under skin that felt like it wasn’t hers anymore.
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The better man
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The rain hammered the breakfast patio roof so loud Hannah felt it in her teeth. She sat in a damp wicker chair, thin dress stuck wet to her chest. Her hair brushed her shoulders in dark clumps she hadn’t bothered to fix.

Ethan sat close, too close for how normal he looked to everyone else. One hand rested under the table, palm hot and still on her bare knee. His thumb brushed the inside of her thigh every few seconds like he couldn’t help it.

Around them, other guests laughed, plates clinked, mugs knocked. A waiter drifted by. No one saw what sat under the soft scrape of her voice when she leaned in, mouth near Ethan’s ear.

“I let him bend me over the wall,” she said, flat, cold. Her words felt heavy in her teeth. “I tried to slap him. He pinned me. He grabbed my hair. He told me I was nothing while he shoved it in.”

Ethan’s thumb pressed harder on her thigh. His knee twitched under the table. His eyes stayed locked on her lips.

“He pulled out?” Ethan’s voice cracked low under the racket of cutlery.

She tipped her head. Rain banged the roof. “No. He came on my face. My hair. My mouth.” She dragged her fingernail over the rim of her mug but didn’t drink. “I smelled him when I crawled back in bed. You smelled it too.”

Ethan’s hand slipped higher under the table, fingers trembling against the soft edge of her inner thigh. He didn’t speak for a second. His breath came faster. He swallowed it, eyes blown wide.

“I want to see it,” he rasped. “Next time. I want to stand there and watch you take him again.”

She turned her face to him. The cold rush under her skin flared sharp. Her knees pressed tighter. “Isn’t it enough?” she hissed. Her voice cracked over the last word. “You have this. You had him. You had Andre. You had me crawling back to you full of other men. Isn’t it fucking enough?”

Ethan shook his head. His thumb stroked the crease of her thigh, soft like he didn’t hear her hate. “It’ll never be enough. I want more. I want you to let every man here have you. You’re not just my wife. You’re my hotwife. That’s what you are.”

She held his stare. Her throat closed tight. The storm slammed down so loud the room felt smaller, the damp seat under her legs colder. She didn’t touch her coffee. She didn’t push his hand away. She let the words coil tight in her gut like poison and heat she didn’t know how to spit out.

—-
[image: ]


The storm kept them stuck inside most of the afternoon while rain slammed the glass behind the bar and wind rattled the thin roof above the lounge. Hannah sat on a corner stool with her thighs pressed tight together under her damp dress. The cheap cotton stuck to her tits and belly. She held a glass of watered rum she hadn’t touched. Ethan stood at the far end of the bar with one elbow propped like he might lean casual, but he kept his eyes locked on her chest the whole time, eyes bright, mouth slack, too far to touch but close enough for her to feel the heat of it under her skin. She didn’t wave him off or tell him to go. She let him watch. She hated how the heavy heat settled in her gut every time his stare dropped to where her nipples pressed hard against the wet fabric.

Sean moved up behind her shoulder so soft she didn’t catch him until his hand brushed the back of her stool. He sat down beside her with his shirt collar open and his hair damp like he’d run through the rain. He smelled like sweat, rain, and cheap cologne that didn’t hide the sharp bite of liquor on his breath. He didn’t speak right away. He looked at the rum glass, then the window where rain poured down the patio glass in thick lines, then he dragged his eyes down her tits where the cling of the cotton gave him everything.

He tipped his drink to his mouth, coughed once to clear his throat, then leaned in so close she smelled the stale whiskey on his breath when he spoke. “Always thought you were too hot for Ethan. Too hot for any of us, really.” His voice cracked around the last word but he didn’t pull his eyes off her chest.

She didn’t smile or touch him. She turned the glass slow between her palms and let the rim sweat onto her bare thigh. “Is that what you think?” Her voice didn’t crack.

Sean swallowed once and she saw the bob of his throat catch when her nipple shifted under the fabric. “Yeah. You always looked like you wanted something more. I always wondered what it’d be like if you let someone find out what you taste like.” He tried to laugh when he finished but it fell flat between the slap of the rain and the low hum of a broken ceiling fan over their heads.

She looked at him dead in the face, saw the nerves under the cheap grin, and let the words slide out slow so he had to lean closer to hear. “If I let what?”

He didn’t back off. His shoulder pressed warm into hers while his eyes dragged down her tits again. She felt his breath slip down her collar where the dress gaped open at her chest. “If you let someone taste you. Just once.” His whisper trembled but his hand didn’t touch her yet.

She didn’t give him time to find more words. She leaned in, mouth right against his ear, voice flat as her pulse pounded in her throat. “Fifteen minutes. Back corridor behind the service bar. You want it, come get it.”

Sean’s eyes jumped up, wide, pupils blown so big she could barely see the blue. He opened his mouth like he might say her name. She didn’t wait. She slid off the stool, the hem of her damp dress brushing the top of his knee, the soft scrape of wet fabric leaving a cold spot on his slacks. She didn’t look at him when she dropped the glass back on the bar with her fingertips.

When she stepped out, the slap of warm wind hit her bare shoulders, rain curling down her spine under the thin cotton. Her skin burned under the chill. Her chest felt so tight it hurt to breathe but her thighs pressed together under the skirt as she stepped out into the heavy hiss of the storm.

She didn’t knock when she stepped into the narrow back corridor behind the service bar. The storm rattled the tin roof above her head and dripped through cracks at the edge of the hallway light. The warm air felt heavy on her damp skin and made the thin cotton dress cling tighter across her tits and hips. She pressed one hand to the cool plaster wall while her other hand smoothed the hem of her skirt down over her ass but left her bare underneath.

Her breath came short. She heard her own pulse under the slap of rain. Her skin still smelled faintly of the cheap hotel soap she’d scrubbed with but it didn’t drown the scent of salt and sweat that clung to her collarbone. She hated that she felt her pussy already warm and ready when her palm brushed her thigh.

Sean’s steps echoed down the corridor. He turned the corner so quick his shoulder hit the frame of the door behind him. His hair stuck wet to his forehead. His eyes hit her chest first then lifted slow to her mouth. He licked his lips once and caught the edge of his grin on his teeth. He smelled like rain and stale whiskey.

“You really here,” he said. His voice cracked enough she felt the shake in his chest when he stepped closer. He lifted one hand halfway like he might touch her waist but pulled it back before he landed it.

She didn’t answer. She grabbed the collar of his shirt, twisted it in her fist, and shoved him back so his spine hit the storage room door with a soft dull knock. She stepped in until her tits pressed his chest and he sucked in a quick.

She dragged her mouth up the line of his jaw until she hit his ear. Her words dropped quiet enough only he could hear under the slap of rain on the tin roof. “You want that taste?” She pressed her hand flat on his chest and felt his heartbeat slam through his shirt.

He nodded once. He didn’t speak. He tried to drop his eyes down her chest again but she grabbed his chin and forced him to look her straight in the face while her other hand slipped down and found the bulge under his belt. She felt the heat of it through his slacks and squeezed it once just to hear the breath punch out of him.

“Keep quiet,” she said. She pushed her mouth against his neck and bit the soft skin just below his jaw while her palm dragged his zipper down slow enough he felt every scrape of her knuckles. The rain slammed harder overhead. The heat between her thighs tightened up so sharp she felt her knees bend. She didn’t care. She wanted him messy before she shoved him inside.

Hannah shoved Sean’s zipper down, dragged his cock out into the warm air of the back hall. She didn’t let him stammer. She pulled the straps of her dress down and slid it off, let it pool in the wet grime of the floor under her back. The storm rattled the tin roof above them. The slap of rain came through the gap in the cracked door by her hip.

Sean stared at her tits first. His breath caught when her nipples tightened under the cold rush of air that washed her chest. His cock jumped in her grip when she squeezed the base and dragged the head up her slit, smearing her slick wide open.

She dropped to the floor and lay flat, skin bare on the cold linoleum, thighs parted wide. Her hair stuck damp against her collarbone and shoulders. She didn’t hide the mess she wanted him to see. The coat closet door beside her swung half open in the wind.

“Do it,” she said, voice low. “Now. Before someone comes.” Her hand stayed on her pussy, fingers spreading her lips wide while the head of his cock nudged her hole.

Sean knelt over her fast, knees scraping the floor. He shoved between her thighs, the tip thick and hot where it dragged her open in one hard push. He buried half of himself with a grunt that punched air from his chest.

She slapped her palm over his mouth when he moaned too loud. Her nails dug his jaw while his cock forced deeper. The smack of his hips hit her ass, skin meeting skin under the muffled roll of thunder. Her tits rolled across her chest every time he slammed his cock inside. Her breath caught each time the cold air hit the wet skin between her breasts and his stomach.

She clamped her thighs tighter around his hips and pulled his ass closer with both hands. The wet slap of his balls hit her ass again and again, rough and quick, no pause. Her pulse roared through her ears, louder than the storm outside.

Through the crack of the closet door she caught the shadow. Ethan stood behind the supply shelf. His eyes locked on her tits where they bounced under Sean’s chest. His breath showed in the faint light when he shifted, hand buried at his fly.

She didn’t speak. She locked her eyes on Ethan’s face. Her teeth sank into Sean’s shoulder to smother the moan that broke out when the best man’s cock dragged her wide open. She pulled Sean’s ass tighter, forced him in deep. The sound of wet skin meeting skin mixed with the hiss of rain on tin. Her eyes never left Ethan’s while her body did every filthy thing he wanted.

Sean tried to speak but she clamped her palm back on his mouth. His hips slammed down, rough and mindless, his cock pulsing in her pussy. She felt the first hot spill fill her deep, the flood too much to hold back. The rush tipped her over fast and mean. Her belly pulled tight. Her back arched hard. Her thighs locked tight to his hips while she came around his cock, pussy milking every drop, soaking his shaft while the storm cracked above.

Sean panted against her palm while his cock slipped out, still dripping. His chest stuck to hers with sweat and rain. She shoved him off with both palms, rough enough that his shoulder hit the supply shelf with a dull rattle. His cum leaked warm down her thigh. She felt the dirty slide between her pussy lips when she shifted to pull her dress back up. The thin cotton clung soaked to her tits, nipples stiff and raw from the cold floor.

Sean tried to say something but she pressed two fingers to his lips. She caught his eyes with a smile that didn’t reach the heat burning in her chest. Her breath came ragged but her voice stayed smooth enough to slice.

“That was amazing,” she said. She tilted her head so her wet hair stuck to her collarbone. She dragged her palm down his jaw, slow. “Keep that secret. Be good for me and maybe you’ll get more. Some other night. Just...”

She turned her head. Her eyes locked dead on Ethan through the crack in the supply shelf. Her mouth curved mean when she spoke the last words.

“Just don’t let Ethan know. He wouldn’t like you fucking his sweet bride, would he?”

Sean nodded dumb, mouth open under her touch. He didn’t see the way her pupils stayed pinned to her husband in the dark, watching him freeze there, hand buried at his half-open fly, chest heaving with every raw breath.

She pulled her dress down, let the hem drag over her sticky thighs. She stepped back into the slap of the storm barefoot. Her tits bounced under the thin cotton with every step. She didn’t look at Sean again. She kept her eyes on Ethan while the thunder cracked and the tin roof rattled over the mess she left behind.
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Innocent flirting?
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Hannah stood under the shower with her palms braced flat to the tile. Hot water pounded her shoulders and rolled down her tits, thick streams running between them and sliding down her belly. She felt her pussy still sore and open when she squeezed her thighs tight together. She dragged one hand down her hip, fingertips brushing the tender slick between her legs where Sean had left her dripping.

The storm cracked outside the window above the sink. The bathroom door flew open so hard the handle slammed the wall. Ethan stood there soaked from the rain, shirt clinging to his chest, hair dripping into his eyes. He didn’t say a word. He dragged the wet shirt over his head and threw it to the floor. He unbuckled his pants, shoved them down, kicked off his shoes so hard they hit the cabinet under the sink. His cock stood thick and flushed dark, the tip already wet where it brushed his stomach. He stepped into the shower naked, water slapping his shoulders, flattening his hair to his jaw.

He crowded her back to the wall with his body. His palms pressed to the tile on either side of her head. His cock pushed up against her belly, hard enough she felt the throb through the soft skin above her clit. He grabbed her face in one wet hand, tilted her chin up and pressed his mouth rough to hers. His tongue pushed deep until she tasted the salt and heat of his breath.

“You filthy bitch,” he growled into her mouth. His forehead hit hers hard enough she gasped. “You fucked him while I watched. You let him dump his cum in you. You wanted me to see it. My best friend!”

She sucked his lip between her teeth, bit down until he groaned against her tongue. She dragged her nails down his ribs, hooked her knee over his hip to rub her pussy up the length of his cock until the head caught her slit and slipped wet between her lips.

“I want more,” she hissed. She pulled her mouth back just enough to taste the slap of water on her tongue. “I want any cock I choose. I want you to see it. I want you to hear me moan it. I want you to know I’m never just yours again.”

His eyes snapped so wide she saw the pupils drown his blue. His cock shoved against her pussy lips until the head notched deep enough she felt the first stretch open her up. He bared his teeth. He grabbed her jaw tighter so her mouth stayed open against his throat.

“You do it,” he said. “You fuck whoever you want. But I get every second. I see it or hear it or smell it on you after. You never shut me out. You never keep my slut away from me.”

He pushed in deep enough to slap her ass to the wall. Her tits bounced up his chest with the rough shove. She clawed his back when he rocked in again, harder, hips snapping to push every inch in. Her wet hair stuck to his mouth when he bit her shoulder. The water pounded over them both. Steam mixed with sweat and the hot slap of skin hitting the cold tile.

He thrust so rough her moan cracked in her chest. He pulled back, grabbed her hair, forced her head up. He looked her dead in the eyes while he slammed his cock so deep she felt her pussy clamp and spasm around him.

“You’re mine,” he said. His voice cut through the slap of the shower. His mouth hovered an inch above hers when he said it again. “You’re my dirty whore. You’re my bride. Say it.”

She choked out the words into his mouth while her cunt milked him raw. “I’m yours. I’m your filthy whore. I’ll always be yours.”

He growled against her throat when he came, cock pulsing deep, heat flooding her cunt while the water washed down her tits and over the mess they made together.

—
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Hannah stood at the mirror, feet bare on the cool tile. She pulled the short wrap skirt tight around her hips and tied the knot at her side so the slit stayed high up her thigh. She slipped on a cropped linen top, thin white fabric that hugged her tits. She didn’t bother with a bra. When she leaned forward, her nipples pressed sharp through the soft weave. She turned sideways in the mirror, checked the soft strip of belly that showed when she twisted. She liked how raw her skin looked, still pink from the shower and Ethan’s hands.

Outside the wind slapped rain sideways against the balcony door. She stepped out into the hallway barefoot, the hem of her wrap skirt brushing her thigh. She caught Ethan’s eyes from halfway down the corridor. He stood near the open doors to the bar where the dinner buffet glowed under soft lamps. When she stepped into the covered patio the warm air clung wet to her chest. The thin linen top stuck tighter when the wind caught it.

Ethan sat back down near the corner table. His eyes hit her bare waist first, then the strip of thigh that flashed through the loose knot. His stare dragged up slow when he caught her nipples stiff under the damp cling. She sat beside him, crossed her legs high, felt the knot slip half an inch looser at her hip. Ethan dropped his palm to her knee under the table, thumb drifting up the soft inside of her thigh.

Her mother stepped up with a glass of red wine in her hand, smile soft but her eyes cutting sharp. She didn’t greet Ethan first. She looked right at the line of Hannah’s belly, then the tight points of her nipples under the linen top, then the wide slice of thigh through the slit.

“That’s a sweet little skirt,” her mom said. She lifted her glass, voice soft but too sharp to miss. “Might be a little more than your older uncles came here for though. And that top...” She didn’t finish. Her eyes flicked down once more at the push of nipple under thin cloth.

Hannah laughed, the sound low enough that Ethan’s thumb slipped higher under her skirt, brushing closer to the slick warmth still there from the last hour. She traced her hand across the soft line of the top and let her fingertips flick her nipple so it peaked harder. “It’s just a skirt and a top, Mom. Everyone’s too busy hiding from the storm to care what I’m showing.”

Her mother sighed and sipped her wine slow. Her eyes didn’t lift off the bare edge of thigh where Ethan’s knuckles dragged higher. “You remind me too much of your Aunt Teresa. The year she thought she could wear slip dresses at the Christmas party. She came home with more gossip than she knew what to do with.”

Hannah leaned in and kissed her mother’s cheek warm, lips soft on flushed skin. “I’ll be good. Promise.”

Her mom pressed her hand to Hannah’s shoulder, eyes sharp once more at Ethan’s lazy grin before she drifted off toward the end of the buffet where two cousins waved her over. Ethan’s quiet laugh buzzed against her ear while his hand slid high enough under the wrap that his thumb brushed the bare edge of her pussy lips. She sucked in a tight breath when the next gust of wind blew the thin linen hard over her tits, nipples pressed tight for every wandering eye near the bar.

The storm rattled the shutters hard enough that the soft lights over the bar flickered now and then. The big open room hummed with the low voices of stranded guests drifting between the buffet and the long row of bottles on the counter. Warm rain hissed through the cracks in the old shutters. The humid air made the linen top cling tighter to Hannah’s tits every time she shifted in her seat.

Ethan stood near the bar with two empty glasses. His eyes stayed on her while he waited for the bartender to refill their drinks. He lifted one brow at the sight of Greg sliding into the chair beside her but didn’t step in to stop him. He liked the show. She felt it in her pulse when she watched him mouth something she couldn’t hear over the buzz of conversation and the hammer of rain.

Greg smelled like good whiskey and sharp soap that stuck to his collar. His shirt hung open at the throat, damp enough she smelled the clean heat of his skin under the stale bar air. He tipped his glass her way and leaned closer until she felt his knee brush hers under the small table.

“You look like you’re keeping the whole bar warm,” Greg said. His voice rolled smooth under the clatter of forks and plates. He let his eyes slip low when she crossed her legs and the high slit of the wrap skirt slipped wider.

She laughed louder than she needed to. She felt the burn in her cheeks when his eyes dipped to the bare stretch of her thigh. She didn’t pull her leg back when his knee pressed against it. She shifted so the knot tugged looser on her hip.

“Ethan never told you half the stories,” Greg said, grin crooked like he kept secrets for fun. “When he was ten he got so scared by a summer storm he hid under the truck for three hours. Wouldn’t come out even when the sun came back out.”

She tipped her head back and laughed again. She dragged her palm across her bare knee where his touched hers. Her fingertips slid slow over his thigh. She felt the heat through the soft linen of his pants. Her nails traced a line just above his knee.

“That’s sweet. I bet he hated you telling that to anyone.”

Greg’s grin widened. He lifted his glass, the ice rattling soft. “He’s always been soft for you. Lucky bastard.” His eyes didn’t lift off her tits when she leaned in closer.

She dropped her voice and leaned so close her tits brushed the soft cotton at his arm. The skin under her top prickled when the linen dragged his sleeve. She smelled his soap and the warm spice of his drink. She didn’t lift her mouth far from his ear when she spoke. “You know what I think is really hot?” She felt his pulse tick under her mouth. “Older men who don’t feel old at all. Men who still want things.”

Greg let out a laugh that rumbled deeper in his chest. His hand slipped off his glass and landed soft at her lower back. His palm pressed just above the top edge of her skirt. He didn’t pull it away when the wind slammed the shutters again. The warm hush that came right after let her knee press tight to his under the table.

He looked at her mouth once, dropped his eyes to her tits, then looked at her lips again like he was reading something only she could say. She didn’t pull back. She dragged her nails higher along his thigh, slow, teasing, while the storm cracked outside and she stayed close enough for him to smell the raw skin under her soft grin.

Hannah pushed her empty glass back on the table and let the storm wind blow a chill across her bare belly under the thin wrap skirt and cropped top. She tipped her head to Greg and murmured that she needed air before the room swallowed her whole. She stood slow enough that the knot on her skirt slipped a touch looser at her hip. The slit opened wide up her thigh when she shifted her weight.

Greg stood too, glass in his hand, the wet clink of ice loud between them. He leaned in and said he should walk her part of the way so she didn’t slip on the slick stone path in that thin scrap she called a skirt. She laughed and let him fall in beside her as she stepped past Ethan’s empty chair. She didn’t look back but she knew Ethan saw the grin Greg wore when she brushed her shoulder against his arm.

They pushed through the heavy door out to the covered path that wrapped the old garden wall. Warm rain spit sideways when the wind cut hard off the sea. The hiss of leaves and low thunder hid the shuffle of her bare feet against the damp stone. Greg kept his glass at his side and his other hand loose at his hip until they hit the dark bend where the garden wall broke and the path forked left toward the suites.

She stopped there, half in shadow, mist curling her hair damp against her throat. Greg took half a step closer and dipped his head like he meant to say something small and safe. His breath smelled like good whiskey when he spoke. “Ethan’s father used to say you had too much fire for one man. Said it the first time he saw you smile. Told Ethan not to burn his fingers.”

She laughed, low and soft. The sound brushed his cheek because her lips stayed close enough to graze him when she tipped her chin up to look him in the eyes. Her tits brushed his chest through the thin cotton top. She smelled the faint edge of his soap under the clean spice of his cologne and the warmth of the rum in his glass.

“You think he was right?” she said. Her voice slipped out warm enough to stick between them when the wind paused. She shifted her weight so her tits pressed his chest harder and her bare thigh pushed his slacks where her hip brushed his belt. His hand came up slow, drifted to the small of her back. His fingers spread wide, close enough to touch the top curve of her ass under the soft knot of her wrap skirt.

Greg’s mouth opened but he didn’t find any smart line in time. She tipped her face closer and smiled soft enough to look sweet but wide enough to slice his chest open. “Maybe you’re right too. Maybe I’m too much.” She let her hand trail up the front of his shirt. Her fingertips slipped across the damp edge where the linen clung warm to his skin.

The storm spat another line of rain across her shoulder and down her chest. She didn’t flinch. She leaned in, brushed her lips soft against the rough edge of his jaw so he felt the heat of her mouth and the quick scratch of her teeth when she grinned.

She pulled back just enough to keep him waiting for more. She let her hand slip slow off his chest and laughed again under her breath. “You should hurry back before someone sees us standing out here like this.” Her nails dragged soft down the flat of his stomach until they caught his belt. She gave it the faintest tug before she let him go.

She turned first, hips swaying, the wet knot of her skirt slipping half open up her thigh with every step back down the path. The linen top stuck tighter to her tits when the next gust of rain caught her side. Greg stood where she left him, half under the dripping overhang, eyes fixed dead on her ass and the soft bare stretch of leg that promised exactly what he would find if he followed.
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Just a Glass of Whisky
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Hannah felt the storm spit warm rain across the bare side of her thigh as she stepped off the split in the garden path. She didn’t rush her steps. She let the loose knot at her hip slip lower so the wrap skirt split higher up her leg. Her sandals slapped the wet stones just loud enough to cover the soft shuffle of shoes behind her. She knew Greg followed her before he called her name.

She turned just enough to see him in the low light where the path cut toward the guest wing. He held his empty glass loose at his side. Rain dripped off his hair, dark spots spreading over his shirt collar. He lifted one hand like he might touch her arm but stopped short.

“You’ll get soaked walking the long path in that thin scrap,” Greg said. His voice stayed soft but the edge in it made her thighs clench under the flap of fabric. “Come up for one drink before you go back to Ethan. I have something better than that bar’s piss. I’ve got an old single malt that’ll warm you better than this storm ever could.”

Hannah let her grin show slow. She dragged her fingers across the knot at her hip and felt it slip half loose. The split in the skirt showed the soft inside of her thigh all the way up where she stayed bare under the thin wrap. She didn’t bother to hide it.

“One drink?” she asked. Her voice came out warm enough to make his breath catch in his chest.

He laughed, short and rough. He lifted the glass between them, the ice long melted. “One drink. Come on. Before this wind tears that little knot open for everyone to see.”

She tipped her chin and stepped past him so her bare shoulder brushed his damp shirt. She liked the way he paused a half breath when the side of her breast grazed his chest through the soft linen of her top. She didn’t say another word. She let him open the heavy door to the guest wing for her. She stepped through first, the hem of her skirt brushing his thigh as she passed. She heard him suck in the smell of her skin when she pushed her hair off her damp shoulder.

He closed the door behind them while the wind rattled the old hinges. The sound of the rain hitting the tile roof above them stayed loud enough to hide the low laugh that slipped from her throat when he stepped up behind her. She felt the heat of his chest near her bare back. She didn’t turn around. She just let him lead her down the narrow hall toward his room, her pulse hot in her chest, her pussy warm and open under the thin slip of damp cloth tied half loose at her hip.

His room felt tidy in a way that told her he didn’t plan to stay long. The bedspread pulled tight, a single shirt hung straight over the back of the desk chair, shoes lined up near the dresser like he’d lined them out of habit. The storm outside rattled the shutters hard enough to make the thin glass hum every few seconds. Greg flicked on the small lamp near the bed. The soft yellow light hit her bare hip where the wrap skirt dipped low. She stood near the edge of the desk while he dug a bottle of good single malt from his bag and set two short glasses beside the lamp.

He poured slow, the whisky dark and thick. When he handed her one, his knuckles brushed hers warm. She lifted the glass but didn’t drink right away. She tilted it under her nose, smelled the sweet burn that pushed heat to the back of her throat before it touched her lips.

He leaned against the dresser close enough that the rough fabric at his knee brushed her bare thigh through the open split of the wrap. He lifted his own glass, tipped it toward her chest where the thin linen top clung tight, her nipples hard and clear under the soft cotton when the wind hit through the old window frame.

“One drink to take the storm chill off,” he said. His voice slipped easy under the snap of rain on the roof. “This one’s older than you are.”

She laughed, soft and low. She tipped the glass and took a slow sip. The burn licked the edges of her tongue, sharp, smooth, sweet all at once. She shifted her weight and felt the knot at her hip slip looser, the slit in the skirt gaping wide so the warm room air brushed the soft skin she left bare under the wrap.

Greg told her something small about Ethan’s father, how he liked his whisky neat and his stories long. She laughed louder than she meant to. She leaned in to hear the next line when his voice dropped, her tits brushing the thin cotton at his arm. He didn’t shift when her nipple scraped the sleeve.

He set his glass down first. His other hand slipped slow behind her hip. His palm spread wide over the swell of her ass under the wrap skirt. He gripped it firm, rough enough that the soft skin dimpled under his thumb. He looked at her mouth when she lifted her glass again and let a drop cling to her lip before she licked it off.

She felt his thumb drag along the edge of her bare ass where the slit fell open wide at her hip. She didn’t push him off. She didn’t step back. She let the heat curl low in her belly while the storm cracked the roof and the shutters rattled with the wind.

Greg’s breath hit her neck warm while his palm stayed heavy on the soft swell of her ass under the loose wrap skirt. The rain hammered the shutters harder now, the wind loud enough to swallow the low rasp of his voice when he spoke near her ear.

“We can stop if you want. I don’t want this to be trouble for you.” His mouth brushed her hairline. His fingers flexed against her ass but he didn’t pull her closer yet.

Hannah let out a short laugh that cracked sharp between her teeth. She dragged her palm over his jaw, felt the rough scrape of stubble bite at her thumb when she pressed it along his throat. Her voice slipped low enough to sink under the slap of rain outside. “Don’t you fucking dare.”

She pressed her hand to his chest and pushed him back until his thighs hit the edge of the narrow bed. He caught himself on the mattress with one hand but she shoved harder until he sat down, breath knocked out of him in a sharp grunt.

She let the knot at her hip slip wider when she stepped between his knees. She climbed over him slow, bare pussy dragging over the stiff line of his cock under his slacks. She rolled her hips once, slow, felt the thick push grind up her slick slit, the rough fabric rubbing her clit when she rocked back again.

Greg groaned through his teeth. His hands clamped her hips but he didn’t push her off. He gripped harder when she bent her head and bit his neck just under the ear. She smelled warm whisky on his throat when he let out a rough breath.

She grabbed his collar with her free hand, popped the buttons open, shoved the linen wide so her nails raked down his chest. Thin red lines bloomed under her fingertips. He squeezed her hips tighter, thumb digging into the soft dip near her ass where the skin already felt raw.

She lifted her chest just enough to yank her cropped top up over her tits. The soft fabric bunched at her collarbones while her tits bounced bare in the lamp glow. Greg’s mouth dropped open. He bent his head fast, tongue dragging rough over one nipple before he sucked it deep. His teeth scraped the tip enough to make her hiss out a broken sound that got swallowed by the slap of rain against the window.

She threw her head back so her hair stuck damp to her shoulders. Her tits rolled under his mouth when he sucked and bit. Her hips rocked harder, dragging the slick heat of her pussy up the thick push of his cock under his pants. She felt the rub hit her clit every time she ground down. The wind slammed the shutters again. She didn’t care. She pushed harder, nails cutting light lines down his throat, hips rolling until she felt the thick shape pulse bigger under her. She wanted him out and inside her before the next thunder crack could bury the sounds spilling from her mouth.

Greg let out a rough breath against her chest, lips brushing her nipple when he pulled back. He hooked both hands under her ass and lifted her off his lap just enough to flip her sideways onto the narrow bed. Her back hit the creaky mattress hard enough to make the old wood frame knock the wall. Her laugh cracked into a moan when he grabbed her knee and shoved it wide open.

He pushed up fast, kicked off his slacks so they hit the floor in a wet slap. His cock sprang out thick and flushed dark, the head shiny where he stroked it once with his fist just to feel the weight. His eyes dropped to her bare pussy spread open on the sheets. Her wrap skirt fell wide under her hips, the knot useless now, soft fabric bunched under her ass. Her tits rose and fell fast, nipples tight, her breath sharp enough to cut through the thunder that cracked above them.

Greg climbed onto the bed between her thighs. He grabbed her knees and pushed them wide enough that her soaked slit shone in the lamplight. He stroked the head of his cock up her slick lips once, slow, dragging wet heat over her clit until she bucked her hips up to catch him deeper.

She dug her nails down his forearms, felt the muscle jump under her grip when he pressed the thick head in just enough to stretch her open. Her breath punched out in a rough snarl that rattled between her teeth when the next gust of rain slammed the window.

“Don’t stop,” she hissed. Her thighs shook when he paused at the stretch. She clawed his arms again. “Take it all. Now.”

Greg pushed the head in slow, just to watch her lips part around the fat thickness, just to hear her curse spit out raw between her teeth. He sank deeper, the head popping past her tight grip with a wet slap that echoed off the walls. Her ass hit the mattress when his hips drove forward, cock burying deep enough that she arched up, tits rolling side to side on her chest.

He braced his palms flat on her thighs, squeezed the soft skin rough enough to leave finger marks. The slick sound of her pussy dragging his cock deeper mixed with the slap of rain outside. He held there, felt her walls grip him so tight his breath broke.

“We shouldn’t,” he muttered rough, voice cracked near her ear when he leaned in. “God, we shouldn’t—”

She snarled back at him, nails scraping up his spine. “I don’t give a fuck. I want your perfect cock splitting me open every time you can drag me away. Don’t you dare fucking stop.”

That snapped whatever was left of his nerves. He slammed his hips harder, cock punching deep enough that her ass bounced the mattress springs. His balls smacked her skin loud, wet slap under the roar of wind and rain. He muttered under his breath that he can’t believe he gets to fuck such a young, perfect slut.

She bucked up into every thrust, heels digging into the bedspread to drag him deeper. Her tits bounced side to side with each hard snap of his hips. Her moans came sharp, voice raw, breath choked out when the next thrust made her pussy clamp tight around him. She felt the first hard wave break when her cunt squeezed him so fast her whole body jerked under him. Her cry punched out raw, drowned under the next boom of thunder that shook the window.

Greg’s teeth scraped down her throat while his cock hammered deep inside her. His hips snapped harder, faster, every thrust slapping her bare ass against the mattress. The wet sound echoed loud, mixing with the thunder crashing over the roof.

“You’re my filthy little fuck toy,” he growled in her ear, voice ragged and low. “Taking my cock while that pretty little fiancé of yours waits outside to put a ring on your finger.”

She bit her lip hard, claws digging into his shoulders, breath catching in sharp, ragged gasps. “Yeah?” she moaned, grinding her hips up to meet him. “You’re the old man who’s going to fuck me right before I’m his wife. The one who gets to ruin me first.”

He slapped her ass again, hard enough to make her scream out loud, her tits bouncing wild against the sheet. “You like that, don’t you? Being taken by a man who knows what to do with a tight pussy.”

Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling his mouth back to hers for a fierce kiss that tasted of whisky and rain. She could feel his cock pulse inside her, thick and hot, dragging slick and deep with every slam of his hips.

“Fuck me harder,” she hissed against his lips, voice breaking. “Make me come all over your cock before he even sees the ring.”

Greg snarled, grabbing her hips tight enough to bruise, slamming in so deep her whole body shook. Her back arched off the mattress. Her tits rolled side to side, nipples scraping raw against the damp sheets. She pressed her face into the pillow, mouth open, moans ripping out between the thunder.

Her cunt clenched fast and hard around him. The wave crashed through her belly and up her spine. Her legs quivered, thighs locked tight around his hips as she rode out the tremors. Her breath came ragged, voice hoarse and broken when she gasped, “I’m coming. I’m coming.”

Greg didn’t slow down. He pushed her harder, every thrust deeper and faster, filling her completely. His cock twitched deep inside her. His teeth bit into the shell of her ear, his breath ragged with need.

When he came, it was sudden and rough. His hips jerked fast, pumping hot ropes of cum deep inside her. The sound of his groan mixed with her last shuddering moan and the roar of thunder that shook the room.

She collapsed, spread wide beneath him, wrap skirt tangled under her ass, tits flushed and heavy, her hair plastered to her cheek. The cum slid slow down her inner thigh. Her pulse hammered the truth she could barely speak: she didn’t care who it was. She wanted it all. She wanted it again.
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A proposition
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Sunlight cut across the bed where Hannah lay half on her side, one knee thrown over Ethan’s hip. The storm was gone but the room still smelled like sweat and used skin. She watched his chest rise slow, his mouth half open, soft snores slipping out that made her cunt twitch with how easy he slept after everything.

She dragged her hand down his chest, traced her fingertip around his nipple until it puckered tight. She leaned in and dragged her tongue over it, then bit down sharp enough to make him jerk under her. His eyes cracked open, breath catching when her mouth latched again, sucking at him like she owned every inch.

She laughed low, teeth scraping. Her other hand slid under the sheet and wrapped around his cock. Hard already. He never stayed soft for her anymore. She stroked him slow, palm tight enough to feel every throb while her mouth moved across his chest, teeth biting his other nipple until he hissed.

“I fucked your uncle,” she whispered. Her voice hit his throat where she pressed a kiss. She licked the salt sweat she found there. “He didn’t just taste me. He fucked me raw. He split my pussy open on that old bed and made me cum around his cock while you sat at the bar pretending you didn’t know.”

Ethan’s fingers knotted in her hair. His hips lifted under her hand, cock pushing hot against her palm. He didn’t tell her to stop. He never did. He just groaned when she squeezed tighter, wrist twisting as she pumped him slow.

“I made him finish inside me,” she said. She bit his nipple again, harder, tongue smoothing over the red mark. “Felt so fucking good to let someone else take me. You know what it did? Made me want more. Made me want every cock I choose.”

He groaned louder now, breath hot at her ear. She kissed his jaw, nipped his throat. Her palm stroked him harder under the sheet, the wet slap of skin loud under her knuckles. She didn’t stop talking.

“You liked it too. I know you did. You lay here and think about me dripping some other man’s cum all over these sheets. You breathe it in every time you fuck me after. You’ll never be enough now. I’ll never be enough for you without them.”

His hips jerked when she twisted her wrist just right. His cock throbbed hot against her palm. She felt his belly tighten, his breath ragged. She sucked his nipple deep in her mouth one last time and growled low, “Good boy. Let it go.”

He moaned her name like a choked prayer when he came, cock spurting thick against her palm while she bit his chest again, licking every shake out of him while the sunlight caught the mess she made of him and grinned wide in her mind at what came next.

—-
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Hannah stood barefoot on the wet stone path just past the arch that led to the cleaned-up garden terrace. The staff moved around her, wiping down chairs, sweeping broken palm leaves and scattered petals from the storm that tore through. Tomorrow the same spot would look perfect again. White linens. Rows of seats. Vows she’d choke out like they still meant something.

She crossed her arms under her tits, felt the damp fabric cling tighter when the wind slapped warm rain against her hip. She watched two workers argue over a tangled string of lights. She didn’t notice him first. She felt him. His stare hit her shoulders before his shoes scuffed the flagstones.

Thomas stood behind her, breath steady, not rushed. She didn’t turn. She let him take in her back, the soft slope of her ass under the thin dress, the bare stretch of thigh where the wrap shifted loose. When she faced him, he didn’t flinch or look away. His eyes dragged up her knees, her hips, the soft press of her tits under damp fabric. He looked hungry. Not polite.

“I know about Greg,” he said. His voice stayed low, warm, wrong enough to sink sharp into her chest. “I know you spread your pretty legs for my brother. I know he filled you while my son slept.”

Her lips parted. She should have stepped back. She didn’t. Her feet stayed flat on the wet stone while the wind hissed around them.

“I’ve wanted you since the first time Ethan brought you home,” Thomas said. His eyes pinned her tits when the wind tugged the neckline lower. “You stood in my kitchen in that tight sweater acting sweet. Pretending you didn’t know your nipples showed through every inch of it. I went to the bathroom and jerked off to the thought of you bent over my counter before your tea went cold.”

Hannah sucked in a breath she didn’t need. Her throat felt too tight. She tasted the wrongness in her mouth and swallowed it down with the heat coiling between her thighs.

“I watch you every time you bend down at dinner. I watch that perfect ass in those soft dresses you pretend are innocent. I picture you on your knees. I’ve stroked my cock to you more nights than my son knows. You want to give it to Greg? You’ll give it to me too.”

He stepped close enough she felt the warmth off his chest in the damp wind. His stare didn’t shift from her tits. His voice dropped to a growl that wrapped low in her gut. “You’re the best thing this family’s ever had. I’m not letting my brother keep what I want.”

She should have told him no. She didn’t. She stood there with the warm rain dripping off her collarbone, the garden lights flickering behind her, the taste of raw power sweet on her tongue. She tipped her chin up just enough for him to see her mouth twitch open like a promise.

Hannah tipped her chin a fraction toward the dark stretch of the guest wing. The small nod said it all. He understood. She didn’t have to say a word.

She turned first, bare feet silent on the slick stone. The hem of her wrap dress clung damp to her thigh. She heard his shoes behind her, the soft hush of his breath too close when she pushed the door open to the hall. The quiet inside swallowed the storm’s leftover drip outside.

She reached the door to the suite they’d booked for tomorrow night. She curled her fingers around the knob, pushed it open, stepped inside first so he would follow. She heard him shut the door behind them, latch snapping sharp in the hush.

She turned and didn’t wait for him to reach her. She stepped right up, chest bare under the wrap where it gaped loose. Her palm hit his chest hard enough he rocked back a step. His grin cracked wide when she grabbed his collar in her fist and pulled him down to her mouth.

“You think this makes you a man?” Her voice hit his throat when she dragged her lips up his jaw. “Cornering me in your son’s wedding room? You’re blackmailing the only good thing he’s ever had.”

Thomas laughed low, teeth flashing near her ear. His hands landed rough on her hips. His thumb hooked the knot at her waist. He yanked it free so the soft fabric fell. The wrap slipped off her shoulders and down her hips, pooled at her bare feet. Her nipples brushed his shirt, stiff in the warm air.

“You’re not wife material,” he said. He dragged his knuckles up her ribs, over her tits, pinched one nipple until she sucked air through her teeth. “You’re a slut in a pretty dress. I’m not stupid enough to say no to a slut who’s willing. That’s Ethan’s problem soon enough.”

She snarled at him, voice raw in her chest. “Then take it. If you’re going to be the dirty old man who fucks his son’s fiancée, own it. Fuck me filthy.”

She shoved him back to the edge of the bed. He fell into it half sitting, breath knocked short but his laugh cracked out when she dropped to her knees and grabbed his belt. She yanked it open so fast the buckle clanged. His pants hit his thighs. She freed his cock, thick and flushed dark. She stroked it once, spit dripping from her lip when she bent to drag her mouth over the head just to taste him before she rose up again.

She pushed him flat to the bed with her palm on his chest, climbed over him, pussy slick and open where it rubbed his cockhead. Her tits swung forward when she bent low, teeth at his throat.

“You get your slut,” she hissed, breath hot in his ear. “But you’ll remember I gave it to you because I wanted it. Not because you forced it.”

He grabbed her hips, dug his fingers deep in the soft flesh, mouth wet at her jaw. “Shut up and ride it like the bitch you are.”

She snarled and dropped her hips, the thick head pushing deep in one rough slide. The bed creaked under her knees when she slammed her ass down to take him all, her nails scoring his chest open while the room stayed warm and quiet except for the wet slap of her cunt eating him whole.

What she didn’t see, a few feet away on the veranda, was Ethan standing stiff hidden by the curtains. He’d gone in to check that the room was just right for tomorrow. He never heard the door click until it was too late. He didn’t mean to hide. But when he heard Thomas’s voice low and Hannah’s breath crack sharp, something dark and hot took him apart. He backed up slow, slipped out the side door to the small veranda where the wind cut the air warm around his shoulders. He stayed pressed to the wall, eyes shut, breath sharp when the first slap of skin cracked inside.

Inside, Thomas gripped her hips tight, cock thick inside her cunt while she rolled her hips slow at first. Her tits bounced every time she slammed her ass down to take him deep. He slapped her thigh rough enough to sting.

“You’re not a wife,” he spat up at her, voice a low growl that hit her ear like gravel. “You’re a dirty little hole for this family to pass around.”

She bent down, teeth at his throat, her voice raw when she bit him. “Yeah? And you’re the filthy old man fucking your son’s bride before he gets to put a ring on my finger. You like that? You like stealing it from him?”

Thomas barked out a rough laugh, hands sliding up her back to grab her hair. He pulled her mouth to his, bit her lip until she moaned. “I’ll take you every chance I get. He can have the ring. I get this pussy. That’s the deal.”

She rocked harder, the wet slap of her cunt swallowing him deep, over and over. She dragged her nails down his chest, thin red lines blooming under her fingertips. “Gonna make you fuck me at home too,” she panted, voice high, broken. “Bend me over your office desk. Over your car. Any time I want it.”

He shoved her up, flipped her rough to her back. Her thighs spread wide. The loose wrap of hair fell over her flushed tits. Thomas pushed his cock back in, thick head splitting her open so wide she gasped. He grabbed her ankles, bent her knees up to her chest, pounding deep enough her ass slapped the mattress every thrust.

Outside, Ethan pressed his forehead to the glass pane in the door, the faint gap letting every raw sound leak through. His hand slipped to his cock, already stiff, pulsing at the tip. He stroked it slow, breath ragged, throat tight when Hannah’s voice punched out in short, sharp cries.

Inside, Thomas bent lower, tongue dragging across her nipple. He bit down hard, teeth scraping her skin. “Say you want Daddy’s cock. Loud enough for him to hear.”

Hannah’s breath cracked, back arching, voice shaking when she spat it out. “I want Daddy’s cock. Fuck me deeper. Fuck me harder. Fill me before he ever gets to see me in that dress.”

Thomas growled, snapped his hips forward harder, sweat dripping down his chest onto her tits. She felt her orgasm coil tight, sharp, raw. Her pussy clenched, milking him so rough she felt him swell thicker, his balls slap her ass, the sound mixing with the low rumble of wind hitting the veranda door.

Ethan’s fist pumped faster outside. His forehead thumped the glass, breath caught behind his teeth when he heard her moan, heard the bed slam the wall, heard his father spit filth into her ear.

Thomas flipped her again, forced her up on her knees, shoved her face down into the spread. He dragged her hips back, drove his cock deep, every thrust wet and loud. Her tits pressed to the sheets, nipples raw against the cotton when she cried out, voice rough, no shame left.

“You’ll keep this secret for me?” he growled. His palm slapped her ass, squeezed the soft flesh. “You’ll let me take you whenever I want?”

She snarled into the blanket, her cunt clenching hard around him. “Yeah. Fuck. Yeah. You want it? You come find me. I’ll be ready.”

Her body quaked when she came, thighs trembling under him. He slammed deep, cock pumping her full, hot, thick, a flood that made her bite the spread to keep from screaming.

Outside, Ethan’s cum spilled across his fist, breath rattling, the dark inside his head louder than any storm they’d ever weathered. He listened until her moan slipped soft, broken, swallowed by Thomas’s last grunt and the wet sound of him pulling out slow.

Inside, she stayed on her knees, ass high, thighs dripping his mess. She looked over her shoulder, hair stuck to her cheek, eyes dark with a heat she’d never kill. Her smile cracked wide. She knew Ethan would come inside later, clean her out with his tongue, and she’d want it again tomorrow. She’d always want more.
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Here Come The Bride
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Morning light slipped through the gap in the curtains and hit the soft edge of Hannah’s bare hip where the sheet had slipped low. She sat up slow, hair tangled over one shoulder, thighs spread under the thin cotton that barely hid the marks his father’s fingers left when he pinned her down hours ago. Her nipples brushed the cool air, tight and raw where the night clung to her skin.

She dragged her palm down her chest, thumb flicking one nipple until it peaked harder. The garden below looked perfect. Neat rows of chairs, fresh white cloth, flowers fixed back in place where the storm had ripped them apart. She pictured herself standing down there in soft lace while the men who fucked her filthy watched her promise to belong to Ethan.

She rolled her neck slow, let her knees fall wider on the soft spread. The raw ache between her thighs made her clit pulse when she shifted. She liked it. She wanted it again. She thought about Greg’s laugh when she bounced on his lap, the sharp growl Thomas spat when he split her open from behind, Sean’s whimper when she sucked him down behind the storage shed, Andre’s thick hands gripping her ass while she braced against the wall. Her pussy twitched wet under the sheet at the memory of every cock she let ruin her.

A small smile curled her mouth. It wasn’t guilt she felt. It was heat. Sweet, sour, wrong in the best way. Her fingertips drifted lower under the edge of the sheet, brushed the faint stick of dried spend on her inner thigh. She smeared it across her skin and lifted her fingers to her mouth. She sucked slow, eyes half closed, tongue tasting the bitter salt she’d come to crave.

Below, two staff walked the aisle, fixing the ribbon on a chair she’d stand in front of by noon. She imagined it now: the dress smooth over her tits, the thin lace tight at her hips, Ethan’s hand shaking when he slid the ring on her finger. He wouldn’t know if she’d stop. He’d never ask her to. That thought made her clit throb harder. She pressed her palm over it, hips rocking once against her own hand, teeth catching her lower lip.

She felt Ethan’s warm breath before she heard him stir behind her. His hand brushed her lower back, the soft weight of his palm reminding her what she belonged to. Or maybe who belonged to her. She let her smile slip wider when she felt him harden under the sheet before he even opened his mouth.

Ethan’s breath brushed her spine where his mouth pressed soft to the curve just above her ass. He pulled the sheet down lower so her bare hips caught the morning sun spilling through the curtains. His hand cupped her side, thumb dragging slow over the faint marks where other hands had gripped her.

She turned her head, hair falling over her shoulder. She crawled back into his lap, knees braced on either side of his thighs, tits pressing flat to his chest when she leaned close enough to taste his soft morning breath.

“You angry?” she asked, voice low enough to sink into his mouth. She flicked her tongue over his lip, sucked it in when he tried to answer too fast.

He shook his head. His hands settled at her waist, fingers spread wide like he didn’t want to let go. “No,” he said. His voice cracked on it, raw but warm. “I’ve never wanted you more.”

She rocked her hips once, just enough to feel his cock stiffen under her cunt, thick already from how he’d woken up to her body instead of a clean white dream. She scraped her nails down his ribs, mouth dragging rough at his throat.

“I did it for you,” she whispered. Her breath hit the corner of his jaw, tongue licking the salt sweat that still clung there. “But I did it for me too. You know that?”

He nodded against her mouth. “I know.”

She pulled back just far enough to see his eyes. “When we go home... you still want it?” Her voice stayed soft but the bite under it pressed sharp into his chest. “You still want me to take cock whenever I want?”

His hands slipped lower, palms grabbing her ass where she perched over his lap. He squeezed, breath sharp through his nose. “Yes. All of it. You bring it home. I want every detail. Every drop. I want your mouth telling me everything while I taste it on you.”

She pushed her hips down, felt the thick head of him catch at her slit, not deep yet, just enough to burn at the edge. Her smile cracked wide when he groaned, hands digging harder into the soft swell of her ass.

“Good boy,” she said, voice soft and sharp all at once. “Then you’ll get it. Every filthy second.”

Hannah dragged her hips lower, felt the thick head of Ethan’s cock slip through her slick folds, catch at her tight entrance. She held herself there, hovering just enough to make his breath stutter in his chest while her tits brushed his mouth. His hands squeezed her ass, thumbs pressing deep into the soft flesh as he bucked his hips up once, begging without a word.

She let him push in slow, the stretch making her gasp against his jaw. Her nipples dragged his throat when she leaned forward to bite his earlobe. “You want to know how Greg did it?” she whispered. She rocked her hips once, took him deeper, her pussy sucking him in inch by inch.

He groaned under her, eyes squeezed tight. “Tell me.”

She rolled her hips slow, the wet sound of her cunt taking him filling the hush of the morning room. “He sat back and made me ride him rough. Told me to bounce these tits in his face until I begged for it. You’d have loved it. Watching me moan like a whore on your uncle’s cock.”

Ethan’s fingers dug bruises into her hips. He shoved up hard, the slap of his thighs smacking her ass. She moaned louder, throat raw when she ground down to take every inch.

“And your father,” she hissed, voice sharp in his ear. “Bent me over. Made me say how good he split me open before you ever got to see me in white.”

He choked out a broken groan, hands slamming her down harder. “Fuck—Hannah—”

She laughed, breathless. Her pussy squeezed around him, milking him with each roll of her hips. She leaned back, palms braced on his chest so he could watch her tits bounce, nipples flushed pink and tight.

“Who next?” she taunted. “Tell me who you want me to drag home. Tell me while I’m still full of you.”

Ethan’s eyes flicked up, glassy and hungry. “The neighbor. The one who always stares when you bend over your garden. Let him fuck you on the porch where I can see.”

She slammed her hips down harder, the wet slap echoing. “Who else?”

He panted, mouth open. “The delivery driver. The new one. Take him in the garage. On your knees. Make him cum on your face.”

She moaned sharp, her cunt clenching so tight she felt him swell inside her. “Gonna fuck them all. Gonna drag it home. Gonna drip for you while you clean me up like a good boy.”

His hips snapped up, the slap of skin louder now. She felt the heat coil in her gut, belly tight, thighs trembling when the first wave hit. She cried out, voice breaking. Her pussy milked his cock, the rush so sharp she saw spots behind her eyelids.

Ethan jerked up into her one last time, cock pulsing deep, his own moan buried in her tits when he came. His spend filled her slow and warm, the sweet sting of it mixing with the bite she’d carry under her lace in just a few hours.

She stayed on him, hips rolling soft, her laugh low and mean in the hush of their mess. She knew she’d give him everything. And more.

—-
[image: ]


The garden looked perfect when Hannah stepped out onto the stone path, the soft white dress clinging smooth over her hips, lace hugging the fresh bruises she’d let bloom across her skin. The sun sat warm over the rows of chairs lined neat under the drape of flowers pinned back in place after the storm. Her hair curled soft at her neck. Her throat stayed raw from every filthy promise she’d hissed against Ethan’s mouth that morning.

She walked slow. Each step brushed silk over the faint stick of his spend still inside her. She felt it drip when she shifted just right. She wanted to laugh when she saw the faces waiting.

Greg stood near the back, head tipped just so, eyes hidden under the soft sweep of his brow but she knew he watched her tits rise and fall under the lace. Thomas closer, chin lifted, mouth a tight line but his eyes caught hers once and she felt her nipples stiffen under the fabric like a secret he’d fuck out of her again soon. Sean by the aisle edge, suit too tight at his shoulders, throat working when her bare ankle peeked out of the soft split near her calf. Andre off to the far edge, one shoulder braced lazy against the wooden post where the garden path split. His mouth curved just enough for her to feel the throb between her thighs when he tipped his chin in a ghost of a nod she caught through her lashes.

She walked past every one of them. Every cock she’d taken. Every rough palm she’d let slap her ass raw. Every voice that had split her open with a promise Ethan never dared to say. Her cunt clenched soft around the quiet pulse of it all as the music floated thin through the warm morning air.

Ethan waited under the arch, his hair neat, jaw tight, eyes locked to hers like he didn’t know if she’d run or stand still. He took her hand when she reached him. His palm warm. His thumb brushed the soft inside of her wrist where her pulse rattled fast and mean under her skin.

The words came slow from the old man in the suit. They dripped out like they were clean. She heard them but she didn’t taste them. She tasted Greg’s fingers on her throat. She tasted Thomas’s teeth at her nipple. She tasted the soft press of Sean’s breath when he begged not to cum too soon. She tasted the deep weight of Andre’s cock splitting her wide when she braced against that cold wall in the dark.

Ethan’s hand tightened when the words turned to her. She looked at him. She saw every night ahead of her. Every new face she’d bend for. Every dirty name she’d call herself when she spread her legs again for someone else and brought it all home for him to swallow down after.

She said I do with her pussy slick under the white silk. She said it loud enough the men who knew her now knew it didn’t mean she was his alone.

Ethan slid the ring on her finger. His breath broke soft when he kissed her. She let him. Her cunt squeezed soft, mind hot on the next cock she’d let ruin her before he’d even get to fuck her clean again. She tasted the future on her tongue when the applause broke over the neat chairs, white petals bright against her bruised thighs under the perfect sun.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]










Epilogue
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Two months later the house felt calm in the wrong way. Ethan stood in the kitchen, phone pressed to his ear, thumb drumming slow against the counter. His dad’s voice rumbled through the tiny speaker — I’ll head over to your place, fix that old wiring in the back room. You come sit with your mom while I’m at it, she’s still feeling rough. Ethan’s mouth tugged into a thin grin. Yeah, Dad. I’ll come by.

He paused. There it was again — the muffled snap of Hannah’s voice, sharp, cracked, cut off by a deeper growl that made his stomach drop and his cock twitch in the same second. He covered the mic with his hand, breath catching when he heard the faint slap of skin, the quick broken moan she never made for him alone.

His dad asked when he should come. Ethan’s eyes stayed pinned on the hallway, every word from the guest room sinking down his spine like a shock. Give it an hour, he said, forcing the words calm. Hannah’s... finishing something. His father laughed, clueless, and told him not to take too long. Ethan hung up mid-laugh.

He slipped down the hallway, slow, careful not to let the boards creak. He dropped to his knees in the spare room, the same spot he’d carved the hole behind the old dresser. He pressed his eye to it, breath snapping out sharp when the sight hit him.

Inside, Hannah and Nathan looked like they wanted to tear each other apart. Clothes tangled around their feet, her dress shoved to her ribs, his belt half undone where it slapped his thigh every time he drove into her. He had one fist in her hair, the other braced flat to the wall behind her head. He yanked her face up, teeth scraping her jaw when he snarled something low that made her curse out loud.

She slammed her palm into his chest, nails raking red lines down his skin. You worthless piece of shit, she spat, voice cracking with a raw edge Ethan felt in his teeth. Nathan barked a laugh, pulled her hair harder so her throat arched bare for his mouth.

“You hate me so bad you’d choke on my cock if I told you to,” he growled, the words rumbling against her ear. His hips snapped forward, the wet slap of it hitting the wall.

Hannah dragged her nails down his side, spit flying when she hissed back. You’re not worth shit— She tried to slap him again but he caught her wrist mid-swing, forced it back against the wall over her head. He snapped his hips rough, cock burying deeper, her cry punched out broken and loud enough Ethan’s breath stuttered behind the wall.

“Say it,” Nathan rasped, palm sliding around her throat, thumb pressing just enough to feel her pulse hammer. “Say who fucks you like this. Say who makes you this wet.”

She snarled through her teeth, spit at him, the glob landing on his jaw. He laughed low, mean, dragged his mouth up her neck. “Keep spitting. Makes me harder.”

He shoved her back, spun her, palms pressing her chest to the wall while he kicked her feet wider. He slapped her ass so sharp the mark bloomed red across her soft skin. She threw her head back, half curse, half moan.

“You fuck like a dog,” she spat, breath broken. “You’re a worthless dog who can’t keep his cock in his pants—”

He slammed in harder, his laugh hot at her shoulder. “But you beg for it, don’t you? You hate it. You love it. You’d let me fuck you in front of him if you could.”

She snapped her head to the side, teeth bared. “Breed me. Knock me up. Make him raise your brat, you sick fuck—”

Nathan’s palm cracked across her ass again, then again, the sound raw, echoing in the small room. He grabbed her hair, twisted it tight, pulled her face back while his hips snapped fast. She braced her palms flat to the wall, tits pressed hard to the paint, her breath fogging the surface while she sobbed out broken curses.

Ethan’s hand stroked faster behind the wall. His forehead bumped the plaster once, twice. His palm was slick, breath sharp when her voice hitched into a ragged moan.

Nathan leaned in, mouth hot at her ear. “Say you want it. Say you want my kid stretching you wide.”

She choked on her breath, moaned so rough it cracked. “Yes—fuck—yes. Put it in me. Fill me. Keep it away from any other bitch. You hear me? I’m the only one—only one you breed.”

Nathan laughed low, hips hammering her ass so hard her thighs quivered. He dragged her head back, bit her shoulder, his growl rough. “Good girl. Take it. Take every drop.”

She jerked when she came, legs buckling. Her mouth fell open against the wall, moans punched raw, muffled by the smack of skin when he slammed deeper. He grunted, slammed once more, then pulled out just enough to smear the thick spill over her thigh. He grabbed a fistful of her hair, wiped the last mess in it, dragging the strands rough through his hand before he let her drop half limp to the carpet.

Ethan’s hand clamped tighter on his cock when she crumpled, thighs twitching, mouth half open on a cracked breath. His own spill hit his belly, thick and hot, his chest rattling as he choked on a half-sob behind the wall.

Fifteen minutes later the house hummed quiet. Nathan’s boots hit the floorboards once, the door clicked shut, gone with no goodbye. Hannah stepped out of the shower, hair damp but streaked at the ends, her skin warm and flushed like she’d just been fucked back to life. Ethan stood waiting in the kitchen, mug of tea in his shaking hand.

He passed it to her. She took it, lifted it to her mouth. She didn’t look away. She licked the rim slow, steam curling up her smile.

“Dad’s coming by in an hour,” Ethan said, voice low, raw at the edge. “If you’re up for it.”

Hannah sipped slow, swallowed the heat. She laughed, soft, mean, happy in a way that made his gut twist.

“This kid’s gonna get some of your DNA, baby,” she said, eyes bright, voice purring sharp under her grin. “However we do it.”
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