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Chapter 1

Standing in the reception room lit by candlelight, guests congratulate us as they walk by. Ross’s hand on my back gives me a sense of reassurance, calming my nerves. I can’t help but hope for this to end.

Ross squeezes my hand, smiling. “Can you believe we’ll be married tomorrow?”

Smiling back, I notice his eyes wandering down to my cleavage. “I just can’t wait until our honeymoon.”

"Me neither," Ross whispers, his voice low and husky, sending shivers down my spine. The intensity of his gaze is almost suffocating as he leans in close, his lips dangerously close to mine.

I can feel the heat radiating off him, desire smoldering just beneath the surface. His touch is electric as his hand moves from my back to the curve of my hip, pulling me closer against him.

“Sorry to interrupt, but that needs to wait until tomorrow after your wedding,” Ross’ mother chimed in, crossing her arms.

Oh, if you only knew what we did before this ceremony, I thought.

Pushing Ross away to appease his mother, I patted him on the shoulder, my hand lingering on his muscular arm. “Of course!”

Looking for a quick escape, I searched for a face I knew.

From across the room, I found my target–Tom–Ross's best man and oldest friend from college. Leaning against a mahogany sideboard with casual confidence, one hand in his pocket, the other holding a tumbler, Tom has a deliberate roughness to him–his dark blond hair slightly too long, his jaw shadowed with stubble despite the formal occasion.

“Excuse me,” I said, patting Ross on the shoulder before making my escape.

Ross’s mom kept badgering her son, and I giggled quietly to myself as I made my way to where Tom stood alone.

"The dutiful fiancée making her rounds," he says as I approach, his voice carrying that slight rasp that always makes my skin prickle.

"Someone has to make sure this party doesn't implode," I reply. "Ross is too busy networking."

Tom shrugs. "That's Ross. Always working the room."

"And you? Always observing from the sidelines?"

"I prefer to watch." His eyes hold mine as he says this, and heat blooms low in my belly. "You get to see the most interesting things that way."

Tom reaches up to adjust his cufflinks, a simple motion that shouldn't captivate me, but does. His fingers move with deliberate precision, turning the small silver squares, then straightening his tailored jacket. The suit fits him differently than Ross's does–less like armor, more like a temporary concession to social convention. I watch the movement of his hands, remembering how they felt.

Stop it, I tell myself, and try to quell the thought.

His eyes flick briefly to where Ross stands across the room, then back to me. "He's a lucky man."

The words echo what everyone has been saying all night, but from Tom's mouth, they carry a different weight, a different meaning entirely.

"Are you going to give some embarrassing best man speech tonight? Reveal all of Ross's college indiscretions?" I ask, changing the subject.

Tom laughs, the sound low and private despite the crowded room. "I'm saving the good stories for the wedding. Tonight I'll be the perfect best man. Supportive. Appropriate." The last word drips with irony.

"I didn't think you knew the meaning of appropriate, Tom."

"There are a lot of things I know the meaning of, Isabelle." My name in his mouth is different somehow, each syllable given weight and texture.

The room suddenly feels too warm, the air too thick. I'm aware of the silk of my dress against my skin, the weight of the engagement ring on my finger, the proximity of Tom's body to mine.

"I should get back," I say, not moving.

"Yes, you should." He doesn't move either.

We stand suspended in that moment, everything around us continuing–glasses clinking, conversation flowing, music playing–while we remain perfectly still in our private bubble of tension.

Tom's eyes drop briefly to my mouth, then back up. "He's watching, you know."

I don't need to turn to know that Ross has spotted us, that his gaze is tracking this interaction from across the room. "Let him watch," I murmur, then immediately regret the boldness of the statement.

Tom's smile deepens. "Careful what you wish for, Isabelle."

Before I can respond, I feel Ross' presence behind me, his hand returning to its place on my back.

"There you are," he says pleasantly. "I was thinking you'd escaped through a window."

I force a laugh. "Just catching up with Tom."

"My best man giving you all the dirt on me?" Ross asks, his tone light but his eyes watchful.

"Wouldn't dream of it," Tom says, raising his glass in a mock toast. "I'm saving all the good stories for after you're legally bound to each other."

Ross laughs, the sound genuine but with an edge I know well. "Come on, time for the toast. My parents are getting antsy."

As we walk away, I feel Tom’s eyes following me. If Ross only knew what I wanted. What I really wanted. How would he handle it? Memories of Tom taking me in front of my then boyfriend. My pussy dripped with want, thinking about it. I needed it again. It is time for Ross to learn how to keep me as a happy wife.

#

The hotel room door clicks shut behind us with a sound of finality. Ross's fingers are already at my waist, turning me toward him with a gentle insistence that makes my breath catch.

His hands feel familiar yet different, the touch of my husband-to-be sending a thrill through me. But as I meet his gaze, I can't shake the image of Tom's intense eyes from my mind, the unspoken tension between us hanging heavy in the air. Ross leans in to kiss me, his lips soft and demanding.

Pulling away, I shake my head. “No.”

“No?” Surprise filled Ross’s voice.

It’s time for him to see me in control, I thought, slipping my panties down to the floor.

Putting my hand on his chest, I pushed him to sit on the bed. His pants tented with his excitement. He watched me, unsure what to do. He’d learn tonight there is much more to me than he ever imagined. Seeing Tom again awakened my desire.

“You are going to show me what a good husband you can be.” I said, my voice dripping with desire.

Hiking my dress up, I pulled his face to my hot pussy, dripping with my need for release.

His eyes widened in surprise, but he didn't hesitate. He leaned in and pressed his face against me, his tongue flicking my clit with careful precision. I moaned, arching my back as pleasure washed over me. This was something new, something exciting. Ross had always been a passive lover, but this...this was different. This was a challenge.

I could feel his hands on my thighs, gripping tightly as he worked me over. He buried his face in my crotch, his beard scratching against my skin erotically. His nose rubbed against my clit with each stroke, sending waves of ecstasy through me.

I reached down and grabbed his hair, guiding him to where I wanted him. "Yes, like that," I sighed. "That's it."

Ross's tongue continued its dance, teasing me and building my desire until I felt like I was going to explode.

“Fuck, Tom! Yes!” I gasped, without realizing the name that escaped my lips.

My orgasm washed over me as my hips bucked against Ross’s mouth.

Ross pulled back and looked up at me, confused. “Did you just say, Tom?”

I bit my lip, feeling both guilt and desire. I knew I had crossed a line, but the thrill of it all was nearly too much to bear. "Yes," I whispered, my eyes locked with his.

I expected him to be furious, but he nodded.

“I should have known.” He said, his hands still on my waist.

Slipping down to my knees, I unzipped his pants to reveal his hard cock. He was certainly taking this better than I expected.

I reached out and wrapped my hand around his length, stroking him gently. His breath hitched as I ran my fingers up and down his shaft.

"You want to be a good husband, don't you?" I asked, looking up at him with a mix of challenge and desire in my eyes.

Ross looked down at me, his expression a blend of surprise and arousal. "Yes," he whispered.

I smiled, knowing I had won this round. I was going to make him earn the title of "good husband". Sliding his cock into my mouth, I sucked him off. He tasted salty, yet so fucking delicious. My lips glided up and down his shaft, teasing him with each thrust of my head.

Ross let out a soft groan as I sucked him off, his hands brushing through my hair as he gripped me. He seemed to be fully aware of what was happening, and I knew that soon enough, he would understand it was more than just having the title. It was about pleasing me, about comprehending my desires.

"Yes, just like that," he moaned, his fingers digging into my hair.

I looked up at him, maintaining eye contact as I continued to suck him off. With each thrust of my head, I felt his desire grow. His hips bucked, pushing deeper into my mouth with each thrust.

Just as I felt him tense and knew he was about to cum, I pulled back and looked up at him with determination in my eyes.

"Say it," I demanded, grip on his cock tightening. "Say you intend to be a good husband."

Ross blushed, his breath coming faster as he searched for words. "I am going to be a good husband," he said, straining.

“Good boy.” I whispered as I flicked my tongue across his cock.

His cum glistened at the tip of his cock. Wrapping my hand around his rigid cock, I squeezed hard, keeping his orgasm pent up.

“You want to cum so badly, don’t you, baby?” I asked, giggling.

“Yes!”

“Tell me you want your best man to fuck me." I teased, locking eyes with him.

Ross’s hips bucked as he tried in vain to catch his release.

Tapping the tip of his glistening cock with my tongue, I played with the puddle of cum at the surface, waiting for escape.

“Say it, baby.” I said.

“Yes!”

“Yes, what?” I squeezed harder.

“I want my best man to fuck you!”

“Good boy!” I grinned, letting my grip relax.

His release spilled into my hand, soaking my fingers with his hot, salty cum. Spurt after spurt, his cum covered my hand and wrist. Giggling, I licked it up, tasting his salty release. Ross fell back to the bed, his cock still twitching and dripping cum.

Pulling up next to him, I toyed with his cock as he caught his breath. Teaching my fiance what I need is turning out to be easier than I thought.


Chapter 2

As the rehearsal came to a close, I searched the room for Tom. I spotted him across the room talking to one of the bridemaids.

My heart raced as I made my way to him, feeling the electricity crackling in the air between us. The tension was palpable, pulling me toward him like a magnet. Ignoring the curious glances of others, I slipped my hand into his and whispered, "Come with me."

Without a word, Tom followed me out of the crowded room, our steps quickening with anticipation. We found ourselves alone in a dimly lit hallway, the muffled sounds of music and laughter fading into the background. I turned to face him, my breath coming in quick gasps as I searched his eyes for any sign of hesitation.

But there was none. Tom's gaze burned with desire as he pulled me close, his lips crashing down on mine in a fierce, hungry kiss. My body responded instinctively, melting into his touch as we devoured each other with an urgency that bordered on desperation.

And then, just as the heat between us reached its peak, the door behind us creaked open, and in walked Ross. His eyes widened in shock and his expression flickered between betrayal and curiosity.

I stood there, caught in this whirlwind of desire and defiance, my body pulsating with a mixture of excitement and guilt. Tom's hands still lingered on my waist, his breath hot against my skin as he looked over my shoulder at Ross, a smirk playing on his lips.

Ross's jaw clenched as he took in the scene before him, his eyes darting between Tom and me. I could see the conflicting emotions warring within him, the hurt mingling with a strange arousal that sent shivers down my spine.

“Baby, we talked about this. It’s time to take things a littler further.” I said.

Tom leaned forward to nibble on my neck. “That’s right. I am your best man, Ross.”

In that moment, a rush of adrenaline surged through me, fueling the fire that burned within. I felt a rebellious smile tug at the corners of my lips as I reached out to Ross, silently urging him to step closer.

His eyes darkened with a mixture of desire and uncertainty, but the primal need in his gaze betrayed his inner conflict. Without a word, Ross closed the distance between us, his hand tangling in my hair as he claimed my lips in a possessive kiss.

As Tom watched us with an intensity that sent goosebumps rippling across my skin, I felt a surge of empowerment unlike anything I had ever experienced. The thrill of being wanted by both men, the exhilarating rush of crossing forbidden boundaries—it all combined to form a heady cocktail of lust and recklessness.

Lost in the heat of the moment, I reveled in the sensation of their hands roaming over my body, igniting every nerve ending with their touch. The air crackled with tension.

“Ross, I’ve had Isabelle before. I never told you, but now you should know.” Tom said as his hands slid down between my legs.

I gasped at Tom's touch, the electric thrill of his fingers exploring what was rightfully his running rampant through my body. Ross's brows furrowed into a frown, his eyes narrowing dangerously.

“You may like this, baby. Why not watch?” I said, moving my hips against Tom’s hand exploring my pussy.

Ross hesitated for a moment, his gaze flickering between Tom and me. The air thickened with tension as he weighed his options, torn between jealousy and curiosity.

I watched his conflicted expression, sensing the internal battle he was waging. But then, to my surprise, he nodded slowly, stepping back reluctantly.

"Go ahead," he whispered hoarsely, barely able to get the words out. There was no malice in his voice, only a mix of emotions that had left him helpless in the face of this complex situation. He watched us closely as Tom continued to explore my body, each touch sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through me.

Tom's fingers danced across my skin, teasing me with promises of what was to come. His hand then lowered, lodging itself in the dampness that now pooled beneath my panties. My hips rocked against him instinctively, seeking more friction.

I could hear footsteps walk past the closed door.

“As your best man, I’ll help you out,” Tom said as he unzipped his pants. “Isabelle can’t get enough of a real cock.”

Ross's eyes widened, taking in the scene before him. A wave of arousal washed over him as he watched Tom remove his massive cock from his pants. It was large and thick, glistening with pre-cum, and it pulsed with an unmistakable need.

“Stroke you little cock to us, baby.” I instructed Ross, grinning.

Ross hesitated for a moment, his eyes locked onto the sight in front of him—his best friend's massive erection and the woman he loved, standing before them both, a wicked grin on her face. But the curiosity got the better of him, and his hand found its way to his own erection.

I watched as he slowly stroked himself, his eyes darting between Tom and me. The sight of the two men in my life, so desperate to touch me, sent a wave of desire crashing over me.

Tom wasted no time pushing my panties aside and plunging his throbbing cock into me. I moaned loudly at the sensation, my body adjusting to his girth as he gradually buried himself deeper within me. The feeling of him filling me completely was overwhelming, but also divine.

"You want this too, don't you? You want to fuck me too?" I asked, grinning.

Ross locked his eyes onto us, a mixture of desire and jealousy feverishly burning within him. He hesitated for just a second before hurriedly pulling his pants down, his erect cock springing free.

Tom delved in and out of me, every thrust pushing me closer to my breaking point. I moaned loudly, unable to contain the sheer pleasure radiating through every inch of my body. Ross's eyes flickered down at Tom's hips, moving back and forth in a powerful rhythm that told the story of his intense desire.

"Ross..." I whispered, watching him slip his cock through his hand, stroking himself slowly as he watched Tom dive into me. The contrast between our gasping sighs and Tom's swift slapping had become almost too much to bear.

Tom grunted as he was about to cum, his eyes locked onto me with a feral intensity that left no doubt about his impending release.

"Cum for me, Tom..." I moaned, the anticipation of witnessing his orgasm building my arousal even further.

Ross's hand picked up pace, his fingers slick with pre-cum as he watched his best friend thrust into me. The sight was almost surreal—two people I loved deeply giving in to their innermost desires before my very eyes. And yet, the urgency that coursed through my bloodstream, the intoxicating allure of forbidden pleasure clouding my senses and tightening the bonds between us.

Tom let out a guttural growl as he pounded into me, his cock releasing a warm stream of his seed deep inside me. The sensation was staggering, a flood of hot liquid filling me completely and leaving me breathless with desire.

"Oh, Isabelle, you slut!" Tom grunted, his teeth gritted as he rode the waves of his pleasure. He buried himself in me one more time, his cock throbbing as he unloaded his seed deep inside me.

I could feel it spreading through my pussy, the warmth of Tom's cum radiating from within me. It was a wild feeling, being the conduit between my two loves, and I relished it.

The sight of Ross stroking himself while watching us was too much to handle. Without thinking, I reached out and tugged his erect cock towards me. "Your turn," I whispered, my lips brushing against the tip of his cock.

Ross's eyes widened in surprise, but he didn't resist as I wrapped my hand around his thick shaft. The warmth of his cock against my palm sent a fresh surge of arousal through me.

Kneeling down, I pulled Ross closer to me by his cock and pulled him into my mouth. Ross moaned softly, his hands threading through my hair as he guided me, his hips gently rocking to match my rhythm. I loved the way he looked down at me as I took him in, his eyes shining with a mix of lust and gratitude. It was as if he was thanking me for fulfilling a fantasy he had never even known he had.

As I continued to pleasure him, Tom watched intently, his eyes glued to Ross's cock disappearing and reappearing from my mouth. His own erection twitched, evidence of his arousal still clear despite having just found release.

“You enjoying yourself, cuck?” Tom asked, enjoying the show.

I gagged slightly, taking Ross' cock deeper into my throat. Using the word "cuck" sent a jolt of excitement through me. I knew both men were watching intently as I worked him, and that they owned me, sexually and emotionally, only made me wetter.

"Oh, yes, baby," Ross groaned.

Tom chuckled darkly at Ross' words. "You love being our little slut, huh?"

As much as I wanted to deny it, I knew it was true. The thought of being their possession sent a rush of lust coursing through my veins. So, instead of denying it, I increased my pace, swallowing Ross down my throat while his moans grew louder.

“Yes... yes, I do.” My voice trembled with desire as I spoke, still sucking Ross off. The cock in my hand pulsed with need, and the feeling of being in control of his pleasure sent my desire soaring.

Ross's hands gripped my hair tightly, a sign that he was close. I knew what was coming next - when he'd cum in my mouth, allowing me to taste his release.

“I'm gonna cum!” Ross barked, his voice rising as he warned me of his impending orgasm.

His hot load splashed against the back of my throat, and I swallowed every drop.

Grinning, I stood up, my thighs still coated in Tom’s cum. I pressed against Ross and kissed him deeply to share his taste. Ross, resisting at first, soon gave way and swirled his tongue around mine, moaning.

Tom laughed in the background. “That’s a good cuck.”

As I kissed Ross, I couldn't help but wonder what the future held.

Would Ross and Tom claim me as theirs, fully and without reserve? Would they take me in every way, using every part of our bodies to bring each other pleasure? I fantasized about scenes where Tom would occupy my mouth while Ross thrust into my pussy. Or moments when I worshipped Ross's cock, while Tom's dick entered my ass.

Somewhere, I could hear someone calling out my name as they searched for me.

I pulled away from Ross, my eyes still burning with desire. The thought of being taken by both men, used and immersed in a sea of pleasure, sent heat flood my cheeks. The furtive calls for me became more urgent, and I knew we had little time.

"We should go," I whispered, my voice husky with recent gratifications. Ross looked as if he was uncertain about it being over so soon, but the urgency in my voice convinced him to follow me.

Tom watched us leave, his eyes dark and filled with desire. He knew this was just the start, that the dream of sharing something intimate and forbidden was alive and growing stronger with each passing moment. It was a promise of what awaited us.

Together, Ross and I sneaked away from the wedding preparations as if we were teenagers up to no good. In reality, though, it was the start of the life that I needed.


Chapter 3

I could barely wait for the wedding ceremony to finish. Once the ceremony was over, I wasted no time. I took Ross's hand and led him down a dimly lit hallway, my heart pounding with excitement and desire. The anticipation of what was about to happen made every nerve ending in my body tingle with electricity. As we reached the private room, I turned to see Tom following closely behind us, his eyes dark with lust.

Without a word, I locked the door behind us, and the three of us stood there in a charged silence. Ross pulled me close, his warm breath dancing on my neck as he whispered how much he wanted me. I couldn't resist any longer; I needed to feel their touch, their adoration.

With shaking hands, I began unbuttoning Ross' shirt, revealing his muscular chest and toned abs. Tom watched intently, hunger in his eyes as he undressed as well.

“Ross, I want Tom to fuck me. I need his massive cock first. It’s all I can think about.”

As soon as the words left my mouth, I could see the look of desire in both their eyes. I reached out and grabbed Tom's erect cock through his pants, feeling its thickness and knowing I was about to fulfill one of my deepest fantasies. Ross stood there, watching with a mix of jealousy and lust.

Slowly, I unfastened Tom's pants, revealing his rock-hard cock. It was glistening with pre-cum, and I knew it was impossibly large. Without hesitation, I wrapped my hand around the base and started stroking it gently. Ross watched in awe as I lustfully took Tom into my mouth, savoring every inch of his solid flesh.

Meanwhile, Ross took advantage of the situation by unfastening my dress, revealing my lace bra beneath. He worked his way down my body while caressing every inch of me. His kisses trailed down my neck, sending shivers through me. I moaned softly, desperate for more.

As his hands reached my waist, my gaze never left Tom's cock as it slid in and out of my mouth. I wanted to please them both, to show them just how much I desired them. Ross's fingers found their way beneath the straps of my bra, gently caressing my skin and teasing my nipples until they hardened under his touch.

Feeling so exposed yet deliciously naughty, I stopped sucking Tom's cock long enough to say, "I want you both inside me. Fuck me, make me your slut."

Ross pulled away from me and stood beside Tom as if on cue. He looked at Tom with admiration before whispering, "You first," then releasing my breasts from their constraining lace prison.

Tom stepped forward and helped me out of my dress, letting it fall to the floor. I stood there in nothing but my panties, feeling exposed and excited, ready for the pleasure that awaited me.

Tom guided me over to the bed, his eyes never leaving mine as he positioned me on my hands and knees. He reached around and gently removed my panties, throwing them aside with a discerning look of approval. Then, after one last look at Ross, he pressed the head of his cock against my wet entrance and pushed slowly inside me.

Gasping, I clawed at his back. Finally! I thought.

“I needed this so badly.” I panted.

Tom laughed. “See, Ross. She needs my cock.”

Ross let out a deep breath, his eyes fixed on Tom's every movement. The sight of his best friend penetrating his fiancée only heightened his arousal. He positioned himself behind me, stroking himself through his dress pants as he watched intently.

As Tom hammered into me, each thrust pushing him deeper inside me, Ross removed his own clothing. His thick erection was right in front of me, begging for attention.

I reached back and grabbed hold of Ross' cock. It was throbbing and hard, pulsing in my hand. I wanted it inside me just as much as I wanted Tom's.

"Fuck, yes," Tom groaned as he pounded into me from behind. "You love having two cocks in you, don't you?"

I whimpered in response, the dirty talk only fueling my lust for both men. They owned me and I welcomed the intense pleasure they were about to give me.

With one hand still firmly wrapped around Ross' straining erection, I begged, "Please Ross, fuck me too. Let me have both of you inside me."

Ross wasted no time; his large member pressed against my entrance as he panted, "Are you sure?" His eyes were alight with desire and a hint of possessiveness that only turned me on more.

"Yes," I moaned, pressing my ass back against him. "I need you both."

With that, he sank deep into me, stretching me in a way I'd never experienced before. My body trembled in pleasure as his warm, hard length filled me. To feel them both inside me was indescribable — it was everything I'd ever wished for.

As Ross and Tom moved in unison, their thrusting filling me with a deep, gut-wrenching pleasure, I cried out in ecstasy. Their hands roamed across my body, gripping my hips and breasts as they pounded into me.

"Fuck yes," Tom grunted. "Take it, baby. Let us fill you up. Let us make you our fucktoy."

I moaned at his words, feeling more turned on than I ever had in my life. My pussy juice trickled down my thighs as they continued to plow me mercilessly. The sound of their flesh slapping against mine created a rhythm that sent shivers through my entire body.

"Cum for us, Isabelle," Ross growled into my ear. "Cum, as we make you our dirty little whore."

The filthy talk only fueled the fire within me; I could feel my orgasm drawing near. "Yes. Yes, I'm going to cum," I cried, gasping for air as their thrusts became faster and more furious.

My body tensed as the most intense orgasm of my life built in my loins. It felt like an explosion waiting to happen–and it was Ross and Tom who would ignite the spark.

"That's it, cum for us," Tom murmured into my hair, his voice low and menacing. "Cum while we fuck you silly."

Feeling them pound into me with renewed vigor, I let out a scream as the climax rushed over me. Wave after wave of pure pleasure washed through me, leaving me breathless, dizzy, and wanting more.

As I rode the edge of my too-intense climax, Ross and Tom continued their merciless assault on my battered body. Each thrust sent another wave of pleasure surging through me, making it impossible to think straight, to do anything but enjoy the mind-blowing sensation.

Sweat dripped down their chiseled bodies, mingling with ours as we continued to move in perfect synchronicity. I felt like a living fuckdoll for their pleasure–and I loved every second.

Ross's hands found my clit, rubbing it in swift circles as he thrust deeply into me. The combination of his cock stretching me and his skilled fingers against my most sensitive nub sent me into a frenzy of pleasure.

“Cum, baby,” Tom whispered in my ear. “Let us see how much you can take.”

I cried out, torn between the pleasure and the pain that their lovemaking brought me. Each thrust reminded me they owned me–that I was theirs to do with what they pleased. And as I continued screaming in passion, I knew I would be the perfect fucktoy for their pleasure…

My body tensed up again as another climax loomed closer and closer. Ross squeezed my clit hard while Tom plunged his cock deep inside me. The sensitive bundle of nerves was all it took to make me explode once more. I collapsed on the bed, feeling their cocks slide out of me.

I looked at Ross with a pleading expression; he knew what I wanted. With a knowing smirk, he stepped back and allowed Tom to enter the scene. With his thick cock still erect, he positioned himself in front of me and forced me to kneel. I reached up and guided him, taking him in my mouth and sucking him hard while looking at Ross longingly.

As Tom's cock swelled in my mouth, eyeing Ross hungrily, I whispered, "Fuck me from behind, Ross. Make me feel you again."

A look of pure lust washed over Ross's face, his eyes burning with intensity as he stripped off his clothes. He seized me with a vengeance, his thick member thrusting into me from behind. Each stroke was more passionate than the last, the room humming with the sounds of our lovemaking.

Tom watched his best friend fuck me, his own cock being pleasured by my mouth. As Ross rammed himself deep inside me, I knew Tom wanted to be the one causing me such unbridled pleasure. My heart raced as I tried to push Tom's cock further down my throat, knowing that it would soon be deep inside my pussy alongside Ross's.

I felt their cocks, one in my mouth and one in my pussy, as they thrust wildly in and out of me. The feeling was intense, overwhelming - I couldn't take it all in. The experience overloaded me as they used me in the most depraved, exquisite way possible.

Feeling the thickness of both cocks filling me from both ends, I became a vessel for their pleasure. They groaned with satisfaction as my body stretched around them, soaking them with my cum-drenched pussy juice. Their bodies slapped against mine rhythmically, reminding me I belonged to them entirely.

I could feel the tips of their cocks touching deep inside my hole, creating a rubbing sensation that sent shivers up my spine. Ross's balls slapped against my clit, heightening the sensation even more. I moaned around Tom's thick shaft, bucking against Ross to get more of his cock and feeling even more used and violated–just the way I wanted.

"Fuck me, Ross," I whimpered, my voice muffled by Tom's cock. "Please, put it all inside me."

Ross pounded me with all his might, surging forward with every ounce of energy he had. His thrusts grew more frantic as he felt the end approaching. As he rammed himself into me one last time, he cried out his release, flooding my pussy with his hot cum.

Hearing his orgasm and feeling his love juices fill me brought me immense pleasure. Tom thrust harder into my mouth in response, ready to deliver his own load. He groaned, warning me of his impending climax, and I moaned around him, eager to feel him inside me.

As Tom's body stiffened and his cock throbbed in anticipation of an orgasm, I gripped him in my mouth, determined to feel every drop. His cock twitched and throbbed, each spasm releasing a torrent of warm fluid down my throat. I relished in the taste of his cum, feeling my own body trembling as another orgasm built within me.

As Tom's climax subsided, he pulled his softening cock from my mouth and collapsed beside Ross, who was still panting heavily from his own orgasm. My body was dripping with cum–from both their cocks–as I lay there between them, a satisfied smile on my face.

“Clean her up, cuck.” Tom said to Ross.

Ross didn't need to be told twice. He got up from the bed, his cock still partially hard, and moved towards me. He started licking up the cum dripping down my thighs, savoring the taste of Tom's release as he claimed his share of the spoils.

I watched them, content, as they shared in this intense and intimate moment. The guilt I had felt earlier was nowhere to be found now–all that remained was the pure pleasure of having shared an experience that was so forbidden, so taboo.

As Ross continued to clean me up, getting rid of any evidence of our activities, I couldn't help but stare longingly at Tom's now-softened cock. It was a testament to the pleasure he had given me, a reminder of the joy I felt from having my most secret desires fulfilled.

“What do you say your wife and I make a baby, cuck?” Tom said, watching Ross clean me.

Giggling, I sighed as Ross worked his magic with his tongue around my sensitive spots. This was turning out to be everything I wanted and more.


Chapter 4

Sitting in my lounge chair, the sun warmed my bare skin. Glancing up through my shades, I glanced over first at Ross to my right and then Tom to my left. Grinning, I couldn’t believe this was my life now. Everything I wanted and more.

Their eyes met mine, full of desire and hunger, mirroring the flames of passion burning inside me. Ross's hand found its way to my thigh, tracing delicate patterns on my skin as Tom leaned in closer, his breath hot against my neck. I could feel the pulsating need between them, a magnetic pull that I no longer wanted to resist.

Glancing around, the beach was ours. Giggling as the two men teased me, I pushed them both back, grinning.

“We need to talk, boys.” I said, running my finger along Tom’s chest.

“What about?” Tom asked.

“Well, we all know who the biggest boy is here, don’t we?”

Tom grinned, and Ross nodded, frowning.

Turning to face Ross, I continued. “Now that we’re married, we need to think about our future.”

I could hear Tom agree behind me. “She wants a baby, Ross.”

Giggling, I bit my lip, reaching back to slip my hand down Tom’s shorts to feel his massive cock springing up at my touch.

Ross's eyes widened in a mix of shock and excitement as he looked back and forth between Tom and me. I could sense an anticipatory heat building between us, a potent alchemy of lust, submission, and longing that was rapidly becoming too much to resist.

My finger stroked the length of Tom's erect cock through his shorts, feeling the velvety smoothness as it throbbed under my touch. "And I think we all know who would be the perfect daddy."

I smiled at Ross, watching his cheeks flush rosy red and his lips part slightly in response to our naughty conversation. "We have the rest of our lives to make a family together, but I think we should start focusing on the pleasure aspect of our new arrangement first."

With that, I unbuttoned Tom's shorts. His sleek, swollen cock sprang forth. I marveled at its size and hardness, throbbing with excitement. My hand wrapped around the base, stroking it gently. I looked up at Ross, who was watching us intently, his eyes flicking between Tom's aroused erection and me.

"What do you say, Ross?" I asked, stroking Tom's cock lovingly. "Are you ready to give me the pleasure I so desperately crave?"

Ross's jaw tightened, and he swallowed hard. "Yes," he said in a hushed tone. "Yes, I am."

Taking Tom's cock into my eager mouth, I savored every inch as it filled my throat with its girth. The sensation of being double-stuffed by two of the most imposing men in my life sent shockwaves of excitement coursing through my body.

As I sucked Tom off with fervor, I felt Ross's hand sliding under my short skirt, sliding aside my soaked panties. His fingers traced lightly over my swollen folds, sending shivers of anticipation down my spine. I moaned around Tom's cock, trying not to choke as I felt his finger slowly penetrate me.

"I see you've grown fond of our guest," Tom teased in a smooth, deep cadence. "Is that what you want? To be filled by both of us like the slutty little wifey you are?"

The words came like a heavy blow and yet an exhilarating release all at once. Ross's finger delved deeper inside me, hitting that sweet spot that caused my body to jerk uncontrollably. My mind raced with desire; I wanted them both so badly it hurt.

"Yes," I whispered hoarsely against Tom's cock, my voice shaking with emotion. "Yes, both of you. But I want your cum inside me. Not Ross.”

Tom's eyes widened in anticipation as he watched Ross' finger slide out of me, slick with my arousal. With a knowing grin, he pulled his shorts down to reveal his erect member, waiting for me like a prize.

"Then you shall have it, my dear," he said, guiding his cock towards me. "But first, I want to watch you ride Ross like the wet and willing wifey you are."

I whimpered at the suggestion, feeling an intense surge of lust coursing through my veins. As Tom moved behind me, I positioned myself over Ross. His cock pulsated beneath me, ready for the ride of a lifetime. With a deep breath, I sank onto him, feeling him stretching me open, filling me in ways I never knew possible.

"Fuck yes!" Tom groaned from behind me as he positioned himself closer to my face, offering himself up for my mouth.

With Ross' cock buried deep inside me, I took Tom into my mouth without hesitation. The feeling of being filled by both of them was more than I could handle, and I let out a guttural moan as I suckled on Tom, tasting him in the most intimate way.

Beneath me, Ross's hands spread across my hips, gripping me tightly as he watched his best friend take me from behind. Ross's eyes locked on mine, his gaze a mix of love and lust that melted my heart.

"I can't wait any longer," Tom grunted, pulling his cock from my mouth. "I need to fuck you now."

Carefully dismounting Ross, I scooted closer to him and lay down beside him. Tom positioned himself at my entrance once more, guiding himself in with a passion that only fueled my desire for them.

As Tom thrust himself into me, I screamed out in uncontrolled pleasure. Ross reached up to stroke my hair as he watched his best friend claim me. Our bodies rippled with passion, each movement sending shockwaves of euphoria through us.

"Oh, fuck!" Tom grunted, his body tensing up as he neared his peak. "I'm gonna cum!"

In that moment, I wrapped my legs around Tom's waist, pulling him deeper inside me, eager for his seed to fill me up. The thought of having his baby inside me sent a gush of wetness cascading from my pussy, practically soaking Ross and me in our passion.

Tom's face contorted into a mask of pure bliss as he came, his cock pulsating wildly within me.  His hot cum surged forth into me like a river, flooding my depths and igniting a fire within me that threatened to consume us all.

Seeing his best friend cum inside me pushed Ross over the edge too.

"Fuck, I'm gonna cum!" he choked out, his toned abdomen convulsing as his climax surged through him.

I reached over and took his cock in my hand, guiding it towards my face. I wanted to taste him then, to feel his cum on my tongue. Ross's eyes widened in pleasure and surprise as he looked down at me, his body stiffening underneath the waves of passion that washed over him.

With a thick groan, he came. Hot jets of cum exploded onto my face and into my open mouth. I could feel every twitch and spasm as he unleashed himself, the sensation of his warm semen filling me up, a sight too beautiful to compare with anything.

We lay there for a while after, panting and cuddling in the afterglow. I wondered to myself how many more of these sessions we could have before I was pregnant by my husband’s best man.

Giggling, I closed my eyes and relished the feeling of both men by my side. My strong bull and my dutiful cuck.
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