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The wedding had been absolutely lovely. Everything Carley had hoped for had come true and she had loved being able to say that she’d take Ryan - as her lawful wedded husband - in front of all their family and friends. The celebration after had also been beautiful, with great food and much dancing. Carley was glad to be able to excuse them well before all their friends stopped celebrating, though.


It was fairly common, so Carley had read, not to have sex on your wedding night because you were too tired. This was not a tradition Carley cared for. She wanted to have sex with Ryan on their first night as a married couple, wanted to show him just how excited she was that he was now hers. And she was his, too, of course, but Carley knew her husband (and what a great feeling it was to think that!) well enough to know that Ryan would be more interested in being Carley’s, in being shown just how much he was hers and how she loved that.


The hotel room was huge, a large couch working as a centerpiece for the living room section of the room and then a big, four poster bed with tall windows on one side. They had chosen very well and Carley laughed when as soon as the door was closed behind them, Ryan pulled her in for a kiss. The skirt portion of her bell-like wedding dress squished between them and Ryan’s hand settled flat against Carley’s bodiced back.


"You're mine now, baby," Carley said as her hand came up to run through Ryan's dark curls. She tugged on his hair slightly, just enough to let him know she could. "And I'm yours," she added because Carley wanted Ryan to know, wanted him to hear her say how this was them forever. Her being his meant that she would always take care of him, forever be in charge of him just the way he liked it.


Ryan moaned, tipping his head back so that Carley's fingers tugged in his hair again, and she could practically see the shudder that moved through his body. "All yours," he agreed, sinking to his knees, looking both incredibly polished in his wedding tux, and yet still every bit as needy and willing as Carley was used to.


Taking her hand, Ryan brought her wedding ring to his lips, brushing them over it before he turned her hand and lapped his tongue against her fingers. "All yours forever," he emphasised, looking up at her with bright eyes. "What will you do with me?"


"Everything," Carley replied, enjoying how Ryan’s eyes widened at the response. She stroked a hand over his face, a touch of evening stubble starting to reappear. He looked so beautiful, dressed in his wedding tux, kneeling in front of her. Carley’s white dress stood in a stark and beautiful contrast to Ryan’s dark tux.


Running her hand lower, Carley let her fingers brush over Ryan’s neck. "First I'm going to put a collar on you," she told him. Carley wanted Ryan to have it on, to give him that sense of belonging to her. She was thrilled at having wedding rings, but they still were no real match to the collar. "And then I will let you make me come with your tongue. My first orgasm as your wife," Carley said with a grin.


"Would you like that, baby?"


Ryan's smile could have been answer enough, but he obediently answered anyway. "Yeah, that sounds amazing." Carley could tell he meant it from the way his breathing had deepened, his chest rising and falling under the crisp lines of his tux.


He passed his tongue over his lips, his hands moving to smooth out the folds of Carley's dress where it almost touched his knees. "Can I help you out of your dress?" he asked, looking imploringly up at Carley. "I've been thinking about it since I saw you walking up the aisle." He gave her a little grin, clearly confident that Carley wouldn't be offended that his mind had wandered from the ceremony.


The admission made Carley laugh. She could hardly blame Ryan for it, her own thoughts had wandered over to what tonight would be like when it was just the two of them more than once during the wedding celebrations. "Not yet," she told Ryan. "I, too, had ideas in my head and at least one of them involves you making me come with my dress still on," Carley said, perfectly happy to let both of their fantasies come true. But hers first.


"Take off your jacket," she instructed. "And then crawl over to the suitcase, your collar is at the very top, bring it to me." Carley had ordered Ryan a completely new, custom made collar and she was excited to see his reaction when he found it. Almost as excited as she was to see his expression when she put it on him, but not quite.


Still, even watching Ryan crawl over to the suitcase sent a wave of pleasure straight to Carley’s pussy.


Carley could see the moment that Ryan realised the collar in the suitcase wasn't his familiar old one. His whole body went still, then his gaze flew up to meet hers, a startled flush covering his cheeks. He lifted the collar carefully, his fingers running over the thick band of leather, lightly brushing across the metal which Carley had paid to have specially inscribed.


It clearly took Ryan a moment to work out how to carry it, not wanting to rub it against the floor or take the leather into his mouth to potentially damage it with his teeth. He knew he couldn't put it on - that was only for Carley to do. Eventually, Ryan made the choice to crawl on only one arm, the other holding the collar carefully so it wouldn't touch the carpet.


"It's beautiful," he said, as soon as he was settled on his knees at Carley's feet. "It's going to feel so good around my neck." He licked his lips, as if just the prospect made his mouth water.


"You're beautiful, too," Carley said her hand softly caressing over Ryan’s cheek and then sliding down to his neck. Unbuttoning the top buttons on his shirt, Carley pulled it open so she could expose Ryan’s throat. 


"Beautiful and mine," she hummed, her fingers plastered against his neck. Not hard enough to choke Ryan but enough to tell him that she had the control, that she had the power. Carley knew well that it was what he wanted and she could barely wait to see him in nothing but the collar she’d gotten him.


Carley was gentle in putting the collar on, taking her time to let Ryan settle against it. She loved how his eyes closed, how his whole body relaxed into her. "Such a good husband," she praised, a thrill shooting through her at the words. "I want you to take the rest of your clothes off. I want to see you in nothing but that collar, with your cock hard for me."


Once she’d given the instructions, Carley moved to sit at the end of the bed, her dress folding beautifully around her. She hadn’t even bothered to remove her veil yet. It would put her in harsh contrast with Ryan’s nakedness and Carey wanted that, it was something she’d thought about for hours now.


Ryan waited for her to settle, his gaze fixed on hers as he slowly unbuttoned his shirt, letting it fall off his broad shoulders. Carley loved watching him, whether his movements were rushed and desperate or, like now, slow and considered. Ryan let his hips sway slightly as he got up, toeing off his shoes and unbuttoning his pants.


When he was down to his boxers, he ran a hand over his cock through the material, showing Carley how he was hard for her already, without either of them having touched him more than Carley's hand in his hair and on his neck.


Finally, Ryan stripped away the last of his clothes, going eagerly back to his knees, his hands clasped behind his back. His whole body was on display for Carley, from the dark collar against his neck to the cock jutting out, so eager for any attention. This time, she really could see the shudder that passed over him. "Do you want me to turn around?" he asked. "So you can see what it looks like from the back?"


Licking her lips, Carley shook her head, mostly because she didn’t want to not see how hard and beautiful Ryan’s cock was. His body was toned, lines of muscles clear to see when he was in this position. For a moment, Carley just sat there, letting herself admire just how stunning her now-husband was. So hard and perfect for her, sat there exposing himself for her to look at.


"Come here," she said, pulling the skirt of her dress up. It was puffy in a way that wasn’t necessarily very easy to just pull up, but Carley wanted Ryan’s head to disappear under it, to know that she was in her white, innocence-proclaiming wedding dress with Ryan’s mouth against her pussy, lapping up the wetness - and she was so wet.


Leaning back on the bed, Carley brought her feet up, not bothering to take her shoes off as she pressed her heels into the bed, parting her legs. The position would easily inform Ryan that Carley wasn’t wearing any underwear. "Use your tongue to see how wet I am for you, baby. I want you to taste how much I want this," Carley told him.


Ryan crawled towards her, his head and chest disappearing almost immediately under her layers of white skirts. Carley could see the material tickling against his skin, could see how it stopped just short of his muscular ass, which flexed as Ryan leaned forward to obey her instructions.


He didn't waste any time, his tongue teasing delicately against her pussy. She hadn't given Ryan permission to use his hands, and he didn't, gathering her wetness with long licks between her legs. He moaned at the taste of her, and Carley could feel his lips against her pussy as he moved closer, his tongue pressing inside her as he explored just how wet she was everywhere.


The movements earned Ryan a string of soft moans from Carley and she rocked against his mouth encouragingly. He knew just how to touch her with his tongue to make pleasure spark through Carley’s body. She brought her hands to each side of her, clinging to the bedcovers and pushing her body more down against Ryan’s tongue. The tip of it circled Carley’s clit, making her cry out loudly.


"Oh, fuck, yes, just like that!" Carley urged. Ryan’s tongue slid downwards before pressing inside of Carley again and then just as slowly moving back up to find her clit once more. He was teasing, she could tell, but Carley didn’t mind, she had pictured his mouth on her for what felt like hours. Hidden by the skirt of her dress, it seemed to somehow make the whole thing even hotter.


Ryan’s hands moved against Carley’s hips so he could pull her in closer, his tongue lapping harder before he sucked against her clit, making Carley scream his name out loud. "Oh my God, baby, yes, yes," Carley chanted rocking harder against Ryan's mouth. She was close but Carley didn’t tell him to make her come, letting him choose what he wanted to do next.


He urged Carley to keep rocking, his tongue working over her pussy to match her rhythm. He continued to tease her, circling his tongue against her clit until Carley cried out, then retreating. Ryan thrust his tongue in and out of her, fucking her fast while his hands curled in the fabric of her dress.


Watching, Carley could see how Ryan's body rocked with her movements, his hips flexing as if he wanted his cock to be pressing against more than air. He didn't break his focus on her, not until he pressed his tongue hard against her clit and Carley came, Ryan's name a loud moan on her lips. He licked her through it gently, clearly willing to keep going for as long as Carley wanted him to.


And she did want him to. The way her dress bunched up over his shoulders, with Ryan hidden under it, it made Carley feel hotter. She let him lick her wetness, lap it up as much as he wanted until Carley could feel another orgasm building. Ryan was so good at bringing her right to the edge with his tongue. He teased over her clit before his tongue made it back inside her, fucking her wetly as he did so.


"Oh yes, baby! Make me come again, come on!" And Ryan hardly needed more encouragement, his lips wrapping around Carley’s sensitive clit and he sucked, making pleasure shoot through her body. Carley screamed a loud ‘fuck’, stomach muscles tightening as she came so hard everything in her vision went as white as her dress for a moment.


This time, Carley pushed Ryan back, not sure she could handle a third orgasm so soon after. When he emerged from under her dress, lips glistening with the taste of Carley on them, she reached to pull him in atop of her so she could kiss him.


He parted his lips instantly, letting Carley's tongue slide into his mouth to chase the traces of her pussy. Ryan held himself over her, his cock damp with precome, and he gave a loud moan as Carley pulled his hips down, letting him grind against her thigh through the material of her dress. "Fuck," Ryan moaned. "It feels so good, I almost don't want to take it off you."


Judging by the way he was looking at her, it was definitely an 'almost', especially as Ryan licked his lips, one hand moving up to trace the edges of the bodice where it sat low against Carley's breasts. Carley's hands moved down his bare back, over his ass, giving it a firm squeeze that made Ryan's hips buck harder, legs moving wider apart as he pushed his ass into her hand. "Please," he begged, though he didn't specify what he was begging for, leaving it up to Carley to decide what she wanted to give him.


Carley squeezed Ryan’s ass again, enjoying when it made him thrust against her harder. She entertained the idea of keeping the dress on, but frankly, it was a bit too impractical for them to do very much with her still wearing it. Especially the things she had planned for their wedding night. With that thought in mind, Carley squeezed Ryan’s ass once more and then pushed him off her to roll over.


"Undo my straps," Carley instructed, turning her back towards Ryan so he could unlace the bodice she was wearing. Once that was open, it was easy enough for Carley to slip out of her dress, letting it fall down on the floor, pooling around her feet for Carley to step out of. Removing her veil as wel left her standing there with only her stockings still on, her breasts bouncing as she moved back onto the bed towards Ryan.


With her fingertips brushing over Ryan’s legs, moving up his body as she did, Carley smiled at him. "I want to fuck you. I want to fuck you deep and hard, show you how much you are mine."


"Yes!" Ryan groaned, his hands reaching for Carley's hips as she moved over him. He was still so hard for her, his cock flushed red, and Carley knew he wanted this as much as she did. "I am yours," he agreed, sounding almost breathless. "I want to feel it, feel you fucking me. Making me your husband." He grinned, and though they both knew he was her husband already, there was definitely something exciting in the idea.


Catching his lower lip between his teeth, Ryan wiggled under Carley's hands as she smoothed her palms up his thighs, avoiding his cock. When she reached under him to squeeze his ass, Ryan lifted his hips up, giving her better access. "Like this?" he asked. "Or do you want me on my knees?" His tone was confident, and he had no reason not to be, he knew how much Carley liked seeing him on his knees for her.


"Like this," Carley confirmed. "I want you to watch me, want you to see how much I enjoy claiming you." Her hands were hot against Ryan’s skin as they slid up over his stomach and then to his nipples. Carley squeezed one of them between her fingers, tugging until Ryan responded with a moan.


Scraping her teeth over Ryan’s shoulder, Carley gave it a small bite. She teased her hands back down low, dragging her nails over Ryan’s stomach. "Touch yourself while I get the lube," she instructed, moving back to get out of the bed. Glancing over her shoulder, Carley licked her lips at the sight of Ryan.


He had obeyed, one hand moving in slow, sure strokes over his cock, not stopping at all when he noticed Carley watching him. His other hand carried on where Carley had left off, tugging at each of his nipples in turn until they stood out from his chest. Moaning, Ryan flicked one with a nail, his hips bucking up to push his cock harder through the grip of his fingers.


By the time Carley had found the lube, Ryan's hand had moved lower, fingers rolling his balls, making him give a grunt of pleasure as he stroked faster over his cock. "Fuck, I love when you stop what you're doing to watch me," he said, his voice roughened by how heavily he was breathing. He drew his legs up, leaning back against the pillows, practically inviting Carley to come and use him.


With lube, Carley also brought a strap-on back to the bed, setting it to one side as she moved back over Ryan’s body. She wrapped her fingers around his wrist, pulling it away from his cock so she could lean down and take him into her mouth instead. The moans that fell from Ryan’s lips were definitely worth it, and Carley slid her tongue over the tip of his cock slowly, swallowing the wetness of his precum down.


Reaching for the lube, whilst still having Ryan’s cock in her mouth, Carley got some on her fingers before teasing a tip of one between Ryan’s ass cheeks. The thrust of his hips upwards showed her just how well she was doing and Carley pressed her finger tighter against Ryan’s hole, waiting for him to press back like she knew he would.


He moved slowly, sinking inch by inch onto her finger, his moans getting louder until she was all the way inside him. She hollowed her cheeks around his cock, making his hips buck and his mouth drop open, more sounds spilling out of him as he rocked between her mouth and her finger. "Babe," he groaned, and Carley pulled her finger slowly back before he needed to ask.


When he pressed his ass back against her hand this time, it was faster, his muscles clenching around her as he fucked himself on her finger. "More," he begged, whining as Carley swirled her tongue around his cock. "Please, babe, fill me up, give me another finger. Something."


The begging certainly worked, making Carley want to give Ryan what he asked for. Being in control of Ryan’s pleasure was one of Carley’s very favourite things. She did push another finger inside him, enjoying the way he moved back against her touch. With her lips still around Ryan’s cock, Carley swirled her tongue, moaning around him when Ryan cried out in response. She knew the vibration of her moan would go through him, making him beg more.


Not wanting Ryan to come yet, Carley pulled back, but she did add another finger inside him, fucking Ryan’s ass slowly with her fingers. "Does it feel good, baby? Tell me how good it feels, tell me how much better it'll feel when I put my cock in you."


Ryan's thighs were trembling as Carley's fingers stretched him, and his hand had crept up to his collar, almost like he needed to hold on to it just to keep himself together. "Fuck, it feels so good," he agreed, his hips giving sharp movements which pushed his ass back against her. "So good already, and it's only your fingers. So fucking full." His teeth scraped his lower lip, his cock bobbing in time with his movements.


"Gonna be so much more full," he groaned. "Going to feel you so deep." His gaze had moved to the strap-on, which was long and thick, and Carley could remember exactly how well-fucked she'd left Ryan the last time she'd used it. "Please, Carley. Please, harder. I need -" He broke off to moan as Carley's fingers twisted inside him. "Need to be ready before you fuck me."


"You'll be ready," Carley promised and as to emphasise her point, she spread her fingers wider to stretch Ryan out, before moving them back closer. The way Ryan pushed up hard made Carley moan and she slid her fingers out only to push them back inside Ryan’s ass. She took her time, making her movements slow just to draw those little whimpers from Ryan.


It wasn’t until the sounds Ryan was making were an utter mess, moans and pleas all rolling into one, that Carley finally reached for the strap on. She pulled her fingers back so she could pull it on, using her other hand to cover the strap-on in lube. "Watch me," she told Ryan. "Watch me take you, watch me fuck you."


She could feel Ryan's gaze move over her, knew from the way he pursed his lips that he was imagining taking her nipple into his mouth and sucking on it. When he looked at the thick cock between her legs, he whined lightly in the back of his throat. "You're so hot like this," he breathed. "So sexy, so in control." He waited until Carley moved closer, until she was slotted between his bent legs.


"Can I touch you?" he asked, and at Carley's nod, he reached out for the strap-on, gliding his fingers down it as if it were a real cock. He guided the tip to his hole, tipping his head back and moaning, the fingers of his other hand clutching the sheets. When Carley didn't move, didn't fuck him, he whined again, but brought his head back up so he could see her.


"I'll watch," he promised. "I'll be good, watch you take me for the first time as your husband. Please."


The 'please' was what Carley was waiting for. She loved having Ryan so needy for her and wanted to reward it, wanted to show him how much of a reward his begging could earn. Moving in closer, Carley was slow in pressing into Ryan but she went steadily. She did watch him closely, making sure that Ryan watched her.


"You're so good, baby," Carley praised. Ryan looked so hot under her, his legs spread and breath coming in small pants. "So beautiful, taking my cock so well. Want me to go deeper? Stretch you out?" Carley didn't really wait for an answer, knowing that it was a yes. She did still, once all of the strap-on was inside Ryan so he could adjust to it before she pulled back again and then pressed forward once again.


Ryan's legs squeezed around her hips, trying to keep her pressed against him. With her hips flush against his ass, Carley could feel his cock hard against her stomach, and he whined when she pulled back again. Her thrust back in was still slow and deep, and Ryan's breath caught as the hard dick filled him.


He kept his eyes open, though his dark eyelashes fluttered when Carley shifted the strap-on inside him. "Yes, babe, stretch me out more," he begged. "Make me take it, I want to." His hips rocked, and his moans and gasps were mixed with grunts of pleasure every time he pushed his ass further down on the cock. "Want you to love fucking me," he added, focusing his gaze on Carley's. "Want you to use me hard, get off on me taking your big cock." 


Carley brought one hand up to Ryan’s face, stroking her fingers over his cheek. It was one of the great benefits of choosing to fuck him in this position, having him under her, his expressions so on display. Rocking her hips forward slowly but steadily, Carley leaned down to catch Ryan’s moans against her lips, tongue slick as it licked its way into Ryan’s mouth. She moved again, pressing her hips forward and enjoying how Ryan’s breath hitched.


When Carley pulled back from the kiss, giving Ryan’s lip a small nibble, she began to fuck into him faster. The thrusts were coming harder and harder, and Ryan’s body trembled under hers, thrashing around like he’d never had a cock up his ass before. "Fuck, Ryan, fuck, you're so hot. Such a good little slut," Carley said thrusting forward harder as she steadied herself with hands against the bed on each side of Ryan.


Every breath came out of Ryan's open mouth with a little 'ah' of pleasure, his eyes still fixed on Carley, just like she'd told him. He was so good, so obedient, trying to hold on even as his chest heaved and he squirmed under Carley's body. "Your slut," he urged, running his hands over his chest, fingers teasing at his nipples, as if showing off how slutty he could be, how eager to touch himself, even while Carley was fucking him.


"Please," he begged. "It feels so good, Carley, don't stop." He lifted his hips, rocking down against the cock in his ass, trying to urge Carley to go faster. "Let me touch myself," he begged, fingers still twisting against his nipples. "Or let me touch you." His tone sounded so eager, as if he would be pleased with whatever she gave him, or even if she didn't allow him any of what he asked for. The power was all with her, and she knew how much Ryan loved that.


"You can touch me," Carley allowed, leaning forward to let her breasts swing against Ryan's face. When he took it for the suggestion it was and sucked her nipple in his mouth, Carley moaned loudly, thrusting forward harder. She let him stroke his hands over her body, thrusting into Ryan harder every time his mouth got her to make a sound of pleasure.


Carley's pace was steady and she loved how focused Ryan was on making sure that she felt good. "I want you to come inside me, baby, do you think you'll be up for that?" It was, after all, their wedding night, and Carley wanted to take Ryan every which way.


There was a moment of wide-eyed surprise on Ryan's part, before he pulled back from Carley's breast, giving an eager nod. "Yeah, yeah, I definitely want that," he agreed. He rocked his hips down harder against the cock, moaning openly as Carley matched his rhythm, pushing it even deeper into him. "Fuuck," he moaned, teeth catching against his lower lip.


"Will you leave something in me?" he asked, his tone almost desperate as his fingers sought out Carley's nipples. "It feels so good, and I want to still be full while I'm in you." He tugged hard against Carley's nipple, and added, "I'll make you feel so good, if you'll let me, babe. Please."


Carley couldn’t help the moan that escaped her not just at the way Ryan tugged her nipple, but also at his request. The two together, though? She could feel how soaking wet her pussy was. With her hips still thrusting forward, Carley nodded, her voice catching in her throat as another moan fell from her lips when Ryan’s mouth returned to her, this time sucking her other nipple into his mouth.


"Fuck, baby, just like that," Carley cried, pushing forward harder. She couldn’t wait to have Ryan fill her up as good as she was filling him up, and knowing that he wanted her to leave something inside, to make sure he felt that pressure there as she fucked him differently? Carley wanted that, too.


Somewhat unwillingly - but also wantingly - Carley pulled back, her hand teasingly running between them, fingertips brushing against Ryan’s cock before she pulled back further. Carley had certainly come to their wedding night prepared, so it didn’t take her long to fetch one of the anal plugs she’d packed.


Before getting back on the bed, Carley did still, letting Ryan take her in - hot, naked, the strap-on that had just fucked him so well still attached to her. Then, once she’d applied some lube, Carley pressed the plug inside Ryan. He hardly needed any prep, not when she’d already fucked him so well.


"How's that? Does that feel good? You want to fuck me? Fuck, Ryan, I want your cock in me," Carley said, her breath coming in short gasps. Her pussy felt so wet and so hot. "Want me to leave this on?" She asked with a grin, running her hand over the strap-on.


She could see Ryan's eyes widen, his eyebrows lifting into his sweat-damp hair at her question. "Fuck, yeah," he agreed, nodding eagerly. "Want to know what it's like to have a plug up my ass, my cock in your pussy and this cock trapped between us, against my stomach while you fuck me." It was an intense image, and Ryan pulled Carley closer, his mouth returning to her nipples while one of his hands skimmed down over the strap-on.


"Wanna fuck you so much," he growled, between tugging on her nipple with his teeth. His fingers worked their way past the harness, sliding into Carley's pussy with an almost-audible noise. "You're so wet," Ryan marvelled, though it really shouldn't have come as any surprise. He grinned at her. "You like fucking me, babe?" he asked. "Fucking your husband for the first time?"


"Yesss," Carley moaned, both in response to Ryan’s actual question, but also to how good his fingers felt as they slid inside her. She was wet, so fucking wet just from having him. Carley rocked against Ryan’s fingers, letting him tease more cries of pleasure out of her. "You're so good, baby." He really was, especially with how Ryan sucked against Carley's nipple once more with his fingers stroking in and out of her.


Straddling Ryan, Carley reached between them to seek out his hard dick, leading it to her opening. Once Ryan pulled his fingers back, Carley didn’t take long to slide down onto him, moaning loudly at how he filled her. So thick and long, Ryan’s cock pressed into her and Carley sought her balance out, hands against Ryan’s chest.


Carley moved up and then slid back down, slow in her movements, taking her time to enjoy the sounds that fell from Ryan’s lips in response to it.


He was loud, his moans building on each other until Carley had to wonder whether half the hotel could hear them. Ryan's body moved, hips shifting between pushing his cock up into her or trying to press back against the plug in his ass. She could see a fine tremor moving over his thighs, the muscles tensing and releasing in a matching rhythm.


"I want to be good for you," he groaned, fingers brushing against his dick as his fingers moved higher. "Want to make you feel so good, so wet for me." He circled a thumb around her clit, his movements not as precise as Carley knew they could be. It seemed fair enough, she was giving him a lot of sensation to focus on. "So tight, babe," he breathed as she sank down on him again, grinding her hips against his body.


With Carley’s movements, the strap-on slapped against Ryan’s stomach. She rode him faster, loving how he thrust upwards. With Ryan’s thumb against her clit, Carley could feel her orgasm building as he fucked up into her. "Tell me how you feel," Carley encouraged. "Tell me how good it is with your ass so full." Because while Carley couldn't feel the plug in Ryan’s ass, the knowledge of it made her pussy so much wetter.


As Carley moved faster, the strap-on smacked harder between them, and Carley scraped her fingernails over Ryan’s stomach, moaning when he gave a sharp groan. It mixed together with the harsh breaths from both of them, cries of pleasure mixed together with the occasional ‘fuck’ and ‘yes’.


Ryan's brow furrowed, like stringing words together was an effort, and Carley knew he was doing it for her, because she'd asked him to tell her, and rewarded him with by squeezing her muscles around his cock. It made Ryan groan, and the words tumbled out of him. "It's like you're everywhere. My ass, my cock, your cock." He sucked in a breath as he lifted his hips again, his cock thrusting hard into Carley's pussy.


"So full of you," Ryan groaned, the hand on Carley's ass lifting to cup her breast, his thumb rubbing against her nipple almost exactly the way he was still circling her clit. "So full, and so yours." Carley could see Ryan's head fall back, a deep moan rumbling from his chest as she leaned forward, pressing the cock against Ryan's stomach. "Wanna come in you," he said, forcing his gaze to find Carley. She could tell from his tone that he was close. "Please."


Carley was also close, rocking against Ryan’s thumb harder as she slammed down on him, dragging each and every hiss and moan from his lips. "Yeah, baby, come in me," she encouraged, not slowing down as she met his thrusts. "Show me how much you love it, love me." Carley wanted Ryan to come, to fill her up with a plug up his ass as he thrust into her.


He hardly needed more encouragement, his hot cum spilling out inside her. Carley moaned louder, the bed creaking under them as she rode him through his climax. But Carley didn’t stop there, wanting to come, too. She fucked more, leaning forward so Ryan would suck her nipple in his mouth again. When he did so, Carley screamed his name, her orgasm crashing over her.


"Fuck, baby, yes!" She screamed before collapsing atop of Ryan, her breath coming in hard gasps.


He wrapped his arms around her, mindless of the fact they were both sweaty and dishevelled. "Fuck, Carley," he said, his lips against her hair as his hands moved down her back, cupping her ass and pulling her against him. "I love you so much." She could tell, by the way Ryan didn't quite stay still below her, that he was still very much aware of the hard plug in his ass, but he didn't try to move her off him to deal with it.


Instead, slowly, his hands went to the straps of the harness holding the strap-on against her hips. "Let me help you out of this?" he asked, fingers playing with the buckles, but not actually unfastening them, not without Carley's permission.


"Yeah," Carley nodded, a smile on her lips. There was something very them about having Ryan take the strap-on off Carley now that she'd fucked him with it on their wedding night. Shifting, but only enough to give Ryan space, Carley rocked her hips lightly against his hands. When Ryan unclipped the strap-on, casting it to one side, Carely moved in to kiss him.


There was a nice, relaxed sort of tingle that travelled through Carley as she stretched out on the bed. "Fuck, I'm going to enjoy being married to you," she sighed happily, reaching to give Ryan's ass a squeeze. "Take the plug out and then come cuddle with me?"


Ryan grinned, leaning down to press a kiss against Carley's lips. "If the wedding night is anything to judge by, we're going to have excellent wedded bliss," he teased. He gave a slight moan as he rolled away, sounding rather like Carley felt, as if all his nerve endings were just slightly, pleasantly over-stimulated.


Putting the plug and the strap-on to one side, Ryan returned to the bed, lifting one of Carley's arms to snuggle against her side. "I'll try to wake up early enough to put those away, before breakfast in bed," he said, though he hardly sounded as if he'd be very bothered if someone saw.
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