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CHAPTER 1

The century-old wooden door of the small church opened and Hazel entered. The music started. Everyone stood up and faced the door. Friends. Loved ones. Most were smiling, some were wiping tears as they watched the bride walk the aisle. In this small and beautiful church in Eastway, Hazel and I would say our wedding vows. Our eyes met and she looked at me and gave me the sweetest smile. That made my heart skip a beat. God, my future wife is absolutely gorgeous.

Hazel’s hair was down. She was wearing a sexy, body-fit wedding dress with a semi-plunging V-neckline, which showed just enough delicious cleavage. It was tied with thin lace straps at the back. The dress really clung to her sexy figure. She looked hot and desirable in an ethereal way. She looked like a goddess and in just a few more minutes, we’d finally be husband and wife.

I took a short moment to look around the church. It wasn’t a big wedding. The guest list was not that long, but we made sure to invite all the people who really mattered to us. People that we love and cherish. Family. Colleagues. Former classmates. Workmates. Close friends.

There’s Mika Taylor, Hazel’s best friend, her maid of honor. Mika was stunning in her pink dress. She is tall and gorgeous, with supermodel legs a mile long. There’s Cody Poole, our ex-boss. His unkempt hair was long and thick and as black as night. His eyes were a bit red, and he had a beard now. Cody was memorizing Hazel’s figure. He’s rubbing his palms. It looked like he hadn’t slept in days.

On the seats behind Cody was Abigail Lopez, another friend of ours. She’s a social worker, a musician, a mountain climber, a painter. She does many things. She’s also a swimsuit model. She was smoking hot in her light blue casual cocktail dress. She has an hourglass figure. The man standing behind her was staring at her butt.

On the other side of the aisle were Deandre Griffith and Edgar Harris. They were our ex-workmates at Logic Quest. We were in the same department. They tried to make a move on Hazel two years before by inviting her to Edgar’s condo on Fourth Street. They used sweet words. They tried to be charming. They didn’t succeed, though.

Deandre and Edgar were not the only people who tried to score with Hazel. Several men here had tried that, but only two succeeded and these two men had succeeded big time.

Atlas and Reggie were both wearing white button-down shirts. They were at different seats. Atlas was the biggest man here. Huge shoulders, massive arms. He looked like a force of nature. He was slightly leaning forward like he was always on high alert. His massive body stretched his outfit to the limit. His face was serious as he watched Hazel walk the aisle towards me. He came on Hazel’s face two months ago.

Reggie was standing beside Arianne, his girlfriend. They are in an open relationship, Hazel told me. Reggie was relaxed and smiling. He had his hands in his pocket. He looked lazy yet alert at the same time. He has the composure of a professional athlete. Reggie is a man who glides through life so easily. He whispered something to his girlfriend that made her blush. Arianne looked at me curiously. Reggie grinned and nodded at me. I nodded back.

Atlas and Reggie fucked Hazel in our house two months before today. They did it while I watched. I sat on a couch in our living room as they took turns with Hazel. She enjoyed every second of it. Now, they are here at our wedding as guests. We invited them to be here. How about that, huh? Inviting the men who pounded my wife during the most important day of our lives.

Atlas’s seat was beside the aisle. As Hazel was walking, their eyes met. Atlas was a full head taller than her. He had to look down at her. Hazel gave him a sweet smile, the same one she had given me. It was quick and discreet. A short, wordless conversation passed between them. Atlas’s serious face lighted up. Not much, but noticeably enough. Hazel’s smile has that effect on people. I felt a tiny prick stabbing my heart. I ignored it.

There were happy tears in Hazel’s eyes when she finally reached me. I said “I love you” and she returned it. I wanted to kiss her right there and then. Lily Hayes and her boyfriend, Jason Oliver, were playing the violin.

Hazel and I walked to the altar and the officiant began a short speech about the importance of marriage and its responsibilities. He emphasized the importance of trust and loyalty. He said that marriage is a forever bond between two people. Uh-huh. Right you are, I thought. There are two huge men in the back who bonded with Hazel several weeks before. And I’m sure Reggie and Atlas would like to bond with her again before this night is over.

The officiant looked at me curiously. He must have noticed something different on my face. He paused for a quick moment and then resumed his speech. Hazel didn’t notice.

Hazel and I recited our vows and we exchanged rings and we were finally pronounced husband and wife. That was it. Just like that. We are now Mr. and Mrs. Fletcher of Arlow City.

You may now kiss the bride, the officiant said. We kissed and I put a little tongue action in there. Hazel reciprocated. Her eyes were closed. Her lips taste so good. I could kiss her forever.

Lily and Jason resumed playing the piano and the violin, but the music was livelier this time. Hazel used to play in a band in college. She chose the songs for this event. The snappy wedding organizer, a close friend of Reggie, motioned for us to walk down the aisle. We stopped and kissed each other again and the guests clapped and some of them took photos using their phones.

“You’re just so gorgeous,” I said to my wife.

“Thank you, babe.” She squeezed my hand and looked at me in the eyes. “You’re quite dashing yourself . . . my husband.” She giggled. I kissed her again. We walked down the aisle to cheerings and picture-takings and best wishes.


CHAPTER 2

Atlas and Reggie approached us during the reception. Everyone was having fun and enjoying the food and the dessert. Half the guests were in the center of the reception area, dancing to the pop music played by the live band. The venue was an open area surrounded by woody bushes and small trees and ornamental vines with purple flowers. It was a nice evening. Cool but not humid. The night weather was refreshing. There was a forecast for light rain, but it didn’t come. We could see the golden reflection of the night sky on the lake.

I danced with Hazel, kissing her and whispering romantic and naughty things in her ear when Reggie and Atlas approached us. I didn’t see them immediately. My back was turned to them. I was staring at Hazel’s eyes and my hands were wrapped around her sexy waist. I realized Reggie and Atlas were there because Hazel suddenly stopped slow-dancing with me and looked at them with a welcome surprise.

“Congratulations to you guys,” Reggie said, grinning. I shook his hand. That was the hand that gripped Hazel’s long hair, squeezed her breasts, slapped her round butt.

“Hey, man, thanks,” I said.

“Congratulations,” Reggie said to Hazel. They hugged. He said something to her that I didn’t hear. “You look lovely,” he said.

“Thank you, Reggie,” Hazel said warmly. She had begun to blush. “Isn’t this amazing?”

“It fucking is,” Reggie answered.

“Great wedding,” Atlas said. “Nice venue.” I shook his hand, but his eyes were on Hazel. He looked at her face and at her full cleavage. Hazel turned to face him. She wrapped her arms around his huge body and hugged him tight. Atlas embraced her back. He also whispered something to her. I couldn’t hear it because of the music.

I looked around. Atlas’s large palm was at the small of Hazel’s back, almost touching her butt. Reggie was standing between me and Hazel. I looked around again. No one was taking serious notice. Everyone was having fun.

They didn’t know Hazel’s history between these two men. Everyone here knows they are close friends and that we all used to work together in the same company, but that was it. None of them saw Atlas pound Hazel’s pussy from behind like a machine while Reggie fucked her mouth, almost making her gag. None of them saw Hazel ride their dicks obsessively like she was in a race, sweat dripping down her pretty face, disarrayed long hair swinging as she sexily bounced up and down on their long, massive cocks. None of our guests saw that.

“You look absolutely hot in that wedding dress, Hazel,” Reggie said.

“Yeah,” Atlas said.

“She does, right?” I said. Hazel glanced at me and smiled. The three of us were around her now. She tucked a strand of hair behind one ear. She still looked as fresh as when the day began. I’m not sure how she was doing that.

“I’m sure you can’t wait to take that dress off her later, my man, huh?” Reggie asked me, giving me a light punch on my arm.

“Yeah, sure, of course,” I said honestly.

“Can I borrow Hazel for a moment?” Atlas asked me. His voice was low and rough and sometimes it was hard to understand. He has some other accent that was hard to place.

“Uhhh, I’m sorry?” I said.

“For a dance, Liam,” Atlas said, patting me on the back. He didn’t wait for me to reply. He stood facing Hazel, their bodies just a few inches apart. “Let me borrow Hazel here for one dance.”

It was Hazel who made the first move. She rested her hands on Atlas’s thick shoulders. He wrapped his hands around her waist. They swayed to the rhythm of the song. Reggie and I took a step back and watched them.

“They look good together, huh?” Reggie asked me.

“They do,” I said. I looked at Atlas’s rough hands wrapped around Hazel’s slim waist. I remembered the moment he fucked her while she was bent over on our couch. He had those hands tightly holding her waist, pounding her relentlessly, making her moan and sob and orgasm again and again. Those hands left marks on her body after that night. It took around two weeks before they all disappeared.

“So?” Reggie said.

“Yeah?”

“What’s next after this reception?”

“Ah. We’ll fly to Italy next week for the honeymoon,” I said. But that wasn’t really his question.

“Right, man,” he said. “Of course. But I mean tonight. After all this.”

“Ah. Hazel and I are checked in at The Starlight. We’ll stay there until Sunday.” The Starlight is a charming boutique hotel that faces Lake Eastway. It’s old and rustic but well-maintained. Tall pine trees surround it. Beautiful green vines climb its walls. From our room, we have a great view of the sunrise. Eastway is cool during the night and even during the summer months, which is perfect for making love and cuddling afterward. Perfect for newly married couples. Also, the hotel is only a three-minute drive from where we were. We can walk there from the church. There’s a canopy-covered trail beside the lake.

Reggie nodded. We continued watching Hazel dance with Atlas. A few people were starting to notice. Other guests on the dance floor already changed partners, but the two were still slowly dancing. To a stranger, it would look like Hazel and Atlas were the ones that got married. Their bodies were too close. People would get suspicious if this continues.

I coughed on my fist and turned to Reggie. “You know, man,” I started. I couldn’t believe I was saying this. I almost stopped myself. “You know,” I repeated to Reggie. “We can hang out after this. Hazel would be, uhhh, happy to spend some time with you and Atlas again.”

“Hazel really misses us, huh?” Reggie asked, smiling as if he already knew I would ask that. I didn’t answer. I turned my attention to the dance floor. If this wasn’t our reception, Hazel and Atlas would be hotly making out by now.

“Where’s Arianne? Your girlfriend,” I asked him. “You said that you’d introduce her to us.”

“Probably in the restroom with Deandre,” Reggie said with a smile.

“I’m sorry, what?”

“Yeah. Deandre was flirting with her all night long. You saw how hot Arianne is. Deandre just kept charming her, hitting on her. I was right there. I think he heard from someone that Arianne and I have an open relationship. Don’t know where he got that information. Arianne eventually gave in. Deandre’s a funny guy, you know. That’s his charm. They are probably fucking right now,” Reggie said all this casually.

“This is okay with you?”

“Ah, it’s okay. You know, Arianne’s like Hazel. Lots of similarities. Damn gorgeous, smart, smoking hot but a bit shy, unaware how damn attractive they are, which is actually endearing.” He paused. “Deandre’s probably inside Arianne right now. Let them have their fun. Arianne likes him. He can have her for the night. Reggie said, his eyes leering at Hazel. “I have other plans.”

“Uhhh, right. The song’s ending,” I said to him. “Would you like to dance with Hazel?” I said. It felt like I was offering him my wife, but I needed to separate her from Atlas immediately. This was their third song already. They looked like newlyweds. One or two guests took pictures of them.

Reggie saw the look on my face and nodded. “Sure, man.”

Reggie walked over to them and he tapped Atlas on the back. Atlas nodded and kissed Hazel on the cheek. His kiss almost touched her lips.

“Good dance?”  I asked Atlas.

“I’m not much of a dancer,” he said.

Reggie and Hazel danced for two songs. They looked into each other’s eyes, talking to each other while swaying, whispering words I couldn’t hear. They had fun, though. Reggie was cracking jokes, making Hazel laugh. He whispered something to her that made her bit her lip. She turned her head to look at me. I smiled at her and nodded slowly.

“Are you okay, man?” Atlas asked me. “You feeling good? You are sweating.”

“Nah. I’m okay, Atlas. Just, you know, wedding jitters.”

“Weddings already over, Liam.”

“Right. Right.”

“Want me to call someone? France Parker over there is a doctor.”

“No, man, it’s okay. I just need some water.” It wasn’t nerves or jitters. It was excitement. My fantasy, that hurricane of horniness, came bursting back. I’d see Hazel get fucked again by these two huge men tonight. But this time, she’s not my girlfriend or fiancee anymore. She is my wife. I would be letting other men fuck my gorgeous wife on the night of our wedding. I looked at her and wiped the sweat from my neck.


CHAPTER 3

It started in the car. The reception party was winding down and it was time for the newlyweds to have some alone time for the night. Our first night as husband and wife. The music turned louder as Hazel and I held hands and began leaving the venue. There were some more congratulations and happy hugs and best wishes and cheek-kisses and pats on the back. Our destination was the Starlight Hotel.

For our wedding car, we used our own. It was a well-maintained white SUV with almost no scratches with still-perfect paint and only a small dent, which got there because Hazel gently hit a utility pole while she was reversing in the Wondermall parking lot three months back. Someone placed a wedding bouquet in front of the car. The wedding organizer assigned a designated chauffeur for us, a silent man named George Hopper. He’s an okay guy. Doesn’t talk much. I met him during the wedding rehearsal.

I opened the door of the back seat. Hazel kissed me before getting in. I gently slapped her butt as she was getting inside. I went around the other side of the car and opened the door and got in.

We got busy immediately. We didn’t even look at the driver. We kissed hotly, urgently, horny as hell. We couldn’t wait to get back to the hotel. I wanted to fuck Hazel right here. She moaned and hugged me as I kissed her neck and tasted her cleavage. She spread her legs and I quickly slid my hand inside. Her panties were drenched. Hazel moaned when I cupped her pussy.

“Babe, babe, oh, slow down,” Hazel whispered in my ears, her eyes closed. It was hard, but I had to restrain myself. The hotel’s just a few minutes away. We’ll be there soon. No need to rush. We could wait. Hazel placed her palms on my cheeks and kissed me again, longer this time. She wrapped her arms around my neck. She tastes so good. Hazel’s kisses are magic. Hazel moaned as our tongues danced with each other.

“Look at you go,” the man at the front said happily. Hazel and I opened our eyes and stopped what we were doing and looked at the driver. It wasn’t George Hopper. Atlas was in front of the steering wheel and Reggie was beside him in the passenger seat.

“Oh,” Hazel said, blushing. She fixed the top of her wedding dress. “Hi, guys,” she said shyly.

“Hey,” I said. “Where’s George?”

“We told him to leave the driving to us,” Reggie said. “He agreed. We told him the four of us are long-time friends. I also gave him a hundred bucks. George had a big smile on his face when he handed us the key.”

Atlas was hunched over in the driver’s seat. He grunted in agreement. He glanced at Hazel through the rearview mirror. She smiled at him.

Reggie reached out from his seat and touched Hazel’s exposed knee. She watched his hand, waiting for him to do whatever he wanted. I could hear her slow breathing. My heart started pounding inside my chest. Really? We’re doing this? Here? Now?

Reggie’s hand started crawling up. His hand was on her thigh now. The hem of Hazel’s wedding dress covered it. It moved upwards again. His hand was now on her inner thigh. He reached for her pussy. Hazel moaned and bit her lower lip.

“Soaking wet,” Reggie said to my wife. “You’re soaking wet already, Hazel.” He turned to me.

“We’re near the hotel,” I said.

“Drive past it,” Reggie said to Atlas. “We’ll circle back later.” Atlas nodded. Hazel didn’t say anything. Atlas drove past the hotel. I looked at it. It wasn’t a busy season. The parking lot at the front wasn’t full.

“I miss your amazing pussy,” Reggie said to my wife. This man never beats around the bush.

“Ummm, thanks.”

“Tell Liam what I’m doing.”

Hazel looked at me and then down at Reggie’s hand, which was inside her skirt.

“He’s touching my, ummm, my pussy . . . Ohhh, babe. He’s sliding one . . . two fingers, ummm, inside me. He’s . . . oh my god . . .”

That was what Reggie did. He finger-fucked Hazel inside our wedding car. He did it fast and hard. Reggie’s face was filled with lust. He gave her the first orgasm of the night. Hazel’s body shook. She grabbed his arm but didn’t stop him.

He continued finger fucking my wife with the same intensity. His arm and hand were not getting tired at all. Reggie made Hazel come a second time and when her hot body finally stopped trembling, he pulled out his soaked fingers from her pussy and told Hazel to suck it clean. Hazel held his wrist and sucked his wet fingers. She looked at me and then closed her eyes, savoring her juices from his fingers with her tongue and mouth.

“What a slut,” Reggie praised her. Hazel moaned in reply.

I noticed that the car had stopped. We were not on the road anymore. Atlas had turned right and drove into a small grassy path. Our car faced the lake. There was an old wooden bungalow on our right with a boardwalk extending to the lake. Behind the car were several willow and cypress trees. From here, we were not so visible from the road. It’s just the four of us. It was already dark, but all the lights inside the car were on. We could see clearly. There was light fogging outside.

Atlas opened the driver’s door and got out. He looked at the lake and at the old house. He walked closer to the lake to check it and then got back to the car. Reggie squeezed Hazel’s tits from outside her dress. He opened his door and got out of the car. He looked at the road between the trunks of the trees. Vehicles were passing, but not so much. It was not tourist season.

“Hey, Liam,” Reggie knocked on my window. I rolled it down. “Could we have a quick moment with your wife?” Reggie asked me. I looked at my left. Atlas had already opened the door at Hazel’s side. She was now facing him. While standing outside the vehicle, Atlas leaned down and kissed her. They were French kissing now. Hazel moaned in Atlas’s mouth.

“You could move to my seat, man,” Reggie said to me. “Just for a while.” Hazel was still busy kissing Atlas. His hand was on the back of her neck, pulling her. Reggie was smiling, patiently waiting outside the car. Man had all the time in the world.

“Sure,” I said. I opened the door and got out and then I sat in the front passenger seat. I looked at the lake for a few seconds. I tried to breathe normally. My cock was hard as a rock. I tilted my body to face the backseat. Reggie was already inside. He watched Atlas and Hazel’s torrid kissing. Reggie squeezed Hazel’s tits.

Atlas got in the car and closed his door. Now Hazel was between them. The three of them in the backseat was a tight fit. Reggie and Atlas are tall men. They are built like football and basketball players. Broad shoulders, massive arms, long legs. In her stunning wedding dress, Hazel looked so elegantly petite and fragile between them.

“Ummm, are you okay there, babe?” I asked her. Hazel nodded and smiled at me.

“We missed you, you know,” Reggie said to my wife, his hand on her thigh. Hazel smiled at him and gave him a quick kiss on the lips. Atlas licked the side of her neck, which tickled her.

“Take your panties off,” Reggie ordered Hazel, which she immediately followed. I took a deep breath. Today is our wedding day, and another man has just asked my wife to remove her panties. Hazel did as she was told. She reached inside her long skirt and lifted her butt and pulled her panties down. Reggie waited for her, but Atlas didn’t have the patience. He helped Hazel. He ripped her underwear while it was in the middle of her thighs. Atlas did it with one hand. He did it easily, like he was ripping paper. Hazel could only gasp in pleasant surprise. Atlas smiled at Hazel and put her panties in his pocket. A wedding souvenir.

Atlas then touched Hazel’s pussy. He grinned at her when he realized how soaking wet she was. She smiled shyly at him. My blushing bride. Reggie cupped Hazel’s chin and turned her head to him and kissed her. I could hear my breathing. The AC of the car was on. The radio was playing some type of indie music in low volume. I turned it off. The smacking of lips and dancing of tongues and sighs and moans were the only sounds inside the car.

Atlas unfastened the back strap of Hazel’s dress. He pulled her dress down, followed by her white bra. He kissed her cleavage, tasting her, licking her. Hazel moaned and placed her hand on his head. Reggie sucked her tongue. Hazel’s eyes were closed. She was in heaven, demurely relishing these two big men worshipping her sexy body. I took a photo and then put my phone back in my pocket. I rubbed my cock from outside my pants as I watched these two men fondle and grope my willing wife.

“Mmmm,” Hazel moaned as Atlas finger-fucked her. He had a focused look. His hands were fast, going in and out of her drenched pussy. In and out, up and down. We could all hear how drenched she was. Atlas would pause from time to time and rub her wet clit with his thumb. That sent her through the edge. Her whole body shook as another deep orgasm hit her. While she was coming and trembling, Reggie sucked her hard, pink nipples.

Atlas pulled his fingers out of her pussy. Hazel knew what to do. She sucked his fingers clean, cherishing her taste.

It was Reggie’s turn to play with her pussy. He resumed finger fucking her. This time, he did it slowly, almost gently, as if his fingers were searching for something deep and delicious inside her. Hazel kept moaning as Reggie’s two fingers probed her wantonly. They pumped in and out, sideways, without pattern, writhing and twisting. Reggie has longer fingers compared to Atlas. His two fingers kept hitting Hazel’s delicious spots.

“My god, Reggie . . . ummm, ahhh!” A jolt of lightning hit Hazel. Her thighs trembled and her eyes rolled back. Reggie didn’t stop, didn’t pause. He rubbed her clit with his thumb while his two fingers continued caressing her. Hazel bit her lower lip. Our eyes met. Another orgasm was slowly building inside her.

“I’m coming,” Hazel said breathlessly. “I’m coming again . . . ohhh!” And she came. We watched as she fell against the seat of the car like she was pushed, her hot body shaking, her eyes closed tight, moaning and half-sobbing from continuous waves of sharp pleasure.

“What a sight,” Atlas said, impressed.

I felt the dryness in my throat. There was an unopened plastic water bottle in the door pocket. I took it and opened it and drank a quarter of it. I offered the water to Hazel, who was still catching her breath. She pushed her hair out of her face and took it from me, shyly smiling. She drank all of it thirstily. While she was drinking, Atlas and Reggie caressed her yummy tits.

A red pickup stopped on the road behind the willow trees. I could see its lights. It stayed there for a few seconds and then it drove away. I’m pretty sure that the driver of that pickup saw our car.

Atlas was kissing Hazel again and Reggie was sucking her nipples. He already gave her several small kiss marks. There would be lots of those before this night is over.

I fake-coughed to get their attention. Nobody looked at me. I cleared my throat loudly. “Uhhh, guys, maybe we should continue this at the hotel? What do you think?”

Hazel looked at me and she tapped Reggie’s back. “Reggie . . .” she said.

“Yeah. Liam’s right,” he said. “Let’s get out of here. Let’s go to your hotel.”

I waited for Reggie and Atlas to get back on the front seats, but they stayed where they were. Atlas raised an eyebrow at me. Reggie rubbed Hazel’s heated clit, ignoring me. They would stay where they are, thank you, in the backseat with Hazel. It looked like I’d be the one driving. I am the groom. I should be there in the backseat with my wife. I should be the one kissing her and touching her body. Reggie slid two fingers inside Hazel.

“Unnghhh,” she moaned.

I got out of the car and went around and got in the driver’s seat. I maneuvered the car out of the grassy path. It wasn’t easy at all. There were large trees on the back and an old house on our right. The ground was soft. I drove forward and backwards little by little until I got a clear space. I looked around and stepped on the gas and entered the main road. Reggie was finger-fucking my wife again. We all could hear how wet she was.


CHAPTER 4

“You’re a very good kisser, Hazel,” Reggie said. “Isn’t she, huh, Liam?”

“Yes,” I said. “Yes, she is.” I glanced at them from the rearview mirror. Hazel was still blushing. She fixed herself. Combing her disheveled hair with her hand, tucking loose strands behind her ear, adjusting the straps of her wedding dress, smoothing her skirt. Arching her posture, Hazel reached the backstraps of her dress and looped them and adjusted them. Atlas didn’t return her panties. Reggie made her suck his fingers again.

“Later,” Reggie said to Hazel, “it’ll be my cock you’ll be sucking.”

We reached the hotel after ten minutes. There was a parking space allotted to us at the front, near the entrance. I turned off the engine. I opened the door and got out. Atlas and Reggie got out at the same moment. The suspensions of my car sighed in mechanical relief. Atlas reached for Hazel’s hand and helped her as she stepped out of the car. A good friend, a perfect gentleman. A knight in shining armor, this one.

The hotel security watched us curiously. Why on earth was the groom driving? Who are these two big men in the backseat with the beautiful bride? Did that huge man just squeeze her butt? What the hell is happening here? Hazel smiled at him.

The security greeted us with a good evening. He mumbled the word congratulations. His eyes ogled Hazel as she walked, memorizing her gorgeous face, the shape of her body in her sexy wedding dress, the sway of her hips, her round butt, her long legs.

I held Hazel’s hand. The hotel wasn’t that huge, but the lobby was spacious. There were large abstract paintings on the wall and there were comfortable sofas for guest seating. Modern jazz played in the background. Hazel and I had already checked in, so we walked straight to the elevator. The receptionist and some of the staff in the lobby greeted and congratulated us. Hazel and I thanked them sincerely.

The staff looked at Reggie and Atlas, perhaps wondering who were these two huge men walking behind us. Reggie threw his ultra-charming, movie-star smile to the pretty receptionist. She blushed at his attention.

Hazel and I got inside the elevator. I held the open button, waiting for Atlas and Reggie to get in. They were a couple of steps behind us. Atlas was already half-inside when Reggie put his hand on his shoulder. Atlas stopped and looked at his friend.

“How about we give this night to Hazel and Liam,” Reggie said calmly.

“What?” Atlas said.

“It’s their wedding night.”

Atlas didn’t say anything. He thought about it for a while while I was still holding the elevator button. Hazel watched his face, waiting for his answer.

Atlas was eager to fuck Hazel. He had been waiting for two months. Atlas is a man driven by instinct, by hunger, by desire. He wanted to fuck Hazel now, to pound her sweet pussy again, to feel the tight, sucking grip of her mouth around his cock as she looked him in the eyes. He wanted that now. But he held back and eventually made a decision.

“Yeah,” he said, nodding. “I understand. Sure.”

Reggie looked at me and Hazel, smiling. “You guys enjoy. We’ll see you tomorrow, all right? Let’s have breakfast and then have a walk on the shore, then, you know, go back to your room and have some more fun like we did today.” Reggie grinned and looked at Hazel, who was still holding my hand. “Hey Hazel, would you like to give Atlas a blowjob first before going up to your room? Here. In the elevator. What do you say, huh, babe?”

Hazel looked at me shyly. It was obvious that she was considering it. I looked at the small camera installed on the corner of the elevator ceiling.

Reggie laughed. “Relax, guys. I’m just kidding,” he said. “Go. Enjoy tonight. We’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Thanks for coming to our wedding,” Hazel said softly. Atlas smiled and kissed her for ten seconds. There was a massive bulge in front of his pants. Atlas controlled himself and pulled back. Hazel was left panting. I took my thumb off the elevator hold button. I nodded at the two men before the door closed.

Our room was on the third floor. The hallway was long. From the inside, The Starlight looked bigger. I put my arms around Hazel’s slim waist as we walked to our room and pulled her tight against me. We said I love you to each other several times. I grabbed her butt and squeezed it. She put her arms around my neck. We were kissing torridly as I used the keycard to open our door.

It was a nice room. It was modern and cozy. It has a master bedroom and a living room that leads to a balcony that faces Lake Eastway. I would check the balcony and the lake later.

I kicked the door close from behind. Hazel and I kissed hungrily. My hands were on her waist, then on her back, then on her butt, pulling her hot body against me. Her hand was on my face, eyes closed as I slid my tongue into her hot mouth. We were both turned on to the max, our bodies hot, our movement urgent and greedy, breathing fast and heavy, almost panting.

“You want them to fuck you tonight,” I groaned as I grabbed Hazel’s soaked pussy, her juices dripping down her thighs. She didn’t say anything. Her hand was shaking excitedly as she unbuckled my belt. She stroked my hard cock when it was finally out, moaning as her hand moved back and forth.

“You miss Atlas and Reggie. You miss their dicks fucking you,” I said.

“Fuck me, please, babe,” Hazel begged in a soft voice, almost sobbing in lust. I fucked her right there and then, with her back against the thick, wooden door. I lifted her right leg and just slid my hard cock into her waiting pussy. Hazel was warm and hot and tight.

I pinned her to the door and just pounded her with wild abandon. Anybody outside could hear us and I didn’t care. She was my girlfriend and she was my fiancee and now she is my wife and she is mine now, forever. This gorgeous goddess, her luscious body, her perfect boobs, ass, her tight pussy currently gripping my cock, these are all mine now.

“Harder, please, babe,” Hazel pleaded, her arms around my neck, hugging me tight. I remembered when Atlas fucked her in the same position two months before. I lifted her left leg. I was carrying her now, her long legs around my waist, my hand on her butt, carrying her, slamming into her again and again, harder, deeper, faster, her juices dripping on the floor.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” I said to her, gritting my teeth, my legs aching yet still pushing through, going up and down and back and forth.

Hazel embraced me tighter, moaning and whimpering as I continued fucking her. “Yes, yes, yes,” her mouth was on my ear, kissing me, urging me. “Uhhh, ohhh, unnghhh, together, babe!”

“Fuck!”

Hazel and I came at the same time. Her body trembled and shuddered so wildly that she almost fell. I tightly held her shaking body as her orgasm hit her like a world-shattering tremor. I continued fucking Hazel as I pumped all my pent-up come inside her, filling her up, spurting gobs of thick and hot cream, my balls and cock contracting, pumping seed deeply into her pussy.

“This is such a crazy day, huh?” I said to her an hour later. We were on the bed, naked and just finished showering, blankets covering our bodies.

“It’s perfect,” Hazel said. She turned to her side and faced me, draping her arm on my chest and her legs on my thighs. I could feel her relaxed warmth.

“Jonathan messaged me. He said he’ll upload the photos tomorrow afternoon.”

“He messaged me, too,” Hazel said.

“When?”

“Just a moment ago, while you were checking the balcony.”

“Really? This late? What did he say?”

“Ummm?”

“Hmmm?”

“He wants to invite me to a swimsuit photoshoot. Jonathan said he needed two models. So it’ll be me and Abigail.”

“Oh, really? That’s nice.”

“Would that be alright?” Hazel asked me.

“Sure, babe.”

“I wonder how they are doing,” Hazel said softly after a few seconds.

“Who?”

“Atlas and Reggie.”

“I’m sure they returned to the reception venue. Reggie left his car there.”

“They’ll be back tomorrow . . .”

I grinned in the dark. “That’s for sure, babe.”

“Where will they stay? Arlow’s a long drive from here . . .”

“Ah. Don’t worry about them. They are big men.”

“Maybe they can stay here for the night? The living room’s comfortable. There are two couches. They can sleep there, right?”

I’ve seen the couch. None would fit Atlas or Reggie. Where those two would stay for the night was a non-issue. They’d manage. Maybe they would tag-team that pretty receptionist. “Let’s see, babe,” I said.

Hazel rested her head on my chest and I ran my fingers on her long hair. I could feel sleep slowly claiming me. It was a great day but it also was a tiring one. Lots of preparations went into our wedding and now it was done and now Hazel and I have our future to look forward to as a husband and wife. We’ll face that future together.

Sounds very romantic, except that Hazel got finger-fucked by other men moments before. They left kiss marks on her lovely tits.

“Babe?” Hazel asked me softly.

“Yes?”

“Are you still awake?”

“No, love, I’m already asleep,” I said, smiling with my eyes closed.

“I’m still thinking about them.”

“I know,” I said.

“I’ll check in on them in a bit. Is that okay?”

“Hmmm?” I was already half-asleep. “Sure, yes.”

“You won’t be mad?”

“At you? Not in a million years,” I said and then sleep finally took me.


CHAPTER 5

Sounds were coming from the living room. I slowly opened my eyes and turned my head. I was alone on the bed. I was still tired and sleepy. I took my phone on the nightstand and looked at the time. It was only one in the morning.

The door of our room was closed, but I could see that the light in the living room was on. Light was seeping underneath the door. I closed my eyes again. Hazel would be back soon. Maybe the excitement from the wedding hadn’t worn off from her yet. That is normal. Maybe she was talking on the phone with her best friend, Mika.

“Fuck, Hazel. You do that so well,” someone said from the living room. My eyes snapped open. That wasn’t Mika Taylor’s voice. That was a man’s voice. That was Reggie’s voice. Suddenly, I was fully awake. I snapped to a seated position. They are here. Atlas and Reggie.

I stood up from the bed and rushed to open the door, but before my hand touched the doorknob, I managed to tell myself to stop and calm down. I exhaled deeply and calmed my breathing. What was I planning to do? Surprise them? It was not like Hazel was cheating on me. Nothing wrong was being done here.

I listened from inside our room, my forehead touching the door. It was a standard hotel door. It was made of wood and it wasn’t that thick. The sounds passed clearly.

“That’s right, Hazel.” Reggie’s voice again. “Look at Atlas. Look at his phone. Put your tongue out. Place the head of my cock on your tongue. You’re blushing. Jeez, you’re so fucking pretty with a cock in your mouth, Hazel. Take lots of photos, Atlas. Send me a copy.”

They were doing their own photoshoot out there. I looked down. My cock was already hard inside my gray pants. The tiredness brought in by the day had already left my body. There was no more trace of sleep in me. I closed my eyes and opened them. I held the doorknob and twisted it and opened the door.

“Hey, man,” Reggie said to me with a sincere smile.

“Hey, Liam,” Atlas said.

“Ummm, hi, babe,” Hazel said shyly.

I closed the door behind me and took in the scene that was happening in the living room. The three of them were at the center of the room. Reggie and Atlas were standing. They were topless. Their shirts were on the floor. They still had their pants on, but they were unzipped and their hard cocks were out. Hazel was stroking them when I entered the room.

My wife was kneeling on the floor. They put the small pillows beneath her knees so she would be comfortable. Hazel was wearing her wedding dress. They told her to put her wedding dress back on and she did it.

“Uhhh, hey, guys,” I said. For some reason, I felt out of place.

“Did we wake you up?” Reggie asked me. “Sorry about that, man.”

That’s what you are sorry for? Really? “Ah. It’s fine. I got thirsty.”

“There’s water on the nightstand, babe,” Hazel said shyly to me, her hands still holding their thick cocks. I raised an eyebrow at her. She looked at the floor for a second and then looked back at me. “I couldn’t sleep. I was worried about Reggie and Atlas, so I called them . . .”

“Hazel’s very kind,” Atlas said.

“That’s true,” Reggie said. She looked up and smiled at him.

“I couldn’t stop thinking about how sexy she was in her wedding dress in the church,” Atlas said.

“Atlas told me to wear it,” Hazel said.

“Yeah,” I said. I sat on the couch. “I mean, I can understand that. You’re so pretty in it.”

“Pretty and hot,” Atlas said.

“Thank you,” Hazel said, looking up at Atlas.

“While you were walking down the aisle earlier, Hazel, all I could think about was fucking you while you’re wearing it,” Atlas said.

“Atlas, dude, you’re an honest man,” Reggie said. He turned to me. “You still feeling sleepy, Liam? Hazel said you’re tired from the day. You want to go back to your room. We’ll keep the volume down here if you need to rest,” he asked me with a straight face.

“No, man, I’m good here. I’ll sit here and, uhhh, watch,” I said. Hazel beamed at me. She was still lively, still full of energy. She woke up early yesterday, put on her dress and makeup, walked the altar, said her wedding vows, socialized with our friends and loved ones, danced with our friends during the reception, made out with Reggie and Atlas in the car, made love with me, and yet here she was, on her knees, radiant and stunning and eager for more. I married the right woman.

“We’re just starting,” Reggie said. “Hazel called us and she met us in the lobby. There’s a small coffee shop on the ground floor. We had coffee and we talked. Hazel said you were tired and already asleep. We didn’t want to wake you up.” He looked down and nodded at Hazel.

Hazel put her tongue out and licked Reggie’s balls. She stroked his thick cock with her left hand and Atlas with her right. She turned to Atlas and licked his balls, too. She looked at me as she ran her tongue from his huge balls to the tip of his cock. She did it slowly as if it were happening in slow motion. She savored the taste of his balls.

“Uhhh, nice,” Atlas said. The tip of his cock was dripping with his sticky precum. Hazel looked up at Atlas and gave him a sweet smile and then licked his precum clean. She played with it in her mouth with her tongue and then swallowed it.

“You like the taste?” Atlas asked her. Hazel nodded.

“Delicious?” Atlas asked again.

“Yes, Atlas,” Hazel said.

She turned her attention to Reggie. There was a lot of precum coming out from him, too. It dripped on her hand. Hazel licked her palm and started sucking Reggie’s cock. Reggie placed his hand on top of her head, watching as she serviced him. Hazel had given him head several times before. Still, it was impossible for any woman to get used to the massive girth of his cock. Hazel persevered. She loves the taste of his enormous cock. She sucked him deep and fast, her lips gliding back and forth on the veiny length of his cock.

I watched on my couch as Hazel serviced both Atlas and Reggie. She licked their cocks. She swallowed and tasted the never-ending flow of their precums. She pressed her face against their warm, huge balls. She took their dicks in her eager mouth and slobbered on them, her beautiful long hair swinging back and forth, strands of drool hanging on her chin, saliva dripping down the floor, tears rolling down her cheeks.

“You got even better,” Reggie said. He held Hazel’s head with both his hands and fucked her mouth, his waist moving back and forth, slamming against her face repeatedly, making her almost gag. She placed her hand on his waist but didn’t stop him. Reggie was grinning. He licked his lips as he happily fucked my wife’s pretty face.

Reggie and Atlas took turns fucking my wife’s mouth and she loved every second of it. Atlas held his cock and slapped her cheeks and the center of her face several times. Reggie did the same thing. He placed the length of his cock on her face as she looked up at him and then he took a photo.

Reggie nodded at Atlas and he sat on the couch. Atlas held Hazel’s hand and helped her to stand up. She took a moment to catch her breath. Her face and cleavage were wet from precum and her saliva. Reggie handed Hazel a paper towel and she wiped her lips and chest with it.

There were several half-liter bottled water and energy drinks on the coffee table. Reggie handed Hazel a bottle of water. Hazel smiled and thanked him and twisted the bottle open and drank it thirstily. Atlas drank two bottles of energy drink. He wiped his mouth with the back of his palm. Hazel reached Atlas’s hard cock with her hand and started stroking him while he was drinking his energy drink. She rubbed the precum-coated tip of his dick with her thumb. She put her thumb in her mouth and sucked it. Reggie leaned forward and slapped her butt and leaned back again on the couch.

“Ride my cock, babe,” Atlas said to Hazel. She looked at me while she brushed her hair with her hand. Atlas took off his pants and boxers and socks. He lay with his back on the floor. He used one of the couch pillows for his head. He placed his arms on the back of his head and nodded at Hazel.

Hazel lifted the long skirt of her wedding dress and positioned herself on top of Atlas. She wrapped her right hand around his rigid black cock and stroked it while aiming it at her pussy. She moaned when the tip of his cock touched her clit. He was rock-hard. Hazel placed both hands on the lower part of his chest and sat on his cock. She bit her lip and moaned and closed her eyes as she sank down on him. She felt every centimeter of his veiny girth stretching her. Atlas watched her, admiration and lust in his eyes.

Hazel rode Atlas’s long dick, her body going up and down, slowly at first, then faster and harder. She slammed herself into him again and again. Raunchy sounds of wet flesh hitting each other filled the living room. My wife participates in marathons. She has strong legs. She bobbed up and down on him energetically and with almost tireless determination. Sweat formed on the side of her face and her cleavage.

“Ohh, uhhh, ahhh, mmmm,” Hazel moaned. She looked straight at Atlas’s smiling face. He watched her as she brought herself to orgasm. Her body trembled and her eyes rolled to the top of her head. Atlas grabbed her shoulders and pulled her to him and kissed her. Her body was still shaking. She continued grinding on his cock as she surfed her delicious orgasm. They kissed hungrily like they hadn’t seen each other for months. Atlas and Hazel always kiss like that.

“That’s sweet,” Reggie commented. “Right, Liam?”

“Uhhh, right,” I said.

Atlas wrapped his right arm around Hazel’s waist and moved himself so he was now the one on top of her. Hazel was now on her back on the thick floor carpet, her head on the couch pillow. Atlas’s quick movement made her gasp. His dick remained inside her pussy.

Atlas wasted no time. He started pounding my wife. He held Hazel’s waist, lifting it as he fucked her hard. Hazel moaned and sobbed in pleasure, arching her back, grasping the carpet, holding to her pillow, thrashing her head from side to side. Atlas fucked her pussy hard and deep. Hazel came again, harder this time. Blissful tears cascaded down her pretty face. I pulled my cock out of my pants and began stroking myself.

Atlas slowed down to let Hazel recover. He continued pumping in and out of her quivering pussy, but he did it with control. There was a small hidden zipper at the front of Hazel’s dress. Atlas pulled it down, letting my wife’s perfect tits out. Her pink nipples were hard.

Reggie smiled at the view. He took off his remaining clothes and kneeled on the carpet and caressed my wife’s amazing tits with his right hand. He leaned down and kissed Hazel while Atlas continuously slid in and out of her pussy. I stroked my cock faster.

“We should take this to the bedroom,” Reggie said to everyone. Atlas agreed. He pulled his cock out of Hazel’s pussy. Hazel whimpered when his long cock slid out of her. She sat up from the floor and looked at everyone in the room. She fixed her hair and her dress, but she didn’t zip it up close. She kept her glorious tits out of her dress for us to enjoy. She sat straighter, pushing her tits forward while looking at me seductively. I grinned at her.

Atlas placed his arms on her back and the back of her legs. He lifted her up and carried her. Hazel wrapped her arms around his neck. In her wedding dress, they looked like husband and wife. Reggie entered the bedroom first. He turned on the lights and opened the curtains. From outside the window, we could see Lake Eastway, golden moonlight reflected on its calm surface. I half-opened the glass windows to let the cool wind in.

“Get on the bed,” Reggie commanded Hazel. “I’m gonna fuck your mouth.”

“Oh. Alright. How?”

“Lie on your back with your head on the edge. Look at me. Let your head hang on the edge a little. Yeah. There.”

“Ummm, like this?” Hazel asked Reggie. She looked up at him. He was standing on the floor, legs open, cock standing hard as a metal pole, looking down at her.

“Yeah. Thats right. You haven’t tried this before?”

“No. Should I take my dress off?”

“Leave it for now. Open your mouth,” Reggie said. “Yes. Wider. You’re goddamn cute, Hazel. Take my balls in your mouth. Yeah. Ah. They can fit. Awesome. Now suck them. Alright. Good. Thats enough. Time for me to fuck your mouth.”

I sat on a chair and watched as Reggie and Atlas fucked Hazel’s mouth in that position. There was no loving or gentle blowjob here. They used her throat and Hazel loved every second of it. Tears rolled down the side of her head to the floor as they used her mouth again and again. They pumped inside her, hitting her throat every time, and every time they did that, their pendulous balls slapped her face. Hazel looked ethereal yesterday as she walked down the aisle. Now, she’s getting her gorgeous face fucked on our wedding bed.

“I always wanted to do that,” Reggie said when they had their fill.

Hazel sat up, catching her breath. She was panting. She was a mess. Her hair was disheveled and her whole face was a mess of wet saliva and precum and tears. She bit her lower lip and looked shyly at me. She licked her lips, tasting their precum on them.

Atlas went to the bathroom and got a wet towel and handed it to her. She wiped her face and her cleavage. I gave her a bottled water and she drank all of it. This was really thirsty work. Reggie and Atlas watched her. They were standing with their feet on the floor. She was sitting on the bed. She looked at their hard cocks that were pointed at her. They hadn’t come yet.

Hazel knelt on the bed. She looked at me first, then at the two men in front of her. She brushed her hair with her hand and gave them her best “fuck me now, please” eyes. She reached behind her and loosened the back strap of her dress with a soft tug. She stood up on the bed and took off her wedding dress with a sexy shrug. It glided down her naked body. Reggie rubbed his palms while Atlas wet his lips with his tongue. They stood there for several seconds, admiring this perfect goddess in front of them. I wiped the sweat on my chin and pulled my chair closer to the bed.

“We’re gonna party all night long,” Reggie said, stretching his arms, warming up his muscles.

“It’s two in the morning,” Altas said.

Atlas told my wife to get on all fours. She immediately did what he said. She crawled a little backward so that her knees were on the edge of the bed. She spread her legs a little more. Reggie smiled. We could all see how dripping wet she was. Her pussy was pink and soaked and throbbing, excited to be filled. She lowered her upper body and arched her back. It was the classic “face-down ass-up” pose.

“Look at that pussy, man,” Reggie said, shaking his head in awe.

“Yeah,” Atlas and I said at the same time.

Hazel looked back at Reggie and Atlas, flipping her gorgeous hair seductively, with a small smile on her lips and temptation in her alluring eyes.

“Who’s first?” Reggie asked.

How about me, I thought. My cock was already out and I was already hard as a rock. I stood up and took a step towards the lower part of the bed.

“Me,” Atlas said, aiming his thick cock at Hazel’s waiting pussy, and then just sliding it in.

“Oh goddd,” Hazel whimpered in delight as she felt every centimeter of Atlas’s cock stretching her, sliding tighter and deeper. I sat back down and resumed stroking my cock.

Atlas started slamming into her, his hands gripping her waist.

“Ahhh, ummm, fuck, ohhh, uhhh, Atlas!” Hazel cried.

Atlas slapped her butt. The sound rang across the room. He slapped her again and again until her ass turned pink.

“Fuck yeah, Hazel!” Atlas howled as he kept on pounding my wife. This was the perfect position for a doggy. The bed was high. Her pussy was perfectly aligned with his cock. Atlas could fuck her again and again with full force.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god, I’m coming!” Hazel chanted, gripping the bedsheet. Her whole body shuddered as her orgasm wrecked her. And while her eyes were rolling back and her legs and arms were shivering, Atlas pulled his cock out from her pussy and Reggie took his place and quickly slid his cock inside her.

Reggie licked his lips and fucked my wife with new vigor. He fucked her as hard as Atlas but faster, wilder. Hazel was still coming, tears streaking down her cheeks, her hands gripping the bedsheet tighter.

“Ohhh, ohhh, uhhh!” Hazel whimpered and moaned.

Reggie reached Hazel’s long hair with his hands. He gripped it with his fist and pulled it while he was fucking her. He fucked Hazel like it was a sport for him. He used his legs to increase his force. Reggie didn’t just slam his dick into her back and forth. He used different angles. Forty-five degrees, side to side, rotating his waist. All just made her hotter and more delirious. Atlas watched what Reggie was doing. He nodded and took notes. I did, too.

Reggie pulled his cock out and was replaced by Atlas. He was a fast learner. He copied Reggie’s technique, fucking my wife at random, different angles, hitting deep all her delicious spots. Atlas pushed Hazel’s face against the bed. Her face was turned to me, mouth open, hair messy, eyes half-closed, shaking and whimpering and asking for more.

Atlas was close. He was drenched in sweat and he was gritting his teeth, growling and grunting deeply as he balls-deep rutted with my wife.

“Ah, fuck! I’m coming, Hazel!” Atlas tried to delay it by clenching his balls and maybe by thinking of different things, but Hazel’s pussy was just too good. Too tight, too amazing, too heavenly. Atlas’s cock didn’t stand a chance. He pulled Hazel’s hair as he spurted warm, thick semen inside her. Inside my wife. Atlas clenched his jaw, growling. His body jolted. He came a long time. He smacked Hazel’s butt several times, his thick palm leaving pink handmarks. Atlas’s seed leaked out of her pussy and dripped down her legs and to the bed. There was a goddamn lot of it.

“Damn,” Atlas said and wiped the sweat on his face. He gave Hazel’s butt one more slap and then he lay on his back on the bed.

“That felt so good,” Hazel said softly and gently traced her fingers across Atlas’s sweaty face. It was a sweet, loving act, like they were the only two people in the room. She was still bent over on the edge of the bed. She kissed his lips and ran her hand on his chest, feeling his heartbeat. I felt an invisible hand entered my chest and squeeze my heart for a split second. I was hard as a rock as I watched the wordless conversation happening between Atlas and my wife.

Reggie was staring at my wife’s pink, sopping-wet pussy. He looked at me. “Hazel’s pussy can really handle a mean pounding, huh?” he said while stroking his cock. Uh-huh, I said. Reggie wasn’t done yet.

Hazel was kissing Atlas’s neck. Her mouth traveled to his chest and to his stomach and now it was near his cock. From behind, Reggie cupped Hazel’s pussy with his left hand while stroking his cock with his left. Hazel moaned, looked back at Reggie and gave him an alluring smile.

Hazel gave Atlas’s half-hard cock a kiss and a little lick. She looked up at him and smiled, sweetly teasing him. Atlas grinned down at her. Hazel glanced at me before taking Atlas’s hardening cock in her mouth. She closed her eyes and moaned with her mouth full of cock as Reggie began sliding his thick dick inside her pussy from behind.


CHAPTER 6

Atlas and Reggie fucked Hazel until sunrise. Until the horizon of Lake Eastway slowly turned to a warm, welcoming orange color. A new day for me and Hazel. Our first day of being officially husband and wife.

To celebrate that, Reggie and Atlas gave Hazel several hours of hard, sweaty, delicious and wild non-stop fucking.

Reggie pounded her while she was bent over on the bed. He pistoned her with machine-like vigor while she bobbed her head on Atlas’s cock. Reggie wrapped his hands on her slim waist while Atlas guided her head, making sure his hard cock always reached her throat, making her gag. I sat on the gray couch beside the bed, watching all of these.

Reggie’s thrust became faster and harder. He was growling, telling Hazel that she was a slut, the best slut of all, and that her pussy was the greatest, and that he and Atlas would always come back to fuck her anytime they wanted. Hazel wasn’t able to answer him because she was gagging on Atlas’s dick. She closed her eyes, savoring the cock in her mouth and Reggie’s nasty words. Reggie’s words turned her on a lot.

“Fuck! I’m gonna come!” Reggie announced with a deep growl, veins popping on his neck, face drenched with sweat even though the room was cool.

“Come over here,” Reggie told Hazel. “Get on your knees on the floor. I want to come on your pretty face.”

With a kiss and a quick lick, Hazel let go of Atlas’s cock and did what Reggie told her. He got on her knees on the floor and looked up at Reggie, who was furiously stroking himself, his hard, veiny cock pointed at my wife’s gorgeous face. Hazel put out her tongue and waited, her hands on her back. She closed her eyes. She didn’t wait long.

“Here it comes, babe!”

Reggie blasted Hazel with a messy shower of come. A forceful storm of a facial. Man’s like a goddamn hose of sperm. Reggie’s body jolted as he ejaculated on Hazel, coating her face and lips and hair, even her cleavage and tits. Hazel opened her eyes and smiled at Reggie. She licked her lips.

“My god, you came a lot,” Hazel said. She looked down at the sticky come on her chest and stomach and thighs. Reggie grabbed her hair and slapped her cream-covered face with his half-hard dick.

Atlas stood up from the bed, cock fully hard now. He held Hazel’s arm and helped her to stand up. She looked at him. Atlas pointed at the bed. “Doggy. Again,” he said. Hazel got on the bed and positioned herself on her hands and knees. This time she was facing me. She smiled shyly as Atlas kneeled on the bed behind her. The man just came and now he’s iron-hard again, ready for another round. Reggie sat on a wooden chair and watched them, cock half hard.

Atlas plunged deep into Hazel’s pussy, stretching her. She moaned, her eyes rolling from the delicious feeling of a massive, hard cock sliding inside her, filling her up, hitting all her delicious spots.

“Your wife really moans like a slut,” Reggie commented from his chair.

I ignored him and watched my wife. Her face was still dripping with Reggie’s come. Atlas pounded her hard and fast, even harder than the first round. He slapped her butt and pulled her hair. He pushed her face down on the bed and impaled her squirting pussy energetically. Hazel mewled and sobbed at the intense pleasure. Atlas was giving her the fucking of her life. He made her come again and again.

Atlas kept on going. He grabbed Hazel’s arms and pulled them while he kept pounding her. I leaned forward. Hazel was lost in her world. Her eyes were half-open, wet hair sticking on the side of her face. She was facing me, but she couldn’t see me. All she could focus on was the delirious feeling of Atlas’s cock sliding in and out of her.

“Oh, Atlas! Ohhh! Ahhh! I’m coming again!”

“Fuck!”

Atlas and Hazel came together. She fell on the bed, her body shaking, moaning with her eyes closed. Atlas fell on top of her, almost completely covering her petite body, dick still buried deep inside her quivering pussy. He continued fucking my wife in that position. Hazel, still trembling and moaning, lifted her butt a bit, making sure her pussy milked every last drop of his come.

When Atlas was finally spent, he stood up and carried Hazel to the bathroom. Hazel reached for my hand and squeezed it and let it go. Atlas and Hazel took a shower, but I knew that nothing much had happened because they had only been inside for a short time. They didn’t fully close the door. I heard the sounds of water and their voices and that was it. After about twenty minutes, Atlas opened the bathroom door and got out with a bathrobe on. He opened the door of the balcony. Atlas sat on a chair and looked at the lake. He didn’t say anything. He just went to the balcony and sat down and stared at the water. I looked at Reggie and he shrugged.

“Hi, babe,” Hazel said softly to me from the bathroom door. I smiled at her. She stood at the open door and leaned with her shoulder on the door frame, a small towel wrapped around her sexy body, showing her glistening perfect skin, wet cleavage, long, smooth legs. She smiled back, playfully teasing me. “Ummm, would you like to join me in the shower?”

I was up from my chair before she even finished the question, but my reaction time still wasn’t enough. Reggie, his hard cock out, got to her before me. A split second ago, he was comfortably sitting on his chair and now he was standing in front of Hazel, blocking my path. He looked down at my wife and grinned, all charms activated. “I’d join you in the shower,” he said smoothly.

Hazel looked at me and then looked back at Reggie’s face. She smiled at him. “Sure, Reggie,” she said sweetly. She held his hand and led him inside the bathroom. I was left standing there. Reggie gave me a grin and a thumbs up and then closed the door, but not fully. I took a deep breath and sat back down on my chair.

Ten minutes had gone by. I stood up and walked in front of the semi-closed door of the bathroom. I heard the sound of water. They weren’t fucking inside. At least not yet. I heard sounds of kissing and Hazel’s giggling. I pressed my ear against the door to hear what was happening. There was no need for all of these, of course. They left the door ajar. It was an invitation. There was no need to listen to them like I was a husband trying to catch my cheating wife. It wasn’t like that. Still, I stood outside and listened to their voices.

“You really like him, don’t you?” Reggie asked Hazel.

“Hmmm? Who?”

“Atlas.”

“Yes, I do. I like him a lot,” Hazel, my wife, whom I just married yesterday, answered. She moaned. Maybe Reggie was playing with her clit or sucking her nipples. Maybe both. I looked at the balcony. Atlas was still sitting there, his head tilted up, eyes closed. He was already asleep. I could hear him snoring loudly.

“I’m fucking jealous,” Reggie said behind the thin bathroom door, but not in an angry way. His voice sounded amused.

“Oh. Don’t be, please,” Hazel said warmly. “I like you, too, Reggie.”

“I know,” Reggie said. “Now, clean my cock with your mouth.”

When they were done showering, we all hung out on the balcony. The balcony wasn’t that big. There was a comfortable couch and two chairs and there was a round glass table. I carried the table and placed it inside the room so we could have more space. Atlas was still snoring in his chair. Reggie sat down and answered messages on his phone.

Hazel sat beside me on the couch and I put my right arm around her. I kissed her lips and neck and smelled her hair. She giggled. She wore an oversized, off-shoulder, white cotton shirt with the words ARLOW MUSIC FEST printed on the front. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath that shirt.

“I love you,” Hazel whispered to me and rested her head on my chest and hugged me. I pulled her tighter. She closed her eyes and I felt her breathing become slow and regular. “Ummm, I love you, Liam. Thank you,” Hazel mumbled as she drifted to sleep.

I looked at my right. Reggie was stretching his arms and yawning, too. It was still dark, but it would be sunrise in two hours. Our balcony faced east, and Lake Eastway’s sunrise was one of the most beautiful in the country. I sighed and relaxed in my seat with my lovely wife beside me and closed my eyes.

The balcony couch was comfortable to sit on, but it was not designed for long sleep. Slowly waking up, I heard voices and felt movement. Even with my eyes still closed, I knew it was still dark. I only slept for an hour. When I finally opened my eyes, I saw that they were at it again.

The four of us were still on the balcony. Everything was silent except for the lewd symphony of pounding flesh. I was alone on the couch. Hazel was standing, wearing her oversized white shirt, with her hands holding the balcony railings, half bent over. She was moaning as Atlas fucked her from behind, his hands gripping her waist, pumping in and out of her soaked pussy.

Hazel turned her head to me. I could see that she had already come several times. Her cheeks were crimson. Her face and legs and shoulder glistened from light perspiration and sex glow. Hazel looked at me. She opened her mouth to say something, but a sudden deep thrust from Atlas brought her over the edge and made her come again. Her knees buckled and her eyes rolled to the top of her head.

“Hey, man,” Reggie said. He was standing and leaning on the balcony wall, a half-smoked cigarette in his hand. “We tried to keep the noise low, but Hazel here is such a loud moaner when she is getting fucked. But you already know that.”

I stood up and looked below. Only ten cars were in the parking lot, two of them ours. The parking lot was empty of people. Except for the staff inside the hotel, everyone’s probably still asleep. Two cars passed on the road. I looked at the balconies on our left and on our right. No one was there. Maybe these rooms beside us were unoccupied. It wasn’t tourist season. I rubbed the back of my neck. Still, it was risky to do this in a visible location. What if the hotel security decided to do his rounds and check the parking lot? What if a staff member goes out for a smoke? All the person needed to do was to look up and there he would see my wife getting pounded by this man who wasn’t her husband while her real husband watched.

Reggie and Atlas didn’t care about those things. Atlas held Hazel’s cheeks and turned her head to him and kissed her while still continuously sliding in and out of her pussy. Reggie threw the cigarette butt over the railing and sat on his chair and unzipped his pants. Hazel looked at him. He smiled and pointed at his hard dick.

With Atlas’s hands wrapped around her waist and his thick cock buried deep inside her, Hazel knelt on the floor.

“Wait,” I said. They stopped and looked at me. I went inside the living room and took the two couch pillows and handed them to Reggie. Reggie placed them on the floor. Hazel knelt on them.

“Thank you,” Hazel said sweetly to me before taking Reggie’s cock in her mouth.

“Oh yes, that’s right, babe,” Reggie said, leaning back on his chair, savoring Hazel’s tight lips gliding the veiny length of his dick. Atlas was half-standing, knees bent forward, hands around Hazel’s waist as he fucked her again and again. Hazel supported her upper body by holding on to Reggie’s open thighs. She sucked his heavy balls and then resumed giving him head again.

“Let’s make this day unforgettable, Hazel,” Reggie said. Hazel looked up at him with her beautiful eyes. She nodded while licking his precum and squeezing his balls lovingly. “Stand up,” Reggie said.

“Hey, guys?” I said. Reggie and Atlas didn’t look at me. Atlas slid his cock out of Hazel’s pussy which made her whimper and tremble. The act of Atlas pulling out, the delicious feeling of his long, massive cock dragging her pussy walls, gave Hazel an orgasm. She held Atlas’s hand for support as he helped her stand up. Her knees were still shaking. Reggie kissed her lips and rubbed her soaked clit. He said something to her and she blushed. She nodded shyly at him, a small smile on her lips.

“Face Atlas,” Reggie told Hazel. My heart was beating wildly. Atlas bent down and grabbed her thighs and lifted her. Hazel gasped. In one swift movement, Atlas slid his cock inside her slick pussy. She gasped and moaned.

Hazel hugged Atlas’s neck. Our eyes met. I knew what they were planning to do. My throat was dry. I swallowed and nodded at her. Reggie was standing behind Hazel, grinning and stroking his cock, aiming at her other entrance. His mouth was close to her ears, whispering words to her. Hazel bit her lip and looked at me again. Reggie, with a smile on his face, asked her a question.

“Yes, please. I want that,” Hazel answered in a soft voice.

“Here we go!” Reggie roared.

“Oh, god,” Hazel hugged Atlas’s neck tighter as Reggie’s enormous cock slid into her, filling her up inch by inch, lighting up her whole nervous system, making her pussy deliciously clench Atlas’s dick. It took Reggie several seconds before he buried his cock deeply inside my wife. Reggie kissed Hazel’s neck.

“Oh my god,” Hazel moaned as she felt the two massive cocks throbbing lewdly inside her. Atlas and Reggie hadn’t moved yet. They were letting her adjust, letting her get used to the feeling of being filled up. “Oh, god,” Hazel moaned again. “I’m so close to coming.”

“Not yet,” Atlas said. They began pumping in and out of her, slowly at first and then faster and faster. Atlas and Reggie maintained a rhythm. One was sliding out, another was sliding in, ensuring Hazel wouldn’t have an empty moment.

“Oh, yeah,” Atlas grunted. “You like this, Hazel?”

“Yes, oh, yes! You guys are so bad. Harder, please,” she pleaded. She held on for dear life as the two men increased their tempo. They were now plowing into her, using the strength of their hips and legs, slamming into her holes again and again.

They were all drenched in sweat. The men clenched their jaws hard, veins popping on their necks and shoulders, mouths open, panting hungrily. Atlas and Reggie fucked my wife furiously, slamming into her with full force and without pause. Hazel moaned and sobbed and thrashed her head side to side, asking for more, yes, please more. She had already come several times. Delirious tears streaked down her cheeks. Reggie grabbed her hair and pulled it back.

“I’m coming, I’m coming!” Hazel squealed.

The three of them came at the same time. They came as the world-famous Lake Eastway sunrise started lighting up the horizon. Atlas and Reggie moaned long and deep and hard as they ejaculated into my wife. They came spurt after spurt after spurt as their body jerked.

Hazel almost passed out when she came. She never had an orgasm like this before. She squirted, crying, trembling, wet hair disheveled and sticking to her face. Atlas let her down gently. She collapsed on the floor like a boneless puddle, panting. Hazel opened her eyes, brushed her hair from her face, and gave me a weak but satisfied smile.

Even inside the plane, it was hard for Hazel and me to keep our hands from each other. Our two-week honeymoon in Italy was over and now we’re going back home. We had an awesome time. We visited lots of museums. We rode the gondola, tried different restaurants, spent days swimming on the country’s beautiful beaches in Sardinia, and spent our nights making love. We had a great time and we promised to come back.

We slept half of the eight-hour flight from Milan to Arlow. The other half we spent flirting and secretly making out. Hazel had the window seat and it was good that the seat beside me on my left was vacant. 

I kissed Hazel on the cheeks and neck, which made her giggle. She was wearing a short white sundress with a denim jacket on top. She wasn’t wearing a bra. I told her not to. I looked at the sleeping passengers across from us and then gently squeezed her soft, perfect tits.

“Liam,” she said with a smile. “They’ll notice.”

“Who?“ I grinned and gestured at the passengers across us. “They are sleeping. Let me play with your boobs a little.”

Hazel giggled. “You’ve been playing with them every day these last two weeks.”

It was early in the afternoon when our plane landed in Arlow. I had my arm around Hazel’s sexy waist while we waited for our bags in the baggage area. I saw several men glancing at my wife. They were checking out her long legs and pretty face, their eyes roaming around her hot, petite body, memorizing the shape of her tits and her butt and her perfect hourglass figure. She is my wife, I thought proudly.

“Babe?” Hazel asked me as we were walking towards the arrival gate.

“Yes?” We slowed down and I glanced at her face. She was blushing a little. She bit her lower lip and looked around guiltily but in a cute way. I felt the familiar rollercoaster of anticipation warming up inside my chest. I know this look. My heart started beating faster.

Hazel looked at her hands and looked up at me. “Last night, Reggie messaged me to ask what time we would arrive . . . and I told him.”

I grinned at her. “That’s okay,” I said.

“And, ummm, he said he’ll come to pick us up,” Hazel said, clasping her hand together and twirling her thumbs.

We saw Reggie the moment we stepped outside the gate. He was leaning on his car and smoking a cigarette. He’s wearing a shirt and jeans and running shoes. He waved at us. He slapped the roof of his car. Atlas was in the driver’s seat. Atlas opened the door and got out and his grumpy face beamed when he saw Hazel.

The two men walked towards us. They patted me on the shoulder and they both hugged Hazel tightly and kissed her on the cheeks. Atlas also kissed her lips. He also gave her round butt a quick, firm squeeze. Hazel gasped happily. Other men in the waiting area looked at us with envy. Atlas and Reggie helped us with our bags. Reggie ogled Hazel as she removed her blue denim jacket.

“How’s the honeymoon, guys?” Reggie asked us.

“Oh, it’s perfect. Italy’s great,” I answered as I helped him place our bags in the trunk of his car. When I opened the backseat door, I saw that Atlas was already sitting there beside Hazel. Reggie opened the driver’s door and sat down and started the engine. The men looked at me curiously, waiting for me to get in. Atlas was not moving from his seat. He smiled at me. He wrapped his arm around my wife’s shoulders.

“You coming, man?” Reggie asked me with a grin. I got in the car and settled on the front passenger seat. I turned my head to check on Hazel and saw that she was already engaged in a hot, hungry, torrid French kiss with Atlas. She moaned with her eyes closed as their tongues eagerly danced with each other. I breathed deeply as I watched. We hadn’t even left the parking space yet. Atlas slid a hand under the short hem of Hazel’s sundress, rubbing her smooth thighs, feeling her wet, throbbing pussy.

“Where are we going?” I asked Reggie.

“To your house, man. To your home. Hazel’s honeymoon is just beginning.” Reggie glanced at the rearview mirror. Atlas had pulled down the strap of Hazel’s white sundress. Her luscious tits were out and Atlas was busy fondling them with his massive hand.

“This’ll be a fucking good day.” Reggie happily said as he stepped on the gas.

END
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