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CHAPTER 1




One of my oldest boys, Marcus, had always been that shy, nerdy type. We met when we were fourteen, scrawny, video game–obsessed, scared of girls. He never had a girlfriend in high school. Hell, he barely spoke to them unless they were behind a screen. When we went off to college, he did manage to snag this quiet, bookish girl who claimed she was “saving herself for marriage,” which really meant Marcus was getting nothing but those pathetic, half-hearted handjobs in the dark that left him blue-balled and sad.

Meanwhile, I had started dating Vanessa. Lord. Vanessa was a walking sin. Long brunette hair that swung like a whip, sparkling brown eyes, an ass so fat it looked Photoshopped in real life, and a wild streak that made her dangerous in the best way. She loved sex, loved attention, and loved breaking rules more than breathing.

Marcus and his prude girlfriend broke up during sophomore year, and he went through it. Man looked like he lost his puppy and his PlayStation in the same day. Vanessa and I talked about it once when we were high in bed.

“He needs to get his dick wet,” she declared, blowing a lazy stream of smoke toward the ceiling.

I laughed. “Shit, he probably still a virgin.”

She bit her lip, thoughtful. “Well, that’s tragic. Somebody should do something about that.”

I thought she was just joking.

Fast forward a month, and the three of us were on a road trip to see a friend graduate from basic. Shared a hotel room with two queen beds. After a few shots and cheap takeout, we all showered, got into some comfy clothes.

I was in one bed, Marcus in the other, flipping channels with wide, awkward eyes. Vanessa sauntered out of the bathroom in a towel, dripping, hair clinging to her shoulders. She looked like a porn goddess. Marcus tried not to stare but failed miserably.

She pulled back the covers, slipped in next to me, then tossed her towel across the room with a sexy little giggle. She was buck naked under there. I could feel Marcus burning holes in the air, eyes fixed on the movement.

Vanessa snaked her hand down and grabbed my cock through my shorts, her fingers cold but confident.

“What the fuck you doing?” I hissed, half-laughing, half-mortified.

She just winked. “Time for a show.”

She ducked under the covers, dragged my shorts down, and swallowed me whole. My body stiffened as she worked her tongue like a seasoned slut, licking me from the base to the tip, slurping like she was starved.

Marcus’s jaw hit the floor. He sat there frozen, remote slipping from his hand.

Vanessa popped her head up after a minute, my cock slick and glistening in her grip. She smirked at Marcus. “You enjoying the show, baby?”

He nodded like a little kid, face redder than a stop sign.

She winked and went back to sucking, no covers now, her ass jiggling under the lamplight as she bobbed up and down. She peeked at Marcus again, saw the massive bulge tenting his boxers.

“Oh, look at that,” she purred, pulling off me with a wet pop. “You can take it out, you know. I don’t bite… unless you beg me to.”

Marcus stammered, then finally said, “Fuck it,” and pulled his shorts down. And oh my god. Man was packing. A long, thick, beautiful black cock that looked straight out of a porno.

Vanessa’s eyes widened. “Holy shit. That’s a whole-ass baseball bat.” She licked her lips like she’d seen a fresh steak.

Marcus, shy as hell, muttered a “thanks,” but Vanessa wasn’t about to let him stay shy for long.

She hopped off me, stood between the beds, and turned to face me. Without hesitation, she climbed on my lap, straddled me, and slowly sank her dripping pussy onto my cock, moaning low as she stretched around me.

“Ohhh fuck, baby,” she whispered, rocking her hips, her eyes flicking to Marcus’s cock.

She bit her lip, turned back to me. “Can I?”

I nodded.

She looked at Marcus, eyes glinting. “Come here, pretty boy.”

Marcus hesitated only a second before sliding to the edge of his bed. Vanessa reached for his cock, her fingers dwarfed by its girth. She gave him a few gentle strokes, then leaned forward and took the head into her mouth.

“Ohhhh shit,” Marcus groaned, his head falling back.

Vanessa expertly bobbed her head on him, her hands still gripping my thighs as she bounced on my cock. I could feel her getting even wetter, her walls clenching around me.

“Pull my hair,” she murmured around his dick.

Marcus looked shocked, then slowly gathered her hair into a makeshift ponytail. With a few gentle tugs, she started to gag and moan louder, spit dripping from her lips. She was in absolute heaven, taking a cock in her pussy and another in her mouth.

Marcus started thrusting into her mouth, his hips jerking forward as she took it deeper.

“Fuuuuck, I’m gonna—”

She moaned around him, eyes rolling back. With a final shove, Marcus groaned loud as fuck, his balls slapping her chin. Vanessa’s cheeks hollowed as she sucked him dry, gulping every drop.

Watching that pushed me over the edge.

“I’m cumming too!” I growled.

Vanessa slammed down on me, grinding her hips, her pussy milking me as I erupted inside her. She collapsed forward, still licking Marcus’s tip like it was a lollipop.

She pulled off both of us and sat back on her knees, breathing hard, cum dripping down her thighs.

“Damn, you two fucked me up good,” she giggled, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

Marcus looked like he’d seen God.

“That was… the best moment of my life,” he finally said.

Vanessa winked, “Baby, that was just Act One.”

***

A few months later, Vanessa really let her freak flag fly. We invited Marcus over again, this time for a “photo shoot.” She had gotten into boudoir photography with me. The girl was a natural exhibitionist.

She laid out all her lingerie—lacy black teddies, bright red crotchless panties, strappy harness bras—and let Marcus pick.

He chose a royal blue set with stockings. When she emerged from the bathroom, her long brown hair in messy pigtails, she looked like the dirtiest little slut in a college porn.

Marcus swallowed hard. “Jesus… you look like a wet dream.”

Vanessa giggled and gave us a twirl. “You like?”

Marcus just nodded, hands trembling.

We started taking photos—her ass up, tongue out, fingers teasing her clit. She was an absolute show-off, looking straight into the camera with that “fuck me now” look.

At one point, I whispered in her ear, “Show him how wet you are.”

She spread her pussy lips wide, exposing her dripping pink folds. Marcus visibly flinched, his cock bulging in his jeans.

Vanessa looked at him and purred, “Take it out for me, baby.”

He obeyed immediately, pulling out that beautiful black monster. Vanessa dropped to her knees between us and took turns licking our tips, swirling her tongue around each like she was taste-testing ice cream flavors.

“Y’all taste so different,” she moaned, slobbering on us both.

Then she pressed our cocks together, opened wide, and tried to stuff both heads into her mouth. She gagged, spit spilling out, her eyes streaming, but she kept trying, pushing herself deeper each time.

“Holy shit,” Marcus gasped, gripping her pigtails tighter.

“Fuck, you’re such a dirty bitch,” I groaned.

She pulled back, breathless, strings of spit connecting her lips to our cocks.

“Cum on my face,” she demanded.

Marcus lost it first, shooting thick ropes all over her cheeks and forehead. I followed a second later, painting her chin and lips.

She leaned back, cum dripping down her face, and laughed. “I feel like a glazed donut.”

Marcus and I cracked up, completely out of breath.

Later that year, Vanessa and I explored more. We started inviting more black bulls—big, thick, beautiful men with cocks that made my eyes water for her.

The first time, we had two guys over. Vanessa opened the door in a tiny sheer robe and no panties. Her pussy lips peeked out with every step.

“Hey, boys,” she purred, “hope you brought your appetite.”

They practically attacked her. One kissed her deeply, grabbing her ass, while the other dropped to his knees to tongue her pussy right in the hallway.

I watched, jerking off, completely hypnotized.

Soon she was on all fours on the living room rug, both black cocks stretching her holes.

“Oh fuck, stretch me open!” she screamed, tears running down her face from the overwhelming pleasure.

They spit-roasted her, switching holes, slapping her ass. She looked delirious, begging for more, her voice hoarse and raw.

“Fuck my pussy, break me! More! Fill me up!”

I came all over the couch just watching.

After the bulls finished, she lay there covered in cum, trembling, giggling. “I feel like I’ve been in a car wreck,” she joked, voice raspy.

I knelt down to kiss her forehead. “Good girl. You did amazing.”

She smiled weakly, “Thank you, Daddy.”

***

We continued like this for years, our love only growing deeper through every filthy act.

Vanessa discovered her true self—an unhinged, cum-drinking, black-cock-worshipping goddess—and I adored every part of it.

Marcus found his confidence, too. He even started dating another white girl who loved sharing. We swapped sometimes, four bodies tangled in a sweaty, moaning mess, limbs everywhere.

But no matter how many cocks Vanessa took, or how many times we shared her, the real magic was always in the way she’d look at me afterward—eyes sparkling, love radiating past all the filth.

She was my dirty angel, my perfect slut, my forever girl.


CHAPTER 2




Three years later, Sam and Vanessa finally tied the knot. After everything they’d been through—public threesomes, double blowjobs, wild hotel orgies—it almost felt funny to think they were “settling down.” But to them, marriage wasn’t a white picket fence and missionary-only Sundays. It was an extension of their shared, twisted, passionate journey.

The wedding was held at a gorgeous vineyard estate just outside Napa Valley. Vanessa walked down the aisle in a custom-fitted lace gown, hugging every curve of her sinful body. Her long brunette hair fell in soft curls, her eyes glimmering with mischief. Sam wore a sharp black tux, trying to keep his hands off her the entire ceremony.

Their vows were sincere and raw. When Vanessa said, “I promise to be your slut forever,” half the guests thought she was joking. But Sam’s sly smirk told a different story.

By the end of the reception, Vanessa had danced so hard her gown’s delicate beading threatened to fall off. She’d already flashed Marcus twice—once when she bent over too far to grab her champagne glass, and another time when she twirled too fast and her skirt flipped up.

Marcus had been Sam’s best man. Tall, chocolate-skinned, with a thick cock that seemed to haunt Vanessa’s dreams for years. Tonight, though, he looked almost too composed. He barely drank, but his dark eyes never left Vanessa.

Vanessa’s best friend Abby—tall, curvy, stunning blonde with perfect makeup—was a bombshell in her own right. And, as Vanessa always described her, “the sexiest trans woman to ever exist.” Abby was a bundle of energy, constantly whispering in Vanessa’s ear, making her giggle and flush throughout the party.

As the night wrapped up, they finally said goodnight to guests and took the limo to their hotel suite downtown. Vanessa sat on Sam’s lap the whole ride, kissing his neck, moaning softly as she ground against him.

“God, I can’t wait to get this gown off you,” Sam whispered, sliding a hand under the layers of tulle.

“You think you’re getting first dibs?” she teased, biting his earlobe.

He laughed, thinking she was just being her usual bratty self.

But when they stepped into the hotel suite—a massive, luxurious space with rose petals sprinkled everywhere—Sam froze.

Standing by the bed, completely naked except for a gold chain, was Marcus. His massive black cock already hard, thick veins snaking along its length.

Sam’s jaw dropped. Vanessa gasped, her hand flying to her mouth.

“Holy… fuck,” Sam muttered, half in shock, half in instant arousal.

Marcus smirked. “Congrats, lovebirds. Hope you don’t mind me crashing the honeymoon suite.”

Vanessa turned to Sam, eyes wide. “Did… did you plan this?”

Sam shook his head slowly, eyes glued to Marcus’s shaft.

Before either of them could process more, Abby stepped from behind the curtain. She wore a sheer, sparkling cocktail dress that barely covered her thick, sculpted ass. Her blonde hair cascaded down her back, and her face glowed with mischief.

“Surprise!” she sang, bouncing up and down. “Consider this my wedding gift to you both!”

Vanessa covered her mouth again, giggling as her eyes darted between Marcus and Abby.

“Abby… did you—?” Vanessa began.

Abby nodded, her own eyes sliding down to Marcus’s cock. “I thought… what’s a wedding without a proper black bull blessing the bride?”

Sam’s cock strained against his tux pants. He could barely breathe as he watched Marcus step forward, every inch of his cock swinging with each stride.

Vanessa looked up at Sam, her cheeks flushed. “Baby… we don’t have to—”

Sam cut her off with a fierce kiss. “I fucking want this. We both do.”

Vanessa’s knees buckled.

Marcus reached them and slowly ran his massive palm down Vanessa’s cheek. “Damn, you look like a whole-ass angel in this gown. Almost too pretty to ruin… almost.”

Vanessa shivered at his touch, leaning into it.

“Take it off,” Marcus commanded softly.

Sam moved behind her, his fingers working at the buttons. Vanessa trembled as the gown slid off her shoulders, the delicate lace falling around her feet in a silken pool. She stood there in a white lace thong and matching bra, both dripping wet from the day’s excitement.

Marcus whistled low. “Shit… the perfect bride.”

Abby stepped closer, running her hands along Vanessa’s sides. “Mmm… look at you. I’ve been dreaming of this.”

Vanessa moaned as Abby’s fingers teased the sides of her thong, her manicured nails dragging lightly. Sam stepped back to watch, his cock fully out now, twitching with anticipation.

Marcus bent slightly, running his tongue up Vanessa’s neck. She arched into him, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Please… please…” she whimpered.

“You begging already?” Marcus growled.

He grabbed Vanessa’s hair and pulled her toward the bed. Abby followed, pulling her own dress over her head, revealing her soft, pale skin and a perfectly perky pair of breasts. Between her thighs, her cock bobbed proudly, already dripping with pre-cum.

Vanessa’s eyes flicked to Abby’s cock, then back to Marcus’s. “Oh my god… this is… so much,” she panted, biting her lip.

“Get on your knees, bride,” Marcus ordered.

Vanessa dropped instantly, her hands reaching for Marcus’s heavy shaft. She licked his tip first, savoring the taste, then took as much as she could into her mouth, her eyes rolling back.

“Good fucking girl,” Marcus groaned, fisting her hair tighter, slowly fucking her mouth.

Abby stepped beside her, stroking Vanessa’s back. Sam moved in front of Vanessa now, guiding her free hand to his cock.

Vanessa stroked Sam while sucking Marcus, tears streaming down her cheeks as Marcus pushed deeper, each thrust making her gag and drool.

“Such a good little wedding slut,” Abby cooed, bending down to kiss Vanessa’s ear. “Just a pretty cum dumpster on her big night.”

Marcus started thrusting faster, his balls slapping her chin. Vanessa’s mascara ran down her face, her makeup smudged to hell, but she looked deliriously happy.

Sam grabbed her hair, watching her eyes flutter. “You look so fucking beautiful right now,” he growled.

Marcus pulled out suddenly, a strand of spit connecting Vanessa’s lips to his tip.

“Up on the bed,” Marcus commanded.

She obeyed without hesitation, climbing onto the massive white sheets. Marcus flipped her onto her back, pulling her thong aside and exposing her glistening pussy.

He pressed his thick head against her slit and pushed forward slowly. Vanessa screamed, arching her back, her hands clawing at the sheets.

“Fuck! Oh fuck—yes! Marcus!” she wailed.

Sam climbed onto the bed behind her, cradling her head and kissing her deeply as Marcus sank fully inside her.

“Oh my god… he’s so big,” Vanessa sobbed into Sam’s mouth.

“You can take it, baby. You’re my good little whore,” Sam whispered, stroking her cheek.

Marcus started pounding her, each thrust echoing in the suite. Abby stood at the side, slowly stroking her own cock, her blue eyes wide with hunger.

“Fuck, I need this,” Abby groaned.

Marcus glanced at her. “Get up here.”

Abby climbed onto the bed, presenting her perfect, round ass to Marcus. He reached forward, spit dripping from his lips, and spread her cheeks wide.

“Oh fuck, yes, stretch me open!” Abby screamed.

Marcus slammed his cock into Vanessa’s pussy while burying his tongue in Abby’s ass, licking her deeply. Abby bucked forward, nearly crying from the intensity.

Vanessa reached between her legs, fingering her clit frantically as she took Marcus’s pounding.

Sam leaned forward, whispering in her ear, “You’re so fucking perfect… so filthy… my beautiful bride.”

Vanessa convulsed suddenly, her body trembling. “I’m cumming! Oh fuck! I’m cumming so fucking hard!”

Marcus groaned and pulled out of Vanessa’s pussy, his cock shining with her juices.

He lined up behind Abby now, pressing his huge cockhead against her tight asshole.

Abby’s eyes flew open. “Holy shit, oh my god, yes—please!”

Marcus pushed forward slowly, inch by inch, Abby screaming into the mattress, her fingers clawing the sheets.

Sam watched, mesmerized, still stroking Vanessa’s hair as she lay panting, her thighs quivering.

Marcus bottomed out, his balls pressed against Abby’s ass.

“Fuck… you tight little bitch,” he growled, slamming into her over and over.

Abby’s cock bounced wildly, leaking pre-cum all over the bedspread.

“Oh my god, I’m gonna cum! Marcus, don’t stop, don’t fucking stop!” Abby shrieked.

Vanessa crawled forward and wrapped her lips around Abby’s cock, sucking hungrily as Marcus plowed her ass.

“Shit, she’s gonna make me cum!” Abby wailed.

Vanessa sucked harder, moaning around Abby’s cock as she took every inch.

Marcus roared suddenly, his thrusts growing erratic.

“Fuck, I’m cumming!”

He slammed deep into Abby’s ass, his cock twitching violently as he filled her with hot cum. Abby screamed, squirting ropes of thick cum into Vanessa’s waiting mouth.

Vanessa swallowed greedily, her eyes rolled back, moaning like a demon.

Sam finally lost it, cumming hard onto Vanessa’s face, smearing his seed across her cheeks and forehead.

Vanessa fell backward onto the soaked sheets, her body limp, covered in cum, hair tangled, makeup ruined.

Abby collapsed next to her, her asshole leaking Marcus’s seed, her own cum smeared across her stomach and Vanessa’s lips.

Marcus flopped down beside them, sweat glistening on his muscled chest, his cock still twitching.

Sam crawled up, kissing Vanessa deeply, tasting Abby’s cum on her tongue.

“You are… the most incredible woman in the world,” Sam whispered against her lips.

Vanessa giggled weakly, licking the cum off her fingers. “Happy wedding night, daddy.”

Abby leaned over, kissing Vanessa’s cheek, then Sam’s. “Best. Wedding. Ever,” she panted.

Marcus chuckled low, brushing hair from Vanessa’s face. “You’re the filthiest bride I’ve ever seen. And I fucking love it.”

Vanessa smiled dreamily, her eyes fluttering closed. “I love you all… so much…”

They all curled together on the bed, bodies intertwined, cum slick on every surface, hearts pounding in a messy, perfect heap.

The room smelled of sex, sweat, roses, and champagne. In that tangle of flesh and filth, they knew they’d created something more than just a kinky memory—it was their own sacred, filthy celebration of love.

Vanessa drifted to sleep with Sam’s arms around her waist, Marcus’s strong hand resting on her thigh, and Abby’s soft lips pressed to her neck.

And as the sun began to peek through the curtains, she sighed in pure bliss.

“Best wedding ever…” she mumbled before slipping into dreams of more black cocks, more wild adventures, and endless love.


CHAPTER 3




The first rays of sun slipped through the luxurious suite’s floor-to-ceiling curtains, casting a golden glow over the chaos from the night before. The air smelled like sex, sweat, and champagne. The massive king-size bed looked like a battlefield of crumpled white sheets and discarded wedding attire—Vanessa’s ivory lace panties hung from the headboard like a surrender flag, and Abby’s red garter was twisted around the lamp.

Vanessa stirred first, her hair wild, makeup smudged into a dark halo around her eyes. She shifted, stretching her legs and groaning at the dull ache between her thighs—an ache that was equal parts soreness and sweet satisfaction. She rolled over, her hand landing on Marcus’s heavy, sleeping chest. Even limp, his big black cock flopped against his thigh like an obscene promise of more.

Sam lay on the other side of the bed, his hand still resting on Abby’s ass, fingers pressed between her cheeks as if he’d fallen asleep mid-grope. Abby looked like an angel and a devil all at once: hair like spun gold across the pillows, lips swollen and parted, her perfect ass peeking out beneath the sheets, evidence of last night’s filthy abandon glistening faintly.

Vanessa smiled wickedly as she crawled forward, sliding under the sheet to find Marcus’s cock. She ran her tongue along its thick length, kissing and nuzzling until it started to twitch back to life. The moment it began to swell, she glanced up at him through her lashes. His eyes blinked open slowly, and she saw that dangerous spark reignite.

“Good morning, my beautiful slutty wife,” Marcus groaned, voice thick and low.

Vanessa giggled, licking from the base to the tip. “Mmm, you’re hard again already. You wanna give me a real morning gift?”

Marcus didn’t even answer; he grabbed her hair and pushed her head down onto his cock. She moaned, gagging slightly but loving every inch as she took him deep, the head hitting the back of her throat. Her wedding ring gleamed against his dark skin as she wrapped her hand around the shaft and bobbed enthusiastically.

Abby began to stir, her blue eyes fluttering open. She felt Sam’s fingers still inside her ass and gave a sleepy moan. Sam chuckled softly, pushing deeper.

“Morning, princess,” Sam murmured, smirking. “You want some more? Or are you too sore from last night?”

Abby’s cheeks flushed, her body trembling with sudden need. She glanced at Vanessa deepthroating Marcus, and her breath hitched.

“Oh god… please… I want it… both of you… I want more… I want to be filled up again,” she panted, her voice shaking.

Sam growled, sliding down behind her and pushing her legs apart. He dipped his tongue into her ass, lapping at her while she squealed, burying her face into the pillows. His tongue was merciless, flicking over her puckered hole, sliding deeper as she trembled.

Vanessa pulled off Marcus’s cock, strings of saliva connecting her lips to his glistening shaft. She turned to watch Sam feast on Abby, her own pussy clenching in excitement.

“God, look at her… so hungry for it,” Vanessa gasped.

Marcus smirked, leaning forward to grab Vanessa’s chin. He yanked her back up onto the bed, turning her around roughly. She gasped as he bent her over, planting a big hand on her lower back and lining up his thick cock with her dripping slit. In one brutal thrust, he filled her entirely, making her scream out.

“FUCK! Yes! Oh my god, yes!” Vanessa howled, her fingers clawing at the sheets.

Sam stood up, his cock rock hard and leaking precum. Abby flipped over and crawled to the edge of the bed, her mouth open and eyes begging. Without a word, Sam shoved his cock into her mouth, and she took him greedily, her throat swallowing every inch as her eyes rolled back.

Vanessa looked over her shoulder, her eyes wild as Marcus pounded her. “Fuck her throat, baby! Give it to her!”

Sam grunted, pushing deeper into Abby’s mouth. She gagged and choked, drool dripping down her chin and onto her perky tits. She moaned around him, her own hand slipping down to rub her hard cock as he started face-fucking her faster.

Marcus slapped Vanessa’s ass so hard that a red handprint bloomed immediately. She wailed, but pushed back on him harder, wanting more.

“Such a perfect fucking slut,” Marcus growled, each thrust echoing loud in the room.

“Harder! Make me a fucking slut-wife forever!” Vanessa screamed, her entire body shaking.

Abby finally popped off Sam’s cock, gasping and coughing with a messy grin. “Fuck… more… please… please fuck my ass again… I need it…”

Sam’s eyes darkened. He spat on her asshole, smearing it with his thumb before lining up his cock. Abby held her breath, eyes wide, feeling the thick head breach her tight ring. She moaned like a porn star as Sam slowly pushed in, inch by delicious inch.

“Oh fuuuuckkkk,” Abby sobbed, her whole body shuddering. “It’s so big… fuck… yes… oh my god!”

Marcus glanced back and smirked as he watched Sam disappear into Abby’s ass. “Damn… she’s taking that like a pro,” he laughed.

Vanessa, delirious with pleasure, looked over at Abby getting fucked and moaned even louder. Marcus took the distraction to pull her hair hard, arching her back until she was nearly upright, his cock still deep inside her.

“You see her? That’s your best friend getting destroyed right next to you,” Marcus growled into Vanessa’s ear.

“Yes! She looks so hot! Use her! Use me! We’re your fucking toys!” Vanessa wailed, her hand flying to her own clit as she felt herself spiraling.

Sam started thrusting harder, Abby’s ass jiggling with every brutal pound. Her screams echoed around the suite as she drooled onto the bedspread. Sam reached around and yanked on her nipples, pulling her back onto him even harder.

Vanessa couldn’t take it anymore—she exploded around Marcus’s cock, gushing all over his balls and thighs. Her scream was primal, shaking the air. Marcus roared, pushing even deeper until he erupted inside her, spilling his hot load deep into her womb.

Meanwhile, Abby was losing her mind. Sam slammed into her, his balls slapping her ass, until he grunted loudly. He pulled out just in time to spray thick ropes of cum all over her lower back and ass cheeks, painting her completely. Abby collapsed forward, shivering, her face blissed-out and glowing.

But they weren’t done yet.

Marcus, not even close to satisfied, grabbed Abby and flipped her over onto her back, lining up his still-hard cock with her gaping, cum-smeared ass. Vanessa crawled over and kissed Abby deeply, tasting Sam’s cum on her lips as Marcus thrust into Abby’s ass in one savage motion.

“OH FUCK! YESSS!” Abby screamed into Vanessa’s mouth, tears and drool mixing as Marcus destroyed her hole.

Sam leaned in, whispering in Vanessa’s ear, “Did you see how hungry she was for it? You think you can handle both of us now?”

Vanessa moaned and nodded frantically, her hand flying to Sam’s cock, stroking him back to full hardness. In a blur of heated touches, they guided Vanessa to the balcony outside, the early morning city below them.

The cold air hit her sweaty skin and made her nipples harden immediately. She shivered, but the thrill made her wetter. Marcus followed with Abby, her ass still twitching from the pounding.

Marcus bent Abby over the balcony railing, her bare tits swinging, her ass red and leaking and her cock bobbing. Vanessa knelt in front of Abby, licking up the trails of cum from her thighs, moaning into her slick skin.

Sam slipped up behind Vanessa, pushing her onto all fours. He teased her slit with his tip, smacking it against her swollen lips until she was trembling.

“Beg for it, baby,” Sam growled, grabbing her hair.

“Please! Fuck me! Fill me! Make me cum in front of the whole damn city!” Vanessa screamed, her voice echoing down to the street below.

Sam obliged, ramming into her so hard she almost knocked Abby over the railing. Abby squealed, arching her back as Marcus resumed fucking her ass, both of them framed by the sunrise, an obscene display of pure desire.

Vanessa felt herself unraveling, her hands slipping and gripping the cold railing as Sam slammed into her over and over. She looked up and saw Abby’s cock cumming again, her entire body shaking as Marcus roared and buried himself one last time, pumping her full.

“Oh my god! Oh my fucking god! I’m cumming!” Vanessa wailed, her legs shaking violently as Sam grunted and flooded her pussy, filling her so deep she felt like she was melting.

Marcus pulled out of Abby and turned her around, feeding her his messy cock, making her lick it clean while she moaned in dazed delight. Sam did the same to Vanessa, who swallowed every drop of his cum, her lips shiny and eager.

Abby slid down to the ground, her ass dripping, her eyes heavy. “You two… are fucking insane… and I love it,” she laughed breathlessly.

Vanessa crawled over to her, cupping her face and kissing her deeply. “You’re perfect… we’re so lucky to have you,” she whispered between kisses.

Marcus and Sam leaned against the railing, watching the two women worship each other. Their cocks still semi-hard, twitching as they admired the wreckage they had made.

The four of them eventually stumbled back into the room, collapsing onto the bed in a tangle of limbs and cum-slicked skin. They lay together, hearts racing, breath shallow, hands exploring lazy caresses and soft kisses.

Abby curled up between Vanessa and Sam, her head on Vanessa’s chest, fingers tracing small patterns on Sam’s hip. Marcus lay on Vanessa’s other side, his big hand covering her entire thigh possessively.

Vanessa sighed happily, her body sore but glowing. She looked at Sam, who grinned and wiped a bead of sweat from her forehead.

“We really are the nastiest newlyweds alive,” she whispered with a giggle.

Sam chuckled and kissed her forehead. “And the happiest.”

Abby moaned softly, her voice sleepy but content. “Best wedding afterparty ever…”

Marcus smirked, pulling them all closer. “We’re just getting started… honeymoon’s next, right?”

Vanessa and Abby gasped, eyes lighting up at the thought. Sam just shook his head, laughing, but his cock gave a hopeful twitch against Abby’s thigh.

Vanessa looked around at the three of them, her heart full, her body sated, and her mind swirling with new possibilities.

She knew in that moment that they had rewritten what love and desire meant to them—forever.

The four of them drifted off into a warm, sticky sleep together, the sunrise washing over their tangled bodies, their moans and laughter still echoing in the room like a promise of all the wicked adventures yet to come.
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