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Introduction


You are reading book 6 in my "Cuckold Tales" series of full-length novels and novellas. 20,000 words of pure cuckold adult filth, and has its own perverse version of "happy ever after".

If you prefer less dark stag & vixen hotwife stories, you should also check out my "Hotwife Tales" series!

Corrections - A Request

I am an independent author and while I have my (hot) wife Rachel to help proof-read my books, I do not have the backing of a huge editorial team, so therefore some mistakes may slip through the editing process.

I am British, and use British English spellings and phrases, so please forgive those if you are American. Arse = Ass and so on.

If you do find mistakes in this text, please do contact me directly so I can correct them. You can email me at contact@authorchrisrider.co.uk or use the form on my website authorchrisrider.co.uk to stay anonymous!

Oh and if you'd like to read my wife's own erotica (Rachel Rider) – you can find her on Amazon too. She'll also appreciate feedback – her email is on our website and in her books!

Thank you, Chris.
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The Knock at Our Door


The damn keycard kept flashing red.

“Hang on,” Callum breathed. His palm slipped against the plastic. The whole corridor had a slow spin on it. “It worked earlier.”

“Come on, husband.” Lottie leaned into the door, veil sliding off one shoulder, lipstick smudged at the corner of her grin. “Use your big, strong arms.”

He snorted, had another go. This time, the light blinked green with a tiny click.

“See. Married five minutes, already nailing it.”

She shoved the door with her hip and tottered in barefoot, heels hooked from her fingers. The hem of her long wedding dress dragged through the thick, pale carpet. The suite opened out in front of them, too bright and too fancy for people like him: massive bed, white on white, cushions everywhere, French doors with flimsy curtains, a sofa, an armchair, a bottle of prosecco waiting in an ice bucket beside a card.

“Fucking hell.”

He stood there admiring the room while the door swung shut behind him, soft latch swallowing the corridor. The noise from the party marquee disappeared. No more DJ, no drunk aunties, no clatter, no one watching. Just them and this padded hotel quiet that made his heartbeat sound daft in his own ears.

“Posh, innit.” Lottie padded further in, wriggling her toes into the pile. “Oh my God, this carpet. Feel it.”

He let the bags drop. Toes curled down. Ridiculous. The room smelled of polish and some faint floral thing. Right in the middle, the bed sat there like an advert for people who did not spill things. White plates, he thought, waiting to be ruined. Trust Dean to sort a place like this. Left to himself, he would have picked a Premier Inn by the roundabout and called it romantic.

He picked up the card from the bedside table.

“‘Congratulations to Mr and Mrs Holt,’” he read. His voice caught on it. “That’s you, that is.”

She squealed, snatched it, pressed it to her chest.

“Say it again.”

“Mrs Holt.”

“Again.”

“Lottie Holt. My wife.”

She giggled and pitched the card onto the pillows. Her flowers slipped out of her hand onto the coffee table with a soft thump. Shoes went next, flicked half-heartedly towards the sofa.

“Fuck, my feet.” She rolled her ankles, stretched, the dress pulling tight across her hips. “If I ever say I want to do this again, shoot me.”

“You smashed it.”

“Course I did. I looked fit.”

“You looked ridiculous. Stupidly beautiful.”

She absolutely preened.

“Go on, say it louder. I like it.”

“You looked like you’d eaten Pinterest,” he stepped closer, reached, fingers brushing a loose strand of hair stuck to her damp temple, “and somehow made it work.”

“Dickhead.”

Dimples cut deep as she bit her lip at him. Mascara thick under her eyes; little black smudges. Hair half down now, pins hanging on out of pure bloody faith, veil clinging like it did not know when to leave.

“Worth it though,” she murmured. “That whole thing. For this.”

He watched her shoulders finally drop, all that grin-and-pose tension running off her. No parents at her elbow, no photographer, no one yelling for one more. She just breathed. More herself. His wife. Finally.

He shrugged his jacket off onto the chair, tugged his tie loose, throat thankful.

“Dean proper sorted it, didn’t he?” She flopped onto the edge of the bed, skirts and tulle blooming around her. “Your best man has dangerous competence.”

“Yeah. He, uh…” Callum scratched his neck. “He talked the manager into throwing in the suite. Said we couldn’t start married life over the car park.”

“Course he did.”

She reached for the prosecco.

“Wait, let me.” Callum lurched in, too eager, catching the neck. “Don’t want you losing a thumb.”

“You don’t want me losing the deposit.”

“Well, that as well. Look at all this white. Feels like they’re testing us.”

He worked the foil and eased the cork out with a soft pop. For a stupid second, he pictured it smacking the ceiling and leaving a dent they would have to pay for. Dean would have made a joke about it and get a laugh. Dean always knew how to stroke a room.

“Do you remember Mum crying at the canapés,” Lottie took the bottle and poured generous glugs into the hotel flutes, “like full sob over the sausage rolls.”

“She clocked the bill,” he said, lifting one glass.

“Piss off, she loves you. She kept grabbing me, going, ‘He’s such a good one, Lottie, don’t you fuck this up.’ Real supportive.”

“Strong pep talk.”

They clinked.

“To us,” he offered.

“To me,” she smirked, then let it soften. “And you. My sweet boy.”

Heat went through his chest at that. Stupid pet name. My sweet boy. Husband. Her ring flashed on her finger as she drank. The ring he put on her finger.

“Do ‘stuck with me’ thing,” she nudged.

He took a sip. Bubbles bit his tongue.

“You’re stuck with me now.”

Her eyes caught his over the rim. Something low and settled flickered there.

“Good.”

The quiet thickened, heavy, but not awkward. He shifted closer. Her huge dress skirt puffed between them. He had spent all day lifting that bloody thing, so she did not trip, walking behind her like hired help, eyes on the way the corset shaped her. Worth it. Way out of his league, and she had still stood there and said yes.

He sat beside her. Mattress dipped, the two of them tilting together.

“That fight between your uncles,” he said, filling the air with something safe because his pulse had gone stupid, “nearly went full Hackney derby.”

She snorted and leaned back on her hands.

“Uncle Craig needs to stop drinking Jäger at his age. Dean was like a bouncer. You see him wedge himself between them? Hand on each chest, all, come on lads, not at this pretty girl’s wedding.”

“Yeah.” Callum saw it again: Dean sliding in, easy, long arms out, voice all sorted, like security that smiled. The uncles, big lads, shut up without quite clocking why. “They proper listened to him as well.”

“Everyone listens to Dean.” She tipped her head back, hair spilling. “He’s got that thing. Charming prick.”

“He put the whole day together,” Callum muttered. “Timings, the coach, playlists. I’d still be on Excel if it wasn’t for him.”

“Lucky you’ve got him as best man, then.”

“Lucky I’ve got you.”

She cut him a look at that, softer, focus narrowed.

“Come here, husband.”

He bent in. She caught his tie and dragged him down. Their lips met. Warm. Wine and lipstick and sugar from the cake. First kiss all day that did not have an audience. No one clapped. He went slow at first, checking. Then she opened to him, and he took more, his hand finding the back of her neck. She hauled him in.

He cupped her waist through the satin, fingers careful around the zip. His heart climbed into his throat. Her little hum vibrated against his mouth and dropped straight to his cock.

He could live in that sound.

She nipped his lip.

“Watch the makeup,” she breathed.

“Ruined anyway.”

“Cheeky.”

He kissed the smudge at the corner of her mouth.

“You’ve been walking round looking like a filthy angel.”

“Filthy angel.” She smiled at him. “Sounds about right.”

He had played this exact moment in his head for months. Years. Her in the underwear set he had picked, on a bed like this, no one else around, and him allowed to look. Properly look. Not just flashes in changing rooms, not knickers shoved aside in the dark with flatmates on the other side of plasterboard.

She turned, swept her hair over one shoulder, the line of tiny buttons and the hidden zip exposed.

“Do the honours then.”

His fingers hovered an inch off her.

“Yeah. Course.”

He found the zip, tugged. It stuck part way.

“Hang on.” His fingers fumbled. “It’s snagged.”

“Don’t rip it,” she twisted to look back at him. “Mum will skin you.”

“I’m not ripping it. Bloody designer puzzle.”

He wrestled the tiny metal, conscious of his breath on her bare neck, the mix of her perfume and long-day sweat. The dress suddenly gave. Zip gliding down, the tight bodice loosening under his hands.

“There.” He let out a breath.

“Hero.”

She rolled her shoulders, and the top gaped. White straps slid. He helped, palms brushing bare skin as he eased the dress down. More back, the neat line of her spine, the band of the bra he recognised from the tiny shop bag, white lace and sheer little panels.

He remembered standing there with his ears hot while the assistant cooed and Lottie twirled.

“You like?” she asked, stepping out as the dress piled around her calves.

Speech left him. The lingerie clung, white against her tan, lace snug over her nipples, matching knickers high on her waist that made her look even tighter, even more put together. Suspender straps he had not known about clipped to stockings. Her legs went on forever, ending in battered feet with angry red grooves where the heels had been.

“Fuck.”

“That a yes?”

She put her hands on her hips and did a slow spin. Veil crooked, hair a mess, lingerie untouched. His ring on her finger. It was like someone had ripped a picture out of his head from the bus, from slow wanks in the shower with her name in his mouth and dropped it in front of him.

“You’re…” He laughed out a thin breath. “You’re taking the piss.”

“In a good way?”

“In the best way.”

“So this was your little fantasy, yeah?” She nudged the dress aside with her foot and climbed up onto the bed, kneeling so he got the full view. “Your bride in her slutty white set.”

“It’s classy,”

“Well, yeah, classy slutty.”

She bounced once. The stupid cushion pile wobbled. He hovered there on the carpet, hands useless at his sides. Hard already. Keep calm … does this right. She deserved more than two pumps and a sorry, babe.

“You just gonna stare or you joining me?” She crook-fingered him closer.

Shoes off, trousers still on he climbed up to join her. Already felt clumsy. She swung a thigh over him and settled on his lap as he leaned back against the headboard. Warm weight and soft inner thighs closing around him, suspenders brushing his hips.

“Careful of the sheets,” he muttered.

She wriggled against him. His cock shoved up against the zip of his trousers, no hiding anything.

“Relax, Mr Holt. We’ll only get body fluids on them.”

Oh fuck. He caught her face and kissed her, deeper this time. Her fingers went straight for his shirt buttons, popping them like she had been waiting.

“You know,” her mouth skimmed his jaw, hot breath, “you were so fucking cute earlier.”

“That’s not the adjective I was hoping for.”

“On the verge of a breakdown over the table plan. Dean had to drag you off the spreadsheet.”

“Don’t talk about Excel.”

“Then he gets up for his speech,” she laughed against his throat, “and does that whole ‘Cal punched above his weight’ bit. You looked like you wanted the carpet to swallow you.”

“It was funny.”

“It was true.”

She rolled her hips. His brain emptied.

“Everyone was looking at you,” he muttered. “You and him, up there. Whole room eating out of your hands.”

She leaned back enough to search his face.

“You alright?”

“Yeah. Yeah, course.”

“Good. Because I am very ready to be fucked by my husband.”

The blunt word in that posh-when-she-wanted voice made him twitch against her. He eased her down, turning her so she lay back against the pillows. Her veil snagged on one and spread round her head like a lopsided halo. She laughed, left it there. Bra straps slipped off her shoulders. The lamps had the room soaked in warm honey light, their shadows long on the cream walls.

He slid his hand down her stomach, then over warm lace.

“Been thinking about being inside you all day.”

“Same.” She reached up, thumb brushing his lower lip. “You know I wanted you in the church toilets.”

“Your nan was next door.”

“Bit of spice.”

“You’re sick.”

“You love it.”

He kissed along her jaw, down her throat, tasting salt and perfume. His hand cupped her breast through the lace, thumb circling her nipple until she arched.

“Fuck, Cal.”

“That alright?”

“That’s very alright.”

Her hand found his cock through his trousers and squeezed. He jumped.

“Ooh. Keen.”

“Been looking at your arse for twelve hours. What do you reckon.”

“Bless.”

He got his belt open and dragged his zipper down. Do it properly, not like the half-dressed rushes in spare rooms. This was meant to be the big one. Their wedding night. Proper.

He hooked his fingers into her knickers and tugged them down her thighs. White sliding warm off her skin. She lifted her hips so he could get them past, kicked them off. They landed somewhere on the carpet.

She let her legs fall open, easy. Suspenders framed her, black gap of shadow between her thighs. She was already slick, catching the lamplight. For him. For her husband. That had to be enough. It had to be.

“Condom,” she murmured.

“Oh. Yeah.”

He reached blindly for his wallet on the bedside table. He had stuffed a couple in there earlier, like an optimistic teenager. The foil tore under his shaking fingers. She watched with, small amused smile, and that did not help.

“Nervous?”

“Excited.”

“Don’t overthink it.”

Too late.

He rolled it on, climbed between her thighs. Lined himself up, the head of his cock nudging against her, heat like he was holding it near a flame. He braced on his hands, either side of her shoulders and found her eyes.

“Love you,” he breathed.

“Love you.” She hooked her ankles behind his thighs, pulling him close. “Come on then. Make an honest woman of me.”

“I can’t wait to feel you. Properly. Husband and wife and all that.”

“Do it.”

He pushed, eased the tip inside her. Tight and familiar and perfect around him. His lungs forgot their job. All day leading to that first slow slide.

Do not come like an idiot. Slow. Be good. Show her. Prove something.

A sharp knock cracked through the room.

They both froze. He stopped with just the head buried in her, body screaming to finish it.

“You’re joking,” Lottie whispered, strangled laugh, hand over her mouth.

Another knock. Harder.

“Oi, open up, you miserable bastards. One last drink.”

Dean’s voice. Muffled by the wood, grin obvious anyway.

Callum’s cock throbbed helplessly inside her. He shut his eyes and let his forehead drop to Lottie’s shoulder.

“For fuck’s sake.”

She giggled, horrified and delighted.

“Oh my God.”

“Just ignore him,” Callum whispered. “He’ll get bored.”

Another knock.

“Cal. Lotts. I know you’re in there. Got something nicked from the bar for you.”

She bit her knuckle, shoulders shaking.

“He’s not going away,” she hissed.

Callum hovered there, body on fire, roped and not dropped, a condemned man with the noose loosened and told to wait.

“It’ll be quick,” he muttered, already, pathetically, starting to ease back out of her, hating himself for it. “I’ll tell him to fuck off.”

“You won’t tell him to fuck off.”

“I’ll tell him… politely. Two minutes.”

He slid out, condom tight and aching around him. Tucked himself away with a wince at the drag. She scrabbled her knickers back on and yanked the sheet up over her bra, veil half over her face now, cheeks flushed, throat marked where he had kissed.

“Don’t you dare let him in if he’s steaming,” she called.

“Course not.”

Barefoot, shirt hanging open, heart still racing, Callum crossed all that glowing white to the door. He rested his hand on the handle for a second, tried to think soft thoughts, tried to will his erection down. Pointless. He opened the door anyway.
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Chapter 2: One Last Drink


Dean filled the doorway, his collar open, tie gone, hair a bit fucked in that deliberate way, bottle of whisky hanging from his fist by the neck like a trophy.

“Look at you.” The grin hit first. “Caught you mid stroke, did I?”

Callum’s stomach dropped, then clawed back up his chest. Perfect. Exactly who he wanted outside the door with Lottie in their bed behind him.

“Mate.” He forced a laugh, shifted to block the view of the room. “You alright?”

Dean leaned in and dragged him into a one-armed pull that knocked the air out of him. Same old grip, like Dean was twice his size and owned all the oxygen.

“My fucking guy.” The bottle neck thudded lightly against Callum’s shoulder blades. “Had to see my favourite couple before they vanished. Lifted this off the bar for you. Top shelf, wedding tax.”

Callum stepped back. Took the bottle. What else did he ever do when Dean handed him something?

“You didn’t have to nick anything.”

“Service charge.” Dean’s gaze tipped over his shoulder. Hunting. “I’m intruding on something, am I?”

“Just… getting settled.” Weak, but his tongue would not shape the yes you fucking are!

From the bed, Lottie’s voice floated.

“Is that Dean?”

Dean’s grin sharpened. Hungry, pleased.

“Yeah, it’s me, trouble.”

“Oh, let him in then,” she called. “One drink.”

Callum glanced back. She was propped against the pillows, sheet over her front, veil crooked, straps bare on her shoulders. The hotel’s white sheets framed her like a bridal mag spread. The condom packet on the bedside table ruined it in a way that made his cock twitch.

He could shut the door. Say not tonight, mate. Say see you at breakfast.

He stepped aside.

“Course. One drink.”

Dean walked in like he was walking into his own flat.

“Fuck me, look at this.” Low whistle. “You two doing alright for yourselves. Very Hampstead Heath in here. That headboard. Christ.”

“Dean, you absolute thief.” Lottie scrabbled the sheet up, somehow flashing more skin. Her dress lay bunched at the foot of the bed where she had ditched it. “Did you rob the hotel?”

“Borrowed. For sentimental purposes.”

He came to the side of the bed. His eyes flicked down over her bare shoulders, the V of white lace at her chest. Quick, but not that quick. Callum felt heat crawl up his neck. Dean was clocking what was meant to be just for him.

“Mrs Holt.” Dean tipped an invisible hat. “You look unreal. Thought you might have peeled all this off by now.”

“Just about to before you started hammering,” Lottie laughed.

“Early finish for once, Cal.” Dean clicked his tongue. “Proud of you.”

Callum’s fingers tightened around the whisky.

“Do you want a glass or…?”

Dean was already at the little hotel bar, teeth on the stopper, like the room layout was his idea, too.

“Got ’em here,” he said, clinking two tumblers. “They knew what I needed. Three, obviously. You’re not getting rid of me that quick.”

“Dean.” Lottie tutted. “You're keeping my husband from his duties?”

“Few sips for bravery, that’s all.” Dean sloshed generous measures, ignoring the prosecco sweating in its bucket with a sort of contempt. “Cal’s always been the nice one. He’d feel bad if I was sat in my sad little single on my own, crying into a mini bar Carlsberg.”

“True,” she grinned. “We can’t have you lonely.”

Dean handed a tumbler to Callum, then one to Lottie. His knuckles brushed her fingers and stayed there a fraction too long.

Callum cleared his throat.

“Ignore the state of us. We weren’t expecting visitors.”

“You look perfect,” Dean told her. “I mean, come on. She has done the whole day and still looks like that. It’s offensive.”

“Shut up.” Lottie waved him off. The sheet slid, lace edge of her bra showing. She caught it, laughing. “You’re terrible.”

“Tell me I’m lying.”

Callum took a mouthful. The whisky hit harder than the prosecco. Burned good. He sank onto the edge of the bed beside her, a childish little stake of territory. Dean turned and dropped into the two-seat sofa like a landlord, legs wide, one arm along the back.

Dean raised his glass. “To the Holts.”

They echoed him. Lottie’s thigh pressed warm against Callum’s.

“And to Cal punching so far above his weight,” Dean added, smirk already there.

Lottie snorted.

“Mate.” Callum rolled his eyes, grinned like it did not land at all.

“Everyone was thinking it,” Dean said. “I’m just public service broadcasting.”

“Yeah, yeah.”

“He knows he’s won.” Dean tipped his whisky towards Callum. “Look at that face. Lad’s still in shock.”

“That’s because you rinsed him in that speech,” Lottie jabbed. “Poor boy went bright red.”

“He loved it. Built character.”

Callum laughed with them. Of course he did. That was Dean. Same old Dean. Everyone loved him. Only a proper arsehole got touchy about a joke.

Dean drank, watching them over the rim. His gaze dipped to the bed again, to Lottie’s hands knotted in the sheet.

“Go on then.” He nodded at the card on the table. “Said your name right?”

“Mr and Mrs Holt,” Lottie announced, snatching it up. “Official.”

“Fucking gets me, that. Could cry.” Dean thumped his chest. “Not gonna, though. Gotta keep the mystique.”

“You cried when Spurs lost that cup,” Callum muttered.

“Yeah, that’s different. That was tragic.”

Lottie shifted, reaching for the whisky on the bedside table. The sheet tugged. As she stretched, the gap showed white lace cupping her tits.

Dean made a small sound. Not a wolf whistle. More like he had spotted a car he wanted.

“Cal’s done alright,” he drawled. “That the set you were on about?”

Callum’s mouth went dry.

“Maybe.”

Lottie glanced down at herself, then at Dean, then at Callum. There was a flush at the tops of her breasts. Whisky, probably. Hopefully.

“Oh my God, did he tell you?” She jabbed Callum’s leg. “You talk about my underwear with your little mate?”

“He needed advice. Man’s taste is cheap,” Dean grinned.

“Rude,” Callum muttered.

“You’ve seen his socks,” Dean said.

Lottie rolled her eyes, set her glass down.

“Well, you’ve had your glimpse. That’s all the free content you’re getting.”

“Tragic.” Dean clutched his heart. “Loyal best man, not allowed to admire the craftsmanship.”

“Stop,” she laughed.

No sting in it. No real line drawn.

He should get Dean gone. Say they were shattered. But it had barely been a minute. Throwing him out now would scream precious. Dean had the whisky. Dean had run the whole perfect day. One drink was nothing.

Dean took his phone out.

“You see this?” Thumb flicking. “Got some cracking ones from earlier.”

“Oh, show.” Lottie perked up.

“Come over here then. I’m not launching it across the room.”

He patted the sofa beside him, casual. Sat there with his knees wide, shirt open enough to show collarbone and ink. Like a spread.

Lottie looked at Callum.

“Mind?”

He dragged a shrug out.

“Go on. I’ve seen your face all day.”

She hopped off the bed, caught the sheet, then laughed at herself and grabbed a robe instead, yanking it on. The belt slipped; the silk did not want to stay shut.

Dean watched the whole fiddle, eyes hooded, mouth friendly.

“Cute,” he said. “All matchy matchy.”

“It cost him,” she flopped down next to him, thigh bare to halfway, robe loose over her lap. “He nearly passed out.”

“Worth every penny,” Dean murmured.

Callum heard it. Filed it as meaning the venue, the dress, the whole thing. Not just his best mate talking about his wife’s body.

Lottie leaned in to see the screen. The robe slipped a touch more. Dean’s arm lay along the sofa back, hand loose near her hair. The lamp drew shine along his forearm, veins up.

“Look at your mum there,” Dean zoomed. “Bladdered.”

“Oh my God.” Lottie smacked his arm. “Delete that.”

“No chance. That’s going in the highlight reel.” Scroll. “Here. First dance. Look at him.”

On screen: Callum gripping Lottie like she might float off, face tight. Dean’s voice in the background, taking the piss. Everyone laughing.

“He was so nervous,” Lottie cooed, tilting her head back towards Dean. “Proper shaking.”

“Only because you were staring at me,” Dean grinned. “Throwing me off.”

“Behave.” She laughed, eye contact lingering a breath too long. “You smashed it.”

“Man of the match,” Dean agreed. “Oi, Cal, that bit where I came in about you batting above your average. You see her face? She loved it.”

“Everyone loved it.” Callum lifted his glass. “You’re a legend.”

Of course he was. Hotel sorted, coaches sorted, uncles peeled apart when they squared up. Dean had dragged him outside when he looked like he might chuck up before the vows, straightened his tie, and told him to breathe. Always Dean, propping him.

On the sofa, Lottie watched another clip. Her bare knee bumped Dean’s thigh.

“Hold it still,” she complained. “You’re shaking it.”

“That’s you, love. Whole frame’s tits.”

She shoved him, laughing. The robe slid higher, more thigh.

His arm dropped off the back of the sofa. His hand landed on her leg.

Callum’s heart missed a beat, then clattered on twice as fast.

It could be nothing. They were drunk. Dean’s hand looked massive on her, tanned brown on her pale skin. Just above the knee. Casual. Just mates.

She did not move him off, probably hadn’t even noticed.

“She looked mental there,” Dean said, pointing at the phone with his free hand. “God’s honest, when you came down the aisle, every bloke in that church thought, how has Cal pulled that. Even Father fucking Thomas.”

“I saw your face,” Lottie teased. “Mouth open. Catching flies.”

“Yeah, I was grieving,” Dean said. “Loss for the male population.”

“Shut up.”

His fingers skimmed a small arc up her thigh as he laughed.

Callum took another gulp. Too big. The whisky burned all the way down.

He should tell Dean to pack it in. Just a light, oi mate, hands. But in his own head, it already sounded moody, pathetic. She had not pushed him away. Maybe she had not clocked it. Maybe Callum was overthinking it.

He shifted on the bed. His cock, traitor, started to swell again. Stupid.

Dean swiped to another picture. Lottie leaned harder into him to see. Her hip pressed to his, her robe yawning to expose the rise of her knickers. From Callum’s angle, the white lace, the tiny bow, sat right there next to Dean’s belt buckle.

“Show him that one,” Lottie said. “With my dad.”

“Nah, this one’s better.” Dean swiped. “Look. You and me on the dancefloor.”

Callum saw it. Dean was behind her, hands spread on her waist. Lottie’s head thrown back, mouths wide in the same laugh. Callum blurred at the edge of the frame.

“Cute,” she murmured, softer.

“Cute,” Dean agreed.

His thumb stroked her skin near the robe hem, an absent little rub.

Callum’s chest pressed tight.

Dean didn’t mean anything. Dean was always touchy, that was all. Hugs, arms, grabs. With everyone. Team bloke. Harmless.

Lottie glanced over, caught Callum watching. Her eyes flicked to his, checked. He managed a smile.

“You two getting all nostalgic?” he said.

She let out a breath, relaxed.

“Jealous, husband?” Sip. “Dean’s just showing me my good side.”

Dean angled the screen so Callum could see. “Look. You can nearly see her knickers.”

“Oi.” Lottie elbowed him.

“I’m appreciating the investment. The man spent good money.”

“Fuck off,” Callum laughed. “You’re twisted.”

“You love it,” Dean said.

His hand stayed on her. Thumb now just inside the softer skin of her inner thigh. Not high. High enough that Callum could not pretend he had not seen.

Lottie did not move.

Dean drained his glass, leaned to pour more. His hand travelled with him, sliding an inch higher along her thigh, then staying there when he settled.

“Easy,” Callum muttered, mostly to the whisky. He could tell him to move. Could take Lottie’s hand, tug her back to their bed, and send Dean to his room.

Dean turned his head towards her.

“You alright there, Lotts? Not leading you astray?”

“Me?” She grinned. “I’m an honest married woman now.”

“Dangerous,” Dean smirked. “Cal’s gonna be fucked, keeping up with you. Tiny bloke’s stamina, big job. She’s a wild one.”

“Oi.” Callum lifted his free hand. “I can hear you.”

“That’s a compliment,” Dean snorted. “Means you’ve got work. Keep her satisfied, yeah. I have faith. Eventually.”

Lottie laughed into her glass.

“You are a prick.”

“You love it.”

“Not as much as you love yourself.”

“Someone’s got to.”

Callum laughed too, thin but passable. The lines were easy, muscle memory. If he snapped now he would look ridiculous.

Dean topped his drink, then Lottie’s, long pours. His hand on her thigh gave a slow squeeze as he passed her the glass.

“Careful,” she murmured.

“What, this?” His fingers kneaded once. “Sorry. I forget my own strength.”

“You do.”

She still did not tell him to stop.

Callum’s trousers felt too tight. He shifted, praying neither of them looked.

Dean opened his phone again. “Right. Group selfie. Evidence. Before you two ghost me.”

“I look like a panda,” Lottie protested.

“You look filthy,” he said. “In a good way.”

“Stop.” She almost rolled her knees together. Almost.

“Come on.” Dean had the front camera up already. “Cal, get in here.”

Dean patted his thigh. “Lotts, get closer so we all fit.”

She shifted, perching just above his thigh, and for a heartbeat, she balanced, then gravity made its call, and she slid straight onto his lap.

“Oi,” she laughed, grabbing his shoulders. “You set me up.”

“Accident.” Dean’s arm closed round her waist to steady her. “See, I’m saving you from the floor. A gentleman.”

“Arsehole more like.”

“Smile.”

He held the phone out. Lottie’s veil slipped from where it still clung, falling forward over both their heads like a cheap photo booth gag.

“Oh my God, look,” she squealed.

Dean laughed, proper belly noise.

“That’s quality. Wedding ghost.”

“Cal, get in.” She waved him closer through the veil, arms looped round Dean’s neck like it was the most natural anchor.

Callum leaned in from the side, bent awkwardly over the sofa arm. The veil brushed Callum’s cheek; it smelt of her perfume.

“Three, two, one,” Dean counted.

They grinned. Flash.

“Another,” Lottie demanded.

Dean clicked. She threw her head back, mouth open. His mouth near her cheek. The veil made a little white tent around them, soft and private, shutting Callum partly out.

On the last shot, Dean turned his head and kissed her cheek, right at the corner of her mouth.

Soft press. A beat held.

“Oi,” she squeaked, pretending scandal.

“Lucky kiss,” he grinned, drawing back. “Blessing from the best man. For a fruitful marriage.”

Callum’s pulse hammered. Close. Too close. You could count that as on the mouth if you wanted to kick off.

He laughed instead.

“If we get charged extra cleaning for that veil, it’s on you.”

Dean’s hand tightened at her waist for a heartbeat as she slid off his lap to sit beside him again.

“Deal.”

Callum picked up the whisky. Topped everyone up, slow, neat. Keeping his hands busy while he did not mention the thumbprints on her thigh. Did not mention the way his own cock punched at his zip while he watched them under a veil meant for him.

He passed Dean his glass.

“To the happy couple,” Dean said.

Callum clinked.

“Yeah,” he said. “To us.”
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Chapter 3: First Dance, Second Cock


The whisky lurked lower in the bottle now, amber line hunched just above the label. Callum caught himself checking it, like that would slow anything down. The lamps soaked the suite in a slow, warm hum, soft yellow on white sheets and hotel art. Curtains mostly shut, only a thin slice of fairy-lit garden at the edge, reminding him that somewhere outside this box, people were going home, going to bed, not doing… this.

It had been an hour at least. Might have been more. Laughing, rinsing the day out of their mouths, taking the piss out of uncles and speeches, and his mum crying at the vows. All soft around the edges now. Hazy. Lottie’s mascara had smudged into little dark half-moons that made her eyes look even bigger.

They had not got rid of Dean. That was the stupid thing. Every time Callum thought, right, now, send him off, thanks for everything mate, Dean cracked something about “one more,” or Lottie tipped whisky into glasses, or the talk went warm and soft, and the moment slipped away. You could not pick a fight with the bloke who had sorted your whole wedding. Not tonight. Not for a vibe.

Lottie had parried him. Mostly. Swatted his filthier comments, folded her robe in where it gaped. But she laughed. Leaned into the space he made. Let his arm sit along the back of the sofa, his knee snug against her bare thigh, like that was nothing, like he was furniture.

Callum perched on the edge of the bed with his drink, shirt open, bare feet buried in carpet that felt too nice for him. His cock had stirred when they first got in here, settled, then woken again once or twice for no good reason. The room felt too warm, or maybe that was him. Their wedding bed waited at his back, turned-down rumpled sheets neat and white and a bit accusing. Meant for them. Meant for him and Lottie, not a fucking audience.

Dean tipped his glass at the Bluetooth speaker on the dresser.

“Oi, what was your first dance again?”

Lottie groaned.

“Don’t. It’ll be stuck in my head.”

Dean already had his phone out. Of course he did. The man lived welded to it.

“Nah, go on. One more spin for the highlight reel.”

“Dean, no,” she whined, though the smile was right there. “My feet are dead.”

“You’re barefoot. That’s performance enhancing.” Thumb flick. “There it is.”

Music seeped out of the speaker, thin and tinny, but familiar enough to prickle his skin. Their song. The one he had sat up nights over like a mug, skipping ads, trying to get it right. First dance in the marquee, fairy lights, everyone filming on their phones. Proper moment.

Lottie laughed under her breath.

“You dickhead.”

Dean pushed himself up, slow stretch, shoulders rolling like he was loosening for a match, not crashing someone’s wedding night.

“Pure romance,” he announced. “Right. One last dance tutorial for the happy couple.”

He moved into the clear bit by the foot of the bed. Held his hand out.

“Come on, Lotts. For the gram.”

Callum let a long breath out through his nose. That should be him. Obviously him. Husband and wife, their song, their fucking bed right there.

Lottie paused half a heartbeat. Looked at Callum, looked at Dean, then put her glass down and slid off the sofa.

“You’re such an attention whore,” she muttered, walking straight into Dean’s reach.

“Teaching service,” he grinned. “Cal’s traumatised from earlier. I’ll show him how not to step on your dress.”

“I don’t have a dress on,” she pointed out.

The robe had loosened again. Bare shoulder, lace strap, a flash of white cup when she moved. Long legs, toes painted, her wedding ring catching the lamplight every time her hand shifted

“Even better,” Dean said.

He took her hand and reeled her in. His other hand settled on her waist like it had been there a hundred times. Too close, too tall, her head under his chin. The robe broke open between them, so Callum had the V of her cleavage and the shadow of Dean’s knuckles pressed at the small of her back in the same frame.

Callum lifted his glass, a grounding prop.

“Look at you two,” he said, light as he could make it. “Strictly bloody Come Dancing.”

“Shut up,” Lottie giggled. Her fingers set on Dean’s shoulder.

Dean started to sway them, lazy, off-beat, nothing like the careful little routine Callum had drilled. He turned her under his arm. The robe flared, and there it was: white suspender strap against bare thigh.

“Jesus,” Dean murmured, low, too genuine.

She snorted.

“Eyes up.”

“They are,” he said, voice warm. “Mostly.”

They turned again. Callum watched Dean’s hand slide lower, proper slow. Waist to mid-back. Mid-back to that curve. He waited for Lottie to swat it away, laugh and flick him.

She did not. She went with it, a bit stiff, then looser, whisky rolling her smile wider.

Callum drank. The sweet note vanished; the burn stayed and sat in his chest.

He should cut in. Obviously, he would. Any second. Just find the right beat. No point stomping over like some jealous mug and making a show. Better to keep it banter. Get up, tap Dean out, “my go, mate.”

He did not move, even as Dean’s hand dropped that last inch. Landed on her arse. His full palm, sitting firm.

Lottie jolted, shoulders twitching.

“Oi,” she laughed. There was a wobble there. “Hands.”

“Sorry.” Dean’s mouth curled. “Got lost. Hard to know where the dress ends, innit.”

“There is no dress,” she said.

“Yeah. Mad problem.”

Callum’s throat sandpapered.

“Alright, Casanova,” he managed. “Gonna start paying you extra at this rate.”

“It’s your fault,” Dean said, eyes stuck on her. “You left her with me. Look at her. Fucking hell, you can’t blame a man.”

He spun her slower. The robe slipped off one shoulder and stayed there. Lace bra strap bright on her skin. His fingers brushed it as he “fixed” it. He did fix it. Kind of. Thumb stroking the strap back, knuckles grazing. Taking his time.

“Stop fiddling,” she breathed.

“Just looking after my mate’s wife,” he said.

The chorus kicked in. He pulled her tight, bodies flush. His hand at the base of her spine now, thumb pressing just above the start of her arse, other hand holding hers, fingers laced. He lifted his gaze over her shoulder and pinned Callum with it.

“What are you doing sulking over there?” Dean called, playful over the music. “Come learn.”

“I know how to dance,” Callum said. “Retired for the night.”

“You retired before you finished, by the looks of it,” Dean grinned.

Lottie let out a shocked little bark.

“Dean,” she hissed.

“What?” He laughed.

Heat hit the tops of Callum’s ears. His cock twitched at the memory of being inside her for that stupid half-second before Dean had knocked. Trust Dean to twist that.

“Shut up,” he muttered, smiling like it was all good fun.

“You’ll get your go,” Dean said, turning her so her back was to Callum. “Just limbering her up.”

His hands slid from her waist to her hips. Then lower.

Both palms on her arse now. He squeezed like it belonged to him.

Lottie’s shoulders crept up.

“Dean.” Tighter this time.

“What?” He kept that slow sway, rocking her back into his body. “Looks good. Doesn’t it, Cal.”

Callum saw his fingers spread, digging into soft flesh. He imagined the bulge at Dean’s fly grinding against her. No way she did not feel that. She made a small sound, half laugh, half caught breath.

He swallowed.

“Course,” he got out. “Always looks good.”

Lottie’s head tipped sideways, angling, like she wanted sight of Callum without breaking the flow.

“Cal…” she started.

His heart thumped. There it was. His line. Say it. Enough. Hands off. Bedtime.

He lifted his glass instead.

“It’s fine,” came out.

Dean’s mouth twitched.

“See?” Big exhale. “Husband’s chilled. We’re celebrating.”

He slid one hand up her spine, over the robe, between her shoulder blades, up around to the side of her neck. Thumb under her jaw, firm, tilting her face.

Looked practised. Looked like a move he had used on other girls a hundred times.

He bent his head down to look at her.

Kissed her.

Not a matey peck. Not a joke. Full on her mouth, slow, sure, sealing.

Lottie froze for a beat. Her fingers dug into his shoulder. Callum’s lungs locked.

Dean’s hand on her arse held her still. His mouth moved, coaxing, lips parting, no rush. He knew what he was doing.

She made a muffled noise, trapped between protest and something else. Then her mouth gave a fraction. Enough for him to take more.

Her hand came up to his chest when she broke away, eyes blown.

“Dean.” Sharper.

He laughed, quiet, brushing it off.

“Wedding fever,” he said. “Relax. You look unreal. Had to, sorry. I’m hammered.”

He looked at Callum over her shoulder. Waiting. Testing. The whole room hung on that look.

Callum’s heart rattled. That image burned in: Dean kissing his wife, white lace, hotel robe, their song playing softly. Years of loyalty and laddish jokes piled on one side, and this on the other. It all balanced on his next line.

He wanted to say, pack it in. For once, want and should were the same.

His tongue betrayed him.

“It’s alright,” he heard himself say. “We’re all half-cut. Just… chill.”

Fucking idiot.

You could not take words like that back. Not without turning it into drama. You let a thing slide; that was the choice. To kick off after made you the problem.

Lottie snapped her gaze to him. Properly looking now. Searching his face.

“You sure?” Her voice cleared for a second. Softer. There was a crack in it.

He forced his shoulders down, like that would make him seem relaxed.

“Yeah. It’s fine. Just Dean being Dean.”

Dean’s eyes warmed. Like someone had just passed him a set of keys.

“You hear that?” His breath brushed the nape of her neck. “It’s OK.”

He did not really apologise. His hand slid into her hair, fingers spreading through pins that had given up hours ago.

Before any of them filled their lungs, he pulled her back to his mouth.

This kiss started deep and possessive, with Dean’s hand tight in her hair. His other hand came up and took her breast through robe and bra, no hesitation at all, big palm closing over.

“Dea-” broke apart against his tongue. Her knees loosened. A sound slipped out of her, low and helpless.

“Mate,” Callum managed. “Come on…”

Dean broke the kiss just enough to look at him.

“What?” Easy laugh. “I’m checking in, just mates here. Nothing happens that she doesn’t want. Right, Lotts?”

Her chest was rising fast. Lips reddened, a smear of her lipstick on his mouth.

“We’re being idiots,” she murmured. Her hand flattened on his chest. “This is our… my wedding night.”

He grinned.

“Exactly. You’re the boss.” He squeezed her tit through the lace. “She says stop, and I stop, can’t say fairer than that, can I, mate?”

She did not say it. Instead, her eyes bounced back to Callum. Please, say something. Please, give me an exit. Or give me permission. One of them, but he could not decipher her look. So instead, he just locked up. Nodding would feel like signing a form. Shouting would feel worse. His cock was solid against his zip now, disgusting.

Silence filled in the answer for him. Dean knew. Made his own decision.

“There you go,” he said, smug-soft. “See? He’s good.”

He shuffled her backwards, small side steps, steering. Callum watched her obey the pressure of his hands until Dean’s legs hit the bed and he sat, dragging her into his lap.

She landed astride his thighs, knees planted on either side. The robe split cleanly. White lace knickers on how, suspenders tugged tight. Stockings luminous against his dark trousers.

“Dean.” Breathless. “Wait.”

He held her hips.

“Relax,” he murmured, voice dropping. “We’re just having a bit of fun, a bit of a celebration. Look at her, Cal. Look how beautiful she is.”

Callum could not have looked away for money. Dean’s hands framed her waist, thumbs brushing under the swell of her breasts through thin silk, casual, like they had been there for hours.

“She’s your wife, bruv,” Dean said louder, roping Callum in. “You should be proud. Look what you’ve locked down.”

Lottie swallowed. Her breathing turned shallow. She let Dean peel the robe off her shoulders. It slid, slow, down her arms, pooling at her elbows, like fabric that had been waiting for that cue. She did not help. She did not stop him either.

The white bra Callum had chosen for her sat perfect against her breasts. Dean’s eyes dragged over it.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered. “Proper princess.”

His hand came up, fingers curling under the cup. He pulled it down, unhurried, baring one breast. Her nipple prickled tight in the lamplight.

“Dean…” a thin edge.

He rolled her nipple between thumb and forefinger.

A tiny, broken “oh” fell out of her.

Callum’s cock throbbed in sympathy, painful now. Every twist of Dean’s fingers landed in him too. He had seen blokes try it in clubs years ago, hands on Lottie’s arse or waist. He had stepped in then, righteous. This was Dean. Their mate. In the suite Dean sorted. So it was different right? Had to be different. Had to be safe.

“She’s into it,” Dean said lazily. “Look at that.”

He said it to Callum, like commentary. His thumb brushed her nipple again. Her hips twitched on his lap.

“Don’t,” she breathed, but the word fell apart.

Dean took her mouth again, cutting off whatever else she had. Hard this time, tongue in. His hand clamped her breast. Her fingers clutched his shoulders, not pushing, just holding on. Her thighs squeezed around him.

“Fuck,” Callum whispered, so quiet it barely counted as sound.

Dean pulled back just enough to speak against her lips.

“Only what you want, Lottie. Always.” His gaze slid to Callum. “You trust me, yeah?”

Callum nodded before the sense hit.

“Yeah,” rough. “Course.”

Dean’s hand left her breast. Dropped down. Skimmed her stomach, found the lace. He cupped her between her legs.

She jolted, a gasp ripped out, her thighs trying to clamp and grind at once.

“Dean,” sharper. “That’s…”

He laughed into her neck.

“It’s nothing, babe. Calm down.”

He squeezed, fingers knowing exactly where to dig in. She shivered, head tipping back.

“Look how worked up she is already,” he said to Callum. “You’ve done that earlier. Being a good husband.”

He flicked open the button at his fly.

Callum’s breath jammed.

Just adjusting. Obviously. Hard to sit with a bird on your lap. Sensible.

Dean’s zip rasped under the music. He shoved his trousers down a few of inches with one hand, then freed his cock with the other.

It landed heavily into his palm. Thick, long, ridged with veins, skin darker than his stomach. Even not fully up, it made a joke of Callum’s. A thing more suited to porn. Obscene in the soft hotel light, sitting on their turned-down wedding bed.

That could not be normal. No wonder he walked like every room belonged to him.

Lottie felt it immediately. Callum saw the exact beat. Her whole body jolted. Her hips rolled once without meaning to. Her eyes dropped.

“Jesus Christ,” she whispered. No banter in it.

Dean smiled against her collarbone, pulled her up and over his cock.

“Relax,” he said again. “Told you, nothing you don’t want. Just me.”

Her arse rested square over him now, thin strip of lace must be the only barrier.

“She’s alright,” Dean said over her shoulder. “Aren’t you, Lotts.”

She did not answer. Breathing fast. Fingers in his hair. Her gaze snapped back to Callum. Eyes bright. Pleading, daring, begging. Stop me. Let me. Which?

His tongue stuck. His cock beat against his zip, small and furious, like punishing him.

He dropped his eyes. Coward. Could not hold hers.

Dean read it differently.

“Hey.” His voice dipped.

Callum forced his head up.

“We’re good, yeah?” Dean’s hand still on her hip, his cock thick under her. “You know I’ve got you.”

He nodded. “Yeah,” strangled. “I trust you.”

Lottie heard. Her shoulders loosened, a long breath out. Something uncoiled.

Dean’s grin sharpened.

“There you go,” he murmured in her ear. “See? He’s different from them jealous dickheads. Wants to see you have some fun.”

He guided her down his thighs, shifting her. She slid off his lap, off the bed, finding herself on her knees directly between his legs. Her hands were on his thick thighs, close to his swelling cock.

She knelt there in her bridal set and crooked veil between her best man’s legs while her husband sat three feet away and made no move.

“Lottie,” Callum managed.

She glanced over her shoulder at him. Cheeks flushed, lipstick smeared, eyes wet and wild.

“Baby,” she whispered. “It’s… we’re just…”

Dean wrapped his fingers around the base of his cock. Lazy stroke, like this was nothing more than topping up a drink.

“Only if you want,” he said, quieter than before. “No pressure. You say no, I tuck it away, we finish the bottle, I fuck off. Your call, Mrs Holt.”

He left his cock there, huge and blunt, right in front of her mouth.

She stared at it. Swallowed. Her tongue flicked out to wet her lips, a nervous twitch.

Her eyes checked Callum again. One more lifeline.

Say no.

His jaw worked. Nothing. He knew what he looked like: shirt hanging open, glass tilting in his hand, pathetic bulge pressed against his fly.

Something shifted in her face at that. A click. Curiosity. Realisation. A little spark that looked an awful lot like thrill.

She turned and leaned in.

Very soft, she brushed her tongue over the tip, and Dean hissed. “Fuck.”

She jerked back, hand flying to her mouth, half horrified, half-laughing at herself.

“Oh my God,” she squealed through her fingers. “I didn’t. That was nothing.”

“That was something,” Dean breathed. His cock twitched in his grip, a bead shining at the slit.

She swung her gaze to Callum again, almost panicked now.

“Cal… say something.”

He stared at that shine of saliva where her tongue had been. His own cock punched against his zip.

“It’s… fine,” he choked. “If you… Only if you want, Lotts.”

There it was. Worse than silence. His own voice putting a stamp on it.

“Fuck,” she muttered, almost to herself.

She bent again. This time, her mouth closed over the tip properly. Wet, slow, lips stretching around him. She took him in an inch, then another, tongue circling the ridge.

Dean’s head dropped back.

“Jesus, oh fuck yes,” he groaned. “Christ, Cal. Your wife’s mouth…”

Callum’s whole body clenched.

No pretending now. Not wedding fever, not a joke. His wife knelt on the floor next to their white bed, working his best mate’s cock into her mouth, and he watched.

Dean slouched back against the pillows, opening his legs wider, hand settling on the back of her head like he owned it.

Callum did not move. Not sure he could.

Lottie’s veil slipped as she lowered her head, tulle skimming Dean’s thighs. Her mouth eased further down his length, tentative, learning the weight, spit shining on him. A little wet sound each time she pulled back.

Dean groaned again, deep from his chest.

"That's it, wedding girl," he said, low and pleased. "Nice and slow. Get him nice and messy."

Her head bobbed, tentative rhythm building. Wet sounds filled the quiet between the music. Callum watched her cheeks hollow, her hand braced on Dean's thigh for balance, veil slipping further down her back with every dip.

Dean's gaze slid sideways, caught him staring.

"Cal." Lazy command. "Come here, mate."

Callum's chest tightened.

"What?"

"Help your Mrs out. She's working hard. Hold her hair."

The words landed like a brick. His legs unlocked before his brain caught up. He moved round the side of the bed, close enough to smell her perfume mixed with sweat and whisky.

Dean's hand left the back of her head, gesturing.

"Go on. Keep it out of her face. She looks better with it back."

Callum's fingers trembled as he gathered the strands spilling over her shoulders. Still pinned in places from the morning. He twisted it gently into his palm, lifting it clear.

She glanced up at him, eyes glassy, mouth stretched obscenely around Dean's cock. A flicker of something. Shame? Gratitude? Lust?

He could not tell. His throat closed.

"There you go," Dean murmured, approving. "Good lad. Now guide her. She'll go deeper if you help."

Callum's stomach dropped.

"Dean…"

"Relax. Just a little pressure. She can take it, can't you, Lotts."

She made a muffled sound around him. Not quite a protest.

Dean's hand covered Callum's on the back of her head.

"Like this."

He pressed down, firm, easing her further onto his length. Her throat convulsed. A wet choke. Spit pooled at the corners of her mouth.

"Fuck, that's it," Dean groaned. "See? She loves it."

Callum felt the push under his palm. Felt her resist, then yield. His hand was holding her there. His hand was feeding his wife onto another man's cock. The thought landed sharp and filthy. He was helping. Actively. Not just watching. Complicit. Guilty. Turned on so hard he could hear his pulse in his ears.

Dean pulled her back up, let her gasp.

"Again," he said.

Callum pressed. Gentler this time, like that made it better. She sank down, took him deeper, throat working. Her hand squeezed Callum's wrist tight, whether to stop him or steady herself, he could not say.

Dean laughed, low and satisfied.

"You're giving her away, bruv. You know that, yeah?"

Callum's cock throbbed. His hand stayed exactly where it was.

"Yeah," he whispered.

Dean pulled her off his cock entirely, wet and shining, a string of spit connecting her lips to the head. She panted, lipstick smeared down her chin, eyes wrecked.

"Kiss her," Dean said suddenly.

Callum blinked.

"What?"

"You heard. Kiss your wife."

She turned her face towards him, still kneeling between Dean's legs, mouth slick and open. Waiting.

He hesitated. Dean's hand slid to the base of his cock, holding it upright between them, glistening.

"Go on," Dean urged. "She's still yours too, mate."

Callum bent. Their mouths met, soft and wrong. She tasted sharp. Salt and musk and something thicker. Precum. Dean's. The taste hit him at the same second her tongue pushed into his mouth, hot and desperate.

She kissed him harder than she had in months. Hungry. Filthy. Her hand came up to his jaw, nails scraping. She moaned into him, a sound he recognised from their bed but richer, rawer.

He pulled back, breathless, and saw it in her eyes. She was more turned on than he had ever seen her. Ever. Not their first time, not their wedding morning, not any careful night in their flat. This. Kneeling before their bridal bed with another man's cock in her mouth while her husband held her hair.

She was soaked. He knew without looking.

Dean's laugh broke the moment.

"Fucking hell. Look at you two."

He grabbed a fistful of her hair from Callum's grip and yanked her back down onto his cock, rough this time, no warning. She choked, then moaned around him, hips rolling.

"Back off, Cal," Dean said, voice thick. "I'm not done with her yet."

Callum stumbled back to the edge of the bed, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. The taste lingered. Dean's taste. On his wife's tongue. In his mouth now.

He sat. Watched. His cock strained so hard it hurt.

Lottie's head bobbed faster now, Dean's hand controlling the pace, using her. The veil dragged across his thighs. Her wedding ring flashed every time she gripped his leg for balance.

Callum stayed exactly where he was, lungs tight, cock straining, every sane instinct screaming while something darker purred. He had tasted it. He had helped. He sat there, did nothing else at all, and felt himself getting harder.
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Chapter 4: Gold Star Husband


Lottie’s cheeks hollowed around Dean’s cock, spit slicking her chin and dripping onto the white sheets. Their song still played low in the background, some soft, sugary version of it, a ghost from the reception. Wrong song for this. Wrong room. Wrong man. Dean’s thighs tensed under her hands.

“Look at that,” Dean chuckled, rough, pleased with himself. “Tell me you never pictured this once, Cal. Your missus in her white set, on her knees.”

Of course he had. Not like this though. Not with Dean.

Lottie’s shoulders jerked.

“Dean,” she tried, muffled around his length.

He stroked her hair, familiar, like a lover.

“Sorry, she’s got a bit of a mouthful.” a smug little curl at the corner of his mouth.

Callum dragged in air that did nothing. His fingers dug into his own knees. She had sucked him before, careful and sweet, all soft lips and giggles and, never like this. Not messy. Not being used as a prop. “You alright, baby?”

“Come on, mate,” Dean flicked his chin. “Give her some room. You’re hovering.”

He was not hovering, but it sounded like a fact when Dean said it, like he had been in the way.

“Yeah,” Callum heard himself say. His voice came out too thin. “Course.”

The armchair sat at a slight angle facing the bed. He had clocked that as soon as they came up here. Perfect spot to watch Lottie swish around in her dress, he had thought. Cute. Private. Their first quiet moment.

Now it was something else. A place to put him. He went and sat in it like a good boy.

From there, he saw everything. Straight shot of her kneeling between Dean’s spread thigh, her bra still on. Knickers still clinging. For now. Dean’s shirt hung open, tattoos barging up his forearms, belt undone, trousers shoved low enough to free that heavy slab of cock she was working over with her glossy mouth.

She bobbed again, deeper, chasing him. A wet choke. Dean’s hand firmed in her hair. Not violent, just sure. Guiding. Like he had done this with her a hundred times already.

“Good girl,” he rumbled. “Take a bit more. Go on. Show him.”

A string of spit snapped from her lip to the thick vein on his shaft when she came up to breathe. She wiped with the back of her hand, then caught herself and laughed, wild and embarrassed and turned on.

“This is fucked,” she breathed.

“Proper,” Dean grinned down at her. “Look at him.”

She turned her head. From the chair, Callum knew exactly what she saw: his knees parted, fists clenched, the pathetic bulge in his trousers obvious as anything, face burning. No way to pretend he was outraged. No way to pretend he was not hard.

“Cal,” she whispered. “You’re… alright?”

He swallowed. His throat scraped.

“Yeah.” It came out rough. “Yeah. You look…”

Beautiful did not touch it. Filthy did.

“See?” Dean gave her hair the lightest tug, pulling her attention back to him. “He loves it. Treat him.”

She hesitated, just a hitch. Then leaned in again. Pretty mouth opening. This time, she took him more than halfway before gagging.

“Fuck,” Dean groaned. His head tipped back, throat working. “That’s it. Christ. Your husband is a lucky man, getting to see this.”

Lucky. Sure. Lucky sat in Callum’s chest like a stone.

His cock throbbed helplessly. He shifted, useless attempt to hide it that only ground him against the zip. From this angle, he caught them in the wardrobe mirror too. Perfect little triangle. Like someone had drawn it up.

Her veil slid further, brushing Dean’s stomach as she worked up and down. White tulle, white bra, white knickers. White bed. His best mate’s slick cock pushing between the lips that had said vows to Callum that afternoon, in front of everyone.

“Careful,” Dean murmured, thumb stroking her cheek. “Teeth. Easy. You’re a bit excited.”

She snorted, mortified, and tried again, more controlled. Her hands wrapped around what her mouth could not cover. Both hands. Callum’s gut flipped. She needed both.

Dean’s gaze lifted to Callum. Hot. Lazy. Enjoying himself.

“This what you pictured, bruv?” his voice dragged, fucked and casual. “You wanted to see how good she can be?”

Callum shook his head. Pointless gesture.

“I didn’t…”

The rest died as Lottie gagged lightly around him, then let out a low moan, deep and wet, vibrating on Dean’s cock.

“Fuck,” Dean hissed. “Listen to that.”

Callum listened. The sound went straight to his cock like a hook. Obscene little gulps. Wet slides. Her nose bumping Dean’s skin.

She pulled off, panting, spit smeared all over her chin.

“Dean, I can’t… you’re massive,” she said, half laugh, half complaint, thumb rubbing her own mouth like she did not recognise it.

“Yeah,” he chuckled. “We’ll work on your technique.”

He brushed his thumb over her lower lip, smearing spit, claiming it.

“Take the bra off,” he added. “Too nice to fuck up.”

Her eyes flared.

“Dean…”

“Babe, look at you.” He tipped his chin at the bra. “White lace. Proper porn. Let him see what he married.”

Which him? Callum did not ask. Stupid question now.

Her hands went behind her back, fingers fumbling at the clasp. Callum’s chest pinched. That was his job. Now she popped it with a quick twist. Straps slid down her arms. The bra dropped on the sheet, and her tits spilt free, full and soft, nipples tight and dark. Dean whistled low.

“Fucking hell. Callum, mate. You lucky man.”

Heat rose up Callum’s neck. Like he had been selfish, keeping them to himself.

Lottie hunched for a second, arms instinctively crossing, then caught Callum’s stare. Something stubborn in her straightened her spine. She let him look. Daring him to flinch. Daring him to say no.

He could not. She was unreal.

Dean reached out and took both breasts in his hands, thumbs brushing over her nipples with greedy, owning little strokes.

“Perfect,” he murmured. “Look at that. They fill my hands.”

They did. His palms swallowed them. Callum’s fingers never came close.

Lottie shivered. A small whine slipped out when he pinched. Not pain. Not only. Too much.

“Wet?” he asked, like he already knew.

She gave the tiniest nod.

“Show him,” Dean said.

Her mouth opened. Closed. Colour climbed her throat.

He did not bother waiting. He pulled up to her feet, and his hand trailed from her tits down her stomach, to the waistband of her knickers. Two fingers hooked under, dragging the lace, dipping into the soft skin. Then he slid those fingers inside.

Her breath snagged sharply.

“Dean…”

He grinned, eyes bright.

“Relax.”

The muscles in Dean’s forearm flexed as his fingers moved between her legs. Spreading her open. Stroking. Testing how far gone she was. Lottie’s hips jerked, eyes squeezing shut.

“Yeah, you are,” Dean hummed. “Jesus. Soaked. Didn’t think you’d be this worked up for me.”

“Fuck,” she hissed. “That’s…”

He pulled his fingers free. They gleamed under the lamplight, slick and stringing.

He lifted them higher, slow, right into Callum’s eyeline.

“Look at that, Cal. Look what your missus is doing on her wedding night.”

Callum’s stomach dropped. Clear wet clung thick to Dean’s fingers, swelling the pads. Hers. Because of this. Because of him. Because of Dean.

Lottie made a strangled sound.

“Don’t… Dean, that’s…”

“What?” He smirked. “You’re married. No secrets now.”

He held the fingers out towards Callum, filthy little toast.

“Go on then. Have a taste. You put that there, mate. Own it.”

Callum’s throat shut. His legs went light, knees numbing.

He stayed where he was, Dean laughed under his breath.

“Alright. I’ll do it.”

He sucked his own fingers clean, eyes on Callum, tongue slow. Lottie stared too, flushed, wrecked, caught halfway between horror and wanting more.

“Fucking sweet,” Dean groaned. “Bet you never thought you’d taste like that with me, did you.”

With me. Not with him. The distinction hit Callum like a slap. His cock kicked. He felt dizzy.

Dean patted Lottie’s cheek.

“Bend over.”

She blinked, dazed.

“What?”

“Up on the bed.”

She hesitated that fraction too long. His palm landed on her hip, an easy matey clap that still moved her. She crawled higher on the mattress, facing the headboard. Knees spreading. Veil trailing behind her like a dropped flag. She planted her hands on the pristine pillows, tits hanging, arse up, offered.

Callum saw their wedding card on the bedside table, right by her fingers. Congratulations Mr & Mrs Holt.

Dean hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her knickers and started to tug them down over her hips.

She grabbed back.

“Dean. Wait.” She looked over her shoulder, past Dean, straight at Callum.

“Cal…”

He met her eyes. Fear, lust, guilt, all twisted together. One word from him would end this. It sat ready on his tongue. He swallowed it.

“If you… If you want…” slipped out instead.

Dean’s gaze flicked between them, pleased.

He peeled the knickers down. White lace rolled over her arse, down her thighs, catching on the garter, then off. He flung them aside. They landed by Callum’s shoe, a stupid little scrap of proof.

Her cunt bared, open to the warm lamplight, glistening for attention.

“Shit,” Dean exhaled. “Look at that. All for us.”

Us. Callum’s hands bit into the arms of the chair. His knuckles lost colour.

Dean stepped in behind her, pushing his trousers and pants down, freeing himself properly. His cock dragged Callum’s eyes down. Thick. Heavy. Ready. He wrapped a hand around the base and gave himself a slow pump, then laid that weight along her seam, pressing up between her lips.

She jolted, hips twitching.

“Fucking hell,” she gasped. “Dean.”

He rocked his hips, rubbing the blunt head along her clit, then back through her slick, then up again. Lazy. Familiar already. Getting her and himself messier.

“Easy,” he soothed. “Not going in. Just saying hello.”

From the chair, Callum watched that big cock slide through her wet, leaving shining trails along her. His own had never looked like that, never painted her like that.

“Fucking tight little thing,” Dean muttered. “Bet he’s never stretched you proper.”

Lottie let out a shocked, breathy laugh that cracked into a gasp when he pressed a little harder.

“Shut up,” she blurted. “Don’t talk about him like that.”

“Compliment,” Dean said easily. “Means he’s looked after you. I like a snug fit.”

He pushed again, letting the tip kiss her entrance this time, just parting her. She whimpered, fingers clawing at the sheets.

“Dean, wait,” breathless now. “I can’t…”

He eased off.

“See?” He glanced at Callum. “I’m nice. Just getting acquainted. You alright there, mate?”

Callum managed a single nod. His voice had gone.

“Say if you want me gone,” Dean went on. “You know I’ll listen.”

It sounded sincere. It sounded like an actual option. That made it worse, because Callum still did not take it.

“It’s… It’s her night,” he croaked. “I want her happy.”

Dean’s grin sharpened.

“Good husband,” he said. “Hear that, Lottie? Lucky girl.”

He slid his cock free from between her thighs and stroked it a couple of times, wet sounds slick and dirty. Then he moved, nudging her shoulder.

“On your back. Let him see that pretty face while you decide.”

She turned slowly, floaty with drink and shock and whatever Dean had just done to her. She flopped onto her back. Hair wild, veil caught under one shoulder, tits bare, thighs shiny. Dean caught her ankles and spread them.

Callum’s lungs misfired. This was the image he had carried for months. His bride, on clean white sheets, legs open, looking at him. Except Dean stood between her knees in his place.

Dean lined himself up, broad head nudging her entrance again.

“Last chance, Lotts,” he murmured. “You want the big mistake, say it.”

She looked past him, straight to Callum in the chair.

“Baby…”

It sounded like a plea. For rescue. For permission. He could not tell. Did not dare decide.

“If you want it…” he whispered, and that was that.

She closed her eyes.

“Yeah,” she breathed.

Dean pushed in. Just a little. Enough for her mouth to fall open. "Oh my fucking God," she gasped, raw.

He stilled, jaw clenched, fingers gripping her hips. "Jesus," he rasped. "You're gripping."

Callum saw it with horrible clarity: that fat head stretching her, pink clinging tight around dark. Only halfway. Already too much, more than him. He had never seen her body struggle like that.

She panted.

"Dean, slow…"

"Course," he soothed, though his voice shook. "You're a lot to take, babe."

He pushed another inch. She clawed the sheets, wedding ring flashing in the lamplight. Her back arched, tits bouncing.

"Fuck," she cried. "It's… so…"

"Say it," Dean urged, glancing towards the chair. "What is it?"

She bit her lip, shaking her head.

Dean rolled his hips, a small grind, sinking deeper.

"Big," she yelped. "Fuck, happy?"

He laughed, breath tight.

"Yeah. Proper happy."

He looked straight at Callum. "You hearing that, bruv?"

Callum's heart slammed. He should get up. Should shove him away. Should be the man here. Instead, he stayed planted, shame running hot as a fever.

"Yeah," he forced out. "I hear."

Dean bent over her, braced on his hands, and kissed her while he worked another slow inch inside. Her thighs trembled on either side of him.

It looked disgusting and perfect: that huge cock dragging her open, taking what had been his.

"Eyes on him," Dean murmured against her mouth. "Go on. Show your husband."

She turned her head, neck straining, searching for Callum.

"Cal…" she whimpered, as Dean rocked deeper again.

Her face twisted. Not just pain. Too full. Too much.

He grabbed at the line he had left.

"You… okay?"

She gave the tiniest nod, which fell apart when Dean shoved the rest of the way in with a guttural sound.

"Fucking hell yes," Dean snarled. "All the way in."

She screamed, sharp and shocked, then broke into choked curses.

"Jesus, oh my God, fuck, fuck, fuck."

Callum flinched at every one. She had never sounded like that with him. With him, it had been soft gasps, a few whispered ohs. Nothing feral.

Dean held there, buried, letting her clamp around him.

"You good?" he asked, almost gently.

"Don't move," she protested, nails digging into his shoulders. "You're… oh my God, you're in my stomach."

He laughed low. "That's a compliment."

He drew back an inch. She whimpered, clinging.

"Don't," she blurted, desperate now. "Don't you fucking pull out."

He shot Callum a look. There it was. See.

"Yeah?" he goaded her. "You want it?"

"Yes," she gasped. "Just… fuck."

"Ask nice," Dean said, teasing.

She threw her head back.

"Please," shameless. "Please, Dean, fuck me."

Callum flinched. His name would never sound like that. Dean's did.

Dean gave her what she begged for. He pulled out halfway and slammed in. The slap of hips meeting wet flesh cracked across the room. Lottie's cry bounced off the calm cream walls.

"Jesus," Dean groaned. "Listen to you."

He set a rhythm. Heavy, relentless, bedframe starting to bang the wall with each drive of his hips. Her tits bounced in time. Mascara streaked down her cheeks, making her look proper wrecked.

"Look at him," Dean grunted, jerking his chin at the chair in between thrusts. "Look at your husband while I open you up."

She forced her eyes that way. Saw Callum folded into the armchair, hard and shaking.

"Baby," she sobbed. "I'm… I'm sorry."

He shook his head. Nothing left to hide behind.

"As long as you’re enjoying it…"

Her cunt clenched around Dean at that, a helpless whimper ripping out of her.

"Fuck," Dean laughed. "Hear that? Our girl loves that line."

Our girl. It stuck like a bone in this throat.

Dean caught her ankles and shoved them wider, pinning them up, folding her under him. Callum saw everything: Dean's cock, slick and shining as it hammered into his wife, pulling more wet out of her with each thrust.

"Tell him," Dean panted. "Tell him how good it is."

She screwed her eyes shut.

"I can't," she gasped.

He slammed into her harder. She shrieked.

"Say it."

"So… big," she choked. "Fuck, you're so big."

Dean's grin flashed, savage.

"Louder."

She wailed it this time.

"You're so fucking big, Dean."

Callum's vision blurred. Crying like a fucking baby. Yet his cock throbbed uselessly. He was going to cum in his trousers like a stupid teenager.

"Bigger than what?" Dean pressed, grinding deep, voice going cruel. "Say it proper."

Lottie's breath hitched. Her eyes flew wide, panicked, searching for Callum.

"Dean, don't…"

"Say it," he ordered. "Tell him the truth. He can take it. Can't you, Cal?"

Callum's mouth opened. Nothing came out. His throat had sealed.

Dean slowed his thrusts, dragging it out, making her feel every inch. "Who fills you better, Lotts?" he murmured. "Me or him?"

She bit her lip, shaking her head, tears streaking.

"That's not fair," she choked.

"Fair?" Dean laughed. "You're the one with my cock balls-deep in you on your wedding night. Answer the question."

She looked at Callum, apology and shame and arousal all tangled.

"I'm sorry," she whispered. "Baby, I'm so sorry."

"For what?" Dean goaded, still grinding. "What are you sorry for?"

Her breath sobbed out.

"You," she gasped, voice breaking. "You fill me better. You're… fuck… you're bigger. So much bigger."

Dean groaned, hips snapping harder.

"There it is. Good girl."

Callum's stomach dropped through the floor. Hearing it. Actually hearing her say it. His cock kicked anyway, traitor.

"Look at him," Dean panted. "Look at your husband while you tell him the truth."

She turned her face, mascara running, lips swollen.

"Cal," she sobbed. "I'm sorry. You're… you're perfect. But I…"

"What?" Dean pushed. "Finish it."

"He's so much bigger and I… fuck… I love it."

Dean cursed, slamming into her hard enough to shift the bed.

"Hear that, mate?" he grunted. "She loves my cock. Say thank you."

Callum blinked, dazed.

"What?"

"Thank me," Dean said, breathless but steady. "For giving her what she needs."

The room spun. This was insane. Completely fucked.

"Thank you," Callum heard himself whisper.

Dean slowed, eyebrows raised.

"Louder. Mean it."

Callum swallowed. His voice cracked.

"Thank you."

"For what?"

Shame burned through him, white-hot.

"For… for fucking my wife."

Dean's grin split wide.

"That's my boy."

He pulled out of Lottie suddenly, leaving her gasping and empty. She whimpered at the loss, hips twitching.

"Turn over," Dean ordered. "Hands and knees. Let's give him the full show."

She obeyed, shaking, crawling into position. Arse up, knees wide, cunt glistening and open. Callum saw the wet streaks on her thighs, the way she was swollen and pink.

Dean knelt behind her, one hand on her hip, the other guiding himself back to her entrance.

"Watch this," he told Callum, and slammed in.

Lottie screamed into the pillow, fingers clawing, back arching.

"Fuck, fuck, Dean, oh my God."

He grabbed the veil, wrapped it round his fist like a lead, and used it to pull her back onto him with each thrust. Her head jerked, throat bared, tits swinging.

"Look at that," Dean panted. "Your bride. My fucking toy."

Callum could not look away. The thick length of Dean's cock vanishing into her again and again, her arse bouncing with the impact, her wedding ring catching light as she gripped the sheets.

"She feels incredible," Dean groaned. "Tight little married cunt. Fuck, Cal, you don't know what you've been missing."

"Don't," Lottie gasped. "Don't say that."

"Why not?" Dean yanked the veil, making her yelp. "It's true. You've never been fucked like this, have you?"

She sobbed.

"No."

"Say his name," Dean ordered. "Look at him and say it."

She turned her head, eyes wrecked, streaming.

"Cal," she choked. "I've never… he's never… fuck, I'm sorry."

Callum's chest cracked open. His cock leaked. He was going to die here.

"It's okay," he rasped. "You… you look beautiful."

Dean barked a laugh.

"Beautiful. Hear that, Lotts? He thinks you look beautiful getting railed by his best mate."

He released the veil and grabbed her hips with both hands, slamming harder. The wet slap of skin filled the room, obscene and relentless.

"Gonna cum again," Dean grunted. "Where do you want it?"

Lottie shook her head, incoherent.

"Don't… can't… too much…"

"Not in you," he said. "Not yet. That's for later. But I'm marking you now."

He pulled out, fist wrapping his cock, and flipped her onto her back in one smooth move. She sprawled, boneless, chest heaving. He straddled her stomach, cock aimed at her tits.

"Open your mouth," he panted.

She obeyed without thinking, lips parting.

Two hard strokes and he grunted, thick ropes of cum leaping out. The first hit her chin, her bottom lip. The second splashed across her tits. The third painted her throat. More followed, streaking her collarbone, catching the edge of her veil, dotting her nipples.

"Fuck," Dean groaned, milking the last drops onto her stomach. "Look at that. Proper blessed."

Callum stared. White on white. His bride painted. Claimed.

Lottie blinked up at the ceiling, dazed, cum cooling on her skin.

"Jesus," she breathed.

Dean squeezed his cock, one last pearly bead welling at the tip. He wiped it on her nipple, casual as anything.

"There we go."

Callum lurched up automatically, finally finding his nerve. "I'll get a towel."

Dean's hand came up, palm out.

"Hold up."

Callum froze, folded half over. Dean smirked, breathing already settling.

"No rush. Don't waste it."

Lottie swallowed. Colour burned across her cheeks.

"Dean, don't be a dick."

"What?" He nodded at Callum. "He's a big boy. He can help. It's his wedding night."

Callum's skin crawled and burned at once. Shame - but something rawer under it.

Dean tilted his head, friendly and ruthless.

"Come here, Cal," he said. Easy. Command. "Sort your Mrs out. Least you can do, yeah?"

Lottie's eyes flew wide.

"Dean, that's fucked."

"You're covered because I gave you what you needed," Dean said. "He can handle a bit of cleanup. Right, mate?"

Three breaths. Callum heard each one scrape his throat.

"If… if it helps," he said.

Dean's smile darkened.

"Knew you were sound."

Callum climbed onto the bed on his knees, careful of the wet streak on the sheets, stupid to worry about the duvet now. Up close, Dean's cum looked thicker, clinging to her skin, catching the lamp glow. A strand slid from her collarbone towards the curve of her breast.

Lottie whispered.

"Baby, you don't have to."

"It's fine," he lied, voice hoarse.

He bent his head. The first lick tasted salt and whisky and something heavier. Not what he had thought. Worse. Better. His stomach flipped. His cock jerked. Sick.

He went again. Slow sweep of his tongue across her nipple, collecting the line Dean had left. Her back arched, a shocked sound bursting out of her.

"Fuck," Dean laughed softly. "Look at that. Proper devoted."

Cum smeared Callum's mouth, his chin. He followed it up her collarbone, along the slick on her throat. Lottie panted, fingers fluttering in his hair. She did not push him away. Her eyes shone, destroyed.

"Cal…"

"I've got you," he murmured against her skin, even if he clearly did not.

A pearl of cum clung to the edge of her veil, where it stuck to her shoulder. He licked that too. No point pretending there was a line left.

Dean watched, lazy and intent, still half hard, his hand idly stroking Lottie's thigh.

"You taste that?" Dean asked.

Callum paused, swallowed, and nodded.

"That's what had her screaming for me,"

The words sat hot in Callum's gut. No way to spit them back out now.

He chased a smear down over her belly, to the dip of her navel. His nose brushed the drying trails.

Dean shifted closer, hand still on Lottie's thigh, fingers creeping higher.

"Say thank you," Dean said quietly.

Callum froze, tongue on her skin.

"What?"

"You heard me."

Lottie made a small sound, half protest.

Callum straightened slightly, cum wet on his lips, and met Dean's eyes.

"Thank you," he whispered.

Dean's grin sharpened.

"For what?"

The trap closed. Callum swallowed, tasting him.

"For… for making her happy."

Dean's hand squeezed Lottie's thigh.

"Good lad," he said.

His cock twitched, thickening already as he watched Callum kneel there, humiliated and grateful, while Lottie lay between them, marked and used and softening under their attention.

"Clean her up proper," Dean murmured. "Then we'll see about round two."

Callum bent his head again, tongue chasing the mess Dean had made, while his own cock strained painful and untouched, and Dean's hand slid higher between his wife's thighs, keeping her ready for him again.

Fresh panic and dark excitement punched through Callum together. Dean lazily coaxed his twitching cock back up, as if his body had never heard of limits.

Lottie let out a broken little laugh that sounded far too close to tears.

“You’re insane,” she whispered. “I can’t…”

“You will,” Dean murmured, thumb circling her clit like he owned the route. “He’ll watch. We’ll make it a proper wedding night.”

Callum stayed on his knees between them, tongue salted with another man’s cum, while Dean’s cock thickened again, certain as anything that the night belonged to him.


five
Chapter 5: The Breeding Gift


Dean reached for the water on the bedside table.

“Tidy work,” he said, amused. “You thirsty, bruv?”

Callum’s tongue felt thick. His mouth tasted of salt and shame and the humid stink of the room.

“Bit,” he managed.

Dean took a long pull, throat working, then held the glass out. Not to Lottie. Callum thankfully gulped down the water, trying to wash the filth from his mouth.

“Right. Back up, gold star. We’re not finished.”

Gold star. Like he was being marked. Still, he did what he was told, dropping off the bed, to kneel – still close enough to smell his wife, to see everything.

Lottie let out a shredded sigh and flopped onto her side. One bra strap gone, nipple out, mascara smeared in dark half-moons. Wrecked. On their wedding bed. Like she had been passed around while he fetched drinks.

“I’m dead,” she muttered. “Proper used.”

He stroked his knuckles up her slick inner thigh. Callum saw the little flinch when he grazed somewhere sore.

“You’re fine.”

“I’m fucked,” she corrected, a tiny filthy smile ghosting. “In every way.”

“Exactly.”

Dean cupped her with easy entitlement, thumb nudging the swollen hood of her clit. Her breath caught, hips twitching towards him on reflex.

“Dean…”

“You hear that?” Dean glanced over at Callum, sharing it. “She’s still buzzing. All that shaking and she’s greedy for more.”

Callum’s knees burned in the too-plush carpet. Their wedding bed looked like strangers had broken in and gone at it. He was the stranger. “We can stop,” he blurted. Too quick. “If she’s… if you’re knackered, Lotts, we can crash, it’s fine.”

Sounded like begging.

Dean’s thumb slowed, drawing lazy circles that had Lottie’s body betraying her protests.

“Look at her,” Dean murmured. “She’s not done. Are you done, Lottie?”

She screwed her eyes shut, hips pushing against his hand despite herself.

“It’s a lot,” she breathed. “You’re a lot.”

“That’s not a no,” Dean said. “That’s a problem I like.”

“You’re such a prick,” she said, breath hitching. “My favourite prick.”

“You might have married him,” Dean nodded at Callum. “But you’re fucking me.”

The words went in like cold steel. The ring dug into his finger. Husband. Watching his best mate tune his wife on the bed meant for them.

“Come on,” Dean said, voice softening into that coaxing that always sounded reasonable. “Back on those hands and knees. Let him see how pretty your back looks.”

Lottie’s gaze dragged to Callum, heavy and searching, pupils blown. Checking him.

“You sure, baby?” she asked, voice rough but hungry. “You alright watching your mate ruin my nice cunt?”

His throat locked. He could tell Dean to sling his hook. He could pull Lottie into his arms and shut the door.

“Yeah, I want him to,” he got out.

There. Signed. Gift wrapped.

Relief flickered, wicked, across her mouth. Right answer.

“Fuck,” she whispered, almost to herself, then louder for both of them, “Yeah, alright then.”

She rolled to her front.

Dean caught her, helpful, arranging. He gathered her hair and veil in one big fist, dragging them aside to bare her neck and shoulders, till he got her arse high, face in the pillows. Her cunt glistened between her thighs, swollen now, gaping obscene.

Jesus. His stomach turned, while his cock swelled. He’s re-shaping his wife. Dean’s fuck toy.

Dean shuffled in behind her, one hand spreading her cheeks, thumb running along her slick seam.

"Look at that," he murmured. "Still soaked."

"Take it easy…" she protested into the pillow, but it carried no weight now. "You've already fucked me stupid with that thing."

"Yeah, you can take more."

He spat in his palm, showy, and fisted his cock. Hard again, thick as anything. He slapped it across her arse. Wet smack. She jolted.

"Ow, dickhead."

"Shut up," he laughed quietly. "Arch more. Let your husband see your pretty stretched hole."

"Pervert," she muttered, but tilted her hips, spreading wider, giving them both the view.

Callum saw everything. Shine, the soft gape where Dean's cock had been earlier, the once-tight ring of muscle pulsing. His fingers dug into the crumpled sheet.

Dean lined up, the blunt head nudging at her entrance. "If we do this, I’m going to cum inside you this time. You want me to stop?"

She bit her lip, hips shifting back towards him despite herself.

"No," she whispered. "Fuck."

He pressed forward, just the crown breaching her. She gasped, hands fisting the pillows.

"Trust me, Lotts," he murmured. "You're gonna love this."

He looked back at Callum.

"Want me to creampie her mate?"

Her eyes cut to Callum, sideways. Whole marriage in that look. Do something. Or give her this.

"I don't…" His tongue wouldn't work. "Yes."

It landed. Dean's grin split wide.

"Knew it," Dean said. "Good man."

He pushed in with one long, cruel stroke, all the way to the hilt. Lottie choked on a scream, hands clawing at the pillows, back bowing.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck, oh my God."

Dean groaned, deep and guttural, head dropping back.

"Christ. You're still stupid tight, babe. Gripping me like a fucking vice."

"Jesus, Dean," she panted, shocked, voice breaking. "You're inside everywhere. I can feel… fuck… everything."

Callum watched every inch of that thick shaft buried inside her, watched her cunt stretched impossibly round him with nothing between them. His own cock had never done that. Never filled her like that. Dean's hips pressed flush to her arse, balls snug against her slick pussy, no space left.

"You feel that?" Dean panted, holding still, letting her adjust. "That's all of me. Nothing in the way. Just me in your married cunt."

She whimpered, face crushed into the pillow.

"You're so deep. Fuck, you're in my stomach."

"Yeah, I am," Dean growled. "And you fucking love it."

He pulled back an inch. She keened instantly, desperate.

"Don't," she sobbed. "Don't you dare pull out. Stay in me."

Dean's eyes flared, triumphant.

"You hear that, Cal?"

He drove back in, hard.

Her cry ripped across the room, raw and filthy.

"Dean, fuck. That's it. Right there."

He found a rhythm, using her hips as handles, dragging her back onto him so each thrust landed deep with an obscene, wet smack. The sound of skin on skin, the slickness between them, filled the suite. Hot. Unapologetic. Final.

"Oh my God," she babbled. "You're… fuck, I feel all of it. Every inch. You're so fucking big. It's too much, it's perfect."

"Take it," he growled, fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to bruise. "Open up for me. This is how a wedding night should feel, yeah? Proper fucked. Proper filled."

Her fingers clawed at the headboard, wedding ring tapping a soft, bright tick with every brutal jolt.

"Look at her," Dean called back to Callum, voice rough. "Our girl on all fours. Veil on. Ring on. Taking me bare on your wedding bed. You seeing this, Cal?"

Callum couldn't answer. His cock strained against his trousers, damp at the tip. The urge to watch, to drink in every brutal second, was stronger than any urge to stop it. That shame sat heavy and hot in his gut.

Dean yanked her veil tighter in his fist, using it as a leash, pulling her head back.

"Pretty married slag," he grunted. "This is what you wanted when you picked him? Needed someone safe to bring me in and do the proper work?"

She sobbed, then laughed breathlessly, wrecked.

"You're such a cocky twat," she gasped. "Just fuck me. Please just fuck me."

"Tell him," Dean demanded, slowing his thrusts to deep, deliberate grinds that made her shake. "Tell your husband how his best man feels inside you."

Her voice cracked, desperate and honest. "You're… fucking… bigger," she gasped. "So much bigger than him. Happy now?"

"Not enough," he growled, pulling almost all the way out, leaving just the tip inside. She whined at the loss. "Say you like it."

"I like it," it burst out of her, filthy and true. "I love it. I love your big cock. Don't stop. Don't you fucking ever dare stop."

Dean slammed back in, making her scream.

"Good girl," he moaned. "That's my good fucking girl."

He hammered her, bed rattling, headboard knocking the wall with steady, damning rhythm. Callum watched slick coat Dean's shaft whenever he drew back, watched her body pull him in again as if refusing to lose him, clenching round him desperately.

The wet sounds got filthier. Her cunt made obscene noises every time he drove in, sloppy and used and still wanting more.

"Listen to that," Dean panted. "Hear how wet you are for me? Fucking dripping down my balls, babe."

"Can't help it," she sobbed. "You make me… fuck… You make me so wet."

Dean released the veil and grabbed both her hips, fingers bruising, using her properly now. Rutting into her like he owned her.

"Who does this cunt belong to?" he snarled.

She shook her head, lost.

"Dean…"

He stopped. Buried deep, not moving. She whimpered, trying to push back, but he held her still.

"Answer me," he demanded. "Who owns this cunt?"

Her breath hitched. She glanced sideways at Callum, eyes streaming, guilt and lust tangled together.

"You do," she whispered.

"What?" Dean barked. "I didn't fucking hear you."

"You do!" she cried. "You own it. You own my cunt, Dean."

"Louder," he ordered. "Say the whole thing. Let your husband hear you."

She broke, sobbing and furious and desperate.

"You own my cunt, Dean!" she screamed. "You fucking own me! Is that what you want to hear?"

"Yeah," he groaned, slamming back into motion. "That's exactly what I wanted to hear."

He fucked her savagely now, no pretence of gentleness. She wailed into the pillows, body jerking with every thrust.

Callum's vision blurred. His throat closed. His wife, screaming that she belonged to another man. And his cock throbbed all the harder.

"Can I…" Callum heard himself, voice shredded. "Can I just… touch her?"

Dean didn't slow.

"Ask me nicer."

Callum flinched, humiliation burning.

"Dean, please. Can I… can I hold her hand or something?"

Lottie's fingers scrabbled at the headboard like she was reaching for him.

"Let him," she panted. "Let him, Dean. Let my good boy hold my hand while you fuck me."

Dean glanced back, sweat stuck to his brow, grin vicious.

"Not yet," he said. "Hear that, Lotts? He asks me now. Not you. Me."

A cracked, disbelieving laugh jolted out of her.

"You're sick," she groaned. Then moaned when he buried deeper. "I fucking love it. We're both sick."

"You're wetter than a fucking swimming pool," Dean snapped his hips in hard. "So who's sick?"

She wailed. "Both of us. All of us. Dean, please, please, please.”

"Yeah," he panted, pleased. "Ride it, babe. Let your husband hear you cum on my bare cock."

Callum's chest burned. His ring caught the lamplight as he clenched his hands. Husband. Spectator. Cuckold.

Dean shifted his angle, lifting one knee, driving deeper. Lottie sobbed.

"Right there," she cried. "Shit, don't change. Don't you dare move. Keep fucking me exactly like that!"

"Good girl," he rasped. "Take that bare cock. Take your best man raw. Let him reshape this tight little cunt."

Her whole body shook, thighs trembling.

"Callum," she gasped, voice breaking. "Baby, look at me. I'm sorry. I'm such a fucking slut for him."

Callum swallowed glass, forced words past the blockage.

"If you're happy," he said, wrecked, "it's… It's alright."

Her cunt clenched visibly around Dean's cock. Dean hissed, eyes rolling.

"Fuck me," he laughed breathlessly. "You see that? She's squeezing when you approve. Proper little cuck's wife. Made for this."

Cuck. There it was again. Heavy. Correct. Undeniable.

Lottie gave a wild, broken laugh that melted into a desperate moan.

"Don't be mean to him," she panted. "He's been so good. Let him watch his wife get fucked the way she needs."

"Why not?" Dean smacked her arse, making her yelp. "He's sitting there with my cum still on his tongue, watching me breed his bride bareback. If the shoe fits, wear it, yeah?"

Callum's face burned hotter. His cock throbbed, leaking. The shoe fit perfectly. They all knew it.

Dean eased his pace slightly, catching his breath, still buried deep.

"Alright," he said, magnanimous. "You can touch her now, Cal. Go on, mate. Hold her fucking hand. All you’re good for.

Callum unfolded stiffly, legs shaking, and moved to the side of the bed. Lottie's face was crushed to the pillow, mascara and sweat dirtying the fabric, her mouth gaped open, breath shuddering with every slow grind of Dean's hips still inside her. He reached for her hand.

Dean thrust extra deep as Callum's fingers threaded with Lottie's. She squeezed so hard it hurt, nails biting into his palm.

"Baby," she sobbed, eyes unfocused. "Oh fuck, feel him. He's ruining my cunt for you. He's so fucking deep and thick and I can't… I can't stop wanting it."

"Just breathe," Callum croaked, throat raw. "You're doing… You look…"

Perfect. Ruined.

Dean fucked her harder now, clearly getting off on their linked hands, on Callum's presence.

"Look at that," he panted. "Husband helping while I rearrange his wife's insides. Filthy little team effort."

Lottie's back bowed, arse pushing back to meet him.

"I'm gonna cum," she whined. "Oh God, I'm so close. Please. Please, can I cum, Dean? Make me cum on your bare cock."

He barked a savage laugh, drilling into her.

"Begging me, not him. Hear that, Cal?"

Callum heard it. Felt it in the base of his spine, in his aching balls.

"Let her," he whispered. "Please. Just… please let her cum."

Dean's eyes flared, bright and cruel.

"You thanking me already?"

"Yes," Callum blurted, shame flooding him. "Thank you. Just… please."

"Fuck, you're perfect," Dean groaned, rhythm turning brutal. "You hear that, Lottie? He's grateful I'm fucking you raw. Grateful."

She shattered. Her cunt spasmed violently around Dean's thick cock, a hoarse, guttural cry ripping out of her throat. She crushed Callum's hand in a bruising grip, her body convulsing.

"Oh my God, I'm cumming, I'm cumming all over you," she babbled, words tumbling. "Don't stop, don't stop, don't fucking stop, Dean, please."

Dean growled, rutting through it, giving her no mercy.

"Take it," he snarled. "Cum on my bare cock. On your wedding night. That's it. Squeeze me. Milk it."

Her orgasm dragged on, messy and relentless, louder than anything Callum had ever pulled from her. Not even close.

Dean eventually slowed, still deep, letting her ride out the aftershocks.

"Good girl," he panted. "Fucking perfect."

She whimpered, tears streaming.

Dean pulled out slowly. His cock emerged slick and shining, her arousal coating every inch. She gasped at the emptiness, cunt clenching on nothing.

"On your back," Dean said, voice rough. "I want him to see your face when I finish inside you."

She squeaked as he manhandled her, no gentleness, flipping her onto her back. He dragged her down the bed by her ankles, then slotted back between her thighs and shoved back in with a single brutal thrust.

"Fuck," she whispered, wrecked. Then smiled, sinful and exhausted. "Yeah. Like that."

Now Callum saw everything: Dean's thick cock driving in and out of her red, swollen, flooded cunt, shining with their mixed wetness. Her tits bounced with every thrust. Veil twisted round her throat like a collar. The air was thick with sweat and sex.

Dean hooked her knees over his forearms, folding her nearly in half, owning the angle completely.

"Eyes on him," Dean snarled. "Come on, Lotts. Look at your husband while I breed you."

The word slapped Callum like a fist.

"You married her, didn't you?" Dean panted. "Put the ring on her finger. That's the first claim. I'm putting the real one in now. Bare. Deep. In her fertile married cunt."

Lottie's eyes found Callum's, blown wide, terrified and aroused.

"Baby," she gasped. "He's going to… he's going to cum in me."

Dean's hips pistoned faster, relentless.

"Tell him," Dean gasped. "Tell him you want my cum inside you."

She tried to turn away. Dean held her face, forcing her to look at Callum.

"Dean, this is…"

"Say it or I pull out right now," he threatened.

Her cunt clenched desperately at the threat. Callum saw the squeeze, the panic.

"Don't," she blurted. "Don't you dare pull out. I want it."

"Then beg," Dean commanded. "Beg me to breed you in front of your husband."

She stared at Callum, tears and lust and guilt streaming down her face.

"I'm sorry," she whispered to him. "Baby, I'm your filthy, disgusting wife."

Something in Callum folded. Broke. Reformed. He nodded slowly.

"If that's what you need," he heard himself say.

Her breath caught. Permission given. She turned back to Dean, something unleashing.

"Please cum in me," she begged, voice raw and shameless. "Please, Dean. I want it. I want your cum. Fill me up. I don't care. Just fill my cunt."

Dean groaned, thrusting harder.

"Louder. Make him hear it."

"I want you to cum in me!" she cried, nearly screaming it. "Please, Dean, fill my married cunt. Breed me. Breed me in front of my husband. Please!"

Callum swayed where he stood. He should have stopped this ten steps back. A hundred. Instead, his cock throbbed harder hearing her beg to be bred by his best friend on their wedding bed.

"You hearing your wife, Cal?" Dean taunted, voice strained. "She wants my spunk. She's begging for it."

"Just do it," Callum muttered, voice dead.

Dean bared his teeth, eyes locked on Callum's.

"Look at him, Lottie," he panted. "Look at your husband while I fucking breed you."

She held Callum's gaze, desperate and lit up like a live wire, as Dean slammed in one last brutal time, burying himself to the hilt. His body locked, muscles seizing.

"Fuck, yeah," he grunted, grinding deep. "Take it. Take all of it."

Callum saw Dean's body go rigid, the deep, pulsing grind as he stayed fully sheathed. Lottie's nails dug into Callum's forearm as the first thick spurt hit deep inside her. She moaned, low and filthy and satisfied.

"God, yes," she gasped. "Fill me. Give it to me. More…"

Dean groaned long and deep, hips pulsing rhythmically, pumping everything into her.

"Fuck, I'm filling her," he gasped. "On your wedding night, mate. Right up your wife's bare cunt. Can you see it? Can you see me breeding her?"

"Yes," Callum whispered. It was the only honest answer left.

Dean stayed buried, grinding slowly, making absolutely sure every drop went deep.

"Good boy. Good fucking cuckold."

Lottie whimpered, thighs shaking, pussy clenching around him as he filled her.

Dean finally sagged forward, still inside, breath hot at her throat. Sweat dripped onto her chest. The room reeked of sex, heavy and irreversible.

After a long moment, he eased back. His cock slid free with an obscene wet sound, still half-hard, slick with their combined mess. Lottie gasped, cunt flexing, trying to hold onto him.

A thick white spill immediately followed, leaking from her swollen, gaping hole onto the ruined white sheets.

"Shit," Dean chuckled, breathless. "Look at that. Fucking gorgeous."

Lottie dragged a shaking hand over her face, then looked down between her spread legs, seeing the mess.

"Look what you've done to me," she murmured to Dean, voice wrecked but weirdly smug. "Ruined this slutty bride."

"Yeah," Dean agreed. "In the best way."

He grabbed her knees again, holding her open for inspection, for display.

"Come on then," he said to Callum. "Check on your missus. Make sure she's alright after I bred her."

Callum edged closer, throat dry, legs unsteady. The sight of her punched him: sprawled on her back, legs held obscenely wide, cunt sloppy and red and used, Dean's cum seeping out in slow, thick strings onto the bed that had been made up pristine for Mr and Mrs Holt just hours ago. He dropped back to his knees beside the bed. Denim scraped over his aching, untouched cock. He ignored it. Good husbands waited.

"Lottie?" His voice came out small.

She blinked down at him, dazed and shining, lips swollen and parted.

"I'm okay," she whispered. "I'm so full, baby."

"Have a closer look," Dean told him, voice easy and cruel. "Clean her up. Make it tidy before round three."

Callum's stomach swooped.

"Dean…"

"She's leaking, mate," Dean said. "You gonna let it drip all over your nice wedding sheets? Be a gentleman."

Lottie let out a tiny, broken laugh, filthy around the edges.

"Come on, Cal," she breathed. "Help your wife. You're good at cleaning up, yeah? You've always been good at looking after me."

"He likes helping," Dean added. "Don't you, Cal?"

Callum stared at her messy, cum-filled cunt. At what Dean had deposited deep inside her. At what he'd nodded along to, approved, thanked him for.

His wedding ring glinted on his hand where it braced against the mattress.

"If this is what you both want," he said, voice hollow, "I'll… I'll keep things tidy."

The words came from some new, broken place inside him.

He leaned in. His tongue caught the first thick, bitter taste of Dean's cum mixed with her sweetness. Hot. Salty. Intimate in a way that snapped something fundamental in him. Heat rushed up his throat. Shame. Arousal. Acceptance.

He swallowed.

Lottie jolted, a shocked gasp bursting out.

"Oh my God," she choked. "Cal… fuck, that's so dirty. You're licking his cum out of me."

Dean's fingers slid into her hair, stroking gently as he watched Callum work, his other hand already moving to his own cock, stroking it slowly back to hardness.

"That's it," Dean murmured, voice warm with approval. "Get it all. Don't want to waste it. That's expensive spunk, that is."

"Good boy," Lottie added softly, drunk on power and pleasure. "My good, nasty, perfect boy."

Callum chased every drop, tongue working along the swollen seam of her cunt, over her sensitive folds, careful and thorough. Cum slicked his lips, coated his tongue. He lapped it up obediently, the thick mess sliding down his throat, until her pussy shone relatively clean and their mingled fluids sat in his mouth and belly instead of on the sheets.

He pulled back finally, breathing hard, chin wet, lips sticky.

"Good boy," Dean said again, satisfaction rich in his voice. "You keep her spotless for me, yeah? Ready for when I want her again."

Lottie stared down at Callum, utterly dazed, legs still spread in Dean's strong hands.

"What are we doing?" she whispered, voice thin with disbelief. But that wild glint remained. "This is so fucked. I love you. Both of you. This is insane."

Dean stretched back lazily, claiming the bed too.

"Having the best wedding night story no one else gets to tell," he said. "And your husband's making sure it runs smoothly. Professional clean-up crew."

Callum stayed on his knees beside the bed, their taste thick and wrong on his tongue, his own cock still throbbing desperately untouched in his trousers, and there was no line left he could pretend he hadn't stepped over.

Not one.
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Chapter 6: Three Tickets


The low lighting couldn’t hide the wreckage that used to be their wedding suite.

Lottie sprawled across the centre of the bed like someone had dropped her after a gang bang and just left her there. Lying on her back, naked and marked, one leg crooked, one arm flung above her head. Mascara stamped in grey smudges, lipstick gone, mouth slack. Her hair was a wild knot, her veil had finally given up the ghost and lay on the floor. Her tits rose and fell in slow, heavy breaths. Her thighs stayed parted a little, just enough to show the smear of wet on the inside.

Dean lay on his back beside her, propped on one elbow. The other arm rested over her waist, heavy and easy. His hand sat just under her belly button, fingers near where his cum sat deep inside her. His chest gleamed with sweat, the dragon tattoo down his arm cutting dark against her skin and the crumpled sheets.

And Callum hovered.

He stood barefoot between bed and sofa, shirt hanging open, fly strained, jaw tight. Not sure where to put himself. The room looked like Dean’s now. Dean’s tie on the lamp. Dean’s belt on the floor. Lottie’s knickers on the balcony handle. His suit jacket still hanging neat. Good little husband, untouched.

Dean clocked him.

“Come here a sec, mate.”

Of course, he went when called; he stepped closer.

Lottie’s lashes fluttered. Her eyes cracked open.

“What time is it?” she slurred.

“Stupid o’clock,” Dean said. “Go back to sleep, princess. Let the men talk, yeah.”

She gave a little pleased hum and turned to half lie on him, head burrowed into his chest, cheek pressed to his shoulder like she had always done that. His arm tightened around her.

Men. That landed. Dean and him as a pair. But only one of them was lying there with her wanting his cock.

Dean nodded at the bedside glass.

“Top us up, Cal.”

He poured the last of the whisky, handed it over.

Dean’s mouth curled.

“To the happy couple,” he said, then tipped his chin at him. “And to the best fucking best man you could have picked.”

Callum’s mouth twitched.

“You’ve… yeah. You’ve been… helpful.”

“Helpful,” Dean repeated, amused, like it was cute. He drank.

Lottie mumbled against his chest.

“Stop talking. Cosy.”

Dean glanced down.

“You comfy, Lottie?”

She wriggled even closer, thigh sliding over his.

“Mhm. Toasty. Big heater,” she murmured. “Like it.”

“Yeah, you do,” Dean said.

He looked at Callum.

“See. She likes what’s good for her.”

That calm, smug cruelty. Like this was all just correct.

He had watched that cock push into her bare. Watched her beg for it. Something inside him was now set wrong and locked there.

Dean crooked a finger at him.

“Time to get her to clean up.”

Callum blinked.

“What?”

“She’s not the only one covered. Look.”

He shifted the duvet. His cock lay heavy and wet, streaked with her. His pubes matted with their mess.

“Lottie,” Dean brushed her shoulder. “Do a job for me, babe. Clean me up.”

She let out a tired little laugh.

“You’re such a prick,” she muttered, fond more than annoyed.

“Yeah, yeah. Come on,” he coaxed. “One more lick. Then sleep.”

Her eyes found Callum, unfocused.

“Cal.”

He stepped closer.

“Yeah.”

“I’m fucked,” she sighed. “Proper. I can’t move.”

Dean’s fingers slid to her jaw.

“Open up, princess.”

She did. Reflex. He guided her down, so his cock nudged her lips. She made a face at the taste, then took him in and sucked, slow. Tongue working like she could do this half asleep.

“There she is,” Dean breathed. “Good little cocksucker.”

Callum watched her lips stretch around him, the spit shine, the soft gag when he hit the back. His chest crushed in. His cock throbbed.

Dean met his eyes.

“While she’s busy,” he said, “we sort a couple of bits, yeah? Boring practical shit.”

“What bits,” Callum said. Barely his own voice.

Dean kept her moving with two fingers on her nape, easy.

“Number one. You know you’re not fucking her tonight.”

Heat crawled up Callum’s face.

“I know,” Quiet. There it was.

Dean’s gaze sharpened.

“Good. No weirdness then.”

Lottie gave a low, messy noise round his cock. He tapped her cheek.

“Deeper, Lotts.”

She choked, then pushed down with a wet slurp. Spit dribbled from the corner of her mouth.

“Number two,” Dean went on, like her gagging on him was background noise. “You’ve processed this now. You get it. You stay the good bloke. No sulks. You let her enjoy herself. You let us flow, and we’ll all be good. That sound right?”

Callum blinked hard.

“If she’s happy,” he said, “I’m… alright. I like…”

Dean grinned; he knew. “You like watching your missus get ruined by a real cock.”

The words hit straight to his dick. He flinched anyway.

Lottie moaned at that, hips twitching.

Dean squeezed her shoulder.

“Feel that? Loves when I’m rinsing you.”

His voice dropped.

“You can have a wank on that sofa later,” Dean said. “That’s your perk. You don’t get in this bed. You don’t put that little thing in her. That’s the rule.”

“That’s…” Callum swallowed. “Yeah. Alright.”

It was already true. Saying it out loud just nailed it down.

Dean’s smile went slow. “Knew you were solid, mate.”

Lottie popped off his cock with a wet gasp, tongue flicking her lips.

“Tastes like us,” she mumbled, vague and pleased.

“Course it does,” Dean said. “Good girl. Lie down.”

She flopped back, arm over her eyes.

“Done,” she breathed. “You’re a machine.”

Dean tucked in against her. Hand back on her waist.

Callum stayed standing, wondering if he was dismissed.

“Come sit,” Lottie murmured.

He sat near her knees.

She fumbled, found his hand, squeezed.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I know it’s… mad. You still love me, yeah?”

“Course,” he meant it. “I love you. I’m not going anywhere.”

She softened.

“We’ll have our time,” she said. “Honeymoon. Just us. I promise, baby.”

Dean’s mouth twitched. “Yeah,” he said. “About that.”

Callum looked up. “What?”

Dean grabbed his phone. “You booked Sandals like a mug, and I sorted the upgrade, remember?”

Callum remembered that night around theirs, Dean being the hero once again over a bottle of Pino.

“You sorted the flights,” Callum said. “Yeah. Got us the great deal.”

Dean’s grin sharpened.

“Us,” he explained. “Exactly. Three tickets. One big room. Swim-up bar. King bed. I’m in.”

“What?” Callum said. Mind slowly trying to process.

Dean showed him the email. “Looks tidy, yeah. We’re having a fucking holiday.”

Lottie dropped her arm.

“Wait,” she croaked. “You’re coming, on our honeymoon? Dean, shut up.”

“Dead serious,” he said. “Sun, sea, your own personal bull. He brings his wife, I bring the cock.”

Her face lit up, looking giddy now.

“That’s mental,” she laughed, hoarse. “Oh my God. Cal. Pool days with Dean. You dickhead, why didn’t you tell us?”

Her thumb stroked his knuckles like this was Christmas. “Callum, babe, that’s so fun.”

Fun. Of course. He’d planned all of this.

“You got a problem with that, Cal?”

Callum could picture it: Lottie on Dean in blue water, Dean’s hand on her arse while he held their drinks, the hotel bed that would be Dean’s by default. Salt and suncream and Dean’s cum on her tongue when she kissed him hello.

His cock twitched – it sounded perfect.

“No,” he said. “No problem.”

Dean’s smile turned cruel.

“Knew it. Good husband.”

Lottie squeezed his hand again.

“It’ll be lush,” she said. “Us three. You’re my husband. Dickhead here just being Dean.”

Just being Dean. Same excuse as always.

Dean slapped his thigh.

"Right. One last thing before lights out."

Lottie groaned.

"No. I'm done. My pussy is full, you've ruined it."

Dean laughed, low and cruel.

"Pussy can nap. I'm thinking fresh hole."

She went still. Her eyes opened properly for the first time in minutes.

"What?"

He kissed her neck, fingers sliding down her spine.

"Turn over."

"Nah," she said, sharper now. "Dean."

"Shh now."

He hauled her hips up. Knees under her, arse up, face in the pillow, and Callum's heart slammed.

"Dean…"

Dean's hand spread across her arse, thumb brushing the tight ring.

"Last hole to consummate the wedding, Lotts. Traditional."

She turned her head, found Callum's eyes.

"Cal. No. He's too big. You've seen him."

Dean's thumb circled, slow.

"Breathe, princess. We'll go nice and easy."

"You won't fit," she muttered into the sheet. "You'll fucking split me."

Dean spat into his palm, slicked his thumb, pressed the pad to her ring.

She jolted.

"Dean, seriously-"

"I stop when you tell me to," he said. "Same rules."

He pushed the tip of his thumb in. Just the first knuckle.

"Fuck. That's… oh, fuck."

Dean's grin sharpened. "Tight as I thought. Virgin arse on the bride."

He twisted his thumb, pulled it back, spat again. This time, he slid one finger in, slow and deliberate.

Lottie's hands clawed the sheets.

"Oh my God."

"Relax," Dean murmured. "Open up. Let me in."

Callum sat frozen at the edge of the bed, cock throbbing, throat dry.

Dean glanced at him.

"Come here, Cal. Get a proper look."

"What?"

"I said come here. Watch how tight your wife's arse is. Watch how she takes my fingers."

He shuffled closer. Knelt by the bed.

Dean's finger sank deeper. Her ring stretched pale and taut around it.

"See that?" Dean said. "That's what a virgin hole looks like. She's never let you near this, has she?"

Callum swallowed. "No."

"Course not. Good girls don't give their husbands arse. But she's gonna give me hers."

Lottie whimpered. "I'm not… Dean, you can't."

Dean pulled his finger out, added a second, pushed both in. She screamed into the pillow.

"Stop?" he asked, voice calm.

She shook her head, trembling. "No. Just… slow, you bastard."

"Good girl."

He worked both fingers deeper, scissoring them gently, opening her.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she chanted. "That's so much."

Dean's free hand stroked her lower back.

"You're doing lovely, babe. Nearly ready."

He twisted his fingers, curled them, and she sobbed.

"God. This is mental."

Dean pulled his fingers free with a wet sound. Her hole gaped for a second, then clenched shut.

He looked at Callum.

"She's ready. What do you reckon, mate? Should I give her my cock?"

Lottie turned her face, eyes glassy.

"Cal…"

He could end it. Right now.

"If it's too much," he said, voice shaking, "say stop."

She nodded once, slow.

Dean spat into his hand, slicked his cock. Thick, veined, brutal.

He lined up. Pressed the head to her tight ring.

"Last chance, Lotts."

"Do it," she whispered. "Fuck. Just… go slow."

He pushed. Her ring fought. Her whole body tensed.

"Breathe," Dean ordered.

She sucked in air. The head popped past the muscle.

Her scream tore into the pillow.

"Dean. Oh my God. You're in. You're in my arse."

"Just the tip, babe. Relax. Let me in properly."

He fed another inch. She wailed.

"Too big. You're too fucking big."

"You can take it."

Another inch. Her hands twisted the sheet into knots.

"Callum," she gasped. "Baby. He's in my arse. Oh my God. On our wedding night."

Dean grinned at him over her shoulder.

"Hear that, Cal? Your wife’s loving a big fat cock in her arse. How's that feel?"

Callum's hand dropped to his zip. Out. Hard. Leaking.

"Answer me," Dean said, sinking deeper.

"I… it's…"

"He loves it," Dean laughed. "Look at his little cock. Rock hard watching me arse-fuck his bride."

He bottomed out. Balls pressed to her cunt, and Lottie sobbed.

"All of it. Fuck. I can feel all of you."

"Tight as fuck," Dean groaned. "Best arse I've ever had."

He pulled back, thrust in. Slow, grinding. Lottie's mouth dropped open, silent.

Dean jerked his chin at the sofa.

"Off the bed, Cal. Sofa for your pathetic wank. Now!"

He went. The seat gave a tired creak as he collapsed into it, cock in hand.

Dean pulled nearly all the way out, then drove back in. Lottie screamed.

"So you’ve never tried this, Cal?" Dean asked, conversational, still fucking her. "Course not. She wouldn't let you with that tiny cock. But she's letting me. Aren't you, Lotts."

"Yes," she choked. "God, yes. I'm letting you."

"Why's that then?"

"Because you're… fuck… because you're bigger. Better. You just take what you want."

Dean's hand cracked across her arse.

"Good girl. Tell your husband what you are."

"I'm your… oh, fuck… I'm your dirty slut. I'm a married slag and you're fucking my arse and I love it."

Callum's hand moved on his cock, helpless.

Dean clocked it.

"Look at that. He's pulling himself off watching me ruin you. Fuck me, Cal, you're gone, mate."

Callum froze.

"Don't you dare stop," Dean said. "But don't you dare cum till I say. Understood?"

"Yeah."

"Yeah, what?"

"I won't… I won't cum till you say."

"Good boy."

Dean picked up the brutal pace. Deep, steady thrusts. The slap of his hips against her arse filled the room.

Lottie's sobs turned rhythmic, broken.

"So full. You're so deep. I can't… oh, God…"

"You gonna cum with my cock in your arse?"

"I don't know. Maybe. Fuck."

Dean reached under her, fingers finding her clit, making her gasp. "Dean. No. Too much."

"Cum for me, Lotts. Cum with your husband watching."

He rubbed tight circles. Her thighs shook.

"I'm… oh, fuck. I'm close."

Callum edged himself, shaking, desperate, obeying.

"That's it," Dean growled. "Cum on my cock. Let him see."

She broke. She seized, cunt clenching on nothing, arse muscles tightening like a fist around him.

Dean roared.

"Fuck. That's it. Take it. Take my cum in your arse, you dirty married slut."

He slammed in one last time, buried deep, and unloaded inside her.

Lottie collapsed. He followed her down, pinning her, still inside, still pumping her full.

Then near silence. Just their ragged breathing, and the wet sound of Callum’s hand rubbing his cock.

"Alright, Cal. You can finish."

Callum's hand flew. Three strokes and he came hard, cum spilling over his fist, belly, his thighs. Pathetic and hot and utterly owned.

Dean pulled out slowly. Her arse gaped, then closed. He rolled onto his back, dragging Lottie with him.

She curled into his chest, totally exhausted.

"You're sick," she mumbled. "Both of you."

Dean kissed her hair.

"You loved it."

She didn't argue.

Callum sat open, sticky, head full of them. This would happen again. Jamaica. Home. Whenever Dean felt like stretching her.

He wiped his hand on his shirt. He was hardest when Dean took her. When she loved it.

A good husband shared. A good husband kept her smiling. Cleaned what was left.

He stared at the ceiling, and a crooked, shameful smile tugged at his mouth.
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When Emily Harrington discovers her husband James's hidden desires through his browser history, their seemingly perfect marriage faces a crossroads. Rather than confront him with anger, Emily's curiosity leads her down a path of self-discovery, exploring concepts of love, trust, and personal freedom that she never imagined possible.

As Emily delves deeper into understanding her husband's fantasies, she begins questioning her own desires and limitations. Through careful research and open communication, the couple finds themselves growing closer as they discuss possibilities that both excite and frighten them. Their journey of mutual discovery transforms their relationship, pushing boundaries they never thought they'd cross.

At work, Emily catches the attention of the charismatic Dr. Alexander Thornton, whose confidence and commanding presence awakens something within her. With James's encouragement, Emily begins to explore her newfound freedom, discovering sides of herself she never knew existed. As she embraces her evolving sexuality, Emily finds herself torn between her deep love for James and her growing attraction to Alex.

Their marriage takes an unconventional turn as James discovers joy in Emily's happiness and personal growth. Through their shared experiences, they develop a deeper understanding of trust, communication, and the multiple facets of love. However, their journey isn't without its challenges, as they navigate societal expectations and their own insecurities.

Meanwhile, a darker element lurks in the shadows. Ethan, a skilled student hacker, watches Emily's transformation with twisted fascination, gathering information and plotting to use it for his own devious purposes. His presence threatens to disrupt the delicate balance Emily and James have created.

As Emily continues to push her boundaries and explore her desires, she discovers a community of like-minded individuals who support and understand their lifestyle choices. Through online forums and real-world encounters, both Emily and James find validation and encouragement for their unconventional choices.

This steamy romance novel explores themes of marriage, trust, and personal growth as Emily and James redefine their relationship on their own terms. Their journey showcases how open communication and mutual support can strengthen a marriage, even as it evolves beyond traditional boundaries.
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A SPICY HOTWIFE ESTATE AGENCY ADVENTURE

Takes readers into the transformed marriage of Sue and David Maxwell as they discover an unconventional path to professional success and marital ecstasy.

Sue’s faltering career as an estate agent coincides with her husband David’s crippling writer’s block. When David suggests a provocative solution—that Sue should embrace her sexuality to attract clients—neither anticipates how completely this experiment will reshape their lives.

From the moment Sue trades her conservative trouser suits for revealing dresses and stockings, the transformation is electric. Male clients can’t keep their eyes off her, and neither can her formerly disinterested colleagues. As Sue’s confidence grows with each successful viewing, so does her willingness to push boundaries.

David finds himself consumed with lust as Sue returns home with increasingly explicit stories – the client who couldn’t resist kissing her after signing papers, the sophisticated businessman who backed her against the shower door, her boss Jimmy whose wandering hands demanded more than just professional excellence.

The narrative sizzles as Sue details her adventures in their bedroom, turning David’s jealousy into a potent aphrodisiac that reignites their sex life. Each confession becomes more explicit – Sue bent over a kitchen island, taken against floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking London, servicing multiple men while thinking of her husband waiting at home.

When the Harrington brothers, wealthy, dominant property developers, request Sue’s “personal service” for a penthouse viewing, the stakes rise dramatically. Their clinical domination pushes Sue to sexual extremes she never imagined, including being shared by both brothers simultaneously while their cameras record every breathless moment.

Throughout her transformation, Sue maintains her loving connection to David through detailed confessions that fuel both his resurgent writing career and their passionate lovemaking. His novel about a hotwife estate agent flows freely now, blurring the lines between fiction and their new reality.

By the story’s conclusion, Sue has evolved from an overlooked professional to a confident sexual being who leverages her powerful allure to save an entire estate agency. Jimmy’s business thrives, David’s writing career resurges, and their marriage reaches new heights of intimacy through their unconventional arrangement.
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Cate and Brandon's marriage may look perfect from the outside – successful careers, luxurious London penthouse, enviable lifestyle – but behind closed doors, their bedroom has grown predictable. Routine. Safe.

When Brandon books a surprise getaway to an exclusive adults-only Caribbean resort, neither spouse reveals their secret: they both harbor forbidden fantasies about Cate exploring pleasure with well-endowed men while Brandon watches.

Paradise Cove promises discretion, luxury, and "bespoke experiences" for discerning couples. The attentive staff – particularly their personal butler Mateo – seem eager to fulfill every desire, spoken or unspoken.

As the tropical heat intensifies, Cate and Brandon discover colored wristbands that reveal guests' preferences and boundaries. White for newcomers. Blue for the curious. Purple for the adventurous. Red for those ready to surrender completely to fantasy.

Their couples massage becomes an unexpected initiation when their therapists offer "enhanced services" that leave them both breathless. Later, at the resort's exclusive nightclub, they witness couples openly exploring fantasies they've only whispered about in the dark.

A private yacht excursion with other experienced couples pushes their boundaries further, while a beachfront masquerade party – where identities remain hidden but desires are fully exposed – transforms their relationship forever.

What starts as a holiday escape becomes a journey of sexual awakening as Brandon embraces his desire to direct and observe, while Cate rediscovers the wild, uninhibited woman she once was during her university days.

Their final night at Paradise Cove culminates in an arranged encounter that fulfills their deepest fantasies – professionally recorded to ensure they never forget how completely they've embraced their true desires.

Will their newfound sexual freedom survive the return to London's conservative society, or will Paradise Cove remain a beautiful yet temporary escape from reality?
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