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Hannah was on top of Ethan, knees pressed into the mattress, her tits swaying heavy every time she bounced. He grabbed at them, squeezing the soft weight, pinching her nipples just to hear the gasp that came out of her mouth. Her pussy clenched around his cock when he did that. He knew it, she knew it. She leaned forward, tits brushing his face. He sucked one nipple into his mouth, wet and messy, tongue flicking against the tight peak while she ground down on him.

He groaned into her skin. She laughed, breath hot, and rolled her hips slower, deeper, dragging his cock through every slick inch inside her. The bed creaked under them. One of her hands braced on his chest, the other pulled his hair back to make him look at her tits while she fucked him.

“You like that, Ethan?” she asked, voice rough, more growl than whisper. “You like watching my tits bounce while you fuck me?”

He nodded, mouth open, eyes locked on her chest. She rocked harder, felt him twitch. She liked how easy it was to break him — just her ass grinding down, her tits right in his face.

“Say it,” Hannah said.

“I fucking love your tits. God. Don’t stop.”

She slapped his chest, playful but sharp enough to make him hiss. She liked that sound. She liked how his hands squeezed her ass like he was trying to hold her down but couldn’t stop her from moving.

“You better cum for me,” she said, rolling her hips again, slow at first then rougher. “Fill me up. I want it dripping down my thighs after.”

He grabbed her tits harder, thumbs flicking over her nipples. She moaned when he did that. Her pussy clenched tighter around his cock. The room smelled like sweat and sex — skin on skin, wet sounds every time she bounced down and his cock slapped up into her.

“Fuck, Hannah,” Ethan panted, voice cracking under her. “You ride me so good.”

“Yeah?” She leaned closer, tits brushing his chin, then pushed back up so he could watch them swing again. “You like watching your pretty fiancée slut herself out for you?”

He froze for a second — the word hit him like a punch to the gut. She felt it, the little jolt under her, how his cock jerked when she said it. She grinned down at him. His hands roamed her ass, thumbs digging in, spreading her open just to watch her bounce.

She slapped him again. “Answer me.”

“Yes. Fuck yes. You look so good. Ride me, Hannah. Fucking ride me.”

She laughed, low in her throat, then dropped her hips harder. Skin on skin. She felt his cock twitch again, deep inside. She ground down on him until her clit brushed his pubic bone, right where she liked it. She moaned, head tilting back, hair falling over her shoulders.

Ethan sucked her nipple back into his mouth. She gave him everything — tits pressed to his face, ass working him deeper. He fucked up into her, desperate. She felt his balls slap her when she lifted up just enough to tease him with the drag of her pussy over the head of his cock.

“Don’t fucking stop,” he begged, words muffled by her tits. “Don’t—”

She cut him off with her nipple against his lips, her laugh tight in her throat. She wanted him to beg. She wanted him to lose it under her, pinned by her tits and her pussy and the weight of her body grinding him into the mattress.

Hannah pushed her nipple deeper into Ethan’s mouth, grinding down harder just to feel him struggle to breathe against her tits. She loved that sound he made when she didn’t give him a chance to catch his breath. His hands slipped up her back, then down to grab her ass again, fingers digging in so rough she’d feel it tomorrow. She hoped she’d feel it tomorrow.

“Fuck,” Ethan gasped when she pulled back just enough for him to speak. “Hannah. God. I want you so bad.”

“You’ve got me,” she said, rolling her hips slow again, her pussy dragging on his cock so he could feel every wet, tight inch. “You’ve got all of me.”

He swallowed hard. His eyes looked wild, drunk on the sight of her tits, the way her hair stuck to her sweaty chest. She could feel him about to say something. She slowed down just to make him say it.

“I want...” He bit down on his lip, hard enough she saw it go white. “I want to watch you.”

“Watch me what?” She tilted her head, leaned down to suck his neck, her tits pressing his chest.

Ethan’s hands gripped her ass tighter. He pushed up into her so deep she gasped against his throat. His voice was shaky, low. “I want to watch you get fucked.”

Hannah froze just a second, but her pussy clenched down so tight on him he moaned like he’d break apart. She pulled back, looked at his face. His eyes weren’t shy now — wide open, desperate.

“You want to watch me fuck you?” she asked, mocking, playful.

“No. I mean — yes, but — fuck, Hannah.” He groaned, bucked his hips up so she gasped again. “I want to watch you fuck someone else.”

Her laugh came out choked. She slapped his chest again, rougher this time. “What the fuck did you just say?”

Ethan’s breath caught. He dragged his hands up to her tits, squeezing them, pushing them together while she rocked on him. “I want it. I want to see you ride someone else’s cock.”

She barked out a laugh that turned into a moan when he pinched her nipple. “You’re fucked in the head, baby. You want your fiancée riding another cock?”

“Yeah. Yes. Fuck, yes.” He grabbed her ass again, pushed her down so his cock buried deep. “I want to see it. Want to hear you beg for it. Tell me you’d do it.”

She stared at him, hips still rolling, her tits bouncing in his hands. The room felt too hot, her pussy soaked around him, her brain buzzing. She wanted to call him crazy. She wanted to slap him again. She wanted to hear him say it more.

“Say it again,” Hannah whispered, leaning down so her tits brushed his lips. “Say what you want.”

Ethan’s voice cracked. “I want to see you get fucked by another man.”

Hannah laughed again, but it stuck in her throat. She lifted up, just the head of his cock inside her, then slammed down so hard the bed frame hit the wall. She felt him jolt under her. His eyes were locked on her tits bouncing, his mouth half open, breath coming in broken gasps.

“You want to watch me bounce on someone else’s cock like this?” She rocked slow, hips circling, her pussy squeezing him tight on purpose. She liked how he shivered when she talked like that.

“Yes. Fuck, Hannah. Please.”

She slapped his cheek, just a tap with her fingers. “Who, huh? Who do you want me to fuck? Some stranger? One of your friends?”

Ethan’s eyes fluttered shut. He grabbed her hips, trying to fuck up into her, but she held him down. Her tits brushed his chest every time she leaned forward.

“Answer me,” she said. “Who do you picture bending me over, fucking my pussy while you watch?”

His voice broke. “Anyone. I don’t care. Just want to see you get used. Want to see your tits bouncing for him.”

“God, you’re so fucked up,” she hissed, but her pussy got wetter, the slick sound between them loud now. She bounced harder, her tits slapping against him when she leaned down. She felt her clit grind just right on him. Her thighs shook.

“You want me to look him in the eye while he fucks me?” She pressed her lips to his ear. “Want me to beg him for more cock?”

“Fuck, yes. Hannah—” His hands slid up her back, grabbing fistfuls of hair. “Tell me you’d do it. Tell me you’d take another cock for me.”

She bit his shoulder, not gentle. Her laugh turned into a moan when he yanked her hips down hard. “You’d sit there and watch me get filled up? Watch his cum drip out of me?”

Ethan’s eyes snapped open, wide, glazed. He nodded so hard his head hit the headboard. “Please. Fuck. Please.”

She sucked his earlobe, dragged her tongue down his neck, her tits pressed flat to his chest now. Her pussy clenched so hard she felt him swell.

“Maybe I’d do it,” she said. Her voice shook. She didn’t know if it was all a joke or if she meant it. “Maybe I’d let some other man stretch me open while you watch. Maybe I’d make you clean it up.”

His cock jerked deep inside her. She felt him about to blow, his hips bucking, hands grabbing her ass so rough she’d bruise. Her moan got lost in his mouth when she kissed him hard, grinding down, fucking him to the edge.

Hannah didn’t let up. She ground her pussy down, tits mashed to his chest, her mouth hot and messy on his. Ethan groaned into her mouth, breath all ragged, cock throbbing deep inside her. She felt it, the twitch that meant he couldn’t hold back anymore.

“Cum for me,” she panted against his lips. “Cum thinking about me begging some other man to fuck me.”

Ethan’s hands clutched her ass so tight she whimpered. He thrust up once, twice, then spilled inside her with a raw grunt. His whole body jerked under her. She didn’t stop moving. She fucked him through it, her pussy milking every drop, her tits dragging over his sweaty skin.

She felt him shudder, breath catching. He mumbled something but she didn’t catch it — she was too busy feeling the heat spread inside her, the slick drip already slipping down where they were joined.

Hannah slowed just enough to look down at him. His face was red, hair stuck to his forehead, eyes half closed like he didn’t know if he’d just confessed some dark secret or just fucked her like always.

She shifted her hips, felt him still deep inside, softening but not gone. Her pussy clenched once more just to feel him twitch.

“You serious about that?” she asked, voice rough. “You really want to see me fucked by someone else?”

Ethan’s breath hitched. He nodded, too fast. His hands slid up to cup her tits again, thumbs rubbing her nipples. He looked dazed, needy.

“Yeah,” he whispered. “I want it. I want to watch you get filled up by another cock.”

Hannah barked out a short laugh, half shocked, half turned on. She stayed straddling him, his cum dripping out, her thighs sticky. She tugged his hair to make him look at her tits again.

“Careful what you wish for, baby,” she said, leaning down to press her tits to his face. His mouth opened, lips brushing her skin.

She felt the words burn in her chest. She didn’t know if it was just dirty talk or the start of something real. She stayed there, tits heavy on his face, her pussy still messy around him, her heart pounding like she’d just opened a door she couldn’t shut.
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