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The little city hall room smelled like flowers and old wood polish, but Lucy didn’t notice much besides the heat of Toby’s hand wrapped tight around hers. They stood at the front while the small knot of family and friends crowded the chairs behind them, and Lucy heard a soft sniffle from her sister somewhere in the second row when the clerk asked if she’d take this man forever. She glanced sideways at Toby. He looked so serious with his hair combed neat and his cheap suit jacket pulled too tight across his shoulders. The ring he slipped onto her finger was thin gold, simple, smaller than she expected. She felt the bite of it around her knuckle and loved that it didn’t come off easy.

When the papers were signed, they spilled outside into the late afternoon sun. A couple friends popped open cheap champagne and poured it into mismatched plastic cups. Toby’s best friend, Billy, snapped blurry pictures on an old phone while Toby pulled Lucy in by the waist and pressed his mouth to hers so deep she squeaked against his lips. The cousins clapped, somebody whistled. She felt the warmth of the sun, the brush of Toby’s thumb at the small of her back, the little twist in her belly that made her squeeze her thighs together under the soft fabric of her dress.

They didn’t have money for a big dinner or a fancy hotel, but that didn’t matter. They crowded into the bar two blocks down, the one with the sticky floor and the neon sign that flickered half the time. Lucy perched on a cracked stool, still in her white dress, with her hair pinned up tight and her fingers curled around Toby’s knee under the table. He wouldn’t stop smiling. She wouldn’t either. Somebody ordered a round of shots they couldn’t really afford. Toby kissed her shoulder every time he thought nobody was watching. His breath smelled like cheap whiskey and mint gum. She tasted both when she leaned in to lick the corner of his mouth.

Billy nudged Toby at one point and asked where they were going for their big night. Toby just shrugged, said, “Home. Where else?” Lucy felt the way the word home made her chest pull tight in the best way. She squeezed Toby’s thigh, let her fingers drift a little higher under the edge of his suit jacket. He sucked in a breath, his eyes dark on her mouth, and she liked how it made him look like he was trying not to drag her off that stool and out the door right then.

They stayed an hour, maybe two. Long enough for Lucy’s heels to pinch her feet and her hair to slip loose from the careful pins. Long enough for Toby’s hand to stay on her hip so steady she knew exactly where it would be when they got behind their door. When they finally stood to leave, Billy clapped Toby’s shoulder and told Lucy she looked so good he almost wished he’d tried his luck first. She laughed, leaned in and kissed Billy’s cheek, felt Toby’s hand flex tight at her waist like he wanted to remind them both she was his now.

They stepped out into the warm air. Toby fumbled the car keys, and she laughed when he dropped them on the curb. He bent to pick them up and pressed his face to her hip for just a second, like he couldn’t help himself. She reached down, ran her fingers through his hair, tugged a little just to feel the way he breathed when she did. He pulled her hand to his mouth and kissed her palm before he stood. She could feel the heat under her dress, the pulse between her legs that made her thighs rub sticky when she shifted on the cracked sidewalk.

When they climbed into the old car, Lucy kicked her shoes off and pulled her feet up on the seat. Toby started the engine with one hand and slipped the other straight onto her bare thigh. She let him feel how warm she was there, the way her skin stuck to his rough palm. He said her name soft, like a promise. She smiled at the way he looked at her, the tiny gold band digging into her skin where he gripped her tight. She pressed her hand over his and pushed it higher, just an inch, enough for him to feel how ready she was to be his wife in every way the papers didn’t say out loud.

The drive back felt longer than it was. Lucy shifted her bare feet on the seat, toes pressed to the cracked dash while Toby’s hand stayed clamped on her thigh like he’d lose his balance without it. She looked at him every time the streetlights flashed through the windshield, how the gold ring on her finger caught the glow when she twisted it back and forth on her knuckle. She felt the heat under her dress spread wider the longer he kept his hand there, thumb rubbing lazy circles higher and higher.

Toby’s eyes flicked from the road to her skin, back to the road, back again. When he hit a red light he turned his wrist so his fingers pressed tight between her thighs. She sucked in a breath that ended with a soft laugh she couldn’t help. He pressed his palm flat, felt the heat through the thin scrap of lace that barely covered her. He didn’t say anything, just let out that small sound from deep in his throat she loved so much — the one that made him feel bigger than he was.

She rocked her hips just enough for the seam to press harder against her clit. Toby’s fingers twitched. The light turned green. He dragged his hand away with a soft curse, grabbed the wheel with both hands like he had to remind himself they were still on Main Street. Lucy watched the line of his throat flex when he swallowed. She pressed her knees together, dragged them apart again, liked how the damp patch felt against the soft inside of her thighs. She didn’t bother fixing her dress. She wanted the neighbors to see her climb out with her skirt bunched up, her husband’s hand on her ass. She wanted them to know.

When Toby parked behind the building he barely remembered to cut the engine before he grabbed her chin and kissed her hard enough to taste the whiskey still clinging to his tongue. She pressed one hand to his chest, felt the way his heartbeat jumped under her palm, and let him breathe into her mouth until she needed more air than the car could give her. He pulled back with his lips still brushing hers, breath ragged, forehead pressed to hers like he didn’t want to let her out of the seat.

She slid her hand between them, pressed her palm to the hard line in his pants. He flinched like she shocked him. She rubbed slow, felt how stiff he’d gotten with just her smell and the thought of her legs open for him upstairs. She whispered, “Inside, baby,” with her mouth still against his jaw. She pulled back before he could answer, pushed her door open, and let the night air lick at her bare thighs as she stepped out onto the crumbling pavement.

He followed her up the stairs two steps behind, hands already fumbling at the buttons on his jacket. She heard him curse when one slipped through his fingers. She laughed, tossed her shoes at the door, and unlocked it with the hand that wasn’t busy dragging her dress down over her ass. The second the door shut behind them Toby shoved her back against it, palms flat to either side of her head. He kissed her again, wetter this time, teeth clicking her lip until she moaned against his mouth.

He yanked the strap of her dress off her shoulder. The cheap zipper caught halfway down her side but he didn’t care. He tugged it until the fabric gave, the soft material sliding off her tits so they spilled warm and heavy into his hands. He groaned into her neck when he pressed his face there, breathed her in, nose brushing the dip under her jaw where she always smelled like sweat and something sweet that never quite washed off. He bit her shoulder just enough for her to gasp and grab the back of his hair. She tugged until he looked up at her, eyes blown wide, mouth already open like he was about to beg for something he didn’t have words for yet.

Lucy pushed him back by the hair and he let her, stumbling a step before she grabbed his wrist and dragged him through the dark room to the bed that creaked if you breathed too hard near it. She let the dress fall off her hips and stepped out of it where it pooled at her feet. Toby fumbled with his belt, eyes locked on her tits the whole time like he was scared they’d vanish if he looked away. She sat on the edge of the bed and pulled him in by the waistband, pressed her open mouth to his belly just above the soft line of hair. He smelled like sweat, bar whiskey, that faint warm skin smell she always found on his chest when he held her down on cold mornings.

She unbuckled him, dragged his pants down his thighs with her knuckles grazing the skin she knew would twitch when she kissed it. His cock sprang half out, hard enough she saw him flex his hand like he wanted to cover it. She didn’t let him. She hooked her finger around the base and gave him one slow stroke, watching the tip shine in the low light. He made that soft grunt in the back of his throat again and curled his hand in her hair. She scraped her teeth over the soft inside of his hip, heard him say her name like it hurt him.

She pushed him back and crawled up onto the bed. The sheets felt cool under her thighs when she spread them wide, toes pressed to the lumpy mattress edge. Toby climbed over her fast, knees bumping hers apart, one hand fisted tight in the sheets by her hip. He pushed in without teasing, the head catching slick where she was already open and ready for him. She liked the small hiss in his teeth when he bottomed out. She felt the cheap ring press into her ribs where he gripped her side. She pressed her forehead to his temple, felt his breath stutter when she squeezed him deeper with her thighs.

He buried his face against her collarbone and muttered soft praise that spilled hot on her skin: “perfect pussy, tight wife, good girl”. All of it messy, unshaped, but it made her clench around him so he groaned and fucked her harder. She heard the bed creak under the push and pull of his hips. The stale warmth in the room stuck their skin together at the belly where sweat pooled. She tasted salt when she pressed her lips to his ear, moaned his name when he pulled back and thrust in again with a small desperate sound she’d never get tired of.

He said her name twice, then under the next ragged breath it came out like he didn’t know he’d said it: “I wanna see you full of another cock”. She heard it break across her ear just like that, no shame, no stutter. His hips bucked, buried him deeper. She froze under him, hands on his shoulders, the next moan caught behind her teeth. The room didn’t move. The bed still squeaked but she didn’t feel it for a second. Toby’s mouth dragged over her throat, wet, pleading. He pushed in deeper like he needed to fill the silence he’d just cracked open.

She didn’t say anything. She stared at the ceiling over his shoulder, the cracked plaster that flaked when it rained too hard. She felt him pulse inside her, sloppy now, his breath falling apart at the base of her throat. She didn’t stop him. She pressed her palm to his ribs, pushed her hips up and felt his cock jerk once more. She heard the tiny helpless sound he made when he spilled in her. She stayed still while he trembled and moaned her name again.

Toby’s breathing went soft against her shoulder when it was done, the last shivers in his hips fading while his cock twitched one more time inside her before it slipped free. He kissed her collarbone once, too tired to aim for her mouth. His fingers curled loose against her ribs, sticky sweat where his palm stuck flat. She didn’t move when he shifted his weight to roll onto his side. He gave her that soft murmur he always did: “love you, Luce”. Then a low content sigh that turned into his first snore before she even answered.

She kept her eyes on the ceiling. One arm draped over her belly, palm pressed to the small mess cooling between her thighs. She felt the soft slick cling to the inside of her legs when she shifted just enough to feel the edge of the cheap sheet under her ass. The ring Toby gave her glinted in the streetlight glow leaking through the blinds, a thin line of gold that pinched her knuckle when she twisted it back and forth. She liked the bite. She didn’t like the words still echoing between her ears — the way they slipped out of his mouth like he’d been saving them in his lungs for years.

“Full of another cock”. It wasn’t the word cock that caught her — they both said that enough. It was the soft want tangled in how he said it, how he buried it in her throat like a secret gift she didn’t ask for. She felt her pussy clench where his come still pooled. She dragged her palm lower, spread it over the small swell of her hipbone. She wondered how many men he pictured when he said it. She wondered if he’d flinch if she asked him tomorrow.

Toby let out another soft snore, face buried half in the pillow, the back of his knuckles brushing her ribs where he’d gone limp. She turned her head, watched his mouth slack open, the flush on his throat still dark from where he’d pressed into her chest too hard. He looked soft like this — no big secret hiding behind his grin, just her man, her Toby, the one who signed his name on a piece of paper this morning because he swore she’d be his forever. She looked at the gold ring digging into her skin. She looked at the way her thighs still stuck together under the sheet.

She wondered how forever stayed clean when dirty things sounded so sweet dripping off his tongue. She pressed her lips to his hairline once, tasted salt and the ghost of their sweat. When she pulled back she twisted the ring again and listened to him breathe.
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Lucy woke up with her legs sticky and the sheet bunched halfway off the bed. She lay still for a while, eyes open to the faint line of pale morning light sneaking through the bent blinds. Toby’s breath puffed warm against her ribs, his head half-buried under her arm where he’d drifted in the night. He always ended up like that, curled into her side like he needed to press himself to her skin just to stay asleep. She dragged her hand through his hair, felt the soft sweat at the roots where it stuck up messier than usual.

Her other hand drifted lower under the sheet. She pressed her palm flat against her belly first, then lower until her fingers slipped into the damp place where last night still clung to her skin. She pressed her thighs tighter when she felt it — the faint stretch inside, that warm smear that told her how fast he’d finished after he’d said it. Her ring caught her other hip when she shifted. The faint bite of the metal still made her smile, even with that line of heat under her ribs reminding her what his mouth whispered just before he came.

She should have made him say it again right then. She should have stopped him, pushed him off, demanded it clear. She didn’t. She lay there now replaying the slip, the low whimper in his throat, the way he’d buried his face in her neck
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