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The Wedding Night
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I unlocked the door. She stumbled in before me, barefoot, heels in one hand, veil crooked. Her wedding dress was wrinkled, makeup smudged, eyes bright and drunk.

“God, my feet,” she said, tossing the shoes somewhere near the closet.

She collapsed onto the edge of the bed, legs spread, laughing. Her dress rode up and I could see the edge of her white lace panties. My heart thudded.

“I still can’t believe we did it,” I said, standing in the doorway like a fucking idiot.

Emily looked up at me. “You're my husband now.” She grinned. “You get to fuck me every night.”

I smiled like a boy. “Starting now?”

She raised an eyebrow. “You think I wore this expensive lingerie for the priest?”

She stood up, swayed slightly. I caught her waist, steadied her. Her perfume hit me—something floral and sweat and champagne.

“Unzip me,” she said, turning her back.

I fumbled with the tiny zipper. My fingers shook. Her back was smooth. Bare. She wasn’t wearing a bra. I kissed her shoulder. She didn’t stop me.

“I need to pee,” she said, stepping away.

She walked to the bathroom slowly, letting the top of her dress slide down, just enough for me to catch a bounce of her tits underneath the fabric.

I sat on the edge of the bed, bulge hard and obvious. My dress shirt was still tucked in. I undid the top button. My mouth was dry. My heart was beating too fast. I told myself to stay calm.

This was just sex. Just our wedding night.

But fuck, I wanted her like I never had before.

She walked out naked except for her heels and lingerie. No veil. No dress. Just white lace stretched over her tits and pussy, and a flushed face.

I stood. My hands were shaking. My shirt was half-buttoned, cock stiff against my pants.

She watched me with that slow smile, then reached behind and unclasped the bra. Her tits dropped free. Big. Heavy. Round enough to sway when she shifted her weight.

I stepped forward and dropped to my knees. She put her hands in my hair. I kissed the underside of her tits. Licked up the soft slope until I got to her nipples. They were pink and tight.

I sucked. She laughed.

“Too hard.”

I did it again. She gasped. “Better.”

I reached between her legs. Her panties were soaked. I pulled them down. She stepped out of them, pussy shaved bare. The smell hit me. Sweat. Skin. Wetness.

She climbed onto the bed. Sat back, legs apart. Her tits bounced as she moved.

I stood there, staring at her pussy. I’d seen it before. But never like this.

“Are you gonna stare,” she said, “or are you gonna eat your wife’s cunt?”

I dropped to my knees and buried my face between her legs.

She was soaked. The heat of her made my mouth water. I licked up and down her slit, slow at first, feeling her thighs tense around my ears. She tasted like sweat and skin and pussy—raw and real. I pushed my tongue in deeper. She let out a low moan and grabbed the back of my head.

“Fuck, Jason,” she said. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I worked her clit with my tongue, flat and fast, then soft and slow. She kept twitching, hips lifting. I could feel her building. She was breathing harder. Her fingers clenched in my hair.

“Right there,” she gasped. “Right fucking there—”

She came loud. Her thighs snapped around my head. She jerked under me. Her whole body shivered. I kept licking until she pushed me away, panting.

“Jesus,” she said, laying back against the pillows, tits rising with each breath.

I stood up and stripped my pants off. My cock sprang free, rock hard. I climbed onto the bed, kissed her stomach, her tits, her neck. She pulled me down and kissed me back, tasting herself on my tongue.

“Condom?” I asked, breathless.

She gave me a look. “We’re married, dumbass.”

I laughed and pressed against her. She spread her legs again, guiding me in with one hand. I rubbed my cock along her pussy until it caught, then pushed forward. She was still slick and hot.

I slid in slowly, inch by inch. Her eyes were locked on mine. She wrapped her legs around me, heels digging into my thighs.

“I love you,” I said.

“I know,” she whispered. “Now fuck me like it.”

I thrust hard. She grunted. I did it again, faster. Her tits bounced. Her mouth opened, head thrown back.

She grabbed my ass, pulled me deeper. “More,” she said. “Harder.”

I gave it to her. Fast. Messy. My balls slapped against her with every thrust. The sound of our bodies filled the room—wet, fast, loud.

She clawed at my back. “Don’t you fucking stop.”

My arms trembled. My hips ached. I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I felt her tightening around me again, getting close.

She came again, screaming into my shoulder. That pushed me over the edge. I groaned, slammed into her one last time, and came inside her. My whole body jerked. I collapsed onto her chest, still twitching.

I stayed there, breathing against her tits. Her skin was slick. I was sweating like hell, cock still pulsing inside her. I kissed the swell of her breast. She didn’t say anything.

After a minute, I pulled out. She let out a little gasp, legs falling open. My cum slid out of her, dripping onto the sheets. I grabbed a towel from the nightstand and wiped her thighs, then wiped my cock and stomach. She still hadn’t moved.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Mm-hmm,” she said.

I couldn’t tell if it was a yes or just a noise. I got up, tossed the towel aside, and looked at her. She was lying flat, arms above her head, tits rising and falling. Eyes half-closed. Her mouth was slack, lips parted. She looked completely wrecked.

I crawled back onto the bed and kissed her shoulder.

“That was amazing,” I said.

“Mm-hmm.”

I wasn’t sure what to do with that. I stroked her stomach. She didn’t react. I touched her tits. Nothing.

She turned her head, finally looking at me. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m just tired.”

I nodded, tried not to sound disappointed. “That’s fair.”

She rolled onto her side, away from me. Her ass pushed back slightly. I thought about reaching for her again. I didn’t.

I lay there next to her, hard again, staring at the curve of her back. The silence stretched. She didn’t touch me. Didn’t say anything else. I watched her for a long time.

Then I whispered, “I love you,” into the dark.

She didn’t answer.

I didn’t sleep. My cock was still hard. I lay on my back, staring at the ceiling, listening to her breathe. Her back was warm against my side, her ass barely touching my thigh. I didn’t know if she was asleep.

I reached out and touched her hip. She didn’t move.

“You still awake?” I asked.

She shifted a little. “Yeah.”

I waited. She didn’t say anything else.

“That was... perfect,” I said. “I mean, all of it. The wedding. You. Us.”

She made a soft noise. “It was good.”

I swallowed. “You were amazing.”

She rolled onto her back. Her tits moved with her, still heavy and flushed. She looked over at me, expression soft. “You’re sweet.”

That felt like a compliment and a warning at the same time.

“I want to do that again,” I said. “Like... every day in Jamaica.”

She smiled. “Every day, huh?”

“Yeah.”

She laughed quietly. “We’ll see if you can keep up.”

I grinned, leaning over to kiss her. She kissed me back for a second, then turned her face away.

“I’m serious,” I said. “I want to fuck you on the beach. In the pool. On the balcony. I want—”

She turned her head toward me again. “Jason.”

“What?”

She looked tired. Not annoyed. Just done. “Let’s just sleep for now.”

I nodded. “Okay.”

She rolled back to her side, pulling the sheet up over her hip.

I stayed where I was, still hard, still aching. I could smell the sex on her, on me, on the sheets. I could still feel the sound she made when she came.

Her hand slid down her stomach. She didn’t say anything. Just moved slow and quiet.

Her fingers slipped between her legs under the sheet. I froze.

She thought I was asleep. Or maybe she didn’t care.

Her hand moved slow at first. A soft rustle under the sheets. Then a pause. Then again. Faster. Her breath changed.

I didn’t say anything. I didn’t move. Just stared at the side of her face, her lips parted, her eyes still closed.

Her hips started to shift. Small movements. The kind she never made with me unless I told her to. Her thighs tightened. I couldn’t see her hand anymore, but I could hear it. Wet and quiet.

I was rock hard.

She whispered something. I couldn’t catch it. I leaned in closer. She whispered it again.

Not my name.

Not even a word. Just a sound. Something deep and filthy, not meant for me.

Her legs shook. Her mouth opened. Her chest rose. She came hard, biting her lip.

I watched the whole thing. Didn’t touch her. Didn’t speak.

When it was over, she opened her eyes. Looked right at me.

“You like seeing me like that?” she asked.

I nodded. Couldn’t speak.

She smiled. Turned away. Closed her eyes again.

I stared at the back of her neck. Listened to her breathing slow down.

I stayed awake. My cock throbbed under the sheet. I didn’t move. I didn’t jerk off.

I just kept thinking about how she looked when she came without me.
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The Arrival
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Emily wore tight black leggings and a white tee that clung to her tits. No bra. She said it was for comfort, but she knew what it did to me. Every time she reached for something in the airport, I watched her tits move. Everyone else did, too.

She caught me staring while she bent over to fix the strap on her carry-on. Her cleavage was deep enough for me to see deep down between her glorious tits.

“Jesus, Jason,” she whispered. “I’m right here. You don’t have to drool.”

“I can’t help it. You married me in that body.”

“Barely married you,” she smirked, “and only because you promised me a beach and bottomless drinks.”

We sat at the gate. She crossed her legs and leaned back, tits pushing tight against the fabric. She licked yogurt off her spoon and smiled like she didn’t notice. I was already hard under my jeans.

She leaned over. “You know the flight’s long, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Try not to cum in your pants before we land.”

I didn’t say anything. She kissed my cheek and went back to her phone.

On the plane, we got a row to ourselves. She curled up against me under the blanket. Her thigh pressed right against my cock. I kept thinking about lifting her leg and sliding in right there.

“Let’s do it,” I whispered. “Mile high.”

She looked up at me. “We’d get banned from flying. That’s
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