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Chapter One: The Deal

Grace was seven days from her wedding and horny as hell. She sat on the bed scrolling through a seating chart she didn't give a damn about, squirming every few seconds like her skin was too tight.

Marcus watched her from the pillow, smirking. "You're about to crawl out of your own body over there."

"I'm about to lose my mind." Grace shoved the laptop off her knees. "One week. One more week of no dick, Marcus, and I've earned a medal already."

"You know why I want to wait." He reached over and dragged a finger down her arm. "I want our wedding night to actually be something. A real first. Even if it's not, technically."

"I get it. I do." She flopped back against the pillows, glaring at the ceiling. "But I'm about two days from humping the mattress."

Marcus laughed, propping himself up to look at her. "So don't."

"Don't what?"

"Don't wait on everything. Just the one thing." He shrugged like it was obvious. "No dick in that pussy till the wedding night. Everything else is fair game. Ass, mouth, other chicks, toys, whatever the hell you need to get through the week without going feral."

Grace sat straight up. "You're telling me I can go get railed in the ass by whoever I want and you're cool with it."

"That's exactly what I'm telling you."

"Marcus." She stared at him. "That is either the hottest thing you've ever said to me or you've completely lost it."

"Little of both." He grinned. "I trust you. And I'd rather you come home satisfied than crawl the walls till Saturday."

"Deal," she said, before he could even finish getting the words out. "Deal, deal, deal."

"Then let's get you started right," Marcus said, and yanked her down onto the bed by the ankle.

She laughed, breathless, as he stripped her shirt off and tossed it across the room. No slow buildup, no sweet talk, just his hands everywhere at once like he'd been waiting all week too.

"On your stomach," he said. "Ass up."

She flipped over fast, propping herself on her elbows, already wet just from the filth of what they were doing. He smacked her ass once, hard, and she yelped and grinned into the pillow.

"You want this?" he asked, already slicking himself up.

"I want you balls deep in my ass in the next thirty seconds or I swear to God."

He didn't make her wait. He worked her open with his fingers first, rough and quick, and she moaned into the sheets, pushing back against his hand for more.

"Such a slut for it already," he said, low and rough, and she laughed breathlessly and told him to shut up and get on with it.

He pushed into her ass slow at first, and she gasped at the stretch of it, fingers fisting the sheets. "Fuck, Marcus."

"Too much?"

"Don't you dare stop."

He didn't. He fucked her steady and deep, one hand pinning her hip down, the other smacking her ass again just to hear her yelp. She rocked back to meet every thrust, chasing it, dirty words falling out of her mouth she'd never say anywhere but this bed.

"That's it," he grunted, picking up the pace, driving into her harder. "Take it."

"Harder," she moaned into the pillow. "God, harder, don't you dare be gentle with me."

He gave her exactly what she asked for, pounding into her until the headboard knocked against the wall and she was seeing stars, her climax slamming into her so hard she screamed into the mattress to muffle it. He wasn't far behind, cursing under his breath as he came, hips jerking hard against her ass before he finally stilled.

They collapsed sideways together, both of them sweaty and grinning like idiots.

"One week," Grace panted. "I am going to have the filthiest week of my entire life."

"Good," Marcus said, smacking her ass one more time for good measure. "Just save that pussy for me."

"Wouldn't dream of giving it to anyone else," she said, and already her mind was racing through everyone she wanted to call first thing tomorrow.


Chapter Two: The Bachelorette Party

By the time the limo pulled up to the third bar, Grace had already told her whole bridal party about the deal, and every single one of them had lost their minds.

"He said what?" Bree screeched, nearly falling off her heels.

"Ass, mouth, chicks, toys, everything except the actual dick." Grace grinned, already three shots deep. "I have never in my life been this horny with this much permission."

"Girl." Bree fanned herself. "That man is a saint."

"That man is about to get the best wedding night of any groom in history," Grace said, and downed another shot.

They ended up back at the Airbnb around midnight, all six of them drunk and giggling, half out of their dresses before the door even shut behind them. Someone put on music. Someone else produced a bottle of tequila from God knew where. Grace didn't remember exactly whose idea it was, only that one second they were dancing in the living room and the next second Bree had her back against the wall, kissing her hard, hands sliding up under her dress.

"You're allowed anything but dick, right?" Bree murmured against her mouth.

"Anything," Grace breathed, and pulled her closer.

That was all it took. Somebody's bra hit the floor. Somebody else's mouth found Grace's neck, then lower. Within minutes half the bridal party was tangled together on the living room rug, a mess of hands and mouths, dresses discarded, laughter dissolving into something hungrier.

Grace found herself on her back with two women at once, Bree's mouth working between her thighs while another bridesmaid, Kayla, straddled her face, grinding down slow and shameless.

"Fuck, you taste good," Grace moaned into her, and Kayla just rode her harder for it, gasping.

Bree ate her out like she'd been dying to do it for years, tongue relentless, two fingers working into her at a punishing pace, and Grace came hard and fast, screaming into Kayla's thighs, the sound muffled and filthy.

The room had turned into a full tangle by then. Someone had a strap-on out. Someone else was bent over the arm of the couch getting eaten out by two people at once. Grace barely had time to catch her breath before Bree flipped her onto her stomach and pulled her hips up.

"My turn to have some fun with that ass everyone's talking about," Bree said, grabbing a bottle of lube from somewhere.

"Do it," Grace groaned into the rug. "Do whatever the hell you want."

Bree worked the strap-on into her slow, and Grace moaned loud and unashamed, rocking back into it, drunk enough and turned on enough not to care who heard. Kayla knelt in front of her again, and Grace buried her face between her thighs, moaning against her while Bree fucked her from behind, the whole room a mess of bodies and noise and champagne-sticky skin.

"This is the best bachelorette party in the history of bachelorette parties," someone shouted from across the room, and everyone laughed, breathless, none of them stopping.

Grace came twice more before the night was through, her whole body wrung out and shaking, sprawled across the rug with three of her closest friends in a tangled, sweaty pile.

"Marcus is a lucky, lucky man," Bree said finally, flopping down beside her.

"Marcus," Grace laughed, dazed, "has no idea what he signed up for."


Chapter Three: The Bartender

Grace woke up hungover as hell and still buzzing from the night before. She spent most of the day nursing a headache and grinning at her phone every time she remembered the bachelorette party in flashes.

By evening she'd talked herself into one more drink to take the edge off, and dragged herself down to the hotel bar solo while the rest of the bridal party slept off their hangovers.

The bartender was hot in a way that felt almost unfair, tall, tattooed forearms, a smirk like he already knew exactly what she was thinking.

"Rough night?" he asked, sliding a water across the bar before she'd even ordered.

"You have no idea." Grace propped her chin on her hand and looked him over, unashamed. "What's your name?"

"Tyler." He leaned on the bar across from her. "Bride-to-be, right? Saw the sash in your bag."

"For one more week." Grace smirked. "Which, luckily for me, comes with some very specific loopholes."

Tyler raised an eyebrow. "That so?"

"Ask me what's not allowed," she said, feeling reckless and a little drunk on the memory of last night.

"What's not allowed?"

"Dick in the pussy. That's it. Everything else, wide open." She took a sip of her water, watching his face carefully.

Tyler's smirk turned into something hungrier. "Everything else."

"Everything else," she confirmed.

He glanced around the bar, mostly empty this late, then nodded toward the door behind him. "I get a break in five minutes."

"I'll be counting."

Five minutes
















