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I sang at my wedding. Of
course I did; it was one of the things I was expected to do. Hell,
I was expected to sing anywhere I went. I wasn’t famous, at least
not very famous. I had a number of albums out, and if you were in
the music industry you knew who I was. Oftentimes, I’d be
called to help with particular vocal needs
on particular kinds of albums. I was one of those select few
recording artists that were unknown outside of a very small and
dedicated group of fans but very well respected among other
professionals. So, when Charlie married me, it was no surprise at
all that he asked me to sing at our wedding. (Not that Charlie was
one of those friends of mine who expected me to sing no matter
what. In fact, the wedding was the first time he requested it. It
was a refreshing change of pace.)

All of my previous boyfriends wanted
to show me and my voice off all the time. But not necessarily
showing me off in that purely complimentary way. You know, taking
me out to a fancy restaurant, sitting me down, lavishing attention
on me and just knowing that everyone else around was jealous. No,
most of the boyfriends had wanted more than that. So we’d go to a
party and a microphone would be handed to me. It got old very
quickly.

Charlie never did that.
When we were out, it was all about me, not my talent and it
was only for our
wedding that he asked me to sing. Strangely enough, he had asked
not because he wanted to hear my voice but primarily because he
didn’t think anyone could do it as well as I could. How do you
argue with that? I told him of course I would, and I picked a
sultry jazz number that still had enough feeling and taste in it
that it wasn’t inappropriate for a wedding. Of course everyone
ooh-ed and ahh-ed and loved it and then, Charlie and I were off for
our honeymoon.

He really was a wonderful man and I
was more in love with him then I’d ever been with anyone else in my
life. We took a private jet that one of the studios had loaned me;
they owed me a favor for fixing tracks on one of their pop albums
so that it wasn’t obvious that the artist was just a pair of tits
and a tiny young ass without a voice. We took the private jet
straight to a Caribbean resort. It was breathtakingly beautiful and
on the jet, we made love. It wasn’t the first time we had made
love, but it felt especially sweet and wonderful and when we came
together, he stayed inside of me for a long time, while I held
tight to him with my legs wrapped around his waist as I kissed
him.

He smiled, pulled out, kissed my neck,
my cheek and my chin. It was safe to say that we thoroughly enjoyed
the flight. When we got the resort, it was picturesque. Amazingly,
Charlie had accidentally booked me in the one country where my
album sales put me on par with a few superstars. Of course, when
it’s a small Caribbean island, being on par with superstars doesn’t
really mean that much in terms of money, but it was a new
experience for me when people recognized me. I got asked for
autographs; I got constant questions; people brought their kids to
me to take pictures; and I have to admit that it felt pretty good.
On the other hand, I wasn’t there to be a star. I was there to
start my new life with my husband. But he seemed to be enjoying it
as well.

We settled in and spent our first day
pretty much staying in bed, enjoying each other’s bodies and
enjoying the beginnings of our new life together. When we finally
ventured out on the second day, we took in the sights and ate at
fancy restaurants while the natives continued to lavish me with
praise. By the end of the second day, I realized how many
celebrities could begin to believe that they were in fact
invincible, that they were perfect and more important than they
actually were. When I got up to the room that night, Charlie kissed
me and he asked me whether or not I ought to give some sort of
performance while we were there. I smiled at him. The resort had a
lounge but the amount of planning and effort that had to go into a
concert made it kind of a silly and unrealistic idea.

He smiled saying, “No, I don’t mean
for the crowd. But my dearest and oldest friend is actually in town
on business. He called me to ask if I wanted him to bring back some
of the local rum. I told him to get me three cases and deliver it
to the hotel room.” I laughed along with him and then I thought
about it. Charlie’s oldest and dearest friend, if I recalled
correctly, was Arthur and I’d never met him. My eyes lit
up.

“Is this the famous Arthur that you’re
always talking about?” He grinned and nodded his head in response.
“So we finally found the first person you need to show me off for,”
I said. His face fell for a moment and he asked if I didn’t want to
do it. I giggled, “Of course, I want to do it for you!”

And that was how the next evening at
about five o’clock, I stood on top of an improvised stage waiting
for Charlie to arrive with his best friend. The lounge that we’d
rented for the day was beautiful and dark and it had a good sound
system. I crafted a set list of four or five of my best songs, ran
through them a couple of times and then just waited. About twenty
minutes after they were supposed to show up, the two arrived.
Charlie looked as handsome as ever with his tall frame, muscular
shoulders, dark hair and dark eyes. His friend Arthur was the
opposite of him in every way. Not necessarily the physicality part
– he was just as muscular. He wasn’t as tall though and rather than
dark he had that playful, light look about him, almost like a
surfer or comedian.

I smiled at them and
immediately began singing. They paused in mid step and listened to
my voice. I can have that effect on people sometimes, but I think
my voice sounded particularly polished that night. They were
entranced. I went through my set and they got closer and closer to
the stage. It was going so well that when I finished the songs I’d
planned, I just kept singing, a
cappella this time. I went through another
few songs and then Charlie stepped up on the stage to join me. He
put his mouth on mine; the kiss was magical. I threw my arms around
him, kissing him back. He moved his mouth from my lips to my neck
and then up to ear and told me to keep singing.

I did. His hands rubbed along my back
and along my sides. He gripped my hands and continued to kiss at my
neck as I sang. Finally he turned me and pulled me over for a kiss.
He’d always been one of the best kissers I’d known but he surprised
me because as he kissed me, he moved his hand up to my breast and
squeezed it. I gasped, feeling a little uncomfortable knowing that
Arthur was there watching. But Charlie kissed and squeezed anyway,
urgently, and I felt myself melting into him. And that was when I
felt Charlie’s hands move out of the way and another pair replace
them from behind.

Arthur’s?
He was the only other one in the room. My eyes
opened wide in shock but Charlie was still kissing me. I saw his
eyes were closed as he did. I turned my head back and confirmed
that it was Arthur. He smiled and kissed me. Before I could turn my
face away, Charlie’s mouth was back on my neck, kissing there as
his best friend kissed my mouth. It was unsettling and I was
overwhelmed with it. Of course, there was the obvious: I had just
gotten married and, when I said my vows, I had anticipated that I
would never be with another man other than my husband. But there
was more, too. I’d certainly never been with two men at once. And
here they were, kissing and touching me. My body was definitely
responding, I couldn’t deny that. Add to that that one of these men
was my husband and he was showing a willingness to share his
wife.

I was confused but my body wasn’t. It
reacted to their touches and before I knew what was happening, my
dress was being unzipped and pulled down. From the front, Charlie
continued to kiss me and once my dress was completely off, his hand
reached directly down and began rubbing my pussy underneath my
panties. I squirmed, overwhelmed, not expecting it to get this far.
The overpowering sensations that ran through me were
incredible.

Arthur wasn’t idle. I felt him
un-hooking my bra and then it was off so that now I stood with my
clothes bunched up around my ankles, in nothing but my thin, tiny
pair of panties and the diamond necklace that I wore. Charlie’s
hand continued to move on me while Arthur leaned down and flicked
his tongue across my nipples, which had hardened during the groping
and kissing. It sent shivers through me and I moaned against
Charlie’s mouth. He backed away and Arthur moved up. It was
suddenly his tongue that was exploring my mouth, pushing in between
my lips as Charlie moved down to my breasts and continued to rub at
my clit, sending waves of desire through me.

They kept this up for a long while,
switching places between my breasts and my mouth and before I’d
known what I was doing I realized I had moved my hands to their
crotches and was stroking both of them through their pants.
Finally, it was Arthur who backed away a bit and gently guided my
head down. He unzipped his fly and suddenly his cock was pulled out
and hard in front of my face. It was a lovely cock – thick and long
and he pushed my face against him. My lips parted and I encircled
the head, moving my tongue around as I did. In the meantime,
Charlie pulled my panties down and began pushing his fingers in and
out of me as I sucked on his best friend.

The whole situation was still surreal
to me, almost like it wasn’t really happening. It felt dreamlike
and the fact that it was happening on a stage made it even harder
to believe. The lights that I had set up for the performance were
still flashing their coordinated colors together. I felt Charlie’s
fingers withdraw and then suddenly he was underneath me, and I felt
his tongue on me. It was a pleasant surprise, making me moan which
opened my mouth up a bit wider. That gave Arthur the opportunity to
hold onto the back of my head and push his cock in a little
deeper.

He got a bit aggressive, pushing that
beautiful cock of his against the back of my mouth and toward the
opening of my throat. Charlie gripped my ass as he licked and it
was a strange and awkward position because what he was doing
between my legs and the way that his tongue was pushing up into my
folds was driving me crazy and weakening my legs so that it was
hard to stand there bent over as I was. But with his strong hands
holding me up, I managed. Arthur continued to push in and out of my
mouth and Charlie flicked at my pussy, eventually moving up to
center his attention on my clit as I got deeper and deeper onto
Arthur’s cock.

Finally Arthur held me there and began
pushing. I felt the head of his cock pass into my throat and I
gagged around him but he kept pushing. The gags actually excited me
and I took my hands and wrapped them around him, pulling him
deeper. As I gagged he continued to push, getting further and
further into my throat while my husband continued to eat me out. I
was already on the verge of a remarkable orgasm. I couldn’t believe
how turned on I was; I couldn’t believe I had my man’s best
friend’s cock inside my mouth—he hadn’t even made introductions
yet! It had gone from me singing straight to this!

 

The tongue felt incredible, the hands
felt incredible, and the cock felt incredible as well. Finally,
Charlie stood up and I felt his cock against my pussy. He pushed in
and began moving in long, slow strokes as his friend continued
pushing in and out of my mouth. It was a very uncomfortable
position so I was thankful when Arthur backed away and lay down on
the floor. He fumbled with his pants and got them completely off as
I fell to my knees. From this position it was far easier to get my
mouth on him and my husband continued to push in and out of my
pussy as I did.

Arthur reached underneath and began
grabbing at my breasts more forcefully now. As Charlie fucked me I
felt his fingers playing around the sensitive flesh of my asshole.
He’d never done that before and it was a strange and alluring
sensation. I pulled my mouth off of Arthur’s cock and stroked it so
that I could turn back and look at my husband just as he pushed his
pinky into my little puckered opening. His face was filled with
lust and his finger and his cock got more aggressive with my gaze.
His nice big dick was pushing harder into my pussy, and his little
finger went deeper into my ass, both holes being filled rapidly his
best friend was moving into my mouth deeper and harder.

It was incredible and when Charlie
pulled out of me I felt so empty that I actually whimpered around
the cock in my mouth, wanting more. Arthur pulled my head off of
his cock and lifted me up on top of him. I straddled him and he
guided his cock inside of my pussy—finally filled again! I moved my
hips over him, moaning. It was wonderful. I lifted up my head; I
wanted to get my mouth on my husband. I had reached a point where I
needed both cocks inside of me at once but my husband wasn’t
interested in my mouth. Instead, I felt him place the head of his
cock right where his finger had been, right up against the tiny
opening of my asshole.

I had never before had anal
sex and aside from his finger pushing in, I’d never had anything in
there. I immediately panicked but he held me in place and began
pushing in. At first there was a burst of pain but he continued
pressing and I started at him, the pain keeping me from coherent
thought. The lust in his face was astounding, though, and it turned
me on. I could feel my pussy gripping Arthur’s cock beneath me
tightly and I think that it was the sight of his face and the way
that it turned him on that allowed me to bear the pain as he shoved into me.
Truthfully, though, I didn’t have to bear it for long because after
he got about an inch and a half in, the pain subsided and I felt my
ass relaxing.

He continued to push until he was all
the way inside of me and I couldn’t believe it. My first try at
anal sex was happening while there was a cock in my pussy! I felt
so stuffed, so completely filled up and my pussy was squeezing so
tight against Arthur beneath me. I could also feel my ass clenching
Charlie. Charlie kept pushing until he was all the way in and I
moaned loudly. That’s when Arthur and Charlie both began moving.
They found a rhythm as they began pushing in and out of me and it
only took about two thrusts before I came hard.

I cried out, “Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh
my God!” I couldn’t say anything else. My whole body tensed and
released over and over, I felt myself shaking. The cock in my ass
moved faster and harder, Charlie reached down and grabbed my hair;
pulling it and making my head lift up. Arthur pounded my pussy
furiously from below me, sending spasms of pleasure through my
entire body. I was overwhelmed and I guess maybe I’m some kind of a
slut because the only thing that would have made the whole
situation better for me would’ve been a third man pushing his cock
into my mouth, making sure that all three of my holes were
filled.

There wasn’t a third man but the two I
had weren’t disappointments. They continued to fuck me hard and I
was in Heaven. I moaned and the sensations got so strong that tears
actually fell from my eyes. They weren’t tears of pain or worry or
any kind of discomfort; it was just so overwhelming. I groaned,
breathing heavily as they kept fucking me, and then just at the
point where I started to panic because my orgasm hadn’t stopped at
all and I felt a complete and utter lack of control, Charlie pulled
out of my ass, moaning. He rushed around to the front and pushed
his cock against my lips and before I could think about it, I
opened up.

It was only after his cock slid across
my tongue that I realized that he was putting his cock directly
from my ass into my mouth. I didn’t have much time to think about
it before he was spurting his hot salty load down my throat,
filling me. My cheeks bulged; it felt like a torrent of cum, like
the entire Caribbean Sea was in his cock and spilling out into my
mouth. He held me there as Arthur continued to fuck my pussy hard.
Even after I swallowed every drop, he held himself there and I
sucked his cock softly.

Arthur cried out and shoved up twice,
hard. This time I didn’t wait for Arthur to come to me. I jumped
off his cock and moved down to it, putting my mouth on him and
sucking hard as he spurted inside me. I continued sucking long
after I had swallowed his load down until he finally had to push me
away and off of his sensitive cock. The two men gasped, fell to the
stage next to me and we sat that way for a few minutes. Finally,
probably because I didn’t know what to say, I blurted out, “So do
you guys, uh, share everything?”

It was Charlie who held me tight and
said, “Oh, only every now and then. Only a little.”

That made Arthur giggle and I giggled
too. I leaned forward and kissed Charlie on his cheek and said,
“Now, now honey. We can afford to be generous.” His eyes grew wide
but when I felt Arthur’s hands travel around to squeeze at my
breasts, I knew that he’d taken it seriously. I grinned and asked,
“How long will you be in town?”

Arthur smiled. “I could extend my
trip.”

I looked at Charlie. He smiled slyly.
“Only one or two more days, pal. It’s our honeymoon after
all.”














Did you like this story? Do you like your
erotica explicit and hardcore? Are you more interested in getting
down to business than doing market analysis? You can be sure that
my stories are all about

the sex and how the lovely girls involved react to it. My very
explicit romance stories can be found on Amazon, but you can also
connect with me on Facebook and learn about upcoming releases
and

special deals.



When you subscribe to my page, I’ll send you a story exclusive to
my Facebook fans. Go ahead and click here to subscribe:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Nancy-Brockton/450689558329605



You can bet I’ll appreciate it, and I’ll make sure those stories
keep coming!
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