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CHAPTER ONE


THE ENGAGEMENT PARTY

The party didn’t exactly end the way I had expected it to.

It had been a small celebration in a private room at one of our favorite bars, with about thirty of our closest family members and friends. Most of the invitees had gradually left, leaving only the core group that never really knew when to call it a night: me, my fiancée, and our coworkers.

We worked at a recruitment firm downtown which had some pretty old-school sensibilities; it was the kind of place that had somehow persisted even in a day and age when toxic work cultures are routinely called out. The working hours could get out of control, the after-hours even more so, and I’d lost track of all the employee relationships, for want of another word, a long time ago. There was a prevailing mentality of ‘anything goes’—especially if you could get a good story out of it—and at this point plenty of the team had become notches on each other’s bedposts.

Except me. I had been there for two years, and had ended up in a serious relationship with Samantha within a few months.

As for Samantha…

She was a social butterfly, to say the least. To be honest, even calling her a ‘flirt’ would have been underplaying it. There are probably some guys out there who would hate for their girlfriend or fiancée to be quite so chatty, or open, or at times even handsy with other guys. Especially if those guys were coworkers—and especially if some of them had already shared a bed with her.

But I didn’t see it the same way. I found her captivating, full of life, and whip-smart; and even if she did enjoy the spotlight rather a lot, and maybe even took things too far from time to time, I loved seeing her in her element.

Throughout the party she had breezed across the room with her slight curves poured into a simple slim-fitting white dress, the life of the party with her perfect smile, the near-constant sparkle of mischief in her big blue eyes, and her genuine, infectious laugh. I had found myself regularly looking over at her out of pride, more so than usual—it still seemed like some kind of dream that I’d ever been able to lock her down.

That isn’t to say the situation wasn’t without its complexities. Even now, with her best friend and partner in crime Elle having overdone it on the champagne and been escorted home by her strait-laced boyfriend Peter, we were seeing out the night with three guys from our team who each had some kind of connection with Samantha that went a little beyond what you’d expect from colleagues.

There was Jamie, who she worked with the most on a day-to-day basis. They were good friends, though Jamie didn’t do a great job of disguising the fact he silently hankered after her. He was a good-looking single guy who spent a huge amount of time with her—again, that might have worried someone else in my position, but he was so quiet and, to be honest, boring that I never gave him much thought.

I kept my eye on Patrick a little more. He was the polar opposite to Jamie—I thought he was an arrogant, overtalkative, narcissistic prick, not that I’d say it out loud, even to Samantha. Maybe I was just sore because he made a sustained effort to meet her inherent flirtatiousness with the same energy at all times. Nothing had ever happened between them, but if Jamie seemed to quietly pine for her, Patrick practically drooled over her.

And I knew for sure that nothing had ever happened because I knew about the guys who had been with Samantha. Which included Kyle.

She and Kyle had spent a few months hooking up together—which Samantha had unsubtly clarified as ‘not dating’. He was kind of a player, effortlessly drawing in any new girl who joined the company and who had no qualms about workplace dalliances, so thankfully for me he was busy enough to stay relaxed about the whole thing and not make things more tricky than they needed to be. Still, the Kyle thing was particularly sensitive because, when Samantha and I had become exclusive, she had confessed there was a gray area early on in the timeline where our first night or two together overlapped with her last couple of times with Kyle.

Maybe I was just too relaxed about this stuff. Maybe I was too trusting. But it didn’t really bother me. I knew there had been others, and I was just thankful that with our high employee turnover most of them were long gone. Like I said, Samantha was fascinating, exciting—a whirlwind of energy—and she couldn’t have been expected to live like a nun before me, especially in the place we worked.

Trust Patrick to make a point of it.

“Samantha settling down,” he said with that shit-eating grin, clinking his glass against hers. “Never thought I’d see the day.”

“You bagged a good one,” Kyle added, giving me a wink and raising his bottle with that annoyingly calm, cool manner of his.

Jamie joined in and nodded. The poor guy was swallowing a lot of feelings.

“Who really bagged who?” I smirked in response, as I brought my glass to my lips. She retaliated by gently knocking it, giving me enough time to drag it to safety before it could spill.

“I’m a catch, Gareth.”

I wrapped an arm around her and laughed. “I’ll drink to that.”

The group quietly sipped their drinks, and then Patrick tried once more to stir the pot.

“Now that you’re off the market, Sam… anyone at the company you regret not getting a shot with?”

‘Sam’. Fuck you, I thought.

“Easy,” she said. “Robert.”

“Fair enough,” he grumbled. Robert was the CEO, a middle-aged silver fox who had been single only very briefly between his divorce and what had eventually become his second marriage—and that had come at a time when she and I were already dating exclusively.

I cleared my throat. “No one’s gonna ask me?”

“No,” she said, playfully waving the idea away.

“It’s Elle, right?” Kyle said to me in a stage whisper.

“My lips are sealed.”

She smacked me on the chest.

“I’m guessing Robert wasn’t the answer you were hoping for,” Kyle said to Patrick.

He got defensive real fast. “I was just asking out of curiosity. This is a happy occasion, man—don’t go trying to cause drama.”

Kyle poked him in the stomach before he could swat his hand away. “Curiosity. Sure.”

“Oh, Patrick,” Samantha said, pulling the kind of expression that one might adopt in front of a distressed toddler, and patting his shoulder. “I regret not taking my shot with you. Does that make you feel better?”

“It does, actually.”

“Pathetic, isn’t it?” I said to Kyle, who smirked in agreement.

“Hey, I had to get it out of her somehow. And Samantha—don’t worry, you’ve never missed your shot.”

The others groaned. She rolled her eyes. Kyle swiftly changed the subject, bringing up the way Elle’s boyfriend had made a point of telling her it was time to go home after she had started to look a little unsteady. Peter hadn’t been in the wrong, but Kyle knew everyone present couldn’t resist a chance to talk shit about the guy.

But as the conversation moved on, I found myself processing that little exchange between my fiancée and our cockiest coworker.

Had she just been playing along—or was there a kernel of truth in what she had said to Patrick?

And, if it was the latter, why the fuck did that thought suddenly excite me?


CHAPTER TWO


SIX MONTHS LATER—THE WORK PARTY

We’d had the bachelor and bachelorette parties. The guys from work weren’t on my invite list—I had kept it to my old college buddies and a few from home—and the only girl from the office who made the cut for Samantha’s weekend away was Elle. But the people we worked with never missed a chance for a party, and no two people at the company had ever married each other until now.

So the ‘social committee’, having not so much sought our permission as told us it was happening, had gone big.

We were nearing the end of a bar crawl through the company’s favorite haunts, and half of our colleagues were shit-faced. Samantha and I could handle our drink, but with the group dropping like flies and both of us feeling compelled to stay until the bitter end given the whole night was about us, we found ourselves in familiar company.

“I’m going to miss you,” Elle whined dramatically, her head slumping against Samantha’s shoulder.

“I’m not moving away, Elle, I’m getting married.”

“Yeah, but it’s kind of like you’re moving away. I’ll never see you.”

“What are you talking about?!”

“I’ll miss you too, Sam,” Patrick said, lunging in from the other side and giving her a playful squeeze. She rolled her eyes, but let him cling on regardless as he aped her friend’s mawkishness. “Gareth, just promise me you’ll take good care of her.”

“He stopped you from giving me three different shots in the last hour,” she retorted on my behalf. “He takes better care of me than anyone else here can.”

“You don’t know that,” he said with a grin.

“You’re so gross, Patrick,” Elle said, pushing him away.

He pressed a hand to his chest, feigning offense. “Elle, you should know better than most that I am very attentive and conscious of others’ needs.”

“To be fair, that’s kind of true,” she said quietly, exchanging a knowing smile with Samantha.

“Don’t stroke his ego,” Kyle chipped in from the sidelines, leaning against the bar as he watched Patrick’s little show.

“What ego? Let the girl speak! Tell them, Elle.”

“Normally I probably would, but Kyle’s right. Unfortunately, I have nothing bad to say, and I don’t want your head to get any bigger, so I’ll leave it at that.”

My eyes flickered over to Samantha. I could tell in her expression that, whatever Elle was currently keeping to herself (which was unusual for Elle—everyone present knew way more about her poor boyfriend than he probably would have liked), she knew all of it.

Patrick looked around at the rest of us with boundless pride.

“Tonight isn’t about you, asshole,” Kyle said, giving him a gentle push out of the circle and raising a glass. “To the happy couple.”

———

Throughout the cab ride home, by now feeling a bit of a buzz after one more beer than I needed and a shot of tequila that tipped me just over the edge, I was distracted by thoughts of that interaction with Patrick and Elle.

The conversation at the end of our engagement party had already fueled some strange, unexpected thoughts that I had since kept to myself. I’d never thought about Samantha in that way before then; even though I knew it was a common fantasy, I hadn’t really seen the appeal. When I’d eventually caved and ‘thought’ about it in private the next day, it had been an intense, exhilarating rush, but I had felt dirty in the aftermath and pushed the notion to the furthest recesses of my mind.

Now, it was back. It had been fed new material, and it wanted more.

Thankfully I still had enough of my wits about me not to bring it up within earshot of the cab driver, but it didn’t take long once we were home.

“That stuff Elle and Patrick were saying…”

“Jeez. He is such an attention-seeker.”

I shoved our coats into the closet as she kicked off her heels and traipsed barefoot into the room, stretching. “It sounds like he gave Elle plenty of attention.”

Samantha raised an eyebrow. “The guy’s two obsessions are sex and his own reputation. When you think about it, it isn’t a surprise that it turns out he’s really good in bed.”

“‘Really good’?”

She slumped down on the couch and gave me a baffled look. “What, you want to get in his pants?”

“No,” I said, the word coming out in totally the wrong tone. That one syllable somehow broke apart into three different notes.

“Gareth?” she laughed, starting to look a little concerned. “Did you have one too many tonight?”

“No! I don’t mean it like that.”

“Well, what do you mean?”

Oh, fuck.

It hadn’t taken long to get here. Samantha wouldn’t let this go now, and I was no good at keeping things from her. If anything, at least the truth would probably reassure her at this point, compared to whatever else she might think was going on.

Confession time.

I sat next to her, took a deep breath, and came out with it.

———

She looked back at me skeptically.

“Is this some kind of test?”

“No. I’m being honest.”

“You would want me to… with Patrick?!”

“No, I don’t want you to! Not really,” I said, hearing just how unconvincing I sounded. “It’s just a thing that kind of… got in my head, and… yeah. I never would have expected it.”

“You’re telling me.”

My head was still swimming a little, but the adrenaline and fear of what I had just admitted seemed to be sobering me up. “Okay, I was being honest with you—don’t mock me for it.”

“No! I’m not.” She reached out and patted me soothingly. “I’m not judging, I swear. I’m just surprised, that’s all.”

“Yeah, well, so was I. Especially with that asshole.”

“He’s okay,” she said, in that tone people use when describing a person who isn’t actually okay. “He’s just a… character.”

“He’s an asshole,” I repeated. “Everywhere except in the bedroom, apparently.”

She laughed, but she didn’t say anything.

“So go on, what did Elle tell you?”

“You’re really fixated on this.”

I shrugged. “While we’re on the topic. What did you think about that?”

“I just thought it was great girl talk. Girl talk.”

“But you literally told him you ‘regret not getting a shot with’ him. In front of me. And the other guys.”

She laughed but shook her head, looking baffled. “To shut him up!”

I just stared back.

“What?”

“You’ve thought about it.”

A pause. “I… what?”

“You’re stalling. You have.”

She frowned haughtily for a moment, then saw the battle was lost and sighed. “I mean, sure, I’ve thought about it. But how many girls must you have thought about down the years?”

“We aren’t talking about that. What do you think about, exactly?”

She blinked back at me, looking unsure how to proceed. It probably still felt like this might be a test.

“Are you sure you want to talk about this?”

There was silence between us for a moment. She waited for my answer, and I felt beads of sweat begin to break out around my hairline, a strange jittery sensation bursting through me.

“Yeah.”

She took a deep breath and slid closer, watching me cautiously, as though waiting to detect the moment when I would realize I’d misjudged this and made a terrible mistake.

“There was one night where he and I were the last ones standing. At some club.”

“There was? When?”

“Way before you joined. Back when I was still a coordinator.”

“So… what happened?”

Her eyes still boring into mine warily, she continued. “He had gone to get shots without telling any of us—I just thought he was in the bathroom. Elle had hooked up with some manager called Miles who ended up leaving not long after, and they were heading back to her place, leaving no one else but us. I was ready to call it a night, and just waited for Patrick to come back so I could tell him they’d gone, but when he showed up with four Jägers I felt bad. We did two each.

“I was planning to just chat for a bit and then wrap it up. But then a song came on that I liked, and I was in a good mood—so I said we should dance for a minute before we go.”

The idea of her alone with him at the end of the night, splitting a tray of shots and then going out onto the dancefloor, was an alien one. They never really spent any time together one on one. The potential of this scenario was strangely thrilling—and I gave myself away, my cock twitching through my chinos right in front of her.

I looked back at her sheepishly, expecting a joke or even a look of disgust. But instead she gave me an intrigued smile and delicately ran her fingers along my thigh until they were directly above my growing member, which instantly lurched in response.

She laughed breathily, then slowly slid her fingertips up to my zipper and dragged it down achingly slowly. My cock rapidly swelled up to full size and was bulging through my boxers by the time she reached the bottom of the track. With a coy look, she wrapped her hand around it through the fabric and gave it a squeeze, making me gasp.

“You like the idea of me dancing with him?”

I didn’t feel capable of answering. I just nodded.

“Then you’ll probably like this next part.”

She made me wait a little before continuing, squeezing again and then pumping my length, boxers and all. My member felt more swollen than ever before, the sensation of her tight grip through the cotton heightening the effect of the twisted visuals she was planting into my brain.

“The dancing was innocent to begin with. We were tipsy, so it felt fun and natural, instead of how it should have felt—fucking awkward. Within, like, seconds, without thinking, we just got into position to… grind.”

Jesus Christ.

My cock bulged in her palm and her eyes widened.

“You really like thinking about that?”

“Uh huh.”

She watched me intently and kept going, absorbing this strange new development. “And I did it, I ground against him… my ass was in his crotch and everything. We were alone, there was no one else from work, and I was… you know… thinking about it.

“I knew he was, too. First, when he put his hands on my waist… which I didn’t object to. And especially when…”

She paused, and so did her hand, but she resumed a split second later.

“… when I felt his hard-on against my ass.”

In the most twisted way, all of this was too damn good. The thought of my fiancée grinding with another guy; the discovery that she had been in that kind of position with that asshole, of all people; and, most of all, the fact she was now willing to entertain its effect on me.

“To be honest,” she continued, “I was close to staying, to letting the next step happen, and then everything else that would follow. But I was feeling a tiny bit drunk, and I was still aware enough to know better. I told him I had to go. He did the right thing and waited with me until I got a cab—though it was obvious he was frustrated—and then it was all over.”

She was still slowly jerking me off, even as she began to question this whole thing.

“That does it for you? With Patrick?”

I took a deep breath, trying to compose myself even a little and word my answer carefully.

“I think it’s because he’s such a dick that it…”

“… Turns you on?”

Inside, I was kicking myself. Telling Samantha this? Really? I had locked down the love of my life and now I was saying shit like this to her?

But like I said: I was always an open book with her. To try to slam this strange chapter shut, to row back on these deep, dark thoughts, that would surely be an unpropitious start to married life.

“It does.”

The pumps of her fists became a little firmer, a little faster.

“Is there anyone else who you like thinking about being with me?”

This had become some kind of interrogation, and in the circumstances the most accurate lie detector imaginable was now literally in her hands. The wording of her question, acknowledging the notion so bluntly, was enough to make my member twitch again.

“So that’s a yes,” she smirked.

“Jamie,” I grunted instinctively, trying to ignore just how good this was all starting to feel.

“Jamie?” she asked, her face falling and her grip softening.

Shit.

“Never mind,” I said quickly. “Forget it.”

“No, it’s okay,” she said, a pensive inflection in her voice as she resumed.

I sat watching her, confused, my cock reasserting its rigidity while she beat it off through the boxers.

“We can imagine it with Jamie if you want,” she breezed. “What do you want to think about?”

I grunted. That offer alone was pushing me to the edge. I stayed quiet, preoccupied with trying to calm myself down.

“You want to talk about me being naked with Jamie, and taking his cock inside me?”

“Fuck,” I groaned, and my cock exploded into my boxers. She kept jerking my length, looking riveted by all of this, as I kept spasming forcefully in her hand and spraying the inside of the fabric, each pump of her fist smearing the come across my package.

When it was all over she let go and glanced at her palm and her fingers, which I could see were now slightly clammy. She wiped them against me to clean herself of whatever had seeped through the fabric from that hot gummy mess inside, and then she sat back and smiled up at me.

“Well, that was new.”

“Yeah,” I laughed, trying to pull myself together. Reality was flooding back—it was one thing that I was sitting here covered in my own jism, but I had just risked a lot in revealing so much to her.

“I won’t judge you,” she said, stroking me with genuine compassion. “Everyone has their thing.”

I chuckled nervously at first, but then I reevaluated those words. I turned to her.

“Do you have a thing you haven’t told me about?”

“No,” she said, which actually made my heart sink a little. “But…”

“But?” I asked, too quickly.

She laughed. “Down, boy. It’s not a ‘thing’. I just… well, you know I’ve had a few work hook-ups, right?”

I nodded. From what I knew, I wasn’t even sure if her number qualified as just a ‘few’.

“I’ve always, you know, ‘owned my sexuality’ or whatever people call it. If I wanted something, I always just… did it. I didn’t get too caught up in what people think, how things might look. Most of the stuff I’ve done was at college, but when I joined the company… I don’t know how to put this.”

“You wanted to join in with the whole unspoken ‘body count’ competition?”

“No,” she said, screwing her face up disapprovingly. “As if anyone could ever beat Kyle anyway.”

It was a curious thing to add, and it made my heartbeat lurch. She was looking away, so she didn’t notice the likely visible effect of her mere mention of Kyle in this context.

“I’ve always told people that I loved the atmosphere in our office, and the social life. And I do—plus, I like that I’ve done well there and made a good career for myself. But if I’m honest, a part of it in those early days was… well, not so much the ‘social life’, but…”

She sighed.

“I found the idea of sleeping with colleagues really hot. I mean, a lot of people do, but when it’s right there and it’s really possible… I guess it did become a thing for me.”

It dawned on me that maybe I had sensed this all along, and maybe that is what had really built up my own fantasy. It had seemed at first as though it had come out of nowhere—that simply a stray interaction between Samantha and Patrick had planted the seed. But in reality, working and living around several people who I knew had slept with my girlfriend had probably affected me on a level I hadn’t really appreciated until now.

Maybe I wasn’t just cool with the fact that Samantha had such a sexual history at our company.

Maybe, without me even realizing, it had actually heightened my attraction to her.

“Is that why you were okay to talk about… Jamie?”

She bit her lip and thought about it for a moment. “Yeah.”

I nudged her thighs apart with my hand and slid my fingers inside, watching her and waiting for a reaction, but none came. She wanted a piece of this, too.

No words were said—she simply reached up and kissed me, tenderly at first, and then more passionately as my fingertips met her folds and found her wet arousal. She pulled her lips away, but closed her eyes and gripped me tightly, engrossed in her own private imaginings.

I could have tried to engage with it, to get her to talk through it out loud. But I knew how Samantha was; she might have been the talkative type, but in the bedroom she tended to stay quiet and lose herself in the action. Strangely, I liked letting her retreat into her own hidden fantasies now—the mystery excited me more, especially when it led to one of the fastest and most intense orgasms I’d seen her have.

In the comedown she kissed me, her body still trembling, her eyes glazed over with lust in a way I couldn’t really remember seeing before. Only now did I really register the fact that I had just pleasured her while she thought of Jamie. The brief pangs of envy and anger at Jamie quickly morphed back into excitement, and my cock twitched back to life.

So here we were: a woman who had loved sleeping with colleagues, and her fiancé who loved thinking about her sleeping with colleagues.

In the immediate aftermath of that first foray into the subject with Samantha, I decided to leave it for a while—let the dust settle on it, make sure of how I felt about it all, and gauge her response.

And if it all panned out okay…

I would try to find out just how compatible our desires might be.


CHAPTER THREE


Our colleagues had thrown the joint company bachelor-bachelorette party at the end of our last full week of work before the wedding. The next week we would be in the office until Wednesday, before heading out to the hotel on Thursday, running the rehearsal on Friday, and then doing it all for real on Saturday.

Throughout the weekend, we didn’t talk any further about what had happened at the end of the party, though the memories of that encounter continued to creep into my thoughts. On the Monday, back in the office and around those other guys for the first time since that ‘conversation’ with Samantha, I found it almost impossible to think about anything else.

“You okay?” she asked at one point, after stopping by my desk to talk about a placement and finding me distracted and mumbling my responses.

“Yeah… just got a few things to clear before we sign off.”

She raised one eyebrow, pinched my cheek—we didn’t subject our coworkers to PDA, but we would use little substitutes like that from time to time—and headed back to her desk, giving me one more glance over her shoulder.

I saw it in that look: she knew exactly why I was acting so weird.

And it came up pretty quickly when we got home.

“You were kind of off today,” she said, leaning over the back of the couch while I sat in front of the TV.

“I know. I think there’s just a lot on my mind, trying to wrap up everything before we…”

Her expression cut me off.

Come on.

I sighed. “Yeah, you know what’s on my mind.”

“I was worried that would become a problem. It was a mistake for us to talk about that stuff.”

“No… it wasn’t.”

“How so? All day you were in your head. You look like you’ve been worrying yourself sick.”

A jolt of excitement shook me. I had feared she was about to shut this down, but it didn’t necessarily seem that way. “Wait… I wasn’t worrying about it.”

She hesitated, her mouth forming the start of a question that she didn’t want to vocalize.

“Yeah,” I sighed. “I was kind of… daydreaming about it.”

“Like… fantasizing? In the office?”

I shrugged. “I guess.”

She rounded the couch and sat down next to me. I was expecting her to be frustrated with me, to remind me we were both a little too senior to be taking our eye off the ball.

“What exactly were you fantasizing about?”

I paused, trying to find a way to articulate it in a way that wouldn’t hurt my own pride—or her estimation of me. But as the cogs whirred in my mind, my face gave those thoughts away.

“Come on, spit it out.”

I sighed. “Promise not to judge me?”

“I wouldn’t want to make any promises, but I told you some pretty big stuff too last time, so… fine. I promise.”

“I was imagining something specific. Something involving Kyle.”

The curiosity in her expression gave way to a new realization: I had been thinking about her and the guy who she’d been hooking up with at the same time she and I started sleeping together, and that surely wasn’t a coincidence.

“Kyle? What were you imagining?”

“I was picturing…” I paused and grunted in frustration, fighting just to say it out loud. “Fuck.”

“It’s okay. I promised. Tell me.”

Deep breath. “I was picturing him banging you over my desk right in front of me.”

“That’s… pretty kinky,” she said, with a little laugh.

“It’s embarrassing. Just leave it—I’ll be back on my game tomorrow.”

“Or,” she said, locking eyes with me and moving closer, “we could do something about it.”

The corners of her lips curled in a devilish smile. Within moments, I was rock hard; as strange as it sounds, I was pinching myself at the fact she not only accepted my excitement at thinking of her with other men we worked with, but seemed to enjoy indulging in it with me.

Maybe other guys might have seen that as a big red flag. But I wasn’t one of those guys. And I knew Samantha wasn’t what others might have assumed her to be if they’d heard all of this.

I kissed her and lowered her against the couch, climbing on top of her. She kissed me hungrily, her fingers gripping me tightly as mine roamed her body, feeling her hips, her thighs, all while imagining them in the hands of Kyle.

“You like thinking about fucking Kyle again?” I breathed as I kissed her neck.

“Mmhmm,” she nodded, though no words came.

But I was encouraged, and I decided to try to get a little more out of her. I kissed higher up her neck and then whispered as I reached her ear, my cock now pressing hard through my pants against her crotch.

“Did you like fucking Kyle?”

She gasped. I ground it against her, and she raised her hips to meet me.

“Did you?”

“I did,” she whimpered.

I immediately yanked up her dress until it reached her midriff. At the same time her hands grasped at my belt, releasing the buckle, and then tugged at my zipper.

I pulled the belt loose and flung it to the floor, then dragged my open pants and my boxers down to my knees. My hard member jutted toward her at its most swollen and rigid, red and oozing.

She gripped it in her hand, then pressed her other down against my butt until I fell back down against her, the head of my cock brushing against her folds. She lined it up and I felt her sopping wet cunt envelop my glans. Before I could even register just how turned on she must have been to already be at this point, she simultaneously pushed me down and wriggled her hips lower, and took me inside her with ease.

“Fuck me,” she breathed. “Fuck me like your little office slut.”

I didn’t expect that. But I didn’t need a second invitation.

I pulled back and then slammed inside her, and then again, making her whine in pleasure, her fingernails raking over my upper back. Her thighs squeezed around me, her breaths intensified, her walls clenched as she rolled her hips in time with my thrusts.

Those same visions from earlier in the day flashed through my head, but they intensified now, rendered clearer. Kyle pinning my fiancée down against the desk and bottoming out inside her. Gripping her ass as he fucked her hard and fast. Samantha holding my gaze, her face helpless and overcome with lust as she was pounded from behind, clawing at the desk for dear life.

It was one thing to envisage Samantha doing it. It was another to do so with her encouragement.

I felt her head rise beside mine, and her torso tense beneath me. And then I felt her spasm around my cock as she cried out.

“Oh, God, yes.”

She bucked hard against me, overcome by her orgasm, and that was all it took to trigger my own. Before I was ready for it, my member shuddered and spurted inside her.

I sank down against her and we held each other, gasping and convulsing as one on the couch, another significant step taken together down this dangerous but intoxicating new path.


CHAPTER FOUR


ONE MONTH LATER—AFTER THE WEDDING

“What a day,” Elle beamed, clutching onto Samantha long after their hug had ended. “How does it feel?”

“Well, my feet hurt,” my new bride said, freeing herself from Elle’s grasp and stretching out her legs, wiggling her toes in her open-toed white high heels.

All day I’d been pinching myself. Samantha was always beautiful—even on those occasions when she woke up after a bad night’s sleep with no make-up on, she was still a knock-out—but today she was perfection. In a simple, form-fitting, strapless silk dress, with a corset-style bodice that gave just a teasing glimpse of her cleavage and a lace hem that ended around her knees while giving the subtlest hint of her thighs, her look was modern, chic and hot all at once.

“But other than that, it feels pretty great,” she said to Elle, the last of her bridesmaids to stick around until the end of the night. “I’ve got him locked down now.”

I gave a performative eye roll as she gripped my wrist and kissed me on the cheek, but then I wrapped an arm around her and we both relaxed onto the couch, each exhaling and soaking it all in.

The reception had ended, and almost all of the guests, including our families and my two groomsmen, had headed to their respective hotels some time ago.

But with our exclusive lease on the venue running until the morning—our bridal suite was waiting for us upstairs—we still had the bar area at our disposal. The bar was now unstaffed and was only stocked to order, but there were still a few spirits, wines and beers that had already been paid for, so unsurprisingly the usual gang had decided to stay for a nightcap, or five.

“It’s so weird,” Patrick said. “Samantha’s married.”

“Care to explain that one, Patrick?”

“I’m just saying. Marriage is so boring. Samantha’s too fun for all that. She’s going to be boring now.”

Elle screwed up her face. “What do you know about marriage, Patrick?”

“Also, I really don’t know whether to take that as a compliment or just be offended,” Samantha laughed, looking taken aback. “What does ‘too fun’ mean?!”

“Literally just that. You like to have fun. How many married women like to have fun?”

“What are you even talking about?”

“Jesus, Patrick, just stop,” Kyle said, rubbing his face and sharing a knowing look with Jamie.

“Stop what?”

“You’re digging a hell of a hole for yourself.”

“You know what I mean,” Patrick smirked. “Sam just isn’t one to be tied down. And for that matter, Elle isn’t either.”

There were a few groans. Elle tried to re-route the conversation away from Samantha before Patrick could do any more damage.

“Am I too fun for marriage?” she asked Peter.

It was the first time he had stuck around with us this late, probably having sensed that trying to extract Elle from the party on Samantha’s big day wasn’t a battle worth fighting. He laughed awkwardly—he was barely able to handle most questions directed at him in these group settings, let alone one as loaded as that. “For marriage?”

“Yeah!”

“Elle, I think that’s a conversation for another time,” Samantha offered diplomatically, patting her friend’s thigh.

“It isn’t a proposal, Sam, I just want to know if I’m the marriage ‘type’.”

All eyes turned to Peter.

“Just say it, she isn’t,” Patrick whispered.

“Fucking hell, Patrick.”

“Sure, you’re the marriage type,” Peter answered, way too late.

“Thank you, Peter,” she sighed. “Anyway, I’m spent. Can you call us a cab?”

“Sure.”

He took out his phone and headed out of the room—it had long been established by this point that there was no signal at all in the bar—and left his girlfriend alone with her colleagues. One final glance over his shoulder suggested that he probably knew how the conversation was going to go in his absence.

“Patrick, you asshole,” Elle hissed, giving him a half-joking slap on the arm.

“Ow! You guys need to lighten up. Your boyfriend there, too.”

“Leave him alone!”

“Go and make us a drink, Patrick,” I said.

“There’s an idea,” Samantha said with a big, teasing smile.

It was our day, so it was one of those rare moments when there was nothing he could do but acquiesce. He sighed and got up to pour out some shots. “Still on the booze an hour and a half after her wedding reception ended. See? Sam’s just too fun.”

“The schtick is getting boring, Pat,” Kyle said. “You’re just too boring.”

It struck a nerve, an audible ‘pfft’ escaping Patrick’s mouth. “Just for that, you’re having a double.”

He brought over a tray of shot glasses filled with whiskey to varying levels and handed them out. I noticed that, even aside from Kyle’s punishment, he had poured far more for the guys than the girls.

“Fuck that,” Samantha said. “After all that dancing I’m totally sober. Give me one like Gareth’s.”

“Take Peter’s,” Elle said, switching them around. “He isn’t a big drinker.”

Peter returned and Patrick led a toast to the happy couple—the words hitting all the right notes, but the tone typically laced with irony. When he had finished his little speech, thankfully without delivering any more awkward jibes, we clinked glasses and downed our shots.

Like Sam, I felt as if I hadn’t had a drink all day, even though I’d had at least five or six. With all the adrenaline running through me, plus wanting to stay on an even keel with all the obvious responsibilities of a groom—on top of frequently being pulled away from the festivities for photo shoots or conversations with random relatives—I couldn’t have got the slightest bit drunk even if I’d wanted to. The whiskey felt like a nice way to let off a little steam at the end of the day, and I could tell it was the same for Samantha.

With a tight hug for both of us, and planting a jocular kiss on Samantha’s lips, Elle bid us goodnight and then followed Peter to the front entrance where the cab was rolling up. We settled back onto the couch and sipped at our beer and wine while the other guys chatted.

Seeing the headlights of the cab flash past and then head for the main road with Elle and Peter now in the back, Patrick lowered his voice and looked around at the rest of us conspiratorially.

“He got real funny there, didn’t he?”

“Of course he did,” Kyle snapped back. “You brought up marriage and implied she isn’t cut out for it.”

“I was only messing around.”

“Too far, man.”

“Samantha and Gareth weren’t offended, were they?” he said, holding out his hand toward us to make a point that we hadn’t actually backed up. “I don’t think Elle was, either. Peter was fucking weird about it. He is fucking weird in general.”

“Leave the poor guy alone,” Samantha said. “He’s just quiet.”

“He has what the kids call ‘cuck energy’.”

“Only douchebags say that,” Kyle scoffed.

Jamie frowned and spoke for the first time in a while; I’d almost forgotten he was there. “What’s a cuck?”

I felt a little nervous at this turn in the conversation. It wasn’t like I actually was one, but my secret was at least out there with Samantha. I sensed her stiffening a little next to me.

“You don’t know what a cuck is?” Patrick asked in disbelief.

He just shrugged.

“It’s a dude whose girl is banging other guys.”

Jamie blinked. “Really?”

“Yeah! It’s a pretty big thing.”

“That’s kind of an insinuation about Elle, man,” Kyle said.

“No, I’m just saying Peter seems like that kind of guy. I’m not saying Elle’s actually doing that.”

“You aren’t?” Kyle asked, raising his eyebrow.

Patrick laughed uneasily and looked down at his drink. Samantha made a disapproving noise next to me. An awkward hush descended over the room.

“What… what’s going on?” Jamie asked, sharing my confusion.

“Tell them,” Kyle said. “‘Fess up.”

“Guys,” Samantha sighed.

“Too late now.”

Patrick affected reticence, but his grin gave away his pride. “Fine, fine. Elle and I were hooking up around the time she started dating Peter. For a while, actually.”

“Seriously?” Jamie asked, his eyes widening. “For how long?”

“A couple of months.”

“Shiiit.”

I noticed Kyle had gone pretty quiet. He sipped at his drink and averted his gaze.

“See?” Patrick said, holding out his hands triumphantly. “Cuck.”

“Come on, Patrick,” Elle said, her patience starting to wear thin. “Don’t be a dick. Leave them alone. They weren’t exclusive until after that—when she gave you the slip.”

“Okay, okay. I know she’s your friend. I’m just saying.”

“No, it just doesn’t matter. I mean, Kyle and I were still hooking up when Gareth and I started out.”

Oh, fuck.

I tried to maintain a poker face but glanced nervously from one face to the next, my heart now hammering my chest. Patrick’s jaw hung open. Jamie wore a stunned expression. Kyle looked like he wanted the ground to open up and swallow him. But Samantha took no notice and carried on.

“We weren’t exclusive then, either. No one cheated. Don’t be judgmental about it.”

“Well, shit,” Patrick said, smiling and shaking his head. “I never knew that.”

“Sorry,” Samantha said to me—and Kyle. “I was just trying to stick up for Elle.”

I affected as casual an air as I could and waved it away, before feeling the attention shift to me regardless and scrambling to deflect it. “It’s okay. I’m just curious to know if Patrick thinks I have ‘cuck energy’.”

The other guys forced a laugh, and Patrick held up his hands.

“Hey, I don’t think you have cuck energy, but now I know you’re an actual cuck.”

There was an awkward pause. I tried to laugh it off, but I was pissed, and a nervous energy was now rippling through me.

“Patrick, it’s their wedding day for Christ’s sake,” Kyle said evenly. “You take things too far.”

“Don’t be a dick, Patrick,” Samantha added.

“I’m just playing around. Can’t anyone take a joke?”

“You’re talking about a bride on her wedding day,” I protested. “Leave her alone.”

“I’m not talking about Samantha, I’m talking about you!”

His refusal to just stop had quickly worn down my patience. I was fighting off a case of the shakes, and I couldn’t tell whether it was from anger at Patrick’s words or nerves about my new secret. “I think you can’t take the fact Samantha didn’t hook up with you when you had the chance.”

The other two guys winced. Samantha did what I knew she would—she nodded and played along, seeing the humor in it.

For the first time in his life, Patrick looked genuinely hurt, which was actually a pretty worrying prospect. What now?

He took a moment to recover, and then his face creased into a wicked smirk.

“‘I regret not taking my shot with you’, you told me.”

“Wow, you really clung onto that one,” Samantha laughed.

Kyle didn’t seem to remember at first, before Jamie whispered something to him, and I saw it dawn on him.

“You aren’t denying it,” he persisted.

“Denying what? I was just joking around.”

He pulled a ‘be real’ face.

“Patrick,” Kyle said, patting his knee. “Time to call it a night.”

“No, I’m just making a point. Samantha had her shot and she didn’t take it. That’s what happened.”

Samantha groaned and pressed her head back against the couch, reflecting everyone else’s exasperation with him.

I spoke for her. “You really can’t let it go. What do you want out of this, Patrick?”

“Well, now that you bring up that night, I just want her to acknowledge that we could have hooked up but she bailed.”

“Yeah, I was too drunk.”

“Aha! See? It would have happened, but she was too drunk.”

“Or,” Kyle laughed. “It nearly happened because she was too drunk.”

Patrick scowled back at him. “You know, fuck you, Kyle. You’re the one who can’t stop hanging around her even now, when she’s literally married the other guy.”

The tension in the room was about to explode. Kyle glared back at Patrick while the rest of us watched on, each trying to process that accusation.

“I’m friends with Samantha,” he said, slowly. “We were grown up enough to move on.”

“And yet when your ‘friend’ isn’t around, you still talk about those nights with her sometimes.”

Samantha covered her face. Jamie stared at them helplessly, as though somehow he was wounded by all of this. I felt the unbearable discomfort that was to be expected, but I also felt my cock twitch a little.

For fuck’s sake, not now.

“So, what, you’re so butthurt about how your dumbass comments have backfired that you’re taking it out on me now?”

“Nope,” Patrick said, shrugging indifferently. “Just sticking up for myself.”

“Sticking up for yourself,” Kyle scoffed. “You’re the one dishing it out, as always, and now we know why. You’ve been kicking yourself over Samantha for, what, three years now.”

“I have nothing to kick myself over. It’s not like I’m Jamie, attached at the hip with her all day and wanting something I can’t have.”

Jamie abruptly looked around, his guilt obvious. “I don’t want something I can’t have!”

“Come on, Jamie, you follow her around all day pretending it’s just about work, but I see the looks.”

Kyle covered his face and then gave us a sympathetic look. “You’re on a roll tonight, Patrick. For the love of God, stop.”

The room went silent. I doubted a group of five people had ever been in as uncomfortable a situation as this.

In the space of just a few moments I’d been forced to reassess this whole dynamic, to rethink all those late nights where this little group seemed to outlast everyone else—even nowadays, when Elle was no longer sticking around like she used to, leaving Samantha on her own with me and all these guys. And it suddenly made sense.

This wasn’t about these five select people partying harder than everyone else, and Samantha being ‘one of the guys’ as she had joked once or twice. Kyle did seem to hang around her a lot when we socialized, even though they didn’t have all that much in common beyond a brief spell of casual sex together. Patrick ‘jokingly’ hit on Samantha constantly, and I knew there was more to the story now. And then Jamie—one of the least extroverted in our team—always staying long into the night even though he barely said a word? I knew he had a thing for her, and now that it was out there, it seemed more than just a little crush.

Samantha had a gift for drawing people into her orbit wherever she went, but it was as if all three of them had just been staying close, waiting for the possibility that she might one day become available again. Even now, on our wedding night, they couldn’t tear themselves away.

The realization brought both an uncomfortable twist to my gut and another twitch to my crotch, made all the more potent by what Samantha had privately confessed to me.

I cleared my throat. “All three of you have just been, what… hanging out, hoping to get a chance with Samantha?”

“Of course not,” Kyle said.

Patrick laughed. “Don’t be stupid.”

Jamie shook his head and quietly made a noise that sounded like ‘no’.

“Yeah. You have.” I looked at Samantha, and saw her reassessing all of these friendships too, her usual playful manner quickly fading. “We can call it a night if you want.”

But she wasn’t someone to shy away from any kind of conflict—even one as complicated as this.

“I’m married now,” she said, looking them in the eye one by one. “I’m not that twenty-three-year-old who started out at the company anymore. I’m not just another of the girls who might hook up with you. You do get that, right?”

It was like watching three misbehaving teens dragged into the principal’s office. They each hung their heads in varying degrees of embarrassment, shame, vexation.

“This situation isn’t going to continue,” she said, gently but firmly. “It isn’t healthy. Kyle—what happened happened, and I ended up moving on for something more serious. Jamie—we do have to work together, and we get along well, but that’s all there is to it. And as for you, Patrick—you need to get over it and start showing a little more respect.”

And then she turned to me. To my surprise, she gave me the same accusing stare that she had given the others.

“And Gareth, you and I both know why you’ve put up with this from these guys for so long.”

The three of them quickly raised their gazes. I felt my face flushing as all the attention came back to me. What was she doing?!

“What’s she talking about?” Kyle asked.

“Nothing, I don’t know what she means.”

She sighed in frustration and narrowed her eyes at me.

“Go on,” Patrick said, his usual insouciance starting to return. “What is she talking about?”

“Look at this,” Samantha said quietly, gesturing to herself, to me, and then the three guys. “We need to put a stop to it. But there’s more than one way.”

Kyle leaned forward. “Seriously, what is going on?”

Samantha took my hand and squeezed it, smiling up at me with a strange look in her eyes.

Tentative—yet decisive.

Sympathetic, but… aroused.

“Are you talking about…?”

She nodded.

Patrick laughed with an uncharacteristic hint of nerves. “Are they talking about what I think they’re talking about?”

“What do you think they’re talking about?” Jamie whispered.

Samantha sat up in her wedding dress and brought her lips to my ear.

“Just one time, for one night… I could sleep with them. Both of us could get what we want, and so could all three of them. And then everyone moves on with their lives.”

I looked at her, bewildered. Aside from all the obvious problems with what she was proposing, this was our wedding night—we hadn’t even consummated our marriage yet. It was an insane idea.

But I could see her eyes burning with a kind of arousal I had never seen before. She looked overwhelmed by lust. The prospect of sleeping with three coworkers, on this night of all nights, had taken hold of her like nothing else ever had.

And, in turn, it took hold of me in a similar way.

The way she looked in that moment, I couldn’t deny her—I didn’t want it to end. In mere seconds, she had persuaded me to go along with the riskiest, most perverse proposition I had ever heard.

The only question now was whether the other guys would.

I turned to face the three of them, all watching us and waiting with bemused expressions.

And then I said something I never in a million years thought I would say.

“If any of you really do want a night with Samantha… this is your one and only chance.”


CHAPTER FIVE


Kyle laughed uncomfortably. “What are you talking about, Gareth?”

“You want me to spell it out for you?”

“Well, yeah.”

I rubbed my face in frustration. It had been difficult enough to say what I’d already said.

“All three of you want to sleep with Samantha. Well, right now, she wants to sleep with you. And I’m okay with it. Now, and only now, and on the condition that no one says a fucking word about it outside this room.”

Patrick laughed in disbelief. “I fucking called it.”

“Cut the shit, Patrick. You want to, or not? You won’t get this chance again.”

That shut him up. He glanced at the other guys, just as blindsided as them.

“Jamie?” I asked.

“I…” he started. “Are you serious?”

Samantha nodded, folding her arms and staring them all down with a confident smirk. “Yes, I’m serious. And I’m waiting.”

Jamie visibly gulped. Kyle stared at her, still trying to figure her out. But Patrick sat up now, trying to shake off the nerves and feign his usual swagger.

“Fine. If you guys are too pussy, I’ll volunteer. If these two are just trying to fuck with us, I’m calling their bluff.”

He got up and rounded the low table, then sat to the other side of Samantha. She didn’t move, instead just watching him expectantly, challenging him to make his move.

He rested his elbow on the back of the couch and turned to face her, hesitating as he figured out how to play this. Seemingly making his mind up, he took a deep breath, smirked one last time— as if to save face in advance, in the event this was all a ruse—and then he went in.

He reached across her, took hold of the side of her waist mere inches from me, and lowered his face to hers.

His movements were tentative at first, as if expecting her to push him off, for this to just be one big joke. But when he saw her look down at his lips and wait for him, he moved the rest of the way and kissed her.

My bride, on our wedding day, kissing our asshole colleague. My cock was fully rigid in about two seconds, and my heart was pounding. I didn’t dare look at the other two guys, dreading what they would make of this—but they remained motionless in my peripheral vision, apparently in no rush to get up and leave this sordid scene.

Besides, I couldn’t have taken my eyes off the sight of Samantha kissing Patrick if I’d wanted to. This was all happening so quickly, and there was so much to process. Their lips parted and his tongue gently probed the inside of her mouth; his grip tightened on her waist; her hands clasped the back of his head and his upper back. Every facet of this visual was almost too much to take in. My cock felt like it was about to rip through the pants of my suit.

The fact we had rushed into this without so much as discussing it privately in advance—and with three of them no less—amplified the thrill. This wasn’t some cautious, choreographed dipping of our toes into a fetish that we had only just begun to appreciate. With the briefest of conversations—and a one-sided one at that—we had very quickly jumped on this opportunity, just days from our first discussion about even the concept of a scenario like this.

And on our wedding night. Samantha had never looked so beautiful or so sexy in her immaculate white wedding dress. Before I, her husband, could get my own hands on her and properly claim her for myself, not one but three other guys were about to get there first. The symbolism alone was intoxicating. This was an irreversible, undeniable transgression—we could go our whole lives with only a normal, loving, monogamous relationship, but nothing would ever change the fact of Samantha fucking three men on our wedding night before me.

I saw their tongues clash, heard their lips squelch together. I saw Samantha squirm and pull his body closer, heard her heavy breathing. I saw his hand slowly slide down past her hip, and to my disbelief envelop her butt cheek.

Right in front of me, he took a generous handful of her ass through her wedding dress with his palm and his fingers, and squeezed hard.

A sultry moan escaped her open lips as they kissed, and her grip on his back tightened. Her hands slid over his shoulders, down his abdomen, and then to his waist—and she began to pull at the button of his pants.

Their kissing intensified. She popped the button free and then took hold of the zip. I watched, incredulous, as she pulled it down; quick to take encouragement, his hand slid down her dress, found her bare lower thigh, and then slid back up beneath the hem.

If there had been any doubt that this was really going to happen, it was gone now.

I heard the groan of a leather cushion to my side and turned, fearing the worst—one of the others was leaving, and who could blame them? But instead I found Jamie picking up his drink and nervously sipping, watching wide-eyed at the twisted sight in front of him. Kyle fidgeted in his seat nearby, not quite knowing where to look, but his impatience to take this opportunity for himself was obvious.

We were all in. I didn’t know whether to be relieved or horrified. But I was as hard as a rock, and in my now hyper-aroused state my cock was doing all the thinking for me. This could have terrible consequences on any level, whether it be for my marriage, my job or even just my mental health, and I knew it—but all that mattered to me in that moment was Samantha turning what had felt like a far-fetched fantasy into a stunning reality.

For all my imaginings of her with the other guys from work in recent months, they were nothing compared to the scene unfolding right in front of me now, and they had barely even done anything yet. Their clothes were still on.

But not for long. Samantha parted the now open fly of his pants and then—teasingly, mesmerizingly slowly—she slid a flat palm against his package, just as it bulged eagerly through his boxers.

It was her ring hand, too.

She began to rub it, stimulating Patrick just hours after saying her vows to me, and at the same time letting his hand stray further up her leg. It was hidden now beneath the silk, so I had no sight of the exact movements of his fingers, but the vulgar bulge approaching her upper thigh was all I needed to see.

They were frantic as they made out now, gasping and grunting while they savored one another’s bodies. Her hand gripped his package tighter now, and it became clear that he was at full mast. His cock surged against her fist through the fabric. While his own hand reached between her and the cushion of the couch and groped her bare ass, her index finger flicked upward, hooked around his waistband, and gently pulled.

A moment later, his cock sprung free. It came as a bizarre relief that he was no bigger than me—acting the way Patrick did, if anything it should have been a surprise that he was even a decent size. But it wouldn’t have really mattered how his cock stacked up against mine at this point: he was about to put it in my new wife regardless.

With his member now out in the open, Samantha wrapped her hand around it, unfettered. That fucking expensive diamond ring and her new platinum wedding band were now pressed against his bare cock, and she was stroking it while she was felt up under her wedding dress.

I watched in a daze as my bride jacked off my coworker, here in the bar of our wedding venue. I belatedly glanced up at the ceiling and made sure there was no CCTV present—experiencing another moment of misplaced relief once I saw there were no cameras.

A whimper escaped her lips, and I realized that while I had been watching her pleasure him, his hand had continued exploring under her wedding dress and had now found her sex. He stimulated her in turn, his arm bending crudely to reach all the way beneath that expensive silk, and with her chin upturned and her eyes closed she was relishing it.

I felt a stab of pain at the reality of her deriving enjoyment from Patrick. Yet the sight of her now utterly inflamed with arousal, succumbing completely to the moment, was so powerfully erotic that it overrode even the deepest of angst. In fact, the exhilaration was so intense, so all-consuming, that it was as though it worked its tendrils into all the inevitable negative—even horrifying—associations, an inseparable fusion of the most acute feelings of pain and debauched horniness, two sides of the same coin.

Her hand continued to bounce against his hard member, her restlessness mounting in response to the attentions of his fingers against her sex. And the point came where she wanted—needed—more.

She gently gripped his arm and shifted forward on the couch. For a moment he looked concerned that she was getting cold feet and shutting this insanity down, and I briefly shared that fear.

But we were too far gone now. There was nothing to save by stopping here. Once you’ve started jacking off another dude and getting fingered by him in front of your new husband and other onlookers on your wedding night, the deed might not be complete, but the transgression definitely is.

So you might as well see it all the way to the end.

She fluidly turned and sank to her knees between his parted thighs. With the filthiest of looks upward to meet his still-disbelieving stare—and then a coy glance in my direction—she gripped his cock in her ring-bearing hand, brought it to her mouth, and swallowed it whole.


CHAPTER SIX


I watched on in blissful helplessness as her head bobbed in his lap. Until now I hadn’t been so aware of the silence around the room, which was now interrupted sporadically by the smack of her bright red lips around his member, or the squelch of her saliva and his pre-come mixing inside her mouth.

I again wondered what the hell was going through the minds of the other guys, but they were just patiently waiting for their respective turns. And still they watched on, no doubt treating this as a preview of what they themselves would get from my willing new wife tonight—or as inspiration for any other ideas they might have for her.

The movement of her head quickened now, and the effect on Patrick was visible. He was holding onto the back of her thoroughly coiffured blonde hair, but a couple of time his fingers twitched and his hand pulled away. She read this and pulled her lips free of his cock.

“Do you want me to finish,” she asked matter-of-factly, “or do you want to try something else?”

“I had something specific in mind,” he said, taking her hand and helping her to her feet.

She glanced at me again, a look that all at once encompassed her excitement, her lust, and her concern for me. I gave her a small, wide-eyed nod.

She took a deep breath and smiled confidently up at Patrick. “What did you have in mind?”

“Get on the couch—like this.”

He helped her back onto the cushion, this time on her knees. She quickly got the drift, and a moment later she was kneeling lengthwise across the couch, leaning against the arm, roughly facing me. Just the sight of her positioned like that was indecent enough—so beautiful and graceful in her pristine, ‘virginal’ dress, yet bent over like a whore with the fabric riding up her thighs in front of all these other men.

Patrick was quick to climb onto the cushion behind her, as though out of fear that this window of opportunity could slam shut at any second. He moved right up behind her and tugged his pants all the way down to his shins, so that he would be unhindered while he mounted my wife. His cock bulged over her rear, for a moment actually lying against the silk like some horrid image of ownership, while he found the hem and carefully raised it.

Her eyes blazed at me as he brought the dress past her rump and freed her lower body. If the image a few seconds ago had been indecent, this was utterly depraved.

My pulse was all over the place as I waited for the moment. He gripped his member, lowered himself, and positioned her just right. With her dress bunched up around her waist I had a partial view between her legs, so I saw the moment when his bare, reddened glans found her swollen folds and rubbed along them. There was a delicate sloshing sound, and I saw her lips glisten around his tip.

I looked to her face staring back at me, her flushed cheeks, her glazed eyes. She had never looked so horny—she looked like she was consumed by this deviance, like she would do literally anything for these guys now.

Patrick gripped her waist with one hand, and then guided himself in with the other. And almost instantly, before I could even register that this moment that I had both longed for and instinctively feared was really happening, it had already happened. He had slid right inside her soaking wet, newly married pussy, and he’d occupied it for himself.

She let out an involuntary gasp, her eyes closing for a moment and her mouth agape, her ass pushing back against him. As if I needed any confirmation that this wasn’t just for show, that this wasn’t all about me or even the other guys, it was a powerful reminder that this really was doing it for her.

I was still watching her pretty face, waiting for the moment when her eyes would open and engage with mine again, as it began to swing back and forth in time with his early thrusts. Her body was in his hands and in his thrall, and she was eagerly meeting each lunge of his cock with the firm backward push of her ass.

All I could think at this point was: This was supposed to be me. This was supposed to be romantic. This was supposed to be in the damn bridal suite.

But here we were in the bar area, where she most definitely wasn’t with me, and she had an audience of two other guys who were ahead of me in the queue to get between my own bride’s legs. And, at least at that moment, I wouldn’t have changed it for the world.

He thrust harder and deeper, propelling her body against the arm of the couch with more force, met with her lustful sighs and gasps each time. It was clear that the next big moment was approaching. Until now her eyes would flicker open and shut, catching my reaction for fleeting seconds at a time before she retreated back into her own twisted gratification, but now they snapped wide and stared at me, silently telling me she could feel it building.

But I misinterpreted the meaning. She lunged for me and gripped my forearm tightly, and then she squeezed her eyes shut and cried out, straining to hold herself up.

She was coming. My bride. On our wedding night. Around another guy’s cock.

I watched her face and soaked up every tiny facet of her expression of intense pleasure, every little movement that reflected what turned out to be a massive orgasm. Not one part of it was performed—I knew what satisfaction looked like for Samantha, and I could feel the extremity of this case in the tight, sometimes painful grip of her fingers on my arm and the way her body threatened to collapse from the power of her release.

As soon as she was able, her eyes opened again and locked onto mine, sharing the moment with me with her hand still holding on. It was a curiously romantic touch, considering at that exact moment she was giving herself up to someone else on our wedding night.

My eyes were glued to hers, still absorbed in the experience of watching her come, so I didn’t realize that the next sordid step of the night was already here.

Her eyes abruptly ballooned, her moans and her gasps cut out, and her grip on my arm twitched rhythmically, telling me something.

I looked over at Patrick. With his eyes fixed on her body, his hands gripping the flesh of her ass, and his crotch now pressed forward and locked against her, he was coming inside her.


CHAPTER SEVEN


For all his talk, Patrick got uncomfortable pretty quickly after that. It must have been the most confusing post-nut clarity of all time: he stuffed his softening cock back into his pants, his demeanor betraying the vulnerability of having just exposed himself and done the deed in front of the rest of us guys, at odds with the power trip of having just filled my new bride and indelibly staked the first claim to her.

As if to emphasize the latter, he gave Samantha one last slow tongue kiss before parting ways.

“I’m heading back,” he half-mumbled, taking out his phone to order a cab. He sheepishly avoided eye contact with the other guys, but as he passed me he caught my eye and gave me a kind of baffled smirk—I don’t know what the fuck is happening, but I just banged your wife on your wedding night.

He might have been in a different place when they were finished, but Samantha definitely wasn’t. While Patrick headed for the door she stayed in place, still flushed and regaining her breath, shooting me looks that said more than any words could. At the same time, she raised the hem of her dress and showed me the bead of white come that was emerging between her lips.

And then there were two of them.

“Who’s next?” she asked, blithely looking over at Jamie and Kyle.

In that battle of wills there was only ever going to be one winner. Without a word Kyle stood and crossed the room, sparking a hungry upward gaze from Samantha.

We had never talked about her past liaison with Kyle, other than the fact that it had happened and it had ended when our own started to become something more serious. I figured that was mostly down to me originally not wanting to know too much; Samantha would have probably answered almost anything that I asked, but I hadn’t brought it up.

And as he approached her with a quiet confidence, and she watched him with a peculiar, fervent gaze that I’d never seen before, I realized why I hadn’t.

Kyle was ‘big dick energy’ personified. I hadn’t consciously thought about it until now, but everything about both his build and his demeanor made it inevitable—and that look in her eyes all but confirmed it.

Without a word between them, Kyle stopped in front of the couch, and Samantha turned to face him. Staring upwards with a strange, almost dutiful look in her eyes, she unfastened his pants while he just stood there and waited.

She had taken her time with Patrick, but she wasn’t wasting time now. After she had pulled down the zipper, she grabbed the waistbands of both his pants and his briefs and tugged them down in one fell swoop—revealing a semi-erect yet enormous member.

Her hand wrapped around it and began pumping it to life, her eyes locked on his. As he watched her he looked expectant, even entitled. There had been a clear dynamic here before she and I had embarked upon a real relationship, and they were falling right back into it. As Kyle and his growing cock towered over her, my bride knelt before him, eager to service him.

Even half hard, the heft of his cock was obvious, but as it reached full rigidity it was a shocking sight in my bride’s hand. It was long—nothing crazy, maybe a couple of inches longer than mine—but it was monstrously thick. Her fingers didn’t even meet as she jerked him with a tight grip.

Her eyes fell upon that huge shaft, and her tongue flicked out and licked her lips. She spat onto the head, a generous glob of saliva that she then used to carefully lubricate his member with her fist. And then, with a smoldering upward look, she sucked that thing into her slutty married mouth and forced her stretched lips down the shaft.

It looked an impossible task. On the third or fourth lunge she began to gag, and her eyes watered. But she wasn’t thrown, and she kept going with total confidence. I realized with both trepidation and exhilaration that she had done this plenty of times before.

With one hand gripping him by the base and the other rolling his hefty balls, she kept pushing her beautiful face down his surging length, fighting to take all that girth more than two-thirds of the way. The reflexive tears were running through her eyeliner and beginning to streak down her cheeks, but she continued undeterred. Eventually, with a pause, a swallow, and a look of determination, she managed to sink down the shaft the rest of the way. Her lipstick met his crotch, her cheeks now bulging to contain that mass, her watering eyes staring up at him obediently.

She backed up and repeated the motion, still playing with his balls, making him throb in her mouth. He gripped the back of her head and watched, admiring the sight of her returning to him in her bridal dress, while her other hand fell between her own thighs. It went on for some time, Samantha serving him on her knees and frantically stroking her clit, until with her face pressed flush to his pelvis she let out a muffled, high-pitched whine. With her fingers flitting beneath her dress, she closed her eyes and rested against him, still sucking as her body undulated with the waves of orgasm.

Until now I hadn’t dared to do anything about my own throbbing cock, which was still straining desperately at my pants. But the tone for the night had been set, and moments earlier the headlights of another cab had flashed past, confirming Patrick was gone. I felt comfortable enough now to at least loosen my pants and shove my hand inside—slowly, cautiously tugging at my member, craving the stimulation but careful not to let it peak before I could take my own turn with Samantha.

Drained from her orgasm, Samantha slurped her lips up his length one last time and silently pushed herself back onto the couch. Still, not a word was said between them as she sank against the cushion and parted her legs, and he leaned down over her with his pants around his ankles. He tugged her hips to the edge so that she slid all the way down, her body crumpled against the lower cushion, and she raised her legs against him so that her high heels jutted over his shoulders.

I watched breathlessly as the fat head of his huge cock pressed to her folds and slid inside.

Inch by inch he disappeared inside her, and as she wheezed and squirmed I saw the difference between how she reacted to Patrick (and to me, for that matter) and her restless, panting, cushion-gripping response to Kyle’s python dick. After seeing her face struggling to take that thing, I could only imagine how it must have felt for her now as he shoved it into her tight pussy.

Unbeknownst to me all this time, Samantha could take a huge cock. Much more quickly than when she had deep-throated him, I saw my bride swiftly stuffed to the brim with Kyle’s thick cock, her thighs now quivering around him and her pink lips stretched wider than I could ever have imagined as his huge balls rested against her ass.

“Fuck me, Kyle,” she whimpered. “Fuck me like you used to.”

He planted his fists either side of her and began to thrust. Within seconds I was watching my new wife getting pounded into the couch, crying out in bliss, her dress now reduced to a creased band above her midriff with her bare legs slapping audibly against Kyle’s torso.

My view became obscured by Kyle’s burly frame. In between his thrusts I only had quick glimpses of Samantha’s face staring up helplessly at him, her make-up smeared and her body folded in half while he fucked her raw. His power over her—both physical and mental—was enviable, Samantha giving herself to him wholly.

It didn’t seem to matter to him that her pussy was still lined with Patrick’s come. With the constant pissing contest that was life at our company, I actually got the sense that it was at least partly driving his part in all of this—that he felt compelled to claim Samantha for himself, to outdo Patrick’s earlier effort. In terms of the spectacle, he certainly was, and for size there was no question.

And when it came to Samantha’s pleasure, he was also on top. I was given a frustratingly limited view as her intensifying whines told me her next orgasm was imminent. I saw her hands grip his biceps and her thighs tighten, and I heard her cry out. But he was spurred on by this, and all I could see were sporadic, blurred sightings of her scrunched-up expression of bliss as he buffeted her pussy from above.

This continued for a little while, Samantha sinking deeper into the couch, Kyle pounding her harder—making her nearly totally naked body quake, her dress up past her navel as she clung to him with her heels still in the air. He crouched lower, sandwiching her against the cushion, and she clutched his shoulders and peered over him, gasping as she finally made eye contact with me.

A wicked grin broke out across her face. He finally collapsed against her, his balls shot up, and he emptied his load into her.

I quickly let go of my cock to stave off the inevitable—but it was too late.

It was instant. An electrifying tingle broke out across my dick, and I quickly felt the first glob of hot come run down my boxers and stick to my balls. Then a delayed, intense wave of relief washed through me, my body shuddering. It was the most potent, complex gratification I’d ever felt, while at the same time I was soiled by blast after blast of come getting trapped inside my boxers.

Reality came rushing back. Kyle was resting balls deep against my now totally defiled bride, his own come beginning to leak from her stretched, engorged lips as they strained around that impossibly thick shaft. She was reaching up and pulling him into a deep kiss.

My mind raced, absorbing the situation in a new light. Patrick was gone, but there was no undoing the fact he had been the first to fuck my bride. And Jamie was on the edge of his seat, still waiting for his turn.

Kyle pushed up, Samantha letting him go almost grudgingly. He slid out and I now saw a shocking amount of come between my wife’s thighs, her pussy overflowing with the seed of two different men.

Her former flame pulled up his pants and shoved his giant semi-erect member back inside. He gave Samantha one last smile and then headed for the door, giving me a quick nod of acknowledgement and a pat on the shoulder.

She sat up and looked at me, her conspiratorial smile confirming that she was still in full flow. She had no idea that I had just blown my load—that I was now in about the most fucked-up headspace I could be.

She turned to Jamie, who got up and quietly made his way over.

I wasn’t ready for this. But there was no point in stopping it now, not after what had just happened.

Soon, she would be mine. But before that, I’d have to ride out one more cuckolding by my lovely bride and another of our colleagues.


CHAPTER EIGHT


There was a look in Jamie’s eyes that I couldn’t quite place. This wasn’t the arrogant swagger of Patrick, nor the breezy confidence of Kyle. He approached her with a mix of nerves and determination, and I realized this was the moment he had dreamed of. Unlike the other guys—who had just hung around, drawn into Samantha’s orbit, ready to make a move if the chance ever arose—Jamie had genuinely longed for my new wife. His infatuation was obvious.

Now, sitting and watching with my cock softening and the allure of this whole situation fading away, I began to fear this had been a huge, serious mistake. Of course it had been.

It was bad enough that Samantha had given it up for that Patrick prick and the guy she’d been fucking before me. But this was different. Those guys just wanted a piece of my bride—given the chance, Jamie wanted her all for himself.

While my brain lurched into gear and fought to wrest control back from my dick, things were moving quickly. Samantha had sat up, a wreck with her crumpled dress still hitched up past her waist, come leaking down her folds, and all those hours of work by the hair stylist and make-up artist now in ruins. She gazed up at him with a softer, uncertain smile; she surely hadn’t been oblivious to Jamie’s attraction to her, and what this might mean.

Jamie probably hadn’t fantasized about sleeping with her immediately after two others, and with her pussy still full of their loads, especially not when she was now technically committed to me. But he wasn’t deterred. He leaned over her and… kissed her.

It caught her off guard at first, but she seemed to read things quickly and met his mood. They moved as one, Jamie climbing on top of her, Samantha wrapping her arms around him and kissing him as she lay down across the cushion. For a while they just made out, with a surprising tenderness that began to worry me a little.

But slowly but surely, I was brought around by the sight of my bride folding her legs around him, squirming against him with need, her tongue wrestling with his. Jamie’s hands sought out every inch of her body as though piecing together a mental map, building a comprehensive memory of her that he could take away and keep forever. It was a change of pace from the other guys, and not something that had ever really come up in my fantasies of Samantha, but it was working for me.

She fumbled with his pants and reached inside to take out his member. And what I saw shocked me.

It didn’t have the thickness of Kyle’s, but it was strikingly long. Samantha actually pulled away from the kiss and stared down in awe at the huge shaft in her hands.

“This is a nice surprise,” she said.

He returned to the kiss, looking emboldened by the reaction. But she had less interest in making out now. Her tongue still engaged with his, she gently pulled herself up and pushed him, guiding him into a sitting position, and then she straddled him.

Groom and lover alike watched incredulously as she pushed up on her knees, gripped that enormous length, and began to sink down over the head.

“Fuck,” he gasped, wrapping his hands around her ass.

She pinned him down, her hands against the cushion on either side of his head, and held his gaze while she worked her way down his member with ease. I doubted it would have been so simple in any other circumstances, but she was lubricated like never before by the boundless juices of her arousal and the overflowing creamy deposits left by the other guys.

The moment when she reached the bottom of that huge member and sat flush in his lap would be seared in my brain forever. She shivered and whined helplessly—it was hard not to imagine that thing filling her insides, all the way up to her tits.

She began to ride him. Their eyes were locked on one another’s, and my earlier misgivings actually faded. I didn’t see any affection there, certainly not love. I saw two close friends sharing the thrill of crossing an uncrossable boundary, a mutual excitement at realizing the unthinkable. That didn’t mean there still wasn’t more going through Jamie’s mind; but if there was, I didn’t care anymore. I saw what Samantha thought, and that was all that mattered.

That, and the spectacle she was now putting on—riding his huge pipe with relish, moving with a confidence and a sexiness that surpassed any time that she had mounted me. He looked like he was having a hard time keeping it together, squeezing her ass one moment and then hesitating and letting go, clutching her thighs instead and then backing off again. He was already close.

She sank down all the way and began to grind. I could see he shared my relief—at this point, she was in it for herself, and his orgasm wasn’t going to arrive while she was rubbing herself like that against him. She closed her eyes and focused on the sensation of her clit moving back and forth against him with that massive meat packed inside her, and he focused on grasping at her body.

As his hands roamed he stumbled upon the zip at the back of her dress. He paused for a second, and then he grabbed it and tugged it down. As the dress slackened, he reached for the top of the bodice and dragged it away, freeing her shapely breasts and rendering that pure white symbol of innocence nothing more than a band of fabric scrunched around her abdomen.

His hands clasped around her bouncing breasts as she rode him with more fervor, moaning at his touch. She was bucking hard, pulling back up several inches of his cock before slamming back down against him, an intoxicating visual that cleansed my mind—for now—of the inevitable horror at what she was doing and the fear of repercussions, and made my cock throb with lust for my depraved bride.

As he played with her jutting nipples and squeezed the firm flesh, his eyes clasped shut and he clenched his jaw. At the same time she reached a crescendo, moving rapidly, vigorously in his lap, her upper body stiffening.

And then with a desperate cry she burst into a shuddering, debilitating orgasm that made her flail and then clutch onto him for support. With her tits now pressed hard around his face, he grabbed her ass and grunted abruptly, and then the tension left his body.

They held onto one another, Samantha convulsing against him, and the base of his cock tensing over and over, firing wave after wave of come into my sullied bride.


CHAPTER NINE


EIGHT MONTHS LATER—ELLE’S ENGAGEMENT PARTY

“Well, this should be interesting.”

“You’re telling me.”

I held the door open for Samantha and let her enter first. Following her in, I scanned the venue for the old group, and my eyes landed on the telltale white cocktail dress.

“There she is.”

I glanced at Samantha as we neared, and I could tell she shared my nerves. On the face of it this was such a typical gathering, in the company of people who we had hung out with countless times and had only been apart from for a matter of months.

But so much had changed.

When we had returned to work after the honeymoon, just two weeks after the wedding, that much had been clear. We knew it wouldn’t be easy, but the tension was inescapable, even though it was never discussed out loud. It had been so difficult that within a week we each tendered our resignations; we had never been so grateful for the networks we had built up, allowing us to each find in-house jobs and all but flee the wider local industry.

Now, we were stepping right back into it.

“You’re here!” Elle shouted, running over and hugging Samantha tightly.

Elle had been the one exception; as one of her closest friends, Samantha had met up with her a few times since we had left the company, though she had carefully postponed on a couple of occasions to keep her at arm’s length in the circumstances, chalking up each delay to being busy with her new job. We had no reason to think Elle knew anything, but we were handling it as delicately as we could.

“You see her all the time,” Patrick snorted, unable to resist a comment even as he watched us warily. He reached out a hand when we joined the group, puffing out his chest and affecting nonchalance as best he could, though his demeanor remained stiffer than usual. “Long time no see.”

“Yeah, we’ve been meaning to come and see you guys. It took an engagement to make it happen.” I hugged Elle and shook Peter’s hand, congratulating them both, before joining Samantha in a round of greetings with old coworkers.

Kyle handled it best, giving her a casual kiss on the cheek, and me a quick bear hug. Jamie, on the other hand, looked like he was more affected by the reunion than we were, and was struggling to maintain much eye contact—particularly with me.

“Drinks?” I asked.

A few orders were shouted out. I left Samantha clinging to her friend, and I stepped away, already happy to part with over fifty bucks just to get a breather.

———

It threatened to be a tough night. But when there’s booze and an archive of old stories and inside jokes, it turns out even the most excruciatingly awkward of reunions can become manageable, at least with the safety net of about a dozen other mutual friends to unknowingly smooth things over.

The nearby dancefloor helped, too. When the party was well underway and the DJ was in full flow, we took advantage of the dancing to avoid talking for as long as possible. Samantha had the advantage of helping one of her best friends celebrate this huge milestone—meaning on a few occasions I was stuck awkwardly nodding along with the music next to the reserved Peter—but with Patrick and the others hovering around the bar and deep in conversation, I would take that over spending any more time around them than necessary.

Of course, all of this isn’t to say that Samantha and I necessarily regretted what had happened.

After Jamie had left the wedding venue that night, I had practically leapt on top of her. And while we kissed passionately and grasped at one another, I had kicked off my pants and unhesitatingly pushed my rock-hard, pre-come-seeping cock to her folds.

The feeling was alien to me. She was so slick with all the fluids pooling inside her that I practically fell in all the way. The thought briefly crossed my mind that perhaps the work of those three dicks before mine—especially Kyle’s—may have spread her out more than usual. That thought came and went as I felt the mess that filled her sex engulf my member and begin to spill from her folds and against my crotch.

It was disgusting, but I didn’t care. It was powerful, visceral corroboration of her immediate infidelity, her breaching of a taboo that neither of us had thought possible even when we had begun to entertain the notion of really exploring our newly established fantasies. Our wedding night ended with me fucking her there on the same couch where she had shared orgasms with those three lovers, and within a minute I had shot my own load through the murk, like some vain effort to claim her and dislodge the remnants of the others.

But there was no undoing what had happened. She would only be my bride once, and the fact would forever remain that my bride had been taken by them first.

The beauty of the situation was that, as soon as the worry and regret crept in, it was swiftly displaced by supercharged arousal. It was as though those conflicting emotions had melded together during the events of that night, and the horniness won out every time. At first I feared that I was the only one, that the insanity of the whole thing would eventually catch up to Samantha, but I was pleasantly surprised to find that she seemed to react to it all in the same way.

And that meant the sex in the aftermath had been out of control.

We didn’t sleep at all that night, fucking several more times in the bridal suite. And once she had showered, I went down on her two or three times for what probably added up to a couple of hours. From that point on, burying my face between her thighs became a kind of addiction; I would focus on giving her the greatest pleasure I could while her mind was free to wander, and that in itself would drive my lust to new heights.

When she returned the favor, her upward gaze was almost all it took to tip me over the edge. I don’t know if she was really doing anything different, but I saw her in a new light now. It wasn’t an illusion. At least in the bedroom, this wasn’t the same woman I had known before we married—and I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

The honeymoon had been ridiculous, even for a honeymoon. We spent whole days fucking in our luxury suite. We would begin to ache or even sting from it all, and take a quick break. More sex would briefly relieve the discomfort, before worsening it all over again.

She had brought a set of bridal lingerie with her, and it had been the perfect choice. She looked unbearably hot in it. The trouble was that the dress itself had now become a far more powerful turn-on than any lace undergarments could ever be—so that too came with us on the vacation, and from time to time she would put it on to up the ante even more. It became a regular feature in our marital bed, becoming the ultimate aphrodisiac after the sordid events of that night.

But at Elle’s engagement party, face to face with Patrick, Kyle and Jamie for the first time since those strained couple of weeks at the office following the honeymoon, none of that was much comfort. I was counting down the hours, minutes and seconds until we could get the hell out of there. Though I wasn’t feeling it at all while we were at the party and in close proximity with the men who had cuckolded me, I held onto some hope that the tension and the emotions of the evening would at least translate into some unparalleled debauchery when my wife and I got home.

Little did I know, a lot more would come out of that night than we had bargained for.


CHAPTER TEN


The crowd was thinning, and we found ourselves around a familiar set of faces. This would have been the obvious time to go—we had already discussed this exact scenario—but it was Elle’s night, and Samantha’s first gentle warning that we needed to leave had only resulted in her friend insisting she stay.

She wasn’t being difficult or manipulative about it. The two had been close for years, and she clearly missed Samantha. So as my wife cast me a worried look, I just nodded—we would stick around and bite the bullet, for Elle. Just this once.

Well, until the actual wedding.

One saving grace was that Patrick was keeping his distance. In fact, he was hovering closer to the woman of the hour than he normally would. As he took it upon himself to toast Elle, Peter and their upcoming nuptials and then gave her a big, familiar hug, I wondered what had changed since we had left the company. There was a new warmth and friendliness between them—it seemed to me that maybe they had filled the respective Samantha-shaped voids in their lives with each other.

I glanced at Peter, wondering what he made of this, whether this might have grated on him more than Jamie’s near-constant presence around Samantha had on me back in the day. I wondered if he even knew about their distant past. But the guy was a closed book; if it bothered him, he wasn’t showing it.

Our other old acquaintances had dropped off one by one, and the moment came when Kyle returned to the fold just as I was the only one who wasn’t caught up in a conversation. He clapped me around the shoulder with a deep breath and knocked his beer against mine.

“Good to see you.”

“You too,” I replied.

He hesitated, gauging the situation around us. “Hey—let’s step away for a minute. We should talk.”

“Sure,” I said, though beneath my calm exterior I broke out into sheer panic. No good could come from talking about what had happened. “Just for a minute, though—Samantha and I are probably gonna head back soon.”

“All good. It won’t take long.”

I walked with him to an unattended barrel-turned-table and set my drink down, waiting for him to start.

“I just wanted to say… I know things got kind of out of hand after your wedding. But I hope there are no hard feelings.”

I sighed. What the hell was I supposed to say to that?

“There aren’t any hard feelings. It’s just, you know… it’s kind of fucked up, right?”

He chuckled and sipped his beer. “Yeah, you could say that. But just so you know, I kept my word. I haven’t said shit to anyone else.”

“Good. Thanks, I guess.”

He nodded.

I sensed the exception in his phrasing.

“You and the other guys…?”

“Oh, for sure. I know it must have been really fucking rough for you guys when you came back. But it was pretty weird for us too, even after you quit. So I made the other guys meet me for a beer and talk it out.”

“Oh, Jesus.”

A wry smile. “Yeah, I thought you might say that. But it wasn’t like that. It’s messed with all of our heads, to be honest. Patrick was so weird and defensive about it. It was like he wanted to blame you two, and make a point that he stepped up, like he somehow ‘won’. But he still didn’t want anyone knowing about it.”

I nodded. “That’s… kind of reassuring, actually.”

“I’d say so. And Jamie, well… we never talked about it, but you and I both know he always followed Samantha around like a lovesick puppy. He finally got what he wanted, but it was nothing like how he wanted it. The guy was so confused about the whole thing.”

“Figures. And you?”

He looked away and took a long swig of his drink before answering. “You really wanna know?”

“Unfortunately, yeah.”

He shrugged. “It was just like old times, and it had always kind of frustrated me that I never got that ‘last time’ with her. So, once I had thought about it more… I was okay with it.”

“Seriously? Even, you know… like that?”

“You’re talking to a guy who was all about the frat life at college. I’ve done it all.”

I screwed up my face. “Even…”

“Sloppy seconds? Afraid so. I was more used to going first, but it did happen. Didn’t bother me.”

The guy was just so fucking relaxed about everything. Weirdly, it all made sense.

“Okay, so… what was the outcome of all this? You all seemed fine with each other over there.”

“Yeah, it’s okay. We talked about it that one time, and then that was it. Not a word since. I know I’m cool with it, though I can’t be so sure about the others. Patrick puts up that front of his. Jamie just quietly buries things deep down.”

“You think they’re still dwelling on it?”

He glanced over at the rest of the group. “Jamie, yeah. More so because you guys went and left. He’s a little more withdrawn now, even for him.”

“I almost feel sorry for him,” I said, with more than a hint of sarcasm.

He laughed. “I do feel sorry for him. Patrick… not so much.”

“There are few things that could ever happen to Patrick to make me feel sorry for him.”

“I don’t mean it like that,” he said, pensively, watching Patrick as he told a story—still at Elle’s side. “I think he’s handling things a little differently.”

I followed his gaze and watched for a while until I caught his drift. “No way.”

“I don’t know for sure. But it seems that way.”

“There’s a man who never heard lightning doesn’t strike twice.”

“Technically, you know, that expression isn’t true.”

I shook my head and laughed, watching as Patrick joked with Elle with a little more touchy-feeliness than her fiancé probably wanted to see. “Okay, in that case… two brides don’t fuck the same arrogant prick from work.”

“You never know.”

“I’d say I do,” I sighed, “but I never knew the first bride would do what she did, so…”

I shrugged, and he laughed. We drank in silence.

He held up his empty bottle.

“Another? My round.”

I glanced at Samantha, still arm in arm with Elle even while Patrick persisted with his performance. She didn’t look like she was going anywhere.

I finished my drink and nodded to the bar. “Sure.”

———

We had planned to get out of there by ten.

Instead, we stayed until the bitter end. It was three by the time we got home.

We weren’t shit-faced. To our surprise, we’d actually had a good night. At one point we caught up with someone on the management team who we had both always been friendly with, and she had actually put out the feelers on whether we’d be interested in coming back. As ever, there had been some more comings and goings, and there were vacancies that needed filling—which, she implied, would come with more seniority and more money.

We decided to take some time to think about it. Not least because something else had come up which, rightly or wrongly, was the one thing that occupied our thoughts at the end of the night.

Kyle had confessed one more thing to me before we had left.

“You know… if what happened is your thing, and you aren’t done with it… I might be game for more.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN


FOUR MONTHS LATER—THE ANNIVERSARY

I sat in the back of the cab and peered past the driver at the countless red lights ahead, my chest pounding.

“Sorry, bro,” he shouted back at me over the awful music. “My app says there was a crash downtown, not far from your destination. All the central routes are backed up.”

“Fuck,” I sighed, rubbing my forehead. I took out my phone and quickly checked my options, but I was shit out of luck. It was too far to walk—even with the traffic, the cab would easily beat me there—and the metro wouldn’t speed things up from here. I was stuck.

“Sorry,” he said again, pointing a thumb over his shoulder at the bouquet of roses on the seat next to me. “She gonna be pissed?”

I thought about it for a second. “No. I just don’t wanna miss any of tonight if I can help it.”

“That’s nice, man. I’m the same way with my girl. Birthdays, anniversaries—I always go big. She appreciates it.”

I nodded and asked a few basic questions to be polite. While we sat there in the gridlock and he recounted seemingly the entire story of their relationship, I peered out at the city and tried not to think about what might be happening elsewhere at that moment.

I doubt you’re exactly the same way with your girl, I thought. No one gives their girl what I’m giving mine right now.

———

When we finally reached the hotel, I was about half an hour late. That was a long time to be held up.

I paid the driver and thanked him.

“Good luck, man. Just spoil her a little and I’m sure she’ll forget about it.”

“For sure. Have a good one.”

“You too.”

I crossed the lobby, stepped into the elevator, and pounded the button for our floor. I had never been so tense—my hands trembled, my pulse raced, the perspiration simmered across my forehead.

A big part of this whole fantasy, at least on my part, was the loss of control. In my earlier imaginings and then in that bar area on our wedding night, the concept of Samantha having total sexual freedom—and not just with anyone, but people who were a part of our lives—had stirred such intense arousal in me that it had flipped all of my long-held anxieties about love and marriage on their head.

It had allowed me to surrender to thoughts and fears that would terrify me in past relationships—that I’m sure would have terrified most people—and instead find unexpected enjoyment in them. Cheating, adultery, past promiscuity… all of those notions thrilled me now. Maybe on some level, deep down and without my realizing, they always had—maybe that’s why those ideas had bothered me so much when I first started dating in my early twenties.

So it meant that my jitters about being late weren’t founded in fear. I didn’t worry that Samantha was doing something without me, that this situation had crossed the line into betrayal.

I hoped she was.

I finally reached our floor, practically ran down the corridor, and then announced my arrival with the loud chime of the card reader on the door.

And when I pushed the door open with a heavy creak and stepped inside, the sight that greeted me was beyond anything I had hoped for.


CHAPTER TWELVE


Kyle was there, as planned.

She was already sucking his cock, her mouth straining at all that bulk as she gave me a sidelong smoldering look that I would never forget.

What I wasn’t prepared for was the sight of Jamie simultaneously eating her out.

I slowly approached, trying to piece together how this could have happened. After Kyle’s offer at Elle’s party we had eventually taken the bait, with him and Samantha establishing a plan for this evening—‘plan’ being a generous word, as we had essentially just confirmed timings and that he’d rail her in front of me on our wedding anniversary. She had marked the occasion with a white lace babydoll and the same white heels she had worn throughout our wedding day and night.

When and how Jamie had entered the equation, I didn’t know. It was a unilateral choice by Samantha to bring him in, a big risk in what until now had been a pretty open and transparent arrangement. But I guess she knew me and my warped fantasy well enough to know that it was a risk that would pay off.

I sat and watched as she squirmed on her back, Jamie’s face between her thighs and Kyle’s meat in her hand and mouth. It almost felt like all three were in their natural places. It also felt like the one deriving the most pleasure at this point was Samantha, who seemed to indulge in blowing Kyle as if she was somehow the one physically benefiting more from the act.

She alternated between losing herself in the moment—closing her eyes to focus on the sensations at either end—and casting me scorching glances that were all at once inviting and frustrating, compassionate and taunting.

Her moans around Kyle’s cock intensified, her spare hand caressing Jamie’s hair appreciatively, sometimes guiding his rhythm. The latter was diligent and attentive as he serviced her, and I felt an odd sense of gratitude. A thrilling thought emerged.

If going down on Samantha is what does it for him, I’d happily let him have at it any time.

Could I?

I was pulled away from that prospect by Samantha’s torso undulating between the two men, the muffled sounds around Kyle’s cock becoming fervid, almost plaintive. Her freshly painted nails clasped Jamie’s hair tightly, her thighs squeezed around his head. Her throating of Kyle’s cock slowed, and she paused somewhere halfway, her eyelids flickering.

With a smothered yelp, she bucked against Jamie’s face, and then again, and for the first time I saw my wife come from another man’s tongue instead of his cock. My feelings were less mixed this time—the pleasure was all hers, and I realized I was feeling that sense of compersion that people who lived this lifestyle would sometimes talk about.

It occurred to me that we might be those people, now. The wedding night was supposed to have been a one-off, but Kyle had left an offer on the table that we had been unable to resist. Would we be able to resist a third time, a fourth? And what about Jamie?

That overwhelming, selfless satisfaction at witnessing Samantha coming against Jamie’s face was quickly diluted when she began tugging and slurping at Kyle’s cock with renewed vigor.

And as Jamie climbed up on his knees and they all began to reposition themselves, the tone of the proceedings shifted.

She turned her attentions to Jamie’s dick now, wrapping both hands around that arresting length protruding over her face. With a coquettish upward look, she kissed the tip and flicked a tongue across it, a delicate, teasing movement that was at odds with her ravenous guzzling of Kyle’s member—and made both my and her well-endowed lover’s cocks lurch.

At the same time, Kyle was gripping her posterior and nudging her thighs open as he closed the gap. A moment later, her back arching, she absorbed the head of one huge cock in her mouth and another in her shimmering wet sex.

Both of them sank into my wonderful slut of a wife. I remembered her tantalizing words in the bridal suite, in the middle of our frenzied lovemaking in the aftermath of her original infidelity.

My only regret is that I couldn’t have more than one of them at the same time.

As for me, there was no need to be coy and deny myself my part in all of this. We all knew the score now. I unzipped, let my pants fall away, and began to beat myself off to the spectacle before me.

Samantha was buffeted between them, Kyle’s forceful thrusts slamming into her from behind while Jamie gently pushed and cajoled her into attempting the impossible: taking all of him inside her pretty face. He may not have had the intimidating girth of Kyle, but with her lips bouncing around the first few inches it looked like that dick went on forever.

With Kyle pounding her hard and squeezing her ass roughly, she stared up at Jamie and persevered, fighting to get the thing into her throat. To my utter shock she managed it, and I was treated to the sight of her face rising and sinking up his cartoonish length.

I paced myself as I jacked off, pausing when it all got too much for me, fighting to hold back my orgasm. Meanwhile, it was hard to tell now whether Samantha was merely becoming a vessel for the two men or if she actually had them both in her thrall; and I honestly couldn’t tell whose fantasy, hers or mine, was the one being served more right now.

Out of nowhere her knees buckled and she caught herself, and she cried out in bliss with her eyes shut, still impaled at either end. And I lost all control. There was an odd romance to the moment as husband and wife came at the same time—just with the husband scrambling to catch his arcing blasts of come in a Kleenex, and the wife simultaneously pleasuring two enormous cocks.

So again I found myself watching her extramarital exploits while on a post-orgasmic comedown, this time with two different lovers using her holes. But the return to reality didn’t have the same bite as before.

Maybe that was because within moments she was already on her way to another orgasm, and I felt that compersion, or something like it, begin to creep in. Kyle came next, squeezing her ass so tightly I could see pink hand marks starting to form as he filled her up from behind. He pulled out and sank against the headboard, and with both him and me still recovering and watching on, Samantha focused on giving Jamie her all.

When the moment came, she sank her lips over his shaft one last time, stared up at him, and dutifully swallowed wave after wave of his seed.

No one present could fool themselves now into thinking what had happened after the wedding was some random freak event, a crazy mistake in the heat of the moment when no one was thinking straight.

We had all come back to this. We had all wanted it.

On the night of our wedding, I had permanently become a willing cuckold, and Samantha had become the slut she had always secretly fantasized of being. But tonight, on our equally debauched anniversary, I knew that these terms weren’t just going to be labels in my head anymore.

This was our marriage now. We were going to live out these roles.

Cuckold and hotwife—and not one, but two bulls.

We were all just getting started.

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.
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