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John was nervous when he approached his fiancee, Khloe, to talk about their wedding. In the past few weeks, the entire nature of their relationship had changed, and he was nervous she would humiliate him for even bringing up what he was about to bring up.

“What did you want to talk to me about?” she asked, taking a seat at their kitchen table. John sat down across from her, a pit in his stomach.

“Well, I've really enjoyed all of the kinky things we've gotten to do with our … friends … these last couple months,” John said. The “friends” he was referring to were two tall, fit black men — Cameron and Calvin — who Khloe had met at a dance club. “But, well, we’re going to be getting married in a couple weeks, and I was hoping we could kind of wean them out of our lives I would like to just kind of enjoy the wedding and honeymoon without having those two so fresh on our minds.”

To John’s surprise, Khloe laughed right in his face. It was a derisive, borderline abusive laugh, John thought.

“Honey, you seem to have many, many misconceptions about me, and about our impending marriage. Let me set the record straight.

“First of all, how dare you call Calvin and Cameron ‘friends.’ They are my lovers, and both our masters. You will refer to them as such.

“Secondly, you seem to think that this is some kind of phase in our relationship; something we’re getting out of our system before the big day. That is wrong, and you’re foolish or thinking it.”

John felt his face flush, and he realized he had, indeed, been foolish. Khloe had already made it clear that this is how they were to live from now on. Cameron and Calvin had spent several nights each week for the last three months “visiting” Khloe. While it had been, without a doubt, the most erotic few months of John’s life, he also struggled with feelings of jealousy and insecurity. He was hoping Khloe might be getting tired of her trysts with the two handsome black men, but it sounded like that wasn’t the case at all.

“I … I’m sorry,” John said. He was suddenly scared. For the past couple days, he had grown worried that Khloe might be thinking about leaving him for Calvin … or Cameron … or both. She was the best thing that had ever happened to him, and he couldn’t let it happen. He had to do everything in his power to keep her in his life. “I was stupid. Of course you should keep seeing your friends — er, your lovers — for as long as you please.”

Khloe smiled. “I’m glad you think so,” she said. “You know, Calvin, Cameron and I have actually been discussing the impending nuptials quite a bit.”

That surprised John. “Oh?” he asked. He wasn’t sure he liked where this was going.

“Mmmhmm,” she said. “Unfortunately, Cameron isn’t going to be able to make it to the wedding. His mother’s health has taken a turn for the worst and he’s going to be heading back home to Georgia later this month to take care of her. Calvin, on the other hand, is very eager to attend.”

John was relieved. That wasn’t so bad. Sure, it would be kind of awkward for his fiancee’s lover to attend their wedding, but he could insist that he be on his best behavior.

“We can certainly send him an invitation,” he told Khloe.

Khloe laughed. “Well that’s a given,” she said. “What we’ve been discussing, however, is that it would be best if Calvin was your best man.”

A knot formed in John’s stomach. “My … my best man? But … but what about my brother? He’s already planning to serve as my best man.”

Khloe shrugged. “Plans change,” she said. “Calvin is going to be the most important man in your life for a very long time. And he’s the most important man in my life. It’s only appropriate that he play an important role in our wedding.”

“Khloe … I don’t know about …”

“Or we could just call the whole thing off,” she said. “If you’re not going to pay proper respect to the most important man in my life.”

That stung, but John knew he couldn’t stand a life without Khloe in it. He would have to find a way to tell his brother he had been replaced. He gulped.

“No, no … I’ll tell Daniel that … that I have a new best man,” he said.

“Excellent,” she said. “But I’m afraid you’ll have to tell all of the groomsmen.”

“What … what do you mean?”

“Well, Calvin has two brothers and a couple friends who are quite excited to attend a wedding that’s going to be attended by plenty of attractive, young white women,” she said. “I told him they could be your groomsmen. You don’t have a problem with that, do you John?”

What in the world is going on? John thought to himself. These brutes are taking over my life! It’s not right! But what choice did he have?

“Alright,” he said. “Yeah, that’s fine.”

“You don’t sound very enthusiastic,” she said.

“What do you want me to do?” he asked. “Say thank you for forcing a bunch of black men I don’t even know to be my groomsmen at my own wedding?”

“As a matter of fact, I do,” she said. “If it weren’t for them, believe me, you wouldn’t even be getting married. I could call the whole thing off at any moment.”

“I’m sorry, Khloe,” John said. “I know that you’re doing me a huge favor by marrying me. I will do whatever it takes to make you happy.”

She smiled. “Excellent. Just remember, the best way for you to keep me happy is to do as you’re told and stay out of my way so Cameron, and especially Calvin, can truly make me happy.”

“Okay.”

“I want you to begin addressing me as ‘ma’am,’” she said. “Say, ‘Yes, ma’am.’”

“What?”

Khloe crossed her legs. “Calvin and I have been talking, and we both feel you don’t treat me with the proper respect. You seem to think that we’re on somewhat equal footing in this relationship. But that is not the case. I am the head of this household, and I will remain the head of the household once we are married. As such, you will address me as ‘ma’am’ from now on to show the proper respect.”

“Khloe, I …”

“Say, ‘Yes, ma’am,’ right now,” she said, “Or you will not be happy with the consequences.”

John sighed. “Yes … ma’am,” he said.

“That’s better,” Khloe said with a smile. “Now, I’m meeting the boys for lunch. I need you to finish cleaning the house, and once you’ve completed that, I need you to call the bakery and the flower shop to confirm our orders for the wedding.”

“OK,” he said, and immediately, Khloe glared at him. “Err … yes, ma’am,” he said. She smiled and nodded approvingly, got up, grabbed her purse and walked out the door, leaving John sitting on the couch, wondering how his life had gotten so out of control.

***

Khloe walked through the door late in the evening, giggling, with Cameron and Calvin shortly behind her.

Calvin was sitting on the couch, watching TV, but none of them had even acknowledged his presence. Cameron was holding Khloe from behind, gently kissing her neck, as she pushed her ample ass into his crotch. Cameron stood in front of her and brought his lips to her, feasting on her lips with a ferocity John knew he could never hope to match.

“You two make me so fucking hot,” Khloe said. “I’ve been dying to get your cocks in me all day!”

“You’re going to get them,” Calvin said with a laugh. “Don’t worry.” With that, he lifted her up over his shoulder; she gave a delighted squeal. Cameron slapped her ass as his companion carried her into the bedroom. My bedroom, John thought with a twinge of jealousy.

The door slammed behind them, and John took the cue. He was not allowed to participate tonight. Cameron and Calvin would be having their way with his fiancee tonight, and he wasn’t allowed to watch. It wasn’t surprising; they only permitted him to watch about once a week … maybe as often as three times if he was lucky. On his birthday, Khloe had even given him a blowjob while Calvin fucked her from behind … she hadn’t sucked him off to completion, though; Cameron had come over to take John’s place, and John had been forced to jerk himself off.

Even though he couldn’t watch tonight, John knew he was still in for an erotic night. Khloe and her … lovers … didn’t make any effort to remain quiet when they were in the throes of passion. The erotic sounds emanating from his bedroom never failed to make John’s little dick hard. He laid down on the couch, spreading out, and unbuttoned his jeans as he heard Khloe’s moans, right on schedule. As his dick grew, he slowly stroked it up and down.

As he masturbated, he wondered if he would ever have sex. He hadn’t had sex with Khloe since that fateful night at the club when she had met Calvin and Cameron. She had told him on more than one occasion that her “holes,” as she put it, were for Calvin and Cameron’s pleasure only from now on. The only time she’d used any of those “holes” to John’s benefit had been the brief blowjob on his birthday, but even that had been at Calvin’s urging … and John had the feeling he had made the suggestion largely to mock him.

As Khloe’s moans became louder and more urgent, John increased the pace of his stroking. As jealous as Calvin and Cameron made him, he didn’t understand why the thought of being denied sex with his fiancee made him so sexually excited.

“Mmm … yeah … stretch out my little white pussy with that big black nigger cock,” he heard his future wife say, and he couldn’t believe she was talking like that. And yet, Calvin or Cameron — whichever one was currently fucking her — apparently enjoyed hearing her say things like that, because she screamed like a banshee as he fucked her with renewed vigor.

It was too much for John, and his little dick squirted into his hands. He sighed, and let himself relax in post-orgasmic bliss. He knew it was only the first of several orgasms for him that night.

After cumming two more times to the increasingly erotic sounds coming from the bedroom, he let himself drift off to sleep, wondering if this would be his fate for the rest of his life.

***

Telling his brother that he was no longer his best man was one of the hardest things John had ever done in his life. His brother had tried to sound supportive — after all, it was John’s wedding, not his — but John could hear the disappointment in his voice.

His friends sounded equally confused as he called each of them up to tell them that they had been replaced. But he knew, as hard it was, if it would keep Khloe in his life, it was worth doing.

As the wedding neared, he felt a growing sense of apprehension, but also excitement. Soon, he and Khloe would be committed to spending the rest of their lives together — and no matter what kind of life that was, John was excited to spend it with a woman as beautiful and amazing as Khloe.

One lazy Sunday afternoon, John and Khloe sat together at the kitchen table making final arrangements for the wedding.

“We need to discuss the honeymoon,” Khloe said.

John had been looking forward to the honeymoon ever since Khloe had met Calvin and Cameron. If ever there was a chance for him to have sex with Khloe, it would be during the honeymoon. That was what the honeymoon was all about, right? Consummating the marriage.

And yet, he was confused about why Khloe was bringing it up now. “What about the honeymoon? I already made the reservations.” To save money, they had decided months ago to stay at a nice hotel in the next city over. It wasn’t an exotic tropical getaway, but they’d decided that was sufficient for them.

“Calvin suggested going to Jamaica, and I agree with him,” she said. “This is a once-in-a-lifetime trip, and we need to make it memorable.”

“Honey, we can’t afford that,” he said.

“I have some ideas,” Khloe said. “There’s a few areas we can save money on the wedding. That won’t quite put us there, but if we sell your car …”

John was flabbergasted. “Sell my car?”

“You’d do anything for me, wouldn’t you?”

“Well, yes, but I hardly think it’s necessary to …”

“Maybe this wedding isn’t necessary.”

John felt frustration boil up inside him. “Look,” he said. “What say does Calvin have in this anyway? We already decided months ago that we were going to do a low-key honeymoon to save money. It’s not like Calvin’s going to be going, so why should he have a say?”

Khloe smiled. “Why would you say that?” she said. “Of course Calvin is going.”

Now John was really shocked. “You’re joking,” he said.

“Of course not,” she replied. “Calvin is my lover. You will be my husband, but I’m going to want to have sex on my honeymoon, and I don’t want it to be disappointing.”

“But Khloe, I … I mean, that’s what couples do on the honeymoon … they consummate the marriage.”

“Yes,” Khloe said. “Calvin and I are going to have a lot of fun consummating the marriage. And we will be doing it in Jamaica. If you can’t make that happen, don’t bother showing up to the wedding, because I won’t be showing up myself.”

It felt like the millionth time she had backed him into a corner by threatening not to go through with the wedding. But he couldn’t take any chances.

“Okay,” he said defeatedly. “I’ll sell my car, downgrade to something cheaper.”

Suddenly, John could not wait for the wedding to come, and to be done with it.

***

John and Khloe scheduled their bachelor and bachelorette parties on the same night. But because Calvin was now John’s best man, he had taken the liberty of planning his bachelor party. John had to admit he felt a little nervous about what he had planned.

He became even more nervous when Calvin blindfolded him.

“Is this really necessary?” he asked.

“I planned this thing, and I’ll be the one to say what’s necessary and what isn’t,” Calvin said. He escorted John out to his car, and placed him in the backseat.

“Where are the other groomsmen?” John asked out of morbid curiosity.

“We’re going to meet them there,” Calvin said.

“And where is ‘there’?” John asked.

“You’ll just have to wait and see.”

It was only a 10-minute drive; after parking, Calvin escorted John out of the car and into a building, finally setting him down into a chair. To John’s surprise, however, he felt handcuffs placed around his wrists, his arms placed behind his back.

“Hey, hold up,” he said. “What are you doing?”

The blindfold was removed, and as John’s eyes adjusted to the lighting, he looked around the room.

It looked like he was in some kind of meeting room, but he was facing a two-way mirror that looked into a larger space — a larger meeting room or something, John thought, and it was filled with half a dozen or so people.

As his eyes continued to adjust, he suddenly recognized those people, and he gasped.

It was Khloe and her bridesmaids. It was the bachelorette party.

They were taking shots and playing some kind of game, unaware that John was looking on in confusion and, frankly, in horror.

“What is going on?” John asked.

“Welcome to your bachelor party,” Calvin said. “I wanted to think of something truly memorable, and so did Khloe,” he said. “We decided to kill two birds with one stone, and I think you’ll find it was a stroke of genius.”

John tugged at his handcuffs, but they were fastened to something immobile, though he couldn’t turn around enough to see what.

“Let me out of here,” he begged.

“Sorry, but we’ve got to be going,” he said. “See, the groomsmen and I were hired to be the entertainment at a bachelorette party tonight, and we don’t want to be late.” He laughed as he walked out of the room, leaving John struggling and cursing.

About ten minutes later, he saw Calvin walk into the room. He was dressed like a police officer.

The girls suddenly looked very solemn and a little concerned. One of the girls — John recognized her as Khloe’s sister, Beth — went up to talk to him … but then Calvin picked her up and slung her over her shoulder.

Suddenly five other buff black men waltzed into the room. They hadn’t even bothered to put costumes on, they were just in tight-fitting underwear. The girls screamed in delight and immediately rushed up to them, sliding their hands all over their glistening muscles. Calvin put Beth back on the ground and gave her ass a smack before tearing off his fake police shirt, followed swiftly by his fake police pants.

John couldn't believe what he was seeing. He had come to expect that Khloe could be a little wild … but he had never seen her sister or friends act like this. The way they were groping Calvin and his friends … it was like they were animals.

What’s more, all of Khloe’s friends had boyfriends or were married. Beth had been married for nearly six years and had a little boy. They’d been trying for another. Now, here she was running her hands over Calvin’s tight abs.

It didn’t take long for one of the girls to pull down one of the groomsmen’s boxers. His long cock sprang out, and John could see her gasp in delight. The other bridesmaids followed suit with their own men. Their hands were on their cocks instantly, gliding up and down the considerable length of their shafts.

Calvin passed Beth off to one of the other men, trading her for Khloe. John felt a pang of jealousy. Here he had lost complete control over Khloe; she could fuck anyone she wanted, but Calvin was territorial. He wasn’t going to let another man have his way with her unless he was also actively benefitting, like when he fucked her with Cameron.

Khloe was the first to put her mouth on Calvin’s cock. Beth noticed, and began hooting supportively; soon all the other girls were joining in, cheering her on as she slid Calvin’s monster rod down her throat. Over the last couple months, she had gotten much better at taking his length down her throat, but still, she gagged and gurgled on it, her drool seeping down his shaft.

John felt his cock begin to get hard. He was in a fucked up situation, but somehow the sight of his fiancee’s throat getting fucked never failed to give his puny white dick a rock-hard erection.

The other girls were putting their mouths on the remaining groomsmen’s cocks now; there wasn’t any pretense any longer that these were “strippers” there for the bachelorette party. They were stripped; now, the women wanted only to debauch themselves on thick black cocks their boyfriends and husbands could never live up to. One lucky groomsmen got two pretty white mouths on his cock, due to the discrepancy in numbers — John was the odd man out.

John wiggled in his chair. He was getting very worked up now, but with his hands fastened behind his back, there was no way he could stimulate his penis. And yet here were six beautiful young women slurping long, veiny black cocks into their mouths in what was undeniably a beautiful sight; it was better than any porn John had ever jerked off to. And yet he was helpless to do anything but watch. It was torture.

It was not Khloe, but Beth who was the first to hike up her dress and pull it over her head. She was paired up with one of the groomsmen, but John didn’t recognize any of them except for Calvin. He was a bit skinnier that Calvin, but still in excellent shape with taut, bulging muscles. He helped Beth pull up her dress, and then threw it across the room.

Beth unhooked her bra, and her breasts spilled out. Her companion didn’t hesitate for a second; he lifted Beth up and brought her tits in line with his face. He inhaled her right breast, enveloping it with his thick lips. Beth arched her back and moaned.

One by one, the other women followed suit like dominoes, pulling off their dresses and exposing them to the men who had them so hot and bothered, who they knew were going to fill their tight, white pussies with cum, even though those pussies belonged to their boyfriends and husbands. They didn’t care. They wanted to be filled with black cock, and these men would see to it that their wishes were fulfilled.

Beth wrapped her arms around her partner’s neck and embraced him passionately; they circled their tongues around each other, as Beth’s massive breasts pressed against his chest. For some reason, John’s eyes kept gravitating to Beth. She had always struck him as a very beautiful woman, but also very prim and proper and conservative. He was amazed at the sight of his prudish soon-to-be-sister-in-law with her tongue down a thuggish-looking black man’s throat, as he reached down, pulled her panties to the side, and fingered her in plain view of ten other men and women.

Khloe’s “bachelorette party” was turning into an all-out orgy, and it didn’t look like it was going to end any time soon. John would be forced to watch the entire thing, helplessly fastened to a chair and staring out a one-way mirror.

It only took a few moments for everyone in the room to ditch the few remaining articles of clothing they’d been wearing. Beth’s man was fingering her vigorously now, and her eyes were rolled into the back of her head. The man’s fingers were large and thick, and no doubt were filling up her tight pussy wonderfully, John thought. Even so, he was sure it would be ill preparation for when he finally slid his giant cock into her.

John’s eyes drifted over to the woman he’d be marrying the next morning. She was on the floor, on all fours, and Calvin was behind her, slowly sliding his gargantuan cock up and down the length of her slit as she breathed heavily, turning her head backward to look into her lover’s eyes with an admiration and lust that John had never experienced himself before. It was electrifying.

Slowly, Calvin sunk his engorged member into Khloe’s glistening cunt. John couldn’t hear anything through the thick glass of the one-way mirror, but he could see Khloe gasp as Calvin’s cock entered her, stretching the walls of her pussy. It was a sight John had become very familiar with over the last couple months, and he wished he could get the close-up view he’d become accustomed to. He loved watching as the lips of her pussy stretched out to accommodate her lover’s thick, dark meat.

John turned to Beth again, and her lover was on his back, his cock sticking straight up into the air as Beth faced him, lowering her pussy onto his quivering black cock. He didn’t give her time to acclimate. It was like a switch went off in his brain, and he immediately began ramming in and out of her like a piston. She didn’t seem to mind, however; she was already well lubricated, and in fact, John could see her creamy juices begin to accumulate on the man’s cock almost immediately.

John’s throbbing cock could barely stand the sight; he never thought he'd see his prim-and-proper soon-to-be sister in law acting so lewd, acting like such … a slut. No, even that wasn't an adequate description, John thought … she was acting like an insatiable, cum-guzzling black cock whore. It was one of the most beautiful things John had ever seen. If only he could reach his cock …

John watched as Beth arched her back as her lover impaled her with his monster cock. In a matter of minutes, she was crying out in a toe-curling orgasm. Her whole body shook and shuddered, before she collapsed onto her lover's chest. Weakly, she brought her lips to his, and they shared a slow, sensual kiss.

As they made out, her lover continued to swirl his cock inside Beth’s pussy. He had never pulled out of her, he had just slowed his thrusts in the wake of her orgasm. As they kissed, Beth started slowly swirling her hips. John couldn't believe it; she had just had a massive orgasm, and she was already getting ready for more. As she swirled on his cock, Beth kissed her lover more intensely, and he began to thrust in and out of her, still slowly, but with greater and greater force.

Before long, they were fucking just as vigorously as before. In fact, it looked to John like her lover, who hadn't cum yet, was fucking Beth even harder than he had been earlier. He was no longer simply thrusting upward; he was now lifting his entire legs to force his thick black cock deeper and harder into Beth’s wet, white cunt.

It seemed apparent he was building toward an orgasm. John wondered if she was on any kind of birth control. He suspected not, as he thought he remembered Khloe mentioning that Beth and her husband, Michael, were trying for a third kid. She might have even been on fertility treatments if John remembered correctly.

And now here she was, riding a massive black cock, completely unprotected, that would blow any minute, shooting thick ribbons of creamy cum deeper into her womb than any cock ever had.

My goodness, John thought. She's going to get pregnant for sure! How is she going to explain a black baby to Michael?

Beth didn't seem to have babies on her mind, however, as her body stiffened in preparation for her second orgasm of the night. Just as she began to shudder in organic bliss, her lover's body stiffened as well, and with one mighty thrust into Beth's worn pussy, John watched as his balls clenched as they unloaded shot after shot of sticky sperm directly into Beth’s fertile, married womb.

They kissed tenderly as they came down from their respective orgasmic highs. Beth’s lover ran his hands up and down the length of her body as she seemed to coo in a state of total and complete relaxation.

The rest of the bridesmaids and groomsmen were still in various stages of fucking, but it looked more or less like the festivities were beginning to lull a bit. Although John was still incredibly aroused, given the fact that there was no way he could possibly stimulate his little erection, he felt his eyelids begin to grow heavy. Perhaps it was the stress of the wedding finally catching up with him, or perhaps the constant state of arousal he had been in for the last hour or two cause his body the Slumber to compensate. Whatever it was, he slowly drifted off into a sound sleep.

***

John awoke to the sound of a slamming door and a fit of uproarious giggles.

As his eyes fluttered open, he saw the bridesmaids and groomsmen gawking at him as they entered the room.

“I can’t believe he was here the entire time and watched the whole thing!” Khloe said. “And he didn’t even do a damn thing about it!”

Calvin, who had thrown on some pants but was still shirtless, walked over to John and pointed to his hands, still cuffed behind his back.

“Well now,” he said, “to be fair, he couldn’t have really done anything even if he’d wanted to. But you know, something tells me this pathetic little white boy wouldn’t have done anything, even if he could have.”

John’s face flushed as the girls gawked and laughed at him. They had thrown their dresses back on, but they were frumpy, and their hair was wild — a tell-tale sign of having just been thoroughly fucked, as these women all just had been.

“I — oh my goodness, he’s hard right now!” Beth laughed. John looked down and to his bewilderment, his cock was indeed pushing against the constraints of his pants.

“You must have been dying to play with your little dicklet, isn’t that right, cuck?” Calvin asked.

“Y—yes,” John stuttered out weakly. What was there to say, but the truth? And what was this about his little ‘dicklet’? Calvin had never talked to him like that before, but it sent a surge of erotic energy through John’s body.

“Well, we’ll get you out of those cuffs, man,” he said. “We all have a big day ahead of us tomorrow. But if I let you out of those cuffs, you have to promise me you’re not going to go playing with your itty bitty winky, OK?”

“Wh—what? Why not?” John asked.

“Because I said so,” Calvin said. “If you play wit that little white dick without getting permission from me first, you are not going to be a happy camper. Capice?”

John wasn't sure he liked where Calvin was going with this, but, as usual, he didn’t have much of a choice. Surely he could just sneak off and jerk  off at some point, so he might as well just agree to Calvin’s terms now so he could get out of the handcuffs.

“Okay,” John said. “Whatever you say … sir.”

Calvin smiled at John’s subservience, although the women laughed, but seemed to look at him with a mixture of pity and disgust.

“Why are you marrying this pathetic loser, Khloe?” one of the young bridesmaids asked. It was Stacy, Khloe’s cousin who had just turned 18 last month. She was hanging on the arm of the biggest of the groomsmen, excepting Calvin, of course.

Khloe ran her hand down Calvin’s chest and across his abs.

“Well, largely because he’s too much of a pussy to do anything when I fuck real men like this,” she said. She looked up admiringly into Calvin’s eyes. “And besides, someone has to support me. Pleasing my lover is going to be a full-time job once we get married.”

John was surprised. This was the first time he had heard that Khloe was planning to quit her job after the wedding. In fact, they had discussed just that possibility almost a year ago, but she said she didn’t want to be the stereotypical housewife; she wanted to be independent and make her own money, not be constantly doting on her man. But it appeared that, in fact, she was all about doting on her man … if it was the right man. The realization stung John’s pride something awful, yet he found his fiancee’s devotion to another man —- a man other than him, her soon-to-be-husband — extremely erotic.

Calvin undid John’s handcuffs, and everyone parted ways. John drove home with Calvin and Khloe in the backseat, making out at first, but it quickly turned to Khloe giving him extremely loud road head, the sounds of slurping filling the car. John glanced in the rearview mirror and saw just the top of her head bobbing up and down; Calvin’s head was tilted back in a state of pure bliss.

That’s the woman I’m going to marry tomorrow, John thought as he turned his eyes back to the road and, despite himself, he smiled.

***

John woke up feeling vaguely hung over, even though he hadn’t had anything to drink the previous night. It was just the late night. He couldn’t pull all-nighters like he could in his youth.

Sleeping on the couch didn’t help anything; he never seemed to sleep very well on it. But Calvin had taken to sleeping with Khloe in the bedroom most nights, and while John was sometimes permitted to watch, he was never allowed to lie with them in the bed. After he had blown several loads into his hands, John was forced to slink out of the room in shame and curl up into a ball on the couch, where he inevitably drifted off into a fitful and uncomfortable sleep.

John walked into the kitchen and was surprised to see Khloe and Calvin already eating breakfast. Khloe was dressed in a silky, translucent robe, which her nipples were clearly visible through, and Calvin was shirtless, wearing only a pair of skin-tight boxer-briefs.

“Good morning,” he said.

“Not really,” Calvin said. “We had to make our own breakfast this morning.”

John felt his heart sink. Ever since Calvin and Cameron had started fucking his fiancee, John, who was typically an early riser, had been making breakfast for the three sleepy lovers, and made sure to have it ready for them when they awoke. But he hadn’t thought that it was such a big deal to Calvin.

“I … I’m sorry,” John said. “You know, it was a really late night last night, and I—”

Calvin held up his hand to silence John. “Look, I’m not mad, I’m just disappointed,” he said. “Believe me, if this were any other day, you would be punished. And you may still have punishment coming for this at a later date. But for now, I’m going to let it slide, and the only reason I am letting it slide is because today is your wedding day.”

“Oh, well … thanks,” John said.

Calvin smiled broadly. “No problem,” he said.

He turned to Khloe, who was sitting beside him, and wrapped one of his massive arms around her shoulder, nestling her close to him. “Excited about the big day?”

She leaned in and kissed him, slowly, really drawing it out. John felt like she was doing it for his benefit.

As their lips parted, she gazed into her lover’s eyes as if it were just the two of them; as if John — who would be her husband after today — were not even in the room. Like he didn’t even exist.

“I am so excited,” she said. “Because today is my wedding day. And that means tonight is my wedding night … which I’m going to spend with you. And you are going to fuck the ever-loving shit out of me while my husband watches.”

Calvin kissed her hungrily. He stood, and his bulging black cock fought against the stretchy material of his boxers. Khloe rubbed him through the fabric, and looked up into his eyes lewdly. She lowered her mouth to his cock and sucked him through the boxers. He groaned, and slipped his underpants down to his ankles. His cock sprang free and immediately it was in Khloe’s mouth. Her head bobbed up and down quickly and easily. She was becoming a pro at sucking Calvin’s thick, veiny monster.

Not once did they look up at John or otherwise acknowledge his presence.

John felt his own tiny cock stiffen at the sight of Khloe’s beautiful lips wrapped around Calvin’s strong, throbbing member. He wished he could feel Khloe’s mouth on his own cock, but seeing her give Calvin’s such special attention would have to suffice.

He brought his hand down to his crotch and rubbed himself. It was perverse, but he couldn’t help himself. The sight of Calvin’s pitch-black cock, contrasted with the pale skin of Khloe’s cheeks, was so beautiful. He was getting so hard, and it felt so good, rubbing himself through his pants … his fingers found the zipper and he pulled it down …

“HEY!”

Calvin was on top of John in a second; he pulled back his arm and connected his large hand to John’s face in a powerful slap. John was totally stunned; Calvin hit him so hard, he was actually seeing stars.

Calvin pointed one of his large fingers — his fingers were almost as large as John’s erect penis — into John’s face.

“What did I tell you last night, cuck?” he asked.

“I … I don’t — last night is kind of a blur,” John muttered sheepishly.

“Let me remind you,” Calvin said. He grasped John’s cock in his hands — the size of Calvin’s palm totally engulfed the totality of John’s cock and balls — and squeezed. Hard. John’s eyes watered.

“I told you not to play with this little — and I mean little — excuse for a cock,” Calvin said. “Not without my permission. And what do you do? The very next morning, you start unzipping your pants right in front of me! I’ll hand it to you — you’ve got some balls. But trust me, your balls are not nearly big enough to disobey me. You got it, cuck?”

John fought back tears and nodded his head weakly. “Y—yes, sir,” he squeaked out.

Calvin smiled. “Good.” He released his grip. “Now, I’m not a cruel master,” he said, and John noted it was the first time he had referred to himself as ‘master,’ “and I will let you play with your little penis occasionally. But only when I allow it. Do you understand?”

“Y… yes, sir,” John said.

“Good,” Calvin said. “Now get this place cleaned up. Do the dishes, and then we’ll get ready to go to the church. Today is gonna be a big day for all of us.” He winked, and walked back over to Khloe, who looked like she was pouting over the absence of her lover’s magnificent cock. She seemed pleased when he slid it back into her mouth so she could resume the steady rhythm of her head bobbing up and down its length.

John, chagrined, his cheek still stinging, carried the dishes from Khloe and Calvin’s breakfast to the sink, did the dishes, and slunk upstairs to put on his tux.

***

John had protested seeing Khloe in her wedding dress before the wedding — it was bad luck, he insisted — but Khloe and Calvin had both laughed him off, saying it didn’t matter. Khloe looked absolutely beautiful and radiant in her wedding dress, John thought. And Calvin, by her side, looked sleek but powerful in his tuxedo — it seemed to fit him perfectly, contouring to the shape of his muscles just enough to show off the strength of the man underneath.

John looked down at his own tuxedo, which seemed frumpy and ill-fitted. Here he was, the groom on his big day, and the best man looked infinitely more handsome than he did.

The drive to the church took about 20 minutes. Calvin and Khloe made out in the backseat the entire time. John looked back in the rearview mirror at one point and saw John fingering Khloe beneath her dress. The moaning and grunting made his cock rock-hard, and he had to fight very hard not to let a hand drop to his crotch, lest he incur Calvin’s wrath once again.

Once they arrived at the church, John parked and got the door for the two lovers in the backseat. After exiting, Calvin and Khloe shared a long, drawn-out kiss.

It made John nervous. The wedding was still a couple hours off, but family would be showing up soon to help get the church ready, and he didn’t want them seeing his bride-to-be with her lips on another man. How would he even begin to explain what was going on?

Finally, their lips parted and John let out a sigh of relief.

They made their way to the sanctuary, where Calvin met up with his groomsmen, and Khloe was ushered away by her bridesmaids. John was all alone, setting up extra chairs and making other arrangement to prepare for the wedding.

People started showing up, just a few family members at first, but soon it was filled with dozens of John and Khloe’s closest friends and family members — and many that were not that close, but had been invited anyway. John caught sight of his mother and father, and fought through the crowd to embrace them.

“Excited for the big day, son?” his dad asked him.

John hesitated. He was excited to be married to the love of his love, but he had also been feeling a lot of apprehension over the last couple weeks. His life had totally transformed once Calvin had been introduced to it, and for now, that had been a relatively private affair, not counting last night, when all the bridesmaids had taken part in that new lifestyle.

But now, with his bride’s lover not only attending the wedding, but serving as John’s best man, their secret sex life was suddenly bleeding into their personal a little more than John was comfortable with.

But of course, he couldn’t tell his parents all that.

“I’m very excited,” he muttered. “If you’ll excuse me, I’d better go get ready for things to start.” He showed his parents to their seats, and then stood up front as he waited for the wedding to start and for his bride to walk down the aisle.

The rest of the groomsmen were lined up, but not Calvin. John asked the groomsman closest to him — he still didn’t even know any of their names, as nobody had bothered to tell him — where he was.

He shot John a cheeky grin. “I don’t know, man,” he said. “But I’m sure he’ll be up here soon.”

John looked at his watch. It was 3 p.m., which was when the wedding was supposed to start. That was okay, though; it wasn’t unusual for weddings to start a little late.

Time went by, and he checked his watch again. 3:15, and still no sign of Khloe … or Calvin. John could tell that the people sitting in the audience were starting to get a little antsy.

Fifteen minutes later, Calvin burst through the door at the back of the sanctuary. Everyone turned to look at him as he strode down the aisle and took his place by John’s side. Not even a minute later, Khloe walked through the door. The music started, and everyone rose as Khloe’s father walked over to her side and escorted her down the aisle.

“Where were you?” John whispered to Calvin.

“The bride and I were taking care of some last minute business,” he said.

“What kind of business?”

“Well, let’s just say she wanted to enjoy one last moment of ‘freedom’ before she gets that rock on her finger,” he said. “Not that she won’t have freedom as a married woman … but it’s kind of a symbolic gesture. Beides, she said she didn’t want to walk down the aisle without her pussy filled with another man’s cum … my cum.”

John felt his dick grow hard at Calvin’s words. He didn’t dare touch himself — not just because of the threat of incurring Calvin’s wrath, but also because the eyes of everyone in the room would soon be on him.

Khloe’s father kissed her on the cheek, and as he took his seat, Khloe walked up to the altar beside John.

John could hardly breathe; he could hardly believe the big moment had finally arrived. He was going to be spending the rest of his life with Khloe, the most amazing woman he had ever met.

He could see the bridesmaids out of the corner of his eye, and they seemed to be smirking at him. He wondered if any of them had discussed last night’s … “festivities” … with any of the rest of the family. But telling that story wouldn't exactly paint any of them in a good light.

John barely heard the pastor as he went through the ceremony. His hands felt like jelly as he slipped the ring onto Khloe’s finger, and as Khloe slipped John’s onto his. He was reciting vows, but it felt like his voice was on autopilot. Khloe’s voice sounded far away as she recited her own vows.

Before he knew it, the pastor was telling John that he could now kiss the bride. But as he leaned forward to plant his lips on his new bride … the world started slipping beyond his eyes, and he felt himself falling backward. He was fainting.

He was still conscious, but barely, and he felt a powerful arm catch hold of him and gently lower him to the floor. As he looked up powerlessly, he heard Calvin say, “Well, we can’t leave the beautiful bride waiting.” He looked up and saw Calvin lean forward and kiss Khloe.

He heard all the guests laugh. But as the sweet, friendly kiss turned into a long, sensual one, the laughter stopped. People looked at each other uncomfortably as the best man bit the bride’s lower lip, and she melted into his arms.

Calvin broke the kiss and turned to the audience. “We’ll let the groom get some sleep,” he announced. “After all, he had a long night.” With that, he escorted both Khloe and Beth down the aisle, followed one by one by the rest of the groomsmen and bridesmaids. John felt the rest of his consciousness give, and everything faded to black.

***

He awoke a few minutes later, as his father helped him set up.

“How do you know the best man again?” his father asked.

“Oh, he’s just … he’s a friend of me and Khloe,” John said.

“Oh. Well, because you know … when you fainted, he and Khloe just seemed to be awfully … cozy.”

John gulped. This was exactly what he had been afraid of … that he and Khloe’s kinky personal life was going to spill over in plain view of both of their families.

“Yeah, well, I think they were just kind of joking around,” he said. “I’m not too worried about it. They were probably just trying to lighten the mood after I fainted, let people know it wasn’t a big deal.”

His father seemed to accept that answer for the time being, but John didn’t think he was convinced.

John walked out of the church to the sight of the photographer taking photos of the bridesmaids and groomsmen, with Calvin standing in front of the group, holding Khloe in her arms. As the wedding photographer snapped shots rapid-fire style, Khloe looked up into Calvin’s eyes in admiration. Both of them had large grins on their faces. To an outside observer, it would have looked like Khloe and Calvin were the ones that had just gotten married.

John walked over. “Hey,” he said, laughing. “Room for one more? Sorry I’m late.”

Khloe’s face fell and she looked genuinely disappointed to see him. It made John feel like shit.

Calvin went and joined the other groomsmen in the background, and the photographer took a few shots of John and Khloe, side by side, looking very wooden. After a few moments, the photographer looked up from behind the camera.

“I think I’ve got what we need,” she said. “Let’s get the best man back up here. You two have really great chemistry,” she said to Khloe, “and I’d like to get some more of the two of you together.”

“But … but what about me?” John asked. “I’m the groom.”

“Let’s have you go join the groomsmen,” she said. “I think that will look nice.”

John didn’t agree with that logic at all. He was the groom; he should be upfront and center with the bride, regardless of who was more “photogenic.”

But even though he disagreed, he didn’t want to make a scene that would ruin Khloe’s special day. He sighed, and walked over to join the line of groomsmen standing behind them. They all stood at least a foot above John, and as he stood next to one, he wrapped his arm around him, making John feel like he was a little child in comparison.

Once the photographer had taken what she considered a sufficient number of photos, the members of the wedding party walked back into the church’s multipurpose space, which they had set up with tables and chairs for the reception.

John and Khloe took their seats beside each other at the head table, which was actually two long tables set up side-by-side with room for the entire wedding party to sit. The idea was that the bridesmaids would sit to the right of Khloe, and the groomsmen would sit to the left of John. But to John’s surprise, Calvin took a seat directly to the right of Khloe, and all the groomsmen and bridesmaids sat down next to each other … paired up with the men they’d fucked at the bachelorette party, even as their husbands and boyfriends sat clueless amongst the other wedding guests.

“What’s going on?” John asked Khloe. “I thought we had agreed to separate the groomsmen and bridesmaids.”

Khloe shrugged. “Everyone’s just sitting where they want,” she said. “You should feel luck we’re not making you sit on the floor.” John had nothing to say to that. Frankly, he really was grateful they weren’t making him sit on the floor.

Khloe and Calvin left to the buffet, followed by the bridesmaids and groomsmen. John was left sitting by himself and, sheepishly, he stood and made his way to the buffet himself.

As they made their way through the buffet, Khloe and Calvin were laughing with each other flirtatiously, as if they were the couple; as if they were the ones who had just gotten married, John thought. He was used to them acting like this around him, but he was worried how his family and friends would interpret things. He didn’t want everyone in his life to look at him as if he were some helpless, impotent cuckold … even though that’s exactly what he was.

After they sat back down at the table, Khloe and Calvin continued to flirt shamelessly. The rest of the bridesmaids fawned over their respective groomsmen, laughing and rubbing their hands down their chests or legs. John was mortified; their table was set up directly in front of everyone else, so the shameless flirting and groping was on full display to everyone who had attended the wedding.

As the champagne was poured, and the night wore on, the groping became more brazen. John — who had begun guzzling champagne himself in order to drown out his embarrassment — looked over to see Calvin running his large, dark hand up and down Khloe’s pale thigh as he whispered in her ear, causing her to laugh uproariously.

He looked over at Beth and saw that her boytoy was actually gently kissing her neck. Apparently her husband saw it, too, because suddenly he was approaching the pair. It looked to John like he had been drinking too, had been watching his wife getting it on with another man, and had finally had enough.

“Excuse me,” her husband, Michael, said his voice filled with obvious anger, “but this is my wife.” He pulled on Beth’s arm, tugging her away from her black lover.

Beth’s lover stood, then, and, and what John guessed was about 6’4’’ tall, he towered over Michael, who was only about 5’8’’.

“I don’t care if she’s your wife,” he said. He grabbed Michael’s hand, still gripping Beth’s arm, and pulled it off roughly. Michael still looked angry, but now John could see fear in his eyes as well. “She’s a grown woman and she can decide what she wants to do.” He turned his eyes away from Michael and toward Beth. “Now tell me, pretty lady … who do you want to spend your time with at this lovely wedding reception?”

Beth turned to look at her husband. If looks could kill, his certainly would have. But Beth smiled slyly, leapt into her lover’s arms and kissed him deeply.

“I’m sorry,” she told Michael after the kiss ended, “but I’m addicted to dark meat. You can accept it or not. I don’t care either way.”

Michael looked stunned. He stood in silence as Beth’s lover led her away to the drinks table for some more champagne. Finally, he retreated back to his seat defeatedly.

A couple minutes later, the DJ announced the opening of the dance floor, which was simply a large space in one corner that had been left clear for people to dance. The DJ was, in fact, one of Calvin’s friends, and he immediately started playing slow, intimate R&B songs.

Each of the groomsmen led a bridesmaid by the hand to the dance floor. John, seeing an opportunity to finally have some alone-time with his now-wife, took Khloe’s hands and started to get up and lead her to the dancefloor, but she resisted.

“Stop,” she said. “I want my first dance as a married woman to be with Calvin.”

John looked dejected. “But … I’m your husband,” he said. “I thought we would at least have the first dance together. You’ll have plenty of dances with Calvin. I know he means a lot to you, but don’t I mean something as well?”

Khloe took John’s face in her hands. “Of course you mean something to me, silly,” she said. “I wouldn’t have married you if I didn’t. But you have to realize that Calvin takes priority in every aspect of my life. It’s nothing against you. It’s just that there’s a natural order to things. I am a very feminine woman, and Calvin is a very, very masculine man, in ways you never will be. We are a perfect pair, and that relationship needs to be fostered and nurtured, and it’s the biggest priority in my life. We will always have time together, but it will never be the priority. Do you understand?”

John felt like he wanted to cry. But then, he had known what he was getting into, and he had still chosen to marry Khloe. How could he object now?

“Yes,” he said forlornly. “I understand.”

Khloe smiled. “Good,” she said. “Now excuse me. I’m off to go dance with my lover.” With that, she turned on her heel, took Calvin by the hand and led him to the dancefloor where the groomsmen already had their hands wrapped around the waists of the bridesmaids.

The groomsmen and bridesmaids were the only ones dancing. Everyone else seemed to be looking at them with a mixture of amusement, shock, or even arousal, as their dancing was becoming quite lewd. Each them were thoroughly drunk at this point, and either didn’t care that all of the wedding attendees were watching them with their mouths open, or were actually getting off on the fact.

Beth was grinding her big, plump ass into her lover’s crotch; he was gyrating into her, obviously enjoying the sensation of a soft white butt on his swollen member. Some of the other women were dancing similarly. Soon, it looked like the sight of a softcore porn film.

John was grateful, about an hour later, when the music came to a close and the DJ announced that the wedding was coming to a close. He thanked the guests for coming and announced that a limousine was waiting for the bride and groom and also for the bridesmaids and groomsmen — a move John hadn’t been expecting — to take them to their hotel room for the night.

Apparently the bridesmaids’ husbands and boyfriends didn’t realize they would be staying at the hotel either. Michael came up to Beth and asked what was going on.

“You’re not coming home tonight?” he asked her angrily.

“No, dear,” she said. “The wedding party is all headed to the hotel to, well … keep the ‘party’ going.” She winked at her husband and walked past him, out of the church and toward the waiting limo.

John took up the rear, and hopped into the limo after the other members of the wedding party had already had a moment to settle in. It was like stepping into the start of a porn film, John thought. Beth’s lover was sucking her neck and had his hand under her dress, sliding his fingers up and down the length of her pussy. Another girl was already on her knees in front of her man, unbuttoning his pants in preparation for pleasuring him with her mouth.

Khloe was full-on making out with Calvin. She was vigorously rubbing his cock through his tight pants; the outline of it in his pants was huge. Meanwhile, Calvin was rubbing her tits through her wedding dress.

John had gotten stuck sitting between two other pairings, and he could feel the warmth of their bodies against him as they kissed and slurped on each other. The moans and the sights were too much for him. Even though he felt embarrassed by how brazen everyone had been during the wedding and reception, and even though he was frustrated that he was the only one not getting any action (although he supposed the bridesmaid’s husbands and boyfriends would also be feeling sexually frustrated tonight), there wasn’t a man alive who could help getting stirred by such an abundance of flesh; of the smell of sex in the air; of the whimpers and moans of men and women completely given over to passionate lust.

His dick was rock-hard and uncomfortable in his tight pants. John longed to unzip his pants and let his erection spring free, to stroke it up and down until the sexual tension was released by spurts of sticky semen.

But Calvin was sitting just a few feet away from him, and however distracted he was by pleasing John’s wife, John wasn’t convinced he wouldn’t notice if John started pleasing himself. It was one of the hardest things he had ever done in his life, but he resisted the temptation to pleasure himself all the way to the hotel.

When they arrived at the hotel, the driver parked and got the door. As they piled out off the car, Calvin picked up Khloe and began carrying her toward the lobby,

“Congratulations, you two,” the driver called after them with a tip of his hat. Nobody bothered correcting him.

“John,” Khloe called out from Calvin’s arms, “be a dear and go check in and get the keys, would you?”

John nodded obediently and made his way to the lobby as his wife and Calvin, and the rest of the wedding party, stood just outside canoodling with each other.

Checking in was quick, and John led everyone up to the third floor. John and Khloe had booked a room for themselves, as well as a suite across the hall for the rest of the wedding party to share.

As John opened the door to his room, he figured he would give it one more try.

“Well, I guess this is where we part ways,” he said meekly. “Come on, Khloe.”

Everyone looked at him with a mixture of pity and amusement. Beth, in particular, was looking at him like he was the weakest, most pathetic little wimp of all time.

But Calvin acted like he was coming to John’s rescue.

“Yep,” he said. With his arm around Khloe’s shoulder, he walked her toward the room. “This is where we part ways. Have a good night, boys,” he said with a wink. With that, he walked into the room — and shut the door right in John’s face, as if to tell him what he thought of him.

John shot the rest of the group a sheepish smile, slid the keycard through its slot and unlocked the door again. He darted inside. He darted inside and saw that Khloe was already on her back, Calvin already sliding off her dress. After removing her dress, Calvin started taking off his shirt, and Khloe began unbuttoning his pants.

“I’ve been dying all day to get this cock in me,” she hissed, a woman possessed. “When you were grinding that monster against my ass during the reception I just about died. It was all I could do to not rip off your pants and swallow it in front of everyone.”

As she spoke, she pulled down Calvin’s boxers and his cock sprang to life in front of her, his coke-can girth pointing right into Khloe’s face. She gasped in delight, and stuck the tip of her tongue against the base of the head. She giggled as she looked up into Calvin’s eyes. Looking down, he said, “Nuh-uh. You gonna take the whole thing, you little slut.” He forced his cock through her lips, deep down her throat. She gagged, but John got the impression that if she could have, she would have smiled.

Calvin placed a giant hand on either side of Khloe’s head and fucked her mouth almost as hard as he fucked her pussy. Khloe choked audibly, coating the length of Calvin’s thick rod with slick spit. Calvin pulled out, just for a minute, to allow Khloe to breathe. “You like it when I make you choke on that big dick?” he asked.

“I love your big cock,” she said. She swallowed his cock, slurping enthusiastically, then spit it out. “Putting it in my mouth isn’t good enough though, daddy,” she said. She slurped on it again, gagging hard as it reached the back of her throat. She pulled back. “I want this monster in my pussy, stretching it out so I never feel little white dicks like my husband’s ever again.”

For some reason, hearing Khloe talk about him like that — like some wimp who would never be able to satisfy his wife in bed — made John hard. He took off his suit jacket and placed it in the closet, and took a seat at a chair facing the bed.

Calvin had taken his cock out of Khloe’s mouth and was now slapping it against her face. “You want this cock in your pussy?” he asked her, as she vigorously nodded up and down. “Yeah? Well, you’re gonna have to beg for it, bitch.”

“You know I want it,” she said. “Please fuck me with that big nigger dick, Calvin. I need it inside me. I need it so badly.”

Calvin’s open palm struck Khloe’s cheek. “Who you calling a nigger, you whack-ass cracker bitch?” But he laughed, and turned Khloe onto her belly, sticking her ass straight up in the air. He took two of his massive fingers and ran them up and down her pussy, then dipped them into her.

“Ooooh that feels so good,” she cooed. “I need your big cock inside me, Calvin!”

“Mmm. Yeah, I can feel that,” he said. “You’re dripping wet, you little married whore.”

“Stick that big manly dick in my married cunt.”

Calvin chuckled to himself over the request, but he wasn’t quite ready to fulfill it. He lined the head of his cock up to her cunt and slid it up and down, teasing and torturing his lover, who writhed beneath him.

“Stick it in me,” she begged. “I need it. I need—”

He plunged it into her, deep and hard and fast. But he held it inside of her, pressed all the way inside, his long, leathery balls resting against her. Khloe gasped, an animalistic sound the likes of which John had never heard from anyone, let alone his wife.

“Oh, you fill me up so good!” she said, her words coming out in a hiss. “Fuck me. Fuck me! FUCK ME!”

Calvin waited a moment — he never let Khloe dictate what happened in bed, and always took care never to give in to her demands immediately — but soon it seemed even he could hold back no longer. He slid his massive, nearly-forearm-sized cock out of Khloe’s drenched pussy, then slammed it back into her with a ferocity John only believed becaues he was right there witnessing it. He slid it out, then in, building a rhthym that John could tell was leading Khloe to orgasm in just a matter of moments.

“Oh yes, oh yes, OH YES FUCK ME!” she screamed, and Calvin complied, seemingly slamming his cock into her harder and faster with each thrust, like some kind of erotic perpetual motion machine.

In no time, she was cumming in one of the most intense orgams John had seen in the several months he’d gotten to witness his wife fucking her lover.

“I’m cumming! I’m cumming on your big nigger dick!” she screamed, and Calvin was too enthralled to slap her this time; in fact, he seemed excited by her racial slurs, and slammed into her even harder. “Fuck me! Fuck me!”

Her orgasm seemed to subside, but Calvin didn’t stop. He continued fucking her with beastly intensity. He pulled out of her for one instant, turned her around to face him, then plunged his cock back into her, immediately picking up where he had left off.

“Oh my — holy shit I’m cumming again!” Khloe screamed, and still Calvin rammed into her as hard and as fast as ever.

Finally, as Khloe came to her third orgasm, as intense as the last, Calvin shuddered and unloaded his balls deep into Khloe’s pussy. He didn’t so much groan as roar as he shot spurt after spurt of hot cum into John’s wife. It looked to John like he must have already sent three or four spurts directly into Khloe, when he suddenly pulled out. A long, white jet of cum instant shot out, coating the lips of Khloe’s swollen pussy lips. It was followed soon by a second and a third, completely coating Khloe’s sex in his sexual fluids. Finally, he was done, and he fell back on the bed beside his lover.

Calvin placed one of his large hands over Khloe’s right tit, completely engulfing it. As he massaged it, he leaned it and kissed her. As their lips parted, Calvin called out, without looking away from Khloe, “Cuck!”

John perked up. What was he in for now?

“Yes, sir?” he asked.

“Come clean up your wife,” he said.

John’s dick, already hard, throbbed painfully. He hadn’t had meaningful sexual contact with his wife for weeks. Even if he couldn’t touch himself or cum, he was going to enjoy getting to place his tongue against the soft folds of his wife’s pussy. His wedding night wouldn’t be a total bust for him after all.

He walked over to the bed, and Khloe moved closer to the end of the bed, dangling her legs off the edge. John sat on his knees on the floor, and placed one arm around each of his wife’s legs.

He looked up into her eyes. “I love you, honey,” he said.

She smiled. “I know you do, sweetie. Now get to work.”

John smiled despite himself, and looked down at his wife’s well-used cunt. It glistened with gob after gob of Calvin’s sticky seed, and more cum seeped out from deep within her womb.

John decided to start at the bottom, licking the trail of leaking cum near the top of Khloe’s ass and running his tongue up the length of her slit. The taste of Calvin’s cum was salty and bitter, but he had long since gotten used to the taste and had begun to enjoy it.

His cock throbbed and now more than ever, the sensation of his wife’s skin fresh on his tongue, he wanted to touch himself, to play with himself and release the sexual tension he was feeling. But he dared not anger Calvin.

Calvin seemed to read his mind. As John was going in for a second lap of Khloe’s pussy, he held up a hand to get John’s attention.

“You’ve been a good little cuck today,” he said. “You didn’t touch yourself after I asked you not to, and you dutifully answered the call to clean up your wife’s spent cunt. Now I don’t want you thinking you’ll always be rewarded for this kind of behavior — this is what I expect from you every day, and you won’t usually be rewarded just for following the bare minimum that’s expected of you. But since it’s your wedding night, you may play with your cock as you clean Khloe.”

John was overjoyed. “Thank you sir. Thank you!” He pulled off his pants in what seemed like less than a second, then resumed his place between his wife’s legs, playing with his little white cock as he did so.

After he’d cleaned off the surface of Khloe’s pussy, he knew he would have to reach deeper to fully clean her out. He dug his tongue deep into her pussy, licking out as much of Calvin’s cum as he could. Then, he slurped at her pussy to suck out any remaining trace of semen.

Khloe leaned forward and patted John’s head as if he were a dog. “Good cucky,” she said. “You may curl up on the floor for the night. My lover and I have many more orgasms ahead of us for the night and I don’t want you getting in the way.”

“Yes, ma’am,” John said, and he retreated to the far corner of the room. He couldn’t believe he was going to have to sleep on the floor, but he was spent and given how tired he was, he figured he could have fallen asleep anywhere.

Calvin threw him a blanket and a pillow, then walked back to the bed.

“Get a good night’s sleep, cuck,” he said. “We’ll have to get up early to catch our flight.”

John, already beginning to fall asleep, had forgotten what light he was referring to. “Flight?” he asked.

“The flight to our honeymoon, of course,” he said. “The three of us are headed to Jamaica.”

John’s eyes grew heavy, and as he drifted to sleep, he wondered what adventures would await him, his wife and her lover on the island of Jamaica.

-end-


CONTINUE JOHN, KHLOE AND CALVIN’S ADVENTURES

IN THE NEXT INSTALLMENT OF THE CUCKOLD CHRONICLES:

“INTERRACIAL CUCKOLD HONEYMOON”

For the latest book information, follow J.R. Williamson on Twitter @cucked4life

ALSO BY J.R. WILLIAMSON:

“BIRTH OF A CUCK”

BOOK ONE OF THE CUCKOLD CHRONICLES

Did you like this book? Please consider leaving a review on Amazon! Thanks for reading!
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