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      "To Kate, the most beautiful bride ever."

      The applause from all of our two hundred plus wedding guests snapped me back to the present. It was my wedding day, the reception, and Antione, my best man, was just wrapping up his speech.

      Kate, my bride, my wife, leaned over to me, gushing about how my decision to pick Antione as my best man was so great.

      But was it?

      Antione and I had been friends growing up. Best friends even. But we'd gone to different colleges and he'd changed a lot. We kept in touch over the years but we weren't that close.

      But I didn't really have a large group of friends to pick from, either. And since he was the only African American guest invited on my side, he made me look like less of a racist. Which, for the record, I'm totally not.

      And besides all that, Kate always liked Antione and really pushed for him to be my best man.

      Maybe I should have pushed back...
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        * * *

      

      Kate bounced off to greet some of our guests when Antoine slipped into his seat next to me at the head table. A guy his size should have a hard time slipping in anywhere but Antoine always had the gracefulness of the athlete he was.

      He slapped me hard on the back in that friendly way of his. But he was so big and strong these days that he nearly pitched me over and onto the floor. That would have been embarrassing.

      "How you doing, bro?" He sat down next to me and his words were a little slurred. The guy always loved to party. But he must still work out like a freak to burn off all those calories.

      "I'm doing great," I said. The reality of being married still hadn't hit me yet. "Thanks for the great speech. I appreciate you doing it."

      "Ah anytime, bro." Or maybe he said, "bruh." I wasn't sure.

      "Hopefully, you won't have to give another best man speech for me. I don't plan on getting married again." The reality of it was that I was lucky to get any girl, let alone a hot one like Kate.

      Antione laughed. Was it was weird I still got satisfaction from his approval? Like I had some sort of totally non-sexual crush on him. A man crush, but still. It made me more than a little uncomfortable.

      "But really, thanks again. It couldn't have been easy coming up with a speech and everything."

      He waved it away. "Bro, I've done lots of these. It's cake."

      My heart sunk. I'm sure he didn't mean anything by it but I couldn't help but feel a little slighted. He'd done these before? Like I was another notch on his belt.

      Fortunately he didn't see my expression. He was too busy digging into his surf and turf dinner.

      Suddenly I had the urge to get away from him. Maybe go over to table five and talk to Kate's creepy uncle.

      "I've got to mingle," I said. As we shook hands I was struck by how large his were. Plus he had such a strong grip my knees nearly buckled. "Well, thanks again man," I squeaked before turning around to try to shake the feeling back into my fingers.

      "My pleasure," Antione said as he enjoyed the spread.
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        * * *

      

      After about a half an hour or so, Kate and I were back sitting at our spots at the head table when I noticed Antione dancing with Kate's friend Lisa, one of the "looser" bridesmaids.

      Every few seconds Lisa would look over and catch Kate's eye. Even though I knew less about women than any guy who ever lived, I knew something was up.

      Kate leaned over to me and joked, "Antione is such a flirt."

      My jaw clenched at that. The way my new wife said it like she admired that aspect of him. We weren't married four hours yet and I was already getting jealous — during my own wedding reception.

      "It looks like he's hitting it off with Lisa," I said, hoping to shove him off on another girl so my wife would stop thinking about him. Besides, the thought of sexy Lisa on her back spreading her legs for anybody turned me on. Especially for a big black guy like Antione.

      Fuck, I was getting hard just thinking about it. I couldn't wait until later that night. I'd probably fantasize about Lisa and Antione while I had wedding night sex with my new wife.

      Kate laughed, "Antione's probably going through the entire line of bridesmaids this weekend."

      Lisa was grinding suggestively on Antione. Or maybe it was the other way around.

      "Why would you say that? He couldn't even bring a date to this," I said.

      Kate shook her head like I was the most clueless guy ever. "He didn't bring a date because it would..." She drifted off and took another sip of her drink. Almost finished it. How many was that for her?

      The song ended but Lisa and Antione kept doing their thing, only stopping when they drew everyone's applause. When they finally separated, I was sure I saw a bulge in Antione's tight tuxedo pants.

      Lisa came bouncing over to collect Kate for a group trip to the ladies room. They giggled as they passed Antione who was heading back over to me.

      "Man, Lisa's really into you," I said, sounding like Captain Obvious. "Are you guys going to..." I trailed off because I was too embarrassed to be talking like that.

      Antoine waved me off again. "No, bro. That's old news."

      Old news? He just got into town yesterday. "You mean you..."

      Antione eyed me as though he thought I was joking. "Are you serious?"

      I tried to laugh it off. "No, no, no."

      "Are you telling me you never hit that?" Antione looked at me and pretty much answered his own question.

      He knew I was never much of a "hitter" with the ladies. Self "hitting" was more my thing. Until Kate came along. Literally the best thing that ever happened to me.

      "Too bad, bro. And now you're married so that's it for you."

      Just the thought of Lisa naked, taking a big black cock was almost too much. My pale, normal sized dick started getting excited. Not what I wanted to happen right before I danced with my mother.

      Still, I couldn't get naughty Lisa out of my mind. She was not as beautiful as Kate, but they had the same body type. They worked out together all the time. Lisa had big soft breasts that bounced with every step and her tight ass looked great in yoga pants. Lisa, ideally joining Kate and I in a threesome, was a recurring fantasy of mine.

      Suddenly the image of Kate bent over for Antione popped in my head. It was disturbing. But it turned me on at least as much as Lisa with him.

      "So Lisa is out of the picture then?"

      Antione laughed again. The scent of alcohol hit me then. He was really drunk. "Yeah, I guess you could say that."

      Why was I so uncomfortable around my friend? The same feeling I had around girls — before Kate. It was driving me crazy.  Just like I used to around girls I liked, I started babbling. "Yeah, I mean that's cool." Cool? "It's just that I noticed you didn't bring a date."

      "Yeah, bro. No dating for me. Too many fish in the sea. You know what I mean?"

      Since Kate was the only "fish" that I managed to "catch," I was pretty sure I had no idea what he meant. But I nodded anyway.

      Part of the reason for my man crush was just because Antione was everything I wasn't. Tall, dark, handsome, athletic, a ladies man. I could go on and on. But the one thing I'd love to be the same as him was in the ladies department. Antione was one of those guys that literally could get any girl he wanted.

      The whole time I was friends with him, deep inside I was hoping that some of the girls would like me just because I was with him. But it never worked out that way.

      Antione was no longer paying any attention to me. He was staring at something, or someone, across the dance floor. I'd seen that look in his eye before. Like he was a hunter using tunnel vision to zero in on his prey.

      He suddenly stood up, took another mouthful of his drink and stepped around me.

      "Where are you going?"

      He didn't even look at me when he said, "I've got my eye on a certain young lady. Don't wait up."

      Like the total schmuck of a sidekick I was, I laughed.

      Whoever she was, she didn't have a chance. When Antione set his sights on a girl, she might as well drop her panties right then and there, no matter what she was doing.

      I called after him pathetically, "Well, good luck!"
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        * * *

      

      Kate had been gone longer than I expected. A few of the guests asked where she was. And I joked that I had no idea. That was a good way to end the awkward conversations with the guests from Kate's side and even some from my own — mostly my parents' friends.

      At some point I actually started getting worried. She'd had a few more drinks than she normally would have. The last thing I wanted was to find her on her knees somewhere with a mouth full of — whatever.

      I remembered the last time she drank too much. It was the night of her bridal shower/bachelorette party. They went to some club. There may or may not have been male strippers present. Kate wouldn't say either way, but I later saw enough group texts on her phone along the lines of - OMG I CANT BELIEF YOU AND THAT GUY - to make me wonder.

      It was nearly dawn before Lisa and some other girls dropped Kate off and she could barely stand. They handed her off to me before they ran back to the limo laughing hysterically.

      Unfortunately she didn't quite make it all the way to the guest bathroom before she vomited. After I finally got her into bed, I was left to clean up the mess. It was so nasty that I couldn't believe something so awful had been in the mouth of my then fiancee. The next day I didn't even want to give her a kiss.

      To this day I still shudder when I think of how gross it was. But I rationalized it in my mind — if I could still love her after being that grossed out, it must be true love.

      So I camped out next to the women's restroom. Two ladies came out and I asked them if they saw Kate in there. They said they didn't even know who Kate was. When I pressed them on it they said they were actually guests at the other wedding reception going on in the smaller ballroom, which I didn't realize. They were kind enough to assure me that there were no brides puking (or sobbing) in the ladies room.

      While I was relieved Kate wasn't hugging a toilet, I still had no idea where my bride was. My next thought was that she might have gone outside. I could just picture her being drunk enough to go outside with her friends who smoked.

      Now Kate wasn't normally a smoker but occasionally when she drank she would bum one off her friends just to be sociable. But she knew I didn't like the taste and smell of it on her, so if she did smoke on our wedding day it would be the ultimate betrayal.

      As I headed to the lobby, I could just imagine her in a smokey circle of friends with a cigarette. I started to get angry. If I found her outside with one of those nasty things in her mouth I was going to explode.
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        * * *

      

      In the lobby, a couple of the valets were rushing inside. They were high energy and I could hear them talking to each other in Spanish. It was way too fast for my high school Spanish to understand. But I knew something was up.

      A guy I used to know worked as a valet in college. He used to tell stories about joyriding all these crazy cars, like Maseratis and Lamborghinis, while their clueless owners were inside lavish parties, none the wiser. So I assumed these valets were talking about some illicit test drive.

      "Excuse me," I said as they approached. "Have you seen my wife?" It felt so weird referring to Kate as my wife.

      They stopped talking and looked at me. Their faces seemed to bulge with whatever it was they were talking about. One of them said, "Sir? What does she look like?"

      Seriously? "She's in a wedding gown." That should limit the possibilities down to Kate and the bride at the other wedding reception down the hall.

      The two valets looked at each other and both burst out laughing. One of them jerked his thumb in the direction of the parking lot. He looked at his buddy who made a weird face — he pushed his tongue against the inside of his cheek a couple of times, like he had something big in his mouth that was making his cheek protrude. Then they stumbled past me leaning against each other like they would collapse from laughter.
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        * * *

      

      It was pretty steamy out for early summer and I really missed the air conditioning after only a few steps outside. It didn't help that I was still wearing my tuxedo fully buttoned up. There was no sign of anyone outside, probably because of the heat.

      The humidity in the air seemed to dampen the click clack sound of my footsteps in the shiny rented shoes on the pavement. It just added to my uneasy feeling. As I was about to turn back inside I heard something. Maybe from the woods along the side of the parking lot. Almost like a groan. Like a wild creature was doing a mating call or something.

      Curious, I kept still, listening for it.

      Then I heard it again.

      It was hard to even determine a direction in the sultry air. But I was pretty sure it was not from the woods. It was from the parking lot.

      Something inside me clicked. I knew then that it wasn't some woodsy creature. It was a primal but definitely human sound. And my primitive brain picked right up on it. It was sexual in nature.

      Despite the mugginess, the full moon lit everything up, leaving sharp shadows on the ground. Like it was a sunny day viewed through a dark camera app filter. I tiptoed out between the parked cars. Most were big SUVs so I couldn't see over them. But the sounds were getting closer.

      My heart started racing. Somebody was doing something very naughty out there and if I was quiet enough, maybe I'd get a sneak peek.

      Probably due to my lack of experience with girls, voyeurism was kind of my thing. Seeing other people doing it was nearly as exciting for me as getting some myself.

      Images of slutty Lisa flashed through my mind. Bent over the hood of a car, taking Antione's big black cock from behind. The thought of her big tits spilling out of her silky bridesmaid dress had me getting hard again.

      Damn, I was so horny. I guess that was how it was supposed to be on your wedding night. Kate wouldn't know what hit her later on as I pounded her. Little would she know that I was fantasizing about her best friend getting pounded by my best man's monster black cock.

      They were right up ahead. I crept along a huge Lincoln Navigator with the back windows tinted so dark I couldn't see through them. So I peered around the corner.

      Sure enough, Antione was there. As the only big black guy at the wedding, he was easy to identify. His tuxedo jacket was off and his broad white shirt, so bright in the moonlight, appeared to almost glow in the dark.

      There was a bundle around his ankles. His pants were down. His dark skin blended into the shadows so I didn't notice it at first.

      For a crazy second I didn't see anyone else. Was he taking a piss? Or jerking off? Neither of those made any sense. There was no way he was out there alone.

      Antione turned slightly. That's when I first got a glimpse of his cock.

      I gasped.

      Holy shit!

      It was huge.

      And stiff.

      I glanced around, afraid of being caught watching. Like a pervert.

      But there was no one else around me. Anybody else at this country club that saw a black guy suspiciously lurking in the parking lot with something dark and the size of a crowbar would assume a car burglary was in process. But so far the only crime taking place was me not seeing the girl he was giving it to.

      My eyes had adjusted to the moonlight. So I was able to see someone's hand reach out and grab Antione's cock. The hand was much smaller than Antione's. And much whiter.

      Whoever she was, she was still hidden from my view behind the front of another SUV. Didn't anybody drive a fucking normal car anymore?

      A female voice whispered something but I couldn't make it out. Antione responded but all I could make out was the word "wrong."

      The girl started rubbing Antione's shaft. Slowly. Like she was savoring the feel of it in her hand.

      Under Antione's cock a soft hint of fabric fluttered to the pavement. It had to be from the woman's dress. She was either on her knees or crouching down. But in the moonlight I couldn't tell what color the dress was.

      A second hand joined the first on Antione's cock. His shaft was big enough to easily accommodate two hands.

      With the mood lighting, courtesy of the moon, the contrast of his dark shaft with her pale hands was stark. It was like the perfect silhouette of a hand-job.

      Suddenly I remembered a conversation with Antione from a few years back. He said something along the lines of how he hated getting handjobs from girls. What was the point? He joked that he could give himself a hand-job.

      All I could think of then was how lucky he was to be able to complain about getting handjobs. Before Kate came along I was in the self hand-job business.

      Thank goodness those days were long gone for me. Some people told me marriage was settling for one sex partner for the rest of your life. But for me, marrying Kate was not settling. It was winning the lottery. I was literally the luckiest man alive.

      Antione took a step forward, like he had enough "hands." He was looking to stick his cock in something else, like a young lady's mouth.

      Unfortunately, I had to move closer if I wanted to see anything. I felt like James Bond, sneaking around luxury cars in a tuxedo. As I darted across an opening, I caught sight of the woman's dress.

      It was white.

      Whiter than her skin.

      My heart skipped a beat as I ducked behind another SUV.

      Only the bride wears white to a wedding.

      No, no, no.

      Fuck.

      But wait a second!

      There were two weddings!

      Two brides!

      Holy shit! Antione was getting a blow job from the other bride!

      Someone started talking behind me. Back at the valet stand. Some drunk was looking for the valets. Now I knew what they were laughing about.

      The other groom crossed my mind. Oh, the poor guy. He didn't even get through his wedding day without his wife going down on another guy. I couldn't even imagine what that poor bastard would be going through.

      It occurred to me that I might have to warn Antione. The last thing I needed was my big black best man to get in a fist fight with someone, especially the groom, from the other wedding. Kate would never let me forget it if our big day was ruined by Antione.

      But Antione had heard it too. He took a step back from the whore of a bride who was sucking his dick.

      Damn. Antione's cock seemed even bigger from relatively up close. Like maybe he wasn't even hard yet when she was rubbing him down. Or maybe it was the glistening saliva coating his cock in the moonlight.

      Antione stepped away as he bent over to pull up his pants, so I got my first look at the slutty bride on her knees. She looked up at Antione and wiped her mouth.

      At first my mind didn't register what I was seeing.

      It couldn't.

      And then it hit me like a punch in the balls.

      What the fuck?

      Kate?
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        * * *

      

      I couldn't breath. A sharp pain ripped through my chest. And I was lightheaded. Somehow I staggered back into the lobby. Just needed to find a quiet place to think.

      A group of drunks swarmed me. Reeking of cigar smoke and booze. Patting me hard on the back.

      Congratulating me.

      The lucky man.

      Just as I got through their maze of tangled arms, Lisa bounced in front of me. "There you are," she said.

      Her big nipples were hard, poking right through the sheer tan bridesmaid dress. I wanted to grab her right then and there. Turn her around. Yank her dress up. Panties down. Fuck her. Right in the lobby.

      But Antione got her first. I would get his sloppy seconds. And not just with Lisa. With Kate. My wife.

      "Where's Kate?"

      My mind raced. Where's Kate? She's in the fucking parking lot. On her knees. Sucking another guy's cock. My best man. Antione. His big black cock in my wife's mouth.

      Lisa didn't wait for an answer. She brushed past me. Her big tits grazed my arm.

      Fuck this. There was a big storage room upstairs. Where we were supposed to change before leaving in the limo. No one would be in there. I could break down alone. Sob in peace.

      Before I could take a step down the hall, someone slipped an arm under mine. It was Lisa again. I turned and saw she had corralled Kate with her other arm. I couldn't get a glimpse of Kate's face behind Lisa's pouffed up hair.

      Lisa whisked us back inside the crowded ballroom. "You guys have to cut the cake."

      Fuck.

      Cut the cake? Now?

      The last thing I wanted was to be in front of everyone.

      Lisa said, "Remember, you cut the cake together and then you kiss."

      Kiss?

      Kiss that cocksucking mouth?

      No fucking way.
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        * * *

      

      It was a whirlwind of cheering faces as Lisa ushered us to the table with the ridiculous giant wedding cake. Even the little bride and groom figures on top mocked me. Should have had one with the bride kneeling in front of another guy, while the clueless groom stands to the side like a schmuck.

      Kate's face lit up as the photographer swooped in to take pictures. Someone yelled for me to smile. The corners of my mouth turned up in a forced grimace. The only thing that could make me smile was the irony of Kate wearing a white dress. She was as pure as every other parking lot whore.

      Kate picked up the knife. Her delicate fingers grasped the handle, just like they did around Antione's cock.

      Out of the corner of my eye I noticed Antione. He was standing in the back, towering over the other guests. He was smiling.

      The kindest thing my new wife could have done for me in that moment would have been to plunge the knife into my chest and cut my fucking heart out.

      Somehow, my body went through the motions. I placed my hand over hers, revolted by the thought of it on his big black cock.

      "Ready?" she asked.

      Yeah I was ready. Ready for my life to be living hell.

      We cut the cake and I stepped back as Kate eased the slice onto a plate.

      "We should have gotten chocolate," I whispered to Kate.

      "Huh?"

      I shook my head. "Never mind."

      She fed me a bite of cake. Then it was my turn to feed her. I resisted the urge to jam the fork down her throat.

      As she took the bite, some of the vanilla cream coated her lower lip. All I could think of was Antoine coming in her mouth. Kate stuck out her tongue and licked it away. Then she swallowed.
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        * * *

      

      "Kiss the bride!"

      Kate's face was shiny, like she actually had to use the powder room.

      Everyone in the room, family, friends, everyone I knew, my mother, my father, were all chanting, "Kiss the bride. Kiss the bride. Kiss the bride."

      Her lips glistened.

      Beads of sweat started forming on my forehead. My hands began to shake and I felt lightheaded again. The collar of the tuxedo was choking me. All I wanted in that moment was to just get the hell out of there.

      "Kiss the bride!"

      From the back of the crowd I saw Antione mouthing along with the chant. He was staring.

      Not at me, but at Kate.

      It killed me that he now knew what it felt like to have her soft lips against his cock. He knew what it felt like to put his cock in my wife's mouth.

      "Kiss the bride!"

      Kate drew closer to me. Close enough for her breasts to brush my chest. Normally that would get a tingle going down below my belt but all I could think of was my best friend's big black hand squeezing my wife's tits over her wedding dress.

      "Kiss the bride!"

      I couldn't help but look down.

      Oh, fuck.

      Was there a spot on the chest of her dress?

      "Kiss the bride!"

      There sure as shit was!

      I remembered the saliva dripping from her mouth back in the parking lot. Like the love of my life was a rabid dog slurping on a bone. My best man's big, black bone!

      But what if it wasn't saliva?

      What if it was something worse?

      "Kiss the bride!"

      Maybe they didn't get interrupted before he... before he came inside her mouth?

      Did he shoot his load in my brand new wife's mouth?

      "Kiss the bride!"

      I didn't have time to think about it. Kate wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. Her ruby red lips glistened even more as I drew closer, taunting me.

      "Kiss the bride!"

      I closed my eyes in an awful wince, pursing my lips and dreading meeting my wife's.

      But there was no way out. Nothing I could do. I was about to taste my best man's cock on my bride's lips.

      "Kiss the bride!"

      Kate grabbed the back of my head as she pressed her lips to mine. Her open mouth covering my own. Her tongue pushing into mine.

      It was the longest kiss we ever had. Seconds took hours as the crowd cheered. And all that went through my mind was the awful thought that I could taste Antione's cock on my wife's lips and tongue.
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        * * *

      

      The rest of the reception was a blur. Several guests asked me if I was okay. One even suggested I have another drink. He said I seemed kind of "stiff."

      Stiff?

      My problem was that my best man was "stiff" — in my wife's mouth!

      As the evening dragged on, I decided I needed to get away from everyone for at least a few minutes. I had to figure out what I was going to do. I had to confront Antione. And Kate. I could probably get away with punching Antione. But he was so much bigger and stronger than me that he'd probably fuck me up pretty bad. Fuck me up worse than he'd already done.

      But Kate? Not sure what I could do there. Confronting her would lead to a brutal scene. It would ruin everything.

      Not that I had a choice really. There was no way I could just forget about it. I mean she was sucking his cock while our wedding reception was going on. In her wedding gown.

      Cheating was one thing but this betrayal was beyond anything I could ever imagine. The disrespect, from the both of them, towards me was almost incomprehensible.

      I ducked out of the ballroom and down the hall. On the way I passed the other reception. It was much smaller than ours. The bride and groom were dancing together.

      It made my blood boil. I wanted to yell at the groom — tell him not to trust his bride. But she actually looked kind of sweet in a girl next door kind of way. She probably wasn't the whore my wife was.

      The door to the stairs to the storage room was ajar. Someone had gone up there. Just what I needed — more shit. Somebody probably stole our clothes. The bright side was I could probably just be buried in the rental tuxedo. Somebody else could worry about the late charges.

      I crept up the stairs. Maybe I could catch somebody up there and take out my frustrations. Beating the fuck out of somebody might make me feel a little better.

      The heat up there was stifling. Sweat started pouring out of me before I was even halfway up the stairs. It just made me more irritable.

      There was a rustling sound from the storage room. Someone was up there.

      Whoever it was would be sorry soon.
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        * * *

      

      When I poked my head in the room, I didn't see anything. Just extra tables and chairs and dusty old Christmas decorations. Maybe I could take my anger out by beating the shit out of a plastic Santa Claus.

      The music started up downstairs again. The thumping bass shook the whole room, causing little dust avalanches on many of the stored boxes of crap.

      Our bags were still next to the door. Didn't look like they were even touched. Just as well, I supposed. I really had enough of that tux.

      I stepped into the shadows behind a stack of folding tables to change. It would be just my luck to have someone walk in when I was in my underwear.

      That's when I heard someone talking across the room. The music from below was too loud to make out what was said. But it was clear I wasn't alone.

      I weaved my way through the maze of junk towards the sound of the voice. Voices. There were two of them. One deep voice and a lower one. Male and female.

      For the second time that night my senses picked up. Maybe one of the hot waitresses was up there to bang one of the waiters.

      Despite being burned in the parking lot, voyeurism was still my favorite pastime. Maybe my wedding day was finally looking up.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      My heart sunk as soon as I saw him. Antione was standing and all I could see was his top half. His white tuxedo shirt was open. A white female's hand was rubbing his bare chest from below.

      I couldn't see who that white hand belonged to but I really didn't have to. There was no doubt in my mind it was Kate. Whatever else she may have been, she wasn't a quitter. If my new wife wanted my best man's big black cock, she was going to get it.

      The music was so loud I didn't have to worry about attracting attention as I moved around to get a better view. Kate and I were through so I figured I might as well enjoy the show.

      I decided that as soon as they were done, I would jump out from behind the dusty boxes like a Dateline reporter and officially catch them in the act. That would be all the cover I needed to leave her. And try to put the pieces of my life back together.

      When I managed to sneak to a good viewing spot, peeking out through the hole of a sad wreck of a Christmas wreath, I braced for the worst.

      The love of my life was an unfaithful skank who must have broken the record for the fastest wife to cheat on her husband.

      For some reason my old man's voice popped into my head, like he just had to be a part of my worst moment. He was fond of saying, "You snooze, you lose." I was already kicking myself for dicking around at the reception, while my best man was dicking around in my wife's mouth.

      An intense groan from Antione momentarily interrupted my pity party. From the sound he made, it appeared my new bride was pretty good at sucking cock. Which was troubling in itself since she sure as hell never practiced on me.

      They were in front of what looked like an old sofa covered by a white sheet. Like Antione was going to get laid in a scene from The Shining. Kate was standing up by then and they were kissing. More passionately than Kate and I ever did.

      Kate's wedding dress was already half off her. It took me a second to realize because underneath she was wearing a white bustier. Antione's hands were all over that too.

      Kate was in such a frenzy she quickly appeared to get frustrated with her enormous wedding dress getting in the way of rubbing Antione's crotch. She shoved her crazy expensive dress down, with Antione's help, like it was a pair of cutoff shorts at a wet tee shirt contest.

      All she was wearing was her white lace bustier, thong panties, garter and matching white stockings. Fuck, she looked hotter than ever. I wanted to fuck my wife so bad.

      I remembered when she said she didn't want to do the whole "remove the garter thing" at the reception because she thought it was "tacky." Yet there she was, cheating with my best man, in the special wedding night lingerie meant for me. I'd say she passed "tacky" a few exits back.

      She ran her full hand along the underside of Antione's cock as they kissed again. Her saliva served as lubricant for the impromptu hand job. When they came up for air, he pulled the top of the bustier down and my wife's big tits popped out for him to suck on.

      His big black hands reached around and cupped her perfect firm ass. How many hours had she put in at the gym, only to let another guy get his greedy hands on her?

      Despite my growing horror, the entire time I watched them my cock got harder and harder. It got to the point I couldn't ignore it any longer. I opened my pants and started stroking myself. Jerking off on my own wedding night watching my wife with another man.

      I was pathetic.

      Kate dropped to her knees. She made a big show of yanking Antione's pants all the way down. He leaned on her as he stepped out of them. As he did his huge stiff cock swung back. It had enough meat behind it that Kate flinched as it smacked her in the nose.

      Served her right.

      Since she'd already been sucking his dick it shouldn't have been that big of a surprise. They both shared a laugh, though. Then she really got down to business, as though the previous cock sucking sessions had only been a prelude.

      But this time they were angled perfectly for me to see every agonizing slurp.

      She held it in one hand and ran her tongue down his shaft. She even ducked underneath to lick his balls. Her head was so far up in there she might have licked his asshole too. At that point I wouldn't have put it past her.

      He reached down and played with her bare tits. As far as I knew, since we'd met no other guy had seen Kate's bare boobs. Except that one time at the beach in Florida when a rough wave pulled her bikini top down. A whole crowd of guys got an eyeful that day. But I'd prefer that happened every day compared to the greedy handfuls Antione was helping himself to.

      Kate somehow managed to find her way out from underneath Antione's ball sack. She immediately took his cock in her mouth. It seemed so natural to her, like her mouth was my best man's cock holster. She even tried to deep throat him, which impressed me since she never even tried to deep throat my sad little dick.

      "This is so wrong," Antione said, just as the music from downstairs stopped, allowing me to hear him.

      "Do you want me to stop?" Kate eyed him with his cock against her cheek.

      "No," he said, without any hesitation.

      "Not even to fuck me?"

      Antione grinned. He helped her to her feet and Kate stroked his cock with her hand while they kissed again. I wondered if Antione could taste his own cock on her lips.

      He turned Kate around so she was facing the sofa with her back to him. He smacked her ass hard a couple of times, leaving red handprints on her pale white ass cheeks.

      He bent her over in front of him. His fingers hooked inside the back of her thong panties. He pulled them down slowly, relishing every second.

      Kate stayed bent over, and even parted her legs more for him. Antione leaned over, checking her out, admiring the shapeliness of her. He went so far as to spread her ass cheeks even wider. Between her thighs, I caught a flash of Kate's fingers playing with herself. It was probably her big diamond wedding ring.

      "I want your big, black cock inside me." That was the last thing I heard my wife say before the music downstairs started again.

      Antione rubbed his dick as he stepped up to her ass. He ran his thumb down the crack of her ass and played with her virgin asshole.

      Kate was so into it she reached between her parted thighs to help guide him.

      Antione didn't need help. He'd banged dozens, maybe hundreds, of girls before adding my wife to his list of conquests. But Kate was one he'd remember forever because it was her wedding night.

      Without further ado, Antione slid his huge cock into my bride. Kate threw her head back and cried out in pure lust. She was so loud I could hear it over the music from our wedding reception.

      Antione grabbed Kate by the hips and slammed into her. Balls deep, as we used to say. Her big bare breasts swung wildly underneath her.

      He even grabbed a fistful of her hair as he fucked her, like she was a wild mare he was breaking in. He fucked her harder than I ever dreamed. The slapping sound their bodies made was shockingly loud. He was so rough I actually worried about her.

      Then I remembered she was cheating on me the first night of our marriage.

      At one point, his cock slipped out of her. It slid along in the crack of her ass. Kate rolled over on the couch and corralled his wet cock into her mouth.

      She aggressively sucked all of her own juices off of him, like she couldn't get enough of it. Seemed odd to me since she made a point to have me clean off my face after eating her out before she's kiss me. Yet she loved the taste when it was on his big black dick.

      When she was done he pushed her onto her back on the couch and pulled her legs as far apart as they'd go. With her spread eagle, he placed his hand on her pussy.

      Kate had left a well trimmed batch of pubic hair. She knows I like it better than the fully bare look. So maybe she still loved me, even if she let another guy fuck her first.

      Antione slammed his cock deep inside her again. Kate winced and grabbed handfuls of the sheet on the sofa. Her mouth was open in what looked like a scream but I didn't hear her this time.

      He grabbed her breasts with both hands, like watching them bounce for him was too much to resist. He held them tight while he thrust himself deeper and deeper into her, penetrating her far beyond my wildest dreams.

      That was it for me. Before I even knew what was happening I found myself shooting my load. Like a pervert in the dark.

      I was so disgusted with myself. Turned on while watching my best man fuck my wife on our wedding night.

      When I looked back at them, Antione had his hands on her throat. Kate didn't seem to mind at all. She was desperately grabbing at his ass to pull him deeper into her.

      An awful thought struck me. Maybe he'd choke her to death.

      Then what?

      Then I'd never be done with it. Everyone would know my wife cheated on me with a black man on our wedding day. The whole world would know my shame.

      Kate was moaning at that point. Ecstasy was all over her face as she quivered through an orgasm.

      I'd never been able to give her an orgasm through fucking. I could barely get her there by eating her out — not that I'd ever be able to do that again. I'd never get past the thought of Antione's dick inside her.

      Antione spasmed. His entire body shook as he exploded deep inside my wife.

      That's when I realized he wasn't wearing a condom.

      Fuck.

      He kept slamming into her as he came, pumping his seed so deeply inside her. Well past where my sad dick would ever reach.

      Finally, after an eternity, he pulled out of her and stepped back, admiring his conquest. My sweaty, panting, unfaithful whore of a bride.

      How could I have been so stupid as to commit my life to this woman? She had so little regard for me, she couldn't even make it through half of our first married day without giving it up to another guy.

      And my "best" man. My closest friend, on my biggest day, just adding another notch to his belt — even as he shredded my entire life.

      Kate's eyes were closed. For a second, I thought he did choke her to death. Or impale her on his giant dick. But then she opened her eyes and smiled. At him. Like she was ready to do him all over again.

      I choked down a sob as I tucked my limp dick back in my pants. The last thing I saw before I snuck away was the trickle of Antione's load dripping out of my bride's stretched gaping cunt.
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        * * *

      

      Somehow, I made it out of there without screaming. There was such a heavy feeling of despair over me that I thought I might collapse at any moment.

      Back downstairs, I wandered through the throng of well-wishers as the party was winding down. My mind was so clouded with rage and jealousy that I didn't even register the faces of our guests.

      Every time someone nudged me with a "You're a lucky man," or "Tonight's the big night," I wanted to beat the shit out of them.

      One of Kate's uncles pointed at me and said, "Poor guy. First day of marriage and he's sweating already!"

      I forced a smile as everyone laughed. It was awful. I had to get out of there. Get away from everyone and figure out what to do.

      Each person I made eye contact with made me uncomfortable. Did they know what Kate did? Did they know what kind of person she was? How easy she was?

      Someone grabbed me from behind and spun me around. My breath caught in my throat when I realized who it was.
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        * * *

      

      It was Antione.

      My so called best man.

      The guy who fucked my wife on our wedding day.

      This was it.

      My hands balled into fists.

      He was so big. And he was sweating. Like the pig that he was. Sweating because he fucked Kate.

      He stuck his big black cock in her mouth. In her cunt.

      Shot his massive load into her.

      And she let him.

      Antione surprised me by pulling me into a hug.

      Tears of rage and pain welled up in me. I was about to cry like a pussy. In front of everyone.

      He pulled back, handing me something. My bag of clothes from the store room. "You're a lucky man," he said as he ducked away back into the crowd.

      My breath caught in my throat. Whatever I would have said to him lost forever in a choking wheeze.

      And just like that, the moment for my big revenge was over.
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        * * *

      

      I stormed into the men's room, slamming the handicapped stall door behind me. I ripped open the bag with my change of clothes, so angry my hands shook.

      How could I just let him get away like that? Let him rip my marriage apart before it had even begun? And then I let him hug me like it was no big deal? What the fuck was wrong with me?

      A group of guys came in to use the urinals. They were drunk and talking amongst themselves. How they were going to bang this girl or that. They didn't use any names so, of course, by that point I had to assume they were talking about Kate.

      They talked about how slutty some of the girls were. All I could do was wonder if Antione would be talking about my wife like that later. My guess was that he would. Why not? That's what my wife was.

      I waited until the guys cleared out before I dared to go back out to the lobby. As soon as I stepped out I was the center of attention again.

      Kate's father, my brand new father-in-law, lumbered over to me. He was a large man who seemed to get larger by the day. Part of his business success no doubt came from just being physically imposing. Like he could crush you, not just your business but your frail body, if you crossed him.

      His unsteady gait betrayed how much he had to drink at his daughter's wedding reception that must have cost several of his employees annual salaries. Nothing was ever too good for his little angel.

      Too bad he didn't see what his little angel had done in the parking lot. And the storage room.

      Not so little. Not so angelic.

      "Francis, let's take a walk." It was not a request, especially as he grabbed me around the shoulders and steered me out the door.

      Off course he didn't just have me around the shoulders. He also had me by the balls. Not only did I marry his daughter but I had a cushy job in his picture frame manufacturing company. Officially I was a "Project Manager" but in reality I was the guy engaged, now married, to the boss's daughter. Needless to say, it was a much better job than I could ever get on my own.

      "I want us to get off on the right foot. Everything has changed now. For me. For Kate. And for you."

      "Ok," I said, because what the fuck was I supposed to say to that? And what the fuck was he talking about?

      "Firts," he said. He actually said, "firts" — that's how drunk he was — but there was no way on earth I would ever say anything to him. "Call me Mike," he said.

      Though my new father-in-law was incredibly intimidating to me, he could also be a humungous windbag. Being boring and dangerous made talking to him a risky proposition on the best of days, which this day was clearly not. Unfortunately I knew him well enough to realize he was just getting started.

      He droned on and on, even as I stopped listening. My whole world was collapsing. Too many things had happened and I had some big decisions to make.

      He and I ended up outside of country club by the valet stand. My attention was drawn to the parking lot of course. It was right there by the Tesla where my life started to fall apart. My bride in her wedding dress on her knees, blowing my best man, my best friend.

      As if he knew what I was thinking, he suddenly took my face in his hands, diminishing me further, forcing me to look him in the eye. At least he appeared to be wrapping up.

      "So enjoy your honeymoon. And just know, when you come back to work, I'm promoting you to vice president."

      He kept hold of my face, squishing it. "Wow," I said through squished duck lips.

      "Just remember this," he said as he smacked my cheeks not unlike how Antoine smacked Kate's ass while he was banging her from behind, "if you ever hurt my daughter, I will end you."

      And with those inspiring words, my best option — door number one, a quickie divorce, slammed shut in my face.

      I was stuck with my cheating wife — "the most beautiful bride ever."

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Book 2: Honeymoon

          

        

      

    

    
      The unmistakable aroma of sex came with my new wife as soon as she climbed into the backseat of the limo next to me. She glared at me as she gathered her dress away from the closing car door.

      "You know we were supposed to walk to the car together so everyone could say goodbye to us."

      "Oh, sorry," I said, hating myself for saying sorry to the woman who just broke my heart. On our wedding day.

      Kate, my wife of barely a few hours, spent a good chunk of our wedding reception getting fucked by my big, black best man, Antione.

      Of course I was pissed at her. And my "best" man. But I also was kicking myself for not confronting them when I had the chance. Every second that passed made it more and more likely that I would end up just letting it go. And living a lifetime of pain and humiliation.

      I looked at Kate, who had changed out of her wedding dress. White wasn't exactly her color anyway. If white represented the color of purity, virginity and innocence, my bride should have worn the exact opposite. Black.

      Kate waved out the window at our guests. How many of them knew what she did? Knew that she was a black cock craving nymphomaniac whore? Knew that she couldn't even make it through our wedding reception before she cheated on me?

      Was Antione still out there watching his latest conquest drive off to live happily ever after with her clueless loser of a husband?

      While sitting in the limo alone waiting for my cheating wife, I decided on my plan to deal with Kate. I would wait until we got up to our room at the hotel. I would get my wedding night fuck in and then let her have it as soon as I finished.

      If she thought I'd be going down on her, after what she did with my best man, Antione, she was crazier than I was starting to realize she was. It was bad enough for me to get sloppy seconds from my own wife on our wedding night, but if she thought I was going to put my mouth anywhere near the holes that Antione stuck his cock in, she was dead wrong.

      In a particularly irritating coincidence, the limo driver happened to be black. Every time he looked up at his rear view mirror, I assumed he was eying my new wife, Kate. Maybe we could pull over to the side of the road so he could fuck her too.

      What difference would it make at that point? As far as I was concerned she was already damaged goods.

      The driver kept checking his mirror. Maybe it was just his normal way of driving, but I was justifiably suspicious.

      What was it with her? Was she giving off some vibe that told every black guy she was down to fuck?

      At least there shouldn't be too many black guys at the exclusive resort we were honeymooning at.

      The limo driver interrupted my train of thought. "Where are you guys heading for your honeymoon?"

      Kate smiled broadly and put her hand on top of mine as she answered. "Jamaica."
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        * * *

      

      Somehow we made it to the hotel without Kate fucking the driver. The hotel was out by the airport, but it was spectacular — nothing was too good for my Kate!

      After we were checked in and I tipped the bellhops, I was finally ready to get what was coming to me — sex with my wife.

      Sure I would be the second guy to ejaculate inside her in the span of a few hours but I'd be damned if I didn't get laid on our wedding night.

      Later, once I'd shot my load, and scrubbed my cock with hand sanitizer, I'd confront her. I wasn't sure exactly what I'd say but I figured it would come to me.

      The way I figured it, Kate would either confirm or deny having sex with Antione. Her response would dictate where we'd go from that point. Unfortunately, her father had made it pretty clear my life would get a lot more difficult if I made things difficult for his daughter.

      He was a vindictive son of a bitch and I could see him making my life a living hell — beyond what his daughter had already done to me in just a few hours of wedded bliss.
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        * * *

      

      Even though we made it to the hotel without Kate fucking the driver or anybody else, we soon found ourselves with a new problem.

      "I don't understand," I said to the night clerk at the front desk. Her chrome nameplate, engraved "Victoria," was the brightest thing about her. Her sunlight starved pale skin (which, by comparison, made my skin look like George Hamilton's) perfectly complemented her ghoulish scowl.

      Victoria huffed, as if she would expend so much of her precious life force repeating herself. "We only have one room left, sir."

      "With double beds," I said in an angry whisper. I looked over my shoulder to Kate as she stood impatiently with our bags next to a fancy water dispenser with lemon wedges bobbing about.

      "Yes, sir. Double beds."

      "But I had a reservation for a king sized bed." I let the statement hang in the air allowing Victoria sufficient time to comprehend the discrepancy.

      "And we had to reassign the room based on demand."

      "Ok, well I expect you to re-reassign the room based on my demand. I had a reservation, it's my wedding night and if you think we're going to spend it in a double bed, like we're at a fucking middle school sleepover-"

      "Sir, I don't appreciate the profanity."

      Kate tapped me on the shoulder. "Is there a problem with the room?"
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        * * *

      

      The stale scent of a half assed attempt to cover up past cigarette smoke hit me as soon as I opened up the hotel room door. Kate practically pushed past me and darted into the bathroom. She was pissed, barely able to look at me as we rode the elevator.

      The double beds, even smaller than I expected, mocked me in silence. So far married life wasn't quite as blissful as I expected it to be.

      I listened at the bathroom door, heard the water running in the bathtub. Maybe she was cleaning herself off, removing the stench of Antione's cock and cum from her body.

      Figuring she'd be a while, I grabbed the ice bucket and stepped out in the hallway. The hotel room door clicked behind me just as I realized I forgot something.

      The hotel room key card. It was safely inside the room on the dresser under the TV. Right next to my phone.

      I was locked out.
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        * * *

      

      Knocking on the door proved to be a total waste of time since Kate couldn't hear me with the water running. Or she choose not to hear me.

      So I ended up slinking back down to the front desk for another unpleasant conversation with Victoria. After much awkwardness she finally escorted me back up to our room and let me in.

      Victoria insisted on entering with me. She mumbled something about the hotel's policies and procedures.

      Kate was already in one of the double beds, apparently sound asleep. In all fairness, she did have a long day, between the wedding and getting fucked within an inch of her life by my big black best man. No wonder she was exhausted.

      So after all that, it was obvious to me that I wasn't going to be getting any, not even sloppy seconds, on my wedding night.

      Even Victoria knew it. She smirked on her way out and said, "Enjoy your wedding night."
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        * * *

      

      At some point I managed to fall asleep. But only after jerking off in the bathroom. And all I could picture while I played with myself was Antione pounding my new wife.

      Being turned on by the all too vivid memory of my own bride cheating on me during our reception with my best man made me feel like the biggest loser who ever walked the face of the earth.

      And even more pathetic, I ended up sleeping in the second double bed. Kate was sprawled out over the first one and didn't leave me any room.

      So my big wedding day ended with my wife cheating on me while I watched and jerked off, followed by me jerking off again, while remembering the cheating, and finally us sleeping in separate beds like an episode of I Love Lucy from the 1950s.

      We were off to a great start. I couldn't wait to see what the honeymoon would bring!
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        * * *

      

      I always get flustered at the airport, especially trying to get through security.

      "Oh look," Kate said waving her boarding pass excitedly in front of my face.

      What now? The last thing I wanted as we waited in the never-ending zig zagging line at security was a surprise. All I could picture was accidentally having some banned item in my carry on and getting dragged off to some secret room to be interrogated.

      My unfaithful bride bounced with excitement. Her white tee shirt accentuated her ample chest. It used to turn me on but after the reception I was paranoid. The eyes of all the guys around us on line, and all ages, were focussed on her.

      She pointed at the printout in her hand. "My boarding pass says I have that pre-check thingy!"

      I squinted at the paper, trying to recall what I read about it before the wedding. Back when my biggest fear was having too much liquid in my carry on.

      My mind, always ready to torment me, took the mundane TSA rules in an absurd direction. It flashed the images of my best man shooting his massive load into my wife. It was so great I had no doubt the amount of his load would have violated the rules regarding the amount of liquids allowed.

      "What does that mean?" Kate squished in close to me. Her big, soft boob pressed against my arm. For the first time since I caught her cheating did I feel we were together. Even if only for a fleeting moment.

      A little old lady behind us said, "It means you get to go on the short line." She pointed to a couple of smiling people off to the side happily waltzing through the metal detectors.

      My spirits jumped at the thought of escaping the stressful never ending line and zipping through the happy people line. I scanned my boarding pass.

      "Mine doesn't have that," I said. My mouth knew it almost before my brain did.

      Kate just sighed. Like I disappointed her by not being randomly selected for an expedited security screening.

      One thing I noticed — the pre check line was manned by female agents. The regular line was loaded with big black male agents. The last thing I wanted to see was a pair of big black hands patting Katie's filled out tee shirt down.

      "There's no sense in both of us wasting time in this line," I said. "Why don't you go ahead thru the pre check line by yourself and grab something to eat at the gate? I'll take the bags and meet up with you."

      "Are you sure?"

      "Yeah, I'll be fine."

      And with a peck on the cheek, my loving wife was off without me. But more importantly I avoided an embarrassing scene.
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        * * *

      

      "Sir, is this your bag?"

      Oh, fuck.

      They stopped the whole conveyor belt through the x-ray machine when our bags were inside. So I knew something was up. I felt like a moron standing there with no shoes on, thanks to that fucking shoe-bomber asshole.

      What could possibly be the problem? Our carry-on bags were tiny compared to all the crap that we brought in our checked bags. And I was sure we followed the whole proper liquid procedure. We didn't have computers or anything, just our phones and Kate had taken hers with her through the pre check line.

      A big black TSA agent went over to the machine. An older lady working the machine whispered something to him that made them both laugh.

      My heart was pounding. My airport security nightmares come to life. It felt like everyone in the terminal was looking at me like I was a terrorist.

      Another agent came up from behind me and escorted me over to a table near the benches for passengers to put their shoes back on. But my shoes were still on the conveyor belt somewhere.

      The big black agent walked over to me. He was holding Kate's bag in his gloved hands — but away from his body like it was toxic. "Sir, is this your bag?"

      I swallowed hard but my throat was so tight I couldn't speak. So I nodded instead.

      He set the bag down on the table and unzipped it. "Did you pack this yourself?"

      I was noncommittal. It was Kate's fucking bag so I didn't actually pack it myself but it wasn't like a stranger handed it to me. So I just kind of stared at him like I didn't understand what he was asking. Playing dumb was one of my strengths.

      Still, I braced myself for all sorts of embarrassing shit to fall out. Like tampons and Kate's panties and stuff like that.

      Then I started thinking of worse things. Like how well did I really know Kate. If she could cheat on me then who knows what else she could be into. Could their be drugs in there? Was she a drug mule? For one of the big cartels?

      But wait a second. What American would smuggle drugs from the US into Jamaica? Didn't it usually go the other way?

      Oh my God. What if there was a weapon? A knife. Or a gun? Does Kate have a gun? She's into black guys. Maybe she's in a gang or something. Maybe this was all a big setup. I could go to prison!

      Time seemed to stop as he rummaged around in the bag. The possibility of running entered my mind. Maybe I could make a break for it — get lost in the crowd. Like Jason Bourne.

      Of course, I was in such terrible shape I wouldn't make it ten feet before I'd be doubled over gasping for air. Probably have a heart attack. Ever since Kate said yes to my marriage proposal I'd kind of let myself go. What was the point of working out? I already found a wife.

      The agent looked me right in the eye. Like he knew I was thinking about running away. His stare was so intimidating I felt myself shrinking back away.

      That's when he pulled it out.

      My eyes and brain couldn't even comprehend what it was at first. It was so out of place in the context of the screening area. So shocking.

      At least not until I heard laughter all around me.

      The guard held it out so it was right in front of my face.

      A big, black anatomically correct dildo.
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        * * *

      

      "Hey baby, how bad was it?" Kate said as I flopped into the seat next to her at the gate. All the energy was drained out of me even as my cheeks burned with humiliation.

      I chewed on the inside of my cheek. The gate area was mobbed and I didn't want to explode on her in front of other people.

      A couple of guys laughed as they passed us. I didn't hear exactly what they were talking about but I had my suspicions.

      "It was...not good." Understatement of the year. It was so humiliating. Especially in front of all those people.

      And that fucking agent had to make a big deal out of it. The way he held it made it look kind of natural for him. Like that was the size of his own dick and he was just used to handling something that size.

      Thinking back on it, I guess I really got lucky. If Kate hadn't gotten that pre-check thing she would have been the one the agent dealt with.

      Maybe he would have demanded a demonstration to prove the dildo wasn't made out of Semtex or something. I could just picture him bending Kate over the table and using the dildo in her ass while he fucked her with his real big black cock, as a cheering crowd watched. I could just see the headline on some internet site - Newlywed Gets DP'd by Big Black TSA Agent While New Husband Watches.

      Why did my new wife bring that thing? Especially on our honeymoon. It might have been different if we were old and I needed a pill to get it up, but not right after our wedding.

      Kate kept looking around at the other passengers waiting for boarding to begin. So many guys eyed her. All ages and colors. Most had the decency not to stare but some didn't seem to mind that I noticed them. Like they were challenging my manhood. Almost daring me to stop them.

      Part of me was already trying to come to grips with my new reality. Kate was a sex freak. My new wife was so much more of a freak than I ever imagined. And I would have to find a way to deal with it.
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        * * *

      

      The flight itself was uneventful. I asked Kate if I could put her carryon bag in the overhead bin. She said she wanted it with her. I watched as she shoved it between her legs and under the seat.

      I guess she wanted to have it handy in case she wanted to fuck herself with the giant black dildo during the flight. At least she didn't ask the flight attendant for some lube.
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        * * *

      

      We walked into the resort lobby together. The first thing that hit me, besides the oppressive heat and humidity, was the pleasant scent of coconut, or more likely coconut rum. The back of the lobby was open to the magnificent pool area. Even the overhead fans seemed to struggle in the heat. It was so hot that tearing my clothes off in front of everyone didn't seem like the worst idea ever.

      We wandered over to the front desk. Every smiling host behind the counter was occupied. I was so exhausted from my lack of sleep, it took me some time to notice a gorgeous woman up at the front desk talking to one of the hosts. She had a full mane of light brown hair, a supermodel's figure and was only wearing a bikini top and a sarong wrapped around her lower half.

      As she wrapped up her business, the host that was helping her said, "Have a great honeymoon!"

      She replied with a laugh, "Oh, we will!"

      Fuck, she was gorgeous. The woman of my dreams. Depression set in when I realized my wife and honeymoon weren't going to be so "great." Why couldn't I be married to her instead of my actual wife?

      I approached the front desk and said, "We're on our honeymoon too!"

      The host smiled and said, "Someone will be with you shortly."
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        * * *

      

      Our room reservation was all fucked up. The story of my married life to that point.

      Somehow the hotel was overbooked so they had to put us in a crappy room for the first night. After that we'd have a room overlooking the ocean like we were supposed to. Kate seethed and kept looking to me to fix everything. Unfortunately, a problem with the room was literally the least of my honeymoon issues. Being married to a fucking cheating whore topped the list.

      Kate gave me the cold shoulder for most of the day, which only reminded me of what I got from her on our wedding night.

      Once in the room, she ran into the bathroom to change into her bikini. "Why don't you wait for the bags?" She said to me. Apparently she was planning to head out on her own.

      Paranoia seized me. My mind raced over every single guy we encountered since the plane landed. Did she somehow set up a rendezvous while I wasn't paying attention?

      I hated feeling that way. But I learned the hard way at the wedding reception that I could not trust her. What a way to start our life together.

      There was a knock at the door. Our bags had arrived. A big young black guy stood in front of the bellman's cart in the hallway ready to bring them in.

      The timing was actually perfect. Not only was Kate out of sight in the bathroom, but I'd be able to change into my trunks and escort her to the pool or the beach or wherever.

      My heart raced as I supervised him. Hurry, hurry, hurry — before my slutty wife came out.

      He, of course, was in no rush. And he either didn't notice my impatience or didn't care.

      Still he managed to bring all the bags in and was about to leave when he paused next to me.

      Fuck! The tip!

      I fumbled in my pockets for some cash but I'd removed my wallet as soon as we got in the room. But where the hell was it?

      Kate had purchased a new bikini the week before the wedding. She was all giggly about it but she'd never let me see it on her.

      Until now.

      Just as I fumbled around for the tip, Kate comes bouncing out, and I mean bouncing. Considering how much she paid for it, and how tiny it was, I figured her bikini was made of the most valuable material on earth. It was so tiny I imagined NASA scientists and engineers humping long hours to develop something strong enough to contain my wife's ample chest using the smallest number of fibers possible.

      Well, mostly contain.

      The bellhop's eyes nearly popped out of his head when he turned and saw my wife — like 99% naked. The top of the bikini covered her nipples and that was about it. Side boob, underboob and whatever else boob was on full display.

      Then she turned around and we had a perfect view of her ass, bisected by the strip of floss that disappeared between her toned thighs.

      When she spun back to face us, she made a show of covering up, going so far as to grab a washcloth from the rack just inside the bathroom door.

      The bellhop still had his hand out for the tip, but all his attention was focused on Kate. I wanted him out of there immediately but I was flustered and still couldn't find my wallet. "Look," I said, stepping in his line of sight between me and my slutty wife, "I'll get you next time."

      He nodded and barely glanced at me on his way out the door. As he passed Kate, he licked his lips and smiled, no doubt thinking he got a great tip for delivering our bags even without being handed cash.

      Kate returned the smile, batting her eyes the whole time.
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        * * *

      

      "What has gotten into you?" I stared at my essentially naked wife. Of course I knew one thing that had gotten into her recently — my best man's giant black cock.

      She didn't even look at me — too busy checking herself out from every angle in the full size mirror by the hotel room door. "What are you talking about?"

      I sat down on the corner of the bed, exhaustion weighed me down. It wasn't an emotional roller coaster she'd put me on since the wedding — at least with a roller coaster some parts of the track go up. So far married life with Kate had been an express elevator to hell, going down.

      Part of me wanted to have it out with her. Just confront her and see what she had to say for herself. Not that a tearful apology would do that much. It wouldn't unfuck her, for one thing. But some remorse would at least be something. Something I could use to keep from just exploding.

      She walked over and stood in front of me, running her fingers through my hair. "Baby," she said, "what's wrong with you?"

      Tears welled up but I tried not to blink so they wouldn't fall. So I stared at the slope from her toned belly to her pubic mound. The bikini bottoms were cut so low I could actually see a small sample of her light brown pubic hair poking over the top.

      Fuck. Had the bellhop seen that too?

      "Your bikini is too revealing," I croaked. My throat was tight with emotion.

      "Oh, baby, you know I love to dress sexy," she said. "For you."

      Yeah, right.

      She spun on her heels and I watched her tight buns wiggle away.

      "Why don't you get your bathing suit on and come down to the pool? We'll get some drinks. Then maybe we'll check out the beach, okay?"

      "Could you put on a different bikini for me, please?"

      She looked back at me on her way to the door. "Stop worrying about the bikini. I'll probably take it off anyway at the clothing optional beach."
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        * * *

      

      For a few seconds, I just stared at the door. I couldn't believe my new wife just blew me off. And not, lord knows, in a good way.

      So I paced around the room for a while freaking out. There was no way out of this mess. We were married and I couldn't get out of it without a major shitstorm that would destroy my life.

      It was hard to concentrate on the mess that my life had suddenly become. Every time I thought about Kate cheating on me with Antione I started getting turned on, in spite of myself. Even though I was pissed and heartbroken my cock was like, "Who cares, you pussy?"

      Images of her in her sexy wedding night lingerie kept popping up in my head. Kate going down on his big black cock. On her hands and knees taking it doggystyle. On her back with her legs up and spread for him.

      Even the nasty parts. Like her lips sucking on his balls. And his load dripping out of her stretched cunt.

      Before long I was in the hotel bathroom jerking off. My dick was getting raw from overuse — just like I hoped it would on my honeymoon — except my wife hadn't so much as eyeballed it since we were married.

      I was sweating by the time I left the bathroom. The air conditioner was making a rattling sound. Great. Just what I needed.

      Disgusted with everything, I stepped out onto the balcony. At least there was a breeze out there. The view was shit. All we could see was the courtyard of a much better room that appeared to open out to the water.

      Too bad we didn't have that other room. They had their own grassy area with private lounge chairs set up. Maybe I'd finally get lucky and be able to see that hot girl from the lobby laying out topless. Or nude. At least give me something new to jerk off to other than my slutty, cheating wife.

      The breeze soon died so I went back in and sulked alone in the room for a while before finally putting my swim suit on. And sunscreen. And a swim shirt. Not so much for sun protection, but more so because I didn't feel comfortable being shirtless in public.

      When I finally made it down to the pool area, I quickly noticed I was the only person there that had any qualms about being shirtless in public.

      There were dozens of topless women there. Each one more dazzling than the next. Virtually every single one of them had a buffed up, tattooed male model-looking guy hovering nearby. Thank to my sunglasses I could gaze away without getting dirty looks or beaten up.

      My first thought was that Kate would fit right in with this crowd. My second thought was that I most certainly did not.
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        * * *

      

      With that bikini on, it was not surprising that my wife attracted a lot of attention. She easily fell in with an entire group of people, while I lingered on the outside.

      The group mostly included other couples so I relaxed a bit. It wasn't like anything would happen with others around.

      The tropical drinks went down smoothly as the afternoon revved up. The crowd seemed to get more and more rowdy as the alcohol consumption increased and the inhibitions decreased.

      Someone suggested the they head down to the clothing optional beach and no one objected. Not even me. As much as I wanted to keep my wife's body to myself, in that moment I was extremely interested in the possibility of seeing more of the other women I wasn't married to.

      The group paraded down to the magnificent beach. I straggled along behind as Kate fell in with two athletic looking black men. Along the way, I picked up their names as Javel and Edgerin. And there was no sign of any women attached to them. Except for my tipsy, underdressed wife.
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        * * *

      

      As we hit the beach, I was mildly relieved when Kate wasn't the first woman to shed her bikini top.

      She was the second.

      While I was leering at the first topless woman, a beautiful blonde with a British accent and perfect tits, like a Page Three model or something, Kate undid her top.

      Only when she screamed in joy did I turn and see my wife yank off her top and fling it into the air. The breeze caught it and I managed to snag it, like a lucky bridesmaid catching the bouquet.

      She jogged down towards the water with her bared breasts bouncing free and the her two new big black friends alongside.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      All I could do was follow them. When the water was about thigh high on Kate a larger wave rushed in. Kate shrieked and turned back to shore. But it was too late.

      The wave knocked her over and she went under.

      Before I could get to her, the two guys were already helping her to her feet. In the scrum, I could swear I saw big black hands on her big bare breasts.

      I wasn't entirely sure about what I saw but I just knew they'd taken advantage of the situation and at least copped some feels.

      When Kate stood back up she immediately rubbed her eyes due to the salt water. But as she rose dripping from all the right places, I had to rub my eyes too.

      Her pussy was exposed.

      One side of her bikini bottoms had come loose and folded over and away. The darker pubic hair stood out clearly against the pale white skin.

      The two guys with her got up close looks at her no-longer-so private parts, including her bare ass.

      Other guys yelled and pointed and Kete laughed and made a belated attempt to cover up. She finally pulled the bikini bottoms back on as I stomped over.

      I handed the bikini top to her. "The show's over," I said. I looked at her because I was too embarrassed to look at the two guys who had basically seen my wife completely nude.
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        * * *

      

      The two guys kept hanging around my wife, even after she was "dressed." She kept frolicking in the surf almost as if she was oblivious to the presence of two hungry big black guys just waiting to pounce on her.

      It seemed every other wave exposed a private part of Kate's body. A hard nipple here, a snatch of pussy there. With an occasional bare ass thrown in the mix.

      One thing was certain - Kate's bikini was not meant for swimming.

      My patience was up with her. Even if nothing else happened, these two guys, plus however many others, could go back to their lives and jerk off remembering my wife's wet, naked body.

      And Kate didn't seem to give a shit about it or how it affected me. The whole time she barely glanced in my direction.

      Finally, I'd had enough. "I'm heading back up to the room."

      "Okay," she said.

      "Aren't you coming with me?"

      "Not right now."

      "I'm not comfortable with you being down here alone."

      She finally looked at me and laughed. "I'm not alone."
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        * * *

      

      The sun was setting as I sulked back up to the room. Alone. Before the wedding, I'd imagined Kate and I enjoying the sunsets on our honeymoon together. But instead my mood grew as dark as the falling night.

      My stomach grumbled in the elevator. Loud enough to embarrass me in front of yet another couple in love. I hadn't eaten and should have been starving but I was too pissed to eat.

      When the elevator opened on my floor the other couple exited too. They couldn't keep their hands off each other. The woman even brushed her hand against her man's crotch as though I wasn't even there.

      And my new wife wouldn't even touch me.
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        * * *

      

      I showered and discovered I missed a spot on my neck with the sunscreen. A red and soon to be painful crescent shaped sunburn would be adding to my misery.

      I figured at least things couldn't get any worse.

      As I opened the sliding glass doors to the balcony, I heard the giggling inebriated laughter of a woman from the luxury suite area below. Sure it was too dark for anyone to sunbathe but, I figured my luck was bound to change and maybe I'd get to peak in on something private that could satisfy me temporarily.
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        * * *

      

      For a moment I didn't even recognize her.

      The view was clear enough and the artificial lighting was starting to take hold as dusk settled. Maybe my frazzled brain just wouldn't accept the context.

      Two big black guys with a shapely white girl in a too small bikini ping ponging between them on the lawn next to a luxurious lounge chair.

      Instinctively, I turned off all the lights in our room and settled into the shadows to enjoy the show. From the darkness the realization hit me.

      That was Kate down there. My wife.
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        * * *

      

      Surprisingly, Kate actually still had her bikini on, such as it was. Not that it really covered up anything. And it sure as hell didn't stop the two guys from putting their hands wherever they wanted on her body.

      They really seemed interested in her chest. With one guy on each side of her playing with the closest boob. Every time her nipple popped out, Kate made a big show of being surprised and embarrassed — like she didn't want them to see her nipple. Again. And again.

      It was so ridiculous. If she didn't want it, she wouldn't be down there with two strange guys feeling her up. Instead she'd be up here with the fucking guy she married.

      I shut my eyes for a few seconds. Maybe I was drugged somehow. Maybe this whole thing was just some incredibly vivid hallucination.

      When I dared to open up and check again, I was treated to the sight of my new bride sinking to her knees between the two guys. Their swim trunks had fallen down around their ankles and Kate was giddy with excitement.

      She stroked both of their super long cocks with her hands as she looked up at them with a broad grin. And they weren't even hard yet.

      Her delightedly wicked expression hurt me as much as anything. She was in heaven.

      It struck me that she loved the attention. Maybe that's why she really did it. She loved having two big powerful athletes lusting after her.

      She took the first cock in her mouth. Not much, basically just the head. Her lips barely stretched around it. Then she quickly turned to take the other guy in.

      It was mesmerizing to watch their cocks stiffen into powerful rods under her attention. Back and forth she went, basically giving them literal lip service. Even if it was her hands that were doing most of the work.

      The two guys must have known as well as well as she did that she wasn't there to give them blow jobs. My wife wanted to be impaled on both of their giant cocks. And if I'd learned anything about my new wife, it was that she always got what she wanted.

      Even so, Kate made a valiant effort, lathering up the two cocks with her saliva. But the guys were just warming up.

      One of them, Edgerin I think, pulled Kate's head closer to him. Kate went along with it, pushing his cock up so she could get to his balls. They hung down low and she lapped them up like they were coated in honey.

      Not to be outdone, the other strapping athletic freak, Javel, wrapped his fist in Kate's long hair. He reeled her away from Edgerin's balls and back to him. But he wasn't content to have my wife lick his balls.

      Javel put on foot on the lounge chair, giving Kate an opening to his crotch. She dove in, driving her face behind his balls, deep between his taut thighs.

      It was impossible for me to see exactly what she was doing to him. But I could guess. The way Javel's head fell back with a wide grin on his face told me everything I needed. My wife was licking his asshole.

      Edgerin laughed and seemed to give in a little to his comrade. Like he was bested in a friendly competition to see just how depraved my wife could be.

      And she wasn't close to being done yet.
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        * * *

      

      Kate was so far under Javel that she eventually emerged behind him, trailing her tongue all the way up between his iron buttocks. Her nose and lips shined with saliva.

      She slipped out from under Javel and Edgerin said something to her I couldn't make out. But the meaning was clear enough when Kate had him bend over on the chair.

      Kate attacked his asshole with her tongue. She was so desperate to pleasure him, she spread his ass apart so she could really get her whole face in there.

      A spasm of horror surged through me as I watched my wife's face buried in another guy's ass. Her lips and nose deep in the crack. Her tongue penetrating him.

      Going forward, every time I looked at her I'd remember these moments when every inch of her face was touching their asses. How could I ever kiss her again?

      Javel knelt behind her and reached around to play with her oversize breasts. He seemed to enjoy their heft as he cupped and lifted them only to let them bounce back down to normal. His fingertips thrummed her hard nipples.

      Kate was too busy with Edgerin. Her face was still buried in his ass but she'd begun to stroke his cock from behind, taking long slow pulls of his giant shaft.

      Javel grew impatient. His hands slid down Kate's body to her barely there bikini bottoms. He pulled the tiny strip of fabric away from her skin and stuck his finger down her crack. He peeled her bikini bottoms down to her mid thigh baring her entire ass.  The thong seemed more secure than it did when she was in the surf. He'd need her help to get them off completely. Unless he ripped them off of her.

      Kate was so enamored with Edgerin's asshole that she didn't even seem to notice she was being stripped naked by another guy. Not until Javel reached between her thighs. He pulled his hand out and sniffed and licked his glistening fingers, tasting her.

      Kate had to be so wet for them. If big black cocks were her not so secret thing then she must have been in heaven with two of them revved up and ready to go.

      Kate turned to Javel and saw him enjoying the scent of her excitement. She stood up and steadied herself against him as she slipped the bikini bottoms all the way off.

      Somewhere in the mini orgy, the bikini top went missing. My new wife was totally naked with two big black guys. And all I could do was spy on them from afar.

      It was so frustrating. As much as I wanted to stop it, or at least look away to avoid the pain, I couldn't. Some sick perverted part of me wanted to watch her cheat on me. Especially with two of the biggest, blackest cocks I'd ever seen.

      The two guys had Kate eager to flop on her back on the lounge chair. Her big tits flattened out a bit but she looked incredible. She parted her legs for them without hesitation.

      The guys seemed to argue over who was going to fuck my wife first. But Kate ended the debate by pointing to Edgerin. She seemed to like him a little more than Javel - at least that's what it appeared to me when she was licking his asshole.

      Javel waved his arms in dismissal. But he didn't waste any time dangling his cock in Kate's face. The least she could do was suck his cock while he waited for his turn to fuck her.

      Kate took his cock into her mouth. She massaged his balls with her hand as if to say, "No hard feelings."

      Edgerin was in no rush. He stared down at my wife's naked body, admiring it from multiple angles. He would fuck her but not until he savored every moment of his impending conquest.

      Javel wasn't nearly so patient. He started pushing his cock deeper and deeper into my wife's mouth. His thrusts grew more and more forceful until Kate gagged.

      She turned her head and pulled Javel's cock out of her mouth, gasping for breath.  The tip of his cock trailed a wet line across her cheek. If she didn't want to be used like a piece of meat, she probably shouldn't have thrown herself at two complete strangers.

      Javel sat on her face, grinding his asshole on her lips and tongue. She had to be penetrating his ass with her tongue. After watching this how could I ever kiss my wife again? They ruined her for me.

      Edgerin crouched down between Kate's spread thighs. He ran his hand over her well trimmed pubic mound. Then he leaned forward placing his mouth on her cunt, tasting her.

      Kate's back arched over the lounge chair. I thought I heard her moaning but it was muffled with Javel's ass and balls covering her face.

      That was all Edgerin could take. He wiped his mouth and reared back on his knees and looked down with a gleam in his eye, admiring his monster shaft as he rubbed it against her pussy. His massive black hands pawed Kate's pale upper, and inner, thighs.

      He lined his stiff cock up with my wife's suddenly most popular, and quite busy, physical feature. It took me months of dating before Kate would let me have sex with her for the first time. Now, after we got married, she was taking on all comers. Except the only one who loved her.

      Kate tucked her chin down so she could see Edgerin under Javel's ass. Javel's balls hung against her forehead. It was not a great look for her.

      Edgerin rubbed the head of his cock slowly up and down the length of Kate's glistening cunt.

      She slid her hand slowly over her abdomen down to her pubic mound. Her fingers snaked through the batch of dark hair. But only her middle finger curled down to massage her clit.

      For years Kate was too embarrassed to play with herself in front of me. And yet there she was, performing with perfect strangers.

      My mind refused to accept the concept of a cock as large as Edgerin's fitting inside my wife's tight cunt. But after watching her cheat on me with my best man, I guess I should have realized just about anything was possible — especially when it came to Kate and big, black cocks.

      Edgerin pressed forward just enough. The shaft strained before the oversized head of his cock popped inside my wife.

      Kate's entire body tensed as she cried out. Her finger thrummed her clit like crazy, while her free hand clutched the lounge chair cushion.

      Javel took advantage of Kate's open mouth. He stuffed his cock in and forced her lips to close around his shaft.

      Edgerin grabbed her ankles and pulled her legs as wide as they'd go. He tilted his pelvis, thrusting his cock deep inside my bride.

      Kate clenched her thighs together and pressed both hands against Edgerin's Greek god-like abs to slow him down.

      But Edgerin was just getting started. He plowed into Kate so hard the lounge chair slid forward. Kate's big breasts bounced wildly until Javel reached down behind him to grope them.

      Kate turned her head and spat out Javel's cock. A line of saliva trailed along her cheek as she closed her eyes and cried out again.

      For a moment I was sure she'd come to her senses. That she finally realized what a terrible mistake she'd made. That she was just waiting for me to come to her rescue.

      But I was paralyzed by fear. What could I do to stop two world class athletes from having their way with the only woman I ever loved?

      But just as a brand new shame formed in my head I realized that I was wrong again.

      Instead of trying to push them away, Kate took Javel's cock back into her mouth. She sucked on him greedily. Her hands climbed his athletic thighs until they clutched his ass. As if that wasn't bad enough, I saw her slide a finger between his ass cheeks.

      It was Javel's turn to tense up. He looked back and grinned at his buddy. They said something back and forth to each other that I couldn't quite make out. But I'm sure I got the gist of it: they couldn't believe how lucky they were to stumble into a freak like my wife — not only was she okay with being double teamed but she was into anal play too.

      I slumped to the floor of the balcony, devastated. My hard cock throbbed — taunting me with its excited state. There was no doubt I was going to jerk myself off before the night was done but it still hurt deep inside to be betrayed in such a graphic way.

      Newly married and unable to satisfy my wife. Not a great start to wedded bliss.

      A primal feminine cry from the courtyard caught my attention. Kate was getting the fuck of her life. At a minimum I had to watch, if only to satisfy my depraved carnal curiosity.

      I poked my head back up in terror of what I'd see but even more afraid of what I'd miss.

      Edgerin was still pumping away into my wife. But Javel was gone.

      A ridiculous hope surged inside me. Maybe Kate would only be fucked by one big black guy tonight.

      But a not insignificant part of me was disappointed. Wife or not, a twisted side of me wanted to see her double teamed, for real this time.

      Edgerin slid his cock all the way in my wife and held it there, his balls coming to rest against Kate's asshole. He was looking past Kate, back to the sliding glass doors to their suite.

      Kate had propped herself up on her elbows and craned to look back too. The massive stranger's cock deep inside her seemed to no longer cause her any discomfort. She looked quite at home naked and spread mid fuck, filled by a giant black cock.

      What were they waiting on?

      Javel, I assumed. Maybe he was opening the door for more guys. Maybe the rest of their relay team. They could take turns passing the baton into my wife's stretched cunt.

      Javel finally emerged from the dark hotel suite. He was still naked though not quite as hard as he was earlier. No doubt Kate could help him with that.

      Javel had something in his hand. It looked like a bottle or a tube but I couldn't tell for sure. Whatever it was, Edgerin reached for it but was rebuffed by Javel.

      They argued for a bit while Kate just laid there, naked and available for when they decided to finish using her.

      They must have come to some agreement because Edgerin gave Kate a few more thrusts before he slowly, reluctantly pulled his cock out of her.

      Holy fuck, he was huge. How the fuck could it have fit into her?

      Kate sat up on the edge of the chair and took Edgerin's cock into her mouth again. She sucked and licked it clean, tasting herself on him.

      When she was done, it was Javel's turn to get involved. He had Kate get on all fours on the lounge chair while he took up his position behind her.

      Edgerin stuck his cock in Kate's face so she could blow him some more while he waited for his next turn with her.

      Javel smacked Kate's ass hard. She spit Edgerin's cock out of her mouth and cried out. A splotch of color appeared on her still shaking buttock.

      Javel said something to her. Kate nodded in reply. So he spanked my wife again. And again.

      Edgerin grabbed a handful of hair and held her head still. The better to fuck her face.

      Javel entered her from behind. It must have hurt because she clenched up and reached back with one hand to slow him.

      But Javel wasn't playing around. He slammed his cock all the way inside her. The force of his thrust pushed Kate forward. But that just stuffed Edgerin's cock deeper into her throat.

      The two of them double-teamed my wife. Impaling her from both sides. The rougher they got with Kate the angrier I got. Just as I decided to go down there and put an end to it something happened to me.

      My body jerked involuntarily. As I looked down I watched my own tiny but rock hard dick shoot out an unexpected load of cum.

      Sure I'd been rubbing it the whole time but still, it seemed to happen out of nowhere. The momentary pleasure passed quickly, the sick sense of desire giving way to a wave of disgust. In Kate. And in myself.

      Reluctantly, I turned my attention back to my wife.

      While I was preoccupied, Javel pulled out of Kate, even as she greedily sucked Edgerin's cock. But Javel wasn't done with her.

      His hand rested on Kate's backside, four fingers across the top while the thumb worked back and forth between her cheeks. He was playing with her asshole.

      That's when I figured out what he had in his other hand. It was a bottle or tube of lube. He squirted some of it so it dribbled down her crack.

      The shiny wetness of it snapped me out of my post jerk off stupor. He was getting ready to fuck my wife in the ass.

      As far as I knew, Kate was an anal virgin. But then again, what did I know? Before we got married, I thought she was going to be a loyal and devoted wife. Now I knew she was a big black cock craving nympho who didn't give a shit about marital vows.

      Javel dribbled lube down his shaft and used his hand to coat his entire cock with the stuff. His dark cock glistened in the faint light as he pressed the huge head against my wife's virgin asshole.

      Kate stopped sucking Edgerin's dick so she could watch Javel as best she could. Even Edgerin peered over her body to see it happen.

      Kate was bracing herself for the pain. Javel gently patted her pussy trying to get her to relax. All she could manage was a nod and a pained grimace.

      Javel pushed into her. At first, nothing happened. Javel's cock went nowhere. Kate's asshole was so tight his cock started to bend. It appeared Javel was in more pain than my wife.

      Good.

      But he was determined. He had Kate turn over onto her back again. He pushed in close and propped her legs up. With his enormous cock lined up, he tried to penetrate her tight asshole again.

      His cock bent even more this time. So much so that he winced.

      But just as it looked as though Kate's anal virginity might survive the night Javel's cock popped inside.

      Kate threw her head back and gasped. Her fists closed on handfuls of cushion. Her knees pinched together against Javel's stomach.

      But he was already halfway into her. He'd pushed so hard to penetrate her that when he did he just slammed it home.

      Kate's gasp disintegrated into a whimper. She let go of the cushion and reached between her thighs. I assumed she was pushing Javel back but she wasn't. She just started playing with herself.

      Javel evidently liked what he saw. He began to rock slowly in and out of her ass.

      Kate rubbed herself faster and faster. She was really into it. Javel pumped harder and harder like he was trying to keep up.

      At the other end of my wife, Edgerin kept trying to get his cock in Kate's mouth but she wasn't having it. She was so focussed on her budding orgasm she didn't even seem to notice Edgerin's cock rubbing all over her face. He tried to play with her tits but Javel was pounding her so hard her breasts bounced too wildly for Edgerin to do anything with them.

      Finally, Kate arched her back. Her hips bucked up and into Javel's thrusts. She thrummed her clit wildly and her screams of ecstasy echoed around the building.

      Javel suddenly groaned.

      Edgerin stumbled backwards away from Kate. Just in time too.

      Javel pulled out of Kate's asshole just before he shot a massive load all over my wife. The first burst had skimmed over the back of Kate's busy hand. Some of it splashed in her face. Her mouth was open for her own orgasm and I'm sure she swallowed some of it.

      More of it landed on her heaving chest before trickling down and pooling in her belly button. Her hand was glazed over with much of it dripping into her batch of pubic hair.

      But Javel wasn't satisfied by leaving his mark on my wife. He slid his still hard dick into her gaping, ravaged asshole and finished pumping whatever he had left inside her.

      Even when I thought he was finally done with my wife, Javel had one more surprise for me. He pulled out of her asshole again but this time he stepped around to the side of the chair.

      Kate was still shaking and dreamily wiping his cum from her lips and nose. Javel held his softening but still huge cock in her face, practically daring her to suck on it some more.

      No. Please, please, please not that. Not ass to mouth.

      Everything else that Kate did I could learn to live with but not this. Not sucking his dick fresh from her ass. Please not that.

      My silent begging went unheeded.

      Kate flashed Javel a wicked grin just before she really did something truly depraved.

      She grabbed his cock and stuffed it in her mouth.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Edgerin had edged back around between Kate's thighs. He slid his cock into her cunt but I was hardly paying attention. My focus was on my wife's lips as she tasted her own ass.

      Ass to mouth. There was no way I could even kiss my wife after that. I would never be able to shake that image. How could I stay married to someone I couldn't even kiss any more?

      Edgerin pounded my wife. The old fashioned way. But it was like I couldn't care less. Something had broken inside me.

      Defeated, I slumped against the balcony wall and watched as Edgerin came inside my wife. The whole time Kate sucked Javel's cock clean.

      When they were completely done using her, for real this time, the two men walked back inside their room laughing at their good luck. My wife, the love of my life, the woman of my dreams, remained on her back on the lounge chair. Like a used, wet beach towel.
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        * * *

      

      As numb as I thought I was, I still found myself crying. Crumpled on the bed alone, sobbing like a pussy.

      Why wasn't I enough for her?

      What was the point of her marrying me if she was only going to fuck big black guys?

      I hated myself more than I hated her. I decided to go down and get her. It would be the final humiliation — the cuckold husband collecting his whore of a wife after her latest liaison.

      And I would tell her I couldn't do it anymore. This was it. The last straw.

      By the time I got myself together enough to actually leave the room, I heard the click of the hotel room door unlocking. I spun around and there she was.

      "Kate."

      She was unsteady on her feet as she closed the door, clutching the doorknob to keep from collapsing. If I didn't just see her have the most explosive orgasm of her life I would have sworn she was drunk.

      She wore a rumpled hotel robe that fell open enough so I could see a bare breast, still red from the rough handling downstairs. Her hair was tussled enough that anyone who saw her would know she just had wild sex.

      I could just picture resort staff and other guests seeing her and snickering or making crude jokes. It's what I would have done if I were them. But I wasn't. I was the poor sap who had married the slut.

      She peered at me through half closed eyes. "I saw you watching. Like a little pervert."

      She brushed past me and flopped onto the bed. The robe kicked up in the back giving me a clear view of her backside.

      Her butt cheeks were red like her breast. Between them her asshole was still gaped open. And her cunt was stretched out. Somebody's cum was still trickling out of her.

      I shuddered. It was a horrifying mess. I darted into the bathroom and wet a washcloth. But as I thought about it I grabbed a hand towel and wet that too. Cleaning her up was too big a job for a washcloth.

      I rung out the towel and caught a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror. A pathetic little man spending his honeymoon cleaning other guys' jizz off his wife.

      I flipped off the light because I couldn't stand to look at myself any longer.

      Kate was still in the same position when I came out of the bathroom.  I rested one knee on the bed as I reached over to her. She turned her head to the side when she felt my weight push down on the mattress.

      Before I even touched her she looked up at me. "What do you think you're doing?"

      "I just thought-"

      She eyed the wet towel. "You want to clean me up?"

      I swallowed hard. Did I want to clean two guys' cum off my wife? Well, I certainly didn't WANT to do it. It just had to be done. But I said, "Yes," anyway.

      "Not with a towel."

      I looked around, confused. "Then with what? Maybe you could take a shower or-"

      "Use you tongue."

      I laughed thinking she was kidding. She didn't laugh. She just pushed me away.

      "You're serious?"

      "What do you think?"

      Of course she was serious. Kate never had much of a sense of humor. Or a sense of decency, as I recently discovered.

      "No. No. It's disgusting."

      "Then go away."

      She looked away again leaving the ball in my court. I tried to stand and realized I was hard again.

      What the fuck?

      Seeing my wife used by two guys turned me on? And having her further degrade me after with her sick demand that I lick her clean? What the hell was wrong with me? How could being abused like that excite me?

      "Are you still here?"

      My mouth was dry.

      But I still managed to speak. "I'll do it."

      I dropped the wet towel and crawled onto the bed.

      Kate rolled onto her back letting her robe fall open. "I figured you would. And I know exactly where you can start." She spread her legs for me.

      I stifled a gag as I crawled between her thighs. Creamy liquid continued to ease out of her cunt and asshole.

      "Hurry up," she said. When I didn't go fast enough she grabbed the back of my head and pulled me into her.

      A warm, sticky and wet sensation enveloped my face.

      "Stick out your tongue. Now!"

      I did as I was told. Kate held my head steady as she pivoted her hips upward. Her cunt smeared over my nose and forehead as my tongue lapped her gaping asshole. Tasting two other guys forced me to shudder.

      "That's a start," she said. "But you've got a long way to go. If you do a good job, maybe you can tag along with me at a party coming up."

      A party?

      My mind latched onto the thought. Anything to distract me from the nasty business at hand. I could just imagine what kind of party Kate would have been invited too. Surely not one that would welcome her husband also.

      I picked my head up to ask her but Kate slammed it back down. "At this rate, you don't deserve to go anywhere."

      She was right. Not that I could answer her - I had a lot of cleaning up to do.
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        * * *
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      "Oh wow — it's so big!"

      Kate, my wife, gawked out the dark Town car window.

      The driver pulled up to an impressive looking gate. On either side a massive and forbidding stone wall extended into the forbidding Jamaican darkness.

      Immediately, I thought of the Great Wall of China. Or maybe the wall on Skull Island in the movies — holding back a huge monster lurking in the dark.

      A military looking security guy spoke to the driver before sticking his head in and glaring at my wife, Kate, and I. Usually guys stared at Kate while ignoring me but this big black guard did the opposite — eyeballing me instead of her. His look did not make me feel welcome, that was for sure.

      I'm not stupid. I knew the only reason I was "invited" to this "party" was because my wife, since our wedding barely a week past, had developed a troubling habit. Fucking black men.

      Not only did she regularly take to fucking black men, she recently started to rub my nose in it. Quite literally.

      The guard barked something and opened the gate. I sat back in my seat and caught my breath. My hands were shaking and my heart was racing, like I was afraid we'd be turned away. I was so pathetic I was terrified of being rejected from a "party" I'm pretty sure I wasn't going to enjoy in the first place.

      Kate hardly noticed my distress.

      She sat next to me but she'd barely acknowledged my presence during the entire forty-five minute ride from the resort. And I hardly saw her during the day either. She'd spent most of it down at the resort spa, prepping for the party.

      Whatever she did down at the spa agreed with her. She looked spectacular. Her hair was done up and her fair skin glowed. And the barely there dress she wore showed a lot of skin. It was red and flimsy enough for the outline of her nipples to poke through. Her long toned legs were accentuated by the mile high heels even when she was sitting in the car.

      Even though we were married, she looked so perfect that I wouldn't even dare to reach over and touch her. I'd have to settle for the intoxicating passionfruit aroma of her new perfume.

      But a small stubborn part of me continued to hope that maybe I'd be lucky enough to get to have sex with my own wife at least once on our honeymoon. Maybe after the party. But only if I suddenly turned luckier than I'd been since the wedding.
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        * * *

      

      Our Town car came to a stop in the circular cobblestone driveway just in front of a magnificent double front door. Two luxury sedans pulled away just as we pulled up. There was a hive of activity along the walkway from the driveway to the front door. It reminded me of a red carpet movie premiere in Hollywood or New York or Cannes.

      But every single person milling around was a black male. The larger ones dressed in suits with earpieces were obviously security. Smaller guys in white shirts and ties appeared to be valet types. One of them opened the rear door for us as soon as the car stopped.

      The young man was wide eyed with a bright smile as he offered his hand to Kate for assistance. He glanced down just as she slid forward — no doubt getting a nice upskirt view as the thin material rode up her thighs. He might have even got a glimpse of her bush since I doubted she bothered with panties these days.

      Once Kate was out of the car and whisked forward to the house, I was all but forgotten. At least until I tried to follow my wife inside.

      A burly monster of a guard stepped directly in my path. I mumbled, "Excuse me," and stepped to the side in a meek attempt to get past him. But he was having none of it. He matched my step and growled.

      A primitive pang of terror shot up from my gut. I'd love to say I was a lover, not a fighter but I couldn't even say that anymore. All I managed was a sad, "I'm with her," as I tried to gesture around the guard to my wife.

      The guard shook his head. He placed his massive hand over my fragile, pale pointing one. And squeezed just hard enough for tears to well in my eyes and for my knees to buckle.

      A crowd of unfriendly faces had grown around the two of us. But I recognized one of them. Edgerin.

      I waved to him. "Hey, you know me!"

      Edgerin looked around at the others and laughed. "I don't think so." Everyone laughed with him.

      "Kate. She's my wife."

      "Who?"

      "Kate."

      "I don't know the name."

      My squished hand was throbbing. "The girl from the hotel the other night."

      Edgerin grinned. His white teeth dazzled against his dark complexion. "You have to be more specific. There were a lot of hotels, a lot of nights and a lot of girls."

      The crowd howled, mocking me.

      The one you and your buddy double-teamed! While I watched! And jerked off!

      But I couldn't say that out loud. It was too humiliating.

      The guard squeezed my hand hard enough I dropped to my knee in agony. He twisted my arm around my back so roughly I was afraid he'd break it. It hurt so much I cried out.

      "My wife! She's the one you and another guy-"

      Somehow the guard twisted my arm even more. Like it was going to snap off.

      "You fucked my wife!"

      The crowd exploded in howls of laughter at my cuckold confession. Every single one enjoying my humiliation.

      Edgerin recovered after a few seconds of being doubled over in laughter. In that moment I hated him more than I did at any point before. The thought of him sticking his big black cock inside Kate - in her mouth. In her cunt. And she let him. My wife let him do it to her. She let him use her body.

      And then she had the nerve to come back to our room. And make me clean up the mess. With my mouth and tongue. Forced me to taste Edgerin's cum.

      My eyes burned with hatred. Maybe it had some effect on Edgerin. He tapped the guard and said something to him. The guard released my arm and even helped me back to my feet.

      "You can stay," the guard said, his lips uncomfortably close to my ear, like he was tempted to bite it off Mike Tyson style. "But do not cause problems."

      I didn't like the sound of that, even as I tried to shake the lingering pain out of my arm and shoulder. It was my good arm too. My jerk off one.

      Maybe I shouldn't have insisted on coming with Kate to this party. Maybe I'd regret seeing my wife doing something even worse than what she'd already done.
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        * * *

      

      By the time I made my way inside, Kate had long since disappeared. Everyone was packed inside a large open room that resembled a conference room in a hotel. I felt so out of place as I waded through the crowd. Every single person was black. Except me.

      The place throbbed with electronic dance music. But no one was dancing. That's when I realized the crowd was all men. The only women I saw were the scantily clad waitresses with fake smiles plastered on their faces.

      What kind of party was this?

      And where was my wife?

      A roar of excitement thundered through the crowd, overcoming the bone rattling music. Something was happening along the back wall. But I couldn't see because I was one of the shortest guys there.

      As I jostled my way forward, taking several elbows to the face in the process, my mind raced with the horrible probability that my wife somehow was the cause of the commotion.

      The thought of her wading through the middle of this sea of wild, horny and drunk black men sent a shudder through me. They would tear her apart.

      When I got towards the front of the crowd I caught a glimpse of the source. Through the strobing lights there was a flash of light skin. Tanned but definitely white. And feminine in a bikini or lingerie.

      I scrunched down and managed to see the woman's legs just as she stepped up onto a platform so she could perform for the party. As a stripper.

      But I couldn't see through the pro basketball sized guys in the first row. I had to get to my wife one way or another. I had to stop her before she went onstage and disgraced herself even more than she had so far on our honeymoon.

      So I tried to shove my way through but they boxed me out. So I tried another route. I ducked down and attempted to squeeze between the legs of the tallest guy.

      Just as I poked my head through the legs squeezed together. My head was stuck in the iron grip of a big black guy's powerful thighs.

      He started drumming the top of my head while other guys in the back kicked me in the ass.

      Despite the pain and humiliation I was able to turn my head enough to make eye contact with my wife on stage.

      Only it wasn't Kate.

      It was another beautiful white woman. Her body wasn't quite as curvy as my wife's but she still filled out her lingerie nicely.

      I was so relieved it wasn't my wife up on the stage I could almost forget how humiliating it was to be on my hands and knees with my head between another guy's legs.

      And just my luck — that's when Kate appeared and our eyes locked.
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        * * *

      

      I squirmed and tried to get out of the headlock. On the top of my head I felt what I was sure was the guy's dangling cock and balls — in his pants, but still. Frustrated, I somehow got turned around so my face ended up squished against his junk.

      Finally someone pulled me up to my feet and shoved a drink in my hand.

      Like everything was good.

      As if my wife wasn't the entertainment for the entire crowd.

      I downed the drink, looking for either the courage to stop it or the numbness to endure it.

      It was clear one drink wasn't going to cut it either way. Another drink appeared and I chugged that one too.

      As far as I could tell this entire "party" was premised on some kind of stripper show — a sex show, really, because the women I saw were about as stripped as they could get — and my wife was the star.

      The drinks were hitting me hard. Harder than they should have. Were the drinks laced with something? Was I drugged? Why would anyone do that? It's not like I was performing. Unless they just wanted me too out of it to cause a scene.

      Despite myself I finished another drink and just as quickly found a fresh drink in my hand. And then I was pulled through the crowd and right back up front. For a perfect view of my wife's "performance."
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        * * *

      

      The lights turned low over the crowd, leaving mini spotlights on the circular stage in the center of the room. It was still empty as I closed my eyes for a second.

      The music blasted me awake. My eyes opened to the sight of my wife up on the stage. She was already topless, only wearing red thong panties, white lace stockings that stretched mid thigh and the tallest set of stilettos I could imagine.

      It was like seeing a fictionalized and hyper sexualized version of my wife up there — bright colors and super flattering lighting that made her a photoshopped spread come to life.

      Kate was dancing, grinding really, with another girl, the same one I saw earlier, who was dressed the same except with blue panties. The red, white and blue of their lingerie had me feeling vaguely patriotic.

      The crowd was lathered up all around the stage. The testosterone in the air focussed on the elevated show made it feel more like an illegal, underground prizefight.

      Kate didn't appear to notice. Her eyes were locked on her dance partner who seemed to be taking the lead between them.

      The voice of an energetic dj boomed out of the speakers introducing the entertainers, "Lara and Kate."

      Every impulse to grab Kate by the hand and pull her out of there faded away. The only thing I wanted in that moment was to watch every second of the "Lara and Kate Show."
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        * * *

      

      As far as I knew, Kate had never been with another woman before. Of course, I'm also the schmuck who was sure Kate would be a faithful wife to me after we got married. A virgin to outsiders and a slut in the bedroom with her husband.

      The cruel reality — she was the exact opposite.

      They danced together like they weren't being ogled by dozens of horny guys, including me. Lara placed her hands suggestively on Kate's hips as they swayed back and forth. She hinted at much more as she hooked her thumbs under the thin straps of Kate's panties.

      Kate was more tentative. Instead of reaching for Lara, she placed her hands on top of Lara's as though she was trying to slow things down. It seemed a little late for that considering she was dancing topless for a drooling mob.

      Lara smiled and leaned into Kate, whispering something in my wife's ear. I might have been able to read her lips if I wasn't so distracted. Their bare breasts pressed together. Kate's nipples were already hard and poked into Lara's softer puffy ones.

      Lara started kissing along the nape of Kate's throat. Kate must have liked it because she ran her fingers through Lara's flowing blond hair.

      Lara slowly pulled Kate's panties down over her ass. It didn't reveal much more skin but it was still striking to see my wife's bare ass exposed to the crowd.

      Something hard pressed against my arm. I shuddered without even turning to look. I knew a poorly concealed hard-on when I felt it. All I could do was angle my body away from the pressing crowd and try to enjoy the show.

      But something bothered me even more than being bumped by a big black guy's erection. What were all these guys going to do when the show was over? How was all the pent up lust going to be released?
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        * * *

      

      Kate and Lara were kissing and in my fogged mind I forgot about everything else. Their mouths were open and the kisses had more passion than I'd ever gotten from Kate. What's more - Kate had two big handfuls of Lara's tits. She kept squeezing and releasing like she couldn't get enough of the sensation.

      The panties were down to Kate's mid thighs. There was a darker stretch on the fabric from Kate's crotch. It was wet from Kate's excitement.

      Next thing I knew, Lara was on her knees, kissing Kate's pussy, trailing her nose in the dark hair. Kate rested one hand on Lara's head. The other hand played with her own tits like she was feeling herself up. The mob couldn't get enough.

      Lara's face slowly but surely disappeared between my wife's widening thighs. So deep that from behind, I caught a glimpse of the tip of her active tongue flashing against Kate's slit as they angled their position on stage, making sure to give everyone a view.

      Whatever this was it was clearly beyond a strip show. This was a full on sex show. And I didn't believe for a second that this mob of guys was going to be satisfied with girl on girl.

      Next to Lara sat a black overnight bag that I didn't notice before. Lara pulled her face from my wife's pussy and made a show of licking her lips and wiping her glazed over face. She unzipped the bag before standing up.

      It was Kate's turn to go down. And she did it seductively without any apparent trepidation.

      My wife first doted on Lara's full breasts, squeezing and kissing and sucking. I don't know if she was excited by Lara's body or by the leering and cheering crowd, but she was definitely into it.

      Kate eased Lara's g-string down her thighs, letting them fall to the floor. Lara's pussy was smooth except for a thin strip of hair which seemed to tickle Kate's nose, causing her to giggle. There was an innocence to my wife that every guy in the place must have picked up on. Like this was her first time going down on another girl — in full view of a raucous audience.

      Lara stepped into Kate, forcing my wife back on her haunches. Kate's head tilted back and Lara was practically sitting on her face. But Kate didn't back off. She reached around and gripped Lara's ass as she wiggled her face back and forth.

      Lara shuddered as my wife's tongue lapped her clit. Either she was a great actress or my wife was really pleasuring her.

      They made their way to the floor of the stage, both nude except for their stilettos. Their writhing, naked bodies molded into a sixty-nine position with Lara in control on top. She tongue fucked Kate while Kate did the same on the other end.

      The noise of the crowd was deafening.

      Lara paused for a second and reached for the overnight bag. Her hand disappeared inside.

      Only to reemerge with a huge black dildo.

      What the fuck?

      Was it the same one Kate brought from home?

      No. For one thing, this one was much longer. Maybe twice as long.

      With one hand, Lara smacked Kate's bare ass. With the other, she began to rub the massive head against Kate's dripping wet folds. Kate's face was still busy with Lara's pussy so I couldn't see her reaction.

      This was crazy! My wife was going to be sodomized on stage in front of a huge crowd! While I watched!

      Sure enough, Lara applied just enough pressure so the head of the massive dildo popped inside Kate's cunt. Kate lifted her head and cried out. It was barely audible over the music and cheering.

      And that's when I noticed something else about the dildo — it was double sided!
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        * * *

      

      Lara fucked Kate with one end of the dildo for a minute or so. It was shocking to see how much of it disappeared into my wife's cunt.

      At some point Lara wriggled out from under Kate. She got on her hands and knees behind Kate but faced the opposite way.

      My alcohol diminished mind struggled to comprehend what was happening. But then I heard someone yell out what was going on.

      "Ass to ass!"

      Lara inserted the free end of the dildo into her own cunt and pushed herself down along the shaft. Inch by inch she slid — until her ass pressed against Kate's. The entire giant black dildo disappeared between them.

      What followed was a bizarre back and forth that reminded me of some twisted tug of war game. As much as I hated seeing my wife performing like that I couldn't look away.

      Lara was the first to pull out. But she wasn't done. She reached into her bag again and pulled out a tube of lube.

      She scrambled over to Kate and poured a generous amount of lube into the crack of Kate's ass. But this time she massaged it against my wife's asshole, penetrating her with one finger. Soon followed by a second.

      Once Lara had prepped Kate as much as she could, she pulled out the dildo and slowly attempted to insert it into Kate's asshole.

      Kate's head and shoulders dipped to the floor of the stage, her breasts pressed down to it, while her ass was still sticking up for her co star. That's when I noticed Kate was wildly playing with herself. Her determined fingers stroked her clit with a frenzy.

      It must have worked. Lara pressed the head of the dildo into Kate's gaping asshole.

      Kate cried out again, loud enough to be heard over the music and everything else. Her free arm was stretched out in front of her and she clutched the big dark hand of a guy in the front row of the crowd.

      Lara kept applying lube as she penetrated my wife. Kate's asshole kept a tight grip on the immense shaft.

      Just when It wouldn't go in any further, Lara lubed herself and the other end of the dildo and popped it into her own asshole.

      Just like before, Lara pushed herself along until their asses met. The two of them rocked back and forth, much more carefully than when it was in their cunts.

      At one point Kate's entire body shook. She may have had an orgasm but I wasn't sure.

      Something else distracted me.
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        * * *

      

      Two guys climbed up on the stage. Monstrous black specimens. Big enough to be part of the security contingent. Threatening enough to deter any potential interference.

      Threatening enough to do anything they wanted.

      And my wife was in their sights.

      Just what I was afraid of — audience participation.

      No one made any attempt to stop them. Including me. They pulled my wife up to her feet. The dildo joining her asshole to Lara's bent menacingly, sending shudders through both girls.

      It finally popped free and out of Kate's asshole, leaving her gaping, spasming opening. Lara slumped forward with the monster dildo hanging out of her.

      Kate was unsteady on her feet between the two brutes, bracing herself against them. For their trouble, they helped themselves to her bare breasts, grabbing and sucking as they pleased. Kate encouraged them with her eager expression. Her body may have wavered but her desire was ready to go.

      Her dark triangle of pubic hair was their next stop. Big black fingers romped through her pussy on the way down to her clit.

      One guy ran his hand along her backside only to emerge underneath before plunging up and inside her. Kate's knees wobbled as she was fingered roughly.

      She sunk to her knees just as three more guys climbed up and surrounded her. I didn't see the first big black cock appear until it smacked my wife in the forehead. I must have imagined the wet thwack sound because there was no way I could have heard it over the music and cheering crowd of excited black men.

      The whole scene was spiraling out of control. But I was helpless to stop it. They were going to run a train on my wife while I stood by and did nothing.
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        * * *

      

      Kate did everything but yell, "All aboard!"

      She yanked down the pants of the big guy in front of her like it was an anticipated Christmas present. His cock was huge and still only semi hard. It bounced free and the tip caught Kate in the nose, at least the second one to hit her. She laughed in surprise for just a moment. Then she grabbed it and stuffed the oversized head into her mouth.

      More big black cocks appeared all around her head, demanding her attention. Kate sucked on the first one and stroked two others with her hands. Two more smacked her cheeks impatiently.

      She spit out the first cock and turned her head to the side. Another cock just as big as the first found its way into her open mouth. Her lips clamped down on the shaft and she went to work.

      A surge of bodies behind me smushed me up against the edge of the stage, locking me into a ringside seat of my new wife being defiled by a horny mob of black men. The only way I could avoid the scene was by closing my eyes. But there was no way I was going to do that.

      My crotch was hidden below the edge of the stage. So no one could see as I slid my hand down there to touch myself as I watched the wild gang take advantage of my all too willing wife.

      A big thick cock rested on the top of Kate's head from behind her, tangling in her suddenly out of control hair. The head fell forward over her forehead like some sort of demented hat.

      She pulled her head back, freeing her mouth from the dick in front of her. She arched her back and tilted her head as far as she could to suck the guy off behind her. His balls bounced over her forehead and over her eyes and nose. The other guys took advantage of her puffed out chest to grab greedy handfuls of her full breasts.

      Kate was so into sucking the cock behind her that she lost her balance and fell backwards. The cock slid deeper into her mouth. Her throat bulged as she gagged and coughed though it was muffled by the massive dick.

      She was pushed forward and back onto her knees. Three more cocks waited for her attention. Kate sucked on each of them in turn as she went down the line. By that time I'd lost count of how many guys had stuck their cocks in her mouth. It might have been double digits by then. But the worst was yet to come.

      As soon as my wife pulled out the last cock to take a breath, someone pushed her from behind, forcing her down on all fours. Kate looked back over her shoulder as one of the biggest guys in the room got into position behind her.

      He was totally naked with crazy dark tattoos over much of his muscled body. His powerful hands gripped the two sides of my wife's ass as he pulled them wide. He let his untethered cock slide up and down her slick cunt.

      Between her thighs I saw a flicker of hot pink. It was from Kate's fingernails as she reached between her thighs for the huge black cock. She was so ready to be fucked that she refused to wait any longer.

      Her fingers circled the stiff shaft and she pulled it to her. The big dark head pressed against her glistening folds. But it was too big to go in gently, even after the ass to ass dildo pre-show stretched her.

      The guy pressed forward forcing his cock to bend ever so slightly before it popped into my wife's still-too-tight cunt. Kate cried out loud enough to be heard over the thumping music.

      The sound sent the crowd into even more of a frenzy. Before the cry even finished clearing her throat, another guy had his cock stuffed in there between her lips stifling it. Kate's nostrils flared as it brushed against the guy's jet black coarse pubic hair.

      The two guys played an X rated version of "push me, pull me" with my wife in the middle. She rode back and forth like she was on a rail with one ram-rod straight cock impaling her from behind while the other deep-throated her.

      The crowd of guys left out of the first round of fucking my wife milled around her and stroked themselves waiting for their turns. They entertained themselves by smacking her ass and fondling her swaying breasts.

      But the tension was simmering. After a couple of minutes, the first two guys were suddenly pulled away mid thrusts to make way for fresh cocks. Scuffles broke out around the periphery and beyond my line of sight.

      The second guy to fuck my wife stood out. His cock was just as big as the first one but had a ridiculous curve. From my vantage point it looked like he was fucking my wife with a big black boomerang.

      For Kate though, this guy's curved cock must have, literally, hit the spot. Her eyes grew wide but as he kept banging her he must have been punching her G-spot again and again. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her entire body shuddered independent of the back and forth from the guys.

      Seeing my wife orgasm while she was being gangbanged sent new urges of desire and shame through me. To think that I fell in love with someone who could get off while she did these nasty things right in front of me was almost too much to bear.

      The guy with the curved cock got pulled away. Too soon for Kate. She looked back and called for him to finish inside her but another guy jumped in his place.

      Kate's body glistened with perspiration. Strands of her long hair were beginning to stick to her skin. But she kept begging for more.

      One guy changed things up. He let Kate suck on his cock for a couple of pulls but then he pulled out. Instead of making way for a new guy he spun around and bent over, sticking his ass in her face. "Lick my ass," he demanded.

      Kate's face broke into a wicked grin. She was a very bad girl and she was about to get even more nasty. Apparently there was nothing too depraved for her to do.

      She reached around his thick thigh and pulled him back to her. Her smiling face disappeared between his big black ass cheeks.

      The guy behind her started pounding her even harder, smashing her face into the other guy's ass. Kate gripped the guy's butt cheek and lapped up and down his asshole. He reached behind to spread his ass even more, daring her to go further.

      My wife took his dare. She laughed and stuck out her tongue, nice and rigid. She jabbed his asshole, penetrating it with her tongue.

      The crowd went bezerk.

      Kate kept going, as though she was inspired by the roar of the crowd. She even reached between his thighs and tugged on his cock. Like she would do anything to increase his pleasure.

      The next guy to fuck her had her flip onto her back. He pinned her legs up with his arms and drove himself deep inside her.

      His entry was much easier than the other guys. My fears were coming true. The train of big black cocks was stretching her beyond recognition.

      Kate was face up as another guy lowered his ass to get the tongue treatment from her. He ground his ass so hard in her face I thought he was going to smother her.

      My mind flashed on the potential tabloid headlines - New Bride Dies in Interracial Gangbang Face-sitting Orgy While Her Pervert Groom Wanks Off.

      She finally pushed him up and off her so she could breathe again. She looked down along her body to see the other guy pull out. But instead of backing away he just slid his cock lower.

      Kate's head snapped back. Her knuckles whitened along the edge of the stage. She cried out again as her asshole was penetrated by yet another big black cock.

      The guy pounded her in the ass at least a dozen times, burying his cock balls deep. Then his body shuddered violently as he exploded inside my wife's asshole.

      The crowd erupted in a crazy mix of boos and cheers. I overheard one guy tell another, "At least it was only in her ass."

      After he pulled out of her, a white trickle of cum dribbled down and out of Kate's gaping asshole. It was only the first guy to shoot his load and already my wife was looking like a hot mess. I couldn't imagine what she would look like in a little while after all the other guys took their turns with her.

      After the first guy, it was like the dam broke. Another guy jumped in and fucked her hard and fast, ravaging her pussy. Just before he came, he whipped it out and scrambled to the side so he could shoot his load in her face. Kate stroked him with her hand and opened her mouth wide so he could pump everything he had down her throat.

      After she licked the last little bit off of her lower lip, her mouth was stuffed with a fresh cock. She was able to get him off quickly too, making sure to swallow every drop.

      The fourth or fifth guy to cum gave my wife a messy creampie. He shot his load deep inside her but took his time pulling out. His load flowed out of her stretched cunt and down over her destroyed asshole.

      The guy after him didn't seem too grossed out by the prospect of sloppy seconds (or sloppy sixths by that point). He slammed his dick into her slick cunt and plowed away. After a minute or two he pulled out and popped his wet dick into her gaping asshole. Kate didn't even acknowledge him as she was busy trying to service three other cocks, one in each hand and another in her mouth.

      Things got crazy after that. Guys were shooting their loads all over her — from her face and hair, all over her boobs and down her stomach and on her pussy. Kate scooped some of it up in her long nails only to deliver it to her insatiable mouth.

      After the last couple of guys finished with her, at least one for the second time, the room finally began to simmer down. It seemed every guy in the place had been serviced.

      Except one.

      Someone grabbed me from behind. They spun me around and ripped my shirt off. For a crazy second I was terrified they were going to fuck me next. But they had something almost as horrifying in mind.
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        * * *

      

      They taunted me as they made me undress. When my underwear was gone they erupted at the sight of my pathetically tiny white cock. Pointing and laughing at my "starter cock." My "cock junior." It was as hard as ever and still smaller than some of the guys' fingers.

      They shoved me towards the stage for my final humiliation. They were all going to watch and laugh as I finally got to fuck my own whore of a wife.

      Kate was still on her back on the stage. Her entire naked body appeared to be glazed like some kind of perverted pastry. The sight of her disgusted and excited me at the same time.

      Ever since our wedding I've been waiting for a chance to have sex with my wife. Never in my worst nightmares did I think I'd be doing it in front of a crowd of big black guys who had all fucked her themselves before me. And certainly not while she was still covered in their cum.

      Kate squinted up at me through long lashes that were striped heavy with strings of cum. She grinned up at me as though she'd been waiting for this moment.

      Somehow I noticed Kate's right hand. More specifically her ring finger. Her big expensive wedding ring was hard to make out. It was coated in sticky jizz from who knows how many other guys.

      Bile rose in my throat. I swallowed hard trying to come up with a way to fuck her without touching anything nasty. But there was no way. Every inch of her, outside and in, had been tainted.

      Tainted, though she may have been, I was determined to at least get a piece of my own wife. The only thing more humiliating than fucking her like this was to not fuck her at all.

      A big hand grabbed me by the back of the neck. It was Edgerin. I hadn't paid much attention to him since things started getting crazy but I was sure I'd seen him getting his second helping of Kate before she fully became a cum dumpster.

      He leaned in to my ear. "You don't fuck her until you clean this shit up," he said. "With your mouth."

      Then he shoved me down so hard my face squashed into Kate's pussy. As I pulled back I could feel her sticky pubic hair clinging to my cheek. The crowd howled.

      I glanced up at Kate's face only to see her reach for my head with both hands. She pulled my head down between her thighs and smeared my face in the gooey mess.

      This time I didn't pull away. Even as nausea rose inside me, another emotion dominated. Lust. Lust for my wife, right then and there. It overcame everything else. I was so turned on I would have done anything to have her.

      And I proved it by licking every inch of her clean. I blocked out the laughter and the jeering, endured the humiliation and suppressed my own disgust. And when I was finally done I slammed my cock, pathetic as it was, home inside my wife.

      It felt like a little fish in a big, overfished public pond by that point but I made it work. And when I came it felt better than every other time. And for one moment I was on top of the world.

      But just like my erection, the feeling didn't last long.
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        * * *

      

      It was near dawn by the time the car dropped us back at the resort. Kate's legs wobbled so much that she leaned on me all the way back to the room. The few people we encountered on the way snickered.

      We collapsed in bed together for a couple of hours before it was time to go back home.

      We packed in a rush and weren't able to sit together in a crowded, sweaty van to the airport. Between security, the boarding process and a bumpy flight, we didn't have a chance to talk in private.

      Not until we were finally back home.

      The silence between us was becoming unbearable. Take the normal depression after coming home from an exotic vacation and add the gut wrenching, yet incontrovertible fact that my new wife was a cock craving, cheating nymphomaniac, and you might appreciate how upset I was.

      She passed me in the kitchen and I just blurted out, "Why?"

      It seems she was waiting for me to ask. She paused and turned to face me. Her head tilted like she thought I was suddenly interesting. "It wasn't just one reason, Francis. It was lots of reasons."

      "Such as?"

      "I don't know. It was exciting."

      "Exciting?" My hands were shaking. "You could have ridden a roller coaster for excitement! Instead you rode every big black cock you saw!"

      "Ok, I meant the taboo part of it. Not just the infidelity, but the racial part of it. The whole black man — white woman thing. It was irresistible to me."

      "Then why did you marry me? You could have gotten your rocks off without hurting me you know."

      "Why did I marry you, Francis? You know why."

      "Obviously I don't!"

      She sighed like she was taking pity on me. "I married you because I knew you'd put up with it. And you know what else? I knew that deep down you'd love it."

      "That's sick."

      "If you think I'm sick, then what does that make you?"

      "I don't know. A victim, I guess."

      "Don't give me that bullshit, Francis! You loved watching every second. You loved being married to the slut who craved big, black cocks."

      "And do you know how I know you love that? It's because I know exactly what turns you on. You love watching white women getting banged by big black guys. And the only thing hotter for you than watching videos of random women getting banged was watching your own wife getting it."

      My whole body was shaking. It hurt so bad to hear Kate talk to me like that. Not just because she was the only girl I ever loved.

      But because it was true.
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        * * *

      

      Kate and I settled into married life, such as it was. Some people say the first year of marriage is the hardest. I sure hope so.

      A few weeks after we returned from the honeymoon, Kate informed me that she was pregnant. Well-wishes poured in from our family and friends. Even my Best Man, Antione, offered his congratulations.

      Maybe I should have been congratulating him instead.

      Nine months to the day of our wedding, Kate gave birth to a bouncing baby boy. Perhaps the most striking feature of "my son" was his remarkably dark skin.

      As soon as the wide eyed nurse let me see him, I picked up the resemblance immediately. He was the spitting image of Antione.

      One look at him and my father in law just shook his head. He dumped me in an office at his company's headquarters and hasn't said a word to me since. So I finally found one way to shut him up.

      And I still have a job.

      In the many sleepless nights since though, I've wondered if Antione was indeed the father. Since, apparently, first born children often arrive early, the father could just have easily been any of the dozen or more black men that had intercourse with my wife. Hell, there may be more guys that I don't know about.

      Even when I'm not up in the middle of the night with a screaming black baby, changing dirty diapers, I can't sleep. Images of Antione, Jamel and Edgerin, among others, fucking my wife, haunt me.

      The memories also excited me to the point of jerking off. That was until the day someone sent me a link to a free porn site, where I joined the 5,037,897 others who viewed the video of my "most beautiful bride ever" on our honeymoon being gangbanged by a fuck load of big black guys.
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        The End
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