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            Unconventional wedding night

          

        

      

    

    
      The hardest part about my wedding ceremony was dealing with all of the questions about my husband’s choice for his best man. Fred was known to have a very tight knit group of friends, and his decision to have Brock as his best man raised a ton of eyebrows. It was tough and awkward at times, but the whole experience was so thrilling. The truth is, Brock was there to be the first man to sleep with me after Fred and I got married, and the secret was only known to us three.

      All eyes were on me and Brock. Me because it was my wedding day and Brock because he made all the men there look insignificant. He was well over six foot five and his muscles were so easy to see even though he was wearing a suit. Brock had flawless tanned skin, and the perfect face for his short black hair. I had found him on an obscure website that Fred suggested and we both were impressed with how much of a man he was.

      I got excited every time a friend or a random woman made a comment about how hot he was. They were jealous already because I was the one in the wedding gown, but I could only imagine the fury they’d feel if they knew I was also the only one there that was going to have Brock inside of them.

      My husband was grateful to have all the attention away from him. He had been worried that somebody would question the weird lump in his pants that his metal chastity device created. However, when someone asked him about Brock, he simply said that they had been lifelong friends. He even wrote Brock the perfect speech to make it all seem real.

      We sat at our special table and put on a show for the crowd, stuffing cake into one another’s mouth and dancing to the best of our abilities. It all appeared normal on the surface. There was genuine love between us; it just wasn’t in the most conventional of ways. Fred and I had a system that worked for us. It played into both of our needs and dreams, and it didn’t matter if other people would be upset about our sex life.

      When Fred and I first met, I was mostly drawn to him because of his lifestyle and money. He worked at a huge corporation and was making more money than he had time to spend. I thought his face was kind of cute, but his body was skinny and he was shorter than me if I wore my favorite high heels. Despite feeling like I could do better, I continued to date him and as our relationship progressed, he revealed more about himself.

      “So,” he said one night, “I don’t know how to say this.” I remember him putting his face in his hands and his leg restlessly bounced up and down.

      “What is it?” I asked, feeling concern. “This fucker is about to break up with me!” I thought to myself. It took a lot to hold back the part of me that was prepared to go on the offensive.

      Much to my surprise, the conversation went into an entirely different direction than I originally thought. Fred confessed to me that he was hugely into femdom. It took awhile for him to explain what the word even meant. Once I heard the term “dominatrix” come out of his mouth, I had a better understanding, and I didn’t feel good about it.

      “That’s not really what I’m into,” I said honestly, “I mean, I could see myself trying it out a few times, but doing it for the rest of my life on a consistent basis feels like a little much.” He looked disappointed but he quickly launched into what felt like a sales pitch, and to be honest, it worked.

      “Do you know what a cuckold is?” He asked. Once I got the answer to that question, in great detail, I recognized the opportunity I was being given.

      I’d get to live the married life, drive a nice car, wear expensive clothes, and be able to brag about how good of a job my husband had while also maintaining complete control over his cock and be encouraged to seek out other, stronger, partners to satisfy my needs.

      One of the many problems I had faced prior to meeting Fred was that the guys I was attracted to always left. It was hard to keep the type of guy I went for, and it didn’t take a genius to figure out why. There’s a reason why the rich and powerful are often going from woman to woman. They get so many opportunities. Even a man like Fred got tons of attention, but the key difference between Fred and other wealthy men was that he wanted to be locked in chastity.

      “I know it sounds crazy,” he said, “but I truly want to worship you as my goddess. Everything I do will be for you, and you can keep me happy through the humiliation.” Fred said sincerely.

      “A goddess?” I was shocked. It sounded so crazy, but also exciting to have a man bow to me like a supreme deity. Very few women in history have ever had such an experience.

      I went along with his wishes. It sounded so ridiculous and impossible for a man to be willing to live his life like that, and I wanted to see if he’d try to back out of it after he got his rocks off a few times. It never happened. He proved constantly that he was created to worship me, and I started to reap the benefits.

      One thing I learned pretty quickly, was that having a man that had money and a foot fetish was a blessing. I realized that it was such an easy button to push, and a button that he basically begged to pushed. For the low cost of sitting back and enjoying the feeling of having another human being lick and suck on my feet, I was rewarded with a never ending supply of new and expensive shoes.

      Most importantly, the fact that he was such a willing cuckold is what made everything amazing for me. I was given a key on a gold chain, and I was the only person on the planet that could decide whether or not his cock could be free. It made me feel powerful, like I was always in charge, and I didn’t carry any guilt because he wanted it.

      He had shown me a video of a wife fucking an alpha male while the cuckold husband submissively watched another man do things he could never do. The way she ridiculed her husband, and praised the alpha male for being everything she ever dreamed of made me hot. I didn’t expect what happened after the man shot his load into his wife.

      “Clean me up!” The wife shouted sternly at her husband. The man crawled over and licked the come out of her while the other man watched.

      Fred showed me that video, and several more, to demonstrate the level of humiliation he craved. It turned me on. The thought of building up another man at the expense of my husband’s masculinity, and feeling his confidence inside of me quickly became my new obsession. The only stipulation Fred had was that I would only get to do that after we were married. He wanted to be my cuckold for the rest of his life, and I began craving it even more.

      The wedding was starting to taper off and our guests were slowly filtering out. We held it in one of the fanciest hotels in the city. Fred booked us two honeymoon suites. One at the hotel everyone thought we were going to be staying in, and one at a hotel several miles away. The plan was to wait until it became very late. We would then sneak out and drive to our other suite where Brock would already be checked in.

      “You know what to do!” One of his friends said as we tried to work our way out of the room.

      “You know it!” Fred said as if he was going to bend me over and listen to me scream his name for hours.

      Everybody looked at my new husband with so much respect. In their eyes, he was wealthy and newly married to a beautiful woman that he would have never had if the laws of nature were the true deciders when it came to finding a mate in the modern world. I saw the jealous eyes of all the men in the room. Little did they know the “big strong man” was wearing a chastity device and getting ready to be humiliated beyond anything their small brains could conceive.

      The two of us eventually were able to make our way upstairs for the first leg of our night. We had a lot of time to burn and I had already agreed that I was going to spend it making sure that Fred wanted me. Not only was he going to be teased relentlessly and denied sex after giving me a huge diamond, but he was going to please me and entertain me as I waited for the real fun to begin.

      “After you,” Fred said as he opened the hotel room door, “I await your command, Goddess.” I sauntered right past him without saying a word.
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            Warming me up for Brock

          

        

      

    

    
      “Get the fuck on your knees!” I said as I began taking off my dress. I turned around to see my husband drop down immediately after closing the door.

      Fred did nothing but watch me as I carefully got down to my bra and underwear. I threw the dress to a chair. With a powerful tone, I ordered him to remove his clothing. Even though he felt the cold metal of the chastity device around his cock and balls, he still maintained a certain level of power by wearing the same clothes that had been the reason for all of the compliments he had received during the wedding.

      “That tuxedo makes you look important,” I said, “but I know the truth. Show me that pathetic little cock!” I stood tall while he struggled to get out of his pants while remaining on his knees. He knew better than to try and cheat the system. “Oh yes,” I said with a smile when his boxers came off. “There it is.” I held up my index finger and thumb to remind him of his tiny size.

      I walked towards him until his face was an inch from my panties. He was looking up at me and it was obvious that he was trying to hide the frustration of having his cock locked up. The metal device, as I learned, prevented him from getting an erection. I knew that his cock was growing and filling the cage. Without even looking at it, I knew when it had grown to its maximum size and was punishing him for his arousal.

      “All the money in the world,” I said with passion in my voice. “It won’t help the fact that you have a small cock!” I watched him shiver with lust and I smiled widely. I had thought of that line weeks before the marriage and I had even went as far as to write it down so I wouldn’t forget it. Fred loved it when I said mean things, and seeing how horny he got made me enjoy thinking of new ways to make him feel weak.

      “Yes,” he said, his breathing was fast and shallow. “I know, Goddess. I’m sorry that my cock is too small for you!” He was shaking and I could see that he wanted to taste my body.

      “Hmm,” I said as I walked away. I knew that he couldn’t stop looking at my ass. I slapped my right ass cheek, and turned over my shoulder. “Crawl to me,” I said to my naked husband.

      I turned away from him and acted as if I didn’t care. I listened carefully as he quickly crawled towards me. The sound of him moving stopped and I could feel his warm breath on my butt. It tickled, but I held in the laughter, and slowly I took a step back and pressed my cold buttocks to his face.

      “Don’t. You. Dare.” I said plainly. If given permission, Fred would take off my underwear and kiss and lick my ass for hours. He was a fiend for my ass, and I knew that he would be at the point of wanting to pull out his hair.

      Standing there for several minutes takes a lot of self-control. Dominating a man isn’t simply getting what you want out of it, or giving in to all of his desires. I wanted him to lick my ass, and he wanted to lick my ass, but I had to assert myself. I permitted him to smell and be near it for quite some time before taking a few steps away from him. I could hear him let out a feminine gasp when he realized he needed to work for it.

      “You want to lick my ass?” I said as I continued walking. I took a seat in a chair and licked my lips as I looked down at my excited cuckold.

      “Yes, Goddess,” he said, “please let me lick your ass!”

      “What are you willing to do for me?” I asked, knowing that just having a man willing to do such an act was enough. Being a man’s goddess gives a woman some leverage, and it would almost be cruel to Fred if I didn’t use it.

      “A-anything,” he said, his breathing continued to show signs of his desire. I watched as his legs shook and his muscles tightened.

      “Anything?” I asked, “bring me my purse.” I looked over to the side of the bed where I had left my bag.

      Fred followed my eyes and quickly crawled over to grab it. I pretended to ignore him as I waited for him to complete the simple task.

      “Thank you,” I said as I took the purse from his hands. I patted him on the head, and it made him smile. “Lay down,” I said, “you would think an expensive hotel like this would at least have a footstool.” His eyes lit up. Fred loved to be my footstool.

      We had not even been officially married for more than a day, and Fred was laying the floor with his face at my feet. Without a care in the world, I lifted them from the ground and firmly planted them on his face. My heels were partially on his forehead and both of my feet covered his eyes, a few of my toes touched his lips, and he knew better than to kiss or lick them without permission. Footstools are a piece of furniture, not a man with an insatiable foot fetish.

      I rummaged through my purse to find my little makeup kit that I travel with when I’m on the go, and touched myself up. I wanted to look my best for Brock. Happy with the improvements, I pulled out my smartphone. Smiling, I turned off the sound so that when I made my call, Fred would think that I was speaking to him. Disappointing him in subtle ways was all part of the program.

      “Hello,” I said when Brock answered the phone. I could feel Fred’s body moving as if he thought I was talking to him. “Are you okay over there, Brock?” Once I said his name, my cuckold settled down. He knew to remain still and be a good footstool.

      “Yeah,” Brock said with a happy tone. “This place is really nice!”

      “I’m glad. It wasn’t cheap.” I playfully wiggled my toes up and down to taunt my husband who had paid for the room. “You know you can order anything that you want from room service, right?”

      “Are you sure?” Brock was clearly tempted by the options, but he probably was uncomfortable with the prices. “This place is expensive as fuck!”

      “No problem,” I said as if I was the one that worked my ass off to pay the bills, “Fred is very appreciative of you. Isn’t that right?” I leaned forward with the phone to allow my husband to speak.

      “Yes,” Fred did his best to speak, but my toes made him sound strange. “You can have whatever you want. Thank you.”

      “See, it’s okay.” I leaned back in the chair and went back to ignoring Fred. “We shouldn’t be that much longer. We just don’t want any of the people at the wedding to know about what’s going on.”

      “Yeah,” Brock said, “I can understand that.”

      Before hanging up the phone, I went over a couple of things to make sure that Brock understood the rules. I informed him about how we had a safe word, and I told him how important he was to keep what happens between the three of us. During this conversation, I had him on speaker phone so my husband could hear everything. Safety and care were very important to us, and necessary when dealing with such humiliation. Brock agreed to everything, and said that he was going to order something to eat while he waited.

      “Bye,” I said to Brock. I put my phone away and I decided that it was time to reward my obedient husband. “So,” I said as I removed my feet from his face, “I’m feeling pretty sweaty after all that dancing.” He was silent but both of us knew what I was getting at. “I think Brock deserves a clean woman, don’t you think?”

      “Yes, Goddess.” Fred said as his arms shook. He was like a nervous runner waiting at the starting line. I tested him for a few seconds before giving him what he needed.

      I turned around with my knees on the cushion of the seat. The bottoms of my feet were facing up and I stuck my ass out a bit.

      “Get up,” I said softly as I pulled down my underwear. I could feel the cool air on my bare ass but it quickly became warm from my husband’s breath. “My feet,” I said, “clean the bottoms. I’m sure their very dirty!”

      I let out a moan when I felt his rough tongue go from the tips of my toes to the heel. He licked each foot one after the other and once he was positive of their cleanliness, he proceeded to suck my toes. His tongue swirled in between them, and it felt amazing. I grabbed my breast as I imagined how lucky I was to have such a submissive husband.

      “And I almost said no,” I thought to myself as I enjoyed the pleasure. “You may clean my ass now!” I paused and right as he was about to spread my ass open I added a small contingency. “But first, you must kiss it. Don’t be so rude!”

      “Yes, Goddess.” He said, his breathing nearly louder than his actual voice. He kissed each side of my ass. “Thank you, Goddess!”

      I reached around and smacked my ass with both hands. I helped him gain access to my crack and let go once I felt his nose go between my cheeks. He was celebrating my body, worshiping me as his goddess, and preparing me for another man. Every stroke of his tongue was leading up to the inevitable. He was the one on his knees and licking my ass, yet he was the one in control. With one simple move, my husband knew he could make me moan relentlessly, and I waited patiently for him to complete his ritual.

      “Yes!” I cried out when he stuck his tongue into my asshole, “that. Is. Right!” I rejoiced and moaned as he fucked my ass with his tongue. It was a feeling I had been ignorant to until I agreed to be his goddess.

      I let him tongue my ass for several minutes. The only reason I didn’t let him do it forever was because I was starting to get horny and Brock was waiting for me. I still had to have my pussy cleaned, and so I dug my foot into Fred’s shoulder and pushed him away. He nearly fell, but he remained on his knees, looking up at me as I sat down on the chair.

      “Now,” I said, “make sure my pussy is nice and clean.”

      “Yes, Goddess.” He said as he started to move his head in between my legs. I put my hand on his forehead before he could taste my wetness.

      “Who is this pussy for tonight?” I asked. It was important to clarify that he was not the intended target for my lust.

      “Brock,” he answered. Despite the humiliating fact, he was just as eager as ever to lick my pussy.

      “Good,” I said as I moved my hand from his head. “I just wanted to make sure you remembered.”

      I rested my feet on his shoulders as he kissed and licked around my pussy. One of the many benefits of having a submissive man is the amount of oral sex you receive, and naturally, with repition comes mastery.

      He teased me just as I had been teasing him. However, the key difference between him and I was that I was going to have an orgasm, and his ability to come was at my discretion. I saw that it was time to get going, and I only remained seated because Fred began sucking on my clit. He had saved his best move for last, and I was pulling on his hair and howling to the moon.

      “Fuck!” I said as I pushed his face away, “you are almost too good at that.” I playfully kicked him out of my way and stood up. “It’s time to go. Brock is waiting.”

      I gave him permission to stand and we quickly got ready. I took off my bra and underwear and slipped into some new clothing. It didn’t matter what I wore because my clothes were going to spend most of the night on the floor.

      “Ready?” I asked as Fred finished getting dressed.

      “I’m ready,” he said with a huge grin as he grabbed the car keys. “After you, Goddess!” He opened the door and let me leave first. Both of our hearts were pounding as we snuck out of the hotel and into our car.
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      “Hello handsome,” I said when Brock opened the door. I walked in first and the cuckold followed close behind. I had given him instructions to immediately get undressed and get on his knees when we were alone with Brock.

      “Wow!” Brock said, “look at the manners on this guy!” He put his arms around me and pulled me in for a kiss as the two of us observed Fred’s naked body beneath us. “Does he know any tricks?” He asked and I was about to show him a few, but he clearly meant it as a rhetorical question, and opted to instead pick me up and take me to the bed.

      I could see the plates of food scattered around the hotel room and Brock’s clothes on the floor. He was only wearing a towel, and my hands could not stop touching his muscular chest. He was built so differently than Fred. Both his mind and body were made differently, and he possessed the traits of a man deserving of my pussy.

      Brock set me down on the bed and I went straight for his towel. I had seen his cock only once before and it was a picture.

      “I need to show Fred what a dick is supposed to look like!” I said with a menacing smile as I looked at Brocks semi-erect cock. “Come here cuckold!” I shouted, “stand next to Brock.”

      My husband crawled towards us and only stood up when he was next to Brock. Just looking at their bodies compared to one another was a clear indicator, but seeing their cocks made everything make sense. Fred’s cock, if unlocked and fully erect, was not even the same size as Brock’s barely interested one.

      “Interesting,” I said as if I was a scientist running an experiment. “I wonder,” I let my next words be expressed through my actions as I brought my lips to the crown of Brock’s beautiful cock.

      I opened my eyes and looked up towards Fred as I sucked and worshiped another man’s masculinity. He was getting hard in my mouth, and I knew that it would be impossible for me to take the whole thing at once. Still, I persisted and engulfed as much of the man as I could into my mouth while my husband’s cock ached in chastity.

      “Now,” I said when I successfully woke up Brock’s cock. “This is a cock!” I put both of their genitals in my hands as I spoke. Brock’s shoulders were set back, and my husband was lurched over like the beta male he was. “Fred?”

      “Yes, G-goddess?” He looked at me but his eyes struggled to maintain eye contact. “What is it?”

      “Which one of you deserves to fuck me first?” I smiled at him and then looked up at Brock. It was a question so easy that anyone taking the test would pass with flying colors.

      “B-brock,” He answered, “Brock deserves to fuck you.”

      “Very well,” I said as I laid down on the bed. I opened my legs up, “as you wish.”

      I felt like the sexiest woman on the planet as Brock lunged towards me with his hands on either side of me. My left leg was resting on my bed, but my right leg was in the air as Brock tried to get his preferred angle.

      “Suck on my toes,” I said to Fred, “and make sure my leg is comfortable!”

      Fred said nothing, as was expected, and he got back down on his knees. He held my foot and supported my leg as he began sucking on my toes. We could see one another clearly, and I loved showing him how much I preferred Brock being the one inside of me.

      “Oh, yes.” Brock said as he slid his cock inside of me. “You’re so wet.”

      “Because of you,” I said, “I’m so lucky to fuck you on the day of my marriage.” I giggled as my husband moaned with my toes in his mouth. “You know,” I said as Brock began thrusting with more strength, “my little cuckold spent a lot of time cleaning me. Did he do a good job?” I asked, knowing that Brock’s answer would only make my husband’s cock full of more desire.

      “I think so,” Brock said, “I think his role is very important. Without cuckolds, who would take care of women like you after I’ve finished using your hole!”

      I let out a loud moan as Brock instantly became an aggressive man. He didn’t see me as his wife, and he definitely would never view me as a goddess. To him, I was just a sexy woman that he wanted to pump full of come and his conscience was at ease knowing that I was taken care of by another, weaker male.

      Brock pinned my hands down to the bed whenever I tried to grab him. He wanted dominion over my body, so I allowed him to have it. Being a goddess to your husband is wonderful, but I love to be submissive more than anything else. Feeling his strong cock pounding into me was what I needed, but the feeling of my husband’s tongue on my feet only served as an amplifier to the feelings Brock gave me.

      “Oh my god!” I cried out, “it feels so good!” I looked straight into Fred’s eyes and he could see the authenticity. I wasn’t smiling at him cruelly, but looking at him as if I was weeping from the pleasure. I let out another moan when Fred couldn’t contain his excitement and began letting out sounds through my toes.

      His cock began to feel even larger, and it pressed against my walls. My toes curled, pinning down my husband’s tongue, and my asshole clenched as I prepared myself to receive the alpha male’s gift.

      “Fuck!” I cried out as Brock grunted and slammed his cock deeper. “I want you to come inside of me!”

      Just hearing me beg for his sperm was apparently enough to set off his raging cock. Within seconds, I could feel his power splash inside of me, and he caused me to climax in a way that I hadn’t felt in years. I was speechless throughout most of it, my eyes going back and forth to Brock’s perfect body and my husband’s pathetic face.

      “You won’t get that anywhere else!” Brock said with a cocky tone as he pulled his cock out of me. Unlike Fred, after Brock came he clearly lost interest in me. “Well,” he said as he looked at my husband, “I guess it’s your turn.”

      I was motionless as Fred continued to suck on my toes. He didn’t stop because I didn’t tell him to stop, but I was too worn out to even speak. Brock went into the bathroom and I could hear the shower being turned on. It was just Fred and I, and my pussy was full of come.

      “Stop,” I said to Fred. I waited for him to take my foot out of his mouth and gently set my leg down on the bed. “I’m feeling rather generous today, you know, since it’s our wedding night.” I looked at him and I saw nothing but hope in his eyes. “I’ll give you a choice: you can clean my pussy now and then I’ll let you jerk that little cock of yours, or,” I paused and smiled at him, “I’ll unlock you right now, let you fuck me,” I paused and I already knew what his answer was going to be, “but after you come, you need to clean me.”

      “I want to fuck you,” he said, “I’ll do it.”

      Saying nothing, I motioned for him to get on the bed. He was between my legs, his cock still locked and looking ready to explode. I took the necklace off and leaned forward, and I giggled at the sigh he let out once his cock was free. He carefully removed the device and I watched his cock struggle to let him remove it. It had become hard from within the cage, and he had to calm it down before he could remove it.

      “There he is!” I said jokingly, “my little cock has come out to play!”

      “Thank you, Goddess,” my cuckold husband said as he started to stroke his cock. It only took him ten or fifteen seconds for it to become hard.

      “Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked, “after you come, I don’t think you’re going to feel too happy about licking Brock’s come, and your own out of me?”

      “I’m sure,” he said as he ran his hands up my legs. I grabbed my breasts and told him that I wanted to feel his little cock inside of me, and he moaned just from hearing me beg in the most mean way possible.

      Fred had been in chastity for such a long time, and I knew he wouldn’t last long. After just having licked and worshiped my entire body and enduring humiliation beyond his wildest dreams, he could come just from me looking at it long enough.

      “Is it in yet?” I asked after he had been fucking me for several seconds.

      “Yes,” he answered.

      “I don’t feel anything,” I laughed and mocked him. I was telling a little white lie. I could feel his cock giving me his all and had I not just been ravished by Brock, I might have even complimented him.

      “Oh fuck!” He said after hearing my insults. His cock had began shooting come deep inside of me, mixing with Brock’s.

      “Sloppy seconds?” Brock said when he emerged from the shower, “I think mine already one.” Brock winked at me but his face turned to shock when he saw my husband pull out and lunge towards my messy pussy with his mouth. “Damn!”

      “Clean it up!” I said, “you just couldn’t resist my pussy, could you?”

      “No, I can't.” Fred said as he quickly tried to suck and swallow as much come out before his post orgasm brain took the reigns.

      Brock grabbed one of the plates he had ordered and sat beside me on the bed. He offered me some as he ate and watched my husband complete his cuckold duty. It wasn’t the first time he had seen a man submit in such a way, and I could tell that he enjoyed the feeling of power it gave him.

      “I’m usually good to go again after I get some food in me,” Brock laughed, “one orgasm isn’t enough for a beautiful bride like you!”

      I could just feel that Fred had finished the job, but I was happy to see that he continued licking. I gently pushed his face away from my pussy, and gave him all of my attention. Sweetly, I put my forehead to his and looked at him.

      “Thank you,” I whispered. I kissed him on the forehead and gently rubbed his back. “I love you,” I said. “Are you okay?”

      “I love you more,” he said with a laugh, “yeah. I’m okay.”

      “Go take a shower,” I said, “and when you come back we’ll see if you’re up for more.”

      “Okay,” he said obediently. He stood up to do as I suggested, but came back when he saw me point to my cheek. He leaned down and planted a soft kiss on my cheek.

      “If you brush your teeth,” I said with a smile, “maybe I’ll let you kiss my lips.” The three of us began to laugh, and Fred’s face turned red as he rushed into the shower.
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