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Chapter One



MY BACHELOR PARTY

“One more week of freedom,” Daniel said. He was driving and I was sitting shotgun. Leon and James were huddled in back. 

The four of us have been best buddies since junior year of high school. Daniel was the school’s backup quarterback. He was the ladies' man then, strong body, chiseled face, pale skin but always seemed to have a tan, even during the cold, dark Ohio winters. Six years later he still had a way with women, in fact he currently had three girlfriends, two of which were best friends themselves.

“I’m not going to prison, for Christ sake,” I said. All the guys had spent the day ribbing me about tying the knot. I was the first of us to get married.

“Might as well be,” Leon said, sticking his head between us. “No new pussy for you.” When I met Leon he was a math wiz who really wanted to be an actor. He was tall and lanky. He was also the only black kid in the chess club. He was easily the smartest one among us.

“I don’t need any other pussy.”

“Then I guess I can keep these VIP tickets for Peppermint Palace to use later,” James said from behind us. Peppermint Palace was Columbus’s premier gentleman’s club. James was a writer. Years ago, he wrote for the high school newspaper and yearbook. Now he wrote copy for a local advertising firm, but he was also working on a satirical fantasy series he hoped to sell to a major publisher someday.

“Fuck that,” Daniel said.

“Second,” I added. “Looking at pussy is not the same thing as needing pussy.”

Through high school and college, the four of us shared everything. Daniel had a car, so he drove. Leon’s parents owned a cabin on the lake so we spent lots of time there. James used his ‘media connections’ to get us into music venues that would be off limits otherwise. My contribution would come later.

“Does Monica know where we’re going tonight, Bill — oof” Leon had elbowed James in the side.

“Yeah. It’s my bachelor party, she knows where I’m going. We tell each other everything.”

“I bet not everything.”

“James!” Daniel hardly ever raised his voice.

“I’m just saying. I’d bet Bill that Monica has some secrets she hasn’t shared.”

I knew my fiancée, she would never keep anything from me and I was one hundred percent sure of that. “Okay, how much.”

“Bill, think about this,” Leon said.

“Yeah, how could you even settle the bet.” Daniel turned around and gave James a look. Good thing we were stopped at a red light.

“Fine, no bet.”

“No,” I said. “Hundred bucks.”

“Fuck,” Daniel sighed and turned around.

“That’s a bet,” James reached up and we shook on it.

Leon fell back in his seat and laughed.

“That was a stupid bet,” Daniel said, as he pulled into the Palace’s parking lot.

“Why?” I asked.

“Cause you’ll never be able to collect on it.”

It took me a few minutes to realize he was right.

The Peppermint Palace was a very classy joint, as strip clubs go. It had two levels. A bar with a stage attached dominated the center of the lower level. There were luxury booths along one wall. And plenty of small tables and seating spaced throughout the floor. The upper level was mostly an open balcony that ran along one wall, with seats that overlooked the bar and stage below and access to private rooms, where dancers could get a little more intimate.

I moved to sit close to the stage, but my crew led me to a table they had reserved upstairs.

Daniel handed me a wad of singles. “It’s a hundred, don’t spend it all on one dancer.”

We had a couple drinks, my buddies made sure all the dancers who mingled upstairs knew I was getting married. It seemed to motivate their dancing. A few tried to sell me on a private dance, a busty redhead had made the sale when Daniel stepped in.

“Sorry, Rachel,” he said. she told me her name was Candy. “But we’re getting ready for shots.” The four of us, plus Candy (Rachel) gathered round the table and toasted to my impending doom with Jager. It burned going down, and I remembered why I didn’t like it.

Candy or Rachel tried to get on with her sales pitch, and I was more than willing to buy, but again, Daniel waved her off, this time more forcefully.

“What’s up with you, Dan?” I asked.

“Oh, nothing. We got plenty of time for private dances.”

So we spent another hour, shooting the shit, talking about future plans. Leon was planning to move to California in a few weeks for a job at some Med-Tech firm in Los Angeles. In fact he had put off the move to be in my wedding. James said he was this close to finishing his second novel. We were still waiting to see the first one published. And Dan, well Dan was pretty quiet.

We were getting ready to order another round of beers, when one of the floor managers came around. He was a tall, husky black man who was testing the tread strength on his black pinstripe suit.

“Gentlemen, my name is Ted. I’m the manager,” he said, by way of introduction. “I hear we’re mourning the loss of another bachelor.”

We all chuckled.

“Who's the unlucky fella?”

Dan, Leon and James all pointed at me.

“Great. Well. We’ve got a special this evening. All guys planning to tie the knot within a week get one free private dance.”

I gave a small yippee. “With Rachel?”

Now it was our host's turn to laugh. “No, no, not with Rachel. No, we have a new dancer. She just does private dances and she’s really good. In fact, I auditioned her myself.”

I noticed Dan and Leon share a quick questioning glance. James finished his beer.

“Well, I can’t turn down a free dance, now can I?”

“Hells, no,” James said. “Still gotta tip though.”

“I’m not a complete ass,” I said, slapping him upside the head.

Ted told us he’d keep our table reserved for us and have fresh drinks out when we returned. I was a little confused since I’d only seen one guy at a time go back with the dancers.

“Hey, Ted,” I said, “are we each getting a dance?”

Again, it seemed I amused the manager. “It’s a special package. One dancer, for the groom-to-be and his buddies get to watch.”

“Whatever,” I said. “So when are we going to meet her?”

“She’ll join you inside. Now follow me.” And we did. Ted led us toward the back, past a beaded curtain and down a long dimly lit corridor. There were doors on both sides, with low thumping music playing behind a few of them. 

“Do you know what’s going on?” I whispered to Leon. He just shrugged his shoulders. I asked James and he said no, but I didn’t believe him. I was about to ask Daniel when our guide pointed to the green door at the end of the hallway.

“That’s it, Gentleman. There’s paradise behind that door. Enjoy. The first dance is on the house, you gotta pay a hundred if you want another.”

We went in. The room was lit by a few red lights. There was a couch along the wall to the left, a desk on the wall to the right with a boombox on top. An armless padded chair sat in the middle of the room. There was an archway across the way covered by a thick black curtain. I guessed there was a dressing room beyond it.

James and Leon headed over to the couch.

“You sure we should sit here?” Leon asked. “Germs.”

“That’s what showers are for,” James said as he sat. “Besides, I’m sure they clean them.”

“I’m not,” Leon added, but he sat down anyway.

Daniel headed over to the boombox.

“What now?” I asked. “Do we wait for the dancer?”

“No,” Daniel said. “You sit in that chair and she’ll come out when I start the music.”

“How do you know?”

“Bill, don’t be an idiot,” Leon said.

“There’s no such thing as a special free private dance for bachelor parties,” James added before breaking out in a laugh.

“We set this up for you, buddy.” Daniel led me to the chair and sat me down, facing the curtained arch. “Enjoy the show, it’ll blow your mind.”

My best friend started the music, it was "Her Strut" by Bob Seger, because, of course it was. Bob’s guitar strummed and the beat kicked in and our dancer emerged from behind the curtain. And true to Dan’s word, my mind was blown.


Chapter Two



OUR DANCER LOOKS FAMILIAR

Out she walked on stiletto heels, wearing a skirt that did not quite come down over her ass, her long raven black hair pulled back in a ponytail, her ample breasts barely contained by her bikini top, Monica, my future wife.

My breath was knocked out of my lungs. I couldn’t speak. She looked sexy as fuck, in stripper clothes and slutty makeup. I’d always considered my fiancée gorgeous. But this was like getting to marry a model stepping out of the pages of Maxim magazine. 

I wanted to ask Monica what the fuck was going on, but she shook her head, no, when I opened my mouth. So I shut up and watched. 

My full attention was on my future wife and I didn’t give a second thought to the fact my best buddies were going to watch my wife get naked.

Monica moved her hips to the beat, strutting to the music. She moved around me, running her hands over her tight body, occasionally brushing my shoulders. I was broken out of my gaze when she moved toward Leon and James on the couch. She swayed and bobbed her breasts, bending over and giving them a generous view of her cleavage.

My fiancée showing herself to my friends should have angered me, but instead, it got me hard. I’ve known these guys longer than Monica. They’re my best buddies and we’ve always shared, like I said, so it felt right to let them see how fucking sexy my future wife was.

And they did seem to notice. Both Leon and James had to adjust themselves as she turned her back to them, bent over and shook her ass in their faces. At one point James reached back ready to smack her butt, but she wagged her figure and he held himself. Was that stepping over the line?

The song was almost over and Monica still hadn’t really danced for me, unless this whole scene was for my enjoyment, and I was really enjoying it. My hands were sweaty, my heart was racing and my cock was rock hard.

My future wife moved my way, finally, moving her generous curves back and forth, a sexy stare held my gaze daring me to divert my eyes. I imagined my friends enjoying the way her tits and ass moved in these meager rags that labored to protect her modesty. I was tempted to look down at her chest, a mere foot from my face, but I didn’t. I wanted to maintain eye contact, communicate the connection we shared. Monica smiled at my dilemma, then showed mercy by looking over my head and shoving her tits in my face. She shook them back and forth. Her flesh against my skin felt divine, and smelled of baby powder.

It was then, I realized this dance wasn’t amateur hour. The clothes, the scent, I imagined she’d even have an alias like Brandy or Crystal. She pulled my head to her chest and smothered me with her tits. I was in heaven. I was living the dream. Every man imagined their stripper was falling in love with them, well, I was going to marry mine.

But that would be next week. Tonight, she was just a dancer, and I was just a guy paying her to turn me on. I reached my hand to give her breast a squeeze, but she swatted me away. 

“Don’t get handsy, mister,” she said, with a smile. “I’ll do the touching.” I put my hands to my side and she rewarded me by rubbing her ass up and down my crouch. “You’re packing quite a rod there.”

Monica knew I had an average sized cock, but she was going all in with the role-play.

Unfortunately the music ended and she stopped.

Boos came from my friends on the couch.

“Play it again, Dan,” I said.

I was shocked when Monica stopped him. “That’s another hundred, big guy.”

“What!” She was going to be my wife next week. She should be able to dance for me without my paying. She seemed to understand my confusion without me asking.

“You’re paying for the room, not me.” She smiled. “You want an extra dance, we gotta pay the rent.”

I looked at Daniel, he shrugged his shoulders. I looked over at Leon and James. They refused to make eye contact. Monica was smiling when my gaze finally returned to her. It was a sly, sexy smile. “I’ll give you a bonus, one you can’t get from the other girls.” 

“Do it.” came the chorus from the couch.

I was about to say yes when my future wife gave me a freebie. She reached behind her back and unhooked her bikini top, releasing her breasts.

There was silence as we all stared. I should have been mad and jealous by my fiancée showing my friends her naked tits. Her flesh glistened, her nipples were hard as erasers.

“Pay it,” Dan whispered, wanting to see more.

I nodded to my future wife. “You had me at ‘big guy’,” I said.

“Play the next song, Danny,” Monica said, her eyes never leaving mine.

A steady, heavy, industrial beat filled the room. It was "Closer" by Nine Inch Nails. This was song number one on our fuck playlist. I got much harder. My fiancée shook her hips, swung her hair and mesmerized me. She turned her ass toward me and wiggled her chest, giving my buddies a great view.

Leon and James cheered, Daniel clapped.

With a Velcro scrunch, Monica ripped her skirt off and whipped it at my friends on the couch. They whooped and hollered.

“Take it off,” Leon yelled.

“Yeah, all of it,” James added.

They were really getting into the show. Again, I was reminded, it was my bride-to-be who was showing her naked body to my friends. But we were all buddies here, even Monica. So it was cool. 

It was soon going to get much hotter.

My fiancée put her fingers into the waistband of her G-string and started pulling them off her hips. She bent over to lower them down her long, taut legs, giving me a delicious glimpse of her pussy. Her lips were dewy, she was getting excited showing off her body to me and my pals. I wanted to bend forward and give her labia a lick, but I was a good boy.

My eyes were glued to Monica’s lovely curves, but I saw her look over at Daniel. She smiled.

I looked over and was stunned to see that he had pulled his cock out and started stroking it.

The train was starting to veer off the rails. And I kind of loved it. Things got really weird when my fiancée threw her G-string at my best friend. He grabbed it and took a sniff. Monica’s eyes went wide and I swear her pussy started to actually leak, her juices tracing a faint line down the inside of her thigh.

Seeing her audience get sexually excited, Monica threw all caution to the wind.

“Would you fuck me now?” she asked me. “I need it now.”

“In front of them?”

“Doesn’t look like they’re going anywhere.”

“I’m game if you are.”

Instead of answering, Monica got on her knees between my thighs and undid my pants. I lifted my ass allowing her to pull them off. Now I was sitting on a hard wooden chair, in a strip club, my naked seven-inch cock standing straight up in my lap. My fiancée took it into her mouth and I threw my head back with a sigh. Her warm mouth felt wonderful. She bobbed up and down a few times, before standing up and planting her ass in my lap, impaling herself on my aching erection. She swapped one set of lips for another, and I was in heaven. My fiancée was facing away from me, her head turned toward my best man. I imagined them making eye contact. The thought filled me with both jealousy and lust.

We fucked like animals, Monica doing most of the work, rising and falling on my cock. Her pussy was drooling down my shaft. I was not going to last long.

“Shit, Monica, I’m gonna cum.”

“No, not yet. I’m so close.”

I wanted to hold it and let her cum first, so she could pull off of me before I climaxed. We usually used a condom; she wasn’t on birth control. 

“I’m going to cum,” I warned.

My future wife must have decided it was a safe time, because she kept on riding my cock.

“Fuuck.” I grunted as I thrust upward, meeting my fiancée's descent, and released my seed.

“Oh gawd, oh gawd, oh gawd,” Monica said. I knew she hadn’t cum. I didn’t feel her pussy clench around my cock. She was close, but didn’t climax.

“I’m sorry, sweetheart. I couldn’t hold it.”

My fiancée didn’t say anything to me. She was a woman in heat. She needed to cum. I was about to offer my tongue when she said something that froze me.

“I need a cock.”

“Monica, honey — ”

“Shut up, Bill. You got yours.” She looked around the room. “Any of you fuckers got a hard cock for me?”

The music ended with a melodic twang of notes. Silence filled the room.

I felt a tinge of jealousy and my penis tingled, but remained deflated. I should have been angry, but wasn’t. We were all buddies. We shared everything. I guess this evening we were sharing my fiancée.

I felt a tap on my shoulder. “Excuse me, Bill,” Daniel said. “I’ll take over.”

His words hurt, but again my cock responded with a jump. I was emotionally aroused, even if my cock wasn’t ready to perform yet. I was jealous at what was about to happen, but I wasn’t going to stop it, if it was what Monica wanted. And seeing the burning desire in her eyes, she definitely wanted it.

I moved and Daniel sat down. He had already removed his pants. He was naked, his erection looked painful. It was large, at least eight or nine inches. I’d seen it before in the locker room, but never hard and never this close.

“That is a beautiful cock,” my future wife said.

Monica’s words were a stab to the heart. Sharing her had excited me, but those words. She’s never uttered them to me. She never said anything bad about my manhood, but she’d never complimented it either. I ached, but my cock was rock hard now.

“Monica, I can — ”

“Not now, sweetie,” she said, not bothering to look at me. “There’s something I need.”

I moved away, dejected, but still so fucking turned on. I moved over to stand next to the couch. Both Leon and James had pulled out their cocks, enjoying the live porn show that cost me a hundred dollars.

I watched Monica spit on Daniel’s beast of a cock to get it lubed up. She bent over to take him into her mouth. She could get about halfway down before she started gagging.

“Maybe with practice,” she said, after giving up. The thought of future fucking had me grabbing my dick and stroking. I didn’t understand what I was doing, but it aroused me, so I went with it.

“You’ll be perfect,” Daniel said, before pulling my future wife in for a kiss. She had his pre-cum on her lips, but he didn’t mind. I always enjoyed a post blow-job kiss, why shouldn’t he? Especially when it was with someone else’s fiancée.

“I’d love to suck your cock, but I need to cum right now.”

“I’d love to make you.”

Monica smiled and then turned around. “I didn’t forget about you,” she said, looking me in the eye. She blew me a kiss as she squatted onto Daniel’s lap, guiding his cock into her well-lubricated pussy. I saw her eyes grow wide as he penetrated her. Her eyes fluttered and she moaned as she sank down until she finally rested on his lap.

“Ohhhh, fuuuuuck.” She exhaled the words as a moan. Then she started riding him hard, bouncing up and down like a woman on a mission. A mission to climax. 

“Shit, fuck. You fill me so good, Danny. So fucking… shit — ” My fiancée started quivering and her moans turned softer and, from personal experience, I knew she was cumming. “So good. So goddamn good.”

I knew Monica enjoyed sex with me. If she didn’t, I doubt she would be marrying me in a week. But I think Daniel was taking her to another level. Whether it was the size of his cock, or the fact that she was fucking another guy while I watched, didn’t matter.

“Cum on my cock Monica. Be a good girl and cum.”

Daniel’s filthy words spurred her on. She hit a higher gear and was a blur, her tits slapping away as she bounced on his shaft.

“God damn. Gooood, so gooood,” She started mumbling and then she threw her head back and let out a silent scream, planting herself hard on Daniel’s lap, taking his cock deeper than mine had ever been.

My buddy held her down, massaging her breasts as she came.

“That’s it, girl. Let it out. Let it all out.”

It was like she’d never experienced pleasure before. Like this was her first time in nirvana. And perhaps it was. Maybe she’d never had a cock that big inside her, maybe it was just the taboo nature of screwing the best man before the wedding. Who knows. Who really the fuck cares. We were all having a blast. I was sharing my bride-to-be with my friend and it was all good.

Monica finally came down from her sexual high. She stood up and turned around and gave Daniel a deep passionate kiss. Their tongues tangled in a delicate dance, although no music played. It was a song only they could hear, but that I could sense, somehow.

“Thanks for that,” my fiancée said.

“Uhm, I don’t want to be rude, or anything,” Daniel pointed down at his dick. It was bright angry red, and glistened with her juices.

Monica smiled. She thought for a minute, then looked my way.

I could have said no. I could have said go for it. I said neither. This was Monica’s decision. I wanted her to decide what should happen next. She could say thanks and call it a night, she could give him a hand-job, or let him cum in her mouth. She could let him fuck her and cum inside her. The last one was fraught with consequences. I’m not sure what I wanted her to do, but I knew I was going to leave it up to her.

“Do you want to — ” My fiancée leaned in and whispered something. I couldn’t make it out.

Daniel shook his head no. She whispered again, and again, he shook his head. Monica whispered a third time and my friend looked at me with a wicked grin and said, “Yes, I’d love to finish inside you.”

As he said those words, I came. This time, instead of planting my seed inside my fiancée, it landed on the carpet of the Peppermint Palace.

Monica got down on all fours and offered her pussy, still slick with her juices and my cum, to my best friend. Now that I was coming down from my climax, I didn’t feel too keen to watch, but I couldn’t turn away. I needed to see this, for myself and for my fiancée. It hurt, but I did it.

Daniel got behind Monica. He rubbed the head of his cock up and down her folds, lubing himself up before penetrating her. He drove his shaft forward and was balls deep in my future wife with one smooth motion. They both moaned in unison, he for the warmth she offered, she for the massive muscle that stretched her full.

“Fuck me, hard, Danny,” she said as she prepared herself for his onslaught.

My buddy grabbed her hips and started fucking her as she asked, hard. It was so hard to watch, in every sense. It hurt my heart to see my future wife in the throes of ecstasy, losing herself in the pleasure. It also made my dick hard.

“Fuck, this is hot,” Leon said.

“Tell me about it, bro,” James answered.

I’d almost forgotten about them. They were both masturbating as they watched Dan and Monica fuck.

I would have joined them, my dick was hard, but it chafed. So instead I just watched.

“You’re so tight, Monica,” Daniel said as he repeatedly plunged his cock deep into my fiancée's womb. Her unprotected womb. “You feel so good.”

“I love your cock, Danny. It fills me up so full.”

Their dirty talk had me going again, and I started absentmindedly stroking my cock. It felt so wrong, but so fucking right at the same time.

“Gaaaaa,” Monica started mumbling. I think she was going to have a second orgasm, something that only happened once before for us. “I’m going to cum. You’re going to make me cum, again.”

“Hold on. One. More. Sec — ” With a massive grunt, Daniel pushed himself deep into my fiancée's pussy and held. His ass clenched and I could tell he was releasing his seed deep inside her womb.

Her lover’s climax set off Monica’s second orgasm and she too came, this time shivering and mumbling unintelligibly.

When Daniel had finished, he pulled out. I expected the two lovers to embrace after sharing a simultaneous orgasm. But that’s not what happened.

Monica stood up and walked over to me. She looked me straight in the eyes and said, “I love you.” Then we embraced and kissed. It was a passionate kiss, but one of love, not lust. I had watched another man cum in my future wife, and I still loved her, more than ever I think. I still loved Daniel as well. And Leon and James, I suppose.

I held my future bride for what seemed like forever. Daniel, joined our hug, as did Leon and James. She was naked, Daniel and I were half dressed, our other buddies just had their cocks out. Somehow, it all felt right.

On the weekend before my wedding, we’d shared a special gift. In a moment of passion Monica had fucked me in front of my friends, and then allowed Daniel to finish what I started. She’d also allowed him to finish inside her. I had every reason to believe she could be pregnant as we stood there. That should have infuriated me, but it didn’t. I guess I just wasn’t a possessive guy. I loved Monica and respected her. And I expected to spend the rest of my life with her.

And I was pretty sure, no, make that absolutely sure, this wasn’t the last time she’d fuck someone other than me.


Chapter Three



CONSUMMATING THE MARRIAGE

Ididn’t see much of my fiancée the next few days. Monica was busy at work and planning the wedding with her mother. We had been sharing an apartment, and she decided she’d live with her parents for the week before the wedding. So I was truly alone and this gave me plenty of time to reflect on what had happened at my bachelor party.

I had fucked my future bride in front of my best friends, actually she had fucked me. In addition, I had watched her fuck my best friend — without a condom. And more disturbingly, I had enjoyed it. I got hard watching my fiancée and Daniel together, I had even masturbated while I did. 

This was not the behavior of your average man, but I guess I learned I wasn’t average. I already knew Monica was extraordinary, she was beautiful and smart and way out of my league. But she loved me, even if her way of showing it would bother most people.

On the Tuesday before my wedding, I met up with Daniel for lunch.

I saw him across the diner, I was worried he’d swagger over, all cocky, and rub my face in the fact that he’d fucked my woman, planted his seed in her womb, while I did nothing to stop him. He had bragged in the past about sleeping with some married women. I hoped he didn’t consider Monica another conquest. My fears were quickly quelled.

Daniel approached me slowly, a hint of worry in his eyes, like a puppy dog that had been caught pissing on the rug.

“Are we good?” he asked, apprehensively. He honestly seemed worried about what I was going to say.

I wanted to tease him, punish him for what he did. But since I was complicit in the event of that evening, I had no right.

“You’re my best man, Danny,” I said, “of course we’re good.”

We shared a hug. I loved the man like a brother. We’d been friends for over a decade. Our friendship was the most important thing to me, right after my relationship with Monica. Sure we had a lot to talk about, but I was sure we’d get through it.

We sat down and ordered lunch.

We made small talk for a bit. How do you talk to the man who fucked your fiancée? Directly, that’s how.

“So, that was some night,” I said. “You guys really surprised me.”

“I’m so sorry, Bill. I didn’t mean for any of that to happen.”

“I guess Monica surprised us all then.”

A look of concern appeared on Daniel’s face when I brought up my fiancée’s name. “So, is the wedding still on?”

It was a good question, but one I was quick to answer.

“Of fucking course it is. I would be a fool to give up on such a fun, sexy and spontaneous woman.”

“I have to confess, it was my idea to have her dance for you. I thought it would be fun.”

“Oh, it was fun alright. Did you expect her to have sex with me?”

“Didn’t plan it, but to be honest, kinda hoped it would.”

“I guess if I could have held off until she came, she wouldn’t have needed another hard cock.”

Daniel chuckled, “Yeah, well again, in all honesty, I’m glad you didn’t.”

“Hey, that’s my fiancée you’re talking about.” I slapped my friend upside the head. “But of all the guys to watch fuck her, I’m glad it was you.”

We finished lunch and said our goodbyes. I’d be seeing him and the rest of my buddies at the wedding on Saturday.

I may have been sure our wedding was on, but I had to admit, since I hadn’t talked to Monica, I couldn’t be sure. Maybe fucking Danny had led her to realize she preferred sex with him over me. Would that be a deal breaker? I’d have to ask her to find out, so I called her cell phone. To my dismay, it went to voice mail. Maybe she was having second thoughts.

I didn’t bother leaving a message. I waited a few hours to try again, and again, she didn’t answer.

After work I headed out to my favorite watering hole. I ordered a shot of bourbon and tried a third time. I got the same results. I was starting to get concerned. Was my fiancée avoiding my calls? Was she mad at me, for letting her fuck my friend? That seemed dumb. She seemed fine when we left the club. She had to get dressed, so we left before she did. Maybe she had second thoughts, maybe fucking two guys wasn’t enough, maybe she hooked up with another guy. I put that thought out of my mind. I didn’t think she’d blow up a four-year relationship like that.

While I was wallowing in doubt, something the manager at the Peppermint Palace said, started to nag me. He mentioned auditioning the new dancer. I’d heard stories of how strippers were ‘auditioned’. It usually involved giving a blowjob to some slimy boss and maybe fucking them.

Now I was really starting to get nervous. What was Monica up to? I was getting ready to call Monica’s mother when I felt a tap on my shoulder.

“This seat taken?” It was my future wife. Her smile lifted the weight that had settled on my soul.

“Oh, hey, great to see you.” I tried to play it cool, but I could feel my heart racing. The vision of my wife on her knees, blowing the big black strip club manager had me shaking and to my surprise, a little aroused.

I waived down the bartender. “Can I get an old fashioned for my,” I looked at Monica, “fiancée?”

She smiled and said, “with three cherries.”

“How are plans going?”

My future wife sat down and took a sip of my drink. “Hectic, but on schedule.” She knocked on the wooden bar. She finished my drink as the bartender delivered hers. I pointed at the empty glass and he nodded.

“So, I know we’re good,” I said, hesitantly, “but I think we need to talk about my bachelor party.”

“Yeah, I hear you screwed the stripper.”

“So’d my best man.”

The bartender gave me a funny look as he set my bourbon down. I shrugged my shoulders and he went to the other end of the bar where the conversation may have been more conventional.

We both chuckled. “I’m glad you’re not mad at me,” Monica said. “I took a real chance.”

“So, did you plan on fucking Dan or did it just happen?”

“When they asked me to strip for you, I thought it was a great idea. I’d get to make sure you didn’t do anything stupid, and it would be so sexy. I knew I was going to at least give you a blow job.”

“In front of my buddies?”

“Would you have let another stripper do it, in front of your buddies?”

I didn’t answer right away, but eventually said, “no.”

“So, not in front of your buddies?”

“No, as in, no blow job from a random stripper, although, after Saturday — ”

My fiancée slapped my shoulder. “No way buddy. You better not fuck a stripper.”

“Thought we were talking about blow jobs.”

“None of that, either.”

“But you can fuck my buddies?”

“Sure. I can fuck your buddies.” She paused. “If you’re there.”

“Wasn’t this a one-time thing?”

Monica looked over at the bartender, then back at me. I laughed. “You’re incorrigible,” I said.

“I know, and you love me anyway.” She gave me a kiss on the cheek then headed off to the bathroom.

What the fuck was I doing? I was about to get married to a woman who wasn’t taking monogamy too seriously. I had watched her fuck my best man, my best friend. But I wasn’t mad, in fact, remembering the event was starting to arouse me again. And it gave me a really bad idea.

“Hey, you’re out of paper towels in the ladies’ room,” my future wife said as she reached over and grabbed a stack of bar napkins to dry her hands. 

“So how did you talk the Peppermint Palace into letting you strip for me?”

“Look at this body,” she said, waving her hands around her ample breasts. “Who wouldn’t want to let me strip for them.”

“Hah, So you did audition!”

Monica looked at me like I was crazy. “Yeah. And I actually danced there a few nights.”

“What the fuck! When were you going to tell me?”

“Now.”

“And you stripped for the manager?”

“Yeah, he auditioned me.”

Now I was getting jealous, and concerned. And yes, aroused. I pictured my beautiful raven-haired fiancée shaking her ass for a strong, musclebound black man and got hard.

“I hear,” I stammered, “that some auditions include — ”

“Let me stop you there buster. I didn’t fuck the manager.” She looked off wistfully, “not that I didn’t want to.”

“Hey!”

“Your buttons are so easy to push.”

“A wife fucking a big black man would be an easy button on any guy.”

“I’m not your wife yet, but I didn’t do it anyway.”

“Good,” I said with a huff. Although again, that little imp of the perverse stuck his spear in my groin, telling me how hot that would be to watch.

“So, I’m not pregnant, if you were worried about that.”

“Ah, good?” I felt another prick to my prick. I would never admit this to her, but I was just a little bit disappointed to hear that. “How do you know?”

“Took a test today, shocked the hell out of my mom. Plus, it’s not the right time in my cycle.”

“You can tell that?”

“Yeah, dummy, I can tell, I’ve only been living with it for fifteen years. Now, if we do that on our wedding night…” She didn’t finish her sentence, but I got so fucking hard completing if for her in my head. And my dark idea returned.

“So, anyway,” Monica said. “You guys have to be at the church, dressed, no later than 10am. Not. A. Second. Later. You hear me?”

“Yeah, yeah.”

“Look, Bill, all you need to do is be there, on time, look handsome, and say 'I do.'”

“I think I can do that.”

Monica finished her drink. “Good, cause if you can’t,” my fiancée leaned in to whisper, “your best man sure can.” She kissed me on the cheek and left. I didn’t see her again until the wedding.

The wedding went off without a hitch. My vows were simple. “I do,” was very easy to remember. My mind was focused on the wedding night. Believe it or not, one week was the longest I’d gone without making love with my fiancée, my wife now, actually, since I’d proposed nine months prior.

The priest proclaimed us “husband and wife” around one in the afternoon. We took pictures for about an hour then made our entrance to the reception around 2:45. We ate, we danced, we cut the cake. I was hard the entire time, my mind wandering to the evening's festivities. 

There was a time, (maybe?) when the bride was a virgin when she was married and the groom got to deflower her. I think I was looking forward to my wedding night with the same level of anticipation. My wife’s dance at my bachelor party, and her conduct after, had set me on a dark course.

We said our goodbyes and skipped out of the party around 7pm. We had reservations for the evening at a nearby Hilton. I gave the limo driver a different address.

“Bill, what’s going on,” my new bride asked.

“I changed our reservations. I didn’t want my parents or yours to know where we were spending the night.”

She cuddled up next to me. “I love a man who takes charge.”

“Good.”

We made out like horny teenagers during the drive. The limo pulled up to the Holiday Inn Express near the airport.

“Classy,” Monica said.

“I know. Wanted some place our folks would never look.”

Monica furrowed her brow.

“It’s all good. I swear. Last weekend, you showed me a side of myself I never knew existed. Watching you strip for me and my friends was so fucking awesome. Fucking you that night was hot, but not as hot as watching you fuck Daniel.”

I was worried my confession would disturb my wife, but she smiled instead. And that convinced me, this night would be so fucking special.

“Bill, you’re over thinking this.”

“Moi! Overthinking something?”

We both laughed.

“Are you going to explain to me why we are outside this seedy motel instead of fucking in the Hilton Honeymoon Suite?”

“You gave me a special treat last weekend. Tonight, I return the favor.”

I opened the door to our room and escorted my new wife inside. Leon was coming out of the bathroom. James was messing with the television set on the dresser. Daniel was laying on the bed, reading a Playboy magazine.

“Bill?” Monica scanned the room, then turned to me. “Why are your buddies in our room?"

“You know, my friends and I have shared everything since high school. Well — ”

Monica cocked an eyebrow. “Don’t tell me. Now you want to share me.”

“Ta da!”

Monica looked around. She pushed me in and closed the door behind her. I thought I’d have control over the events of the evening, but she had other ideas.

“Did anyone think about bringing condoms?”

I looked around the room. All the guys shrugged. Monica squinted at me. “You remember what I told you Wednesday?”

“We’ll pull out.”

“Sure you will.” Monica strode into the room quickly removing her wedding dress as she went. It was wildly erotic watching her discard the beautiful dress she had worn when vowing her fidelity to me.

I thought since I was her husband now, I would be the first one to fuck her. My wife didn’t agree. She was now wearing only her white corset and panties. She stood before James.

“You like?” she asked, looking him straight in the eyes.

James, who was never very confident around women, was frozen. Monica was a little shorter than he was. She grasped his head. “You do like women, right?”

James nodded as best he could while my wife held his head. She tilted his gaze lower. “You like?”

My buddy finally found his voice. “Yes.”

“Then you’ll love this.” Monica turned to me. “Hubby, could you give me a hand and help me out of this?”

I quickly moved behind my new bride and unhooked her corset. I dropped the garment to the floor. 

A huge goofy grin formed on his face. “Fuck, you’ve got great-looking tits.”

“I know. Would you like to touch them?”

James instinctively looked at me for permission. Monica was none too happy about that.

“Hey,” my new bride said. “You look at me, not Bill. They’re my tits, not his.”

Daniel and Leon laughed. James was too shocked to react, and I knew she was right. I’d given her free reign tonight.

“Yes,” James said. He reached out with both hands and started groping my wife’s breasts. 

“They’re not fragile, James, you can be a little rougher. Yes, like that.” Monica started moaning as my buddy mauled her tits. They started kissing and I knew our night of debauchery had begun.

James maneuvered my wife toward the bed. Daniel rolled off and sat down in a chair to take in the show. Leon put on some music, of course the first song was "Closer", by Nine Inch Nails.

Monica lay back on the bed. “You’re a lucky man, James.” She looked at me while she spoke, a wicked smile crystalized on her face. “You get to be the first man to fuck my married pussy.” I watched as she slowly peeled off her panties. Her labia was moist and I wanted to worship it with my tongue, but that would have to wait.

My wife must have seen my desire. “Go sit in the corner,” she said. “Let these men show you how to fuck me.”

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut, but I loved it. My cock throbbed in my pants. I went to a chair in the corner to watch.

My friends had already changed from their tuxedos to shorts and t-shirts, so it didn’t take James long to strip down to his boxers. Monica licked her lips. “Looks like you’ve got a nice-looking cock in there.”

My buddy pulled down his boxers. My wife stifled a laugh. James was not blessed with a large cock. Under different circumstances he might have been offended, but since he was going to get to fuck Monica before I did, I don’t think he was too mad.

“Come here, big guy,” My new bride beckoned him to the bed. I don’t know who she was teasing more, me or him.

James didn’t care. He moved across the bed and knelt between Monica’s thighs. She started stroking him, maybe hoping he’d grow a few more inches. Eventually she pulled him to her pussy. She rubbed his cock head up and down her slit, lubing him up with her juices and the few drops of pre-come that were leaking from the tip.

“That feels good,” Monica said. “Did you hope you’d be the first one to take me during the ceremony, while I was promising myself to Bill?”

“Maybe.”

“Take me James.”

My buddy may not have been the most confident man, but he was no idiot, either. He plunged his cock into my wife’s warm inviting pussy and started fucking her. Monica pulled her arms behind her head and closed her eyes. I didn’t know what she was imagining, but she seemed to be enjoying herself.

James bent over and started attacking my wife's right breast with his mouth. He licked and sucked her nipple. Monica loves when I suck her tits and she grabbed James’ head and held him tight to her chest. “God, that feels good.”

They fucked for a while. My wife moaned a bit, but I could tell she wasn’t even close to an orgasm. James was in heaven.

“Oh shit, Monica. You feel so good,” he said. “So tight. God, I’m close.”

I was surprised he didn’t hold out longer.

“Come on my breasts, James. I want to rub your cum all over my tits.”

My buddy pulled out and stroked his cock a few times before shooting several ropes of his semen on her chest. “Yes, yes, give me your cum. Paint me like a whore.”

When he was spent, James fell back on the bed. Monica started rubbing his cum onto her breasts like lotion, James reached over and helped by running his fingers through the mess he’d made and tracing a pattern across her heaving breasts.

“Mmm. That feels nice.”

“Thank you,” James said. 

“Who's next?” Leon said. He was already naked. His black skin glistened with sweat. His cock was a good two inches longer than James’, about the same as mine, maybe a little thicker, but nothing like Daniel’s. I looked over at my best man. He was watching intently. A hint of jealousy was visible in his eyes. He had fucked my wife already and didn’t seem to like sharing her with the others. I’d have to watch out for him.

“Oh Leon, you are one hot-looking man,” my new wife said, “I have a special treat for you.” Monica looked over at me. “This was something I was saving for my husband, but since he had other plans, well…”

My wife turned around and got on her hands and knees. She settled her head onto the bed and reached back to spread her ass cheeks. My god, I thought, she’s offering him her ass.

“You get to have something Bill has never had, my asshole.”

“Fuck,” I said, along with James. Daniel laughed. Leon started rubbing his hands together.

“And let me tell you, it’s a nice-looking ass,” he said.

“Honey, could you get the lube out of my clutch?” She was talking to me. “It’s on the table next to you.”

I felt ill realizing Leon was going to fuck my wife’s ass before I did. I rummaged through her purse and pulled out a small tube of Astroglide. I tossed it to Leon.

“Good boy,” Monica said. “Now sit back down and witness what should be yours.”

My wife was really taking charge of the evening's debauchery. I thought the guys would do that, but my new bride surprised us all.

Leon got on the bed and knelt between my wife’s knees. I watched as he poured a generous amount of lube onto his cock then squeezed out a little more onto her exposed rosebud.

“Hey Leon, you ever fuck a woman in the ass before?” James asked. “If not, I could show you how it’s done.”

“Not on your life, Jamey. I’ve had plenty of tail and I know what I’m doing. Monica is going to love this.” He reached his right hand down and rubbed the lube into my wife’s ass. “First, you gotta get everything nice and slick. You should be taking notes, Billy.”

“Fuck you,” I said, although I was watching everything he did so when I did get her ass, I’d have some kind of idea what I was doing.

“Now, I’m going to fuck your wife’s ass.”

“You - my god that feels good,” Monica said. “Oh hubby, I’m sorry, but this is too fucking good.”

“Ain’t it though,” Leon said. He had two fingers inside my wife’s ass, thrusting them up to his fist.

“Shit,” my wife started mumbling something I couldn’t understand.

“You ready?”

“God, yeah. — FUCK”

I don’t think she was really ready. Leon had replaced his fingers with his cock.

“You like that?”

“It hurts, but feels good too.”

“I’m going to go slow, let you get used to it.”

Leon pressed about an inch into my wife’s ass, before pulling it out and then pushing in a little bit further. 

“Your ass is so goddam tight. Feels so good. Bill don’t know what he’s missing.”

“He wanted to share, — fuck, shit, god.”

Monica reached under herself and rubbed her clit.

“Oh god I’m cumming.”

“Oh, Bitch I feel you squeezing my cock. Oh god you’re crushing me.” Leon gave up going slow and slammed his cock as deep into my wife’s ass as he could.

“Shit, I’m so fucking full. Bill, this feels so good.” My wife started crying, I think. “Thank you, thank you for this.” 

I didn't know if she was thanking me or Leon. I wanted to imagine it was me. I never asked.

Leon was now furiously fucking my wife’s ass. She was pushing her hips back to greet each of his thrusts.

“God, I’m going to cum, bitch,” Leon said. “I’m going to cum in your ass.”

“I thought we were pulling — ”

“NO!” Monica shouted. “I want to feel Leon cum in my ass. I want to feel him pulse and shoot his load into my rectum.”

“But.”

“He ain’t knocking me up like that.”

I knew that, but still. He was climaxing in my wife. My head was spinning as I watched them fucking. I was insanely jealous, yet my cock was hard as steel. While Leon was lubing up my new bride’s ass, I was pulling my cock out. I was now stroking in rhythm to my friend’s thrusts.

“Here it comes, bitch, take it.” Leon grabbed my wife’s hips and thrust his cock into her as deep as he could. I saw his ass tighten and his balls pulse as he shot his load into Monica’s ass.

I almost came myself, but with great willpower was able to hold off. I didn’t want to lose any of the sexual tension I had built up. I needed it to last until I, too, could fuck my wife. At least I hoped I’d be able to have her sometime this evening.

When he was done, Leon collapsed forward pinning Monica to the bed. She turned her head and kissed him. “Thanks. That was fucking good.”

“You were fucking good,” Leon said. He reached under her body and started mauling her breasts. “You are the complete package, Mika. Great tits, great ass. I’d love to try your pussy?”

My wife smiled. “Maybe next time.”


Chapter Four



THE BEST MAN COMES

What the fuck, I thought. Did she think there would be a next time? 

“I’ll hold you to that,” Leon said. He gave her another kiss, this one longer and with more passion. Their tongues were tangled together. Leon was still inside my wife, but I was hurting more from their lustful kiss, than the cock in her ass.

They finally separated and Leon pulled out. “I’m going to go clean up,” Leon said as he headed to the bathroom.

I was shocked when my wife said she’d join him.

“Don’t worry, hubby. I wouldn’t dream of doing anything with your buddy without you there.”

I shrugged her off, as my heart was beating a mile a minute.

Leon and Monica closed the door behind them. I heard the shower turn on.

It took a minute before anyone spoke.

Daniel was the first. “This turning out to be as much fun as you thought?”

“I can’t answer that right now.” I pointed to my cock, that I was still slowly stroking. “I can’t say it’s not arousing, but I’ve been blown away by how aggressive Monica has been.”

“Dude,” James said. “You saw what she did at the strip club. You give that woman an inch, she’s taking the mile.”

“You’ve got a handful there,” Daniel said.

I sighed. “Yeah. I guess I do. Truth is, I can’t say this is any surprise. Monica has always been a spitfire. That’s what I find so attractive.”

“Yours ain’t going to be a boring marriage,” James said.

“No. It will not be.”

I stopped playing with my dick and we chatted for a bit, until the shower turned off and my wife and Leon came out of the bathroom. Leon was in his underwear. Monica was wearing a towel, and nothing else.

“Did you guys behave?” James asked.

“You’ll never know,” Leon said.

Monica looked at me and shook her head. She didn’t do anything with him in there. “Okay guys, it’s been fun,” she said, “but I think it’s time for you to leave.”

Daniel seemed to be a little disappointed, but he’d already had her. So he had nothing to bitch about. Leon started getting dressed. James went over to my wife. He cupped her cheek. “Do you mind?” he asked.

Monica smiled and said no.

James pulled her lips to his and they kissed. It was a gentle kiss, their moist lips pushing together, the tips of their tongues barely touching.

“Thank you,” my wife said. “I enjoyed fucking you.”

“Same.” James slapped her ass and left with Daniel.

Leon took a little while longer. He also gave my new bride a soft gentle kiss. “You have a fine ass. You make sure he treats it with care.”

“I will,” Monica said.

Leon gave me a friendly punch on the arm. “She’s a real winner, Bill. Hope you can keep up with her.”

“I’ll try," I said.

The door slammed shut. We were now alone. Husband and wife for less than eight hours and we had already torched our vows.

“Hope you liked your wedding gift,” I said.

“You’ve always been an unconventional man,” Monica said. “I like that.”

I knew we’d have a serious talk about what we did tonight. Not many men spend the night of their wedding watching two other men fucking their wife. But for me, there were only a few questions I wanted to be answered right now.

“So, you were going to let me fuck your ass tonight?”

“I told you I was, Bill. I would never lie to you.”

“Can I — ”

My wife laughed. “Soon, but not tonight. It’s been a while since I’ve done that and I’m still very sore.”

“I’d love to hear about that.”

“Some other day.”

I really thought this would be a good time since we were both aroused and in the mood, but I let it slide.

“So, you think we’ll do this again?” I asked.

Monica gave me a serious look. “You really want to talk about that now?”

“I just was wondering if we have an open marriage.”

“Really, Bill, we should talk about this later, like maybe after the honeymoon.”

“I’d think we should talk about it before then, since that could affect how much fun we have.”

“You’re a funny man,” my wife said. “We’ll talk about it in the morning, that sound good?”

“Sure,” I said. I took my wife into my arms. My cock was hard the moment we entered the limo and it hadn’t gone down since. I watched my friends have their way with my wife and now it was my turn. “So Mrs. Wilson, you still up to consummating our marriage?” 

I wasn’t ready for her response. “Soon.”

Before I could respond, there was a light knock on the door.

“Who?” I was pretty sure I knew.

Monica went to answer it, she opened the door and there was Daniel, with lustful eyes that every woman swoons over.

“Forget something?” I asked.

“Yeah.” He quickly entered the room and slammed the door shut behind him. He swept my wife off her feet and kissed her hard. This was not a gentle kiss. He mashed his lips to hers, his tongue penetrated her mouth, tasting, exploring.

Monica dropped the towel she had been holding on to. She returned his embrace, running her hands up and down his back as they kissed.

My heart was pounding, like my chest was going to explode. I had watched two of my other friends fuck my wife, but this seemed so much more serious. As I said before, Daniel was handsome and was very adept at seducing women. He didn’t even have to try with Monica. She fucked him at my bachelor party and was about to do the same on our wedding night.

“Take your clothes off,” she said to Daniel. She turned to me while he was complying. “I’m sorry, Bill. I need this. I thought I got this out of my system last weekend. But you opened it back up.”

She was right. I’d planned this whole evening, inviting my best friends to come and fuck my wife. I’d have to live with the consequences.

She came over and kissed me, her tongue snaking into my open accepting mouth. She gripped my head, her fingers entwined with my hair.

“Tonight is our first night as husband and wife,” she whispered. “And you still haven’t been inside me.”

Her words hardened me. My cock grew uncomfortable. 

“And now I’m going to give myself to your best friend and he’s going to fuck me and cum inside me and I’m not going to make him use a condom.”

Her words both aroused and hurt. Like a stab in the gut. She was going to let Daniel inseminate her. My head spun, my blood was rushing to my penis. My heart raced, trying to keep up with my body’s need. I took quick, short breaths.

My legs gave way and I fell back, luckily I landed in a chair. Now I was facing my wife’s crotch. Her labia petals were dripping her dewy essence. She looked down at me, “You see how wet I am?” Monica asked. “My body is getting ready to take his cock. It must really hurt, knowing all of your friends have had your wife before you.”

I should have been angry at my wife for being so cruel, but I think she sensed something in me, sensed my desire to be humiliated. I could barely admit it to myself, but her words rang true.

“Kiss me,” she said. I moved to stand, but she pulled my face to her pussy. I immediately began licking at her folds, adding my saliva to her already well-lubricated opening.

“Oh, that feels nice, Bill. You have such a talented tongue. Lick me deep. Get me ready for your friend's cock.”

I grabbed my wife’s ass for leverage and pushed my face deeper between her legs. Her tangy salty juices were like nectar. I savored the taste as I fucked her with my tongue. I wanted to give her an orgasm, I wanted to be first, to see her climax before she fucked my friend. I could tell she was close, I heard a familiar humming above me.

“Oh, god, shit you're good.”

Her compliment spurred me on, I began to ravage her clit with my tongue.

“Ahhh fuck.” My wife cried out.

I worked my tongue lower, and started licking her taint, driving my nose into her moist folds.

“Gawwwww,” Suddenly my wife pulled away. She was shaking, but hadn’t come. “You’re a naughty boy,” she said, then paused to catch her breath. “Trying to get me to come before Daniel.”

I ran my tongue over my lips. “Yeah. Can’t I make my wife cum?”

“Oh course, but you have to wait.” She tousled my hair.

I slumped back in the chair. Monica moved toward the bed. Daniel was now as naked as my wife was. He had been laying back on the bed, his back against the wall, watching me devour my wife’s pussy.

“So, how does she taste,” he asked, “after having James' cock inside her.”

“Et, tu, Danny?”

He chuckled. “You bet.” 

My best man reached up and grabbed my wife, who fell onto him with a laugh. They rolled around together, kissing and moaning. Their encounter at the strip club had been a quick fuck, tonight they were going to take their time. My wife tried to pin Daniel down and tickle him, but he easily flipped her onto her back. He pinned her hands above her head and started sucking on her breasts while working his free hand down her body and between her legs. 

My new bride let out a deep moan and I knew he had his fingers inside her. 

“Oh, fuck Bill, you did get her nice and wet for me.”

He was taunting me, but that wasn’t the worst. She was wet before my lips touched her clit. She was wet for him. Wet for his nine-inch shaft. As I watched the two have their fun, I started to deeply regret what I had done. I didn’t think this through. I thought we’d have a fun little romp. I’d enjoyed watching them fuck at my bachelor party, but this was much more intimate. Each moan that Daniel elicited from my wife was another punch to the gut.

“Oh, stop teasing me Danny, I need you to fuck me now.”

“But you just had James and Leon. Wasn’t that enough?”

“Oh fuck no. You’re much bigger. You fill me up so much better than they did.”

Danny looked over at me, then asked the question I dreaded. “Better than your husband?”

Monica delivered the coup de grâce. “Oh fuck yeah.” Then she remembered I was still in the room and tried to walk it back a bit. “Oh, shit, I’m sorry Bill. I didn’t mean it like that. I meant — ” My wife was silenced when Daniel placed his mouth over hers and started kissing her again. Their tongues tangled so no words could escape. I did hear her moans, but they were for Daniel, not me.

I was hurt. I was jealous and dejected. My only option was to surrender to the pain. To let it pass over me, and hopefully arrive on the other side. So I did.

I pulled out my cock. Luckily my wife had left the tube of lube on the table next to me. I squirted out a hefty dollop and coated my erection. As I was masturbating, my best man was mounting my wife.

Daniel was between Monica’s open legs; his hands were busy mauling her breasts while they kissed. My new bride reached down and helped guide his cock into her pussy.

“Fuuuuuck,” she moaned as he penetrated her. “Danny fuck, you’re so big.”

“I’ll go slow,” he said.

“Don’t you fucking dare. Fuck me hard, Danny. If I want slow and gentle I’ll ask Bill.”

My cock twitched at the mention of my name. Arousal and jealousy flooded my body. It hurt so fucking good. I had a truly deep cuckold fetish and my new wife was pushing all the right buttons. I smiled to myself as I realized Daniel was inside her pussy, but I was inside her head. I was as much a part of her pleasure as he was.

“Okay, bitch. You want to be fucked hard, I’ll fuck you hard.”

Daniel threw her legs over his shoulders and started pounding her pussy like a machine. He went at her hard and fast, each deep thrust accompanied by a sharp slap of flesh on flesh.

“Fuck. So. Fucking. Good.” Monica could hardly speak, so she just started mumbling.

“This is how you fuck a woman like your wife, Billy boy. This is how a man fucks.”

“Oh shit, Danny,” my wife said. “You’re so deep… deeper than…” Monica didn’t finish her sentence. We all knew what she was going to say. Daniel made her say it.

“Deeper than?”

“Oh shit, sorry, Billy. Deeper than my husband.” 

Her words almost caused me to cum. I had to stop stroking or I would have wasted my seed on the carpet.

My wife let out a cry of disappointment. Daniel had pulled out. “Man you are a needy bitch,” he said as he turned my wife around and pulled her up onto her hands and knees. He maneuvered her so she was facing me. She was a mess, her hair tangled up, sweat dripping down her forehead. But I’d have to say, she’s never looked sexier. 

I watched as an expression of pure bliss passed across her face and I knew Daniel was inside her again. Seeing her in ecstasy like that hurt me to the core. Knowing my wife was experiencing more pleasure than I could ever give her was a hard fact to accept, but I’d have to. My cock was hard as steel, I was dripping copious amounts of pre-cum, but I dared not touch myself. I didn’t want to cum anywhere but inside my wife’s pussy. It was imperative.

My best man resumed his fucking. Monica closed her eyes and enjoyed the sensation. Her body shook with each thrust, her ample tits swaying and bouncing. I was tempted to walk over and stuff my cock into my wife’s warm mouth and fuck her face. She deserved it for letting my buddy fuck her bareback.

“Oh, gawwwwd, oh gawd, I’m going to come. I’m so close.”

“So am I, babe, so am I. Hold off. hold. hold.” He was thrusting furiously and fast. “Here it comes babe. Shit, here I cum.” With a loud grunt, Daniel pulled her hips back hard, sinking his pulsing cock deep into my wife’s womb. Her eyes shot open as the first pulses of cum hit her vaginal walls.

Monica’s mouth opened wide but no words came out, just a high pitch mew. My wife’s body was shaking, her swinging tits quivered and I knew she was experiencing a new high. 

I had never caused her body to shake like that. I felt deeply saddened that I probably never would. I wanted to believe I was a part of her orgasm, my presence. But I knew I was kidding myself.

Daniel held her tight, wanting to keep his seed sealed inside my wife for as long as possible.

But now it was my turn. I stripped off what little clothing I still had on and moved to the bed. My cock was red and erect, well lubed and ready to blow.

“Move over Daniel,” I said. “I’d like to fuck my wife.”

He knew better than to argue.

I moved to enter my wife from behind, but she told me to wait. I almost didn’t. My first thought was she was going to deny me. I almost said something hateful and stupid, like asking her if she was going to make me, her husband, put on a condom. I choked those words down and I was so glad I did.

She wanted me to wait, because she wanted to turn around and let me have her face to face.

“I want to look you in the eye, Bill. This is the first time we’re making love as man and wife.”

My heart swelled. All doubt was swept away.

“Come to me, Bill. I need you inside me.”

I don’t know if Daniel stayed around for long. All my focus was now on Monica, my new bride. I slid my hard cock into the warm embrace of her womb. I was expecting to feel nothing after my buddy’s huge cock had stretched her out, but a woman’s body is resilient and she felt almost the same as I was used to. There wasn’t much friction, with the lube on my cock, and my wife’s natural juices and Daniel’s cum.

I almost thought about asking if I could fuck her ass, but that’s not really what I wanted now. Now, I wanted, no needed, to plant my own seed. Daniel had come in my wife. Right now, she could be pregnant with his kid.

That thought spurred me on. I intended to be gentle, but my body would not obey my commands. I fucked my wife hard and fast. I rose up on my outstretched hands, looking down at my wife under me. I looked her in the eyes. I saw a love there, understanding and a warm acceptance.

“Cum in me, my love. I want to feel you pulse inside me. I want to feel your seed spread within my womb.” I came as she said ‘spread’, that’s when I finally closed my eyes and climaxed, adding my seed to Daniel’s.

I felt like I’d released a good gallon of semen inside my wife. I hadn’t masturbated since my bachelor party. I needed to have a full charge if I wanted a chance to knock my wife up. Now I was pretty damn sure she was, and I just hoped the child was mine.

When I was fully spent, I rolled off my wife. “Sorry, I didn’t make you cum,” I said.

Monica chuckled and patted my chest. “I think I came plenty tonight.” My wife lay back and lifted her hips up off the bed.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“I read this is a trick to increase the chances of fertilization.”

“You really want to have a kid?”

“Yeah.”

“Even if it’s not mine?”

Monica sighed. She rolled over toward me and looked me straight in the eye. “Bill, the child will be yours. You’re my husband. It will be our child.”

“And I’ll be Uncle Danny.” Daniel was fully clothed. He tossed the keys to my car on the nightstand. “I’ll leave you two newlyweds alone. My taxi should be here shortly. Thanks for the memorable evening.”

“You are not leaving us like this.” Monica got up and went to Daniel. I almost laughed when I saw a trickle of pearly fluid running down her thigh. She gave him a big embrace. “You’re a part of our family now. You will be our child’s special uncle. Just as Bill will be their father. This offspring will be a bond between the three of us.”

“That’s a lot of responsibility,” Daniel said. 

“Should have thought about that before you came inside me. Now shut up and kiss me.”

And he did. It was a soft, gentle kiss, lips touching lips, tongues tasting, exploring. It was a lover’s kiss goodbye.

I felt a tinge of jealousy. For I knew my wife had fallen in love with my friend. And it was largely my fault. Yes, I didn’t know she was going to fuck him at my bachelor party, but I did invite him here on my wedding night, knowing what might happen — in fact expecting it to happen. You can’t expect a woman to fuck a guy twice and not develop some feelings for him, especially since he was such a close friend to begin with.

I was reconciled to the fact, Daniel was going to be a big part of our life. If Monica was pregnant, we would have to have a DNA test to see who the biological father was, for medical history reasons. But even if my sperm won the race, Daniel was still going to be a part of our family. I was sure my wife would take him as a lover. And she’d have my blessing. Anything beyond that, I didn’t care to speculate.


Afterword



I love reading most of the flavors of Hotwife/Cuckold erotica. I'm aroused by the taboo nature of a husband letting his wife explore her sexual desires outside her marriage vows. I also like reading about wives who cheat. It's all good to me, though I know some readers like to see couples remain faithful in their non-monogamous activities.

In my opinion, the hottest stories in this genre involve a wedding. Again, the taboo nature of a couple promising to forsake all others, then turning around and breaking those vows, with or without their partner's knowledge and consent, is undeniably arousing.

I decided to make this story into a Hotwife awakening. Monica and Bill discover their new kink by accident, but I feel they have a very interesting adventure ahead of them. Bill ends this story realizing how much Daniel is going to figure in their life. I think he understands this more than Monica.

I hope you like what you've read. I do plan on writing more stories about this couple. In fact, I'm writing a follow up story that will be published later in 2022.

Until next time, remember, All Consensual sex is Good sex.


About the Author


Sean Geist is an author of Hotwife/Cuckold erotica. He’s been publishing stories since 2014. He can be reached at SeanGeist@Outlook.com. He loves reader emails, almost as much as he loves readers who write reviews of his books. You can sign up for his newsletter Here. If you do, you’ll get a free Hotwife story.
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