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 Chapter One



Marie had the prettiest eyes Wilson had ever seen. They were light green and full of life, and he couldn’t believe his incredible luck at being able to see them every single morning for the rest of his life. She pulled away from his kiss and raised an eyebrow at his cock pressing against her through his pants. He locked his gaze on those luscious green eyes as she slowly dropped to her knees and began undoing his belt.



She stopped before unzipping his pants.



“Are you sure you want me to do this?” she asked.



What would sound like a crazy question to most men was perfectly logical in this case. Wilson had grown up in a strict religious household, where premarital sex was said to earn you a one-way ticket to someplace you didn’t want to go. While he’d abandoned almost everything from his puritanical upbringing (Wilson was, in fact, practically an atheist at this point), there was one artifact that stuck around.



Wilson, at age 29, was still a virgin.



He’d never regretted Marie’s many offers to have sex before their wedding. Even though he didn’t believe in a big scary place filled with fire and brimstone anymore, he had another reason for waiting. While he had no problem knowing that Marie had had a few partners before him (okay, more than a few and okay,
 mostly
 no problem), he loved the idea that he would get to experience her entirely for the first time just after she pledged herself to him. He loved knowing that from that point forward, she would always be his and his alone, regardless of how many others had come before him.



Which he really (mostly) didn’t care about.



Of course, all of that seemed much less important now that Marie’s face was mere inches away from his cock, which had never known the company of anything other than his own hand.



“I’m sure,” he said, his voice trembling.



Marie took her hands off of his pants and pulled away.



“You don’t really sound sure,” she said.



“I am,” he said softly, cursing his inability to ever sound confident.



“The wedding is just a week away, babe,” she said, reaching for his belt again.



The glimmer of hope he felt as she touched his belt faded quickly when he realized she was fastening it.



“Please,” he said.



Marie stood up and smiled.



“I think it’s awesome that I’ll be your first,” Marie said. “And it’ll be really special when it happens on our wedding night, right?”



“I guess…”



“Of course it will,” she said. “That’s what you’ve said this whole time, no matter how much I wanted to have this--” She grabbed his cock through his pants, sending a jolt of electricity from the tip of his penis throughout his whole body-- “inside me.”



“Oh, God,” he said, knowing if she left her hand there much longer, he might actually come.



She smiled and pulled her hand away. “Sometimes, I regret sleeping with so many men before I met you,” she said, seemingly unaware of how her words cut him like a knife.



Of course, his cock twitched when she talked about her former lovers, so it wasn’t all bad, even though Wilson didn’t understand why that would happen.



“It’ll be special, and it’ll be worth the wait,” Marie went on. “Trust me. It’ll be a night you’ll never forget.”



And that was undoubtedly true.







 Chapter Two



Wilson wasn’t sure how he made it through the next week without losing his mind, but he did. In front of all their friends and family, words were said, rings were exchanged, and kisses were given. It was official: Wilson and Marie were husband and wife, and they were only hours away from the most unforgettable night of Wilson’s life.



 



---



 



The reception had just started when Wilson noticed a tall black man he didn’t recognize watching them from the other side of the room. The guy had been staring for a while; every time Wilson turned his gaze in that direction, the guy had his dark eyes on the happy couple.



After a few minutes of this, Wilson tapped Marie on the shoulder and asked, “Hey, does that guy over there look familiar?”



Marie turned to look at the man and gasped. “Oh my god,” she whispered.



“Who is it?” Wilson asked.



“I’ll be right back,” she said, getting up and walking over to the man.



Wilson watched with rapt attention as Marie and the man started talking. Wilson hadn’t realized just how big the man was until Marie was standing next to him. Marie wasn’t exactly short, standing at about 5'6" tall, and this man towered over her. He must have been well over six feet. His broad shoulders looked like those of a linebacker.



Their discussion seemed cordial enough at first, but they both got pretty animated after a while. They didn’t look like they were arguing exactly, but they were undoubtedly in the midst of a disagreement. Various reception guests were gawking at the growing spectacle.



Wilson got up to go to his wife’s rescue.



Marie turned to him as he approached. “Wilson, you should probably just go sit back down.”



“What’s going on?” he demanded. “What’s this guy doing here?”



She took a deep breath and started to say something, but “this guy” spoke for her.



“I’m Trey,” he said, extending a hand to Wilson. Not knowing what to do, Wilson shook his hand. Trey gripped Wilson’s hand so firmly it hurt. “I used to be Marie’s bull.”



Wilson blinked. “Her… her bull? What does that even mean?”



Marie’s pale face turned ten shades of red. “It’s hard to explain.”



“No, it isn’t,” Trey snapped. “A bull is a man who fucks another man’s wife or girlfriend. It’s called cuckolding.”



Wilson was vaguely aware of the term, but never in his life did he think Marie would’ve been involved in something like that. He decided to shove any disgusted thoughts he had out of his head. None of that mattered anymore; Marie was his now.



“That doesn’t explain why you’re here,” Wilson said.



Trey smiled at Wilson, then turned to Marie. “I think he should hear it coming from you.”



Marie’s face was bright red. She looked down at the floor, refusing to make eye contact with either of them. “I don’t want to tell him.”



“You always give me what I want,” Trey said. “And right now, I want you to tell him what you need to tell him.”



Marie swallowed hard and looked Wilson in the eye with what appeared to be great effort. “I promised him my wedding night.”



Wilson blinked hard. “I’m sorry?”



“She promised me that whenever she got married, I could fuck her on her wedding night,” Trey explained. “Before her husband could. In front of him.”



“That’s ridiculous,” Wilson said, feeling woozy. “Don’t you think I would know if she did something so insane?”



“I was engaged before,” Marie explained. “To a guy named Kenny. Who was all in on being cucked.”



“Being cucked?” Wilson said.



“Cuckolded,” Trey said. “Pay attention.”



Marie laughed and slapped the big black man’s shoulder. “Be nice.”



“The way I see it, nothing has changed,” Trey said. “A promise is a promise. You said I could have you on your wedding night. Your wedding night is here, and I’ve come to collect.”



“I’m not Kenny!” Wilson snapped.



“That doesn’t matter,” Trey said. “The way I remember it, Kenny’s name never entered the conversation when she made her promise. Of course, maybe her focus was on something else at the time instead of the name of her fiance.”



Trey moved his hand over his crotch in a not-so-subtle manner.



“Marie, you can’t even be entertaining the possibility…” Wilson said.



Trey leaned over and whispered something in Marie’s ear. She started giggling.



“What’s so funny?” Wilson demanded.



Marie couldn’t stop giggling, so Trey said, “I just reminded her that Kenny didn’t know how much he enjoyed being cuckolded until he saw Marie sucking my cock. Might be true for you, too.”



Wilson grabbed at his chest, convinced he was going to have a heart attack. He needed to sit down and looked madly around for a nearby chair. He couldn’t believe how matter-of-factly this man spoke, how much confidence he had. Although Wilson still couldn’t believe Marie would actually do what Trey was demanding, Trey sure seemed to think it was a done deal. Wilson had never been more terrified of anything in his entire life.



But something else was happening, too. Something in his pants. Something that had happened every time Marie had mentioned a former lover. Something Wilson wouldn’t understand for quite some time.



“I think you should leave,” he finally got out.



Trey laughed at him. “That’s not going to happen. Marie has always been, among many other things, a woman of her word. She promised me her wedding night, and she’ll come through for me. Isn’t that right, sweetie?”



The audacity of Trey calling his wife “sweetie” may have been the worst affront so far! Wilson looked with fading hope to his blushing bride.



“I did promise him, honey,” she said. “And it’s only one night…”



“But, my first time...” was all Wilson could say.



Marie patted her new husband on his cheek, and her touch was enough to make his already hard cock even harder.



“You’ve waited 29 years,” she said. “What’s one more day?”



Trey patted Wilson on the back so hard it almost sent him stumbling. “Then it’s settled! Marie tells me you couldn’t afford an actual honeymoon and were going to spend the night at your place. What’s your address, my new friend?”







 Chapter Three



Wilson was thankful Trey didn’t insist on riding in the limo back to his house (although he
 did
 ask), but that was the extent of the good news for the day. Trey was sitting in a chair on Wilson’s porch when they arrived.



With trembling hands, Wilson unlocked the door and pushed it open. He heard Marie giggling again behind him and turned to see Trey had picked her up. He carried her effortlessly over Wilson’s threshold. Marie had her head against his shoulder and a hand on his chest as they went inside.



“Hey, Wilson, is everything okay?” a voice called out from the porch of the house next door.



Wilson’s neighbor and occasional early morning park walker, Jerry, sat in a chair on his own porch, eyebrows raised.



“Everything’s fine,” Wilson lied.



“Shouldn’t you be the one carrying your new bride across the threshold?” Jerry asked.



“Mind your own business, Jerry,” Wilson said.



“Hey, Wilson, is everything okay?” another voice, this one from the sidewalk in front of Wilson’s house, said.



Wilson spun around to see Susan, an older woman walking three large dogs, standing there, looking past Wilson and at the open door through which Trey and Marie had disappeared.



“Yes, Susan,” Wilson said. “Everything’s fine. You don’t need to say a word about this to anyone.”



It was a foolish thing to say to the neighborhood gossip, Wilson knew. He was surprised she didn’t already have her phone out to start spreading the news. It wouldn’t be long before Wilson was the talk of the town.



He went inside and closed the door. Trey was in the middle of his living room with Marie still in his arms.



“Now, where’s the bedroom?” Trey asked.



Wilson thought about protesting, putting his foot down to stop this once and for all. What was happening was bad enough--it had blown through bad on its way to horrible--but to have it happen on the bed Wilson slept in every night? The bed that Marie was going to be sleeping in every night from this point on?



Our marital bed
 , Wilson thought, choking back tears.



Wilson had just about gathered up the courage to tell Trey in a stern voice he was going to have to leave when Marie spoke up.



“Through the hall and up the stairs,” she said.



As the big man carried his wife out of the room, the certainty of what was about to happen crushed him as if the walls around him were closing in. He’d waited so long to have Marie — really, truly have every part of her — and now he was going to be forced to watch another man have what he’d been waiting for.



Why, then, was his cock as hard as a rock?



Trey continued carrying Marie, walking up the stairs to the bedroom without struggle, as if she were weightless. Wilson would’ve had trouble carrying her through the door in the first place.



Trey walked into Wilson’s bedroom with Wilson trailing close behind. The big man dropped Marie onto the bed, and she laughed again.



“You’re, uh, not gonna need that dress again, are you?” Trey asked.



Marie smiled up at him and said, “Nope. I’ve already married my one and only, so I’m done with it.”



Wilson’s heart swelled a bit at hearing her say he was her one and only.



And then it felt like someone punched him in his swelled heart as Trey ripped Marie’s wedding dress in half and tore it from her.



“You’re so bad!” Marie exclaimed, laughing yet again. She was lying there, before this monster of a man, wearing only a white lace bra and matching panties. The sight of her so close to nude took Wilson’s breath away; it was the first time he’d seen her in her underwear.



“I want to keep these,” Marie said as she unhooked her bra. “So be careful.”



As she released the most beautiful pair of breasts Wilson had ever seen (certainly in person, since he had never seen any up close, but even at all — no woman in his infrequent porn viewings could compare, he thought, to his new wife), Trey was busy pulling down her panties. Wilson took a seat in a chair in the corner, afraid he was going to pass out at the sight of Marie’s well-trimmed bush and what was found below it.



Marie spread her legs, and Wilson got a full view of his wife’s pussy for the first time. It looked soft and pink and was glistening with moisture already. She seemed extremely wet, although Wilson had no experience with which to back up that assumption.



Trey helped verify the situation when he leaned over Marie and stuck a couple of fingers into her cunt. “Your wife is so wet right now, Wilson.”



He got down low enough to kiss her, and she moaned into his mouth. Wilson felt a new knife stabbing him in his chest.



“You’re a lucky guy, Wilson,” Trey said, pulling away from Marie. He started taking off his shirt. “Well, I guess right now I’m the lucky one. But I’m sure you’ll get your turn, eventually.”



Eventually? How long did Trey intend on keeping him from Marie? This was only for one night, wasn’t it? He started to ask, but then Trey dropped his pants, and he had trouble focusing on anything other than the monstrous thing that was suddenly free.



It simply didn’t look real. Wilson had seen a few porn videos with men with giant penises, but he had never watched very far. He honestly thought those insanely big cocks were prosthetics or something. No way could they be real.



But here one was, and it shoved its way into Wilson’s reality, threatening to shake him to his core.



Marie sat up and grabbed hold of Trey’s monster with both hands, the paleness of her fingers a striking contrast against the darkness of Trey’s cock. “Let’s get this thing nice and hard,” she said.



Is it not even hard yet?
 Wilson thought. He was going to be sick.



“You know what works best,” Trey said, although it looked like what Marie was doing with her hands was working just fine. Wilson could already tell the difference.



Marie lifted the giant cock toward her mouth. Wilson couldn’t look away even though he desperately didn’t want to see what he was afraid he was going to. Some part of him thought, even after all of this, that there was no way his sweet wife was going to even put her lips (or tongue!) anywhere near that thing.



But she did. She raised it so it was pointing straight up, the tip now farther up the other man’s stomach than Wilson would’ve thought possible, and started licking. She began with Trey’s testicles, themselves larger than Wilson thought existed, before moving her long, moist tongue up and down the underside of the monstrous shaft.



Wilson had probably had an erection the entire time, but he wasn’t sure. When Marie took Trey into her mouth, there was no denying it anymore. His notably average cock now pushed against his pants so hard he was sure his zipper was going to bust.



As he watched Marie try in vain to get all of Trey’s insane prick into her mouth, Wilson started rubbing against his own cock through his pants. He cursed himself silently as he did so. He should not be enjoying this; in fact, he knew he was definitely not enjoying it, and yet…



Marie saw what he was doing out of the corner of her eye and laughed around Trey’s dick. Trey turned to see what was so funny, and he, too, started laughing at Wilson.



“I knew you’d like it, man!” he said. “You seem like the type.”



What was that supposed to mean? Wilson wanted to ask, but he couldn’t get anything out.



Marie pulled away from Trey, his dick making a large popping sound as it left her warm, moist mouth. She started stroking Trey again as she said to Wilson, “Honey, you should probably just get it out. That looks painful.”



He felt his face flush even more, but he did as she suggested. He pulled out his penis, all five inches of it, and started stroking.



“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Trey said. “You might want to take it easy. If you come before we’re done, you might not have as much fun watching us.”



“It’s true, honey,” Marie said. “I used to keep Kenny caged while he watched. He got all grumpy if he came too early, and when that happened, he always tried to rush us.”



“It didn’t go well for him when he tried to rush us,” Trey said, the slightest hint of threat in his deep voice.



Wilson widened his eyes, wondering about physical violence. Marie laughed as she rubbed Trey’s cock against her face, smearing precum all over her cheek.



“Don’t worry, silly,” she said. “Trey never hurt Kenny. But he did have to tie him to a chair a couple of times to get him to calm down.”



Wilson slowed down on his own stroking as Marie lay back on the bed, spreading her legs. She used her hands to spread apart the lips of her pussy, as if inviting Trey inside.



That’s undoubtedly the way Trey took it. He got onto the bed with her and rubbed the tip of his cock on her pussy. Even the tip was gigantic, and Wilson just could not believe Marie would be able to fit just the tip inside, much less anything else.



She surprised him. She reached for Trey’s cock and pulled it closer, rubbing it around and around her entrance, moaning and breathing harder and harder. Finally, with a bit of a shove from Trey, the entire head of his cock suddenly went inside, and she screamed.



She literally screamed as if he had hurt her, and Wilson started to get up from his chair.



Trey must have heard Wilson move because he said, “Don’t worry, she’s got this.”



“Oh, fuck, I got this,” Marie said in barely a whisper. “I got this so good you wouldn’t believe.”



Trey grabbed Marie’s ankles and lifted her legs so they were straight up in the air, her ankles pressing against his shoulders. “My favorite position,” he said, although whether to Marie (who probably knew already) or Wilson, Wilson wasn’t sure. “Are you ready? I know it’s been a while.”



“Make me remember,” Marie snapped at him.



Trey wasn’t nearly as slow as Wilson thought he should be. He shoved most of his cock into Marie but couldn’t get it all in. It was just too big.



Neither of them seemed to mind. No, they seemed to be having a wonderful time. Trey would pull almost all the way out of Marie before ramming himself back inside. Marie’s screams soon went from being ones of obvious pain to something less clear but closer to pleasure.



Wilson didn’t realize it, but he was starting to increase the speed he was stroking his own penis. Well, he didn’t know it at first. By the time he realized he was coming, it was too late to enjoy it.



“Oh,” he said. It was the most pathetic reaction to one’s own orgasm anyone’s ever had. He hoped they wouldn’t notice.



Somehow, while being impaled by Trey’s big cock, Marie did notice. She put her hand over her mouth to stifle her laughter, but it didn’t help. After a moment, Trey looked over at Wilson, his deflating penis still in his hand, and started laughing, too.



“Dude,” Trey said, not even breaking stride as he continued jackhammering Wilson’s new bride. “We told you to take it easy.”



“Oh my god, your face,” Marie said. “You look super disappointed in yourself.”



In himself. Yeah, that was the thing that disappointed Wilson the most right now.



“Clean yourself up,” Trey ordered. “And sit there and stay quiet. Don’t make me tie you to that chair.”



They went at it like that for another 20 minutes or so. Marie had at least two orgasms in that time, screaming loud enough that the neighbors probably heard her both times. Wilson just sat there watching, the pit in his stomach seeming to grow by the second. He thought there might not be anything of him left by the time they were done.



He felt like crying but knew it would just elicit more laughter from his wife and her lover. He didn’t really care about Trey, but he couldn’t take much more of Marie’s derision.



He couldn’t believe seeing them had made him horny. Arousal was the farthest thing from his mind right now.



“You ready to come inside me yet, baby?” Marie asked Trey. Wilson didn’t know which was worse — Marie asking Trey to come inside her or calling him “baby.”



“Why? You getting tired?”



“My legs are,” she said. “Everything else is… okay.”



“Okay, then,” Trey said, gently lowering Marie’s legs to the bed. He then got down on top of her, and she put her arms around his back and pulled him even closer.



This was even worse than before. The way they had been fucking before was just that — fucking. It was something that, like Trey’s monster penis, seemed like something out of porn. Unreal. Now they were moving slowly, sensually. They weren’t just fucking anymore.



They were making love.



Wilson tentatively touched his penis again, hoping against hope he could get aroused. At least then, his animal instincts might take over and save him some of this pain. But it wasn’t meant to be. Just like always, he was out of commission once he had come until at least the next day.



He thought about leaving the room. But he was worried they might restrain him as they’d said. Also, a part of him would rather see what happened instead of forever wondering what they got up to without him in the room. So he sat there for another ten minutes, watching and trying not to cry, as another man made love to his beautiful wife.



Finally, Trey came. He grunted loudly and made three final pumps into Marie. Then he stopped moving entirely.



“You still come as much as ever,” Marie said. “You always did fill me up so much.”



Wilson could see Trey’s white sticky mess leaking out of Marie as the other man pulled out and flopped down beside her. Those were brand new sheets, too! He sat there, just watching a seemingly unending river of jizz spilling out of his wife.



“Hey, man,” Trey said. Wilson looked to him, thinking maybe he was going to apologize for fucking Marie. Or for laughing (with Marie) at Wilson’s pathetic orgasm. Or for anything else that happened this evening. But no. He had a request. “Can you get us some water? We’re both always really thirsty after we do it.”



“Nice to know,” Wilson muttered but left to go get them some water.



When he returned, Marie was asleep. Her head lay on Trey’s big hairy chest, and Trey was stroking her long, auburn hair. His cock, soft now but still huge, lay across his left leg, still dripping a little bit of cum onto Wilson’s sheets. Wilson set the two glasses of water on the nightstand on Trey’s side of the bed.



Jesus.
 Trey’s side of the bed.



Wilson just stood there, trying not to look at Trey’s fingers running through Marie’s hair. It was almost exactly how he imagined tonight might go, except it would’ve been Wilson tenderly caressing Marie’s head as she fell asleep after they made love. After a few minutes, Trey shot him an annoyed look.



“You look tired,” he said. “You should get some sleep.”



“You’re in my bed,” Wilson said, hoping it didn’t come out as pathetic whining but knowing it did.



“Hey, I get the whole night,” Trey said. “That was the deal. If you think it’s over, you don’t know your wife very well.”



How true that was turning out to be, Wilson thought.



“She’s just resting up for round two,” Trey said, smiling. “And whatever comes after that.”



A quick shot of anger shot through Wilson’s whole body, and his hands clenched into fists. His heart pounded as he knew what he was going to do. He was going to punch that fucking smile off of Trey’s face.



Trey glanced at Wilson’s hands. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you,” he said. “Marie would be distraught if I had to put you in your place. And you don’t want to do anything to upset Marie, do you?”



The anger fled, replaced by despair. “No,” Wilson said.



“Good boy,” Trey said. “Now, go lie on the couch or something. When you hear us going at it again, you can stay down there or come back up. Your choice.”



Wilson nodded, shuffling out of the room.



 









 Epilogue



Wilson tried to sleep; he really did. But he couldn’t. An hour later, he heard the bed creaking above him, Marie screaming, Trey laughing. Wilson sat on the couch and tried to jack off, but his dick wouldn’t get hard no matter what he did.



Trey ended up staying much longer than just the night.
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