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“Did you just call me
a piece of tail?”
I could feel my anger rising and I would have slapped him right
there, but I took a deep breath and hoped that my fiancé’s best
friend had said something different. He raised his eyebrows and
chuckled a little bit before he leaned against the wall of the
office at the banquet hall. We’d just had the rehearsal dinner, and
since Paul had to go right to work afterward, Gerard was driving me
home. His father owned the banquet hall, and it was just the two of
us there now.

“I didn’t say you were a piece of
tail, though let’s face it; you’re the best piece of ass around.” I
was shocked and the idea of slapping him got more attractive. He
continued, though, and I bit my tongue. “I said you were tails.
When Paul and I saw you at the bar, I picked heads and he picked
tails. We flipped a coin and he won. So, he got the date and he got
the bride. I ended up with a lonely cougar that wanted a boy toy
but no commitment.”

“You guys flipped a coin for me like I
was some kind of a prize.”

“Oh shut up, Delly.” He rolled his
eyes. “We flipped for the chance to make you a prize.” He looked me
up and down. “And it was Paul who got you and eventually won the
prize.” I softened, and he pulled me in for a hug. “You’ll be a
beautiful bride for Nice Guy Paul and I’ll be Bad Boy Gerard,
cursed forever to be best man and never groom.”

I felt a pang of sympathy and I pulled
back a little. “You’ll find a girl to marry, Gerard; and she’ll be
a lucky girl.” I leaned forward to kiss his cheek, but he moved his
head so the kiss landed on his mouth. He held me tightly and his
tongue pushed between my lips. God help me, I couldn’t find the
will to stop him, and he kissed me hard. I felt warmth between my
legs and my resistance fluttered away. When we finished kissing, he
said, “Frankly, I’d rather have a good fuck than a bride
anyway.”

That comment almost brought me back to
sensibility, but he kissed me again and as he did, I felt him
unzipping the skimpy dress I’d worn to the rehearsal. Every fiber
of my being cried out to resist him, but his tongue exploring my
mouth was telling my body to ignore the reluctance. Before I knew
it, I stood in just my bra and panties, my dress on the floor
around my ankles. He kept kissing and my bra joined the dress. He
finally took his lips away from mine and lifted me up, carrying me
to the desk, where he unceremoniously dropped me on top. I stared
at him in shock, but I couldn’t say anything before he was
kneeling, pulling my panties off, and suddenly between my
legs.

The feeling as his mouth worked on me
was amazing; no one had even gone down on me before and as his
tongue worked over my folds, licking gently and then more eagerly
and intently. I found myself going crazy with desire. It was
wonderful. His tongue was slippery and slick but at the same time,
the roughness of the top gave a delicious contrast with each down
stroke. I could feel his beard tickling the edges of my thighs as
his tongue worked on me and I moaned with the movements. His mouth
was just doing wonders to me.

I reached down and ran my fingers
through his hair, moaning as he continued to kiss and lick and
drive me crazy with his mouth. It was amazing and I leaned back
against the desk, putting my palms flat against the top and
actually knocking a notebook off. He didn’t seem to care at all he
just kept licking. I felt his tongue working on me, and then his
fingers as he moved up and put his mouth around and onto my breast
instead. It was wonderful, and I moaned as his hand worked on my
clit.

His mouth pulled at a nipple and he
gently bit at it and then licked, flicking his tongue around in
circles on it. It was as though there was a wire connecting my
nipple to my clit and every time his tongue flicked on it, I got
more and more and turned on and more and more desperate for things
to progress. I wanted his cock in me and I wanted it
desperately.

He did fill my pussy but not with his
cock. He stopped rubbing my clit and instead, took two fingers and
pushed them in roughly. I yelped because my pussy immediately
spasmed and I came. It was amazing! I had never cum that quickly
with anyone and yet he had turned me on so much that the orgasm
assaulted my body immediately, making me scream. I gripped at his
head tightly as he pushed his fingers in and out of me over and
over and over and continued to lick and suck on my
nipple.

Finally, he pulled back, unbuckled his
belt, and unzipped his pants. I wanted his cock in my pussy
desperately but I also wanted the situation to last so instead of
letting him push in to me I dropped down off the desk to my knees
and the moment his cock was free, I put my mouth on it. He was
bigger than any man I’d had before, and I felt a stab of guilt when
I realized he was bigger than Paul. Nonetheless, I opened wide and
got the head in. I could taste the sticky and salty bit of pre-cum
at the top and licked it up. He was so big that my jaw was
straining just to get his head in.

I pushed a little deeper until I got
about an inch and a half in my mouth and then I used my hand to
stroke his shaft as I sucked on him. He groaned and I felt his
hands in my hair and he got more aggressive, pulling me deeper. My
mouth was already stretched to the limit but he kept pushing until
I felt the head of his cock at the back of my mouth, pushing
against the opening of my throat and I gagged a little. He didn’t
let go of me but held me there while I gagged and then kept
pushing.

It didn’t happen right away but as he
continued to push, holding me tight, I felt the head of his cock
slip in to my throat. My throat immediately spasmed and the gags
took over. He held me tight and kept pushing in. One inch, two
inches, three inches…until suddenly, my nose was buried in his
pubic hair and I was all the way down on his shaft. It was the
strangest combination of feelings. On one hand, I was panicking,
terrified as hell because I couldn’t breathe and I was gagging
around him. Tears were flowing down my face from the exertion. But
on another level, I couldn’t believe that I had managed to get
every bit of him into my mouth. Stupidly, I felt proud, and my
orgasm got even stronger.

He only held me that way for a second
or two before he began moving his cock in and out of my throat. I
gagged; there was the strange combination of desire and fear,
discomfort and joy. Each gag sent thrills through my body that
centered on my already cumming pussy and drove me nearly insane
with more desire even as I desperately wanted to get off of his
cock and breathe.

He pushed in and out slowly with long
strokes. When he got almost all of the way in, he would slam
forward so that each thrust made his balls smack against my chin.
The whole time, his cock never left my throat. Sometimes it would
get to just the head being inside of it, sometimes, his shaft would
be buried all the way in; my throat was never fully free of him. He
kept at it while my pussy spasmed and tears ran down my face until
finally, he pulled out and I gasped in great gulps of
air.

He lifted me up and bent me right over
the desk and then I felt his cock inside of me. Only, he didn’t
push it into my pussy. In one quick thrust, that massive thing was
buried inside my virgin asshole. The shock was so incredible that I
opened my mouth to scream but the shock also kept me from making
any noise. The only thing that came out was a choked gasp. There
was a great deal of pain. It rocketed through my body as that
massive thing plowed in to my resistant opening. He just held on to
my hips hard and kept pushing. Finally, with one vicious thrust, I
felt his balls slap against my pussy and he was all the way in my
ass. I desperately wished it were my chin his balls had
hit.

This time, he didn’t move slowly, the
moment he was all the way in and I felt his balls slap against my
pussy, he began fucking me furiously. I was paralyzed; the pain was
so intense and overwhelming that I couldn’t think at all. And in
retrospect, I suppose I should have asked him to stop. But it
didn’t occur to me. I just stayed there bent over and experienced
all of the sensations, the horrible sensations coursing through my
body. He gripped my hips tightly and began fucking me furiously.
Every thrust sent charges of pain through me, but it was amazing
because each thrust also did something else. My pussy, which has
been spasming from the orgasm responded to the thrusts in my
ass.

A vicious thrust forward would send
horrible pain through me, but the after effect of the pain was
dramatic and incredible pleasure coursing through my pussy and
through me. As he moved faster and faster, the intervals between
the pain and the pleasure were smaller, until finally they mixed
together and every thrust brought with it the pain and the pleasure
at the same time until I couldn’t distinguish between one and the
other. He continued pushing in harder and faster over and over and
I felt his hands move from hips to hair where he grabbed great
handfuls of it and yanked back. Pain shot through my scalp when he
did but the hair pulling also impacted my pussy and I found myself
cumming harder.

He thrust into my ass over and over,
grabbing my hair and pulling it back so that my neck was bent
almost straight up and as he pushed in over and over, I found
myself crying out “Oh god, yes fuck me! Fuck my ass! Fuck me!” The
strange thing about it was that it still hurt. I could still feel
every thrust in terms of the pain. It was just so mingled with the
pleasure that I didn’t mind the pain. He pushed in over and over
stretching me beyond what I would have thought was possible,
grabbing my hair and holding me tight as he did, pushing in and out
over and over. After all of the years of telling boyfriends they
couldn’t have my ass, all of the arguments when they wanted me to
try—all of that meant nothing. There was a cock bigger than I’d
ever seen buried in my tightest hole and fucking me hard and I
loved it.

My whole body was bouncing against the
desk. Things had fallen onto the floor, the notebook was only the
first, there were pens scattered, papers, the stapler, and more. As
he fucked me I actually began to fear that the monitor from the
computer would end up crashing to the ground. He moved urgently
until finally, he cried out, “Oh fuck!” I couldn’t believe it; he
was going to cum. I had used my ass to make somebody cum; more
accurately, somebody else had used my ass to make himself cum. The
point was that cock was cumming because of my ass. My ass! More to
the point, it wasn’t my fiancé who was getting it; it was the best
man! I began to grind myself against his cock, pushing him deeper
into my ass, desperate the feel of his load fill me up.

But, he didn’t cum in my ass; he
pulled out while he still had a tight grip on my hair and yanked me
backwards, so that I fell down on to the floor still facing away
from him. He pulled my hair down until my face was straight up in
the air and then I saw his cock descending. The head pushed against
my lips. I didn’t want to take it in my mouth right after it had
been in my ass; but when he yanked at my hair again, I shouted and
yelped in pain. Then the head of his cock was pushing in over my
tongue and he exploded inside my mouth.

Because of how big he was, my mouth
was completely opened wide, my lips wrapped around his shaft about
halfway. He held me tight with one hand on my neck and one hand on
back of my head as he pumped what seemed like an ocean of semen
into my mouth. I tasted his hot, salty load, filling me up and
realized that Gerald had taken the thing I’d given no other man.
He’d cum in my mouth. He held me tight as he pushed forward. I felt
the head of his cock back against the opening of my throat and then
inside until he pushed all the way down. Now, it was my chin right
against his pubic hair and his balls rested on my nose. Of course,
being completely forced to take his cock meant I was also forced to
take his load, so I not only had my first anal sex, not only had my
first taste of semen, but I was also forced to swallow my first
cum.

He held me there for a minute, his
cock flitching in my throat while I wondered about breathing again,
until finally, he pulled out; gasping , I collapsed on the floor. I
watched him pull up his pants and zip up. Then, he said, “I guess
Paul got a pretty good deal with you.” I was still a bit in shock,
but I stumbled to my feet and started pulling my clothes together.
Finally, we were both dressed and we left the banquet
hall.

We were silent during the ride home,
and when he pulled into my driveway, I said softly, “You know when
I’m married this can never happen again.”

He nodded. “Yeah, I know.”

I reached out and took his hand. I
lifted it to my mouth and sucked his index finger into my mouth,
flicking it with my tongue. Then, I looked at him. “The good news,
Gerard, is that I don’t get married until tomorrow.”
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The wedding ceremony was
beautiful and I was excited most of all because I’d succeed in
landing the perfect man. Not only that, though it had taken a
hundred or so blowjobs to keep my
virginity and although I’d lost a number of relationships in my
high school and college years; I’d managed to stay a virgin until
then. I’d had more than one cock in my mouth and more than one cock
in my ass; but no one, no one,
had ever taken my pussy. The only one who got it
and the only one who ever would was going to be my husband. So I
was more than a little proud after we said, “I do.” As we walked to
the reception I was excited to know that I truly had the right to
wear a white dress.

The reception was
wonderful but it would be a lie to say that I wasn’t eager to get
to the hotel room and finally lose it. The time just seemed to go
so damned slow and I knew everybody was being kind; they all wanted
to say how proud and pleased they were, giving us their blessings.
All I wanted to do was get out of my wedding dress, get underneath
my husband in my naughty bridal lingerie, wrap my legs around him,
and finally have a cock take my pussy. He was
sweet and appreciative as he always was and eventually things died
down.

Finally he looked at the groomsmen,
all four of them and said, “We gotta find a way to get out of here,
so uh, why don’t you guys take off. That will give me an excuse to
leave with Cassie.” I smiled at him; that was my man! Donnie always
knew what to do. He really was a great fiancé and I knew he’d make
a perfect husband. He was kind and caring and he had never judged
me, even knowing how many times I’d had a cock in front of my face.
I’d even taken on three men at once before, not letting them have
my pussy but making sure that every single one of them was
satisfied with my mouth or ass.

A lot of men would have
thought that made me a slut but not my man. No way, Donnie thought
that it made me wonderful and I was just so happy that we were
finally married. I was so excited at what was going to happen and
how we were going to be together; I was especially excited about
finally giving my virginity to him. I could tell he was excited
about it, too. He smiled at me, leaned in, gave me a kiss on the
cheek and told me that he had something special planned for our
wedding night. I almost giggled. Of course he had something special
for our wedding night! I hadn’t held back for all these years so
that it wouldn’t be special.

We were staying at a four-star hotel
about thirty minutes from where we had the wedding. We’d spend the
night there and then tomorrow we’d be off to Europe for our
honeymoon. Right then the only thing I wanted to do was get him
into bed and get busy with him. We were finally able to sneak out
of the reception after saying our goodbyes and I could barely stand
how excited I was as we got into the limo that drove us to the
hotel. I couldn’t wait. I leaned down, unzipped his tuxedo pants
and pulled out his big cock.

I loved his cock and now
it was mine. I immediately put my lips around it, feeling it grow
large and hard. I sucked, moving my mouth up and down, licking and
holding his balls with my hand. I felt his hands pet my hair and
heard him groan, “Ahh, tonight’s gonna be so special.” He continued
to push up into me and I smiled around his cock. It
was going to special. I
pulled my mouth off of him and began licking up and down his shaft
but he pushed me away. He pulled his cock back inside his pants,
zipped himself up and leaned forward to kiss my cheek. “I need you
to be in tip top shape when we get there, Babe.”

I looked up him and said, “Don’t
worry! I can handle it.”

He smiled mysteriously then leaned
further into me and kissed my ear. “I hope you can,” he teased. I
was having fun with the way he was talking and blushed when he got
out of the limo and insisted picking me up right then.

He carried me to the elevator, pressed
the button, held me the whole way up and then carried me right to
the door of our room. He kissed my cheek again and looked into my
eyes, “We’re married and that means starting tomorrow, I’m the only
one who ever has you; your mouth, your ass and your pussy. They’re
all mine.” I smiled and put my arms around him in an embrace and
kissed his cheek.

“Of course Baby,” I said, “Now that
we’re married, you’re the only one who gets me.”

He smiled back. “Do you think you’ll
miss it?”

“What do you mean?” I wasn’t sure what
he was referring to.

“Do you think you’ll miss having more
than one man at a time, having the freedom to suck as many cocks as
you want?”

I smiled. The truth was, I was a
little worried that I’d miss it, but that’s not what I told him. I
told him, “Baby, you’re all I’ll ever need!”

He looked pleased, “Starting tomorrow,
Cass.” He pushed open the door and suddenly hands were all over me,
groping me. I was shocked! It was the groomsmen – they were all
there. And before I could even react, I was forced down to my knees
and a cock was against my lips. I opened my eyes wide in shock but
before I could say anything it was pushing past my lips and into my
throat. I gagged around it, unknown hands holding my head tightly.
I felt other hands ripping off my dress; it was totally
overwhelming and unexpected – what was going on?

Everything happened so fast. One
second my new husband was leading us into our hotel room and the
next I was on my knees with one of his friend’s cock in my mouth! I
have to admit, I was really turned on by it but at the same time, I
was worried. I had saved my pussy just for my man. Was he going to
give it to somebody else? I suppose it sounds strange that as I
sucked and as I felt myself getting more turned on as the man
forced himself into my throat until his balls were up against my
chin, the moment I heard my husband say, “Remember guys, I get her
cunt first”, I suddenly relaxed. And then what was happening didn’t
seem bad or worrisome at all.

The man held me in place while I
gagged and sputtered around his cock, panicking me a bit that I
might faint from lack of oxygen. He finally pushed me back and I
was left gasping. Once I was pushed off of him, it allowed the
other men to completely lift up my dress and take it off. Then I
was there in nothing but panties, the white corset, and the white
stockings that I had bought for my husband’s eyes only. In just a
second, my little white thong panties were ripped right off of me
and my corset was forced down just enough so that my breasts were
free.

I was still in a state of shock as I
looked up at everyone with a glazed-over look in my eyes. I was
picked up and brought to the bed, my legs spread wide. A cock was
back in my mouth and then I felt a tongue licking at my clit. It
was overwhelming! The feel of it was so incredible that I moaned
around the cock that was forcing its way into my throat. I felt my
hands being lifted and pulled and then there was a cock in each one
so I began to stroke. The tongue continued licking at my pussy and
it felt amazing. First it would lick at the clit and then downward,
over the split between the lips, pushing in and wriggling around.
Then I felt it go even lower, the tongue pushing into my asshole.
It only stayed there for a second before my ass was lifted up and
in one hard, slamming thrust my ass was filled with cock. It hurt
like hell, I hadn’t been prepared for it, and I screamed around the
cock in my mouth but the man ignored me and just kept
fucking.

The man in my mouth seemed to get
excited by my struggle as he began pushing harder and faster. The
pain was intense but it didn’t last very long. I’d always loved
anal sex and after that first burst of agony it began to feel
better, and the movements of that man pushing into me were
incredible. The guy in my mouth backed away for a second and I was
able to look up and see it was the best man, Doug, who was pounding
furiously into my ass. I had my husband’s cock in one hand and
another groomsman in the other.

One groomsman stood to the side,
stroking himself and then my mouth was filled again by the fifth.
It was my wedding night and I was about to take on five men! I
couldn’t believe it but my pussy was already crying out to be
filled. It might’ve been the most turned on I’d ever been. The men
continued like that for a while and then began to switch off. A
cock went into my ass and then into my mouth while a new cock went
into my ass. The rotation went on like that for some time, all five
men using me, switching positions so that everyone was able to
pound into my ass and throat.

As for me, I couldn’t
believe how incredible it all felt. They did it over and over and
over for what seemed like hours,
methodically moving from my ass to my throat, my
ass to my throat, while I tried my best to stroke and pay attention
to the men that weren’t inside of me.

Suddenly I noticed everybody backed
away except for the man in my mouth who had his cock all the way
inside until my chin was pressed up against his pubic bone. His
balls were rested up against my nose and I was gagging furiously
around him. I felt hands on my ankles, spreading them apart and
then heard one of the groomsmen say, “Oh man, her pussy is gonna be
so sweet,” and I started to panic. My pussy was for Donnie first,
nobody else! But nobody was paying any attention to my panic and I
felt the head of a thick cock pressed right up against the opening
of my virgin pussy hole. I really started panicking when it pushed
in; it went in about an inch or so and met with
resistance.

No! It belongs to Donnie!
DONNIE! Of course, I couldn’t scream what
with a cock in my throat, and my struggling was ignored. Then my
pussy was filled. There was a moment of blinding pain as the cock
tore through me, suddenly buried to the hilt and I felt the balls
slap against my ass. The hands on my ankles kept me spread wide and
the man in my throat finally pulled out. Gratitude flooded me when
I realized it was my husband in my pussy. I reached out and wrapped my arms
around his shoulders as he began moving inside of me and my virgin
pussy got its first feel of cock. It took about two thrusts before
I was cumming, screaming around him, wrapping my legs around his
waist and pulling him in deeper as he fucked me hard.

The orgasm was overwhelming, hitting
me like a ton of bricks, crashing over me so that I could barely
breathe. Donnie just continued to fuck me, moving in and out faster
and harder. I came and came as he did and then suddenly, he pulled
away.

“Okay boys, you can have her cunt now,
too.” And before I had a chance to say anything or even think about
it, I was lifted up and dropped back down on top of the best man. I
felt Doug’s cock slip into my pussy as I watched his lustful
expression. My head was lifted up and a cock was shoved inside my
mouth. The two men started moving quickly and before I knew it,
there was a cock up against my asshole, too. It slammed into me
hard and I felt fuller than I ever had before. My orgasm grew in
intensity so much that I was almost paralyzed by it.

The men began fucking furiously and I
heard the man in my mouth cry out, “Oh shit, I’m gonna cum!” I
tried to pull my head away because I never let men finish in my
mouth, but this man held me tight and started spurting. I tasted
his hot, salty load as it coated my tongue and filled up my cheeks.
I started to pull away to spit it out but he grabbed the back of my
head aggressively and said, “You’re gonna swallow,” and then pushed
in. His cock traveled into my throat, forcing his load with it and
I had no choice but to swallow. He pulled out and when he did,
another cock found my mouth, instantly pushing inside, barely
giving me a chance to breathe.

The men switched off. Doug stayed in
my pussy but the other men went from my ass to my mouth over and
over again. There was another shout followed by another burst of
semen in my mouth and another load forced down my throat. And then
it was just Doug and the other groomsmen fucking my ass hard and my
pussy harder. Doug cried out and I felt my pussy being lifted off
of him with that cock still in my ass. My head was brought down and
forced upon Doug’s cock, I could taste myself on him as I took the
third load of cum; the third time anyone had even ever cum in my
mouth and he was filling it! It could have been a gallon or two
that he was squirting into me for all I knew; there was so much to
swallow.

The other man was still fucking my
ass. My orgasm hadn’t slowed at all and I realized how much I was
enjoying everything when the man in my ass suddenly cried out,
pulled out and approached my mouth, which was already open wide,
ready and willing to take his cum. He forced his cock down my
throat just as the others had until I swallowed it all down and
then he pushed me away and I fell onto the bed, gasping, rolling
over onto my stomach and breathing heavily. I was overcome and
amazed by the sensations that were running through my body but I
was also thankful that it was over.

Only it wasn’t. I felt
another cock outside of my ass and then my ass was filled
again. I turned my head
to see who it was and was happy to see my husband’s face. Donnie
smiled and said, “Now you’re all mine Baby,” and began fucking my
ass furiously. I was vaguely aware that the groomsmen were all
getting dressed and I heard the door open and close. By that time,
Donnie had turned me over and fucked my pussy again for a little
bit before pulling out and fucking my mouth. He went through all
three of my holes over and over and I was amazed at how long he was
lasting. When he finally did cum, he didn’t release his load in my
mouth as the other men had. Instead, he pushed up deep and hard
into my pussy and came inside of me.

He was the only man who ever did and
the only man who ever would. I wrapped my legs around him and held
him tight, crying out that I loved him. Finally he pulled out and
lay down next to me. I felt his arms around me as we spooned on the
bed. He kissed my neck and whispered in my ear, “Was your wedding
night everything you wanted?”

I turned my face towards him and said,
“It was nothing that I expected. It was so much better than I could
have hoped for Baby.” He smiled and kissed my cheek, “Well, it’s
not over yet.” That’s when I felt his cock up against my asshole
again, hard and ready. He reached down and grabbed my hips,
slamming forward. I yelped as I he entered and felt myself getting
close to another orgasm almost instantly. It was going to be a
long, long wedding night!
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I couldn’t believe how
beautiful Miss Sterling looked as I finished tying up her bridal
lingerie. She turned around and smiled at
me, her black hair beautiful and lustrous. She thanked me and asked
me how long I had been working for the wedding planning company.
When I told her it was my first day, she smiled. She stood back and
asked how she looked. I told her she was beautiful and it was true,
with her jet black hair cascading down over her shoulders and the
lovely white corset, she just looked so damn sexy and yet so damned
innocent at the same time. Two of the bridesmaids had come with
her, and I had fitted their dresses just moments before.

With her beautiful thong panties and
the white garters with stockings, everything was a picture of bride
perfection. I said most of that to her and she smiled at me when I
did. Then, she lifted her hand and she stroked my face. She said,
“You’re beautiful too.”

I smiled and said, “Thank you very
much Miss Sterling.” And that was when she kissed me. I couldn’t
believe it. The feel of her lips on my mouth was overwhelming. I’d
never been kissed by a woman before and it was different than a
man. It was tender but still urgent. Before I knew what was
happening, she has lifted my thin cotton dress up over my
shoulders, backed away from the kiss so she could get it off me,
and stood looking at me. We were in our underwear; her, in a
beautiful bridal corset, and me in the regular white cotton bra and
panties I always wore.

I was shocked and I started to say
something but before any words could get out, her mouth was back on
mine. Her hands ran up and down my body, rubbing the sides, gently
stroking my ass and then lifting up to rub at my breast through my
bra. I could feel my nipples hardening. I could feel desire
coursing through me. Her tongue explored my mouth more urgently,
and when she pulled back, she kept my lips in her mouth.

 

I couldn’t believe the feelings that
ran through me. I had never, not once, considered being with a
woman. Of course I’d thought about it, the way that any girl might
fantasize at odd times and I’d have brief flashes of images run
through my mind, but the actual concept of doing it was something
that I never considered. But there she was kissing me and running
her hands over me, which was driving me wild.

Then, she got even more aggressive,
she leaned back and sat on to the bed inside the dressing room and
as she did, she pulled me down with her. Only, I ended up on my
knee, her legs were spread and with one hand holding on to the back
of my head, she used her other hand to moved her panties out of the
way and suddenly, I saw her beautiful bare pussy directly in front
of my face. I was really starting to get nervous now, but she
pulled me forward until my mouth was pressed up against
her.

Tentatively, I pushed my tongue out
and she moaned, so that gave me a little bit encouragement and
confidence and I began moving my tongue faster. She moaned more and
I felt her holding on to my head more tightly and then her other
hand came down and she stroked my hair and then my shoulders with
that one. The more she moaned, the more aggressive I got. Until
finally, I was moving my tongue all over her, leaning forward to
kiss and to lick at her, savoring the sweet and musky
flavor.

I moved my head and back and forth
over her. It was incredible. I’d had a ton of cocks in my mouth. I
think I probably blew more men than most girls have. I hadn’t
wanted to please any of them as much as I wanted to please her
right then. As she moaned and groaned, I continued to move my lips
around. I thrust my tongue up and inside of her and I fucked her
pussy with my tongue just as though it were a little
dick.

Then, I pulled back and I licked in
long strokes from the bottom of her slit all the way up to her
clit, moving my tongue more and more and more as she moaned around
it. She pushed herself up against me harder and harder and then
finally, she pulled me up. She sat up and leaned down to where she
could kiss me and I wondered if she tasted herself on my mouth. Her
hands went immediately to my bra pulling it down so it was bunched
up at my waist and then her mouth was on my breasts and I was in
heaven.

The feel of her tongue and her lips on
my nipples was overwhelming. She sucked one into her mouth and
flicked her tongue at it and then she moved to the other and all
the while, her hands kept moving over my body, rubbing my thighs,
rubbing my legs, squeezing my ass and even brushing over my panties
between my legs so that I felt thrills running through my
pussy.

I couldn’t believe it. I was far more
turned on with her than I had ever been with a man and there had
been men who had given me incredible orgasms. What she was doing,
though, was overpowering. Her tongue continued to work on my
nipples, one to the other. Then, I felt her hands down at my waist.
She put her fingers in the waistband of my panties and I felt them
travel over my ass, down my thighs and then, while her tongue
continued to work on my breast, her hand went between my
legs.

She rubbed my clit in a strange,
circular motion that drove me crazy and then, she pushed her hand
forward so that it was the palm on my clit. She moved her hand
around while her fingers began to explore my folds.

It was wonderful. I couldn’t believe
how damn good it was. Finally, she pushed me away, stood me up, I
stepped out of my panties and she kissed me again. Then, she
brought me to the day bed and practically pushed me down onto it. I
stared at her wide-eyed. She still looked fully dressed in her
lingerie. Her thong had covered up her pussy again but I was naked
in front of her, she spread my leg and then I watched her face
descend almost in slow motion to my clit. The feel when her tongue
hit me was overwhelming.

With all the men I’d been with, not
one had ever put his mouth on me. She didn’t do all that I had
done. She just focused right on the clit, licking on that hard
little button over and over and up and down, back and forth while I
moaned uncontrollably. It was the most incredible feeling I’d ever
had. I looked at her; I couldn’t see her mouth on my pussy. I could
just see her hair bobbing around over my belly. I could see that
she’d brought one hand back and she had her fingers plunging in and
out of herself as she continued to lick me.

It was then that I noticed there were
other people in the room. My eyes grew wide. It was the
bridesmaids! They had walked right in while her mouth was on my
pussy. I expected them to be shocked; I expected them to be angry
or even indignant but they weren’t. Instead, the maid of honor,
Susie smiled and began to strip. The other bridesmaid (I think her
name was Allison) stripped as well. Before I knew it, both of them
were on the bed next to me, their mouths on my breasts as I
continued being assaulted by that tongue. Miss Sterling lifted up
her hands and pushed two fingers into me. It was overwhelming and
everything had happened so quickly. I couldn’t believe it! If
someone had asked me in the morning what would happen that day, I
would have said I was dealing with outfitting a bride and her
party. I probably would have made a snide comment about how all
brides were bitches plagued by temporary insanity, but I was the
one going insane at the moment!

The mouths and hands
continued to work on me, and then there was a pussy pushed down
onto my face. I thrust my tongue up into it, amazed at how fast I
had responded without a second thought. I didn’t know which of the
girls was straddling my face, but I hungrily and eagerly explored
the pussy in front of me, moaning as I worked my tongue inside and
wriggled it around. I heard a satisfied moan as my tongue began to
explore the soft, wet folds. Now there was a pussy up against my
face, a mouth on my pussy and another mouth and hands working on my breasts.
There were moans everywhere and I just kept licking
upward.

It went on. The pussy in front of my
face changed several times and the mouth on my pussy changed
several times but there was never a time when I wasn’t pleasing
somebody and being pleased. At one point, when the pussy left me, I
looked over and saw that Allison was with Miss Sterling, her
fingers working furiously on her pussy while the bride licked at
her clit. I moaned at the sight and then paid attention to the girl
in front of me, as her fingers continued to move in and out, over
and over, harder and faster.

It was the most overwhelming thing I’d
ever felt. I was groaning and moaning. She was moving her fingers
hard inside of me while I licked her and pushed my own fingers in
and out of her. Suddenly, I saw her tense up and groan. I watched
her whole body spasm, and she lifted up her head and said “Oh fuck,
I’m cumming.” That turned me on incredibly and I don’t know how I
got so aggressive but I grabbed the back of her head and pulled it
back down to myself.

My fingers continued to move between
her legs and then I felt her push two fingers back into my pussy.
It was too great a sensation for me; my whole body tensed and I
screamed “Oh shit! I’m cumming too, I’m cumming too!” My hand was
jerking now, pushing in and out of her cunt with abandon, and I
heard one of the other two girls scream that she was coming as
well. Then, I recognized Miss Sterling’s voice and she announced
her orgasm also.

I pushed my fingers in and out as
rapidly and as hard as I could. The girl wasn’t licking anymore,
she was just sucking on my clit as she moved her hand, and the
pleasure coursed through me in such an overwhelming way that it was
hard for me to breathe. I couldn’t believe that I was cumming so
hard with a woman, harder than I had ever cum with a man. Her
fingers continued to move, and mine did as well, pushing in and out
of the cunt spasming above my face.

I wasn’t going to give up men anytime
soon, but I knew from that point forward, women would be a part of
my sex life forever. Her fingers continued to move until I was
pretty sure I couldn’t take anymore, I pushed her away. She rolled
over on to the day bed, gasping and breathing heavily. She crawled
up and kissed me and my earlier question was answered. I could
taste myself on her mouth.

The other two girls finally stopped as
well, and all of us lay together on the little daybed, breathing
hard and trying to recover from the spontaneous sex. Finally, I sat
up and found my clothes. I couldn’t locate my panties, so I just
pulled on my bra and then my dress. I guess I wanted to fill the
silence because I stupidly said, “Um…was there anything else you
needed?”

The question was so absurd that
everyone sat shocked for a moment. Then, Miss Sterling started
giggling, and the bridesmaids did as well. That set me off, and we
were a laughing mess for the next several minutes until we finally
got control of ourselves. Miss Sterling, still looking beautiful
and innocent in her lingerie walked up and gave me a
kiss.

“I’m completely satisfied with your
service,” she said. Of course, that brought another round of
giggles.
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By the time we reached the
little desert resort town for the first leg of our honeymoon, I was
absolutely excited. I’d already been fucked hard for the first time
as a wife; it had happened in the limo. Since the resort was only
three hours away by car, we didn’t bother booking a flight.
Instead, we took a limo. When we got in, my new
husband Andrew pressed the button that put
up the barrier between us and the driver and before we’d even
pulled out of the church parking lot, he grabbed the back of my
head and pushed me down to his cock. I unzipped his tuxedo pants,
pulled out that beautiful, thick, and wonderful dick that I loved,
opened my mouth and began sucking him.

He lifted my wedding dress up over my
waist as I did and I felt his fingers inside me, pushing in and
out, over and over. He moved my thong out of the way, lifted me up
and put me on top of him. I felt his cock push into my pussy and I
moved on top of him that way, showering his face with kisses. I
held onto his neck as his hands roamed over my body and his cock
pushed up into my pussy harder and faster. He held me tightly as he
fucked me and when I came, I gripped his shoulders hard crying out,
“Oh God, yes! Yes, fuck me! Fuck me Baby!” He pushed up hard two or
three more times before I felt him emptying himself inside of
me.

I rolled off him, collapsing onto the
seat while he fixed up some drinks from the limo’s bar. He smiled,
handed me my drink, and said, “You know what honey? I love your
mouth and I love your pussy and I can’t wait to share it.” I opened
my eyes wide.

“Share?” I was confused.

“Oh yeah” he said, “I want to see you
filled with cock, Baby. I want to see a dick in your mouth, a dick
in your pussy and a dick in your ass.” He’d never said anything
like that to me before. I thought he was joking so I playfully
punched him on the shoulder. When I did, he grabbed the back of my
head and pulled me back down to his cock, pushing himself into my
mouth. I smiled as I sucked on him, reaching my hands up to rub his
balls.

But as he pushed his cock
in and out of my mouth he said, “I’m not joking, Baby. I’ve already
arranged for men to meet us at the hotel suite. I’m going to see
you filled with cock. I’m going to watch my cock pushing in and out of you
while two other cocks are working on you. I want to see all three
of your holes filled at once.”

I was sure he was joking but it was
turning me on immensely, so after he said it, I climbed back on top
him, got his cock back in my pussy and fucked him again until we
both came hard. I collapsed on top of him, breathing heavily. He
didn’t say anything more about sharing me and I was convinced he
was joking and didn’t really pay it anymore mind at all.

When we got to the hotel room, I
immediately jumped into the shower and washed away the travel. I
was happy and humming as I stepped out and wrapped myself in a
towel, only to be stopped in shock. My husband was there and two
strange men I’d never seen before. All three of them were
completely naked. All three had hard, thick cocks at the ready and
were stroking them, staring at me.

“Oh my God, you weren’t joking,” I
said, stunned. And that’s when the first strange man reached out at
me, pulled the towel off so that I stood naked in front of them and
then pushed me to my knees. I was still in shock when his cock
pushed against my lips and he held me until I opened up. He forced
himself inside. I gagged around his cock as he pushed in harder and
harder until he was in my throat, his balls at my chin. I could
feel tears streaming down my cheeks from the exertion but nobody
paid them any mind. I felt other hands on me, squeezing me, rubbing
my breasts, and pinching my nipples hard. I was eventually pushed
away and I knelt there on the floor, gasping, eyes wide in shock. I
looked up at my husband who was smiling and looking back down at
me. He said, “Oh, this is going to be great.”

Then, the two strangers lifted me up
and brought me over to the hotel bed. Almost immediately, there was
a cock in my pussy. I knew it wasn’t my husband because he was
standing at the side, watching. One of the men had lifted my leg up
into the air and pushed into me. I was taken by surprise and cried
out, “Oh my God! Fuck!” and then another cock was right in front of
my mouth again. The man took my head and pushed into me. Once again
my throat was filled; once again I gagged; and once again I cried.
I felt my hand being moved and it was placed around a cock – I knew
it had to be my husband’s cock, and strangely, as reluctant as I
was to have anything to do with what was happening, I began
stroking him almost automatically.

I felt a hand on the back
of my head pulling my mouth even deeper onto that cock. One of the
strangers said, “Oh man! Your wife’s a good little slut!” and I
felt tears of humiliation join the tears of exertion. They
continued fucking me hard and furiously. The hands on my breasts
were rough and mean, pinching my nipples and then slapping them.
The man in my mouth was driving in deep, over and over, fucking my
throat just as hard as the man in my pussy was fucking me. When he
pulled out, I gasped and tried desperately to draw in great gulps
of air but I felt Andrew’s hands on my head, pulling me around and
suddenly it was his cock forcing into my mouth. He had never fucked my mouth
before, always letting me do the work, but now he pushed that fat
thing all the way up against the back of my mouth making me gag
just as hard as the stranger had.

I felt the cock in my
pussy pull out and the other one replaced it. Then my hand was
pulled around and I was stroking a stranger’s cock while my husband
fucked my throat roughly. I couldn’t breathe! My whole body was in
agony from the way I was being used, from the slaps and the pinches
on my tits, the hard fucking in my pussy, the terrible and viscous
throat fucking. I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. But
perhaps the thing I couldn’t believe most was how damned turned on
I was getting. Every forceful thrust past my tongue and into my
throat was sending pain and discomfort through me but it came to a
point where I was anticipating it, almost begging for it.

The man in my pussy was fucking me so
hard my whole body was shaking and that was doing wonders for me as
well. The men continued this way for a long while—one fucking my
mouth hard and the other fucking my pussy just as hard—until they
began switching off. I always had one hand stroking a cock, one
cock shoved into my throat, and a third dick pounding my pussy,
over and over, harder and faster each time. They did this for
fifteen or twenty minutes, switching positions every few
seconds.

The cocks all withdrew,
and I suddenly felt myself being turned around. Without any
warning, I was slammed down on top of a cock from underneath me. It
was a stranger and he looked up at me as I came down onto him. He
smiled and said, “Yeah, she’s definitely a good little slut.” Again
I felt the humiliation and I wanted to lash out and call him
asshole or something but
before I could do anything, my head was lifted and a cock was back
in my throat. From this position, the men were able to fuck my
mouth much harder than they had before and I choked and gagged even
more as tears streamed down my face.

I heard Andrew’s voice, “Oh yeah. I’ve
got the best slut wife there is!” and it was strange because even
though I still felt a twinge of humiliation, I also felt a thrill
of excitement run through me at what my husband was saying about
me. The man underneath me was grabbing my tits viciously, twisting
them and sending pain running through me but even that pain was
welcomed by me; it felt good now. Then I felt a sudden sting and I
realized that Andrew was slapping my ass and slapping it hard. Each
spank sent shockwaves of pain through me and that pain was
translated immediately to pleasure, making my pussy clench around
the cock inside of me.

The men moved quickly and furiously as
my husband’s hand continued to rain down on my ass until I’m sure
that my cheeks turned bright red. And then the man in my mouth held
me tight and pushed all the way in until my nose was buried in his
pubic hair. His balls were on my chin and I gagged around him,
starting to panic. I tried to lift up my hands to push him away but
I felt stronger hands on my wrists, pulling them back so that my
arms were behind my back. That’s when I became terrified because
that’s when I felt the head of Andrew’s cock up against the tiny,
rosebud opening of my virgin asshole.

At that moment I remembered in the
limo Andrew had talked about seeing me with my ass filled. It had
left my mind. I was terrified of anal sex. I had never allowed
anyone to do it, and I had planned on remaining an anal virgin for
the rest of my life. His comment had slipped my mind but there he
was. My brand new husband had his cock up against the tightest
opening of my body, while two strangers were fucking my other
holes. I felt his hands on my abused ass cheeks and I realized it
was the man underneath me who had moved my hands behind my back.
The man in my throat held me in place while I gagged and sputtered,
not able to scream out or protest.

It happened so suddenly, Andrew
tearing past my tiny, puckered hole and filling my ass with his
shaft. Pain erupted through my entire body and I screamed around
the cock in my mouth. Everything went black for a minute; the pain
was so intense that I forgot about the pleasure as his cock plowed
in, inch-by-inch until he was completely inside of me. I was
shaking. I tried to scream again and realized I didn’t have the
voice for it. That’s when the men began to move again. The man at
my face held me firmly and fucked my mouth mercilessly. He only
moved out about an inch back and forth in my throat so that he was
never out of my throat and I never stopped gagging as the tears ran
down my face.

The man underneath me
pushed up harder and faster, making Andrew’s cock in my ass feel
even bigger, which I didn’t think was possible. As they both thrust
into me, they sent bolts of pain through my body. In my mind, I
wanted it to stop but then something strange happened. After a few
seconds of movement, I felt myself cumming. I came
hard and I could feel my
orgasm filling my body, driving away the pain so that even as I
felt it with every thrust that the men made, the pain was distant,
like something I was watching elsewhere instead of something I was
feeling.

My orgasm filled me with overpowering
sensations of pleasure. Andrew continued to fuck hard while the man
in my pussy continued to fuck hard as did the man in my mouth. All
three of my holes filled! I couldn’t believe it! And even with my
orgasm, they kept it up. Over and over and over they moved until
finally the man in my mouth cried out. I felt him holding me tight,
and then the next thing I knew he was exploding into my mouth, his
hot, salty load filling my cheeks. He held me tight, his hands
gripping my hair and I heard him ask Andrew, “Does your slut of a
wife swallow?”

I couldn’t believe the way I was being
talked about and another wave of humiliation passed through me. It
was even worse when Andrew replied, “Of course she does, all sluts
swallow.” I started crying again as I swallowed down the anonymous
load in my mouth but it was strange because the moment I swallowed
it, my orgasm hit me again full force and when he pulled out of my
mouth, I was finally able to cry out, “Oh Jesus, fuck me! Fuck
me!”

That made the man in my pussy pump up
hard two or three times and then pull out, grabbing my head and
pulling me down on his cock. “Tell your slut to swallow me, too,”
he said.

But I didn’t need to be told. The
moment his load splashed over my tongue and into my mouth, I was
ready for it, gulping it down. Andrew kept fucking my ass hard long
after the other two men had backed away. I turned my head and saw
that they were getting dressed as he continued to pound my little
hole, taking my anal virginity on our wedding night. I continued to
cum, the power of his cock controlling my body’s response. Finally
I felt his hands at the back of my head. He thrust forward hard
three or four more times and said, “My slut wife even takes a cock
right out of her ass into her mouth.”

I was horrified for a second but the
reaction was automatic. When he pulled out of my ass and forced my
head down to his cock, I opened wide as he shoved in and began
spurting what seemed like far more cum then he’d ever cum before.
It splashed over my tongue and down my throat. He held me there for
quite a while as I hungrily swallowed it down and then began
sucking, going as deep as I could until my nose was pressed right
up against him and my lips were wrapped around the base of his
shaft. It was intense enough that he finally had to push me
away.

I sat up on the bed gasping. The other
men were gone. I looked at him and smiled and I think he was a
little unsure whether I’d be angry or okay with what had just
happened. I guess I should have been angry, but my orgasm was still
running through me, and I couldn’t argue with my body. I looked at
him and said, “What the hell are you doing over there?” He opened
his eyes wide in surprise, trying to figure out what I meant. I
spread my legs and grinned, “Your slut wife is still horny! Get
over here big boy!”
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There’s nothing quite as
wonderful as waking with a mouth on your pussy and
I felt myself being pulled away from that
delicious time between sleep and wakefulness as the tongue moved up
and down on my slit and then centered on my clit. It was
incredible, wonderful and the sensations were so beautiful, sending
pleasures through my body; I moaned softly still not fully awaken.
Then I realized something was strange; the tongue was different. I
didn’t know who it was licking me, but I knew for a fact that it
wasn’t my husband Richard.

When my eyes fully opened, I couldn’t
believe what I saw, it was my best friend Monica; her mouth was
working on me. Her eyes were closed in a veneer of lust as her
tongue moved up and down my slit. I saw her deep and beautiful
brunette hair bouncing above me. I couldn’t believe what was
happening. I’d never been with a woman before and yet there she was
with her mouth on my clit, licking me. When I said “What the fuck!”
she looked up and smiled at me. She moved upward and I suddenly
felt her fingers pushing in to me. I meant to tell her to stop but
the sensations of her fingers inside of me were so incredible that
I just moaned. She smiled again, moved upward and I felt her mouth
on my breasts, she began running her tongue over my nipples as she
moved her fingers in and out me and cried out “Oh my god, it so
good!”

Richard smiled and said, “There she
goes.” and I turned and saw that he was there, standing in the
doorway, naked. Mark was right next to him also naked and I
couldn’t believe it. The three of them had arranged for this
together. My wedding dress was still draped over the chair where
I’d left it the night before. My best friend, the maid of honor,
had her mouth on my clit! Her husband Mark, Richard’s best man, was
right there next to him. The men immediately got on to the bed and
I felt their hands around me. And then the real surprise, another
man walked in the room, naked; a man I’d never seen before. Before
I could say anything, their hands were all over me. Monica moved
back down to lick at my pussy and continued to move her fingers in
and out of me as she did.

I felt Mark’s hands on my breasts and
I felt Richards’s hands moving over my legs and then the third
man’s hands were on me. I was overwhelmed. Every part of my mind
was screaming out at me that say, “Tell them to stop. Tell them to
stop.” but I couldn’t. The sensations running through my body were
too great. Then something strange happened. When Richard’s hands
went to Monica’s head and began stroking her hair, I felt such an
incredible thrill. The thought of my husband, touching another
woman…it was overwhelming and I got so turned on. It was strange.
We’d been married less than twelve or thirteen hours, and I was
thinking about watching him fuck my best friend—and I liked the
thought! I didn’t want to stop them, but I couldn’t have stopped
anything anyway. The hands continued to work on me and then
suddenly, there was a cock in front of my mouth. I opened my eyes
wide and looked up, it was Mark and he grabbed the back of my head
and began pushing into my mouth.

My best friend’s husband had his cock
in my mouth, and then the other man pulled my head away and put his
dick in my mouth. That continued for five or ten minutes. Somewhere
in the middle of switching from one cock to the other, I realized
that Monica was no longer licking me. I pulled my mouth away and
looked; she was on her knees on the bed. Richard stood at the side
of the bed and her mouth was on him. There’s no way to describe how
incredible it was to watch another woman’s mouth on my husband’s
cock. I watched her lips around the head of his cock. She wore
bright red lipstick, and it was beautiful to watch those
crimson-colored lips run over him. She moved deep; she got all the
way to the base of his cock until his balls were on her chin. I’d
never been able to do that to Richard and there was something so
thrilling and incredible about watching it; about knowing that he
was getting his deep throat wish and I was getting to watch
it.

I turned my mouth back to Mark. I
decided that come hell or high water, I was going to deep throat
him. He wasn’t as big as Richard so it was easier for me to get
almost all the way in but I couldn’t get to the base. I pulled off
of him, one hand stroking his cock and the other hand stroking the
stranger’s cock. I looked and saw that Monica was moving in long
strokes, pulling all the way back to his head, flicking her tongue
around it and then moving it all the way back down
again.

I put my mouth on the stranger. He was
the smallest of the three; so I was able to push deep on him, and I
kept pushing, until finally, I got to the base for one fleeting
moment before I gagged and backed off. What Monica was doing with
her mouth was effortless but what I was doing was still pretty
good. The man groaned, and then Mark grabbed at my head and once
again my mouth was moved back and forth between the two men while I
watched my new husband fuck my best friend’s throat. Finally, I
decided that no matter what I did that day, I would have Mark’s
balls on my chin and his shaft all the way inside.

I turned to him and reached around
with both hands, grabbing the back of his ass. I pushed as deep as
I could. I got about three quarters of the way down before I gagged
and pulled back. I looked up to him and said, “You have to help me.
I need you to get all the way in my throat.” Then I plunged back
down. I got about three quarters of the way there again and I
gagged again and pulled back. Mark hadn’t done a thing. I looked to
him and said “Damn it Mark, push your cock down my throat. Force it
in.” I put my hands around his hips again, gripped his ass tight
and plunged as deep as I could.

This time, he did act. I felt his
hands on the back of my head and he began to push. I was gagging
uncontrollably but he was obeying me. He was forcing himself in,
and I felt the head of his cock enter my throat. I gagged. It was
horrible. It was torture; but I kept at it and he kept forcing his
way in, inch-by-inch until the last two and a half inches of his
massive cock was all the way in inside of me.

I couldn’t believe how incredible it
was to know that I had done it as my nose pressed up against his
pubic hair and I felt his balls on my chin. Mission accomplished, I
was about to back away, but suddenly, my pussy was filled. The
stranger had lifted up my leg and pushed deep inside of me. I
groaned and gasped around Mark’s dick. This gave Mark more
encouragement and he held my head tightly and began pushing in and
out of my throat over and over and over. It was strange and
wonderful; the cock in my pussy was sending spasms through me. The
cock in my throat was torturing me but it was a sweet torture; I
didn’t want it to end.

They continued to fuck me that way for
quite a while, the cock in and out of my pussy, the other cock in
and out of my throat. I could hear my husband moaning with whatever
he and Monica were doing. Suddenly, Mark pushed me away. I felt him
lift me off of the stranger and turn me around so I was on my hands
and knees. In the process, I saw Monica on top of my husband,
moving herself up and down on Richard’s cock. It was incredible to
see, but I didn’t get much time to watch it because the stranger
grabbed the back if my head and pushed my mouth back on his cock.
Mark began fucking me hard and fast.

My own moans and cries joined with
Monica’s as she moved on top of my husband and the stranger began
forcefully pushing his cock into my throat. It was incredible. I
couldn’t believe how much I loved it. I mean, it was torturous
having that cock forced into my throat and gagging around it and I
felt I’d never get air again but I still loved it. It made what
Mark was doing in my pussy stronger, more powerful. I felt his
hands on my waist and the stranger’s hands on my head; and I’d
never felt so full before in my life; getting it from both ends
like I was.

Monica’s moans and Richard’s moans
just drove me even crazier and crazier. The thought that right next
to me, in my bridal bed, my best friend was fucking my husband, was
sending my brain into cartwheels of desire. It occurred to me as
those thoughts came through that I was sucking on a stranger’s
cock. It was weird enough that Monica was fucking my husband in my
wedding bed. It was strange enough that her husband was fucking me;
but adding to that, I was sucking on a cock that belonged to a man
I had never seen before! Somehow, none of that seemed to matter in
the moment.

I continued to suck, Mark continued to
fuck me and Monica and Richard continued to moan. Finally, the man
in my mouth cried out. He said, “Oh fuck! I’m going to cum!” I
started to pull away but his hands were still on my head and he
didn’t even slow the assault on my throat as he began spurting. It
was strange. Half of his cum went right into my throat and the
other half splashed over my tongue, filling my mouth with the taste
of his hot, salty load.

Mark was moaning and I knew that he
wouldn’t be so far behind and suddenly my own orgasm hit me. I
screamed around the stranger’s cock as he continued to pump semen
into my mouth. “Oh fuck! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Mark begin
fucking me harder and faster. I heard Monica say “Oh fuck, I’m
cumming too!” Richard was groaning. Mark moved faster and harder
and stronger in me and then suddenly, he cried out and thrust
forward hard.

I thought he was going to cum in my
pussy but he didn’t. He pulled out and lifted my face off the
strangers cock and turned. He hesitated and seemed to change his
mind. While he held my head with one hand, he grabbed Monica with
the other, pulling her down by her hair and shoving his cock into
her throat.

I watched as her eyes grew wide and
the first spurt of cum entered her mouth and then he was pulling
her down roughly, until his shaft was all the way in. He thrust
forward so hard that his balls actually bounced on her chin and I
watched her neck spasming as she gulped down his cum. It was so
incredible because the moment that she did, her whole body tensed
on top of Richard and I heard him groan. I knew what that groan
meant. I saw him reach down, grip her waist and lift her up off of
him. His cock had already started spurting by the time my mouth got
to it. I went as deep as I could and then, I went deeper. I didn’t
get all the way down to the bottom of his cock, but I think I went
deeper than Richard had ever felt me before as his cum splashed in
to me and I gobbled it up as much as I could.

I kept my mouth on him for a long
while, gently sucking on him while my body slowly returned to
normal. When I finally pulled up and licked my lips, I saw Monica
and Mark lying on the bed, already sleeping. The stranger was
nowhere to be seen. I looked at Richard, and he smiled at me. I
climbed up to my man and whispered in his ear, “When I told you
about my wife swap fantasy, I meant some time in the
future.”

He stroked my hair. “I couldn’t wait.
The thought of watching you was too hot.” Images of Monica’s mouth
on him flooded my mind, and I nodded.

“Me, too, Baby.” I looked at my best
friend and her husband. They slept peacefully, and I walked to the
hotel mini bar and fixed Richard a gin and tonic and drank red wine
straight from the little bottle. He walked up and joined me, giving
me a kiss before taking his cocktail. I nodded toward Monica and
Mark. “Do you think things are going to get weird now?”

He shook his head. “I don’t think so,
TJ, Mark and I did stuff like this all the time in college, so
things should be fine.” He winked at me. “Of course, we may want to
fuck them three or four more times today just in case.”

About an hour later, when I watched
Richard push his tongue into my best friend’s cunt and while I
wrapped my lips around her husband’s cock, I couldn’t have agreed
with the plan more.
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