
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	You May kiss The Bride

	Bran and Joey just got married, and they’re heading to their wedding bed, excited in the knowledge that they’ve both saved themselves for marriage.

	But when they get down to the nitty-gritty, something’s wrong.

	Turns out Bran is too big to fit inside his sweet, petite bride. And yet she’s insistent that they find a way to consummate their marriage on their wedding night.

	They might need some help from their friends to get her ready to take her husband. They might need her to sleep with a groomsman or two...

	A strangely sweet, yet fiercely sexy novella featuring lots of explicit bride-sharing action — from the bestselling author of His Week With My Wife.
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	Chapter One

	P


	eople were always teasing us because of our size difference.

	By the time I graduated high school, I was six foot-five. On the other hand, Joey dreamed of reaching five feet — and her teenage years proved that not all dreams come true.

	We politely smiled at people saying I could rest my beer on her head. We smirked and gently eye-rolled those who asked if Joey was my daughter.

	We quietly groaned when anyone asked Joey if she knew what the weather was doing up there, and so on.

	What did we care? People could say what they liked. Joey was so sweet, I was besotted. And she always seemed impressed by my size. Her eyes lit up whenever she saw me.

	Her best friend, Monica, said Joey had had a crush on me since fourth grade. Monica always gently chided me for somehow missing Joey’s signals until we got to high school. But, you know how it is with signals.

	Pretty much as soon as I was old enough to get interested in girls, I definitely noticed her. It took me a while to realize the shy looks she sent my way when she thought I wasn’t looking were actually meant for me.

	But then I surprised the heck out of her by asking her to the Freshman’s Ball, and we were pretty much together since then.

	There’s been no one else for either of us. There never needed to be. We got used to our size differential. It wasn’t an issue.

	* * *

	In our community, everyone went to church. It wasn’t questioned, it wasn’t an issue. Church was there. Everyone went to it each and every Sunday morning.

	In our families, everyone paid attention to what was said in church, too. For Joey and me, that meant saving ourselves for marriage. That wasn’t an issue for us, either.

	Sure, we used to make out — a lot—just like any other teenagers. And although we never saw each other naked until our wedding night, I’d seen Joey in her bikini often enough, and she’d seen me in trunks every summer.

	And just because we’d dated from the very beginning, didn’t mean our attraction toward each other ever cooled, either. Stealing a few moments together in the back woods when we were nineteen was just as thrilling as when we’d first taught ourselves how to French kiss after that Freshman’s Ball when we started dating.

	When we went swimming at Pelham’s Creek that summer before our wedding, I still had to hide my hard-on from her, seeing her in the tiniest bikini our local Walmart was willing to sell.

	She just about took everyone’s breath away.

	I enjoyed the envious looks of other guys, who knew we were marrying that September.

	* * *

	And then the day finally came. People said I was crazy waiting even until we were nineteen to tie the knot, but we didn’t feel a need to rush.

	She was just the most beautiful thing you ever did see, that warm day in the early fall. Everybody we knew turned out to see her stroll down the aisle dressed all in white, Papa Joe on her arm.

	I lifted up that veil and gazed into the prettiest eyes — the color of a midsummer sky. My heart just about stopped, seeing her there to marry me.

	Joey’s parents booked out the entire Sheraton, the most luxurious hotel for fifty miles in all directions, and it was a heck of a reception. Explains why not a single anybody on the guest list declined their particular invitation to the wedding.

	It was so good seeing everyone there.

	Everyone drank a whole heck of a lot, too. But I was being careful. I didn’t want to let my Joey down on her wedding night. My buddies were sinking beers like there was no tomorrow, but I quietly topped up my glass with ginger ale.

	Jeez, we’d been together five years. A long time to wait when you’re dating someone as fine as Joey.

	Then, finally, came midnight, and it was time for me to take my bride upstairs.

	Talk about pressure. Everyone stood at the bottom of the stairs and drank a toast to our marriage before the two of us went up there to our bridal suite. It felt like they were all willing us on to get to our wedding night and get pregnant.

	Way to make us both nervous as heck.

	Upstairs, Joey’s Maid of Honor, her BFF, Monica, was outside the door to the bridal suite, along with the few groomsmen still physically able to climb stairs and remain on their feet. They clapped us into the room like we were brave gladiators entering an arena to do battle.

	We smiled and held hands and entered the room, offering each other little glances that said: I really hope those guys aren’t listening at the door, waiting for some kind of clues that the marriage is truly being consummated.

	Then the door closed behind us, and we were on our own.

	* * *

	And so, here it was.

	I have to hand it to whoever came up with the idea of saving ourselves for our wedding: I was just a red-hot ball of raw lust for my bride that night.

	But now, we were sealed in our bridal suite, and the rings on our fingers granted us complete freedom. It felt like we were stepping into an entirely different world.

	Wow. Nobody to disapprove of us properly being together.

	I was so hard.

	She turned around so I could unzip her wedding dress, and then down came all that white silk, leaving her in the most incredible lace underwear.

	My beautiful wife.

	We kissed like we’d only just met — all lips and tongues and plenty of wandering hands —just amazed by the sense that there were no longer any constraints at all. As I sucked on her lips, and she sucked on mine, my hands went to her small but gorgeous breasts, squeezing her, fondling her, making her breathe deeper and deeper — and she didn’t need to gently swat my hands away.

	There was no one to tell us it was immoral. No one to say Joey should act the innocent, prim virgin. That I should be a gentleman and lay off.

	I cupped her magnificent handfuls, and buried my face between them. Then we were both working to remove her bra altogether.

	I was just stunned, seeing her like that for the first time. Her stunning chest completely exposed, her nipples stiff and begging for attention.

	‘You are the most beautiful thing I ever did see,’ I told her, breathless, and she gave me a sweet, coy smile.

	‘You’re so sweet, Bran, honey,’ she said.

	Then she added, with a melodramatic flash of her eyes, ‘My sweet husband.’

	We made out some more and got used to the sensational feeling of my hands on her pert little breasts, my fingers brushing against her swollen buds, pinching them, making her whimper.

	Then I was kissing my way down her soft neck, over her chest, just stunned there was nothing to stop me kissing my way over her irresistible tits to those oh-so-suckable pink nipples of hers — and take them in my mouth.

	She was sighing and moaning as I teased her stiff buds with my mouth.

	‘Oh... oh...yes...’

	She didn’t stop me. She merely sighed and moaned at the sensations, and arched her back as though to encourage me to enjoy her incredible tits as much as they could be enjoyed.

	I hardly needed encouragement. I took my time, covering every inch of her magnificent breasts, just dazzled by her softness, her gentle floral scent, her femininity. I kept waiting for her to tell me to stop — but she never did.

	After a while, she had to sit down on the bed, but I knelt before her and continued my oral exploration of her breasts, particularly focusing on her stiff nipples, until her moans were growing higher in pitch, her breathing had become panting, and she suddenly opened her eyes wide in surprise at what I was doing to her.

	She was even shaking a little for a while. In a good way.

	‘My goodness’ she whispered, still looking stunned, as things finally started to calm down again.

	‘You okay?’ I asked her.

	‘Oh yes, definitely,’ she offered me one of those million-dollar smiles that could light up a city.

	And still, there was no stopping us. We had all night, and we weren’t going to waste it.

	I was so hard for her; my suit pants were so tight over my bulge it almost hurt. But I didn’t even think about freeing it at that moment. I still felt the need to fully exploit my newly-granted freedom to roam, as far as my stunning bride was concerned. I had uncharted expanses of Joey’s gorgeousness to uncover and explore.

	She propped herself on her elbows as I kissed my way down her beautifully toned stomach, watching me with delight as I worshipped her like the most devoted acolyte.

	We’d been dating five years — since we were kids — but I still couldn’t believe I got to do this. I got to see her like this. I got to kiss her here.

	My wife.

	In high school she’d been a champion gymnast. She was on the swim team. She had every male eye — and some female ones, too — on her whenever she walked down the hallways on her way to class.

	And I was the one kissing my way down past her white garter belt, around her navel, toward her lacy panties. She watched me as I went, gazing at me with those big, adoring blue eyes.

	Goodness.

	As I approached the waistband of her tiny little white lace panties — thongs, I guess you’d call them — I detected a new scent, a more earthy, spicy aroma. I’d noticed it a few times before during the summer when we were making out in one or other of our bedrooms, and I teased her by kissing my way close to her bikini bottoms. But now it was so much stronger.

	It was her scent, I guessed. Her personal scent. It was thrilling to me. I kissed my way around the edges of her panties, and the smell only intensified.

	I wanted more. And I could hardly believe that I was allowed more.

	I tugged on the waistband of her panties, and she only smiled more brightly down at me. I stretched the material, exposing a little tuft of soft golden fur. My hard-on throbbed in my pants as it dawned on me that she really expected me to remove her panties entirely.

	There was a moment where I pondered how to detach her thigh-high stockings from the garter belt so that I could remove her panties. Yet, examining the set-up, I found she’d put her panties on over the top of the garters that held up her stockings.

	She’d dressed especially to make it easy for me to slide down her underwear, which I now did, my heart thumping in my chest, my manhood twitching and jerking between my thighs.

	I was just awestruck as I laid my eyes on her little pink flower for the very first time.

	It was like finding buried treasure. Treasure that every pirate from here to Penzance would have given an arm and a leg to discover for themselves.

	I glanced up at her, and she was smiling at me.

	I was allowed.

	She was my wife now. I felt all grown up. A real man, none could deny.

	I lowered my head, touched my lips to her sweet, dewy petals. I was cautious — though I knew men did this, I wasn’t sure if I’d read it right, if this was really how it went. I wanted to kiss her here, though. That earthy, spicy scent was so thick in the air now, and it was enticing.

	I tentatively tasted her glistening sex, and she definitely did nothing to stop me. In fact, she let out a little moan that reminded me how she’d reacted to my mouth on her erect nipples. She was sensitive here, but it made her feel good for me to do this.

	I began to explore her pussy with my mouth, appreciating her flavor for the first time — salty, tangy, slightly sweet, the kind of thing I could get addicted to very quickly — and the way her body was responding to my efforts.

	She was so wet down there, and I had a taste for it.

	‘Oh my gosh...’ she moaned when I first slipped my tongue inside her.

	I gazed up her gorgeous body and saw her face contorted by pleasure as I lapped at her slippery folds, and sucked on her pussy lips. She writhed under me as I gorged on her heavenly nectar.

	Crying out, ‘Oh yes... please... oh Bran... please...’

	I slipped the tip of my finger inside her flower, and enveloped the little button I knew to be her clitoris within my mouth, and she practically had a seizure.

	‘That was amazing’ she said, breathless, as she recovered from the intensity of my mouth on her sex. ‘How did you do that?’

	‘I don’t know... I read about it somewhere,’ I grinned.

	But as I slipped the end of my finger in my mouth for another little taste of her, one thing I realized was that I hadn’t been able to get all that much of it inside her.

	* * *

	I lay on my back, and she unfastened the buttons on my shirt and pulled at the fly of my pants.

	She was purring with desire as she pulled off my clothes, but then after dragging my pants and underwear off my legs, she gazed up at my exposed manhood for the first time and gasped.

	I was hard. I guess the books she’d read hadn’t entirely prepared her for it. I’d been hard in her presence before, of course — but I’d always kept it well hidden, well out of the way.

	She seemed genuinely stunned by the sight of my erection.

	‘Everything okay?’ I asked her.

	‘Oh yes,’ she said, smiling. She looked amazed, astonished — but still delighted, I thought.

	She took it in her hands, touched it, gripped it, held it. She stroked it and squeezed it. Pulled on it and pumped it. It seemed so filthy, so obscene to be exposed like this in front of such a lithe, graceful, enchanting goddess. But she seemed to like it.

	She gazed up at me and gave me the sweetest smile — and then ducked her head to kiss the tip of my big, hard cock.

	I moaned quietly as I felt her tongue tentatively exploring my glans, her hands feeling out my stiff shaft, cupping my balls.

	But then she stretched her winsome lips around my tip, and could barely get the end inside her mouth.

	I groaned with a touch of exaggeration to encourage her. It felt good. But she was uncertain. Her teeth got in the way of her drawing any more of my manhood inside her mouth. Her jaw was open as wide as she could get it, but she couldn’t do what the dirty books suggested.

	Ah well. We had time to work on it, I figured.

	Joey did not seem so chilled about it. She looked concerned, even a little upset — like she’d just made a big mistake on her driving test.

	‘Hey, don’t worry. We’ll work on it,’ I said softly, reassuring her. She nodded and attempted a faltering smile.

	* * *

	We knew what we were doing. We had the technical knowledge. Don’t for a moment think we were so naive we didn’t understand the basic mechanics.

	Our community, our church, our families were pretty adamant about sex being something only for married people to concern themselves with — but they were realistic about knowing we’d need information about it all before our special night was upon us.

	Joey and I knew everything from sex ed classes, of course — even if school in our town was going off thirty-year-old textbooks.

	A couple weeks before our wedding night, our parents furnished us both with books that were a little more modern and realistic — and a lot more exciting.

	So while we weren’t exactly experienced, we’d been studying. And we’d been motivated to study diligently.

	It wasn’t that we were in any way ill-prepared.

	She was so wet, she was totally up for this. But we’d brought lube, too, we’d read all the advice.

	As I lay between her thighs and touched my cock against her sex for the first time, I said, ‘You know it might hurt a little the first time?’

	She nodded.

	But I was already beginning to dread what was going to happen. The images of her trying to get the end of my cock inside her mouth were fresh in my mind. The recollection of slipping my finger into her sensitive little pussy.

	And, sure enough, as I guided the tip of my manhood to her sex and nudged it forward, I felt only the pressure of a closed door against me.

	‘Try again,’ she said, breathing deeply — but it was more like hyperventilating from intense anxiety and to reduce her potential for pain, than panting because she was aroused.

	I pushed. Nothing happened.

	‘We just need to take our time,’ I said, but she was already beginning to get concerned.

	I went down on her again, but as much as I adored it, the underlying pressure of what we were trying to achieve seemed to take the edge off for both of us.

	We slapped on more lube, and still nothing was happening.

	‘You just need to relax,’ I said.

	‘I am relaxed,’ she insisted, but she was getting upset, not relaxed. I didn’t press the point.

	We tried different positions. We tried using fingers first. All of it just hurt her, and didn’t improve the situation.

	‘Maybe... we need to see a doctor,’ I suggested.

	But she shook her head. ‘Bran, we need to do this. Tonight.’

	I was a little surprised by how sharp her insistent tone was. ‘Huh?’ She looked into my eyes, deadly serious. ‘You know what bad luck it is if you don’t consummate the marriage on your wedding night?’ she said.

	‘No?’

	‘I don’t want our marriage to suffer,’ she declared.

	‘So what do we do?’

	It seemed to me we were caught between a rock and a hard place, so to speak. There didn’t seem to be any way out other than me really hurting her.

	‘I’ll ask Monica,’ Joey said.

	I felt mildly embarrassed that we needed her Maid of Honor’s help with such a thing. Still, as Joey texted her best friend, she said it was the Maid of Honor’s job to provide moral and emotional support all the way through the process of getting married.

	‘What does she say?’ I asked as Joey quietly read Monica’s reply.

	‘Lube. Lots of lube.’

	‘We tried that already.’

	‘She says I could try to break my hymen with a hairbrush.’

	Hmm. So that was our next strategy. I wasn’t so sure about self-administered surgery this late at night, with both of us somewhat emotionally affected already. But Joey was insistent.

	Fortunately, my bride happened to have a hairbrush with a rounded end to its handle, which appeared suitable for the job. She sent me into the bathroom to fetch some tissues, in case there was any blood — and while I was in there, I heard a little cry from the bedroom. When I returned, the deed was done.

	We waited an hour. I said maybe we’d be better off waiting a day or longer. That it didn’t really matter if this happened tonight, or another night. We were perfect together.

	But she was deadly serious about it happening tonight.

	‘Three people in my family were too drunk on their wedding night to consummate their marriage,’ she said. ‘And now they’re all divorced.’

	We tried to relax. We tried to get back into the mood we’d been in earlier in the night. We tried to enjoy being together, kissing, caressing, holding each other.

	The pressure wasn’t going to go away.

	Finally, we felt it was time to try again. She was wet, though not nearly so much as the first time we’d tried. We applied the lube — half the bottle was gone already — and took our positions on the bed.

	I directed my manhood, and patted it against her pussy.

	‘Go on,’ she said. ‘Do it.’

	I squeezed my hips and pushed, feeling the heat of her pussy against the tip of my manhood. The tip went a tiny way inside, but then I came to an immediate halt. She was too tight. I pushed harder. It just didn’t go in. It was like trying to shove a banana into a garden hosepipe.

	Joey began hyperventilating again, urging me to just do it, fuck her, no matter how much it hurt her.

	But it wasn’t even just the issue of whether or not it hurt her. My cock just wasn’t going anywhere. She was too tight. It was like trying to drive an SUV in through the front door of your house. It simply wouldn’t fit.

	Joey was crying — properly crying. It was awful.

	I tried saying something reassuring, that it didn’t matter, that we’d get professional advice, that we’d figure it out, that we’d be okay. But Joey seemed inconsolable.

	I actually felt afraid — afraid that I’d lose her. She seemed so serious about this. I loved her with all my heart, all my being. But what if she suddenly said we weren’t meant to be? That this was all some horrendous sign that we just weren’t compatible in the eyes of the Lord?

	I couldn’t even envisage life without her. Death would be preferable.

	She texted Monica again.

	I was willing to take any advice at this stage. I was no longer burdened by embarrassment. But it was maybe 3am by now. I wondered if Monica would even still be awake.

	The knock on the door declared that, yes, she was still awake.

	Joey and I quickly put on hotel bathrobes, and my bride went to open the door. Monica burst into the room like a typhoon.

	‘You still can’t do it?’ she said, breathless. She was still wearing her dress, and smelled distinctly of cigarettes and alcohol. I wondered what she’d been up to, to be awake and still fully dressed like this at such an hour.

	She embraced Joey, who was still tearful.

	Then she said to me, ‘Can I see what we’re dealing with, Bran, sweetie?’

	I was confused about what she was asking me. Joey sighed and told me to show her.

	‘Show her?’

	My bride flicked her fingers toward my groin area. I widened my eyes with surprise, but the way the two women stood there, looking at me, I felt like I had no choice.

	‘Jesus wept,’ Monica gasped as she laid eyes on my exposed cock — and it was only half-erect at this stage.

	I quickly pulled my bathrobe shut again.

	Monica’s gaze returned, slowly, to my face. ‘We all suspected... but... wow.’

	Joey said, ‘Is there anything we can do? Tonight?’

	‘It has to be tonight?’

	‘It has to be tonight.’

	Monica pondered. ‘Show me the hairbrush,’ she said after a moment or two. Joey did so. Monica examined it. ‘Hmmm...’

	She put a hand on her hips. ‘So what are we talking about here?’ she asked my bride. ‘By the time the sun comes up, you need to have that — ‘

	She pointed to my crotch.

	‘ — Inside you.’

	She pointed to Joey.

	‘Yes,’ Joey said. ‘Exactly that.’

	Monica scratched her chin. She glanced at Joey. Then at me again.

	Then at Joey.

	‘You’ll have to work your way up to it,’ she said solemnly. ‘It’s the only way... if you really need it to happen tonight.’

	‘What do you mean?’ Joey asked her.

	Monica sighed. ‘I mean... you might need to get used to some guys... who aren’t quite as gifted as your gorgeous new hubby.’

	‘Some ‘guys’?’ Joey and I both asked in unison.

	Monica shrugged. ‘It’s the only solution.’

	‘What are you talking about?’ I asked her.

	‘I’m saying,’ she said, ‘that we need a warm-up act. Maybe more than one. We need to stretch her. Otherwise, that will never fit.’

	Joey and I looked at each other, horrified.

	‘Are you serious?’ I demanded.

	‘Serious as it gets,’ Monica insisted, heading for the door. ‘I have some groomsmen to wake up...’

	I said, ‘You seriously want someone else to come in here... and be with my wife?’

	I got odd vibes from Joey when I said that. I think she enjoyed hearing the sound of me referring to her as ‘my wife.’

	Monica said, ‘If you two want to consummate this marriage before the sun comes up, this is the only way it could happen. Otherwise... wait and see the doctor in the morning.’

	Joey gave me a pleading look. Gee-Whiz. She wanted to do this?

	I said, ‘But our vows...’

	‘You declared you’d be faithful to one another. None of this changes that,’ Monica said to me firmly.

	I said, “‘What therefore God. hath joined together, let not man put asunder." That was practically the only thing Jesus ever said about marriage.’

	I heard Joey sob.

	But Monica said, ‘No one’s putting anyone asunder. You’ll be here when it happens, Bran, sweetie... you could even hold her hand. You’d still be joined together.’

	Why was I so fricking hard all of a sudden? The thought of one of my friends coming in here to fuck my wife... it had me turned on like a crazy person. And, of course, my hard-on swayed my opinion. It was only natural.

	‘I suppose it’s not being unfaithful,’ I said slowly, considering my words carefully. ‘If I’m there, and I let it happen, it’s not exactly deceitful, is it?’

	Monica smiled. ‘There. You see? Really, it’s just a loving husband giving his beautiful wife what she needs. You just need a little assistance to do it.’

	‘Right.’

	Joey smiled at me, making me feel weak at the knees.

	‘And you’re lucky,’ Monica said to me seriously. ‘Your friends would die for you. You’re one of the good guys. And they’d definitely keep something discreet if they had to do something... sensitive... to help you out.’

	‘Yes,’ I nodded, thinking of my friends. They were all trustworthy. They would all help out a buddy in trouble. They’d understand how difficult this was for me, too. They’d keep it quiet.

	And they all liked Joey well enough. There was no problem in that direction.

	Joey’s soft voice broke the silence. ‘It’s just one night. Maybe it would be okay.’

	I gazed at her. Who would it be to do the deed from our wedding party? Cooper? Ross? Dylan? Wes? Would any of them be comfortable having sex with my sweet Joey while I was there too?

	Because I felt pretty sure I wouldn’t cope with leaving her alone with another guy, to do this thing behind my back.

	‘I don’t know... I guess if we don’t have any other choice...’ I said.

	‘Good. Then it’s decided,’ Monica said firmly, striding to the door. ‘I’ll be back.’

	Joey kissed me. It was so soft, so sweet, so tender, so loving. I just about melted when she did it like that. ‘You know that I love you, right?’ she said.

	‘Uh-huh.’

	‘So none of it matters, does it? I mean... it’s just sex. It doesn’t have to mean anything with anyone else.’

	I nodded, though deep inside my subconscious was screaming in terror at the thought that while she was having sex with another guy — a guy blessed to have a smaller dick — she might find she preferred it so much, she’d be tempted to walk away from me.

	‘I guess not,’ I said.

	We kissed again, and I felt her hands run down my chest, over my hips, then dive inside my bathrobe to see out my cock.

	She gasped as her hands closed around the immensity of my rock- hard shaft.

	‘Bran, you’re so hard,’ she breathed, tilting her head to look up at my face, her surprised, sky-blue eyes finding mine.

	Strangely, above all, I felt I wanted to reassure her about all this being okay. If this was the only way, I preferred her to feel I was all right about it, rather than being completely terrified by the prospect. She’d suffered enough for tonight — I wanted to shield her from any more trauma.

	So I said, ‘I guess something about the thought of another guy... getting to have sex with you... turns me on.’

	She caught her breath at that. ‘It does?’

	I shrugged, trying to play it down. ‘You heard Monica. It’s not really cheating if I’m there, is it? If I allow it.’

	‘I guess not.’

	‘And if it’s the only way we can consummate the marriage tonight...’

	Her hand started slowly pumping my shaft, as though she was trying to get used to the idea that I could be turned on by the thought of another man sleeping with her.

	‘It is the only way,’ she insisted. Then, ‘You promise you’ll be there when it happens?’

	I nodded. I’ll hold your hand, if you like.’

	She smiled so sweetly. ‘You can kiss me,’ she said. ‘Maybe we can pretend it’s you inside me.’

	Goodness. It was overwhelming. The thought of kissing my gorgeous bride while another guy — one of my friends — was fucking her.

	I had to stop her from jacking my cock. ‘You’ll make me come,’ I warned her.

	She smirked, but nodded, and stopped toying with my erection.

	Then there was a knock on the door.

	Joey went to open it, and Monica came back into the room with my friend and groomsman, Dylan.


Chapter Two

	[image: Image]onica said, ‘Dylan’s gonna help.’

	I looked at my friend, and he gave me a sheepish shrug.

	Then he asked, ‘You guys serious about this?’

	Solemnly, I said, ‘We need this to happen tonight. And nobody else can know about any of it.’

	Dylan tried to hide his shock but nodded gravely. ‘Of course. Sure.

	You can rely on me, man.’

	Monica said, ‘He’s the smallest among the groomsmen.’

	Joey and I both looked at her with raised eyebrows. Our Maid of Honor grinned and blushed. ‘Hey, you guys might have saved yourself for marriage, but you still had each other. I had to get through high school all on my own.’

	Dylan looked a touch bashful at Monica’s rather personal declaration about his size — but at the same time, he seemed stoked that he might get to actually have sex with Joey. And his excitement was definitely winning the battle of his emotions.

	‘Okay,’ Monica said, sounding like an event planner putting on a business conference. ‘You have sex with her... and afterward, if you breathe a word of it to anybody, I’ll cut your balls off.’

	‘Right,’ Dylan agreed.

	‘Great,’ the Maid of Honor smiled. Then, before leaving again, she told Joey, ‘Text me when he’s done, right?’

	Joey nodded.

	The door closed.

	Joey looked at me and then Dylan. We all looked at each other, like some kind of Mexican stand-off.

	‘So,’ she said. ‘Should we...’

	I asked Dylan, ‘Are you ready?’

	He stammered, ‘Uh... well... yeah... I guess...’

	It was a weird situation to be in, huh? Dylan almost looked like he thought this was some kind of wet dream, and that he hadn’t really been woken up by Monica in the middle of the night, he was still sleeping. Joey looked at me. She seemed pretty nervous. I liked the energy she was putting out, though. Her faint, bashful blush from knowing what we planned to do here.

	It struck me that Joey and Dylan were looking to me for a lead.

	‘Let’s go into the bedroom,’ I suggested. ‘Then you can get him ready, honey.’

	The two of them were happy to do as I suggested. In the bedroom, I told my sweet wife to lose her bathrobe and sit on the edge of the bed. She looked terrified — and yet she did exactly what I suggested.

	Dylan’s eyes widened as he saw her in just her white thigh-high stockings and garter belt.

	I took a seat in the armchair in the corner and asked Dylan if he’d like Joey to help him get ready.

	‘Uh... sure,’ he said, his eyes flicking over to her, as though he was uncertain whether he was even allowed to look at her now she was almost naked.

	I smiled and nodded. He went over to her.

	‘Hey,’ he said gently, and reached out to stroke her long, golden hair.

	Joey gazed up at him, offering him a grateful, affectionate smile that made my insides churn. ‘Thank you for helping us,’ she said.

	‘You’re welcome,’ he smiled back as the realization sank in that this was really happening.

	Joey glanced across at me, seeking reassurance. I smiled, nodded my approval.

	She turned back to Dylan and unfastened his belt before unzipping his fly. My friend just stood there, gazing down at her, dazzled by her.

	I watched my new wife pull down Dylan’s pants and boxers, revealing his cock. Seeing that thing so close to Joey’s pretty face was so weird. And it wasn’t mine.

	Clearly it wasn’t mine — it was a lot smaller.

	Joey seemed shocked to see it. I guess she hadn’t been expecting that she’d ever see anyone else’s. But I could tell she was happy with its size.

	‘It is small,’ she said, more to herself than anybody. But then she realized Dylan might feel offended by what she said, so she suddenly looked up at him apologetically and added, ‘But it’s perfect.’

	Dylan grinned. ‘I never had any complaints.’

	Joey took it in her hand — one hand was sufficient — and examined it. Then she glanced over to me again, checking on my continuing support.

	I smiled, and as I sat there in the armchair, I allowed my bathrobe to fall open so she could see how hard my own cock was.

	She smiled brightly and took the end of Dylan’s cock in her pretty mouth. She didn’t have much trouble fitting him in her mouth. It was so sexy to see her handling it, taking it in her mouth.

	Why was it such a turn-on for me, seeing her with another man’s cock?

	I didn’t understand why I felt this way — but I wasn’t going to deny to myself that I did feel this way. If it turned me on, and she was happy, what problem was there?

	She looked like she’d read up on how to pleasure a man with her mouth and hands. At first, she seemed a little rough and ready, but as she toyed with Dylan’s hard-on, she seemed to gain confidence and ability.

	She certainly didn’t need long before he was hard as hard could be. How he looked at her made me sure he’d lusted after her for a long time. He could hardly believe his luck that he was getting to do this with her, of all people. It was a big ego boost for me, of course, but it all added fuel to my excitement for what my bride was doing.

	T think he’s ready, honey,’ I told her.

	She stood and now urged Dylan down onto the bed. He was happy enough for her to show him what she wanted.

	My heart seemed to stop as I watched her climb onto him. From where I was sitting, I could see between her legs, I could see how wet she was, I could see her position his cock to her entrance.

	I held my breath.

	She sank down onto him.

	She gasped, squealed, and for a moment, I thought she would have the same problems — perhaps she would never be able to take a man inside her.

	But then her little squeal melted into a long groan of pure bliss.

	She looked at me and just beamed. ‘Oh, Bran... it feels so nice.’

	For a while, she just stayed there, seated on his lap with his cock locked within her pussy. Then she slowly moved on him, rocking steadily back and forth, getting used to the sensation of his manhood filling her.

	I stood, unable to resist her. I stepped around the bed to where I could get close to them and watch the expression on her sweet face as she fucked him.

	It was the hottest thing ever. As I stood by her, she gazed up at me and smiled so brightly, with such love and gratitude for my understanding. I leaned in to kiss her, and she took to my kiss with a sudden, vigorous passion.

	Kissing me while she fucked my friend.

	‘Does it feel good, honey?’ I asked her, breathless, when our kiss came to an end.

	‘Oh yes. Just wonderful,’ she said.

	I smiled. I should have felt jealous. I probably should have been completely enraged by all this, to the point that I walked out on my wife, our marriage, everything. But I didn’t feel an ounce of jealousy. Fear, sure. Insecurity, absolutely. Yet not jealousy or resentment in any shape or form.

	She turned around on Dylan so she was riding him facing away from his head. When she leaned back, I could see everything as she rode him — his hard cock glistening with her wetness as she sank onto it, her pussy all creamy.

	When my eyes connected with hers, she gave me an impish grin to let me know quietly that she liked the fact that I enjoyed watching her. And she held her thighs open wider still, so I could watch everything more easily.

	During a little lull in her riding him, I was even able to duck down and kiss her just at the apex of her pussy, touching my lips to her clit.

	The scent of sex was so thick in the air — corrupted by the presence and cologne of my friend. It was just thrilling.

	Joey seemed to fuck him for a while, and I didn’t even think about what would happen at the end; I was just bewitched by watching my beloved bride fucking my friend. I just thought the two of them would continue for as long as they possibly could, because it seemed so good.

	Too good, I suppose.

	Because then Dylan was groaning, grunting, and shuddering under her, and too late, I realized we were using no kind of birth control. We didn’t even have anything, because part of the deal of being married, and getting to have one another fully, was that we wanted to have children.

	Joey was as caught up in the moment as I was, apparently. She continued riding him until he was jerking, bucking, and pumping his white come inside her freshly deflowered sex.

	I felt a few nerves, seeing another man emptying his balls inside my bride. I mean, it was our fault we hadn’t asked around to see if anyone had any condoms or anything. I tried to tell myself that the chances of Joey getting pregnant had to be low, just from one night.

	Joey, on the other hand, didn’t come just then. But she seemed happy enough that she’d made Dylan come as she pulled herself off him. I stepped back to allow her to climb off the bed, and once she was on her feet, she flung herself at me joyfully.

	I kissed her deeply, enjoying the fresh scent of sex from her hot, sweaty body.

	Gee, it was a thrill — and such a strange one — my faithful wife had just lost her cherry to my best friend, right in front of me. I could hardly believe how sexy she seemed — I mean, I thought she was sexy before, but somehow now it was multiplied tenfold. My sex kitten of a wife.

	She giggled in the middle of our kiss as her hand reached down and wrapped around my hard cock. She seemed relieved as well as excited, that I was still highly turned on by the fact that she had slept with one of my best friends.

	‘I’ll uh... wish you guys a good night, then,’ Dylan said sheepishly from the bedroom doorway. We’d almost forgotten he was there, we

	were so into each other. I felt a touch bad for him — we’d used him. But I guess he’d had a good experience out of it.

	‘Thanks, man,’ I said.

	‘No worries. You guys are very welcome. I guess... good luck with it all...’

	For a while, it was just me and Joey. My hand found its way between her thighs, and I slipped my fingers inside her freshly fucked pussy, glorying in the ability to sink my fingers inside her right up to the hilt. Glorying in the fact that her sex was all creamy, slick from another man’s come.

	It seemed so wrong, yet that only made it more of a thrill.

	‘You think you’re ready for me?’ I asked her.

	‘I don’t know... maybe?’ she said. Then, ‘I promised to text Monica when Dylan finished...’

	I let her go get her phone. I was just buzzing. Would it bust the wonderful mood if I tried fucking my gorgeous, newly-promiscuous wife only to find that she was still too tight for me? Dylan had been fun for her, but most women would not consider him gifted in the size department.

	I watched Joey text our Maid of Honor, hungry to try her out after her little adventure with Dylan. My gorgeous bride had put on a bathrobe, but I only wanted to peel it off her again and eat her up.

	But Joey was barely done texting Monica when our Maid of Honor was back, apparently having swiped one of our room keys on her way out. I had to quickly grab my own bathrobe to cover up my nakedness, but I suppose she’d already seen everything of me anyway.

	‘All good?’ she grinned like the Cheshire Cat from that Alice in Wonderland cartoon on Disney.

	‘Wonderful,’ Joey beamed, and did a little ballet-style twirl.

	‘Great. So next up...’ Monica said, tapping away into her phone, ‘We have the very handsome Wes...’

	‘What?’ Joey said. My brain was thinking the same thing, but unable to turn the thought around into speech nearly so fast.

	Monica looked at us with a furrowed brow that said we were crazy for not knowing exactly what was going on here.

	She said, ‘You can’t go straight from cute little Dylan to our very own Maximus Decimus Meridius here. You know that, don’t you?’

	‘What — ?’ Joey and I both said together.

	‘You need to be patient and do the work,’ Monica said. ‘Wes is the next in size among our lovely groomsmen. And trust me, you’ll love him.’

	
Chapter Three
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	either of us could believe it as Monica opened the door to let Wes inside our bridal suite.

	Our Maid of Honor murmured something in our groomsman’s ear and then turned to us. ‘You text me when he’s done,’ she ordered us again, in a tone that could hardly be refused.

	Then she slipped out of the suite, leaving us with Wes.

	‘Hey man,’ he nodded a greeting to me.

	‘Hey.’

	‘Sorry to hear you guys have been having trouble.’

	‘Well, you know how it is,’ I said for something to say.

	He nodded. Then he turned to Joey. ‘Come on then,’ he said to her. ‘Let’s get to it, huh?’

	Joey shot me a bemused glance that said silently, ‘What The Fuck?’ Then suddenly, our friend Wes led her into our fabulous en suite bathroom, and I heard the shower start up.

	I couldn’t quite understand what was going on. Wes had always been the quiet one in our group, but when you got to know him, you realized he was seriously bright and capable. What was he planning on doing with Joey? Had Monica told him everything about our little problem?

	I drew my bathrobe closed and approached the door to the bathroom myself.

	I arrived in time to see my gorgeous bride abandon her bathrobe, and step naked into the large, luxury shower, watched by Wes as he stripped off his own shirt and pants.

	‘Monica explained everything?’ I asked him, a little stunned that he had just marched in here and embarked on ordering my sweet wife around like she was his personal plaything.

	‘She did,’ Wes said.

	I couldn’t help admiring my friend’s physique as he dropped his shirt and pants. I knew full well he was one of the more athletic members of our group, but I’d never particularly paid attention to him physically.

	Monica had said he was ‘very handsome’ as she’d hurriedly informed us he would be paying us a visit like one of the damn ghosts from that Scrooge movie. I could see why she’d say that about him.

	And now off came his underwear, shortly before he stepped into the shower to join my naked wife.

	He didn’t seem bothered that I was in there watching them. He stepped around her in the expansive two-person shower, gazing at her as if examining cattle at a market.

	‘You’re beautiful,’ he said. I felt that little burst of pride at another man lusting after my bride.

	‘Thank you,’ she replied.

	‘Are you ready for this?’ he asked her.

	‘I think so,’ she said. Nervous, but not so nervous as she’d been before Dylan.

	He leaned in as though to kiss her, but then when she went in for the kiss, he pulled away. Teasing her. Showing her who was boss. She smiled, amused. Curious.

	He squeezed some liquid soap into his hands and slowly began running them over her body as the flow of the water trailed all over her. She glanced out at me and smiled as he began to wash her.

	I smiled back and perched on the counter by the sink to take in the show.

	The shower door was blessedly clear, so I could see everything. Wes clearly liked what he saw, what he touched. He was hard for her — and I could see that his cock was bigger than Dylan’s. Smaller than mine, though.

	He washed her slowly, carefully, relishing the sensation of running his hand over every inch of her gorgeous body. I enjoyed how much attention he was giving her — how much he wanted her, though he was good at concealing his emotions.

	Once he seemed suitably satisfied that he’d removed any traces of her adventure with our friend Dylan, Wes told Joey to kneel.

	Joey complied with his order without question.

	I had never been the kind of guy who felt the need to order Joey — or anyone — around like this. But as Wes directed her firmly, there was something irresistibly erotic about the dynamic, I could see that. It definitely got Joey all fired up.

	She knelt before Wes, and he leaned down to kiss her mouth — this time going through with the kiss, as though to reward her for complying with his orders.

	Then, he straightened up and presented her with his cock. Unapologetic, completely clear about what he wanted from her.

	She took it in her hands, then parted her lips and accepted it into her mouth, gazing up at him like some obedient servant girl.

	So soon after she’d taken Dylan in her mouth, I could see this was more of a stretch for her. But she seemed to handle it well. Wes closed his eyes for a moment as she sucked his cock, moaning as she did her best to fuck him with her mouth.

	Then he gently took hold of her head in his hands, and it was more like him fucking her mouth. Thrusting his hips carefully to pleasure his hard cock with her lips.

	After that, the shower was done.

	I watched as Wes led my wife back out into the bedroom. He nodded a respectful greeting as he went by but wasn’t asking my express permission for anything. It was simply inferred that I’d consented to this.

	I went into the bedroom myself and made myself comfortable on the armchair, observing as Wes directed my sweet love onto the bed.

	He parted her thighs and then ducked down to examine her exposed pussy close-up. He sucked on her clit, he slid his fingers inside her folds, and she moaned with clear desire for yet another new lover on this strangest of nights.

	He did not use his mouth on her for long, but seemed a complete expert with his fingers. Soon, I could hear just how sopping wet he made her from the sounds of his digits working her pussy.

	She came, harder than ever, before he was done fingering her. I was impressed at his near-magical skills. I also felt surprised that in a town as religious as ours, my friends had such abilities with the opposite sex.

	Sex was a private thing in our community. But apparently, my friends had been doing far more in private than they’d ever let on to me.

	Joey was moaning and panting as Wes knelt on the bed, pulled her by the hips toward him, then stroked the glans of his hard cock through her drenched pussy lips.

	Then, without much warning, he sank his manhood deep into her.

	Joey groaned, ‘Oh damn...’

	But she wasn’t hurting.

	Our friend Wes held her knees and began working his hips to pound his hardness into her again and again. She was wet enough that he could pound her fairly roughly, and she seemed to enjoy it.

	I watched her small breasts jiggling as he rocked her body with every thrust.

	‘Oh yes... oh yes... oh yes...’

	Boy, was I getting an education tonight. This was far more informative than even the racy books my parents had given to me to learn about sex.

	Wes seemed bored of fucking her the usual way and now ordered her up, before lying down himself and urging her to climb aboard.

	My bride was so eager to do his bidding. It made me feel all fluttery inside. Far more than when she’d been with Dylan, I felt my fear flare up. The fear that she would like one of my friends a little too much.

	Somehow, though, the fear enhanced the power of the arousal I felt watching her straddle our groomsman, and allow him to position his cock back at her entrance, before pushing his hips upward to penetrate her again.

	I was stroking my own cock openly by now. If he’d even noticed, Wes certainly didn’t seem to care. Joey glanced quickly over her shoulder at me as she began to ride him, and when she caught sight of me jacking off to the sight of her with Wes, she gave me a beautiful smile of pure joy.

	Then my exquisite wife turned back to Wes and rode him hard. He put his hands on her peach of an ass and directed her rhythm and speed.

	I was fascinated as well as turned on like crazy. Trying to absorb everything I was seeing, trying to learn every possible lesson. While I had been dating a Disney princess since adolescence, my friends had been quietly finding female interest where they could, apparently nothing working out in the long-term. And yet it seemed clear enough they hadn’t been so chaste during that time.

	Wes had been to college, though. Out of all of us, he was the only one who made it to college. I was guessing he enjoyed a fair amount of tail during his first year there.

	When he was done having her ride him, Wes had my bride down on all fours and squeezed his cock back inside her from behind.

	He put one hand on her shoulder and took hold of her hair in the other — controlling her entirely as he pounded into her again and again. And still, she seemed to enjoy it. More than ever. Her gasps and moans were growing in pitch and intensity, and the sound of his cock slamming into her was softened by the obvious sounds from how dripping wet she was.

	It looked like Wes was some kind of highly skilled and athletic jockey, riding a champion racehorse in the Kentucky Derby. He looked as though he was using her like a beast of burden. Gripping her hair and forcing her face down into the pillows as he hammered her with his hard dick.

	And like this, my wife came again — there was no mistaking it.

	Goodness, she would be exhausted by the time I tried to squeeze my dick inside her. And yet, I could see she was taking Wes easily enough now. Her tight pussy must have adjusted. There was hope for me yet.

	Before he was done, Wes flipped my bride onto her back again.

	By this stage, there was hardly any point in being concerned about birth control. But as it came time for Wes to hit his own orgasm, I was surprised to see him pull his cock out from Joey’s rosy-pink sex, so that he didn’t come inside her.

	Instead, I watched as he pumped his shaft and shot jet after jet of his white cream all over her pussy lips, her little patch of golden pubic hair, her stomach, even her breasts.

	Was this how they did it at college?

	Job done, Wes grabbed his clothes, patted me on the shoulder, and was gone just about as quickly and efficiently as he’d turned up.

	I was left breathless just sitting in the armchair — but my sexy-as- heck wife, lying on the bed, naked in front of me, gasping for breath and covered in another man’s come, looked energized.

	‘Gosh...’ she said, her eyes finding mine. ‘That was insane.’

	‘Felt good?’

	‘Incredible,’ she said, flames flickering in her azure-blue eyes.

	I moved to the bed, and lay beside her, just drinking in the sight of her divine form, spread out before me and spectacularly anointed by another man.

	She smiled as I leaned in for a sweet kiss of her mouth, breathing in the wonderfully wicked smell of sex from her clammy, sticky flesh. She was only recently showered, yet it was as though she’d come directly from a gym workout.

	Wes had given her a serious workout.

	I kissed my way down her neck and began exploring her bare breasts. She giggled — but it was a happy giggle, a giggle that said she was overjoyed that I was so into her even though she’d been defiled by two other men in front of me. That I desired her perhaps even more because of what she’d done with Dylan and Wes.

	But then she said, ‘Wait. I have to tell Monica...’

	The sound of the suite front door opening suggested otherwise, however. Our Maid of Honor and event planner-in-chief was back.

	‘Well, that seemed to go well,’ she said as the two of us covered up with bedsheets. I assumed she’d debriefed our friend Wes.

	‘We were just about to try —’ I said, but a sharp look from Monica shut me up.

	‘You were just about to receive an enchanting visit from our friend Ross,’ she declared.

	I furrowed my brow, half amused, half annoyed. ‘Let me guess... he has a bigger cock than Wes...’

	Monica grinned. ‘Now you’re getting the hang of it,’ she said, as though we had mastered making an origami unicorn. ‘Okay. I’ll go wake up the gorgeous Ross...’

	
Chapter Four
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	hile we waited nervously for my friend Ross, Joey took another shower. I took another massive glass of wine.

	This was all so weird.

	Almost all of my groomsmen would have slept with my wife when all this was over. My best friends in all the world. From now on, for the rest of our lives, every time I looked at them, I’d remember. I’d know they had tasted my wife’s body for themselves. I’d see their faces and automatically connect them to the memory of their hard cocks squeezing into Joey’s soaking pussy.

	There were only Ross and Cooper left. And Ross was on the way. And deep down, I couldn’t believe Monica would leave out Cooper. Did Cooper have the biggest dick among my friends?

	And yet, when I thought about my friends sleeping with my wife, my manhood thickened, my blood started pumping rapidly, my temperature rose.

	I liked the thought that my friends got to experience the unparalleled delights of sex with the most beautiful girl I’d ever laid eyes on. I felt a strong yet unexpected feeling of warmth and well-being to think they could share in the heaven that was making love to my sweet Joey.

	As I sat with my vino on the couch by the huge TV in the sitting room area of our expansive bridal suite, I even started wondering why I should even feel any sense of shame in allowing my friends to be with my wife. I mean — she was beautiful. I wasn’t embarrassed that they got to see her, to touch her, to fuck her — there was nothing weird or unsightly about her.

	And as for the challenge to my manhood that came with my wife lying with other men... well, let he with a bigger dick cast the first stone.

	I heard the flow of the shower stop, and took a deep breath, and an even deeper swig of my glass of wine, and I felt better. I felt more confident. I felt that perhaps this would be okay. It was the hottest thing ever to see Joey having sex, and to see it from such an unusual perspective — of not being the one having sex with her — had been the biggest thrill of my life so far.

	I decided there was little point in worrying about it anymore. I needed to enjoy it all while it lasted.

	And now, as a very chirpy Joey bounded out of the bathroom wearing a brand new set of lingerie I’d never seen before, it seemed to me that my gorgeous wife was taking the same new attitude to all this that I was.

	‘What do you think?’ she grinned, running her hands over her body to show off her new underwear.

	You won’t be surprised to hear she looked absolutely stunning. Her bra and panties were peach satin — different from the bridal white she had cast off. The bright color emphasized that she was no longer the innocent virgin. She’d lost her cherry. She’d been well and truly fucked by two men — and neither had been me.

	It was somehow wicked, and glamorous, and intensely sexy.

	‘I love it,’ I said, in complete awe.

	She giggled and gave me a twirl to show off her stunning figure. At the back, it seemed her new panties were thongs, hiding very little of her delicious ass.

	‘Yeah, you like it?’ she giggled. ‘It was supposed to be for our honeymoon.’

	Then there was a knock at the door. Joey gasped and then turned to me and flashed the brightest smile. I chuckled. Did she have a crush on my friend Ross, too?

	I watched her scamper over to the door and open it in just her underwear. I couldn’t help but be amused. What if it had been room service? Monica could have sent over some more wine to keep us in the right mood.

	But it wasn’t room service. It was Ross, and apparently he’d been well briefed on the situation like my other groomsmen before him, because he didn’t have a heart attack upon seeing my sweet wife parading herself in front of him in skimpy lingerie.

	‘Come in,’ Joey told him flirtatiously, jubilantly beaming from ear to ear.

	She pulled him in by the hand, allowing the door to close behind them.

	Then she confessed directly to me, ‘You know I’ve always liked Ross.’

	The way she said it made me feel a flash of shock and exhilaration. I liked that she had a thing for my friend — but it seemed very dangerous. And yet, as with the fear factor, the sense of danger only seemed to strengthen the arousal I felt.

	‘Hey, man,’ Ross said almost apologetically, blushing furiously.

	‘I’m sorry we had to wake you,’ I said, trying to seem casual about the whole thing, playing it light.

	‘Oh, I don’t mind,’ he laughed, gazing up and down Joey’s slender figure. ‘Monica explained everything.’

	This time, there wasn’t a hint of awkwardness or uncertainty about what we were doing, or how they should begin, like there had been with Dylan and Wes. Joey took hold of Ross’s hand and led him straight to the bedroom, just like that. When I arrived, they were sitting on the end of the bed, making out.

	Wow. The chemistry was unmistakable. The air seemed to crackle.

	The tenderness between them. The softness of their kisses. The way their noses nudged against each other as they kissed around each other’s mouths, sucking on each other’s lips. It was so intensely erotic watching them.

	Had she always wanted him? Had they always wanted each other?

	‘You look so incredible,’ he said softly to her in between kisses.

	Her smile only broadened, ‘Take off your clothes,’ she replied.

	Ross didn’t need telling twice. As he wrestled to remove his clothes, Joey turned to me, beaming so brightly, and said, ‘You want to watch him fuck me, honey?’

	Her confidence was so unbelievably sexy.

	Comfortable in my armchair, I parted my bathrobe to show her how hard I was. Her eyes flashed with pure elation.

	Then Ross stood between us, wearing only his Calvin Klein underwear. Joey grinned and shifted back onto the bed, offering our friend a very inviting look. Ross climbed onto the bed, and before I could take two strokes of my hard-on, he was pulling off her underwear.

	‘Mmm... he’s ready from the get-go,’ Joey said, holding up her knees to help him remove her thong.

	Then I watched him part her thighs and dive straight for her sweet pussy. He was taking full advantage of his access to her. Joey gazed over at me and giggled at how wild this all was. I loved how connected she made me feel, looking at me while our friend started licking and sucking her pussy like he was obsessed.

	‘Oh, Bran, honey, it feels so nice...’ she said, sighing and moaning at how he made her feel.

	Ross lapped at her pussy and sucked on her lips like a true expert. I knew she enjoyed this from when I’d tried it. But whereas I only had books to draw from, Ross looked like he’d had plenty of firsthand experience in this. It only made me feel like I’d somehow missed out on things.

	And yet — if Joey and I had tried to have sex before we were married, and discovered I was too big for her, how would we have acted? Would we have stayed together? It would have been much easier for us to decide on the heart-breaking choice to split up, feeling it might be better for us in the long run.

	I shook my head. No, there was no point in regretting anything. I had Joey. We were dealing with the situation.

	And oh-my-gosh, it was hot watching my friend Ross devouring my wife’s pussy.

	Joey held her legs as wide apart as only a former champion gymnast could, and as she did so, I could see the wedding ring twinkle on her ring finger.

	Speaking of fingers — now Ross was sliding his fingers inside Joey’s pussy. After a while, he pulled up beside her on the bed, but continued using his fingers to play her sex like an instrument.

	Joey was panting and moaning, and now offered Ross a little sweet mouth-to-mouth. But then she gazed at me with those beautiful blue eyes and asked me sweetly if I enjoyed watching him slide his fingers inside her.

	‘Oh yes, sweetie,’ I said, making sure she could see my big, hard dick as I stroked it. ‘He can’t get enough of you, huh?’

	The way she kept her thighs parted wide, I could see everything Ross was doing. The way he focused his attention on her clit particularly caught my eye, the tip of his finger flickering rapidly against her sensitive button. It had a very direct effect on Joey, whose moans turned into little cries of pure ecstasy, her breathing turning to irregular, stuttering staccato gasps.

	These were life lessons I was getting, and I appreciated every moment.

	I watched him make her come with his hands and noted every tiny detail of how he did it.

	Maybe all husbands should get this kind of sex ed on their wedding nights.

	But now Joey was kneeling up, reaching for Ross’s underwear. She flashed me an excited smile, saying, ‘You think his cock is nice and big, honey? You think I can take it?’

	She kissed him and pulled down his Calvins, taking evident delight in the sight of Ross’s hard cock.

	It seemed to me that my sweet wife loved cock, even if she’d kept away from them until after she was married. And she apparently delighted in big cocks, even though she was so petite, and had limited capacity to take them inside her.

	Well now. It was apparent to us both that Ross was larger of cock than Wes had been. Joey didn’t seem intimidated as she took it in her hand and touched her lips to its tip. I was interested, though, to see how she got on with it.

	I suspected that maybe we’d hit a hard limit on what she could handle at some point. And I had a dark, crazy idea — that seemed to come from deep within me — that maybe we’d need to call on the regular services of some smaller-dick friends for the rest of our lives to keep her satisfied.

	But for now, Joey seemed able to just about stretch her lips around Ross’s girth, and at least take the first few inches of his cock inside her mouth.

	From Ross’s grunts, I could tell she was making him feel good. But she was moaning quietly, too. There on all fours fucking him with her mouth, she seemed triumphant that she could take him like this.

	As she sucked on his cock, she looked over at me, and the way she did so made it seem as though she was doing this mainly to turn me on. It was so unbelievably sexy.

	And as she sucked on him, she was able to get more and more of his big dick inside her mouth. I was impressed. Ross lay back, and Joey went to town on his cock.

	‘I love how his cock feels in my mouth,’ she said to me between sucking on him.

	I said, ‘You’re so sexy, honey. I can’t believe how hot it is watching you.’

	Ross was on his back, and my wife was just gazing straight at me as she bobbed down on his stiff shaft. I felt so close to them. It was weird being this close to another man’s cock.

	As she sucked on him, she gripped the base of his shaft in her hand and flashed that wedding ring right at me. This is your wife sucking your friend’s cock.

	‘You think I can take him inside me?’ Joey said, gasping for breath, her face flushed with the effort of fucking him with her mouth.

	‘I think you should try,’ I said to her encouragingly.

	She smiled her agreement at me, brushed her long blonde hair back behind an ear, and then slung a leg over his thighs. Straddling his hips, she leaned forward over him, and reached between her legs for his hard cock.

	He kissed her neck as she directed his manhood to her entrance, but Joey had her head turned to look at me.

	With the tip of his cock lodged in the opening to her sex, my pretty wife sat up, still looking at me. ‘Are you watching, honey?’ she asked me. She didn’t really need to ask me that, but somehow those words merely emphasized the fact that I was watching her about to fuck our friend.

	Our groomsman.

	‘I’m watching,’ I told her. ‘Go for it, sweetie.’

	She beamed. ‘I’m so wet, honey. I think it’ll go in.’

	Then she sank down a little, her jaw dropped, and she gasped.

	I was on the edge of my seat. Would it go in? Could she take it? Had we reached her limit?

	She screwed her eyes tight shut and pushed back on him, groaning loudly, and I watched in frank astonishment as she slowly but surely sank down, taking the whole thing inside her.

	For a moment, she stayed still, sat down on him. Getting accustomed to his size.

	Then, she slowly started to move, moaning as she did so.

	‘He’s stretching me, honey,’ she called out, ‘I can feel it...’

	I said, ‘Does it hurt?’

	She hesitated, then sank back down on him fully again. She answered, ‘No... not really... I feel so full... it... it takes my breath away...’

	Ross seemed to intuitively know it was best to just lie there, to let her take what she wanted of him. I felt so grateful to him, that he obviously cared about her, even if that felt dangerous. He wasn’t going to hurt her if he could avoid it.

	Slowly, my wife’s pace riding this big cock began to quicken.

	Ross was moaning, and Joey was moaning, and it struck me that she was really, properly fucking him now.

	‘Oh, it feels so good, honey,’ she called out as she rode him. ‘It’s like his cock is reaching every part inside me...’

	I had to control myself as I watched them. It was a heart-stopping thrill.

	But as much fun as she was having with Ross, it seemed as much excitement to my wife to look over and see me beating my meat as I watched her. The way she flicked her eyes up and down — as though she needed to in order to take in the full scale of my towering erection — well, it seemed sexy as heck to me.

	‘Oh... oh... oh fuck...’ she said, and it struck me how erotic it was for my mild-mannered sweetie to use blue language like that.

	‘Oh, he’s fucking me, honey... he’s fucking me with his big cock...’

	Wow, she was really going at it now. Panting and gasping, riding him like she was attempting to tame a wild stallion. And Ross was feeling confident enough to match her movements with his own, working his hips to pound that thing into her at a furious pace.

	‘Mmm yeah... oh fuck... oh fuck... it feels so fucking good... yes, yes, yes...’

	Goodness. Was she in pain? But now she was demanding he fuck her harder.

	‘Harder.... Harder... yes...fuck me...’

	Ross wrapped his arms around her waist and really nailed her, and she yelled out, ‘Oh, Bran, honey, he’s going to make me fucking come...’

	She sounded as though she was finding it difficult to breathe — and yet she was smiling when she wasn’t gasping.

	Flushed, sweaty, beautiful as she gulped down huge chestfuls of air, she cried out and just shuddered as he held her.

	I was so desperate to have her myself — and yet I wasn’t going to rush this. I wanted her to take as much time with Ross as she wished to, because every moment would raise the chances of me being able to have her fully myself by the end of the night.

	Ross had stamina, too. He fucked her lying down, he fucked her kneeling up, he fucked her standing by the bed, he fucked her doggystyle. When I’d read those books before tonight, I figured there were different ways you could do it. I never realized people could change it up while fucking.

	But it was so hot. He wanted her every which way. He wanted to fuck her from every direction, he wanted to have her incredible body in all possible positions, to make the most of his chance to be with her.

	Joey seemed to love every moment.

	‘So good, honey... it’s so good... he’s fucking me so good...’

	I couldn’t believe how much I could see, too. The sight of him slowly easing his cock into her glistening pussy just didn’t get old.

	She spent way more time with Ross than she had with Dylan or Wes. I figured he really was her favorite.

	When the end finally came, she was demanding I come closer. I went without question. I knelt on the floor by the bed, so close I could feel the heat from their bodies, every breath saturated with the thick, hot, heavy scent of sex and sweat.

	She gently angled toward me and demanded, ‘Kiss me, honey.’

	I leaned in and granted her demand, pressing my lips to hers, tasting the strange saltiness briefly before she smiled, and said, ‘He’s going to come inside me, honey.’

	I smiled back and kissed her lips again, reveling in the strangeness of her flavor — and the bizarro wickedness of knowing that she’d stretched these lips around three other men’s cocks tonight so far.

	I could taste Ross on her. It freaked me out a little, but nevertheless, it only turned me on more.

	The combined attention of two men at once took her right back up to her peak, which I was beginning to recognize well by now. She was coming again, hard.

	‘Oh fuck...’ She had to break away from our kiss just to handle her orgasm.

	And as he pounded her, shaking the bed under us, her climax seemed to continue on and on.

	‘Come for me,’ she was telling him. ‘Come inside me...’

	And to me, ‘He’s going to come inside me, honey... he’s coming inside me...

	I kissed her neck, I sucked on her breasts, and she was just wailing in ecstasy as Ross groaned and jerked and pumped my sweet bride full of his come.

	
Chapter Five
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	or a long while, as our friend Ross finished up and finally pulled back from her, I just sat there gently stroking my wife’s bare breasts, gazing down at her pretty face, her big blue eyes as she stared back at me.

	Out of the corner of my eye, I could see his cock as he slowly withdrew from her — still hard and covered with a combination of her juices and his creamy emissions.

	The wet, sticky sounds of his pole pulling out of her only emphasized the point that he had emptied his balls inside my sweet bride. And yet, for some reason I really couldn’t explain, it totally fired me up.

	‘Did you come?’ I asked her quietly as Ross climbed off the bed.

	‘Uh-huh,’ she smiled up at me. ‘Could you tell?’

	‘I could.’

	She giggled. ‘And he came too.’

	‘I think he would have been disappointed if he didn’t.’

	‘You would have been, too,’ she said — perhaps more insightful than I’d expected.

	I considered this briefly, then said, ‘Yes, I think I would have.’

	She smiled sweetly. ‘I can feel his come inside me right now. It’s all warm and gooey...’

	‘Yeah?’ I leaned down to kiss her mouth again.

	Ross was the third man she’d fucked tonight, but it was still shocking to me. Thrilling, sure, but still shocking. And somehow, her sex with Ross had seemed the most physical so far — and had left her in more of a mess than the others. Sweaty, flushed, her hair damp and tangled — and her pussy full of come.

	‘He pumped so much come in me,’ Joey said breathily, peering at my face as though she was gauging my reactions to what she said.

	‘He did?’

	‘Oh yes. I can feel it leaking out...’

	‘Yeah?’

	‘You wanna see?’

	She turned around on the bed, held up one knee so I could see her exposed sex, her pink, glistening petals, and the little glob of white cream seeping out of her hole.

	I ducked down, planting a gentle kiss beside her pussy, breathing in that strange but enticing scent of sex and come.

	‘What if I’m pregnant?’ she asked.

	I laughed. ‘What if you are? We want kids, don’t we?’

	I put my hands on her butt cheeks and my thumbs either side of her pink, creamy pussy, gently teasing open her lips, just mesmerized by the sight of her in this state. It was so weird, her sex filled by so much come — and it wasn’t mine.

	‘But if I’m pregnant, it might not be yours,’ she said.

	‘Right now, it’d definitely not be mine,’ I chuckled, dipping a finger in the come leaking out of her, before slowly smearing it around her pussy, reveling in the strange emotions I felt about all this.

	‘What if it isn’t yours?’

	I looked at her, serious for a moment. ‘It’d still be yours, wouldn’t it? So what would it matter?’ I grinned. ‘Maybe he or she could have two daddies.’

	Joey’s eyes flashed with warning, but she smiled at what I’d said. ‘People in this town would start talking.’

	I shrugged. ‘So we call his biological father ‘Godfather.’ Nobody would be any the wiser.’

	‘You and me — we both have blue eyes,’ Joey said. ‘But Dylan has green eyes, and both Wes and Ross have brown eyes.’

	I wasn’t as smart as Joey — she could have gone to college if her parents hadn’t needed her to work in their store. But I remembered enough high school science to know what she was talking about.

	But I said, ‘If we had a baby with green eyes — or even brown eyes — you really think enough people in this town would know what that meant?’

	‘Someone would catch on.’

	‘So let them.’

	I lowered my head to gently kiss her clit, then gently smeared more of her cream around her pussy. It was somehow sticky and oily. Slippery. I wondered if it made for good lubrication.

	‘You think you’re ready for me to try?’ I asked her.

	She gazed down at me and smiled so brightly, it could have made the darkest night seem like day. Then she nodded.

	But then we heard the door into our bridal suite open, and knew that our Maid of Honor, Monica, was back just when we didn’t need her anymore.

	I stood and drew my bathrobe closed, and Joey hastily drew back on the bed and slipped some bedsheets over her to cover up.

	‘So... sounds like you guys had a lot of fun...’ Monica said as she strode straight into the bedroom without asking.

	I sat on the bed beside my beautiful bride. Joey said to our Maid of Honor, T think we might be ready... you know... to try it with each other.’

	Monica gave a somewhat melodramatic gasp and put her hands to her face. Then her expression fell instantly into stern disapproval. ‘Uh... no,’ she said firmly.

	‘No?’ I said.

	The lanky brunette shook her head. ‘No.’ She looked at her phone. ‘We still have a little more than two hours before sunrise, and next on the schedule is the wonderful — and very gifted — Cooper.’

	‘Cooper?’ both Joey and I said.

	Monica smiled. ‘You wouldn’t leave out your Best Man, would you? I mean, Bran, sweetie, he’s your best buddy.’

	‘I know he is, but...’ I sighed.

	‘But nothing,’ Monica insisted. ‘He’s on the schedule. I woke him up. He’s on his way over.’

	She went into the bathroom. We could hear the faucet running for a few moments. Then Monica emerged from the en suite bearing a white hotel towel. She dropped it on Joey’s legs.

	‘Clean up, sweetie,’ she said. ‘You can’t afford to take shortcuts tonight — believe me.’

	‘Shortcuts?’

	‘You need Cooper. He’s the biggest of them — why I saved him until last, right?’ Monica flashed her eyes. ‘You skip him, you’ll be disappointed. And it might not be as good with your gorgeous hubby, here.’

	Joey sighed, but she was out of bed, keeping herself covered by a bedsheet as she took the wet towel into the bathroom to freshen up. Monica, meanwhile, had gone to the closet and started looking through Joey’s clothes.

	‘What’s going on?’ I said as she drew Joey’s wedding dress back out of the closet and started hunting for more stuff in her suitcase.

	‘Okay,’ Monica explained. ‘Cooper doesn’t know Joey’s been with the other guys tonight. Okay? And it has to stay that way, or he won’t do it.’

	‘Oh. I’m not sure about lying to him...’ I said.

	She deposited some clean underwear onto the bed. ‘No one’s lying to him,’ she said. ‘We’re just keeping a little lid on the full details of tonight.’

	‘What does he know?’

	‘He knows that Joey’s been upset tonight because you guys have been unable to do it. And that’s about all he knows.’

	‘He knows she’s too... too tight for me?’ I asked her.

	‘I didn’t tell him the exact reason... I guess either he believes you’ve been too drunk to do your husbandly duties tonight, and because she’s so unbelievably upset, you decided to see if he’d help out... or he thinks you guys are so ridiculously clueless, you can’t work out how to do it.’

	‘Gee. Kind of embarrassing either way.’

	‘He’s your best friend. You don’t need to be embarrassed.’

	‘I guess.’

	I heard the sound of the hairdryer coming from the bathroom as Monica took Joey her dress and underwear. From what I’d seen, it was more fancy lacy lingerie — light blue — that my wife had brought for our honeymoon.

	Monica came out and told me to put on my wedding shirt and pants.

	‘But he knows me and Joey have tried to have sex,’ I complained.

	‘Why would he expect us to be still wearing our wedding stuff?’

	Monica said, ‘Because you naturally tried fucking her in her wedding dress ‘cause you were so desperate for it, and when it didn’t work... well, he thinks you’ve been up most of the night just drinking and celebrating...’

	I heaved a sigh, and got dressed.

	The thing was, it was annoying, Monica insisting on all this. But at the same time, now that my groomsmen had all taken turns with my bride, I was turned on about the thought of our Best Man getting to try.

	And Monica was right about not taking shortcuts. I was impressed at how Joey had adapted to take three different men, each one progressively larger. I didn’t want all this to be for nothing.

	What if she got to sleep with all those guys, and I still didn’t fit?

	No, if Monica thought we needed Joey to sleep with Cooper, then Joey should sleep with Cooper. And I would get dressed up in my shirt and pants again.

	* * *

	Cooper was my best friend, sure. We’d grown up next-door neighbors since we were in kindergarten. And ever since we’d thrown the first ball to each other, we’d played all kinds of sports together, culminating in our time on the high school football team.

	Honestly, more than any of the others, I was nervous as heck when Cooper knocked on our door, and I let him in.

	What did he think of our problem? What did he think of me? Did he think I was a failure of a human being? A pathetic loser of a husband? A disaster of a man?

	But Monica had already explained the main issue we’d been having, and he was still here, looking sympathetic. Willing to help.

	‘Hey, man,’ he said, giving me the usual fist bump.

	‘Cooper!’ Joey practically ran up to him and tackled him. She seemed so pleased to see him.

	Well, he was our Best Man. He gave us a great speech and said so many nice things about the bride.

	They hugged with genuine affection, and Cooper said, ‘I heard you guys had some trouble tonight.’

	Joey said, ‘Uh-huh.’

	The big guy smiled. ‘Well, if I can help out in any way...’

	Joey grinned. ‘Monica told you what we need?’

	‘I guess so...’

	‘And you won’t tell anybody... ?’

	‘Of course not. You know me. But you guys... you’re sure you want to do this?’

	Cooper was particularly looking at me as he said this. Man to man. Best friend to best friend. I gave him the kind of serious look and nod that could not be misinterpreted.

	He gave a confirming nod and said gently ‘How do you guys want to do this?’

	I said, ‘Do you might if... if I’m with her when it happens?’

	He smiled. ‘Of course not. We’re practically brothers, you and me.’

	Joey took him by the hand and led him into the bedroom. He sat on the end of the bed, and suddenly my bride pulled off her wedding dress.

	‘Jeez...’ Cooper said, his eyes widening as he took in the sight of Joey in her pale blue lace bra and panties and nothing else.

	‘Do I make the cut?’ my sweet bride giggled and did him one of those sexy little twirls that reminded us of her time as a gymnast.

	‘Oh yes,’ Cooper said, his eyes trailing all over her. ‘Definitely.’

	He stood up — towering over her as I did. I went over to the armchair to get comfortable again, and turned to see Joey press herself up against him. Cooper put her hands on her hips, and they looked just enormous on her.

	She looked almost like a doll compared to him.

	‘Look at you,’ he said softly. Once again, I was really enjoying the fact that another man — a friend — so obviously wanted my wife.

	‘You’re not so bad yourself/ Joey smirked, gazing up at him with unmistakable lust in her blue eyes.

	‘Mmm... I can be pretty bad.’

	If I had any fears it would all turn into some awkward nightmare as my best friend was presented with my new wife and asked to be physical with her — well, they quickly evaporated. I watched Cooper slide his huge hands over Joey’s perky behind, sweep them up to cup her breasts, and then the two of them kissed.

	And when their first kiss was done, my bride gazed up into his dark eyes and whispered, ‘Oh my gosh.’

	‘You don’t need to worry about any of this,’ he said to her. ‘I’m going to take good care of you.’

	‘I feel so safe,’ she breathed.

	‘And then you’ll know everything you need to know to keep my buddy happy.’

	Cooper glanced over at me and smiled. I shivered a little. I’d seen Cooper naked before — you could hardly avoid it when you played sports with a guy for years. We’d never done a comparison, because this wasn’t a porno movie, but I knew he was big. Would she be able to take him?

	‘So... can I see what you have for me?’ she asked him, and I shivered again.

	She took a step back, and Cooper unfastened his belt.

	Joey clutched her breasts and gasped as my buddy pulled out his enormous cock. It was pretty impressive. And Ross had seemed big. This was immense.

	Joey reached out and curled a hand around his shaft, and it looked like she was taking somebody by the arm.

	‘So big…’ she breathed.

	This really was going to be a test for her.

	
Chapter Six
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	y beautiful bride stroked our Best Man’s huge cock, and said quietly, ‘What if I can’t take it?’

	Cooper said, ‘We’ll go slow. We’ll be careful. You’ll be fine.’

	From the way he said it, it sounded like something he’d told girls before. It struck me again how Joey and I seemed like the only people we knew who had resisted the urge to have sex before marriage. And yet all our friends went to church, just like we did.

	But there was something strangely reassuring about the idea that Cooper had done this with other women before. He knew how to handle them, how to introduce his enormous manhood to them.

	‘My goodness,’ she said, sinking to her knees, still slowly jacking his colossal shaft. ‘It’s so heavy.’

	She looked over at me and flashed me a sweet, mischievous smile. Then she brought Cooper’s huge cock down to her mouth and kissed its tip. How much could she get in her mouth? Anything?

	But I was surprised. She opened her mouth as wide as she could— and actually managed to stretch her full lips around his girth. Cooper moaned, his deep voice seeming to rumble through the floor, as Joey edged forward and was able to get a few inches inside her mouth.

	‘You are a lucky guy, my friend,’ he told me as she slowly began to work his top few inches with her mouth while using her hand on the rest of his length.

	‘I am,’ I agreed.

	‘She’s beautiful...’

	I was trying to resist touching myself as I watched them. I wasn’t sure how Cooper would react to seeing me beating off to the sight of him banging my new wife.

	But perhaps it was a good thing I wasn’t touching myself. I’d had so much stimulation all night, watching Joey fucking Dylan, Wes, Ross, and now Cooper, that I was in danger of losing myself before I got the chance to be with my gorgeous bride tonight.

	Wow. Joey was getting four, even five inches into her mouth. I could hardly believe it—it seemed an astonishing feat.

	After a little while, she pulled it out of her mouth and turned her head to give me a jubilant look. ‘See how much I can get in my mouth, honey?’ she said, excited.

	‘I see it, sweetie,’ I said, but had to resist commenting on how much progress she’d made—not wanting to give Cooper the idea we’d been working on this all through the night.

	‘So freaking big,’ she giggled before jamming it back down her throat.

	Somehow, she could just relax her jaw muscles more and stretch her lips more to get that monster inside her mouth. And as I watched her suck on it, it struck me that she was getting it wetter with more of her saliva.

	I suspected at least part of it had to do with the phenomenal confidence she’d gained through the night. She knew what she was doing now, and it was so sexy on her.

	‘That feels so freaking good...’ Cooper moaned as she worked on his cock, his hand on her head to guide her rhythm.

	Then he said to her, ‘You like sucking cock, baby?’

	‘Oh yes,’ Joey grinned. ‘I could suck yours all night and tomorrow too.’

	‘You’re welcome to try,’ he laughed.

	But as she continued to pump his huge manhood using both her hands, my bride turned to me and said, ‘Honey, I want you to take your cock out and stroke it.’

	Wary about how Cooper would take this idea, I said, ‘Uh... sure...’ but hesitated a little.

	‘I want you to be with me on this,’ Joey said.

	Cooper didn’t seem to react to it at all, so I did as my wife asked, unzipping my fly, allowing my full erection to escape the confines of my pants.

	Joey said, ‘I love having you watch us, honey.’

	And Cooper said, ‘You guys are so sweet.’ I glanced over and grinned at me, and I felt reassured about the whole taking-my-dick-out-in-front- of-him thing.

	Joey went on sucking that enormous cock, and Cooper said to her, ‘You know you were supposed to have your last-minute fling just before the wedding, don’t you?’

	Joey giggled with her mouth full.

	‘Naughty girl,’ the big man grinned. ‘You always gonna be this naughty?’

	She smacked her lips as she slipped his cock out again. ‘I don’t know,’ she said, glancing over at me seductively. ‘I think my husband likes it, though.’

	Gee-whiz. I hadn’t even made love to her yet, myself. And Cooper already had us thinking about whether this kind of thing could happen again, beyond this wild, crazy night.

	I was turned on by seeing my wife fucking other men—I couldn’t deny that. Was it something I’d want to happen again in future, as we settled into our marriage?

	Joey seemed into it. And for some reason, my desire for her exploded when she was with someone else.

	Why wouldn’t we want to try this again?

	Joey had gotten a good rhythm going, pleasuring the top few inches of his cock with her mouth and the bottom several inches with her hands. But now Cooper stopped her and sank to his knees, urging her up to her feet.

	I watched my best friend peel my wife’s panties down her thighs.

	He turned her to face the bed, urged her to bend over the mattress, and then from the floor, he leaned in to press his mouth to her rosy-pink pussy. Joey groaned as he sucked on her sex from behind.

	‘Oh goodness, that feels incredible...’

	Cooper said, ‘Got to make sure you’re good and ready.’

	‘Oh my gosh...’ Joey breathed, glancing over at me. ‘It feels so nice, honey...’

	She lifted a knee onto the bed and pushed up her leg so that I could see Cooper sucking on her pussy lips, I could see him thrust his tongue into her dripping sex.

	‘Yes... yes... yes... please...’

	I went over to sit on the bed beside her head, leaned down to kiss her. ‘Are you going to fuck him, honey?’ I asked her. ‘Are you going to fuck our Best Man?’

	‘Oh yes...’ she gave me a pleading look.

	‘Are you going to fuck my best friend?’

	‘Yes, please...’

	She was flushed all over—not just her cheeks or her upper chest. It was obvious because of her complexion. So sexy. My naughty bride was desperate to feel Cooper’s huge cock inside her.

	She turned over to lie on the bed on her back, and Cooper moved up beside her.

	‘Can I have him now, honey?’ she begged me, panting from excitement.

	‘If you’re a good girl,’ I grinned.

	‘Please...’

	Cooper looked at me. Last chance to back out. I gave him a nod.

	‘You want this?’ Cooper said, lying between her thighs, resting his enormous manhood over her mound.

	‘So badly,’ she whispered as he leaned in to kiss her mouth.

	I watched my friend pull her thighs wide apart—that was easy enough for her as a former gymnast. Then he stroked the tip of his colossal cock against her pussy, up and down her sensitive folds, covering it with her copious juices.

	Was it going to go in?

	‘Yes... yes... please... take me...’

	Joey gasped as the tip of Cooper’s cock entered her.

	I watched Cooper take hold of her whole body in his strong arms, and then roll over onto his back, the tip of his cock still inside her.

	‘Oh my gosh...’ Joey hissed.

	But now she was straddling him. It seemed like a better position for her to take more of his cock inside her. I watched another inch, two, three, slowly slide into her tight pussy.

	‘Oh... oh...’

	There was that gasping stop-start staccato breathing again, which sounded like she kept being zapped with a thousand volts of electricity, but accompanied every tiny movement of Cooper’s big dick inside her.

	Then, breathless, she was moving on it.

	‘He’s inside me, honey...’ she gasped and tried to force herself back to take even more of his shaft inside her, which caused her to let out a squeal.

	She brushed a damp strand of her golden hair back behind an ear and held Cooper’s head with both hands as she kissed him. Then, she sank a little more—and I was astonished to see that she had practically all of his huge manhood inside her.

	‘Oh my good God in Heaven...’ she breathed—shocking me almost as much with her blasphemy as with the sight of that beast lodged in her uber-tight pussy.

	Cooper’s massive dick had made her say a Bad Thing.

	I couldn’t help but smile.

	It only continued as my pretty bride started to properly fuck our Best Man.

	‘Fuck... yes... oh my God...’

	She looked at me, and I just wanted to kiss her—but she was moving too much for me to engage. And maybe if I did kiss her like this, I’d explode anyway, like that spaceship trying to dock without the proper navigation codes in that movie Interstellar. I had to control myself. I wanted at least a shot at getting her pregnant, if all my buddies were.

	I sat back down on my armchair—holding my hard-on but only very gently squeezing it.

	‘Oh my God... oh my God...’

	Joey was totally losing it on Cooper’s enormous cock. I mean, Little Miss Potty Mouth.

	Pastor Stevens would not approve. But then—I’m guessing Pastor Stevens would not approve of much that had happened tonight. As much as I’d been talked into seeing that this didn’t shatter our wedding vows, I’m not sure Pastor Stevens would have been so easily persuaded.

	‘Oh... oh... oh I’m going to come...’

	She was so beautiful when she was going to come. She was beautiful all other times, too, of course. But when she was on her way to coming, there was some kind of special magic at work that just made her as beautiful as all the stars in the heavens. And it struck me that the very best place to see it was from the sidelines, like this.

	‘Oh my God... oh fuck, yes... oh, oh, oh my God... yes... fuck...’

	She was screaming. I’m not entirely sure there wasn’t at least a little pain along with her sexual ecstasy, but she certainly wasn’t objecting to it.

	‘Ohhh...’

	Cooper had his two big hands covering her butt cheeks, stretching her open as he fucked her, and the way he was lying, her wide-open pussy was facing directly at me.

	I swear, I saw her pussy quiver and clench as she came, pulsating in time to her cries—and as he continued shoving that monster into her over and over, I saw clear fluid—her come, not his—squirting out from her highly-stretched pussy.

	Wow. That hadn’t been in any of the books I’d read.

	She was breathless after that, but Cooper wasn’t done. He rolled her over onto all fours and slid his cock right back into her. All those juices she’d produced made it that much easier for him to glide right back inside her. But as he fucked her, he lifted one of her legs so that she was practically doing the splits up his body.

	It was a very gymnastic position, and I had the benefit of a full- frontal view of my sweet wife being fucked by my big friend. What a picture.

	Watching that hugely thick, long dick pushed into her again and again, I couldn’t believe she was taking it. Where did it all go?

	The female anatomy is just incredible.

	‘Oh my God... oh my God...’

	Cooper rolled onto his back again, pulling her with him. This time, she lay facing upward, her back against Cooper’s chest, his tree-like arms hooked under her knees to spread her thighs as wide as they’d go. I could see everything, and now she was so open to him, he could probably thrust his cock into her over and over, fucking her hard, and she took every inch.

	‘Yes... yes... yes... fuck...’

	I kept seeing fresh floods of her wetness. She was soaking herself, and Cooper, and the bed. The rest of her body was flushed pink and glistening with sweat. This was like the craziest workout ever.

	And still, the more she fucked him, the more I wanted her.

	He stood on the floor and fucked her on her back, on her front, on her side... it was just spectacular.

	She was wailing much of the time—but in a good way.

	And all the time, she was getting used to his size—to the point that I swear, he could fuck her any way he wanted, and she was okay with it.

	Then Cooper was like, ‘You’re gonna make me come...’ As though she’d been awarded enough points to take the Olympic Gold.

	Joey sure felt like she’d won a big prize, the way she was beaming from ear to ear.

	Cooper said, ‘Where d’you want me to come, baby?’

	But Joey seemed too breathless, too overwhelmed by it all to answer.

	And now my friend said, ‘Where does darling hubby want me to come?’

	‘Her mouth,’ I said. ‘Come in her mouth...’

	I guess in my head, Cooper, out of all of us, was the one who looked least like me. If Joey was going to get pregnant tonight, it would probably be easier to pass off if he wasn’t the father.

	Cooper pulled back and now ushered Joey onto the floor before him. She knelt down, tilted her head up, and our Best Man stroked his huge, rock-hard cock all over her pretty face, reveling in the feeling of her soft cheeks, her chin, her full lips against the oversized glans of his cock.

	‘Open your mouth for me, baby,’ he murmured, pumping his big dick with a hand as he directed it toward her lips.

	That monster was jerking in his hands, and I watched him shoot his thick, white cream all over my wife’s face and into her mouth.

	She managed to swallow some of it, but there was a lot. It went all over her face, her neck, her breasts. It dribbled down between her legs.

	And she loved every moment.

	Then my sweet bride crawled over toward where I was sitting on the armchair, and with a mouth full of our Best Man’s come, she stretched her lips over my cock, and sank down on it.

	It felt unbelievably good.

	My sweet wife using another man’s cream to help lubricate my cock as she went down on me.

	Oh my God, in freaking Heaven.

	But then my wife suddenly sat up, pulling off my cock, looking astonished.

	My heart sank. I felt sure she was going to tell me she preferred Cooper, or Ross, or even Dylan’s small cock over mine. That she’d tried everything, I was just wrong for her.

	But she smiled and, breathless, said, ‘Honey—I think you’re smaller than Cooper.’

	* * *

	My sweet new bride was on all fours on our wedding bed, lying between our Best Man’s outstretched thighs, sucking on his cock, trying to get him hard again.

	She’d already fucked him.

	She was supposed to be fucking me right now—the whole strategy for tonight had been for her to work herself up to being able to consummate our marriage.

	But she wanted to see Cooper hard again. She wanted to compare his cock directly with mine.

	‘It doesn’t matter, does it?’ I told her, wanting my turn, even though it still seemed crazy hot to me that she wanted to mess with another man’s dick—my best friend’s, as it happened.

	‘Why would I... need to sleep with someone... bigger than you?’ she said, in between sucking on Cooper’s cock, which was impressive even when semi-soft.

	Cooper seemed very confused. ‘What are you guys talking about?’

	I understood what Joey was trying to say to me—Monica’s whole strategy had been to get Joey to sleep with progressively bigger guys to the point that she was ready to take my manhood.

	Why would she need to take someone bigger than me?

	Of course, Joey’s argument that Monica had unnecessarily directed her to sleep with our Best Man was now being undermined by the clear fun she was having trying to get his extraordinary organ stiff again.

	‘Don’t worry,’ she told Cooper as she gently cupped his balls in one hand and slipped his slowly thickening cock back in her mouth.

	Cooper looked at me—and he wasn’t objecting to Joey continuing her attention on him, either—and sought an explanation from me. He hadn’t been told that Joey had slept with our three groomsmen before him tonight, since Monica had said he wouldn’t be able to handle it.

	I said, ‘Monica was helping us because Joey was finding it difficult... because I was too big for her. So if it turns out you’re bigger...’

	Cooper grinned. ‘But it just means I got her properly ready for it, right? I know all the tricks...’

	Joey giggled with her mouth full. I just loved how happy she was. I had that question in my mind once more: was this something we could ever do again, once we’d properly consummated the marriage? Or would Joey’s religious beliefs prevent it?

	I’m not saying Joey was any more religious than me, but you couldn’t ever assume anything.

	Goodness. Joey was getting very good at sucking cock. She clearly enjoyed it, too. It turned me on like crazy what she was doing.

	I moved around the bed, reveling in the sight of her on all fours, sucking on Cooper’s burgeoning erection.

	This was something I shouldn’t be seeing—I’m not just talking about the fact it was Joey doing it to Cooper. Sex was always something forbidden as far as I was concerned. Something secret as far as my family was concerned. Something that only a married person should ever get to see —involving the person they were married to.

	But here was Joey, sucking another guy’s cock right in front of me.

	I was giddy with lust, dizzy with desire for her. She didn’t have any makeup on at this stage in the night, she had only faint remnants of perfume, she had no fancy clothes on, no sexy underwear. She was flushed pink in the cheeks, damp with perspiration, and saturated with the smell of sex. And yet, at that moment, she seemed like she was the most beautiful she’d ever been in my eyes.

	I wanted to dive in and kiss her lips, yet I didn’t want to interrupt her enjoying Cooper. I would have kissed her cheek, but it probably would have freaked my best friend out.

	I put a hand on her perky behind, and she giggled without taking Cooper’s manhood out of her mouth.

	Ravenous for her, I went around to the other side of the bed and knelt down behind her, gazing up at her magnificent, freshly-fucked pussy.

	Her adulterous pussy.

	Well, we’d persuaded ourselves she wasn’t breaking any of our wedding vows by sleeping with other guys when I approved and witnessed it. So maybe you couldn’t say her pussy was adulterous. But it was spectacularly promiscuous, at least tonight.

	I stroked her magnificent rounded cheeks, just bewitched by her beauty.

	I couldn’t keep my hands off her—not now. Cooper didn’t seem to object. And anyway, he’d had his turn. He’d fucked her, he’d come inside her.

	I swept my hands down, close to her pussy. Her body was so furiously hot. Feverish. She moaned encouragingly as I touched her there. She giggled and waggled her hips as I leaned in and kissed close to her well-used sex.

	I took hold of her calves in both hands, spread her legs a little more, and pushed my face forward, pressing my mouth to her smoldering-hot sex.

	I remembered tasting her for the first time tonight, when she was still a virgin. I recalled how it was to tangle my lips and tongue with her pussy. Now her scent and flavor were laced with the presence of another man. He hadn’t finished in her pussy, but he’d still affected her here.

	It was strange, even slightly unsettling, yet knowing what it was, and feeling the arousal between my legs as I recognized why she was this way, the weirdness somehow became part of my excitement.

	My brain re-wired itself to view the full evidence of my wife’s adventure with other men as part of my turn-on.

	And so, as she continued to work Cooper up to full stiffness with her mouth, I took hold of her butt cheeks in both hands and gorged myself with her scandalously corrupt sex.

	This time, I didn’t get to take her to orgasm with my mouth, however.

	She suddenly twisted, pulled away from me.

	‘He is bigger than you, honey,’ she said, in awe at her discovery.

	I saw Cooper’s massive dong in her hand and could fully believe she was right—she’d sucked on both of our cocks in the last few minutes. She had firsthand insight.

	But it didn’t matter to me anymore. The main issue in my mind was this: if Cooper was bigger than me, and she’d taken him inside her, there should be no reason she couldn’t take me.

	
Chapter Seven

	I


	t was hardly the most romantic way to consummate a marriage.

	It wasn’t exactly Han Solo and Leia, or Trinity and Neo, or MJ and Peter Parker, or Romeo plus Juliet.

	But I had never been as hard in my life as when I now stood at the end of the bed. As my gorgeous wife clutched another man’s big dick in one hand, and twisted her body to watch what I was doing, I fed my husbandly goods into her wifely entrance.

	I don’t even know if all of those are proper words. Anyway. Reader, I fucked her.

	And it was the most magnificent experience of my life.

	Her eyes widened as I slid my diamond-hard cock slowly into my sweet wife, and she held her breath. But though she was still tight— and gloriously so—there was no stopping me now. My manhood glided slowly into her sex like an oiled piston sliding into a perfectly engineered cylinder.

	She sighed as I moved inside her, and it was the softest, sweetest sound in Christendom, like the wind rustling through newborn leaves in springtime.

	‘Oh, honey...’ She gasped when I finally filled her to the hilt.

	She moaned, long and low, as I held there for a while, as though she’d never felt such bliss.

	For the first time ever, we were physically joined in complete and unassailable union. Wherefore they are no more twain, but one flesh.

	It was like Heaven on Earth.

	I held my wife’s hips and gently stirred my piston inside her. She purred sweeter than a V8, I swear.

	I glanced up, and Cooper flashed me a little grin that was far from offended at me infringing on his territory—his smile practically welcomed me to the neighborhood. He didn’t say anything, but I got the distinct impression he’d done this before.

	My best friend had had a threesome before? And hadn’t told me?

	Not for the first time, nor the last time, I got the sense that my friends were all blaspheming, fornicating, deviant reprobates who had been going against the Word of the Lord for years. And I’d missed the memo.

	But I also got the sense from Cooper that now we’d let the genie out of this particular bottle, the possibilities were endless.

	Maybe this wouldn’t be the last threesome I enjoyed with my gorgeous wife.

	She certainly seemed to enjoy the feeling of two huge cocks sinking into her like she was being roasted over a pit fire.

	As I thrust into her, she used my motion to fuck Cooper’s big pole with her mouth, letting out little breathy grunts with each thrust.

	I gazed down at my big dick sliding into her resplendent heart-shaped behind, parting her cheeks, disappearing inside her. It hardly seemed like the same woman I’d had such trouble getting even an inch of my cock inside the first time we’d lain on this bed.

	After a while, I heard Cooper’s voice—just a low rumble at first, but he repeated himself, talking to Joey.

	‘Lay on your back, baby,’ he said, his suggestion seeming like further proof he’d done this before.

	Joey agreed without question; she just rolled over and lay where she was, her head tilting back to take Cooper’s big dick inside her mouth again, her thighs parting so I could slide back into her exposed sex.

	It wasn’t entirely a seamless transition. We both slipped out of there and had to reposition to land the entry right, which made Joey let out these cute, elated giggles as we adjusted.

	But then we were fucking her with the magnificent view of her pert breasts jiggling with each thrust, her tight, gymnast’s frame writhing and undulating as she breathed and responded to the sensation of two big men splitting her.

	My goodness, she was so wet. Wetter than ever. I could feel her hot juices trickling out around my cock. Was this why she could take me? Was she just so turned on by all this dick, her pussy was flooded?

	After such an extended, intense night, I couldn’t hold myself much longer with that kind of stimulation.

	I felt myself beginning to go, and cried out. For a moment, Joey seemed unable to focus on Cooper at the same time. She gripped his dick tight in one hand and gazed up at me with awe and delight. And, as I took hold of her knees and my body started to shake and buck, her eyes opened wide, her jaw dropped, and she seemed happier than I’d ever seen her.

	The wasn’t no faking it as I lost control and felt the boiling hot oil erupt from deep within my loins, to shoot out explosively within her quivering sex. She came as hard as I did, her petite frame shuddering and juddering under me, her hips all caught in a tremor, her breasts shivering, her moan turning into a plaintive wail.

	As I pumped my hot seed into her, I pitched forward, laying full along her heavenly body, our sweat-soaked skin pressed together, our mouths closing up against each other, our lips locking in the sweetest kiss.

	I swear it truly felt like we were one single organism at that moment.

	And we groaned as one as my come splashed her insides, and all the pressure that had built up around the need to consummate our marriage properly seemed to evaporate.

	We could do this. Even if we needed a little help when the time came, we could do this.

	I loved my wife so deeply, so intensely, so hot, and so hard.

	And the fact she’d just had sex with all of my finest friends in the world only made me adore her even more.

	 

	* * *

	I never slept better in my life.

	And then there was the sweetest angel in all the heavens waking me up, because she was in bed with me, and we could do whatever we wanted with each other; we were married.

	‘Hey, sweet husband,’ she said softly, kissing my lips before lying back beside me to watch me fully wake up, a smile spread across her oh- so-pretty face.

	‘Morning,’ I breathed, feeling this wonderful sense of pure contentment all over my body.

	I was no longer a virgin.

	Get that.

	And neither was Joey. Not by a long shot.

	She was so beautiful, though. I reached out a hand to take hold of one of her gorgeous breasts, and she closed her eyes and moaned. I felt my manhood thickening between my legs.

	‘Can you believe we’re married?’ I said, running three fingers gently down her cheek, the side of her neck, her chest.

	Taking her stiff little pink nipple between finger and thumb.

	‘Mmm... I can believe it,’ she said softly. ‘I can’t believe how I got so lucky...’

	I smiled, ‘How are you feeling after last night?’

	She grinned and turned slightly more so she was lying on her back, giving me easier access to both her breasts, both her stiff nipples.

	‘Pretty amazing’ she moaned, one of her hands venturing across her stomach, between her thighs, delving as though checking how things were down there. ‘It almost seems like a dream...’

	She closed her eyes and let out a long, silky-soft sigh as I toyed with her other nipple.

	I played with her breasts a while, remembering how Cooper’s come had splashed down all over them when Joey had been unable to swallow it all.

	My gorgeous, blonde bride pushed up her chest as I caressed her there, her breathing deepening.

	‘You regret anything about last night?’ she asked.

	‘Nope,’ I said, honestly.

	She opened her eyes, serious for a moment. ‘Anything at all?’

	I shook my head and took her nearest hand, guiding it down my body to where my cock was as hard as stone.

	She gasped and broke into the prettiest smile in Christendom.

	Then she said, ‘Do you think your buddies will think it was weird, what happened?’

	I laughed.’ I don’t think they’d use the word ‘weird,’ honey. Incredible, maybe. Hot as heck, probably. Best night of their lives?’

	Serious again, she said, ‘Are you... embarrassed... that your friends slept with your wife before even you did?’

	I shrugged. ‘They’re my friends. I don’t need to be embarrassed. I’m thankful they came to help us when we needed.’

	‘That’s what friends are for, huh?’

	I shuffled down the bed, pulled back the bedsheet, revealing the little tuft of golden fur on her mound, and then her sweet-as-pie pussy, which her fingers were already stroking.

	I lay between her thighs, and her face lit up with delight.

	Then she closed her eyes and moaned as I began planting soft little kisses over her rose-red pussy, breathing in that spicy scent that was her excitement, remembering how it had been to see each of our groomsmen come in here and penetrate her here, sliding in their hard cocks...

	‘Oh God...’ she gasped as I pressed my mouth to her slit, tasting her sweet nectar.

	She was getting accustomed to using the Lord’s name in vain, huh. It didn’t bother me. I think even the Lord would have been okay with it, coming from such beautiful lips.

	Gently, I licked along her slit, bottom to top, brushing over her clit. I slipped my tongue out, dipping into her sticky, syrupy honeypot, and loving how she moaned in response.

	I think if you’d told me before it happened that I’d have to let other guys fuck my sweet Joey on our wedding bed in order to consummate our union fully, I would have been horrified. I would have assumed that afterward, I’d want to try to forget it ever happened.

	But here I was, lying between her coltish thighs, stroking her slippery slit with my tongue, and I was purposefully bringing to mind images of my friends fucking her.

	It made me want her more, the fact that she’d fucked them.

	I was obsessed with this pussy. Rubbing my whole face with it, coating my cheeks and my chin and my forehead with her wetness. Marking myself as hers, even as I celebrated that she had been theirs.

	She was so wet, writhing and twisting under me as I ate her succulent flower.

	As I fucked her with my tongue.

	‘God, how do you do that?’ she gasped, and I only smiled and continued, silently thanking Jesus for the way He had sent my friends to teach me how to take my wife to Heaven.

	I loved it.

	And she loved it, of course.

	I had to lock her thighs in my arms to keep her still enough, so I could take her to the finishing line—she was thrashing about, wailing like a banshee who stood on a thorn. Her hands clamping my head to her sweet pussy, her hips working to grind it against my mouth.

	She was so wet I was near drowning—she was doing that squirting thing again.

	But then she was begging me, ‘Fuck me, my darling husband, fuck me...’

	So I could hardly say ‘no,’ huh?

	I pulled myself up and directed my big cock to her entrance, knowing I had to be careful after how many dicks she took the previous night. Squeezing myself into her tight opening.

	‘Oh God, that’s amazing....’

	She was tighter than the last time I was inside her. Like, maybe her pussy was going back to the way it was before all our groomsmen lined up to relieve her of her innocence.

	‘You’re so tight, honey...’ I breathed.

	She looked concerned for a moment. ‘Is it okay?’

	I grunted and pushed a little harder, and then I was inside her all the way.

	‘It’s good for now,’ I said, noticing that because she was so tight around me, I only had to make very small movements in order to stir a big response from her.

	She smiled.

	I said, ‘You know, I’m thinking if it’s going to be like this, we might need to ask my friends for a little more help every now and again...’

	Her eyes widened at that, and her jaw dropped.

	‘Are you saying what I think you’re saying?’ she asked me, aghast, but in a good way.

	I laughed, ‘I think so. You were okay about my friends helping us out with this...?’

	‘Oh yes...’

	‘Well, then. I’m sure they wouldn’t mind helping us out again...’

	She beamed, and laughed—and came.

	My sweet bride.

	 

	* * *

	Our honeymoon was in Galveston, which was just wonderful. It was the first time the two of us had ever really gone away, just the two of us. And it was two whole weeks.

	A long way to go—but the beaches were just beautiful. Laying out on the warm sand, the sound of the waves was so relaxing. And when we felt like changing things up, the amusement park on the boardwalk was a lot of fun.

	Our resort had a pool, too, when we didn’t feel like getting all sandy. And the food was excellent. And we even went on a boat trip, saw a whole load of dolphins out in the Gulf.

	But, you know, every night we got back to our room, and we were tearing each others’ clothes off — and most of the time, we weren’t wearing many clothes in the first place. Sometimes we didn’t even bother taking off Joey’s bikini, we just worked around it.

	That week, we didn’t have any problems in the bedroom. We didn’t need to call on anyone to loosen Joey up for me, either. The day we left for Galveston, Monica met us just before we went and gave us a special present. She told us not to open it until we were safely in private, too. When we did open it, it turned out to be a small collection of sex toys and some special lube.

	So when it came to doing the deed, we could stretch her out using the dildos and vibrator that Monica gave us, and then after a while, she could take me instead.

	It was a lot of fun doing it that way, too. It meant we took our time, did things slowly.

	It also meant that every time we did it, we couldn’t exactly forget how we’d done it on our wedding night.

	I liked to lie between her thighs and suck on her sweet pussy to get her wet enough to take each toy—we didn’t need the lube, there was no shortage of wetness, and I preferred my sweet wife’s own flavor to the artificial one from the lube.

	Then, when she was ready, I eased the thing inside her.

	‘Oh yes...’ she moaned.

	‘That feel good?’ I asked her.

	‘Uh-huh...’ Then, almost as though she wasn’t meaning to say anything more, it just tumbled out of her mouth accidentally, she added, ‘It kind of feels like Wes...’

	My own hardness was throbbing like crazy when she said that. And my heart was hammering so hard, I thought she’d be able to hear it.

	But she suddenly caught her breath, realizing she’d said that allowed. Then she said, ‘Goodness... I didn’t mean... I mean...’

	I smiled, ‘It’s okay. You can say it. This one feels like Wes?’

	She nodded and gave me one of those sweet smiles that could just melt you inside. ‘Is it bad that I still can’t forget what happened on our wedding night?’

	I shrugged. ‘Of course you can’t forget it,’ I said. ‘Wasn’t that long ago.’

	‘No.’

	‘And it was the hottest thing ever,’ I said.

	Her eyes found mine and asked a silent question of me, her mouth opening in surprise.

	I said, ‘Wasn’t it?’ Well, now I was feeling defensive. Was she offended I’d said seeing her sleeping with my friends was hot?

	She said, ‘Do you still think about what happened?’

	I didn’t see why I should lie to my new wife. I said, ‘All the time. I think about it... and it makes me love you so much—and want you like crazy.’

	‘Yeah?’ she grinned. Then she picked out the pink dildo. ‘Let’s try this one. This one’s Ross-size.’

	With that, I pulled out the purple one and licked it clean. Then we were onto the ‘Ross’ dildo. We had an even bigger one, too, which by the end of the week, we were just casually calling ‘Cooper.’ Every time we used that on her, afterward I’d get my cock deep inside her, and it would feel as good as sex could feel.

	Goodness. She came so much that week, I’m surprised there weren’t localized flooding warnings on the TV news.

	She was getting good with her mouth, too. We both were. We’d learned a lot from our night of sharing her.

	If we were at the beach or around the hotel pool during the day, and we felt like something quick—because we were both thinking about sex fairly constantly, particularly since we were wearing swimwear all day—then we’d just use our mouths. There were ways to keep it hidden from other people. It was exciting, though, going down on each other like that, with the risk of discovery.

	All week, we were thinking about how it had been for Joey to fuck my friends. And for me to watch.

	It was me, though, who first suggested that it could happen again someday. We were lying by the pool on the third day.

	‘You know when we get home,’ I said, ‘whenever my friends see you, they’re gonna remember sleeping with you.’

	‘Seriously?’ she said. ‘Do you feel bad about that, honey?’

	‘Of course not,’ I laughed. ‘Feels kinda good they know what I have. I bet they can’t stop thinking about you.’

	‘Every time I see them, they’ll remember being inside me.’

	‘That’s going to drive them crazy,’ I said.

	‘Oh no.’

	‘Maybe we’ll have to give them a little... you know... refresher course... every now and again. Stop them from getting totally crazy.’

	Joey laughed. ‘A ‘refresher course’?’

	I shrugged. ‘Nobody else needs to know about it.’

	‘You’d let them sleep with me again. Just so they don’t go crazy every time they wanna hang out, and I’m there?’

	I felt my hard cock throbbing in my swim trunks. I’m pretty sure Joey was gazing down at the bulge in my shorts, too.

	‘I don’t know,’ I said, worried it might make her lose respect for me if I said I was okay with my friends sleeping with her again. ‘Maybe if you wanted to...’

	‘Well, I wouldn’t want to make them crazy...’ she said.

	‘It would probably only be occasionally,’ I said, sounding casual.

	Joey said, ‘Maybe it would only need to be Wes and Ross.’

	‘Yeah?’

	‘I mean... I’m getting used to those guys now...’ She grinned, and I knew she was referring to the dildos that now went by the names of my friends. ‘I mean... I don’t think we even need Dylan anymore...’

	‘Poor Dylan,’ I said, and we both chuckled.

	But all that talk about fucking my friends had us super-heated at that particular moment. So I made it look as though I was applying some more lotion to her body for a while, and when the coast was clear, slipped my fingers between her thighs, and into her soaking pussy to make her come. Then she jerked me off with her hands under a towel, until we were near the end, and nobody was around, so she finished me off with her mouth.

	That was one heck of a honeymoon.

	* * *

	When we got home, though, we didn’t just dial up my friends and invite them over to bang my sweet wife.

	I don’t know. We were actually a little nervous. Scared, even. What if the secret about what had happened on our wedding night had leaked out, spread around town? If people everywhere we went knew what Joey had done—and what I had let her do.

	For a couple of weeks, we played things very cautiously. We kept our heads down. We didn’t do anything that might tempt the gossip.

	On the weekend, Joey went out for drinks with her friends. I went to see mine.

	It wasn’t even mentioned.

	I have to say, when I was out with Dylan, Wes, Ross, and Cooper, there were times I caught them looking at me, and I got the sense that they’d been thinking about that night with Joey. They’d been remembering.

	I got a little ripple of pleasure at that. Knowing that they were thinking about my gorgeous wife.

	They wanted desperately to fuck her some more. But I was the one that got to do it—any night I wanted, practically.

	None of the guys wanted to mention what had actually happened that night, though. I got the impression they were worried it would embarrass me. I’d feel humiliated, and we’d stop being friends.

	Joey told me that Monica hadn’t mentioned it, either. And she hadn’t told any of Joey’s other friends.

	Maybe we could just let it lie. Move on. I felt oddly disappointed that it might never happen again, though.

	Then Joey missed her period.

	
Chapter Eight

	D


	espite everything we’d said before, about it being absolutely okay if Joey ended up pregnant—that whoever ended up being the father, we could bring it up as though it were mine —it was terrifying when that little ‘plus’ symbol finally came up on the pregnancy test.

	We did a second, and a third, just to make sure.

	Mr. Tyne, the Pharmacist, seemed pretty happy for us when he sold us those tests. But we were all cold sweat and shivering by the time we got home, and Joey went into the bathroom to pee on those things.

	‘What’re we going to do?’ she said, looking up at me all pale and wide-eyed.

	I realized at that moment that Joey was absolutely petrified that the baby was going to be Cooper’s, or Ross’s, or Wes’s, or even poor old Dylan’s —and that I’d leave her as a result.

	‘What’re we going to do?’ I said, turning my shocked expression into one of pure joy. ‘We’re going to have a baby!’

	‘But what if...?’

	"What if’ don’t matter,’ I said. She didn’t need to hear that I had any doubts at all. I didn’t have any doubts at all. What if the baby was someone else’s? No one else needed to know, did they?

	And if the baby didn’t look like me, then I didn’t care. Let people call me trash. I had the most beautiful wife since Adam married Eve.

	Joey gazed at me, and after a long moment, I think she finally believed me, that it didn’t matter to me either way. The relief on her face was pretty clear to see. Then she smiled so brightly, and we were kissing, and we really were celebrating.

	We made love, and I was strangely exhilarated, weirdly turned on by the possibility that another guy might have gotten her pregnant. Like, it proved how naughty she’d been. My sexy-as-all-heck wife.

	‘We need to tell your friends,’ Joey said as we lay together afterward, sweating and gasping for breath.

	‘What?’

	‘It’d only be right.’

	I looked at her and sighed, knowing she was right.

	‘What if he... you know... wants custody?’

	Joey shrugged. ‘He’d have that right. At least joint custody. We can’t deny it to him if he wants it.’

	I nodded. ‘You wouldn’t want to... go off... make a family with him?’

	She shook her head. Smiled affectionately at me. ‘I married you, Bran. I ain’t ever taking that back.’

	Then she said, ‘Anyway. Maybe he doesn’t even want to know it’s his.’ ‘Maybe.’

	And she laughed. ‘And what’re we saying, anyway? There’s just as much chance it’s yours. You fucked me a heck of a lot more than any of them did in the last six weeks.’

	But despite that fact, we spent a lot of time pondering the chance that one of my buddies was the daddy. Dylan might have had the smallest cock, but he’d finished inside Joey, he’d shot his come in her fertile pussy. Wes had come all over her body, but some had splashed all over her pussy—could anything have gone inside?

	Ross had come inside her. Ross had really filled her with his cream. So maybe there was a good chance it could be Ross.

	Cooper had shot his seed down her throat, so the chances were smaller that it was him.

	Although, any one of them could have fired off a little while fucking her. Before their final orgasm. I’m pretty sure I read that in one of the books Pastor Stevens had loaned us.

	It could have been any of us.

	* * *

	We invited all of my friends round to our place to hang out. Wasn’t anything unusual about it, except that it had been a while since we’d done this. This was the first time we’d all got together since the wedding.

	Most of the evening, we had a little house party, enjoyed some beers, some nachos.

	We were introduced to Wes’s new girlfriend, Lizzie, who he met when he had to go to Houston for work. She was nice. Quiet. Seemed to adore Wes. I couldn’t help remembering how Wes liked taking charge of Joey when they’d slept together. It made me figure that, particularly since Lizzie was a city girl, Wes was probably having sex with her already, even though they weren’t married.

	Wow. This is the way the world’s going, huh.

	Lizzie did complicate things a little, though. It felt like we couldn’t just come straight out and tell everyone Joey was pregnant, and any one of them could be the father. We didn’t want to embarrass Wes in front of his new girlfriend.

	Cooper, too, was not really one for us to reveal all. Out of all the guys, he was the one we’d shielded completely from the truth that Joey would be sleeping with the other guys, too.

	It got late, and Joey was getting really worried that we’d not found a moment to tell everybody. I wondered if it wouldn’t be better just to tell the guys individually when we weren’t all together. It was eleven o’clock, and Wes and Lizzie were making noises hinting that they would leave soon.

	I decided to say something.

	‘Before you guys head home,’ I said loudly, standing up and sounding like I needed them all to listen. ‘Not that I’m telling you guys it’s time to go—not at all. But before you do go, I just need to announce something.’

	Now I had the room. Everyone was quiet.

	‘I really appreciate you all for coming to our wedding last month... and for supporting me and Joey... you guys were there when we needed you. So, thank you. So... we thought, given what happened... that you guys should be the first to know...’

	All eyes on me.

	I said, ‘Joey and I are having a baby.’

	There was a moment of dead silence as the information sank in. Joey and I glanced at each other, horrified that something terrible would happen—that the guys would start shouting at us. How could you be so stupid, and so on and so forth.

	But then Cooper cheered, and then Dylan joined in, and then everyone was clapping and cheering and whistling. Phew.

	I looked at them all with an expression serious enough that silence was again restored. ‘I hope every one of you will be with us as we have this baby—you all mean so much to us. But... you know... if there’s any questions... please come talk to us.’

	That last bit might have seemed out of place for this kind of speech, announcing a pregnancy. But Lizzie didn’t seem to notice, so that was okay. The guys, though—they all knew what I was talking about.

	After that, Wes was going to head out with Lizzie. Well, I didn’t blame him—she was very attractive. Before they left, they said goodbye, and Wes congratulated Joey straight up. He didn’t seem to have any concerns about the baby. I suppose he felt safe enough, since he never came inside her.

	Then it was just the two of us, Dylan, Ross, and Cooper.

	I think because it was just the five of us, and all of us had been involved during the wedding night, Dylan felt confident enough to ask in front of everyone remaining, ‘So what’re you guys planning if the baby... you know... has complicated parentage...’

	Everybody knew what he meant—even Cooper. But Cooper’s eyebrows lifted way up as he realized what Dylan was saying.

	‘Wait—you know?’ Cooper asked Dylan.

	‘I know what?’

	‘That Joey... and me...’ he said.

	Dylan furrowed his brow. ‘Joey and me, too...’

	Cooper’s eyes widened further, and his jaw dropped. ‘You?’

	‘And me,’ said Ross. ‘And Wes...’

	Cooper gazed at me and Joey, astonished.

	‘Monica said you’d prefer not to know,’ Joey said, throwing her Maid of Honor under the bus. ‘I guess she was right.’

	Cooper said, aghast, ‘That night... you slept with everyone?’

	There was a horrible moment we worried that Cooper might storm off and fetch a shotgun. But then, to everyone’s surprise, he broke out into a big grin and laughed.

	‘But I was the best, right?’

	Joey smiled. ‘You were all wonderful,’ she said. ‘I mean, I loved every minute with every one of you.’

	The way she said it, the way she looked at them—and the way they looked at her—had my cock stiff as a board. And then trust Cooper to find a way to hit on my newly pregnant wife...

	‘If you’re pregnant,’ he said, ‘that means... none of us can get you pregnant right now...’

	Joey giggled. ‘I guess that’s true enough.’

	Cooper looked at me and said, ‘I call shotgun. Me first.’

	It was joking. But not entirely. I was about to say, ‘Well, maybe...’ when Ross piped up.

	‘Wait. If you’re pregnant now... there’s a chance it could have been one of us, right?’

	I guess Ross, more than many, had cause for concern. He had finished inside Joey, given her every drop.

	‘There’s a chance,’ I nodded.

	‘So you’ll keep it?’

	‘And love him, or her, with all our hearts,’ Joey said.

	Ross nodded.

	I said, ‘If any of you want tests done, we’ll do it. If someone else turns out to be the father, we won’t take away any of your rights. But otherwise, we’ll keep this all between us... and we’d love any of you guys to be godfather, if you’d be willing.’

	There was a moment where everyone looked at each other. Like we were all in this together, potentially. I guess it was a weird thought for any of them, that they might be a father.

	Then Ross said, ‘I believe you guys will be the best parents any kid could ever want.’ The way he said it seemed to assert that he didn’t need to know who the child’s biological father was.

	And he added, ‘And I would be honored if you wanted me as your child’s godfather.’

	Then Dylan said, ‘If the kid ends up looking like me... well, I still think the two of you would be the best parents for him or her. But I’d be there for y’all too. If you named me as a godfather, that would be special.’

	We all looked at Cooper.

	Cooper grinned, and then chuckled. ‘If that kid looks like me,’ he said, ‘the whole town is going to know our little secret here. But even if he or she is my spitting image, I’d be happy to be as involved as you guys want. You guys will be amazing parents.’

	I glanced at Joey. We smiled at each other. There was definitely a little tear in our eyes.

	Around the room, there was a reverent, solemn atmosphere, but also some relief. We all trusted each other. Everything would be okay—although I felt I needed to talk properly to Wes about all this.

	Then Cooper said, ‘How about Joey seals it with a kiss?’

	It was brazen on Cooper’s part. But I felt that little tickle of arousal in my loins, and when Joey didn’t immediately shoot him down, and instead turned to me to ask a silent question of me, I felt that tickle turn into a flame.

	I smiled at her, and shrugged. Like, it’s up to you.

	Then Joey approached Cooper and said, ‘Well, I guess we already did it before, so what’s the difference, huh?’

	You could tell he thought she was kidding. And as she reached up to put her arms around him, he was amused by how far she’d go with her little joke.

	And then, when she delicately pressed her lips to his, he even chuckled a little.

	When her kiss continued, and deepened, and it was quite obviously turning full-on—then Cooper’s smile vanished, and suddenly he was kissing her back with the same kind of lust and passion.

	Wow.

	Dylan and Ross looked at me, hiding their surprise with supportive amusement.

	I said, ‘Well, we’re all friends, aren’t we?’ Like... we’ve all done this already. Doesn’t make much difference now, does it?

	Then Dylan stood up, nodding like he was approving some resolution at the Town Council. He went over to Joey and Cooper and said softly,’ Seal it with a kiss.’ Like this was all a big agreement between us over the pregnancy. This was how we were going to secretly sign our names to the deal.

	Joey turned to Dylan, and it seemed so easy for her to curl a hand around the back of his neck and kiss him instead. Softly, gently to start. But full-on.

	Ross came over. He looked so severe. I thought he might reveal his disgust for Joey’s behavior and leave us in a huff. But he stepped behind her, put his arms around her, and slowly leaned in to kiss her neck while she was still kissing Dylan.

	They were surrounding her.

	Joey moaned contentedly and leaned into Ross’s body. His hands moved to cover her breasts through her top.

	At no point did any of them come straight out and say let’s all do this, let’s all have Joey at once. It just kind of happened, right there in front of me.

	And yet it wasn’t just sex—at least, not to begin with. It wasn’t just three men who had recently had sex with this woman being given the hint that they could all have sex with her again—together this time. There was a kind of pact to it.

	Three men were agreeing to be a part of our lives, no matter what happened. To keep our secret. To support our desire to have this child and bring it up to the best of our ability.

	Cooper stroked her upper arm, and she turned back to kiss him while Ross pressed against her from behind, fondling her breasts through her thin clothing, and Dylan stroked her thighs, his hand slipping up her skirt to seek out her panties and her sex.

	I sat back and watched her going back and forth between Cooper and Ross. Dylan kneeling down in front of her to ease his face between her thighs.

	After a while, they had her sitting on the couch. Dylan going down on her, Ross and Cooper making out with her or sucking on her breasts, her dress pulled down to her waist.

	She was in Heaven.

	What was the harm in it? My beautiful wife. My supportive, loyal friends. I loved how happy she looked—how happy they all looked. What a thrill it was for them all.

	Cooper had his cock out first, so confident, considering his size.

	Joey went from kissing Ross on the mouth to sucking Cooper’s cock. She’d gotten good at it, too, despite his size. Then Ross joined in. Joey was on her hands and knees on the couch, hands on the arm, Ross and Cooper standing on the floor beside it, taking turns to feed her their cocks.

	Dylan was naked—I hadn’t even seen him undress—when he lined up behind her and directed his smaller cock to her pussy.

	My sweet bride moaned as Dylan entered her, her mouth full of Cooper.

	I sat there watching this extraordinary thing happen in front of me. I sat there with my cock in my hand, stroking it as I watched them pleasuring each other.

	They switched around, Ross taking her pussy, jamming it full of his larger cock, Dylan looking small compared to Cooper as he took his turn with her mouth. Joey loving every cock, no matter the size.

	I watched Cooper sit on the couch, and Joey ease herself onto his lap, stretching that sweet pussy with his massive dick. She was getting better at that, too. It helped that she was super wet, so excited to have three guys at once, to have two cocks inside her at any one time. Four cocks hard around her.

	Dylan ducked down to suck on her clit while she was slowly fucking Cooper—she moved so slowly on that great dick that our smaller friend could put his mouth to her sex like that.

	Then, gradually, she was able to take Cooper more easily, and move more deliberately on his lap. Dylan fed her his cock instead. Ross stepped away for a glass of cold beer.

	When it came Dylan’s turn to fuck her again, Joey was giggling because she could hardly feel him inside her after being stretched so much.

	Poor Dylan.

	Ross came back with his beer, refreshed. Offering Joey his hand. Leading her upstairs. All of us followed.

	Joey lay on the corner of the bed, and Dylan entered her again. I found a safe seat to watch my bride lift her knees, hook her feet over Dylan’s shoulder. He was fucking her deeply, though it wasn’t as satisfying now she’d had Cooper.

	Ross sat on the bed behind her, and now Joey turned over, standing on the floor, bending over the bed to take Ross in her mouth as Dylan entered her from behind.

	Cooper was standing in the doorway, strumming his big cock like it was a guitar. Like me, watching Joey with our two friends. It was quite a sight.

	I could hardly believe what I was watching my sweet bride doing. And yet there was something stunningly beautiful about her opening herself up to them like this. Taking two men at once.

	Ross sat up and kissed Joey’s mouth. He murmured something quietly to her, praising her for being so beautiful, so sexy. Joey smiled, and as Ross lay on his back again, she took him deep in her throat.

	Moments later, my bride clambered onto Ross, straddling his hips, reaching behind to slide his cock into her soaking pussy. For a moment, Dylan just stood there, watching, stroking his cock, which was wet with her juices.

	Cooper said his name, and when he turned to look at the big man, Cooper flicked his eyes to them. Directing him into the fray.

	I watched, completely stunned, as Dylan moved forward, knelt over one of Ross’s thighs, and now he was putting a hand on the small of Joey’s back—directing the tip of his cock to Joey’s sex.

	Ross glanced around Joey’s bare chest and saw what was going on. He slowed his movement inside her, and now I watched Dylan slide his cock inside Joey while Ross was already inside her.

	It was unbelievable.

	Joey gasped. But she wasn’t in pain.

	The two of them moved slowly but steadily. Ross squeezed his hips from under her, Dylan thrust harder from above. They were fucking her. Two men fucking her pussy at the same time.

	Cooper looked at me and offered me a broad smile. A proud smile.

	Dylan seemed to be doing most of the work, but the way those two men were stuffed inside her, it didn’t seem like any of them had to move a great deal to generate a powerful effect.

	Joey was flushed red, glistening with sweat, moaning and gasping as they fucked her.

	Cooper moved to the bed. He stood by her. She took him in her mouth. I was watching her with three cocks inside her at the same time.

	Oh. My. God.

	This was how Dylan fucked my bride after she’d been stretched by Cooper.

	When Cooper next fucked her, it was easier for her to take Cooper. She’d adjusted to take Dylan and Ross by then.

	It was crazy.

	I watched Dylan lie on the bed, and Joey straddled him reversecowgirl. Then Cooper directed her to lie back on Dylan so that Ross could enter her as well. If Dylan hadn’t been there, you might have said Ross was now fucking her missionary-style. But it was missionary on top of another guy.

	When she was doing that, I couldn’t help but step over there myself to make sure she was okay.

	She was smiley as I loomed over her.

	‘You okay?’

	‘Yeah,’ she grinned.

	I kissed her, breathing in that thick scent of sweat and come and people. The whole room was saturated with that strange scent.

	I leaned down to kiss her clit while she had two cocks inside her.

	It was insane.

	She squirted again. Everything was so wet.

	She came so hard, I thought she was having a seizure.

	The two men came inside her, and then there was Cooper and me, beating off over her, shooting white cream all over her gorgeous form.

	‘You know, after what happened on your wedding day,’ Cooper said seriously when we were all somehow lying on that bed, gasping for air. ‘When you fucked us all on your wedding day—really, you married us all, Joey.’

	Joey kissed him. ‘Yes, I guess I did.’

	I was absolutely okay with sharing her.

	Eventually, my friends wished us good night and slipped away quietly into the night. And I lay with Joey, kissing her, licking her, stroking her. Breathing her in.

	Reveling in how hot it was to share my bride with my friends.
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