

    
        
          Roasting the Bride and Groom

        

        
        
          Mary Tales Shorts, Volume 18

        

        
        
          Mary Tales

        

        
          Published by Mary Tales Books, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ROASTING THE BRIDE AND GROOM

    

    
      First edition. June 5, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Mary Tales.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231789115

    

    
    
      Written by Mary Tales.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Roasting the Bride and Groom

Sign up for Mary Tales's Mailing List

Further Reading: Under the Kilt

Also By Mary Tales

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Roasting the Bride and Groom

[image: ]


"Well, we did it babe!” Ginny announced.

"Everything is signed, and we are now Mr and Mrs Watson. You're mine now.” Martin replied.

"Not exclusively.” Ginny whispered, giving him a knowing grin.

"And we could never have it any other way.” Martin replied, just as quietly. Maybe the driver of the wedding limo heard, but he gave no indication of noticing, or caring about, any implications of what they said.

The big car rolled smoothly down the roads to the hotel where the reception was to be held. Ginny and Martin settled back and enjoyed the brief respite from the activity and noise of their special day. Every so often, they shared a look, and smiled as they thought about what they had done, and what they had planned.

The tyres crunched on gravel as the car pulled up at the hotel's front door. "Gary got here before us.” Ginny pointed.

"He is a good best man.” Martin noted with a grin.

Gary came round to Ginny's side of the car, and opened the door. He offered her a hand to help her out, and even gave a little bow. Another man strode over and opened Martin's door. "This is Tony.” Gary announced. "He's part of your honour guard.”

Ginny and Martin both looked Tony up and down. He was formally dressed, perfect for a wedding reception, but they were imagining him naked. They liked the images in their heads, and smiled and nodded at them. "A pleasure to meet you.” Martin said, shaking Tony's hand.

"I hope so.” said Tony, then winced. "Sorry. Terrible joke.”

"Terrible jokes are entirely acceptable today.” Ginny assured him. "Is that the rest of the honour guard?” she pointed at three men who stood in the entrance.

"They are. Let's get up to your room. We've got time for quick introductions before everyone else arrives and you're not allowed to stand still for hours.” Gary led the way to the elevator, Ginny and Martin behind him, followed by Tony. The other three men fell into the entourage as it passed.

"This is Andrew, Ivan, and Elliot.” Gary did introductions as the stepped into the elevator.

The doors closed with a ping, and the seven of them stood in silence as it rode to the top floor. It was strange, given what they all planned to do later.

The bridal suite was at the front of the building. If they wished, they could watch the bustle of the guests arriving. But that was not why they were in the room. The curtains were pulled closed, and the focus was going to be on the king size bed across from them. Ginny sat on the end, and patted the mattress beside her to indicate Martin should join her.

"So, you're our honour guard. Gary has explained your duties for the evening, I hope?” Ginny looked along the line of men before her as she asked the question.

"To pleasure the bride and groom in as many ways as we can on their wedding night.” Tony said.

"Indeed. Has he given any hints and tips?” Martin joked.

"Oh, these guys know more than enough tricks. They don't need me telling them what to do.” Gary answered for them. "I'm happy to leave you in their capable hands tonight.”

"Whilst you and your wife screw another two couples.” Ginny teased. "Anyway, it's not just their hands we're interested in. Drop your pants.”

The four men had their trousers- and boxers when they wore them- around their ankles in a moment. Ginny and Martin leant in for a closer look, studying the growing cocks before them. Tony and Andrew were circumcised, Ivan and Elliot weren't. Martin reached out and took hold of Ivan and Andrew, and Ginny did the same for Tony and Elliot.

"Do you think there's time to take them for a test drive?” Ginny asked. She was already drawing the hard ons in her hands closer.

Gary glanced at the curtains, as if he were debating whether to go over and look out of them to see how many guests had arrived. "It's your special day. No-one will mind if you make them wait a little while. Just a little while, mind.”

"Well, we will have to be quick, then.” Ginny began moving her hands up and down both the shafts before her. She dipped her head to take Tony into her mouth, her hand still pumping Elliot. Martin mirrored her actions with Ivan and Andrew.

The honour guard tried to remain silent as they were so actively inspected, but couldn't keep the occasional moan or grunt of pleasure from escaping their lips. Martin let Andrew out of his mouth, and started wanking him, as he shifted his oral attentions to Ivan. Spotting the movement, Ginny switched from Tony to Elliot as well.

Time didn't really matter now. They were only barely aware of Gary, watching them, and himself too engrossed by the show to keep checking his watch. Ginny and Martin were starting their married life by each blowing two men they had only just met. They would do even more later.

Back and forth their hands and mouths went, trying to give each erection equal attention. The guards' hips were moving now, unconscious swaying that wasn't quite thrusts as they all neared climax.

Ivan and Tony were first, mere moments apart. Ginny and Martin clamped their lips around the end of pulsing cocks before them, eager to swallow the warm sticky liquid they ejaculated. Even as they sucked it down, their hands still moved on the other hard ons in their control.

Andrew's hands closed over Martin's, catching the semen he pumped out before it could hit the groom's dress suit. Ginny transferred the attentions of her mouth to Elliot just in time to catch his offering.

Bride and groom sat back on the bed, triumphant. They grinned at the four men they had just pleasured, then turned to each other and kissed passionately. They could taste the seed they had just drawn from their honour guard, and feel the heat of passion it had raised in themselves.

Before they started stripping each other, Gary made a coughing sound to get their attention. "Most of the guests will have arrived by now. We should get downstairs and greet them.” he announced.

"I suppose we should.” Ginny said with a sigh.

"We will be waiting here for you.” Tony assured her.

"Oh, no. Don't just stay up here waiting for us. There's a wedding reception to attend. We've got space on the tables for you. We've had some drop outs. Eat, drink and be merry with the rest of the guests.” Martin told him.

"But don't be too merry. We want you to perform later.” Ginny added.

There was a full length mirror in one corner of the room. Ginny and Martin checked they were presentable, and calmed errant strands of her hair that had escaped whilst she had been sucking off the honour guard. They were both flushed with the excitement of it, but that seemed appropriate for the day. "Let's go and mingle.” Ginny announced.

The reception was the whirl of constant activity they had expected. They ate, there were speeches, and many photographs were taken. All the while, the excitement of the big day had the extra spice of knowing what further pleasures the wedding night would bring.

Sat at the main table for a moment's rest, Ginny spotted Tony sauntering around the edge of the dance floor. She caught his eye, and he came over and sat beside her. "How's it going?” he asked.

"I'll be glad to get out of these shoes.” With a laugh, she leant closer to him, and added, "And everything else.”

"We're here to help with that. None of us has ever done anything quite like this before, but I'm sure we'll get the hang of it quickly.”

"Oh, we've never done anything like it either. We've only ever swapped with Gary and Linda before. The honour guard idea was Linda's in fact, sort of. She made a joke about it way back when we started the planning, and I said I definitely wanted one. It was stop start at first, but I told them I wasn't joking, and Martin was just as enthusiastic, so they really went for it.”

Tony was grinning. "They insisted on 'auditioning' us all, you know.”

"I should hope so. They did say they were only sourcing the best for us.”

They scanned the room, looking for the best man and his wife. Gary and Linda were across the dance floor, talking to another couple. As if she sensed the eyes on her, Linda looked around, and flashed a knowing smile at the bride and her honour guardsman.

Slowly, the party began to wind down, as parents carried away worn out children, and couples- and more than one small group- slipped away to their rooms or homes. After a final round of hugs and cheek kissing, it was time for bride and groom to take their leave.

The honour guard had spotted the impending move, and sneaked out ahead of them. The four men waited by the elevator, holding the door open. As they rode up to the top floor, everyone was quiet again. But this was a more charged silence. There had been excitement and anticipation last time they made the journey, but it was even higher now.

Outside the bridal suite, there was a moment's panic, as Martin searched his pockets for the card key. Second time around, he found it, just before Tony offered to go to the reception desk and get a new one. Ginny got to cross the threshold first, followed by her new husband, and then the four men. She drifted across the floor to the foot of the big bed. "Oh, look. We got a present.”

A gift basket had been placed up against the pillows. Even from the end of the bed, it was obvious it didn't contain the usual soaps, bath bombs and other pampering items. There were tubes of lube, massage oil and, redundantly, a couple of big dildos. "That'll have been Linda's idea. She'll want to know how much of it we used.” Martin said.

"Well, all the lube, for a start. Hopefully.” Ginny announced. When she turned back to all her men she was flushed, excitement and nervousness combining to make her glow. "How.... Erm, how shall we do



















































d2d_images/cover.jpg
MY TALES





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





