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I never imagined my wedding day would end with my new wife getting fucked by my best man while I watched from the corner of our honeymoon suite. My name is Tyler. I am thirty-two years old, and I just married the love of my life. Emily is twenty-eight with a body that turns heads everywhere we go. She has long blonde hair that falls in soft waves down her back, bright blue eyes that sparkle with mischief, full lips that beg to be kissed, and curves in all the right places. Her breasts are full and heavy. Her waist is narrow, and her ass is round, firm, and perfect. She looked like an absolute goddess in her white wedding dress all day.

The ceremony had been beautiful and emotional. Emily walked down the aisle with tears in her eyes and a smile that lit up the entire room. The reception was wild. We danced for hours under twinkling lights. There were endless toasts, laughter, and way too much drinking. By the time the last guests left, it was well after midnight. My best man, Jake, came back to the luxury hotel suite with us. He had been my closest friend since college. He was tall and athletic, with broad shoulders and a confident smile that always drew women to him. The three of us were still dressed in our wedding clothes. I wore my black tuxedo. Emily looked stunning in her full white wedding gown with its long train. Jake had loosened his tie and rolled up the sleeves of his white dress shirt, revealing his strong forearms.

We poured more drinks from the well-stocked minibar and collapsed onto the large sectional couch, laughing about the highlights of the night. The alcohol had us all loose and buzzing. Emily sat between us. Her dress took up most of the space. She kept touching my leg and then Jakes arm. The flirting that had always been playful between them started to feel heavier now. Her hand lingered longer on his thigh. Her laughter grew flirtier.

You know Jake has always had a thing for you Emily said with a tipsy giggle as she looked at me. She placed her hand high on my thigh and squeezed. I laughed it off at first, but my cock twitched hard inside my pants. Jake smirked and leaned back against the cushions. Can you blame me, man? Your wife is the hottest woman in any room she walks into. Emily bit her lip and glanced between the two of us. The air in the suite suddenly felt thick and electric.

She stood up slowly and turned her back to us. Help me with the dress she said, her voice playful but full of heat. I stood and unzipped the back of her gown, my hands shaking. The heavy fabric slid down her body, revealing the sexy white lingerie she had picked just for our wedding night. A lace bra that barely contained her full breasts. A tiny matching thong. A garter belt and sheer white stockings. Jake stared openly. His eyes moved slowly over every inch of her exposed skin.

I should probably give you two some privacy Jake said, but he stayed right where he was. Emily shook her head. Stay. She walked over to him and climbed onto his lap. Her nearly naked body pressed against his tuxedo. I sat back down in the armchair across from them and watched as she kissed him. It started soft and sweet, but quickly turned deep and hungry. Their tongues met. Emily moaned into his mouth. My heart raced, but my cock grew rock hard in my pants.

This is our wedding night I whispered, but my voice came out weak. Emily broke the kiss and looked straight at me with lust-filled eyes. I love you Tyler. I love you so much. But I have wanted Jake for years. Let me have this tonight. Let us have this. I nodded slowly. The jealousy was there, but it mixed with a powerful wave of arousal I could not explain.

Jake did not waste any time. He cupped her heavy breasts through the lace bra and squeezed them firmly. Emily arched her back and moaned louder. She ground her hips against the growing bulge in his pants. I pulled out my cock and started stroking it slowly as I watched my brand new wife getting felt up by my best man.

Jake stood up with Emily in
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