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On the morning of her wedding, Lacey
woke up filled with excitement, her heart beating quickly within
her chest. It was the time. The “I do” was about to happen. For six
months, she had worked tirelessly to make sure the day would be
perfect. Her best friend, Amanda, who was also her maid of honor,
helped her choose the location, pick out the cake, and develop the
menu for the reception. Amanda had looked with a critical eye at
every one of the dozen or so gowns she’d tried on, and helped her
settle on the gauzy one she chose, with the low cut bodice and the
trailing train that somehow accentuated her figure. All of the
details had been overwhelming, staggering really, but the day was
finally here.

It was mid-morning, and she stood in
front of the full-length mirror in the bride’s dressing room,
Amanda at her side. The hair dresser had just left, and Lacey
frowned at the picture in the mirror. “My hair should be put up.
It’s way too—”

“You just shut up, now.” Amanda
chuckled as she said it. She brushed some of Lacey’s straw-blond
hair away from her pale white cheeks. “You look stunning. You
always look stunning. Every man on earth who has ever seen you has
wanted you. Now, you just shut up.”

“That is not true,” Lacey said it, but
there wasn’t a lot of conviction. Amanda was right, in a way, she’d
always felt desirable. She ran her hands over her dress and looked
in the mirror. She was indeed beautiful. She was twenty-four, and
her body was just as firm and taut as it was when she was
seventeen. The gown pushed up her breasts and accentuated them, and
she realized she did indeed make for a sexy bride. Of course, no
matter who wanted her, she would be Tony’s and his alone in a few
hours. “Alright, Amanda, you convinced me.” She struck a seductive
pose. “You think Tony will find me fuckable?”

The two girls giggled uncontrollably.
Amanda shook her head. “Yeah. Fuckable bride. The dream look that’s
all the rage in all of high society’s weddings this year.” Her
expression changed to concern. “I’m sorry. I didn’t
mean—”

Lacey waved her hand, “No, it’s okay.
We don’t have the money we wanted, and my dad wanted to pay for the
wedding instead of a down payment. I think it was Mom who really
wanted the big wedding. Still, Tony’s already saved up about twelve
thousand, and another seventy-five hundred would give us enough for
one of the new homeowner programs, so we just need to wait six
months or so and save up.”

Amanda looked at Lacey with sympathy.
“Aw, sweetie. I know you wanted a house of your own. Is there
anything you guys can do to make it happen?”

Lacey shook her head. “I don’t think
so. I told Tony that I was willing to do whatever it took, but the
only thing we could have done was get my parents to pay for that
and have a really small ceremony, but they weren’t going for
that.”

There was a knock on the door, and
Lacey walked to open it, but Amanda stopped her. “No way, Baby. It
might be the groom and it’s bad luck for the marriage if he sees
you before the wedding.”

Lacey rolled her eyes, but she stepped
away from the door and gestured for Amanda to open it
herself.

Amanda shook her head in feigned
exasperation and opened it a crack. Lacey could hear Tony’s voice.
“I just need a moment with Lacey, Mandy.”

“No way, pal. You have to wait
until—”

It was no use. Lacey rushed past her
friend, flung open the door, and threw her arms around Tony. He
held her for a moment and then pushed her back. “Let me get a good
look at you. Oh, you look beautiful, Baby!”

Lacey smiled and felt a slight blush
heat her face. “Oh Tony, you…” She noticed concern on his face.
“What’s wrong?”

“Um, baby, the portrait guy called and
isn’t going to make it.”

“The photographer?”

“Yeah. But listen, I called one and got
him here, but we’ll need to get the photos done the second the
ceremony is over, okay?”

Lacey felt gratitude well up in her.
“Well, Superman, it looks like you saved the day!”

Tony gave her a kiss and said, “I guess
the next time we’re alone we’ll be married, Baby!”

She watched him leave. Amanda said,
“Twenty minutes. He couldn’t have waited twenty
minutes?”

“Twenty Minutes!” Lacey’s heart beat
like bongo drums in her chest.

***

The ceremony was beautiful, perfect,
and as soon as it was over, Tony sent the wedding party out for
pictures. He and Lacey stayed for a while, greeting guests and
thanking them. After a few, Tony told her it was time for their
pictures, and he started back into the church.

She followed him down a long hallway.
“Lacey, this photographer usually only takes photos for very rich
clients.”

Lacey stopped Tony. “How did we get
him? Did my parents cough up more?”

“Don’t worry, Honey, I took care of
anything.”

Lacey hugged him. He held her tight,
“Was the wedding okay, Babe? Was it all you wanted?”

“It was wonderful, honey, but I would
have been happy with a judge as long as I get you!”

 

“What about the house,
Love?”

Lacey kissed him. “I know you're going
to do all you can to get us one, Tony. If we have to wait, we’ll
wait, but I'll do anything at all help.”

“Anything at all?”

“Anything!” She took his hand and the
two walked to the room at the side of the church that had been set
up as a studio. A man had set up a great many lights and a
beautiful background. The photographer waved her over and she took
several with the bridesmaids and by herself. Then, the photographer
dismissed the bridesmaids and took several with her and her new
husband. She thought they were done, but the photographer asked
Tony to bring in the groomsmen for some pictures with the
bride.

The photographer had them pose for a
few pictures, and after a while, Tony started clowning around,
kissing her in the middle of shots. She imagined the photographer
was going to get mad, but Tony didn’t stop. He kissed her
passionately, holding her close and exploring her mouth with his
tongue. She put her arms around him and

kissed back. He cupped her face in his
hands and kissed so passionately. Truthfully, the kiss was far more
sexy than it should have been in front of all the people. In fact,
he even had a hand on her ass, squeezing it. She felt him reaching
further, allowing his hand to run down over her ass cheeks and to
lift up her dress enough to expose her panties and rub between her
legs. All the while, she felt his hands on her cheeks as he
kissed…on her cheeks!

His hands were on her face, which meant
it was someone else groping her! She pulled away. It was Ralph,
Tony’s best man. She looked up and couldn’t believe what she saw.
The groomsmen were all lined up in a row and the bridesmaids were
stroking their cocks, some of them sucking on them! She turned to
Tony her heart beating wildly, but he told her to calm down and
that the girls were making sure the men would be hard for the bride
gangbang.

She started to struggle, but Tony held
her firmly and kissed her. She felt Ralph’s fingers pushing aside
her panties and entering her pussy. She got a little weak kneed and
struggled again, but hands gripped hers and pulled them down. She
felt cocks, dicks in her hands! She didn’t know what to do, but as
Ralph pushed more eagerly, she began to tentatively move her hands,
stroking.

She felt hands on her shoulders, and
her kiss with Tony was broken as pressure was brought to bear, and
she was forced downward onto her knees. There were three cocks
right around front of her. Two were still in her hands, and Tony’s
was directly in front of her face. “Tony, I…mmmph.” Her words were
cut off as Tony pushed into her mouth. She felt his head travel
over her tongue and push into her throat as she struggled not to
gag. She felt the cocks in her hands moving and realized she was
stroking them faster.

She felt herself being lifted up so
that she was bent over, but still on her feet. Her panties were
pulled off her, but she couldn’t see anything because Tony kept his
cock deep in her mouth and throat, his hands holding her firmly by
the back of her head. She felt her legs spread, and suddenly her
pussy was filled by a cock far larger than she had ever felt
before. It started pushing in and out of her, furiously, and each
thrust into her pussy pushed her harder onto Tony’s cock, sending
it slamming into her mouth and gagging her. She still held on to
the other dicks, but she couldn’t pay enough attention to
stroke.

The cock pulled out of her pussy, and
she moaned in disappointment and then felt a rush of embarrassment
that she missed it. She stroked at the cocks in her hands as Tony
continued to force himself deep into her throat, and she felt
herself pulled down to the floor again. This time, though, she
landed on top of the huge cock, it entering into her pussy and
filling her completely. Tony pulled out of her mouth, and she
looked down, breathing heavily. It was Ralph beneath her with the
big cock. She tried to look up at Tony, but her head was suddenly
turned to left, and one of the other groomsmen was pushing into her
mouth, pulling her hand off his dick in the process.

He was even rougher than Tony, and he
fucked her mouth furiously. She stroked the other cock, but
eventually had to stop to try to steady herself. She felt Ralph
pushing up into her and was surprised to realize she was moving on
top of him as well. The guy in her mouth pulled out and she looked
up at him. It was Allan, another of Tony’s friends. She breathed
hard, but he shoved his cock right back in and began fucking
faster. Suddenly, he gripped her hair so hard it hurt. She felt the
cock in her mouth seem to grow impossibly large as he shouted, “OH
FUCK YEAH!” and then an ocean of semen flooded her mouth. She
started to gag, but he pulled her forward until his balls rested on
her chin, and she gulped it down to stop from choking.

He finally pulled out, and Lacey wanted
a break, but Tom, a co-worker of Tony's she’d only met once barely
knew, pushed into her mouth right away. She tried to push him back,
but her hands were grabbed by unseen hands, and she felt more
cocks. He fucked her mouth wildly, and the cock in her pussy was
pushing harder and faster. With no warning, Tom shouted, and she
went through the same mouth-filling orgasm and deep thrust into the
throat. When he pulled out, she was pretty sure she could take no
more.

No one seemed to notice. Another cock
filled her mouth, her throat opening more easily, but her desperate
breaths still causing her to panic. She did some quick math. One
cock in her pussy. Two already came. Tony and the groomsmen made
five people. Two were done. One was in her mouth and one in her
pussy. Where was the third?

She felt the third cock at the tiny
rosebud opening of her asshole and started to struggle, panicking
and wiggling. Three pairs of hands, though held her firm, and with
a sudden and vicious push, her ass was filled with cock.

Lacey screamed around the cock in her
mouth, but it was muffled and only let the man drive it deeper into
her throat. Her ass hurt so terribly, but strangely the cock in her
pussy seemed electric now, sending waves of pleasure through her.
The three men began to move in unison, and Lacey had never felt so
full. The pain was rapidly subsiding, replaced by a desperate
urgency. The men moved. Lacey felt it growing. The men moved. Lacey
wiggled her hips. The men moved. Lacey sucked hungrily. The men
moved. Lacey came.

She came so hard she was almost
paralyzed, the power of the orgasm crashing over her like a
landslide. The man in her mouth screamed and filled her throat with
more cum, but she didn’t even register it, the cocks in her pussy
and ass sending so much sensation over her that she absently
swallowed as the others pumped hard. She heard groaning, and they
moved faster, then faster, and the suddenly, Ralph pushed upward
hard, and she felt him exploding into her pussy. The man behind her
pushed forward a final, violent time, and she felt his seed in her
ass as well.

They all lay in a heap before the man
behind her pulled out and Lacey rolled off. She was suddenly
surrounded by her bridesmaids, who whisked her to the dressing
room, cleaning her off, stroking her hair, kissing her and
comforting her. After about ten minutes, Tony walked in. He looked
a little ashamed, but he handed her an envelope.

“There’s ten thousand dollars in there.
Each of the boys kicked in five hundred, and the photographer gave
us seventy-five hundred. We can get the house and still afford a
honeymoon.”

Lacey leapt to her feet and threw her
arms around Tony. He held her and pushed her away.

“You’re not angry?”

“No, Baby! I said I’d do anything.” The
relief that covered Tony’s face was profound. “Besides…” She let it
hang in the air.

“Besides?”

“A honeymoon sounds great. But only if
we can bring all the groomsmen.” She heard laughter behind her and
looked at her bridesmaids. “Oh yeah, and the maids. I plan to see
what all this was like from the sidelines, too!”
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