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Alice stood there in shock. Her friend,
her best friend for years, was a slut. Monique was not just any
typical slut either. She’d married less than four hours ago. Four
hours. Since she said, “I do,” she’d already had three men come in
her mouth, three other men pumping their seed past her cherry-red
lipstick lips, over her tongue, and down her throat. Not only that,
but she did it at the wedding reception while wearing her bridal
lingerie! Three men—Brad, Paul, and Ron—and not one of them was the
groom! Alice had seen it all, standing in shock while Monique
performed a strip tease and then knelt while her mouth was passed
from the best man to another of the groomsmen to a third.
Meanwhile, the groom watched his wife in the middle of her first
gangbang.

Tommy hadn’t seemed to mind. He’d just
displayed this strange acceptance. “I know she can’t be faithful
Alice, so I’ll just watch my wife getting it on.” And that’s just
what he did, standing next to Alice in the banquet hall while his
wife got three guys to come. At least he was silent, except for his
asides to Alice. She didn’t think she could handle it if he had
shouted “fuck my wife” to his friends. She had just finished with
Paul, one of the groomsmen. Monique finished gulping down Paul’s
come and slowly pulled off his cock, giving it a final lick at the
end. Then, with a wicked smile, she licked around her lips and ran
a finger over her covered cheeks to wipe the come off and suck it
into her mouth.

Alice sighed. “Well’ thank God, that’s
the end of the show. I thought she would never be
finished.”

“Oh, she’s nowhere near finished. This
show is just getting started.” Tommy put a casual arm around her
waist and pointed at Monique, who was now standing up and slipping
off her thong panties while moving her hand on Brad’s cock, getting
it to respond again.

Alice watched her friend laughing as
she hiked her mini bridal gown up and bent over to wiggle her nice
curvy ass in Brad’s direction. Finally, she turned away, but found
Tommy unwilling to let her go. “Oh, I think this time you can be a
part of the act.” His hand reached down to his pants and began to
unzip them as his arm tightened about her waist. “In fact, I think
you may become the star of the show.”

Alice turned to look at Tommy, in
shock. Then, she looked over at Monique, who stared back at her,
licked her lips…and smiled seductively. Paul was pulling his slacks
up, and Monique slapped his hands away. “I’m still using that
cock.”

Alice couldn’t believe how insatiable
her friend was, but at the moment, she wasn’t thinking about it.
She turned to Tommy, and he had his pants unzipped and had pulled
out his cock. It was massive! Alice couldn’t believe how big the
damn thing looked. She stared at it, a little in awe and a little
in fear. The arm around her waist holding her tightly felt hot and
strong. She looked up at Tommy’s face, but Tommy used his free hand
to grab her face, gripping her chin and her cheeks, and turning
them. “You watch Monique, Alice. Watch my buddies fuck my
wife.”

She couldn’t believe what was
happening, but Monique had stopped smiling at her. She was sucking
on Ron, working on getting him hard again. Brad evidently believed
his best man duties included satisfying the bride because he had a
grip on Monique’s hips and was pushing into her pussy from behind.
Alice watched as she moaned and grunted around Ron’s dick. Alice
was amazed at the way Ron was slowly getting hard again. Monique
would suck her way up to the tip and then plunge back down, and
each time she did, Ron was a bit harder.

“Oh!” Alice jumped because Tommy’s free
hand suddenly lifted her bridesmaid’s dress and cupped her pussy,
the pressure of his hand against the thin silk of her panties
sending a shock through her. He held her tightly there and moved
his other hand up to grope at her breasts, sending tingles through
her as her nipples hardened into little bullets. She couldn’t
believe Tommy had groped her like that, and she turned around to
look at him.

“I said to watch Monique!” Tommy’s
voice was sharp, and Alice was a little stunned and obeyed
instinctively. She wanted to resist him, wanted to tell him to
stop, but instead she fixed her eyes on Monique, who had Ron
completely hard now, and was moving forward hard with each of
Brad’s thrusts, moaning as she was pushed against Ron so that his
cock pummeled the back of her throat. Alice couldn’t believe how
she could take it. Ron wasn’t anywhere near as big as Tommy, but
still, it was big enough for the tip to push in at least an inch or
so into her throat. She couldn’t believe Monique wasn’t choking to
death.

She wasn’t though. She barely gagged.
Finally, though, Monique pushed Ron back and out of her mouth. She
scrambled away from Brad and stood up. Alice watched as she told
Ron to lie on the floor. “Now that you’re hard, I want your cock in
me.” Alice watched as she straddled him and his cock slid into her
pussy. Monique and Ron were positioned so that she saw it
perfectly, watched the head and shaft push upwards and spread her
pussy lips as she sat down on it. She was acutely aware of Tommy’s
hand on her own pussy, just firmly holding her crotch, but ever
present.

Brad moved in front of Monique,
directing his cock toward her face, but she waved him away, “You’re
already hard, baby.” She motioned for Paul, who came to her, his
cock not yet recovered from the blowjob he’d received before. She
didn’t stop moving on top of Ron as she wrapped her arms around
Paul’s ass and pulled him to her mouth. Alice could only see the
back of Monique’s head, but she remembered watching her mouth on
the rest of them. Brad stood to the side, impatiently stroking
himself and looking a little perturbed.

Tommy’s voice in her ear startled her.
“You like watching them fuck my wife, Alice, don’t you?” As if to
punctuate the question, he began rubbing her through her panties in
time with his wife bouncing on Ron. It shocked her a bit, and she
started to struggle, but Tommy held her firmly in place and rubbed
harder. She couldn’t help reacting to the stimulation, but her
cheeks flushed red with embarrassment and a good deal of
humiliation. His hand moved on her breast, too. He reached up and
pulled the bridesmaid dress down, exposing her breasts. Then, he
yanked her bra down, never stopping the pressure between her
legs.

She couldn’t suppress a moan when his
hands touched her bare breasts, and she heard him chuckle and felt
him pinch her nipple hard. “You’re a slut just like Monique, aren’t
you Alice?” She felt the shame rise up again, but she realized
simultaneously that she was pushing herself against his other hand,
the thin fabric that separated his fingers from her pussy moving
with her and sending tiny sensations on top of the
pressure.

 

“No, I—”

“Hey Brad, what the hell are you doing,
man? Fuck my wife!” Tommy yelled the words, cutting Alice off. Brad
looked toward Tommy and shrugged, but he kept stroking.

“Ron’s fucking her, man.”

“Take her asshole, man.” Alice’s eyes
widened in surprise, and Monique started to pull her mouth off
Paul, but Paul gripped her by her long blonde hair and pulled her
back. Ron reached up as she started to wiggle and struggle a bit,
grasping her waist tightly. Brad grinned like the Cheshire cat, and
Alice gasped. His cock wasn’t as big as Tommy’s, but there was no
way that thing could fit into the tiny rosebud opening of Monique’s
beautiful ass, especially when she was already filled up from Ron
in her pussy.

Nobody told Brad, though, and he
positioned himself behind her. Monique was definitely struggling
now, but between Ron holding her tight while he fucked her and Paul
holding her face against him, his cock deep in her throat, she
couldn’t do much at all. Alice couldn’t fathom it. Brad put the
head of his cock right against her asshole, and the head was so
much bigger than the hole! It was impossible. Monique was really
struggling now, but it just made Paul and Ron fuck her mouth and
pussy faster.

It was almost like slow motion when
Brad moved forward. She watched as he pushed in hard, his cock
getting in about halfway and she could hear Monique screaming
around Paul’s cock. At that very moment, Tommy moved her panties
out of the way and plunged two fingers into Alice’s sopping wet
pussy. Alice moaned and almost came right then. Her head went limp
and she looked down at Tommy’s hand on her breast, but it came up,
lifting her face again. “Watch!”

She did watch. Brad was slamming in and
out of Monique’s ass hard and fast. Ron was doing the same to her
pussy, and Paul was treating her mouth the same. Monique was still
screaming around his cock, and it was somehow making what Tommy was
doing with his fingers even better. Without warning, Tommy pulled
his hands away and the shoved her to the floor on her hands and
knees. He pushed her dress out of the way and tore off her panties,
she felt one hand on her hair, pulling her head up so that she saw
Monique again.

And then, Tommy’s cock was inside her,
stretching her pussy and brining such a full feeling on her that
she groaned loudly, the sound mingling with Monique’s muffled
yells. He moved as fast and as hard as the groomsmen moved on
Monique, and suddenly Paul shouted, “I’m gonna cum!”

She heard Tommy’s voice, but she was so
overwhelmed with what Tommy was doing to her that she didn’t
register until Paul was in front of her that he’d said, “You
already came in Monique’s mouth. Take Alice this time.” When she
realized it, she tried to turn away, but Tommy yanked on her hair
and when she yelled with the pain, Paul shoved in. He pumped hard
twice and then her mouth was filled with the hot, salty liquid.
She’d never tasted semen before, never had a cock in her mouth, but
Paul held her steady as he spurted into her and Tommy kept fucking
her from behind. She tried to pull away, but Paul and Tommy both
held her firmly, Tommy commanding, “Swallow.”

She gulped it down. When Paul pulled
out, she saw Monique again and realized she wasn’t screaming.
Instead, she was shouting, “Oh yeah! Fuck yeah! Fuck me! I’m
cumming!” Brad and Ron moved faster, and suddenly, Tommy was
lifting Alice up, staying inside of her but lifting her off the
ground to walk, still fucking her, closer. When she was pushed back
down on her knees, she was right in the middle of the three,
watching Brad’s dick push into Monique’s ass and Ron’s dick into
her pussy. Their balls were bouncing just an inch or two from her
face. Tommy pushed her face forward, and she found herself licking
at them.

Brad groaned out that he was going to
come. Tommy told him to cum in Alice’s mouth. Alice wanted to
protest, wanted to say that she didn’t want a cock coming in her
mouth right after being inside Monique’s ass. Instead, she came,
her pussy sending shockwaves through her so that she shouted as her
whole body tensed and relaxed and ripples of sensation coursed over
her. The moment she shouted, Brad shoved in, and she felt and
tasted his semen coating her tongue before he pushed in deeper. She
tried to back away, but Tommy held her head from behind and Brad
pushed in deeper. When he finally pulled out, she was breathing
raggedly, but she was still coming.

Tommy kept fucking her, and when Ron
was ready to come, Monique rolled off, and it was she who pushed
Alice’s mouth onto Ron’s cock. It was Monique who pushed her firmly
down and held her there as her cheeks bulged with Ron’s spunk.
Alice was beyond the point of caring, her whole body filled with
her orgasm. In fact, when Tommy shouted, she opened her mouth wide
and turned her head in his direction, but Tommy didn’t pull out. He
pumped furiously and with a final thrust, he emptied himself into
her pussy. Her orgasm seemed to take off all over again.

It was almost like a dream, surreal.
All six of them ended up tangled on the floor, and Alice lay there,
her pussy still spasming for minutes after Tommy withdrew his cock.
Ron was the first to get up, pulling his pants up. He helped Brad
to his feet, and then Paul. The three reached down, patted Tommy on
the shoulder, and congratulated him on his nuptials, which almost
started Alice on a giggling fit. Then, the three walked away. Alice
felt Monique move closer and saw her rest her head on Tommy’s
chest.

“Hey Tommy, let’s spend our honeymoon
in the mountains, baby.” Tommy grunted an affirmative reply. Then,
Monique lifted her head and looked at Alice. “We’ll take Alice
along.” There was another affirmative grunt.

“Why would you want me on your
honeymoon, Monique?”

Monique smiled. “Because I haven’t been
with a woman yet, Baby.”

 Alice started to protest, but she didn’t. The very thought of
being with Monique had started a new set of sensations between her
legs.
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