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Alice stood in the restroom and looked
in the mirror at her ugly lavender dress. She supposed there was a
great cosmic rule somewhere that required that all bridesmaids were
wearing the most ridiculous outfits possible. She looked in the
mirror. The dress was hideous, but at least it didn’t completely
obscure her figure. She still looked attractive enough, and her
long black hair was still beautiful, hanging down in waves over her
shoulders. She didn’t wear a lot of makeup, just the blue eye
shadow and cherry red lipstick her best friend had demanded of all
the bridesmaids. Her best friend, Monique. She’d known that if
Monique ever married she’d be the maid of honor, but she hadn’t
really expected it to happen.

It’s not that her friend wasn’t
attractive and smart. She was both, with curly strawberry blonde
hair that hung almost to her ass and the perfect face with pouty
lips that begged to be kissed. She had an incredible hourglass
figure with a heart shaped ass that put everyone else to shame. As
far as smarts, she was a straight A student in high school and in
college. She had beauty and brains. In that respect, Monique was a
perfect catch. Alice was still surprised that she’d just been
married, though. In fact, until both Monique and Tommy said, “I
do,” she’d still not completely believed it. It just didn’t seem
possible because Monique had a third quality to go along with her
beauty and her brains, she was a slut.

Actually,
slut wasn’t a strong
enough term. Whore would probably be more appropriate, but she didn’t charge. She
just fucked everything in sight, and it wasn’t as though Tommy
wasn’t aware of that fact. Everyone was. In every other way,
Monique was a typical girl, just more attractive and intelligent
than most. In the sex department, though, she was insatiable,
flighty, and just, well, a bimbo. Alice loved her though. They’d
been friends from the third grade, and it was likely Alice would
never have made it through science classes if Monique hadn’t been
around to help. She really didn’t understand how much of a slut she
was until they went to college together and Monique almost never
went a night without sex. Sometimes, she had a boy in the morning
and a boy at night. Even when she was under “the curse”, she sucked
off guys daily.

Alice was far more reserved. In fact,
the sum total of her sexual experience was three times. She lost
her virginity on a Saturday night with a young soldier she met at a
bar. She stayed with him all day Sunday and they slept together
twice more. On Monday morning, he shipped out, and even though he
asked if she wanted to keep the relationship alive, she wasn’t
willing to wait for a tour of duty to be over to see a boyfriend,
at least not for a man she’d met only two days before. Three years
later, and Alice had still had no other partners. There were days
when Alice had more partners than that by dinnertime.

Alice sighed. The reception was winding
down. By now, there were probably only a handful of people left.
Monique’s parents, who seemed just as surprised as Alice to see
their daughter married, had left to catch a flight about an hour
into the reception. Tommy’s parents had left about a half hour
later, trying hard to keep their disapproval of the bride hidden
but failing miserably. Of course, it was hard to pretend Monique
was anything other than what she was! Her wedding dress was cut
with a plunging neckline that showed skin from throat to navel, and
if it were about a centimeter wider in the cut, it would have shown
her nipples instead of just most of her breasts! As if that wasn’t
bad enough, the dress, while white and beautiful, was a mini! It
barely reached mid-thigh, and her garters were visible as they
attached to her thigh high stockings. When she stepped up onto the
platform at the end of her walk down the aisle, Alice watched eyes
widen in the front row and imagined that everyone caught a glimpse
of her ass.

Alice turned away from the
mirror and headed back into the little banquet hall. She was right,
Monique stood in the center of the little cleared dance area,
swaying back and forth to music playing from a stereo. They hadn’t
hired a band, and probably wouldn’t have even had the banquet hall
if it hadn’t been for the fact that Tommy’s best man Brad had
arranged for it because his father owned it. She watched her
dance. God, Monique! You were
Valedictorian! Smart or not, Monique looked
like the picture of sexuality as she swayed. Of course Tommy was
staring at her, but it was surprising that Brad was staring too,
and so were Ron and Paul, two other groomsmen. That was it though,
they were the only ones left in the hall.

Alice walked toward the men, and Tommy
gave her a glass of punch. Alice had already had three glasses of
the rum-laced concoction, but she figured everyone was already
tipsy as hell, so she took it and sipped at it. She watched
Monique, who swayed to the music with her eyes closed.

“She sure can dance, Tommy.” It was
Brad who said it, but a chorus of agreement came from the other men
there. Just then, the song finished, and Monique opened her eyes.
Alice could tell she was a little drunk as she walked up to her new
husband and put her lips against his ear. Tommy’s eyes widened, but
he finally shrugged.

“I guess so. What the hell, right?”
Monique smiled at him and then turned her attention to the
groomsmen.

“Boys, come over here.” She led them to
the dance floor, and Alice watched as she instructed them to set up
three chairs.

“What’s going on, Tommy?”

“She’s going to do a strip tease for my
friends.”

Alice’s jaw dropped. “She’s
what?”

“She’s going to do a strip tease for
the boys.”

Alice shook her head. “Your
new wife, the one you married two or three hours ago, is going to
give a strip tease for the groomsmen. What’s next, her first
gangbang right on the dance floor while you egg them on and
shout fuck my wife? Ring, Ring?” She mimicked the motions of answering a cell
phone. “Oh, hi Mom. No we haven’t left for the honeymoon yet. The
wedding party is getting ready to bang my wife. I’ll get to it
after I watch my wife take on all the cocks.”

Tommy laughed. “Come on Alice. It’s
just a strip tease, and besides, when I asked her to marry me I
knew she couldn’t be faithful. She needs it more than any one guy
could give her. Maybe it will hurt in a year or two, but I knew it
going into it.”

Alice shook her head. “Well, it’s your
life.”

“Aren’t you supposed to be her best
friend?”

 

Alice sighed. “I am her best friend,
Tommy. I guess I hoped she’d calm down a little after you married
her. I don’t know.” She certainly wasn’t acting calm. In fact, her
wedding dress was already bunched at her waist, her top half bare
as she swayed seductively, completely out of step with the
bubblegum pop song playing on the stereo. No sign at all was coming
from her that suggested marriage changed anything. Alice watched as
the dress fell all the way to the dance floor, revealing a tiny
white lace thong and the belt holding the garters everyone had seen
all night long. She shook her head as her friend continued to
dance.

The boys were glued to her every move,
their eyes watching her breasts bouncing, her hips swaying. Alice
looked over at Tommy. He was watching in a detached way, but he
seemed more resigned than angry or even jealous. In fact, his face
didn’t change at all when Monique reached for Brad and pulled him
to his feet, dancing seductively around him and grinding herself
against him. Alice whispered, “Are you just gonna let her do
that?”

Tommy shrugged. He looked a little
wistful for a moment, but he said, “I didn’t expect this to happen
quite so fast, but…well, Jesus, it’s not like I thought she was
gonna be June Cleaver or anything.”

She certainly wasn’t being June
Cleaver. Monique ground herself against Tommy’s best man and began
sliding downward until she was on her knees, still swaying with the
music as she ran her hands up and down Brad’s legs, her face inches
from his zipper. Alice could see Brad’s cock straining against his
slacks, and Monique kept dancing, her face getting closer and
closer. That lasted about four seconds, and then she was unzipping
his pants and pulling them down to his knees. Next came the boxers,
and then her mouth was on him, his cock disappearing in one quick
movement of her face.

Alice stood in shock, but Tommy
chuckled. “That’s my wife, sucking cock like it was going out of
style.” Alice shook her head. That wasn’t all she was doing. The
other two groomsmen had stepped up and hurriedly unbuckled. Brad
stood with his hands on his hips, a glazed expression over his face
as Alice watched Monique’s thick, pouty lips parting as his cock
disappeared. The moment the other cocks were free, though, her
hands were on them. Stroking gently as her mouth continued to work
on Brad.

Alice was transfixed. She forgot about
Tommy for a moment and just stared. Monique seemed amazingly
capable of keeping all three cocks stimulated. She looked at the
guys’ faces and saw their hungry looks and knew that Monique was
going to end up with her mouth on all of them. For now, though, she
focused on Brad, his rather large cock disappearing into her mouth,
which opened wide as he entered. Alice watched as Monique’s lips
reached the base of his shaft, her nose buried in his pubic hair,
his balls hanging against her chin. She was amazed at how she fit
him all the way in, her throat bulging. Alice couldn’t believe how
effortlessly Monique could take him in, and when she began to move
back up the shaft, her cheeks sucked in until his head showed and
she opened her lips to flick at the tip.

One of the others grabbed at her head,
and she giggled, moving to Ron’s cock and instantly enveloping it,
pushing her face down hard, her cheeks and throat bulging as she
held herself there, gagging slightly. Alice couldn’t help it, but
watching Monique was turning her on a bit. She glanced at Tommy and
noticed that he, too was turned on, the bulge in his tuxedo
evidence of his arousal. He looked at her and shrugged.
Embarrassed, she turned her attention back to Monique, who was now
giving Paul her mouth while she stroked Brad and Paul.

The three groomsmen tightened the
circle in front of her mouth and began to get a little more
aggressive. She would suck on one for a moment, and the moment her
mouth pulled back at all, another would grab at her long blonde
hair, pull her face to his crotch, and shove into her mouth. After
a minute or two of that, Monique gave up entirely on stroking and
just allowed them to roughly pull her face from one cock to the
next, pushing in hard and rapidly pumping. Alice watched her
gasping when she moved, pulling in gulps of air before her face was
filled with cock again. Monique’s face was reddening, and the men
had given up all pretense of gentleness, pushing in and out of her
mouth as though it were a pussy, making her gag and
sputter.

“Are they hurting her,
Tommy?”

Tommy laughed. “She loves having her
face fucked. As much as a slut as she is, she’s never been with two
men at the same time before, much less three. My guess is she’s
never been happier.” Never been happier. She just got married and
it was three cocks shoved to the hilt into her throat over and over
that was making her happy. Alice shook her head again. She turned
back and saw Brad, his hands tangled in Monique’s hair. He was
pumping furiously, and Monique’s arms were flailing. Ron reached
for her head, but Brad wouldn’t let go. Instead, her cried out and
held her all the way down. Alice watched Monique start to choke and
gag, but Brad didn’t let her up.

Her whole body was jerking now, her
chest heaving, and Brad still held in place. Alice watched as she
struggled, her eyes tearing up a bit, causing her mascara to run.
Finally, she saw her throat move a bit, realized she was gulping
down all that Brad had pumped into her mouth. She watched as a thin
dribble of Brad’s white cum dripped from the corner of her mouth
and he finally released her.



Now, Ron and Paul both anxiously grabbed at Monique, both of them
clearly on the edge. Ron managed to get her first and, turning her
quickly toward him, he shoved in deep and, as the relief of his
release painted his face, Monique fought to swallow the new load
flowing down her throat. Alice heard her gag and sputter but,
again, she managed to get most of it down. Alice shook her head
again, but felt a heat begin to rise in her own body, especially as
she became aware that Monique’s new husband was moving closer to
her.

Then, suddenly, there was a loud groan
and a muffled scream combined as Monique took Paul into her mouth
and began swallowing rapidly. It was obvious that Paul had not
managed to make it in before he had started spurting because Alice
could see the semen coating Monique’s nose and cheeks. 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.
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