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Gillian stood holding the arm of her
new husband, beaming at the small crowd as they stood gathered on
the deck of the lakeside cabin of their best man. Finally, turning
her back on them, she gave her bouquet a great toss and heard
voices and shouts of laughter as a mad dash for the flowers
ensued.

It had been a beautiful wedding,
though necessarily small, and the reception was about to get into
full swing. Gillian was happy. She hadn’t been sure that attempting
to have any kind of ceremony was a good idea. Neither she nor her
groom’s family had been in a position to afford anything big, and
she had suggested to Neal on more than one occasion as they planned
their wedding that they should just save everybody the hassle and
elope. She was glad now, though, that Neal had changed her mind. It
had been a beautiful sunny day and Chris’ cabin had been an idyllic
spot for their vows.

A few hours later, though, she was
glad to see things were winding down. Her maid of honor, Tracy, had
definitely hit the champagne a little hard and was now sitting on
the couch in the cabin trying to hit on her sixteen year-old
cousin. Sean didn’t seem unhappy about having her attention, but
Gillian didn’t think it needed to go any farther. She walked over
and squeezed herself next to her best friend. “Hey, Trace, you
think you should plan on staying the night?”

Her friend looked at her with glazed
eyes. “What? No, I’m not crashing your wedding night.”

Gillian patted her hand. “It’s
alright, Trace, Chris is staying, too. We knew we might have to
wait until tomorrow to get any real privacy. It’s fine”

Tracy wavered a second more and then
collapsed into her friend’s arms, giving her a tight hug. “God, you
guys are the best. I am a bit too smashed to risk the drive. I
can’t risk a second DUI on my record. I’ll stay out of the way, I
promise.”

Gillian hugged her friend back. “Don’t
worry about it. We’ll have some fun the four of us can enjoy. I’ve
got the rest of my life to share with Neal.”

Later, as they stood waving goodbye to
the last of the guests, Neal turned and took his new bride in his
arms. “I saw Tracy planted on the couch. I take it she’s staying
tonight, as well?”

Gillian shrugged. “I couldn’t let her
drive like that. Anyway, I think it’ll be good to let Chris and
Tracy spend some time getting to know each other.”

Neal laughed. “Ah, the real reason
appears at last. You just never stop playing matchmaker, do
you?”

“Well, I know Tracy is still wallowing
in self-pity since her break-up with Ken and you did mention that
Chris was newly single.”

Neal pulled her close for a kiss. “So,
what, a year from now we can stand up at their wedding and claim it
all happened right here in the magical aura of our marital
bliss?”

Gillian put her head on his chest and
smiled dreamily. “Why not? It could happen.”

He kissed the top of her head. “You
are such a dreamer.”

Whatever Neal wanted to believe,
Gillian felt it couldn’t hurt to try. Tracy had just gone through a
painful break-up with her boyfriend of three years and she was
definitely drowning her sorrows in the wrong way. Chris was a great
guy and, she felt, a good match for Tracy. He was funny and
personable, but he also was incredibly hot and Gilllian knew that
would be the big selling point tonight. She thought of Tracy’s
beautiful red hair, flawless creamy skin and her lean athletic body
and thought Chris would be happy to give it a try.

As the night grew quiet around them,
the four moved from the living room in the cabin onto the
wraparound deck to enjoy the star-studded sky above them. Gillian
had changed a while ago into a simple t-shirt and jeans and the
other three had changed, as well. Tracy had had to borrow a shirt
and jeans from Gillian, but they were near enough in size that she
looked as if she were wearing her own clothing.

“It’s so beautiful out here.” Gillian
wrapped her arms about Neal’s waist and smiled
contentedly.

Tracy eyed her and then looked out
over the moonlit lake. “I have to tell you, that lake looks mighty
inviting right now. It’s humid as hell, right now.”

Gillian was going to admonish her
friend for her poor attitude, but Chris jumped in. “You know, I
totally agree. Who’s up for a little midnight swim?”

Gillian looked at Neal, who shook his
head. “Oh no, don’t look at me. If you want to go swimming then
we’ll go, but don’t make it my idea.”

Gillian grinned. “Fine, you coward, I
say, let’s go.” Giving Tracy a look, she jumped off the deck and
began running for the water while working to remove her clothes.
When her shirt sailed into the air, she heard Neal call out for
her, but she didn’t slow down.

Tracy was soon by her side, pulling
her own top off and tossing it into the darkness. They reached the
edge of the water and began hopping around as they worked first one
leg and then another out of their pants. Giggling like when they
were in fifth grade together and were doing something they knew
would get them in trouble, they splashed into the water in only
their bra and panties.

It wasn’t long before the guys came
blundering down the same path, their shirts already off and their
pants soon following. In only their boxers, they jumped into the
water after the girls, yelling and swimming out to where the girls
were wading in the moonlit water.

Gillian had watched Neal’s progress
and admired again his broad chest and his long torso. He was the
water polo player and Gillian knew that being in the water was as
natural to him as to a duck. She had also given Chris a quick
glance and knew that Tracy would have a hard time not seeing how
attractive he was. Slightly shorter than Neal, he was still built,
with strong arms and chest and an incredibly defined six-pack that
looked especially good in the moonlight.

At that point, all thoughts of Tracy
and Chris disappeared as Neal swept her into his arms and they
kissed deeply. She felt the warmth radiating from his body even as
they waded in the chill water, and his mouth on hers tasted so
sweet and felt so soft, she felt herself growing aroused and
blushed. It was fortunate that it was dark or Tracy would have
teased her endlessly.

Then there was movement in the water
beside them and Gillian broke away from Neal to see Chris swimming
up to Tracy and taking her into his arms. It was hard to see if
Tracy was shocked by his sudden move, but she didn’t push him away
and Gillian saw this as promising. In fact, Tracy was pulling him
closer and the heat that was building between the two was beginning
to make Gillian aware of her own husband, warm and real by her
side. Taking his hand, she began to swim back to the
shore.

Shivering as the cold air hit their
bare skin, they raced to the porch. When they got there, Neal
brought her in for another kiss, and then she felt his fingers
fumbling with her soaked bra. Without a thought for Tracy or Chris,
her own fingers moved his out of the way and removed the lacy bra,
freeing her full breasts from their confinement. Her bare skin
seemed to glow softly in the moonlight, and her nipples stood out
like little bullets, already hard from the chill of the water and
the breeze. Neal took her by the waist and pulled her to him,
leaning down to put his mouth on one hardened nipple. The shock of
his warm mouth and his tongue stroking the sensitive skin, made her
gasp and involuntarily, her arms came up and she pulled him
closer.

“Well, now I know why you ditched us.”
Gillian jumped as Chris walked up to the deck, his arm around
Tracy’s waist. Tracy, she saw, was also missing her bra, and her
smaller breasts were glistening from the water that still dripped
down her body.

Neal turned, his arms wrapped
protectively around Gillian’s bare breasts and smiled guiltily at
his best man. “Come on, dude, cut us some slack, it is our wedding
night.”

Chris began to lead Tracy to a long
bench built along the cabin wall. Sitting down, he pulled Tracy
onto his lap, making her cry out and giggle. “By all means, bro, we
were just having a friendly little chat.” He gave Tracy’s breast a
squeeze, causing her to squeal again. Well, Gillian thought, at
least they seem to be getting along.

Neal pulled her toward the bench and
sat down by Chris, plopping her down on his lap and wrapping her in
his arms to keep her covered and warm. Suddenly, Tracy gave Chris a
deep kiss while they looked on, making them both squirm a little,
but Gillian had to admit that watching them also made her want Neal
more than ever.

When Tracy broke off their kiss, she
gave Gillian a look that seemed to dare her to match Tracy move for
move. With a daring she didn’t often demonstrate, Gillian turned in
Neal’s lap and kissed him hard, pushing her tongue hard in his
mouth and pressing her body roughly against his. Then, breaking
off, Gillian slipped out of Neal’s lap and slid to her knees in
front of him. Before she could give it much thought, she reached
between his legs and began rubbing his cock through the damp
material of his boxers, feeling him respond instantly to the warm
caress of her hand.

Chris was watching closely and gave
Tracy a quick kiss right before he moved her off his lap. “We don’t
want to lose out to these newbs do we, Trace?” She smiled and
kneeled before him. Giving Gillian the briefest glance, she reached
for Chris’ underwear and yanked at them until he lifted his ass
from the bench and she was able to pull them down and off. Then,
jumping forward the moment he sat back down, Tracy put her mouth
right on his cock, taking it in all the way until her lips were
buried in his pubic hair. Her move shocked even Chris, who slammed
backwards against the cabin. “Aw, fuck, Trace, oh my God, it’s
fucking incredible.”

Gillian’s eyes grew wide as she
watched her friend deep throat their best man, but, when she looked
up at Neal, she saw that his eyes were even wider and the look of
raw desire in them sent a small thrill through her. Waiting until
she had caught Tracy’s eye, she grabbed at her new husband’s boxers
and shifted them off, freeing his already hard cock. Hesitating
only a moment as she considered his size, Gillian fell forward,
sliding her mouth down and down until she felt his shaft invade her
throat and she had to hold back her gags. She had never taken a
cock all the way in before and she was surprised at how large he
felt in her mouth. Tears sprung to her eyes as she fought to hold
him just a little longer. Neal shifted around on the bench, his
legs quivering on either side of her head as she squeezed her lips
around the base of his cock. “Oh God, honey, oh fuck, baby.” His
hands came up and began to run through her blond hair as she moved
up and down on his shaft, managing to keep it mostly in her mouth
at all times.

Tracy didn’t waste any time. She stood
up and removed her bikini panties, sliding them over her narrow
curves until they hit the wood of the deck and she kicked them
aside. The other three stared at her suddenly visible pussy, bare
except for a small strip of red hair above. Then, moving up to
where Chris sat, she straddled his legs, pushing them together
between her long ones, and sat down hard on his cock. Her ass began
to move and her body rock as she leaned forward and covered his
groan with her lips, kissing him again.

 Gillian got up slowly. She didn’t know why the thought of
fucking Neal in front of Chris and Tracy seemed so much worse than
sucking him off, but it did and she stood frozen in front of him.
It didn’t matter, though, because Neal suddenly grabbed her about
the waist and pulled her close. Then, with one hand, he dragged her
panties off and bared her shaved pussy. Running his hand up her
leg, he parted her legs just enough to slip his hand up to her slit
and push his fingers inside her. Moving them quickly inside her, he
brought her instantly to orgasm, leaving her weak and shaking. As
she moaned and her pussy clenched hard around his fingers, he
pulled them out and swung her onto his lap, pulling her down onto
his hard shaft.

The feel of him filling her spasming
pussy made her cry out. “Ooohh, yes, oh God, honey, yes, yes!” Her
body rolled limply in his hands as he thrust into her, bouncing her
ass roughly against his thighs.

Then, Chris pulled Tracy off his lap
and stood up from the bench. Grabbing Tracy around the waist, he
turned her to face the cabin wall and pushed her toward it, making
her hold herself with her hands against its wooden planking.
Lifting one of her legs onto the bench, he slipped some fingers
into her open pink folds, moving them in and out furiously until
Tracy groaned and began to fold downward, her body shaking. Holding
her up with an arm wrapped about her waist and a hand keeping her
one leg up on the bench, he plunged deep into her pussy, thrusting
so hard that her foot lifted momentarily from the deck.

Neal kept Gillian on his lap for a bit
longer before he followed Chris’ lead and got up from the bench,
holding Gillian’s quivering body in his arms. Swinging her around
to press her against the wall beside Tracy, he pushed into her from
behind, making her hands slip against the grain of the wood as she
shifted up and down with every thrust.

Both men began to move faster, causing
the girls to fall against each other as they worked to brace
themselves against the wall. Gillian thought she felt the dull ache
of a splinter, but it was soon overwhelmed with her own sudden
orgasm, the renewed wave flowing through her from head to toe. Her
mouth opened in a little “o” of entranced ecstasy, and she never
really paid attention to Neal pulling out of her for a small time
before his shaft filled her again. Only when she turned to look
behind her, did she see Chris’ body thrusting behind her. Her eyes
flying open in shock, she looked to see Neal slamming into Tracy,
moving so quickly that their slapping bodies sounded loudly in the
still night.

Gillian didn’t have much time to dwell
on the switch because soon both men had spun Tracy and her around
and pushed them to their knees. Suddenly, her mouth was touching
Tracy’s as their faces were tilted upward to take in the spurting
cocks of Neal and Chris. The girls fought to swallow and lick what
they could as their faces became covered with the warm semen.
Turning to Chris, Tracy slid along his throbbing rod and Gillian
turned to Neal to do the same. Their mouths sucked and pulled the
last drops from the guys’ pulsing shafts and then, releasing them,
they fell back, resting their heads on the bench seat behind
them.

Eventually, the chill got to them and
they hustled inside, snatching what clothing they could find and
pulling it on while Chris started a fire. As they grouped in front
of the fire and let it warm their chilled bodies, Gillian looked
over at Tracy, who lay with her head on Chris’ chest and her arms
around her waist. Scootching up to put her mouth to Neal’s ear, she
whispered, “I think we should keep our calendar open for next
summer. It looks like there might be a wedding after
all.”

Neal chuckled and gave her a kiss.
“Enough matchmaker, tonight was enough.”

Gillian shrugged. She couldn’t help it
if she wanted to see Tracy and Chris paired together. After all,
how would they have repeat performances if they didn’t end up
together. She shook her head and sighed. Neal really would be lost
without her.
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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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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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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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Constance was amazed at how everything
was coming together. The rehearsal dinner went wonderfully, and now
her best friend and maid of honor was headed on her way over to
Constance’s little apartment to do some final alterations on the
dress. When she got married two days from now, it was all going to
be perfect!

A knock at the door told her Elmira
had arrived, and she rushed to the door, giggling in the
anticipation all new brides have and pulled it open. Elmy stood
there, beautiful as ever. She held a bottle of wine in one hand and
two wine glasses in the other. She smiled brightly, “Okay, girl!
Let’s get your dress perfect!”

Constance giggled and bit her lip. She
grabbed the wine and the glasses out of her friend’s hands and
brought them to the counter. She watched Elmy head to her bedroom
to get the dress and she used a corkscrew to open the bottle. She
poured two generous amounts, and by the time her friend was back
toting everything to the living room, she was ready to hand her a
glass.

Elmy smiled and took a sip. “You
filled these pretty full, Connie. Want a last night of drunken
revelry before you’re hitched?”

“Hey, I have three more bottles in the
cabinet, Babe. After we get the dress altered, I plan to get drunk
as hell with you!”

The two friends laughed until finally
Elmy told Constance to strip. Constance smiled and pulled off her
t-shirt. She knew she’d look beautiful at the wedding. She was
beautiful. She had long blond hair that hung to the middle of her
back. She had a slim figure with breasts that were full but not so
large as to droop at all. She knew her ass was her best feature,
heart shaped and lovely. In fact, she’d insisted on a wedding dress
that would flatter it.

As she kicked off her shoes and
unbuttoned her jeans, she looked at Elmira. The two couldn’t have
been more different in appearance. Oh, Elmy was a stunning beauty
as well, but while Constance was a California blonde with long wavy
hair, her best friend’s hair was jet black and hung straight down,
just to her shoulders. While Constance looked like a beach beauty,
Elmira looked like a European fashion model.

When she was undressed, Constance
downed the rest of her glass and walked to the kitchen in her bra
and panties to pour herself another. Elmira followed, handing her
empty glass over, and Constance filled that as well. Her friend
looked her up and down, seemingly studying her. Finally she said,
“You’re going to have to strip completely, Connie. I don’t think I
can fit you with those on.”

Constance laughed and took a big sip
of her wine. “What do you mean? My bridal lingerie is a hell of a
lot more than this stuff.” She took another sip, draining the
glass. She already felt a bit light headed from how quickly she had
downed the two glasses. She put her glass down and poured the half
of a glass that was left in the bottle.

“That’s the point, Babe.” Elmy set her
empty glass next to Constance’s and Constance reached for her
cabinet for a fresh bottle. “I need you to put on your bridal
lingerie so we can alter the dress with exactly what you’ll be
wearing.”

“Oh! Well you pour, then.” Constance
handed her the bottle and then reached behind her back to unsnap
her bra. When it came off, she was amazed at how her breasts sudden
exposure to the air sent a little thrill through her. She could
feel her nipples hardening and attributed it to the wine. She
reached down, pulled her panties off, and stepped out of
them.

Elmira said, “Wow,” and knelt in front
of her. “They really did a good job with your waxing.” She put a
hand on Constance’s calf and rubbed upward to her thigh, parting it
a bit. Constance felt an electric thrill at the idea that Elmy was
looking at her pussy, although the two had seen each other naked
hundreds of times trying on clothes and modeling lingerie. “I like
that you kept a little landing strip.” She looked up and smiled at
her friend and then stood again, taking her own wine glass and
handing one to Constance.

Constance smiled and wondered if she
was a little flushed. She took a sip of the wine and said, “Okay,
but if I have to wear lingerie then you do, too! I have a few
outfits I picked up for the honeymoon that aren’t going to work,
but your boobs will fit them fine.”

Elmy giggled and rolled her
eyes.

“Come on, Elmy! Strip!” Elmy shook her
head, but she disappeared into the bedroom. Constance sipped her
wine.

“The red one?” Elmy’s voice called
from the bedroom. “Or do you want me to put on the blue
one?”

“They’re both going to be your outfits
now, Honey, so pick whichever one you want. They’re the same
anyway, just different colors.” She heard a package tearing and
walked to the couch. She sat down and started rummaging through the
stuff Elmy brought out earlier. It took a while but it was evident
that the lingerie was still in her room. “Hey Elmy,” she called,
“bring out mine when you come out.”

“Here.” Elmira had just stepped out
and Constance turned to take the package but stopped. Elmy looked
stunning. The red corset framed her waist and pushed up her breasts
but didn’t cover them, so her lovely breasts looked a lot bigger,
the rose nipples seemed darker when offset by the red. The black
stockings attached to the corset were so damned sexy that Constance
took a sharp breath.

“Yeah, Connie. You could have
mentioned they were crotchless.” Of course, that immediately drew
Constance’s eyes to Elmira’s pussy, which was so beautiful and pink
with a tiny triangle of black hair.

“My God, you look hot, Elmy.”
Constance shook her head and took another large gulp of her wine
before she set it on an end table and reached for the box that had
her lingerie.

Elmy giggled, “Now Constance Small.
You are about to be a married woman.” The comment sent both of them
into giggling fits, but they eventually calmed down and got the
package of bridal lingerie open. First came the corset, and Elmira
had her stand as she wrapped it around her and began to lace it up.
As the corset tightened and she felt Elmy’s body so close to her
own, Constance felt herself growing more excited. She’d never been
with a woman, and she was pretty certain Elmira would have shared
with her if she’d ever had that experience, but thoughts were
flitting through her head right then. She attributed that as well
to the wine.

When it was all laced up, Elmira
turned her around and looked at her. “It was a good choice, Connie.
It really flatters your figure, not that it needs any, and you’ve
got the whole sexy but innocent bride thing going on.” Suddenly
Elmy burst out laughing. “I mean if you weren’t naked everywhere
else!”

The two laughed and drained their
glasses, but they didn’t refill them. Constance was glad because
wearing the white lingerie had made her terrified of spilling the
deep, red wine. She reached for the white lacy stockings and handed
one to Elmira. She shuddered as her friend slinked it up her calf
and then up her thigh, but what really thrilled her is when her
friend accidentally brushed over her pussy while reaching for the
garter snaps attached to the corset.

She handed the other stocking to her
friend and the process was repeated, sending chills over her body,
but unfortunately not including another accidental touch. When both
stockings were attached to the garters, Elmira started giggling
again. Then, she moved forward and put her mouth on Constance’s,
her lips soft but her tongue urgent.

Constance was shocked, but the shock
wasn’t nearly as powerful as the desire, and she put her arms
around her best friend and kissed her hungrily, her tongue eagerly
exploring Elmy’s lips and mouth. She felt her friend’s hands on her
cheeks as they kissed and then Elmy climbed onto the couch and
straddled her.

Constance attacked her neck with
kisses as she heard Elmy moan softly. She let her hands trail down
to her friend’s ass, that perfect little ass, and she began to
squeeze it as she nuzzled her neck. She felt Elmy’s hands on her
head, pushing downward, and she was suddenly right in front of her
best friend’s breasts. She licked her lips and then tentatively
pushed her tongue out to flick at a nipple. Elmy groaned and pulled
her closer.

The nipple was so much more fun to
suck and lick than the cocks that had been in Constance’s mouth.
Every flick of her tongue seemed to make Elmy’s whole body react,
and she kept at it, sucking each nipple in turn and rolling her
tongue around it while she sucked.

Suddenly, Elmira pushed her back and
kissed her deep and hard, her tongue pushing in and out of
Constance’s mouth like a small penis, and each thrust of her tongue
sent thrills through her body. She tried to lean against the back,
but her friend twisted her around until both were lying on the
couch flat, with Elmy on top.

She felt Elmy pulling her corset down
and freeing her breasts, and then she felt her friend’s mouth of
her own nipple, and the sensation was so powerful, she pushed
upward as though a cock were in her. That pushed her clit against
Elmy’s thigh as well as her own thigh against her friend’s pussy
and both girls moaned at the same time.

She continued to rub against her, and
Elmy pulled her mouth off her friend. “Have you ever been with a
woman before?”

“No,” she whispered as she pushed up
against Emira’s thigh again. “Have you?”

Elmira said no and then put her mouth
back on her nipple as the two continued to grind against each
other. Finally Constance pulled her friend up and kissed her. Then,
she kept pulling until Elmira was straddling her face. She lifted
her head and gingerly pushed her tongue between the folds of her
maid of honor’s pussy.

It was amazing. The taste was so fresh
and sexy and sweet and musky, but what made it most incredible was
the long groan that Elmy gasped out as her tongue pushed into her.
She gripped her friend’s ass and began fucking her with her tongue,
trying to push it in as far as she could. Elmy moaned and they kept
that position for four or five minutes, but Elmy pulled
up.

“I need to taste you, too.” She
flipped herself around and leaned down, her face coming down to
between Constance’s legs. Constance saw her friend’s pussy right in
front of her face, although angled differently, and she lifted her
head and began to lick and suck again, this time focusing on Elmy’s
clit.

That was when her own clit was
suddenly filled with sensation as her friends lips closed over it
and she began to suck on it while running her tongue over the tiny
bud. She moaned against her friend’s pussy and Elmy did the same
against her own.

It was the single most incredible
feeling she had ever felt, and she sucked and licked hungrily at
the pussy above her while her friend’s mouth drove her crazy.
Suddenly, her pussy was filled. She felt the fingers that her
friend and pushed in and bucked upward. It was amazing, so she
pushed two of her own into Elmy and Elmy suddenly started shaking.
Constance realized her friend was coming, and that was all it took
to send her own orgasm into overdrive, and her whole body shook
with its power.

Both girls pumped furiously with their
fingers but their mouths were off as they both moaned and shouted
over the sensations coursing through them. Constance pushed in and
out as quickly as she could and moved her hips up against her
friend’s fingers. The orgasm seemed to last for ten minutes before
finally, exhausted, she pulled her fingers out and Elmy did the
same. She could still feel traces of pleasure running through
her.

Finally, Elmira got off her and stood
shakily in front of her. She looked at her friend’s blank
expression and imagined that her expression was the same. Neither
spoke for a minute and finally both tried to speak at once, which
turned into a giggling fit that had them both tangled up laughing
on the floor.

Finally, Elmy put her hands on
Constance’s cheeks and kissed her softly. She pulled back and
asked, “Have you picked up any sex toys for your honeymoon?” That
sent a whole new wave of laughter through the two of them, but when
the giggles died down, Constance stood and walked to her room to
get her new dildo.
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It was a beautiful day for a
wedding.

The sun was high in the sky on a
gorgeous day in June. The nearby mountains showed a hint of snow
from the weekend’s rainstorm, and a hushed breeze streamed through
the trees near the meadow where a fairytale wedding would soon take
place. The blushing bride was nowhere to be seen, but a gaggle of
wedding guests had made their way from the highway pullout and were
walking towards the white chairs set up in the bright green
clearing. A dazzle of blue Indian Paintbrush flowers circled the
wedding site, almost as if it were planned that way. And at the
edge of the meadow, a small gazebo stood decorated with giant
sprays of baby’s breath and tiny pink tea roses awaiting the happy
couple.

The groom, Paul, walked anxiously
among his guests, trying to keep his eyes down in case his fiancée
suddenly appeared. He was tall and handsome and resembled Prince
William. People often joked that he and his soon to be wife, Rosa,
were the American Will and Kate. He was blonde, an Air Force
captain, and she was a lovely brunette who taught elementary school
and baked wedding and special occasion cakes as a side business.
She had her mother’s exotic Latina looks. Both Paul and Rosa came
from prominent families who were well-to-do. They were an all
American couple, and many people were excited to see them get
married.

Rosa sat in a bed and breakfast hotel
a couple of miles up the road. It had been Paul’s idea to get
married in the middle of nowhere, and while she didn’t mind the
seclusion, it had been hard to get everything up the mountains and
ready for such a big wedding. But she finally sat on the bed, clad
in nothing but her bridal lingerie: white 36D push up bra, white
lace thong panties, white lace stockings, and a bright red garter
belt. The belt had been her idea, much to the chagrin of her mom.
It did look slightly trashy when she looked at herself in the
mirror, but who was gonna know?

A loud truck pulled into the parking
lot. Rosa peeked out of her window to see who it was. The truck
door slammed and a tall man with dark hair got out. She immediately
pulled back from the mirror, biting her full lower lip. It was
Paul’s best man, Nick.

Where Paul was the ultimate good guy,
Nick was the ultimate bad boy. Paul got straight A’s in high school
and then joined the Air Force, Nick barely graduated because of
truancy and he had attended the local community college for a
semester or two. The two men were unlikely friends, but Paul had
grown up next to Nick, and took him along to many parties and
events during Paul’s stint as a local airman. Paul was quick to
want to settle down with Rosa, Nick went through at least two women
a month. He had no qualms about telling them what they wanted to
hear in order to get into their panties. And get into their panties
he did.

Rosa would never forget the first time
she met Nick. She had spent the day with Paul at the beach, and
later that night they planned to join friends for a bonfire on the
sand. Rosa had walked back to the truck to look for her jeans and a
sweater when she realized that she had sand in her bikini bottoms.
It was getting dark, and there was nobody around, so she stepped
around to the back of the truck, slipped the bottoms off and
started looking through her backpack for a fresh pair of panties.
Suddenly she had the oddest feeling that someone was looking at
her, and she was right! Nick was standing about five feet away in
the bed of his own truck. He had been rummaging about, looking for
a flashlight. She stood frozen for a moment, and then immediately
crouched down, blocking his view with her backpack. “Don’t look at
me!!” she cried out.

He grinned and jumped off the bed of
the truck. Now he was maybe two feet from her. She awkwardly tried
to scuttle away and promptly stumbled and fell. She was completely
naked waist down. He pretended to shield his eyes, and then offered
a hand to help her up. He had a rock hard erection that she didn’t
see right away.

“No, no thank you, I can do this!” She
quickly stepped back into the sandy bikini bottoms (inside out) and
then hastily put on her jeans. The zipper wouldn’t quite come up
because her fingers were cold and jittery. He still stood there,
pretending to shield his eyes.

“You, you must be Nick.” She couldn’t
look at him anymore, but he straightened up and looked at her, his
bright blue eyes dancing with mischief.

“I am. And you must be Rosa. Paul
didn’t tell me you were an exotic Latina.” He said “Latina” very
deliberately, enunciating each syllable as if it were a delicious
morsel, perhaps of figs and honey.

“I think you are very
sexy, Rosa. Sand or no sand. I‘m very glad to make your
acquaintance.” He took another step toward her and reached for her
hand as if to kiss it.

Completely mortified, Rosa turned and
sprinted up the beach towards their group of friends. She spent the
rest of the night glued to Paul’s side, ignoring Nick’s subtle
winks and attempts to get her alone or sidle up next to her at the
fireside. But after that night, he had been a perfect gentleman.
She never told Paul what had happened that night in the parking
lot. As far as she knew, Nick hadn’t told him either. And while she
stood in the bridal suite of the local mountain town bed and
breakfast, she could only wonder what Nick wanted with her. Deep
down though, she knew.

There was a knock at her door. Rosa
reached for her robe, and as she stepped into it, she left the tie
around her waist slightly loose. Her cheeks were flushed with
anticipation. Someone pounded on the door again, and she wobbled
over towards it on watery knees. Without asking who it was, she
flung open the door.

Nick looked her over. He opened his
mouth to say something, but there were no words. With one swift
motion he stepped into her room and cradled her smooth face with
his large hand. He leaned in to kiss her gently, and shockingly she
kissed him back! She tasted like berries and smelled like baby
shampoo. The door closed quietly behind him with a soft
snap.

It was a long, tender kiss. She tasted
his salty tongue, and the longer he firmly held her, the more and
more she forgot that she was getting married in an hour.

Still kissing her, Nick slipped a hand
under her robe near her shoulder. The pink robe fell softly to the
floor to reveal her bridal lingerie ensemble and red garter belt.
Nick glanced down at her body, and then took off his tuxedo jacket.
She stood quietly watching him, her eyes hooded and sleepy. When he
was completely shirtless, she stroked his hard muscular chest and
gazed up at him almost apologetically.

“Nick, I’m getting
married…today.”

“I know. That’s why I’m here now. I
don’t want…to stop you. But I don’t want to stop this. I had to
have you, Rosa. I’m sorry I didn’t have the balls to tell you the
truth before. I had to have your hot body.” He kissed her hard
before she could protest, and his strong arms encircled her waist.
She melted into his kiss and then struggled free.

“Now, how am I supposed to fall for
your line of bullshit? I’ve seen how many women you run around
with! I’ve been friends with several of them. No. You don’t see me
as special…just another fun time. And what about Paul?!” He tried
to reach for her, but she was too flustered to really notice. “I’m
getting married in an hour!” Actually, it was forty five
minutes.

“Yeah, you’re getting married, you’re
getting married. You’re going to marry Paul, and you will run off
into the sunset and live a long and predictable life. So what’s the
matter with having one last minute fling with a handsome devil who
has a way with good girls?” He pretended to bow and she had to
laugh in spite of herself.

He reached for her hand, and kissed
her soft skin. There was something vital and electric about his
touch, and with a deep sigh, she let it happen. Then she shyly
unsnapped her bra, and let him caress her full breasts. His pants
slipped off, and then the secret lovers were on the bed, kissing
and fondling each other. She straddled him as if to ride his cock,
not sure what to do next.

“Take me into your mouth…please…”
She’d never seen him look so vulnerable, and it was pretty cute.
She lightly gripped his full cock in her hands, and started licking
and sucking it while he writhed and cursed on the bed. She rubbed
his balls with her tits and felt her nipples harden with
excitement.

“I love your lips.”

“You’re going to sit through my
wedding with my lipstick on your cock.” The dirty talk turned him
on even more. She took him even deeper in her mouth, tasting the
saltiness and relishing his full attention on her. As his cock
swirled in her mouth, she could feel him becoming more and more
engorged and possibly about to burst. Just when she thought he
couldn’t take any more, she stopped sucking him off and laid on her
back, those perky tits pointing up at the ceiling.

“Want to fuck my mouth?”

“You have the dirtiest
mouth!…Yes.”

He made his way slowly down her body,
spending as much time as possible licking and sucking her breasts,
his hard cock dribbling precum down her thighs and pussy. Then he
moved up straddling her chest and let his cock drop down into her
open, waiting mouth.

Nick began to pump, slowly at first
and then faster and deeper. He closed his eyes and started to lose
control, bucking hard and fast. Rosa gripped his ass with both
hands, watching his strong body move rhythmically above hers. She
let him fuck her mouth as hard and deep as he wanted, and she felt
her pussy become drenched with arousal.

Feeling her pussy ache and vibrate
below her, Rosa moved a hand down to push into her slippery folds.
She cried out around Nick’s cock as she moved her fingers sliding
in a matching rhythm deep inside her pussy. Finally, as sweat began
to bead on his forehead, Nick pulled out of Rosa’s mouth and came
hard all over her tits and chest. A moment later, Rosa bucked
upward beneath him as her own orgasm raced through her taut
body.

After a few minutes of panting and
looking for Rosa’s bra, they made their way to the bathroom. Rosa
immediately noticed all her lipstick was gone, her eye shadow was a
mess and there was no time to fix it, and Nick looked pink and
disheveled. She laughed suddenly. To think of what she had done
right before her wedding! So much for being the good
girl.

“Come on, help me get all this makeup
off. And maybe you better drink some cool water, or
something.”

“You look better without all that crap
on your face.” They smiled at each other in the mirror. As they
finished cleaning themselves up, Rosa became very quiet and
serious.

“Paul must never find out about
this.”

Nick looked at her sharply, unaware to
this point that she was still planning to marry his best friend. He
quickly adjusted his face and tried to look oblivious, but she was
too quick for him.

“You thought I wasn’t going to go
through with it.”

“I didn’t know what you wanted to
do.”

“Well, you had your fun,
right? That’s what you wanted, wasn’t it?”

He tried a joke. “Well, isn’t that the
whole point? It was just fun. It didn’t mean anything. Let’s get
you to your wedding.”

“Well, is it going to be weird from
now on?”

Nick looked at her, trying to avoid
the feeling of panic in his chest. Was this how women felt when
they’d been a mere sex toy? He didn’t enjoy the thought of being
used and it had always been the other way around for him. He had no
way of articulating his feelings into words.

“It won’t be weird. I won’t tell Paul.
Ever.”

Rosa realized what time it was and
turned back to finish scrubbing the makeup off her face. She then
walked out of the room to step into her dress and pin her veil to
her dark locks. With the wedding ahead of her, she found it quite
easy and necessary to shove this erotic interlude into the back of
her mind, and they left the room separately to ride to the meadow,
he in his truck, and she in a limousine.

As Paul’s fresh faced bride walked
down the grassy aisle surrounded by wildflowers and loving friends
and family, Nick stood dejected next to his ecstatic best friend.
He hoped there would be an open bar at the reception that
evening.
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