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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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