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Prologue: Going to the Chapel

 


Jenny sat in the back of the limo and watched
the scenery pass. It was a beautiful summer day, but Jenny did not
notice, though her eyes were fixed on the tree line of the fields
flowing by outside. She felt her matron of honor, Shannon pat her
leg through the puffy lace and white taffeta of her wedding dress.
"Cheer up," said her friend. "Its a beautiful day to be
married."

Jenny scoffed and felt a tear well in her
eyes.

What had just
happened... Jesus, how could
she allow... She swallowed her sudden discomfort. Then she felt
chilled. What would George think when they got back to the room
laterand he found her pantyless? Would he think she had
intentionally done it to give him a little thrill on the wedding
night? What would he say if he knew that her panties were stuffed
in the breast pocket of a close friend?

And not just
panty-less!
What have I done? she thought. She felt sudden panic.
Should I just leave? Now? Right now?

She swallowed nervously as the memory welled
up once more.

Five of them? One after the other? Then all
at once?

How could I allow...

But just the thought of what had just
happened a couple of hours ago made a moist heat flare through
body. Her sore and stretched out vagina squeezed almost painfully
at the memory of those five men, huge and dark, led by the
magnificent Taquan!

Oh, I am a damned slut! And I was a virgin!
Now...

She felt more semen ooze out of her, searing
on thigh. She hoped that none of it stained her dress. Oh god, she
thought, am I going to leave a trail on the floor on the way to the
altar?

For a moment, righteous anger exploded in her
mind, anger against the woman sitting next to her. But it subsided
just as quickly. No one made her do anything. No one forced her.
She had done it of her own free will. She had done it because she
wanted it, she wanted to have large, dark cocks fill her tight pink
hole and fill her with their seed.

And it all began last night, she thought.
When she had found Shannon pleasuring herself while watching a
"home movie" of herself and her husband, Taquan! She, herself, was
returning from a little tryst with her fiancé, George. Things had
gotten a little too hot a little too fast. Maybe if she hadn't been
unwilling to go a little further. What did it matter now? If only
she had come back a little later? If only Shannon had finished her
own activity a little sooner.

If only. If only. If only.

But who am I kidding? she thought. Once she
saw what she saw; once that door was opened. In the end, she walked
through it, and everything that happened was her own damn fault.
What happened between her and her friend. And her friend's husband.
And his friends. She closed her eyes and saw and felt it all again
in a flash.

Her pussy trembled at the memory...

 


 



Part One: A Different Proposal

 



Jenny slipped the keycard into the door's slot.
She heard the soft click of the lock and watched the light flash
green. Carefully and quietly, she turned the handle and eased the
door open. It was late and she wanted to be as quiet as possible in
case Shannon was sleeping.

She hadn't meant to stay out so late on the
night before her wedding. But dinner with her fiancé had led back
to his hotel room and one thing had certainly led to another. Her
virginity - Jenny was old-fashioned - was still safe. She knew I'd
didn't matter much to George if she were"pure" for the wedding
night, but for personal reasons (that she often couldn't quite
remember sometimes) she wanted to give herself totally to her love
only after she was married. She knew some of her friends laughed at
her behind her back, a woman in her mid-twenties who was still a
virgin. It didn't matter to her that many of them had full sex
lives. She knew she would too, soon.

It was just her own choice about things?

Certainly her
choice of virginity didn't mean she wasn't going to enjoy herself
or give pleasure to the man she loved. She smiled to herself. She
could still feel the texture of George's penis on her lips, still
taste his musky semen on her tongue. She could feel it as her
vagina twitched as though George's finger were still buried in her
cunt. (And didn't that word -
cunt - bring a delicious zing of pleasure!)

Still, she wanted to go to her marriage bed
untouched in that way. Even more, she was sure that what she and
George did tomorrow night would make her a mother. She knew her own
cycle well. And this was the time she knew she was ovulating. What
a wonderful thing that would be! Give all he love to her man, then
give him a child!

With those happy thoughts, Jenny pushed open
the door and met her destiny.

The room was dark, as she expected, save for
light from around the corner in the room, maybe a device on the
desk. She closed the door softly, noiselessly. She stepped down the
short hall between the closet and the bathroom and stopped still in
shock.

Shannon sat on the standard hotel chair. She
was stark naked. Her pale body glowed in the light of her tablet.
Jenny could see everything. Shannon's legs were spread wide, with
her knees hooked over the arms of the chair. Her dark, well
cuioffed pubic thatch was partly hidden by one hand. The other
squeezed one pendulous breast, fingers pinching the nipple. Her
lovely face was slack, gone in the pleasure she gave herself, her
eyes locked on the screen of her table, which was propped up on the
desk.

Jenny must have gasped, though she didn't
know it. Shannon's eyes flicked away from the screen and her hand
dropped away from her breast. Her other hand remained pressed
against he cunt. "Oh," she gasped. "I thought you were staying with
George tonight."

Jenny stuttered a moment, then said, "Not til
tomorrow night." Her mouth moved as though trying to say something
else, but no sound came out.

Shannon looked at the screen again.
"Sorry."

"No need to apologize," said Jenny.

Shannon smiled. "I wasn't talking to you."
She turned the tablet around. On the screen, Jenny saw the smiling
face of Shannon's husband, Taquon. He waved and said, "Hey,
Jenny!"

Automatically, Jenny waved back, then looked
at her hand as though it somehow betrayed her. "Sorry," she
mumbled.

"No," said Taquon, "we should apologize. I'm
sure it was a shock seeing Shannon like this.""No," she said,
meaning yes. "It's okay."

On the screen, he walked away to retrieve a
towel. For a few moments, Jenny saw his muscular back and lean,
tight ass. And she glimpsed something else. For just a moment, she
saw Taquon's huge cock standing nearly straight out from his body.
Jenny gasped. Because her eyes were locked in the screen, she
didn't see Shannon smile and her eyes glitter in the half dark
room.

On the screen, towel wrapped around his waist
(though with a significant tent, Jenny saw), returned and sat so
only his shoulders and head were visible once more. "No, really,"
he said. "I'm sorry you had to see that. It's just that Shan and I
just, well..."

Jenny shook her head, as much to banish the
image of that long penis as to negate his apology. "No, I need to
apologize," she said. "I was too wrapped up in my feelings that I
didn't think. I should have knocked."

Taquon nodded on the screen. "Let's both
agree to be more aware and leave it at that."

Jenny nodded. "I'll, um. I'll just get ready
for bed so you guys can finish, um... Okay?" She turned and
retreated to the bathroom. Behind her, she heard Shannon
giggle.

Once the door closed behind her, Jenny leaned
back against the vanity and put her face in her hands. She didn't
know whether to laugh or cry. She felt flushed and too warm. The
combination of the afterglow of sexplay with George, combined with
embarrassment at seeing her best friend spread wide and
masturbating and - above all - that brief, all too brief, glimpse
of Taquon's mammoth meat! If filled her mind's eye, long and thick
and dark. Involuntarily, she compared it to George's substantially
smaller cock. She tried to put it out of her thoughts and
concentrated on the feel, the heft of it in her hand. She thought
about his taste and the heat of it against her lips, the throbbing
of it in time with his heart as it pulsed on her tongue. And his
words of encouragement. The way he talked...

An hour ago...

Jenny knelt on the carpet of George's hotel
room. She bobbed her head steadily, he lips sliding up and down the
shaft of his cock, engorged and almost purple. His aroma filled her
nostrils, his taste filled her mouth. From far away, she heard him
muttering, as he always did, "That's it baby. That feels so
good."

She hummed her appreciation for the
compliment against his dick, making him moan.

"God," he said. "I love watching a dick
penetrating your mouth! So hot!"

Jenny bobbed her head a little faster, sucked
a little harder. She loved this man so much, she thought. He was
almost ten years older than her, but kept himself fit. He always
wanted to show her off. He was quite wealthy both from an
inheritance and from his own, successful business. Even better, he
was willing to wait until the wedding day to take her virginity. In
the meantime, she was happy to give him pleasure with her mouth and
hands.

That he had this habit of talking while she
serviced his cock was little enough. And he never pushed to slip it
to her, even when he went down on her and drove her wild - almost
wild enough to tell him to just slip it into her! After a while,
the words had their effect, made her slippery with anticipation of
her wedding day.

Even as she sucked him, tightly encircling
his shaft with her lips and cradling his dick with her tongue, he
kept of the heat-inducing patter. "I love the taste of your pussy,
Jenn," he
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