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Vicky's Bridal Train

Vicky came to stop at the alter and turned to face Larry. She still felt warm and she knew her cheeks were bright and red. Jesus, she thought, blushing bride much? But, then, she knew she had more to blush about than most brides.

Larry looks great, she thought. What a matching couple: blonde and blue-eyed; slender and fit. An action couple for the modern world.

Larry grinned back at her. He took her hands. If he noticed how damp they were, he took no notice.
Something tickled her thigh.
Jesus, how could she allow... She swallowed her sudden discomfort. Then she felt chilled. What would Larry think when they got back to the room and he found her pantyless?

And not just panty-less!
What have I done? Sudden panic. Should she run? Could she run?
She glanced to the back of the chapel and blushed again. Shaquille stood in the back row, towering, a dark pillar of masculine strength. He was elegant and manly in a way Vicky now knew she would never resist, once again neatly attired in a dark, tailored suit and conservative tie. He stared back at her, a small satisfied smile playing across his ample lips. He was the kind of man that made her soon-to-be-husband - whom she loved, damn it - nothing but milquetoast wimps.

Vicky just knew her panties were stuffed in his pocket.

She swallowed nervously as the memory welled up once more.

Ten of them?

How could I allow...

But just the thought of what had just happened upstairs made a heat flare through body. Her sore and stretched out vagina squeezed almost painfully at the memory of those ten men, huge and dark, led by the magnificent Shaquille!

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 leaving a trail on the floor?

And it had all begun with an innocent (was it really, Vicky? Was it?) remark to her maid-of-honor.

She glanced at Keisha, her maid-of-honor. The woman, beautiful and as dark as Shaquille, stared back with a huge smile. How could she have... did she plan it? Not that it mattered now. She said what she had said. I said what I said. I did what I did.

The rest is history.

He pussy trembled at the memory...

“I don’t think big ones are better,” she said to Keisha. Both women were still dressed only in panties and bra. The wedding was only a few hours away and they need to start the whole process of getting ready. But the silly discussion got in the way.
“Nah, sister,” said Keisha. “Big cocks are so much more satisfying!” She swiped at her phone and thrust it under Vicky’s eyes. I showed a tall, well-built man, dark and naked, his large hand wrapped around the shaft of an immense penis.

“Oh my god!” exclaimed Vicky. “That’s gigantic!”

“Yeah,” said Keisha.

“That can’t be real.”

“It most definitely is real,” said Keisha. “I took that picture myself.”

“No!”

“Really.” She swiped the image. Vicky gasped at each new picture. One showed a close up of the enormous cock, it’s head a dark purple-black. Another shoes the same man seated on a chair, head thrown back in pleasure as a huge wad of semen rocketed out of his dick. Yet another showed a close up of a pair of woman’s lips wrapped around the member.

“Is that...”

Keisha nodded, eyes glowing, a grin twisting her mouth. “Uh huh,” she said. “I was playing with a selfie stick.”

The next one...

“Oh. My. God,” Vicky breathed. The image showed the same cock buried in a woman’s vagina. The woman’s opening stretched wide around the thick shaft. It looked like the flesh of the pussy was stretched so tight that it seemed about to tear!

“That’s why I say bigger is better,” said Keisha. “That dick felt so good inside me!”

Vicky looked at her friend, eyes wide. “Didn’t it hurt?”
“A little,” she said. “But, no pain no gain, right?”
Vicky glanced at the wedding dress hanging by the mirror. In the mirror, she could see herself. Her cheeks were bright red. Eyes wide. She breathed hard and she felt a familiar warmth between her legs. Almost without thinking, she pushed her hand between her thighs and rubbed her pussy.
Keisha looked down. “Oh, look at you!” she said. “This must be turning you on.”
Vicky pulled her hand away as though she was burned. “Oh!”

Keisha brought her hand down on Vicky's thigh. “You shouldn't feel ashamed by that.” She slipped her hand up Vicky's thigh until her hand brushed against the lips just under her panties. “If it feels good, you should do it.”

Vicky tried to press her legs together. “But -” she said.

Keisha used both hands to push Vicky's legs apart. Vicky resisted for only a moment, then let her legs flop wide. Keisha slipped off her chair and fell to her knees between Vicky's knees. She pressed her face into Vicky's crotch.

“Wait,” said Vicky. “What are you doing?”

Using a thumb, Keisha pulled the crotch of Vicky's lacy panties to one side and ran her tongue along the pink lips of Vicky's pussy. She looked up at the other woman. “Just think of my boy, Shaquille while I eat you out,” she said. “Think of my tongue as my boy's cock.”

Vicky covered her eyes with her arm. “Oh my god,” she muttered. “That feels so good!”

Keisha flicked Vicky's clit, then drove her tongue inside her vagina. She sucked on Vicky's clit, then sloppily licked the whole narrow valley between the her lips, from the vestibule of her vagina to the the hard lump of her clit. Then she dove her tongue inside Vicky's canal again, pistoning her tongue in and out like a tiny cock.

Automatically, Vicky's hands came down on Keisha's scalp. She pressed Keisha's face against her  pussy. “Oh, that feels so good, Keisha!”

Keisha sucked her pussy noisily. Then she looked up at Vicky and grinned when the other woman looked down at her. “You like that!”

Vicky nodded. “Oh, yeah!”

“How about this?” said Keisha. And with that she pushed two of her fingers into Vicky's hole. Vicky gasped at the  intrusion. Keisha slipped her fingers in and out of Vicky's dripping pussy. Vicky gasped and moaned. “Oh, god, that feels so good!” she cried. “Is that what it feels like to have a cock in me?”

Keisha laughed. “No, sister,” she said. “That's just my fingers. A cock will feel more like this!” And she  squeezed all four of her fingers together and stabbed them into Vicky's cunt.

Vicky, who had been leaning back to enjoy Keisha's attention, sat upright, wide eyed. She shrieked and felt her cunt squeeze around Keisha's hand. “Oh god! Oh god! Oh god!” she yelled.

“Damn!” said Keisha. “You like it big!”

“Oh god,” gasped Vicky. “Yes! That feels so good, being stretched open by your fingers!”

“You'd like it better if it was Shaquille's dick stretching you open.”

Vicky looked down at her friend. “Oh my god,” she said without thinking. “That would be great!”

“I can call him,” said Keisha. “He's here to see me in the wedding.”

For a long moment, Vicky was silent. Keisha's mouth and fingers felt so good. Even now, her fingers were deep inside her. Should she? she thought. Her mind was a whirl. She was going to be married to the man she loved more than any other in just a couple of hours. But she had never had a man yet. Was it really a good thing to come to the marriage bed a virgin? And that picture of Shaquille's dick!.Was it like Keisha's fingers? If he put it in her? 

For a long time, it seemed, she wavered.

Then Keisha said, “Just think of it like an opportunity – they come and go in a second. If you miss it, it may never come again.”

Vicky looked at her, then thought of her fiance. He would never know. And she would never have another opportunity like this again. She looked down at Keisha's brown fingers disappearing in her pale, blonde-framed cunt. She felt another wave of pleasure surge out of her pussy and through the top of her head. It made her decision a little easier.

“Call him,” she said.

Keisha grinned. “Right away!”

Vicky almost ran when she saw Shaquille when he arrived a few minutes later. He was tall. He was slim, yet muscular. He was self assured. His face, dark and smooth-skinned, was a study in masculine beauty. She almost ran.

But she didn't.

Although dressed only in her soaked panties and bra, Vicky was completely unembarrassed. Rather, she stared, spellbound as the tall, dark man approached her. She could only silently watch as he reached out and took her hand. Electricity surged through her, bursting from her vagina as his lips brushed the back of her hand.

“I am very pleased to meet you, Vicky,” he rumbled in a deep bass voice.

Vicky coughed, shocked silent by her own visceral reaction to this magnificent example of manhood. Finally, she murmured, “Me, too.”

He smiled a thousand watt smile. His eyes rolled over her, relishing her golden hair, her smooth, pale features, her bare skin of her shoulders and belly and the barely concealed mound of her breasts and her vulva. Vicky shivered. Normally, she hated when men did that. For some reason, Shaquille's mere glance generated different feelings.

“My friend tells me that you appreciated our... art,” he rumbled.

“Your?” she asked. Then: “Oh!” 

He glanced at Keisha and grinned. “Indeed.”

“Those were amazing pictures,” Vicky blurted. She covered her mouth with her hand. Why had she said that to this man? She was going to be married in only a few hours, for god's sake!

Keisha grabbed her hand and squeezed it. “Vicky was very much struck by what we were doing in the pictures.”

“Did you show her the video?” he rumbled.

Keisha shook her head. “Didn't have a chance,” she said. “We got... distracted.”

Shaquille folded himself into one of the chairs. He leaned back and crossed his legs. He propped his chin in his hand. “Show
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