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Breeding the Bride
Chapter 1: The Innocent Bride and the Cunning Janitor
The wedding date was drawing near for the lovely Deanna Williams and her fiancé Drew Hollington. At just 23 years old, Deanna was the picture of youthful innocence—a flawless beauty with long golden blonde hair that cascaded like silk down her back, framing a face of angelic purity with soft pink lips, emerald green eyes, and skin as smooth and white as fresh ivory. Her petite frame stood at 5'3", a trim 115 pounds, with curves that were subtle yet enticing: firm uplifted breasts, a tiny waist, and trim white legs that seemed to go on forever. She was every man's dream, the epitome of the pure white bride, dressed in white on her special day, symbolizing her untouched virtue.
Deanna's Uncle Jim, a professional photographer, had offered to capture the bridal portraits for his favorite niece. To avoid rushing on the actual wedding day, he suggested doing the shoot a few days early, on a Monday evening at the quiet old church where the ceremony would take place. Deanna had visited the church weeks ahead to arrange it all. The priest and secretary were accommodating, confirming the church would be empty and available that evening. It was then that she was introduced to the elderly black janitor who would let her in—Ike Tarver, a withered old man of 70 years, with leathery black skin, graying hair, and a stooped frame from decades of hard labor.
Ike shook Deanna's soft petite hand, his rough black palm lingering just a moment too long, feeling the delicate whiteness against his calloused darkness. His old black cock gave a forbidden twitch in his pants at the touch of such a soft, pretty white hand. In all his 70 years, Ike had never laid eyes on a beauty quite like this young white girl—so fresh, so virginal, with that golden fleece he could only imagine hidden beneath her proper skirt. "God," he thought to himself, his mind flooding with unholy desires, "I'd give anything to get between those sweet white thighs, to ruin this innocent little white bitch with my thick old nigger cock, maybe even breed her with a black baby." But Ike was no fool; he knew a beauty like this would never glance twice at an old black janitor like him. Prostitutes had laughed him off years ago, leaving him to his hand for relief these past decades. His once-proud 10-inch monster had shrunk with age, but it could still harden to a veiny 8 inches, throbbing at the mere thought of defiling pure white flesh.
Deanna blushed when Ike commented on how young she looked, almost like a teenager, and she politely corrected him that she was indeed 23. She felt a slight unease at his gaze, those dark eyes seeming to strip her bare, but she dismissed it—this was a holy church, after all, and he was just an old man doing his job.
For the next two weeks, Ike lay in his dingy bed each night, stroking his shriveled black cock to visions of the beautiful Deanna. He dreamed of her soft white body writhing under him, her golden hair spread out like a halo as he claimed her purity. His cum would dribble out in thick ropes, not the powerful jets of his youth, but enough to satisfy his taboo lusts.
The Monday evening arrived. Deanna had a busy day showing properties as a real estate agent, closing a big sale that left her exhausted but elated—the commission would help cover wedding costs. She rushed to the church in her professional outfit: a crisp white blazer over an emerald green silk blouse that hugged her firm breasts, a tight white skirt accentuating her trim hips, and white heels that made her ivory legs look endlessly long and inviting.
Ike greeted her at the door with a wide, toothy grin, shaking her hand again, his eyes devouring her from head to toe. Deanna felt that same crawl under her skin, his touch lingering, his gaze too intense, but she smiled politely and hurried to the dressing room to change into her wedding gown. Ike watched her go, stroking the bulge in his pants as he admired those trim white legs. "Damn, what I'd give to spread those sweet thighs and bury my face in that golden pussy," he muttered to himself.
Deanna emerged briefly to grab a coke from the vending machine, sipping it as she finished primping. Soon, her Uncle Jim arrived in his van, unloading equipment with Ike's help. Deanna, now in her stunning white lace wedding gown—pure white symbolizing her innocence, the bodice hugging her uplifted breasts, the skirt flowing down to her white heels—looked like a vision from heaven. The gown was elegant yet revealing in its fit, the lace sheer enough to hint at the flawless ivory skin beneath.
But trouble arose early. As Uncle Jim set up the lights, he realized one of his essential camera bags was missing. "Honey, I'm so sorry," he said to Deanna. "I must have left it at the studio. I'll zip back and grab it—shouldn't take more than 40 minutes round trip. You just relax here, maybe practice some poses. Ike can keep an eye on things."
Deanna sighed, a bit disappointed but understanding. "Okay, Uncle Jim. I'll wait." As her uncle drove off, promising to call when he was on his way back, Deanna felt the day's exhaustion catch up to her. She sat in one of the pews, sipping the last of her coke, her head feeling a touch light from fatigue. The church was silent, empty save for her and the old janitor shuffling about.
Ike saw his opportunity—the trickery he'd been plotting in his dirty mind. He approached the beautiful bride-to-be with a concerned look. "Miss Deanna, you look mighty tired from your long day. All that runnin' around sellin' houses... a pretty young thing like you shouldn't be so stressed before her big day."
Deanna smiled weakly, her golden hair framing her face under the veil she'd just placed. "Thank you, Ike. It has been a long day, but I'm okay."
Ike shuffled closer, his dark eyes gleaming. "You know, miss, I've been workin' in churches like this for decades. Seen lots of brides come through, all nervous and tense. A beautiful white girl like you, gettin' married to a fine young man... you deserve to be relaxed, feelin' good on your wedding night."
Deanna blushed at his words, shifting in the pew. "I'm a bit nervous, I suppose. Drew and I... well, we've waited, you know. For marriage."
Ike's cock twitched hard at that revelation—this innocent white beauty was a virgin, her precious treasure untouched! "Oh, miss, that's beautiful. Pure as the driven snow. But a lot of brides get all worked up, worryin' if they'll please their man proper. I knew a few... helped 'em relax with a little old-fashioned massage. Nothin' improper, just easin' the tension in them shoulders and back."
Deanna hesitated, her emerald eyes meeting his dark ones. She felt reluctant—this old black man touching her? In her wedding gown? But he seemed harmless, wise even, and the church felt safe. Plus, her shoulders did ache terribly. "I... I don't know, Ike. That might not be appropriate."
"Aw, miss, it's just like a father helpin' his daughter. Ain't nothin' sexual 'bout it. Just relaxin' you so you can pose pretty for them photos. Your uncle'll be back soon, and you'll feel like a new woman." Ike's voice was soothing, cunning, laced with lies—he'd massage her alright, but with every intention of awakening those unholy desires, tricking this reluctant white beauty into surrendering inch by inch.
Deanna bit her soft pink lip, her innocence warring with her fatigue. "Well... maybe just my shoulders. Nothing more."
Ike grinned inwardly, his old black cock hardening in his pants. "Yes'm, just the shoulders." He moved behind her in the pew, his rough black hands gently placing on her ivory shoulders over the lace gown. Deanna tensed at first, the contrast stark—his dark, wrinkled fingers against her pure white lace—but his touch was surprisingly gentle, kneading the knots with surprising skill.
"Oh... that does feel good," Deanna admitted reluctantly, her head tilting forward as he worked deeper.
"See, miss? Told ya. A beauty like you, with skin so soft and white... you carry too much tension. Let old Ike take care of it." His hands moved lower, along her back, pressing through the gown. Deanna felt a strange warmth building, reluctant but not stopping him. His compliments flowed: "Such a pretty white bride... golden hair like an angel... your man gonna be the luckiest fella alive."
Emboldened, Ike's hands slid to her arms, then back up to her neck, thumbs brushing her sensitive skin. Deanna's breathing deepened, a forbidden tingle stirring between her trim white thighs. "Ike... maybe that's enough..."
But Ike pressed on with his trickery. "Just a bit more, miss. Lie back a little—let me get them lower back muscles. Brides always tight there from worryin' 'bout pleasin' their husbands." He guided her gently to lean against the pew, his hands now venturing under the gown's back opening, touching bare ivory skin for the first time.
Deanna gasped softly, reluctance flooding her, but the sensation was electric—his warm black hands on her cool white flesh. "I... this feels wrong, Ike. We should stop."
"Ain't wrong, miss. Just relaxin'. Feel how good it is?" His fingers traced her spine, dipping lower to the small of her back, inches from her lacy white panties. Ike's cock throbbed painfully now, drooling precum at the thought of this innocent white bride melting under his touch.
Deanna's mind raced—she knew she should stop, but the trickery worked; his words made it seem innocent, helpful. Her body betrayed her, nipples hardening under the gown, a slick warmth gathering in her virgin slit beneath the soft golden fleece.
As Ike's hands grew bolder, sliding to her sides, brushing the edges of her firm breasts, Deanna whimpered reluctantly, her emerald eyes closing in confused surrender. The cunning old janitor smiled, knowing this was just the beginning of corrupting the pure white bride...
Chapter 2: Awakening Forbidden Warmth
Deanna's mind swirled in a haze of confusion and unwelcome sensation as Ike's rough black hands continued their insidious work. The old janitor's fingers, dark and calloused from years of toil, traced slow, deliberate circles along the delicate ivory skin of her back, dipping ever lower beneath the lace of her pure white wedding gown. She sat there in the dimly lit pew, her golden blonde hair spilling out from under the veil like a cascade of sunlight, her emerald green eyes half-closed in reluctant surrender to the soothing pressure. "Ike... please," she whispered softly, her voice trembling with hesitation, "this is going too far. My uncle will be back soon."
But Ike's cunning voice murmured in her ear, low and reassuring, laced with that folksy wisdom he'd perfected over decades of manipulating situations to his advantage. "Aw, now, Miss Deanna, don't you worry 'bout a thing. Old Ike knows what he's doin'. Brides like you—pretty young white things, all pure and innocent—y'all get so knotted up inside 'fore the big night. That tension down in your lower back, it spreads everywhere if you don't let it out. Just relax, let me ease it proper. Ain't nothin' but helpin' you feel good for your husband."
His words were trickery pure and simple, wrapped in concern, preying on her innocence and her desire to be the perfect bride for Drew. Deanna bit her soft pink lip, her flawless white cheeks flushing with a mix of embarrassment and that strange, building warmth she couldn't quite name. She was a virgin, after all—her precious treasure guarded closely, saved for marriage like a sacred vow. Drew had been respectful, their touches limited to chaste kisses and hand-holding. This... this was different. The contrast of Ike's dark, wrinkled hands against her smooth ivory flesh felt taboo, forbidden, yet his touch was sending little sparks through her body that made her trim white thighs press together instinctively.
Ike sensed her reluctance weakening, that innocent white bride teetering on the edge of something unholy. His old black cock, now fully hardened to its veiny 8 inches, throbbed painfully in his baggy pants, drooling a steady stream of precum at the thought of corrupting this golden-haired beauty. "That's it, miss," he coaxed, his hands sliding further down, thumbs pressing into the dimples at the base of her spine, just above the curve of her firm white ass hidden beneath the gown and her lacy white panties. "Feel how that tension's meltin' away? A beauty like you, with skin so soft and white... you deserve to feel loose and ready."
Deanna let out a soft, involuntary sigh, her head lolling back slightly as his fingers worked magic despite her reservations. "It... it does feel better," she admitted reluctantly, her voice barely above a whisper. The church's silence amplified every sound—the rustle of her wedding gown, the creak of the pew, Ike's heavy breathing as he leaned closer. She felt his warmth behind her, the stark racial contrast making her heart race in ways she didn't understand.
Emboldened by her admission, Ike's trickery deepened. "See? Now, if you let me get to them hips a bit, that'll really loosen you up. Brides always carry worry there—'bout pleasin' their man in bed, makin' sure everything's perfect on the wedding night." He knew exactly what buttons to push, planting seeds of doubt in her pure mind about her inexperience. Drew was a fine young white man, but would he know how to awaken her properly? Ike's mind raced with lustful visions: this innocent white bitch writhing on his thick old nigger cock, her golden fleece soaked with her own juices as he bred her deep.
Deanna hesitated, her emerald eyes fluttering open to glance around the empty church. "My hips? Ike, that's... that's too intimate. I don't think—"
"Just over the gown, miss," Ike interrupted smoothly, his voice dripping with false innocence. "Nothin' improper. Stand up a spell, let me work 'em proper while you lean on the pew." He guided her gently to her feet, his rough black hands on her tiny waist, feeling the heat of her body through the lace. Deanna complied reluctantly, her white heels clicking on the floor as she bent forward slightly, hands resting on the pew back for support. The position hiked her wedding gown up just a fraction, revealing more of her trim ivory legs, those flawless white thighs that Ike had dreamed of spreading wide.
"Oh, Lord," Ike muttered under his breath, his dark eyes feasting on the sight. This pure white bride, bent over like an offering in her holy gown—his cock twitched violently, straining against his zipper. He placed his hands on her hips, thumbs digging in gently through the fabric, kneading the soft flesh beneath. Deanna gasped, the pressure sending a jolt straight to her virgin slit, where a forbidden slickness was beginning to gather beneath her soft golden fleece.
"That... that's intense," she whimpered, her body trembling. Reluctance flooded her—she knew this was crossing lines, that an old black janitor shouldn't be touching a young white bride like this—but the sensation was overwhelming, chasing away her exhaustion and replacing it with a throbbing ache she couldn't ignore.
Ike's hands grew bolder with each passing minute, sliding from her hips to the sides of her trim thighs, then back up, brushing the undersides of her firm uplifted breasts as they hung slightly in the bodice. "Mmm, miss, you got such a fine figure. Them legs so long and white... hips made for... well, for makin' your man happy." His words were laced with double meaning, tricking her into accepting more.
Deanna's breathing quickened, her nipples hardening into stiff peaks against the lace, visible even through the gown. "Ike, your hands... they're wandering too much." But her protest was weak, her body betraying her as she arched slightly into his touch.
"Just easin' all the knots, pretty white thing," Ike murmured, one hand venturing to her inner thigh now, rough black fingers tracing upward slowly, inches from her lacy panties. The contrast was electric—his dark skin against her ivory thigh, sending shivers through her. Deanna's mind screamed to stop, but the trickery held her: it felt so good, so relieving, and he made it seem like harmless advice from an old man.
As his fingers brushed the edge of her panties, feeling the soft golden curls peeking out, Deanna moaned softly despite herself, her reluctance cracking further. A damp spot formed on the lace, her virgin pussy weeping with unwanted arousal. Ike inhaled deeply, smelling her sweet musk, his old black cock drooling more precum as he imagined burying his face there, tonguing that golden fleece until she begged.
"Feel that warmth buildin', miss?" Ike whispered cunningly. "That's your body lettin' go. Let old Ike help you all the way... turn around now, sit back down. I can massage them pretty white shoulders again, maybe work down to your front a bit—ease that chest tension brides get from nerves."
Deanna turned slowly, her emerald eyes meeting his dark, lust-filled gaze. She sat, legs pressed tightly together, but Ike knelt before her, his withered black frame between her white heels. His hands returned to her shoulders, then slid down, cupping the sides of her firm breasts through the gown. "Oh God, Ike... no," she whispered reluctantly, but didn't pull away as his thumbs brushed her hardened nipples.
"That's it, innocent white bride," Ike thought triumphantly, his cock aching to claim her. "Just a little more trickery, and you'll be meltin' for this old nigger's touch." The massage continued, building that forbidden warmth higher, Deanna's whimpers growing softer, more needy, as the cunning janitor inched her closer to surrender...
Chapter 3: Surrendering to the Forbidden Touch
Deanna's body trembled like a leaf in the dim glow of the church's stained-glass windows, her pure white wedding gown a stark symbol of the innocence she was slowly, reluctantly losing to the cunning touch of the old black janitor kneeling before her. Ike's rough, dark hands cupped the sides of her firm uplifted breasts through the delicate lace bodice, his thumbs deliberately circling the hardened peaks of her pink nipples, sending jolts of unwelcome pleasure straight to the aching core between her trim white thighs. Her emerald green eyes were wide with confusion and shame, golden blonde hair tousled beneath the veil, soft pink lips parted in soft, breathless whimpers. "Ike... oh God, we can't... this is wrong," she murmured, her voice weak with reluctance, even as her body arched involuntarily into his grasp.
Ike's dark eyes gleamed with triumphant lust, his withered black face inches from her flawless ivory cleavage, inhaling the sweet, innocent scent of her skin mixed with the faint musk of her growing arousal. His old black cock, that veiny 8-inch monster hardened with decades of pent-up taboo desire, strained against his pants, drooling thick precum at the feel of this beautiful white bride's perfect tits in his rough palms. "Shhh, now, Miss Deanna," he coaxed in that low, soothing drawl, his trickery weaving tighter around her innocent mind. "Ain't nothin' wrong 'bout feelin' good. Brides get all tense here in the chest—worried 'bout how their man gonna react to these pretty things on the wedding night. Old Ike's just helpin' you relax 'em, make 'em sensitive so your husband gets the full treat. You want to please him proper, don't ya? Be the best wife a fine young white man could ask for?"
His words preyed on her deepest insecurities—her virginity making her fear inadequacy, her desire to be perfect for Drew twisting into permission for this unholy massage. Deanna nodded faintly, biting her lip harder, tears of reluctance pricking her eyes even as her nipples throbbed under his expert touch. "Y-yes... I do want to please him," she admitted softly, her voice trembling. The contrast burned into her senses: those dark, wrinkled fingers pinching and rolling her stiff pink buds through the white lace, defiling the purity of her gown with every squeeze.
"That's my good girl," Ike murmured, his grin hidden as he leaned closer, his hot breath on her cleavage. Emboldened, he slipped one hand inside the bodice's low neckline, rough black skin finally meeting bare ivory breast for the first time. Deanna gasped sharply, her petite frame shuddering, but she didn't pull away—his trickery holding her frozen in reluctant surrender. His calloused palm engulfed her firm mound, thumb flicking the sensitive nipple directly now, while his other hand mirrored the motion on the opposite side, pushing the lace down to expose both perfect white tits to the cool church air.
"Oh... Ike, please... someone could see," Deanna whimpered, glancing toward the doors, her golden fleece dampening further beneath her lacy white panties as forbidden heat pooled in her virgin slit. But the church was empty, silent save for her soft moans and Ike's heavy breathing.
"Ain't nobody comin', pretty white bride," Ike assured her cunningly, his free hand sliding down her gown to rest on her trim white thigh, squeezing the soft flesh. "Your uncle called—he's runnin' a bit late, traffic or somethin'. We got time. Let old Ike make these beautiful tits feel real good. Look how hard them pink nipples gettin'... that's your body tellin' you it needs this." He pinched one firmly, rolling it between his dark fingers, watching her flawless white skin flush pink with arousal.
Deanna's head fell back against the pew, a reluctant moan escaping her soft lips as waves of pleasure crashed through her untouched body. She'd never felt anything like this—Drew's kisses were gentle, chaste—but Ike's rough touch was awakening something deep and taboo inside her. Her trim thighs parted slightly without thinking, the wedding gown riding up to reveal more ivory skin. Ike's eyes dropped to the glimpse of her lacy white panties, the soft golden curls peeking through the sheer fabric, a damp spot darkening the crotch.
"See? Your pretty little body's respondin' already," Ike whispered, his hand on her thigh sliding higher, rough fingers tracing the sensitive inner skin. "Brides get tension lower down too—all that worry 'bout the wedding night, wonderin' if it'll hurt or feel good. I can ease that too, miss. Just a little massage down there, over your pretty panties. Nothin' more'n that. Help you get used to bein' touched so it don't scare ya with your husband."
Deanna's emerald eyes snapped open, reluctance surging anew. "Down there? No, Ike... that's too much. I'm saving that for Drew. For our wedding night." But even as she protested, her hips shifted restlessly, the ache in her virgin pussy growing unbearable.
Ike's trickery flowed like honey. "Aw, miss, I know you're pure—savvin' that sweet treasure for your man. That's beautiful. I'm just helpin' prepare it, make it relaxed and wet like it's s'posed to be. Lots of brides I knew were dry and scared their first time—made it hurt bad. You don't want that, do ya? Want it to be perfect, slidin' easy for him?" He pressed his case, hand inching closer, brushing the edge of her panties.
Deanna hesitated, her innocence warring with the throbbing need his hands had ignited. The idea of pain on her wedding night terrified her more than this old man's touch. "Just... just over the panties?" she whispered reluctantly, her voice barely audible.
"Yes'm, just over 'em," Ike lied smoothly, knowing one step would lead to the next. His rough black hand cupped her mound gently through the lace, feeling the heat radiating from her golden-fleeced slit. Deanna cried out softly, her trim white thighs clamping around his wrist instinctively, but not pushing him away.
"Oh Lord... that feels..." she trailed off, moaning as his fingers began to rub slow circles over her damp panties, pressing the lace against her swollen pink lips. The contrast was intoxicating—his dark hand defiling the pure white fabric covering her most sacred place.
"Feels good, don't it, innocent white bride?" Ike growled softly, his cock throbbing as he felt her juices soaking through. He traced the outline of her virgin slit, thumb finding the hard little nub of her clit and circling it relentlessly. Deanna's hips bucked reluctantly, her firm white tits heaving with each pant, nipples stiff and begging for more attention.
"Ike... it's too intense... I feel like I'm going to..." Deanna whimpered, her body betraying her completely now, grinding against his hand despite her shame.
"Let it build, miss," Ike coaxed, slipping his other hand back to pinch her nipples while his fingers worked faster over her panties. "This is what your body needs—gettin' all slick and ready. Imagine your husband's cock slidin' in easy 'cause old Ike helped ya."
The taboo words sent Deanna over the edge. With a muffled cry, her petite frame convulsed, virgin juices flooding her panties as her first orgasm ripped through her. Ike watched in lustful awe, feeling her golden fleece soaked beneath his touch, her pure white body surrendering to the cunning black janitor's trickery.
As she came down, panting and flushed, Ike withdrew his hand slowly, bringing his glistening dark fingers to his nose, inhaling her sweet musk deeply. "Mmm, that's my pretty white girl," he murmured. "But we ain't done yet—tension's still there. Let me taste a little, help clean ya up and relax ya more. Just pull them panties aside..."
Deanna's emerald eyes met his, reluctance flickering once more, but the afterglow and his silver tongue held her captive. The corruption deepened, inch by reluctant inch, as the old black janitor prepared to bury his face in the innocent bride's golden treasure...
Chapter 4: The Taste of Innocence Defiled
Deanna sat there in the pew, her pure white wedding gown disheveled and hiked up around her trim white thighs, the lace bodice pulled down to expose her firm uplifted breasts with their stiff pink nipples still glistening from Ike's earlier attentions. Her emerald green eyes were glazed with the aftershocks of her first-ever orgasm, that forbidden explosion of pleasure that had ripped through her virgin body like a storm, leaving her flawless ivory skin flushed pink and her soft pink lips parted in ragged breaths. Golden blonde hair clung damply to her forehead beneath the veil, and between her parted thighs, her lacy white panties were soaked through, clinging transparently to the soft golden fleece that guarded her untouched slit. She felt shame burning in her chest—this was a holy church, she was an innocent white bride saving herself for Drew—but the throbbing ache in her core wouldn't fade, and Ike's dark, cunning eyes held her trapped.
The old black janitor knelt between her white heels, his withered face inches from her mound, inhaling deeply the sweet, musky scent of her virgin juices that wafted up like an unholy offering. His rough black hands rested on her ivory thighs, thumbs stroking the sensitive inner skin, feeling the tremble in her petite frame. Ike's old black cock throbbed mercilessly in his pants, that veiny 8-inch shaft drooling thick ropes of precum as he stared at the damp lace covering this beautiful white bitch's golden treasure. In his dirty mind, visions flashed: burying his thick nigger meat deep in her tight pink hole, ruining her purity, flooding her womb with black seed until she swelled with his baby. But he was patient, cunning—he'd trick this reluctant white beauty step by step until she begged for it.
"Miss Deanna," Ike murmured softly, his voice thick with lust disguised as concern, "you came real nice there, didn't ya? Body let go just like it needed. But I can smell how wet you still are... that pretty little pussy's still tense, leakin' all them sweet juices. A bride's supposed to be slick and ready for her man, but sometimes it takes more'n a rub to get it fully relaxed. Let old Ike taste ya a bit—clean up that mess with my tongue. It'll soothe ya deeper'n fingers ever could. Make sure you're all prepared for your wedding night, so it slides in easy and feels like heaven for your husband."
Deanna's emerald eyes widened in shock, fresh reluctance flooding her as she shook her head weakly, golden hair swaying. "Taste me? Ike, no... that's disgusting. That's for... for married people. Oral like that—it's sinful. I can't let you put your mouth there." Her voice trembled, but her trim thighs didn't close fully, the ache betraying her words. She'd heard whispers from friends about such acts, but always dismissed them as dirty, something no proper white girl would do—especially not with an old black man in a church.
Ike's dark hands squeezed her thighs gently, spreading them a fraction wider, the contrast stark—his leathery black skin against her smooth ivory flesh. "Aw, pretty white bride, it ain't sinful if it's helpin' ya. Lots of folks do it to relax—makes the woman all loose and happy inside. Your husband's gonna want to taste this sweet golden pussy on your honeymoon, ain't he? Better you get used to it now, feel how good a tongue can make ya. Old Ike's just preparin' ya, nothin' more. Pull them panties aside for me, miss... let me show ya."
His trickery wormed into her innocent mind, preying on her fears of disappointing Drew, her desire to be the perfect wife. Deanna hesitated, biting her soft pink lip until it turned white, tears welling in her eyes. "Just... just a little taste? To help me relax?" she whispered reluctantly, her petite hand trembling as it reached down, fingers hooking the soaked lace crotch of her panties and pulling it aside.
Ike's breath caught at the sight revealed—this innocent white bride's virgin pussy, flawless pink lips puffy and glistening with her juices, framed by a soft bush of golden curls matted with arousal. Her tight little slit wept openly now, a trickle of clear nectar dripping down toward her pink asshole. "God damn," Ike thought, his cock twitching violently, "this pure white bitch got the prettiest golden-fleeced cunt I ever seen. Gonna ruin it slow."
"Yes'm, just a taste," Ike lied smoothly, leaning in until his hot breath teased her exposed folds. Deanna gasped, her firm white tits heaving as she gripped the pew edge. Then his rough black tongue flicked out, lapping broadly from the bottom of her slit up to her swollen clit, gathering her sweet juices like nectar.
"Ohhh... Ike!" Deanna cried out softly, her body jolting at the electric sensation. It was nothing like his fingers—warm, wet, insistent. His dark face buried deeper between her trim white thighs, nose nuzzling her golden fleece as his tongue delved in, spearing her virgin hole gently before swirling around her pink lips.
"Mmm, taste so sweet, innocent white girl," Ike groaned against her flesh, the vibrations sending shivers through her. His rough hands held her thighs spread wide, thumbs pulling her pink lips apart to expose more of her slick interior. He lapped hungrily now, tongue fucking her shallowly, then sucking her clit between his withered black lips, flicking it relentlessly.
Deanna's reluctance melted under the onslaught, her head thrown back, golden hair spilling over the pew as moans escaped despite her shame. "It's... it's too much... feels so dirty but... oh God, don't stop," she whimpered, hips bucking reluctantly toward his mouth. The taboo contrast overwhelmed her senses— this old black janitor's dark head between her pure white thighs, defiling her most sacred place with his eager tongue in the house of God.
Ike feasted like a starving man, slurping her juices noisily, his tongue tracing every fold, dipping into her tight hole to taste her virgin depths. He sucked her golden curls into his mouth, tugging gently, then returned to her clit, circling and flicking until her petite frame shook. "That's it, pretty white bride," he murmured between licks, "let that tension out. Your pussy's gettin' nicer and slicker... gonna make your man so happy when he eats this on your wedding night."
The words pushed her higher, tricking her into surrender. Deanna's hands moved without thinking, one cupping her exposed breast, pinching her own nipple, the other tangling in Ike's graying hair, pulling him closer despite herself. "Ike... something's building again... deeper this time," she moaned, her ivory legs wrapping around his withered black shoulders.
Ike grinned inwardly, doubling his efforts—tongue lashing her clit while two rough black fingers slid into her soaked slit, curling gently to stroke that hidden spot inside her virgin walls. Deanna screamed softly, her body convulsing as a second, more powerful orgasm crashed over her, juices squirting lightly onto Ike's dark face as he drank them greedily.
He didn't stop there, licking her through the waves, then gentler as she came down, cleaning every drop from her pink lips and golden fleece. Deanna panted, body limp and glowing, reluctance drowned in bliss. But Ike's cock ached unbearably now, the bulge obvious in his pants as he rose to his knees.
"See what you do to an old man, miss?" Ike said cunningly, taking her soft white hand and guiding it to the hard ridge. "All that tastin' got me hard as iron. A bride should know what a man's cock feels like—get used to touchin' it so you ain't scared on your wedding night. Just feel it over my pants... help old Ike out a little, like I helped you."
Deanna's emerald eyes dropped to the massive bulge, reluctance flickering anew as her fingers brushed the heat through the fabric. It was so big, throbbing under her touch—nothing like what she'd imagined Drew's would be. "Ike... I shouldn't... but... it does feel huge," she whispered, her hand squeezing tentatively as his trickery pulled her deeper into the unholy web.
The cunning janitor groaned, thrusting lightly into her palm, knowing the innocent white bride was inches from stroking his thick old nigger cock for real...
Chapter 5: The Innocent Hand on Forbidden Flesh
Deanna's petite white hand trembled against the massive bulge in Ike's baggy pants, her emerald green eyes locked on the throbbing ridge beneath the fabric as if mesmerized by something both terrifying and magnetic. The church's hushed sanctity pressed in around them, amplifying every ragged breath, every rustle of her disheveled white wedding gown bunched around her waist. Her firm uplifted breasts remained exposed, pink nipples still stiff and glistening from earlier attentions, heaving with each pant. Between her spread ivory thighs, her lacy white panties—crooked to the side—clung damply to her golden-fleeced mound, her virgin slit puffy and glistening from Ike's thorough tonguing. Shame burned in her flawless white cheeks, yet the lingering pulses of her second orgasm kept her body humming, reluctant but unable to pull away.
Ike knelt between her white heels, his withered black face shiny with her juices, dark eyes gleaming with predatory cunning as he watched this pure white bride tentatively squeeze his hardness. His old black cock—veiny, thick, and straining at 8 full inches—twitched eagerly under her soft palm, drooling more thick precum into his underwear. Decades of pent-up lust for white women like this golden-haired beauty roared inside him: visions of her soft pink lips stretched around his nigger meat, her tight virgin hole ruined forever by his girth, her flat white belly swollen with his black baby. But he played it slow, his trickery a velvet trap. "That's it, Miss Deanna," he murmured low and soothing, his rough black hand covering her petite white one, guiding it to stroke slowly along the length. "Just feel what a real hard cock do when a pretty woman excites it. Your sweet taste got old Ike all worked up—ain't your fault, it's natural. A bride needs to know how to handle this, calm a man down so he's gentle on the wedding night."
Deanna's soft pink lips parted in a shaky exhale, her fingers tracing the outline reluctantly—the sheer size of him dwarfing anything she'd innocently imagined about Drew. It felt burning hot even through the fabric, pulsing like a living thing against her palm. "It's... it's so big, Ike," she whispered, voice laced with reluctant awe and fear. "Drew's can't be this... thick. I don't know if I could even..." She trailed off, cheeks flaming, but her hand didn't stop moving under his guidance, squeezing experimentally as curiosity warred with her innocence.
Ike groaned softly, thrusting gently into her grip, the contrast intoxicating—her delicate white fingers stroking his concealed black monster in the house of God. "Mmm, see how it jumps for you, pretty white bride? That's 'cause you're so damn beautiful—golden hair, skin like ivory, that sweet virgin pussy tastin' like honey. Your man gonna be rock hard on your wedding night, maybe too excited to control himself. You stroke him nice and slow like this, over his pants first, he'll calm down, last longer for ya. Make it perfect instead of rushed and painful."
His words sank into her reluctant mind like hooks, preying on her deepest worry: that her inexperience would disappoint Drew, that pain would overshadow pleasure. Deanna nodded faintly, golden strands falling across her flushed face as her hand moved on its own now, stroking the full length from base to swollen head. "Just... just to practice? So I know how?" she asked softly, seeking reassurance even as forbidden heat rebuilt between her trim thighs.
"Yes'm, just practice," Ike lied smoothly, his free hand sliding up her ivory thigh to tease her damp golden curls again, keeping her arousal simmering. "Feel how thick it gets? That's what a woman's beauty does. You keep goin', miss—maybe unzip me a bit, feel it through my underwear. Get used to the heat, the shape. Ain't nothin' wrong with learnin' on an old man 'fore your big night."
Deanna hesitated, emerald eyes flicking to the church doors, heart pounding at the taboo line she was crossing—an innocent white bride touching an old black janitor's cock in her wedding gown. But his trickery held firm, framing it as helpful, necessary. With trembling fingers, she reached for his zipper, pulling it down slowly. The sound echoed obscenely in the silence. Ike's baggy pants parted, revealing stained white underwear bulging obscenely, a wet spot at the tip where his precum had soaked through.
"Oh God," Deanna breathed, staring as her soft white hand slipped inside the fly, fingers brushing the hot, veiny shaft through thin cotton. It throbbed violently at her touch, the head flaring, more precum oozing. Ike groaned louder, guiding her hand to wrap around it properly now, stroking up and down the clothed length.
"Damn, pretty white girl... your hand feels like silk on this old nigger cock," he muttered, too lost in lust to filter his words. Deanna's eyes widened at the slur, a jolt of shock mixing with the taboo thrill, but she didn't stop—her innocence twisting the word into something raw and exciting rather than offensive in her haze.
"Take it out, miss," Ike coaxed cunningly, fingers dipping shallowly into her slick pink folds again to keep her pliant. "Feel the real thing—skin on skin. Brides need to know how hot and hard it gets, how the head leaks when excited. Stroke it proper, make it spit a little, and it'll teach ya how to calm your husband down."
Reluctance flickered in her emerald eyes, tears threatening, but the ache in her virgin slit and his silver tongue won out. Deanna's petite fingers delved into his underwear, pulling out the thick black shaft inch by veiny inch. It sprang free, dark and menacing against her flawless white skin—ebony black, ridged with veins, the swollen purple-black head drooling a thick string of precum that dangled toward her gown.
Deanna gasped audibly, staring at the contrast: her soft white hand barely able to wrap around the girth, stroking slowly along the dark length, feeling every vein pulse. "It's... it's huge, Ike. So dark and thick... the head's all wet," she whispered in reluctant fascination, thumb brushing the slick crown, smearing the precum.
Ike's withered hips bucked, groaning deep as this pure white bride jerked his old nigger cock for the first time. "Yesss, stroke it nice, innocent white bitch... up and down, twist at the head. Feel how it throbs for you? That's all 'cause of your pretty golden pussy, your firm white tits." His rough black hand pumped two fingers into her now, curling to hit that spot again while his thumb circled her clit.
Deanna moaned despite herself, her hand speeding up on his shaft, watching in taboo awe as more thick precum bubbled out, coating her white fingers. The church filled with wet sounds—her slick pussy taking his fingers, her hand slicking his black cock. "Ike... it's leaking so much... is that normal?" she asked breathlessly, reluctance fading as arousal took over.
"Real normal when a man's excited by a beauty like you," Ike growled, thrusting into her grip. "Keep goin', miss—make it spit all the way. Practice milkin' it so you know how to finish your husband proper, leave him satisfied."
Her golden head nodded, hand pumping faster now, the contrast obscene: pure white fingers flying along veiny black meat, precum stringing between them. Ike's free hand mauled her exposed white breast, pinching the pink nipple hard. Deanna's hips ground against his invading fingers, another orgasm building as she jerked him relentlessly.
With a guttural groan, Ike erupted—thick ropes of nigger cum shooting from his purple-black head, splattering her white gown, her ivory thighs, even reaching her golden fleece. Deanna cried out in shock and arousal, her own climax hitting as she felt the hot seed mark her purity, her hand milking every drop from his twitching shaft.
Panting, Ike tucked himself away slowly, dark eyes on the cum-streaked bride. "See? You did perfect, miss. But a bride needs to know how to clean a man up too—with her mouth, gentle like. Taste what you made... prepare for when your husband wants it on your wedding night."
Deanna stared at the pearly ropes on her skin and gown, then at his still-hard cock peeking out, reluctance surging but weakened. Her soft pink tongue darted out, tasting a drop from her finger curiously as Ike's trickery pulled her toward the next unholy step...
Chapter 6: The Pure Lips Taste Forbidden Seed
Deanna stared in wide-eyed shock at the thick, pearly ropes of cum splattered across her pure white wedding gown, streaking her flawless ivory thighs and even dotting the soft golden fleece above her swollen pink slit. The hot, sticky seed cooled rapidly against her skin, a stark white-on-white defilement that somehow felt even more taboo than the dark hand that had milked it out. Her petite white hand still gripped Ike's thick black shaft loosely, the veiny monster twitching in aftershocks, the purple-black head glistening with the last drops of his load. Her emerald green eyes flicked from the mess on her body to the old janitor's withered black face, then down to the drop of cum on her finger—the one she'd absently tasted in her post-orgasm haze. It was salty, musky, thick on her tongue, nothing like she'd imagined in her innocent fantasies about married life.
"Ike... you... you came on me," she whispered breathlessly, voice trembling with a mix of reluctance, shame, and lingering arousal. Her firm white breasts heaved with each pant, pink nipples stiff in the cool church air, golden blonde hair disheveled beneath her veil like a fallen angel. Between her trim thighs, her virgin pussy throbbed anew, slick juices mixing with the stray drops of his seed that had reached her golden curls.
Ike groaned low, his dark eyes devouring the sight of this cum-marked white bride—his nigger seed claiming her purity in pearly streaks. His old black cock, still semi-hard and slick from her hand, bobbed heavily, drooling one last bead of cum. "Mmm, yes'm, Miss Deanna... your pretty white hand milked it out so good. Look what you do to an old man—just tastin' your sweet golden pussy and feelin' them soft fingers got me shootin' like a young buck again." He reached down, rough black hand scooping a thick glob from her thigh, bringing it to her soft pink lips. "Taste more, pretty bride. That's what a man's seed tastes like when he's real excited by a beauty like you."
Deanna turned her head away reluctantly, cheeks burning crimson. "No, Ike... it's dirty. I shouldn't have even tasted that little bit. This has gone too far—we have to stop before Uncle Jim gets back." But even as she protested, her body betrayed her; the ache in her virgin slit pulsed, remembering how his fingers and tongue had made her explode twice already.
Ike's cunning grin widened, his trickery sharpening like a blade. He knew this innocent white bitch was teetering—shame warring with curiosity, her desire to be the perfect wife making her vulnerable. "Aw, miss, it ain't dirty—it's natural. Husbands love when their wives clean 'em up after, especially on the honeymoon when things get messy. Lots of brides practice this—takin' it in the mouth gentle-like, swallowin' to show love. Your man Drew gonna want his cock sucked proper, wake up to them soft pink lips wrapped around him. If you ain't used to the taste, the feel, you might gag or pull away—ruin the moment. Old Ike's just helpin' ya learn, so you're confident, make him the happiest husband alive."
His words slithered into her reluctant mind, painting it as dutiful preparation rather than sin. Deanna bit her soft pink lip, emerald eyes dropping back to his thick black shaft—still impressively thick even softening, the dark skin veined and shiny with their mixed fluids. It was so different from what she'd glimpsed in health class diagrams: longer, girthier, the color contrast against her white skin making it look obscene, powerful. "Just... to clean it? And taste what it's like for Drew?" she whispered hesitantly, her petite hand squeezing the base tentatively again, feeling it harden under her touch.
"Yes'm, just cleanin' and learnin'," Ike lied smoothly, his rough black hand guiding her head gently forward, golden hair brushing his thighs. "Lick the head first—taste where it came from. Then take it in your pretty mouth, suck soft like nursin'. It'll get hard again quick 'cause you're so damn beautiful, but that's good—practice on a real man's cock."
Deanna's heart pounded, reluctance flooding her as she leaned in, the musky scent of his cum and her juices filling her nostrils. This was crossing into true defilement—an innocent white bride about to suck an old black janitor's nigger cock in her wedding gown, in a church. But his trickery held: it was for Drew, for her marriage. Her soft pink tongue darted out reluctantly, lapping at the slick purple-black head, gathering a thick mix of residual cum and precum.
"Ohhh, fuck," Ike groaned, his withered hips twitching as her warm tongue swirled experimentally. The contrast seared into him: this pure white bride's angelic face at his crotch, golden hair framing her as she tasted black meat for the first time.
Deanna grimaced at the strong, salty flavor, thicker than the drop on her finger, but she didn't pull away. "It's... strong," she murmured, tongue flicking again, tracing the flared crown, cleaning the slit where more oozed out as he hardened fully once more.
"That's it, pretty white girl... lick all around," Ike coaxed, hand tangling gently in her golden locks. "Now take the head in—suck like a lollipop. Feel how it fills your mouth."
Reluctance made her hesitate, tears pricking her emerald eyes, but curiosity and his words won. Deanna's soft pink lips parted, stretching wide around the thick black head, enveloping it in warm wetness. She suckled tentatively, tongue swirling underneath, tasting every inch as it slid deeper.
Ike's head fell back, groaning deep. "Goddamn... innocent white mouth on nigger cock... suck it, bride. Deeper now—practice takin' more for your husband."
Deanna moaned around him, the vibration making him throb. Her petite white hands gripped the base, stroking what she couldn't fit—barely half his 8 inches—as her head bobbed slowly, reluctantly at first, then with growing rhythm. Saliva mixed with precum drooled down her chin, onto her exposed white breasts, the obscene slurping sounds echoing in the empty church.
"Look at you, pretty thing... golden hair bobbin' on black dick," Ike growled, thrusting gently to meet her. "Your soft pink lips stretched so wide—feels like heaven. Husbands love this—wakin' to a blowjob, cummin' down a wife's throat."
The taboo praise sent forbidden thrills through Deanna; her virgin pussy clenched emptily, juices trickling anew. She sucked harder despite herself, cheeks hollowing, tongue lashing the underside as she took more, gagging softly when the head hit her throat but not stopping—reluctance turning to needy surrender.
Ike's rough black hands held her head now, guiding deeper. "Relax your throat, miss... let it slide in. Practice deepthroatin' so you can take your man's whole load."
Deanna whimpered around his girth, tears streaming as she forced more in, nose burying in his wiry gray pubes, the full 8 inches down her virgin throat. She held there, swallowing around him, then pulled back gasping, strings of saliva connecting her pink lips to his shiny black shaft.
"Fuck yes... good white bride," Ike praised, fucking her mouth steadily now. Her firm tits bounced with each thrust, cum streaks drying on her gown. One of his hands reached down, fingers plunging into her soaked golden slit again, curling to hit her spot while she blew him.
Deanna moaned loudly around his cock, the dual assault building her third orgasm. Her head bobbed faster, hand twisting the base, eager now to taste his release—to "practice" swallowing like a good wife.
With a guttural roar, Ike erupted again—thicker ropes than before blasting down her throat. Deanna choked but swallowed instinctively, the hot nigger cum flooding her mouth, spilling from her lips as she pulled back coughing, more shooting across her angelic face, golden hair, and white veil.
She collapsed back panting, cum dripping from her chin onto her breasts, emerald eyes glazed in shocked bliss. Ike's cock softened slowly, slick with her saliva.
"Perfect, miss... you swallowed like a pro," Ike murmured cunningly, wiping his shaft on her cheek. "But a bride's real preparation is feelin' it inside—gettin' that virgin pussy stretched gentle, so the wedding night ain't painful. Let old Ike slide in just a bit... guide you ready for your husband."
Deanna's cum-smeared lips parted in weak protest, reluctance surging anew even as her thighs parted slightly, golden-fleeced slit weeping for more. The cunning janitor positioned himself, thick black head nudging her pink entrance, the ultimate corruption inches away...
Chapter 7: The Virgin Slit Stretched by Black Meat
Deanna lay back against the pew, her petite white body limp and trembling in the aftermath of swallowing the old black janitor's thick load, her pure white wedding gown a ruined testament to the unholy acts unfolding in the sacred church. Thick ropes of nigger cum streaked her angelic face, dripping from her soft pink lips and chin onto her exposed firm white breasts, where they pooled in the valley between her uplifted mounds. More seed glazed her golden blonde hair and the delicate veil, turning symbols of her innocence into marks of defilement. Her emerald green eyes were half-lidded in a haze of shocked arousal and shame, flawless ivory cheeks flushed deep pink as she tasted the lingering salty musk on her tongue. Between her spread trim thighs, her lacy white panties hung crooked, her golden-fleeced virgin pussy glistening with her own juices and stray drops of his cum, pink lips puffy and begging despite her reluctance.
Ike rose slowly from his knees, his withered black frame towering over the cum-drenched bride, his thick 8-inch nigger cock still semi-hard and slick with her saliva, bobbing heavily as it drooled the last remnants of his eruption. His dark eyes raked over her possessed form—this innocent white bride, marked by his black seed, her golden treasure exposed and weeping for more. In his dirty mind, lust roared: finally claiming this pretty white bitch's virginity, stretching her tight pink hole with his veiny old meat, breeding her deep until her flat white belly swelled with his black baby. But he was cunning, patient—trickery had brought her this far, and it would take her all the way.
"Lord, Miss Deanna," Ike murmured in that low, folksy drawl, rough black hand stroking her golden hair gently, smearing his cum further into the strands. "You took that load like a natural—swallowin' most of it down your pretty throat. Your husband gonna be in heaven on your wedding night, wakin' to them soft pink lips suckin' him dry. But look at you now... all marked up, pussy still throbbin' and wet. That virgin slit needs real preparation, miss. Can't just stop at tastin' and touchin'."
Deanna's emerald eyes fluttered open wider, fresh reluctance surging through her cum-glazed body as she weakly shook her head, golden locks sticking to her messy face. "No, Ike... we can't go further. I've already done too much—touched it, tasted it... but my virginity is for Drew. On our wedding night. This has to stop." Her voice was soft, trembling, but her trim white thighs didn't close fully, the ache in her untouched depths pulsing traitorously.
Ike knelt again between her white heels, his rough black hands sliding up her ivory legs, thumbs tracing the sensitive inner thighs until they brushed her soaked golden curls. He scooped a glob of his cooling cum from her breast, bringing it down to rub gently over her pink clit, mixing his seed with her juices. Deanna gasped, hips twitching reluctantly at the slick sensation. "Aw, pretty white bride, I know you're savin' that precious treasure for your man—that's beautiful, pure as snow. But think 'bout it, miss. Virgins like you, all tight and untouched... first time often hurts bad if the man's too excited, rams in too fast. Your Drew's a young buck—he might not know how to ease in gentle, stretch ya slow. Lots of brides I heard 'bout bled and cried, ruined their honeymoon. You don't want that, do ya? Want it to be perfect, slidin' in smooth and feelin' like ecstasy?"
His trickery wove deeper, preying on her innocence and fears, framing penetration as caring guidance. Deanna bit her cum-smeared lip, tears welling in her emerald eyes as she glanced down at his thickening black shaft—now fully hard again, veiny and menacing, the purple-black head flaring wide. It was so much thicker than she imagined Drew's could be, dark against her pale skin like sin itself. "Just... just to stretch me a little? So it doesn't hurt with Drew?" she whispered reluctantly, her petite body betraying her as her pink lips parted slightly, weeping more nectar.
"Yes'm, just a little," Ike lied with a soothing grin, positioning himself closer, his withered black hips aligning with her spread white ones. He gripped his thick base, rubbing the slick head up and down her golden-fleeced slit, coating it in their mixed fluids. The contrast was obscene: his dark purple-black crown parting her pink folds, nudging her virgin entrance, smearing cum over her clit. "Feel that, innocent white girl? Just the head rubbin'—easin' ya open gentle. Let old Ike slide in an inch or two, stretch that tight ring so your husband fits easy. Nothin' more'n preparation."
Deanna whimpered softly, her firm white tits heaving as the fat head pressed against her untouched hole, stretching the pink opening slightly. It felt enormous, burning hot, the racial taboo sending forbidden shivers through her. "It's too big, Ike... I don't know if it will fit," she moaned reluctantly, hands gripping the pew edges, but her hips tilted up instinctively, seeking more.
"Shhh, it'll fit, pretty thing—your pussy's made for this, all slick from my tongue and fingers," Ike coaxed, pushing forward slowly. The swollen head breached her, popping past the tight virgin ring with a wet schlick, burying the first two inches in her clenching pink walls. Deanna cried out, a mix of sharp stretch and blooming pleasure, her ivory legs wrapping loosely around his withered waist despite herself.
"Oh God... it's in me... your black cock is inside," she gasped in reluctant awe, feeling her pure walls gripped vice-tight around his veiny girth, the contrast overwhelming—dark meat invading white purity.
Ike groaned deep, savoring the heaven of her virgin cunt milking his head, hotter and tighter than any prostitute he'd paid for in his youth. "Yesss, takin' old nigger meat so good, white bride... feel how it stretches ya? Just a bit more now—relax and let it slide." He thrust gently, feeding another three inches into her, half his length now buried, her golden fleece tickling his black shaft.
Deanna's head thrashed, golden hair flying as pain mingled with ecstasy, her pink nipples aching. "It's so deep already... filling me up... but it feels... good," she admitted breathlessly, reluctance cracking as her hips rocked tentatively, taking more.
Encouraged, Ike sank deeper, bottoming out with a grunt—his full 8 inches sheathed in her ruined virginity, balls resting against her pink asshole, pubic bone grinding her clit. "All in, miss... your virgin pussy took every inch of black cock. Look down—see it disappearin' in that golden treasure."
Deanna glanced down through teary emerald eyes, moaning at the sight: his thick black shaft splitting her pink lips wide, stretched obscenely around his darkness, juices coating him shiny. "Oh Lord... it's all inside me... ruining my purity," she whimpered, but her walls clenched hungrily, milking him.
Ike began slow thrusts, pulling out halfway then sliding back in, the wet sounds echoing in the church. "Not ruinin', preparin'... makin' ya ready for your man. Feel how good it glides now? Your pussy's lovin' it, suckin' me deep."
The pleasure built relentlessly, Deanna's reluctance drowning in waves of bliss. Her trim white legs locked tighter around him, heels digging into his black ass as she met his thrusts. "Harder, Ike... stretch me more," she begged despite herself, hands clawing his shoulders.
Ike grinned triumphantly, pounding deeper, his rough black hands mauling her white tits, pinching pink nipples. "That's it, innocent white bitch... ride this old nigger cock. Your tight cunt's milkin' me—gonna flood ya soon, teach ya how it feels inside."
He flipped her over suddenly, bending the cum-streaked bride over the pew, gown hiked up her back as he re-entered from behind, slamming balls-deep. Deanna screamed in pleasure, firm white ass rippling with each thrust, golden hair spilling down as she pushed back greedily.
"Fuck yes... breed this white pussy," Ike growled inwardly, pace quickening, his veiny meat pistoning her slick hole. Her walls spasmed, another orgasm crashing as she wailed, "I'm cumming on your black cock!"
Ike roared, burying deep and erupting—thick hot ropes of nigger cum blasting her virgin womb, flooding her depths until it overflowed, dripping down her ivory thighs mixed with her juices.
They collapsed panting, his softening cock still inside her, cum leaking out around it. "Perfect preparation, miss," Ike murmured cunningly, kissing her neck. "But we gotta do it a few more times—make sure you're fully stretched, maybe try different ways so you're ready for anything on your honeymoon."
Deanna, lost in afterglow, nodded weakly, reluctance gone as addiction took hold. The old janitor's trickery had claimed her completely, with more unholy lessons to come before her uncle returned...
Chapter 8: Deeper Lessons in Marital Bliss
Deanna remained bent over the pew, her petite white body quivering in the dim church light, the pure white wedding gown bunched obscenely around her tiny waist like a surrendered flag of innocence. Thick rivulets of Ike's nigger cum oozed slowly from her freshly deflowered pink slit, trickling down her flawless ivory thighs in pearly trails that mixed with her own slick juices, staining the lacy hem of her gown and pooling on the wooden floor beneath her white heels. Her golden blonde hair hung in sweaty tangles over her cum-streaked face, the veil askew and dotted with dried seed from her earlier blowjob. Her firm uplifted breasts dangled freely, pink nipples swollen and aching from his rough pinches, heaving with each ragged breath as aftershocks rippled through her ruined virgin—no, former virgin—body. The stark contrast burned into her senses: the old black janitor's withered dark frame pressed against her from behind, his thick veiny cock still buried balls-deep in her stretched golden-fleeced pussy, softening slowly but plugging his load inside her womb.
"Oh Ike... you came inside me," Deanna whispered breathlessly, her emerald green eyes wide with a swirling mix of overwhelming pleasure and dawning shame. Her soft pink lips trembled, tasting the lingering salt of his previous eruption. "All that hot seed... deep in me. What if... what if it takes? I'm not on anything—Drew and I were waiting for marriage." Reluctance flooded her voice, her petite hands gripping the pew tighter as reality crashed in—this wasn't just preparation; this was full, raw intercourse with an old black man, his nigger cum flooding her pure white womb in a holy church.
Ike groaned contentedly, his rough black hands squeezing her firm white ass cheeks, spreading them slightly to watch his dark shaft nestled in her pink grip, cum bubbling around the seal. In his lust-fogged mind, the thought of breeding this innocent white bride sent fresh twitches through his cock—knocking her up with a black baby, her flat ivory belly swelling huge, golden hair framing her face as she birthed his bastard while her white fiancé watched unknowingly. "Mmm, yes'm, Miss Deanna... flooded that sweet pussy good. Feels right, don't it? Warm and full, like it's s'posed to be. Husbands shoot inside all the time on the honeymoon—fill their wives up to start a family quick. Your Drew gonna do the same, pump you full night after night. Old Ike just givin' ya a taste of what it's like, so you ain't shocked or scared when he breeds ya proper."
His trickery flowed smooth as ever, twisting the creampie into yet another "lesson," easing her guilt by making it seem normal, even desirable. Deanna whimpered softly, her stretched walls clenching involuntarily around his softening meat, milking out the last drops despite her reluctance. "It... it does feel full. Warm. But we shouldn't have gone all the way, Ike. My purity... it's gone now." Yet even as she protested, her trim white hips shifted back slightly, keeping him inside, the taboo fullness addicting her innocent body.
Ike pulled out slowly with a wet pop, his thick black cock glistening with their mixed fluids, a thick string of cum connecting his purple-black head to her gaping pink hole before snapping. More seed gushed out, splattering her ivory thighs. He turned her gently to face him, his dark eyes locking on her emerald ones as he guided her to sit on the pew again, legs spread wide. "Purity ain't gone, pretty white bride—it's opened up, bloomed like a flower. Look at that golden pussy now... all pink and puffy, leakin' my seed. That's how a woman's s'posed to look after a good fuckin'—ready for more. We gotta practice different ways, miss. Husbands like variety on the honeymoon—missionary, you on top, from behind deeper. If you only know one way, it gets boring quick. Let old Ike teach ya a few positions, make sure you're versatile, keep your man comin' back for more every night."
Deanna hesitated, glancing down at her ruined mound—pink lips reddened and stretched, golden curls matted with cum, his load still dripping from her depths. The sight should have horrified her, but the lingering ache made her thighs part wider reluctantly. "Different positions? Ike, I don't know... we've already done so much. Uncle Jim could be back any minute." But his words planted seeds—her fear of boring Drew, of not being the perfect passionate wife, warring with her shame.
"Ain't done yet, miss," Ike murmured cunningly, stroking his slick black cock back to hardness with one rough hand, the veiny monster swelling to its full 8 inches again, head drooling fresh precum. "Your uncle called earlier—said he's stuck in traffic, gonna be another half hour at least. Plenty of time for one more lesson. Start with you on top—brides need to know how to ride, control the pace so it don't hurt if the man's too deep. Climb on old Ike's lap, pretty thing. Guide it in yourself—feel how you take charge."
Reluctance flickered in her emerald eyes, tears threatening once more, but the throbbing need in her cum-filled pussy won out. Deanna stood shakily on her white heels, gown falling haphazardly as she straddled his withered black lap on the pew, her trim ivory thighs framing his dark ones. The contrast was electric—her flawless white skin against his leathery blackness, her golden fleece hovering over his upright black shaft. With a trembling petite hand, she gripped his thick base, feeling the heat pulse, then lowered herself slowly, the purple-black head parting her pink lips again, sinking inch by veiny inch into her slick, cum-lubed depths.
"Ohhh... it's going in so deep this way," Deanna moaned reluctantly, her firm white tits bouncing as she impaled herself fully, balls-deep once more, his cockhead kissing her cervix. Cum from the previous load squelched out around him, coating his black balls.
"That's it, innocent white bride... ride this old nigger cock," Ike growled softly, rough black hands gripping her tiny waist, thumbs brushing her ivory skin. "Bounce nice and slow—feel how it fills ya different?"
Deanna's golden head fell back, veil dangling as she began to move, hips grinding in circles at first, then lifting and dropping, her pink pussy slurping wetly along his dark length. "It... it hits deeper... rubbing inside me," she whimpered, reluctance fading as pleasure built, her hands bracing on his shoulders for leverage. Faster now, her firm white ass slapping against his black thighs, tits jiggling wildly, pink nipples begging for attention.
Ike mauled them greedily, pinching and twisting the stiff peaks, his withered hips bucking up to meet her. "Fuck yes... pretty white bitch ridin' black meat like a pro. Your golden pussy's grippin' so tight—milkin' me again. Husbands love when wives take control, bounce like this till he explodes inside."
The taboo words fueled her, Deanna riding harder, emerald eyes locked on where their bodies joined—her pink lips stretched obscenely around his thick blackness, juices and cum frothing at the base. "Ike... it's building again... so intense on top," she gasped, grinding her clit against his pubic bone.
"Cum on it, miss... soak this cock," Ike commanded, one hand sliding down to rub her swollen clit while the other slapped her white ass lightly. Deanna screamed softly, her petite frame convulsing as orgasm ripped through her, walls spasming wildly, squirting lightly around his buried shaft.
Ike flipped her mid-climax onto her back on the pew, missionary now, pounding relentlessly—deep, grinding thrusts that stirred his previous load deeper. "One more position, pretty bride—from behind again, but deeper this time. Teach ya how to take it hard like on the honeymoon when he's desperate."
He pulled out, flipping her over roughly but guided, bending her over the pew once more, gown flipped up. His thick black cock slammed back in, balls slapping her clit as he rutted like an animal. Deanna wailed in bliss, pushing back greedily, "Yes... deeper, Ike... practice me hard!"
Ike's pace turned brutal, veiny meat pistoning her pink hole, his rough hands spreading her white ass for deeper angles. "Gonna breed ya again, white bitch... fill that womb till it takes."
With a roar, he erupted—hotter, thicker ropes blasting her depths, overflowing instantly as he ground against her cervix. Deanna came again, milking him dry, body collapsing in exhaustion.
Panting, Ike pulled out, watching his cum pour from her gaping pink slit. "Good lessons, miss... but we can do one more quick—clean me with your mouth again, taste our mix. Then maybe anal tease, so you know if your husband wants—"
Suddenly, the distant sound of a car engine approached the church. Deanna's emerald eyes widened in panic. "Uncle Jim!"
Ike grinned cunningly, tucking away as she scrambled to compose herself, cum still leaking down her thighs. The corruption paused—but far from over...
Chapter 9: Captured in White, Claimed in Secret
The distant crunch of gravel under tires snapped through the church like a thunderclap, yanking Deanna from the hazy bliss of her multiple orgasms. Her emerald green eyes flew open in pure panic, her cum-drenched body jolting upright on the pew. Thick globs of Ike's nigger seed still leaked from her stretched pink slit, soaking her lacy white panties that she'd hastily pulled back into place, the fabric now translucent and clinging obscenely to her golden fleece. Her pure white wedding gown was a disaster—streaked with dried cum on the bodice, damp patches on the skirt from her squirting climaxes, the lace rumpled and twisted from being hiked up repeatedly. Her firm white breasts were barely tucked back into the low neckline, pink nipples still stiff and visible through the sheer fabric, heaving with her frantic breaths. Golden blonde hair hung in sweaty, cum-matted strands around her flushed ivory face, the veil crooked and spotted with pearly drops.
"Ike! Uncle Jim—he's here!" Deanna hissed in terror, her soft pink lips trembling as she scrambled to stand on shaky white heels, legs wobbling from the pounding they'd taken. Cum trickled down her inner thighs, warm and sticky, a constant reminder of how deeply the old black janitor had bred her virgin—no, former virgin—womb twice already.
Ike remained calm, his withered black face split in a cunning grin as he tucked his thick, slick cock back into his pants, zipping up with deliberate slowness. His dark eyes devoured her disheveled beauty one last time—the innocent white bride marked thoroughly by black seed, her golden pussy ruined and leaking his load. "Easy now, Miss Deanna," he murmured soothingly, rough black hands steadying her tiny waist. "We got time. Your uncle's just pullin' up—act natural. Wipe your face quick, fix that veil. Old Ike'll help clean ya up proper."
With surprising speed for his age, Ike grabbed a handkerchief from his pocket—clean, thankfully—and dabbed gently at her cum-streaked cheeks and chin, wiping away the evidence of her throat-fucking. He smoothed her golden hair as best he could, adjusting the veil while his other hand slyly dipped between her thighs, fingers scooping leaking cum from her pink lips and pushing it back inside her, curling deep to stir his seed against her cervix. Deanna gasped softly, reluctance mixing with a forbidden spark of arousal at the intimate touch. "Ike... stop... he'll see," she whispered, but her hips twitched, clenching around his invading black fingers despite the panic.
"Just keepin' it inside, pretty white bride," Ike whispered back cunningly, thumb brushing her swollen clit one last time before withdrawing. "Don't want it drippin' during photos—make ya look all glowy and happy instead." He straightened her gown, pulling the bodice up to hide her stiff nipples, though the damp streaks remained faint but dismissible in the dim light.
The church door creaked open just as they composed themselves, Uncle Jim bustling in with his missing camera bag, apologizing profusely. "Honey, I'm so sorry for the delay—traffic was murder, and I had to double-back. You okay? You look... flushed. Been waiting long?"
Deanna forced a smile, her emerald eyes darting nervously as she sat primly in the pew, thighs pressed tightly together to stem the slow ooze of cum. Her body still hummed with afterglow, skin glowing unnaturally, cheeks pink from orgasms rather than embarrassment. "I'm fine, Uncle Jim. Just... a bit warm in here. Ike was kind enough to keep me company, told me some stories about the church."
Uncle Jim chuckled, setting up his equipment with Ike's help loading tripods and lights. The old black janitor's dark eyes lingered on Deanna whenever her uncle looked away, his cock twitching in his pants at the sight of his cum leaking subtly into her panties. "Yes, sir, your niece is a real beauty—gonna make stunning photos. Pure as an angel in that white gown."
The photo session began, Uncle Jim directing poses: Deanna standing at the altar, golden hair cascading under the veil, hands clasped innocently; sitting in a pew with a serene smile; close-ups of her flawless ivory face and emerald eyes. But every movement reminded her of the corruption—cum squelching inside her with each step, her stretched pink walls aching deliciously, nipples rubbing sensitive against the lace. She felt Ike's dark gaze burning into her, knowing he was imagining his thick black meat buried in her again.
Ike assisted cunningly, adjusting lights or holding reflectors, his rough black hands "accidentally" brushing her trim white thighs or tiny waist as he positioned her. Each touch sent jolts through her, her golden fleece dampening anew despite the risk. "Hold that pose, miss," he'd murmur low when Uncle Jim focused the camera, his fingers grazing her firm white ass under the gown's folds. Deanna bit her soft pink lip, reluctance surging but muffled by the thrill—her body addicted now to the taboo contrast.
"Uncle Jim, maybe some poses with the janitor? For scale, show how grand the church is?" Ike suggested innocently, his trickery planting the idea. Uncle Jim agreed, thinking it folksy—photos of the beautiful white bride beside the stooped old black man, his dark hand on her ivory shoulder, or guiding her arm. The racial contrast stark in the frames: her pure white gown against his worn clothes, golden hair beside his graying head.
Deanna's heart raced at the proximity, feeling his hardness brush her hip discreetly. "You pose real pretty, miss," Ike whispered during one shot, breath hot on her neck. "That golden pussy still full of my seed? Keep clenchin'—hold it in like a good wife."
She whimpered softly, masked as a sigh, her emerald eyes glazing as arousal rebuilt. The session dragged deliciously long—dozens of shots, adjustments, Uncle Jim fussing over lighting. Deanna's glow intensified, her poses becoming subtly more sensual without realizing: hips cocked, breasts thrust forward, lips parted breathlessly.
Finally, Uncle Jim packed up, satisfied. "These are going to be gorgeous, honey. You look radiant—like a bride in love. Must be thinking about Drew." He hugged her goodbye, promising edits soon, and drove off into the evening.
The door closed, leaving silence. Deanna sagged against the altar, legs trembling. "Ike... we almost got caught. This has to end. What we've done... it's wrong. I'm getting married soon."
Ike approached slowly, his withered black frame looming, dark eyes hungry. "Wrong? But look at ya, pretty white bride—glowin' like never before. Your body's tellin' the truth: it needs more lessons. One quick one before you go—teach ya how to take it standin', against the altar. Husbands love quickies in risky places on the honeymoon. Let old Ike breed ya one more time... make sure my seed takes root deep."
Deanna's reluctance wavered, emerald eyes dropping to the bulge in his pants. The ache in her cum-filled womb throbbed, craving fullness again. "Just... one more? Quick?" she whispered, trickery and addiction winning as she backed against the altar, hiking her gown herself.
Ike grinned triumphantly, freeing his thick 8-inch black cock, hard and veiny once more. He lifted her petite frame easily, her white heels wrapping his waist as he slammed in balls-deep, her pink slit swallowing him greedily, old cum lubing the way.
"Oh God... yes, fill me again," Deanna moaned despite herself, golden hair spilling over the altar as he pounded her standing, rough black hands mauling her white tits through the gown.
"Fuck this white pussy... breed it proper," Ike growled, thrusting savagely, the altar shaking. Her walls milked him relentlessly, another orgasm crashing as he erupted—thicker ropes flooding her already-packed womb, overflowing down her thighs.
They parted panting, Ike tucking away as she fixed her gown, cum leaking afresh. "Come back tomorrow, miss—say you need touch-ups. Old Ike got more to teach ya... maybe that tight white ass next, prepare for if your husband wants it."
Deanna nodded weakly, emerald eyes addicted now, driving home with his triple load sloshing inside her. The innocent white bride was fully corrupted, craving the cunning janitor's black meat... with the wedding day approaching fast.
Chapter 10: The Bride's Unholy Vows Eternal
The days blurred into a feverish haze for Deanna after that fateful photo session, her once-pure white world forever stained by the cunning old black janitor's thick seed. She returned to the church the very next afternoon, pretexting "touch-up photos" to her bewildered fiancé Drew over the phone, her voice sweet and innocent even as her golden-fleeced pussy throbbed with anticipation beneath her modest sundress. Ike was waiting, his withered black frame lurking in the shadows of the empty sanctuary, dark eyes gleaming as she slipped inside, locking the door behind her with trembling white hands.
"You came back, pretty white bride," Ike murmured cunningly, his rough black palms already sliding up her trim ivory thighs, hiking the dress to reveal she wore no panties—her pink slit already slick and weeping, golden curls matted with reluctant arousal. "Knew you would. That sweet pussy's addicted now—needs old nigger cock to feel full and right before your big day."
Deanna's emerald eyes fluttered with shame and need, her soft pink lips parting in protest that died unspoken as he bent her over the same pew, freeing his veiny 8-inch black monster and slamming balls-deep in one thrust. "Oh God... yes, Ike... teach me more," she moaned despite herself, her firm white ass rippling as he pounded her from behind, rough hands mauling her uplifted white tits dangling free. Cum from their previous encounters still lingered deep inside her, stirred anew by his pistoning girth, the wet slurps echoing obscenely. He bred her twice that afternoon—once doggy, flooding her womb against the pew, then missionary on the altar steps, her white heels locked around his black waist as she came screaming, milking every thick rope of nigger seed.
The visits became daily secrets. Deanna invented excuses—final fittings, flower arrangements, "quiet prayer time" at the church—to sneak away, her innocent white beauty glowing more radiantly each day from the constant orgasms and creampies. Ike's trickery evolved, always framing it as final preparations: "Husbands love anal on the honeymoon, pretty thing—stretches that tight white ass so you're ready for anything kinky." On the third visit, he claimed her virgin rear, lubed with her own pussy juices and his spit, easing his thick purple-black head past her pink rosebud while she whimpered over the altar rail.
"It's too big... splitting my white ass," Deanna gasped reluctantly, golden hair spilling down her back as he sank inch by veiny inch into her clenching bowels. But the fullness overwhelmed her, pain blooming into taboo ecstasy as he bottomed out, black balls against her dripping pink slit. "Fuck that tight bride ass... gonna breed it too," Ike growled, pounding steadily until she came harder than ever, squirting on the holy floor while he erupted deep in her guts, hot nigger cum flooding her bowels until it leaked out around his shaft.
He took her in every unholy way those final days—standing against the stained-glass windows, her white legs wrapped around his withered hips as light filtered through, casting colors on her ivory skin while he rutted her pink pussy; on her knees in the confessional, sucking his slick black cock clean after anal, swallowing his load like communion; riding him reverse cowgirl in the priest's chair, her firm white tits bouncing as she ground her golden fleece on his base, begging "Deeper, Ike... breed me like Drew never could."
Each session ended with multiple creampies—vaginal, anal, down her throat—his potent old seed packing her womb fuller each time. Ike's dirty mind reveled in it: this flawless white bride, golden-haired angel, now a cum-dump for his nigger cock, her reluctance fully shattered into eager addiction. "Your white fiancé gonna marry a black-bred slut," he'd whisper as he filled her, and Deanna would cum hardest at the taboo truth, her pink walls spasming greedily.
The wedding eve arrived at last. Deanna's rehearsal dinner ended early, her excuses flowing easy as she drove to the church one final time, heart pounding with forbidden thrill. Drew waited at home, oblivious, while his bride-to-be slipped into her pure white wedding gown early—just for Ike. "One last lesson, pretty white bride," Ike coaxed as she emerged from the dressing room, a vision of ivory lace and golden hair, veil in place. "Marryin' tomorrow—need to practice your vows with a real man's cock inside ya."
Deanna's emerald eyes burned with lust, no reluctance left as she hiked her gown herself, bending over the altar where she'd take her holy vows the next day. Ike mounted her from behind, his thick black shaft splitting her soaked pink lips, burying balls-deep in her golden treasure. "Say 'em, miss... say your vows while I breed this white pussy one last time."
Deanna moaned loudly, pushing back as he thrust savagely, the altar shaking. "I... I take you... oh God, deeper... to love and honor... fill me, Ike... in sickness and health... breed your white bride... till death do us part!" Her words twisted into obscenity, climaxing repeatedly as he pounded, rough black hands pinching her pink nipples through the lace bodice.
Ike roared triumphantly, slamming home and erupting—thicker, hotter ropes than ever blasting her cervix, flooding her womb to overflowing, cum gushing down her ivory thighs and staining the pure white gown forever. "Take my black seed, innocent white bitch... carry it down the aisle tomorrow. Maybe swell with my baby while your white husband thinks it's his."
Deanna collapsed on the altar in bliss, golden hair spread like a halo, pink slit gaping and leaking his massive load. She knew it then—the unholy truth. Weeks later, after the wedding where she glowed radiantly in her cum-stained gown (hidden beneath), vowing fidelity to Drew while Ike watched from the shadows stroking his bulge... the test confirmed it. Her flat white belly would soon swell, not with her husband's child, but the old black janitor's black bastard.
Deanna never stopped visiting the church. Drew remained clueless, praising her passion in bed—never knowing it was Ike's lessons, his thick nigger cock that kept her satisfied. The pure white bride had taken her true vows eternally—to the cunning old black janitor's unholy desires, her golden pussy forever claimed, bred, and ruined in secret bliss.


The End















    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Black Demon publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    https://books2read.com/r/B-Y-BAJWF-LIXMJ[image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-Y-BAJWF-LIXMJ

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    

cover.jpeg





d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





