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Prologue

 


Jane bounced up next to
me, and shoved my head down onto the cock that was in my
mouth. She grabbed me by the hair and
pumped it hard against his throbbing flesh. The youngster laughed
at me and shoved his cock in my throat. He took over for her and
pumped my head and mouth and throat against his fuckstick. The
other one continued to finger my pussy. God, what was he waiting
for?

 


"Yeah, that's it," said Jane. "Fuck her
mouth. Fuck it good!"

 


The youngster fiddling with my pussy,
grabbed my far leg, and pulled me over – flipping me onto my belly.
I lost the one in my mouth, but he readjusted his position and soon
I was sucking him again. The other got on the bed and climbed over
me. He laid down, nearly spooning me. I lifted my leg, and I felt
his steel hard cock pressing against my hungry pussy lips. He sunk
his cock deep into me and I came.

 


He could feel the warm wetness flooding over
his cock and he returned the favor by pumping me as hard as he
could. He held my leg up so that he could spoon me and fucked me
deeply. I was moaning and groaning around the cock in my mouth, as
I felt the waves of pleasure pass through my body. I was dripping
with sweat again, and my body was on fire.

 


I bobbed on the cock in my
mouth, stroking the shaft. I took it out of my mouth and rubbed it
all over my face, licking and nibbling on it. I moaned and groaned
as my orgasm was subsiding, and sucked it back in – slathering the
shaft with my tongue.
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I once told you that if
you've never had a black cock in you, you should go and find one
immediately. And to take your time with
it, because it's totally worth it. Allow yourself to enjoy it
through all of your senses. Sight, touch, smell, and taste. And, of
course, sound. That is, the sounds you'll be making when you're
being properly fucked into submission.

 


Maybe you'll recall how I told you that I
grew up in a strict, religious environment – right down to home
schooling, and even going to University online. About how my folks
prearranged my marriage to a nice young man that I didn't even
really know, even after nearly a year of dating. How can you really
"know" someone, if you've never had sex with them? With anyone?

 


Perhaps you remember that my best friend,
and maid of honor, Jane took a few of us out to a male strip club
for my bachelorette party. It was there that I saw my first real,
live penis. A very nice white one. Good and thick, and eight inches
hard. And then I saw my first black one. It was a whole foot long.
Oh, my! Do you remember? I accidentally saw him fucking Jane in the
bathroom handicap stall. Her shaved pussy was stretched wide, and
he was pummeling her into submission, as she moaned and groaned in
ecstasy. It made my pussy so wet, just to see it.

 


I wondered if that would happen with the
"nice" man I was marrying.

 


And then the morning of my wedding. When it
all became too real, and I ran away during the fitting of my dress.
How I stumbled into the teachers lounge of the church's school. And
how there were those three big, black janitors inside. Do you
remember?

 


"Are you okay, miss?" the older one
asked.

 


I was still stunned by the fact that there
were men in the room, so I didn't answer. I looked at the younger
two and noticed they seemed to be staring at me. No, not quite. I
followed their eyes and looked down to see that my dress had
bunched up, and my stockings were exposed, all the way up to the
garters snaps. The top of my outer thigh was exposed to them, as
well. Sheepishly, I pulled my dress down.

 


They were visibly bummed by this. One threw
up his hands and the other made a dismissive gesture, saying "oh,
man. Just when this day was starting to look good."

 


The other interjected. "Are you crazy, man?
We got us a fine ass white girl here. You saw dem legs."

 


The older man got upset with them, turning
to scold them. "Now you boys be cool." He turned back to me. "No
one's going to hurt you, miss."

 


I felt relieved. Then one added "Not unless
you want us to."

 


There was more, but I ran out. I slammed the
door and laid my body against it. There was something about those
three.

 


Something dirty. My mind said walk away, but
my loins cried out something else.

 


Do you remember?

 


I walked back in, and I let all three men
take me. The took my virginity.

 


Orally.

 


Vaginally.

 


And anally.

 


They stuffed me in each hole at the same
time, and fucked me.

 


It was glorious.

 


First one, and then the other youngster
pulled their slick, sex-wet cocks out of me. All that was left was
the older gentleman and me. The orgasm was incredible. But all good
things come to an end.

 


Or do they?

 


As we slowed, I collapsed back onto his
chest and snuggled him. He slowly kept pumping that amazing,
delicious steel-hard black cock into my battered pussy for another
minute or two, sending additional waves of pleasure through my
body. Finally, he seemed to have no more and stopped.

 


We laid there for a couple more minutes,
basking in the glow of our love-making. I righted myself up and
looked at his beautiful, black face. He smiled. I was a woman now.
I had experienced the joy of sex, and regretted a little that I had
not done so earlier. Maybe I could make this work. I smiled back at
him so intensely that I started to giggle. The two youngsters stood
up and cheered. I got a standing ovation! I saw my wedding dress
still draped over the chair. MY WEDDING!

 


I quickly glanced up at the clock. Phew!
Unbelievably, I still had an hour and fifteen minutes. All that had
transpired had done so in only forty-five minutes. I got to
thinking. "I guess you've gotta go and get married now," the
gentleman below me said.
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