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I knew it was a strange idea to marry someone ten years older than me,
but I fell in love with him. Listen, it’s no lie that love is
blind, and I think it’s also deaf and stupid. I knew going into it
that the sex was probably not going to be something memorable, but
I wasn’t entering into the marriage blind. Hell no; I was going
into it with both eyes wide open. Andrew told me several times that
I didn’t have to go through with it, that he would understand if I
decided to pull out of the wedding. I told him there was no way. My
friends didn’t understand. My family didn’t understand. He was
forty. I was thirty. I loved him, period. He was a
multi-millionaire, so there were plenty of folks who thought I was
a gold digger until they found out my last name and realized I was
an heiress worth far more than him. Plenty of people told me I
couldn’t possibly love him.

Nothing
could be further from the truth and I was looking forward to
spending my life with the man I loved. When he admitted to me that
he sometimes had trouble maintaining an erection, I told him we’d
pick up Viagra. When he told me he wasn’t sure if his sex drive
would be enough to keep me satisfied, I told him I was good at
masturbating. I think I eventually convinced him that I could be
happy with him, but he never quite believed that I would be fully
satisfied sexually. I told him that my happiness was assured if he
was by my side, but I couldn’t get that wistful look to leave his
face. Finally, he told me he’d figure a way to keep me satisfied
and we left it at that.

When we
were to marry in three days, I still had a lot to do before the
wedding. Still, when my fiancé insisted, I allowed him to drive me
to a store for a special fitting for my dress. He insisted that his
seamstress would do a better job than any other. He parked the car
and said, “I’ll wait out here and you go get fitted for your dress
and have fun.” There was mischievousness in his voice and a twinkle
in his eye, and I was glad to see anything other than the hopeless
look he had before. I said, “I’ll be back before you know it and
kissed him.” I didn’t understand his fears. He could kiss like no
man I’ve ever known, and by the time he pulled away from me, my
face and chest were flushed pink and my breathing came in small
gasps. I shook my head at him, got out, and stumbled into the
shop.

They all
treated me like royalty and made a fuss over every little thing.
Finally, with a stack of garments, they sent me into a dressing
room. I started with the bridal lingerie, a lovely white corset
with a garter belt and a skimpy thong. I was pulling on stockings
when a petite Asian woman slipped in and smiled at me. She said,
“Andrew asked me to look after you,” and suddenly pulled my face
down to hers for a kiss. It was unexpected and overwhelming. I had
never been with a woman before, and as she used her tongue to
explore my mouth, I felt myself melting. When she broke off the
kiss, I was out of breath, really in total shock. She smiled,
pushed me back onto the bench, and knelt.

I
couldn’t move. I just stared at her as she leaned forward and
pulled my panties to the side. I looked down at her face as it
descended and then her tongue hit my pussy. I gasped. She wriggled
it inside of me, and I realized how beautiful she was. She had jet
black hair that framed her face and near porcelain skin tone. Her
eyes closed as her mouth explored my folds, and I found myself
nearly instantly brought to the verge of climax. My hands seemed to
move of their own accord, and I felt her silky hair in my fingers
before I realized I reached down to her head. One I did, though, I
tightened my grip and pushed myself against her. Her mouth was
better than any man’s. I moaned, and then cut it off when I heard
footsteps outside. It took a great effort of will not to cry
out.

I heard
the footsteps grow distant and concentrated on the sensations
driven through me by that tongue sliding in and out of my wet
folds. When she pulled away, I wanted to weep. She wasn’t stopping,
though. She moved her mouth up to my clit and drove two fingers
deep inside me. As she flicked around my little button, I felt like
I was being driven out of my mind. When she began moving her
fingers and then closed her mouth around my clit and began to suck,
I moaned and came hard. My body shook with the power of it, and she
moved her fingers furiously within me. She pulled her mouth away
from my clit, thankfully, and I tried desperately not to make too
much noise as she slammed her hand against me over and over.
Finally, she pulled her fingers out, gingerly moved the panties
back into position and stood. She smiled, kissed me, and then just
walked out as though nothing had happened.

I sat in
the dressing room, breathing hard, but in just a few minutes, an
attendant was at the door asking how much more time I needed. I got
myself together and spent the next forty-five minutes modeling
clothes and having measurements done. When I was finally free, I
went outside and walked up to the car. Andrew sat in the front seat
reading the newspaper. He asked, “Did you have fun?”

I
sighed. “You know I did.”

He
smiled and said, “I bet Suki did a good job.”

I put my
head back against the seat and sighed again. “Honey, it was
amazing. She sure knows what to do with her tongue, and I never
knew that being with a woman could be so wonderful.” I took a deep
breath and stared at him. “You need to listen to me, though. I will
be happy and satisfied with you. You don’t need to do things like
that.” He smiled at me, but it wasn’t a typical warm Andrew smile.
It was another one of his mischievous ones.

The next
few days flew by, and on my wedding day, I sat in the bridal
dressing chamber trying to fight down the butterflies when the
minister walked in. He told me he came at the request of my fiancé,
who evidently wanted to make sure someone was available for me to
speak with. It seemed silly since my family was all in town, but
they’d already headed to the auditorium, so I smiled and said I was
fine. The man smiled at me, and I noticed he was very attractive.
He had Mediterranean features with a shock of curly brown hair that
made him look like some kind of Adonis. When he spoke, his accent
was sensual as well. He asked, “Is there anything you want to get
off your chest?”

I said
“Well, I’m a little concerned about the wedding night. Andrew’s
afraid he can’t satisfy me, and if he’s living in his head about
that, there’s no way he will. Then, well…I don’t know. I’m not
really worried about the sex, but if it becomes an issue. Shi…um,
darn. I just don’t…jeez, am I horrible?”

He
chuckled softly. “Of course not, you have every right to want to
have a good sex life and I have a secret to tell you.”

I stared
at him. He said, “I’m not really a minister, and he didn’t send me
in here to talk.” With that, he kissed me and ran his hands over my
back.

 

I gasped
and pushed him away. “What the hell is going on?”

He
smiled. “Andrew wants to make sure you’re satisfied.” He grabbed my
hand and placed it over his pants. I gasped again. The bulge was
enormous. I breathed out a startled exclamation, and he laughed
softly. “Andrew doesn’t do anything halfway. We have an hour or so
before the ceremony.” He kissed me again, and this time I didn’t
push him away.

I rubbed
up and down as his tongue explored my mouth, feeling him grow hard
and thick behind his slacks. I fell to my knees, and he moved my
veil out of the way. He fiddled with his slacks and they fell to
his knees. His cock strained against his boxers, and I yanked them
down. He was huge! He was monstrously huge, and the head of his
cock looked purple and angry, like it was about to explode. I
leaned forward and kissed it. I flicked my tongue out and he
groaned. When I put my lips around the tip, he didn’t wait
patiently anymore. He grabbed my head and began pushing in and out.
I looked up at this Greek God. It was strange and erotic because he
was still dressed like a minister with the white collar and
everything.

It felt
decadent and taboo and that only made me hornier. I worked my lips
down his shaft, taking as much of the big dick in as I could. He
groaned, and I felt a thrill. I couldn’t get him all the way inside
my mouth, but if I had to bet, I’d put up dollars to dimes that I
got deeper than any other woman ever had. His fingers tightened in
my hair, and I realized he was getting too close too fast. I pulled
away and stood. I hiked my white gown up over my hips and held it
there, grateful that I hadn’t chosen one of the frillier ballroom
style dresses. He moved behind me, and I felt him pulling at my
panties, tearing them right from me. I wanted to protest, but his
cock was against my pussy before I could.

He
didn’t bother going slow, but I was so damned wet it didn’t matter.
He fucked me hard, and as our bodies slapped together, I felt
stretched to the limit. I was moaning loudly, and he reached around
and covered my mouth with his hand to quiet me as he pushed in and
out fast and strong. I was right on the verge of a tremendous
orgasm when the door opened. I immediately shot up, but the Greek
just pushed me back over and continued to fuck.

It was
Andrew, and the Asian girl was with him. As that giant cock kept
slamming into me, he closed the door. Suki smiled and reached
behind her back. I gasped as her dress slid the floor. She was
naked beneath it, and her pixie-like body was beautiful. She walked
to me and kissed me. The Greek lifted me up and put me back down so
that I was on my hands and knees, never once taking his cock out of
me. As he pushed into me, Suki lay in front and pulled my face to
her cunt. Her pussy was bare except for a tiny puff of soft black
hair, and I tentatively pushed my tongue onto her. She was musky
and sweet, and I think she’d put some kind of oil on herself
because her pussy was slick and tasted of peaches. I thrust my
tongue out and pushed it into her. She moaned and held me tight,
grinding herself against me.

I was
bouncing against her with every thrust of the man behind me, and
she groaned as I did. Suddenly, he pulled out and I felt him
repositioning until the head of his cock was against the virgin
opening of my ass. I pulled away from Suki to tell him not to do
it, but before I could get any words out, she pulled me back down
to her and held me tightly against her pussy. Then, the man thrust
that monster of a prick past my tiny resistant opening and forced
himself inside. It was a shocking and impossible situation and pain
shot through me so that I drew in a lungful of air, intending to
scream. I didn’t scream, though, because the pain was instantly
followed by an orgasm so intense that I couldn’t get anything
out.

There
was still pain. As he forced himself further in, the pain travelled
through my body, but it combined with the orgasm in such a way that
the hurt was welcome. I can’t explain it. I felt every millimeter
of his shaft, and absent the overpowering spasms emanating from my
slit, I’m sure I would have been in agony. Somehow, though, my
pussy changed the pain into something not only bearable by
desirable; and as he began moving himself in and out of me, the
orgasm grew strong enough that it scared me. He continued to thrust
hard in and out of me, and Suki began rubbing herself against my
face. I’m afraid I wasn’t any good with my mouth because that
massive shaft distracted me, not that I would have known how to
please a woman in the first place.

It
didn’t matter because Suki rubbed her clit against my face so that
essentially my nose, lips, and chin got her off. As I felt that
huge thing slamming into my ass, she moaned and shook beneath me.
Finally, she pulled away and shoved her own fingers into herself as
I stared and tried to deal with an orgasm that was just out of
control. The hands on my hips gripped tighter and then a deep, hard
thrust took my breath away as my ass was filled with a load of
semen.

 I collapsed on the floor as soon as
the man pulled out, and I stayed there for a minute or two before
Suki helped me up. Andrew and the other man were gone. She began
straightening me up, cleaning me off, smoothing out my dress,
fixing my hair, and reapplying my make-up. She finished up with
about seven minutes to spare, and when I looked in the mirror, I
saw a fresh and blushing bride who showed no evidence of her recent
activity. I breathed a sigh of relief and stepped out to become
Mrs. Andrew Rhython. The wedding was beautiful, and if anyone
noticed I was wobbly as I walked down the aisle, I’m sure they
chalked it up to wedding day jitters. Andrew knew better, though;
and he beamed.
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