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I couldn’t believe how
beautiful Miss Sterling looked as I finished tying up her bridal
lingerie. She turned around and smiled at
me, her black hair beautiful and lustrous. She thanked me and asked
me how long I had been working for the wedding planning company.
When I told her it was my first day, she smiled. She stood back and
asked how she looked. I told her she was beautiful and it was true,
with her jet black hair cascading down over her shoulders and the
lovely white corset, she just looked so damn sexy and yet so damned
innocent at the same time. Two of the bridesmaids had come with
her, and I had fitted their dresses just moments before.

With her beautiful thong panties and
the white garters with stockings, everything was a picture of bride
perfection. I said most of that to her and she smiled at me when I
did. Then, she lifted her hand and she stroked my face. She said,
“You’re beautiful too.”

I smiled and said, “Thank you very
much Miss Sterling.” And that was when she kissed me. I couldn’t
believe it. The feel of her lips on my mouth was overwhelming. I’d
never been kissed by a woman before and it was different than a
man. It was tender but still urgent. Before I knew what was
happening, she has lifted my thin cotton dress up over my
shoulders, backed away from the kiss so she could get it off me,
and stood looking at me. We were in our underwear; her, in a
beautiful bridal corset, and me in the regular white cotton bra and
panties I always wore.

I was shocked and I started to say
something but before any words could get out, her mouth was back on
mine. Her hands ran up and down my body, rubbing the sides, gently
stroking my ass and then lifting up to rub at my breast through my
bra. I could feel my nipples hardening. I could feel desire
coursing through me. Her tongue explored my mouth more urgently,
and when she pulled back, she kept my lips in her mouth.

I couldn’t believe the feelings that
ran through me. I had never, not once, considered being with a
woman. Of course I’d thought about it, the way that any girl might
fantasize at odd times and I’d have brief flashes of images run
through my mind, but the actual concept of doing it was something
that I never considered. But there she was kissing me and running
her hands over me, which was driving me wild.

Then, she got even more aggressive,
she leaned back and sat on to the bed inside the dressing room and
as she did, she pulled me down with her. Only, I ended up on my
knee, her legs were spread and with one hand holding on to the back
of my head, she used her other hand to moved her panties out of the
way and suddenly, I saw her beautiful bare pussy directly in front
of my face. I was really starting to get nervous now, but she
pulled me forward until my mouth was pressed up against
her.

Tentatively, I pushed my tongue out
and she moaned, so that gave me a little bit encouragement and
confidence and I began moving my tongue faster. She moaned more and
I felt her holding on to my head more tightly and then her other
hand came down and she stroked my hair and then my shoulders with
that one. The more she moaned, the more aggressive I got. Until
finally, I was moving my tongue all over her, leaning forward to
kiss and to lick at her, savoring the sweet and musky
flavor.

I moved my head and back and forth
over her. It was incredible. I’d had a ton of cocks in my mouth. I
think I probably blew more men than most girls have. I hadn’t
wanted to please any of them as much as I wanted to please her
right then. As she moaned and groaned, I continued to move my lips
around. I thrust my tongue up and inside of her and I fucked her
pussy with my tongue just as though it were a little
dick.

Then, I pulled back and I licked in
long strokes from the bottom of her slit all the way up to her
clit, moving my tongue more and more and more as she moaned around
it. She pushed herself up against me harder and harder and then
finally, she pulled me up. She sat up and leaned down to where she
could kiss me and I wondered if she tasted herself on my mouth. Her
hands went immediately to my bra pulling it down so it was bunched
up at my waist and then her mouth was on my breasts and I was in
heaven.

The feel of her tongue and her lips on
my nipples was overwhelming. She sucked one into her mouth and
flicked her tongue at it and then she moved to the other and all
the while, her hands kept moving over my body, rubbing my thighs,
rubbing my legs, squeezing my ass and even brushing over my panties
between my legs so that I felt thrills running through my
pussy.

I couldn’t believe it. I was far more
turned on with her than I had ever been with a man and there had
been men who had given me incredible orgasms. What she was doing,
though, was overpowering. Her tongue continued to work on my
nipples, one to the other. Then, I felt her hands down at my waist.
She put her fingers in the waistband of my panties and I felt them
travel over my ass, down my thighs and then, while her tongue
continued to work on my breast, her hand went between my
legs.

She rubbed my clit in a strange,
circular motion that drove me crazy and then, she pushed her hand
forward so that it was the palm on my clit. She moved her hand
around while her fingers began to explore my folds.

It was wonderful. I couldn’t believe
how damn good it was. Finally, she pushed me away, stood me up, I
stepped out of my panties and she kissed me again. Then, she
brought me to the day bed and practically pushed me down onto it. I
stared at her wide-eyed. She still looked fully dressed in her
lingerie. Her thong had covered up her pussy again but I was naked
in front of her, she spread my leg and then I watched her face
descend almost in slow motion to my clit. The feel when her tongue
hit me was overwhelming.

 

With all the men I’d been with, not
one had ever put his mouth on me. She didn’t do all that I had
done. She just focused right on the clit, licking on that hard
little button over and over and up and down, back and forth while I
moaned uncontrollably. It was the most incredible feeling I’d ever
had. I looked at her; I couldn’t see her mouth on my pussy. I could
just see her hair bobbing around over my belly. I could see that
she’d brought one hand back and she had her fingers plunging in and
out of herself as she continued to lick me.

It was then that I noticed there were
other people in the room. My eyes grew wide. It was the
bridesmaids! They had walked right in while her mouth was on my
pussy. I expected them to be shocked; I expected them to be angry
or even indignant but they weren’t. Instead, the maid of honor,
Susie smiled and began to strip. The other bridesmaid (I think her
name was Allison) stripped as well. Before I knew it, both of them
were on the bed next to me, their mouths on my breasts as I
continued being assaulted by that tongue. Miss Sterling lifted up
her hands and pushed two fingers into me. It was overwhelming and
everything had happened so quickly. I couldn’t believe it! If
someone had asked me in the morning what would happen that day, I
would have said I was dealing with outfitting a bride and her
party. I probably would have made a snide comment about how all
brides were bitches plagued by temporary insanity, but I was the
one going insane at the moment!

The mouths and hands
continued to work on me, and then there was a pussy pushed down
onto my face. I thrust my tongue up into it, amazed at how fast I
had responded without a second thought. I didn’t know which of the
girls was straddling my face, but I hungrily and eagerly explored
the pussy in front of me, moaning as I worked my tongue inside and
wriggled it around. I heard a satisfied moan as my tongue began to
explore the soft, wet folds. Now there was a pussy up against my
face, a mouth on my pussy and another mouth and hands working on my breasts. There
were moans everywhere and I just kept licking upward.

It went on. The pussy in front of my
face changed several times and the mouth on my pussy changed
several times but there was never a time when I wasn’t pleasing
somebody and being pleased. At one point, when the pussy left me, I
looked over and saw that Allison was with Miss Sterling, her
fingers working furiously on her pussy while the bride licked at
her clit. I moaned at the sight and then paid attention to the girl
in front of me, as her fingers continued to move in and out, over
and over, harder and faster.

It was the most overwhelming thing I’d
ever felt. I was groaning and moaning. She was moving her fingers
hard inside of me while I licked her and pushed my own fingers in
and out of her. Suddenly, I saw her tense up and groan. I watched
her whole body spasm, and she lifted up her head and said “Oh fuck,
I’m cumming.” That turned me on incredibly and I don’t know how I
got so aggressive but I grabbed the back of her head and pulled it
back down to myself.

My fingers continued to move between
her legs and then I felt her push two fingers back into my pussy.
It was too great a sensation for me; my whole body tensed and I
screamed “Oh shit! I’m cumming too, I’m cumming too!” My hand was
jerking now, pushing in and out of her cunt with abandon, and I
heard one of the other two girls scream that she was coming as
well. Then, I recognized Miss Sterling’s voice and she announced
her orgasm also.

I pushed my fingers in and out as
rapidly and as hard as I could. The girl wasn’t licking anymore,
she was just sucking on my clit as she moved her hand, and the
pleasure coursed through me in such an overwhelming way that it was
hard for me to breathe. I couldn’t believe that I was cumming so
hard with a woman, harder than I had ever cum with a man. Her
fingers continued to move, and mine did as well, pushing in and out
of the cunt spasming above my face.

I wasn’t going to give up men anytime
soon, but I knew from that point forward, women would be a part of
my sex life forever. Her fingers continued to move until I was
pretty sure I couldn’t take anymore, I pushed her away. She rolled
over on to the day bed, gasping and breathing heavily. She crawled
up and kissed me and my earlier question was answered. I could
taste myself on her mouth.

The other two girls finally stopped as
well, and all of us lay together on the little daybed, breathing
hard and trying to recover from the spontaneous sex. Finally, I sat
up and found my clothes. I couldn’t locate my panties, so I just
pulled on my bra and then my dress. I guess I wanted to fill the
silence because I stupidly said, “Um…was there anything else you
needed?”

The question was so absurd that
everyone sat shocked for a moment. Then, Miss Sterling started
giggling, and the bridesmaids did as well. That set me off, and we
were a laughing mess for the next several minutes until we finally
got control of ourselves. Miss Sterling, still looking beautiful
and innocent in her lingerie walked up and gave me a
kiss.

 “I’m
completely satisfied with your service,” she said. Of course, that
brought another round of giggles.









Did you like this story? Do you like
your erotica explicit and hardcore? Are you more interested in
getting down to business than doing market analysis? You can be
sure that my stories are all about the sex and how the lovely girls
involved react to it. My very explicit romance stories can be found
on Amazon, but you can also connect with me on Facebook and learn
about upcoming releases and special deals.

When you subscribe to my
page, I’ll send you a story exclusive to my Facebook fans. Go ahead
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https://www.facebook.com/pages/Nancy-Brockton/450689558329605.
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