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Ganged by the Groomsmen

It was my wedding day. The day every little girl dreams of. White dress, red roses, and all my friends and family in the church, waiting for me to walk down the aisle. I was marrying Will, my high school sweetheart. The only man I’d ever loved. My friends loved him, my parents loved him, everyone loved him. Most importantly, I loved him.

Will was the best. He was patient with me all through high school and even after. We were 20 years old, and we were both virgins. Even in this modern day where everyone is having sex, Will was a saint. He waited for me to be ready – and I knew I wouldn’t be ready until we were married.

That’s right. I was going to lose my virginity the old-fashioned way, on my wedding night. I was so excited – and nervous! Besides the occasional blowjob on birthdays and special occasions, Will and I were pretty inexperienced. What if I was no good in bed? What if it hurt a lot, and I bled all over the sheets? I wanted to be close to Will, but I was also really nervous.

I was in the hotel room the morning of my wedding, alone. I know the bride usually has her friends and mom and everyone fussing over her, but I didn’t want that. This was the last morning I’d be on my own. I wanted to soak it all up. My last day as a free woman…

Those vows couldn’t come soon enough. Freedom is overrated!

So I was pretty annoyed when there was a knock on the door. I’d told my Mom I didn’t want any visitors! I was wearing the white slip that would go under my big, floofy dress. I figured it must be one of my girls, so I didn’t bother covering up.

Mistake number one!

Stomping across the room, I flung the door open.

“Can’t a bride have some privacy before her wedding!” I exclaimed before registering who was on the other side of the door. When I realized, I squealed and slammed the door shut. Well, tried to, anyway. Mike, my fiance’s best man, thrust his hand out and stopped me from closing the door.

“Mike! Jeff! What are you guys doing?!”

To my shock and horror, Will’s groomsmen were pushing their way into my room, wearing big smiles. There was Mike, the football hero and Will’s best friend. Jeff, Will’s brother. And James and Sid, his two good friends from high school. They were all dressed casually, in boxers and white undershirts. They were staying in the hotel too, of course, and must have just come down the hall.

They rushed me back into the room, and I ran to find a robe or something to cover myself. But to my shock and awe, Mike grabbed my wrist and pulled me back into their crowd.

“Calm down, Sheila! Jesus, you act like we’re here to beat you up or something,” Jeff laughed, petting my hair in a way that most certainly didn’t seem appropriate for a brother-in-law. He looked so much like Will, with those brown eyes and his shaggy black hair. James and Sid were golden boys, typical California surf dudes. And Mike was a big, black linebacker. He could snap me in half if he wanted to. As I looked into his eyes, I got the scary feeling that he wanted to do just that!

“What…why are you here?” I said, shuddering in the middle of their circle. “Where’s Will?”

“Bad luck for a groom to see the bride before the wedding,” Sid laughed.

“We’re here to fulfill a pact we made a long time ago, princess,” James laughed in my face.

“A pact? What kind of pact?” My eyes darted from face to face, frantic.

“Let’s get you a little more comfortable, and we’ll explain everything,” Mike said, grinning an awful grin. Suddenly, I felt a million hands on me! Every one of them was reaching for me, grabbing me, lifting me. I screeched, struggling and kicking, but they easily overpowered me, dragging me to the bed and throwing me down. They had me spread out, one at each limb, holding me down. Mike and Jeff were holding my wrists.

“Alright, then,” Mike said, easily restraining me with one hand while reaching into his pocket. “Watch this, lovely.”

He thrust his cell phone in front of my face. My eyes widened. He was showing me a video of Will!

“Hi, sweetheart,” Will said. “I know you’re a little confused and scared right now. This isn’t going to be easy for you. But it’s very important to me that you do what I say. You’re with my best friends right now. They’re like brothers to me. Except Jeff, who is my brother.”

The men chuckled. I felt sick.

“We made a pact, a long time ago, to always put each other first. That meant not getting married or letting a woman get in the way of our friendship. Of course, I fell in love with you, and we’re getting married today. So I broke the pact.”

I felt a little guilty about what Will was saying, especially since he looked sad when he said it. I kept watching.

“But we also agreed, so long ago, that there would be a way to make it up to each other. If any of us did get married, we’d make sure the girl would be a good sport. No whining about boys nights, no being a nag about friends. To make sure of it, we agreed that the bride-to-be would be shared by the groomsmen on the day of the wedding.”

What? Shared? Shared how?

“I can almost see that cute little face of yours scrunching up as you try to understand what I mean,” Will laughed on the screen. “Just listen to me, my love. For the next three hours, I need you to do whatever my friends say. They’re going to do whatever they want to you. It’s very important to me that you let them. If you don’t, I can’t marry you.”

Oh no! This was a nightmare! I was going to have to let all Will’s friends – and his brother – touch my virgin body! Or give up on my dream of marrying Will! What choice did I have? Tears began to fall down my face. I glanced up at Mike with his sick grin.

“Try to enjoy it, sweetheart,” Will was saying on the camera. “I know I’ll enjoy watching it. I think it’s very hot, to share the woman I love with my friends. It’s all going to go on tape for posterity. We bugged your room.”

What?!

“Now, you can always say no,” Will said. “But if you do, I won’t be waiting for you at the end of the aisle. So think hard about it before you refuse, Sheila. I love you, and I want to marry you. Make me proud, baby.”

He blew me a kiss, then the screen went dark. That was it. The video was over.

“That’s the camera,” Sid said, pointing with one hand to a corner of the room. I hadn’t noticed the little black thing up there with the red light. I was on film, right now! Being held down in barely any clothes by my fiance’s groomsmen!

“So, Sheila,” Jeff chuckled. “What do you think? You gonna be a good little girl and let us fuck you? Or you gonna lose your happily ever after just because you’re a prude?”

Jeff reached out and grabbed my tits as he spoke, making me squirm and arch my back and cry out again. But this time, it wasn’t entirely a cry of anguish. I always did like letting Will touch my tits, and Jeff squeezed them just the way I liked. This was awful.

I sniffled. They were waiting for my answer.

“I…I guess so,” I murmured. I just wanted to marry Will, no matter what it took. Even if it meant losing my virginity to these brutes! The men cheered, still holding me down. Jeff still had his hands on my breast, squeezing it and now pinching my nipple.

“Atta girl,” Mike said, almost drooling as he looked down at me. To my shock and shame, I noticed that each of the men were sporting erections under their boxers. I squirmed, whimpering.

“Just get it over with,” I moaned. I swore to myself I wouldn’t enjoy it. Even when Mike reached down and grabbed my other breast, making my skin tingle, I bit my lip and told myself I hated it. Sid and James began to stroke the bare flesh of my legs.

“That’s not the attitude we want,” James said with fake hurt in his voice. “Have a little enthusiasm, girl!”

“I’ve been thinking about these big tits of yours ever since Will brought you home,” Jeff said, clutching my D-cup tits.

“Lucky bastard got himself some grade-A fuckmeat,” Sid laughed, rubbing my thigh as I squirmed and denied the sensations that began to torture my body. His fingers travelled up higher and higher until they found my pussy! I screamed as he prodded me, and flushed with shame as I realized I was wet!

“See?” Sid laughed, pulling his fingers back and showing off my juices. “She’s ready, boys.”

“Will told us he hasn’t even had the chance to fuck you yet,” Mike growled, twisting my hard nipple. “That’s gonna make it extra sweet for us.”

He grabbed my slip, tearing it away in one great pull. The tiny straps just snapped off, the seams ripping. Suddenly, I was naked! Even Will hadn’t seen me fully naked before. I had shaved my pussy for my wedding night, and I was spread wide on the bed by James and Sid. Jeff and Mike returned their hands to my bare breasts. It felt even better! Sid reached for my pussy again, and James brought a hand to my mound. My lips parted, his thumb found my clit and began to rub it.

I gasped at the sudden and sharp pleasure. Sid was slowly pumping his fingers in my tight, virgin pussy, while James thumbed my clit and the other two kneaded my tits. I thrashed my head on the pillow, not wanting to feel the pleasure I was feeling. I’d let Will fingers me before, and liked it. This felt even better than that! Panting and sweating, I groaned. They were using me like a toy, an object for their pleasure, and I was liking it.

“That’s right, little slut,” Jeff said. “Enjoy it. You belong to all of us now. You think we’re gonna let Will keep you all to himself? No way. You’re marrying our friend, and that makes you public property.”

His words were awful, but my body couldn’t stop grinding and writhing as they touched me. My hips were jerking; I was fucking myself on Sid’s fingers! I closed my eyes, thrusting my head back on the pillow.

My mouth was open as I panted. When I opened my eyes again, I was shocked to find a big, throbbing dick hovering over my face! It dribbled pre-cum from its tip, down into my open mouth. Moaning in disgust, I strained against the hands and turned my face away. Jeff, the owner of the dick, grabbed my cheeks and pulled my face back.

“Nuh-uh, little slut,” he said. “Open wide.”

My body shook. My muscles tensed. Sid curled his fingers inside me as Jeff spit down onto my pussy, making it even wetting for his thumb to rub my clit. I was going to cum! To my amazement and horror, I barely even struggled as Jeff grabbed my head, pulling me up and forcing his cock between my lips.

The minute I tasted him, I exploded in pleasure. My juices flooded Sid’s hand as my lips latched onto my brother-in-law’s cock and sucked deeply, the sensation so satisfying that my eyes rolled back into my head. I never liked sucking Will this much, but something about knowing it was wrong made it so much hotter.

“That’s right,” Mike chuckled. “Go on and show us what a good little whore you’re gonna be.”

The hands holding me down loosened, but I didn’t struggle anymore. Instead, I sucked Jeff’s cock like it was the most delicious thing in the world. He slid it against my cheek, past my tongue and into my throat.

I felt my body pushed and pulled into position; Mike grabbed me up so he could reach his hands around me and grab my tits in both hands, playing with them roughly while I sucked Jeff. Sid grabbed my hips and turned me until I was in the middle of the bed, on my knees.

Distracted by the big, juicy, throbbing cock in my throat, I barely noticed the men beginning to strip and kneel on the bed, circling me, each sporting a huge erection. My pussy was dripping from my orgasm, and my eyes rolled back into my head as they grabbed me and slapped my flesh, squeezing my tits and ass, playing with every inch of my skin like they owned me.

“Ours,” Sid hissed, grabbing my ponytail and shoving me all the way down Jeff’s shaft. My scream was muffled as his cock was forced all the way down my throat, my nose smushed into his pubes. Sid held me there as Jeff thrust his hips and grunted.

I felt him throb against my tongue, tears dripping down my cheeks, and then he exploded, cumming in my mouth. Burst after burst of hot, sticky cum slid down my gullet into my belly. There were cocks rubbing against my body from every direction, and I was swallowing my brother-in-law’s giant load. Pre-cum smeared over my body made me a giant fuck toy for them to thrust and grind against.

“My turn,” James said, and suddenly my lips were around his cock. I was barely recovered from swallowing Jeff’s cum and I was already sucking James deep while the rest of the groomsmen kept playing with my vulnerable, virgin body. James grabbed me by the back of my head, thrusting into my throat as my spit dripped down my chin and lathed his shaft. I gagged, tears spilling from my eyes as he fucked my throat.

“Don’t hog the skank,” Sid laughed, and suddenly I felt myself ripped from Jeff’s cock. Sid’s dick filled my mouth next, taking advantage of how sloppy my face had become, sliding right into my throat with a groan. Someone grabbed one of my wrists and I felt a cock slide into my palm; soon, I was jerking Mike off while I alternated sucking Sid and James’ cocks. Never once did their hands leave my tits, always pinching and kneading and teasing my raw, abused nipples.

My mouth filled with the hot, salty taste of pre-cum. Impatient, Mike grabbed my head and forced me onto his cock; I started jerking Jeff off, his cock hardening again. The men used me like that, passing me back and forth like a basketball, each taking as much as they could before another demanded their turn. By the time one of them began to twitch and swell in my mouth, threatening to erupt inside me, I wasn’t even sure whose cock I was sucking.

I groaned as my throat was battered open again, a thick head thrusting past my gag reflex and down my esophagus. Whoever it was unleashed a wave of cum, choking me, jizz spilling from my lips as I desperately tried to swallow it instead of gag on it. The cum dripped down my chin and onto my tits; I felt something burst in my hand as someone else came on me, covering my tits even more.

Sid grabbed my head and forced it up, jerking his own cock against my tongue while I looked up at him. He came on my tongue, grinning as he watched me swallow every drop of his salty, hot seed, my face red and body worn thin by the abuse.

With every man satisfied at last, I was a mess, panting and covered in cum and spit. The hands receded, slowly. I collapsed, coughing and still dripping jizz, onto all fours. But…I was still a virgin! And they’d all cum! So they couldn’t fuck me now, right? I was off the hook! I could save myself for my husband, after all!

“Well, shit,” Jeff grinned. “That wasn’t too bad for an appetizer, was it, slut?”

He grabbed my ponytail and ripped my head up; my lips parted in surprise, and he took the opportunity to spit in my mouth. I whimpered.

“What? But…but you…you’re done…I already took care of you!”

The guys all laughed.

“Poor little slut,” Mike said, delivering a sharp spank to my ass. I looked around and saw, with horror, that they were all stroking themselves, half-hard again already! “You have no idea what you’re in for.”

“We’ve been popping blue pills,” James laughed, spitting on my face again. “You’re in for a couple more rides, honey. By the time you’re walking down that aisle, you’ll be dripping so much cum you won’t need flowers to decorate the aisle.”

Mike grabbed my hips, yanking me as he positioned himself between my legs. Oh no. Oh no! This was it! I could feel his thick, hard, black cock between my drenched pussy lips, sliding up and down, rubbing my clit, teasing me. My body was heating up in response, the men touching me again, stroking me and squeezing my tits, jacking themselves off.

Mike kept using my body, lubing his shaft with my juices, forcing me towards another climax. My pussy clenched as the tension in my body rose.

“I bet you’re not on birth control, are you?” Mike said from behind me, now grabbing my ass in both hands and squeezing. I whimpered my answer. Of course I wasn’t! I never needed it! “Sweet. You won’t even know who knocked you up. Maybe you’ll wind up with a pretty little black baby. Oh, fuck, yeah…”

Mike groaned as he finally settled at my slit and began to press forward. I started to scream, but Jeff grabbed my head and forced his cock between my lips, muffling me. Tears sprang to my eyes again as pain rushed through me, overwhelming any pleasure I’d felt.

“Gonna pop this little cherry,” Mike panted, thrusting inch by inch. “Break you in for my best friend. Turn you into the best little slut wife a guy could ask for. You ready? Doesn’t matter, baby. Here I fuckin’ come.”

With that, Mike slammed forward, tearing my virgin pussy apart with his big cock. I gagged, my scream muffled again as the pain of my first penetration whipped through my body. Sid laughed, reaching down to grab my tits while his two friends penetrated me from both sides. I felt like a pig on a spit as Jeff and Mike thrust into me in tandem. My raw, sore throat yielded to Jeff’s thrusts, while my pussy slowly stretched to fit Mike’s huge cock. Closing my eyes, I let it happen.

To my shock, relaxing helped the pain subside. But something even worse took its place…

Pleasure.

Deep, swollen, dirty pleasure. Mike’s big cock plunged deep inside me, faster and faster. He reached around and rubbed my clit, stroking me higher and higher as he pushed against my womb. His heavy balls smacked against my thighs. He groaned, burying himself inside me and pulsing. He put a hand on my lower back and pushed me down so that every inch of his cock filled me up.

“Take it, bitch,” he spat down on me as he came. I groaned, his fingers pinching my clit slightly as his cum burst against my womb. I came, too, thrashing between the two guys as my climax took me by surprise. Shaking and bucking, my pussy clenched, milking Mike dry. The men laughed at me, my eyes rolling back into my head, pleasure making my jaw go limp and drool drip down my chin.

Jeff pulled his cock out and before I knew what was happening, I was flipped onto my back. I looked up and saw Sid jumping between my legs, ripping my thighs wide and thrusting into me. I cried out, my pussy sore but so ready for more. Sid grabbed my thighs, thrusting them up so he could drill deeper into my pussy.

Meanwhile, Jeff hovered over my face. My tits were still slick with cum and spit. I had no idea what he was doing. I was well distracted by Sid’s cock filling me up.

“Worship my balls, slut,” Jeff grunted, almost sitting on my face. “Lick ‘em while I fuck these pretty little tits.”

I groaned, my face buried in Jeff’s heavy, hairy nuts while he squeezed my breasts together and started thrusting his shaft between them. I had no choice but to reach my tongue out and begin to lap his flesh, sucking his balls into my mouth as he fucked my breasts. Someone grabbed my wrist, and I felt a cock in my hand again. Instinctively, I started jerking it. Jeff pinched and twisted my nipples as he fucked my tits.

“Good girl,” he grunted. “Treat me right. I’m family now.”

The guys laughed. Sid was fucking me so hard that I was going to cum again! My face was buried in Jeff’s sac, but it didn’t matter; my body was responding with violent pleasure. I rolled Jeff’s balls against my tongue. He fucked my tits harder, breathing heavy. Suddenly, I felt him jerk, and he lifted himself off my face.

Hovering over me again, he stroked himself to a climax. His cum spurt down, covering my face. Sid buried himself inside me and rubbed my clit, forcing me to cum again while Jeff coated my nose and eyes in his jizz. Some of it landed on my lips and tongue, and I swallowed it up while my body bucked around Sid’s driving cock.

“That’s right,” Sid laughed. “Cum like the little whore you are. Beg for my cum, bitch.”

“Please,” I heard myself pleading. “Cum in me, Sid! I need it!”

He groaned, unleashing himself inside me. My pussy drank it up, my body beginning to feel swollen with all the cum I was swallowing and taking in my pussy. And no sooner did Sid finish cumming than I was being pulled around again, this time finding myself straddling James.

He had his hands on my hips, his cock lodged deep in my pussy. I groaned, my clit grinding against him as my hips shifted and bucked. He forced me up and down, bouncing me on his lap like a doll. My tits were bouncing, too, until someone grabbed them from behind. Forcing me forward a little, I felt something big and hard pressing against my ass.

No! Not there! I tried to protest, but before I could even say a word, someone was plunging deep into my virgin rosebud. I groaned as I was penetrated in both holes at once, two cock lodged deep inside me. Pinned between the boys, I couldn’t do anything but let them fuck me hard and fast. I realized it was Mike fucking my ass, his dark hands squeezing my tits tightly. I started to cum again, the sensation of being fucked in both holes overwhelming. Crying out, I slammed down on James’ cock while Mike buried himself balls-deep in my ass.

“Fuck, this is tight,” Mike groaned. “We’re lucky men, getting the first taste. We’re gonna fill this hot little bitch up until she can’t take another drop, right?”

Everyone cheered as I came, helpless and abused. James burst inside me, adding his cum to the seed swimming in my womb. Sid grabbed my head and yanked me down, shoving his half-hard cock between my lips again as Mike unloaded into my ass.

And for the next two hours, just like that, they rutted and fucked me. Over and over again, mounting me like stallions, filling my belly and pussy and ass with their cum. It was all captured on camera. Finally, though, it was over. Time was up. They left me laying on the hotel bed, smeared in cum and spit and some blood from my torn hymen. I was aching and sore and so full of cum that I thought I’d never be able to stand up.

But I was getting married in two hours.

I had to get up and shower and getting into my dress.

Groaning, I forced myself to my feet. I washed off what I could, although I was still leaking from every hole, and probably would be throughout the whole ceremony. I’d be standing there in front of my Mom and Dad and everyone, with four different men’s cum leaking from my pussy. I forced my aching, violated body into my wedding dress and did my make-up.

I’d done all that to marry the love of my life, and goddammit I was going to marry him!

At the chapel, I took all the pictures with a big smile on my face, even though my belly was swollen and aching from jizz. Finally, it came time to walk down the aisle. Will stood at the altar, with his groomsmen beside him. They gave me sick grins as I approached with my veil and bouquet. But Will smiled at me, all sweet and nice. It was going to be alright! It really was! I was going to marry him, and be his wife, and be happy!

I stepped up and faced Will. Before the priest started talking, he leaned in to whisper in my ear.

“I can’t wait for the reception,” he whispered. “A little birdie told me there’s going to be a very special video played for all the guests. I think Daddy will like it.”

I gasped. He didn’t mean…?

“If you don’t want everyone to see you being a little skank, you’ll agree to be my own personal fuck toy, to share whenever I want. I might even rent you out for breeding.”

Why was Will doing this to me? This wasn’t like him at all!”

You shouldn’t have made me wait so long, my little slutwife” Will finished, leaning back with a wink. He turned to the priest, who was finishing up his speech. “I do.”

Before We Give Her Away

I couldn’t wait to marry Jack.

He was my best friend in the whole wide world. We’d been dating since we were 14. Now, I was 20, and it was time to make our love official! I was so excited to walk down that aisle and consummate our marriage after the reception. I’d been saving myself for my wedding night. It just felt right.

I only wished my mother could be there to see me get married. She died when I was 10. Luckily, my stepfather had taken me in and raised me like his own daughter. He and my stepbrother, Liam, were my whole world – until Jack, of course. Now, I would have a husband to take care of me like they always did.

I would miss my Daddy and little brother very much, but I also couldn’t wait to get out of their house. Liam was 18 and Daddy was in his 40’s. Even though I was basically related to them, they both sometimes looked at me like I was eye candy. I guess I could never blame them. I’ve been blessed with a hot body. D-cup breasts, a tight ass, and a cheerleader’s body made me pretty popular with the male population.

And it wasn’t like I gave them a break; my favorite clothes to wear around the house were my yoga pants or cheerleading shorts and tank-tops. It was just more comfortable to wear those kinds of clothes, even though I knew it bothered the guys. I wasn’t willing to sacrifice my comfort for theirs. I mean, they could handle their libidos, right? It wasn’t my job to hide away in sweatpants just because they had balls!

In the months before the wedding, things had gotten a little…weird. They both started to act kind of frustrated and resentful. Especially when I would lounge by the pool in my bikini or whatever. Daddy was very short with me, and Liam stopped doing my chores for me, like he always did.

I figured that they were just repressing their own feelings about my moving out. I was going to be leaving them to be with my husband, and I knew that had to make them sad. And since they were dudes, they couldn’t show their sadness, so they acted out with meanness.

The night before the wedding, Daddy and Liam took me out to dinner. It would be my last night sharing their last name. It was a very nice dinner, and I felt very special. When we got home, I went to my room to sleep in my bed for the very last time and reflect on everything.

It was late when I heard the knock on the door. I wasn’t able to sleep, way too excited. I got out of bed, wearing only my little nightie, and opened the door. I was surprised to see Daddy and Liam on the other side of the door.

“Hi, guys,” I said, trying to hide my mostly-naked body behind the door. “What’s up?”

“We need to talk to you,” Liam said. He was holding a box. Weird.

“Okay, let me put on my robe and…”

“Not necessary,” Daddy said, pushing the door open. I stumbled back with a yelp. I was barely dressed – even more than usual! I crossed my arms to hide my chest and my hard nipples. It was cold in the house!

“Hey!” I shouted. “What’s this all about?”

Liam set the box down on the floor. Daddy stepped forward.

“Lisa, we’re here because we feel you owe us,” Daddy said. I cocked my head. What did that mean? “I’ve been taking care of you for ten years. Financially, you’ve been a huge drain on my wallet. I’m even paying for this wedding of yours.”

Oh. I blushed, looking down. I never thought about that. I guess I did cost Daddy a lot of money. The wedding wasn’t cheap.

“And Liam here has been doing your chores for years. He helped you with your homework all through high school.”

I glanced at Liam. That was true. But he offered to do those things!

“And what have we gotten in return?” Daddy asked. I had no idea how to answer that, so I just shrugged. “Right. Nothing. You’ve been nothing but a drain. A nuisance. A pain in the ass. Running around practically naked, getting us both hot and bothered over you.”

My blush was getting hotter and redder by the word! I felt so bad, so guilty…

“Now, you’re marrying some guy, and you’re going to give him that body we’ve been wanting for so long,” Liam piped up, looking cross. I bit my lip, trying to hide myself even more.

“We want you to repay us,” Daddy said, stepping forward. “With that hot little body of yours.”

WHAT!? How could Daddy say something like that? It was so gross! Except for some handjobs, I’d never done anything sexual. Like I said, I was saving all that for Jack.

“Scissors,” Daddy said, holding his hand towards Liam. I was still so confused and shocked I barely registered what was happening. Daddy had a pair of scissors, and he used them to snap the straps from my nightie! I squealed as it fell to the ground, revealing my body.

“Now, you don’t have to do anything, Lisa,” Daddy said, both of them ogling me. “But I hope you realize that you owe it to us. Only a very bad girl would deny her Daddy and her brother the one thing they want from her, after getting everything she wanted from them!”

Well…I guess he had a point? Daddy had provided for me my whole life…and Liam always did help me out…I blinked back tears, sniffled. Would it really be that bad, letting them touch me a little? If they really wanted it so bad…

“Lisa? Are you going to be a good girl?” Daddy prompted, taking my chin in his fingers and nudging my head until our eyes met. Sniffling again, I nodded. Liam whooped in happiness.

“We’ll start out easy,” Daddy said, smiling. “Get on your knees.”

He snapped his fingers as he barked the command, and I immediately dropped onto my knees. Whimpering, I looked up at Daddy and Liam, blinking.

“Good little girl,” Daddy said, reaching down to stroke my hair. Just like he did when I was upset after breaking up with a boyfriend or something. It still soothed me, even under these awful circumstances. I even leaned into his palm, feeling its firm warmth on my scalp. My nipples were hard from the cold temperature in the room, and I caught Liam licking his lips as he gawked at them.

Suddenly, Daddy’s hand fisted, grabbing a big chunk of my hair and tugging. I yelped as he pulled up, forcing my chin to lift and my eyes to meet his.

“Open up, sweetheart,” Daddy said. “I have a present for you.”

Obediently, I dropped my jaw open. To my shock, Daddy spat down into my mouth, his spit landing on my tongue! I closed my mouth, grimacing at how gross it was. He shook me by my hair, making me yelp again.

“Don’t you want to thank Daddy for the gift?” He snarled. I blinked, tears at the corners of my eyes, looking up at him again.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered. He grinned. That made me feel a little better. I did like it when Daddy was pleased with me.

“C’mon already,” Liam whined. “I’m hard as a fucking rock over here!”

“Shit, boy, wait your fucking turn!” Daddy yelled. “I’ve been providing for this bitch, I’m paying for her damn wedding, I get her first. Go get the clamps.”

Clamps? What did that mean? I peered out the corner of my eye, watching Liam open the box and rummage through it. Daddy waited too, looking down at me. I glanced at his crotch, which was eye-level to me. I could see a bulge there, and I swallowed hard. I couldn’t believe I was really going to let my own Daddy and my little brother take advantage of me before my wedding! All the same, that bulge…it made me feel kind of hot and wet between my legs…

Liam came back holding a silver chain. I didn’t know what it was for, but it became obvious when he leaned down, inches from me. He caught my eye and grinned.

“C’mere, sis,” he mumbled, grabbing my tits. I gasped, but he muffled the sound with his lips, leaning in and kissing me. My own brother! He pushed his tongue past my lips and shoved it down my throat, all the while pinching my hard nipples. I squirmed in disgust…and delight. Awful, sick delight.

Suddenly, though, all I could feel was pain. Something sharp and cold and metal pinched my nipples, hard. As Liam pulled away, I shouted my pain. Looking down, I saw that there were clamps on my nipples, joined together by the silver chain. My already-hard buds were red and throbbing from the tight, painful sensation. Fresh tears burst forth and I looked up at Daddy, whimpering.

“Stop whining,” Daddy said as Liam got up. “It’s a small price to pay for everything I’ve given you.”

To punctuate this, he reached down and jerked on the chain. I bit back a screech of pain. The violent motion had me falling forward, my face falling right against Daddy’s crotch. I could feel that hard bulge against my cheek. Daddy grabbed my hair, righting me.

“Take it out and suck it, brat,” he growled. I couldn’t believe it! But I knew I owed it to Daddy. He really had done so much for me. With trembling hands, I reached forward and undid the zipper. His dick sprang free, nine-inches long and thick as a cucumber. A thick drop of pre-cum glistened at the tip. My eyes widened. Jack was nowhere near that size! Daddy laughed.

“Impressed, aren’t you? Bet that beta freak you’re marrying has a pencil dick,” he said. “Too bad. Maybe if you ask nicely, you’ll get to suck Daddy’s cock when you come home to visit. Now open up, slut.”

I obeyed, spreading my lips wide. I knew there was no way I could get that whole thing in my mouth. My nipples still ached, but the sensation was slowly fading into something else. A persistent, dull throb.

Daddy reached down and grabbed my jaw, pulling me a little bit. He slapped his hard cock against my cheek a few times, smearing his pre-cum across my face. When he finally lined his cock up against my mouth, slipping the head past my lips, my mouth was watering. I could taste the dribbling pre-cum as it slid down my throat,  and closed my eyes. I could pretend this was Jack, not my stepfather. Daddy groaned as he eased himself into my open mouth, sliding his cock along my tongue, pulling out and pushing back in. He grabbed my hair again.

“Fuck, Lisa, do some work,” he growled. “Worship Daddy’s cock.”

I groaned. He smelled so good. So manly. I liked the way his shaft throbbed against my tongue. Slowly, I began to suck and lap at his cock. I wrapped my tongue around it, getting every inch I could reach. Drool spilled from my mouth, down my chin and onto my bare breasts. Liam watched me suck Daddy off with his own cock in his hand, hard as he stroked it.

 I reached for Daddy, barely able to fit my hand around what was left of his shaft. His hips shifted and I almost gagged. Soon, he began to slide in and out of my mouth, groaning with each stroke. Each time, I felt the head of his cock slide down my throat, choking me while my tongue danced around his shaft. 
 

“Fuck yeah, slutty little tease,” he said; I liked the way Daddy was enjoying my mouth, so I sucked harder on him while he thrust into my throat. “Fucking your mouth is so good, I'm going to cum for you. You want me to cum for you, don't you? Want to swallow my cum, fill up that little belly of yours?” 

I had no idea why I would want that from my own stepfather, but I did. It was so hot and dirty, Daddy fucked my mouth so hard that I couldn’t deny him. I moaned my agreement while he fucked my throat faster. He groaned again, louder than ever, and slammed forward, pushing on my head at the same time, thrusting as deep as my throat would let him.  

I winced as the first burst of his cum hit my throat and slid down, choking me even more. Spurt after spurt of hot, salty cum filled my throat, spilling from my lips, filling my cheeks. I swallowed everything I could, but some of it dripped down onto my tits as he held me in place and emptied his balls into throat. When he finally pulled out, I felt raw and gasped for air, but I liked the way he looked at me with approval in his eyes.

“I always knew you were a slut at heart,” Daddy crowed, shaking my head. My nipples ached, but I was getting used to it. I even kind of liked it. “You did real good, baby girl. Sucked Daddy’s cock real fucking good. Now, thank me for letting you swallow my cum.”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I moaned, licking my lips, tasting his salty jizz on my lips. “I loved swallowing your seed.”

“C’mon, Dad,” Liam whined, standing beside me, dick in hand. “I want her to lick my balls.”

“Alright,” Daddy said. “I need a break before I fuck her, anyway. Go ahead, tell her.”

Daddy handed me over to Liam by my hair, like a dog. I blinked up at my little brother, not sure I’d like serving him as much as I liked serving Daddy. Liam didn’t deserve it. He’d barely ever done anything for me, except do my homework and my chores sometimes.

“You heard me,” Liam growled. “Get to work. I want your face buried in my balls, bitch.”

I didn’t have much choice in the matter, as he pushed my head into his crotch. He stroked himself above my scalp as he rubbed my nose into his sac. Grimacing, I slowly began to lick at him. His balls were warm and heavy, and he groaned as I covered them with my tongue, getting them all wet with my mouth.

“Suck ‘em good,” he murmured, and I opened my lips wide, sucking his balls into my mouth gently. I was so close that my tits nearly pressed against his calves, my nipples aching with each movement that jostled my breasts.

“That’s right, spoiled little bitch,” Liam moaned, and suddenly he ripped my face away from his balls. He shoved his cock in my face, jerking it hard. He burst, his cum shooting across my nose, over my lips, hitting me in the eye, I squirmed, trying to get out of range, but he held me firm. I couldn’t do anything but take it as my little brother came in my face. The only way to get it off was to lick what I could, swallowing it down so that it mixed with Daddy’s jizz in my stomach. When he finally released me, pushing, I fell back onto my haunches.

“Swallow it,” Liam commanded. “Lick it all up, sis.”

Whimpering, I used my fingers to clean my face and licked his cum until I was mostly clean. Daddy and Liam watched with bemused interest as their bratty little girl obeyed their every command. I was even getting aroused by it all, dripping down my thighs!

“What’s next?” Liam asked, turning to Daddy.

“I think she’s long overdue for a punishment,” Daddy said. “Go get the paddle, Liam.”

The paddle? For what?

Daddy grabbed me again and pulled me to my feet. I squealed as he dragged me across the room, towards my bed. He sat down, then forced me to bend over his knee. He was going to spank me?! But I hadn’t been spanked since I was little! Liam trotted back, handing over a wooden paddle. I squirmed, closing my eyes and grimacing. This was so embarrassing!

Not to mention painful!

Daddy started off hard. Spanking me so hard that the sound echoed through the room. I howled, wiggling desperately as the bright, red hot pain flushed through my nervous system. I was still dripping wet, but I couldn’t think of anything besides the pain of what Daddy was doing to me, and the shame of Liam watching with that awful leer on his face. I started crying, hard, and yet Daddy kept going, kept spanking me until my ass burned and my flesh stung. My body jerked with each smack. Liam watched eagerly as his older sister received her punishment for being a tease.

Finally, Daddy slowed down. Then, he stopped. I was red-faced and panting, sobbing heavily. But my body relaxed, began to recover from the onslaught of pain. Daddy sighed as he pushed me to my feet; I almost fell over, the sensations in my body overwhelming. Daddy steadied me.

“Alright, Lisa,” he said. “I think you’ve been punished enough.”

He reached forward and grabbed the nipple clamps. I groaned in sweet relief as he undid them, blood flowing back into my nipples, leaving them tingly and raw and sensitive. Daddy threw the clamps to the side, his eyes fixed on my tits.

“You’ve been flaunting those things for far too long,” he said, reaching for them. “It’s about time we got to use them. Come on, Liam.”

Daddy reached forward and grabbed one of my breasts. I squealed in surprise as the sensation cause a rush of juices from my pussy. I moaned, eyes falling closed as the sensation rolled through me. I barely looked when Liam came forward, grabbing my other breasts, rolling his thumb over my sore nipples, kneading my virgin flesh.

Daddy leaned down and blew a cool breath over my nipple, making me squeal in pleasure. Then he closed his lips around it, Liam doing the same on my other side. My Daddy and my brother sucked my nipples at the same time, making my stomach churn with pleasure and relief. It felt so good! Their tongues flicking over me, soothing my soreness. I closed my eyes, letting it happen. Someone slipped his hand down between my legs, and I squealed as fingers pried my lips open and dipped across my dripping slit.

“Fuck, she’s wet,” Liam said. “I want her, Dad.”

“I know, son,” Daddy said. They both stepped back, and I groaned in needy disappointment.

“Please,” I heard myself beg. “Feels so good…”

“Oh, I know it does, baby girl,” Daddy laughed. “You’re a little slut, remember? This is what you live for. Get on the bed.”

I eagerly climbed onto the bed, not sure what was coming next but knowing I really wanted Daddy and Liam to touch me again. I didn’t even mind if they took my virginity before my husband could! I was so hot and horny and needy, I would have fucked anything with a dick. Daddy and Liam came to the bed and forced me onto my hands and knees. I wound up with Daddy behind me and Liam in front; Liam’s cock was hard again, and he shoved it in my face. At the same time, I felt something thick and hard pressing against my slit from behind.

“My little virgin girl,” Daddy grunted, grabbing handfuls of my ass. “I can’t wait to fuck this tight little pussy you’ve been teasing me with. God, it’s gonna feel good to be the first man inside you. I’m gonna pump you so full of cum, your husband won’t stand a chance of getting you pregnant. You’ll already be having Daddy’s baby.”

My groan was stifled by Liam, who grabbed my hair and forced his cock past my lips and into my throat. Pain shot through me as Daddy inched his big cock into my tight pussy. I closed my eyes, letting them use me, waiting for the relief I knew was coming.

“Hold tight,” Daddy said, a grin in his voice. And then, suddenly, I felt him pierce forward. My eyes popped open, and I screamed, though it was totally muffled by Liam’s cock jamming deep into my throat.

I gagged, tears spilling from my eyes as my stepbrother and stepfather impaled me between them like a pig on a spit. They filled me at both ends, shoving themselves balls-deep into my tight, teenage body. It was all I could do not to black out as Daddy started fucking me, hard. He grabbed my hips and slammed himself into me like a stallion, his balls slapping my thighs with each stroke.

It was too hard, too fast for my first time, and I squealed in pain. Not that anyone heard it, since Liam’s cock was pulsing deep in my throat, jammed way past my tongue and down my esophagus.

“Oh, fuck, yeah,” Daddy growled. “Nice little virgin slut…take it, Lisa, take Daddy’s cock…”

Slowly, the sensations started to change. My face heated up as Daddy jackhammered into me. Even Liam’s cock stuffed in my throat started to feel good. My muscles were all tense and tight. I was dripping wet. My hips moved on their own, slamming backwards into Daddy with each thrust. My head spun. I closed my eyes again. Liam reached down, grabbing my tits and squeezing. Daddy reached around my hips, found my clit, and rubbed it. I came, shaking and bucking between them. Liam pulled out, grabbing my hair and yanking my head up so he could watch my face contort in ecstasy while Daddy fucked me hard from behind.

“Such a worthless little whore,” Liam marveled. “I can’t believe we wasted so much time letting you prance around, teasing us. We should have been raping your ass for years….”

“Oh,” Daddy said from behind as I slowly came down from my very first climax. “Great idea, Liam. I’m going to fuck her ass. You get on your back. We’ll fuck her at the same time!”

“Good idea, Dad!” Liam grinned, spitting on my face before letting go. He lay back on the bed. I whimpered, not understanding what was happening as Daddy forced me off his cock and pushed me forward until I was straddling Liam. My little brother’s not-so-little cock spread my still-tight pussy wide as he grabbed my hips and began to pull me down.

“Ohhhh,” I groaned. I felt something warm and wet against my ass; it felt good. Really good.

“A little lube,” Daddy said. “And you’re ready, princess. Get down on that cock and lean forward for me, baby.”

Liam pulled me down, shoving his cock all the way against my womb while I shuddered in pleasure. Daddy pushed on my back, forcing me forward, my breasts dangling over Liam’s chest. Suddenly, I felt my rosebud stretching wide. I screamed at the sensation, but Liam shoved his hand in my mouth, silencing me. I could only wait, shaking and silent, as Daddy shoved his cock deep into my virgin ass! Liam’s cock was already buried to the hilt, and soon I was being penetrated by both of them at the same time!

I nearly passed out again, the sensations overwhelming. Liam grunted, grabbing my hips again and starting to move me up and down. I felt Daddy move at the same pace, pulling out of me and rushing in again, fucking my ass as hard as he’d fucked my pussy! I groaned, drooling, mindless as pleasure and pain dueled inside me. My brother and father filled me to the brim, penetrating me again and again, both fucking me like animals.

“You like this, don’t you Lisa?” Daddy grunted. “Gonna cum again, aren’t you? Cum, baby girl. Cum for Daddy.”

“Y-yesss,” I moaned as the sensation exploded inside me. I slammed down on Liam’s cock, grinding my buzzing clit against him as my pussy clenched around his shaft. Liam cursed, hips jerking as he lost control and began to cum inside me, pumping his jizz into my womb. I screamed at the pleasure of his warm cum massaging me while I came, milking him dry.

Daddy grabbed my hair, yanking my head back, slamming me against him as his own cock swelled and then exploded inside me. Liam and Daddy filled me up in both holes at the same time, pumping their cum into my pussy and ass while I came over and over again.

Slowly, they slid out of me, trailing cum from my ass and pussy. I collapsed on the bed, totally broken in.

“There you go,” Daddy said. “All paid up. Let’s see Jack beat that.”

He and Liam high-fived over my naked, cum-covered body. Daddy leaned down and whispered in my ear.

“If that boy you’re marrying doesn’t satisfy you, you know you can always come home. Even when I give you away tomorrow, you’ll always be my little girl.”


Trained by the Priest

I sat in the church on the night before my wedding, staring up at the altar. I knew I was supposed to be happy, but I was crying.

I loved Tommy, my high school sweetheart. And I was so happy that we were finally 18 and could get married. I couldn’t wait to be his wife!

So why was I so upset?

Well, Tommy and I had agreed to wait until we were married before we did anything. Except for kissing, I was totally inexperienced. And I had just read an article online about men who left their wives for not being good in bed.

What if I was bad in bed?! I had no idea what I was supposed to do! The article mentioned all sorts of things that I didn’t know about. If I didn’t do those things, or didn’t do them right, Tommy would leave me for someone else! I wished we hadn’t chosen to wait, so I could have practiced before we were married. If I embarrassed myself on our wedding night, I was sure it would be a very short marriage.

I was crying as quietly as I could, trying not to make too much noise in the empty church. I had been coming to this church since I was a little girl. I would be married here the next day, by Father Daniels. I’d known him since I was a little girl, too.

But his voice still surprised me when it came from behind the pew I sat in.

“My dear,” Father Daniels said. “What’s wrong? You’re crying? But you should be happy!”

I wiped my cheeks as Father Daniels came to sit beside me in the pew. He had kindly blue eyes and brown hair. He wasn’t too old, for a priest. I had always trusted him. Everyone did. He was the favorite priest in the whole parish.

“I know,” I sighed, trying to stop my tears. “I am happy to marry Tommy. But…”

How could I explain my fears to Father Daniels? They were embarrassing! I knew that I could tell him anything, but it still felt shameful to discuss sex in a church. Father Daniels took my hand and squeezed it.

“Go ahead, my child,” Father Daniels said. “Let it out.”

I bit my lip, looking into his eyes. I knew he could make me feel better. He always did. So, taking a big breath, I let it all out. My fears, my innocence, my inexperience. The shame that I felt about not being able to please my husband. He listened quietly, nodding along, taking it all in. By the time I was done, I already felt a little bit better!

“I see,” Father Daniels said at last. “Well, those are very sincere concerns, my dear. Have you shared them with Tommy?”

I shook my head.

“Perhaps that’s best,” Father Daniels said. “A man doesn’t want to be burdened with his wife’s sexual fears.”

Ouch. That hurt to hear! But Father Daniels knew what he was talking about, surely. Father Daniels got an odd look in his eye as he studied me.

“You’ve never touched yourself, have you, Jenna?” Father Daniels said.

“No, Father,” I said, shaking my head vehemently. “Of course not!”

“Why not?” Father Daniels said, leaning in a little closer. I could feel his body heat.

“It’s a sin, right?” I said.

“Well, that’s debatable,” Father Daniels said. Suddenly, he let go of my hand and laid his hand on my knee. Warmth flowed up my thigh. He had big hands. Big, warm hands. Soft, too. Very comforting. You could really tell he was a man of God, because even his touch was comforting! He spoke to me in low tones as he rubbed my knee.

“If touching yourself is a sin, it’s certainly not one that’s difficult to atone for,” Father Daniels mused. “You could always ask for forgiveness.”

“Oh,” I said, shrugging. “Well, I just never really felt like doing it.”

“Never?” Father Daniels said, surprise in his voice. His hand slid a little further up my leg. I automatically spread my legs a bit, since he seemed to want that.

“Mmm..well, maybe sometimes…when I kiss Tommy….”

“Ah,” Father Daniels smiled. “So you and Tommy do kiss. What else do you do?”

“Well, like I said, Father, not much,” I admitted. “I really have wanted to wait until marriage. That’s why I’m worried. I think he’ll be disappointed in me on our wedding night!”

“I see,” Father Daniels said. His hand inched a little higher. His fingers were tickling my inner thigh. It felt really good, so I opened my legs a bit wider. “Well, Jenna, if you’re willing, I think I might be able to help you.”

“Really?!” I asked, ecstatic. I couldn’t think of anyone better than Father Daniels to help me. I trusted him with my life! “Thank you!”

“Don’t thank me yet,” Father Daniels said with a small smile. He squeezed my leg, and a thrill ran up my spine. “I want to make sure you understand some things first. I cannot help you if you don’t trust me. You do trust me, right?”

I nodded fervently. Of course I did!

“Very good,” Father Daniels said. “Now, you’ve been very good to save yourself for marriage, Jenna. It’s God’s will. But since you’re worried about now knowing what to do, I’d like to offer my assistance as a man of God. I’m a priest, Jenna. For me to touch you would not be a sin.”

I nodded, not quite sure where he was going with this, but quite sure that he was right about it.

“It would be like letting God himself touch you,” Father Daniels said. “Tonight, the night before your wedding, I would be willing to sacrifice my time to training you on the duties of a wife. The bedroom duties, you understand.”

“That would be great,” I said, practically crying with relief. “Thank you so much, Father Daniels!”

“I’ll need complete obedience from you,” Father Daniels said gravely. “No questions, no protests. You can leave at any time, but if you want to know how to please Tommy, you will have to do everything I say until the end of the lesson. Can you do that, Jenna?”

I nodded again. Sure! I was sure I could do whatever Father Daniels said.

“Say it aloud, Jenna. Say that you’ll obey me. I need to hear it.”

“I’ll obey you, Father Daniels,” I said. “I’ll do everything you say, I promise!”

“Very good,” Father Daniels smiled and removed his hand from my thigh. “Now, please stand up. Your first lesson will be in pleasing a man. Then, I’ll teach you what a man might do to you if he wants to. And then I will show you what it means to join with a man. Sound good?”

It sure did! I smiled happily and stood up, letting Father Daniels guide me until I was standing in front of him. He sat in the pew, looking me up and down.

“First, I trust that you’re aware of proper anatomy?”

“Yes,” I said. “Penis and vagina, right?”

Father Danielss nodded.

“Yes,” he said. “Those are the technical terms. But when you’re making love, it’s much better to use colloquial terms. A penis can be a cock, a dick, or a prick. A vagina is a pussy, a slit or a cunt.”

Oh, boy. I blushed hard, hearing Father Daniels say those words. I wasn’t expecting that! I bit my lip.

“And in order to please a man,” Father Daniels continued. “You must first get his cock hard. Give him an erection. As you can see, my dear, I am not erect.”

He gestured to his crotch. I couldn’t really see what he meant, but I nodded anyway.

“To get me hard, I’d like you to take your clothes off. Do it slowly, and keep your eyes on me the entire time.”

Wait. That seemed a little excessive. After all, we were in the middle of church. I thought he would just kind of walk me through the motions but…

“Don’t think about it, just do it,” Father Daniels said firmly. “When your husband tells you to do something, you should do it immediately, and eagerly. Now, undress.”

Well, okay, if that’s what he wanted! I looked Father Daniels in the eye and reached for the zipper of my skirt. I slowly moved it down, until my skirt fell to my ankles, showing off my white panties and my creamy thighs. Father Daniels stared at me as I pulled my shirt off, until I was in my bra and panties only. He gestured for me to continue. Blushing, I forced myself to maintain eye contact as I opened my bra. Immediately, my c-cup tits bounced free, my nipples pink and hard in the cold air. Father Daniels licked his lips as my hands moved down to my panties and I slowly shimmied out of them.

This was my first time ever being naked in front of a man! I instinctively went to cover myself, but Father Daniels slapped my hands away.

“You must always show your husband every inch of your body. It is his body now, too. He has every right to stare at it. Come closer, Jenna.”

Father Daniels spread his legs and reached for me. He grabbed me by the hips, hard, and pulled until I was between his knees. A little squeal escaped my throat in my surprise.

“Good girl,” Father Daniels said. “Now, has Tommy ever touched your breasts?”

I shook my head. I never let him.

“From now on, your breasts are for Tommy to touch whenever he wants. Letting a man touch and suck your breasts is a good way to get him hard. I’m going to do that now, alright Jenna?”

I squirmed. It didn’t really feel alright, but it had to be, if Father Daniels said so. I nodded, watching as Father Daniels leaned forward and reached for my heavy, round breasts. I moaned when  he grabbed them from below and lifted them slightly, his palms warm in the cold church. Something tingled between my legs.

Father Daniels began to rub and massage my breasts, squeezing them and moving them in small circles. The more he touched me, the better it felt. I closed my eyes as he began to brush my hard nipples with his thumbs. My heart rate was getting faster. Groaning, I arched my back, pushing my breasts closer to him. It felt really good, what he was doing. My thighs clenched together as the tingles increased.

“You have beautiful tits, Jenna,” Father Daniels praised me and I felt giddy. “Tommy is a very lucky man. It feels good, doesn’t it? You like having me touch your breasts?”

“Yes, Father Daniels,” I moaned. “It feels really good. I like it a lot.”

“Good girl,” Father Daniels said, and took hold of my nipples. He tweaked and then pinched them, sending a hot flush to my cheeks. “Now, you’re going to feel even better.”

What could feel better? I didn’t understand until I looked down and watched Father Daniels lean forward and take my nipple between his lips. His tongue flicked over it and I felt like I was melting! He sucked my nipple, then moved to the other one. His hands kept squeezing and teasing my breasts, fingers tweaking my nipple while his mouth sucked and licked the other one. Soon, I was squirming all over and making soft, crooning noises. I felt really hot between my legs, and even kind of damp! I wanted very much to touch myself down there and figure out what was happening.

But Father Daniels beat me to it. He dropped one hand from my chest down to my thighs and forced them apart. I gasped in surprise as he forced his fingers against my pussy and began to rub! It did feel like I was wet, and I groaned in satisfaction as the sensation rushed up my spine. Father Daniels removed his lips from my breast and looked up at me.

“You’re very wet, Jenna,” he said. “That’s good. That means you’ll be a good little wife for your husband. You must always try to be wet for him, so he can take you whenever he wants. If you deny him, he may seek pleasures elsewhere. Understand?”

“Y-yes, F-father,” I moaned. “Feels…g-good…”

“I know it does,” Father Daniels smirked. “You’re going to feel really good soon. I’m going to make you cum, Jenna. You feel me rubbing your clit?”

I nodded, panting, heat rising in my belly. He rolled his finger around my clit in a slow circle. Again and again.

“Ask me if you’re allowed to come, Jenna,” Father Daniels demanded, sliding my hard little clit between the edges of two fingers, a whole new sensation that had me on my tiptoes with pleasure. “Always ask for permission from a man. Your pleasure is his decision.”

“P-please, Father,” I moaned. “Can I c-cum?!”

“Yes, little one,” Father Daniels said, and suddenly rubbed my clit really hard. I gasped as the heat seemed to explode inside me. My eyes opened wide and the world spun as pleasure ripped through me. I felt like I was unleashing a flood against his hand as I came, and he leaned in, sucking on my nipple again while the sensations whirled inside me.

I was coming down, panting and tingling, when I realized that Father Daniels had leaned back and was grinning at me. Feeling a little dizzy and very heated, I smiled back.

“Now, Jenna, you can see that I’m hard,” Father Daniels said, gesturing to his crotch again. To my surprise, there was a big bulge under his priest robe. My eyes widened. Seeing that was a lot different than imagining it!

“So, it’s time for me to teach you how to please your husband,” Father Daniels said. “Get on your knees.”

The floor was really hard and uncomfortable, but I did what Father Daniels said. I knew he was right so far, and I had no reason not to trust him on this. If pleasing a man meant I had to kneel before him, it kind of made sense. A wife should be subservient, right?

“Good girl,” Father Daniels said, adjusting himself so that his loose slacks were visible. “Now, take my cock out. Unzip my pants and take my cock in your hand.”

My pulse sped up. I’d never seen a cock before, never mind touched one! What if it was gross and I didn’t like it? Father Daniels sensed my hesitation and clucked his tongue at me.

“You’re being a bad girl, Jenna,” he said. “Take my cock out, now.”

I jumped at his harsh tone and reached for his zipper. With shaking hands, I unzipped him and then reached in…my hand gripped something long, thick, and hot! I pulled it through his pants. Father Daniels’ cock was really big! It was nine inches at least, and so thick I could barely fit my hand around it! The tip was purple and soft, with something wet glistening at the top. Veins ran all down the shaft, and there was thick curly hair at the bottom. I stared at it, entranced.

“Very good, Jenna,” Father Daniels said. “Now, stick your tongue out, like you would at communion.”

Obediently, I looked at Father Daniels and dropped my jaw, sticking my tongue out.

“Good girl,” he grinned. “Now, lean forward and start licking my cock. You should lick it all the way up and down, until it’s all wet. You should especially lick the tip, where it’s most sensitive.”

Lick it?! But why?! That was gross! I made a face, and Father Daniels saw it. He stared at me, angry.

“What did you say to me before we began, Jenna? You said you would obey me, right?”

I nodded, looking at his cock again. I didn’t want to touch it with my tongue…but I knew I had to trust Father Daniels…slowly, I leaned in and closed my eyes. My tongue hit his throbbing flesh, and I started to lick him, trying to do exactly what he said. I licked his shaft all up and down. From his curly hair to the drippy, purple tip.

Over and over again, I licked him, lapping at every inch. Father Daniels watched me with glazed eyes, leaning back, relaxed. His cock was really wet after a while, and I had gotten used to the taste.

“Alright, Jenna,” Father Daniels said, reaching for me. I felt pressure on my head as he grabbed a fistful of my hair. “Now, get ready to suck me. I’m going to shove my cock between your lips, and you’re going to suck me off. Worship my cock, Jenna. Worship it like you would worship the Lord.”

My pulse sped up again as his hand in my hair stiffened. I closed my eyes and let Father Daniels guide my head into place at the top of his cock. The big, soft head slipped past my lips. It wasn’t so bad; even when I swallowed some of that drippy, musky liquid, it wasn’t so bad. But Father Daniels kept pushing!

He groaned as he pushed harder, forcing his cock further and further into my mouth. I couldn’t keep myself from drooling as his hips shifted up and down, pushing him even deeper into my mouth. My tongue lapped at his shaft as he forced harder. He pushed until he was almost totally buried in my mouth!

My gag reflex kicked in and I tried to hold back, choking on his dick. Tears sprang to my eyes and spilled down my cheeks as I tried to breathe enough air through my nose. My muffled moans seemed to make Father Daniels even happier, and soon he was holding my head in both hands and thrusting his hips up and down, jamming his cock down my throat.

Father Daniels groaned. His hands clenched really hard on my head. He jerked faster, and I could feel his cock throb against my tongue. With a long grunt, he forced my head all the way down, my nose buried in his curly hairs. Jerking one last time, I felt something wet burst in my throat and slide down to my stomach.

More and more of it came, hot and salty. I swallowed what I could, but some of it filled my cheeks and leaked from my lips down my chin. When Father Daniels finally released me, I gasped for air, spilling the wet jizz all down my breasts. I rocked back onto my heels, panting, trying to recover from the strangeness. Father Daniels’ cock wasn’t that hard anymore, but he was stroking it slowly, watching me.

“That wasn’t bad,” he said. “You’ll need a lot more practice before you can truly satisfy your husband. You shouldn’t gag like that. It’s very unattractive.”

“Sorry,” I whimpered, wiping my cheeks. My throat felt raw, my stomach full of the hot cum.

“It’s alright,” Father Daniels said. “Get up again, please.”

I rose on shaky legs. What now? I didn’t think he was going to be hard again so soon…I knew a little bit about sex, after all.

“Sit down, facing me,” Father Daniels said. “Spread your legs wide. One foot on the ground, the other on top of the pew.”

But then he’d be able to see everything! My breasts were one thing…it felt wrong to spread myself like that in a church! But I could tell Father Daniels was getting ready to scold me again, and I didn’t want that. I sat down beside him. Struggling a little, I managed to pull my foot up onto the pew, the other on the ground, legs spread so that my whole, wet pussy was on display. I lay on my back, letting him look me over. Father Daniels licked his lips.

“Before we can go any further, I’ll need some time to recover, and some inspiration,” he explained, leaning down with his hands on my inner thighs. I shuddered, feeling my pussy drip a little. I guess that having him cum in my mouth turned me on more than I thought! But what was he doing down there? Why did he want to look at me so closely? Wasn’t it ugly and…

My shout filled the echoing chambers as Father Daniels buried his head between my legs and licked my pussy. I gripped the wooden pew, nails digging into the varnish. Father Daniels growled as he licked me up and down, sucking my clit between his lips. I moaned, hips thrusting on their own, heat flushing my cheeks. This was so much better than his fingers!

“Play with your tits,” Father Daniels demanded from between my legs. “I want to watch you. Make it worth my time.”

Groaning, I grabbed my breasts and started to rub them, just like he had. It made every sensation more intense. Closing my eyes, I felt myself gushing in pleasure as Father Daniels licked and sucked my clit. I ground against him, unable to help myself. Then, I felt something strange. There was something poking against my entrance, something hard and kind of rough. I realized that it was Father Daniels’ finger; he slid it right into my pussy!

It felt amazing inside me. He moved it inside me, exploring all around as his lips kept assaulting my clit. He curled his finger and stroked me deep. I gasped, shuddering, pinching my nipples as he pushed me to another orgasm. Everything rang, my body going stiff, then limp.

I was sure I was crying out, but I couldn’t stop myself. This felt a million times better than the last time. Slowly, the good feelings started to die down, and I was left slumped against the pew as Father Daniels came up from between my legs. He wiped his mouth, and pushed his fingers against my mouth. Not sure what to do, I let him force his wet fingers past my lips and sucked them, my own juices running down my throat.

“Good girl, Jenna,” Father Daniels said with a sigh. He rose up, and I could see that his cock was hard again. “Now, it’s time.”

“Time?” I asked, biting my lip. I thought I knew what he was talking about, but I kind of hoped I was wrong!

“I’m going to put my cock inside your pussy,” he said. “I’m going to fuck you now. I’m nice and hard again, and I’m going to show you what it feels like to get fucked by a man.”

“I know you’re a virgin, and you might be scared, but if you really want to know everything about sex, you need to actually have sex. It won’t count if you have sex with me, because I’m a holy man. You can still call yourself a virgin on your wedding night.”

“Okay,” I sighed. “But won’t it hurt a lot?”

“It might,” he said, nodding sagely. “But that’s all a part of the process. When it stops hurting, I promise, it will feel very good. And it will make me feel good, too. You understand that a man’s pleasure is the most important thing, right?”

“Yes,” I nodded. I’d gotten that lesson loud and clear. “I understand.”

“Great,” he said, smiling. “Then I’ll need you to get up and bend over. Put your hands on the pew and stick your ass out for me.”

That didn’t seem right. I thought sex was where a man laid on top of a woman and…?

“This is the best way, Jenna,” he said, voice grave. “Your husband will love it.”

I wanted Tommy to love me, so I nodded and did as he said. I got up, turned around, and leaned forward. The wood was kind of sticky under my hands, the varnish old and cracked. I studied the grains in the wood, the circles and various shades of brown. Father Daniels stood behind me, then grabbed my hips. He yanked at them, pushing and pulling me into the position he wanted.

I gasped as I felt something pressing against my pussy lips.

“You should be thankful that I got you so wet,” Father Daniels said, sliding his cock up and down my pussy lips. When the head of his cock rubbed my clit, I moaned, letting the good feelings fill my stomach again. Soon, though, he stopped sliding, and the head of his cock pressed against my slit. “A man might not want to prepare you. You should be ready to take your husband no matter what condition you’re in. Even if you’re dry, you should accept his cock inside you. You belong to him now.”

I closed my eyes and grit my teeth as Father Daniels inched his cock inside me.

“I’m going to do this fast, so it doesn’t hurt for long,” he said. My pussy complained as he split me wide with just the head of his dick. I gripped the pew harder, nails digging into the varnish. Father Daniels gripped my hips hard and took a deep breath. Then, he slammed his cock into me. My body was on fire with pain, a splitting sensation between my legs, a sob escaping my lips. I cried a little bit. My pussy felt like it was stretched beyond its limits.

“The worst is over now, Jenna,” he said. I moaned in relief as he slid out slightly – but then he slid right back in! “This means it will be better tomorrow when you’re with Tommy for the first time.”

I groaned, hands grasping the pew, and tried to think of nice things. But by the third time he slid in and out of me, I didn’t need to think about nice things. I was feeling nice things.

“Oh,” I moaned, surprised at the sensation overwhelming my body. “Oh, Father, this is…”

“It’s good, isn’t it, Jenna,” he said, his cock moving in long, slow strokes. I felt like I was being filled in places I’d never known existed. “This is the best way to please a man. And when you please a man, he’ll please you, too.”

That sounded good. One of Father Daniels’ hands slid around my hips, and his fingers dipped between my lips again, finding my clit. He was fucking me harder then, and rolling his fingers over my clit in a steady rhythm. Oh, it felt amazing, and I could feel that same coil in my stomach, tensing and tensing.

“Father,” I moaned. “I think I’m gonna…oh, again…”

“Yes, Jenna,” he growled. “Come on my cock. That’s what you’re meant for.”

He used one hand to rub my clit, and I cried out in surprise when his other hand moved and a finger pressed against my rosebud. He slammed into me faster with each stroke, and now he wiggled his finger into my ass, filling me from both ends until I was moaning and thrashing in pleasure.

“You want it harder?” Father Daniels asked. “Tell me, Jenna. Ask me to fuck you harder.”

“Yes, please, Father Daniels, fuck me harder! Oh, god, I need it harder, please,” I begged, and he went faster, thrusting into me like a machine.

“I’m going to come in you now,” he growled. “If you don’t come before then, I can’t help you. So you’d better come, Jenna. Listen to me. Do what I say. Come.”

“Oh, g-g-god,” I cried, desperate to please him. He slid his finger deeper into my ass and pinched my clit, driving himself deeper than ever inside me. Release finally came, and I shook and bucked beneath him, spilling my juices all over his shaft.

“Good girl,” he groaned. “Now take my cum…”

I could feel something warm and wet bursting inside me, splashing against my pussy walls, driving my climax deeper and deeper. My whole body was clenching wildly, almost like I was squeezing the cum out of him with my pussy. He released what felt like an ocean of cum into my virgin pussy, letting me ride him through my climax and then giving me even more. When he finally slid out, he was limp, and I groaned. I felt sore, but satisfied like never before.

“Oh, Father Daniels,” I said, rolling over and watching his cum drip from my pussy. “That was so good. Is that everything there is to know?”

“Not quite,” Father Daniels said, standing up and adjusting himself, putting his cock away. “But it’ll get you through your wedding night.”

“Oh,” I said, curious. “What else is there?”
Father Daniels smiled.

“Well, my dear, why don’t you come see me after your honeymoon, and I’ll teach you a few more ways to please your new husband?”

I nodded eagerly. I couldn’t wait to show Tommy that I was going to be a good wife. And being a good wife seemed like it was going to be pretty fun for me, too!
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