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 Chapter One



I smiled when I pulled in behind Chris’s car in our driveway. Even the thought of calling it “our” driveway gave me a little thrill. I looked from the back of Chris’s very sensible dark blue sedan to
 our
 house. The house we were going to move into after our wedding next week.



It was huge, too big for just the two of us. Two-and-a-half stories, with a finished basement and a double lot for a yard. A large walkaround front porch, gorgeous arched windows, flower beds lining the front of the house… it was everything I’ve ever wanted in a home and have never had.



Until now.



And, while it may have been too big for just me and Chris, we’d get to work on filling it up as soon as we said, “I do.” Thoughts of little ones running along the hardwood floors and out into the gigantic backyard, perhaps playing with the puppy Chris said he’d get me after our honeymoon, sent a wave of warmth through me as I stepped out into the unseasonably chilly air.



I hoped it would be as warm on our wedding day as it’s supposed to be in June. We were to be wed in the park a few blocks from
 our
 new house, and I hated the thought that anything might sour our happiness on that day.



Speaking of making people unhappy, I’d just come from a lunch date with my best friend, Andrea. I had to break the news that she needed to cancel the male strippers she’d ordered for my bachelorette party. Chris and I had agreed that we’d have no funny business at either of our parties. He said his was going to consist of lots of food and video games at his brother’s house,            and I wasn’t about to break my promise to him either.



No matter how tempting the thought of three hunky guys -- Andrea had pics of them on her phone to show me what I’d be missing out on -- was.



And it
 was
 tempting. I seemed to be constantly horny these days, thanks to another agreement Chris and I had made. We wanted to start a family as soon as we were married, so I stopped taking my birth control two months ago. I’d read it could take that long to leave one’s system, so I wanted to be ready to conceive as soon as we were official. But not a minute before. So, to eliminate the risk of a pre-wedding pregnancy, we agreed to stop having sex.



Chris was such a sweetheart; he’s never even tried to get me to give him a blowjob since we stopped fucking. He knows how much I enjoy those, and once I get started, I don’t want to stop. I can’t just be a bit sexual; if I’d so much as touched his cock I’d have wanted it in me. He’s such a good guy, helping me curb my own temptation like that.



Standing there next to my car, thinking about giving him a blowjob was enough to get me revved up. My panties had already been a little damp because of Andrea’s stripper pics, but they got even wetter as I thought about what I’d do to my fiancé -- husband -- on our wedding night.



I took a deep breath. I was here to do a little painting of our master bedroom while Chris did yard work. I didn’t need to work myself into a lust-fueled frenzy, knowing I couldn’t do anything about it for a week.



I heard the mower sounds coming from the backyard. The lawn had been in fairly rough shape when we’d toured the house, and once we’d made the offer, the previous owners had stopped taking care of things entirely. Chris wanted to make sure everything was perfect before moving in, so he was whipping the yard into shape. He’d already mowed the front, but from the sound of things, he was still going strong in the backyard.



I smiled when I thought of how hard he’d already worked to make things just right for us. He was the sweetest guy in the world, and I couldn’t imagine ever thinking otherwise.



I enjoyed the smell of freshly cut grass as I made my way up the stairs to the front porch. I swung open the door and was surprised to see a brand new couch and chair in the living room. It must have arrived while I was at lunch, and Chris had already positioned it just where I’d said I wanted it. I imagined him filled with glee, wanting the furniture I’d picked out to be the first thing I saw when I entered the house.



Again, sweetest guy in the world.



I walked to the kitchen and looked out the window. My fiancé, my soon-to-be husband, my man, was shirtless as he pushed the lawnmower through the foot-tall grass. My clit throbbed at the sight of the sweat glistening off of his tanned skin. It took everything I had in me not to start rubbing myself furiously right then and there.



And then I heard the sound that signaled the end of all my good thoughts about the man.



It was Chris’s text message notification. He’d left his phone on the counter next to the kitchen window where I stood gazing longingly at him. I usually don’t think twice about his phone, but I glanced down at it for some reason.



Looking back at what happened now, I think I’d rather not have seen what I saw. But I did see it.



It was a text from Chris’s brother, Anthony. Anthony was as different from Chris as night is from day, and neither of us liked him very much. He was loud and crude and full of himself. Despite his flaws, which included being grossly overweight and lousy hygiene, Anthony had a constant stream of hot young things moving in and out of his bed and his life, lured in by his insanely large bank account. He wouldn’t dream of settling down to make one woman happy like his brother. I still couldn’t believe he was in charge of Chris’s bachelor party, but Chris assured me things would be fine.



The text message I’d rather not have seen told a different story.



 









 Chapter Two



Dude
 .



That’s how it started, the text message that changed my life. My future marriage.
 Dude
 .



Got the entertainment and it’s just what you wanted.



My heart pounded as I read the following words.



She’s not just a stripper -- she’s a hooker! And blond just like you like!



I absent-mindedly touched my dark auburn hair as I saw a screenshot pop up on Chris’s phone. It was from some website I’d never heard of. It was a picture of a blond woman dressed in black leather bondage gear, her face obscured by a black cat mask, along with an email address and phone number. I wasn’t conscious of my actions as I took my phone from my pocket and took a picture of Chris’s screen.



I scrolled up through their text messages and saw that they’d been chatting non-stop about bachelor party entertainment options for weeks. Most of Chris’s replies were noncommittal, but it was clear he wasn’t shutting down his brother’s plans like he should have been.



Like I had shut down Andrea’s plans for strippers at my party.



And I might have been able to get past strippers, despite our agreement. Even if I found out about it later, after I’d let my opportunity for fun slip by while he had his. But Anthony’s last text and the services I later saw listed on the website from that text clarified that the blonde in the cat mask was no mere stripper.



This woman was a whore. I had no idea how much it would cost to pay someone to fuck guys at a bachelor party, but Anthony’s job afforded him luxuries Chris and I could only dream of, so it wasn’t out of the realm of possibility. And surely it wouldn’t be an exorbitant amount if you were only paying her to fuck one man.



The one the party was for.



Chris
 .



I looked back at him, mowing the backyard, and my hands trembled. Moments before, I wanted to get myself off while looking at that sweaty back, those toned muscles, that reddening skin. Now I wanted to do something else entirely.



I wanted to hit him. Slap him in the face and beg him to tell me why he’d allow his brother to ruin our happiness. To betray me like this.



But, no. It wasn’t actually Anthony’s fault, was it? Anthony was Anthony. Yes, he was a horrible man, and it looked like the “entertainment” for the party had been his idea. But Chris had had ample opportunity over the last few weeks to speak his mind. To stand up for himself. For us. And he hadn’t done that.



My heart pounded. My face flushed. My anger grew, and I knew that even beating the shit out of Chris wouldn’t satisfy my rage. An insane plan formed instantly in my mind, one so crazy I still can’t believe I didn’t talk myself out of it.



Chris had intended to betray me, and no amount of physical pain would be enough to pay him back for that. So I knew what I had to do.



I had to betray him first. Right in front of him.



 



---



 



The whore looked nothing like her picture.



I’d almost chickened out, sitting there in the parking lot of one of the entirely too many Walmarts within a 20-minute drive of my new house.



Our
 new house. Fuck, that phrase went from bringing me joy to causing pain pretty damn fast.



I had just about changed my mind about all of this even before I saw the woman -- Lilly, if the name on the escort website was her actual name -- my soon-to-be husband would’ve been fucking in two days if not for my crazy plan. My scheme involved showing up at Chris’s bachelor party wearing the whore’s bondage outfit and mask and giving lap dances to some of his buddies before leaving them disappointed they weren’t going to get the “entertainment” they’d paid for.



It was nuts. What made me think they wouldn’t instantly recognize me, even with the mask, and kick me out before I could get started? Or that I could even give a lap dance, which I’d never done before? Or that I could be in the same room as guys who’d actively plotted to have my fiance cheat on me days before our wedding without giving in to my desperate rage?



But seeing the whore walking toward me with a large duffel bag slung over her shoulder made me think I could pull off not being recognized. After all, if she hadn’t told me what kind of car she’d be driving to our meeting place, I never would’ve suspected it was her. The woman in the picture -- the whore -- had long, blond hair. This woman -- Lilly? -- had a buzz cut. And she was attractive, but she didn’t seem to be wearing makeup. She didn’t look like the type of woman who’d do the things she undoubtedly did, and definitely not like the woman in the picture from that website.



“This is the craziest shit I’ve ever heard of,” she said as I got out of my car to greet her.



“You told me that already,” I said.



After getting Lilly’s contact information from the screenshot, I’d called her and offered her double whatever Anthony was paying her for the party if she just wouldn’t go. And if she’d give me her bondage outfit, which I prayed would fit me. It would drain my considerable savings, made up of an inheritance and diligent budgeting, but money meant nothing to me at this point. She laughed and told me I was crazy (couldn’t argue with her there) but accepted my offer.



“I guess I did.”



“You’ve never heard of a woman not wanting her fiance to fuck someone a few days before their wedding?” I asked.



She shrugged. “Let’s just say those who employ my services are usually a bit more discreet.”



“The organizer of this party is an idiot,” I said.



“Apparently,” she said.



“I’m assuming that’s your gear in the bag?” I asked.



“All of it,” she said. “Including the wig.”



I walked around to the back of my car and opened my trunk, where a suitcase full of my money awaited. She dropped her bag next to the suitcase and lifted the suitcase out of the trunk.



“Don’t you want to count it?” I asked.



She shrugged. “It
 better
 be all here. If not, I know where you live. And where your soon-to-be brother-in-law lives.”



I gasped. Obviously, she knew where Anthony lived, but I had no idea how she knew so much about me. I should’ve asked, but honestly, I didn’t want to know, and besides, the money was indeed all there. So I had nothing to fear from her.



She walked away from me, dragging the suitcase behind her. Her phone chimed, and she took it out of her pocket to look at the screen.



She turned back to me and smiled. “Good thing you came through for me,” she said, nodding toward the suitcase. “Just had a cancellation. Wishy-washy bastard.”



 









 Chapter Three



I felt ridiculous.



I sat in my car for several minutes after parking down the street from Anthony’s house. Usually a quiet street, both sides were lined with cars now. No doubt most of their drivers were guests for Chris’s party, there to see their friend cheat on the love of his life with some random hooker. Chris had told me they were expecting around 20 people to show up tonight, and from the number of cars here, that seemed to be an accurate headcount.



I had almost backed out of this crazy plan again since, after all, I had already stopped any chance of the awfulness happening. But I wanted to see their faces -- his face -- as their dreams of debauchery evaporated once they realized I wasn’t their entertainment. Once they realized there was no entertainment. I hoped they’d have blue balls for weeks because of this.



My need for revenge, for rubbing my success at foiling their plans in their faces, was only barely strong enough to keep me from driving back home. From going home and taking the blond wig off my head and stripping off the leather bondage outfit that was currently hidden under a long raincoat. The leather bondage outfit that, by the way, had a convenient cut-out in the crotch that would’ve left my pussy exposed had I not worn panties underneath.



I’m sure Lilly wouldn’t have been wearing panties, and that thought repulsed me.



The cat mask lay in the passenger seat, and I stared at it for some time before picking it up. I’d have to put it on before getting out of the car in case someone from the party came outside. Wouldn’t want them recognizing me before I had a chance to cause a little chaos.. Thankfully it was dark enough I didn’t think anyone on the block would notice me if I walked quickly enough.



I hesitated one last time, very briefly, before slipping the mask onto my face. I looked in my rearview mirror, and a stranger stared back at me. Underneath the cat mask, I wore enough makeup so that even the exposed parts of my face didn’t look like me, and with the blond wig… I simply wasn’t Blair Daniels anymore. I was someone else.



Some
 thing
 else.



Of course, that wasn’t true. I was still me, right? I was going to walk into that house looking like a completely different person, but I was still Blair Daniels. Even if I gave one of Chris’s friends a lap dance to get their hopes up, that wouldn’t change anything. I wouldn’t be cheating on him or doing anything wrong. Right?



And, besides, he would’ve done something far worse if not for me. I hoped, in the end, he would thank me for stopping him from making a huge mistake that might have altered the course of our marriage forever.



I got out of the car and walked to Anthony’s house, my heart pounding the entire way. I held my breath as I took off my raincoat. I knocked on the front door, a black-clad whore in bondage gear, ready to party. A tall black man opened the door and smiled down at me. His name was Brandon, and Chris and I had had lunch with him and his girlfriend, Leann, before they had broken up a few months ago. My first real test of the evening since there was no way Brandon wouldn’t recognize me outside of my disguise.



“Well, hello there,” he said, his voice deep and smooth. I was ashamed then, although not so much now given everything that happened after that moment, that I felt an immediate dampness in my panties at the sound of that voice. I’d always been secretly attracted to Brandon if I’m honest. Again, something I used to feel a bit of shame for but which seems to be so innocent now in light of recent events.



“Hi,” I said, trying to make my voice sound deeper, so he didn’t recognize it. “Is this the Newsome residence?”



“It is,” he said. “I didn’t think you were coming.”



In hindsight, that right there should have stopped the whole thing. Instead, I put my hand on his chest, feeling that dampness in my panties grow, and said, “Whatever would’ve given you that idea?”



Brandon looked at my hand on his chest. His eyes moved up my arm to my shoulder and then my face, then down my entire body. He was taking me in, perhaps imagining possibilities that, at the time, part of me wanted to laugh at. The rest of me, though… the rest of me regretted not really being the whore he thought I was.



His gaze slowly came back up my body to meet my eyes.



“Forget I said anything,” he said. He stepped to the side. “Come on in. Everyone will be happy to see you.”



I entered Anthony’s living room and glanced around. Eight men were sitting on the couches and chairs, drinking beer and watching some action movie on a wall-mounted big-screen TV. Well, they had been watching the movie. Once I walked into the room, all eyes were on me.



And I liked it. I liked it so much I had to remind myself why I was here in the first place.



I only recognized two of the eight and didn’t even know their names. So far, Brandon was the only one here who might have a chance of identifying me, as neither Chris nor Anthony were in the room.



“So, who’s the guest of honor?” I asked the room.



A couple of the guys shrugged, and Brandon stepped next to me.



“Chris is downstairs, in the basement,” he said. “Playing Call of Duty with some of the others.”



So, video games were really part of this party, after all, just like Chris had told me. Well, that didn’t mean there wasn’t also going to be the type of entertainment Brandon and the others anticipated. Some of these guys were practically drooling at the sight of me.



“I don’t see why we need to wait for him to get done, though,” Brandon said, grabbing my ass. “We should get you warmed up for him, if you know what I mean.”









 Chapter Four



“Sit,” I said, nodding toward a large, empty recliner. “And someone go get Chris.”



Brandon sat in the recliner and started to unbutton his pants. I shivered as he did so, and it took every ounce of strength I had to resist the urge to see what he wanted so much to reveal.



“Not yet, you eager beaver,” I said, trying to make my voice sound like women I’d seen in porn. “We have all night.”



The guys on the couches surrounding us whooped and hollered as I walked toward Brandon. None of them had bothered to get up to find Chris, so I should have repeated myself. Instead, I kept quiet until I was straddling Brandon in the recliner.



Someone put on some music. I vaguely recognized a song by the local band 6 Days of Drowning that I guess they thought would make the perfect lap dance song.



When I felt the bulge in Brandon’s pants pressing against my severely neglected pussy, I couldn’t help but gasp. I wasn’t even aware that I’d already started grinding on him until he bit his lip and smiled.



“The guest of honor should really be up here,” I said. “To get a preview for what he’s gonna get.”



Brandon put his hands on my ass, pulling me harder into him while also pushing upward into me. Stunned at the sudden increase in pressure on my pussy, I stopped moving altogether, but he didn’t seem to notice.



“It’s his own fault he’s down there and not up here,” Brandon said, as an unmistakable and much-missed warmth radiated from my core and spread slowly throughout my body.



If he kept up what he was doing for much longer, I was going to come. I couldn’t let that happen.



Could I?



No, of course, I couldn’t. All I had to do was tell him to stop. And I’m sure he would. Brandon had always been a gentleman, polite to a fault. He’d stop if I asked him to; I was sure of it, despite the look he gave me when he opened the door, despite grabbing my ass before I straddled him, and despite now guiding my body along his long… hard… warm… cock…



I started to tell him to stop. Really, I did. But then another guy, tall with shaggy blond hair, was suddenly to the right of me.



“Can I?” he asked, holding his hand dangerously close to my right tit.



Brandon suddenly pushed up into me with even more force than he had been using, and I cried out, “Yes!”



Blondie mauled my tit, and it felt so good, even through the leather, I was lost. I resumed my grinding, keeping time with Brandon’s gyrations, and my pleasure built and built until I knew there was no turning back.



I was close, closer than I’d been with anything other than my hands and a small vibrator for months. I knew it was wrong, that this had gone from a stupid plan to get revenge to cheating on Chris myself, but I couldn’t help myself. Brandon felt so good, so fucking good, and…



Blondie took his hand off of my tit and gently grabbed my wrist, pulling my hand toward him. I didn’t realize what he was doing until I felt soft, veiny flesh touching my fingers. Startled, I looked down to see that he’d unzipped himself at some point, and now my hand was--barely--on his cock.



Part of me knew touching another man’s cock--stroking it; oh God, did I actually want to stroke it?--was crossing yet another line I didn’t think I’d ever cross even an hour before. I should have pulled my hand away, and if I had, maybe the rest of the events of that evening wouldn’t have happened.



But I didn’t. I wrapped my fingers around Blondie’s shaft and began stroking, doing my best to concentrate on what my hand was doing even as my orgasm was only seconds away. Another guy, this one with dark hair and glasses, came to my left and started rubbing my left breast. He didn’t ask me first, and I didn’t tell him to stop. In fact, I almost unzipped the top of my bondage outfit to give him access to my flesh. When I glanced at him, I saw he had his cock out, stroking it himself.



“What’s going on?” said a voice I’d recognize anywhere.



I looked past Brandon, who I continued to grind on, to see Chris there in the doorway of the living room. He looked surprised, confused, bewildered even… but he didn’t seem to recognize me. I didn’t stop the guy on my left from kneading my tit. I didn’t take my hand off of Blondie’s cock, which was now producing copious amounts of its own lubricant.



And I didn’t stop Brandon from rubbing my cunt all over his lap.



Instead, I looked my fiancé right in the eye, and I came harder than I ever had before.



“Anthony!” Chris said, not taking his eyes off of me. “I thought you canceled this!”



I struggled to understand his words as I came down from my climax, a stranger’s cock on my hand and a stranger’s hand on my breast. When I realized what he said, a wave of panic shot through me just as Blondie grunted and shot something else entirely all over me.









 Chapter Five



“I thought I did,” Anthony said, now standing behind Chris and taking in the scene in his living room.



The image of Lilly walking away, pulling a suitcase full of my money as she got a message about a cancellation, roared to the front of my mind. Spiraling, I put my hand over my mouth to stifle a gasp as I realized what I’d done. Some of Blondie’s cum found its way from my fingers onto my lips and then my tongue when I did so.



Tasting Blondie’s cum did nothing to stop the raging inferno of my libido. And I was still moving along Brandon’s cock, and the other guy was still massaging my boob while jacking off next to me…



So when Other Guy used both hands on my shoulders to guide me off of Brandon’s lap and onto my knees in front of him, I didn’t protest.



That sounds wrong. It’s not just that I didn’t protest. I let him guide me, quite willingly, so that my mouth was only an inch away from his precum-dripping cock. I wanted to be right where I was. I wanted to take this stranger’s cock into my mouth.



But I couldn’t, of course. Not now that I knew Anthony had canceled the hooker, apparently at Chris’s request. What had already happened was bad enough, but at least that was before I knew the truth. I hadn’t come to this party to cheat on Chris in the first place. I certainly couldn’t do it now, right?



“Don’t act like you didn’t want this, though,” Anthony said to Chris. “You were all for it, right up until two days ago.”



And that was true, wasn’t it? I’d seen the text messages. I don’t know that I’d say Chris was “all for it,” but he hadn’t done anything to dissuade his awful brother from hiring the whore in the first place. So this was all Chris’s fault, really. Whatever happened was his doing.



Before I’d even finished justifying it to myself, I had the tip of Other Guy’s cock on my lips.



I closed my eyes and sucked, focusing on nothing but the cock in my mouth. I was vaguely aware of being surrounded by what felt like a dozen men or more, and I heard whispers and the occasional shout.



“What a slut,” one of them said, and my pussy throbbed.



“Gonna fuck the shit out of her,” another said.



I felt like laughing at that. Of course, I wasn’t going to let any of them fuck me, right? But as the guy in my mouth grabbed hold of my head and started pumping into me, the head of his cock gagging me as it entered my throat, I really wished I had his cock--any cock, really--in my hot, dripping cunt right about then.



Just how many lines was I going to cross this evening?



His only warning a grunt, Other Guy exploded into my mouth, his cum gushing into my mouth, into my throat. I pulled away from him, trying to swallow as much as I could but failing miserably. Gagging, a lot of his seed spilled out of my mouth and onto the thighs of my outfit. I looked down at the contrast of white cum on black leather, which turned me on even more for some reason.



“Come here, bitch,” someone said, and large and rough hands pulled me back onto the floor.



I didn’t even see which guy it was because he got lost in the packed crowd around me. I think it was the same one who pulled me back (who called me a
 bitch
 ) who started rubbing my pussy through my panties, now obscenely exposed to them all as I lay on my back, legs spread wide.



“You’re not supposed to wear panties with this outfit, you dumb bitch,” he said, and he pulled my underwear aside so harshly they ripped.



Then his fingers parted my slick folds, causing me to squirm against his hand, and other hands were on different parts of me, unzipping the top of my outfit, making their way onto my exposed breasts. As the guy down below worked at my cunt, I knew there was no turning back.



No matter what Chris said.



“Guys, come on,” he whined from what seemed to be a great distance. “I told Blair we wouldn’t even have strippers!”



“Does Blair ever open up the lockbox where she keeps your balls to let you look at ‘em?” someone asked. It may have been Anthony, but it was hard to tell.



Some of the guys around me laughed, and my face flushed at the thought of my man being laughed at, ridiculed, embarrassed. Something about that--Chris’s humiliation--spurred me on, making me reach out to grab one of the several readily available cocks in each hand, opening my mouth to get another one in there, all while the one between my legs finally started rubbing my hard and aching clit and threatening to bring about my second orgasm of the night.



Just as I was about to come, fingers were removed from my pussy, and something else was brushing against it. Something bulbous and warm and not covered in latex. Another wave of panic washed over me, but it wasn’t enough to push back the desperate need between my legs. I scooted down a little toward the cock that was already breaching my slit.



The thought that Chris was watching his soon-to-be wife being impaled by one of his friends was almost enough to get me over the edge again.



Before long, I came again, there on the floor, with a bare cock in my pussy, another in my mouth, and two more in my hands. I was called names and spat on, and at least two of the guys jacked off onto me, their cum splashing my tits and my neck. The one in my mouth shot his load down my throat, and I did a much better job of containing it all than I had with Other Guy.



“I can’t fucking believe this,” Chris said, and he was standing over me, watching me be fucked by one of his friends, stroking two others until they came all over the sides of my face.



I looked down and saw a sizable bulge in his pants, and I smiled because he was apparently enjoying the show despite his words. I wanted to be angry at the thought that he’d have enjoyed the show if Lilly had been in my place. I should have been angry anyway; after all, he thought I
 was
 the whore his brother had hired. It would’ve been easier to justify what I was doing, what was about to happen as the guy in my cunt got closer and closer to filling me up with something that had no business being there.



But I was beyond justifying anything. I said earlier I was lost, and that’s exactly what I was. Lost to my need. My desire. My needy little cunt.



So when the guy in my needy little cunt shoved into me and grunted hard, I didn’t even think about telling him to pull out. Instead, I wrapped my legs around him to make sure he couldn’t, and I came again as he painted my insides.



My fiance had his hand on his bulge when it happened, and I wondered if he would try to get a turn.



One of the guys I’d been jacking off moved down and fucked me, but the hand he left wasn’t empty for long. Neither was my mouth. For the next hour or more, all I knew was cock, and all I was good for was being a receptacle for it. For them.



For so many of them.







 Chapter Six



I don’t know how many men fucked me that night. I don’t know how many of them came inside me--my mouth and my very fertile womb--but it was several. I don’t know how many of them spewed their seed onto me by jacking off while they watched the others using me however they saw fit, and I don’t know how many of them enjoyed multiple orgasms. I never even learned most of their names.



And I didn’t care. I only barely care now.



I was surprised at Anthony’s restraint. The party had gone on for almost two hours, so surely every guy there except for Chris and Anthony had had at least one turn with their cheap little whore (cheap? I was free, as it turned out!). I could understand Chris not jumping in, and to be honest, I’m still a bit touched that he wouldn’t have fucked someone else after all. But Anthony? I’m surprised he wasn’t first in line.



And if he tried, I was going to tell him no, even after servicing around 20 other guys. Letting that fat, disgusting fucker touch me--much less do anything else--was a line I’d never cross.



But I’d thought that about all the other lines I crossed that evening, too.



The party wound down, and I was so tired I thought I might fall asleep right there on the floor, my bondage outfit half torn off of me and covered in what felt like gallons of jizz. One last guy half-heartedly ejected a load into my pussy before collapsing to one side, sweaty and spent.



And that’s when Anthony stood over me, naked now. His beer belly hanging down almost to the base of his rather large cock.



“My turn,” he said.



I shivered in revulsion but instead of saying “no” like I thought I would, I said nothing as he knelt and grabbed my hips. A strong odor, cigarette smoke mixed with some awful body spray he always used to cover up the fact that he didn’t shower regularly, made its way from him to my nostrils. He roughly turned me over onto my stomach and then pulled up on my waist, so my asshole and pussy were exposed to him. The thought that he might fuck my ass--which no one had ever done--was as frightening as it was thrilling.



“Oh, fuck!” I said as he pushed a finger into my asshole. I’d been careful about letting more than a moan or gasp come out of my mouth this whole time because I was afraid Chris might recognize my voice, but I couldn’t help it. The intense mix of pain and pleasure as Chris’s brother worked his finger inside my most private place was nearly too much to bear.



Anthony jabbed a finger inside my pussy and began moving both fingers in unison. Even though I was letting him do it, I wanted to not like it, wanted to hate it the way I’d always hated him. But I couldn’t. Even though this was the most wrong thing I’d done all evening--or maybe precisely because of that--it felt so damn good. Despite everything I’d already been through at this party, I was on the verge of yet another orgasm. How many had there been? I honestly had no idea.



“Take her mask off,” Anthony said suddenly. “I want you guys to see her face when I fuck her.”



“No, don’t!” I whispered, but it wasn’t very loud, and I don’t blame the guy who pulled my mask off for not hearing me. Despite what it meant, letting them see who they’d been fucking all night turned me on even more.



So off came the mask, and with it, the wig, and everyone in the room saw me for who I was.



Chris’s fiancée. His cheating, filthy slut of a fiancée.



“Holy shit,” Brandon said, in front of me. “Blair?!”



“What the hell?” Chris said, moving around to see my face.



And that’s when his brother, one finger still inside my asshole, stuck his cock inside my cunt.



“Goddamn, Blair,” Anthony said, “I was outside smoking when you parked down the street. I recognized your car but still couldn’t believe it was you!”



He knew the whole time.



“You motherfucker!” I said.



“You. Want. Me. To. Stop?” he asked, each word punctuated by harder and harder thrusts into me.



“Goddammit, I hate you,” I said.



“But you don’t want me to stop, do you?”



“Shut up,” I said, “and fuck me, asshole.”



He laughed. “You know, I always thought you were hot but seeing you from this angle is something else!”



I looked up at Chris as Anthony pounded me. Seeing tears forming in his eyes had exactly the opposite effect as you might think. Heat rose from my core as I barreled toward another climax, and Chris’s confused pain did nothing but speed it along.



“Anthony, please stop,” Chris said, but it came out as whiny begging that did nothing to endear him in my eyes.



“Don’t stop,” I said, much more assertively than my fiancé.



“Wasn’t planning on it,” Anthony said, his breathing labored. He wasn’t going to last much longer.



And neither was I.



I thought Chris might try to force us to stop, but he just stood there, watching helplessly as his disgusting pig of a brother hammered away at his blushing bride with a giant, bare cock. Chris’s bulge had only gotten bigger, so obviously, at least one part of him liked what he saw.



I came again, and Anthony announced he was going to any second.



“Pull out,” Chris said, his voice meek and quiet again. “Please.”



I wanted to laugh. Several of his friends had already deposited their warm, sticky messes inside me; what was one more?



“Only if she says to,” Anthony said.



What a gentleman.



I didn’t say to, and a moment later, he grunted and pumped the night’s last load of semen into me. When he was finished, we collapsed together onto the floor, his weight crushing me for a moment until he rolled away from me onto his back.



 









 Epilogue



I don’t know how long I lay there, drifting in and out of sleep, but it was long enough for most of the party guests to leave. I could sense some of them still around but had no idea how many when Chris knelt next to me. He put a tentative hand on my back, and I smiled.



“I don’t understand,” he said.



“I don’t either,” I admitted. “Just wanted to stop the whore you hired.”



“Anthony hired her,” he said. “And I made him cancel her.”



“I know that now,” I said. I hope I sounded sufficiently regretful since I was.



A little.



Chris moved his hand down my back, then to my ass. He slid his fingers between my ass cheeks before making it to my pussy, which was still slowly leaking his brother’s cum.



“What are you doing?” I asked.



“Don’t I get a turn?” he asked. “I thought…”



I laughed. “You thought wrong, Mister. We agreed: no sex before the wedding.”



I was exhausted and not strong enough to resist if he’d ignored me. He could’ve fucked me like I was a lifeless sex doll, and, truth be told, I wouldn’t have blamed him. But he’s always been the sweetest guy in the world and not one to take advantage of a woman against her wishes.



He slumped back away from me, his back coming to rest on the coffee table. He might have cried a little, but all I could look at was the bulge that was still pushing against his pants.



I couldn’t wait until our wedding night to get my hands--and everything else--on that.



 









 Thank you for reading -- you’re awesome!



 



I hope you enjoyed this book. If so, I’d greatly appreciate
 a short review on Amazon
 . Reviews are crucial for any author, and even a simple line or two can make a big difference.
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