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Chapter One

Benjamin stole a sideways glance at Briana as
they stood together in the dark hallway. He got that heaving
feeling in his chest and his stomach felt like it turned to mush
from just looking at her. A part of him still couldn’t believe this
was happening.

Five foot four and cute, cute, cute. She had
lush brown hair done up in a braid running down her back. Wide,
almond-shaped eyes brimming with her next smile. A button nose and
plump lips. Her chest was a little over-sized for her frame but he
didn’t mind. It made him smile. Her tiny frame was augmented by an
equally out-sized and very firm posterior. The tight-fitting black
dress she was wearing reached just the top of her thighs,
showcasing her athletic legs.

She looked up at him and grinned. “You ready for
this?” she asked in a whisper.

“I think so,” he replied, smiling back. Truth
was he wasn’t sure he was ready at all. For marriage to Briana?
Absolutely. But he’d been nursing a vein of worry ever since they’d
officially declared themselves a couple three years ago. It had
gotten worse when he’d proposed. Now, with the wedding imminent, it
intruded constantly on his thoughts.

Briana was hot. If she’d been a bit
taller she would have been supermodel hot. Her short stature made
her what her friends had termed hotcute. They’d even turned
it into a hashtag on her Constagram account. She turned
heads wherever she went, a point not lost at all on Benjamin.

That was part of his worry. Other men loved
gawking at Briana. And, being a man, Benjamin knew all too well
what was going through their minds as they did. He could see it in
their eyes as they imagined all the fun they could have with such a
petite, but curvy-in-all-the-right-places, package.

He’d joke about it from time to time. Laugh and
pretend to play it off like he didn’t care at all. But deep down
inside he had a secret he guarded extremely carefully because he
felt it was so shameful. That was the other part of his worry.

Benjamin liked the feeling he got when other
guys coveted his fiancee. Of course he felt a little jealous. Who
wouldn’t? Every guy got a little jealous if he knew other men were
checking out his significant other, right? That was normal.
Underneath that jealousy bubbled an intense feeling of arousal.

He had no idea where it had come from or why it
happened. He’d spent endless hours trying to figure that out. Part
of it he attributed to being only modestly attractive himself. He
kept himself fit. But he was thin. Rakish. Definitely more of a
marathoner than a body builder. He wore glasses he was constantly
trying to remember not to push up his nose. He wasn’t bad looking
but he definitely wouldn’t be the leading man in any romantic
comedies. Or the superhero in the next big blockbuster.

This caused him to occasionally fret about why
Briana had fallen for him in the first place. She was definitely
out of his league. She acted like she adored him. Always walking
arm in arm with him or holding hands. Constantly smiling at him and
introducing him to whoever they ran into with great pride. So it
was probably all just in his mind. Trouble was he couldn’t get it
out.

The DJ behind the door called out “Ladies and
gentlemen!” The room quieted.

Briana squirmed next to him.

“You okay?” he asked.

“My tummy’s all fluttery,” she said, rubbing her
belly.

“Really?” he said. “Like you have to go to the
bathroom?”

Briana gave a little laugh. “No,” she said,
shaking her head. “I think it’s from going off the birth control. I
didn’t realize how those hormones were affecting me. Honestly? I
think I’m just kind of horny,” she added. Her look turned sultry.
She took his hand in her warm palm and squeezed it. Then she
pressed it against her belly and bit her lip.

A faint blush rose to Benjamin’s cheeks. They
had a good intimate relationship. But Briana was a little
more…aggressive about it than he was. And more forthcoming, like
about telling him how birth control made her feel. "You going to be
okay?" he asked.

"Oh, totally fine," she said, scoffing at his
concern. “I’m super excited about this, Benji. I can’t wait to
start a family with you.”

He resisted a wince. He hated when she called
him that. He’d told her, too. So many times. But she kept telling
him how cute she thought it was and finally he’d relented. Still
rubbed him a little raw sometimes, though. But it was her desperate
desire to get started on starting a family that was more
unsettling.

“Me too,” he whispered back. He watched her
peering through the crack between the doors. His heart squeezed a
little. She was just so perfect in every way. Sometimes he
had a hard time not staring at her. Felt a little creepy doing it
but couldn’t help himself. She was the center of his world. His
precious. It felt downright dangerous investing all of his deepest
emotions in one person but wasn’t that what love was about? Wasn’t
that why people got married? Because they felt that way too?

Sometimes it haunted him just how much he loved
her. There were scary sides to it, for sure. He might lose her. She
might betray his trust. She could cheat on him. Sometimes in the
deep, dark night when he couldn’t sleep he’d pull those ideas out
to the front of his mind and study them. It made him shudder with
fear but there was an excitement to it, too. It made him almost
high imagining how he could feel anything stronger than his love
for Bri. But those dark possibilities did just that. He’d wonder
what it would feel like to be cheated on by the love of his
life?

He’d never asked her how many guys she’d dated
because he was kind of scared of the answer. She really knew what
she was doing in the bedroom. So much so that often he couldn’t
last very long. She always just laughed and told him that just
meant they had to practice more.

She looked up at him with her smiling eyes. “You
still okay with doing the baby thing right away?” she asked.

His stomach flopped. He was fine with her
wanting to start a family right away but it was a bit of a daunting
thought. They were both just twenty-five. He had an entry level job
as a junior IT specialist at a bank so he made pretty good money.
But if it were up to him they’d wait a few years, maybe start a
little nest egg before taking such a big step.

Briana had made it clear from the outset how
much she wanted a family. She’d been raised in a fairly traditional
home. Her mom had stayed home with the kids while her dad had
worked hard to give them everything. She wanted the same kind of
life and, as she often reminded him, lots and lots of
babies. “I want what you want, baby,” he said, mirroring her
smile.

She gave an excited shrug and pressed her
fingers against her lips.

“Ladies and gentlemen please put your hands
together for Briana and Benjamin!” the DJ roared behind the
door.

Briana grabbed his hand and squeezed it.

The doors swung open and the crowd in the large
ballroom they’d rented started clapping.

The DJ turned up the volume on a rousing track
of hip-hop music.

Briana threw both hands in the air, taking one
of his with them. She started twisting and gyrating as she danced
her way into the room. Throwing her head this way and that,
flashing sultry stares at everyone laughing and clapping for
them.

Benjamin did his best to join in on the fun. He
put his other hand in the air and gave it a few pumps. Twisted his
hips a little but immediately blushed when he thought of what he
looked like. He’d never been very physically gifted, preferring to
spend his time coding or playing chess online. He’d never been to a
dance before he met Briana. But he did his best, knowing how much
this meant to her.

They danced their way to the center of the
room.

The DJ turned the music down and switched tracks
to a more tasteful chamber orchestra Briana’s father had no doubt
picked out.

Briana’s father, Jack, strolled towards them,
drink in hand. Jacket buttoned, top button of his shirt undone so
you could just make out his gold chain. He flashed his rich-man
grin and raised his glass. “Congrats you two,” he said.

Briana let go of Benjamin’s hand and threw her
arms around Jack’s neck. Planted a big sloppy kiss on his cheek
that made him feign disgust. “Thank-you for the party, daddy,” she
said, grinning.

He made a show of wiping his cheek before
turning and kissing her on the forehead. “Only the best for my
girl,” he said. “Ain’t that right, Benjamin?” he asked, brow
arching.

“Uh, absolutely. Yes sir,” Benjamin replied.

Jack looked around the room. “Well it ain’t half
a dozen guys climbing into an RV and driving to Vegas but you know
what? I think this is classier.” He pushed his bottom lip up and
gave that approving mafia-don nod he’d perfected.

“Daddy I told you it’s not a bachelor party.
It’s a stag and doe. This is just for, you know, socializing and
stuff before the wedding.” She flashed a tight smile at
Benjamin.

He flashed one back at her. The stag and doe had
been her idea. She’d read about it in some wedding magazine. He’d
been deeply uncomfortable with it at first. Asking people for money
outright just to come to your party seemed…crass. But knowing how
badly she wanted to get the baby train rolling, he’d relented. They
could use every last penny of help they could get their hands
on.

“Oh. Right,” Jack said. “When’s the bachelor
party then? Wedding’s in three days,” he said, turning to
Benjamin.

“We’re not having one,” Briana said, answering
for him. “They’re tacky and gross.”

“To you maybe,” he said, coughing out a few
chuckles. “Amiright?” he asked staring at Benjamin.

Benjamin’s eyes darted to Briana. She was
shooting daggers at him. Which put him in the unenviable position
of having to ward off Jack’s attempt at camaraderie in a diplomatic
fashion. “We, uh, you know, I didn’t really have time to do one of
those anyways,” he said. The excuse came out sounding as pathetic
as it had in his head.

“Sheesh!” Jack said, rolling his eyes. “The
leash is on tight already, huh?” He let out a few more chuckles as
he walked past Jack. Gave him a few claps on the back. “Careful,”
he said under his breath. “You roll onto your back too hard you
might hurt your head.”

Briana’s eyes narrowed as she walked back up to
Jack and put her hands on her hips. “What did he just say?”

Jack smirked and shook his head. “Just guy
stuff. Don’t worry about it.”

She shook her head and let out an exasperated
sigh. "Men," she muttered.

Benjamin found this a bit cringe. He hated all
that gender stuff. Men talk like this and women talk like that. Men
act like this and women act like that. But he did find Bri's
traditional values to be a refreshing change from the few other
women he'd dated. Most had been far too progressive for his taste.
There was nothing wrong with feminism and empowerment, he was all
for that. It was nice to have found a girl who just wanted to
settle down and have a family. He'd gladly put up with the few
idiosyncrasies that grated on him to keep her around. "Why don't we
go and get a drink?" he asked.

Briana immediately flashed a smile at his
suggestion. She hooked a hand under his arm and turned to face the
bar. As they made their way through the room, two of Briana's
friends, and bridesmaids, wound their way through the crowd towards
them. "Hey Bri!" Valerie called out, holding her champagne flute
high in the air.

"Hey girl!" Bri shouted back. She unhooked her
arm from under his and struck a fabulous pose, both hands out on
either side of her. The two embraced and touched cheeks.

Valerie took a step back and eyed Briana,
narrowing her eyes. "You bitch you look so hot," she said.

"Aw, babe, you look great too!" Briana
replied.

Andrea, standing next to Valerie, rolled her
eyes. “Yeah, right. This puke purple you made me wear is so my
color.” She looked down at the dress Briana had picked out. Nothing
like Briana's tight number it was long and floppy around her legs
like a half-furled sail. Briana's choice made it obvious she wanted
to be the prettiest girl at the party. The bridesmaids dresses were
even worse, from what Benjamin remembered.

“Holy shit this is a big deal,” Valerie said,
looking around at the hundred or so people milling about the room
having drinks and hors d'oeuvres.

“Yeah,” Briana replied, following her gaze.
“Daddy really pulled out all the stops.”

“Ugh, I can’t believe you still call him that,”
Andrea chimed in, rolling her eyes again in disgust. “Daddy’s
little girl, huh?” She turned to look at Benjamin. “Better hope she
doesn’t have daddy issues!” Her and Valerie burst into
giggles.

Briana shook her head and looked up at the
ceiling, but laughed along with them.

Benjamin forced a tight smile. This stuff he
really hated. Girl stuff. He hated the cooing and clucking
and whispers. He didn’t dislike women. He just didn’t like when
they acted like that. Still, it was just another small thing to put
up with.

“Hey do you mind if he steal her for a drink?”
Andrea asked, looking at Benjamin.

“Absolutely not,” he said. He glanced at Briana,
then leaned in and kissed her. “You behave yourself,” he whispered.
That warm feeling flooded through him when he felt the love they
shared.

“I’ll be good,” she whispered back, pressing her
forehead against his.

Valerie and Andrea each grabbed an arm and
dragged her into the crowd, the three of them cackling like
witches.

Benjamin sighed and turned to walk towards the
other end of the bar. He leaned against it, got the bartender’s
attention and ordered a whisky neat. It came in a small glass on a
napkin. He was about to take his first sip when a heavy hand
clapped on his shoulder. He turned to see Craig grinning at
him.

“Hey bro,” Craig said. “Mind if I join you?”

Chapter Two

Benjamin turned and leaned his back against the
bar. “I’d love a drinking buddy,” he replied.

Craig ordered a whisky on ice. They clinked
glasses and took a sip. “Well?” he asked. “You getting cold feet
yet?”

Benjamin smirked. He’d had this conversation
probably a dozen times in the last few weeks. Everyone telling him
it was perfectly normal to feel that way. Perfectly natural and not
to pay it much attention. Thing was he didn’t feel it in the
slightest. All he felt was love for Briana and a certainty that
they’d be together for the rest of their lives. No matter what.
“Not really,” he said, shaking his head and smiling at the
floor.

“Well, when it happens don’t feel like you have
to…”

“Act on it. Yeah. I know. Trust me. It’s not
gonna’ happen.”

Craig leaned farther out over the bar and looked
sideways. Down to the other end where Erica, Bri’s maid of honor,
had joined the other women. They were huddled over their drinks,
glancing around the room and obviously gossiping. “Man you hit the
fucking jackpot,” Craig remarked.

Benjamin glanced at the women and couldn’t help
smiling. “You got that right,” he said.

“I can’t believe you’re about to lock that
down,” he went on.

“Honestly, man? Sometimes neither can I,”
Benjamin replied.

“Like, four years ago I would not have bet a
dime on Bri settling down.”

Benjamin’s throat went tight. He took a sip of
whisky as that feeling, that feeling he hate-liked came worming up
out of his guts and into his chest. “Oh?” he said, trying to sound
as nonchalant as he could.

“Hell no,” Craig said, shaking his head.

Benjamin shifted his weight against the bar and
tried to look casual. “Why, uh, why not?” he asked.

“I’m actually super impressed you took a knee
and popped the question, man,” Craig said, ignoring Benjamin’s
question.

Benjamin smirked. “Why is that so impressive?”
he asked.

“I mean, she’s all buttoned down and shit now,”
Craig said. He looked Benjamin in the eye. “She wasn’t always like
that.”

Benjamin’s neck heated and suddenly his collar
felt a little too tight. He stuck two fingers into it and turned
his head side to side. “You mean she didn’t want to get married?”
he asked.

Craig looked off to the side and thought for a
moment. He flashed a smile. “You know what? Let’s talk about
something else,” he said.

Benjamin was good and worked up now. Craig
becoming suddenly cagey about Briana’s past was the kind of thing
that got under his skin. He could have sworn he’d seen the same
thing before. The same reaction to questions about Briana’s past.
Questions that never seemed to get answered when he was around.

Which sent a jumble of questions tumbling
through his own mind. Did Bri have a racy past? Had she been wild
in college before he’d met her? He loathed that his suspicions had
never been confirmed. Took some comfort in it, though. With the way
people acted around him he wasn’t sure he wanted to know the
truth.

Craig leaned in until their arms were touching.
“Hey dude? I gotta’ tell you something,” he said.

Benjamin turned to face him. His heart started
to beat a little harder and he had to wonder if this was going to
be the big reveal. Was he about to find out what Bri had really
been like? “What is it?”

Craig’s eyes darted side to side before turning
to Benjamin’s again. “So, like, you’ve got to keep this a secret,
alright? You promise?”

Benjamin gave a few quick nods as his throat
tightened again.

“We, uh, me and Duncan and Grant and the girls,
uh, we all pitched in for a little party. After this party.”

Benjamin’s eyes widened. “What?” he asked.

Craig stood up and clapped a hand on Benjamin’s
shoulder. “We felt bad about you not having a bachelor party, bro.
So we, you know, fixed the situation.” A wide grin spread on his
lips.

Benjamin shook his head. “No. Oh no. What did
you guys do?”

Craig started chuckling. “Relax, man. It’s no
big thing. We all chipped in and, look, it’s just, you can’t get
married without having a bachelor party, my dude.”

Benjamin’s stomach hollowed. The blood drained
from his face as he stared at Craig, who was grinning ear to ear.
He shook his head. “Tell me you didn’t?” he said quietly.

Craig gave three slow nods. “Oh hell yeah we
did,” he said. He tipped his glass back and downed the last sliver
of his whisky. “Duncan has a friend who’s roommate’s a stripper,”
he said, his smile turning devilish.

Benjamin’s jaw dropped. A stripper?!? He put a
hand on Craig’s arm. “Dude, no. Just…no,” he said, barely able to
breathe. He’d never seen Briana freak out before but if Craig was
telling the truth this might be a first. “Tell me this is a
joke.”

Craig chuckled. “Ain’t no joke, bro. She’s real
hot, too.” He made a curvy outline with his hands. “Like
real hot.”

Benjamin looked over Craig’s shoulder on hearing
the girls burst into laughter at the other end of the bar. His
heart felt like it had cracked in two watching bright-eyed Bri,
rosy faced and smiling, laughing with her friends. “Craig, man, Bri
hates that shit. She didn’t want a bachelorette for a
reason. She’s gonna’ be pissed!”

Craig shook his head, put his hand on Benjamin’s
arm and gave it a squeeze. “Hey relax, Benji,” he said.

“Can you please not call me that?” Benjamin
snapped. Ever since Bri had started calling him Benji all his
friends had been teasing him about the childish nickname.

“Dude chill,” Craig said. “You’re getting
all worked up for no reason. Just chill. It’s all taken care
of.”

“Taken care of? What am I supposed to tell Bri?
We have plans to get a drink at Master Tavern across the street
after this. I can’t just…”

“Bro,” Craig said, levelling his gaze at
Benjamin. “You’re blowing this way out of proportion. The girls are
in on it. They got it all taken care of.” His grin widened and he
leaned in closer. “They’re all gonna’ stay with us. They got
something special arranged for Bri, too.” He raised an eyebrow,
then winked.

Benjamin’s stomach hollowed out. Something
special for Bri? That didn’t sound good. Not with that creepy look
Craig was giving him. “What do you mean something special?” he
asked, his throat even tighter.

Craig started chuckling. “Gonna’ have to wait
and see. Erica said he’s real special though. Bri’s gonna’ love
it.”

Benjamin’s mind started connecting the dots.
Stripper for him. He’s real special for Briana. A heavy
dread sank over him. Had the girls arranged a stripper for Bri,
too? He slowly turned and looked at his fiancee again. His heart
jumped, then fluttered as his gaze settled on her warm smile, her
cheeks rosy from the wine she was drinking. A stripper for Bri. He
closed his eyes immediately the vision bloomed in his mind. Bri
reclining in one of the folding chairs, wine glass in hand,
watching some faceless stud dancing and wagging his dick
around.

Felt like a punch to the gut just imagining it.
Thinking of Bri staring at another man’s penis deepened his dread.
At the same time his cock twitched, the head rubbing against his
underwear as it started to harden. He shook his head. This couldn’t
happen. It just couldn’t. Except now it wasn’t because Bri would be
pissed. Now it was because Benjamin wasn’t sure whether he could
stand it.

“Hey man. Don’t be so uptight,” Craig said next
to him. “It’s just a little fun. You’re gonna’ love it. You’ll
see.”

Craig’s voice sounded distant, almost
surreal.

Briana caught him staring at her from across the
bar. Her smile widened. She flashed a sultry, hungry look at him.
Setting her glass down on the bar she leaned in and whispered
something to Andrea.

Andrea turned and looked over her shoulder at
him. She rolled her eyes before turning back and joining in the
conversation with Valerie and Erica.

Bri was already making her way through the crowd
towards him. Smiling and shaking hands. Exchanging pleasantries
with all the well-wishers. She wound her way around a few bar
stools and came to a stop next to him. Leaned over the bar and
smiled at Craig. “Hey Craig. Mind if I borrow my fiancee for a
minute?”

Craig raised his empty glass and shook his head.
“He’s all yours,” he said. As Briana took Benjamin by the hand to
lead him away Craig leaned in close. “Keep your mouth shut, bro,”
he whispered.

Feeling a little dizzy Benjamin let himself be
led away from the bar to the hallway they’d emerged from. Briana
slipped through one of the double doors, pulling him along behind
her. She looked up and down the hall before dragging him left. She
pushed on the door of the women’s toilet and hauled him inside.

“Bri? What’s going on? What are you doing?”
Benjamin asked.

She reached around him and twisted the deadbolt,
locking the door. She put her hands on the lapels of his jacket and
pulled him into a kiss.

Her mouth tasted like red wine. Her breath was
warm and her body was hot, burning off the booze she’d just
consumed.

Benjamin, who’d never really been one for
reckless adventures, nonetheless felt his cock start to harden when
he realized Bri…wanted it. He pulled away from the kiss and tried
not to look too worried. He shook his head. “I don’t think this is
a good idea,” he said quietly.

“Not yet, anyways,” Briana said without missing
a beat. She yanked him close again, pressed her lips to his and
plunged her tongue into his mouth. She swirled it around his in a
raunchy kiss.

There was no question that he was getting turned
on. His cock was tenting his pants. He could feel his heart beating
harder and faster. Briana’s shampoo and sweet perfume mingled with
the smell of wine from her mouth. Beneath that he could just make
out the dank, acidic stink of her wetting sex. She was primed. He
pulled away from the kiss again and forced out a chuckle. “Come on,
Bri. Someone could walk in,” he said.

“Door’s locked,” she shot back, her face
suddenly serious. “Come on, Benji. Just a quickie,” she said. An
order not a question. “I got all hotted up thinking about us being
married.”

He tried not to make a sour face. It wasn’t that
he didn’t want it, too. But a public restroom? With all their
guests in the ballroom? Some of them probably wondering where they
were, too. “What if someone comes looking for us?” he asked.

She leaned in, her face just inches from his. “I
want to show you something,” she whispered.

He stared into her eyes and, for the first time
since meeting her, saw something wild, something dangerous in them.
It scared the bejeezus out of him. She was normally so…buttoned
down, as Craig had put it. Now she looked like she was about to
spin out of control. “Bri?” he said quietly.

She wrapped her hand around his wrist. Drew his
hand down to her thigh then up in between her legs.

He gasped when, instead of the soft fabric of
her underwear, he felt the warmth of her bare flesh.

She drew his fingers along the two plump mounds
on either side of her sex. They were hot and damp. Smooth, too, her
usually neatly trimmed bush shaved away or maybe waxed, even. She
felt so smooth.

His jaw dropped. “You’re not…you’re not wearing
underwear?” he whispered.

She bit on her lower lip. “It’s for you, Benji.
All for you,” she whispered back. She ran a hand from his chest to
his stomach. “I got so excited when I was getting ready. All I
wanted to do was jump you but there was no time. I think that wine
maybe went to my head a little,” she confessed.

“How much did you have?” he asked, aghast at her
aroused state but thoroughly aroused by her sexual aggressiveness.
He realized a moment later how silly that question was. It was a
party. They were celebrating. What did it matter how much she’d
had? He wished he were a little more suave with his words.

Instead of answering, Briana turned her eyes
down to his hand tucked between her legs. She tugged on the hem of
her skirt, raising it up over her hips, exposing her sex.

His eyes dropped to her midriff and widened. The
lips of her bare pussy were glistening. It wasn’t often he got such
a clear view of her equipment. Blood rushed from his head to his
cock, making it throb between his legs. “Oh god, Bri,” he
whispered.

Again she pulled him into a kiss. Swirled her
tongue around his mouth, her lips mashed against his. She pulled
away, tilted her head and kissed his neck, then licked it. Pressed
her cheek against his. “Benji? Eat me?” she asked.

The request sent a shudder rippling through him.
The smell of her arousal was stronger now. Wafting up from between
her legs and burning into his brain.

His inhibitions collapsed at the possibility of
feeling the inside of her. In a way he hated this about himself.
Hated how powerless he felt when confronted with Briana’s beautiful
body and sexual desire. He often wondered if there would ever be a
time he could say no to her, strange as that seemed. He felt like
he turned into a drooling lap dog any time she initiated sex. It
wasn’t that he minded it that much. He just wished he could have
more control of himself. “Are…are you sure? Here?” he said, looking
around the bathroom.

Briana put her hands on his shoulders. She
applied the slightest amount of pressure.

His resolve cracked. He sank to his knees, his
hands outlining the contours of her petite frame. He came face to
face with her damp snatch. Stared at it for longer than felt
appropriate. He glance up to find her staring down at him, lust
painted all over her expression.

“Do you like it?” she asked.

He took that as permission for another glance.
He gazed at her sex. Hairless, her pussy lips made two puffy mounds
that folded in on themselves. They looked spectacular. “I…I love
it,” he said, breathless.

“Eat it,” Bri ordered.

Craning his neck, he leaned in and pressed his
mouth against her sex. Flicked his tongue out and wedged it between
her lips. A sweet and sour mix of her juices trickled out. Rolled
down his tongue and towards his throat, forcing him to swallow. He
groaned at the delicious taste of her puss that he would soon be
wedded to forever. He pulled his tongue back until he found the
button of her clit and swirled it around.

Briana sighed. She sank back against the wall,
her body sagging so half her weight was on his face. “Oh, Benji,”
she said quietly.

Her pleasure got his motor running. All he
wanted to do was please her more. Give his sweet Bri everything she
wanted. He started lapping at her pussy. Flicking her clit, then
licking her pussy lips. He loved the way that made her tremble. His
neck was already starting to get sore but he didn’t care.

Her head rolled forward and she looked down at
him. She put a hand on his head and ran her fingers through his
hair. “That’s so good, baby,” she mewled. “Take your cock out,
Benji.”

His hands fell from her thighs. He fumbled with
his belt and zipper, oblivious to his surroundings and the rest of
the world around them. He loved this place. Being lost in the
moment with his beautiful bride-to-be. He pulled his cock out of
his pants. It was so rigid it stood straight up, pointing at his
chin.

Briana lifted her foot, her thigh grazing his
cheek as she did. She pointed the open-toed velvet high-heel at the
head of his cock. Nudged it, then ran the smooth fabric along the
underside of his shaft. Wiggling her toes she let the shoe fall to
the ground with a soft clatter.

He pulled away from her snatch and stared at her
bare foot as she massaged his prick with it.

“Don’t stop,” she said, shaking her head. She
put her hand on the back of his head and pulled him back in between
her legs.

As his mouth connected with her pussy again he
felt her big toe against the side of his cock. Her toes splayed and
she tucked his cock head between them. She squeezed it and started
rubbing up and down.

He groaned at the waves of pleasure emanating
from his groin. Bri had always been more sexually adventurous than
him but this was crazy! On his knees in a bathroom eating out her
pussy while she jerked him off with her toes? He could barely
believe it was happening.

“Oh god, Benji, yes,” she hissed. She clamped
down harder on his penis, jerking it with a skill that made it seem
this was something she did every day. She pulled his head in
tighter to her cunt. So tight he could barely breathe but that was
kind of hot, too.

He had Bri-juice sluicing down the sides of his
face now. Down towards his chin where it threatened to drip all
over his shirt and tie. He didn’t care. He huffed out a breath of
air as the prelude to an orgasmic spasm tightened his pelvis.
“Ungh,” he grunted.

Her head rolled forward. She stared down at him
with trembling lips. She let out a loud moan and clutched at his
hair. More wet drooled out of her hole, the aperture opening and
closing as she came. As her climax ebbed she pulled his mouth away
from her sex and tipped his head forward. A devilish smile formed
on her lips. “Look at it,” she whispered.

He stared at his prick. It was glowing an angry
red as Briana expertly manipulated it with her toes. His body
shook. His cock went rigid. It flexed, then spat a white gush of
ejaculate that flew a few inches into the air before landing on top
of Briana’s foot. Hands at his sides he basked in the pleasure that
brought, his whole body trembling.

Briana milked out a few more spurts. Her foot
was covered with a sticky glaze of his semen. Without bothering to
clean it she tucked it back into her shoe and knelt over him until
she was seated on his thighs. Her warm wet pussy grazed his prick.
Lifting a hand she ran her fingers through his hair. She tipped her
head to one side and locked her lips to his in a hot kiss.

He wrapped his arms around her and savoured the
feeling of her breasts against his chest. As she pulled away from
him he gazed into her eyes. “What the hell was that?” he asked with
a chuckle.

“Oh my gosh,” she whispered, giggling. “I really
think it’s a hormonal imbalance. Or maybe it balanced out and I’m
finally myself again. I haven’t felt like this in three years.” She
gave his cheek a loving kiss. “We should probably get back to the
party,” she whispered.

He helped her off his lap. Tucked his deflated
cock back into his underwear and pants. Turned his eyes to her
sullied foot. The semen had caked and dried. To the point where you
couldn’t really see it.

She must have noticed him staring because she
lifted her foot and pressed the toe against his crotch.

He looked up to find her grinning back at
him.

“Don’t you want to wash that off?” he asked.

“Not really,” she replied, shrugging. “I kind of
like the idea of carrying around a part of you on me all
evening.”

He shuddered. It had taken a while to get used
to the cruder kinks in her sexuality. Not showering after sex
because she liked “having him in there.” What had started off as
kind of creepy was now a potent force of arousal. “That’s so hot,”
he whispered.

“Yeah?” she asked, her smile returning. “If you
like it so much why don’t you give it a kiss?”

The suggestion sent yet another shudder racing
through him. Her smile showed him she was half-teasing. There was
something enticing about it, too. Something that touched the root
of his obsession with her. Of course he would worship this goddess.
Of course he’d do anything she asked. Leaning forward he pressed
his lips against the top of her foot. The smell of shoe leather
mingled with the acrid stink of his own jizz. He planted a soft
kiss before straightening again.

Briana caressed his chin with her fingers. “Good
boy,” she whispered.

Chapter Three

“Guys what the fuck?”

Craig, Duncan and Grant were walking down the
dim hall towards the women’s room he and Briana had just slipped
out of. Duncan in the middle, his broad shoulders straining the
textile strength of the black jacket he was wearing. Craig and
Grant flanking him looking like they were the FBI or something.

Briana giggled as the three men came to a stop
in front of them.

Duncan sniffed the air, his nostrils flaring.
“Something smells like pussy,” he announced.

Craig and Grant broke out in chortling laughter
as Duncan turned to look at Benjamin. He leaned in and sniffed
again. A slow smile stretched across his lips. He glanced at
Briana, then Benjamin, then at the bathroom door behind them. He
shook his head. “Nasty,” he said.

Briana covered her mouth as she giggled. “Okay,”
she said. “Back to the party for me.” She stepped around Craig.

It was not lost on Benjamin the way the three
men all turned to watch her round butt bounce and wiggle as she
walked back towards the entrance to the ballroom. Nor was it lost
on him that they seemed to have no concern about checking her out
right in front of him. It didn’t make him feel bad in any way.
They’d never tried to conceal their attraction to Briana and it had
never been a problem, either. Almost made Benjamin kind of proud to
think that they coveted her. But when they turned to look at him
again his face turned red.

Duncan gave him a funny look. “She drag you in
there and make you eat her out, bro?” he asked.

Benjamin tried to laugh off the question and his
own embarrassment.

But his three friends kept staring at him like
they were going to wait it out for an answer.

“Come on guys. Seriously. That’s private,” he
said.

The three of them exchanged glances. “The moms
sent us on a search and rescue mission,” Duncan said. He leaned in
again then tipped his head towards the men’s bathroom. “Dude you
gotta’ go wash up. You stink like fish.”

Craig and Grant started laughing.

Duncan chuckled and turned to look at them. “Go
on get back there you perverts. Tell ‘em we gonna’ be right out. I
gotta’ talk to my man here.” He clapped a hand on Benjamin’s
shoulder and turned him towards the bathroom.

They walked through the door together. Benjamin
shrugged his jacket off and handed it to Duncan, who slung it over
his shoulder.

“Dude,’ Duncan said, looking at Benjamin’s
reflection in the mirror. “She got it all over you, man. Look at
that shit.”

Benjamin looked down to where Duncan was
pointing at his shirt. Sure enough there were a few damp spots
making the fabric cling to his skin. “Fuck,” he muttered, pulling
them away and fanning them to try and dry them out. The smell of
Briana’s pussy juice wafted up and into his nose.

“Craig said he told you the secret,” Duncan
said.

Benjamin turned on the tap, cupped his hands and
splashed some water on his face. He glanced at Duncan’s reflection,
his stomach clenching at the memory of Craig’s admission. “Why’d
you guys do that?” he asked, shaking his head. “Briana’s going to
be pissed. She didn’t want a…”

“Bri’s gonna’ be fine,” Duncan said. “It’s you
we were worried about which is why Craig decided to tell you.”

“Me?” Benjamin asked. “Why me?”

Duncan drew in a deep breath and sighed. “We may
have gone a little overboard,” he said.

A slow but very heavy dread settled over
Benjamin. He turned off the tap, straightened, then turned to face
Duncan. “Overboard?” he asked. “With what?” He wasn’t sure he
wanted to know the answer.

Duncan smiled with one corner of his mouth. “We
may have…booked some strippers.”

The dread sank into Benjamin’s guts. He could
already see Briana’s furious reaction to the surprise. It would
ruin the evening. “Strippers?!?” he croaked. “Are you serious?
You’ve got to call this off man. She didn’t want a bachelorette
because she hates that shit. And what do you mean strippers?
Plural?!? How many strippers did you hire?”

Duncan took the jacket off his shoulder and
handed it back to Benjamin. “One dude and one chick,” he said with
a shrug. “One for each party.” He cracked a grin.

Benjamin’s jaw dropped. His knees went weak.
When Duncan had said strippers Benjamin had assumed he meant
multiple women. The thought of a man wagging his dick around
in front of Briana’s face gave him a very peculiar, slightly
unsettling feeling. “You did not,” he said in a whisper.
“You’ve…you’ve got to call this off, man. She’s gonna’ kill me.
Or…somebody.” His mind was reeling.

Duncan put a steadying hand on Benjamin’s
shoulder. “Like I said. Bri’s going to fine. We wanted there to be
something for everyone. I just…I wanted to give you a heads
up.”

“Why on earth do you think Briana’s going to be
okay with this?” Benjamin snapped at him.

Duncan pulled away from Benjamin’s shoulder and
rubbed his hands together. The smile, as well as the look in his
eyes, turned devious. “First of all calm down. Second of all…why
you think she dragging you in here to get her pussy licked?”

Benjamin furrowed his brow. “What? What does
that have to do with anything?” he asked.

Duncan looked off to the side and sighed again.
“Look I know she’s your little angel now. But back in the day that
girl knew how to party. It’ll give her one last chance to let
loose, too,” he explained.

The dread hardened inside Benjamin’s guts. Felt
like his stomach had been filled with cement. A fleeting panic
gripped him upon hearing, now for the second time, that Briana had
apparently been quite a different woman than the one he knew now.
“What do you mean she knew how to party?” he asked, hoping his
angst didn’t show on his face.

Duncan shook his head. “Leave the past in the
past. Just…I didn’t want you freaking out about, you know, some
ripped dude having a little fun and maybe showing the bride-to-be
his dick.”

Benjamin was, in fact, very close to freaking
out. Imagining what Duncan had just described filled him with
terror. He couldn’t pinpoint why. Maybe a little jealousy. Or was
it something else? It certainly set him on edge. He did his best to
calm down and compose himself. “I mean whatever,” he lied. “I’m
just still not sure Briana will take this very well,” he added,
hoping to deflect the conversation in a different direction.

“Like I said I’m not worried about her. You
gonna’ be okay with this?” Duncan asked, staring straight at
Benjamin.

Benjamin let out an exasperated sigh and shook
his head. “Fine. I guess. It’s fine. I just really hope it doesn’t
backfire.”

Duncan flashed a wide smile. “’Atta boy,” he
said, clapping his meaty paw down on Duncan’s shoulder a few times.
“We should get back before they send another search party.”

Benjamin pulled his jacket on over his shoulders
and followed Duncan out the door. They walked down the hallway
together towards the sounds of classical music drifting through the
party. Walking into the ballroom he immediately spied Briana over
by the bar, another glass of wine in her hand.

When she caught his eye her hand shot up into
the air. “Benji! Benji! Over here! I want you to meet someone,” she
called out.

He glanced at Duncan, who was smirking.

“Go on, Benji. Future ball and chain needs you
again,” Duncan teased.

Benjamin shook his head and rolled his eyes. As
he started to make his way through the crowd it felt like everyone
was staring at him. He wondered if they all suspected or even knew
the reason he and Briana had disappeared? The back of his neck got
hot at the thought of it. He walked up to where Briana was laughing
with the other girls and only then realized they’d been joined by a
rather tall, rather handsome black man wearing a tailored suit and
holding a glass of sparkling water.

“Hi Benji!” Briana said, leaning in to kiss him
on the cheek.

Valerie, Andrea and Erica all shot him sideways
smiles. In that moment he could have sworn the looks had a sinister
edge. It made his stomach flip, then flop.

“I want you to meet someone,” Briana said. “This
is Carter.” She held out a hand towards the black man, who set his
drink down on the bar before extending his hand. “Carter’s a friend
of daddy’s. He owns that restaurant on Robert street. You remember
the one? The one we keep trying to get a table at but it’s always
booked up?” She flashed a playful glare at Carter, who
chuckled.

Benjamin turned to Carter and shook his hand.
The dread that had been circulating in his guts, dropped lower.
Somewhere between his stomach and his crotch. He had no idea why.
But something about this whole situation felt…ominous. “Nice to
meet you, Carter,” he muttered.

Carter gave his hand a firm pump then turned to
Briana. “Next time you’re hungry for a good meal you hit me up,” he
said. “My chef’s young but he’s the hottest thing in town right
now. I poached him from Milton Oaks in L.A. Fresh out of culinary
school in the south of France. Kid’s got ambition to burn. Lightin’
the town on fire. I’m not even kidding,” he said,
chuckling.

All four women exchanged glances and started
giggling, including Briana.

Benjamin could sense, and smell, pheromones
emanating from them at Carter’s masculine physique, his silky
baritone voice and confident personality. He glanced at Briana to
find her looking just as enamoured with the large man. Her cheeks
were rosy. Probably from the wine and having her pussy licked in
the bathroom.

“Well I’d be happy to get lit on fire any night
there’s a table available,” Valerie said, giving Carter a look that
made it very obvious she wasn’t talking about food.

Carter let go of Benjamin’s hand and turned his
head to look at Valerie. His smile faded. The look in his eye
turned almost sinister as he stared at her. Andrea coughed,
obviously trying to disrupt the awkward silence that had fallen
over the group. She rubbed the back of her neck and took a sip of
her wine. Neither Carter or Valerie budged, their eyes locked.
Finally, Carter swung his hand sideways, setting his glass down on
the bar. “Anyone know where there’s a bathroom?” he asked.

Erica opened her mouth to reply, pointing a
finger towards the door Benjamin had walked through a few minutes
earlier.

“I do,” Valerie said, not taking her eyes off
Carter’s for even a second. “I can show you if you want.”

“I’d appreciate that,” Carter said.

“Follow me,” Valerie said. She set her wine
glass down, turned and started walking towards the exit. Somehow,
despite the gaudy dress she was wearing, she managed to move her
body and shake her ass in a way that even Benji slightly hot under
the collar. Her voluptuous figure moved through the crowd turning
the head of nearly every man at the party.

“If you’ll excuse me,” Carter growled. He
flashed a tight smile before falling into a brisk walk, following
Valerie.

Briana and Andrea’s lips went tight as they
watched the pair move through the ballroom. Erica’s jaw dropped.
“She’s not actually gonna’…” she whispered before trailing off.

Valerie and Carter disappeared through the
exit.

Benjamin glanced at Briana and nearly gasped.
She looked…furious? Kind of. But not exactly. She was definitely
irritated by their sudden departure. But there was something else
in her expression, too. Something that might have been jealousy.
And wanton hunger. He couldn’t take his eyes off of her. The look
bored down deep into his guts, fermenting the discomfort that had
been brewing after his conversation with Duncan into something far
more ominous.

“Well,” Andrea said, finally breaking the
awkward silence. “So much for that, I guess.” She turned, leaned
over the bar and raised her glass when she caught the bartender’s
attention.

The classical music that had been playing got
quieter. The DJ cross-faded into something lo-fi with a slow,
pulsing bass beat that Benjamin didn’t recognize. The lights
dimmed. Some of the older attendees exchanged glances. Glasses were
lowered. Polite smiles exchanged. Some of Jack’s friends started to
make their way to the coat check, sensing the change in the
vibe.

Erica flashed a nervous smile. She fiddled with
the stem of her wine glass. “I guess the party’s getting started,”
she said quietly.

Chapter Four

Benjamin stood by the exit, Briana next to him
smiling and greeting the departing couples. Thanking them for
coming and exchanging pleasantries, saying how excited she was
about the upcoming wedding. Benjamin put on his best game face. He
hated schmoozing but a lot of these folks had showed up with very
generous, very hefty envelopes for the gift table.

His discomfort deepened when his mother and
father walked up the line to say their goodbye’s. “That was a
wonderful event,” his mother said, clutching Briana’s hand and
giving her a cheek-to-cheek kiss.

“Oh thank-you, Mary!” Briana said. “It was
really all daddy’s doing,” she said, glancing at Jack, who was next
in line.

His father shook his hand. “You two have a fine
time with the rest of your evening. Not too fine!”

Benjamin flashed a smile.

After putting their coats on his parents made
their way out the exit.

Jack came up next. Shook hands and clapped
Benjamin on the back a few times before moving to Briana. He
wrapped his arms around her in a tight hug, then kissed her on the
forehead. “Have a great time, baby,” he said quietly.

“Aw thanks, daddy. We probably won’t be much
longer,” Briana replied.

Jack smirked. “Yeah. Right.” He reached into his
breast pocket and pulled out an envelope. Discreetly handed it to
Benjamin, who was slightly taken aback.

“Oh…I…that’s so generous I…”

Briana’s lips went tight. Her hand moved to
Benjamin’s, directing him to tuck the envelope into his own pocket.
She flashed another smile at her father. “Thank-you, daddy,” she
said.

He rubbed her cheek with his thumb. “You be good
now,” he said. He took the trench coat hanging over his arm and
threw it over his shoulders.

Benjamin exchanged a glance with Briana.

As they said their farewell’s with the rest of
the dwindling line the music got louder, the bass thumping hard
enough that Benjamin could feel it coming up through the floor. He
breathed a sigh of relief as the last couple departed. Now it was
just Craig, Duncan and Grant all lingering by the bar. Andrea and
Erica had taken a seat at one of the tables and were huddled over
it, whispering to each other. He tucked his hand into his pocket
and pulled out the envelope Jack had handed them. It was unsealed
and he couldn’t resist flipping it open. His eyes went wide. He
looked at Briana as he thumbed the bills inside. “Holy shit,” he
whispered. “This is like…five thousand dollars!”

“Would you put that away?” she snapped.

He was momentarily taken aback by her harsh
tone. All it took was a smile and his heart melted for her
again.

“Don’t be un-classy,” she said with a chuckle.
She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. “Daddy wants the best
for us,” she whispered into his ear. She pressed the envelope back
into his jacket. Pulling away she looked straight into his eyes.
“Come with me,” she said quietly.

He tilted his head to one side, puzzled. “What?
Where are we going?” he asked.

“Just…come with me,” she said. Her breath
smelled like she’d had at least another couple of glasses of wine.
There was an excitement dancing in her eyes that looked a
little…dangerous. She grabbed his hand.

As she dragged him towards the doors he glanced
over his shoulders. He saw Craig and Duncan had walked over to the
table where Andrea and Erica were sitting. Craig had his hand out,
inviting Andrea out onto the dance floor. She and Erica giggled
before she set her drink down, accepted the invitation and let
herself be pulled out onto the floor before starting to sway in
time with the beat.

Briana whisked him through the door and set a
rather frantic pace down the darkened hall.

“Babe?” he asked. “Where are we going?”

She glanced over her shoulder, finger pressed
against her lips. “Shh!” She marched up to the door of the women’s
bathroom in which they’d had their tryst. Pressed her ear to the
door and closed her eyes.

“Bri? What are you doing?” Benjamin whispered.
His stomach felt like it was sinking even lower. He knew full well
what she was doing. What he didn’t know was why?

Still holding his hand she dragged him across
the hall. Pressed her ear up to the door of the men’s room and
listened.

Benjamin shifted his weight from one foot to the
other. His ears pricked at the sound of muffled, bovine moans
coming from down the hall. The tips of his fingers tingled. The
hairs on the back of his neck stood on end. Easing his hand out of
Briana’s grasp he took a few slow, careful steps towards the source
of the sound.

“What are you doing? Get back here!” Briana
hissed.

He looked to the side and pressed a finger
against his lips. Pulled the finger away and pointed it down the
hall. A strange excitement rippled through him. What they were
doing felt wrong, in a way. If Valerie wanted to have a hookup with
a handsome black stranger who were they to intrude on her privacy?
But Briana seemed so worked up about it. Like she was on a mission.
He couldn’t remember if he’d ever seen her so agitated. It tripped
something inside his brain. Made him want to push her closer to the
source of her unease. To see what it would do to her more than
anything.

“What is it?” she whispered, coming to stand
beside him.

He held his breath and watched Bri cock her ear
to one side to try and hear what he was hearing. Another shudder
raced up his back when her lips parted in shock.

“Oh my god. I think that’s Val,” she said, her
voice barely above a breath. She pressed toe to heel and stepped
out of one shoe, then the other. Now barefoot she padded quietly
down the hall, turning her head side to side to make out where the
noises were coming from.

Watching her interest seemed to heighten his
senses. The silence surrounding him turned to a soft hiss and he
could see in the darkness more clearly now that his eyes had
adjusted to it. He followed in her tracks until they both stopped
at a door that had the words Service Room stencilled onto a
small metal plate.

The moans, obviously Valerie's, were louder now.
Low and rhythmic. Beneath them he could just make out a very deep,
very male voice that seemed to be…humming? His hand shot to
Briana’s wrist as she pressed her fingers against the door. “What
are you doing?” he whispered.

Briana turned and looked over her shoulder at
him. “I want to see what’s going on,” she said. She looked a little
confused. Like she wasn’t sure of what she was doing herself. A
bizarre, mildly troubling excitement danced in her eyes.

The look she gave him sent a bolt of adrenaline
shooting from his brain to his toes. He let go of her wrist,
suddenly tempted to see what she’d uncover if he let her peer into
janitor’s closet.

She turned towards the door. Took a deep breath
and exhaled slowly, then pushed it open a crack.

A single, bare light bulb hung from the ceiling,
swaying slightly from the air moving inside. There was a slop sink
in the corner, a shelf filled with large bottles of bleach and
paper towels. The scene unfolding in the center of the room made
him gasp.

A bucket on wheels was moving back and forth. A
mop protruded from it. Valerie's hands were wrapped around the top
of the mop handle. She was bent over, skirts flipped up over her
ass. The front of her dress had been pulled down and her heavy tits
were sagging out. They swung in lazy circles, the long nipples
stiff with arousal.

Carter was directly behind her. His pants were
down around his ankles. He’d mounted her and his cock was gliding
in and out of her cunt. After a half dozen thrusts he dragged the
entire length of it out of her, holding the shaft in his hand, and
tickled the parted folds of her pussy with the head.

“No, no!” Valerie mewled. She reached back with
one hand and opened herself wider. “Put it back inside!”

Benjamin blinked away his disbelief. Out of the
corner of his eye he saw Briana cover her mouth with a hand. He
knew exactly why. The cock was so long it would have made a horse
blush. Thick at the base, the shaft narrowed slightly before ending
in a bulging head that, it’s appearance alone made clear, would
touch parts of a woman no other dick, finger or fist could ever
reach.

Carter chuckled, teased her pussy lips some
more, then re-inserted his prick. Putting both hands on her ass he
began the long, slow glide into the deepest parts of her
innards.

Valerie grabbed the top of the mop handle again,
bracing herself for entry. Her entire body shook as the shaft
filled her. Her tits and ass jiggled and she whimpered. As Carter
pressed the remaining third of his prick into her, it’s girth
stretching her hole, she blew out a soft breath followed by a
throaty gurgling sound. “Fuck,” she said, her body heaving as
Carter’s pelvis settled against her ass.

Something inside Benjamin’s brain snapped and
crackled. He realized he’d become erect when Briana’s hand drifted
between his legs and pressed against his crotch. His back stiffened
as she turned again to look over her shoulder at him, biting down
on her lower lip. A dangerous excitement shimmered through him at
her gentle touch. He met her eyes with his, a weird energy flowing
between them.

Carter’s hand fell on Valerie's ass. The sharp
smack startled both Benjamin and Briana. They turned to stare at
the coupled bodies just as Carter started gliding in and out of
Valerie again. Carter leaned over her, reached under her chest and
fondled her left breast. “You want a black baby in that belly?” he
asked.

Valerie moaned and bent lower, her hands sliding
down the mop handle. She stumbled forward, the bucket rolling along
the ground until it bumped up against the wall. “Oh god,” she
groaned. One hand shot out, her palm pressing against the wall. She
craned her neck to look over her shoulder at the thick python
moving in and out of her. She shook her head. “Do you have a
condom? We should use a condom. You should put a condom on. I
didn’t think…I’m not with anyone so I’m not on anything.” She
groaned again as Carter pressed his entire length into her, pinning
her against the wall.

Carter chuckled. He dragged his cock halfway out
then slipped it back in, slow and smooth. Reaching into his jacket
pocket he pulled out his phone. Flipped the case open and plucked a
condom out of one of the sleeves. After tucking the phone back into
his pocket he casually flicked the condom, still in it’s wrapper,
onto the floor next to the slop sink. “You want it? Go get it,” he
said. He started swaying in and out of her again.

Valerie stared at the condom. Her brow arched
and her lip started to tremble. “Oh fuck,” she groaned.

Carter laughed. “You don’t want it do you? You
want that seed,” he said, bending over her and pawing her tit.

Valerie whimpered. “It’s not…we shouldn’t,” she
said, sounding entirely unconvinced.

“Yeah we shouldn’t,” Carter replied. “But we
gonna aren’t we? You’re too classy to waste some good jizz in a
plastic wrapper aren’t you?” He chuckled again and spread her ass
cheeks wider with his thumbs.

“Holy shit,” Valerie gasped.

“Holy shit,” Briana whispered next to Benjamin.
“She’s gonna’ let him do it.”

Benjamin’s eyes went wide. He didn’t know
Valerie too well. He knew her well enough to have never expected
such reckless behaviour. “Should we stop him?” he asked Briana. His
body was humming with arousal.

Briana shot him a scowl. “What? What is wrong
with you? This is their private business,” she said, quickly
turning to stare at the coupling again.

Valerie was looking longingly at the condom. One
side of her face was twitching. She was up on her toes, ass rising
and falling as she ground it against Carter’s crotch in time with
his thrusts.

Carter closed his eyes and smiled. “That pussy’s
squeezing tight. Gonna come? Gonna come for your baby daddy?” he
asked.

Valerie slid lower down the mop pole. She
moaned, then whimpered. She pressed a hand to her belly and a wet
squish sounded from between her legs. It was followed by a soft
hiss and the soft patter of drops of wet on the concrete beneath
her feet.

“What the…” Benjamin whispered.

“Holy shit,” Briana said.

Carter clenched his jaw. He drove his cock balls
deep into Valerie, pressing her cheek against the wall. He let out
a soft grunt and the root of his prick pulsed as he emptied his
load inside her unprotected cunt.

Benjamin looked sideways at Briana. Her cheeks
were flushed. Her mouth was open, eyes wide as she watched the
potential impregnation of one of her bridesmaids. He put a hand on
her arm. “We should probably get back,” he whispered.

She stared at the scene for another few moments
before easing the door shut and letting her hand fall to her side.
She nodded. “You’re right.” Smoothing out her dress and tucking her
hair behind her ears she turned and walked back to where she’d left
her high heels. She slipped her feet into them, cleared her throat
and nodded at Benjamin. “We should get back,” she said.

Benjamin couldn’t take his eyes off her as they
walked hand in hand back towards the party. Her expression had
changed back to what he was used to. Her eyes bright, lips turned
up on the cusp of another bright smile. But her aura was different.
Her stride seemed…tighter? Like she was working hard to keep up
appearances. A moment before she pushed the door open he grabbed
her hand and turned her to face him. “Are you okay?” he asked.

Her eyes seemed even sparklier than usual.
“Totally fine!” she said. She held his gaze for a moment, then
leaned in close. “That was really hot.”

Chapter Five

The DJ had turned up the volume in their
absence. The bass was thumping hard now, shaking the glasses and
plates on the tables. Andrea and Erica were on the dance floor,
Craig and Grant twisting and turning in front of them, their
jackets off.

Duncan raised a hand when he saw them. He set
his glass down and walked over to where they were standing.

Briana looked around the room and scowled.
“What’s going on?”

Duncan grinned. “We’re having a party,” he
said.

Briana’s scowl deepened. “I thought the party
was over?”

Duncan grinned wider. “Party’s just getting
started,” he said. “Come on.” He grabbed them both by the wrist and
led them towards two chairs that had been placed at the center of
the dance floor. “Sit,” he ordered.

Briana glanced at Benjamin and furrowed her
brow. “Do you know what’s going on?” she asked.

He offered a sheepish grin, bracing himself for
whatever maelstrom was coming once Bri realized what was
happening.

Across the room Valerie slipped in through the
door. Her hair was dishevelled and her dress looked hastily
rearranged. Carter stepped into the room a few moments later.
Glancing around he wiped the corner of his mouth with his thumb
before striding confidently towards the bar. When he met Benjamin’s
stare he gave a smile and a nod before continuing on.

“Benji seriously,” Briana snapped. “What’s going
on here? Tell me right now!”

Benjamin glared at Duncan, who was chuckling.
Andrea and Erica, arms over their heads, swayed over to where
Briana was sitting. They each took a hand and pulled her up out of
her chair.

“Guys?” Briana squawked.

Erica, who looked like she’d had a few, maybe
one too many, leaned in and planted a kiss on Briana’s cheek.
“We’re throwing you a bachelor/bachelorette party!” she said, her
tiny voice barely carrying over the thumping music.

Benjamin winced, bracing himself for what would
surely be a massive blowout from Briana. He saw the light in her
eyes shift. The menace faded from her expression. The pressure in
his chest eased and his skin prickled with relief when she arched
her brow, cracked a wide smile and pressed a hand against her
chest.

“Oh my gosh,” she said, obviously overcome with
emotion. “Are you serious?”

“Someone get this woman a cocktail!” Erica
screamed.

“Coming right up!” Grant shouted back. He jogged
to the bar and leaned over it to order a drink.

Briana looked around at everyone in the room,
beaming.

“Ladies and gentlemen!” the DJ’s voice boomed
through the room. “Welcome to the fun part of evening!”

Everyone in the room put their hands together
except Duncan, who was still standing by the door, hand on the
handle. The girls hooted and hollered.

Valerie, apparently recovered from her
post-coital torpor, had joined the other two women dancing around
Briana. The three of them danced her back to her seat and pressed
her down into it.

Craig appeared between Briana and Benjamin
carrying a tray. On it were two shot glasses that reeked of tequila
as well as a couple of bottles of beer. “You guys are probably
going to need these sooner rather than later,” he said.

Briana looked at Benjamin, tipped her head to
one side and flashed a sappy smile. But her eyes were teeming with
mischief. She was definitely getting into this and that put
Benjamin at ease. She grabbed a shot glass and raised it in his
direction. “Is this what we’re doing?” she asked, one eye raised as
if in a dare.

Benjamin got a little queasy just looking at the
drinks. He enjoyed a glass of wine here and there but hard drinking
had never been his thing. But Bri looked so happy and he was so
thrilled the surprise hadn’t spoiled the evening he thought, what
the hell? Picking up the shot glass he tapped it against Bri’s.
Bringing the glass to his mouth made him gag a little. Pinching his
nose he tipped his head back and downed the tequila. He and Bri
grabbed the beer bottles from the tray and both took a few healthy
swigs to douse the burn of the liquor. To his surprise, Bri threw
her hands up in the air.

“Woot!” she hollered. “This is awesome! You guys
are awesome!”

He stared at his fiancee and could barely
believe what he was seeing. Duncan had been totally right. She was
really into this. He took another sip of his beer and
started bobbing in his chair in time to the music, the booze
loosening his inhibitions.

“Ladies and gentlemen!” the DJ said again.
“Please give a warm welcome to our first entertainer Destiny
Sprays!”

Duncan swung the door open and the DJ pointed a
spotlight at the entrance.

Benjamin’s jaw dropped when a woman in a
scandalously revealing pink bikini top and matching pink skirt
strode into the room on four inch heels. His eyes were glued to her
as she marched towards him then started gyrating just a few feet
from his chair.

“Oh my god!” Briana shrieked.

His head snapped sideways and his eyes bugged at
her reaction. She was bouncing up and down in her chair, a gleeful
smile stretching across her lips, clapping her hands together.

“You got a stripper! You guys are amazing!”

Duncan peered out from behind the dancer. He
raised an eyebrow and tilted his head to one side as if to say I
told you so.

Briana turned and locked eyes with Benjamin, her
smile turning somewhat wicked. She reached over and put a hand on
his thigh and rubbed it. “You think you can handle this?” she
asked.

The question was even more incredible than her
reaction had been. That, along with their earlier voyeurism, made
Benjamin realize he had an entirely different woman on his hands
than he’d been led to believe. It was a little unsettling. But the
possibilities that presented for the evening sent a dark and highly
charged sexual energy tearing through him. “Are…are you serious?”
he asked. “You’re okay with this?”

Her smile softened and she arched her brow
again.

He couldn’t help but feel that she found his
innocence cute or something.

She took a swig of her beer and nodded towards
the woman dancing in front of him. “Just try to have a good time,
Benji,” she said. Her hand moved up his thigh until she nudged his
stiffening cock with her finger. She winked.

His head turned slowly forward. Drawn by the
sparkling light reflecting off the dancing woman’s skimpy costume.
He’d never set foot in a strip club in his life. He wondered if he
should be feeling, or doing, something other than the arousal that
was creeping up from his groin and heating his neck. He glanced
sideways at Briana again and flashed a nervous smile. “Am I
supposed to just sit here?” he shouted over the din.

Craig and Grant cracked up and started smacking
their thighs. Duncan smirked. All three bridesmaids burst into
uproarious laughter at his naivete. Briana made an aww face,
leaned over and patted his leg again.

Even the stripper had to look away to hide her
smile.

Briana got up out of her chair. She rubbed his
shoulders, then leaned over him to whisper. “Just have fun, Benji,”
she said.

He had to wonder if she knew he was aroused. And
at another woman dancing so lewdly in front of him. Was this the
kind of “fun” Bri had been having before he met her? He turned to
see the stripper spinning around and slowly pulling at the string
that held the sides of her bikini top together. His cock hardened
as his eyes fell to her waist, which was gyrating wildly. Had to
close his eyes when his mind immediately lurched to what it would
feel like having a waist like that grinding on his lap.

“Hey!” Duncan barked. “I didn’t pay for this for
you to keep your eyes shut. Come on man! Do like your girl said and
enjoy yourself!”

Benjamin opened his eyes and they nearly popped
out of his skull. Destiny had opened her top and was shaking her
tits at him. Her nipples were hard, the muscles in her toned body
flexing as she moved closer. Close enough that if he wanted he
could have reached out and touched her.

Briana hooted and clapped her hands together
next to him, encouraging Destiny.

Destiny smiled at her, nodded, then inched
closer.

Craig let out a loud, barking laugh. “Look at
him guys!” he said, pointing at Benjamin. “Guy can’t tear his eyes
away!”

“Dude! Check out the boner!” Grant shouted
back.

The girls, who’d been dancing behind them, all
peered over his shoulder. Erica clapped a hand over her mouth and
started laughing. Valerie and Andrea exchanged a glance, then
shared a giggle. Briana flashed a sweet smile. “You’re adorable,”
she said.

His head started spinning. She didn’t care about
this at all?!? Didn’t care that a strange woman was giving him
these feelings. That his cock had hardened while watching another
woman removing her clothes in front of him? It was slightly
humiliating being the center of attention like this but now
he didn’t want to seem like the spoil sport who ruined the
evening.

His eyes dropped to his lap. His penis was, in
fact, rock solid and poking up against his pants. He looked up and
found himself absolutely mesmerized by by Destiny’s swinging hips.
He pressed back into his chair as she danced even closer. Gripped
the sides of it like he was worried he was going to fall off. When
she spun around to shake her ass at him, he gasped.

Arms up over her head, Destiny shook her booty
up and down, glancing at his lap. “Yeah? You like that?” she
asked.

Benjamin swallowed, trying to relieve the
tightness in his throat. He shot Briana another sideways glance to
get a read on what she thought of the situation. It didn’t help.
She seemed lost in a lust and alcohol induced trance. Hands waving
over her head, hair flinging side to side, she jumped out of her
chair and started dancing with the other women. She made her way
behind his chair. Put her hands on his shoulders, leaned in close
and nibbled on his ear. “This is so hot,” she whispered.

His cock flexed between his legs. He felt like
he was in a fever dream.

Destiny glanced at Briana, whose head was
hovering somewhere behind Benjamin’s. “You mind?” she asked.

“You go girl!” Bri shouted. She pressed her lips
against the skin on his neck just as Destiny plopped her ass on his
lap and started rubbing. Briana sucked his flesh into her mouth
sending a wild, sexual shiver ripping through him.

Destiny’s ass was all muscle and hard as
granite. She expertly tucked his cock into the crease between his
ass cheeks and started thumping up and down against his thighs in
time with the music.

The room seemed to spin around him. In the
periphery of his vision he saw flashes of bodies spinning and
swaying. But the locus of his attention was on Destiny and her
round, muscular bottom rub, rub, rubbing against his penis. His
pelvic floor tightened. He tried to fold into the chair, feeling an
emission readying for release. An embarrassing grunt gurgled up
from the back of his throat. He felt Briana’s hands on his
shoulders again. Rubbing and massaging like she was encouraging him
to embrace the moment.

She pressed her lips to his ear. “You like that,
Benji? You like another woman grinding on you? Fuck this is so
hot,” she whispered.

He could barely believe any of it. Couldn’t
believe the wild, sexual fever gripping him. Couldn’t believe Bri
was right behind him, encouraging him with her rough, sucking
kisses and gentle whispers. He knew he was going to lose it soon
but couldn’t bring himself to face it. “Muuu…” he moaned.

“Holy shit guys I think he’s gonna pop!” Grant
shouted, pointing at Benjamin.

He looked to the side. Valerie and Erica were
still dancing wildly next to him. Andrea, however, was standing
stock still, mouth agape, staring at the profane dance being
performed on his lap.

“Yeah? Yeah? Yeah?” Destiny chanted as his cock
pulsed and pressed into the crevice of his ass.

“Oh god…Bri…I…I think I’m…” he sputtered.

She wrapped her arms around him and pressed her
cheeks against his. “You gonna’ come, baby? Oh fuck that’s so hot.
Come for me, Benji. I want you to come for me.”

Her whispered commands pressed him fully into
the moment. He felt like he was flying and drowning at the same
time. He closed his eyes and his mind focused on the throbbing
between his legs. The feeling of his wife draped over his
shoulders, squeezing him tight as another woman stroked an orgasm
out of him with her ass cheeks. He grunted. Felt a hot spurt of
ejaculate shoot through his urethra and explode against the fabric
of his underwear. His body shuddered.

Destiny’s hands shot up over her head, her ass
still thwapping and grinding against his prick. “We have liftoff!”
she shouted.

Everyone in the room burst into cheers. Hands
over their heads, jumping up and down, shouting and screaming like
animals in celebration of his ejaculation.

Right at the apex of his pulsing orgasm Briana
put her hand on his chin and twisted his head to one side. She
pressed her lips against his and plunged her tongue into his mouth,
mashing it against his. The kiss sent an earthquake of pleasure
rumbling through him as Destiny finished him off with her ass.

As the pleasure waned the DJ slowed the beat.
The fog of pleasure started to lift. The emotional vacuum it left
inside him was quickly filled with a mild humiliation. Had he
really just had an orgasm in front of so many people? Had his wife
really urged him to finish? His eyes fluttered open. He saw Andrea
with her coat over her arm marching towards the door.

Duncan touched her on the shoulder as she passed
him.

She jerked back and her hand shot up. “This is
too much for me,” she snapped.

Duncan put his hands up and backed away.

Andrea stormed out of the door as the music
quieted.

Destiny stood up and turned to face him.
Grinning, she put her hands on her hips, her tits still hanging
loose and free.

“That was so hot,” Briana whispered into his
ear.

He shook his head, still unable to believe what
he’d just experienced.

As Destiny started tying her bikini straps
together the DJ got on the mic again. “And now, ladies and
gentlemen, part two of this evening’s entertainment! Please put
your hands together for…Black Magic!”

Chapter Six

Duncan jogged towards the door where the DJ was
already shinning his spotlight.

Destiny smirked and leaned in close. “Congrats
on getting married,” she said. “Hope everything works out great.”
She raised a hand and gently patted Benjamin’s cheek before
stepping around his chair and walking towards the bar.

Duncan pulled the door open and the music went
quiet. Everyone turned to look at the door. Briana stood up tall
behind Benjamin. The whole room seemed to be holding it’s breath.
Footsteps could be heard in the darkness of the hall.

The first thing Benjamin saw were the boots.
Black leather cowboy boots that clacked ominously with each step.
Then legs. Muscular calves and thighs stepping into the spotlight.
He dragged air into his lungs as the waist came into view. A pair
of briefs as skimpy as Destiny’s little skirt around her waist.
They did very little to hide the outline of the curled, sleeping
snake tucked inside them. The torso came into view. A staircase of
chiselled abs and pecs widening in a V to a set of broad shoulders
and tree-trunk thick arms. His head was tilted forward, face
obscured by a black cowboy hat. He lifted it slowly revealing a
strong jaw and dark eyes peering out from underneath the brim.

Someone in the room gasped.

Benjamin looked up over his shoulder to see
Briana’s smiling eyes, a hand clasped over her mouth covering her
obvious grin.

“Guys,” she said quietly. “You didn’t.”

“Let’s try that again,” the DJ said, mouth right
on the microphone. “Put your hands together for Black Magic!” He
pushed a button on his console and a machine gun staccato slowed to
a deep thump, thump, thump that reverberated through the
room.

“Woo!” Erica shouted before bursting into
applause.

Grant and Craig looked at each other, grinning.
They joined Erica’s clapping. Duncan let go of the door and started
clapping too. Over the thumping bass the DJ faded in a twanging
country song.

Erica and Valerie walked up behind Briana and
guided her to her seat. Each of them dragged a chair from one of
the tables and arranged them on either side of hers. They both sat
down, hands primly in their lap, backs straight.

Briana narrowed her eyes and shook her head,
smirking first at one then the other. She leaned forward to look at
Benjamin and made an apologetic face. She mouthed the word “sorry”
and accompanied it with a shrug.

Benjamin was paralyzed. Yes Briana had just
stood behind him and given him the A-okay to let a stripper rub his
prick until he popped. She even seemed to have enjoyed it herself.
But did that really mean he had to do the same? Because he wasn’t
at all sure how he felt about that. Oddly, despite his
doubts and the recent mess that was cooling in his pants, he felt
his cock start to harden again.

He turned and saw that Black Magic had started a
slow strut towards them.

Magic’s hips swayed from side to side as his
cowboy boots clacked along the parquet floor.

All three of the girls burst into giggles, Erica
rolling her eyes at Magic’s cheesy dancing. But as he stepped up
right in front of her her smile faded and her eyes moved to the
coiled bundle of meat in his underwear.

“Take it out!” Craig shouted from the bar.

Benjamin turned to see Craig and Duncan standing
on either side of Destiny at the bar. Chatting, stealing glances at
her taut body and salivating.

“Which one of you’s the birthday girl?” Magic
asked, looking at each of the three women.

Valerie and Erica exchanged glances. “Uh, it’s a
wedding. And she’s the bride,” she said, jerking her thumb
towards Briana.

Magic looked at Briana and gave her an
unapologetic once over before nodding. Then he looked past her and
straight at Benjamin. “You the husband?” he asked, tipping his chin
back.

“N—not yet,” Benjamin stammered.

“’S’cuse me. Fiancee?” he asked, giving
his finger a twist in the air.

Benjamin nodded.

“Good, good,” Magic said. “You ladies can warm
me up. Bride gets the prize.” He thrust his hips twice toward
Erica’s face.

Erica let out an uncomfortable laugh and gave
Magic a skeptical look. “I, uh, I don’t think s…”

Before she could finish he tucked a hand into
his tight briefs and pulled out his equipment.

Her eyes bugged as his hose unrolled in front of
her face, nearly at eye-level.

Benjamin sucked in a sharp breath. He’d just
seen the largest penis he’d ever laid eyes on in the janitor’s
room. This one was just as formidable but quite possibly twice as
thick. Magic held it at the root, the heavy head sagging towards
Erica’s lap and reaching nearly halfway down her stomach.

“Oh,” Erica said, staring at the appendage.

Valerie was gawking at it, too. As was Briana.
Both their mouths were open as they contemplated the organ. It was
clear from their stunned expressions that there was only one thing
that could be running through their minds: What would it be like
to be mounted by that monster? Or something to that effect.

A warm gooey feeling oozed down Benjamin’s neck.
His soon-to-be wife was staring at another man’s cock. It was a
huge cock, and thick. She was obviously contemplating sex with said
cock. All of these things coalesced in his gut, tightening it
again. The thought that she might actually touch it, rub it even,
to get the prize Magic had promised made his ears ring.

As Erica stared at the prick, possibly weighing
her responsibilities as a bridesmaid against her sense of
propriety, Briana turned and looked at Benjamin with wide, wondrous
eyes. They were filled with excitement and a dangerous look of
adventure. She raised an eyebrow and turned her head slightly as if
asking permission.

Benjamin’s heart was pumping in time with the
music. A strange, thrilling feeling churned inside him. Imagining
Bri’s dainty hand going anywhere near another man’s cock was not
something he’d ever contemplated. But presented with the
possibility he was gripped by a deep need to see it. He flashed a
faint smile and nodded his consent.

Briana smiled back and bit her lip.

“Well,” Erica said with a shrug. “I guess I can
take one for the team. Just this once though.”

“Yeah! Woo!” Grant cried out from the bar.

Erica raised her hand to just beneath the head
of the cock. She paused for a moment then pressed it against the
dark flesh and lifted it slightly. Her eyes opened wider. “Oh my
god,” she whispered. Her eyes fluttered up to Magic’s. “It’s so
heavy,” she whispered.

He winked at her. “No need to be shy,” he said.
He took her by the wrist and pulled her hand higher, his cock
coming with it. Pointed the head at her face and put his hands on
his hips. “It’s all yours, baby,” he said.

Erica wrapped her fingers around it, her thumb
and forefinger an inch or so from touching. When she gave it a
stroke it lurched to life and she jumped in her seat.

All three women burst out laughing. The guys at
the bar and Destiny as well. Still laughing, Erica started pumping
her hand back and forth. Massaging the ridge of the cock’s head and
making it swell. As it hardened it rose higher and higher until it
was pointed straight at her eyes.

“You want to put that pretty mouth on it?” Magic
asked, brushing a finger against her cheek.

Erica furrowed her brow as she looked up at him
again. She seemed…skeptical.

“Blow it!” Craig shouted from the bar.

The room burst into laughter again.

Valerie, the glint of mischief in her eye,
started a rhythmic clap. “Blowjob…blowjob…blowjob…” she
chanted.

The guys at the bar joined in. “Blowjob!
Blowjob! Blowjob!” everyone started shouting.

Erica rolled her eyes and turned to look at
Briana and Valerie. “You know if I do this you two are getting your
mouths on this thing too, right?” she said.

Valerie shrugged.

Briana scratched the back of her neck and looked
sideways at Benjamin.

Benjamin was glued to his seat. Only then did he
realize that his cock, which hadn’t totally deflated after his
orgasm, was once again fully rigid. His heart fluttered in his
chest when Bri stood up and walked towards him. Everyone was still
chanting “blowjob!” but he could tell all eyes were on him. His
face heated as she sat down in his lap and put her arms around his
neck. He gazed up into her lovely eyes.

“Benji?” she said quietly. “Is this gonna’ be
too much for you?”

When she shuffled closer to his mid-riff he
tried to sink deeper into the chair. To no avail. Her soft thigh
nudged against his stiff prick. His embarrassment deepened as she
stared into his eyes, a look of surprise and wonder in her own.
“Benji? Are you…is this turning you on?”

The DJ shone the spotlight on Benji and Bri. The
light coming from behind her formed a lovely halo around her hair.
She looked so beautiful and innocent. So pure and delicate. Why did
that make him want so desperately to see her corrupted? “I…I think
it’s fine,” he whispered back. “If you’re having fun, I mean,” he
added.

Bri bit her lip and a moment later a wide smile
stretched across her lips. She spun out of his lap and stood up.
Her hands shot up over her head as she struck a sassy pose. “It’s
on!” she shouted.

Everyone started cheering.

Magic glanced over at him, his cock pointed
straight at Erica’s mouth. “Respect, bro. Respect,” he said.

“Come on girl!” Bri said, elbowing Erica as she
plopped down in the seat next to her. “Let’s see what kind of game
you’ve got!”

Erica feigned an irritated sigh. It was easy to
see it was an act, though. Her eyes were shimmering with lust like
she couldn’t wait to get her mouth on that cock. She tucked her
hair behind he ear. Her lips parted. She leaned forward taking the
monster’s head straight into her mouth.”Oooh, silky smooth,” Magic
cooed as her head started working back and forth along his
member.

Benjamin was beside himself with arousal. He’d
never seen anyone do anything so lewd and overtly sexual in public.
Was this the way Briana had partied in the past? The idea drove him
wild.

Erica was bobbing back and forth taking about a
third of Magic’s thick cock into her mouth.

Out of the corner of his eye Benjamin saw
Valerie hike her dress up her legs. He watched as she tucked a hand
underneath it and started rubbing herself. He turned to see that
Craig had started making out with Destiny. Grant was staring at
Erica blowing Magic. His cock had formed a solid lump in his pants.
The DJ turned up the music. The whole room seemed to be vibrating
with sexual excitement.

“Oh ease up, girl, ease up,” Magic said,
laughing as he stepped back and pulled his cock out of Erica’s
mouth. “You’re too good at that. Gotta’ give the other ladies a
chance.”

Erica wiped the saliva off her mouth with the
back of her hand and sneered at Valerie. Her jaw dropped when she
saw Valerie was masturbating. “Are you serious?!?” she
squawked.

Valerie just shrugged.

As Magic walked past Briana he flashed a smile
and wagged his dick at her face.

Bri, sitting primly upright in her chair, knees
pressed together, put three fingers over her mouth and met Magic’s
eyes.

The wink she gave him sent a violent tremor of
lust pulsing through Benjamin. He watched her as she eyed Magic’s
cock as he stepped towards Valerie. The longing in her eyes
wrenched his guts. He couldn’t believe how casual, no, how
playful she was being about all of this. Was he the crazy
one, he couldn’t help but wonder. A few short hours ago he would
have never, not for a minute, considered that Duncan’s little
surprise would end in this sort of debauchery. Everyone else
seemed…okay with it? Sure, Andrea had peaced out when things
started getting wild but that had been an exception.

His eyes popped out of his head when Valerie put
both hands on the neckline of her dress and tugged it down. Her
heavy tits came tumbling out. She cupped her hands beneath them,
smashing them together as she took Magic’s cock into her mouth.
Staring up at him she turned and twisted her head, massaging his
prick with her tongue and occasionally plunging down on it.

Benjamin saw the outline of the head form in her
throat. She pressed harder, working it down into her neck until her
gag reflex fired. Coughing and sputtering she pulled her mouth of
it and swallowed a few deep breaths before popping back on and
starting to bob.

That was outrageous. But the real object of
Benjamin’s interest was Briana sitting next to her. His fiancee’s
smile had faded. Her eyes were moving from Magic’s cock to
Valerie's face. What was truly shocking was the envy in her stare.
Almost like she was jealous that she couldn’t have the stripper’s
cock all to herself.

Magic swayed his hips back and forth in time
with Valerie's bobbing head. He reached down and played with her
titty, fondling the nipple and kneading the soft flesh. Put his
hands on his hips and stared intently at Valerie's mouth work for a
while. Then he put a gentle hand on her shoulder and pushed her off
his cock. “Gotta’ save the big finish for the bride,” he said
quietly. “But I’ll buy you a drink later if you’re into it.”

Valerie looked up at him as she tucked her tits
back into her dress. She bit her lip and nodded, then turned in her
chair to look at Carter.

“Oh hell yeah,” Carter said, shooting a
finger-pistol at her.

Valerie blushed and settled back in her seat to
watch the grand finale.

Benjamin felt an excruciating tightness form in
his chest as Magic stepped sideways and in front of Briana. His
whole body felt like it was on fire. His cock was rock-hard again.
He knew he was about to witness something he would never be able to
unsee. Briana was about to do something she could never take back.
But as scary as that was he felt like he was flying. The music
pulsing around him, bass throbbing up through the floor, all felt
distant. His gaze was laser-locked on his beautiful Bri and the
lovely smile that had formed on her lips at the sight of Magic’s
cock in front of her.

“You ever had a black dick before, beautiful?”
Magic asked.

Briana blushed as she turned flashed a sideways
glance at Benjamin. She glanced at Valerie, who smirked. Then her
eyes fluttered up to Magic’s again. “Maybe once or twice,” she
said.

Each word of her reply was like a knife to
Benjamin’s guts. He couldn’t believe how coy, how cute Briana could
be about having had a black cock before. How had she never told
him? How had he not even thought to ask?

“Yeah I bet you have,” Magic said, grinning.

She stared straight into his eyes. “I’m only
doing this for my husband. He thinks it’s hot,” she said, stealing
another glance at Benjamin.

“Ha!” Magic barked. “Yeah. I bet you are.” He
wagged his cock at her.

A slight humiliation trickled through Benjamin.
At hearing Bri’s explanation for the act she was about to perform.
At Magic’s obvious disbelief of her reasons. And at the laughs and
giggles that came from the rest of the gang. He got a very strong
feeling that they were all watching him for his reaction as
much as they were watching what Briana would do.

Bri raised her hand and pressed the tip of her
index finger against the head of Magic’s cock. She gave it a swipe,
glanced up and pressed her finger seductively into her mouth. She
sucked it clean and smiled.

“Yeah? That meet your approval? Good taste
test?” Magic asked.

“It’ll do,” Bri replied.

Magic let out a sharp laugh and slapped his hand
on his knee. “Oh you’re a firecracker. I know a few girls like you.
Go on then. Get on it.” He took a step closer.

Benjamin shuddered as Briana wrapped her dainty
hand halfway down Magic’s cock. He drew in a quick breath when she
turned and locked eyes with him. It was the most endearing gesture,
turning to her husband and flashing a wicked smile. His heart
overflowed with love for her in that moment. His body went weak
when her lips parted and she slowly slipped them over the head of
Magic’s cock.

With her eyes locked on Benjamin, Briana slowly
moved the cock in and out of her mouth. It pressed against the
inside of her cheek, making her face bulge. Her eyes sparkled with
mischief and apparent delight.

Benjamin wondered what was going through her
mind? Was she enjoying this? Did she like performing oral sex on
another man while her husband watched? Or did she just enjoy
performing oral sex on men? The questions sowed too much confusion
in his mind so he shoved them aside, to be dealt with later. For
the time being it was just him and Bri and that black dick poking
in and out of her beautiful mouth.

She turned her head and slipped it deeper into
her mouth. Her hand slid down Magic’s shaft and in between his
legs, fondling his sagging balls as she swept her tongue in circles
over the head of his cock. The way she was staring at him as she
did it tugged his own cock to an ever more turgid state.

He was desperate to release some of the sexual
pressure that had built inside him. He wasn’t yet ready to shed his
shame and start jerking it in front of everyone, like Valerie had.
So he sat there grimacing as his cock throbbed in his lap.

Briana pulled her mouth off of Magic’s cock with
a soft pop. She stuck out her tongue and swirled it around the tip
a few times, then winked at Benjamin. She looked up at Magic, who
was gazing back at her with lust in his eyes.

“What do you think? You like it?” he asked.

Briana gave a few slow nods. “Are you getting
close? It seems like your close. Don’t come in my mouth
please.”

Magic smiled and shook his head. “Hot, good with
the mouth and polite. You picked a winner, bro,” he said,
turning to Benjamin.

Briana wrapped her hand around the ridge of his
cock head and started stroking. Her other hand stayed between his
legs, kneading his balls.

“Where you want it then?” Magic asked.

Briana’s lips parted and she contemplated the
question for a moment. She turned to Benjamin. “That should be for
my husband to decide,” she replied.

The hoots and woots and hollers started flying
left and right. Benjamin felt a hand under his arm. He turned to
see Duncan hauling him to his feet, smiling.

“Come on, bro,” Duncan said. “Time to go pick
out a target.” He dragged him over to where Magic was towering over
Briana.

Benjamin’s eyes fixated on Briana’s small hand
choking the head of that monstrous black prick. The sight caused a
moment of clarity in his mind. That gnarly chonker of a pussy
baster was ugly. The veins scrawled across it’s side crooked
and bulging. The thick root swelling with each pump of Magic’s
heart. The tiny, pursed opening at the tip ready to spit a wad of
hot seed straight at her.

Every detail stood in direct contrast to
Briana’s appearance. Her smooth complexion. Her finely manicured
nails and perfectly done makeup. Her beautiful smiling eyes and
plump lips that had just been servicing the organ.

Those contrasts were the source of the heat and
lust surging through him. The prick was ugly. Briana was hot.
Seeing it ready to sully her, knowing it had been in her mouth, was
dizzyingly erotic.

“What’ll it be, bro?” Magic asked.

Briana locked eyes with him, stroking and
stroking the cock as she patiently awaited his order for where it
should spend. “Where would you like it, husband?” she asked
softly.

“On her face!” Benjamin blurted before his mouth
even had time to connect with his mind. The deep shame that swelled
through him at his outburst made his face even hotter.

Briana, wearing a tight smile, turned her mouth
to face the fat thing with the grace and poise of a queen. She
stroked it in a perfectly steady rhythm as the crowd gathered
around them.

“Holy shit she’s really gonna’ do it,” someone
muttered.

Valerie squeezed in between Duncan and Benjamin,
the scent of her aroused snatch wafting up from under her
dress.

The cock twitched in Bri’s hand. Magic grunted
and a moment later a plume of yellowish fluid erupted from the tip.
It shot through the air and splattered across her left cheek. She
closed her eyes but kept her chin tilted up, her dignity fully
intact. Pointing the cock slightly to the right she sent the next
ejection streaking across the bridge of her nose and ending on her
other cheek.

“Nasty,” Erica said.

“That’s fucking hot,” Duncan muttered next to
Benjamin.

A final splurt of Magic’s juice gushed out. The
shot was weaker. A dab of it hit Briana’s chin, the rest falling
onto her lap, staining the little black dress she was wearing.

Magic sighed and shuddered. Pushing Briana’s
hand away he tucked his cock back into his underwear and grinned at
everyone standing around him. “Anybody up for a cocktail?” he
asked.

While the grand finale was finished, Benjamin
still had a burning need in his groin. He started to feel
light-headed. Like he was going to faint or vomit or something.
Stumbling back, he turned and made his way towards the balcony
door. As he squeezed through to the cool air outside he could hear
Briana’s voice floating towards him over the music.

“Benji? Ben?!?”

Chapter Seven

He was leaning against the railing breathing
deeply when the door swung open behind him. He looked over his
shoulder to see Briana, wrapped up in her coat, her face cleaned
off walking towards him. He straightened and turned to face
her.

She looked worried. Brow furrowed, the lightness
gone from her eyes. “Benjamin?” she said quietly. “Are you
alright?”

“I…I…I…” he stammered. He had a very hard time
pinning down a thought to form into a sentence. His mind was a
slurry of imagery of Briana doing the dirty thing, taking Magic’s
cock into her mouth then stroking it until it coated her with the
filthy mess.

She walked up to him and put her hands on his
arms. Gazed into his eyes projecting all that worry she felt right
into him.

It sobered him up. He realized there was nothing
he could do to change what had happened. What he could control was
his reaction. It pained him a little that he’d encouraged her. But
pain was inevitable in life. Suffering was not. He took another
deep breath and made an effort to clear the worry from his mind and
whatever was showing on his face. “I’m sorry,” he whispered. “I
just needed to get some air. It was so hot in there.”

Her face relaxed a little. She rubbed his arms.
“So you’re not…mad?” she asked.

He shook his head. “Of course I’m not mad,” he
replied. “How could I be mad. I told you it would be fine. It’s
fine. Everything’s fine.”

Her lip trembled and she let out a heavy sigh.
“Oh thank god. When I saw you leave like that I thought…” She shook
her head. “I don’t even want to tell you what I thought.”

He wrapped his arms around her and pulled her
into a hug. Warmth coursed through him when he felt her body relax
and she leaned into his embrace. He put his chin on top of her head
and rubbed her back.

After a minute or so she pulled away and looked
up at him. “Benji I…I just thought it was going to be hot. I
guess…I guess I got caught up in the moment. Thank you for being so
chill about this. I’d never do anything to fuck this up. You know
that, right?”

“Of course I know that,” he said, leaning down
to kiss her. The acrid stench of semen on her face singed his
nostrils.

“Oh, Benji,” she said, pressing a hand against
his chest. “I’m still…I just used a paper towel.”

Her excuse for not kissing him had the opposite
of it’s intended effect. The sex motor in his brain started
whirring and humming, the gears of his arousal clicking as he
thought of how nasty it had been seeing her covered in cum. He
leaned in and pressed his lips against hers. When they parted he
pushed his tongue into her mouth and against hers. He pulled away
and gazed into her eyes for a moment.

She seemed more curious than puzzled by the
kiss.

He looked over her shoulder and through the
window into the party. Magic and Carter and Valerie were gone.
Destiny and Grant were making out in the corner. Erica was pouting
into a drink by the bar. Duncan was nowhere to be seen, either. The
DJ was packing up his kit into a case. “Wow. Looks like we killed
the party,” Benjamin said.

Briana turned to look over her shoulder. “Oh
shoot,” she muttered. “I should go talk to Erica. I think…I should
just go talk to her.”

Benjamin let her go and watched her slip back
into the ballroom. Now that he’d survived the initial shock of
seeing her debauched it became clear to him that a few
extra-marital sexual gymnastics would not be breaking their
marriage. She was all in on him and he was all in on her. And he
couldn’t deny his own curiosity at how much further she might be
willing to take this game?But what was most pressing on his
thoughts was curiosity about her past. The kind of girl she’d been.
Had she really been the kind of girl who gave public blowjobs at
parties? None of her friends had seemed at all surprised. He was
glad the party had wound down. It was only ten o’clock. The perfect
time for a drink and an interrogation.

Taking a final deep breath he followed her into
the ballroom. Started walking to where she and Erica were hugging
when the DJ stepped in his path. “Hey, man,” Benjamin said. “Thanks
for keeping the music going. Sorry if things got a little out of
hand,” he said, rubbing a hand on the back of his neck.

The DJ smirked and dismissed his worry with a
wave. “It’s all good, bro. I’ve seen worse.” He glanced side to
side. “Hey I hate to do this but everyone’s gone. The guy who was
supposed to pay me for the overtime bounced. I know it’s your
bachelor party and everything but…” He put his hands out.

“Oh. Oh sure,” Benjamin said. It was a little
shitty of Duncan, or whoever, to bail on paying out but he just
gotten lost in the moment and hadn’t thought about it. He patted
his pockets and remembered the envelope Jack had given him. Pulled
it out and opened it. “How much do I owe you?”

“Uh…five bucks?” the DJ said after peering
inside.

Benjamin scowled. “Oh. I’ve only got fifties and
hundreds here. Can you make change?”

“Uh…I meant five hundred, bro,” the DJ
muttered.

The color drained from Benjamin’s cheeks. He
glanced down at the envelope, then up at the DJ. Realized he
probably should have asked before pulling out a wad of cash. Didn’t
have the space in his mind to start arguing or haggling, though. He
peeled five hundreds of the stack and handed them to the DJ, who
grinned.

“Thanks dude! Hope everything goes well on the
big day!” he said, giving Benjamin a slap on the arm.

Benjamin gave a weak smile and a nod. As the DJ
walked off with his cash he turned and walked over to where Briana
was standing by the bar, nursing a drink.

“Hey,” she said as he walked up.

“Hey. Everything okay?”

“Oh, fine,” she replied. “Erica’s just…she felt
kind of bad about what happened.”

“Oh no. Shit. That’s terrible. Is she okay?” he
asked.

“Oh she’ll be fine. She just…she promised
herself she wouldn’t go back to partying like that. Old habits die
hard, I guess,” she said, chuckling.

His curiosity inflated and his cock hardened at
what she’d said. He smirked. “Hey about that. This whole thing kind
of got me thinking…”

Briana put on a sheepish, rather submissive look
as she bit her lip. “Am I about to get in trouble?” she asked.

Benjamin laughed. Love and relief swept through
him. Love for his beautiful fiancee and relief that this hadn’t
damaged their relationship. “You’re not in trouble. Promise. But I
have questions.”

“Uh oh,” she muttered, a sly smile curling her
lips.

“Can I buy you a drink?”

“Of course you can buy me a drink.” She tucked a
hand under his arm and together they walked towards the door.

It swung open right as they reached it. A
janitor in a grey uniform walked in wheeling the bucket they’d seen
Valerie supporting herself on earlier. “All finished?” the janitor
asked.

Benjamin looked at Briana and they both started
laughing. “Finished in here, yeah,” he said.

Chapter Eight

Benjamin swirled the drink in his glass and
smiled at Bri. She was still wearing that same sheepish smile and
it was driving him a little wild wondering what was behind it. “So
that was pretty crazy back there,” he said.

She picked up her cocktail, pursed her lips
around the straw and took a sip. “It got a little out of hand,
didn’t it?” she replied.

He chortled and shook his head. “That’s one hell
of an understatement. So, um, can I ask you something?”

“Of course you can,” she said, setting the glass
back down.

He looked her right in the eyes and shifted
forward in his chair. “Were you…before we met…like, when you were
younger did you…do that kind of stuff?”

Her shoulders sagged a little but the faint
smile stayed on her lips and kept shimmering in her eyes. She
leaned forward over the table so her face was just inches from his.
“Benji before we met I was…I was kind of a bad girl,” she
whispered.

An erotic tremor shuddered through him. He felt
his neck heat and his cock flex.

“Does that make you upset?” she asked.

The way she asked the question was also deeply
arousing. Mischief still dancing in her eyes. Like she knew she
could trust him not to freak out. Like she was going to enjoy this
slow reveal of her sordid past. “Not really,” he whispered back.
“Can you tell me any more?”

“About the things I used to do?”

“About the things you used to do, yes,” he said,
nodding.

She bit her lip and looked up and to the side.
Taking time to pluck some tawdry memory from her mind to share with
him. She looked back at him again. “Well, I hooked up with a lot of
guys. Mostly one night stands.”

That touched a very deep part of him. So she
really had been a wild girl. He imagined his cheerful, smiling
Briana spreading her legs for a parade of men night after night.
His guts tightened but his groin and brain bubbled with heat. “Is
that why Erica was upset?” he asked, deflecting the conversation
from her reply to give himself time to process it fully.

She shook her head. “No,” she said. She sighed,
leaned back in her chair and put her hands on the table. “I can’t
believe I’m going to tell you this. I didn’t think I’d ever have
to. I did everything to pretend I wasn’t this girl. That I never
had been…”

“You don’t have to tell me anything you don’t
want me to know, Bri. I want you to know that.”

“But you want to know don’t you?”

“I do but…”

“Then I want to tell you. I love you Benji. I
want to give you everything you want. Everything you need. Even if
it’s hard for one of us. I want you to know that’s how much I love
you. I don’t want to hide anything.”

He gave a slow nod and waited.

She looked side to side, making sure no one
could hear her and leaned forward again. “I love sex. I think you
know that about me already.”

He smirked and nodded.

“When I was younger, before I met you, it was
like…it was almost an addiction.” Her eyes glazed over a little as
her mind drifted into the past. “I loved, I love the feeling
of being naked in front of a man. I love spreading my legs. I love
the feeling of a man’s cock thrusting into me. My whole body
shaking as he pounds and pounds and pounds away.” She closed her
eyes. “I love the feeling of getting filled with cum. The more the
better. The way it floods my pussy. The way it feels leaking out of
me.”

His face and neck were burning. Cock felt like
it was about to pop. Briana’s description of her old self was
insanely hot. And part of that old self was obviously still inside
her from the way she was talking about it.

Her eyes opened and locked on his. “I love the
feeling of being a slut. Of men using me for their own
pleasure.”

His throat was tight. He cleared it with a
cough. “Men? More than one. Like…”

She gave a slight nod. “I used to love doing
gangbangs.”

He gripped the sides of the table, feeling like
might fall off of his chair. He was mesmerized by her and by what
she was sharing. Maybe other guys would have been jealous, or felt
intimidated. All he felt was arousal and joy at how incredibly
lucky he was to have found her. “That’s so intense,” he said
quietly.

“Too intense?” she asked.

“No way. Never. It’s…it’s so hot. I feel like
my…I’m like so hard right now.”

Her eyes lit up even brighter at his reply. She
leaned back in her chair.

A moment later he felt her foot swipe against
his bulging member. Made him grip the table even tighter. The air
was forced out of his lungs by her toe rubbing against his shaft.
“Bri,” he hissed. “I’m really, like, close.”

She pressed her toe harder against his cock but
stopped rubbing it. Her smile widened. “I used to let a lot of men
fuck me at once at parties, Benji. There. I said it.” Her toe
swiped slowly down his prick.

Her confession pulled his trigger. He sat
perfectly still as warmth flooded down his back. His cock twitching
violently against her foot. Spraying more semen into his already
crusty underwear. It slid down the shaft, hot and sticky. Tangled
in his pubic hairs then dripped onto his ball sack as pleasure
coursed through him.

Briana sat there applying an even pressure to
his spasming organ, a wicked smile on her face.

He cleared his throat again when the orgasm
finished.

Briana pulled her foot away and sat up straight.
“I can’t believe this.”

“What?” he said, trying to control his heavy
breathing.

“I can’t believe you’re like this. That you like
this about me.”

“Wait, what? I…isn’t that a good thing?”

“It’s an amazing thing, Benji. An amazing thing.
I thought I was going to have to hide this from you for my whole
life. Because I love you so much and I would never do anything to
hurt you. I wouldn’t regret it for a second if I had to do that.
But knowing that you’re like this?” She sucked her lips between her
teeth and drew in a breath.

He saw the muscles in her neck tighten. Then a
single tear rolled down her cheek. “Bri…no, this is…”

She shook her head and put her hand over his,
quieting him. “It’s not bad, Benji. This is happiness. This lets me
be real. This lets me be every part of me. I’m over the moon right
now. I wish I could kiss you.”

His softening cock started to harden almost
immediately. Briana looked happier than he’d ever seen her.
Overjoyed. “Should we head upstairs?” he asked.

She gave a few quick nods.

He pushed the chair out from under the table and
stood up. Covered his crotch as he jogged to the bar. Pulled out a
fifty and set it on the counter. “Can you make sure our waiter gets
this?” he said to the bartender.

Briana was already by the door, arranging
herself in front of the mirror.

He jogged over to her, put a hand on the small
of her back and escorted her out into the hall.

She spun around as soon as the doors to the
restaurant had shut, put a hand on each of his cheeks and drew him
into a deep kiss. Her hands fell to his neck and caressed it. Down
to his shoulders then his arms. She pulled away from the kiss, lips
glistening. “Let’s go,” she whispered.

Grabbing him by the belt she dragged him towards
the elevator. After pushing the call button she turned and kissed
him again.

The elevator dinged, announcing it’s arrival.
They stepped away from each other, straightening out their clothes
and clearing their throats. The doors slid open to reveal Duncan
and Magic, now clothed, chatting and chuckling. The two men turned
to look at them. Magic’s eyes slid down Briana’s frame and lit up.
Duncan stood there staring at Benjamin. When the doors started
closing he stretched out a hand to stop them.

Benjamin turned to look at Briana. She turned
and looked straight into his eyes. He felt an electric crackle of
energy pass between them. His heart started pumping hard, his brain
flooding with the potential reward of seeing Bri act out the dirty
impulses she’d been suppressing.

Her eyes widened and the vein in her neck
throbbed. Worry furrowed her brow. “Are you sure about this?” she
whispered.

Benjamin turned to face Duncan and Magic again.
“You guys feel like a nightcap in our room?” he asked.

The men exchanged glances. Looked at Briana,
then back at him. Magic stepped to one side. “Plenty of room,” he
said. “Come on in.”

Chapter Nine

They stepped onto the elevator holding
hands.

Magic was on her as soon as the doors slid shut.
Turning her around to face Benjamin. Tilting her head to one side
and sniffing a line up and down her neck.

She kept Benjamin’s hand tightly clasped in
hers, gazing into his eyes as this other man began his
seduction.

Benjamin’s chest swelled with a breath as he
watched her eyes close, her body succumb to Magic’s attention. What
should have been a horror show was, instead, a beautiful, almost
poetic thing. She’d said she would give him anything. She loved him
that much. Well this was his to give her. To let her be
herself. To let her experience this pleasure so central to her
being.

Magic drew the back of a finger down the
delicate skin on her neck. When a smile sprouted on her lips he
turned her head to one side, moved to her side and pressed her
mouth to hers.

Benjamin’s body flooded with feelings. Too many
to name. Watching his wife kissing this black stranger was even
more erotic than seeing her sucking on his cock, for some reason.
That had been vile in an alluring way. Dangerous and unsettling.
This was…almost cute? Not quite. Somewhere between cute and
soaringly glorious.

He glanced over Magic’s shoulder at Duncan, who
was in the corner of the elevator opposite to Benjamin. When Duncan
raised a skeptical eye he replied with a solemn nod. Approval.
Permission. Yes. This is okay. Duncan responded with half a
smile and a shake of his head.

Magic was kissing the front of Briana’s neck
now. His full lips pulling at her skin, his tongue lashing at
it.

Briana’s head was tipped back. Her eyes were
closed but she was still hanging on tight to Benjamin’s hand. She
squeezed it when Magic’s hand worked up her belly and over her
breast.

Each new intrusion on her person was
exhilarating to Benjamin. Seeing the parts of her he considered
“his,” pawed at and played with felt like cresting the first hill
of a roller coaster over and over. Each time he felt the same rush
of air, the same acceleration, the release from gravity’s
constraints. Bri held his hand through the whole thing.

The elevator stopped and the doors chimed and
slid open. Magic slipped off of her and waved her through it. She
took Benjamin with her. Looked up into his eyes and smiled. “Are
you ready? Are you really ready for this?” she asked, sounding as
exhilarated as he felt.

“Yes,” he whispered. “So much yes.” He could
feel Magic and Duncan looming behind them. But they weren’t a
threatening force. They were accessories to this evening he was
about to share with his beautiful bride-to-be. “I want you to feel
free,” he said quietly.

“Free?” Bri asked.

“To do anything. Follow your wildest fantasies.
Free to not worry about me. I’ll be fine. I just…I’m so lucky to be
able to see this.”

Her brow arched and her lip trembled.

Benjamin thought he might see another tear roll
down her cheek.

She beamed at him instead. “This is the best
wedding present I could ever ask for,” she said.

As they arrived at the door he fumbled in his
pocket for the key card. Finally got it out and tapped it against
the lock, which whirred open.

Briana stepped inside and pulled him in with
her. Jack had generously rented them the honeymoon suite for the
whole three-day stay. It was huge with a king sized bed at the
center, a sitting area with two couches and a chair, a small
kitchen and a luxurious bathroom. Briana let go of his hand, walked
to the bed, spun around and sat down on it with a bounce.

Magic moved to the bed. he took Briana’s hands
in his own and pulled her up to stand. His hands moved up her arms,
over her shoulders, then down to cover her breasts. He grinned as
he squeezed them and pressed them together. He turned her around,
gripped the zipper of her dress between finger and thumb and slowly
drew it down her back. His other hand followed, drawing a line down
the center of her back and stopping on the small of it. “Oh yeah.
Beautiful. That’s just beautiful,” he said. His hands dropped to
her toned ass. He grabbed her ass cheeks and squeezed them the same
way he had her breasts. “Oh I’m gonna’ have all of this.”

Benjamin lowered himself onto one of the
couches, elbows on his knees, fingers steepled in front of his
lips.

Magic pulled the sides of her dress off her
shoulders and let it slip off her body. He turned her to face him.
His eyes raked down her body. The skimpy black lingerie she’d put
on earlier was so sheer you could see her nipples and the neatly
trimmed triangle of pubic hair just above her pussy. He ran his
hands along her hourglass shape and his cock started to flex in his
pants. Hooked his fingers into her underwear and peeled them down
her legs.

Benjamin’s eyes widened. Watching her suck
Magic’s cock had been perversely thrilling. Seeing her standing
almost completely naked in front of him was on a completely other
level. His fiancee, his lover, his best friend was getting ready to
give herself to another man.

Briana stared at him, the sly smile still on her
lips.

Magic stood back up, stepped around behind her
and undid the clasp of her bra. Her pert breasts barely moved as he
let it fall of her chest and to the ground. “Oh shit. Look at
these. These are magic.”

Benjamin watched Magic’s dark hands move under
Briana’s breasts. His cock flexed as Magic gave them a slow
squeeze. Bri’s nipples were taut, her skin prickling at Magic’s
touch. She drew in a breath and her eyes closed when one of his
hands moved between her legs. She thrust her chest out when he slid
his finger along the soft folds of her pussy lips.

Magic leaned over her with his head tilted
sideways. Planted his lips on her neck and gave it a long suck. His
hands were gliding along her body, enjoying her sumptuous curves,
moving over all the forbidden parts of her. He pulled away and
sniffed the air above her neck, staring at the side of her face.
“How do you like it, girl?” he asked.

Briana’s eyes opened. She stared straight ahead
at Benjamin. “I want you to use me. I like being used like a slut,”
she said quietly.

Adrenaline surged through Benjamin. Seeing
Briana getting seduced only sharpened his appetite for her. Was
this what had drawn him towards wanting to see this? This
hyper-focused attraction he was now feeling?

A slow smile spread across Magic’s lips. He
glanced at Benjamin. “You sure your husband’s gonna’ be okay with
that?” he asked with a chuckle.

“It’s what my husband wants. Otherwise we
wouldn’t be here,” Briana replied, still staring into Benjamin’s
eyes.

Even Magic raised an eyebrow at her reply.

Off to Benjamin’s side, Duncan was watching the
proceedings with a slightly worried expression. Benjamin didn’t
have the mental capacity to deal with his friends reaction or to
tell him everything was okay. All he could do was stare at Briana,
his heart thumping with love and a greedy lust.

“Okay then,” Magic said. He stepped to the side
and walked around the bed. Picked up one of the decorative throw
pillows and threw it down on the ground next to where Briana was
standing. He peeled off the black t-shirt he was wearing and threw
it on the bed. Undid his belt with a hard tug and stripped out of
his jeans and underwear. His cock was semi-erect. He gripped it in
his hand and started rubbing it. “On your knees then,” he said.

Briana, still wearing her heels, stepped out of
her dress and underwear, dainty as a princess. Putting a hand on
the bed, she bent her knees and lowered herself to kneel on the
pillow. She straightened her back, coming face to face with Magic’s
prick.

Magic, still rubbing his cock, leaned closer and
pointed the head of his cock at her mouth.

“Oh hang on a sec,” Briana said, putting a hand
on his thigh. She reached behind her head with both hands and
pulled the elastic off her braid. Plied the lines of hair apart,
then shook her head, letting the lush mane spread across her
shoulders and frame her pretty face. She turned and shot a lusty
look at Benjamin. Reached up and gripped Magic’s proffered prick.
Eyes on her Benji, she opened her mouth and licked the head of
Magic’s cock before wrapping her lips around it and plunging it
into her mouth.

Benjamin’s whole body throbbed. The look Briana
was giving him as she sucked and licked Magic’s cock sent shiver
after shiver of pleasure through him. His balls felt full and heavy
again. And tight. So much tightness in his midriff.

Duncan stepped into view. His shirt was off and
he was undoing his zipper. He pulled his cock out of his pants and
came to stand behind Bri.

Magic caressed the side of Briana’s face, then
gently pulled her hair until she turned her head sideways.

She caught a glimpse of Duncan shaking his cock
at her out of the corner of her eye. Shuffled on her knees, turning
until she was facing Benjamin, Magic’s cock swinging on one side of
her face, Duncan’s on the other. She reached up with both hands and
took a prick in each. Her lips parted and her eyes went sultry. She
turned to Magic’s cock and gave it a long lick. Then she turned the
other way and licked Duncan’s.

Duncan shook his head. “Fuck I didn’t ever think
I’d see this Bri again,” he muttered.

Benjamin’s breath caught in his throat. So this
was really what Bri had been like. He found it vaguely
unsettling that her friends, now his as well, had kept her secret
for so long. Had they all just been trying to spare his feelings?
He took comfort in Briana’s commitment to being her new self.
Virtuous and loyal to him to the point she’d been willing to leave
this part of her life behind. She loved him so much she’d been
willing to change a part of her self about it.

Duncan took a step forward. He pressed the head
of his cock into Briana’s mouth.

She obliged the intrusion by opening wider and
tipping her head back.

Accepting her invitation, Duncan bent his knees
slightly, stuffing his hardening prick deep into her gullet.

Benjamin was shocked. The way Briana’s eyes lit
up at having her throat fucked had him reeling and his cock pulsing
with arousal.

Duncan fucked his cock in and out of her throat
a few times, then pulled it out to give her a chance to catch her
breath.

Briana bent at the waist, laughing, and wiped
the saliva off her bottom cheek with the back of her hand. She
looked up at Benjamin, mischief and lusty fire burning in her eyes.
“Did you like that?” she asked.

Duncan and Magic both turned to look at him.
Magic smirked. “Dude’s got a bone on that looks like it’s gonna’
rip his pants. Pretty sure he’s into it,” he said.

Briana, hanging from the two erect pricks on
either side of her, smiled. “I want to hear it from him,” she
said.

Somehow Benjamin managed to nod. “I did,” he
whispered.

Briana smiled wider, dropped her jaw and turned
to face Magic.

Magic stuffed his cock into her mouth. Mimicking
what Duncan had done, he eased it deep into her throat and fucked
it in and out a few times before letting her up for air.

Benjamin could barely believe what he was
seeing. But the evidence was right before his eyes. Briana looked
thrilled with what the two men were doing to her. Her
nipples were stiff. Her face was a pleasant pink color. The air in
the room was heavy with the wet dank of her arousal drifting from
between her legs.

“Get her up. Come on get her up,” Magic said. He
and Duncan both put a hand under Briana’s arm and helped her rise
to her feet. As soon as she was standing Magic eased her back to
sit on the bed, then lower until she was lying on it with her butt
nearly dangling over the edge. He reached down and grabbed her
ankle. Duncan did the same. They raised her feet up into the air,
pulling them apart and revealing the dripping wet folds of her
hungry puss. “Look at that,” Magic said quietly.

“Fucking beautiful. Work of goddamn art,” Duncan
muttered. He reached down to play with her pussy.

“Hang on,” Magic said. “Hang on a sec.” He
turned to look at Benjamin. “Hey dude why don’t you get over
here?”

“Huh?” Benjamin grunted.

Magic waved for him to move. “Come on. Join the
fun, bro,” he insisted.

For a moment Benjamin was paralyzed. He’d always
had an inkling that he was a little more sexually conservative than
most guys. Locker room talk and all that. So this was way out of
his comfort zone. Joining in the fun felt a little too
intimidating. When Briana lifted her head and gazed longingly at
him, his heart melted and his inhibitions started to crack.

“Oh please, baby. It would be so hot,” she
mewled.

He was up in an instant. Feeling like the room
was swaying around him, like he’d had too much to drink, he kept
his eyes on the sight of her swollen, drenched pussy to steady
himself as he stumbled towards the bed.

“Get down there, men. Give those flaps some
love. Go on,” Magic urged.

“Oh, baby yes!” Briana begged.

He felt completely detached from who he thought
himself to be as he sank to his knees. The Benjamin who’d arrived
at the party a few hours ago would never do this. In the heat of
the moment he found himself to be not that Benjamin any more. He
put his hands on her thighs and pressed his lips against her cunt.
Drew a line up the crease with his tongue, then dug into her folds
and tasted the interior walls of her tight channel.

Briana squirmed and squeaked as he fucked her
with his tongue. She tucked a hand between her legs and gently
grabbed a fistful of his hair. Dragged his tongue higher until he
felt it press against the button of her clit. She moved his head up
and down, massaging the bud of nerves with his face.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Duncan said. “You get yourself
all wetted up with that mouth.”

Briana’s hips started rocking up and down in
time with her hand. Her breathing got heavy and her back arched.
Wet seeped out of her, coating Benjamin’s chin and cheeks. She
mewled and her body started to spasm.

Benjamin felt her pussy tighten around his
tongue. A moment later she let out a massive sigh and her thighs
shook against his face. His own face heated with embarrassment at
performing such a lewd act on his fiancee with two men standing
over him and watching. But knowing he’d made her come gave him the
sweetest feeling. As her orgasm waned he began to pull his mouth
away and tried to stand.

“Holup. Holup a sec’,” Magic said. He grabbed
her other ankle from Duncan’s hand and deftly spun her onto her
stomach on the bed. He set her knees down on the floor and gave her
ass a light smack. “Get in there, bro. We need that other hole wet,
too. Gonna’ use all the holes she got tonight.”

Benjamin balked. He stared at the tiny, wrinkled
grommet that seemed to be winking at him. “I don’t…we never…” he
said, glancing up at Magic but unable to formulate the words I
don’t eat ass.

Briana saved him. She put her hands behind her,
one on each ass cheek and spread them apart. Glanced down the bed
at him. “Please, baby?” she whimpered. “For me?”

Again her sweet request touched the softest part
of him. He crawled forward. As her hands slipped off he put his on
the two globes of her ass.

“Go on, bro. Eat,” Magic said.

Closing his eyes Benjamin pressed his lips
against her puckered hole and kissed it. The rough, leathery skin
sent a shiver down his back. What should have been disgusting only
filled him with more hunger. His jaw started working, his tongue
drawing circles around her tight hole before finally slipping into
it. Feeling Briana shake as he entered her drove him even more
wild.

“Ha ha, my guy likes it!” Magic said.

Meanwhile Duncan was mounting the side of the
bed. Shuffling towards Briana’s face on his knees, he gently
smacked her cheek with his cock.

Briana hoisted herself up onto her elbows. She
looked over her shoulder at Benjamin’s face buried in her ass crack
and moaned. Turning to face Duncan she drew his cock head into her
mouth and started suckling.

“That’s good. That’s good,” Magic muttered, his
voice gravelly.

Benjamin felt a tap on his shoulder. Pulling his
mouth from Briana’s ass put a heaviness in his chest. He wanted, no
needed, to be inside her so desperately in that moment. But
Magic nudged him sideways. He crawled to the side, clinging to the
edge of the bed, eyes darting from Briana’s exposed genitals to the
sight of her sucking on Duncan’s cock.

Magic got down on his knees behind Briana. He
raised his hand, pointer finger extended.

Benjamin’s brain snapped a mental picture of it
the moment before it touched her soft, pink folds. It was a vision
he knew he’d never forget. His body shook as Magic pressed the tip
against her pussy and drew a line down her slit.

He stopped at her entrance. Wiggled his finger
between her plump flaps, then pressed the middle finger against it.
Staring at his hand he pressed the fingers into her wet crevice
with a soft schluck. “Awww…fuck that’s tight,” he
groaned.

Briana squirmed and mewled onto Duncan’s
cock.

Benjamin stared as Magic pressed his fingers in
and out of her. A moment of clarity pushed the heaviness out of
him. He’d only ever known Briana as his. Now he was giving
her to someone else. By doing so he was returning to her a part of
herself she’d suppressed. There was something beautiful in that
even if he wasn’t sure why. There was something beautiful in the
contrast of their flesh tones, too. Seeing Magic’s dark fingers
wriggling in and out of Briana’s engorged, almost red pussy was
exhilarating. He’d always had lots of black friends. He’d never
contemplated any of them having sex with Bri, or anyone, for that
matter. Seeing it up close in real life was…transformational.

Magic reached down with his other hand and
grabbed Briana’s ankle. He lifted it and held it out for Benjamin.
Tipped his head sideways a few times. “Spin her ‘round. Spin her
‘round,” he said.

Benjamin staggered to his feet. With Duncan’s
cock in her mouth and Magic’s fingers in her pussy, he moved her
leg over Magic’s head. She twisted on the bed, spinning like a pig
on a spit roast until she was lying on her back.

Duncan shuffled forward. He pressed his cock
deeper into her mouth and his heavy balls sagged, covering her
eyes. Leaning over her he grabbed her breasts and squeezed
them.

Magic, mesmerized by his fingers in her pussy,
put a hand on the bed and stood up. He slowly pulled them out of
her, lifted them to his nose and sniffed. Closed his eyes and shook
his head. “Fucking perfect,” he said. He turned his attention down
to his cock. Reached down and grabbed on ankle, with Benjamin still
holding the other. Turned and grinned at Benjamin. “You hold her
open for me just like that, alright?”

Benjamin, lost in a dull daze of pleasure at
what he was seeing, nodded. His jaw fell open as he watched Magic
tip the head of his cock forward and press the tip against Briana’s
pussy lips. he drew in a sharp breath as Magic applied a little
pressure. For a moment her pussy failed to yield. The lips stayed
sealed, her body protected against this foreign penis. Then the
lips cracked apart.

Magic leaned further forward.

Briana’s pussy seemed to slurp the cock into
itself. It took on a life and personality of it’s own in Benjamin’s
eyes. A hungry, greedy, selfish thing that wanted just one thing:
never-ending pleasure.

Briana moaned as more and more of the cock was
pressed into her. She reached up and pawed blindly at Duncan’s body
until her hands found his ass. She gave it a hard yank, pulling
more of his cock into her throat.

Duncan’s hands shot to the mattress on either
side of her. Doubled over he started lazily thrusting his hips,
fucking her face with his cock and staring at Magic’s moving into
her pussy. His balls slid back and forth along her nose.

Magic kept pressing. Feeding inch after thick
inch of black dick deep into her innards. As the root finally
stretched her her body shook and the muscles in her legs flexed. He
turned to Benjamin. “I’ll take that,” he said, grabbing her ankle.
He pulled both of her legs towards his torso, then let go.

Benjamin gasped when they wrapped around Magic’s
thick trunk, ankles locking behind the small of his back.

Her hips bucked up and down in a jagged
rhythm.

“Yeah,” Magic cooed, pressing his thumb against
her clit. “That’s it. That’s just natural. You want that dick in
deep, huh?”

Briana nodded, a gurgly, wet gluh, gluh,
gluh coming from her throat as she tried to speak.

“Give her some air,” Magic said.

Duncan pulled his dick out of her mouth and
dragged it along her face.

Briana took a few deep gulps of air, then yanked
his ass, seeming desperate for him to use her face again.

He obliged, easing his prick past her lips and
pressing it into her neck.

Magic started rocking back and forth in time
with Duncan. His cock pressing into her pussy as Duncan pulled his
out of her throat. The two of them forming a sexual see-saw with
Briana’s beautiful body as the fulcrum.

Benjamin couldn’t resist the urge to touch
himself any longer. He grabbed his hard prick through his pants and
started rubbing. The pleasure was electric and intense. He had to
pull it away almost immediately because he was on the very brink of
coming himself. He staggered back a few steps and leaned against
the wall to watch.

Duncan started to grunt in time with his
thrusts. He got up on his knees and slowly pulled his cock out of
her mouth. Massaged the head of it with his fist.

Briana grabbed him by the balls, her tongue
lashing, trying to finish him onto herself.

Duncan’s brow pinched. His back straightened. He
pointed his cock at her lips.

Briana, kneading Duncan’s balls, opened her
mouth wide and stuck out her tongue.

Duncan grunted. His body lurched forward and a
wad of cum streaked from his cock, splattering over Briana’s tongue
and chin and on the top of her chest. He pointed it to the side and
shot another greasy streak across breast, coating her nipple.
Pointing the other way he covered her other tit. He shuddered and
let out a heavy breath. Only then did he acknowledge Benjamin with
a sideways glance. He scuffled off the bed and started picking up
his things off the floor.

Briana’s head rolled to one side, her eyes
meeting Benjamin’s.

He gasped at her faint smile, her sweet,
innocent looking eyes and the mess of another man’s ejaculate
smeared and splattered across her face and chest. His next thought
was deeply jarring. His eyes moved to Magic’s cock. Sawing in and
out of her stretched and swollen hole.

Magic was staring at it intently. “Fuck I love
white pussy,” he muttered. “Fuck I love white pussy.”

Benjamin realized what was making the skin on
the back of his neck crawl when he heard that. That thick, black
seeder was buried deep inside Briana. Potent and unprotected. In
the heat of the moment no one had mentioned anything about
contraception. Would Magic pull out? Or would he drive in deep and
unload his seed inside her fertile walls?

Benjamin’s eyes darted to Briana. She was still
watching him with that faint smile and rosy cheeks. Her arms were
splayed on either side of her. She wiggled her fingers, beckoning
him to her.

He looked at the cock again. He knew he should
say something. He should tell Magic that she’d just gone off the
pill and that he had to pull out or it would be dangerous. But
that thought in and of itself was so incredibly arousing he
found his mouth too dry and his throat too tight to speak. What
would it be like knowing a man had finished inside Briana without
protection? He became obsessed with the idea. Obsessed with
witnessing the act, then staring into her tender opening to see the
evidence of it. He just couldn’t bring himself to overcome the
impulse and protect his wife-to-be. He stumbled forward and fell to
his knees. Flopped his arm across the bed and linked hands with
Briana.

Briana covered in drying semen. Briana whose
body and breasts were shaking as Magic’s thrusts became more and
more insistent. Briana who arched her brow and mouthed the words
I love you at him.

“Fuck I love that pussy,” Magic grunted. His
hands were no her hips. His cheek scrunched and he drove his prick
in deep. Let out a low, groaning growl as the root of his cock
lurched up and down against her sex. He held himself inside her,
delivering his load as close to the source as he could get it.

Benjamin’s chest constricted and the room
started to spin around him.

Briana drew in a soft breath. Her smile widened.
Her eyes closed as she let out a satisfied sigh.

Magic groaned again. He put a fist on either
side of her and dragged his sodden hose out of her belly. It swung
back and forth between his legs as he stood up straight. “That’s
some fine pussy,” he said. “Congrats again, dude.” He walked around
the room picking up his clothes and dressing.

Duncan had disappeared, obviously slipping out
of the room because the lights were off in the bathroom.

Benjamin watched Magic get dressed, then walk to
the door. He flashed a grin at them and saluted with two fingers.
“Best party I worked in a long time,” he said. “You two lovebirds
enjoy the rest of your evening.”

Briana flashed a tired smile at him.

Benjamin just sat there still as a stone and
watched him leave, unable to say anything.

Chapter Ten

He raked his eyes across her soiled body. When
their gazes met something inside him stirred, releasing him from
his trance. He squeezed her hand gently. She squeezed his. “Baby,”
he whispered, his eyes once again moving to her open legs.

He clambered up off the floor and staggered
around the corner of the mattress. Fell to his knees in front of
her still gaping sex and gazed into the closing darkness. He
glanced up when she, with great difficulty, hoisted herself up onto
her elbows. “Baby,” he repeated.

She smiled at him again and this time there was
a twist of wickedness to the way her lips curled. “Did you like it,
Benji?” she asked quietly. She twisted her hips and shimmied up the
bed so her thighs rested on the mattress. Kept her legs wide open
as he stared at her pussy.

“That was…incredible,” he admitted. “But Bri.
Briana. Baby. What about…what about…” He held a hand out towards
her sex.

“Take your clothes off,” she ordered.

His heart started beating harder in his chest.
Why was she not more worried about this? How was she so calm? She’d
been so excited before the party about being off birth control. A
stranger had just ejected what was probably a very thick load of
sperm into her. Was she crazy? His insatiable urge to get into her
tugged at him. There’d be time for questions later. He scrambled to
his feet, pulling his jacket and shirt off. Tugging at his pants
and hopping around on one foot as he pulled his socks off. He
couldn’t help but think how inelegant, almost clownish, his dancing
was compared to Magic’s smooth, choreographed performance. When he
was finally naked he crawled onto his hands and knees on the bed.
Felt a momentary paralysis at the sight of her beautiful, used
body.

She lifted her hands and wiggled her fingers at
him. “Come here. I want to feel you in me.”

He shuddered. Glanced down at his cock pointing
up between his legs. Was shocked to see how red it was and how much
clear fluid was leaking from the tip. It was so much smaller than
Magic’s had been. Not that it was pathetic or anything. It was a
decent size. But would Bri really be satisfied by a thing like that
after being stretched so thoroughly by that big, black dick?
Nonetheless he crawled towards her. Shuddered again when she raised
her knees, the insides of her thighs brushing against the outsides
of his. He groaned when his cock flexed. Looked up and met her
gaze. “Bri I’m so…” he said, then paused and shook his head. “I’m,
like, so close right now,” he muttered.

“Shhh…it’s okay,” she whispered, feathering her
fingers along his arms. “It’s okay. We’ll go real slow if you want.
I want to feel you inside me right now.”

He crawled in closer and lowered his face to
hers. Hitched his hips forward and felt the tip of his cock kiss
her messy sex. It felt incredible. A shiver raced through him.

“Push it in. Please? Pretty please?” she
begged.

“I gotta’…I gotta’ go real slow, Bri. That was
so hot. So hot,” he panted. He squeezed his eyes shut as he slipped
his prick into the hot sleeve of her pussy. “Oh! Oh…oh!” he gasped.
She felt so different. Her usually tight walls that gripped
him were loose and floppy. A jowelly mess of used genitalia that,
surprisingly, made it far easier to restrain his orgasmic instinct.
“Oh god it’s so different,” he said, gazing into her eyes with
wonder.

She smiled. Bright and wide and happy. She put a
hand on the back of his neck and caressed his arm with the other.
“Do you like it? Do you like how it feels?” she asked. “Do you like
feeling him inside of me?”

He felt her squeeze her pelvic muscles. As she
did some of the hot slime Magic had deposited inside her squished
out between his prick and her folds. It dribbled down his balls.
She squeezed again sending another gush of it coating his prick and
testicles. “Tell me? Tell me what it felt like?” he asked.

Her eyes shone even brighter at his question.
“It was wonderful, Benji. It felt so amazing.”

“I can’t believe you’re like this,” he blurted.
“I can’t believe I like it.”

She giggled and squeezed him again. “Push it in
deeper?” she asked.

He did. Pressing into the cream-filled center of
her core and bracing himself against the climax pressing on his
brain.

“You know what I like most?” she said.

“What is it Bri? Tell me? Please tell me?” He
was blathering now. Lost in the haze of his own arousal and the
memory of seeing her used.

She pressed her cheek against his. “I love it
when a hot, thick load fills me. I love knowing it’s still swimming
inside of me. That it’s alive in there. Searching…”

He grunted and his cock went rigid.

Briana gasped and wrapped her arms around his
neck. “Are you going to give me a nice thick load too, Benji?” she
asked.

He pulled away from her, breathing deep to keep
himself from coming. This feeling was amazing and he wanted it to
last forever. When he’d stepped back from the brink he looked into
her eyes again. “Bri I’m worried,” he said.

Her smile faded. She arched her brow. “Worried
about what?” she asked.

He couldn’t believe she was being this dense.
Surely she hadn’t gone around getting ganged at parties
unprotected? Had she?!? “Bri he came inside you. You’re…off the
pill. Remember?”

She bit her lip and flashed a contrite
expression. Looked off to one side for a moment. “That was kind of
risky,” she admitted.

That zapped through him and only seemed to
turbocharge his excitement. His cock started wagging, flexing
inside her pussy, readying for imminent release. “Bri?!?” he
squawked.

She turned to look at him again. “We’ll just
have to hope I don’t get pregnant,” she whispered.

The sentence lit his fuse. What little
self-control he had left in reserve slipped away. His hips swung
back then slammed forward, his cock drilling into her molten hot
sex.

She gasped, arched her back and dug her nails
into his skin. A lusty snarl twisted on her lips. “Fuck me!” she
seethed. “Fuck all of it into me!”

His midriff started flopping up and down between
her legs. Drilling his penis in and out of her. His shaft flooded
with ejaculate. He’d never felt it so full before. As the first
shot spurted from his cock he fucked even deeper into her. Through
the throes of his orgasm he felt Briana’s body twitching beneath
him. He looked down to see her face contorted in pleasure. Felt her
pussy spasming around his prick. He surrendered to the moment,
falling onto her and clinging to her as they tumbled through their
climax together, his hips flailing wildly atop hers as his body
tried to push his own seed as deep as it would go.

The pleasure gripped him for a good long spell.
The world finally came creeping back in. He felt the tip of his
cock twitching against Bri’s interior. Revelled in the sensation of
his shaft being squeezed by her walls, an echo of how her pussy had
gripped him at the peak of his own climax. They were coated with
sweat. There was a wide wet spot surrounding her ass. Bri was
breathing heavily beneath him.

He pulled out of her and rolled off onto his
side on the bed. Put his forearm on his forehead as he sucked air
into his lungs to catch his breath. Out of the corner of his eye he
could just make out Bri, her head turned towards him, gazing at
him, her cheeks a pretty pink color. He rolled onto his side to
face her. Put a hand on her arm and looked her right in the eye.
“Briana. What the fuck?!?” he whispered.

She burst into giggles, covering her mouth with
two fingers. Her body shook as she laughed, her breasts wobbling
and heaving on her chest. She rolled onto her side and put a hand
on his cheek. “Oh Benji,” she whispered. “Thank-you.”

“Thank-you? For what?” he asked.

“For being so cool about this. I’m actually
having kind of a hard time believing it. I thought…well, don’t be
offended, but I thought you were way more uptight than this.”

He smirked and glanced up at the ceiling. “Bri I
am way more uptight than this,” he replied.

That got her laughing again. “You are, right?
I’m not being crazy. You’re as uptight as they come. It’s why I
never shared any of this with you. I thought for sure you’d leave
me if you found out. And you’re the best thing that’s ever happened
to me,” she said, shaking her head.

He gave her arm a squeeze. “I know we haven’t
said our vows yet. But I already mean them. I’ll never leave you,
baby,” he reassured her.

His dark rumination returned. How could she be
so unconcerned about Magic shooting his load inside her when she
was unprotected. Scary as the thought was, there was something
alluring about it, too. The risk of her getting pregnant by another
man and just a few days before their wedding! It was as darkly
thrilling as it was worrying.

“What’s going on in there?” she asked, tapping a
finger against his temple.

He met her eyes with his and felt a deep desire
to reveal his troubled mind. “I can’t stop thinking about it,” he
whispered. “I can’t stop thinking about the fact he came inside
you, Bri.” He furrowed his brow.

“Are you worried about it?” she asked.

“Of course I am. A little.”

She pressed the tip of her nose to his. “But you
kind of liked it too, didn’t you?” she whispered. She pressed a
hand against his chest. “It turned you on, didn’t it?”

“Oh god, Bri. Yes. Kind of. It turned me on.
It’s…it’s still turning me on,” he confessed.

She bit her lip and smiled. Put a hand over his
and and drew it down between her legs. She rolled onto her back and
splayed them and pressed his fingers against her petals. “Do you
want to see it up close?” she asked.

He groaned. “Ugh…yes? Is that gross? Does that
make me a pervert?” he asked.

Her body shook as she giggled. “Yes,” she
said.

He gazed into her eyes. “Do you like perverts,
Bri? Do you like guys that are perverted?”

She rubbed his hand along her folds and giggled
again. “Only when they do dirty things to me,” she admitted.

His need for her rose inside him again. His cock
stretched and began hardening again. He dared to crook his middle
finger and dip it into her pussy.

She drew in a slight breath and her body went
stiff.

“Is that okay?” he asked.

She nodded. “Just sensitive,” she said. “You
want to see it up close?” she asked, her voice barely above a
breath.

“Oh…oh god. Oh, yes. Can I? That’s so dirty. I
can’t believe you can be this dirty.” He’d already thought he’d
found the prefect woman. This was all just icing on the cake.

“Put your face between my legs,” she said, her
eyes roaming his expression.

He pulled his finger out of her and hoisted
himself up onto hands and knees. Crawled down the length of her
body. He was even more aroused now and part of it, he realized, was
her gentle bossiness. He got down on his arms between her legs and
stared at the soft flesh of her now sealed entrance. “What should I
do now, Bri? Tell me?” he asked.

Her eyes seemed to sparkle with delight at his
question. “Put your fingers inside me, Benji. Deep. I want you to
see how much is in there.”

His cock flexed at her dirty request. He pulled
her pussy lips apart with a finger and thumb. Pressed the pointer
and middle fingers of his other hand into her, twisting as he
went.

She rocked herself up onto her elbows and stared
down at him.

Now that they weren’t in the throes of ecstasy
any more his intrusion into her orifice seemed even dirtier.
Clinical, like he was giving her a medical inspection. He pressed
in until he came up against a thick mass of ejaculate congealing
inside her. “Oh…oh man…” he moaned.

“Pull some out. I want to see it,” she
ordered.

He crooked his fingers until he felt a good
dollop of semen coating them. Slowly pulled them out of her. As
they exited her cavity the sperm rolled down over the sides of his
fingers and forward onto his palm. He stared at the two different
hues of ejaculate mingled together and couldn’t look away.

“Bring it here,” Briana said.

“R—really?” he stammered.

“I said bring it here,” she repeated. She
reached down and took him by the wrist. Drew his hand up until the
fingers were right in front of her mouth. Eyes locked on his she
twisted her tongue around the tips of them and slurped some of the
mess into her mouth.

His jaw fell at her nasty performance. The look
in her eyes was beyond devilish. She pressed a finger into his palm
and swirled the creamy deposit in a circle a few times. “It’s dirty
isn’t it? That life is liquid like this? It wouldn’t be nearly so
dirty if it was like, a pill or something. Right?”

His eyes widened as he stared at her. “I…I
guess?” he said.

Briana burst out laughing. She fell onto her
back, hands over her mouth. As her laughter waned she looked down
at him again. “Put your mouth on my pussy, Benji,” she said
quietly.

He looked down at the line of her slit. Even
from a few inches away he could smell the tart stink of her juices
commingled with the acrid stench of ejaculate. He was all in on
nasty now. But this? Could he really do this?

“Do what I say, Benji. Or I might have to spank
you,” she said, a smile lighting one corner of her lips.

He smirked even though he found it utterly
perplexing how erotic that sounded to him. His soon to be wife
giving him a stern spanking for disobedience. Geez what the heck
did that make him, he wondered. He leaned in closer. Pressed his
lips against her cunt and kissed it.

“Get in there. Open me up with your tongue,” she
said.

He wedged his tongue between her folds.

“Mmmm,” Briana purred. She put a hand on the
back of his head. “Now suck my clit into your mouth,” she
ordered.

Fully under her spell he immediately obeyed.
Slurped the tiny pink bundle of nerves into his mouth and swiped at
it with his tongue.

Briana moaned and her back arched up off the
bed. “Now suck it,” she said. “Suck it until I come.”

He groaned. Pulled her clit deeper into his
mouth and started sucking just like she’d asked. He loved how her
thighs squeezed against his face, her hips tipping up and down as
she worked herself closer to another orgasm. His cock was hard
again. His need of her intense. But for the time being his entire
focus was on bringing her more pleasure. He pushed two fingers back
into her just underneath his chin and began stroking them slowly in
and out of her.

“Oh…yes…yes,” she gasped. Her hand still on the
back of his head, she pulled him closer, smashing his mouth against
her sex.

He loved every second of it. Loved how she was
taking control, making him do things that would have been
unthinkable at the beginning of the evening. He sucked her clit
deeper and felt her pussy squeeze around his fingers.

“Oh…oh…Benji!” she squealed. Her body convulsed,
then shuddered. Her hips bucked up and down and she pulled his face
even tighter against her sex. She was really grinding on him now
and it felt amazing. He really hoped he could have her again after
this. She let out a final gasp and her body went limp on the bed.
Her hand fell from the back of his head.

He kept up a gentle sucking and stroking in and
out until she started to giggle.

She pushed on his forehead, then eased his
fingers out of her pussy hole. “It’s so sensitive,” she said.

Undeterred he got up onto his hands and knees.
Crawled up between her legs and looked down at his prick. “Babe?
Babe look how hard I am again. Can we…can we do it again? I don’t
think I can sleep like this.”

She laughed and her head rolled side to side on
the pillow. “I’m too sore,” she said.

His heart sank and he tried not to let his
disappointment show on his face.

“Oh gosh,” she said. “I was going to save this
for the wedding night but I can’t have you pouting next to me all
night long. Go into my bag. Third pocket on the inside. There’s a
bottle of lube in there.”

His eyes went wide. “Lube?” he squawked.

She frowned, then giggled and waved her hand
towards the bag. “Go before I change my mind!” she said.

Chapter Eleven

He scrambled up off the bed and skipped to where
the bag was sitting next to the door. Poked his hand in and almost
immediately found the cool plastic bottle she’d been talking about.
He pulled it out and stared at it, not wanting to believe they were
really going to do this in case it didn’t happen.

“Bring it over here,” Briana said.

He turned to find she’d rolled over onto her
stomach. Her big, round butt thrust up into the air, a pillow under
her belly. She giggled at the way his cock bounced as he jogged
back to the bed. He popped the cap on the lube and got down onto
his knees next to her.

“Not so fast, mister,” she said with a smirk.
“You’re going to have to work a little harder to own that hole. How
about some nice kisses first?” she said.

He set the lube down next to her. Shuffled
around behind her and bent at the waist. Put both his hands on her
ass cheeks and spread them apart. Her bottom hole winked at him. It
looked impossibly tight. “Are you sure you want to try this? I
don’t want to hurt you even though I need you so bad right
now.”

She turned and looked over her shoulder at him,
her eyes filled with compassion, brow arched. “Oh Benji. You’re so
sweet. Don’t worry though. I used to do anal a lot before we
met.”

Her admission sent a hot discomfort pouring down
his back. So Briana had been an anal rock star before they’d met?
What else had she kept from him? The worry twisted through his
horniness, adding another layer of heat. He leaned over her and
flicked his tongue out and pressed it against her sphincter.

She shuddered at being touched there. “Oh! Good.
That’s good,” she said. “Now trace the circle. Trace it with the
tip of your tongue, baby,” she ordered.

He did what she asked, drawing a clean wet line
in a circle along the puckered ridge of flesh.

“Oh yeah,” she panted. “Now push it in.”

He scrunched his nose and steeled himself.
Stiffened his tongue and moved his head forward. He groaned as he
felt the inside of her again. Her ass hole felt even hotter than
the inside of her pussy.

“Oh yeah,” she mewled. “Now wiggle it around in
there. Like you’re eating it out.”

He curled his tongue, wiggling it up and down.
Then he pressed it against her inside walls and felt her body shake
with pleasure.

“Okay. That’s good,” she panted. “You did a
really good job, Benji. Now put some lube on it. Lot’s of lube,
please.”

He eased his tongue out of her hole. As he
straightened and picked up the lube Bri wiggled back, tucking her
knees under her chest, spreading her ass cheeks wider and thrusting
them higher into the air.

He doled out a dollop of lubricant onto her ass
hole and snapped the cap shut.

She glanced over her shoulder, raised her hand
behind her ass and swirled her middle finger in the goop before
dipping it into her backside. “I’m gonna’ need a lot more lube than
that,” she said. “Here. Gimme.”

He handed her the bottle. She popped the cap,
pointed it at her exit and gave it a hard squeeze. A handful of
clear lubricant oozed out before the bottle made a loud, wet fart.
She handed it back to him. “Put some on your cock, too,” she
said.

He eagerly obliged. Drew a line of lube along
his shaft then massaged it in with his other hand. Stared Bri’s
finger dipping in and out of her backside and stroked himself.

“You ready?” she asked with another glance over
her shoulder at him.

“I think I’m ready,” he said, his voice a
whisper.

“Okay,” she said. Her fingers splayed on her ass
cheeks as she drew them apart for him. “Get in there.”

His heart was beating hard. His first time going
into her back hole, though obviously not her first time getting it
back there. His mind swam with visions of faceless men stuffing
their thick pipes into his fiancee’s ass. It pushed him perilously
close to coming again. He pressed the tip of his cock against her
opening.

Her hand crawled across her ass. She pressed two
fingers against his cock head and started stuffing him in. When the
thickest part of it slipped past the tight ring of muscle she let
out a gruff grunt.

“Are you okay? Is this okay? Did I hurt you?” he
blathered.

She groaned and shook her head. “I just really
love getting fucked in the ass. I’ve missed it so much,” she
explained.

His jaw fell and his eyes felt like they were
going to pop out of their sockets. Why hadn’t she said anything?
Leaning forward he drove a third of his shaft into her stink.

“Unghhhh,” she groaned. Her hand pressed out
from in between her legs. Stretching her fingers she found his
balls and tickled them with the tips. “Get in there,” she said
through clenched teeth.

Her ass was ludicrously tight. Even with copious
amounts of lubricant the pressure of it’s walls against his shaft
was exquisite. And she seemed to be having the time of her life.
Planting a fist on either side of her, he heaved his hips forward,
burying the rest of his prick deep into her.

“Oh god Benji that feels so good!” she groaned.
She dipped her fingers back between her legs and started twisting
circles around her clit. “Can you fuck it please? Pleeeease?”

He drew it out and pressed back in. Groaned at
the way her sphincter pinched the root of his prick. The whole
length of his shaft and cock head were tingling with excitement. He
grunted as he sawed in and out of her.

She came shockingly quickly. Her hole closing
around him as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her body.
She let out a warbling moan. Her hands shot out to either side of
her. Sliding her face forward along the sheets she raised her ass
up higher into the air. “Fuck it really hard, baby? As hard as you
can?” she begged.

Her request filled him with a feral energy. He
desperately wanted to fulfill her every wish. Planting a foot on
either side of her he got up into a crouch and started pounding
down into her.

“Oh yasssss!” she gasped. “Fuck…my…ass…hard…”
she grunted in time with his thrusts.

He stared down at her body bucking and shaking
beneath him. Watched his cock pistoning in and out of her back
hole. His dirty Briana. How many times had she moaned those words
to other men? It made him fuck her harder. The mattress bounced
beneath them like a trampoline. He reached under her chest and
fondled her tit with his hand, the pleasure coming at him from all
directions, swirling down from his mind through his torso and
tightening his crotch. “I gotta’ come soon baby,” he panted.

She smacked her hands onto her ass cheeks and
spread them wide for him. “Come in my ass. Come in my ass. Fill my
ass with your come, baby!” she pleaded.

He clenched his jaw and drove his cock deep into
her backside. It flooded, flexed and spewed whatever seed was left
in his balls into her back channel. The whole world seemed to bend
and flex in time with his contractions. He shook and groaned and
relished the pleasure of her tightness squeezing him. Then he
pulled out half way and started rubbing, trying to stroke out what
remained of his pleasure. It was an exhaustingly athletic coupling
that released him from the grip of his own need. Not for long. Even
as he dragged his sagging hose out of her he found himself looking
forward to their next session. He flopped down on his side next to
her.

Briana rolled over onto hers, chuckling and
patting his cheek. “Nice work, tiger,” she teased.

His exhaustion overtook him quickly. He rolled
her over to face the other way and curled up around her, pulling
the covers over both of them. He kissed her neck and cheek, then
drew a line down her back with his fingers. “I love you, baby,” he
said.

She giggled. “You love me? Or my holes?” she
asked. She laughed when he balked at the question. “Benji! I’m only
kidding! I know you love me. I love you too. It’s just funny when
men get all sentimental after sex.”

“I mean it, though. I love you. So much,” he
said.

“I know. I love you too,” she repeated. “Can I
stop worrying that you’re going to wake up tomorrow and regret all
this?” she asked quietly.

“What? Of course! I’m not going to regret
anything. I promise. This is…it was so hot, Bri. I can’t even
believe this is happening.”

She wiggled her ass against his pelvis.

He reached over and turned off the light. His
mind started wandering in the darkness. He had so many questions he
wanted to ask but knew she must be tired. In a way he wished this
hadn’t happened during the busy, busy weekend of their wedding. But
he was so glad it had happened at all. So happy that all these
coincidences had come together and allowed him to discover Briana’s
true self.

“I can hear that brain of yours whirring over
there,” she whispered.

He smiled. She knew him so well.

“Whatcha’ thinkin’?”

He shook his head. “Do you really not know how
many men you’ve had sex with?”

A short silence passed. She shrugged. “I guess I
could try to count them all if you want,” she said.

“No. It’s okay. Well…maybe someday,” he
said.

She giggled.

“Can I ask you one more thing?” he said.

“You can ask me all the things,” she replied.
“But I might drift off. I’m exhausted.”

“Me too,” he admitted. But the question just
wouldn’t go away. “How…how are you like this? I mean…most girls
are…”

“Not huge sluts?” she said.

He could hear from her voice that she was
smiling. It relieved him. “There’s just a lot of social pressure
and stuff, isn’t there? Don’t you care?”

“There’s a lot of bullshit alright. I guess…I
guess, yeah. Who cares? Guys get to fuck all they want and nobody
blinks. I guess I figured that’s kind of not fair. And then after
I’d been with enough guys everyone was just like ‘oh yeah, she’s
like that,’ and kind of got over it. I never heard any of them
complain.”

He heard her smirk. “So, like, you just don’t
care?” he asked.

She rolled over to face him and their eyes met.
“I do care. I did care. I cared about what you
thought. That’s why I kept this to myself. You’re the only person
whose opinion matters to me, Benjamin,” she said.

It warmed him that she said his full name. He
put his arms around her and drew her into a tight embrace. “Are you
always going to be like this, do you think?” he whispered.

She was already breathing softer, deeper,
drifting off to sleep. She put her hand over his and squeezed it.
“Only for as long as you can stand it,” she whispered back.

That warm, liquid feeling rolled down his back
again. This time he realized there was pride at the seat of it.
He’d scored the hot girl. The vixen. The sexy slut that everyone
had always wanted, was his. They’d be married soon but that wasn’t
going to change anything. She’d be his faithful whore for as long
as he could stand it.
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