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Chapter
One

The feeling of a hand working it’s way down his
torso pulled him from the darkness of sleep. With the blinds drawn
tight over the window he saw nothing at first. Turned in the
direction the hand was coming from and opened his eyes. He smelled
the scent of his freshly showered Briana before his eyes adjusted
to the low light and he saw her outline.

A wicked smile lit her face. She was curled
right up to him, her naked body emanating a heat that plunged down
right into his groin. His mind began to focus and reassemble. The
memories came crashing in. Bright, vivid flashes of the night
before. The bachelorette that had twisted so kinky. The revelation
of Briana’s sexy past. Watching his fiancee perform a wild dance
with a strange stripper and his own best man. He groaned when her
hand found it’s target between his legs.

“I’m not even supposed to be here,” she
whispered.

“Huh?” he muttered.

“I’m not supposed to see you on the day of,” she
explained, giggling.

“Oh,” he said. “What time is it?”

“Just past six,” she whispered back.

“Ugh…what are you doing up already? Don’t you
want to get some more sleep?”

“I couldn’t sleep. I’m too excited. I can’t
believe we’re getting married today, Benji.”

He, of course, was equally excited. Finally the
day had come. Briana would be his beautiful bride. Couldn’t help
but think they’d both be better off if they got some more rest. It
was going to be a long one. “Hang on,” he whispered. “I gotta’
pee…”

He rolled out from under the covers and off the
bed. Lumbered over to the bathroom and felt his way to the toilet
without turning the light on. His head was full of mud. Six
o’clock? When had they gone down? After midnight, for sure. After
relieving himself he rubbed his eyes, ran a toothbrush through his
mouth and rinsed before walking back to the bed and slipping back
under the covers.

Briana had her hands on him in an instant,
hungry and insistent.

He chuckled. “Wow. You’re hot to trot.” He
turned and caressed her arm.

“So hot,” she whispered through the darkness.
“That was so hot yesterday.” She kissed his neck then nibbled on
his ear, hand pawing between his legs. “You’re still okay, right?”
she said. “You’re not upset or anything?”

He laughed again. Pulled her hand away from his
privates and brought it to rest on his chest. “Babe I just need a
second,” he said, chuckling to make sure she knew he had no bad
feelings about the night before. He let his mind wander back in
time again. The things he’d seen…

He scanned his brain for any ill will and found
none. It had been one hell of a roller coaster ride. But he’d do it
all again if given the chance. He’d sit and watch her do it all
again and not regret it for a second. Strangest feeling he’d ever
known. There was a vague thrum of jealousy beneath it all. Who
wouldn’t be a little jealous seeing their fiancee act like that?
But, oddly, it seemed to compliment his pleasure at the memory of
her dalliance. He turned and gazed into her eyes. “I’m still okay,
babe. Not upset or anything,” he replied.

She rubbed her hand across his chest before
letting it slide down towards his stomach. “Can I get some sugar?
I’m so, so turned on,” she pleaded.

He smiled and hoisted himself up onto his
shoulder. Let his hand glide down her arm and onto her smooth,
toned belly. He leaned in for a kiss.

Bri closed her eyes.

Three knocks rapped at the door.

They both looked in that direction, then at each
other. “Who the hell is that?” he asked.

She shrugged. “Room service?” she mused,
giggling.

He disentangled himself from her and rolled back
out of bed. Walked to the bathroom and pulled a robe off of the
hook on the back of the door. Threw it over his shoulders and tied
it off at the waist as he walked to the door. Closing one eye he
peered through the peep hole and got a big fish eye view of Craig’s
head, glancing nervously side to side. “What the heck?” he
whispered. He pulled the safety chain off and turned the handle.
Opened the door a crack and peered out into the hall. “What is it
dude?” he asked.

Craig flashed a nervous smile. He was wearing a
hoodie and sweats. Had a bad case of bedhead and a salt and pepper
five o’clock shadow. He leaned in towards the door. “Hey, uh, bro.
I, uh…I heard I missed some hot action last night. I heard, uh, I
heard Bri’s got her freak back on?”

Benjamin furrowed his brow and shook his head.
This was bold. A six AM visit from his groomsman on his wedding day
to inquire about his wife? Guy had some nerve…

It sent a little pulse of electricity up his
spine, though. What a naughty, nasty way to start the first day of
the rest of their lives together. He wondered if Bri would be up
for it? Or maybe he should ask her first? Was there an etiquette to
this sort of thing? He was still so new to all of it he felt like
he was stumbling around in darkness. “Yeah? So what?” he asked.

Craig got a little cagey. Shoulders hunching,
head ducking lower like a turtle seeking the safety of it’s shell.
“I was just wondering…”

“Wondering what?”

“You know. If I could get a piece.” Their eyes
met briefly before Craig turned his down towards the thick carpeted
floor.

Some nerve indeed… But his own arousal had
already started churning. Thinking of how absolutely wrong
it would be to let Craig in to have a crack at Briana. First Duncan
last night, now Craig. If Grant managed to get his hands on her
he’d be standing at the altar knowing the three guys at his side
had all had a piece of Bri. And within twenty-four hours of their
getting married. How wrong was that?!? So wrong. Which is what made
it so wickedly tempting. “Hang on a sec,” he whispered.

He let the door swing shut and shuffled back
into the room.

Bri was up on one elbow on the bed. One hand
clutching the sheets to her chest. A ludicrously modest pose given
what she’d done the night before.

He walked up to her side of the bed and put his
hands on his hips. It was a strange feeling of power that crept
through him. The thought of whoring out his wife on the morning of
their wedding filled him with a funny confidence.

“Well? Who is it?” Briana hissed.

“It’s Craig,” he told her.

“What does he want?” she asked.

He stood there looking down at her. Did she know
already? She had to know. Why did this make him feel so virile, so
alive? “He heard you got your freak back on.” Despite the dim light
he saw her blush. The shy face she made was incredibly enticing.
“Wanted to know if he could get a piece,” he said. He tried to make
it sound as nonchalant as possible. Like the neighbor had just
stopped by to see if they had some sugar he could borrow.

“Well?” she said after a pause.

“Well?” he echoed.

She shook her head, looking a little
confused.

He got a little worried. Had he broken some
rule? Was last night just a one time thing? Was she upset that he’d
even suggested they let Craig in?

“It doesn’t work like that,” she said. She threw
her legs over the bed and sat, hand still clutching the sheet over
her breasts.

“It doesn’t?” he asked, his worry growing.

“I don’t call the shots, Benji. You do. I don’t
get to just get off with whoever I want. I’m not doing this for me.
I’m doing it for us. Do you want Craig to come in here?”

His eyes opened a little wider. That feeling of
power grew inside him. Not only was Briana ready to be a slut for
him. She was willing to be an obedient slut. Which was,
like, ten times hotter. “Oh. Okay. Right,” he said. “So I…”

She giggled. Possibly at his innocence about
this whole arrangement. “If you want Craig to come in here then
invite him in. I do what you want. That’s the part that’s hot,” she
said, punctuating each word with a fist against the mattress.

He stood a little taller. “Right. Okay. I get
it.” He heard her chuckling again as he returned to the door.
Peered through the peep hole. Sure enough Craig was still there.
Chewing on his thumb nail and looking as nervous as when he’d left.
He turned the handle and pulled the door half open. Glanced up and
down the hall, then straight at Craig. “Alright dude. Come inside,”
he said.

Craig slipped past him and down the hall.

Benjamin closed the door and walked up behind
him. Over Craig’s shoulder he saw Briana staring at both of them.
Looking somehow innocent and sultry all at once. She let the sheets
slip lower on her chest, exposing one breast to just above the
nipple. “Hey,” she whispered.

“Oh duuuude,” Craig mooed. He shook his head.
“You are such a fucking lucky bastard.”

Benjamin glanced at him. He looked like he
really meant it. Like he was profoundly jealous that Benjamin had
landed this siren of a woman. It filled Benjamin with a certain
pride.

“We’ve gotta’ be quick,” Briana said to Craig.
“The girls are supposed to be here at seven.”

“Okay. Yeah. For sure. So, uh, how do you want
it?”

Benjamin suppressed a laugh. Craig. What a dolt
compared to Duncan’s smooth moves. Duh…how do you want to do
it? That wasn’t fair. Craig was a great guy, which is why he
was in the wedding party to begin with. It was just funny seeing
how terrible his game was. He turned towards Briana to find her
staring directly at him, eyes filled with lust.

“I don’t know,” she said quietly. “You’ll have
to ask my husband.”

Arousal crackled down his back.

Chapter
Two

He blushed when Craig turned to look at him.
Felt kind of strange being told he was the director of his own
wedding day porno. Felt even weirder that his good buddy was going
to be the male talent. He glanced at Bri but she gave him no clue
how to act. Just stared and stared, patiently waiting for his
command. Swallowed back his embarrassment and stepped around Craig.
Walked over to the dresser and leaned back against it.

His cock was fully hard now. His imagination
overheating thinking of all the nasty things he could make Briana
do. But there was the question of the time. He looked over at her.
“Get up,” he said.

The corners of her mouth curled up. She let her
hand fall onto her lap. The sheets slipped off her body revealing
her plump, round breasts. Her nipples were already hardening in
anticipation of the coming tryst. She stood up, put a hand on her
hip and tilted her chin up. A look that seemed to be daring him to
do his worst.

“Go sit on the bed,” he said to Craig without
looking at him. “Pull those sweats down.”

Craig didn’t hesitate. He set a brisk pace
across the room, tugged his sweat pants down his legs and plopped
down on the mattress.

“Go stand in front of him,” he ordered
Briana.

The plump globes of her ass cheeks bounced up
and down as she took up position in front of Craig.

Craig’s eyes were wide open. He dragged them up
and down her body. Stared at her breasts for a good long while,
then at her crotch. “I can’t believe you’re back,” he said
quietly.

Briana turned and looked over her shoulder at
Benjamin, awaiting her next instruction.

His chest swelled. He could really get used to
this. Benjamin the porn director. Benjamin the puppet master.
“Spread your legs,” he told her.

She shuffled each foot out to the side until
they were about an arms length apart.

Craig’s gaze dropped back down to her pussy. He
tilted his head to one side, staring at the precious spot, his cock
twitching in his underwear.

“Like this?” Briana asked.

“Like that,” he confirmed with a nod. “Now bend
down and suck his cock.”

Briana’s smile widened. “Yes sir,” she said.

Lust started pumping through his body with each
beat of his heart. He could really see himself getting used
to this. A sexy game kindled by a kinky encounter the night before
their wedding. One that they had a lifetime to explore. Briana
looking pleased as punch at how quickly he’d taken to it.

She bent at the waist, breasts sagging
underneath her chest. She seemed to understand exactly what he
wanted. Putting one hand on Craig’s thigh, she tucked the other
into his underwear and drew his cock out.

Benjamin flinched at the sight of it. It was a
good six inches erect. Maybe seven. Crooked to one side and cut.
The brief discomfort at seeing his friend’s penis passed quickly
when Briana wrapped her hand around it.

Craig groaned, put his hands behind him and
leaned back. His head rolled back towards onto his shoulders.

Benjamin liked that. The last thing he wanted
was to come eye to eye with Craig when Briana had his cock in her
mouth. He watched her bend lower and wrap her lips around the head.
Craig groaned again and fell onto his back on the bed. Even better.
“Just like that,” Benjamin whispered.

The sound of Bri softly suckling on Craig’s
prick smacked around the room.

Benjamin took his weight off the dresser and
walked up behind her. He put one hand on the small of her back and
pressed the other between her legs. She was already wet but, then
again, she’d been horny before Craig had even knocked on the door.
He let his finger glide along the crack between her smooth
folds.

Peering over her shoulder he saw her bobbing
lower, taking Craig’s cock deeper with each slow stroke of her
mouth. He slid his hands over the globes of her ass. Heard a
whisper of concern in his mind. How’s this going to feel when
you’re walking down the aisle? It worried him for a moment.
What if word had already gotten around? What if everyone found out
that his sweet bride had been a nasty slut the night before their
wedding? What if they found out she’d sucked Craig’s cock the
morning of?

He almost laughed out loud at the realization
that he didn’t care at all. Everyone could think what they wanted
and he just didn’t give a fuck. This was between him and Bri and
even if they knew no one was going to say a thing. You didn’t just
bring that up at someone’s wedding and they’d be on their honeymoon
soon enough. He rubbed her ass again, his nostrils flaring at the
sweet smell of her wet rising from between her legs.

Briana wrapped a fist around the root of Craig’s
cock. She drew her other hand back and put it on her ass. Pulled
her cheeks apart and gave her ass a wiggle, making it clear what
she wanted.

He was taken aback at first. Could he really do
that? Fuck his wife while she sucked his friend’s cock? Hot and
nasty was one thing but this was…a little weird?

Who cares?

Briana’s swayed wider side to side. She shuffled
back, grinding it against the bath robe he was wearing and his cock
beneath. It was an invitation too hot to resist.

He pulled the robe apart but kept it tied. Took
his cock in hand and stepped forward. Pressed it against her
dripping slit and swiped it up and down.

Briana moaned. Her face sank lower over Craig
until her nose touched his abdomen.

Benjamin’s eyes widened at seeing her skillful
deep throating. His hips jutted forward, sexual instincts kicking
in and overpowering any agency he still had. His cock slipped into
her pussy with a wet shluck.

Briana moaned again and took Craig deep into her
mouth.

Craig’s hips bucked on the bed.

Benjamin bent over her and started thrusting.
His hands slid around her, found her breasts and squeezed them. He
closed his eyes. His mind sank between his legs. To the feeling of
her pussy drooling over his balls. Her cunt was tight again, like
he remembered. He opened his eyes back up and saw her head bobbing
faster over Craig’s cock.

Her pussy started squeezing him.

He drove into her harder, the sexual energy
between them flaring. It drove Craig’s cock deep into her
throat.

She moaned. Started twisting the hand at the
root of Craig’s prick, gently scratching at his balls with the
other.

Craig groaned. His hands shot to her head. Hips
kicked up, his body twitching in jerky spasm as he unloaded into
her mouth.

A deep, throaty gurgle came from Briana’s mouth.
Her snatch clamped down on Benjamin’s prick as she started to
come.

The pressure and the heat of being inside her
while she blew another man sent him flying. He doubled over,
fucking his cock as deep into her as he could get as he loosed
inside her cunt. The climax was sharp but short. He came to to the
sight of Briana looking over her shoulder at him. A splash of cum
streaked across her lips. He coughed and slipped his cock out of
her, the energy in the room suddenly feeling awkward.

Craig tucked his cock into his pants and rolled
sideways off the bed. “Thanks,” he muttered. “I really needed
that.” Avoiding their eyes, he hurried over to the door and slipped
out.

Briana stood up straight and turned around. She
stepped right up to Benjamin and wiped the cum from her lips with
the back of her hand. Her stare bored into the very softest part of
his core.

“Was that alright?” he asked, feeling a little
sheepish for being such a novice.

She pressed her cheek to his. “That was
incredible,” she whispered. “Best wedding gift a gal could ask for.
Just like last night.” She kissed his cheek.

He felt her damp breath on his skin. The smell
of semen drifted from her mouth as she pulled away and gazed into
his eyes. A funny smile formed on his lips. “Why do you like it so
much?” he asked.

Briana mirrored his smile with her own. “Why are
you so curious about that?”

He didn’t have an easy answer to her question.
The closest he could come to explaining his intense curiosity was
that he wanted desperately to know the source of her desire. Was it
purely physiological? Did she just love getting off? Or was there a
psychological component as well? Did she feel something for the men
she let use her? Was there emotion tangled up in all of this? He
wasn’t sure why the questions kept tugging at his mind but they
did. He felt far too sheepish to blurt all of that out. “I don’t
know,” he said instead, shrugging. “You’re going to be my wife. I
kind of want to know everything about you.”

Her brow arched, head tilting to one side. “Oh
Benji. That’s so sweet.” She reached up and caressed his cheek with
her thumb. “You’re not going to start overthinking this are you?
You get all moody when you do that.”

He smirked and chuckled. “I won’t get moody. I
promise. You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to.”

The first rays of daylight started creeping in
around the blinds. The light in her eyes changed. Her expression
turned more alert as she stared at him. “I just love getting used,”
she replied with a shrug.

“I know but why?” he pressed, his tone
more insistent than he’d meant for it to sound.

Her brow furrowed and she looked down at the
carpet. The look of a woman who’d been confronted with a question
she’d never contemplated herself. She thought for a few moments
before looking up at him again. “You like ice cream, right?”

“Sure,” he said, chuckling.

“Why?”

He thought for a moment. “I don’t know. It’s ice
cream. What’s not to like about ice cream? The taste. The
sweetness. How cold it is on a hot summer’s day? Is that good
enough?”

“It is for me if it is for you,” she
replied.

“Not sure what you’re getting at, Bri,” he
said.

“It’s the same thing with getting used,” she
explained. “The taste. The sweetness. All that cock all over me.
Imagining that I’m nothing more than a bunch of holes to be used
and filled then left at the end of the night…”

“Bri you are so much more than a bunch of
holes!” he shot back.

She burst into giggles and covered her mouth
with her hand. “I know that!” she said. “It’s a fantasy,
Benji. Make-believe. Sure I could just get a bunch of dildos and
stuff myself with them but that wouldn’t be the same, would it? I’d
have to do some work. I’d have to pretend extra hard. This way I
can just surrender and enjoy being a cum dumpster.”

A shiver raced down his back. He wasn’t sure how
to feel about that. It was a smoking hot fantasy on the one hand.
On the other she was about to become his wife. Some day, maybe soon
if all went well, the mother of their offspring. There was
something so pure and innocent and beautiful about that. Hearing
her call herself a cum dumpster was incredibly jarring in light of
that other side of her. He couldn’t square the two even though he
wanted both so badly.

“Benji,” she whispered.

He looked back up into her eyes and realized
he’d been brooding.

“You’re doing it. You’re getting all moody
because you’re thinking too much. We don’t have to do this. We
don’t have to do any of it. Like I keep telling you. All I want is
for you to be happy. For me this is just fun. But fun I can live
without if you don’t want to deal with it. I’d drop this in a
second if you asked me.”

Again her reassurance warmed him and assuaged
his doubts. If this was just fun there was no need to get all
worked up about it. And he was in control, like she’d said. He
could tell her to stop any time he wanted. “Thank you for saying
that. I don’t need you to stop. I guess…I guess I’ll just need you
to hold my hand through this every now and again.”

She smiled. Reached down and picked up his hand
in hers. “I can do that any time you want,” she said, biting her
lip. “Just keep talking to me. Don’t just bottle all of this up in
your mind. Communicate. It’s better that way.”

He nodded. “Yeah. I will,” he said.

“You promise?” she asked.

“I promise,” he said.

Another knock sounded at the door. Softer this
time. Briana’s eyes darted to the alarm clock next to the bed.
“Shit,” she hissed. “That’ll be the girls. I’ve got to get some
clothes on. Can you tell them I’ll just be a couple of minutes?”
she asked.

“Sure,” he muttered. He watched her grab her
suitcase and wheel it into the bathroom. She closed the door behind
her. He threw on a pair of sweat pants and a hoodie over his head
and traipsed over to the door. When he peered through the peep hole
he saw only one woman on the other side. Andrea. His stomach did a
small flop. She wasn’t wearing her bridesmaid dress. And she looked
worried. He wondered if what had happened last night had offended
her? Was she about to turn the whole wedding upside down? There was
only one way to find out. He turned the door handle and opened the
door to look out.

Andrea sighed and her shoulders sagged when she
saw him. “Ben,” she said. “I’m so glad it’s you. Is Bri in there
with you?” she asked.

“She’s just got to put some clothes on,” he
replied.

Andrea looked side to side. “Can I talk to you a
sec?” she asked.

“Sure,” he said, nodding.

“Can you step out here?”

“Sure,” he repeated. He took a step out into the
hall before realizing he’d be locked out if he let the door shut.
“Hang on just a second,” he said. He let go of the door and jogged
back into the room. Grabbed the keycard off the dresser and jogged
back. Opening the door he stepped out into the hall. “What’s up?”
he asked, tucking his hands into his pockets.

Andrea sighed again, her expression filled with
worry. “Are you okay?” she asked quietly. “I mean after last night.
That was…” She shook her head but didn’t finish the thought.

She seemed to be the only person in the wedding
party who was offended by what she’d seen. He was glad about that.
Not so much about having to explain himself and why he wasn’t
angry. “I’m not really sure what to say,” he muttered.

“You’re not sure what to say?” she gasped.
“You’re fiancee started acting like a total whore right in front of
you! Aren’t you, like, furious or something?”

It was a pretty early hour to have to explain
his newfound sexual kink to someone he barely knew. He felt like he
owed her some sort of explanation, though. Better to endure that
than to have her storm off because she was upset by what Briana had
done. “Look…this is going to sound weird. But…I didn’t mind?” he
said.

Andrea scowled and folded her arms across her
chest. “You didn’t mind?”

He shrugged. “It feels a little weird trying to
explain this. It’s, like, kind of personal. Are you okay?”
he asked, hoping to steer the conversation in a different
direction.

The way Andrea sighed and looked off to the side
made it seem like that’s what she was really there to talk about.
She thought for a minute or so then turned to look at him again.
“I’m not gonna’ lie to you, Benjamin. I’ve never liked that part of
Briana’s personality. I’m just not built like that, I guess. I try
not to judge. But to see her do that right in front of you? In
front of the man that’s going to be her husband? I don’t know. I
guess it was too much for me to handle.”

A certain relief swept through him. It seemed
that Andrea really did just want to talk about how she felt about
the previous evening. Much easier than having to reveal some very
confusing, very deep parts of himself he still didn’t fully
understand. He reached out and put a hand on her arm.

She flinched at his touch but didn’t pull
away.

“I’m not gonna’ spill guts to you in a hotel
hallway,” he said. “I can just tell you not to worry about me. Bri
and I are fine. I’m not sure how or why, but we are. All I ask is
that you’re there for her when it’s time. That you’re by her side
when we’re saying our vows?”

The worry on her expression faded. “Of course
I’ll be there for her. For both of you. I guess I just wanted to
make sure that you’re okay. I’m sure you can take care of yourself.
It wasn’t that…I just…I didn’t know, I guess. That you had some
sort of understanding or something,” she muttered.

He had no desire to delve into the minutiae of
their “understanding” or anything else about his relationship with
Bri. He was just relieved Andrea wasn’t going to bail. He rubbed
her arm. “I appreciate you asking if I’m alright. Everything’s
going to be fine. I’m glad to hear you’re going to be there for us.
To be honest I was kind of worried when you walked out last night.
Even though it did get way crazier than I could have imagined.”

She smirked. “Yeah I just…I can’t party like
that any more. It was nothing personal. No offense.”

“None taken,” he replied.

“Okay. I’ll let sleeping dogs lie then.” She
flashed a smile that didn’t look nearly as certain as she sounded.
“I hope you enjoy your special day. I’m really happy for you
guys.”

He smiled back. “Thanks, Andrea. It’s going to
be a great time.”

She nodded.

The door opened behind him. He turned to see
Briana, a brilliant, dazzling smile on her lips, step out of the
hotel room. “Morning!” she chirped.

“Hey Bri,” Andrea said. “Val and Erica sent me
to get you. They’re getting things ready in the prep room. You got
everything you need?”

Bri patted the handle of the suitcase.

“You ready?” Andrea asked.

Briana took a deep breath and closed her eyes.
Held it for a few moments before letting it out. “I think I’m
ready,” she said. She looked up at Benjamin. Leaned in for one last
kiss.

Andrea put her hands on Briana’s shoulders and
pulled her to the side. “Ah, ah, ah,” she chided. “You’re not
supposed to do that the day of. Tradition. Or something,” she said,
shaking her head.

The two women laughed. Andrea tucked an arm
under Briana’s and they started walking towards the elevator. Bri
glanced over her shoulder at Benjamin. “Bye baby,” she said. “I
love you.”

He watched her step into the elevator with
Andrea, lost in a lusty trance. The doors sliding shut roused him
from it. “I love you too,” he whispered back.

Chapter
Three

The guys showed up at nine. Hearing their low
voices and laughter in the hallway dragged his ass out of bed where
he’d been trying to catch a few extra winks after the short night
of sleep he’d had. He stumbled towards the door, bleary-eyed and
groggy, and opened it before anyone could knock.

Grant was standing right in front. His brow
furrowed and he pinched his nose with a finger and thumb. “Oof,” he
said. Stepping forward he put a hand on Benjamin’s chest, pushing
him back into the room. “Guys get the fuck in here. Can’t let too
much of that stank waft out into the hall,” he said, laughing.

All three of them started laughing as they
poured into the room.

Benjamin’s face heated at what Grant had said.
Did the room really smell that bad? He’d been in it the whole time
and hadn’t noticed. He let himself be led back into the suite.

Duncan pulled a bottle of whiskey out from under
his jacket and set it on the dresser. Craig slumped into the love
seat and put his hoodie up over his head. He looked a little cowed,
possibly by what he’d done earlier that morning.

“Does it really smell bad in here?” Benjamin
asked.

Duncan and Grant exchanged grins. “Dude it
fucking reeks of pussy up in here,” Duncan said.

“I feel like I literally stepped into an actual
vagina,” Grant added. The three of them started chuckling.

Even Benjamin smiled. He didn’t really go for
the locker room talk himself but figured it was inevitable, given
what the three of them were like. He decided to just roll with it.
“Yeah, yeah,” he muttered, smirking and pulling his hoodie on over
his head again.

“Not just any vagina,” Grant went on. “A very
wet and sloppy vagina,” he said, giving a decisive nod.

“Bro you the only one who didn’t get none,”
Duncan said, punching Grant lightly on the arm. “Briana is fucking
back!”

Craig looked up from under his hoodie and
flashed a smile.

Grant looked at him. “You got back in there
too?” he asked.

Benjamin turned and looked at his own reflection
in the mirror. His face was a deep red from embarrassment. If
someone had told him twenty-four hours ago that this was going to
happen, and what his reaction was going to be, he’d have called
them crazy. Now he felt no ill will about the guys teasing him that
two of them had sexual relations with his wife. He turned to see
Craig watching him, trying to read what his reaction to all this
was going to be. He chuckled, shrugged and sat down on the edge of
the bed. “Whatever, man,” he said, trying to sound as casual as he
could. “What happened, happened. I’m not gonna’ freak out about it
or anything.”

Craig’s smile returned. Wider this time. “My man
hooked me up this morning,” he said, tipping his head towards
Benjamin.

Grant turned to look at Benjamin, shaking his
head. “My man you’ve got some balls,” he said quietly.

The other two started chuckling again. Benjamin
smirked and did his best not to seem sour about the whole
thing.

“Hey. You okay dude?” Duncan asked. “We’re just
teasing. You know that, right? It’s all just games. I don’t want
you to think we mean anything by it.”

Mean anything by it? They didn’t mean anything
by using his fiancee’s body right before their wedding? Felt like
the world had flipped upside down and someone had forgotten to give
Benjamin the memo.

“Relax, dude. He likes it,” Craig reassured
Duncan. “Let me right in this morning and we fucking teamed
her.”

“Aw snap!” Duncan said, whipping his hand
up and down and snapping his fingers.

Benjamin felt his face heat again. He glanced at
Grant who was standing in the center of the room and nodding in
approval.

“Hell yeah!” Craig shouted, apparently
emboldened by Benjamin’s easy-going attitude. “She got her mouth
down on me. Hubby’s calling the shots. Gets her to spread her legs
and bend over then takes her from behind as she’s blowing me.”

Duncan chuckled. Grant raised his hands and gave
a slow clap.

“Dropped a load into each end of her. Almost at
the same time, too!” Craig bragged.

“That deserves a toast,” Duncan said. He walked
over to the mini bar and picked up four glasses. Set them up in a
line on the dresser. Cracked the cap on the whiskey and poured out
four drinks and walked them over to all of the guys. Raised his
glass in the air at the center of the room. “To another wild party
tonight!” he barked.

They all raised their glasses in a toast.
Duncan, Craig and Grant shot theirs back. Benjamin, not wanting to
show up drunk to his own wedding, took a small sip of his.

“All right,” Duncan said, setting his glass
down, clapping his hands together and rubbing. “Time to get dressed
up boys!”

The jokes kept flying as they unzipped their
suit bags and started laying out clothes. Duncan and Craig shooting
quips back and forth about Briana’s libido and how fun she was.
Grant stayed quiet, a slight smile on his lips as he started
putting on his tux.

Benjamin would have been humiliated if he
weren’t so turned on by it all. Not by the guys talking about it so
much as the memory of Bri’s exploits. Countless times he spaced out
indulging his imagination as it played the scenes of her depravity
over and over in his mind.

It was almost noon by the time they were dressed
and ready. Grant packed his street clothes up into the suit bag,
slung it over his shoulder and said he had a few things to take
care of before the ceremony.

Craig and Duncan stuck around for another twenty
minutes, nursing the rest of their drinks and chatting.

Benjamin found himself obsessively pacing in
front of the mirror. Checking that his lapels were straight and
that his cuff links hadn’t fallen out. Mostly he was lost in sea of
thoughts about Briana.

“Alright dude. Time to head down and over to the
chapel,” Duncan finally said. The boys collected their belongings
and packed them up.

Benjamin took one last look in the mirror and
took a few deep breaths before following them out the into the
hall. As soon as the door slammed shut behind him he realized the
two mistakes he’d just made. “Oh fudge,” he muttered.

“What’s up?” Craig asked, turning to face
him.

“I forgot to give you the rings,” Benjamin said.
“They’re in the room.” He jerked his thumb over his shoulder.

“Well hurry up, dude. Get in there,” Craig
said.

“I left my keycard in there, too,” Benjamin
replied, his stomach sinking.

“Alright, alright,” Duncan said, waving his
hands to calm everyone down. “No biggie. Just go down they’ll give
you another card at the front desk. I’ll meet you down there. I’ve
got to take a leak first.”

“Yeah, me too,” Craig added.

Benjamin nodded and watched them walk down the
hall and turn the corner. It was sound advice. The front desk could
easily set him up with another key. But his eyes and his mind
wandered in the other direction. Towards the bridal room down the
hall. He didn’t know why but he had the faintest inkling of a
tickle start in his stomach.

He knew he wasn’t supposed to see Briana before
the wedding. And she surely had her wedding dress on by now. She’d
want him to wait until the ceremony to get that first glimpse of
her, he was fairly certain of that. But he was also pretty sure
she’d have a key. That would save him from going all the way
downstairs and back up again. Maybe one of the girls could just ask
her for him and he wouldn’t even have to see her?

Those were all lies, though. Excuses he was
making up to try not to face the real reason he wanted to knock on
that door. Because the real reason was as frightening as it was
exciting. Maybe it was their newfound connection. Maybe it was the
fact they’d soon be married. Maybe it was because of everything
that had happened the night before and that morning. He had the
distinct feeling that something was up with Bri. Like he’d
grown a sixth sense that was now shouting at him to go investigate.
It was a visceral, raw feeling that wouldn’t go away no matter how
hard he tried to push it out of his mind.

Glancing down the hall to make sure the guys
were gone, he turned and started slowly walking towards the bridal
prep room. His palms started to sweat. The hallway seemed brighter
and he had to wince against the light. He came to a stop in front
of the door and raised a fist to knock. After a pause, he turned
his head to one side and leaned closer to the door.

A warm, gooey feeling rolled down his back. Hot
and sticky like warm honey it enveloped him. His cock began to
harden. He could distinctly make out the sound of heavy panting. He
knew instantly it was Briana, even through the heavy hotel door.
Briana was in that room. The room where she was supposed to be
getting ready to walk down the aisle before they exchanged vows.
And it sounded like she was doing something very, very dirty.

He hesitated, his hand hovering over the door.
Closed his eyes and let the sound of her ragged breaths fill his
consciousness, pushing everything else out. Along with it came a
terror-filled anticipation, like waiting for the jump scare in a
horror movie. Now he knew he had to go into that room. He had to
see what was happening. He drew in a breath, steeled himself, then
gently rapped his knuckles against the door.

Waiting for it to be opened felt like an
eternity. When it did it was only a crack, the safety chain still
on. A single eye peered out at him. It widened at the sight of him.
Briana’s heaving breaths drifted out into the hall. The door
closed. He heard the chain being pulled off. A moment later it
opened again and Erica slipped out into the hall.

She looked quite stunning, despite the frumpy
bridesmaid dress Briana had picked out for her to wear. Her face
was a little rosy and it wasn’t just from make-up. She flashed a
tight smile. “Ben!” she said, her cheerfulness sounding more than a
little forced. “What’s up?”

He stared at her for a few moments. Surely she
didn’t really believe she was hiding anything from him? He could
still hear Bri panting even with the door closed. “What’s going on
in there?” he asked quietly.

Erica glanced sideways. “Just…putting on the
final touches. You know. Something old, something new, something
bor…”

“What’s going on in there?” he repeated, his
voice deadpan.

Erica sighed. “You’re not supposed to be here,
Benjamin,” she said, but her irritation seemed put on.

“That’s my fiancee in there,” he said, pointing
a finger at the door. “I want to see what’s going on.”

Erica shook her head. “You’re not supposed to
see her before the wedding on the day of,” she said.

“You’re going to let me in there, Erica,” he
said. He surprised himself with how certain he was that he was
getting into that room. It wasn’t like him, muscling his way past a
woman to get what he wanted.

Erica frowned. She looked him in the eye and
seemed to weigh her options. “Just…hang on a sec,” she finally
muttered. She tapped the keycard against the lock, turned the
handle on the door and slipped back inside.

He squeezed his hands into fists at his sides.
Braced himself for whatever was coming, whatever was about to be
revealed. Somehow he knew he was getting in there, no matter what
Erica came back out and said. He’d push her aside if he had to. He
heard voices. Muted by the heavy door but distinct enough he knew
it was Erica and Briana talking.

The door opened a few seconds later. Erica poked
her head out and looked both ways down the hall before pulling it
half open and staying behind it so he could step inside.

He stepped into the narrow corridor. The room
was a standard double and far smaller than the bridal suite they
were in. He could now distinctly smell what the guys had been
teasing him about. The air inside was heavy with the moist, dank
smell of the inside of a woman. The inside of his woman. He walked
to the end of the corridor and paused at the corner. His guts
tightened at hearing Briana’s sweet voice going ugh, ugh,
ugh. He leaned forward so he could peer into the room. His eyes
widened and his throat went tight. It took an immense effort to
drag air into his lungs.

Briana was bent over the bed, her hands splayed
far apart on the mattress. Her wedding dress was up over her back,
her juicy rump exposed. The dress was so busty he could nearly see
her nipples as her tits smacked against each other. Her face was
red and twisted in a pleasurable grimace. Her body heaved back and
forth.

Grant was behind her. Looking sharp in his
tuxedo, eyes affixed to the sight of his cock plunging in and out
of her. His forehead was sweaty and a vein was bulging at his
temple.

Taking in the sight Benjamin felt like he’d
downed the entire bottle of whiskey himself. There was something
even nastier about it now that Bri was wearing her pristine, white
wedding gown. It was almost comical. Her hair was again done up in
a lovely braid. The sheer stockings she was wearing were held up by
a garter belt. Her white underwear were pulled to one side of her
pussy, Grant’s cock moving in and out of her in rough strokes.

A prickling, trembling excitement filled
Benjamin as she raised her eyes and met his gaze. One corner of her
mouth twisted up into a half smile. The way her body was rocking
back and forth was hypnotizing. He saw Grant glance up at him and
grin before turning his attention back to Bri’s ass. He didn’t
care. All that mattered was Briana. Beautiful Briana getting nailed
in the cunt just moments before she walked down the aisle.

“She said you like it.”

Erica’s whisper made him turn and look at her.
She was wearing a sympathetic smile. He couldn’t hold her gaze for
very long, embarrassment filling him at the awkward situation they
found themselves in. He quickly turned to stare at Briana again.
Realized his cock was now rock solid and that Erica could probably
see that. His neck and face heated. Breathing was hard.

“Oh…oh…right…right there,” Bri grunted.

“Yeah?” Grant said, chuckling. “You like
that?”

“Oh fuck yeah,” she panted. Her face twisted,
one eye closing as her cheek rose.

Benjamin lurched when he felt a soft hand drift
across his crotch. He looked down to see Erica’s hand at the root
of his prick, gently squeezing his balls. His eyes darted sideways
to hers and opened wider.

“It’s alright,” she whispered. “Bri asked me to.
She said it would be alright.”

“I…wait, what?!?” he croaked, turning to look at
Briana again.

Bri was staring at him, her body undulating from
Grant’s strong thrusts. Her lips were full and pouty and she had a
dreamy, lusty look in her eyes. “It’s okay, baby,” she whispered.
“I want you to. I want you to let her…”

Benjamin felt like he was in a dream. A sexy,
feverish dream from which there was no escape. He felt helpless and
paralyzed when Erica pulled his zipper down and tucked her hand
into his pants. That hot, gooey feeling ran down his back again
when her hand wrapped around his cock and pulled it out of his
underwear.

“Oh. Cute cock,” she whispered. Twisting her
hand around the head, she pressed her thumb just underneath and
started rubbing in slow circles.

Still stunned by everything that was happening,
he stood there letting wave after wave of pleasure wash over him.
His vision went a little blurry at the edges so all he could see
was Briana’s body heaving back and forth and her pretty face
staring back at him. The muscles in his pelvic floor
contracted.

Though he could barely make out his face from
the blurred vision, Benjamin heard Grant breathing heavier. His
thrusts were harder now. Pelvis slamming against the soft cushion
of Briana’s plump ass as his body readied to loose inside her. Each
jab into her pussy was like a hot knife stabbing into Benjamin’s
gut. The dark thoughts swirled up like smoke from the base of his
brain to the forefront of his consciousness.

He’s going to finish inside her bare,
unprotected pussy.

It was a horrible notion. And yet he cradled it
in his mind, gently turning it this way and that so he could study
it from every angle. What if Grant finished inside her? What would
it feel like saying their vows, knowing that Grant’s seed was
swimming deeper and deeper into Briana’s vagina. What if she was
fertile? What if it was her time? What if everything aligned in
exactly the wrongest way and she got pregnant? He let out a
groaning breath.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Grant growled.

Briana whimpered. She pressed up on the bed,
slamming her ass against Grant’s abdomen. Her eyes, now frantic,
shot to Benjamin’s. “Do it inside me,” she said.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Grant said. He grabbed her hips
and started pounding hard.

What would it be like to fuck her with
Grant’s offspring growing inside her?

The thought opened the floodgates in his mind
and cock. He felt it twitch in Erica’s hand.

She gripped it harder, thumb rubbing insistently
around his glans.

As the first gush of seed flooded through his
shaft he looked down. Watched it squirt and spurt out of the tip
and fall to the carpeted floor, a hopeless mess of quivering, white
goo. The pleasure the expulsion brought was scalding hot.

Erica continued her firm rubbing as his cock
spat another glob of spunk onto the carpet. As the muscles in his
groin tired the last two spurts dribbled out, coating Erica’s
fingers and thumb, then slowly dripping off onto the floor.

The sudden post-ejection clarity made him look
up. Just in time to see Bri’s shoulders twist and her face contort.
Grant and the rest of the room came back into focus. Sweat was
dripping from his chin onto Briana’s ass. His brow furrowed and he
drove his cock deep into her cunt.

Briana’s mouth fell open and she sucked in a
breath. Expelled it as she pushed back against the mattress,
seating herself on Grant’s lap as he seeded her pussy.

Benjamin stared at where their bodies met,
locked together by the sexual tension of a shared orgasm. A sudden
cleansing, clarifying cold swept through him as Erica pulled her
hand away from his cock. This was real. This was happening. Grant
had just unloaded inside the woman who was about to become
Benjamin’s wife. And he’d loved every second of it.

As Grant started thrusting again, Bri resumed
swaying back and forth, the two of them rubbing out what pleasure
remained of the moment.

Erica stepped into the bathroom and emerged
wiping her hands on a small hand towel. Once clean, she patted the
towel against the head of Benjamin’s cock, sopping up what sticky
mess remained. She threw the towel back into the bathroom and
pulled Benjamin back into the corridor towards the door. “You
better get going. You weren’t even supposed to be here,” she said
quietly.

It occurred to him what he’d been doing in the
first place. “Key…keycard,” he stammered. “I need the keycard to
our room.”

Erica glanced at him for a moment before turning
and walking back into the room. She pulled a keycard off the
dresser, walked back and handed it to him. “We’ll probably be a few
minutes late,” she said.

“Yeah. Yeah. Fine,” he said. Pocketing the key,
he turned and opened the door then slipped out into the hall.

Chapter
Four

His hand was trembling as he fumbled to get the
keycard out of his pocket. The back of his neck was drenched in
sweat but his skin felt cold. A trail of shivers was rippling up
and down his spine. He finally managed to extract the key and press
it against the reader. The lock clicked open, he twisted the handle
and tumbled into the room.

The house keeper changing the sheets on the bed
spun around, hand pressed to her chest. “Oh! Sir! I’m sorry sir! I
thought you’d be at the ceremony already. If you need the room I
can…”

He waved at her and mumbled something about the
rings. Walked to his suitcase and had to dig deep before his
fingers felt the little velvet case. He pocketed it, muttered an
apology and stumbled back out into the hall.

As the door closed he pressed a hand against the
wall and bent over to try and steady himself. Dragged in a few deep
breaths and let them out slowly. The world stabilized around him.
His vision focused. His mind sharpened and the unsettling
excitement that had been pulsing through him calmed. He heard
footsteps padding to his right and looked to see who it was.

Grant was strolling down the hall towards him.
Pinching his pants with one hand and tugging up the zipper with the
other. He looked relaxed as ever and not at all concerned about
what Benjamin had just seen. He walked up, clapped a hand on
Benjamin’s shoulder and gave it a squeeze. “You alright bud?” he
asked.

For a few seconds he felt like he might start
hyperventilating. Got it under control with a couple more
controlled breaths. He pulled his hand off the wall and turned to
face Grant. “I’m cool,” he said quietly. “This is all just so…new.
It hits me real hard sometimes,” he confessed, shaking his head.
“Other times it’s just…I don’t know…”

“Heaven?” Grant asked with a grin.

Benjamin forced a smile back at him. “Something
like that,” he said.

“You’ll get used to it,” Grant reassured
him.

Benjamin glanced up at him. “You think there’s
gonna’ be more?” he asked.

Grant smirked. “You popped the top on this bud.
Letting that party last night get so wild. Bri’s always been a
fucking sex demon,” he said. “Not sure what sort of situation you
and her have worked out here. But I’ll tell you one thing. Once
that horse bolts out of the barn she’s not too easy to tame back
down.”

Benjamin scowled at the confusing metaphor but
forgot about it quickly. He stepped up closer to Grant and grabbed
the lapels of his jacket, staring into his eyes. “I don’t know why
I need to say this but I’ve just…I’ve got to get it out. Briana
went off birth control. She’s not…there’s nothing stopping…fuck!
You know what I mean! Should I be worried? I mean you just…you…”
His voice was hoarse and he sounded cagey and panicked.

Grant chuckled, shook his head and clapped
Benjamin’s shoulder a few more times. “That is so classic
Briana,” he said.

Benjamin’s throat went tight. He swallowed,
trying to open it up. He could barely pull enough air into his
lungs.

“Alright. Alright. Calm down my dude,” Grant
said. “Just calm down. You’re getting yourself all worked up. We
need you smiling and not sweating when we go down there. Listen to
me. You listening? Look up here.” He pointed two fingers at his
eyes.

Somehow staring straight at Grant had a soothing
effect on Benjamin.

“Alright. Listen up. Everything’s going to be
fine. First things first. She tell you herself she went off the
pill?”

“Yeah. Of course,” Benjamin replied.

Grant snickered. “Look I don’t mean to offend. I
know you love her and I know she loves you twice as much. She’s
head over heels for you, bud. But…back in the day Bri wasn’t above
telling a little white lie here and there to heat things up if you
know what I mean?”

“You think she lied to me about that?” Benjamin
asked. His heart gave a hard thud in his chest at the implications
of that. If Briana was still on birth control did that mean she’d
planned this? Had she known something like this was going to
happen? His breath got ragged again.

“Hey,” Grant said, giving his shoulder another
squeeze. “Breathe. Get a fucking hold of yourself. You’re about to
marry the prettiest little filly any of us ever got our hands on.
And she likes to fuck. But you’re into it, right? It’s not like you
told her she can’t do this and she did it anyway, right?”

Benjamin nodded. He remembered what Bri had told
him. That it wasn’t up to her. That it was up to him. He was
calling the shots. That’s what made it fun.

“So maybe she told you a little story to spice
things up. And even if she didn’t that hormonal shit takes months
to flush out. You, like, almost never hear of someone getting
pregnant right away after they’ve gone off. Right?”

Almost never.

Great. Great odds. Still, he nodded.

“Okay. So. Here’s what you’re going to do.
You’re going to pull your shit together. We’re going to go
downstairs. You’re gonna’ plaster a big ole’ smile on your face and
get through this wedding like the fucking champ you are. You
understand?”

Benjamin gave another nod. This was what he
needed. A coach. Someone in his corner. Someone to talk him down
from these bouts of paranoia that were swooping in out of nowhere
and making him crazy.

“Now. I’ll be right there beside you. Duncan and
Craig, too. We got your back, man. Briana’s gotten all excited and
gone a little gaga but you can do this. You got this.” He gave him
a stern look and his shoulder another squeeze.

“Thanks, man,” Benjamin said, sighing.

Grant clapped him on the back. Spun him around,
put his hands on Benjamin’s shoulders and gave him a few rubs.
“Alright. Let’s bounce.”

Benjamin jumped a step forward when Grant’s hand
landed on his ass with a hard smack. He chuckled, shook his head
and started towards the elevator.

They rode down in silence, hands clasped in
front of their laps. The doors opened to the bustling foyer.
Benjamin heard someone shout his name as they stepped out into the
fracas. He turned and saw Duncan frantically waving him towards the
direction of the ballroom. He glanced at his watch and realized
they were ten minutes late. He and Grant broke into a jog, weaving
through the throngs of people and arriving at the entrance to the
ballroom slightly out of breath.

“Music’s playing, dude,” Duncan said. “People
getting anxious. It’s show time.”

Benjamin smoothed the front of his shirt.
Plucked the handkerchief from his breast pocket and dabbed at his
forehead, then at the back of his neck. Folded it up and tucked it
back in. He was about to lean against the door when Duncan grabbed
his arm.

“Rings, dude!” Duncan said.

Benjamin sighed, happy he had the guys there
looking out for him so he didn’t make a fool of himself. He reached
into his pocket and handed Duncan the little box.

“Alright. Here we go,” Craig said. He pushed one
of the double doors open while Grant got the other.

Benjamin’s nuts went tight as the crowd of about
a hundred people turned in their chairs to stare at him.

“Smile, bitch,” Duncan said, pinching his
arm.

The spike of pain was just what he needed. A
wide smile stretched his lips as he stepped into the cavernous
space. His confidence grew with each step, knowing his buddies were
behind him. Supporting him, there for him no matter what happened.
But he couldn’t keep his mind from threading the previous night’s
party through the dignified ceremony about to be performed. As his
eyes darted to each of the guests, the tight smile making his cheek
muscles twitch, he couldn’t help but wonder how many of these
people also knew about Briana’s wild past and outrageous sexual
proclivities. Surely word had gotten around to at least a few of
them. Were they judging him for it? Feeling sorry for him even?
Poor schmuck doesn’t know what he’s getting into. Was that
what they were thinking?

“Steady,” Grant whispered from behind him, as if
sensing his distress.

It helped. It calmed him down. Brought his pulse
back down to some semblance of normal and soothed his frayed
nerves. He walked down the small aisle between the two groups of
stacking chairs on either side and up to the lectern where the
kindly wedding officiant they’d hired was standing, reading glasses
half way down his nose.

The man, whose name he couldn’t even remember,
smiled at him.

He smiled back and nodded then took up position
off to one side, the boys falling into line behind him.

The woman on the keyboard finished the song
she’d been playing and glanced back at the doors. The room quieted
and the air seemed to go very still for a few moments.

He heard a few whispers and saw two women in the
back gossiping and pointing fingers at him. A blush rose to his
cheeks when he saw them snicker. Were they talking about Briana?
Were they wondering whether he knew about her true nature? Whether
he knew what he was getting into. A different Benjamin would have
found that deeply embarrassing. The one standing in that room,
waiting for his bride-to-be to appear, experienced it as a faint
humiliation twisting through him. Down through his chest,
constricting his throat. Through his guts and into his groin where
he felt his cock tighten.

The door opened a crack. Andrea poked her head
in and waved at the woman at the keyboard, then gave a thumbs up.
As the first notes of Pachelbel’s Canon sounded, the congregation
stood, chairs scraping along the floor and program’s rustling.

Benjamin drew in a deep breath and held it. The
doors swung open to reveal Briana hand over her father’s arm. She
was beaming her megawatt smile at the room, her cheeks still a
little rosy from the exertion with Grant. As she took her first
steps alongside Jack, Benjamin went a little weak at the knees.

She looked stunning in her white dress,
carefully rearranged after her tryst. She had a sheer white veil
over her face and her cleavage looked spectacular. Benjamin had no
doubt that her breasts had commanded the attention of every single
man in the room. Knowing what he knew, that just moments ago she’d
had Grant behind her, plowing his thick cock into her pussy and
dropping his load inside her, made his heart flutter.

“Holy fuck she looks hot,” Duncan whispered next
to him.

His eyes stayed glued to her as she walked down
the makeshift aisle, her father by her side. Jack looked as stoic
as ever but Benjamin was certain he was having the feelings. Giving
his little Briana away, escorting her to the beginning of her new
life. Did Jack know? Did Jack have any sense of what a wild child
he’d reared?

When they came to stand in front of the lectern
Jack leaned in, whispered something to Briana, then kissed her on
the cheek. He turned and walked to his seat next to Kate, his
latest wife.

Briana, clutching her bouquet of tulips, closed
the distance between them and turned to face Benjamin, a too-wild
look in her eye considering the solemn occasion. The music faded
and the officiant cleared his throat. “Good afternoon everyone,” he
said. “We are gathered here today…”

At which point Benjamin more or less tuned out.
His entire focus became Briana, her shinning face and smiling eyes.
Sweet Briana, who everyone could see, would be a loving wife and
one day, surely, a doting mother. Wicked Briana, who only a select
few knew and who Benjamin had only just met, would be his
submissive and dutiful slut. Holding those two opposites in mind at
the same time had a deeply arousing effect. He felt his cock twitch
and flex. Had to hold his hands in front of his groin because he
was standing sideways to the crowd and everyone would be able to
see the fat bulge of his cock if he took them away.

"Benji? Benjamin?"

He drifted back into reality from his daydreams.
Realized the room had fallen completely silent with everyone
looking at him, including the officiant and Briana. “Huh?” he
muttered.

Briana glanced at the officiant and giggled then
turned to Benjamin again. “It's your turn to say your vows.”

He looked out at the crowd full of solemn faces
and realized he’d spaced right out. Looked at the officiant, who
nodded, then looked at Briana again. “Oh. Right,” he said.

Quiet laughter and whispers rustled through the
crowd.

“You’ve got to put the ring on my finger first,”
Briana said, pointing to his side.

He turned to see Duncan holding the little box
open, the two rings glistening inside it. “Oh. Right,” he said,
still half in a daze.

The laughter was more boisterous this time with
even the officiant chuckling. “Don’t worry,” the man said.
“Everyone gets a little nervous.”

He plucked the smaller ring out of the box and
lifted Briana’s outstretched hand.

“You can go ahead and put it on,” the officiant
instructed.

Slipped the ring onto her finger until it was
touching the diamond he’d given her when he proposed.

“With this ring…” the officiant intoned.

Benjamin managed to make it through his vows
without any major lapses. He felt a strange detachment from
himself. Like he was hovering up above the ceremony looking down.
When it came time for Briana to reciprocate he gave her his hand
and watched as she slid his ring on. In the periphery of his vision
a woman danced and crouched and hovered with a camera that
occasionally clicked and whirred. The videographer they’d hired
zoomed around the room collecting angles for the final cut.

“Ladies and gentlemen it is my great pleasure
and privilege to be the first to introduce to you Mr. and Mrs.
Benjamin and Briana Bard,” the officiant said, taking a step back.
“You may kiss the bride.”

Benjamin blurted out an awkward guffaw that made
Briana giggle. The idea that anyone needed permission to kiss his
new bride was as quaint as it was preposterous now that he knew her
deepest secrets. As the crowd once again rose to their feet and
applauded he stepped forward and leaned down to kiss her. He caught
the faintest hint of cock lingering on her breath. He looked deep
into her eyes.

“He’s dripping out of me,” she whispered before
throwing her arms around his neck and locking lips with his. She
plunged her tongue into his mouth in a kiss that would have slapped
an NC-17 rating on the moment. His cheeks flared red as she sucked
on his tongue to hoots and cheers from the crowd. When she finally
pulled away they both turned to face the throng. He saw his aunt,
standing in the second row, open her eyes wide and cover her mouth.
When he realized she was staring at his crotch he blushed hotter
still. His prick was stiff as a board and there to see for anyone
who cared to look. It would have been embarrassing, humiliating
even if he’d had the mental space to care about anything but the
fact that he was now married to the sexiest, sluttiest woman he’d
ever met in his life.

As the organist played some jaunty classical
march he and Briana broke into a brisk walk down the aisle,
confetti and beaming smiles coming from all sides. Briana was a
step and a half ahead practically dragging him towards the doors.
She smashed through them into the hall then veered left and broke
into a run down the hall.

“Bri? Where are we going?” he asked.

Without responding she dragged him to the door
of the janitor’s closest and tried the knob. “Grrr,” she growled
when she found it locked. Looking around she fixed her eyes on the
door to the stairwell and yanked him back into a run after her.
Crashing through that door she pulled him into the dark corner
under the first flight of steps and pressed him up against the
wall. Getting up on her toes she mauled his mouth with hers again.
She pulled away with a wet smack and dropped into a crouch, her
hands fumbling with his zipper.

“Briana!” he hissed. “We can’t! What if someone
sees us?!?”

She swatted his concern away with a wave and
finally managed to tug his zipper down. “Nobody uses the stairs,”
she said, reaching into his pants and pulling out his stiff cock.
“Benji that was so fucking hot. I saw you. I saw you watching. I
saw you watching me get fucked. Oh god. Did you like it? I loved
it. It was so hot.” Without waiting for an answer she tucked his
cock into her open mouth and started bobbing.

His knees went weak from the hot waves of
pleasure emanating from his groin. Her tongue was pressed right up
against the underside of his junk and her lips were pursed in a
tight seal all around it. Her tiny mouth, so hot and wet and tight,
moved mercilessly back and forth along his shaft like she was
trying to extract his essence as efficiently as possible. He
groaned. “Oh god. Too good. It feels too good,” he muttered.

Briana popped off, wrapped a hand around the
head of his prick and started pumping like she was banging on a
drum. “Give it to me. I want all of it. I want to show you what a
good little slut I’m gonna’ be. Yours forever baby.” She got back
on and started bobbing, grabbing the sides of his thighs to keep
from falling over.

Incapacitated by her assertive blow job, he
succumbed almost immediately to his instincts. He grunted and his
hips jerked forward plunging his cock deeper into her mouth.

She didn’t wince or flinch at the intrusion into
her throat just kept bobbing like a hungry whore.

His body shook as gush after hot gush of sperm
shot into her waiting mouth. Even as his essence left him he felt
none of the usual post-coital calm or tiredness. Only when his cock
became too sensitive did he touch her cheek and push her gently
away.

Her cheeks hollowed and he felt a vacuum in his
urethra as she tried to suck the last drops out. Popping off she
looked up at him and let her jaw drop. Rolled the creamy load side
to side across her tongue and smiled.

“Swallow it,” he growled, that surge of
assertive confidence rushing through him once again.

She smiled wider with something wicked in her
eyes. Closed her mouth, gulped his jizz down then grabbed his arms
and hauled herself to her feet. She closed her eyes and pressed her
lips to his in another lewd kiss. “That was all I could think about
the whole time we were up there,” she whispered. “We better get
back before they send a search party,” she added with a giggle. She
grabbed his hand and burst into a run back towards the ballroom,
Benjamin stumbling to keep up with her wearing a big goofy
grin.

Chapter
Five

Briana’s bubbly cheerfulness was a lifesaver at
the reception. Her beauty and beaming smile captured everyone’s
attention as she made the rounds. All Benjamin had to do was shake
hands and say his thank-you’s before Briana took over. Hugging and
kissing their well-wishers, prattling on about future plans and how
they wanted to start a family right away.

Which, of course, only focused his attention on
what she’d said at the ceremony before they’d kissed. He’s
dripping out of me. The utterance should have terrified him as
he assumed it would have any normal man. Instead it transmuted into
a sort of psychological masturbatory aid. Each mention of starting
a family would trigger the memory of he’s dripping out of me
and send a warm pleasure rippling up and down his spine. By the
time they’d worked their way around the room he was hot, nearly
panting, and vaguely associating everyone’s face with the need to
have an orgasm. And his cock was hard.

At the end of the hour as the guests trickled
out they stood by the door thanking everyone for coming and telling
them the dinner would be at six right there in the ballroom.

The photographer got them next. Out in the
courtyard by the fountain with the whole bridal party. All the
guys. All the gals. Guys and gals together and then how about groom
with the gals? Bride with the guys?

As the girls headed off to the bar Benjamin sat
on a concrete bench watching Duncan and Grant and Craig striking
goofy poses. Heaving a laughing Briana up off her feet into their
arms and holding her sideways, mugging for the camera. Flashing wry
smiles at him as their hands wandered to places on her body
normally reserved for a husband.

When Duncan palmed her boob the photographer
gave him a worried look. When he didn’t react a slow smile spread
across her lips and she got in on the game. Started zooming and
snapping as Craig worked his hand up Bri’s thigh and then down into
the pit of her pussy.

Briana couldn’t stop laughing as the boys pawed
at her. She finally pushed herself out of their arms and doubled
over, wheezing as she tried to catch her breath, tears running down
her cheeks.

“Okay I think I’ve got everything I need,” the
photographer said, packing her camera up in a bag and folding up
the tripod.

The guys walked over to where Benjamin was
sitting and each of them clapped him on the shoulder with a
“congrats buddy” before wandering back into the hotel, probably to
join the ladies at the bar.

Briana walked over to the bench, her face still
bright red with mirth, sat down and put a hand on his thigh.
“Everything okay?” she asked.

He put an arm around her shoulders and kissed
her on the forehead. “Thanks for checking in,” he said.
“Everything’s fine, I guess.”

Her smile faded and she gave him a worried look.
“You guess?” she asked.

He smirked. “I guess,” he repeated. “I mean this
isn’t exactly how I envisioned our wedding going. I’m not upset.
Don’t worry. I think I’m just confused. Like…I don’t know.” It was
hard to spit out exactly what was on his mind. Make himself
vulnerable and give her the real, raw truth.

“Benjamin,” she said, suddenly serious.

He turned to look at her.

“This is only fun if I know you’re having a good
time, too. Can you be honest with me please?”

He took a deep breath and sighed. Looked at
Briana and saw her sincere concern. “I guess…I guess I’m just kind
of wondering what this all means?” he said quietly.

“What it all means?” She shook her head. “It
doesn’t…mean anything?” she offered, a slight look of confusion on
her face.

He blushed and rubbed his hands together.
Glanced side to side to make sure no one would hear what he was
about to say next. The real, raw truth. “What it all means
about…me.”

She furrowed her brow. “I don’t think it means
anything about you,” she said, shaking her head again. “Why would
it mean something about you?”

He sighed, frustrated that she was going to make
him spell out his worry. Everything had been fine until the
photographer had shot him that look. Everyone at the party the
night before had been pulsing with lust, sexual excitement.
Enthusiasm. The way the photographer had looked at him had reminded
him that was definitely not the norm. Out in the real world people
didn’t get excited about their wives or girlfriends letting other
guys have sex with them. He turned to her and took her hand in his.
“I’m not changing my mind or anything,” he assured her. “It’s
just…what are other people going to think? Like, on the internet,
they’re always calling weak men, losers, cucks.”

She stared at him, no hint on her expression or
in her eyes that she’d understood what he meant.

“Cuck is short for cuckold, Bri. A guy whose
wife cheats on him and he can’t do anything about it. I don’t…I
mean I know it doesn’t matter what anyone else thinks but…I don’t
like the idea of people thinking I’m some kind of wimp loser who
can’t keep his wife, I don’t know, in line or something.”

Her lips parted and a look of understanding
filled her eyes. “Oh,” she said. “Right. Wow. There’s a lot to
unpack there,” she said, letting out a short laugh. “So first of
all you’re right. Who cares what anyone thinks? We should start
with that and if we do that should be the end of it. But since you
brought all that other stuff up let’s deal with that, too. For
starters I’m not cheating on you. You’re not a cuckold. Technically
you’re a wittol.”

“A what?” he asked.

“A wittol. A wittol’s a guy who knows his
wife is cheating on him and doesn’t mind. Or something,” she added,
shaking her head. “It was in an English lit class I took once. But
that’s not the the point. The point is that you know. And you like
it. Or at least you told me you did.”

“I do,” he interjected.

“Right. Which brings us to the next point. It’s
not like there’s nothing you can do about it. There is. You can
tell me to stop. I already told you that. It’s only fun if we’re
both into it. You say stop, I stop. I don’t know how to make that
any more clear?”

His shoulders slumped and he nodded. “Oh god
you’re right. I don’t know why…just the way the photographer looked
at me when the guys had you up in their arms. I guess it got my
head going in the wrong direction.”

“Benji look at me,” she said.

He did.

“I love you. The only thing I want is for us to
be happy. If this doesn’t make you happy then I don’t want to do
it. It’s as simple as that. Okay?”

He nodded again.

“Now that part about keeping me in line? That,
Benji, is some patriarchal condescending shit right there.”

His eyes bugged and his mouth opened in horror
at what he now realized had been a terribly degrading comment. When
the corner of her mouth turned up in a smile, he let out a guffaw.
“Oh. Right. You’re joking,” he said.

She joined in on his laughter and wrapped an arm
around his neck. Hugged him and pressed her cheek to his. “All
better?” she whispered.

“I think so,” he replied. Thought on it for a
moment. “There is one other thing,” he added quietly.

“Shoot.”

“Are you not worried at all about how dangerous
this is? I mean all these guys are…they’re finishing inside
you Bri,” he said, nearly groaning at the tension that sent
shooting through him.

She pulled away from the embrace and gazed into
his eyes, something wicked dancing in her own. “You know there’s a
theory that watching your mate getting banged by someone else makes
you want to fuck them more? Harder erections. Deeper thrusting,”
she whispered. “More sperm released to try and out-compete the
other guy.”

A very pleasurable shudder raced down his back.
She seemed almost intoxicated by the idea. “Are you serious?” he
asked.

She shrugged. “It’s just a theory.”

He let out a groan. “I can’t even believe how
crazy hot that is,” he said, shaking his head. “But what if you get
pregnant?”

Her eyes lit up. “What if I do?” she said. She
leaned in, her forehead almost touching his. “You’re gonna’ have to
trust me on this one Benji. That’s all I’m going to say. Trust me
that it’s going to be okay. Can you do that?”

Could he? She seemed so certain that everything
would be okay. How could she know that? But what better way to show
his love than to give her the faith she was asking of him? “I think
I can. I know I can,” he said.

Her smile widened. “Thank-you, baby,” she said.
“I promise I won’t let you down.” She squeezed his hand. “Can we
sneak away to the room for a few minutes?” she asked.

He nodded. “Sure. Do you need something?”

She leaned in to whisper in his ear. “I need to
show you what’s still dripping out of me…”

Chapter
Six

He was pretty certain nobody saw them sneaking
up to their hotel room but even if someone had he didn’t care. The
thrilling horror of Briana’s admission that another man’s
fluid was still oozing out of her had stabbed it’s claws
into his brain and wasn’t letting go.

They tumbled into the room a tangle of twisted
limbs, lips smashed together. Briana’s hands running up and down
his body, plunging between his legs to pump the stiff lump of his
cock as she panted with excitement.

His mind bounced back and forth between fantasy
and reality until the two were so entangled he couldn’t tell which
was which. Reaching around her back he made to pull the zipper of
her dress down but she pulled his hand away.

“There’s not time for that,” she whispered,
breathless. She grabbed the front of his shirt as she fell back
against the wall. Gripped his wrist and yanked his hand down
between her legs, at the same time hitching her dress up past her
thighs. She pressed the tips of his fingers against the succulent
folds of her pussy, gazing into his eyes. “Put a finger in me,” she
whispered.

He groaned as he dipped his middle finger into
her honey pot. Hot Briana moisture oozed out of her. It was
followed by the thicker, slower-moving liquid she’d boasted was
still inside her.

“That’s it. That’s his cum. It’s still inside
me,” she confessed.

His ears rang and his mind reeled with lust.
Dirty Briana. Downright disgusting Briana. In the best possible
way.

She had his zipper down and his cock out a
moment later. Pulled his hand out of herself and brought it up to
her mouth. They both stared at the clump of semen slowly rolling
down his digit. She locked eyes with him. Opened her mouth and
swiped her tongue up against his finger and slurped off the creamy
deposit. “Mmm,” she purred. “So nasty.”

“Oh god Bri that’s so fucking hot,” he
whispered back.

She hiked her dress up over waist and pulled the
tiny swatch of fabric covering her pussy to one side. “Put it in
me,” she begged, pulling him closer by his cock.

He waddled forward pointing the tip of his cock
at the entrance of her tight snatch.

She raised one leg and hooked it around his
thigh. Pulled him into her hot, slimy opening then pushed a hand
against his abdomen before he got too far in. “Like that,” she
said. “Or you’ll get your pants all messed up.” She put a hand over
her mouth and stifled a chuckle. “Can you imagine? Walking into the
dining room with a big ole’ splotch of Grant’s cum all over the
front of your pants?” She got the wild look in her eye as she said
it.

He groaned and pressed into her. It was a
horrible thought. A humiliating reminder that she’d taken another
man into herself just minutes before their wedding ceremony. Except
he wasn’t humiliated at all. He loved it. Couldn’t think of
anything hotter than Briana bent over taking it from his best bud
before she said her vows. And in her wedding dress, no less. He
rubbed the head of his prick between the silky folds of her
twat.

“Oh Benji,” she purred. “Just like that. I love
it when you fuck me. I love that you can fuck me with another man’s
cum swimming inside me.” She smashed her lips against his and
plunger her tongue into his mouth, rocking her hips back and forth
in time with his thrusts.

The pleasure her scalding hot petals brought him
crackled up to the stem of his brain. He closed his eyes and tried
to think of anything but sex to no avail. His mind was consumed by
the feeling of her scorching hot pussy squeezing and suckling at
his cock.

“Oh…yeah. Yes. Right there. Keep going baby?
Fuck me just like that.”

Opening his eyes he saw that she’d closed hers.
She was lost in her own thoughts, her own fantasies. Like him she
was probably tweaking her own arousal by remembering what it had
been like getting fucked by Grant. Getting pounded in her wedding
dress while her husband got fondled in the same room by her best
friend. For a fleeting moment he couldn’t believe this was his life
now. But here he was buried inside her flesh with his groomsman’s
cum oozing out of her and onto his cock. His prick lurched and
hardened at the thought. He grunted and put a hand on either side
of her waist to slow her down, on the cusp of ejaculating.

“Oh!” she squeaked. “No! I’m…so close. Almost
there,” she said, biting her upper lip as she squirmed and wiggled
on his cock. “Please baby. Just a little while longer. You can do
it. You can do it. I know you can.”

It wasn’t lost on him that she didn’t have to
beg her other lovers to last just a little while longer.
Those guys seemed to have no trouble giving it to her just the way
she needed for just as long as she wanted. Why? Experience,
perhaps? Were those guys just so used to the way her pussy felt
that it didn’t drive them to the edge just minutes after going
inside her? He made it a point of honor to bring her to a climax
before having his own. To measure up to the other men in her life
and get her off like they had. That thought didn’t help.

Swaying back and forth, rubbing her G-spot with
just the head of his cock he thought of the actuarial tables he’d
been dealing with at work the week before. Which made him think of
demographics. Which made him think of families. Which made him
think of starting one with Briana. Which, inevitably, brought him
right back around to the dizzying and ultra-erotic horror of
someone else starting their family for him. Briana traipsing around
barefoot, belly and ankles swollen, eating pickles and ice cream
because another man’s seed had taken root inside her from her
prenuptial pounding. He gritted his teeth and squeezed his ass
cheeks to stave off the volcanic eruption of his own sperm into her
cunt.

He saw her mouth drop open. She dragged in a
quivering, shuddering breath. Then her hot pussy clamped down on
the head of his organ and he felt it pulsing.

“I…I’m coming,” she whispered. Her body shook
and she dug her nails into the sleeves of his jacket.

A pride swelled through him as he watched her
orgasm. Maybe Benji wasn’t so bad at this after all? Fucking her up
against the wall of their bridal suite. Sticking it in her and
giving her what she needed while she was still wearing that lie of
a pristine white wedding dress. He nearly lost it thinking about
how many cocks she’d taken into her slutty cunt then had the
audacity to don that symbol of unspoiled virginity and prance down
the aisle in it.

Her eyes fluttered open and a smile formed on
her mouth. She relaxed her grip and caressed his arms. “You did it
baby. You did it. You made me come,” she whispered. “Now fuck it
into me. I want to feel your hot cum inside me.” Her hips started
swaying back and forth.

He stopped thrusting and stood perfectly still.
Focused all of his attention on her tight cunt massaging the head
of his cock. Let all the thoughts flood into his mind. Grant giving
it to her in the hotel room. Briana giving Craig a blowjob that
morning while he fucked her from behind. The secret life his wife
had inducted him into that was theirs to share now.

He gasped when he felt her fingers slip into his
pants and fondle his balls.

“Fuck it into me, Benji. I want to feel your
cum.”

The first pulse of his emission was accompanied
by a deep, rumbling groan. He’d had more orgasms in the last
twenty-four hours than he could count. And this was the most
intense yet. The first contraction of his pelvic muscles seemed to
last forever. He felt his shaft flood, then expunge the contents of
his balls just inside Briana’s opening.

Gripped with a primal urge he abandoned all
common sense and future shame and drove his cock balls deep into
her cunt, lifting her petite frame off the floor and up the wall in
the process. His eyes flew open at the apex of that contraction to
find Briana’s head leaning against the wall, a wide, lazy smile
stretched across her lips.

“Fuck yeah,” she whispered. “That’s just how I
like it.”

His hips cocked backwards and quickly recoiled,
angrily shoving his prick back into her. He realized this feral
response must be what she’d meant with her theory of sperm
competition. Still in the throes of his climax he was possessed
with a profound desire to drive himself as deep into her body as he
could manage. Visualizing his semen erupting from the head of his
cock and squeezing through all the other gunk the guys had dumped
inside her. He felt like and Olympian who had one crack at the
ultimate prize: impregnating his own wife and thereby blocking all
access to her reproductive machinery for nine long months.

He growled as he dug into her again.

Briana smiled even wider and her head lolled to
one side.

Her limp, rag-doll like appearance inspired a
feverish spurt of vigorous thrusting. In the troughs between the
peaks of his pleasure he ruminated on this most animal-like of
acts. The human experience stripped of all posture and pretense
really did just boil down to this. Fuck. Replicate. Repeat.

The orgasm withdrew from his mind with a massive
shudder that ran down to his spine and puckered his ass hole. He
remained lodged deep inside his new wife, her fingers running
playfully through his hair as he contemplated whether his seed
would find her egg and recombinant into the genetic source code of
a new life. He leaned forward and pressed his torso against her
chest, panting to catch his breath after the vigorous vertical
fuck.

“You did it baby,” she whispered, her breath hot
and moist against his neck. “You made me come.”

The three loud knocks that came at the door
startled neither of them. “What?” Briana squawked.

“Come on you pair of fucking rabbits. I know
you’re in there!”

They both started chuckling at Duncan’s low
voice, muffled by the door.

“Wrap it the fuck up and get out here! It’s time
for cocktails!”

Benjamin pulled his half-flaccid cock out of
Bri. As it slipped out she lovingly cradled it in her palm to keep
it from messing up the front of his trousers. “Here. Hold it,” she
said.

He smirked and blushed, embarrassed by the lewd
instruction but dutifully held his cock as she slipped around him
and into the bathroom. She returned with a hand towel but when he
reached out for it shook her head. She lowered herself into a
crouch, wrapped a hand around the root of his prick and took it
inside her mouth. Gazed up at him with wide, grateful eyes as she
sucked the muck off of it before patting it dry with the towel.

He stared at her in wonder as she stood up and
dabbed the towel against the corners of her mouth. Shook his head
in disbelief. “I can’t believe how much I lucked out,” he
whispered.

She leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek.
“Neither can I, baby. Neither can I.”

“I can heeear you!” Duncan screeched behind the
door.

They both burst out laughing.

Chapter
Seven

Watching Briana buzzing around the ballroom as
she mingled with their guests through the cocktail hour felt, to
Benjamin, like falling in love all over again. She seemed
supercharged with a frenzied excitement, her smile a megawatt or
two brighter than usual, her eyes sparkling with a dazzling light.
Knowing she was carrying the spent efforts of not just his own
loins but those of his friends and the stranger Magic, torqued his
desire to an exquisite state of tension.

From his vantage point at the bar he savored the
way men of all shapes and ages couldn’t resist the magnetic pull of
her cleavage. Each stolen glance at her breasts sent a thrill
rippling through him as he imagined a fresh torso framed between
her upturned legs, cock buried in her cunt and grunting as they
rutted. Visualizing the youngest stags having their way with her
was fun for sure. Strangely, though, it was thinking of the old
guys having a turn that really turned the crank of his perversion.
Red-faced, jowly Tom Barkee with his sagging gut grubbing into her
pretty cunt and risking a cardiac event. Or the imposing Connor
Raskin, his father’s friend, with his bald head and hairy nostrils
getting nasty, his long fingers poking into all her secret places
for a thrill.

But his mind kept wandering back to the previous
evening. To the memory of Magic’s black phallus probing the deepest
parts of her interior and touching parts of her he, himself would
never be able to reach. He couldn’t help but wonder what
underpinned the foundation of that fantasy. He considered himself
mostly progressive in his thinking so being fixated on someone’s
race rendered him mildly uncomfortable. What gave him some solace
from this worry was that he wasn’t fixated exactly on Magic being
black. No. What truly tickled him was the contrast. The
juxtaposition. The counterpoint of that extraordinarily dark organ
plying Briana’s soft pink petals. His blackness wouldn’t have been
at all on Benjamin’s mind if it weren’t for Briana’s whiteness. In
these times when you couldn’t be too careful about what you said or
thought there was something subversive about being aroused by a
black man sticking it into your white wife. There was danger there,
though he couldn’t be sure of it’s source. And danger, as Briana
had so skillfully and erotically showed him in the last day or so,
could be very fun.

She caught his eye from across the room and
flashed a playful scowl. There you are, her expression
seemed to say. She waved him over ending his attempt at solitude
and his chances of digging deeper into his mind to try and ply
apart the various twisted threads of his arousal.

He moved to her, drink in hand, and greeted
Connor with a handshake and a smile.

“There’s the lucky guy,” Connor growled, his
voice gravelly with age. He gave Benjamin a fat, old-man clap of
dominance on the arm and snuck another too-long glance at Briana’s
titties. “Bet you’re just hanging around waiting for all this to be
over, huh?” he asked, chuckling. “Come on let’s get to the good
part!” he barked, nodding in Briana’s direction.

Benjamin coughed up a polite laugh and looked
sideways at Briana. “No I’m having a pretty good time. So great to
see everyone. Thanks for coming!”

Connor let out a moist cackle. He picked up
Briana’s hand and stared at her engagement ring and wedding band.
“Nice rings,” he noted. He turned to Benjamin wearing a sleazy
smile. “Got good holes in ‘em, huh?”

Benjamin felt his face go red. This time
embarrassed not so much for himself as for Connor, who was
obviously incapable of controlling the creepy pervert impulse so
many aging men seemed to possess.

Connor laughed again, lifted Briana’s hand and
bent to kiss the back of it. “You two have a great time!” he
bellowed, but not before sniffing the wet spot he’d left on her
skin. He trundled off to go refill his drink.

Benjamin’s imagination immediately started
bubbling as he turned to face Briana. “Would you…with him?” he
asked quietly.

The color drained from her cheeks and he saw a
shiver work it’s way down her back. “That’s…disgusting,” she
replied.

It was. It truly was. A gross thing to even
imagine. But he’d been bitten by the bug. Briana didn’t mind
getting fucked by all those hot, young guys. How hot would it be to
watch her get grossed out from having to fuck a big old fart like
Connor? He startled himself with that thought. Looked over at
Briana to see her eyeing him with suspicion and a twinkle in her
eye.

“Oh you’re really getting into this now, aren’t
you?” she teased.

He blushed and rubbed a hand over his mouth to
wipe off the lewd smile twisting his lips. He packed the thought
away when she put her arm under his and led him over to where
Deborah and Travis were standing for a chat.

Half an hour later dinner was announced. Waiters
wheeled in trays filled with plates of salad and began arranging
them as people got seated. Benjamin and Bri took up position at the
front of the room, flanked by the bridal party with their parents
right in front.

This was the part he’d most been dreading, at
the center of attention and the subject of rambling speeches
interspersed with embarrassing jokes about his childhood. It was
much easier to bear knowing that his bride was there right next to
him and the night stretched out ahead of them held the promise of
even more debauchery.

Their main course fell victim to a string of
repetitive interruptions. Glasses being raised and tapped with
cutlery, each time forcing them to stand up and perform a kiss for
the crowd. After a half dozen of these, and with her rubbery
chicken cooling on the table, Briana finally took matters into her
own hands. She stood up, yanked him off his seat and planted the
sloppiest kiss on his lips like she was trying to suck him into her
mouth.

He felt another wave of embarrassment wash over
him. But the crowd seemed to tire of the game after that.

After dessert the tables were whisked away, the
DJ took up position behind his booth and the lights were turned
down. The two of them stepped out into the center of the floor and
shared their first dance as husband and wife with everyone looking
on.

Briana gazed into his eyes with a loving smile.
Benjamin looked around at the crowd staring at them. The question
formed in his mind and spilled out of his mouth before he had time
to think about it. “Do all of our guests know what you were
like?”

She gave him a funny look like she didn’t
understand the question until it dawned on her what he was asking.
She smiled. “You mean that I was a slut?” she asked.

His jaw dropped. “Bri! Don’t say that! That’s
horrible!”

She laughed, then shrugged. “What? I was. Just
not for money. I don’t mind calling it that because I was never
into that good girls keep their legs closed shit.”

Hearing her swear was jarring.

“I liked fucking, Benji. A lot. I still
do which is why I’m twice as happy I married you than I thought I’d
be.” Her smile turned sly and she narrowed her eyes. “You can call
me that if you want,” she said.

His eyes bugged at her suggestion. “What? No.
Bri I don’t think I could ever…”

“Come on. Try it. It’s fun. Don’t be a stick in
the mud. I’m asking you to. Do it for me? Pretty please?” she
asked, pouting.

The request got his dirty mind whirring again.
The woman he’d just married asking him to call her a terribly
inappropriate name. He really had lucked out big time.
“You’re…you’re a slut,” he whispered.

She bit her bottom lip and pressed her body
against his. “That’s really hot,” she whispered back. “But I’m your
little slut. You gotta’ say it like that.”

He gazed into her eyes as the ballad they were
dancing to wound down. “You’re my little slut,” he said.

Her eyes rolled back and fluttered shut. “Oh my
god Benjamin. Be still my beating heart.”

He stared at her as the last chords sounded and
felt that very potent feeling of power fill him. She was his slut
and would do whatever he wanted. It was an amazing feeling being on
the receiving end of love like that.

Three powerful bass beats sounded from the
speakers on either side of the DJ’s booth, lead-in to one of the
up-tempo electronic tunes they’d put on the playlist. The guys and
gals from the wedding party were first on the floor, twisting and
dancing. The energy in the room intensified, the deep thumping
traveling through the walls and floor.

Three hours later his heart was beating hard
from the dancing and his mouth was dry. He leaned in towards
Briana’s swaying body and whispered an “I’ll be right back.” She
gave a few nods but her eyes were closed and she was still lost in
the groove of the music thumping.

When he got to the bar he ordered a beer and
turned to look out over the dance floor. Grant had taken his place
and was behind Briana, his hands on her waist and his hips a little
too close to her ass. Benjamin looked around, worried that some of
their older guests might take offense to Grant grinding against his
bride. But the crowd was mostly just their friends now. He glanced
at his watch and realized it was nearly midnight. Looking back up
caused him to scowl.

There were two black guys in expensive looking
suits casually working their way through the crowd. Towards the
center of the room where Briana and Grant were dancing. He had no
idea who they were or why they were there even though they looked
dressed for the occasion. He picked up his beer and started walking
towards them. Got to them when they were about a dozen feet from
Briana and smiled. “Hey guys it’s a private party, actually.”

The two exchanged a look and one of them leaned
closer. “We’re friends of Briana’s from way back. Just crashing?
That okay?”

“Oh my god!”

Briana’s shout drew Benjamin, and everyone
else’s attention. He turned to see her standing with her hands in
the air over her head, her mouth beaming with a wide smile.

“Oh no way!” Grant said.

Briana came running at him, side-stepped around
him and threw herself into one guy’s arms.

He wrapped his hands around her back and cracked
a huge smile.

“You guys!” Briana squawked. “What are you doing
here?!?” She disentangled herself from one embrace and threw
herself into another with the other guy.

Watching those dark hands sliding along that
smooth, white dress got Benjamin’s skin crawling with arousal. He
still wasn’t sure what was happening but started wondering if the
night might end in the delightful surprise he’d been fantasizing
about.

“Oh my god. My manners!” Briana squealed. She
spun around, did a little curtsey and pointed her hands at
Benjamin. “Guys this is my husband. Husband this is Darren and
Michael.”

Darren stepped in and gave his hand a firm
shake. “Congratulations, man.”

Michael did the same, giving a firm nod.
“Congrats. You’re a lucky guy.”

Benjamin flashed a smile and nodded back. “Yeah.
Thanks. Welcome.” It was a little strange but he didn’t mind so
much.

“Texting with Dunk last night,” Michael said,
nodding at Duncan. “Told us where he was and we were like, should
we drive over and crash the party?” he said, smiling.

“You guys drove?” Briana said, covering
her mouth.

“Got in the car this morning,” Darren said.

“I can’t believe this! This is amazing!” Briana
said. She hooked her hands under their arms and started dragging
them in the direction of the bar. “I gotta’ buy these guys a
drink!” she shouted.

Benjamin watched her go. A very pleasant tickle
began at the base of his neck seeing her petite frame sandwiched
between the two black dudes.

Duncan strolled over grinning and clinked his
beer bottle against Benjamin’s. “You can thank me later, bro,” he
said.

Benjamin turned to him. “Thank you?” he
asked.

Duncan took a swig of his beer. “I saw how much
you liked watching that black Magic last night. Thought I’d try and
hook you up with a little extra wedding gift. Bri used to date
those guys.”

Benjamin turned to see Briana nestled between
their impressive frames, taking a deep pull on a beer bottle. “Both
of them?” he asked quietly.

“At the same time,” Duncan confirmed.

Benjamin shook his head a few times, unable to
believe this latest twist in their wedding. Darren and Michael
looked completely at ease around Briana. Hearing she’d dated them
at the same time made his neck and face heat up.

“I hope you don’t mind I told them Bri was
having a relapse and her future husband was into it. They’ll show
her a real good time if you let them.”

Benjamin stood there staring at the trio as they
reminisced about old times. Briana looked over the moon to see her
old boyfriends again. Her eyes were sparkling as she looked from
one to the other. When they leaned in closer than was appropriate
she demurred, looking down at the ground then glancing up at
Benjamin from under her brow.

The look she gave him gave him pins and needles
in his fingers and toes.

“You okay dude?” Duncan asked.

Benjamin nodded, unable to take his eyes off his
beautiful wife. “I guess I just don’t understand why I like this so
much,” he admitted.

“Relax, man,” Duncan replied. “You’ve got a
beautiful woman. Why wouldn’t you like watching a beautiful
woman getting fucked? It’s, like, better than any porno, right? You
know the talent and you know you’re in her mind and her heart even
as she takes another guys dick in her mouth. What’s not to
like?”

Benjamin smirked, then chuckled. It was probably
as rational an explanation as anyone was going to make about this
totally out there, totally taboo situation.

“Just sit back and enjoy the ride,” Duncan said,
clapping a hand on his shoulder and giving it a squeeze.

He looked around the room to see Craig and
Valerie had cozied up to each other in the corner. Erica and Andrea
had joined Grant and the three of them were dancing in the middle
of the floor. Andrea even looked like she was having a good time
and into whatever the evening might bring. He leaned up against the
back of a chair and took a swig of his beer. It was hard to believe
how crazy and twisted this all was. Another glance at Briana had
him thinking he wouldn’t have had it any other way.

Chapter
Eight

The DJ played a final slow ballad. Briana left
Michael and Darren at the bar and joined Benjamin on the floor for
one last dance. Duncan paired up with Andrea and Craig and Valerie
joined them for it, too.

He and Briana slowly swayed their way around the
room, gazing into each other’s eyes. “I have to tell you
something,” she said halfway through the song.

“You dated those guys,” he replied.

Her eyes widened in surprise.

“Duncan told me.”

She looked off to one side. “It’s not just
that,” she said.

“At the same time. Right?”

“Oh. Wow. And…you’re okay with that? You’re okay
with them being here?”

He turned her head with a thumb on her chin and
looked into her eyes. “I’m fine,” he replied. A smile slowly spread
across his mouth. “Why at the same time?” he asked, already
suspecting the answer.

Briana’s blush surprised him. She looked
genuinely embarrassed by the question. Which was funny given
everything else that had transpired. “Really?” he asked, chuckling.
“This is what you’re shy about? Dating two guys? Come on. Are you
gonna’ be a good little slut and tell me or not.”

He saw the question excited her by the look in
her eyes. “I’m only embarrassed because it was pretty slutty even
for me,” she said. “The girls used to tease me like crazy about
it.”

“So? Are you going to tell me or what?” he
prodded.

“I…” She leaned in closer after making sure no
one was listening. “I just really liked the feeling of
being…stuffed like that.”

He smiled wider at her. “But it’s not just that
is it?” he said.

She shook her head.

“So tell me.”

Her face turned a deeper shade of red, her smile
going a little crooked. “I’ve always had a thing for black dick,
Benji,” she confessed.

He nodded. “Yeah. I know that now.”

Hope welled in her eyes. “Would you…would you be
okay with…”

He chuckled. “I think we both know the answer to
that.”

She let out a wistful sigh, wrapped her arms
around his neck and pressed her cheek to his chest. “I love you so
much Benji.”

“I love you too, baby,” he said, rubbing her
back.

As the song drew to a close the DJ put on some
background music. Thanked everyone for the evening and they gave
him a big round of applause. Everyone in the wedding party wandered
over to where they were standing. Benjamin let the silence linger
for a while before cracking a smile. “You guys up for a little
after party up in our room?”

The guys all grinned and Valerie and Erica
giggled before turning and looking at Andrea. “Oh what the fuck?”
she said, throwing a hand in the air. “Let’s go!”

Briana turned to Darren and Michael, who were
still by the bar. “You guys want a nightcap or what?” she
asked.

Darren grinned and Michael set his drink down
and rubbed his hands together.

Out in the hall the girls decided to head to
their rooms and change first so the guys thought they’d do that,
too. Benjamin and Bri ended up in the elevator with Darren and
Michael. After the doors closed there were a few moments of awkward
silence before Briana turned to the three of them and smiled. “Well
this is…unexpected,” she said, putting her hands together.

Darren and Michael and Benjamin all shared a
chuckle. The bell dinged and the doors slid open. Briana walked out
first and the three of them followed.

The back of Benjamin’s neck heated as he walked
with Darren and Michael on either side of him. When they got to the
door Briana turned and flashed a sweet smile at him. “I believe
you’ve got my keycard?” she said playfully.

He walked up and pulled the card out of his
pocket. Tapped it against the lock and pushed the door open for
her.

She slipped in and disappeared inside the
darkened room.

“Come on in guys,” he said to Darren and
Michael.

“No, no, man. You first,” Darren said, waving
him in.

He thought that was a nice gesture. He stepped
in and turned on the light.

Briana was standing in the center of the room
staring at her own reflection in the mirror.

Benjamin walked up behind her, put his hands on
her shoulders and then leaned forward and gave her a kiss on the
soft skin of her neck.

She spun around and gazed into his eyes, her
beautiful, bright smile lighting up the whole room. Pressing a hand
on his chest she guided him backwards to the armchair next to the
window. She held his hands as he lowered himself into it, then
leaned forward and kissed him on the lips. “Ready?” she
whispered.

“I think so,” he replied, nodding. His cock was
already firm, straining against his tight pants.

As she stood up straight again she put her hands
over her head and gently pulled the veil over her face.

The knot of excitement that had formed in his
stomach started thrumming at the symbolism of the gesture. The
twinkle in her eye made him certain it was part of the show she was
about to put on for him. Play-acting the blushing bride, the
ingenue which she so obviously was not. Seeing it was like hearing
a great jazz solo from a world-class musician. Briana riffing on
the theme of innocence defiled when in fact she was what she had
always been: a totally depraved slut with an insatiable appetite
for huge, black dick.

But now she was his insatiable slut. Forever.
Could life get any better?s

She walked over to where Darren and Michael were
seated on the sofa. Did a little pirouette that had her dress
lifting, exposing the sheer white stockings she was wearing.

The guys eyes appreciatively roaming her body,
no doubt remembering the way things had been between the three of
them. Darren licked his lips.

Briana bent forward, a hand on each of their
legs and lowered herself into a crouch in front of them.

“Hold up,” Michael said. He grabbed a small
pillow off the couch and threw it on the ground directly in front
of her.

“Still such a gentleman,” Briana joked,
giggling.

Benjamin’s groin heated and a momentary angst
twisted through him. This was his window into his wife’s past. He
would have the privilege of knowing her as she had been. Out in the
wild, au naturel before they had met. A lusty, creature
filled with an intense hunger for carnal pleasures. What a wild
thing to witness.

As she knelt on the couch her hands slid up and
to the insides of their thighs. She pressed her palms against the
two lumps of their cocks that were hardening from her stimulation.
She let out a sigh and closed her eyes. “Oh god I forgot,” she
whispered. “How could I forget?” She turned and looked over her
shoulder at him. “Baby. They’re so big. You want to see
them? You want to see me take them out?” Her eyes had glazed over a
little. The sparkle in them dulled as she succumbed to her sexual
trance.

He nodded, his throat too tight to speak.

Briana pulled their zippers down.

Seeing her hands disappear into their pants took
his breath away. He gasped when she pulled them out, each one
wrapped around the half-floppy shaft of two hammerhead dongs. She
stroked up, then down, letting her index fingers linger just under
the ridge of the cock heads. She gave each a twist, hardening the
erectile tissue that would soon be penetrating the most intimate
places on her body. She leaned left.

Michael sat up and gripped the delicate sheer
fabric of her veil and raised it up over her head. Another bit of
symbolic imagery that went right to Benjamin’s groin. Her former
lover removing the lie of innocence to enjoy her, now as the wife
of another man.

Briana leaned over the head of his prick.

The moment she took it into her mouth sent a
powerful arousal sweeping through Benjamin. The mouth he’d kissed
to seal their vows now suckling on a giant black cock, eager to
please it and hasten her own penetration. As her head bobbed up and
down she loosened the airtight grip her lips had on it. Each
successive bob was accompanied by a nasty wet slurp.

“Oh fuck,” Michael groaned. “You always knew how
to porn it up, Bri.” He put his massive, black paw of a hand on the
back of her head and pushed her a little deeper onto him.

Briana played right along. A dirty gag gurgling
out of her throat as his cock head hit the back of it. When he took
his hand away she slithered off of it, gasping for air, a string of
saliva clinging between his cock and her lips. She started stroking
his glistening black prick with one hand. Leaning right she pressed
her mouth onto Darren’s cock and imitated what she’d done with
Michael’s.

A knock came at the door and Benjamin stiffened
in his seat. Again he was about to be subjected to what should have
been a humiliating spectacle. His wife servicing her former lovers
while their friends watched. He felt nothing close to this.
Excitement at the coming show swept him up onto his feet. He
strolled by the couch, his eyes glued to Briana pulling on Darren’s
cock with her lips. Opened the door at the end of the hall to find
the whole gang there. Valerie, Erica and Andrea up front with
Duncan, Craig and Grant standing behind them. “We miss anything?”
Duncan asked, grinning.

Benjamin stepped to one side and ushered them in
with a few hasty waves. He was dying to get back to the spectacle.
They trickled into the room. The girls walked in first. Valerie
smirked. Erica walked over to the bed and sat down with a cute
bounce, staring at Briana servicing Darren. Andrea wrinkled her
nose for a moment. Then she smirked, giggled and shook her head.
Her and Valerie walked over to the love seat and sat down on
it.

All three of the guys eyes widened as they
walked in and took in the lewd sight. Duncan rubbed a hand over his
mouth and muttered “shit.” Grant grabbed his cock through his pants
and gave it a rub. Craig just stood there staring.

Benjamin slipped around them and dashed back to
his seat by the window. This time he sat on the edge of the chair
to be a few inches closer to the action, arms hanging down between
his legs.

When Briana had hardened each of the men’s cocks
sufficiently they exchanged a glance and a nod, took her by the
hands and helped her stand.

To Benjamin the way they paraded her to the bed
looked like a carefully choreographed and well rehearsed baroque
dance. They held her hands as they helped her sit.

“Oh,” Erica said. “Right.” She giggled and
scrambled up, crossing the room to sit on the sofa the guys and
Briana had just vacated. Duncan and Grant sat down on either side
of her, all eyes in the room glued to Briana, two large black dicks
now erect on either side of her face.

Briana raised her hands grabbed them both. She
flashed a snarly smile at Benjamin as she stroked them.

Benjamin thought he might faint.

Michael and Darren ogled her as she jerked them
off. Darren reached forward tucked his hand into the top of her
dress and pulled out her breast, letting it sag over the top. Her
nipple looked achingly stiff. “You want to do the honors?” Michael
asked, turning to Benjamin.

“Honors?” Benjamin asked.

Briana’s smile softened and widened. Letting go
of their cocks she grabbed her dress with both hands and started
bunching it up. Slowly her legs were exposed. The stockings ended
mid-thigh, supported by elastics clipped to her garter belt.

Benjamin gasped when he realized she was wearing
no underwear. Her beautiful, tight pussy was fully exposed. Already
slimy with a sheen of glistening lubricant spilling from within
her. He realized what the honors meant. He glanced at
everyone in the room but they were all riveted to the sight of
Briana framed by her two black lovers. Except for Duncan, who
looked at Benjamin, then gave a single nod in Briana’s
direction.

Feeling like he was the star in some bizarre
erotic thriller movie, Benjamin stood up and walked slowly across
the carpeted floor to where his wife was seated on the end of the
bed.

Michael and Darren stepped back and started
shedding clothes.

Benjamin sank to his knees in front of her as
she leaned back on one elbow. She reached out with her other hand,
wrapped it around his tie and pulled his face into her crotch.
“Lick me, baby?” she whispered.

Another erotic shudder passed through him. Under
her ripe scent he could just make out the musk of male semen. He
let himself be pulled closer. As his lips pressed against her cunt
his tongue shot out and found the button of her clit. He worked it
between her folds. Her juices were tart with hints of sweet.
Pressing harder he drew a circle around her clitoris and was
rewarded with a moan as she collapsed onto her back on the bed.

He closed his eyes and let himself settle into
his own trance. The aroma of her juices, the soft skin of her
thighs pressed against her cheeks. He raised a hand and pressed two
fingers into her pussy. Curled them up and stroked back and forth
against the spot that drove her so wild.

She mewled and squirmed as he sucked and
finger-fucked her.

His eyes opened when he felt her thighs grazing
his cheeks. A glance side to side revealed that Michael and Darren,
now naked, had each grabbed an ankle and raised it up over
Benjamin’s head. They stroked their cocks as they held her in place
for his oral affections.

The sight of their two large, black cocks got
him stroking faster. He was desperate now to see the moment of
penetration. To watch as she writhed between the dark mass of their
two bodies, both holes plugged. He sucked her clit into his mouth
and lashed at it with his tongue.

It had the intended effect. She pressed her
palms against the mattress. Her back arched, pushing her pubic bone
against his tongue. A violent shudder raced through her thighs and,
finally, her sex constricted against his chin as she came.

He continued massaging her clit with his tongue
until he felt the tension completely leave her body. Pulling away
he wiped his chin, stood up and returned to his chair to watch what
came next.

The gang had switched up seating positions while
he’d been down between her legs. Grant and Valerie were now on the
love seat, making out and fondling each other through their
clothes.

Craig and Duncan were on either side of Erica on
the sofa. Kissing her neck, their hands wandering along her body as
soft moans of pleasure escaped her. Andrea was standing over by the
mirror, index fingers hooked together in front of her lap.

He strolled over to her. “You okay?” he asked in
a whisper. He was relieved when she smiled.

“It’s pretty fun,” she admitted.

“You want my seat? I can grab a chair there’s
one in the bathroom.”

Her smile turned shy and she reached down and
took his hand in hers. “I think we can fit in this one,” she said,
leading him to the armchair. “It’s pretty big.”

A fresh flurry of sexual excitement worked
through him as they eased into the chair together. He stared at
Andrea, surprised by her sudden openness and willingness to go
along with the shenanigans. She was mousy with her button nose and
brown hair but she had great tits and he’d always found her
attractive. He didn’t dare hope that she might relieve some of the
pressure that had built in his groin. But the way she returned his
smile made it seem like that might actually be in the cards. “I
thought you weren’t into this stuff?” he asked.

She shrugged. “When in Rome, I guess,” she
replied. “Besides it’s kind of contagious,” she added with a
giggle. “You’re about to miss the big entrance,” she said, nodding
towards the bed.

His head snapped to the sight of Michael
standing between Briana’s legs, massaging his dick and staring down
at her sweaty, wet pussy. Darren was up on his knees on the bed.
Kneeling with his cock right over Briana’s mouth. He reached
sideways and grabbed a few pillows. “Up,” he said.

Briana got up on her elbows, her breast still
hanging out of her dress.

Darren scooted the pillows up under her
shoulders.

Her eyes fell to his cock in front of her mouth.
Crawled along the length of it as she bit down on her lower lip.
She looked up at Benjamin and her lips parted.

Between her legs, Michael tucked his hands under
her thighs and hoisted them up until her calves were at his hips.
He stepped forward and his rigid cock grazed up and down the line
of her slit. Letting go of one of her legs, he mashed the head of
his prick against her entrance.

Briana sighed and her head fell back.

Darren lowered his cock against her lips and
swayed his hips back and forth.

Her tongue flicked out, licking his
undercarriage.

“I guess you really do like this,” Andrea
whispered into Benjamin’s ear. When he turned to look at her he
found her staring at his own hard cock. She looked up and into his
eyes. “Do you want me to touch it?” she asked.

“Oh…I…uh…I mean not if you’re not into it,” he
said, though he would have given an eye to be stroked in that
moment.

“I wouldn’t ask if I wasn’t into it,” she
replied. “I don’t really get this but I want you to have a nice
time on your wedding night. Bri shouldn’t be the only one that gets
to have all the fun. She won’t mind, anyways.” She let her hand
fall to his thigh. She had long, elegant fingers.

Benjamin stifled a groan as she tucked her hand
under his balls and gave them a gentle squeeze through his
trousers. He sucked in a breath and stared at her hand as she
rubbed him.

“Do you like that?” she asked.

“I…I love it,” he stammered.

Things were getting hot and heavy on the couch
and love seat. The top of Valerie’s dress was undone, her breasts
hanging out, Grant sucking and fondling them while she played with
his hair. Craig had his hand under Erica’s dress, moving back and
forth between her legs. Her lips were pressed to Duncan’s in a
steamy kiss.

Benjamin grunted as Andrea gave his balls
another gentle squeeze. He turned to look at the bed just as the
head of Michael’s cock slipped into Briana’s pussy. He saw her
shudder and rub the inside of her thigh with a hand. Her other hand
was holding the root of Darren’s prick as she rubbed her lips side
to side along the underside.

Michael took a few waddling steps forward and
sank half his cock into Briana.

“Oh god!” she moaned. Her mouth fell open wide
and she pulled Darren’s cock into it.

Darren leaned forward, put his hands on the
other side of her head and started gently swaying his hips up and
down, fucking her in the face. Another moan from Briana was muffled
by his thick prick.

Michael, staring down at his member disappearing
into her, moved in. The remaining length of his shaft slid into
Briana and he started rocking back and forth in a crouch, his knees
against the edge of the mattress.

The sight of Briana pinned to the bed by the two
large black men, one in her mouth the other in her cunt, made
Benjamin’s cock flex. He looked down and watched Andrea draw a line
up along the underside of his cock, up to the head and the tab of
the zipper. She pinched it and slowly tugged it down, his prick
pressing out through his underwear. He glanced sideways at her to
see her smiling at him.

Instead of pulling his underwear down she tucked
her hand into the fly of his underwear. Her palm was damp and
slightly clammy but felt like heaven as she wrapped it around his
shaft. She tugged his cock out through the fly.

The muscles in his abdomen flexed at the soft
stroke she gave him. He realized he was again perilously close to
an orgasm and grunted.

Sensing his urgency, she pulled her hand off,
pressed a manicured nail against the base of his urethra and
dragged it all the way up to the head. A clear slime oozed out his
urethral opening. She pulled her finger away and watched it roll
down over the top of his cock and a drop of it drip onto his pants.
“You’re really close, huh?”

He gave a few, jerky nods.

She leaned in closer. “I’m gonna’ keep you right
there,” she whispered into his ear. Putting her hand over his chin,
she turned his head to face the bead again.

Chapter
Nine

The tangle of bodies on the bed was undulating
in a complex polyrhythm. As Michael’s cock dug into Briana’s snatch
her back would arch and Darren’s cock would pull out of her mouth.
As Darren pressed back in her back fell and Michael’s cock would
ease out of her, covered now in a frothy white roux of her juices.
Her breath came in moans and groans and shuddering breaths as the
cocks filled and voided in an out of her.

When her legs rose up and clamped against
Michael’s hips Benjamin knew she was closing in on another
climax.

Michael put his hands on her hips, his strokes
in and out of her slowing. His gaze was still fixed on his black
cock disappearing into her raw, pink pussy. Darren was still over
her, matching Michael’s tempo as he drew his prick in and out of
her mouth.

Her hands had fallen to her sides, palms up next
to her shoulders. Her head was tipped towards Darren’s pelvis,
giving him full access to her sweet mouth. Her eyes had glazed over
even more and she looked absolutely blissed out being taken by the
two men.

When her hips started jerking, Michael held them
down with his firm grip. His cock slowed as he drew the full length
of it in and out of her. She moaned over Darren’s cock and drool
rolled out of the corner of her mouth and down onto the pillow.

Benjamin felt an intense and very direct
connection between himself and his new wife by virtue of their
shared state of arousal. Each time his cock lurched between his
legs Andrea would give it the faintest whisper of a touch with her
finger. When he groaned she’d pull it away and watch more pre-cum
ooze out of him. She seemed quite delighted at keeping him in this
state and he had no desire to complain. It felt magical.

Briana’s body bucked on the bed. Her hips came
up against the resistance of Michael’s powerful grip. Her pelvis
twitched up and down in an erratic rhythm as he finished her off by
drawing his cock in and out of her in smooth, long strokes. At the
eye of her orgasmic storm, Darren pulled his cock out of her mouth.
He lowered the veil over her face and, with a few firm strokes,
erupted.

Benjamin jumped as he watched the semen burst
from the head of Darren’s prick and land in a jagged line
diagonally across the veil. Seeing that symbol of innocence
desecrated by a pearly strip of jizz brought him right to the
edge.

Andrea wrapped her hand around his cock and
pressed her thumb into his sensitive glans. He moaned as she rubbed
it in a tight circle and felt the whoosh of ejaculate as it flooded
through his shaft. At the cusp of his first climactic constriction
she quickly pulled her hand away from his cock.

His eyes darted to hers. She was grinning, her
face brimming with glee. He looked down to see his cock twitching
and spurting, cum flying from the tip and splattering across his
pants and belt and shirt. The release he so desperately longed for
never came. As her hand hovered next to his prick he watched as it
emptied but felt no relief. He would have been angry but instead he
felt grateful. The guys were obviously not done fucking Briana and
he wanted to be in the same erotic space she was in as he watched
her.

“You’re welcome,” Andrea whispered.

His eyes turned back to the bed. He gasped.
Briana’s body was limp, a silly smile on her lips. Michael was
still moving in and out of her, staring at her pussy with one eye
narrowed. His ass cheeks tightened and pushed his cock deep into
her channel and held it there.

Briana rolled her head on the pillow to look at
him. “Are you coming?” she whispered. “Tell me you’re coming.”

“I’m fucking coming,” Michael grunted.

She moaned and wrapped her legs around his
hips.

His balls drew up under his legs. Benjamin
watched as they rose and fell, his cock pumping potent black seed
deep into her sex. He looked down at his own emission and a
depraved excitement sizzled through him again. His seed was
uselessly splattered across his lap. Michael’s was chugging and
churning into her, racing to find a place to nest. If he remembered
correctly the average man released a hundred million sperm with
each ejaculation. Michael was hardly the average man. Those sperm
could survive for up to five days inside a woman’s vagina. Five
days of a hundred million tiny foreign bodies swimming up through
Briana’s vagina, into her fallopian tubes where, if she was
anywhere close to ovulating, they would linger until they found
their target or until each one of them was no longer viable.

His cock, which had not softened at all from his
denied orgasm, twitched in his lap again.

“What a dirty slut,” Andrea whispered.

Benjamin gave a slow nod as he watched the end
of Michael’s emission.

When he’d finished, Michael slowly drew his cock
out of Briana’s cunt. Inch after inch coated in her clumping white
lubricant intermingled with his own seed. As the head fell out a
thick torrent of ejaculate followed. Rolling out of the gaping hole
of Briana’s pussy. Down into her ass crack, coating her hole there,
and finally pooling on the sheets in a dark, wet stain. Seeing all
that fluid running from her was disgustingly beautiful.

Out of the corner of his eye he saw Erica on her
hands and knees on the sofa. Her tits were hanging out low. Duncan
was behind her driving his cock in and out of her pussy and Craig
was in front, one hand holding his shirt up as Erica’s mouth moved
back and forth along his cock. Valerie was on her knees in front of
Grant, her head bobbing up and down in his lap. It was surreal
sitting in the bridal suite on his wedding night watching this orgy
play out with all of their friends but he was too caught up in what
was happening to Briana to give it much thought.

Andrea rubbed a thumb and finger against the
sides of his cock. It strained at her touch and he lurched in his
seat. Andrea wedged into the armchair next to him kept him firmly
in place.

Briana was getting rolled over on the bed now.
Darren unzipped the back of her dress while Michael worked it down
and off her body with gentle tugs. Darren unclasped her bra and
pulled it out from under her chest. Both guys were rubbing their
softening dicks. When Michael rolled her onto her back again Darren
put up a hand. “Hold on. Let’s give the lucky man a better view,
dude,” he said.

Michael gave Briana’s hips a tug and dragged her
ass towards one side of the bed. Rolling her onto her side, then
her front, he grabbed her by the hips and pulled her waist up until
she was on all fours.

She turned and cast a lusty look at Benjamin,
smiling when she saw that he was being tended to by Andrea. She
mouthed an “I love you” as Darren got on his back and scooted his
legs under her. She grabbed his dick and plopped it into her mouth,
giving it long, slow pulls as she stroked it back to life.

He heard a grunt and turned to see Grant’s hips
jutting up and down as he came into Valerie’s waiting mouth. Erica
let out a warbling moan as she orgasmed over Duncan’s cock plunging
in and out of her.

Turning back to the bed he saw Michael standing
behind Briana, rubbing the head of his cock as his thumb worked
semen into her ass hole. Benjamin realized he was about to watch
Bri get both of her holes stuffed and his body went rigid. She
looked spectacularly beautiful in just her garter belt and
stockings. Her breasts were heavy and hanging low, the nipples
stiff. She had a wonderful flush on her face and chest and
something wild was dancing in her eyes. She looked thrilled at what
was happening and that elated him. He groaned as Andrea brought him
to the edge of another orgasm with her finger before pulling it
away again.

Briana pulled her mouth off of Darren’s cock
with a wet plop. Having made it operational again, she slid her
knees wider apart and let Darren work his body under her on the
bed.

Darren gripped his dick in his hand and swept
the head back and forth along her cunt. Michael was still rubbing
his hard, his thumb now in her ass hole moving in and out.

“You should go watch,” Andrea suggested.

“Huh?” Benjamin muttered, feeling a few dozen IQ
points stupider than when this had all started.

“You should watch them go into her. If you
thought that was hot seeing her take two cocks in those holes is
going to blow your mind.”

He turned to look at her.

She gave him an encouraging nod, then tipped her
head in the direction of the bed.

He stood up on shaky legs and saw that the love
seat was empty. Valerie and Grant gone, probably to go finish their
business in privacy. Duncan was putting his clothes back on and
Craig looked like he was about to blow it into Erica’s mouth.
Duncan slipped out without a look or a word as Benjamin stumbled
towards the other side of the bed.

His eyes widened as they came to rest on the
sight of her pussy and ass hole. Her pussy opening had closed
slightly but was still gaping from being stretched by
Michael’s cock.

Darren was slapping it gently with his cock
head, his mouth over one of her nipples sucking.

Briana started to moan.

Benjamin could only imagine the insane arousal
that must have been crackling through her in that moment. His chest
felt full and he didn’t even care that his cock was poking out the
front of his pants. His eyes darted between her holes until Darren
tucked the head of his cock into her pussy, focusing his
attention.

His breath came in shuddering gasps as he
watched the thick, dark column of flesh slip into Briana’s cunt.
Her moans, low and haunting, sounded distant. His ears were ringing
and his knees felt even weaker than when he’d first stood up. He
winced when Michael puckered his lips and spat a fat glob of clear
saliva onto Briana’s back hole.

Michael pressed the head of his cock against the
tight little ring. He pushed it in a half inch or so then retracted
a quarter.

With each deeper intrusion into her bowels the
pitch of Briana’s moans fell until they sounded almost bovine.
Michael kept digging, pushing the limits of her interior and
seriously testing the elasticity of the puckered skin of her
sphincter. Half way into her he paused and put his hands on her
ass. “Brace for it, baby,” he muttered.

As his hips thrust forward, driving the
remaining inches of his cock into her ass, Briana threw her head
back and emitted a guttural grunt. Her eyes were closed and
Benjamin imagined that the entire focus of her attention was on
those two holes into herself. On how much she loved being
stuffed and on how the men’s cocks felt inside of her. In a
way he felt farther away from her than he ever had but seeing her
experiencing such intense pleasure kept him grounded.

As Michael achieved peak penetration Darren
pulled his cock half way out of her cunt before driving it back in.
Her body lurched forward, tits swaying and smacking against each
other and occasionally against Darren’s cheek. Darren eased out of
her then pressed slowly back in, the two of them alternating like
pistons on an engine.

Benjamin turned and, suddenly self-conscious,
covered his cock with his hand as he walked back towards the
armchair. He was surprised to see Andrea had one foot up on the
seat and her hand twisting between her legs as she watched Briana
getting railed. She looked up at him as he approached and shook her
head. “You should go be with her,” she said quietly.

He turned and looked over his shoulder at
Briana’s body flopping back and forth as the guys fucked her. “Be
with her?” he asked.

Andrea tilted her head and put on a puzzled
frown. “Use her mouth, Benjamin. It’s what she wants. She wants to
feel totally dominated.”

“Oh,” he muttered. “Right.” A slow dread spread
up his spine. The sexual energy in the room, the denied orgasm, the
sight of the two black guys plowing in and out of her again had him
very, very close to the edge of yet another climax. He had no idea
how long he’d last if he put his cock in her mouth but had a hunch
it could be counted in seconds, not minutes. But if Andrea was
right he didn’t want to disappoint Bri on her wedding night.

He undid his belt and tugged his pants off his
legs. Pulled his underwear down but didn’t want to fuss with his
cuff links and buttons so he kept his shirt on. He walked over to
the bed in his socks and stood at the edge of it.

Briana’s eyes fluttered open and up to meet his.
A hopeful smile spread across her lips. “Oh baby,” she whimpered.
“Get up here. Get up here I want you to fuck my mouth. Give it to
me, baby.” She let her mouth fall open and pushed her tongue out
over her bottom lip.

He mounted the bed on his knees and shuffled
forward.

When he was just a few inches from her face with
his cock, Bri reached out and grabbed the root of it and pulled him
the rest of the way. She sucked it into her mouth giving it the
same slurping treatment she’d given Darren and Michael.

After just three of those he put his hands on
the side of her face to stop her. “Oh. Ungh…no. Not yet,” he
groaned. Through some miracle of restraint he managed not to blow
his load. He held her in place alternating flexing his glutes and
thighs to keep his orgasm at bay.

Darren jabbed up deep into her first and
grunted. As he emptied his cock into her pussy Michael groaned,
winced and did the same into her ass.

A wave of relief swept through Benjamin and he
gave into his need. As Darren and Michael finished into her her
body bucked back and forth. Her tongue gliding along the underside
of his cock, she moaned as an orgasm rippled it’s way through her
body. Two more nasty slurps of her mouth and Benjamin’s orgasm
began.

He stared down into her eyes as the root of his
cock twitched against her lips. He had no idea how he had any cum
left but it came in hot, gushing waves. Flooding through his cock
and erupting on the inside of her mouth and tongue. Trickling and
bubbling out of the corners of her mouth as his pelvic and
abdominal muscles flexed in contraction after dizzying contraction,
flooding his brain with pleasure hormones.

Seeing Michael bent over her, fondling her tits
and Darren rubbing out the last of his climax into her was the
cherry on top of his blissful sex cake. Stretched out his orgasm
for what felt like minutes. When he looked down at her again she
was beaming. His cock still in her mouth, sucking out what remained
of his seed and swallowing it down into her belly.

He vaguely saw the shapes of Darren and Michael
receding, re-dressing, then disappearing into the darker corners of
his peripheral vision. His eyes stayed on his beautiful Briana
until the room went silent and they were alone again.

Chapter
Ten

She pulled off of his cock slowly wearing a wide
and wicked grin. Put her hands on his shoulders and raised herself
up to his eye level. She raised her hand to his face and ever so
gently brushed at his cheeks and his lips with the soft tips of her
fingers, studying his expression like she was seeing him for the
first time and utterly fascinated.

As he gazed back into her loving eyes it felt to
him like her face, that expression she was wearing, was all he
could see and all he would ever be able to see again. Her mirth was
the perfect visual echo of the joy still bubbling inside of him.
People often spoke of life’s milestones marking the beginning of a
new chapter in their lives. For Benjamin it felt like they’d thrown
the old book out the window and begun writing an entirely new
story. They hadn’t taken the next step on their journey together.
They’d ascended to whole other plane of existence.

“What are you feeling?” she whispered
softly.

The question brought a confused smile to his
lips. He glanced down at his body and ran his hands over his
abdomen. Because he was feeling. He was feeling in a way he
never had before. His whole body was tingling. He was acutely aware
of each millimeter of his skin. The difference in temperature
between his fingers and his toes. He had no name for this wash of
hopeful joy-love coursing through him but it was there. “I feel
like I’m two times as alive as I was yesterday,” he whispered
back.

Her smile widened into that glorious, beaming
thing that lit up every room when she walked in. He could see how
happy his response had made her. She scooted up close until her
breasts were touching his chest and wrapped her arms around his
neck. “Oh Benjamin,” she said, her voice soft and breathy.

Hearing her use his name and not the “cute”
Benji sent a pulse of love surging through him. He wasn’t sure what
it meant to her, or if it meant anything at all. But to him it sent
a profound message. He had allowed her to open her heart fully. To
show him who she truly was. He’d accepted the Briana she’d been
trying to hide and this was her way of saying thank-you. It made
his throat tight and his eyes misty.

A crinkle formed in his gauzy joy. It twisted
and turned until it became a knot that sank into his stomach and
hardened into worry. He’d been so caught up in the moment there had
been no room in his mind for anything but awe. Now that it was over
reality was working it’s way back in. The impossible to ignore and
potentially catastrophic possibility that this might turn their
whole new world onto its head. His eyes sank to her belly. His
hands fell from her sides, down to her abdomen, covering her belly.
He closed his eyes and imagined he could feel the heat of all that
semen swimming inside her. That he could feel the life force
struggling, striving, swimming to her source. To the most precious
gift she carried within herself.

“Do you want to see it?” she asked.

The weighty question nearly crushed him. Of
course he wanted to see it. And of course he didn’t.
This monster in his closet with its red eyes glowing. “Oh Briana,”
he whispered. “Oh Bri, Bri, Bri.” He opened his eyes and looked up
at her again.

She was grinning. Seemingly relishing his angst
that he knew was painted all over his face.

“I know you said to trust you. But what if…what
if it takes?” His cock twitched as he asked the question. He
blushed at using such a silly, outdated euphemism but it felt like
he actually might not survive saying what if you get
pregnant.

She sank onto the bed. Crawled sideways and onto
her back, pushing the pillows up against the headboard. Leaned back
and spread her arms out along the pillows. One legs stretched out,
the other knee bent and leaning against it, looking like a
queen.

His eyes moved to her core.

Slowly she spread her legs open. Bent her knees
and splayed her feet wide apart so her pussy was totally exposed, a
portrait of debauchery.

His cock stirred again at the sight. His eyes
moved from her beautiful smile to the freshly defiled gash between
her legs. Cum trickling from the hole, down her ass cheek and onto
the sheets.

She stretched her hands out towards him. “Come
to me,” she said with the imperious air of a movie star from the
golden age of film.

Come to me so I can show you the semen other
men left in me.

Again he had the thought that he should not like
this. That he should not be so aroused by something so backwards,
so inside out. It defied logic and sense. Contradicted the
foundational biological imperative that was the point of this whole
song and dance they’d just performed. There was something so deeply
wrong about it.

Was that what made it special?

A shiver raced up his spine as he succumbed to
her request. Got down on his knees and elbows and shuffled forward
like a groveling knave. Basked in the warm, throbbing glow his
surrender brought. He inched closer, eyes fixed on her leaking
crevice.

She put one hand on the back of his head. The
other dropped to her slit. Pressing her index and middle fingers
against her labia she stretched them apart like a little walking
man. As the dewy, pink flesh spread the trickle turned into a
torrent. Frothed and bubbled and gushed from her receptacle.

As he watched it a euphoric awe filled him.

She hooked her hands under her knees and lifted
her legs, exposing her taint and anus. She bore down, winked her
sphincter at him, then released. Yellowish cream gurgled from her
ass hole mingling with the seed pouring from her slit.

Benjamin coughed up an awkward chortle. He
raised his hand and pressed two fingers against her vaginal
introitus. Twisted them, pulled her open wider and looked in. The
stream of sperm seemed never-ending. He looked up and met her
gaze.

“Come to me,” she whispered. Lowering her legs
she slid down lower on the pillows.

He rose up onto his hands and knees. He couldn’t
believe his prick was throbbing between his legs again. A feral
urge gripped him. He crawled up between her thighs. Pressed his
cock against her sex.

Her arms swept up over his neck. She gazed
lovingly into his eyes. “Put it in,” she said.

He hooked an arm around her neck. Gripped his
cock with his other hand. When he touched her sodden opening with
the head he lost control. Shoved it in with a grunt and rough
thrust and felt the still warm remains of her lover’s emission
glaze it.

Her body seized, back arching, tits thrusting
into his chest. “Oh Benjamin,” she said with a shuddering breath.
“I’m all full of cum, baby.”

He rose up onto his hands, plying her hot cunt
with his prick. After all the orgasms he’d endured a premature
ejaculation was the farthest thing from his mind. He stroked in and
out, confident and proud as she writhed beneath him. This time he
knew he was going to see her through. Give her what she needed.

Her body started swaying. Hips pronating then
supinating as she rubbed her g-spot against his prick. Her face
contorted with an angsty pleasure. Her hands ran down his back and
to his ass. She pulled him deeper, deeper inside herself.

He looked down between them. His cock was a mess
of pearly cream. Her pussy lips had sealed closed around it as she
flexed her walls towards climax.

“Oh baby,” she whimpered. “That feels so good.
Please don’t stop. Don’t stop!”

He gritted his teeth and, as all the men’s
websites said, didn’t stop but didn’t change his rhythm either.
Kept pumping into her, strong and even, savoring the she squeezed
him. Even the bright bursts of recent memory couldn’t make him
falter. Seeing two cocks stuffed inside her. Blowing his load into
her mouth as they finished. Finally he was in command. When she dug
her nails into his ass he kept his pace. When she fucked against
him harder he kept his ramming steady.

She squeaked and clamped down on his tool. Her
eyes flew open. “You’re gonna’ make me come,” she said, like she
couldn’t believe it.

He stared back at her with stern gaze.

“You’re gonna’ make me come!” she squealed.

When her face flushed hotter and he was certain
she was almost there he let himself be swept up in the tide of his
own arousal. Imagined her with all those cocks in her mouth, those
black dicks she’d sucked then ridden. His cock swelled and
hardened, grew strong and as it did he felt her pussy pulsing as
she climaxed. His mission accomplished he surrendered for a second
time, letting his own orgasm boil over.

She wrapped her arms around his neck and he fell
onto her chest, clinging to her like she was clinging to him only
their hips moving as they sailed through their climax together.

It was warm and short this time. Not nearly as
intense as the last one had been but he felt love traveling between
them through their embrace. His waist kept rocking long after the
last twitches of pleasure had left him.

Briana’s fingers feathered down his back and up
again.

Finally he pulled away and looked into her eyes.
Decoupled his body from hers, raised his leg and rolled off of her
not too awkwardly.

She turned on her side to face him and put a
hand on his cheek. “That was magical,” she said.

He nodded and smiled lovingly ran a hand over
her hair.

“I can’t believe this is for real,” she
whispered.

He shook his head. “Me neither.”

“And you’re totally sure everything’s okay?” she
asked.

“It’s not okay,” he replied. “It’s perfect.”

She bit her lip. A moment later a single tear
ran down her cheek.

“What’s that about?” he asked, wiping it
away.

“Oh…just the same stuff. I guess…I guess I
regret keeping this a secret for so long. We could have…this
feeling. I love this feeling. All those years without it. All those
years we could have…”

He pressed a finger against her lips. “No, Bri.
This was perfect. The way this all happened, right before
the wedding? It couldn’t have happened any better way. You say this
was a gift I gave you? Well it’s a gift for me too. Seeing this
whole other side of you it’s like falling for you all over again. I
love it. I love you.”

“You’re so sweet,” she said. “Remember if you
ever want to change this, if you ever want me to be different then
you just…”

“I’ll tell you. I promise I will. If my feelings
ever change about this I’ll tell you right away. I want you to
promise me something too, though.”

She nodded.

“I want you to be totally yourself. Take me on
that ride, Bri. Don’t hold back. Show me what’s really in here,” he
said, tapping a finger gently against her temple.

Her eyes opened a little wider and she arched
her brow. “Oh. Wow. Really?” she whispered.

He gave a few slow nods. “Really. I want to see
it. I want to see everything. I want to know how dirty you can
be.”

“Oh gee, Benji. Gosh. Wow,” she said. “Like…take
it all the way?” she asked.

A warm shudder worked through him. “Take it all
the way,” he said. “Can you do that for me?”

She pondered the question, her expression
darkening a little.

It only made him wonder even more what she was
capable of. Could she get any sluttier than this? Was that even
possible? What would happen when they got home from their
honeymoon? Hell, what would happen on their honeymoon? Would she
fuck all kinds of strangers in the beach house they’d rented? Or
was this just a thing she did with friends?

She looked up into his eyes again. “Okay. Okay.
I think I can. I think I can do that, Benji.”

This time hearing her use his nickname didn’t
even bother him one bit.

“Can I tell you something? It’s…it’s sort of a
fantasy I have,” she said.

He chuckled. “After all this? Yeah. I’m pretty
sure it’ll be okay.”

She got a little shy and her face heated. “It’s
just really personal. I’ve never told anybody.”

“Oh baby,” he said, running his hand over her
arm. “I’m sorry. I thought you were joking. Of course. Of course
you can tell me.”

She looked right into his eyes. “I, um, I…I want
you to use me. I want you to use me however you want when we’re on
our honeymoon.”

His loins reheated at her request and his eyes
opened wider.

“I want you to whore me out to whoever you want,
too. I always wanted that. I want to be your slut for real. Is that
too weird?”

He stifled his laughter this time, not wanting
to make her feel bad again.

“If it’s too creepy or something then…”

“It’s not too creepy. If that’s what you want
then I’m gonna’ make it happen. Trust me.”

She smiled and the light in her eye warmed. A
few minutes of silence passed as they gazed into each other’s eyes.
Finally she rolled over onto her other side. Turned out the table
lamp next to the bed and wiggled backwards into his chest.

“You don’t want to take your stockings and stuff
off? Or shower or anything?” He felt her head shake.

“No,” she said. “This is perfect. This is
exactly where I want to be right now.”

He smiled, wrapped his arms around her and
pulled her in closer to his body. His dirty girl he was going to
hold onto forever.

Chapter
Eleven

The world filtered into his consciousness. A
deep, comfortable silence that made him realize where he was. A
burst of adrenaline jangled his nerves and his eyes fluttered open.
The room was mostly dark. The only light coming from the dim night
light in the bathroom.

His ears pricked at the soft, wet shluck,
shluck sound coming from somewhere in the corner. He rubbed his
eyes and rolled onto his side. Reached out and patted the bed,
trying to find Bri’s body in the darkness. All he could feel was
her warmth still between the sheets. His heart gave a hard thump as
his mind started to piece things together. The memory of the
debauchery from the previous evening trickled in. Bri’s absence in
the bed. The wet, rhythmic sound emanating from somewhere beside
him.

He pulled himself up onto his elbows, eyes
scanning through the darkness. A heaviness settled on his chest as
his eyes adjusted to the light and the scene playing out in the
corner of the room.

Duncan was seated in the armchair. Slouched in
it with his arms on the arm rests, legs spread apart wide.

Briana was down on her knees in front of Duncan.
Hands neatly folded into her lap like she was praying. Her
hourglass frame half in shadow, half in the dim light. Her upper
body was moving very slowly back and forth, her lips caressing just
the head of Duncan’s cock. With each stroke down her tongue would
extend out over her lower lip then retract, licking his glans.

Duncan’s eyes were closed. Every few strokes
he’d let out a heavy sigh and sink deeper into the chair.

The sight opened the floodgates. A torrent of
memories from the previous evening came flooding into Benjamin’s
mind. He stared at Briana as she worked Duncan’s organ with her
mouth. His chest swelled and his cock pulsed and hardened.

Not wanting to draw Duncan’s attention, he
settled back onto the pillow as quietly as he could. Put his hands
on his stomach and turned his head to watch. His cock, already
half-stiff from morning testosterone, hardened.

Briana had obviously showered because her hair
was wet. She was completely naked, her beautiful breasts nicely
illuminated by the soft light coming from the bathroom. She was
barely moving, just the slightest tilting back and forth, but her
jaw and tongue were doing the work that her swaying body was
not.

Duncan was staring at her, mesmerized by her
swaying and, no doubt, by the feeling of his cock moving through
her lips. He wore a pensive, stoic scowl and though he had to know
Benjamin was watching him by now he didn’t seem to care.

Moving his hand slowly to his lap, Benjamin
wrapped it around his cock and gave it a tight squeeze. His mind
recalled the conversation he and Briana had shared before falling
asleep. The fuzzy memories of asking her to take it all the
way and Bri telling him how she wanted to be used sharpened his
appetites. Their flight south was a red eye that evening and check
out from the bridal suite wasn’t until one in the afternoon. He
settled back into the pillows to savor this lewd awakening that had
him horny as all fuck.

It was hard to imagine a blowjob one would
describe as studious being appealing but this was both.
Briana’s mouth work was focused and meticulous, the Japanese tea
service version of oral sex where the presentation, the minimalism
and attention to gesture and detail were far more important than
the just the goal of slaking thirst. This was underscored by
Duncan’s stillness, his mind fully in the moment enjoying each
pulse of pleasure emanating from his prick, his eyes laser focused
on the shape Briana’s lips made around it. The silence in the room
formed a perfect canvas for the soundtrack to this elegant
vulgarity. The soft, slippery squish Briana’s lips made each time
her tongue flicked out to lick the cock.

Benjamin watched and let his mind wander. This
whole affair had gone from zero to heart-pounding, hair-raising,
screaming roller coaster in a lightning flash. Despite that he
found himself feeling perfectly comfortable in the new reality they
inhabited. His bride on her knees servicing a man with her mouth on
this second day of the rest of their lives together. The warmth
swept through him. Then his mind dulled under a thick fog of
arousal as he surrendered to the moment and his sensory perception
of it.

He wondered what would come after Briana had
finished Duncan. He toyed with the ways he might grant her request,
what position he would command her into and how he would use her in
it? His repertoire of sexual moves was limited and he rarely
watched porn. But last night’s escapades had seeded his fertile
imagination with a multitude of ideas about how to plunder his new
whorish bride. He kept his hand on his cock but didn’t rub. The
warmth of his palm felt pleasant there but he wanted to delay his
release for when he and Briana were alone again.

Duncan stiffened in his seat. His fingers dug
into the arms of the chair and the muscles in his jaw went
taut.

In response to this Briana slowed her swaying
even more. Barely moving now and performing most of the work with
her tongue she glanced up at Duncan. A look of satisfaction filled
her eyes that made Benjamin instantly understand her request from
the night before.

This was an art to her. Something she took pride
in. Getting tossed around and used like a meat sock might have been
fun. What she was doing in front of him right then was far more
than that. It was worship. A calling.

Heat seared through him as Duncan’s body tensed.
His strong cock began to flex and his torso shook as seed sloshed
through it and spilled in Briana’s mouth. With her lips not quite
sealed around his prick each shot came spilling out, falling and
splattering on her thighs and her hands in her lap.

She didn’t flinch or wince. Simply continued
fellating him, her eyes focused on the pulsing root of his cock,
her attention on rendering as ultimate a pleasure for her subject
as she could provide.

The last few trickles of Duncan’s semen rolled
lazily out of her lips, clinging to her chin. She gave him a few
more licks with her tongue, straightened her back and sat perfectly
still facing him.

Duncan closed his eyes, shook his head and
sighed. “Fucking incredible,” he muttered. He tucked his cock back
into his underwear, stood up slowly and fastened the front of his
pants together. Without a word to either of them, he walked quietly
to the door and slipped out into the hall.

Benjamin sat perfectly still waiting for Briana
to rise. She didn’t make a sound or move for some time so he
finally swung his legs over the edge of the bed to let her know he
was awake. “Is that it?” he asked.

She turned her head slightly so she could see
him out of the corner of her eye. “Is what it?” she asked.

“Are the other guys getting some this morning
too?”

She turned to stare at the chair Duncan had been
occupying. “I already finished them,” she said quietly.

A delicious, searing heat surged through
Benjamin’s gut. At finding out that she had sucked off two other
guys while he dozed just half a dozen feet away. This wasn’t the
sincere and vulnerable Briana he’d fallen asleep curled up against
last night. She had transformed into his courtesan and now the
contours of their coming sexual games were taking shape.

“You were sleeping. I tried to be quiet,” she
added, a twist of perverse pleasure in her tone. This time she
turned her head fully sideways to look along her shoulder at him.
“How can I please you, husband?” he asked. The formality was as
charming as her mouth was filthy and both together stirred to life
a sexual tornado inside him.

A smile threatened to curl the corners of his
mouth. He resisted it in the spirit of keeping the tone she’d set.
“Come here,” he said, his voice stern and even. When she began to
rise he held out a hand. “Stop. Not like that. On your hands and
knees.” He saw a shimmer of delight pass through her face and
eyes.

For a fleeting moment he balked at how he’d
spoken to her. Having come of age at a time when all races, genders
and even levels of intelligence were equal he felt a horror grip
him at treating her like…almost like a slave. But as she trudged
towards him on all fours he saw the opposite in her submission. It
was voluntary. She’d told him what she wanted. And she looked very
pleased. He sat on the edge of the bed feeling like a king.

She stopped in front of him. Head bowed in
supplication waiting for his next command.

He put a finger under her chin and raised her
eyes to his. Staring into them he saw the glow of happiness and
love. She was acting. They were playing. He’d never known a
better game. “Suck on my cock,” he said. The order, and his stern
delivery, startled him. Benji the authoritarian.

She dutifully rearranged herself. Assumed the
same position she’d taken in front of Duncan. Hands in her lap, her
nude body fully on display, bent forward at the waist with circled
lips.

He leaned backwards on one hand and watched her
take his cock inside her mouth. Pleasure crackled in his loins as
moist heat swathed the head. An electric thrill rushed through him.
He sank fully into his new role of domineering husband as she began
to sway.

Back and forth, back and forth, her jaw
loosening as her tongue flicked out and slathered his glans with
spit. A sloppy lick as she retreated then over and over and over
again until he was nearly there. He, too fell into a deep trance,
his eyes focused on her filthy show. Suck, lick, pull, slurp,
glancing up occasionally to make sure her artful oralizing was
having the intended effect.

His core shook. His body tensed. The sensations
overwhelmed him. She looked up at just the right moment, when the
first contraction squeezed his pelvis and sent a load shooting
through his shaft. She stared deeply into his eyes, executing the
finale with an almost military precision.






*****

The resort had been yet another gift from Jack
and now that they were approaching it on the boat it looked
spectacular. Even more magical than the pictures on the internet
he’d seen. He turned and smiled at Briana sitting next to him.

Her hand was on her head. Holding in place the
white, wide-brimmed hat she was wearing. Her other hand was in her
lap keeping her dress in place against the wind.

The sparkling blue waters slowed around them and
the whine of the engine quieted to a purr. The dock was maybe fifty
feet away. Their driver, one dark-skinned, muscled Carlos who had
met them at the airport, turned back and grinned. “Nearly there,”
he said.

Benjamin couldn’t ignore the way the man’s eyes
took in a quick gulp of Briana’s seated frame before turning
straight again. He felt a problem rise between his legs. Obviously
when they’d accepted the gift from Jack he’d had no way of knowing
the complications it might present. A tiny island in the Caribbean,
the private resort of one of Jack’s drinking buddies, had seemed
like it would be a week in heaven. Now being stranded on a private
island staffed by strapping, young black men Benjamin couldn’t help
but wonder how he was going to survive the week.

He turned to Briana and found her staring at him
and wearing a knowing smile. He knew she’d noticed Carlos’
attention by the way she’d hiked the dress up nearly to the top of
her thighs. I know you like it, her eyes seemed to be saying.

And he did. There was, however, a tiny shard of
worry that had permeated his bubbly mood. Sexual games were great
and everything. But a small part of him regretted the carte
blanche he’d flashed for Bri. Yes, he still craved to know how
depraved she could get. Yes, he was still committed to his gift of
letting her be her true, authentic self. What was concerning him as
the boat pulled slowly to the dock was whether he could deliver on
a promise made in the intoxicatingly aroused state he’d been
in.

Carlos left the wheel, picked up a line and
expertly flicked it around a cleat. He pulled them in until they
felt the soft jolt of fenders cushioning their landing. Hopped up
onto the dock and whipped the line then tightened it into a perfect
cleat hitch. He smiled and reached down to offer Bri a hand.

She stood. The small boat swayed. Her hand shot
out and Benjamin grabbed it, steadying her against the rocking
swell. She let out a nervous giggle, then turned and put her other
hand in Carlos’ palm.

He hoisted her up onto the dock and, when she
stumbled forward, caught her by the shoulder as her body pressed
into his. When their eyes met Benjamin felt the now familiar
thrill. Arousal crackling beneath his guts then whooshing up
through his chest. The way they held each other’s gazes pressed him
into his seat and held him there.

What moved him most was how unabashed Briana’s
flirting seemed. Her eyes sparkled and she made no fuss about the
way Carlos’ hand slid down to the small of her back. Or how he held
her in the embrace for far too long than was decent, given that her
husband was right there. Maybe it was a Hispanic thing?

Whatever it was Briana didn’t seem to mind one
bit.

As Carlos unhanded her Benjamin scrambled up out
of the boat and onto the dock next to her. He flashed a sheepish
grin and watched Carlos effortlessly scoop their bags out of the
back seats. He stepped around them and nodded up towards the main
building. “Follow me.”

He and Briana kicked their sandals off and
carried them, enjoying the warm sand underneath their feet.

Carlos led them through the open doors and into
the foyer. He set the bags down in front of the reception desk and
rang the bell. Leaned on the desk until a large man in a crisp,
white, short-sleeved shirt emerged from the back room. His name tag
said Dalian. “Mr. and Mrs. Bard,” Carlos announced.

The man behind the desk nodded. First at Briana
then at Benjamin. He poked at a few keys on the computer keyboard
and a printer started humming next to him. He moved slowly and
deliberately as he picked each sheet off the tray and laid it out
in front of them. Picked a pen up off of the desk and placed it on
the ledge. “If you would sign here, here and here,” he said.
“Thank-you, Carlos,” he added with a nod.

Out of the corner of his eye Benjamin saw Carlos
give Briana one final up and down before he left. He picked up the
proffered pen and signed his name where indicated.

“Thank-you,” Dalian said. “And welcome.” He
pulled out a map and laid it on the ledge. “You are in cabin one.
Ocean view. Just follow the trail until you see the sea,” he said,
winding his finger along the trail on the map. “I will have your
bags delivered shortly.”

Benjamin gave a nod and swept the map up off the
desk.

“If there is anything you need please don’t
hesitate to call. Someone will be here day and night to help
you.”

“Of course,” Benjamin said. “Uh, and about the
keys?” he asked, flashing a smile at Briana.

“Oh. There are no keys,” Dalian replied, shaking
his head. “There are only two other couples staying with us but on
the opposite side of the island from you. You will have all the
privacy you need.” He gave them a polite smile and nodded.

They said their thank-you’s and stepped back out
into the sunlight. The air was warm and salty, palms swaying in the
wind. As they made their way to the cabin Benjamin tried to put his
finger on the unsettled feeling Dalian had given him. It didn’t
take too long to work out that it had something to do with there
are no keys.

Privacy was great. He was sure they’d be safe
from harm. But the metaphor it presented wasn’t lost on him.
Briana, unbound from their sacred vows by his generosity, would now
be in the open. No lock or chain to guard her from whoever might
decide to visit. His worry wasn’t that they would come unwelcome.
Quite the opposite.

Now there was nothing stopping Briana from
letting in as may as she pleased.

He savored the shudder that sent up his back as
they walked up the steps leading to the cabin and stepped
inside.

END OF PART TWO
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Maneater

An Interracial Hotwife Fantasy

by Jason Lenov






Mike's fantasy is no secret. His wife, Julia,
already knows and she loves nothing more than exploring the darkest
corners of their kink together, no matter the setting. But a chance
encounter with a random stranger makes her hungry in a way Mike's
never seen. As she indulges her appetites Mike begins to wonder if
she's crossing the line of their greatest taboo? Is Julia playing
it up? Or is she actually having feelings for another guy?






Cougar at the Cottage

An Interracial Hotwife Fantasy

by Jason Lenov






Molly and Greg are just settling in for a week
at their rental cottage when Greg sees a strange man lurking on the
dock. What threatens to become a confrontation explodes into a wild
surprise when Molly joins him by the water and, instead of heeding
his calls to keep her distance, throws her arms around the man's
neck in a hug.



It's her old kinesiology professor from college. In a stunning
coincidence he and his girlfriend have rented the cottage next
door. The two couples quickly become friends over drinks and a
barbecue.



But it doesn't take long for Greg to sniff out that there might be
more to Molly and Devon Johnson's past than she's letting on. When
his suspicions are confirmed he becomes obsessed with discovering
more about his wife's old flame.



Molly's reluctant to give too many details about her dalliance with
Devon. Which only makes Greg more curious about what she could be
hiding. He finds an unlikely ally in Brigid, Devon's woman.
Together they conspire to push the two former lovers back into each
other's arms. Will Greg live out his fantasy and get the answers
that he wants?






Serving It Up

An Interracial Hotwife Fantasy

by Jason Lenov






Swinging by the diner where his wife works,
Peter stumbles onto a deeply unsettling scene. Rachel appears to be
flirting with a customer. He can't stop staring and what's more
unsettling is the arousal that fills him at the sight. He's
relieved when he sees her admit she's married. But the scene haunts
him and starts to intrude on every aspect of his life.

But when Rachel's behavior starts changing in mysterious ways it
pushes Peter to wonder: is she craving the attention of other men?
And what would happen if she found out that maybe he wouldn't mind
that so much?






The Housemaid: Part One

by Jason Lenov






Ken's not sure how he feels about Callie taking
a job as a private housemaid. The extra income will be nice but
Callie has so much more potential.

Mr. Dixon, her new employer, sees a different kind of potential in
her. A rich older guy with a dirty streak, he immediately realizes
Callie isn't going to make a good housekeeper. So he makes her a
different offer: he'll gladly pay to watch her strut around his
office in a French maid's outfit.



Callie's not sure what to think at first. It's dirty work but of a
different kind than she expected. When she confesses what her new
job entails to Ken, his reaction startles her at first. Once she
realizes how enamored he is by her naughtiness she's more than
happy to keep him apprised of each new assignment Mr. Dixon gives
her.



She quickly finds out Mr. Dixon's appetite for depravity is
insatiable. Each new request he makes is dirtier than the last. How
far can he bend her from her prim demeanor before she breaks? And
does Ken really want to watch?






The Housemaid 2: Part Two

by Jason Lenov






Mr. Dixon's getting awfully used to having
Callie for a toy. But when he makes her an offer she has to refuse
the chemistry between them fizzles. Callie worries the money might
dry up and wonders if she shouldn't broaden her horizons.
Diversify, in a word.



Ken sees that Callie gets stressed out when Dixon doesn't call for
a while. In a way he's relieved. Things were getting intense. But
the money was nice. He gets used to having Callie to himself. Feels
a little when Dixon orders her to his place again.



Turns out Mr. Dixon has new designs on Callie. A friend in need of
a favor. Callie and Ken get sucked into a whirlwind of depravity.
Will they make it out the other end?
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