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Going Dark: The Bachelorette


Chapter One – The First Dance

The bass hit like a heartbeat through the floor of Club Onyx, a private gentlemen's venue on the outskirts of downtown Atlanta that rented its VIP suites to bachelorette parties on Thursday nights. Lexi Morrow had booked the entire second level – the one with the tinted glass overlooking the main stage, the wraparound velvet couches, and the pole that rose from the center of a black marble platform like a chrome finger beckoning trouble.

She stood at the entrance to the suite adjusting the pink sash across her chest that read MAID OF DISHONOR in rhinestones, surveying her work. Champagne towers on the bar. Pink and black balloons tied to every surface. A throne – an actual gilded throne – positioned front and center for the bride-to-be. And five hired entertainers warming up in the back hallway, each one handpicked from the Obsidian Entertainment roster because Lexi had very specific taste and she knew, without a shadow of doubt, that Brooke shared it.

She's going to lose her mind, Lexi thought, tapping her acrylic nails against her phone case. Absolutely lose it.

The bridesmaids arrived in a cloud of perfume, shrieking, and short dresses. Six of them total – Lexi made seven. There was Megan, the tall volleyball player from Brooke's college days at Georgia State, legs that didn't quit, dirty blonde hair flat-ironed to a shine. Chloe, the petite redhead who looked innocent and absolutely was not. Tara, thicker than a bowl of grits as her Instagram bio proudly declared, dark hair piled high. Natalie, who'd flown in from Denver, tan and toned and already three mimosas deep from the limo ride. Paige, the quiet one with the librarian glasses who always surprised everyone at the afterparty. And Sloane, the wild card, tattooed and braless under a mesh top, who'd been texting Lexi all week asking how big are these guys, like, realistically.

And then Brooke walked in.

Twenty-seven years old. Five-foot-six. Blonde hair curled in loose waves beneath a white veil clipped to a glittering tiara. Blue eyes wide. White bodycon dress that stopped mid-thigh. Legs tanned from the spray booth. Engagement ring catching the purple overhead lights and throwing little prisms across the ceiling.

"Oh my GOD," Brooke said, hands pressed to her mouth. "Lexi, what did you DO?"

"I did what any self-respecting maid of honor would do," Lexi replied, pressing a glass of champagne into Brooke's hand. "I made sure your last night as a single woman is completely, catastrophically unforgettable."

Brooke sat on the throne. The bridesmaids surrounded her like a court of pastel chaos. The DJ – a woman named Raven behind a booth in the corner – dropped the lights low and let a slow, grinding R&B track fill the room.

The door opened.

Ace came through first. Six-foot-three. Shoulders that filled the doorframe. Skin so dark it looked like polished mahogany under the purple lights. He wore black dress pants, an open white shirt, and a smile that could melt steel. Behind him: Dante, leaner, lighter-skinned, with cornrows and a jawline that belonged on a cologne ad. Then King, built like a linebacker, arms like he'd been sculpted from obsidian clay. Marcus, tall and slim with dreadlocks past his shoulders, moving with a dancer's grace. And finally Rome – shortest of the five at an even six feet, but the widest, chest and thighs swollen with muscle, a gold chain catching the light against skin dark as espresso.

Every woman in the room went silent for exactly one second. Then every woman in the room screamed.

"Ladies," Ace said, his voice a low rumble that cut through the music like a blade through silk. "Which one of you is the bride?"

Six manicured fingers pointed at Brooke.

Brooke's cheeks went red. She pressed her champagne glass to her lips and drank the whole thing in one go. Oh god. Oh god. Look at him. Look at ALL of them. Her thighs pressed together on the throne.

Ace walked toward her. Each step deliberate. The music swelled. He stopped a foot from the throne and shrugged the white shirt off his shoulders, letting it fall. His torso was carved – deep lines between every abdominal muscle, the V at his hips pointing downward like an arrow on a treasure map. Brooke's eyes followed it. She couldn't help it. None of them could.

"Congratulations on your engagement," Ace said softly, leaning down until his face was inches from hers. "You ready for your dance?"

*Say yes. Oh please just say yes and stop staring at his – * "Yes," Brooke whispered.

He turned around. The pants came off in one motion – velcro seams, the entertainer's best friend – and beneath them he wore a black thong that might as well have been a napkin. The women erupted. His glutes were carved marble, his thighs thick as tree trunks, and the thong – the thong was losing the war. Something heavy and substantial pressed against the thin fabric, outlined so clearly that Brooke could see the ridge of the head, the thick shaft curving to the left.

He straddled her on the throne. His hips rolled in a slow, devastating circle. Brooke's hands went to his waist instinctively – the skin was warm, smooth, taut over muscle. He smelled like cocoa butter and cedar. His chest was an inch from her face. She could feel the heat of him through her dress as his hips ground into her lap. The thick outline in that thong pressed against her inner thigh and she bit her lip so hard she tasted gloss.

It's so heavy. I can feel it through the fabric. That's – that cannot be real. That is not a real –

"Touch it if you want," Ace murmured, low enough that only she could hear. "No pressure. Entirely up to you, beautiful."

Brooke looked at Lexi. Lexi raised her champagne glass. "It's YOUR night, bitch."

Fuck it. I'm getting married in two days. This is happening.

Brooke's right hand slid from his waist. Down the carved V-line. Over the waistband of the thong. Her fingers pushed under the elastic and wrapped around him and her mouth fell open.

He was thick. Obscenely thick. Her fingers couldn't close around the shaft. It was warm – almost hot – and heavy in her hand, pulsing with a heartbeat she could feel against her palm. She pulled it free from the thong and there it was, right there under the lights, jet black and swollen, the head fat and smooth as a plum, a vein running the length of it like a river on a map.

"Oh my GOD," Megan screamed from the couch.

"BROOKE!" Chloe shrieked, hands over her mouth, eyes enormous.

Sloane had her phone out already. "I am NOT missing this."

Brooke looked at it. Looked at Ace. Looked at it again. Her tongue ran across her lower lip. I need to taste it. I need to know what it feels like in my mouth. Just once. Just –

She leaned forward and her lips parted and she took the head into her mouth.

The noise in the room was deafening – screams, laughter, champagne glasses banging on tables. Brooke didn't hear any of it. Her world narrowed to the weight on her tongue, the stretch of her jaw, the taste of clean skin and something faintly salty at the tip. She took more. Three inches. Four. Her hand wrapped around the base and she could feel it twitch, stiffening further, and Ace let out a low groan that vibrated through his body and into hers.

She bobbed her head – slowly at first, getting used to the girth, lips stretched into a wet ring around him. Saliva built and spilled down the shaft, coating her fingers. She looked up at him while she sucked and his eyes were half-lidded, his hand resting gently on the back of her head, never pushing, just resting. She pulled back with a wet pop and a strand of saliva connecting her lower lip to the head.

"Holy shit," Brooke breathed. Her lipstick was smeared. Her tiara was crooked. She was grinning.

"That's the spirit!" Lexi yelled.

Ace was fully hard now – and fully hard was an engineering marvel. It stood at attention from his body, dark and rigid and impossibly long, curved slightly upward. Brooke stroked it with both hands, twisting gently, marveling at the contrast – her pale fingers against the dark shaft, the pink of her nails against the almost-black skin.

She took him into her mouth again. Deeper this time. She felt the head hit the back of her throat and she gagged – a wet, sloppy sound that echoed through the suite – but she didn't pull away. She pushed further, eyes watering, jaw aching, and felt the head slide past the resistance into her throat. Ace groaned louder. His abs flexed. She held him there for three seconds, four, five, then pulled back gasping, spit cascading down her chin.

"That's my girl!" Tara screamed, slapping the arm of the couch.

Brooke worked him with her mouth and hand in tandem now – stroking the base while her lips worked the top half, tongue swirling around the head on every upstroke. She was messy about it, deliberately messy, the way she knew looked best – strings of saliva everywhere, lipstick rings marking how deep she'd gone, wet sounds filling the gaps between beats of the music. Her veil hung to one side. Her engagement ring glinted every time her hand twisted.

I'm sucking a stripper's cock on my bachelorette party, she thought, and the thought didn't horrify her. It electrified her. She could feel how wet she was, her thighs slick beneath the white dress. And he's so fucking big. And so fucking BLACK. And I love it.

She sucked him for another full minute, working up and down, before Ace gently pulled back. His cock bounced free, glistening, standing tall against his dark stomach. He leaned down and kissed her forehead.

"Save some energy," he said. "The night's just getting started."

Brooke wiped her chin with the back of her hand and looked at her bridesmaids. Megan was fanning herself. Chloe was biting her knuckle. Paige had taken her glasses off and was cleaning them with shaking hands. Sloane was openly palming herself through her skirt. Natalie was pouring straight vodka.

"Best. Bachelorette. Ever," Brooke said.


Chapter Two – The Champagne Room

The champagne room was behind a frosted glass wall at the back of the VIP suite. It had its own lighting – warmer, amber, like candlelight – and a curved sectional couch upholstered in black leather. The glass was one-way from the main suite: from in here you couldn't see out clearly, just silhouettes and colored light. But from out there – from where the bridesmaids sat – you could see everything.

Lexi had arranged this specifically.

Dante and King led Brooke through the door. She was buzzing – champagne and adrenaline and the lingering taste of Ace on her tongue. The two men flanked her, hands on her waist, guiding her to the couch. Dante sat first, leaning back, his pants already gone, wearing only black briefs that struggled to contain what was underneath. King stood behind Brooke, his massive hands resting on her bare shoulders, thumbs tracing circles against her collarbone.

"You good?" Dante asked, looking up at her with eyes like dark honey. "We only do what you want."

What I want is both of you inside me at the same time and I want my friends to watch. "I'm good," Brooke said, her voice steadier than she felt. "I'm really, really good."

She reached behind her and unzipped the white bodycon dress. It fell to the floor in a whisper of fabric and she stood between two enormous Black men in nothing but a white lace thong, her veil, and her tiara. Her body was tight – Pilates four days a week – with full breasts, pale pink nipples already hard, a flat stomach, and the kind of hips that made the dress work in the first place.

Through the glass, she could hear muffled screaming from her bridesmaids.

Dante pulled his briefs down. His cock sprang free – long, dark, not quite as thick as Ace but with a slight upward curve that promised to hit places that would make her lose her mind. He was already hard, the head glistening with a bead of pre-cum. He rolled a condom on from a strip on the end table – Lexi had thought of everything – and settled back onto the couch, one arm stretched along the back, the other hand lazily stroking himself.

Brooke didn't hesitate. She peeled the lace thong down her legs and climbed onto Dante's lap, facing the glass. Facing her friends. She wanted them to see. She needed them to see. She reached between her legs and gripped his shaft, positioned the head at her entrance, and sat down.

The sound she made was not polite. It was guttural, raw, a moan that started in her chest and ripped its way out through her open mouth. He was big – bigger than anything she'd had – and her body fought to accommodate him even as she was wetter than she'd ever been. She sank inch by inch, her walls stretching around the dark shaft, and through the glass she could see the silhouettes of her friends pressed against the window.

"Oh fuck," Brooke gasped, settling fully onto him. He was deep – so deep she could feel him pressing against something internal, something that made sparks fire behind her eyes. "Oh FUCK."

Dante's hands found her hips. Dark fingers splayed across pale skin – the contrast was pornographic, like a photograph designed to make men lose their minds. He held her steady and rolled his hips upward and Brooke's head fell back against his shoulder and she moaned again, louder.

She began to ride him. Slowly at first – lifting her hips until only the head was inside, then dropping back down with a wet slap. Each time she sank, her mouth fell open. Each time she rose, her abs flexed and her breasts bounced and the veil trailed behind her like a flag of surrender. She picked up speed – the slapping grew louder, wetter, her ass bouncing against his dark thighs in a rhythm that matched the bass coming through the walls.

I'm riding a Black man in a champagne room with my friends watching and I'm getting married in two days and I don't care, I don't care, I don't CARE because this cock is splitting me open and it feels like heaven.

King moved behind her. She heard the tear of a condom wrapper and felt his massive presence at her back. His hands – each one nearly the size of her entire waist – gripped her hips from behind. She felt something hot and blunt press against her other entrance and her breath caught.

"Only if you want it," King said, his voice like gravel wrapped in velvet.

"I want it," Brooke said immediately. God help me, I want it so badly. "Go slow."

He pressed the head against her ass. She'd done this before – she wasn't a stranger to it – but not with anyone this size. King was the thickest of the five, and even with the lube he'd slicked on, the initial stretch made her gasp and grip Dante's thighs hard enough to leave crescent marks from her nails.

"Breathe," King murmured.

She breathed. He pressed. The head popped past the ring of muscle and Brooke's vision went white for a second. The fullness was indescribable – she was stuffed, packed, both holes stretched around dark, thick flesh, two heartbeats pulsing inside her simultaneously. She could feel them against each other through the thin wall separating her passages.

"Oh my god," she whimpered. "Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god."

They began to move. Not fast – a synchronized rocking, Dante pushing up as King eased in, then alternating, so she was never empty, always full, always being pushed to the limit. Brooke stopped thinking. Language left her. She became pure sensation – the stretch, the heat, the impossible fullness, the contrast of dark hands on pale skin, the sound of her own voice making sounds she'd never made before.

Through the glass, Megan had her hand over her mouth. Chloe was openly staring, her hand between her own legs. Lexi was grinning like the devil's personal event planner.

Brooke came for the first time in under two minutes. It hit her like a freight train – her entire body seized, her back arched, and she screamed so loud it penetrated the glass and made Natalie spill her drink. Her walls clamped down on both of them simultaneously and she could feel every ridge, every vein, every inch of both men inside her as her orgasm ripped through her body in rolling waves.

They didn't stop. They fucked her through it, picking up speed now, the sound of skin on skin filling the champagne room like applause. Brooke's eyes rolled back. Her tiara slid completely sideways. Her veil was stuck to her sweaty back. She came again – a second orgasm crashing into the tail end of the first – and this time she bit Dante's shoulder and he groaned and thrust harder.

King gripped her waist and began to really move – deep, powerful strokes that made her whole body jolt forward with each thrust. The feeling of being taken from both ends by two massive, powerful, dark-skinned men was something she knew she would never forget as long as she lived. She was small between them – pale and blonde and moaning – and they used her body with a controlled intensity that walked the line between rough and reverent.

Dante came first. She felt him swell inside her, his grip on her hips tightening, a deep groan rumbling from his chest as the condom filled. King followed moments later – his thrusts becoming erratic, his breathing ragged against her neck, and then a final deep push that pressed Brooke fully down onto Dante and she felt King pulse inside her, his whole body shuddering.

Brooke sagged between them, boneless, panting, glistening with sweat. Her veil was soaked. Her tiara was gone – fallen somewhere on the couch. She could still feel both of them inside her, softening slowly.

"Best champagne room ever," she slurred.


Chapter Three – The Bridesmaid Buffet

Back in the main suite, the energy had shifted. What started as a party had become something else entirely – something charged and feral and collectively agreed upon without anyone saying it out loud. The six bridesmaids had watched their best friend get double-penetrated through a champagne room window, and every single one of them was done pretending they were here for the dancing.

Lexi organized it, because Lexi organized everything. That was her gift. Other women brought casseroles to potlucks – Lexi brought chaos.

"Line up," she said to the five entertainers, her voice carrying the casual authority of a woman who had made a career out of making things happen. She pointed to the edge of the stage. "Sit. Legs apart."

The five men exchanged glances. Ace raised an eyebrow.

"You're all consenting adults, right?" Lexi asked.

"Enthusiastically," Marcus said with a grin, his dreadlocks swinging as he took a seat.

"Good. So are we." Lexi turned to the bridesmaids. "Ladies. Line up."

They did.

The five men sat along the edge of the stage – Ace, Dante, King, Marcus, Rome – shoulder to shoulder, a wall of dark muscle and hard flesh. Each one was erect or getting there, cocks in various states of readiness, all of them impressive, all of them catching the purple and amber light in a way that made the pale women standing before them very, very quiet for a moment.

Then Sloane dropped to her knees first.

She crawled to Rome – the shortest but widest of the group – and without ceremony took him into her mouth. Her tattooed hands gripped his enormous thighs and she swallowed him aggressively, head bobbing fast, her mesh top doing nothing to hide the way her nipples pressed outward, her throat bulging slightly with each deep stroke.

That broke the dam.

Megan dropped to Ace. Her tall frame folded gracefully to the floor and she wrapped both hands around his shaft – still slick from Brooke's mouth earlier – and licked him from base to tip like an ice cream cone on a summer day. Her blonde hair fell across his dark thigh and the visual was staggering.

Tara took King. She spat on him first – a thick, deliberate glob that landed on the head and dripped down the shaft – then spread it with her hand before wrapping her full lips around him. Her head moved in slow, deep rotations, taking him further each time, her thick body kneeling between his massive legs.

Natalie, still buzzing from vodka and the visual of Brooke's show, crawled to Dante. She was aggressive – taking him deep immediately, gagging, pulling back to breathe, then diving back in. Her tan hands stroked what her mouth couldn't reach and she made sounds – wet, obscene, enthusiastic sounds – that echoed off the walls.

Paige – quiet, bespectacled Paige – knelt before Marcus. She took off her glasses, folded them neatly, set them on the stage beside his thigh, and then opened her mouth and took his long, dark cock with a level of skill that made Chloe, the last bridesmaid standing, whisper "what the fuck, Paige."

Chloe dropped to her knees and crawled to the end of the line, starting at Rome beside Sloane. The system became clear organically – each woman would work her way down the line, moving to the next man, so that each cock received attention from multiple mouths.

Lexi stood back and watched for thirty seconds. Surveying. Appreciating. Then she walked to the center of the line – between King and Dante – dropped to her knees, and took one in each hand.

She was the maid of honor. She would not be outdone.

She stroked both shafts – dark flesh in pale fingers, moving in opposite rhythms – then turned her head to the right and swallowed King. She took him deep, throat opening, and held him there for a long moment before pulling off with a gasp and turning to Dante, repeating the act. Back and forth, wet and sloppy, strings of saliva connecting the two cocks to her swollen lips.

Then she pulled both toward her face. The heads touched her cheeks, her lips. She opened her mouth as wide as it would go and pressed both heads together, both of them against her tongue. She forced them in – her jaw stretched to the point of aching – and for three seconds she had both dark cockheads in her mouth at once, her eyes watering, spit pouring down her chin.

She looked up at Brooke, who was watching from the throne wrapped in a silk robe Lexi had packed for between-rounds recovery, and winked.

"LEXI!" Brooke screamed, laughing and covering her face.

The assembly line continued. Each bridesmaid moved to the next man – Sloane left Rome glistening and crawled to Marcus, taking his dreadlock-framed cock with both hands and a hungry mouth. Megan moved from Ace to Rome and marveled at the thickness, her lips stretching, her jaw aching. Chloe – the petite redhead – was on Ace now and she looked almost comically small, her little hands barely wrapping around him, her mouth stretched to its absolute limit.

The sounds filled the suite like music of their own – wet gagging, low groans from the men, slurping and sucking and the occasional breathless giggle from a bridesmaid coming up for air. Every woman's lips and chin and hands were coated in saliva and pre-cum. The stage edge was wet. The floor was wet. Mascara was running. Hair was ruined. Nobody cared.

Tara pulled off King long enough to catch her breath. "His cock is thicker than my arm," she said to nobody in particular, then went right back to it.

Paige had found her rhythm on Ace now and was deepthroating him with mechanical precision – all the way down, hold, twist, up, breathe, down again. Ace's hand was on the back of her head and his eyes were closed and he was whispering "god damn, god damn" like a prayer.

The line rotated twice. By the time it was done, every bridesmaid had tasted every man. Jaws ached. Knees were sore from the hard floor. Lipstick was a memory. And every single one of them was wetter than they'd ever been.

Lexi stood up, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and looked at Brooke.

"Your turn again, bride."


Chapter Four – The Main Event

The stage was black marble, polished to a mirror shine beneath the rotating disco ball that threw fragments of light across the room like a thousand tiny spotlights. Brooke dropped the silk robe and climbed up naked. The tiara was back – Lexi had retrieved it from the champagne room – and the veil, though damp and wrinkled, was pinned in place. She was the bride. She would look the part, however debauched the ceremony.

She lay on her back in the center of the stage. The marble was cool against her skin and she shivered – or maybe that was anticipation, the buzzing electric awareness of what was about to happen. She could feel the eyes of every person in the room. Her bridesmaids had settled onto the couches, drinks refreshed, legs crossed or uncrossed, some with hands already between their thighs. This was the show. This was what they'd been building toward all night.

Three men climbed onto the stage. Ace between her legs. Marcus standing near her head. Rome to her right side.

Ace knelt and looked at her – really looked at her – his dark eyes finding her blue ones in the fractured disco light. "You want this?"

I want this more than I've ever wanted anything in my entire life. I want you to fuck me until I can't walk down the aisle. I want to feel every inch of your beautiful Black cock inside me and I want everyone to watch. "Yes," Brooke said. "Please."

He rolled a condom on. The snap of latex was loud in the momentary quiet. He gripped her thighs – his dark hands engulfing the pale flesh – and spread her legs wide. She was exposed, glistening, pink and swollen and so ready that she could feel herself dripping onto the marble. Ace positioned himself and pushed in.

Brooke's back arched off the stage. The moan that left her was guttural, animalistic, pulled from somewhere deep in her diaphragm. He was bigger than Dante – thicker, longer – and the stretch was on the edge of pain and pleasure, that razor line where the body protests and the brain overrides it with pure want. He sank to the hilt and held there and she could feel him in her stomach, a fullness that left no room for thought.

"Fuck," Ace breathed. "You're so tight."

Marcus moved to her head. He stood over her, his cock hanging downward toward her face – long, dark, the tip brushing her lips. She opened her mouth and he slid in, and the sensation of being filled from both ends made Brooke's eyes roll back. She reached out blindly with her right hand and found Rome – thick and hard and pulsing – and wrapped both hands around him, stroking in time with the rhythm Ace was establishing between her legs.

Three dark men. One pale woman. Center stage under the disco ball.

Ace fucked her with long, deep strokes – pulling almost all the way out so the bridesmaids could see the glistening shaft appear before he pushed back in, making Brooke grunt around Marcus's cock each time he bottomed out. His pace was deliberate, showing off, every stroke a demonstration of power and control. His dark abs flexed with each thrust. His hands held her thighs up and apart, her legs resting against his broad chest, her ankles near his shoulders.

Marcus's hand cradled the back of her head, lifting her slightly to give her a better angle. She sucked him with wet, hungry sounds – sloppy now, past the point of caring about technique, just needing to be full, needing to be used, needing every hole and hand occupied. Her tongue worked the underside of his shaft and she felt him pulse and swell against it.

Her hands worked Rome in a twisting motion – base to tip, squeezing at the head, using the pre-cum that leaked freely as lubricant. His cock was the thickest she'd held all night and her fingers looked absurdly small wrapped around it, pale pink nails against the dark skin, the contrast making her even wetter.

Her first orgasm hit at the three-minute mark. Ace had found her g-spot – the curve of his cock hit it on every upstroke – and the pressure built and built until it crested. Her legs shook against his shoulders. Her moan was muffled by Marcus's cock but it was loud enough to make Chloe gasp from the couch. Her walls clamped down on Ace and he groaned and thrust through it, not slowing, and the orgasm extended – rolling, crashing, her body jerking on the stage.

"She's cumming," Sloane announced from the couch, as if the visual needed commentary. "She's cumming so fucking hard."

Ace pulled out – she whimpered at the loss – and flipped her over. On her knees now, on all fours, the position she loved most because she could feel everything deeper, fuller. He pushed back in from behind and the new angle made her scream. Marcus moved in front of her – she took him back into her mouth immediately, bobbing her head with desperate energy. Rome shifted to her left and she switched hands without missing a beat.

The view from behind – Brooke's pale ass bouncing against Ace's dark hips, his massive cock disappearing into her, his hands spreading her cheeks to watch himself work – was the kind of image that stopped hearts. The bridesmaids were not breathing normally. Megan had her hand entirely inside her own dress. Paige had her glasses off again and was biting the arm.

Ace picked up his pace. The sound of his hips meeting Brooke's ass was a rapid, wet percussion – slap slap slap slap – and with every impact Brooke was pushed forward onto Marcus's cock, taking him deeper, gagging, saliva pouring down her chin and onto the marble. She came again – her second – and this time she pulled off Marcus to scream, a raw, high sound that bounced off every wall.

"Oh GOD, oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm cumming, I'm – FUCK –"

Her arms gave out. She dropped to her elbows, face against the cool marble, ass in the air, and Ace didn't stop. He gripped her hips and drove into her with long, punishing strokes that made her body slide forward on the slick surface. Her veil dragged across the marble. Her tiara fell again. She didn't notice. She was somewhere beyond noticing – a place where everything was sensation and heat and the thick, dark cock reshaping her from the inside out.

Marcus knelt in front of her and lifted her face gently. She took him back into her mouth – dreamily now, almost drunk on pleasure, her blue eyes glassy and unfocused. She stroked Rome with one hand, the other bracing against Marcus's thigh.

The third orgasm was smaller but longer – a sustained trembling that rippled through her body for nearly thirty seconds, a continuous low moan humming around Marcus's cock. Her skin was flushed from her cheeks to her chest. Sweat glistened in the hollow of her throat. The disco ball made her look like she was sparkling.

Ace changed his angle – leaning back, pulling her hips up so her knees barely touched the ground, fucking upward into her in a position that put maximum pressure on her front wall. The fourth orgasm hit like lightning. Brooke's entire body seized – her back arched impossibly, her mouth fell open around Marcus and she lost him, her hands clenched into fists, her toes curled – and she screamed so loud and so long that Raven the DJ actually turned the music down.

Her body arched off the platform, suspended between Ace's cock and gravity, and she shook – actually shook, tremors running through every muscle – for a full ten seconds before collapsing forward onto the marble, gasping, trembling, tears streaming from the corners of her eyes.

"Four," Lexi counted from the couch, raising four fingers. "That's my girl."

Ace pulled out gently. He was still hard – impossibly, heroically hard – but the moment was Brooke's. He kissed the small of her back, a gesture so tender it made Natalie tear up on the couch. Brooke lay on the stage panting, her body twitching with aftershocks, a smile spreading across her wrecked face.

"More," she whispered.


Chapter Five – The Grand Finale

The VIP room floor was covered in cushions now – Lexi had dragged every pillow and throw from the couches and created a padded landscape of velvet and silk across the carpet. The lights were low – amber and purple, warm, the disco ball still turning lazily overhead. The air smelled like sweat and champagne and sex and perfume.

All five men. All seven women. The math was imperfect and that was the point – bodies would overlap, trade, share. This was not choreography. This was a collision.

Brooke sat in the center of the cushion floor, legs folded beneath her, still naked, still wearing the damp veil and the retrieved tiara. She looked like a queen surveying the battlefield before giving the order to charge.

"Everyone in," she said.

Clothes fell. The bridesmaids had been in various states of undress already – now the last barriers dropped. Megan's athletic body stretched out on the cushions, long and golden. Chloe's petite frame was porcelain and freckled, her red hair falling across small, pink-nippled breasts. Tara's curves were generous and soft, her hips wide, her ass a cushion of its own. Natalie was toned and tan, a small strip of dark blonde hair between her legs. Paige released her hair from its bun and it fell to her waist – a transformation that made Marcus visibly catch his breath. Sloane's tattoos continued beneath her clothes – roses and serpents twining up her ribs, across her hip bones, framing her pale body like living art. And Lexi – the architect of all this – was lean and long-legged with small breasts, sharp hip bones, and a confidence that radiated like heat.

Seven pale women. Five dark men. The cushion floor was a canvas and they were about to paint it.

Rome lay on his back and Sloane climbed on immediately – she'd been eyeing him all night, the thickest of the five, and she wanted him first. She sank down onto him with a hiss and a groan, her tattooed hands on his broad chest, her body stretching to accommodate his width. "Oh fuck yes," she breathed, beginning to rock.

Megan pulled Ace to the floor beside them. She lay on her back and hooked her long legs over his shoulders and guided him in – her height meant she could match him physically in a way the smaller women couldn't, and they moved together in long, athletic strokes, her volleyball legs locked behind his neck, pulling him deeper.

Dante had Tara on all fours – his lean body behind her thick one, his hands gripping the soft flesh of her hips, driving into her with steady, rhythmic thrusts that made her whole body ripple. She moaned into a pillow, her voice muffled, her hands clawing at the cushions.

Marcus and Paige were slower, more deliberate – he'd laid her on her back and entered her gently, his dreadlocks falling around her face like a curtain, and she wrapped her arms around his neck and whispered "harder" and he obliged, his pace increasing, his hips driving forward with controlled power.

King pulled Natalie onto his lap – she was facing away, reverse cowgirl, and she braced her hands on his enormous thighs as she rode him. The size difference was almost comical – his body dwarfed hers – but her enthusiasm was outsized, bouncing with the energy of a woman who'd been wound up all night and was finally, gloriously released.

Chloe knelt beside Sloane and Rome, and when Rome turned his head, she pressed her lips to his. The kiss was deep and wet and Sloane watched from above, still riding, still grinding, and the visual of another woman kissing the man inside her made her clench and shudder.

Lexi moved through the room like a conductor. She kissed Megan while Ace fucked her – tongue to tongue while a dark cock pistoned between pale legs. She straddled King's face while Natalie rode his cock – his tongue was as large as the rest of him and Lexi's eyes fluttered and she came in under a minute, gripping his shaved head for balance.

The combinations shifted. Tara dismounted Dante and moved to Marcus – Paige slid away and found Dante, pulling him on top of her, the switch seamless. Sloane pulled off Rome and guided him to Chloe – the petite redhead's eyes went wide as his thickness pressed into her, and she grabbed Sloane's hand and squeezed as her body adjusted.

Megan released Ace and pushed him toward Brooke. "Go give the bride what she needs."

Brooke was watching from the center of the cushion floor – she'd been touching herself, two fingers sliding in and out, her eyes moving from coupling to coupling like a woman at a feast trying every dish. When Ace crawled toward her, she lay back and spread her legs.

He entered her face to face this time. Missionary – intimate, eye contact, his massive frame covering her small one, dark skin against pale. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him close and he began to move inside her and she whispered "yes, yes, yes" against his ear like a mantra.

Rome appeared behind them. Brooke felt his hands on her hips and she knew what was coming. She nodded before he could ask – a quick, desperate nod – and then he was pressing into her ass again, slower this time, with more lube, but just as thick, just as overwhelming. Two men inside her again. The fullness made her see stars.

Marcus knelt beside her head. His cock, still slick from Paige, pressed against her lips and she opened and took him in. Airtight. Three men inside her simultaneously – three dark cocks filling three pale orifices – and she was the center of the universe, the focal point around which every body in the room oriented itself.

The bridesmaids gathered around the edges, each still engaged with another man or with each other. Lexi was riding Dante – facing Brooke, watching her best friend take three men, her own body rising and falling as dark hands held her waist. King had Megan on her stomach, entering her from behind while she propped herself on her elbows to watch the bride.

The sounds were overwhelming – a symphony of flesh. Wet slapping. Deep moans from the men. High gasps from the women. The creak of leather beneath shifting cushions. Brooke's muffled cries around Marcus's cock. Sloane whimpering as Chloe's tongue worked between her legs while they both watched. Tara talking – "fuck her, fuck her harder, give it to her" – her voice hoarse and raw.

Brooke came again. And again. She lost count. The orgasms blurred together – one long, sustained wave of pleasure that crested and fell and crested again. Every nerve in her body was firing. Every cell was alive. She was stretched and filled and overwhelmed and it was the single greatest physical experience of her life.

The men began to finish. Ace first – pulling out, stripping the condom, stroking himself over her stomach. The first rope of cum was thick and white and landed from her navel to her sternum, a vivid streak against her flushed skin. The second hit her breasts. The third – shorter, thicker – pooled in the hollow of her throat.

Rome pulled out next, moving to her side, his massive hand working his shaft until he groaned – a deep, animal sound – and came across her hip and thigh. The cum was copious, pooling in the crease where her leg met her body, sliding down to the cushion beneath her.

Marcus pulled from her mouth and she held her mouth open – tongue extended, blue eyes looking up at him – and he came on her face. It hit her cheek, her lips, her chin. A second spurt landed on her tongue and she tasted it – salty, thick, warm – and swallowed and opened her mouth for more. The third rope caught her forehead, just beneath the tiara, and dripped down over her eyebrow.

Around them, the other combinations were finishing too. King came inside Megan – she felt him swell behind her and she gasped and pressed her face into the cushion and took it, his hands gripping her hips hard enough to dimple the flesh. Dante came with Lexi – she pulled off him at the last moment and he came on her stomach, dark hand stroking himself, white cum splashing across her pale skin while she watched with satisfaction.

The room settled. Breathing slowed. Bodies untangled and collapsed onto the cushion floor in a sprawl of limbs and skin, dark and pale intertwined, glistening with sweat and cum and champagne that someone had spilled at some point.

Brooke lay in the center of it all. Her face was painted – cum on her cheeks, her chin, her forehead, her lips. Her body was streaked and pooled with it – stomach, breasts, thighs. Her veil was soaked through, clinging to her hair, heavy and wet. Her tiara sat crooked on her head, a rhinestone monarch of depravity. She was smiling.

She was smiling so wide her cheeks hurt.

"Best night of my life," she said to the ceiling, to the disco ball, to no one and everyone. "BEST NIGHT OF MY LIFE!"

Lexi crawled to her side and lay her head on Brooke's shoulder, not caring about the mess. "You're welcome, bride."

Brooke turned her head and kissed Lexi's forehead. "I'm still getting married Saturday."

"Obviously," Lexi said. "I already had the dress steamed."

Somewhere behind them, Sloane was already asking Rome for his number. Paige had put her glasses back on and was reading something on her phone, naked, legs draped over Marcus's thigh, as if this were the most normal Tuesday night of her life. It was, in fact, a Thursday.

Brooke closed her eyes. The disco ball turned above her, scattering light across the room like confetti. She could feel the warmth of bodies on either side, the hum of spent energy, the deep, satisfied ache between her legs and in her jaw and everywhere else. Two days from now she would walk down the aisle in white, perfect and pristine, and no one – not a single guest in those pews – would know what happened in this room.

But she would know. And her bridesmaids would know. And five very talented, very well-tipped men would know.

And that was enough.
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