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CHAPTER ONE


Big Brown

 



Sally's twenty-fifth birthday was anticlimactic.
She hadn't been expecting anything, of course, she didn't throw
herself a party or even remind anyone her birthday was coming up.
She didn't have any surviving family except one shitty brother whom
she never expected to do anything except maybe send her a gift
certificate in the mail, which as it turned out, he didn't
do.

The only really important thing to
happen that day was that Sally's trust fund was unlocked. She had
been allowed to access it only for certain approved needs before
her twenty-fifth birthday -- if she had gotten an MBA, she could
have had it earlier, but Sally was stubborn and insisted on the art
history degree she had always wanted.

And now all that money was hers. It
was more than a hundred million dollars last time she calculated
the cash equivalent (of course it was mostly tied up in long-term
financial instruments, so there was no clear way to count an exact
figure, since that depended on when and how the money was turned
into cash -- Sally had always been financially illiterate). She was
determined not to let it change her. That was why she refused to
change her major no matter how much her father pleaded. He had
always said he didn't want his money to change her life; that meant
she should go for what would make her happy, not him. He never
quite saw it that way.

Being a museum curator would make her
happy. She had never found a job at a museum, of course -- they
mostly required many years of internship, which she hadn't been
able to stomach. It had occurred to her, of course, that she would
never have been free enough and confident enough to pursue this
course of study if it weren't for the guaranteed windfall when she
was twenty-five. If she didn't have that money waiting for her,
she'd have had to find a better-paying career option.

But that wasn't an issue now, and she
was glad for it. She had the money and didn't even intend to use it
for anything substantial. Her first big expense, just two days
after the money was unlocked, was not even for her at
all.

That seemed like a good way to start,
she thought, spending the money on someone else. It wasn't exactly
a charity, but it was nice and it wouldn't mainly benefit her: a
stripper. Sally paid for the stripper for her friend Alyssa's
bachelorette party. Sally didn't even care if there was a stripper,
but she didn't mind shelling out a few hundred dollars for her
friend's once-in-a-lifetime party.

She was upstairs smoking weed with her
gay friend Rick when the doorbell rang. Her spine shuddered at the
realization she was about to see a sexy man and would certainly get
at least one lapdance from him. She might even touch his cock. This
wasn't news, of course, but all of her thinking on the matter had
been about that money and how good it was that she wasn't spending
it on herself. She hadn't really pictured herself seeing, and
presumably touching, him until she heard the doorbell
chime.

Only now, Sally thought, maybe she was
spending it on herself after all. She couldn't deny that a part of
her had been looking forward to the stripper. She hurriedly told
Rick she was stoned enough, and scurried downstairs. He agreed and
followed -- he was looking forward to the stripper as
well.

Alyssa had always had a thing for
Latin guys. She was denying it strenuously since she had gotten
engaged to a white man, but Sally and Alyssa had been best friends
for years, and Sally knew perfectly well what she found
sexy.

And so she had hired a Latin male
stripper. By the time she got downstairs, he was already dancing
and had taken off a shirt, revealing a powerful brown
chest.

Was he Latin? Sally had assumed as
much because he looked Latino in the thumbnail on the website, and
his stripper name was Big Brown. But his skin looked a bit browner
than Hispanic skin, and his hair was curly in an almost Jewish or
Arab manner; his face was broad, slightly slant-eyed. Was he
Filipino? Mixed-race? He didn't look un-Latino, she thought, but he
didn't exactly look Latino either.

Probably mixed race, she thought. In
any case, it would be impolite to ask at this point, and it didn't
matter, Alyssa was enjoying the first lapdance of the
evening.

The party droned on. Once the initial
excitement wore off, Sally wasn't having as good of a time as she
had hoped, but Alyssa was, and that was what mattered.
Unfortunately, for Alyssa, having a good time meant getting drunk;
so she was passing out and falling over before nine o'clock in the
evening. Sally didn't know most of Alyssa's other friends, and she
sat alone most of the evening.

It seemed at first as though that
might ruin the party. Once the bachelorette was put to bed, was
there any point to a bachelorette party? Sally wasn't sure, but it
seemed Big Brown had some thoughts on the matter.

He kept on dancing, giving lap-dances
and running out to his car to get a different costume he could
strip off (an American Indian leather skirt and headdress, which
just made his racial background more confusing). The other girls
were into it, and Sally pretended to be as well.

Finally it was her turn for a
lapdance. Sally blushed and submitted, awkwardly at first. He was
ungodly sexy, with a foppish head of untamed hair, a wide body
brimming with muscles, and a kind smile that made Sally want to
dance with him all night long.

It was against the rules to touch
strippers; Sally knew that, but some of the other women had done
it, and Big Brown hadn't complained. She didn't think about it, she
just wrapped her hands around his big, firm asscheeks as they
bounced up and down in front of her. Her heart thumped. The drone
of the party faded away and blood pumped through her veins like she
had just done a line of coke.

She squealed in delight as she
realized she liked it -- she had never been into male asses, no
matter what they looked like. Sure some guys had notably ugly
butts, but no one had a sexy ass, not really, she thought, until
she laid her hands on Big Brown's shaking ass.

One of her hands had crept around to
his front. Did she really do that? Or did he guide her hands? She
didn't remember doing it herself, but she squealed again just the
same as her hand wrapped around his erect cockshaft.

The other girls howled with laughter
and mocking. They had been daring each other to stroke his dick all
night, but most had barely touched it at all.

The song ended, and it wasn't
immediately replaced -- Sally heard something dim, like the next
song began with a very quiet intro that couldn't be heard with the
current volume settings. A grim silence fell over the room, as
everyone watched Sally jacking Big Brown off.

"You ready to squeeze one out?" he
asked.

Did she? Was she going to give some
strange guy a handjob in front of a crowd of mostly strangers? That
sure didn't seem like her, Sally thought, but she wanted more than
anything not to take her hand away.
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