
Saturday Night Sex Show, Wedding Heat Book 13 © 2014, 2022 by Giselle Renarde

All rights reserved under the International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without permission in writing from the publisher. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, places, characters and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations, events or locales is entirely coincidental. All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or older. 

This book is for sale to ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It contains substantial sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which may be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.

Cover design © 2014, 2022 Giselle Renarde 

First Edition July 2014

Second Edition July 2022

Warning: the unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000. 


Table of Contents

Disclaimer

Saturday Night Sex Show | Wedding Heat | Book 13 | Giselle Renarde

Other Titles in Giselle Renarde’s Wedding Heat series include:

ABOUT GISELLE RENARDE

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Saturday Night Sex Show

Wedding Heat

Book 13


Giselle Renarde





[image: ]


“Everything’s ready,” Pippa called from inside Maggie’s cabin.  “Bring in the bride.”

“What’s going on?” Maggie asked.

Gripping Maggie’s shoulders, Vanessa said, “It’s a surprise.”

“A good surprise?”

Leaning closer, Vanessa took a long inhale.  The fruity scent of Maggie’s blonde ringlets got right inside her, right between her thighs.  She wanted to trace her hands down Maggie’s front and fondle those lovely, luscious breasts.

The door swung open and Pippa poked her head out.  “What’s the hold-up, you two?”

Blindfolded, Maggie stuck her hands out in front of her, grasping for her maid of honour.  “Pippa, what’s the surprise?”

“Oh, I think you’ll like it.”  Pippa pulled her inside.  “Guaranteed you’ve never been to a bachelorette party like this one.”

Maggie’s curls bounced and bobbed as she groped her way through the threshold.

Vanessa rolled her eyes, still not totally sure what Pippa had planned.  A bunch of Chippendale stripper dudes, probably.  Ugh. Naked men weren’t exactly Vanessa’s thing.  

And, after the night they’d spent together, Vanessa knew the bride had a secret penchant for pussy.

All lights were off in the cabin.  Even the blackout blinds had been pulled.  No moon to guide them.  No stars.  God only knew how Pippa managed to lead them safely to the sofa in the dark.

“What is this?” Maggie asked.  “What’s going on?”

Vanessa’s heart slowed.  The air felt thick as she cautiously found a seat.

“Hello, stranger!” Shonette said with a laugh.

“Oh, sorry.  Was that your lap?”

“You’re not sorry at all,” grumbled Kristen, Shonette's secret girlfriend.

Someone took Vanessa’s wrist and guided her toward an unoccupied chair.  When she’d found a seat in the darkness, Pippa said, “Okay, is everybody ready?”

“Ready for what?” Vanessa asked.

“Don’t ask for what,” Kristen said, with that faint Scottish brogue.

Shonette added, “Just say yes.  All your bridesmaids are here, present and correct.”

After that, the girls started whooping and hollering.  Vanessa slumped in her chair.  Great.  Male strippers.  Just the kind of show every lesbian hopes for.

But as soon as the thick, throbbing music started up, the atmosphere changed.  Pulsations travelled up from the floor. Vanessa’s chair pounded hard enough to make her wet.  The room felt electric.  As much as she didn’t want to buy in to all this bachelorette bullshit, her skin buzzed and bristled.  She felt cold on the outside and hot on the inside as the thrill of the unknown ran through her.

When the lights went up, the girls’ screams reached a fever pitch.  Even Maggie clapped and howled, and she still had her blindfold on.  Vanessa tried to suppress her eagerness and tell herself she wasn’t interested, but she followed the bridesmaids’ gazes toward the loft, and...

“Wow!”

“What?” Maggie screamed over the thumping music.  “What is it?  Is it strippers?”

“No,” Vanessa replied.  “It’s... it’s...”

When Pippa ripped off the blindfold, Maggie’s jaw dropped.  “What is it?”

Giving Maggie’s hair a playful tug, the maid of honour replied, “It’s a live sex show!”

“Oh my god!” Maggie squealed, bouncing on the couch.  “Is this legal?”

“Shhh!” Shonette hissed, playfully.  “That’s none of your concern.”

The set-up blew Vanessa’s mind.  She’d seen some crazy shit in her day, but nothing like this.  Maggie’s rustic cabin loft was visible from the main space, where the girls all sat as spectators of this raunchy display.

The man was naked.  The woman wasn’t.

They both kneeled on the bed, which was pushed right up against the loft railing.  They held one another as they kissed, pressing their beautiful bodies together.  It was like spying a seduction in progress.

The guy could easily have been a stripper.  He had that hunky male model look about him, all hard muscles and cut abs.  His hair was a honey colour, cropped fairly close, but with a cute curl.  He was lip-locked with a bright red mouth, which belonged to an Asian girl.  Not model-skinny, oh no.  This girl had tats to beat the band, raven hair all the way down to her ass, and more than a little meat on her bones.

Vanessa’s skin erupted in goosebumps.

As the couple kissed, the guy’s hands moved across the girl’s rear, kneading her butt cheeks over her purple satin lingerie.  Man, that was a cute outfit—teeny tiny shorts lined with pink lace, and a matching camisole that hugged her big tits like a set of loving hands.

Pippa whooped and hollered louder than the music. “Strip that girl, big boy!” 

Maggie started the chant:  “Take it off!  Take it off!”

“Take it off,” Kristen and Shonette joined in. 

“Take it off,” Vanessa said, quietly.

The models broke their kiss for a fleeting glance at their spectators, before again turning their attention to one another.  With that look, Vanessa found herself totally entranced.

Vanessa’s clit throbbed as she watched Maggie watching the couple.  What was the etiquette for a live sex show, exactly?  Vanessa had never seen one before.  Could the audience plunge their hands down their pants and play with their pussies?  Or would that seem pervy?

The other girls pumped their fists in the air.  “Take it off!  Take it off!”

Vanessa swallowed hard as her gaze moved from Maggie to the unbelievable scene in the loft.  The guy turned the girl to face the audience. Much better!  Since he was hidden behind her, Vanessa could fancy those were her own hands slipping indiscreetly beneath the waistband of that hot chick’s shorts. Under the silky fabric, big fingers moved against the girl’s hot pussy.  Vanessa could only imagine how wet it must be.

Was she shaved?  Was she trimmed?  Was she insanely hairy?

“Take it off!” Vanessa hollered.

The hot girl tossed her hair to one side, and the guy kissed her neck.  Pippa and Maggie gasped so loudly Vanessa heard them over the music.  God, that girl’s skin looked soft.  The warm lighting made their bodies glow, and Vanessa itched to see what was under the purple silk.

Those big hands glided across the girl’s body like a sailboat over still waters.  Then one clutched her big breast and she let out a seductive sigh.  The other hand pulsed, returning beneath her shorts, making her lashes flutter and her eyes roll back in her head.

“Those must be some hands!” Pippa said to Maggie.  “She looks like she’s about to come.”

“She’s faking,” Kristen replied, with a groan.

Shonette nodded.  “Yeah, for sure.”

“Shush!”  Pippa swatted them playfully.  “Ever hear of suspending disbelief?”

Whether or not they believed the performance, Kristen and Shonette’s eyes were glued to the makeshift stage.  It was strange, watching two flesh-and-blood humans get nasty with each other.  And not on a screen, oh no.  Right there.  For an audience.

Vanessa would have preferred two women, but she had to admit this show was pretty sexy, even with a guy and a girl.

“Pippa?”  Maggie turned her head, just slightly.  “What are their names?”

“The girl’s name is China.  The guy is Brad.”

“Fake names,” Shonette said.

Kristen chuckled.  “Obviously.”

Vanessa hushed them.  “You’re being rude.  Just enjoy the show.”

Nobody said anything.  Were they were looking at her?  Vanessa couldn’t tell, because her gaze had locked on the performers.  Brad’s face was lost in the curve of China’s neck, nuzzling and kissing it like she was smothered in chocolate sauce.  God, that looked good.  Maybe it didn’t even matter that Brad was a dude, as long as he could give the girl jaw-dropping pleasure.

“Let’s see her skin,” Vanessa called out.  “Take off her top.”

Oh, that Brad was a player.  He wouldn’t be forced.  Teasing the audience, he pushed China’s tits together, driving her nipples so close to the edge Vanessa could just about see them through the lace.  What was that?  A nipple or a shadow?  Hard to tell at such a distance.  Could they not come closer?

“Take off her top!” Kristen joined in.

“Yeah,” Shonette shouted.  “Take it off!”

Maggie giggled wildly, yelling, “Show us her boobs!”

The girls all laughed, and so did Vanessa.  There was something really cute about Maggie begging to see a stranger’s breasts.

Brad didn’t acknowledge his audience in words, but he did lift China’s camisole.  She extended her arms and then cupped her hands around the back of Brad’s head.  Vanessa’s pulse quickened as he teased the audience by lifting the purple silk, then dropping it down just a touch.  Little by little, he worked his way up China’s curved belly until... oh god, yes... oh god...

Boobs! Boobs! Boobs!

The girls fell silent as Brad slipped off China’s camisole.  He fondled her breasts forcefully, like he knew exactly how to please her.  No desperate fiddling for Brad.  He knew the path to a woman’s desire.  And China did nothing to discourage his advances.

Vanessa’s breath grew shallow as the man upstairs pushed down his lover’s silky shorts.

“Yesss,” Maggie hissed as China’s trimmed mound was revealed.  “Pussssssyyy...”

Biting her tongue, Vanessa observed Maggie’s growing arousal.  The air in the cabin had gone heavy with lust, making it hard to inhale. Maggie’s breasts swelled inside her low-cut sundress.

“Fuck me, baby.”  China leaned forward, setting both hands on the railing.

Shonette gasped, covering her mouth.  “She’s gonna fall!”

“Shhh!”  Vanessa sat forward in her seat.

“Don’t shush my... don't shush Shonette,” Kristen said.  “This is dangerous.  If he fucks that girl too hard, she could die.”

Pippa chuckled.  “You guys are nuts.”

China’s pendulous breasts swung as she welcomed Brad, doggy-style.  “Don’t tease me, baby.  Fill me with that hot cock.”

“This cock?”  He whacked her with it and struck her asshole, judging from her reaction.

“Yeah, baby.  That’s the one.”

“Yeah, baby,” Maggie repeated, under her breath.  “Yeah, baby.  Fuck her.”

Vanessa never imagined she’d be so hot for some guy’s dick, but if Brad didn’t ram that thing into China in the next three seconds, she might have to go up there and fuck him herself.

“Fuck her!” Vanessa yelled.

All the girls joined in.  “Yeah, fuck her!”

“Give it to her!”

“Pound that pussy!”

“Fuck me.”  China’s knuckles turned white as she clutched the railing. “Now!”

“Ooh, you really want it, don’t you?”

“Can’t you feel how wet my pussy is?  That’s all for you, baby.”

Vanessa could have sworn China was looking at her, speaking to her, wet for her.  Under the music, she mouthed, “I’m wet for you too.”

“You sure you’re ready?” Brad grunted.

“Yes!”

“Really?”

“Yes!” the girls shouted, like the audience at a British pantomime.

Brad guided his dick into China from behind.  Vanessa could tell when he was inside her from the look on her face.  Her hair cascaded over one shoulder as she tilted her head, forming a delicious O with her lips.

“That’s good,” Vanessa whispered.

This was some party: five girls sitting around, watching a hired dick give it to a plump sexpot.  Vanessa couldn’t catch her breath when that gorgeous girl let go of the railing with one hand and reached up to grab her swinging breast.

“Squeeze it!” Pippa shouted—she was really getting into this.  Or maybe she was just trying to convince herself a live sex show was a good idea for a bachelorette party.

But Pippa didn’t need to worry.  It was a good idea.  In fact, it was a great idea.

“Lick it,” Vanessa cried.  And in case China didn’t hear her the first time, she echoed the command even
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