The Bachelor Party
Sometimes I have to take the oddest jobs.  When you have to move around a lot it does make keeping an employment history rather difficult.  So, when finances get tight, I take jobs like tonight.  I am working as a bartender for a small private party at the Moose Lodge.  Seems some guys have rented the place out but the regular bartender isn’t returning calls, and the manager had been given my name as a good backup bartender in case of an emergency.

My name’s Nick by the way.  I’m 35 years old; stand 6 feet tall, white, muscular with a bit of a beer belly, and a well trimmed beard and mustache.  The job offer came just when I need a small influx of cash and jumped at the chance.  I had to show up at the place at 5pm to get the lay of the land as I would be in charge of the place during the party as the guys renting it out wanted it to be just them and the bartender.  So, the manager showed me around.  It was not a large place but well appointed.  It had a medium sized main bar with a small kitchen in the back for light bar food.  It had a small office, a few small meeting rooms, a storage room and a small back room with a pool table.  I mastered the bar quickly and the manager was out the door in 30 minutes.  I got everything ready and waited for the guys to show up. 
The men didn’t show up until 6:30 that evening, and they were a raucous bunch.  There were eight of them and they ranged in ages from 25 to 55.  They seemed to be more of a rough bunch as they didn’t come in all dressed up.  It seemed like most of them had come here from work as several of them were wearing somewhat dirty shirts that always remind me of a mechanic.  They were not much for small talk after first getting there.  They kept me pretty busy for a good hour making sure the beer and liquor flowed as they talked and played cards.  It was after about two hours into the evening that I had sorted out who was who at this little shindig.  The man of the evening was Grant.  He is 50 years old, white, 5’10”, 250 lbs with a nice big belly that jutted out over his jeans.  He had shaggy brown hair with a nice mustache.  He owns a modest size garage on this side of town and the men with him were either mechanics that worked with him at his shop or family.  The oldest man at the party turns out to be Grant’s brother, Joe.  He is 55 years old, 5’8” 180 lbs with short graying hair and an average build.  Joe works in construction and had come in a tank top and his Carhart’s.  I could see a few tattoos on each arm every time he came up for a drink.  I turns out that both men’s sons are here as well.  Grant’s son’s name is Vince and he is a chip off the old block.  He is 25 years old and has a similar build as his father except instead of a nice big gut, Vince has muscles.  Joe’s son Rick is 35 years old.  He stands out as the tallest of the guys at the party at 6’.  He has long brown hair that he keeps back in a ponytail and tips the scales at about 210 lbs.  It turns out he is a mechanical engineer as well as a mechanic and helps out his uncle on weekends when things get backed up.  He has an athletic form with a bit of a beer gut.  From the toasts and other conversations, it turns out that this is the whole family here for Grant and Joe.  The other men are friends and mechanics that work with Grant at his garage.   By far, the most disagreeable of all the guys there is John.  I think it may have something to do with being the shortest guy in the bunch.  He is about 5’5” tall, white, athletic, has his head shaved and the attitude of a constipated 800 lb gorilla with blue balls.  Juan is another of the mechanics at Grant’s garage.  He seems to be in his early forties, Hispanic, about 5’10”, 250 lbs, with a scruffy goatee and a big ball gut.  The third mechanic was Ben.  He was young, in his early twenties, white, about 5’9”, average build with long auburn hair that he kept in a pony tail.  Finally there was Greg.  He seemed to be in his early thirties, white, 5’10” long black hair in a pony tail similar to Ben’s, and muscular.  He was wearing a wife-beater so it was very apparent he was hairy as hell as well.  He was the quiet one of the bunch.
I was watching all the guys but Juan and John easily grabbed my attention but for extremely different reasons.  Every time John would come up to the bar he was a belligerent prick.  He would make so smartass crack about it being cold up there and the lack of oxygen must keep me pretty light headed.   I would just smile and serve him his drink which he would complain about as well.  Juan was on the other end of the spectrum.  He would come up and make pretty much hit on me every time he was getting something.  He was really my type and had juices flowing.  So, when he came up to get another beer and said, “Maybe I should take a piss before I load up anymore,” gave me a nod and headed off to the restroom I was not far behind.  When I entered, he was at the large urinal trough with a nice 8” piece of meat shooting a healthy stream of piss.  I sidled up next to him and fished out my 12” meat and let fly with a nice stream as well.  It didn’t take him long to look over and say, “Damn man, you are hung like a horse!”  “It gets bigger and it is always in the mood for something,” I replied as I shook the last of the piss from my now hardening dick.  Juan stood there ogling my meat so I motioned for him to head into the handicapped stall.  Once we got inside, Juan was on his knees and had engulfed my cock in his talented mouth.  He was deep-throating my massive member like a pro and sending waves of pleasure throughout my body.  I grabbed his head with both hands and began thrusting my meat into that hot, tight throat while Juan took off his shirt and unzipped his pants and began stroking his 6” rod.  It wasn’t long before he started gagging as my cock was continuing to grow.  I let his head go and hefted my now much thicker and longer cock in one hand as he sat back on his heels saying, “Damn, you taste good.  You were right too.  It does get bigger.”  I grunted at him in acceptance of the compliment and told him, “Why don’t you put that tongue to use on my piss slit?”  I guided his head to the tip of my throbbing prick where he quickly went to work tonguing my piss slit and eating the pre-cum that was flowing freely.   Throughout this pleasurable process, my dick had grown considerably and I couldn’t wait any longer.  With a quick thrust of my hips, Juan’s head is engulfed by rod.  The feeling of him inside my cock is overwhelming.  His struggles sending tingles all down my shaft.  He quickly reached up and tried to pry his head out with his hands only to have them slip on all the pre-cum inside my cock as well.  Another flex of my muscles, and the hardest part of getting a guy into my cock had begun.   Juan was now into my shaft past his shoulders with his hands stretched out before him pushing their way into my sack.  Another flex and his ass and flailing legs are all that is jutting out my enormous cock.  His progress into my balls being made easier by the large amounts of pre-cum I keep producing from the sensations of him struggling in my shaft and balls.  I grunt with pleasure as I lift my cock up to my chest and take off his pants and shoes.  I catch his legs which are not kicking quite so much and push his legs and feet into my cock and watch as the large bulge descends, depositing Juan into my balls.  My sack is grandly distended as it accepts the struggling form of Juan into it, but those struggles are short lived.  Unlike my gut, Juan’s struggles only speed up his transformation from a handsome Hispanic man into my next man-sized load of jizz.
I know I don’t have time to wait for my body to reabsorb all that cum so that my balls can return to their original size, nor do I want to waste such a pleasurable experience down the drain.  So, I take the only option I have.  With my cock so long and thick, it takes nothing for me put my cock in my mouth.  It takes only a few quick strokes to send the load that was Juan from out of my balls to my hungry belly.  In no time, my balls have emptied out and returned, along with my cock to their original sizes.  I button up my shirt over my now cum bloated belly.  I pat it as I walk out, “You were right Juan, I do taste great.”
I head out of the bathroom and amble back towards the bar.  I can see John seething as if he has been waiting for a bit.  I sidle behind the bar, but before I can say anything I let out with a big wet belch.  This only seems to set John off.   “Fuck, Man!  I’ve been waiting 10 minutes to get a drink.  What the fuck were you doing?”  I pat but stomach saying, “Sorry man, had to fill up this tank as I was getting hungry.” “Just fucking make me a tequila sunrise, and don’t use the cheap stuff you’ve been using all night.”  Look man, I just make your drinks with what is behind the bar.  Not my fault if all they put back here is a brand you don’t like.”  Shit!  I’ll just do it myself then.”  John strode around behind the bar and squatted down to look through the bottles on the bottom shelf.  He was letting out a nice stream of obscenities under his breath about me.  The rest of the men seemed engrossed in their card game, so I decided to take care of this problem.  It was nothing at all to duck behind the bar and have John up to his shoulders in my mouth.  I don’t normally like to take them in clothed, but getting this done quick was paramount.  His arms were pinned by my strong lips to his side, and only a few bottles were rattled by his kicking feet before I got him moved to a less noisy position.  A big gulp gets his head into my throat and his hips into mouth where I rub his crotch with my tongue.  A second swallow leaves his kicking feet the only thing left of him on the outside.  I quickly remove his shoes and give his feet a shove, thus sending him to my cum filled gut.  I can feel John sloshing around inside and fighting to find a way out, but nobody has yet.  I stand up and quickly glance about to see if anyone has noticed what has just transpired.  The men are still playing cards oblivious to the exit of the annoying John.  Eating a man while his friends were only feet away has my adrenaline pumping and my cock as hard as a rock.  I lean on the bar so my belly hangs behind it and rub it to feel the man struggling inside me.   I know I’ve got room for more.

After about an hour, I notice that Rick and Greg are no longer at the table with the rest of the guys.  So, I tell them I need to check some things in the building and I’ll be back and head off in search of some more to eat.  It doesn’t take me long to find them.  I notice the storage room door is ajar and I peek in to see Rick pounding away at Greg’s ass.  I could hear Rick saying, “Damn, I missed that tight ass you furry bastard.”  So, this was not a unique occurrence.  I slip my hard cock out of my pants and cough as I walk in saying, “Mind if I make this a threesome?”  The liquor has to be kicking in as Rick doesn’t miss a stroke.  “Damn man, get that horse dick inside me and let’s get this train running.”  Never one to disappoint, I use the last bit of lube from the package on the floor and plant my 12” dick into Rick’s guts.  I reach around and grab his nice beer belly as I pound his tight ass and force his dick deeper into Greg eliciting moans from them both.  I keep up the pace and push his long pony tail aside so that I can lick his sweaty neck and taste this big man I’m fucking.  His sweat from the sex and musk from working all day are a delectable treat for my tongue.  My belly rumbles in anticipation of taking this big beefy man inside.  Rick tilts his head back while I am licking his neck and I can not resist any longer.  It is difficult as Rick stand 6” tall, but I open my mouth wide and engulf his head while my dick is still in his ass.  His shouts are muffled inside my mouth so that they sound like nothing more than moans of pleasure.  He reaches his hands up to pry my mouth open but they slip and I slurp them in with his head and shoulders.  I run my tongue over his protesting face and savor how good he tastes.  
This is where is get a bit difficult as I’ve got to get his meat out of Greg and replace it quickly with my horse cock so that Greg doesn’t raise a ruckus to end this great meal.  With supreme effort, I pull back on Rick belly and pull his cock out of Greg.  I take a big gulp and get that beer belly into mouth and force his head and arms into my throat.  My aim is a bit shaky but I manage to impale Greg with my rod eliciting an “Oh my god your huge, man!” from Greg.  I moan around Rick a positive response while running my tongue all over that beer gut.  I give a shove on Rick’s ass and get his dick and ass in my maw.  I love the taste of Greg’s ass on his cock and get him to shoot his load into my mouth.  With two more swallows, his kick legs disappear inside of me and he is deposited into my belly with John and Juan.  The struggles in my gut intensify sending even more waves of pleasure through my body.
While I was eating Rick, I didn’t stop pounding Greg.  His ass was tight despite being fucked by Rick.  As I put my hands on his hips and continued pounding him, I could see that his back and ass were as hairy as his arms and chest.  With Rick struggling so much in my belly, it didn’t take me long to shoot my load deep inside of Greg.  As he stood up, Greg shot his load onto the floor and pushed his hairy back onto my huge gut.  I wrapped my arms around him and ran my hands through the fur on his chest and abs.  I leaned down a bit and licked his hairy shoulder tasting him as he asked, “Where’s Greg?”  “Let me show you.”  I spin him around and lift him up and push his head into my maw before he can say a word.  His hairy body tastes wonderful and the feeling of it sliding into my throat is amazing.  I shift my hands to his ass and push him further in so that I can get that ass into my mouth.  I run my tongue over his hardening cock and cum-filled ass.  I really love tasting an ass that I just filled and Greg’s does not disappoint.  I linger a bit with his legs flailing outside of my mouth to enjoy the sensation and then slurp them up like spaghetti.  The feeling of that hairy man traveling down my gullet and being deposited into my already stuffed gut is exquisite.  My gut expands enormously from the four men now inside, so it is impossible to get my shirt back on. I duck back into the office to pick up a leather vest I had brought for going out later as it will come in handy.  The guys that are left are pretty drunk and most probably wont notice.  Even if they do, it just means they will end up in my stomach quicker.
I head back out to the bar, and am lucky that nobody seemed to notice that I was gone.  I peruse those guys that are left.  Grant has stopped playing cards and is kicked back in his chair with is feet up on the table.  His big belly is showing as his shirt has ridden up and I can see a tattoo of aces and eights on the rounded curve of that gut.  Joe is just finishing up a hand of cards with his nephew Vince and Ben is trying to get Grant involved in some conversation.  All of them oblivious that four of the men that had arrived with them are now digesting in my huge tank.
Joe does finally seem to be puzzled and makes his way to the bar.  “Hey, have you seen my son Rick.  He’s the tallest of the bunch of us.”  “Yeah, I think I know where he went.  Why don’t you come with me in case the drinking has been too much for him and I need help getting him off the floor?”  I head off to the room with the pool table.  When we get back there, I have Joe go look around the room.  He comes back to me saying, “He isn’t here.”  “Yes he is.”  Joe gets indignant at this point saying, “Well then show me where he is Mr. Know-it-all.”  I slap my huge belly saying, “Rick is in here now.  I fucked his ass then I swallowed him whole.  He was delicious too.”  It doesn’t seem to be completely registering with Joe as he walks over to me and puts his hand on my belly.  “I don’t think you’re gonna feel him moving.  I fucked Greg while I was eating your boy.  I ate Greg too.  He’s in there with Rick, Juan, and John.  Hell, let’s not keep friends and family apart.”  I quickly grab Joe.  He tries to put up a fight, but he is no match for me.   I lift his 180 lb frame and shove his protesting head into my mouth.  I run my tongue along his face which puts more energy into his struggle and increases the taste of my meal.  I quickly tear off his shirt so that those tattooed shoulders slide in easier as I continue gulping him down.  His head is starting to head into my throat as I lick his chest and nipples which are now in my mouth. I get his pants off as well, and then a small gulp gets Joe on his way down to my stomach causing my throat to bulge out.  I use my tongue to get his large cock hard despite the situation he is in and I am quickly rewarded by a salty blast of his cum.  I taste the must crack of his ass and regret that I didn’t take the time to fill that with my seed before I ate.  I tilt my head back and let gravity do the rest.  I really enjoy the languorous way his leg slide into my throat without me doing anything at all.  I feel Joe pass into my stomach and his struggles begin anew as he comes up against his son’s form in my gut.  I hold my gut while it shakes and say, “Yup, you two are together again and part of something bigger.  Isn’t that what you wanted for your son, to move into something bigger?”  A nice big burp relieves some of the pressure and allows me to get rid of Joe’s shoes since I had forgotten to take them off.
Once again I head back into the Bar, but a different site greets me this time.  The bar is quite with only a soft sobbing.  As I come into the room, I can see Grant sitting on the floor with a now greatly expanded belly writhing with what must be his son and Ben the mechanic.  I approach defensively because I want to the last person leaving and it is better to be safe.  Grant is saying “I didn’t know I could do that.  I was hungry and they both looked so tasty.  It was all so quick.  I just grabbed them and stuffed them into my mouth.  I sucked them up like noodles.  They tasted so good and it feels so good that they are struggling inside me.  It’s got me hard even.”  It is pretty cool watching his belly move with is son and the mechanic inside, but I had decided I was going to have the whole party.  This just makes it easier.  I quickly move up to Grant and get his shaggy head into my mouth.  My cock is rock hard as I taste the manly flavor over another predator.  I run my tongue over his face to savor the tears from eating his own son and then work his shoulders into my mouth.  The hardest part is coming, his big belly, twitching with the still struggling forms of Ben and Vince.  It takes a massive effort to get that huge bulk into my mouth, but I do.  I can feel the guys struggling inside his belly on my tongue triggering my orgasm.  I run my tongue all over Grant’s stomach before moving it further into my throat.  I get his tasty ass and rock hard cock in my mouth and it takes nothing to get him to shoot a shoot a huge load into my throat adding even more to the pleasure I am experiencing.  It is rough going getting that huge gut down into my throat.  It is an extreme relief to feel his legs pass through the final sphincter and cause my belly to expand to ridiculous proportions.  I sway on my feet as my stomach adjusts to having the entire bachelor party inside.  I let out a wet burp and pressure eases on my stomach somewhat.  “Now everyone is back together again and you don’t have to worry about that pesky marriage.”  I stroke my uge gut and get the place cleaned up.  It was a great idea to eat that bartender.
