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Amy At The Lesbian Wedding





When a sheltered straight coed goes solo to her childhood friend’s lesbian wedding, she catches the eye of two delectable older women who set out to seduce her.


Growing up, Rochelle "Shelly" Rosenberg was my next-door neighbor. She was everything I aspired to be - confident, athletic, and cool. As a little pipsqueak 6 years her junior, I looked up to her as a mentor and big sister. Even after she went off to college when I was in 8th grade, we stayed connected through social media and occasional texts. But, as with many childhood friendships, ours slowly faded away as we both had our own experiences and separate lives to navigate.

Imagine my surprise when I received an invitation to Shelly's wedding at my parents' house that was addressed specifically to me. It had been years since we last spoke, but our friendship still meant something to her and she wanted me at her wedding! I'd never been so flattered and excited. Suddenly I was that giddy little girl again, determined to follow Shelly anywhere if it made her think I was cool. Then came the second surprise - Shelly was marrying a woman named Maria Lopez. It suddenly all made sense why she never had any boyfriends during the time we were close. She was, and always had been gay. Of course! In retrospect, it should have been obvious. Somehow, that made her all the cooler to me.

As I processed this information, my mind started racing with questions. If we HAD stayed close now that we were both adults, had there ever been any potential between us? Hypothetically of course, since I was straight and she was now betrothed to the apparent girl of her dreams. Still, that little what if question lingered in my head. If there ever WAS a woman I would have considered...Nevermind. Irrelevant.

Without hesitation, I RSVPed yes to the wedding. The thought of attending a lesbian wedding filled me with anticipation and excitement and nerves, definitely nerves. I was 19, barely a year into college and out of the house. I was confident enough in who and what I thought I was, but I also knew I'd likely be the youngest adult attendee there and, I assumed, one of the only straight people. There was something exciting and strange and kind of foreboding about the idea of being a straight woman surrounded by other women who were attracted to women at this wedding. Was my relative inexperience showing in my overthinking? The good news for me on that front was that I was about to gain a whole lot of experience.

You see, there were two women at this wedding that would take an interest in yours truly and change my life for the better. My name is Amy Bauers, I'm 19 years old and this is the story of how I became the third for a committed lesbian couple after showing up as the only single,  only straight girl at Shelly's Lesbian Wedding:

The ceremony itself had been a thing of beauty. Shelly and her new bride had been absolutely stunning in their matching white lace dresses with pastel rainbow fringe. They were flanked by their bridesmaids and "bride's dudes" who were all women dressed in form fitting pinstripe suits and matching hats. Right after the ceremony I'd even gotten a quick moment of hello and a big hug from Shelly for making the trip on my own.

When the reception began, I found myself standing with the other guests in the fancy hotel's most luxurious reception hall, clutching a champagne flute to my chest as I waited in the informal line to see where my table was. Not that it really mattered where I sat, literally the only person I knew here was Shelly.

While I waited in the slow motion pseudo-line to see where to sit, my eyes wandered over the unique and very varying mix of attendees to this unabashedly queer affair. Chalk it up to my sheltered upbringing but it was still a little jarring seeing all these women holding hands and being affectionate with each other. It wasn't that I thought it wrong, I just had never seen it carried out so openly without any attention called to it. As it should be, but new to me.

I didn't want to make an assumption about the women around me, but I also had this strange suspicion I was being looked at, sized up, considered for...I didn't know what. I mean, I couldn't blame them in some ways. Cute as a button was how I'd been described on the last dud of a date I'd had.

I'd put some significant effort in getting my hair right for today's event. The dirty blonde locks were wavy and fell just below my shoulders, framing my face just how I like it. I have hazel eyes that I complimented with some eyeshadow and mascara for the formal event. I'm about 5'5 in the simple heels I wore that day. I'm proud of my clear pale skin and how it compliments my slightly curvy, fit body. I've been told I have a nice round butt and perky, albeit a little small breasts. For the wedding, I was wearing a purple strapless A frame party dress with a pair of soft cheeky maroon panties and a matching strapless bra beneath. I probably could have gone without the bra, but I expected to be dancing later, and ya girl likes her support when she's bouncing around. For my makeup, I went for bold yet tasteful, with winged eyeliner and crimson red lips.

"Isn't this just lovely?" a woman nearby cooed to her partner, their fingers entwined.

"Absolutely," her partner agreed, casting an appreciative glance around the room. I watched the two beautiful women walk by holding each other lovingly. It seemed so...nice.

I took a sip of my drink, trying to drown my nerves in its bubbly embrace. I was kicking myself for coming here alone, not that I had anyone to bring. It's not like I knew anyone who I'd be comfortable bringing to Shelly's Big Lesbian Wedding, as I'd built it up in my head in the weeks since I'd RSVPed. I guess I still idolized Shelly and it felt like such a big deal to be invited that I'd endure anything, and it did feel like enduring. This was all so foreign to me – the love, the passion, the unmistakable electricity in the air.

"Hey there," a sultry voice whispered suddenly into my ear, breaking me out of my over-analysis and making me spin to see who had just invaded my personal space so sensually from behind.

Before me stood one of the most striking women I had ever seen. She was a good six inches taller than me, even in my heels, and she was curvy and busty and...thick in all the right ways. She had deep brown hair and sparkling, piercing green eyes that just drew me in like a moth to a flame. I recognized her from the ceremony. She'd been in the wedding party on Maria's side. I remembered noting how she'd filled out her gray men's suit the best of all the "bride's dudes" flanking Maria and she had really been the only one to pull off the matching fedora if I'm honest. My eyes went up and down my new acquaintance' body and I drank in her voluptuousness, even more perfectly highlighted by the the light blue camisole I could now make out beneath the jacket.

"Sorry, didn't mean to startle you," she continued, flashing me a charming smile.

"Oh, no problem. You didn't" I lied, feeling the heat rising in my cheeks. "Uh, hi there yourself."

"Nice dress," she said with a mischievous glint in her eyes. I was pulled in instantly.

"Thank you," I replied, self-consciously smoothing the fabric over my hips. "I'm Amy."

"Nice to meet you, Amy. I'm Mandy, and this is Selene," she motioned to a tall, sinewy woman standing just behind her in a similar suit and hat. Wow, these women really pulled this androgynous look off, but in like, opposite ways. Selene was just as tall and even more commanding. She was muscular and shapely in all the ways that her companion was curvy. Her smokey eyes bore into me from her intense face framed by her dark red hair.

"Hi," I breathed, my heart pounding in my chest as our gazes met. There was something undeniably magnetic about these two women, something that both scared and excited me.

We exchanged pleasantries as they guided me into a small circle with them in the corner of the reception hall, chatting about the beautiful ceremony we'd just witnessed. I couldn't help but feel the weight of their gazes on me, like they could see right through my flimsy facade of confidence and recognize the vulnerable girl beneath.

"Can I be honest with you?" Mandy asked, leaning in close to my ear. Her warm breath sent shivers down my spine.

"Sure," I whispered, feeling my cheeks flush as our bodies brushed against each other.

"My lady and I can't help but notice how incredibly cute you look all done up like this." Mandy said matter-of-factly.

"We spotted you from up on the altar," Selene pointed out. My cheeks were suddenly flushed. These women had noticed ME from their important place in the wedding?!

"Mhmm, and we also notice that you don't seem to be here with anyone. Is that accurate? No plus one?" Mandy asked me, putting me suddenly on the spot as she leaned further into my personal space.

"Uh, no," I stammered, realizing there was no point in denying it to my new friends. "You're not wrong. I'm here flying solo."

"Interesting," she purred, her fingertips trailing lightly along my collarbone. It was such a simple yet surprisingly intimate gesture from someone I just met I couldn't help but blush. What was up with that?

"So how do you know the uh, brides then?" Mandy continue.

I perked up and launched into a mini spiel about growing up next to Shelly and looking up to her and being so flattered I'd gotten an invitation. Mandy and Selene loved it and pressed me for some inside childhood stuff about their pal Maria's new beau. They gave me a good ribbing about how I couldn't possibly have known that Shelly was, and always had been, a big ol' dyke. They touched my upper arms and shoulders quite a few times as we laughed at childhood me's sheltered obliviousness.

"So then I guess this is your first time at an all-girl wedding like this?" Mandy asked, stepping closer in again until our bodies were almost touching. Her perfume was intoxicating, a mix of musk and something sweet that made my head spin.

"Uh... yes," I admitted, feeling my face grow even hotter. "That obvious?"

"Your eyes give you away," she said with a wicked grin, her fingers tracing slow circles on the exposed skin of my forearm. "We can see you giving the alternative-looking chicks and their partners those prolonged curious looks. You should probably work on your subtle glance game, little one."

Selene leaned in and continued. "You're wondering what the dynamic between them is, aren't you? Now that the roles aren't defined by gender, you're trying to imagine who's doing what to whom, aren't you?"

The insinuation made me go beet red all the way down to my core. I hadn't been conscious of it, but when they pointed it out, I realized that that was exactly what I'd been doing.

Mandy was pointing at one such couple walking by before us.

"You're doing it to them, ain'tcha?" Mandy asked. My mouth fell open as I struggled to piece the words of refute out, but I had lost all coherence in my shame and embarrassment. "You wanna ask 'em? I bet they'd be happy to tell you. HEY-"

"No stop!" I grabbed at Mandy's arm and shook my head desperately. This got both Mandy and Selene laughing again.

"Alright cutie. Maybe we'll find out later," Mandy said, running her other hand reassuringly over my hand holding her arm.

I let out a sigh of relief and let go. The warmth I felt from touching her lingered briefly on my now empty palms.

"So if you didn't come here to learn about the varying dynamics that can be found in WLW relationships, what ARE you doing here?" Selene pressed.

"Um, supporting my good friend?" I croaked back, unable to tear my gaze away from Selene's. There was something magnetic about her presence, but something that felt forbidden and wrong for me too.

"Mhmm," she said, leaning in close enough that our lips almost brushed. Her hot breath against my lips making them tingle "A likely story."

My heart skipped a beat as she said this before she pulled away. I took a giant swig from my champagne glass as Mandy and Sloane held back giggles. It was empty when I brought it back down and the two ladies before me saw their opportunity.

"Would you like a drink? A real one?" Selene offered, "Open bar and we don't want our new friend so nervous and jittery. It's a celebration after all!"

"Sure," I said, nodding gratefully. The two women guided me smoothly towards the bar. As Mandy turned to order drinks, my gaze lingered on the curve of her hips, appreciating the way her tailored pants hugged her body. I swallowed hard, surprised by the intensity of my attraction.

"Here," Mandy said a few moments later, handing me a glass filled with a vibrant, crimson liquid. "Try this."

"Thank you," I murmured, taking a tentative sip. The taste was sweet and tangy, like ripe berries with a hint of something exotic. As I drank, I could feel the liquid warmth spread through my body, loosening my muscles and making me feel more at ease.

"Feeling better?" Mandy asked, her lips quirking into a knowing smile.

"Much," I admitted, feeling my inhibitions begin to melt away under their combined attention.

"Good," Selene said, her eyes dark and predatory as they locked onto mine. "Now how about you come sit with us at our table. We'd hate the idea of our new friend stuck at some loser table when we think you're cool as heck!"

Mandy winked at me and any reservation I had about upsetting the assigned seating by switching to their table melted away.

The twinkle in Mandy's eyes seemed to mirror the flickering candles on the tables as Selene gently guided me to sit between them. Their intoxicating scents mixed with the floral arrangements, making my head spin with a dizzying blend of arousal and curiosity.

"Your dress is stunning, Amy," Mandy cooed, her fingertips brushing against the silky fabric of my purple party dress, sending shivers down my spine. "It complements your eyes beautifully."

"Thank you," I replied, feeling warmth bloom in my cheeks as I glanced at their own impeccably tailored suits. "You both look absolutely amazing too."

"Heh yeah considering these uniform suits were all Maria's idea, we fill them out pretty nicely huh?," Selene quipped, smirking as she ran her fingers through her sleek red hair. "We're actually not all that butch day to day, but Maria insisted. Fuckin Bridezilla."

Mandy laughed at this and Selene rolled her eyes with her own smile.

"At least my girl Mandy fills hers out unfairly sexily don't you think?" Selene said gesturing to Mandy's body. The opportunity to look her curvy body up and down once more made me go dry in the throat. I nodded dumbly as I gulped more of my mixed drink, feeling the booze warm my stomach.

"Flatterer." Mandy chided Selene. "And I mean come on, our drab gray suits are kinda being upstaged by this gorgeous dress you got on, Amy. That purple pops on you, girl!"

I swallowed hard, trying to steady my racing thoughts while basking in their praise and close proximity.

"You can be honest, you wore it in the hopes that someone here would wanna take it off you tonight, right?" Mandy said with a big confident grin on her face.

I almost coughed up my drink when she said that. "Um, well actually ha, no."

"NO?!" both women said in unison. "How can that be?"

"Well uh, ladies, it may surprise you to know, I'm actually straight, so I showed up to this girly wedding with uh, no aspirations whatsoever."

The gobsmacked, open mouth shocked look on their faces is an image that is still burned into my memory. They both pulled off their hats, fanned their faces with them and shook out their hair as if in total, performative shock. I had to do a double take. Hadn't we just discussed my surprise at Shelly marrying a woman? I'd thought my straightness would have been evident. It felt strange to have my heterosexuality be seen as the outlier that I had to explain and clarify when my experience up to that point had always been the opposite.

"Whhhat!?" Mandy exclaimed, her hand covering her gaping mouth in a big showy display of faux surprise. She and Selene had big grins on their faces as they jokingly pretended this was the most nonsensical thing they'd ever heard. "How can you be at lesbian wedding and straight? That's impossible!"

I let out a sigh of relief once I recognized their joking tones and decided to play along.

"I know! heresy, just don't tell on me okay ladies?" I said with a playful wink.

"Oh no? What's it worth to ya?" Selene said, leaning back and crossing her arms, still on the verge of laughter.

"Oh honey, we won't tell anyone you're straight. We promise. But damned if I'm not tempted to to change your mind." She said, her tongue darting out to wet her bottom lip suggestively. The sound of it was like a soft pop that echoed around the room, drawing attention to her sensual movements.

"Now Babe..." Selene addressed Mandy "What's like rule number one of queer lady prospecting?"

"I know, I know, don't chase the straight ones." Mandy said and let out a pout, crossing her arms under the large curve of her breasts, which of course only made them look even more impressive.

"Still..." Mandy said and leaned forward suddenly. I let out a soft gasp in surprise and flattery as she was leaned in close to me, her warm breath tickling my ear as she whispered seductively,

"One has to wonder just how straight this one is, and if she'd really give chase." Her voice was like velvet in my ear. I was suddenly struck with an overwhelming urge to turn my head and plant one right on her lips, but instead I pulled away.

"Um, that's very kind ladies, but uh, I'm afraid that's not who I am." I said trying to sound firm but still friendly.

"Of course," Mandy agreed, her smile warm and genuine as she leaned back in her chair. "We're not ones to push anyone into something they're not ready for."

"Thank you," I breathed, relief flooding through me even as a small part of me wondered what it would be like to give in to their enticing allure.

The clinking of glasses filled the air, pulling my focus away from these two vixens. Toasts were happening at the front of the room and I'll admit my new table companions had distracted me from the reception programming entirely.

In between toasts, Mandy leaned in to me, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief. "So, straight girl, you probably don't know but us queer ladies can get quite, shall we say, competitive. Since we're such fast friends, how would you feel about helping me get a 'win' and make some of the other ladies here a little jealous?"

"Jealous?" I asked, feeling both intrigued and wary. "How do you propose we do that?"

"Simple," Selene smirked, her gaze flicking between Mandy and me. "You give your underwear to Mandy to show off. Mandy got the straight girl's panties. Their faces will be classic!"

I blinked, taken aback by the audacity of her suggestion. My cheeks flushed with warmth, and I couldn't help but steal a glance at Mandy, who was smiling and nodding at me. These two were both in on it, that much was clear. That both of them seemed...into me was flattering and confusing to say the least. The thought of such an act made my heart race, yet it also stirred up feelings I hadn't anticipated. Was this a normal thing in this community? Was this really something I could go through with?

"Are you serious?" I whispered, my voice wavering slightly. "That's... that's quite a statement"

"Exactly," Mandy replied, her eyes never leaving mine. "It's the perfect way to shake things up and leave a lasting impression. You're not from around here. No one here knows you. There's no risk and it'll be something cool and crazy you can say you did!"

My mind raced as I weighed the consequences of such a decision. Would it be worth it to go along with Mandy's plan and defy my self-perception as a straight, vanilla girl? Or would doing so only serve to further confuse me about who I really was and what I wanted?

"Alright," I finally agreed, my voice barely audible. "I'll do it."

"Fantastic!" Mandy exclaimed, clapping her hands together with glee. "You won't regret this, Amy. Trust me."

The last toast ended and there was some commotion as people stood to get drinks and refill appetizer plates during the transition to the next bit of programming. Weddings really do overdo it sometimes huh?

Mandy stood and grabbed my hand. Soon I was being guided giddily to the bathrooms by this voluptuous woman who meant to take my panties from me, and I was going to let her!

My heart pounded in my chest as Mandy brought me into the bathroom and stood me in front of the mirror. The fluorescent lights cast an unforgiving glow on my face, highlighting the slight flush that had crept into my cheeks. What was I about to do? Was it truly worth compromising my self-perception as a straight girl just for the sake of helping this competitive queer woman get a little trophy to make the other women here jealous?

"Are you sure you're okay with this?" Mandy asked gently, appearing behind me in the mirror's reflection, resting her warm hands on my bare shoulders. Her bright blue eyes were filled with concern, but also an undeniable spark of excitement.

"I... I think so," I replied, swallowing hard. "I'm just nervous, that's all. This is definitely a first for me."

"Understandable," Mandy acknowledged, her voice soothing as she rubbed my shoulders slightly. "But remember, you have the power to choose your own path and explore your desires, no matter what they may be. I'm proud of you for being so open."

I suddenly felt tears in my eyes as I was overwhelmed by what Mandy had just said. This amazingly beautiful woman was proud of me?!

"Oooh Sweetie, what's wrong?" Mandy said, seeing the tears welling up in the mirror.

"Nothing, I just, what a nice thing to say." I shook my head and smiled through the tears.

"And I meant it." Mandy said, giving my shoulders a squeeze. Then she leaned in close, her breath tickling my ear as she whispered. "Okay sweetheart, let's get those panties off."

I was expecting her to move but she remained close to my ear and I saw a thought occur to her. "Bet you didn't think another lady would be saying that to you when you arrived at the wedding hmm?"

My whole body tingled at her words and the soft command in her voice. Mandy turned me around to face her and then slowly moved to her knees.

"Good girl," Mandy praised, a wicked smile spreading across her face. "Now, lift up your dress for me."

With trembling hands, I grasped the hem of my purple party dress and slowly raised it, exposing my thighs as the fabric bunched around my hips. My breath hitched as I felt the cool air against my exposed skin, a shiver running down my spine.

"Higher," Mandy commanded, her voice firm yet encouraging. "You're doing great, Amy. Just a little more."

As I complied, lifting the dress until my maroon panties were revealed, my cheeks burned with embarrassment and vulnerability. I was really going through with this – allowing Mandy to remove my underwear in a public bathroom, all for the sake of the reasoning she and Mandy had given me out on the reception hall floor. If I was honest, I had committed because I wanted to gain these women's approval, the actual logic of the reasoning had already escaped me.

"Beautiful," Mandy murmured appreciatively, her eyes drinking in the sight of my trembling form. "Now, hold onto the edge of the sink and spread your legs just a bit. I promise to be gentle."

I did as instructed, gripping the cold porcelain tightly as I braced myself for what was to come. My heart raced, each beat echoing through my body like thunder. Mandy smiled up at me as she raised her hands and slid them up my smooth legs beneath the bunched up fabric of my dress.

With a surprising gentleness, Mandy's fingertips grazed my hips, carefully hooking into the waistband of my panties. As she slowly began to lower them, I felt a strange mix of emotions – fear, excitement, and an undeniable curiosity that urged me to push my boundaries even further.

"Keep breathing," Mandy reminded me, her voice soft yet commanding. "You're doing so well, Amy. Just a little more, and you'll be free."

As my panties slid down my legs and pooled around my ankles, I looked down at Mandy. She was staring up my dress and I realized that from her angle on the ground, she could TOTALLY see my pussy. In that moment, I felt exposed and vulnerable – but also undeniably alive. It felt GOOD to be on display for her.

"Step out of them," Mandy instructed, her gaze not moving from that opportunistic angle.

Taking a deep breath, I obeyed, letting out a soft sigh as I stepped out of my discarded panties. With one hand, Mandy scooped them up, her eyes gleaming with triumph and satisfaction.

"Look at you," she purred, her other hand having remained on my hip. She moved it so it just barely grazed my pussy for a moment and then lightly ran her fingertips over my left thigh. "So brave, so beautiful. You should be proud of yourself, Amy...I'm proud of you, and grateful to you for sharing this with me."

I felt a fresh swell of pride wash over me and I beamed widely. Mandy certainly knew how to make a girl feel special.

Mandy made a show of putting my panties on her finger and spinning them as she rose to her feet. My mouth hang agape as she playfully brought the fabric to her nose and took a quick sniff before balling it up in her hand and held out her other one for me to take.

I pushed off from the sink and let the bunched up fabric of my dress fall back down over my thighs as I took her hand.

My face must have been bright red as we stepped out of the bathroom, my hand in one of Mandy's and my still warm underwear in her other. No one took any notice of us as we made our way back towards our table but I felt like I was on total display for some reason. The thrumming bass of the music seemed to pulse through me, heightening my awareness of every sensation – the brush of my dress against my bare skin, the feeling of Mandy's hand holding my own, the thrill of knowing what we had just done.

"Look at you," Mandy murmured in my ear as we made our way, her eyes roving appreciatively over my body. "You are absolutely stunning, Amy. That lack of a panty line in your dress makes a world of difference."

I giggled at her little joke. She seemed to know how to use humor to keep me on my toes as she pushed my boundaries.

"Thanks," I stammered, my voice barely audible over the noise of the party.

"Enjoy it, Amy," Mandy urged, her lips brushing against my earlobe as she moved against me. "No one aside from Shelly knows you here, you can feel totally free to be yourself."

We had made it back to where Selene sat at our table. She'd been watching the dancers on the floor but turned when she saw us arrive. She shot Mandy a questioning look and Mandy grinned and opened her hand. My panties fell out in full view of Selene and the entire room. I turned a new shade of crimson as my underwear was now fully on display.

"Wow, good girl" Selene purred as she regarded my undies. "And they match your dress too!"

Selene rose and guided me to sit in my chair between them. They moved their chairs as they sat down so that I was essentially pressed between them. It felt intimate yet casual at the same time. I reached for the glass of ice water next to my plate and took a huge sip.

"She is delightful." Selene mused to Mandy while I tried to rehydrate between them.

"You have no idea. If you'd seen what I just saw..." Mandy said and trailed off coyly. Fuck, she was referring to that view of my pussy she'd gotten wasn't she?

"Mmmm..." Selene hummed, her finger running down my arm and across my bare skin. "I'm sure I have SOME idea."

The way Selene spoke, her voice low and rich with suggestion, made me shiver. She pressed her knee against mine under the table, a touch so gentle and yet so suggestive that it sent a jolt of electricity running up my thigh. I glanced over at Mandy, who was watching us with an amused smile on her face.

"Are you having fun, Amy?" Mandy asked, her eyes sparkling with mirth.

"I'm... I'm not sure," I admitted. Her question shook me from the spell that Selene had been weaving around me.

Mandy laughed at my response, "Oh, I think you are."

Her hand moved to my bare thigh under the tablecloth, drawing a lazy pattern with her fingers while she stared into my hazel eyes. The casual intimacy of Mandy's touch - although far from sexual - felt like a brand on my skin. It was as if by touching me like this, she was claiming something from me without asking permission.



Selene
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s dark brown eyes were on me too, filled with intent and intrigue. She brushed her fingertips against the back of my neck before trailing them down across my bare shoulder, sending goosebumps scattering across my skin in their wake. I'd never been treated like this by any one person, let alone two.



"Do you like Mandy, Amy?" Selene asked suddenly. Her tone was casual, but her eyes were anything but. They were intense pools of molten chocolate that seemed to be trying to peer into my very soul.

"I... I mean... we've only just met..." I stumbled over my words, ready to say of course not, I was straight. But the truth was, the answer wasn't as clear cut as before. Mandy's charm and sultry aura had a pull that I had never experienced with any man before. "but, yes, I like Mandy, and I like you too Selene..."

Mandy's finger paused its hypnotic dance on my thigh, tracing an absent-minded circle on my skin that sent tantalizing sparks dancing up my spine. She met Selene's gaze head-on, a seductive smile playing around her lips.

"Mmm well that's nice to hear." Selene murmured, "I can certainly sense the chemistry flying."

"Hey, I have an idea, in the spirit of different and exciting things..." Mandy said suddenly. Why did I suspect that this was not a spontaneous idea but part of Mandy's agenda for me.

The vibrant lights of the dancefloor cast kaleidoscopic colors across Mandy's devilish grin, as she leaned in and whispered, "I've already got your panties, so since we've clearly got chemistry, what would you think, Amy, If you let me grab the bra too?"

My breath hitched, the suggestion sending a jolt of fear and excitement through me. This woman just wanted my underwear, huh? I glanced over at Selene, who raised her eyebrows in an expression of amused curiosity. Mandy wasn't being subtle and I realized I wanted to comply, just to get more of her approval. My cheeks burned with embarrassment, but there was a growing thrill in the pit of my stomach, an undeniable magnetism that pulled me towards these two women.

"Really?" I stammered, my voice barely audible above the thumping music. "You, you want my bra too?"

"Absolutely," Mandy purred, her fingers tracing delicate circles on my forearm. "And it's totally not an excuse to feel you up and possibly see these cute little titties, I promise."

She gave a wink and a shit eating grin that made it clear that's exactly what it was.I hesitated for a moment, torn between my previous self-perception as a straight, vanilla girl and the exhilaration of pushing my boundaries.

Then, with a shaky nod, I agreed. "Alright. Let's do it."

We retreated to a secluded corner of the venue on the far side of the reception hall. Mandy got behind me and expertly unhooked my bra from the back of my dress and slipped it off. In her pulling and unhooking, my dress and slipped down on my torso just enough so my nipples were exposed. The cool air caressed my newly exposed skin, leaving goosebumps in its wake and making my nipples tighten involuntarily. Mandy surely noticed as she pulled the bra off of me from behind. Instead of immediately covering myself, I turned to face her, which showed her the tops of my bare breasts and pointed nipples.

Mandy's eyes went wide and she immediately looked down at my exposed, modest chest. "Holy cow, gorgeous."

She reached the hand that didn't have my bra towards them. I froze, my heart pounding as her fingertips hovered just above the curve of my breast. My skin tingled with anticipation and I held my breath, waiting for that illicit touch. Mandy was looking at me with an intensity that made my knees weak. She slowly moved her fingers closer until they brushed against my  left nipple.

I gasped at the contact, a shiver of pleasure running down my spine. The room seemed to spin around me, everything else fading into a blur as I focused solely on the sensation of her touch.

Mandy traced her fingers over the hardened peak before cupping my breast in her palm, giving it a gentle squeeze. It was all almost too much. This amazing woman was feeling me up with my tits out and my bra in her hand.

"Easy girly" she cooed as she ran her thumb over my nipple. "Don't hyperventilate on me now. Just let us both enjoy this for a moment..."

I swallowed hard, my throat suddenly dry. I closed my eyes and let myself feel the warmth of her hand, the tingling sensation as she continued to gently caress my breast. It was terrifying. It was exhilarating. Her touch was simply pleasurable.

Suddenly, footsteps echoed behind us, painfully loud in the silent corner we'd slipped away to. Mandy pulled back at once, her vibrant eyes meeting mine with an urgent flicker of warning. She swiftly tucked my bra into her coat pocket and smoothed down the front of my dress as I pulled it back into place. I let out a soft sigh of utter disappointment.

She grabbed my hand quickly and ushered me out of our little secluded corner before the interloper could see us.

Moments later we were on the dance floor with the rest of the guests like nothing had just happened. Selene found us and soon I was being ground on and spun around between these two tall beauties. I was having the time of my life. Their hands were everywhere as we danced and I'll admit my hands wandered as well. I got a good feel of Mandy's ass at one point and felt up Selene during another song. On the dance floor I didn't have to think about the implications as their bodies pressed against me, their hands grabbing and groping and feeling to the beat. I was just lost in the music and these new sensations.

We danced for god knows how long until it was clear from the sweat on our faces and constant panting that maybe we needed a break. My two impromptu dates took me by one hand each to a row of chairs in the back of the room. Mandy sat down first and without saying anything, she opened her arms for me to sit on her lap. Selene gave me a soft shove of encouragement and soon I was sitting across her thighs with an arm around her shoulders. She rested her arms around my waist while Selene sat in the chair next to us and ran her hand through my hair.



"The two of you are going to be the death of me," I teased softly, my voice husky from dancing and something else altogether. Mandy

 
’

 
s sharp laugh echoed in my ears, and she tightened her arms around me while Selene gave me a comforting, yet equally captivating smile.



The dim lights overhead cast shadows over their faces, emphasizing the contours of their figures and creating an aura of seductive mystery that drew me in even more.

I was so caught up in the rapturous visuals of these two women who had swept me off my feet quite literally, I hadn't even noticed that Mandy's hand had moved under my dress and up my thigh. I felt a warm tingling as she kept moving upward and looked down to see the movement of her hand under the material. I followed her arm up her body to look at her face and saw that she was staring at me intently.

"I caught a glimpse when you gave me your panties and...I'd really like to touch your beautiful pussy, just for a moment. If you'll let me." Mandy stated in a sultry, insistent tone.

I went rigid for a moment. This was the turning point, wasn't it? I was about to let this woman deliberately touch my pussy. I hesitated in my response as my brain reeled. I realized that I wanted it, but also was ashamed and worried for some reason that she was about to discover that I was indeed quite wet already.

My throat went dry and I had no words, so I just nodded at her. I saw Selene grin victoriously in my peripheral vision.

"Thank you." Mandy hissed and her hand continued to move towards my center. 
My heart pounded in my chest as if it were trying to burst free, and a heady mixture of nervous anticipation and desire flooded through me. I closed my eyes, taking a deep breath, surrendering myself to the moment. Mandy

 
’

 
s fingers brushed lightly over my damp, hot lower lips, causing an involuntary moan to escape from my upper ones.





“

 
That

 
’

 
s it...” Mandy encouraged gently, her voice barely above a whisper in my ear. She applied a little more pressure and traced soft circles over the sensitive bud at the top of my slit. A jolt of pleasure shot through me and I bit my lip to suppress another moan. Meanwhile Selene watched us with a predatory glint in her eyes, her hand still gently playing with my hair.





“

 
Like that?” Mandy questioned, her voice sent shivers down my spine.



The only response I could muster was a nod and a deep breathy groan. My body reacted instinctively to her touch, every stroke eliciting a twitch or a slight squirm that seemed to delight my sultry captors.

"Mandy" Selene said leaning in, "You've got your hand on the poor girl's pussy and you haven't even kissed her yet."

Mandy turned her head towards mine. Our faces were already so close together. "That is true, poppet. Would you like me to kiss you now?"

"Oh god, yes!" I blurted out. I don't think I'd ever wanted anything more in my life.

Mandy moved in, her lips meeting mine in a searing kiss that stole away my breath. Her fingers never ceased their probing exploration of my pussy, and I was left gasping into her mouth as the pleasure built within me. Through the haze, I could barely register Selene's amused chuckle and the tightening of her fingers in my hair.

"I think our girl likes it," Selene murmured, her voice laced with approval and desire.

Our kisses turned deeper, more demanding, as I opened up beneath her. My hands fumbled for purchase, grabbing onto the material of Mandy's jacket as I squirmed against her touch. She broke away from the kiss just long enough to whisper against my lips.

"You're doing so well, Sweet Amy" she said, locking eyes with me as she ran her fingers up and down the length of my lips, eliciting an explicitly wet noise from between my legs. I let out a sharp moan, my legs instinctively spreading wider from her touch.

"Gooooddd girlll" Selene cooed right into my ear. I felt Mandy's hand on the back of my head turning my face towards her lover now. Suddenly Selene's lips were on mine and she was kissing me while Mandy kept playing with my pussy.

Selene's kiss was so different to Mandy's. Harder, more controlling. She set the tone and the pace. She commanded my mouth, her tongue sliding against mine in a tantalizing dance. My senses were overwhelmed; the wet heat of Mandy's hand against me now moving in slow circles, the soft brush of Selene's lips against mine, their combined scent of sensuality and shared desire, all of it was too much and yet not enough. I could feel a warm tension building within me.

Mandy slipped a finger inside me. My breath hitched in response, my mouth opening wider in a silent gasp against Selene's. She took advantage of this, deepening the kiss further while Mandy started pumping her finger in and out of me slowly. The combined sensation was dizzying; I was floating on a cloud of pleasure. My hands gripped onto Mandy tighter as I felt the familiar coil unwind within me.

"I...I..." I managed to stammer out between their lips and touches. Selene pulled back with a wet smack.

"You...you...what sweetness?" Selene said in an almost mocking tone.

"I uh...uhhh" words escaped me, I was too aroused to form anything coherent.

"I think maybe it's time we head upstairs." Mandy said, bailing me out.

My eyes went wide and I smiled. These women wanted me to go with them, upstairs?! I could only imagine the pleasures and new sensations that would await. I clenched slightly around Mandy's finger as an affirmation and she laughed and nodded like she understood.

I let out a soft groan of disappointment as she slid her finger out of me and then patted my bum. "I can't get up til you do, Sweet Thang."

"Fiiine." I said and climbed awkwardly off Mandy with Selene's help. Soon I was standing in between them and they each put an arm around me.

I briefly made eye contact with Shelly from across the reception hall as we walked towards the elevators. At first Shelly had a look of surprise, and then a big grin broke out on her face and she gave me a nod of encouragement and a thumbs up. Good ol' Shelly, always looking out for her Little Ames.

As we three made our way through the dimly lit hallways of the hotel, I could feel the heat radiating from Mandy and Selene's contrasting bodies. Their closeness was intensifying the anticipation that gripped me.

"Are you nervous, Amy?" Mandy asked teasingly, her fingers brushing lightly against the small of my back.

"Maybe a little," I admitted, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. "But I'm also excited."

"Good," Selene replied, her voice commanding and soothing all at once. "That's how we want you tonight, nervous and excited."

Inside the elevator, as we ascended towards our destination, I couldn't help but steal furtive glances at their reflections in the mirrored walls, my eyes lingering on the curve of their hips and the swell of their breasts beneath their tailored suits. I was undeniably attracted to these women, there was no denying that anymore and the thought both thrilled and terrified me.

My heart was racing wildly as the elevator door opened on the seventeenth floor of the hotel. We arrived at their hotel room door, and I wondered what lay in store for me behind it. How far would I really be able to go down this path of exploration and self-discovery, surrendering to the desires that had begun to awaken within me?

As Selene unlocked the door and led us inside, I knew there was only one way to find out. Taking a deep breath, I stepped into the unknown.

Once inside, the hotel room door clicked shut behind us and a heavy tension filled the air, charged with anticipation and unspoken desires. Mandy's gaze locked onto mine, her eyes smoldering with intensity.

"Take your dress off, Amy," she commanded softly, her tone gentle yet firm. I hesitated for a moment, feeling exposed and vulnerable under her unwavering gaze.

Slowly, I reached for the zipper on the back of my purple party dress, my fingers trembling as I slid it down. The fabric whispered softly against my skin as it fell away, leaving me standing before them totally naked as I had already surrendered my undergarments. Despite what we'd already done, I instinctively covered my privates. Being this fully naked before them made me feel small and vulnerable indeed.

"Such a beautiful body you have, Amy," Selene purred, her eyes raking over my form with blatant appreciation. "We're grateful you're willing to share it with us."

"We're lucky ladies for sure." Said Mandy, her eyes taking in my nudity openly. I dropped my arms and let them see everything at the compliments.

"Th-thank you," I stammered, feeling a warmth spread through me at her compliment.

"Come here," Mandy beckoned, opening her arms to me. Taking a deep breath, I closed the distance between us and let her pull me into her warm body as she wrapped her arms around me.

Her large, soft and warm hands moved up and down my bare back and then grabbed at my ass. They lifted and squeezed my cheeks gently. I felt warmth starting to grow between my legs again.

Breathing hard, I pulled my head up and found Mandy's lips again. We kissed passionately while she played with my backside.

As she slid her tongue in my mouth, I felt Mandy's hands go low and then a new sensation of something unfamiliar pressed against my back. Smooth, tight, warm flesh was rubbed against me and I felt two pronounced points stick into the tingling skin of my back. My eyes fluttered open mid-kiss as I realized that Selene was now topless and pressing herself into me from behind. Soft kisses and nips on my neck and then my earlobe let me know Selene wanted in, too.

I broke the kiss from Mandy and tried to turn my head to incorporate Selene. I twisted in between them and they stopped me.

"Sh-shh it's okay" Selene whispered as she ran her hand up my side. "Let us guide you, don't worry."

I nodded and stopped moving against them, instead giving up control and letting them touch and manipulate my body as they wanted.

With the well coordinated grace that indicated this was not their first time pulling this maneuver, my two new lovers guided us over to the bed at the center of the room.

Mandy pulled her body away from mine and lay herself down on the bed, with me between her spread legs. Selene was still behind me and she used Mandy's change in position to run her fingers up and down my torso before feeling my nipples gently.

I let out a soft gasp and then stared down at the vision of Mandy lying on the bed before me. Despite the fact that she was technically still fully clothed and I was the naked one, it was one of the most erotic and arousing sights I'd ever seen.

Mandy's rich, wavy brunette hair fanned out on the plush, ivory sheets beneath her. Her vivid blue eyes were half-lidded, gazing up at me through her thick, dark lashes with an intense, almost predatory hunger that sent an electric jolt of desire coursing through my veins.

Her crimson lips were slightly parted, moist from our heated kisses and curled into a seductive smirk as she watched my reaction. The faint flush of excitement graced her high cheekbones, making the freckles sprinkled across her nose and cheeks stand out enticingly.

It was like I couldn't even see the suit she still wore, I just wanted to press my naked flesh against hers. To see what warmth and sensation it would be to have my body intermingled with hers.

I felt Selene's hands move to my hips and I leaned down. I unbuttoned the lower button of Mandy's suit jacket. I wanted to see it all, the gorgeous curve of her soft belly, the pronounced globes of her voluptuous breasts.



"What are you doing little Amy?" Mandy asked huskily.





"I...I need to see more of you. Want to see you naked." I sputtered out.

Mandy grinned a megawatt smile and I felt Selene kiss my cheek.

"Hear that, Mandy? The 'straight girl' wants to see you naked." Selene said from behind me. "What do we think that means, hmm?"

Mandy sat up on her elbows, still grinning up at me. "Well gee, I don't know. Maybe we should ask her?"

I was suddenly very much on the spot and not just because I was naked in between them.

Selene's hands on my hips were strong, providing a grounding presence that comforted me despite the whirlwind of emotions I was grappling with. Her fingers dug into my skin slightly, her touch radiating heat against the cold prickles of fear and anticipation.

"Well?" Mandy prodded teasingly, her voice low and seductive. She raised a single brow while keeping her eyes locked onto mine. "What do you want, Amy?"

Their expectant gazes bore down on me, making my mind whirl with the possibilities of what might come next. It was as if they held all the power in the room, and I was at their mercy.

"I-I want," I swallowed hard, trying to gather my thoughts. "I want... you. Both of you."

The room fell silent for a moment; my words hanging heavy in the air. The tension in the room had been cut with a knife, and replaced with something far more raw and electric.

"That's our girl!" Mandy said sitting up all the way and clapping slightly. "And of course, Amy-girl wants us two women. So, what do we think that means about those straight assertions then huh?"

I blushed deeply, the heat creeping up my neck and cheeks. I was subjected to their intense scrutiny but also their uncanny acceptance. My heart thudded in my chest. It wasn't just the nakedness, it was the revelation of something not yet fully comprehended, a reality that had been lurking just beneath the surface.

"Perhaps," Selene murmured from behind me, her voice smooth and husky like velvet against my skin, "Amy is not as straight as she thinks."

Mandy grinned at this, her blue eyes sparkling with delight. "Mmhmm I think that's right. Think you're willing to admit that to us? You are naked and eager between us already."

I swallowed hard, their words wrapping around me like tendrils of smoke. They were right - every word they said resonated deep within me. I was here because I wanted to be, drawn to them like a moth to a flame. The desire to explore, the craving for discovery - it flooded through me, igniting my senses. Still I didn't know if I could admit it out loud. My straightness had seemed a given and a certainty my entire life, but now...

"Say it, Amy," Selene whispered in my ear, her breath hot against my skin. "Tell us what you want."

I opened my mouth, a long pause echoing in the room as I searched for words. The silence was filled only by the sound of our heavy breaths and the faint hum from the lamp at the bedside table.

"I...I..." I stuttered, my mind racing. The moment felt so surreal. As I stammered and sputtered, Mandy shrugged off her jacket and pulled off the camisole beneath. The curves of her upper body were now fully exposed to me save for her beautiful, perfectly round breasts that were still held back by the bra she wore. My eyes widened and fixated on her gorgeous cleavage that seemed to be spilling out of the support garment.

"You want to see these? To touch them?" Mandy said, cupping her breasts.

I nodded eagerly.

"Mhmm well straight girls don't want that, do they..." Mandy stated matter of factly.

I gulped audibly. Her logic was sound and I couldn't deny that reality. My eyes were fixated on her breasts. I wanted to know what they felt like in my hands, what they'd taste like in my mouth.

"You're right," I murmured almost inaudibly. The words came out so quiet and breathless I wasn't sure they'd heard me. But Selene's soft chuckle from behind told me they had.

"Good girl." Mandy purred, her eyes sparkling like sapphire.

"So what then does that make you?" Selene hissed breathily in my ear as she squeezed my hips.

"Not...straight?" I stammered out. This got a good laugh out of both of them and Selene squeezed my abdomen.

"We'll take it!" Selene said and kissed my cheek. "For now!"

"Now you remember that, okay?" Said Mandy as she reached behind her and undid her bra, freeing her huge shapely breasts that were perfectly round even with their natural sag. The skin was pale and soft and looked clean and bright as it surrounded her large, pronounced nipples.

"I will." I croaked out.

"Good, now come touch them baby. I want your hands on them."

With shaky hands, I reached out, my fingertips barely grazing the soft swell of her breasts. I gasped at the contact, so pleasurable and warm. The skin was smooth and firm beneath my touch, yet yielded to the slightest pressure, drawing an appreciative moan from Mandy. Her breath hitched slightly as I explored further, fingers tracing the full circumference of her lushly rounded breasts - they were perfect.

My heart pounded in my chest as I tentatively moved one hand to cup her breast, taking in the weight and heat radiating from it. Mandy let out a low sigh which sent a shiver down my spine. Emboldened by her response, I used my thumb and forefinger to tweak her hardened nipple eliciting a sharp gasp from her lips.

"That's right baby...," she cooed hoarsely, leaning her torso up into my touch.

I felt Selene press her hand on the back of my neck and I leaned forward. My hands landed on either side of Mandy's glorious torso and without another thought, my face went down to her left breast and I took her nipple in my mouth.

The taste of her skin was intoxicating and the soft groan that escaped her throat sent a jolt through me. Slowly, I suckled as she let out a loud moan, her scent filling my nose. The warmth radiated from her body and I reveled in it.

Mandy's nipple slid across my tongue, hard and pebbled. My mouth opened wider and I sucked eagerly wanting more of her perfect breast, as much as I could get, into my mouth. I wanted to feel and taste everything about her. Mandy groaned longingly and shifted and squirmed from her arousal. I could feel the nipple I my mouth throbbing.

Warm hands were on my ass cheeks as Selene started to play with me from behind. Her hands worked my ass finely, the roughened thumbs sliding between them and rubbing gently as she kneaded my cheeks while I worked over Mandy's breast. My heart raced as I took in their power play.

Selene's hands worked around the globes of my cheeks and then started moving inwards and lower. I felt her fingers on both clefts of my ass cheeks before I felt one hand begun to rub between my thighs. I let out a grunt into Mandy's tit as my already aroused pussy was teased further at Selene's deft hands. I started breathing even harder through my nose.

Mandy gave my shoulder a light tap. I looked up at her.

"Ames, I think the other one could use some attention, you've got this one so hard I feel like it might pop." Mandy said with a beleaguered sigh that was so, so sexy. I nodded and released her diamond hard nipple from my eager mouth and kissed my way across the valley of her breasts to the peak of the other, untouched one. I flicked her dry nipple with my tongue before I took it in my mouth and started sucking on it sloppily.

I felt a strange sensation on my behind and it took me a moment to realize that Selene was planting soft, warm and wet deliberate kisses on my ass cheeks. She continued to rub at my lips as she did so, teasing my clit every few moments before further stroking my outer lips.

Without any additional warning, I felt her slide a finger into my depths. Selene, a woman, was inside me while I had her lover's breast in my mouth. This was nothing like anything I'd ever experienced before. I felt desired, powerful, and yet completely submissive all at once.

"Look at me, Amy," Mandy commanded, her voice firm yet tender. I lifted my gaze to meet hers. "You are ours tonight, and we will do everything in our power to make you feel pleasure beyond your wildest dreams."

I nodded, her tit still in my mouth. It sounded amazing.

"Good girl," Selene praised from behind, her finger pumping slowly inside me. On instinct I was clenching around it.

After another few moments of blissful sucking, Mandy gently pulled me from her breast and brought my face back up to hers. I was lying against her topless body as she kissed me deeply.

I felt Selene's finger slide out of me and then she was lying next to us on the bed. She trailed her wet finger up my spine as I kissed her partner.

I was caught in a whirlwind of passion, my senses heightened as Mandy and Selene lavished me with their attention. The feel of their hands on my body sent shivers down my spine, awakening a desire deep within me I never knew existed.

"God, you're so beautiful," Mandy breathed against my neck, her lips trailing feather-light kisses over my heated skin.

"Isn't she?" Selene agreed, her fingers gliding along the curve of my waist, causing goosebumps to erupt in their wake. "Such a perfect little third."

I surprised them both by pulling away from Mandy's kiss.

"Don't..." I said breathily. They immediately stopped and went still. I saw a look of horror and disappointment on their faces. I let them squirm for just a moment before I grinned and completed the sentence. "Don't you think you two are a tad overdressed?"

They burst out laughing and I slid off of Mandy and onto my side to watch these two women undress.

I stared intently as their full bodies came into view before me. I drank in their curves, their gorgeous skin, the triangle shapes of their mounds and pussies. Mandy had a well trimmed bush while Selene was completely hairless. I looked quickly down at my own shaved landing strip covered mound, with the slightest hint of stubble already filling in around it.

Mandy pulled me to her and then slid me between her and Selene as they both leaned their very different bodies into my own.

"Relax, Amy," Selene whispered, her voice sending shivers down my spine. "Trust us."

"Okay," I replied, taking a deep breath, allowing myself to be led by her confidence and control.

Selene pressed her lips to mine, gently at first, before claiming me with a deeper, more insistent kiss.

I felt Mandy slide up against me from behind, pressing her warm body against me. She hooked one of her thick legs around mine and caught my ankle with her foot, pulling me open for Selene. Selene slid a skilled hand from my lower tummy, down my mound and then onto my pussy.

"Beautiful," Selene murmured, her dark eyes drinking me in. She slid her fingertip up my sodden lips and pressed her mouth to mine once more.

Selene's tongue danced with mine and her fingers kneaded my soft folds, finding my opening and slipping one long finger inside me, causing a gasp to escape my lips. I arched into her touch, reveling in the heat of her skin on my own. Her finger moved slowly in circles while her thumb pressed against my clit, sending shivers down my spine. Her other hand cupped my breast, massaging it tenderly as Mandy leaned closer to nibble on my neck.

"You taste so good," she mumbled against the skin there, her hot breath sending tingles throughout my body. "And you're so wet I can hear Selene's fingers moving in you."

I couldn't deny it - I was dripping wet and anxious for more. I wanted them both, these two gorgeous women who had me pinned to the bed as they took control of every sensation running through me. Their hands roamed over every inch of me that they could reach, exploring and teasing until their touch felt as intimate and natural as if it was my own. They knew exactly where to linger, where to nip and bite and kiss, driving me wild with need.

As Mandy's tongue traced the curve of my earlobe, Selene's fingers picked up speed inside me, drawing more arousal and moisture with each delicious thrust. Her pace quickened as I moaned into her kisses, desperately trying to push back against her taking control of my body completely. My muscles tensed around her finger, misaligning at times but she kept going until I felt myself growing slicker than ever beneath her touch.

My orgasm was imminent and I pressed myself against her hand vigorously. Mandy's hand found my ass from behind and she pressed me against Selene's. They started alternating their pressures and I was no longer actively moving, but being moved by their ministrations. They were working my body and controlling my movements as I was pushed toward orgasm, while I was just along for the ride.

Finally, I felt my body clench and spasm around Selene's fingers. The orgasm crashed over me, pulsing through me in intense waves of pleasure.

"Yes, yes FUCK YESS!" I moaned as I writhed, cumming for the first time at the hands of another woman, two of them in fact!

"Oh yes Amy," Mandy whispered in my ear, her breath hot as I slowly came down from the pleasure explosion. Selene smiled wickedly and slid out from under me, revealing her warm, wet finger. She licked it slowly before pressing it to my lips.

"Taste yourself, taste the orgasm I just gave you." Selene commanded.

I opened my mouth and sucked the salty-sweet taste from her finger greedily, my tongue darting out to catch every last drop of my own juices. They giggled together before Mandy spoke once more.

"Good girl," she said with a sultry smile.

I lay there limply as I recovered from the intense orgasm. They shifted around me so they were lying on their sides, lightly running their fingers over my body as I slowly came back down to earth.

I'm not sure how long it took me to come back to consciousness, but once I did, Mandy and Selene were looking down at me expectantly.

"That was beautiful." Mandy said and kissed my forehead softly.

"It felt amazing." I smiled up at her.

"Good. Now how would you like to try to return the favor?" Mandy asked, running a finger between my breasts.

"Oh uh, you mean like, pleasure you?" I asked, not having the right queer girl terminology obviously.

Mandy cracked a smile. "Yes if you want to put it that way. I'd love for you to pleasure me...with your mouth. I want you to taste me, Amy."

I shivered at the request and licked my lips unconsciously. Lick her, taste another woman's pussy after she'd just brought me to orgasm. Could I really? Fuck, I wanted to.

I nodded at her eagerly and she kissed my forehead again. "Okay, let's get situated."

Selene helped pull me so I was sitting at the edge of the bed as Mandy moved to the center of it and spread her legs. I crawled in between them and Selene moved next to her partner so they were both staring down at me.

I leaned down to inspect her mound and well groomed, curly bush. The skin around the hair was smooth and pale. I could see the dark pinkness of her already engorged lips poking out from where her bush ended. What would it taste like? I was dying to find out.

"Take it slow Ames." Selene instructed in a low, commanding voice. "You've got all night. You can explore. Start with your fingertips, trace the lines and contours of her body, feel the heat radiating from her skin."

I reached out, hesitantly at first, my fingers trailing across Mandy's stomach and thighs, marveling at the softness of her skin. I could feel the tension in her muscles as she anticipated my touch.

"Good," Selene praised, her breath hot against my ear. "Now, let your lips follow the same path."

Emboldened by her encouragement, I leaned down, pressing feather-light kisses to Mandy's inner thighs, working my way up to the apex where her legs met. I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to do next.

"Remember your own pleasure, Amy," Selene encouraged. "What feels good to you will likely be pleasurable for her too. Trust your instincts."

I closed my eyes, letting the memories of my own arousal guide me as I tentatively licked a slow, teasing stripe along Mandy's center. Her sharp intake of breath spurred me on, and I continued to explore her with my tongue, growing bolder with each flick and swirl. Her tangy, slightly bitter, undeniably feminine taste was so unique and intimate that it enthralled me. The heat and wetness I felt pulsing against my tongue that told me that I was arousing this goddess with my mouth felt even better.

"Very nice," Mandy moaned, her hips arching up to meet my mouth. The movement caused her wiry bush to brush against my nose. "You're a quick learner, Amy."

"See?" Selene murmured, as she looked down at me too. "You were made for this."

As I continued to pleasure Mandy, Selene occasionally offered guidance or praise, her presence calming and reassuring. After a few minutes, the texture of her inner lips seemed to change beneath my tongue, the moisture flowing more freely. Her orgasm was fast approaching. Goddess, I wanted to make her cum. I started working my tongue in and out of her faster, my lips finding her clit and sucking on it hard.

"Yes, Yes Ames. Stay there. Suck that clit, make me cum, FUCK!" Mandy moaned. Her impressive hips bucked furiously as the orgasm hit her.

"Yes!" She said, her voice nearly grating. "Oh FOHK YESS..." she moaned and I was overcome with the knowledge of how powerful I was in this moment. How much I could make someone so beautiful moan so loudly just with my mouth and tongue.

My eyes moved from Mandy's enraptured face over to Selene, who watched with a knowing smile, as I rode out Mandy's bucking orgasm orgasm. She was just an observer but it felt like she was pulling the strings.

"Thank you Ames," Mandy breathed thickly once she'd caught her breath. I made eye contact and slowly pulled my wet lips from hers. "You did an amazing job. Sure this was really your first time?"

She pulled me up by the shoulders and kissed my still wet mouth sloppily. I loved being enveloped by her still pulsating, post orgasm body. We kissed deeply while Selene rubbed my back. I'd never felt so accomplished and fulfilled.

After a little while, I felt Selene get up from the bed. Mandy and I continued to cuddle. Our legs were intertwined and I was enjoying the wet heat I felt as her pussy pressed against my thigh.

Soft padding footsteps brought me out of this blissful cuddling session with my new lover and I looked up over my shoulder to see Selene standing at the end of the bed wearing a strap on dildo. The long, thick green appendage was pointed right at me, dripping with an excess of lube she had already applied to it. I had had straight penetrative sex only a handful of times and none of the boys I'd been with had been anywhere near this size. I was about to protest but I realized that Selene probably knew how to handle such a beast, and if she thought I could take it, I probably could.

"Mandy, I want you holding our little princess on top of you while I fuck her." She addressed her partner like I was just their sexual object, which I guess I was. "Think you can handle that, little one?"

I nodded as I climbed off of Mandy so she could move herself up into a sitting position against the bed board. She then pulled me back against her so my back was against her torso. She again hooked her thick muscular legs around my thighs to spread me open. I felt her arms hook underneath my armpits so I was held in place, open, ready to receive, to be fucked by my new domineering lover, Selene. I had given up control of my body and pleasure and it felt fucking incredible.

Holding the dripping phallus in her hand, Selene approached on her knees from the edge of the bed. She was staring right into my eyes as she maneuvered herself in position. She rubbed the rounded tip of the dildo against my still raw pussy and I let out an involuntary moan.

"Think she's ready?" She asked Mandy. My own thoughts on the matter apparently not relevant. Mandy brought her hands to my throbbing, hard nipples and gave them the lightest pinch.

"Oh yeah, she's ready." Mandy confirmed.

That was all Selene needed. She positioned the dildo head to my opening and began to apply pressure, pushing it inside me.

"Aahh...", I gasped as the thick tip breached my opening, stretching me wider than I'd ever been before. The pressure was intense, but I knew Selene had done this before, I trusted her. As she thrusted, the dull pain of the new stretching sensation gave way to a deep, intense internal pleasure. She pushed more, letting my body adjust to the size of the dildo and I moaned in response. My eyes never left Selene's as she looked down at me with a predatory look, consuming me with her gaze as she pushed further into me.

"Just relax," she commanded with a stern grin. "You'll adjust, you can take it."

Selene seemed to stare right through my soul as she slowly inserted more and more of that huge cock into my pussy. Most of it disappeared inside me and I felt so completely full. It was an overwhelming pleasure like I'd never before experienced. I was extremely aware of how deep it was inside me and I tried to grip it with my inner walls.

After a few thrusts just shy of the hilt, we seemed to find a rhythm. Mandy was leaning in close to my ear, her breath hot on my neck as she whispered.

"You look so beautiful being fucked like this." I felt her hands slide down to my hips and she started working me against Selene.

Selene began to move in sync with Mandy's steadying hands on my hips. With each thrust, the dildo rubbed against my G-spot ruthlessly and sent electricity shooting through me. We were moving together now; moans joined together in unison as Selene's movements grew harder and faster - our passion fueled by the mutual need for more release.

My back arched off of Mandy's chest as I cried out for them both to keep going, "Fuck yes! Fuck I'm close oh god ladies, fuck!"

I was rapidly losing control, being so deeply penetrated so soon after I'd already cum the first time. My second orgasm of the night was fast approaching.

"Oh my god, I can feel it," Selene muttered as my moans filled the room. "You're so tight, sweet Amy."

Mandy's hand started rubbing at my engorged clit in small circles while Selene fucked me deep. Her fingers found your clit and started rubbing it in small circles, knowing just how to push me over the edge.

"Cum for us, baby. Let your orgasm flow freely." Mandy commanded into my ear.

My breathing became ragged, each thrust sending aftershocks of pleasure through my body.

I looked up into Selene's eyes as she fucked me harder, my mouth opening slightly as I panted for air. My body was on fire, a thick heat building up inside me that felt like it was about to explode. Each thrust seemed to be pushing me closer and closer...and then Mandy took my left nipple in her hand while she worked my clit with her right. The slight stinging sensation of the pinch of my nipple was just one sensation too many and the overload sent me over the edge. My breathy moans turned into high-pitched cries as I came again hard, my whole body spasming around the thick cock invading me.

Selene growled low in her throat and leaned down to plant kisses all over my face neck and chest, her hair tickling my skin as she moved. I could feel her shudder against me with each pulse of the dildo embedded deep inside. The two women continued moving together against me, their bodies in sync with mine as they rode out the orgasm they caused within me.

Their sweat and essences mixed and mingled when we all came down as the orgasm subsided. Selene slid the dildo out of me and I let out a soft gasp of sudden disappointment at the new feeling of sudden emptiness I had not been expecting.

Selene kissed me sweetly as she lay her body over me. Mandy shifted us all to the side from beneath and soon I was sandwiched between them in the bed. We were a sated, wet, pile of intermingled limbs as we writhed against each other in post orgasm bliss.

"So, Amazing Amy, when's your return flight home?" Mandy asked sultrily into my ear.

"Mmph uh tomorrow early afternoon." I replied. Mandy bit my earlobe while Selene groped my ass casually.

"What would you think" Selene began, her fingers sliding in between my cheeks "about skipping out on that flight and staying here with us a while longer?"

My eyes fluttered open and I looked between the two of them in surprise. This had been such an incredibly pleasurable experience but I'd thought it was just a one time thing, something I hadn't even considered revisiting once I returned home to my "real" life. Now I was invited to stay in this new world of sapphic pleasure and learn even more about what these women could do to me, and what I could do to them. It felt like a significant decision that might alter my whole trajectory if I accepted. Would I be dating women now when I went home? Seeking them out as sex partners now that I knew just how good it could feel to be in the intimate embrace of a beautiful woman? I realized that was probably in my future one way or another.

I leaned toward Selene and kissed her sweetly. Then I turned and kissed Mandy. I reveled in the warm feeling of their gorgeous bodies pressed against my own. I never wanted to leave this steamy feminine embrace.

"I think...yeah I'll stick around. There are other flights." I said with an excited giggle.

"Oh Amy that's wonderful. We're going to have so much fun!" Mandy said, kissing me again, pressing her sodden pussy against my thigh as she did.

I won't give the specifics of how long I stayed with them, but let's just say it was long enough that I was not back on campus for the start of classes, or the midterms...

I lost track of time, okay? We wound up back at their shared apartment and I became accustomed to the rhythm of their lives. Waking up to the smell of strong coffee and the sounds of Mandy and Selene making breakfast in the kitchen, feeling Selene's arms wrapping around me from behind when I'd get up to join them. We'd cuddle on the couch, watching TV in barely any clothing, usually with me on someone's lap. Their hands were constantly on me to the point that it felt weird when I wasn't being touched by them. My body was sore constantly in the best way from all the sex we had, but also energized by the intensity of our lovemaking sessions that seemed to happen whenever we found a quiet moment.

Every day was filled with new experiences; I learned how to eat pussy like a pro, all the different ways a woman can be pleasured and receive pleasure and the required skills to make the most of it. I lost my inhibitions and preconceived notions of myself bit by bit as I explored my own body under their guiding hands. I stopped worrying about what it meant for me and my straightness and embraced that I was a queer girl who loved being pleasured by women and, perhaps even moreso, pleasuring women.

Eventually, I did have to go home, but we have stayed in touch and their door (and legs) are always open for me. I still try to see them pretty regularly, though not quite as much now that I have started dating other girls around here. I can't deny though, not getting on that return flight home was the best decision I ever made. The time I got to spend with Mandy and Selene as their lover was the most pleasure-filled and satisfying time of my young life. I was never happier or more sated than when I was their third!




Amy At The Next Wedding





Two years later, Amy has an invite to her next wedding, and this time she wants to be the one seducing the solo straight girl!


Selene really, really liked it when I called her Daddy.




This was something I had learned during a particularly intense threeway lovemaking session wherein I had been double penetrated by her and Monica and blurted it out in the heat of the moment. I can

 
’

 
t say it really is my particular cup of tea, but Selene freakin' loved it, and she was the stud of our three. As Monica had advised, you keep the stud happy. This was how I found myself being held in the naked embrace of Monica

 
’

 
s warm arms and between her thick delicious thighs while Selene pounded my pussy from behind while I was screaming

 
“

 
Fuck me Daddy! Yes thank you Daddy Selene! Yes Daddy, yes!”




The air was thick with the scent of our combined arousal, a heady perfume that seemed to amplify the intensity of each touch, each thrust. Monica's hands wandered over my body with a tender possessiveness that contrasted sharply with Selene's commanding thrusts. They really did balance each other out so perfectly, and the third like me got to benefit!

Selene's pace was relentless, her movements calculated to draw out the deepest moans from my lips. I could feel every contour of her long thick beast thrusting inside me, every deliberate stroke that pushed me closer to the brink. The sound of her breath, ragged and hungry, sent shivers down my spine as she whispered encouragements that were both praise and command.

"Good girl," Monica murmured into my neck, her breath hot against my skin. Her words were a balm to the fire that Selene stoked within me—an exquisite juxtaposition of nurturing care and raw desire.

It had been almost exactly two years since they had first seduced me at my childhood friend Shelly's wedding, and I was grateful that our regular sessions had continued even as time marched on. In the months that followed, I had discovered more about my own sexuality thanks to them. Through their guidance and my own exploration, I had realized and fully embraced my queer identity. They showed me how much I loved pussy and how incredible it felt to make love to another woman. While I had ventured into dating other women, I always found myself drawn back to Monica and Selene for our intense and passionate trysts whenever our schedules aligned as they did today.




“

 
Call me Daddy again” Selene growled from behind. Both her and Monica had become attuned to my body

 
’

 
s reactions to know I was getting close to release.




"Daddy," I whimpered, the word slipping out between ragged breaths, a testament to the depth of my surrender. Monica's lips found mine in that instant, her kiss a sweet counterpoint to the primal rhythm Selene set.




A surge of warmth spread through my body as Selene

 
’

 
s fingers dug into my hips, guiding me back onto her with a fierce need that belied the lust she and her partner had for me in spades.







“

 
Yes, just like that, my good girl,” Selene hissed into my ear, her voice low and deliciously rough.




Monica gently broke the kiss to trace her tongue along the shell of my ear before whispering, "Let go for us, Ames."

The room spun as their words and touches wove together in an intricate tapestry of sensation. Selene's relentless pursuit of my pleasure coupled with Monica's soft encouragements edged me closer to the abyss of ecstasy—a precipice I stood upon willingly, ready to plunge into its depths.

A crescendo of pleasure gathered within me, coiling tighter and tighter as it built to the inevitable internal release. Every touch was a note in an opus, every moan a chorus, building passionately towards the finale. My breath hitched as the coil snapped, releasing a wave of pleasure that crashed over me and sent ripples through my entire being. I cried out, a raw and unfiltered sound that melded with the symphony of our union.

"Daddy!" The word was a key that unlocked the floodgates of my release, and I felt Selene's rhythm falter momentarily—a telltale sign of her satisfaction at having coaxed that declaration from my lips once more. Her hold on me tightened as if to draw out every last quake that shuddered through me.

Monica's gaze locked onto mine with an intensity that could melt steel. Her eyes shimmered with pride and something deeper—a connection that went beyond the physical realm. Her hands cradled my face as she kissed away the traces of tears that sprang from the overwhelming force of my orgasm.

The room settled into silence, save for our collective breathing which gradually slowed to a peaceful cadence. I lay there, sandwiched between Monica's soft curves and Selene's sculpted form, enveloped in a post-orgasmic haze. The orgasms I got from these two were always explosively fantastic, but the post-orgasm cuddles, pressed between their contrasting bodies was low-key maybe also my favorite part.




This reunion had been long overdue, as I

 
’

 
d just been in my first real, long-term monogamous relationship with a girl up until the month before, and out of respect for my now ex, I had not gone back to my original seducers during the relationship. Now that Kelly-Ann had decided maybe she was actually just into dick again after all, though, I

 
’

 
d been all too happy to take the road trip out to my ladies once more.




"God, I missed you two," I whispered, my voice trembling with abating excitement.

"We missed you too, Ames," Selene replied as she unceremoniously slid her tool out of me from behind. Her hand stroked my hair, comforting and affirming all at once, grounding me after the intense storm of pleasure and the removal of her tool.

Selene slid off of me and lay next to us, propped up on one elbow, her dominant gaze softening with affection as she looked down at me. "You always come back to us," she said with a smirk that belied the tenderness in her eyes. "That's because we know exactly how to take care of you."

Their words wrapped around me like a blanket, comforting and yet stirring a renewed desire within. Even in the aftermath of such intense pleasure, their presence was an aphrodisiac I could not resist. The way they understood me, how they could without words traverse the landscape of my body and soul—it was intoxicating.

I turned my head to face Monica, noticing the way the candlelight danced upon her dark curls and illuminated the blue in her eyes. She leaned in for another kiss, this one softer but no less passionate than before. Her lips whispered promises without sound, a language spoken only by those entangled in love's rapture.




“

 
Mmmph” I moaned with a smile as the kiss finally broke.




I lay breathless between them, their arms wrapped around me protectively. The warmth of their bodies enveloped me, like a cocoon of love and intimacy. In that moment, I knew that no matter how much time had passed since our first encounter, the bond between us would never fade. Along with that notion though, had been born another that I was starting to consider and explore within myself: Could I do to another young  supposed straight girl, what these two had so amazingly done for me?

The thought lingered in the back of my mind for some time now, tantalizing and a bit daunting. The idea of guiding someone else through this journey of self-discovery, of being the one to ignite the flames of their hidden desires, was both exhilarating and intimidating. Yet, as I lay there, a sense of empowerment began to take root within me. Monica and Selene had not only opened my eyes to my own passions but also to the power and beauty within me, the potential to awaken such feelings in others.

Monica seemed to sense the shift in my thoughts, her fingers tracing lazy patterns across my skin. "Something on your mind, Ames?" she inquired in that tone that said she already knew the answer to the question she was asking.




“

 
Well, I guess…” I stammered and blushed as if to say it out loud would jinx my idea into oblivion.

 
“

 
I uh, I have a wedding coming up, my first since Shelly

 
’

 
s…”




Selene's lips curved into a knowing smile, and she exchanged a glance with Monica. ”Oh?”

Monica propped herself up on one elbow, her presence commanding yet comforting. "Tell us about this wedding, darling," she encouraged, her tone laced with curiosity and something more...a mentor's encouragement.




I took a deep breath, the scent of flowers mingling with the essence of our shared pleasure still lingering in the air. "It's my cousin's wedding, distant cousin, straight wedding," I began, the words tumbling out nervously.

 
“

 
And well, I can't help but wonder if there might be someone like me there, someone who just needs a little push to discover their true self. Maybe I could be that catalyst for them, like you two were for me. I

 
’

 
ve uh, been really thinking about that lately, what it might be like, from the other side?"




Monica's eyes sparkled with a mix of pride and mischief as she absorbed my confession. "Ah, so our little Ames is thinking about playing Cupid—or should I say, Eros?" She chuckled softly, her laughter like music that filled the room with warmth.

Selene nodded, her dark eyes gleaming approvingly. "It's a powerful thing to awaken desire in someone else," she said, her voice low and rich. "To guide them into exploring parts of themselves they never knew existed. It can be transformative. It certainly was for us."

Her strong hand found mine, giving it a gentle squeeze that seemed to infuse me with confidence. "But remember," she continued, her tone serious yet supportive, "it's about more than seduction. It's about connection, trust, and helping them feel safe enough to explore those desires."




“

 
Was uh, that y

 
’

 
alls intention for me?” I asked a little sheepishly as I recalled what felt like a well-choreographed and coordinated dance of seduction that these two had performed on me unwittingly back at Shelly

 
’

 
s wedding.







“

 
Fuck no!” Selene laughed

 
“

 
We just saw a hot little single girl who looked lost and we wanted to see if we could get her into bed, it was just our luck you responded so beautifully that we could form this kind of connection.”




Monica let out a soft laugh in agreement, her eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that made my heart race all over again. "Sometimes," she said, her voice dropping to a whisper, "the universe conspires to bring people together in the most unexpected ways. Our intention was simple pleasure, but what we found was infinitely more precious."

The idea that I might stumble upon such serendipity at my cousin's wedding seemed both thrilling and far-fetched, but their words poured strength into my veins. Seduction was an art, and perhaps I too could paint its strokes with skill and care.

Eventually, we had had to get out of bed, shower (together of course) and collect ourselves. The sun was setting, casting a warm golden glow over the skyline as I stood on Monica and Selene's balcony, looking out at the city in a pale blue robe tied loosely around my waist. My newfound confidence and self-awareness surged through me like electricity, making my skin tingle with anticipation. The sex with my two sapphic mentors had been incredible and needed, but I was now all the more excited at the prospect of playing their role at the upcoming wedding.

Turning to find them standing behind me in matching robes of their own, their presence as comforting as it was exhilarating, I felt a curious mixture of vulnerability and power. Monica approached first, wrapping her arms around me from behind, her touch as gentle as it was possessive. She rested her chin on my shoulder, her breath warm against my neck.




"I would love to get to be there to see you as the seducer, Ames" Monica murmured, her voice vibrating through me. "You

 
’

 
re already such a heartbreaker. Just remember to savor the dance, the build-up... the look in her eyes when she starts to realize what she really wants."




Selene stepped closer, her hand brushing against the small of my back, causing a flutter deep within me. "Be patient," she advised with a soft authority that demanded attention. "Let her come to you. It's about giving her the space to realize what she desires, without feeling like it's being decided for her."




We grabbed some wine glasses and sat out on the chairs around the patio table. Selene had said it was time to

 
“

 
discuss strategy” for my upcoming endeavor. That seemed a bit much but with her and her always intense tone, I could never be sure when she was serious or not.




The conversation was mostly playful and not all that deep in the end. They did warn me of the folly of chasing straight girls, highlighting how special I was and not to expect the average single girl wedding guest to respond the way I had.

"Remember," Monica had chimed in, tracing the rim of her wine glass with a perfectly manicured finger, "the key is to be observant, perceptive. You're looking for any subtle signs that may suggest a woman is curious or open to exploration."

"Like what?" I asked, eager to absorb their wisdom.

"Body language," Selene offered, "especially how they interact with other women. Are they touchy-feely? Do they maintain eye contact a little longer than necessary? These are all potential indicators of an underlying desire."




I nodded, committing their advice to memory. It felt like preparing for a secret mission – one that held the power to change lives irrevocably, just as mine had been transformed two years ago. In all honesty, I was just happy for their insight, to be on the same page for this sexy project of sorts. It felt like a big honor that my

 
“

 
lesbian big sisters” thought me capable of this and wanted to see me succeed.




"Remember," Selene said, raising her glass in a toast, "you are a catalyst for change, a force to be reckoned with. You have the power to help others embrace their true selves, just as we helped you."

Selene was ever dramatic and was probably overplaying it by quite a bit, but I was encouraged by her toast and flattered at how powerful she said I could be in helping another young girl see the light.

"To Amy! The big gay catalyst!" Monica quipped as she held up her own glass.

As our glasses clinked together, I felt a renewed sense of purpose. I was ready to seek out those hidden desires and ignite that spark of curiosity, guiding others down the path of exploration and self-discovery. And I couldn't wait to get started.




Two and a half weeks later, I stepped out of the shuttle van and into the sunlit courtyard of the elegant hotel that served as the venue for my cousin

 
’

 
s wedding reception. The air was perfumed with the scent of blooming flowers, their petals unfurling in a riot of colors against the backdrop of lush greenery. My heart raced with anticipation, the beat echoing in my ears as though it were a primal drumroll heralding my arrival.




"Alright, Amy," I whispered to myself, drawing in a deep breath to steady my nerves. "This is it. Time to find your girl."




I will admit that I

 
’

 
d been distracted all throughout the ceremony (which had seemed lovely from my seat in the second to last row). The nuptials at the botanical garden were beautiful and the couple was clearly in love, but I was preoccupied with my anticipation at what I was going to try to accomplish at the reception. It wasn't just about seducing a straight young woman; it was about helping her discover a hidden part of herself, a treasure buried beneath layers of societal expectations and self-doubt. I was eternally grateful to Monica and Selene for having done that for me, and was excited to do it for another, plus I was excited to maybe get some wedding pussy.




As I made my way through the crowd, I couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement at the prospect of identifying a potential target. A sea of faces swirled around me, each one unique and beautiful in its own way. But I knew that somewhere amidst this kaleidoscope of feminine beauty, there would be one woman – one special, unsuspecting soul – who would resonate with my desires and respond to my advances.




"Monica and Selene are just a text away," I reminded myself, feeling grateful for their unwavering support. They wouldn't be physically present at the event, but they

 
’

 
d promised to respond quickly if I found myself in a bind that wasn

 
’

 
t

 
“

 
the fun kind” as Monica had said.




Heading further into the large room, I couldn't help but marvel at how far I had come since my own awakening. The woman I was today – confident, adventurous, and unapologetically sensual, and queer – bore little resemblance to the timid girl who had stumbled into Monica and Selene's embrace two years ago.

The silky fabric of my deep-cut emerald green dress clung to my curves, accentuating my slim waist and toned thighs. The plunging neckline hinted at the swell of my breasts, while a daring slit in the skirt revealed a tantalizing glimpse of my tanned legs. My long wavy, dirty blonde hair cascaded down my back, my green eyes shimmering with excitement as I scanned the room.

"Where are you, my elusive prey?" I mused silently, my eyes scanning the sea of faces, lingering briefly on each one as I assessed them for signs of hidden potential. Some seemed too self-assured, others too distracted by the festivities, but I knew that somewhere in this room was a girl waiting for a catalyst to set her free.

"Champagne?" a waiter offered as I made my way, the tinkling of crystal glasses and the hum of excited conversation filling the air.

"Thank you," I replied, accepting the flute with a smile. The bubbles tickled my nose as I sipped, the effervescent liquid a fitting accompaniment to my mood. I was on a mission, after all: a secret, thrilling quest that only Monica, Selene, and I knew about. And it was time to get down to business.




"Hi, I'm Amy," I introduced myself to a pretty brunette standing by the hors d'oeuvres table, her eyes alight with interest as she looked me up and down. We chatted for a few minutes, but I quickly realized that she wasn't the one I was looking for - her boyfriend came up quickly in the conversation and it was clear from the way she talked about him that she wasn

 
’

 
t looking to try something new. Can

 
’

 
t fault her for her preferences I suppose.







Continuing my search, I approached a group of women near the dance floor, their laughter bright and contagious. As we exchanged pleasantries, I studied them carefully, searching for any signs of hidden desire or curiosity. But once again, I came up empty-handed. They were lovely people, to be sure, but my gaydar didn

 
’

 
t move a tick in any of their presence.




"Maybe I'm going about this all wrong," I thought to myself, feeling a flicker of frustration. "Monica and Selene made it seem so easy, but how am I supposed to find someone who doesn't even know they're looking to be found?"

In that moment, my gaze fell upon a young woman standing apart from the crowd waiting by the bar, her delicate features framed by a halo of bright yellow, sun-bleached golden curls. She seemed shy, maybe even a little out of place, and my pulse quickened as I sensed something familiar in her demeanor - a hint of the same uncertainty and longing that had once consumed me.

Taking a deep breath, I made my way over to her, drawn by an irresistible force that felt both thrilling and inevitable. As our eyes met, I saw the spark of recognition in her sparkling blue orbs, and I knew without a doubt that I'd found her.

"Hi," I said softly, my voice barely audible above the din of the party so as not to spook her. "I'm Amy. What's your name?"

"Lily," she replied, her voice sweet and melodic. I thought I heard a tone of relief at being acknowledged. "It's nice to meet you."

"Likewise," I murmured, feeling the magnetic pull between us grow stronger with each passing second.

My eyes were immediately drawn to Lily's slight, delicate frame, made even more breathtaking by her shy demeanor. Standing a couple of inches shorter than me, she seemed almost ethereal, with big, doe-like eyes that were bright and full of wonder. Her strapless dress was a soft inky blue that hugged her curves in all the right places. The narrowness of her waist and the gentle flare of her hips were accented by the fabric, drawing my gaze to her every curve. And as if that wasn't enough to entice me, I could see the faint outline of lace peeking out from under the thin material, adding a teasing element of seduction to her outfit.

We asked how each of us knew the happy couple. She was my distant cousin, he was her coworker, though she felt kind of foolish as she was apparently the only one from the office who had bothered to show up today. As we exchanged pleasantries, I couldn't help but notice the way her blue eyes flickered with curiosity when they met mine. It was subtle, almost imperceptible, but it stirred something within me - a memory of my own awakening at the hands of Monica and Selene. That night, they'd seen past the facade of my straight, buttoned-up exterior and recognized the raw potential just waiting to be unleashed. I pondered whether I was recognizing the same thing in this curly-haired innocent vixen standing before me. I knew I was feeling a definite kinship with this shy, lovely beauty who felt so familiar, it was like looking through a mirror to my own past.

A moment of silence had settled between us, filled only by the hum of the party around us. As I watched her, I noticed a hint of vulnerability flicker across her face. She seemed almost nervous, her delicate fingers fidgeting with the stem of her half-filled champagne flute. A mild sense of apprehension hung in the air, but underneath that was an unmistakable spark of curiosity. It was that spark that pushed me forward.

"So, Miss Lily," I began, letting my gaze drift down to her lips before meeting her eyes again, "We having fun yet or what?”

She glanced around at the festive decorations and dancing guests before turning back to me with a shy smile. "It's a beautiful venue," she admitted, "but a bit overwhelming. I barely know anyone here."




“

 
Oh sweetie, me too.” I said, trying to lay down the charm as I lightly brushed my fingers over her forearm in a show of comradery. Her pale, flawless skin was soft, so incredibly soft beneath my touch, and I could see the goosebumps that erupted on her arm as I withdrew my hand. Lily blinked, surprised, then gave me a slow, shy smile that made my heart pound against my ribcage. Oh, she was responsive. That was promising.







"I've got an idea," I proposed, flashing a teasing smile. "How about we stick together for the night? It's always easier to navigate these things paired up, y

 
’

 
know?”




Her cheeks flushed a lovely shade of pink as she considered my offer before finally nodding in agreement. "That sounds nice," she replied, her voice barely above a whisper as she looked deep into my eyes. "I'm glad you came over and said hi.”




"Me too, wedding date," I whispered back, my heart soaring as she smiled and nodded in agreement at her new designation. I didn

 
’

 
t want to jinx anything but I was feeling our connection strengthen with each passing second.




"Would you like to dance?" I asked, extending my hand toward her. For a moment, she hesitated, her eyes wide and apprehensive, but then she placed her hand in mine, and her touch sent a jolting spark of anticipation coursing through me.

The music in the background seemed to disappear as I led her onto the dance floor. Her hand felt soft and delicate in mine, her skin warm against the coolness of my own. The lights spun around us in a blur as we moved together, each step bringing us closer. We tore up the dance floor and it was a blast. I could feel her inhibitions drop, and a release of all that apprehension was apparent as she moved around me.

Then, as is inevitable at a wedding, a slow song with overly intimate lyrics began to play and the couples on the floor got close.

I took the opportunity, pulling Lily gently towards me without a word. I would have let her pull away of course, but I felt that verbally asking might cause her to overthink and get nervous. She moved closer to me with no sign of protest and I didn't want to jeopardize the delicate connection forming between us by questioning if a close dance was something we, as two women who had only just met, should consider doing.

Our bodies aligned almost perfectly, her head finding a natural resting place against my chest. The scent of her hair, a mix of vanilla and something floral, intoxicated me, and I resisted the urge to bury my nose into the soft curls. Instead, I tightened my arms around her slender waist just a tad, feeling her tentative breaths against my body as the music guided our slow sway.

I could sense the tension in her initially, but with each graceful turn across the floor, it seemed to melt away. Her hands wandered to settle on my shoulders, and she looked up at me with those unfairly pretty hazel eyes.




“

 
I love this song,” I whispered breathily into her ear in a tone that I hoped hinted that it wasn

 
’

 
t the song that had my affection in that moment.




The corners of her full lips quirked upwards and I knew that she'd caught my meaning. Her answer, however, was anything but what I expected.

"It's funny," she said, her voice barely audible above the music. "I've always had a fantasy about the perfect slow dance at a wedding with... someone special." She trailed off, blushing furiously, but not before I caught the faintest glimmer of longing in her eyes.

"Really?" I asked, feigning innocence. "Me too.”

We continued to dance, the slow rhythm of the music wrapping around us like a cocoon, isolating us from the rest of the world. The electric current between us continued to build as we moved in sync, and I could feel Lily's breaths growing deeper, her grip on my shoulders slightly firmer.




The song eventually ended, though far too soon for my liking. I stepped back and could see the beautiful young woman before me was quite flushed. I could feel the heat on my own cheeks and gave a bemused grin.

 
“

 
Maybe let

 
’

 
s grab a cold water and get some air out on the balcony?”




Lily nodded, still seemingly caught in the afterglow of our dance, her gaze lingering on me with a hint of wonderment. We made our way through the crowd, fingers still entwined.

The night air embraced us with a cool touch as we stepped onto the large balcony that spanned the length of the reception venue and looked out over the city below. The moon hung overhead like an unblinking witness to the many chapters of romance it had seen unfold beneath its silvery gaze.

Lily's curls danced in the gentle breeze as she leaned on the railing, her profile bathed in moonlight. I watched her for a moment before joining her side, our shoulders almost touching. We both reached for the chilled water bottles I had fetched from one of the servers.

"Thank you," she said, her voice soft but steady, her eyes glancing over to mine as she took a sip, turning to look out at the view. "I needed that more than I realized."

"I aim to please," I returned playfully, enjoying the flicker of amusement that crossed her features. "Besides, can't have my wedding date get dehydrated on me."

She laughed at my cheesy joke and I decided then to take a risk. Standing close next to her, I ran my hand lightly down her back and let my fingertips linger for a few extra seconds on the warm, rounded curve of her pert ass underneath her dress.

Her body tensed slightly at the touch, but she didn't move away. Instead, she exhaled a soft laugh that seemed to betray a hint of nervous excitement. The moonlight cast shadows that played upon her features, and it was in this light that I saw the flicker of something more—an invitation, perhaps, or maybe a silent plea for me not to stop my barely veiled flirtation.




My own heart was beating as my mind spun, pondering what to do next. She hadn

 
’

 
t rejected my advance but she hadn

 
’

 
t quite reciprocated either.




I decided to give her space, withdrawing my hand with the same slow, deliberate movement I had used to place it there. Silence enveloped us for a moment, punctuated only by the faint strains of music that seeped out from the reception hall. The tension between us was palpable, a blend of uncertainty and desire that neither of us seemed quite ready to address head-on.




I was this close to reaching into my clutch and trying to subtly text Monica and Selene for advice on navigating this potential stalemate when a certain memory of my wedding night with them replayed in my mind. I remembered Monica

 
’

 
s first gambit that had really escalated things and devised a revision that might work on the cutie before me.




"Tell you what," I proposed, breaking the silence. She turned to face me and I could see she looked just the slightest bit rattled. "Let's make a little wager. If I can guess your favorite color, you have to give me something personal - something that belongs to you."




“

 
A-wager?” she asked, first sounding skeptical before a big grin broke out on her face.







“

 
Uh huh, just to keep the festivities interesting.”




"Like what?" she asked, her eyes widening in what I hoped was excitement.




"Your underwear," I replied boldly, holding her gaze steady as I awaited her response. I was hoping making a game of it would soften the potential awkwardness of how forward I was suddenly being.

 
“

 
I guess your favorite color, you give me your undies.”




Lily's eyes widened even further, her lips parting in surprise before a blush bloomed across her delicate features like a rose unfurling. For a moment, there was silence as we both contemplated the provocative stakes of this impromptu game. Then she let out a coy chuckle, glancing down at her hands before meeting my gaze once more.

"Oh, is that how we're playing it?" she retorted, leaning back against the railing with an air of challenge. "And what happens if you guess wrong?"




“

 
Uhh, what would you want?” I asked, suddenly feeling foolish for having not thought this risky play all the way through.




Lily bit her bottom lip, pondering for a moment, and the sight sent my heart into overdrive. Could it be that her innocence was a facade? I suddenly wondered; beneath that doe-eyed baby face, I sensed there lurked a curious spirit—and maybe, just maybe, a bit of a tease.




"If you guess wrong," she finally said with a hint of mischief in her voice,

 
“

 
you have to march right up to the bride and groom and confess about how you

 
’

 
re openly hitting on me!”







Fuck. She had called my bluff. I was about ready to dive off the edge of the balcony from embarrassment. When I looked at her smile again though, I realized she wasn

 
’

 
t messing with me. Quite the opposite. She seemed to be enjoying that I was hitting on her. She wanted to play.







“

 
Deal.” I said as I attempted to catch my breath and regain my composure.







“

 
Oh good.” she beamed back at me, lilting laughter in her voice. She crossed her arms and leaned her hip against the railing.

 
“

 
So what

 
’

 
s my favorite color then, Miss Amy?”







I nearly buckled and melted right then and there. Something about her calling me by an authoritative title like

 
“

 
Miss Amy” felt so intensely hot, even in the joking way she said it. She couldn

 
’

 
t be more than a year or two younger than me, but

 
“

 
Miss Amy” sounded like I was the matronly authority figure in this situation, a position I was so not averse to assuming for her.







“

 
Hmm, sunny pretty thing like you, I

 
’

 
m gonna go with…yellow,” I said, taking a total shot in the dark. Getting the question right wasn

 
’

 
t really the point was it?







“

 
Nope!” Lily said with an infectious giggle. Goddess, this girl was so adorable I couldn

 
’

 
t stand it.







I gulped, preparing to make good on my part of the bet when she leaned into my ear and spoke in a soft, sultry tone.

 
“

 
The panties I have on tonight are in my favorite color.”




Fuck. Me.




This girl was trouble in the best way. I

 
’

 
d later learn that prior to our meeting, she really was a straight arrow, but my blatant and not-so-subtle attempts at wooing her had sparked curiosity and flattery within her. In that moment, my blunt charms and clunky flirtation had made her want to entertain the possibility of trying something new. Oblivious to all of this in the moment, I wasn

 
’

 
t about to question the bird in the hand so to speak, so with a dry gulp, I leaned back into her and gave my response.







“

 
Well then, maybe I should see them to find out what that color is.” Butterflies filled my tummy, my heartbeat pounded in my chest. The grin on my face was nothing short of shit-eating. We both had to know what game we were playing at this point.




Lily's laugh tinkled in the night, a delicate sound that seemed to twine with the distant music. She tilted her head, the moonlight catching the golden strands of her curls. There was a sparkle in her eyes that told me she was very much enjoying the game, even as her cheeks flushed a deeper shade of pink.

"You're very presumptuous, Miss Amy," she teased, drawing out my title once again with that playful lilt. Yet there was something in the way she leaned slightly closer, her body language betraying her words.




I met her gaze, letting my own eyes dance with the challenge. "Maybe so," I conceded with a hint of nonchalance. "But life

 
’

 
s too short for maybes and what-ifs."




There was a pause as she regarded me, her lips pursed in thought. Then I saw her look past me and around the mostly empty balcony. There was no one in our direct eye line, though there were a few stragglers on the wings. Her eyes locked on a little wooden fenced outcropping at the far end of the long balcony, the other side of which was fully out of view. She motioned to it with a nod of her head.

I felt a surge of excitement at her proposition, mingling with the intoxicating risk of possibly being caught. I nodded, my throat suddenly dry, and followed her as she led the way to the secluded nook. The music became ever fainter with each step we took away from the light and chatter of the reception.

When we reached the outcrop, hidden by shadows and the night's embrace, Lily turned to face me. Her breath came out in delicate puffs in the cool air, and I could see the anticipation shimmering in her eyes.




“

 
So,” she started, her voice barely above a whisper but firm nonetheless.

 
“

 
You want to know my favorite color?”




The teasing note was gone from her voice now, replaced by something deeper, more earnest. I swallowed hard and nodded again.

As I locked eyes with Lily, she seductively traced her finger along the edge of her dress, slowly lifting it to reveal the smooth skin of her thighs and then the tantalizing glimpse of lace that adorned her pelvic area. The delicate fabric in a mesmerizing shade of lilac sent shivers down my spine as I imagined caressing it with my fingertips. My heart raced at the thought of her willingly exposing herself to me, and I couldn't resist the urge to reach out and touch her, my body trembling with desire.

"Lilac," I breathed out, the word feeling like an intimate secret shared just between us. My pulse raced as I took in the delicate sight before me, and I couldn't help but edge closer, drawn by an invisible force that thrummed between us.

Lily's gaze didn't waver; instead, it held an intensity that seemed to pierce right through me. "Well, purple, but sure, Lilac," she echoed softly with a hint of laughter.




“

 
Lily likes Lilac.” I said breathlessly. I reached out, my fingertips grazing her skin just below the bottom of the lace at the top of her thigh. I watched her shiver at my touch, and her eyes fluttered closed for the briefest of moments before locking onto mine once again.




I was nearly undone by the vulnerability and trust she offered me in that small gesture. I fixated on the sensations, the smoothness of the skin of her upper thigh, and then the lacy pattern of the lilac material just above it. The contrast and intimacy was intoxicating. I could have run my fingers over the point where the two met all night…




“

 
Fucking hell Amy, are you going to kiss me already or what?” Lily asked suddenly, breaking me out of my trance in the best way possible.




Her playful impatience sent a bolt of heat straight through me. I chuckled, low and husky, captivated by how the tables had momentarily turned. Shivering with my own anticipation and excitement, I attempted to plaster a big confident, knowing smile on my face as I grabbed the back of her neck and pressed my lips to hers.

The kiss was electric, a surge of energy that traveled through every fiber of my being. I could taste the sweetness of the champagne we had been sipping on her lips, and beneath that, something uniquely Lily, her essence. It was a flavor I knew instantly I wanted to experience all varieties of.

She responded with a surprising fervor, her arms winding around my neck as she pressed herself closer, more firmly into my body. I savored the feel of her body against mine, the delicate curves that fit so perfectly into my hands. My fingers found their way into her soft curls, holding her gently but firmly as our mouths moved against one another.

Lily's breaths came out in short gasps between our kisses, and I could feel the rapid beat of her heart against my chest. The world around us seemed to fall away until there was nothing left but her and me and this moment.

The kiss deepened as I wrapped one arm around her waist while the other hand remained dangerously close to the lilac intrigue that had drawn us to this secret corner. Her breath hitched as our bodies pressed closer, her delicate form fitting perfectly against mine. The stiff points of her hardened nipples at the tops of her smaller, perfectly round breasts rubbing against my chest were almost enough to make me quake right there against her. I could not get enough feeling this physical manifestation of her arousal that I knew I was causing.

Amidst the passionate, sloppy kissing, my fingers moved up from the top of her thigh to her heated center still obscured by the lilac fabric. I could feel a wet hot moisture seeping through as my fingertips rubbed lightly at the start of her lips through the lace.

The breathy moan she made into my mouth as we kissed was all the encouragement I needed. I stroked her through her purple panties three more times before I slid my hand up to the waistband and then worked my fingers under it, feeling her smooth mound and wet hot heat directly for the first time.

Feeling her body arch against the touch, I couldn't help but marvel at the contrast between her delicate exterior and the fierce desire she was now revealing to me. The heat of her need rolled off her in waves, and my own arousal soared to match it.

Carefully, I slipped my fingers lower, exploring the softness of her, reveling in the slickness that welcomed me. Lily's grip on my body tightened as she responded to each gentle probe with a sharp intake of breath or a quiet mewl that only served to heighten my own senses.

"Lily," I whispered against her lips, "you're so incredibly sexy."

She opened her eyes then, icy blue orbs afire with something raw and unbridled. Her vulnerability in this hidden alcove was palpable, and yet she exuded an inner strength that drew me to her even more.




"You

 
’

 
re…beautiful," was all she managed to utter before breaking away from our kiss to catch her ragged breath.




Guided by intuition and the intimate cues of her body language, I traced circles over her more sensitive areas, eliciting gasps and shudders that filled the silent night around us. Each movement seemed to pull us deeper into a world where only we existed, a world ruled by touch and sensation.




Suddenly she looked up at me, her flushed face full of intent.

 
“

 
Amy…”







“

 
Yes, Lily?” I responded, stopping my movement on her throbbing little clit.







“

 
Are…are you staying at this hotel?” she asked, nearly breathless.




I nodded victoriously, grateful to my past self for having chosen to spend the extra money for a hotel room at this venue despite my apartment not being more than 15 minutes away.




My hand came out of her panties and I heard her let out a soft gasp of disappointment. I held that same hand out to her, my fingertips glistening in the night

 
’

 
s light with her arousal. She couldn

 
’

 
t seem to take it fast enough and once our fingers interlaced, I was leading us around the perimeter of the dance floor in a blur of anticipation and arousal as we all but sprinted to the elevator bank as fast as our heels would allow us to go.




I could feel Lily's pulse thrumming rapidly against my own as we waited for the elevator to descend, our breaths erratic and mingling in the charged air between us. Impatience clawed at me, but I forced myself to remain composed for her sake, squeezing her hand reassuringly.

The lift arrived with a soft chime, and we stepped inside. As the doors closed, sealing us away from the world, I turned to face her. She was a vision of desire incarnate, her cheeks flushed with excitement and her lips slightly swollen from our kisses.




In the mirrored walls of the elevator, I saw our reflections - a tableau of anticipation. My eyes locked onto hers in the reflection, a silent promise of what was to come. I leaned in, brushing my lips against her earlobe as I whispered words that just came to me out of nowhere, "You

 
’

 
re in so much trouble, Lily-girl."




Her response was a shudder that ran through her entire body. Her hands found their way to my waist, fingers digging in slightly as though she was holding on for dear life.

When the doors finally opened onto my floor, we stumbled out in our haste. The hallway was deserted at this hour, which only added to the urgency and secrecy of our actions.




“

 
Room 1433” I rasped into her ear, motioning down the hall. We moved quickly towards my room, our heels clicking on the carpeted floor.




Reaching the door, I fished the key card from my clutch with slightly trembling hands – evidence of my own excitement. The soft beep and the green light seemed deafeningly loud in the quiet corridor. As the door swung open, I pulled Lily inside, kicking it shut behind us with a flick of my heel.




The room was dimly lit, soft ambient light spilling from the bedside lamp I had left on in the hopes I

 
’

 
d bring someone back here tonight.  The air was heavy with anticipation, and I could feel Lily

 
’

 
s breathing grow shallow, her chest rising and falling rapidly as I drew her further into the room.




Without saying a word, our lips found each other again in a collision of need and want. My hands roamed her back before settling on the small, perfectly round and tight cheeks of her delicious little butt.

I could feel the tension in her muscles, a combination of nervous energy and unspoken desire that permeated every fiber of her being. Her responsiveness to my touch was intoxicating, driving me to explore further, to delve deeper into the sensations we were creating together.

The softness of her skin beneath the thin fabric of her dress was like velvet, and I relished the way she melted against me as I pressed her closer. The faint scent of her shampoo from her hair mingled with the headier aroma of our arousal, creating an olfactory backdrop to the symphony of sighs and moans that filled the room.

I felt Lily's nervous energy mixing with my own excitement. She looked up at me with wide eyes, her pupils dilated with anticipation and curiosity. I gently pulled her closer, our lips meeting in another tender kiss. The taste of champagne lingered on her tongue as it danced with mine, setting off sparks of desire that spread throughout my body.

"Relax, Lily," I whispered against her lips, feeling her chest rise and fall rapidly. "Just let yourself enjoy this moment. I'm here for you."

Her breathing steadied slightly, and she nodded, offering me a small smile. Taking her hands, I guided them to my waist and then to the zipper at the back of my dress.




“

 
Undress me, Lily,” I commanded in a husky, breathy whisper.




Her hands trembled slightly but complied with a newfound sense of determination. As she slowly pulled the zipper down, the sound seemed to echo in the charged silence of the room. Fingers brushing against my now exposed skin sent shivers cascading down my spine. I could feel every nerve ending coming alive with anticipation, every breath we took becoming part of an intimate duet.




The dress fell away, pooling around my feet. I let out a soft sigh and felt goosebumps wash over my body. Standing before her in my black silky undergarments, a black bra, and matching G-string, I watched Lily

 
’

 
s eyes drink in the sight of me. She licked her lips as she looked my body up and down.




As if emboldened by her actions so far, Lily stepped closer to trace the contours of the top of my bra, lingering on my breasts and the meeting point of my cleavage. Her touch was light, almost reverent as if she could hardly believe she was allowed such privileges. My heart swelled with a potent mixture of tenderness and overwhelming desire.




“

 
All the way…” I commanded in another lusty hiss. I wanted her to get me naked, to watch her face as she revealed another woman to herself sexually for the first time.




Her hesitancy vanished in the wake of my command, her fingers now moving with purpose. She reached around to unclasp my bra, and as it fell away, her gaze lingered on my now bare chest. A soft gasp escaped her as her hands tentatively rose to cup my breasts, her thumbs brushing against my already-hardened nipples.

The sensation shot through me like electricity, and I suppressed a moan that threatened to escape. I closed my eyes briefly, surrendering to the feel of her delicate touch, marveling at how naturally she seemed to adapt to this new exploration.

My G-string was the last barrier between us, and as Lily's fingers hooked into the sides, I could see the mixture of nervousness and eagerness in her eyes. She pulled it down slowly, maintaining eye contact the entire time.

I watched her face closely as my bare mound, then the meticulously trimmed hair of my landing strip and finally the outer lips of my pussy came into her view.

Her breath hitched, and an adorable blush crept over her cheeks. Her innocence was palpable, but there was a flicker of something else — a latent desire that was beginning to burn brighter in her increasingly lusty gaze.

I stepped out of the G-string, now completely exposed to her. The air felt cool against my skin, but the heat emanating from Lily's body promised warmth and passion. She reached out hesitantly, her fingertips grazing the sensitive skin of my inner thigh.

"Beautiful," she whispered, almost to herself. The word was laden with awe and laced with the thrill of discovery.

Taking her hands in mine once more, I led them up my body with gentle guidance, showing her how to touch, where to press, where to caress.

Then I leaned back, pushing my body out to her, and dropped my hands from hers, inviting her to explore and touch wherever she wanted, desperately curious to see where she might want to focus.

Lily's hands hovered for a moment, as if she were both yearning to explore and afraid of overstepping an unseen boundary. But the desire in her eyes could not be mistaken, and it seemed to banish any lingering hesitation. She began to trace the lines of my hips, her touch growing bolder with every breath.

Her fingers danced upwards, skimming the sides of my ribs before venturing toward the swell of my breasts. They paused there, trembling slightly as if unsure, but the soft yet audible moan that escaped my lips encouraged her onward. Her touch was curious and gentle, evoking a yearning within me that I hadn't realized was so potent.

I couldn't help but arch into her caress, guiding her hands with small movements of my body, silently telling her 'yes' without uttering a single word. Lily's confidence grew with each muted plea that spilled from between my parted lips, and soon she was shaping and teasing with an almost natural ease.




“

 
You…you can try them if you want…with your mouth.” I finally managed to stammer and encourage. I wanted to know what her mouth felt like there and I wanted her to get her first experience as well.







Lily

 
’

 
s eyes flickered with a mix of wonder and yearning at my invitation. Slowly, she leaned forward, her breath warm against my skin. Her lips hesitated just a breath away from my nipple, and I watched, entranced by the unfolding moment, the very cusp of her exploration.




Seemingly bolstered by my vocal encouragement, she captured the peak between her lips, and a rush of warmth surged through me. Soft and tentative at first, as if she were savoring the delicate petal of a flower, her tongue flicked across the sensitive bud, coaxing a gasp from deep within me.

The sound I made was one of pure pleasure, unguarded and raw. It seemed to serve as an affirmation to Lily because she became more assured in her caress. With each gentle suckle, each tender nip, I felt my body rise to meet her, an innate dance that required no choreography.

My hands found their way into her golden curls, guiding without force, an offering of rhythm to our newfound symphony. The room faded into nothingness; there was only Lily's mouth on me, a sweet pressure building in my lower regions already.

Breathing hard and raspy, I guided us backward towards the edge of the bed in the center of the room. Her hands on my naked waist. When I reached the bed of the bed, I pushed off of her softly and lowered myself down until I was lying naked and spread open for her. She looked down at me, still in her party dress, though her hair and makeup were a bit smudged and tossed.

With my eyes, I gestured downward to my aroused and already visibly glistening pussy. All I wanted in the world was to know what her tongue and lips would feel on my most private area.




Lily

 
’

 
s gaze was drawn to the sight like a moth captivated by a flame, her breath quickening at the silent invitation. I watched as she swallowed, the delicate pulse at her throat betraying the rapid beat of her heart. She knelt down beside the bed, the fabric of her dress rustling softly against her skin, a stark contrast to the smooth skin of my thighs beckoning her closer.




Her hands, trembling with anticipation and nerve, reached out to tentatively touch the softness of my inner thigh once more, just inches from where I yearned for her most. A shiver ran through me, and I found myself lifting my hips slightly towards her—a wordless plea for closeness.




“

 
I…I never have before, what if I

 
’

 
m not good?” She asked suddenly.







“

 
Sugar, you

 
’

 
re spectacular” was all I could think to say in my aroused anticipatory state. Corny as hell? Yes, but it seemed to do the trick because a small, nervous smile crept onto her lips. Then, gathering a breath that seemed to carry all her courage with it, Lily lowered her face towards my aching flesh.




She started with a soft kiss on my inner thigh, her lips barely grazing me, sending ripples of desire throughout my entire being. I let out a shaky exhale, encouraging her. She looked up at me for reassurance, finding it in my eyes brimming with want and need.

Gaining confidence, she planted another kiss, closer this time to where all my arousal was emanating up to her. My heart raced, and I bit down on my lip to stifle the moans that threatened to spill forth. Her blonde curls cascaded around her face like a halo as she finally pressed her lips against the heat of me.

Her initial touch was a whisper of air, a hesitant kiss placed just above where I was most sensitive. I could feel the heat of her breath against me, and it made my entire body tingle with anticipation. My heartbeat was loud in my ears, each throb mirroring the pulses of desire that Lily was coaxing to life with every tentative exploration.




“

 
Don

 
’

 
t be afraid, taste me, please.” what started out as encouragement for her became a desperate plea from me. I had never needed anyone so badly.




Lily responded as if my plea had broken down the last of her inhibitions. Her warm, soft tongue timidly met the slickness between my thighs, and everything in me melted into an incomprehensible fog of pleasure.

The sensation of her tongue's hesitant journey was like nothing I had ever known – it was unpracticed but innately intuitive, seeking out warmth and wetness with a shy yet insatiable curiosity. She flicked tentatively at my clit, and I couldn't suppress the moan that rose from my chest, one that seemed to resonate throughout the room and within Lily herself.

"Like this?" she asked in a hushed tone, her breath hot against me. Her voice was laced with vulnerability, but also an underlying strength that hinted at the depths yet to be uncovered within her.

"Yes," I breathed out, "just like that." My encouragement seemed to embolden her, and she renewed her attention on the clit at the top of my lips, first licking at it, then taking the engorged nub in her mouth and sucking.

Her mouth worked with a gentle fervor, sending jolts of pleasure that coursed through my veins like wildfire. I could feel the tension within me winding tighter and tighter, a coil ready to spring free at any moment. My hands entangled in her curls and urged her onward, guiding her movements as she navigated this uncharted territory of skin and desire.




Lily

 
’

 
s tongue swirled around my clit, painting circles that made my breath hitch in my throat. Then she would switch tactics, applying gentle pressure that had me spiraling towards ecstasy. The room was thick with the scent of my arousal, and every sound was amplified—a testament to the intensity of the moment.




Her exploration became bolder as she delved further, parting the folds with her fingers to dip her tongue into my wetness. The sensation was intoxicating; it was warmth and electricity, a potent cocktail of sensations that left me dizzy with need.




“

 
More,” I whispered hoarsely, caught between pleading and commanding. Lily seemed to understand my urgency—she responded by quickening the pace, her tongue moving with a newfound confidence that only added fuel to the fire blazing inside me.




I was close now—I could feel the precipice approaching, an edge I was all too eager to leap off. Every lick and kiss from Lily drew me nearer to that release. For as inexperienced as she was, my new lover could definitely sense my explosion was coming up fast. She doubled her efforts, the softness of her mouth becoming more insistent, as if she too was chasing the high that awaited us both. Her digit slipped inside me, joining in this beautiful dance of tongue and touch, and I found myself riding the waves of her rhythm.




“

 
Don

 
’

 
t stop,” I gasped out, my voice thick with desire. Lily's movements were a sweet torment, pushing me further toward the brink of ecstasy.




Her gentle nibbles turned into purposeful sucks, and every pull seemed to draw the pleasure from deep within me to converge at one single point. I bucked against her face, shamelessly seeking more contact, more of everything she was offering.

She glanced up at me once again through her long lashes,  blonde curls hanging over her face, earnest eyes seeking affirmation that she was giving me what I craved. I let out a moan of approval and I felt something shift within—something deeper than pure physical satisfaction. There was a connection sparking alive, a bond forged in vulnerability and trust.

With one last flick of her tongue followed by a firm press against my pulsating clit, it happened. My body clenched around her finger as waves of orgasm rolled over me. It crashed through all of my nerves all at once and suddenly I was a bucking, roiling bundle of pleasure completely under the spell of her mouth and fingers.




I was gasping, the world tilting and spinning as the aftershocks rippled through me. Lily

 
’

 
s tender ministrations did not cease until she was certain I had ridden out the last vestiges of my climax. Gradually, her touches became softer, a gentle lullaby easing me back from the precipice of bliss to the warm, comforting embrace of my bed.




She pulled away slowly, her lips parting from me with an audible kiss that seemed to echo in the silence that followed. Lily's eyes, now darkened with something akin to wonder and pride, met mine from where she remained between my legs, her cheeks flushed with the exertion and exhilaration of what she had just given—and perhaps, received in a different sense.

She crawled up my body, her movement graceful and fluid despite the shaking of her limbs that mirrored my own post-orgasmic quivers. Her curly hair fell around us like a curtain, creating an intimate canopy as her eyes searched mine. There was a sheen of awe and something more profound in those hazel depths—a dawning realization of the power she held in her own hands, lips, and tongue.

"Was that okay?" she breathed out, her voice laced with uncertainty but also hope.

I pulled her into my arms, a laugh escaping me that was both breathless and joyous. "More than okay, fucking fantastic" I assured her, pressing my lips against hers in a deep, languid kiss.

We lay tangled together, enjoying how it felt to press my naked body against hers, still in her party dress, the stickiness between us not discomfort but rather a sweet reminder of what had passed.

After I had finally caught my breath and regained some composure, my hand slid down to cup and then squeeze her perky butt through her dress.




“

 
Is it Lily

 
’

 
s turn?” I asked coyly, excited to see how she

 
’

 
d respond.




Her eyes flickered with a mix of nerves and excitement, but there was a spark there that told me she was ready to take this leap. "Yes," she whispered back, her voice barely audible but resolute.

I didn't need to be told twice. With a newfound eagerness, I began to trace my fingers up the smooth expanse of her thigh, feeling the delicate fabric of her dress bunch under my touch as I inched my way higher. Lily's breath hitched in her throat as I discovered the warmth that awaited me, and my heart swelled with desire to bring her the same overwhelming pleasure she had gifted me.

Gently pushing the hem of her dress upwards, I exposed the soft skin beneath. Her body was a landscape I was intent on exploring—every curve, every crease, every hidden valley. Lily's chest rose and fell rapidly, a testament to the anticipation building within her.




With careful fingers, I undid the zipper at the side of her dress and slowly peeled it away from her body. The fabric whispered its descent down her form before pooling softly at our feet. She hadn

 
’

 
t been wearing a bra under the dress, as I had surmised from our embrace earlier. There she was, laid bare before me save those iconic lilac panties—her vulnerability entrancing, her trust empowering.




I paused for a moment to admire Lily just in her panties in the soft glow of the room—the perfect, palm-sized orbs of her perky little breasts with their rose-tinted peaks, her flat stomach rising and falling with each excited breath, and the gentle dip of her waist that blossomed out into feminine hips. She was ethereal, a vision that I had the fortune to behold and the pleasure to touch. "You're beautiful," I whispered, not just to flatter her, but because it needed to be said, to be acknowledged in this sacred space between us.

Her cheeks tinged with a shy pink as my words washed over her, and she bit her lower lip in a way that was both nervous and enticing. "Amy," she murmured, her voice laced with a million unspoken questions and emotions.




I didn

 
’

 
t want to rush her, didn't want to muddle this moment with too much intensity, but the desire was a living thing inside me. With tender fingers, I traced the outline of her panties, watching as goosebumps formed on her skin at the brush of my fingertips. Lily closed her eyes, surrendering to the sensations, to the intimacy of my touch. Her hands found mine, guiding them further until they slipped beneath the delicate lilac fabric.




As I began to explore her, gently at first, I couldn't help but marvel at the softness of her—the heat emanating from her core and the slick invitation that greeted my questing fingers. Lily's breath caught in her throat, and she let out a soft moan that urged me on.

With the pads of my fingertips, I mapped the contours of her warm, slick lips each touch more confident as I learned what made her gasp, what made her hips lift to meet my hand.

I leaned down to kiss her once again, swallowing her sighs as my fingers continued their delicate dance. Her kisses were sweet with a hint of desperation as if she was trying to communicate every emotion coursing through her without the need for words.

Pulling back from our kiss, I gazed into Lily's eyes—those pools of ice blue that held storms and stars within them—and knew I wanted to be the one to unlock all the passion she kept hidden away. "Let me make you feel amazing, like you did for me" I whispered against her lips, seeking the permission that her eyes had already granted.

With a nod nearly imperceptible but entirely clear in its intent, she gave herself over to me completely. My movements became more purposeful, and with a quick motion, I slid her panties down and saw the beauty of her sex for the first time.




I paused, struck by the sight, taking in the perfect asymmetry and delicate folds that awaited my touch. A soft pink blush spread along the apex of her thighs, speaking of readiness and a quiet yearning.

 
“

 
You

 
’

 
re gorgeous,” I murmured, my voice thick with desire, as I peeled the panties away entirely and let them join her dress on the floor.




Lily bit her lip harder now, her body tensing with anticipation as I positioned myself between her spread legs.

Ever so gently, I lowered my head, letting my breath tease over her sensitive skin before bestowing upon her my first tender kiss. The reaction was immediate; a sharp intake of breath followed by a soft keen that vibrated against the walls of the room.




Encouraged by her responsiveness, I explored further, my tongue painting slow strokes along her folds. I was rewarded with the sweet taste of her arousal and the rhythmic clenching of her thighs around me. Lily

 
’

 
s hands found their way into my hair, tangling in its waves as if anchoring herself to this new reality.







My lips locked onto her clit with a subtle suction that drew a high-pitched whimper from Lily

 
’

 
s throat.







“

 
Fuck me.” I heard her suddenly say from above my position.







“

 
Hmm?” I said into her wet engorged lips.







“

 
Fuck me, with your fingers, while you lick my clit. I want to cum from you fucking me, Amy.”







I flicked at her clit with my tongue as two of my fingers danced on her outer lips. A sudden thought occurred, inspired by my mentors, and I looked up at her to say

 
“

 
Only if you call me Daddy.”




Her eyes widened for a split second, the surprise evident, but then that spark of curiosity I adored so much flickered to life. She hesitated, her breaths still catching with every flick and swirl of my tongue. And then, with a voice laced with both vulnerability and desire, she whispered, "Fuck me, Daddy."




Hearing those words from her lips sent an electric thrill through me—a surge of power and tenderness intertwined. Oh, that

 
’

 
s what Selene had been on about. I got it now. The rush of perverse, taboo pleasure at hearing another woman say that to me in the act of sex was indescribable in a sweet, almost sickly wrong way that was invigorating as it was arousing.




I slid two fingers inside her slowly, feeling her warmth envelop me, as tight and as welcoming as I had imagined. She let out two soft, very distinct gasps as I slid into her.

I began to move within her, establishing a rhythm designed to bring out more and more wet heat with each stroke. She rocked against my touch, her body writhing with the pleasure I was causing within her.

Lily's breath came in short gasps now, punctuated by soft whimpers that turned into moans. The sounds of our union filled the room—a chorus of slick movements and whispered endearments. "Yes, Daddy, Yes Miss Amy...just like that," she breathed out, her voice quivering with the precipice of release.

I doubled my efforts, plunging deeper, curling my fingers to find that sweet spot inside her. With my thumb, I circled her clit in tandem, orchestrating a crescendo of sensations that would soon spill over.

Her grip on my hair tightened and I let her push my mouth back onto her clit. Her body began to tremble, and I could sense the imminent wave about to break.

"Please," she pleaded, her eyes squeezed shut, her face contorted with the intensity of her need. "I'm so close."

The sensation of her unraveling under my touch was exquisite—a masterpiece of vulnerability and strength juxtaposed in the throes of our passion.

I was relentless now, my fingers moving in and out of her with unwavering precision and increasing speed, my mouth devoted to her pleasure as I sucked and lapped at her center.

Her climax built like a symphony reaching its crescendo; notes of tension and release played out across her body in perfect harmony. She clung to me tighter, as if I were the only thing anchoring her to this world while ecstasy threatened to carry her away.

"Amy... I'm—" The rest of her words dissolved into a high-pitched cry as she crested the peak of pleasure. Her back arched off the bed, pushing herself into me even more as waves of release crashed through her. The tightness around my fingers pulsed, her walls gripping me in rhythmic spasms as she rode out the waves of her orgasm. Her sounds were raw and unrestrained now, a testament to the trust she had placed in my hands.

I maintained the pressure and pace, easing her through it until I felt her relax beneath me. Her breaths turned to sighs of contentment as I carefully withdrew my fingers and rose to press a gentle kiss to her sweaty forehead.

As we lay there, entwined and panting, I couldn't help but feel a sense of satisfaction at what we had just shared. Sure, it had been my selfish goal to bag a straight girl at my next wedding, but this had been much deeper and more meaningful than I had ever imagined it could have been. Was this what Selene and Monica lucked into finding with me? We should all have been so lucky.

I shifted so I was looking down at my new muse while she lay flat on her back, still in her post-orgasmic daze.

"Lily," I cooed softly, my voice a tender caress parallel to the gentle brush of my fingertips across her flushed cheek. "still with me, girl?”

She opened her eyes slowly, still half-lost in the afterglow. A smile played on her lips, one that reached those mesmerizing hazel eyes and warmed them with something akin to wonder. "still here, just, basking." she breathed out, her voice a mixture of exhaustion and elation. "You made me feel…everything."

My heart swelled with pride and affection for this beautiful creature beneath me. I nestled closer, allowing our bodies to maintain their connection. Her skin was soft against mine, a delicate silk that invited endless exploration. The room was permeated with the scent of our shared releases, a heady aroma that seemed to linger like a third presence among us.




"You know," I said thoughtfully, tracing the outline of her breast with the pad of my thumb, "there's no rush to define anything or figure everything out right now, and I don

 
’

 
t even know if you

 
’

 
re local or came in for the wedding or what, but uh, I

 
’

 
d sure love this to not be the last time I see you."




Lily's gaze locked onto mine, her eyes swirling with emotions that she seemed to be processing in real-time. I recognized that look—the delicate balance of confusion and clarity, the birth of a new understanding about oneself. She reached up, her fingers gently caressing my cheek, drawing me into a soft kiss that was as much about gratitude as it was about desire.




"You won't," she whispered against my lips, the promise hanging between us like the fragile strings of a spider's web, intricate and full of potential.

 
“

 
I work with the groom, remember? He works locally and so do I…I don't want this to be a one-time thing either."




My heart thundered in my chest at her admission. It was one thing to crave another encounter; it was entirely another to hear the echoes of your own longing reflected in someone else's words. We broke away from the kiss, our foreheads resting against each other as we shared the same breath, the same space of intimacy that had been forged in the fire of our passion.




I

 
’

 
m not sure how long we stayed like that, I

 
’

 
d have been happy with forever, but at a certain point, she turned and looked at the clock on the bedside table behind me.







“

 
Hey,” she said with a wry, self-satisfied little grin

 
“

 
there

 
’

 
s still like 25 minutes left of the wedding. Will you dance with me some more?”




My heart soared at her cute proposal. I chuckled and nuzzled her nose with mine, feeling the lingering electricity of our connection dance between us. "I'd love to dance with you, Lily," I whispered back, my voice a husky murmur that seemed to vibrate with the residual pleasure of our interlude.

We separated slowly, limbs untangling with lazy reluctance as if our bodies were loath to part. I watched her rise from the bed, her movement all fluid grace, a testament to the inner strength I had only begun to uncover. She stood there for a moment, a perfect silhouette against the soft lighting of the hotel room, her curls tousled and her skin still flushed from exertion.




Hand in hand, Lily and I walked back into the reception hall, our rumpled dresses back in place as best we could manage, sex tossed hair hastily fixed and tied back, our faces flushed from the intensity of our shared experience. The soft murmur of conversation and clinking glasses greeted us as we made our way through the crowd while a sense of quiet triumph hummed between us. I made eye contact with a few of the other folks at the wedding I actually knew and felt like they could tell what we

 
’

 
d just been up to, not that I minded that they knew.







I

 
’

 
d bagged the cute blonde at the wedding, me!




We each knocked back a flute of champagne from the last tray being distributed and hit the dance floor for the remaining songs. We moved to the rhythm of the music, her body fitting effortlessly against mine. Every step we took on the dance floor reaffirmed the silent agreement that had formed in the privacy of that hotel room. The world around us seemed to blur into a haze of sound and color, every sensation heightened by the knowledge of her skin against mine minutes before.

The last song was announced and it was another slow and intimate one. I pulled my Lily close and we moved together with an ease that belied the short time we had known each other. Lily's hands rested on my shoulders as mine snaked around her waist. We swayed to the gentle cadence of the song, our movements deliberate and tender. Her breath tickled my neck as she leaned her head against mine, and it sent shivers coursing down my spine. I felt like Monica and Selene would be very very proud if they could see us now.

"I didn't know dancing could feel like this," Lily whispered, her voice soaked in wonder and laced with a tinge of arousal that refused to subside.

"It's not just the dancing," I responded softly, dipping my head so our lips were mere inches apart. "It's who you're dancing with.”




She smiled at that.

 
“

 
Well then I

 
’

 
m glad I

 
’

 
m dancing with you.” she said and closed the distance between our lips, kissing me sweetly on the dance floor.







The song ended, but we lingered on the dance floor for a moment longer, unwilling to break the connection we had so unexpectedly found. As the guests began to dissipate and the wedding came to a close, I realized I did not want my time with Lily to end. The night air was cool as we followed the crowd outside to see off the newlyweds, a gentle breeze playing with Lily

 
’

 
s curls. She shivered slightly, and I wrapped my arms around her protectively. She smiled up at me, her gaze tender and trusting.







“

 
It

 
’

 
s too cold out here. We should go back to my room.” I said once the newlyweds

 
’

 
limo had pulled away.







She beamed up at me brightly.

 
“

 
Second best proposition I

 
’

 
ve had all night.”







And soon, we were back in my hotel bed, picking up where we

 
’

 
d left off. Our movements were slow but deliberate. We shared hushed promises and whispered plans for future dates as we lay side by side and then on top and below one another. We both knew this was the beginning of something.




As of this writing, I am happy to report that me and Lily are still together! Helping guide her through her journey of coming out and discovering herself was not always easy but it sure was rewarding.

Naturally, I introduced her to Monica and Selene. They took a liking to my curly-haired blonde minx right away, which surprised me by how much it meant to me.








The four-way encounter we shared was an epic lovemaking session that expanded all of our horizons, the intensity of which I don

 
’

 
t think I could ever find adequate words to describe.







Oh yeah, one other thing about my mentors: my Flower Girl and I have got an anniversary coming up (won

 
’

 
t say which one because a lady never tells) and Selene and Monica seem adamant about gifting us a trip to a particular motel out in what looks like the rural midwest. They insist we

 
’

 
ll have the time of our lives despite the remote location. I, of course, trust those two with my everything, but I

 
’

 
m not quite sure what they

 
’

 
re on about here. From what I can see, it just looks like a rundown stop-over motel, though the name says it

 
’

 
s something Victorian?


















































New Life At The Victorian Motel

 , a new series coming soon!
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