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      When Danielle discovers her maid of honor is the entertainer at her fiancee's bachelor party, she sees her chance at a long time fantasy.

      When Farrah, Danielle's best friend and maid of honor, says she can't make the bachelorette party, Danielle is understandably disappointed.  But she never expects to find out that the reason Farrah can't make it is because she has a side gig as an exotic dancer.  When Danielle decides to spy on her fiancee's bachelor party, she finds Farrah there - working.  But what Danielle does next surprises everyone.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter One

        

      

    
    
      The girls and I sat around my living room making plans for my upcoming bachelorette party.  But Farrah, my maid of honor, was strangely silent.  I leaned forward in my chair and gripped her bare knee.  “You know, it is customary that the maid of honor makes the party plans.”

      Farrah tossed her luscious dark hair behind her and her full, red lips frowned.  “I know, Danielle,” she said.  “And I wanted to -”

      “But you can’t make it,” I said, finishing her sentence as I leaned back in my chair.  The other girls were staring at us with sorrowful expressions.

      “I don’t mind taking over,” said Brittany, her blue eyes lighting up.  Brittany had wanted to be my maid of honor all along.  I felt guilty choosing Farrah over her – after all, I’d known Brittany since childhood.  But I was instantly best friends with Farrah when I met her in college, and I knew there was no better woman to be my maid of honor at my wedding.

      Hearing that she would miss my bachelorette party almost made me not want one.

      “Okay, Brit,” I said.  “You can plan it.”  But as I said the words, my eyes darted to Farrah’s face, hoping for an explanation written on it.  She avoided my gaze, her green eyes fixed on the hardwood floor under her heels.  I knew that I wouldn’t be getting an answer any time soon.

      I barely paid attention to the rest of the party plans and Brittany didn’t seem to notice.  Farrah, however, was taking glances at me on occasion.  It was as if she was checking in on me to make sure I was okay.  But I wasn’t okay.  Outside of missing my wedding, this was the most important thing for her to do.  I couldn’t imagine having any fun without her there.

      Later, when the other girls had left, Farrah stayed behind to have a drink with me.

      “Are you going to tell me why you’re missing my bachelorette party?” I asked her.

      Her eyes met mine and were filled with apologies.  Apologies that never made it to her lips.  “I can’t,” she said.  “But it’s a prior engagement.  Something I agreed to before I knew when we were throwing your party.”

      “Why didn’t you tell me before?  I could’ve moved the date.”

      “I couldn’t ask you to do that,” she said.  “Not because of some stupid little gig I have.”

      My heart stopped.  “A gig?  You mean, a music gig?  Why didn’t you tell me?  You’ve been trying to get booked for months.”

      Her eyes shifted to the side and she shrugged.  “I didn’t want to jinx it, you know?  And besides…it works out that it’s during your party.  That way you’re not going to feel obligated to come visit me.”

      “You’re shy then,” I teased.  “You don’t want the attention.”

      “I guess I don’t,” she said, smiling weakly.

      “Well, I’m still unhappy about it but I guess I can forgive you.”  I walked up to her and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her in close.  She smelled like apples and sunshine.

      “Thank you,” she said.  “I didn’t know when I’d work up the nerve to tell you.”

      Her fingers stroked my hair and I drifted into a state of bliss.  I never wanted to let her go.  I rubbed her back and inhaled her apple scent while picturing the two of us running through a sunlit orchard together.  There were moments – if I was honest with myself – in which I’d thought about kissing her.  But I could never work up the courage, and now that I was getting married it wouldn’t make any sense.

      I pulled away from her before the temptation to press my lips to hers overwhelmed me.  “Well, it’s still a shame I’ll be missing your show.  It’s at the Red Room, I’m guessing?”

      “You know it,” she said, holding her wine glass up to mine.  “That’s the only place I get booked these days.”

      “Maybe one day it’ll take off,” I told her.  “You’re still in your early twenties.”

      She threw back her head and laughed.  “I don’t imagine it will, but I still like to play.  And it brings in some extra money.”

      We chatted for a few hours before she finally said her goodbyes.  Normally, I’d be trying to keep her by my side as long as possible, but there was something I wanted to do once she left.  I pulled out my phone and dialed Brittany.

      “Hey girl,” she said enthusiastically.

      “I want to move the party,” I told her.  “Let’s have it at the Red Room instead.”

      “The Red Room?  That’s hardly a place for a bachelorette party,” she said with a tone of confusion.

      “I don’t care.  We’ll keep it low key.”

      “If that’s what you want,” she said.  “Then I’ll book it.”

      “It’s what I want,” I said and then I ended the call.

      Farrah wasn’t as shy as she was letting on, and there was no way I was letting her perform without the support of her best friend.  I grinned all the way to bed at the thought of surprising her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        

        
          Chapter Two

        

      

    
    
      I climbed into the passenger seat of Brittany’s SUV and waved to the other girls behind me.  “So when is Ben having his bachelor party?” asked Janice, the only redhead of the group.

      “Tonight, actually,” I said.  “He’s having his at his friend’s house.”

      “Are they getting a stripper?” asked Naomi.

      I shrugged, feeling my heart race at the thought.  “I didn’t ask.  It’s their night, you know?”

      “I think it’s so sexist,” said Janice.

      “I don’t know,” I said with a smile.  “I don’t think it’s a big deal.”

      Brittany turned to me with wide eyes.  “You mean, you’re okay with another girl giving your man a lap dance while she’s in a bikini?  Or god forbid…naked.”

      I pulled my jacket on so the girls wouldn’t see the chills crawling over my skin.  I pressed my thighs together, hoping they wouldn’t notice that I was actually a little turned on by the idea.  Under the guise of checking my makeup, I looked in the visor mirror to make sure my cheeks weren’t too red.  They felt hot enough that I figured they’d give me away.

      When I felt confident no one had picked up on my arousal, I changed the subject.  “I have a surprise for you guys anyway,” I said.  “I think Farrah is going to be playing at the Red Room tonight.”

      “She is?” asked Janice.  “Is that why she’s missing the party?”

      I nodded with swelling pride in my chest.  “I couldn’t ask her to miss a gig for my party, now could I?”

      “This is why you should’ve picked me as your maid of honor,” said Brittany.  “I have nothing to do all day.  Jason wants to get me pregnant and doesn’t want me lifting a finger until it happens.  So I’ve been bored to tears.  Your wedding is the only thing keeping me from going crazy.”

      “I thought that’s what you wanted,” I told her.  “To stay at home.”

      “Oh I do,” she said.  “Once there are kids, I’ll be the happiest girl on the planet.  But right now, it’s just me.  I’m starting to go stir crazy.”

      “I’ll try to hang out more,” I told her, feeling overwhelmed with guilt.  “I didn’t know.”

      A bright red light washed over her face and I realized we’d arrived.  “Let’s go surprise Farrah,” Brittany said.

      The four of us climbed out of the car and walked into the jazz bar.  Farrah played the saxophone better than anyone I knew.  But of course, I hardly knew anyone that played anything.

      We found a table in the center and ordered a round of drinks.  I was wearing a bachelorette sash that the girls had picked out for me, but everything else about the party was low key.  Just like I had asked.

      We stayed over an hour waiting for Farrah to show up on stage, but she never did.

      “You’re sure this is what she was doing tonight?” asked Brittany.

      I was dumbfounded.  I stumbled over my words as I muttered, “Yeah, I think so.”

      “You know what we should do?” said Janice.  “It would get your mind off of Farrah.  We should go spy on the bachelor party.  Danielle – do you know which house it’s at?”

      I stared at her a moment before answering.  I did know the address, and part of me did want to spy on the sexy stripper that would be teasing my husband.  But I knew it wouldn’t be the right thing to do.  I sat there, trying to decide between what I wanted and what was right.

      “They went to Matt’s house,” I said, turning to Brittany.  “I’ll plug the address into your phone.”

      The four of us paid our tab and got into the SUV.  My nerves were frayed and wired as we neared the house.  I couldn’t believe we were actually doing this.

      “Maybe I should go alone,” I told them when we pulled up onto the street outside.  “Just in case it’s offensive.”

      “You can’t do that,” said Brittany.  “We’re all here for you.  What if what you see makes you angry?”

      I knew that wouldn’t be the case, but I couldn’t explain to them that the thought of it all aroused me.  So I agreed to let them come with me.  The four of us looked ridiculous tip toeing up to Matt’s living room windows in our heels and tight dresses.

      “I can’t see anything,” said Janice, peeking in through the slit in the curtains.

      “Maybe a back window would be better,” said Brittany.

      We wrapped around the side of the house, keeping low at every window, until we were comfortable in the backyard.  By now, it was pitch black, aiding us in our secrecy.

      We crowded underneath the large bay window that separated the back yard from the expansive living room inside.  I could hear music and guys hollering.  I slowly lifted myself up and carefully peeked through the window.  My breath caught in my throat.

      Brittany was the first to speak.  “Is that-“

      “It’s Farrah,” said Janice.

      I watched as Farrah’s naked torso danced in the center of a circle of guys.  Ben was there, leaning forward and licking his lips.  It was my dream fantasy come true – but I couldn’t tell the girls that.  I had to act upset even though my panties were soaking wet.

      “You guys should probably leave,” I told them.  “I’m going to have to break this party up.”

      “We can’t do that,” said Brittany.  “You need support.  You need us girls by your side.”

      I snapped at them.  I didn’t want to, but it was the only way to get them to leave.  “I need to have a private discussion with my fiancée, do you understand?”

      The three of them nodded and slowly slinked away.  “Call us,” whispered Brittany before disappearing behind the other girls and heading back to the car.  I heard it start up and drive away, and then I peeked through the window again.

      Farrah looked gorgeous.  Her stomach was lean and taut.  Her breasts were small but deliciously perky.  Her nipples were tanned and hard, begging to be sucked on.  She wore only a black thong and I wondered how long it would be before that would come off as well.

      Farrah neared Ben, smiling as if they’d done this before.  The thought of it made my stomach knot but made my skin tingle with electricity.  She straddled his lap, rubbing her small breasts in his face.  And then I watched in suspense as he gripped her sides and wrapped his lips around her nipple.

      She arched back, rocking her hips against his lap.  Her long, dark hair fell back behind her.  Her neck was fully exposed as my soon to be husband sucked on her tits.

      I inched up my dress and pressed my fingers to my soaked panties.  But I knew it wouldn’t be enough.  Just watching them wasn’t what I wanted.  Because as jealous as I was of Farrah for stealing Ben’s attention, I was almost more jealous of Ben.  I wanted Farrah for myself.  I always had.  And tonight was no different.

      I pulled down my skirt and decided to play the angry fiancée.  I walked around to the front door and knocked, my body shaking with nerves.  When Matt answered, his face went pale.

      “Tell everyone but Farrah and Ben to leave,” I told him sternly.

      “But it’s my house,” he started.

      I pulled open my purse and shoved a few twenties at him.  “Take the guys to a bar.  Leave me here with Ben and Farrah.”

      He nodded and ushered the guys toward the attached garage to leave.  I let myself inside to find Farrah clutching her clothes to her chest and Ben’s wide, sorrowful eyes.

      “Danielle,” he said.  “It’s not what it looks like.”

      “Is this the kind of bachelor night you want?” I asked.

      “Danielle, please,” begged Farrah.  “I didn’t want to tell you that I do this on the side…I had no idea where my gig was tonight but I couldn’t cancel.  You understand don’t you?”

      I smiled.  “I understand,” I said, stepping toward her and pulling her dress away from her.  I dropped it on the floor and brushed my hand down the middle of her chest.  The way she inhaled at my touch made me smirk.

      “If this is what you want, Ben, then you can have her.”

      “It’s not,” he lied.  “I want you.”

      “What if I told you that you could have both of us?” I asked him.

      Farrah cocked her brow and Ben looked confused.

      “I want to share you,” I told him.  “I want to share you with Farrah, but I want you to share her with me too.”

      “You mean…a threesome?” he asked.

      I turned to Farrah.  “If Farrah is alright with it,” I said.

      With that, Farrah stepped into me and cupped my face in her hands.  Her warm lips met mine and I was flooded with her sunny apple scent.  I wrapped my arms around her naked torso, pulling her into me.  I was still shaking; completely in disbelief at my brazenness.  But I was finally kissing Farrah.  And I would finally get to watch my man with another woman.  Both were fantasies I’d had for far too long.

      My hands moved toward the front of her body, cupping her small naked breasts.  I could feel the bullets of her nipples against my palms and I knew there was only one thing I wanted to do next.  I slid my palms down over her hips and broke our kiss.  I lowered my lips to her nipple and sucked it in, flicking my tongue across her delicious skin.

      I could hear Ben’s deep breaths as he watched us.  But what captivated me was the way Farrah gasped with delight.  Her fingers wove into my hair, holding me close, as she arched her back for me the same way she’d done with Ben.

      I moved my lips to her other nipple and her gasps deepened into moans.  I could hear the sound of Ben stroking his cock, and I smiled at the fact that he’d pulled it out already.

      I dropped to my knees, taking Farrah’s black thong with me.  I slid it down her smooth thighs and helped her step out of it.  It was the first time I’d ever seen her pussy.  It was shaved and dripping wet.  But what I loved most about it was its light brown tint and how puffy it was.  It was just begging to be licked and sucked on.

      I moved forward and Farrah slid her legs apart.  She gripped my head for support as my mouth devoured her pussy.  I pushed my tongue between her folds and slid it upward, teasing her clit.  Her legs weakened and quivered around me.  I helped her fall backward into the sofa, where she could hike her legs up to her stomach and give me full access.

      She tasted like peaches and honey as I drank every drop of her arousal.  I couldn’t believe I was eating out my best friend.  I couldn’t believe I was eating out my maid of honor at my fiancée’s bachelor party.  It was the best thing I could imagine to do before our wedding, but I knew I didn’t want it to end there.  I would be craving Farrah’s juicy pussy for the rest of my life.

      Farrah’s fingers gripped my hair and held me to her head.  I could hear Ben’s loud fapping sounds as he watched us.  I knew he wouldn’t last long.  Not with the night I had planned.

      Farrah arched her back and moaned.  I sucked on her clit and worked two fingers in and out of her pussy.  I felt her pussy walls contract around my fingers and her legs were shaking on either side of me.

      She let out a long, low moan that I never wanted to forget the sound of.  I lifted my eyes to hers, keeping my fingers in her slit and my mouth around her clit.  Her wide, green eyes held onto mine as she came for me.

      I was soaking wet by the time her orgasm had finished.  Watching my best friend come was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.  Farrah patted the spot on the sofa beside her, but I wasn’t ready to come just yet.  I wanted to have some more fun first.

      I climbed over Farrah and whispered in her ear.  “I want you to wrap your pretty lips around Ben’s cock.”

      Farrah’s eyes were wide and her cheeks were bright pink.  But she didn’t ask questions.  She didn’t protest.  I smiled at that.  She was such a good girl.

      Farrah slid out from under me and dropped to her knees in front of Ben.  Ben flicked his gaze to me one more time before allowing his cock to be swallowed by a new woman.  When I nodded, letting him know it was okay, he reached for his shirt and slid it over his head.  Then he worked his pants and briefs to his ankles before kicking them off with his shoes.

      With the two of them naked, I felt left out.  So I unzipped my dress and stepped out of it.  I removed my bra and soaking wet panties, dropping them to the floor.  But I left my heels on.  I liked the way I felt naked in a pair of heels.

      I knelt down beside Farrah and watched her lips move up and down the length of my fiancée’s cock.  He was thick, and I loved seeing it stretch her mouth wide open.  There was a smile in her eyes when she saw me next to her, and they opened wide when I moved toward his cock, joining her.

      I licked Ben’s balls before sucking the into my mouth one by one.  Ben had one hand on each of our heads.  His jaw was slack and he groaned.  His eyes seemed in disbelief, even if they could see that we were actually there, sharing his cock between us.

      Farrah and I switched places.  I sucked on Ben’s cock while she moved to his balls.  I loved feeling the heat of her warm body beside mine.  I could feel a trickle of my wetness dripping down my thighs.  My pussy ached for attention, but I denied it.  I wanted to see this through all of the way before relieving myself.

      I felt Ben’s cock swell inside my mouth as it stretched toward the back of my throat.  I pulled off of him quickly and lifted Farrah’s head.  I wanted to see his cum on her beautiful face.  So I licked his balls and stroked his cock, pointing it toward her.

      Farrah was such a good girl.  She opened her mouth wide and closed her eyes.  I looked up while sucking on Ben’s balls and watched thick white ropes shoot from his cock onto her forehead and drip down over her cheeks.  I let go of Ben’s balls and turned Farrah’s face toward me.  I stretched out my tongue and licked every stream of cum that coated her face until she was clean.

      Farrah kissed me.  Her tongue explored my mouth, searching for any spare drops of Ben’s cum.  Our bare tits pressed together as we kissed, and Farrah’s hands cupped my breasts.

      My body was shaking.  She was caressing me as we swapped Ben’s cum between us.  I wanted to orgasm.  I wanted to spread my legs and shove her face in my wet pussy until I screamed.  But still, I held back.

      I brushed Farrah’s hair to the side and kissed her neck.  Then I whispered, “I want you to fuck him.”

      Her eyes were saucers.  “Are you…are you sure?”

      “I’m surer than I’ve ever been,” I told her.

      Farrah stood up and climbed over Ben’s lap.  This time, Ben didn’t wait for my approval.  He couldn’t help himself.  Farrah’s warm, puffy pussy was inches from his cock and no nod from me would matter.  He had to have her.  And seeing the way he instantly slid his cock inside her took my breath away.

      I watched from behind as his cock disappeared inside my best friend’s pussy.  There was no going back now.  It was done.  Whether they came or not wouldn’t matter.  He was inside her, as deep as he could go, and nothing would take that image from my mind.

      Luckily, I never wanted to lose that image anyway.

      I placed my hands on Farrah’s hips and helped to guide her rocking motions on Ben’s cock.  I knew the way he liked it, and I wanted her to give him the best.

      Ben’s hands wandered over Farrah’s gorgeous body.  They stroked every curve and strummed every nerve.  His fingers pinched her nipples.  His thumb circled her clit.  I could see the electricity buzzing through her as she readied herself for a second climax.

      I felt feverish.  I wanted to be a part of it.  So I climbed behind her.  I pushed her hips forward enough until I felt my pussy rubbing against Ben’s balls.  I grinded myself over his pelvis while she rocked on his dick.

      In unison, we moved like a wave over him.  He could feel both of our pussies and it drove him crazy.  Ben made sounds I’d never heard before.  Grunts and groans as he watched the two of us fuck him.

      My tits were pressed tightly to Farrah’s back.  Her ass was pressed tightly to my pelvis.  My clit kept sparking like a match against Ben’s sack and it was more than I could handle.  His balls were soaked in my wet arousal.

      I reached between Farrah’s legs and played with her clit.  When I heard the beginning of that familiar climactic moan, I knew I would come too.  As if her electric orgasm had created a spark through me, we came together, riding my fiancée’s swelling cock.

      “Fuck,” groaned Ben as he hunched forward and wrapped his arms around the two of us.  I could tell by his thrusting that he was pumping his seed deep inside Farrah’s pussy.  I knew it was risky to let him come without a condom.  Farrah could get pregnant.  But the thought of that excited me more than it should have.

      An intense rolling heat spread through me as I pictured his cum filling her deep.  Through that heat, I felt my release like a thunderstorm.

      As if the three of us were the same person, we all came down together.  I climbed off of Ben and collapsed on the floor while Farrah leaned forward against him.

      I lost myself in the sounds of the three of us panting.  For the longest time, no one said a word.

      It was Ben who finally broke the silence.  “What the hell do we do now?” he asked.

      I looked up at him, his cock still deep inside Farrah.  “More of this,” I told him.

      He grinned, his eyes still full of disbelief.  “You’re going to make the best wife ever,” he said.  I smiled.  If only he knew this was as much for me as it was for him.
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      One perfectly planned Spring Vacation changes course with an unexpected guest...

      Dormmates, Sara and Maddie, are packing for a road trip to Los Angeles that they had planned for months.  Everything was perfect until Sara's class rival, Alexis, showed up.  Suddenly, Sara was the third wheel to her own vacation.  That is...until Alexis tells Sara how she really feels about her.
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