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 Constance was amazed at how everything was coming together.
The rehearsal dinner went wonderfully, and now her best friend and
maid of honor was headed on her way over to Constance’s little
apartment to do some final alterations on the dress. When she got
married two days from now, it was all going to be
perfect!

A knock at the door told her Elmira
had arrived, and she rushed to the door, giggling in the
anticipation all new brides have and pulled it open. Elmy stood
there, beautiful as ever. She held a bottle of wine in one hand and
two wine glasses in the other. She smiled brightly, “Okay, girl!
Let’s get your dress perfect!”

Constance giggled and bit her lip. She
grabbed the wine and the glasses out of her friend’s hands and
brought them to the counter. She watched Elmy head to her bedroom
to get the dress and she used a corkscrew to open the bottle. She
poured two generous amounts, and by the time her friend was back
toting everything to the living room, she was ready to hand her a
glass.

Elmy smiled and took a sip. “You
filled these pretty full, Connie. Want a last night of drunken
revelry before you’re hitched?”

“Hey, I have three more bottles in the
cabinet, Babe. After we get the dress altered, I plan to get drunk
as hell with you!”

The two friends laughed until finally
Elmy told Constance to strip. Constance smiled and pulled off her
t-shirt. She knew she’d look beautiful at the wedding. She was
beautiful. She had long blond hair that hung to the middle of her
back. She had a slim figure with breasts that were full but not so
large as to droop at all. She knew her ass was her best feature,
heart shaped and lovely. In fact, she’d insisted on a wedding dress
that would flatter it.

As she kicked off her shoes and
unbuttoned her jeans, she looked at Elmira. The two couldn’t have
been more different in appearance. Oh, Elmy was a stunning beauty
as well, but while Constance was a California blonde with long wavy
hair, her best friend’s hair was jet black and hung straight down,
just to her shoulders. While Constance looked like a beach beauty,
Elmira looked like a European fashion model.

When she was undressed, Constance
downed the rest of her glass and walked to the kitchen in her bra
and panties to pour herself another. Elmira followed, handing her
empty glass over, and Constance filled that as well. Her friend
looked her up and down, seemingly studying her. Finally she said,
“You’re going to have to strip completely, Connie. I don’t think I
can fit you with those on.”

Constance laughed and took a big sip
of her wine. “What do you mean? My bridal lingerie is a hell of a
lot more than this stuff.” She took another sip, draining the
glass. She already felt a bit light headed from how quickly she had
downed the two glasses. She put her glass down and poured the half
of a glass that was left in the bottle.

“That’s the point, Babe.” Elmy set her
empty glass next to Constance’s and Constance reached for her
cabinet for a fresh bottle. “I need you to put on your bridal
lingerie so we can alter the dress with exactly what you’ll be
wearing.”

“Oh! Well you pour, then.” Constance
handed her the bottle and then reached behind her back to unsnap
her bra. When it came off, she was amazed at how her breasts sudden
exposure to the air sent a little thrill through her. She could
feel her nipples hardening and attributed it to the wine. She
reached down, pulled her panties off, and stepped out of
them.

Elmira said, “Wow,” and knelt in front
of her. “They really did a good job with your waxing.” She put a
hand on Constance’s calf and rubbed upward to her thigh, parting it
a bit. Constance felt an electric thrill at the idea that Elmy was
looking at her pussy, although the two had seen each other naked
hundreds of times trying on clothes and modeling lingerie. “I like
that you kept a little landing strip.” She looked up and smiled at
her friend and then stood again, taking her own wine glass and
handing one to Constance.

Constance smiled and wondered if she
was a little flushed. She took a sip of the wine and said, “Okay,
but if I have to wear lingerie then you do, too! I have a few
outfits I picked up for the honeymoon that aren’t going to work,
but your boobs will fit them fine.”

Elmy giggled and rolled her
eyes.

“Come on, Elmy! Strip!” Elmy shook her
head, but she disappeared into the bedroom. Constance sipped her
wine.

“The red one?” Elmy’s voice called
from the bedroom. “Or do you want me to put on the blue
one?”

“They’re both going to be your outfits
now, Honey, so pick whichever one you want. They’re the same
anyway, just different colors.” She heard a package tearing and
walked to the couch. She sat down and started rummaging through the
stuff Elmy brought out earlier. It took a while but it was evident
that the lingerie was still in her room. “Hey Elmy,” she called,
“bring out mine when you come out.”

“Here.” Elmira had just stepped out
and Constance turned to take the package but stopped. Elmy looked
stunning. The red corset framed her waist and pushed up her breasts
but didn’t cover them, so her lovely breasts looked a lot bigger,
the rose nipples seemed darker when offset by the red. The black
stockings attached to the corset were so damned sexy that Constance
took a sharp breath.

“Yeah, Connie. You could have
mentioned they were crotchless.” Of course, that immediately drew
Constance’s eyes to Elmira’s pussy, which was so beautiful and pink
with a tiny triangle of black hair.

“My God, you look hot, Elmy.”
Constance shook her head and took another large gulp of her wine
before she set it on an end table and reached for the box that had
her lingerie.

Elmy giggled, “Now Constance Small.
You are about to be a married woman.” The comment sent both of them
into giggling fits, but they eventually calmed down and got the
package of bridal lingerie open. First came the corset, and Elmira
had her stand as she wrapped it around her and began to lace it up.
As the corset tightened and she felt Elmy’s body so close to her
own, Constance felt herself growing more excited. She’d never been
with a woman, and she was pretty certain Elmira would have shared
with her if she’d ever had that experience, but thoughts were
flitting through her head right then. She attributed that as well
to the wine.

 

When it was all laced up, Elmira
turned her around and looked at her. “It was a good choice, Connie.
It really flatters your figure, not that it needs any, and you’ve
got the whole sexy but innocent bride thing going on.” Suddenly
Elmy burst out laughing. “I mean if you weren’t naked everywhere
else!”

The two laughed and drained their
glasses, but they didn’t refill them. Constance was glad because
wearing the white lingerie had made her terrified of spilling the
deep, red wine. She reached for the white lacy stockings and handed
one to Elmira. She shuddered as her friend slinked it up her calf
and then up her thigh, but what really thrilled her is when her
friend accidentally brushed over her pussy while reaching for the
garter snaps attached to the corset.

She handed the other stocking to her
friend and the process was repeated, sending chills over her body,
but unfortunately not including another accidental touch. When both
stockings were attached to the garters, Elmira started giggling
again. Then, she moved forward and put her mouth on Constance’s,
her lips soft but her tongue urgent.

Constance was shocked, but the shock
wasn’t nearly as powerful as the desire, and she put her arms
around her best friend and kissed her hungrily, her tongue eagerly
exploring Elmy’s lips and mouth. She felt her friend’s hands on her
cheeks as they kissed and then Elmy climbed onto the couch and
straddled her.

Constance attacked her neck with
kisses as she heard Elmy moan softly. She let her hands trail down
to her friend’s ass, that perfect little ass, and she began to
squeeze it as she nuzzled her neck. She felt Elmy’s hands on her
head, pushing downward, and she was suddenly right in front of her
best friend’s breasts. She licked her lips and then tentatively
pushed her tongue out to flick at a nipple. Elmy groaned and pulled
her closer.

The nipple was so much more fun to
suck and lick than the cocks that had been in Constance’s mouth.
Every flick of her tongue seemed to make Elmy’s whole body react,
and she kept at it, sucking each nipple in turn and rolling her
tongue around it while she sucked.

Suddenly, Elmira pushed her back and
kissed her deep and hard, her tongue pushing in and out of
Constance’s mouth like a small penis, and each thrust of her tongue
sent thrills through her body. She tried to lean against the back,
but her friend twisted her around until both were lying on the
couch flat, with Elmy on top.

She felt Elmy pulling her corset down
and freeing her breasts, and then she felt her friend’s mouth of
her own nipple, and the sensation was so powerful, she pushed
upward as though a cock were in her. That pushed her clit against
Elmy’s thigh as well as her own thigh against her friend’s pussy
and both girls moaned at the same time.

She continued to rub against her, and
Elmy pulled her mouth off her friend. “Have you ever been with a
woman before?”

“No,” she whispered as she pushed up
against Emira’s thigh again. “Have you?”

Elmira said no and then put her mouth
back on her nipple as the two continued to grind against each
other. Finally Constance pulled her friend up and kissed her. Then,
she kept pulling until Elmira was straddling her face. She lifted
her head and gingerly pushed her tongue between the folds of her
maid of honor’s pussy.

It was amazing. The taste was so fresh
and sexy and sweet and musky, but what made it most incredible was
the long groan that Elmy gasped out as her tongue pushed into her.
She gripped her friend’s ass and began fucking her with her tongue,
trying to push it in as far as she could. Elmy moaned and they kept
that position for four or five minutes, but Elmy pulled
up.

“I need to taste you, too.” She
flipped herself around and leaned down, her face coming down to
between Constance’s legs. Constance saw her friend’s pussy right in
front of her face, although angled differently, and she lifted her
head and began to lick and suck again, this time focusing on Elmy’s
clit.

That was when her own clit was
suddenly filled with sensation as her friends lips closed over it
and she began to suck on it while running her tongue over the tiny
bud. She moaned against her friend’s pussy and Elmy did the same
against her own.

It was the single most incredible
feeling she had ever felt, and she sucked and licked hungrily at
the pussy above her while her friend’s mouth drove her crazy.
Suddenly, her pussy was filled. She felt the fingers that her
friend and pushed in and bucked upward. It was amazing, so she
pushed two of her own into Elmy and Elmy suddenly started shaking.
Constance realized her friend was coming, and that was all it took
to send her own orgasm into overdrive, and her whole body shook
with its power.

Both girls pumped furiously with their
fingers but their mouths were off as they both moaned and shouted
over the sensations coursing through them. Constance pushed in and
out as quickly as she could and moved her hips up against her
friend’s fingers. The orgasm seemed to last for ten minutes before
finally, exhausted, she pulled her fingers out and Elmy did the
same. She could still feel traces of pleasure running through
her.

Finally, Elmira got off her and stood
shakily in front of her. She looked at her friend’s blank
expression and imagined that her expression was the same. Neither
spoke for a minute and finally both tried to speak at once, which
turned into a giggling fit that had them both tangled up laughing
on the floor.

Finally, Elmy put her hands on
Constance’s cheeks and kissed her softly. She pulled back and
asked, “Have you picked up any sex toys for your honeymoon?” That
sent a whole new wave of laughter through the two of them, but when
the giggles died down, Constance stood and walked to her room to
get her new dildo.
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