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Maids of Honor

The tradition of ugly bridesmaid dresses was a tale as old as time, a peculiar and uniquely feminine form of passive-aggressive torture inflicted upon unsuspecting friends by even the kindest and most well-intentioned of brides. It was a silent pact, a rite of passage that seemed to state the bride must shine brightest, even if it meant her closest confidantes had to be swathed in sartorial abominations. But these dresses, the ones chosen by their dear, sweet, perpetually optimistic friend Lila, ascended to an entirely new plane of horror. They didn’t just flirt with bad taste; they had eloped with it, settled down, and started a family of aesthetic atrocities.

Pearl traced a single, hesitant finger over the stiff, unforgiving seam of her bodice. The sensation grated against her skin, a rough, synthetic friction that promised a day of chafing. The fabric was a shade of pink that could only be described as violently cheerful, a color that existed nowhere in the vast and subtle palette of nature. It was the pink of chewed bubblegum, of highlighter ink, of a chemical spill in a flamingo enclosure. It seemed specifically engineered to clash with every possible human skin tone, making the pale look sickly, the olive look sallow, and the tan look alarmingly orange. It was thick, heavy satin, the kind imported from a factory where joy went to die, and it promised to show every single bead of nervous sweat, magnifying the oppressive mid-August heat into a personal, portable sauna. The very scent of it was artificial, a faint chemical tang that clung to the air in their opulent but stifling hotel suite.

“I look like a bottle of stomach medicine,” Pearl declared, the words a low growl of despair. She scowled at her own reflection in the grand, gilt-edged mirror that dominated one wall of the suite. It was an ornate, antique thing, its gold leaf tarnished with age, and it seemed to mock her with its silent, historical judgment. Her fiery red curls, painstakingly arranged by a stylist that morning into an elegant, intricate updo that had cost a small fortune, three hours of her life, and a near-lethal dose of hairspray, seemed to visibly recoil from the saccharine hue of the dress. The vibrant copper of her hair fought a losing battle against the Pepto-Bismol pink, creating a visual discordance that was genuinely painful to behold.

“A particularly chalky, difficult-to-swallow bottle of stomach medicine,” Stella amended, her voice as dry and cool as the chilled champagne they’d abandoned on the dresser. She stood beside Pearl, a striking study in contrasts. Her own calm, languid demeanor and raven-black hair, twisted into a smooth, glossy chignon that not a single strand dared to escape, should have made her immune. But the dress was a great and terrible equalizer; it humbled them both, transforming them into confections gone horribly, tragically wrong. Stella ran a hand down the side of the skirt, her long fingers splayed against the offensive material. The satin felt slick and unnatural beneath her touch, like plastic pretending to be silk. “I think my soul is allergic to this color. I can feel it shriveling inside my chest.”

“Well, I think they’re cute.”

The voice, deep and laced with a familiar, infuriating brand of mischief, drifted into the room from the open doorway. Clark stood there, leaning with casual, unearned arrogance against the frame, a vision in a perfectly tailored charcoal suit. The fine wool draped over his broad shoulders in a way that spoke of money and an excellent tailor. As the best man, he’d been thankfully spared the indignity of a matching pastel cravat or a wilting pink carnation. Instead, a simple, elegant white pocket square peeked from his breast pocket. The wry, deeply ingrained amusement etched onto his handsome face made it excruciatingly clear that he was enjoying their collective suffering immensely. His eyes, a warm and intelligent brown, danced with light as he took in the scene.

“Of course you think they’re cute, Clark,” Pearl shot back, spinning to face him. The sudden movement sent a wave of the dress’s strange chemical perfume into the air. She crossed her arms over the unforgiving satin of her bust, a defensive gesture that did little to conceal the pronounced swell of her breasts, which the dress seemed determined to hoist up and present like offerings on an altar. “You’re not the one wearing it. You get to stand up there looking like James Bond on a holiday, while we look like… like animate tubes of Pepto Bismol.”

“It’s not entirely wrong, though,” Clark said, his lips twitching into a full-blown grin. The twinkle in his eyes intensified as he pushed off the doorframe and sauntered into the room with the easy, predatory grace of a man who knows he is welcome anywhere. He didn’t just walk; he owned the space he moved through. He circled Pearl slowly, his gaze shamelessly, lingeringly appreciative. It was a lazy, thorough inventory that traveled from the top of her elaborate hairstyle down to the tips of her silver heels. “You have to admit, it shows off the goods. On both of you.”

A familiar, utterly unwelcome flush crept up Pearl’s neck, a traitorous heat that spread across her chest and bloomed high on her cheeks. She could feel the warmth under the heavy satin, a stark contrast to the air-conditioned chill of the hotel room. Their history was a messy, tangled thing, a sprawling, chaotic narrative written across a good portion of their mid-twenties. It was a saga of late-night phone calls that bled into the early morning hours, of tangled sheets in his apartment that always smelled faintly of his sandalwood soap and old books, of whispered secrets and shared laughter in the dark. It had never been love, and they’d never dared to call it a relationship, but it had been a potent, addictive cocktail of explosive chemistry and effortless convenience that had ebbed and flowed with the tides of their respective lives for years.

They hadn’t been together in over a year, not really. Not since she’d started dating Sam, a nice, stable, and ultimately boring man whose primary appeal had been his complete emotional availability. That relationship had fizzled out a few months ago, dying not with a bang but with a quiet, mutual sigh of relief. Seeing Clark now, so devastatingly handsome and radiating that easy, confident charm that had always unnerved and captivated her in equal measure, stirred a dormant, restless heat deep in her belly. It was an ember she thought had long gone cold, now glowing brightly once more. She knew exactly what kind of jokes to expect from him, the kind that danced on the razor’s edge between flirtation and foreplay, the kind that made her want to slap his handsome face and kiss him senseless in the same breath.

“My ‘goods’ are currently being suffocated by industrial-grade polyester, thank you very much,” Pearl retorted. She tried to inject a sharp, dismissive bite into her voice, but it was softened, blunted by the reluctant smile that tugged at the corners of her lips. She couldn’t help it. His presence was a magnetic force, pulling her out of her bad mood and into his playful orbit.

Stella, ever the pragmatist, had already turned back to the gilt-edged mirror, her focus shifting from their banter to the more pressing matter at hand. She was fussing with a single, rebellious strand of dark hair that had dared to escape the lacquered perfection of her chignon. “Come on, you guys,” she sighed, her reflection showing the faint, telltale lines of stress tightening the corners of her eyes and mouth. The pressure of the day was mounting. “We’ve got the ceremony in just an hour. The shuttle for the bridal party leaves in fifty minutes. The last thing we need is to be up here bickering in a hotel room right before Lila’s wedding.” She smoothed down the front of her own pink monstrosity with a flat palm, the synthetic fabric crinkling audibly under her touch. “Let’s just… breathe. And try not to wrinkle these things. God knows they’d hold a crease until the next ice age.”

Her plea for peace, however heartfelt, was spectacularly, catastrophically ill-timed. It was as if her words, meant to soothe and calm, had instead served as a starting pistol for the exact opposite of peace, an incitement to a beautiful, reckless riot. When she turned back from her brief, anxious communion with the mirror, her carefully constructed composure didn’t just crack; it shattered into a million glittering, iridescent pieces. The air in the room had changed. The playful bickering, the light, snapping tension that had been zinging between Pearl and Clark, had vanished, incinerated in a flash of heat and replaced by something far more volatile, more primal, an atmospheric pressure drop that promised a storm.

In the space of a single, indrawn breath, in the time it took for Stella’s brain to process the tableau before her, Pearl had closed the infinitesimally small distance that had separated her from Clark. Her arms were no longer crossed defensively over her chest, a shield against his teasing. They were now wrapped securely, possessively, around his neck, her fingers lacing together at the nape where his dark hair grew soft and thick against the crisp collar of his shirt. His own hands, large and capable, were braced on the small of her back, the warm, firm pressure of his palms a stark, startling contrast to the cool, slick satin of the bridesmaid dress. He was pulling her flush against the hard, tailored lines of his suit, erasing every last millimeter of air and propriety between them. And then they were kissing.

It wasn’t a gentle, tentative kiss. There was absolutely nothing soft or exploratory about it. It was a collision, a magnetic meeting of poles that could no longer resist their inevitable pull. It was a hungry, frantic claiming of mouths that spoke entire volumes of shared history and long-suppressed, fiercely guarded desire. For Pearl, it was the snapping of a cord she’d held taut for a full year, a year of telling herself she was over him, that he was a mistake, an old chapter she’d firmly closed. The taste of him, a faint, clean hint of the expensive gin he favored, mingled with something uniquely, intoxicatingly Clark, undid all of that painstaking work in a single, devastating instant. It tasted of unspoken things, of every argument they’d never finished, of simmering resentment that had soured into a strange, potent longing, and an undeniable, infuriating attraction. It tasted of the vast, cold year of distance and the sudden, shocking, body-scorching proximity.

Pearl, running on a potent, head-spinning cocktail of pure impulse, sleep deprivation, and wedding-day adrenaline, let instinct take the wheel. She pushed him backward, her body moving with a will of its own, an imperative that came from a place deeper than thought. He stumbled, a grunt of surprise escaping his lips into her mouth, his balance thrown by her unexpected force, until the backs of his knees made contact with the unforgiving wooden edge of the king-sized bed frame. He tumbled back onto the plush, overstuffed floral comforter, a soft explosion of fabric and displaced air, and with a grip that was ironclad, he pulled her down with him in a glorious, chaotic tangle of limbs and ridiculously, wonderfully pink satin.

Without breaking the desperate, all-consuming kiss, she scrambled over him, leveraging her position, driven by a sudden, fierce need to be on top, to be in control. The cursed dress, a character in its own right, bunched up around her thighs, its formidable weight and volume a sudden, inconvenient burden in her quest for dominance. She settled herself astride his lap, her knees sinking deeply into the soft mattress on either side of his hips, bracketing him. Her hands, which had been linked behind his neck in a desperate anchor, broke free and tangled with a near-violent urgency in his thick, dark brown hair, gripping the silky strands as if to hold him in place, to ensure he couldn’t escape even if he wanted to. She deepened the kiss, her tongue sweeping into his mouth with a confidence she hadn’t felt in a year. All her earlier frustration, with the dress, the sweltering heat of the room, the impending ceremony, and its attendant social anxieties, was now channeled into a raw, focused passion, a singularity of want directed entirely and exclusively at the man lying beneath her.

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Stella breathed out, the words tumbling, soft and sharp, into the suddenly, intensely quiet room. The world outside the bubble of the kiss had gone silent, the only sounds now the soft, frantic rustle of fabric on fabric and the wet, urgent, greedy sounds of their mouths. But her tone was anything but simple exasperation. It was a complex, layered melody, a chord struck with multiple, conflicting notes. There was a bright, shimmering thread of pure amusement, a deep, resonant note of resignation to the beautiful, inevitable chaos of her friends, and underneath it all, a much lower, more interesting hum, a slow, thrumming frequency of undeniable, personal intrigue. “Without me? Really?”

The question hung in the super-charged, ozone-thick air, playful but undeniably pointed. It was so much more than a joke. It was a challenge. A dare. An invitation. It was a door she was pushing open just a crack to see if they might pull her through. They’d talked about this, she and Pearl, on countless wine-soaked nights and lazy Sunday mornings, curled up in pajamas on Pearl’s worn floral sofa, the remnants of brunch scattered on the coffee table. They’d built elaborate, decadent fantasies, woven intricate, thrilling hypotheticals. It had started as a joke, a way to navigate the complicated territory of Pearl’s lingering feelings for Clark, but over time, the joke had taken on a life of its own, a tantalizing shape in the space between them.

Stella had always been quietly, secretly drawn to Clark’s easy, infuriating confidence, the disarming way his razor-sharp intelligence was wrapped in a laid-back, almost goofy charm that could catch a girl off guard. He was handsome, obviously, but it was more than that. It was the way he listened, the way his eyes would crinkle at the corners when he genuinely smiled, the way he could debate philosophy one minute and make a perfectly terrible pun the next. She’d never acted on it, of course not. He was Pearl’s territory, a chaotic, off-limits country with undefined borders and a complicated history. It was a bright, sacred line she wouldn’t cross, not even in her own mind. But the idea of the three of them… that was a different, more thrilling landscape altogether. A shared adventure. A beautiful conspiracy.

Pearl paused her furious, breathless assault on Clark’s mouth, slowly, reluctantly, lifting her head. Her lips were swollen and reddened, gleaming wetly in the soft light filtering through the sheer curtains of the hotel window. Her green eyes, usually so sharp and analytical, so quick to find a flaw or a logical fallacy, were bright with a wild, reckless, beautiful fire. She sat up straighter on Clark’s lap, a triumphant, flushed queen on her temporary floral throne, and a slow, wicked, utterly intoxicating grin spread across her face. It was the grin of someone who had just thrown a match on a gallon of gasoline and was delighting in the blaze. By some grace of God and a metric ton of aerosol, the carefully constructed, hairspray-armored architecture of her updo was miraculously, impressively intact.

“Well?” Pearl asked, her voice a low, throaty purr that seemed to vibrate through the very molecules of the silent room. It was a voice thick with her own arousal, a velvet-wrapped dare. “You in or out then?”

Stella’s gaze flickered from Pearl’s flushed, impossibly inviting face to Clark’s, who was staring up at her from his slightly stunned position on the bed. His expression was a captivating, dizzying mixture of dazed surprise and eager, hungry anticipation. His hair, usually so perfectly coiffed, was disheveled from Pearl’s questing fingers, his stylishly thin tie was slightly askew, and his lips were just as swollen and kiss-bitten as Pearl’s. He looked debauched. He looked delicious.

A small, rational part of Stella’s brain, the part responsible for schedules and seating charts and social decorum, was screaming at her, its voice shrill with panic. The hair. The makeup. The professionally applied, waterproof-but-not-threesome-proof eyeliner. The inexorably ticking clock on the bedside table, its red digital numbers flashing a silent, ominous countdown. They were due downstairs, in the lobby, for professional photos with the entire bridal party in forty-five minutes. Forty-five minutes. This was not just unwise; it was clinically insane. It was wildly, breathtakingly irresponsible. It was logistical and social suicide.

It was also, without a single, solitary shadow of a doubt, the hottest thing she had ever seen, heard, or imagined in her entire life.

The accumulated stress of the morning, the scratchy, suffocating embrace of the polyester dress, the impending hours of forced smiles and stilted small talk, the crushing, relentless pressure of perfection for someone else’s perfect day, it all dissolved in a single, glorious instant. It melted away like frost in the morning sun, replaced by a powerful surge of pure, unadulterated, uncomplicated want. A liquid heat pooled low in her belly, sharp and insistent and demanding. With a dramatic, exaggerated roll of her eyes that was pure performance, a silent, theatrical surrender to the beautiful, wonderful, glorious chaos of the moment, Stella reached a hand up the back of her satin dress. The fabric felt cool and smooth against her heated skin. Her fingers found the delicate lace waistband of her simple black panties, and with a single, decisive tug, a gesture that felt both momentous and incredibly simple, she pulled them down her smooth, tanned legs and kicked them free. They landed in a small, dark, silken puddle on the muted beige hotel carpet, a tiny, elegant black flag of surrender.

“I’m in,” she declared, her voice firm and clear, leaving no room for argument or doubt, least of all from herself.

The decision once made, a giddy, light-headed, almost effervescent feeling took over, bubbling up in her chest like champagne. She felt a spark of defiant, liberating joy. To hell with the schedule. To hell with the dress. To hell with being the perfect, stoic bridesmaid. She moved toward the bed, the entire world narrowing to the three of them and the ridiculously floral comforter. Her knees sank into the plush mattress beside them, the soft give of it a welcoming, conspiratorial sensation. For a brief moment, she knelt there, suspended in a state of thrilling, terrifying uncertainty, suddenly unsure of the protocol for this particular, unprecedented situation. What were the rules of engagement here? The last thing any of them needed, after all the time and money spent, was to mess up their carefully lacquered hair, the result of a small army of stylists who had invaded their room at the ungodly hour of dawn with an arsenal of hot tools and a suffocating cloud of aerosol spray. But there were ways around that. There were always, always ways.

Clark, still pinned beneath the triumphant, surprisingly solid weight of Pearl, shifted his intense, heated gaze from his current captor to Stella. A slow, predatory smile spread across his face, a wicked slash of white in his handsome, flushed face. It transformed his features from merely handsome to devastatingly, dangerously alluring. “Well, don’t just kneel there,” he murmured, his voice husky and rough with arousal, a low, gravelly sound that seemed to vibrate right through the mattress and into her bones, resonating deep in her belly.

Stella didn’t need a second invitation. She moved with a newfound, liquid confidence, a grace born of pure, exhilarating lust. She shuffled up the length of the enormous bed until she was at his head, her movements hampered but not defeated by the voluminous pink skirt. With a fluid, practiced motion that felt both shockingly bold and completely natural, she straddled Clark’s face. He tilted his head back immediately, his throat exposed, a silent, primal offering. His expression was one of pure, unadulterated, astonished bliss. She positioned herself carefully, her thighs framing his handsome, stubbled face, then lifted the heavy satin of her bridesmaid dress high, gathering the obnoxious pink fabric in her hands and holding it up to her waist, baring herself to him completely.

She was waxed smooth, a pre-emptive tactical measure for the wedding night, a hopeful investment in a possible late-night hook-up with some charming groomsman or a liberated, champagne-fueled wedding guest. She hadn’t, in her wildest, most optimistic projections for the evening, pictured this specific scenario: her best friend, the best man, and a frantic race against the clock in a sweltering hotel room before the ceremony even started. But this… this worked, too. This worked so much better.

The first, tentative touch of his tongue sent a high-voltage jolt of pure, unadulterated electricity through her entire system. It was hot and wet and impossibly, unbelievably skilled, tracing the delicate, exquisitely sensitive folds of her labia with an expert’s deliberate, worshipful touch. A soft, sharp gasp escaped her lips, swallowed by the quiet, expectant room. She felt herself instantly, disastrously, wonderfully beginning to unravel. She began to grind her hips, a slow, deliberate rhythm against his mouth, her body already responding with an eager, slick wetness that surprised her with its immediacy and its abundance.

While Stella was being thoroughly, devotedly worshipped from below, Pearl, perched above, got to work. Her fingers, nimble and sure, went straight for the buttons of Clark’s expensive charcoal trousers. She could feel the hard, insistent length of his cock pressing urgently against the fine wool fabric, a solid, tangible testament to how quickly the situation had escalated from playful antagonism to raw, undeniable carnality. She worked the zipper down with a satisfying, metallic rasp and pushed the tailored trousers down his athletic, well-muscled legs, the expensive material pooling around his ankles in a messy, incongruous heap. She followed them with his boxer briefs, a simple black cotton, and his cock sprang free, thick and beautifully, achingly familiar, slick with a glistening bead of pre-cum that caught the afternoon light at its crimson, swollen tip.

Pearl inhaled sharply through her teeth, a sound of pure, unadulterated, almost reverent appreciation. It had been such a long time, a full year of trying to forget exactly this, but her body remembered. Her cells remembered. His cock was just as perfect, just as formidable, as she recalled from dreams and memories she’d tried to suppress. The proud, pronounced curve of it, the substantial handful of a girth, the way the thick veins mapped a tantalizing, rugged path along the long shaft. A hot, possessive, feral thrill shot through her, a primal feeling of ownership that was as surprising as it was intense. This was hers. It had always been hers.

Minding the precarious, hairspray-enforced architecture of her elaborate curly updo, she lowered herself carefully between his splayed legs. She took him in her hand, the skin hot and velvety smooth against her palm, and began to run her tongue along one side of his shaft, a long, leisurely, exploratory lick from base to tip. She tasted the clean, masculine salt of his skin, and the faint, sweet, musky trace of his arousal, a flavor that was as familiar as her own name. Clark’s mouth was still gloriously, blissfully full of Stella’s pussy, so all he could manage in response was a muffled, guttural groan that vibrated up through his entire body. It was a sound Stella felt pressed directly against her most sensitive flesh, a deep, resonant hum that acted as a powerful amplifier, intensifying her own burgeoning, frantic pleasure.

He hated weddings. He truly, deeply did. Oh, it was an honor, of course, to be asked to be Alex’s best man, and he loved his friend like a brother, but the whole pompous, overwrought, emotionally draining pageantry of it grated on his last nerve. The stiff, itchy suit he’d been forced to wear since nine o’clock in the morning, the endless, minutely detailed list of duties, the forced, mind-numbing mingling with distant relatives he’d never met and would most certainly never see again, the sheer, unrelenting, crushing pressure of a single, so-called “perfect” day. It was exhausting. But this? This incandescent, impossible, reality-bending moment?

This was an unexpected, mind-blowing, reality-bending loophole in the universe’s rigid contract of social obligation. A spontaneous, glorious threesome with two of the most beautiful, intelligent, and funny women he knew, both of them wrapped up like forbidden, ridiculously pink presents just for him. Suddenly, the wedding seemed infinitely more tolerable. In fact, it seemed like a wonderful, momentous occasion. He could handle hours of vapid small talk about the weather and the stock market if it was bookended by this. He could even give his toast with a genuine, heartfelt smile.

Stella shifted her body just slightly, maybe an inch, angling herself with unerring, instinctual precision so that the very peak of her clit made direct, exquisite, continuous contact with the flat, broad muscle of his tongue. A shiver, sharp and intensely pleasurable, rolled across her spine and radiated down her legs, making her toes curl inside her strappy silver heels. She let her head fall back slightly, her eyes fluttering closed as she surrendered completely to the rising wave of sensation. The lingering stress of the day was a distant, muted echo, a forgotten hum utterly drowned out by the roaring tide of pleasure that was cresting and building inside her. This was nice. No, it was more than nice. This was a necessary, fundamental recalibration of her entire nervous system. A full system reset before the main event.

From her incredible vantage point, perched atop his face, she could see Pearl, a veritable goddess of carnal focus, working her particular brand of magic on him. For someone who’d been up since the crack of dawn, still recovering from a bachelorette party the night before that had involved far too many tequila shots and a regrettable, highly-photographed encounter with a mechanical bull, Pearl was sucking Clark’s cock with an astonishing amount of energy and single-minded devotion. A glistening trail of saliva slid down Clark’s shaft, catching the afternoon light from the hotel window like a string of tiny, perfect diamonds as Pearl bobbed her head with a practiced, hypnotic, mesmerizing rhythm. Her left hand was at his base, gently twisting, her fingers moving in perfect, maddening counterpoint to the suction of her mouth, heightening the sensation, driving him absolutely wild.

“Oh, fuck, Clark,” Stella groaned, the words a low, breathy prayer exhaled against his cheek, hot and damp. Her hips began to move faster, her deliberate, rhythmic undulations becoming more frantic and demanding as the wave inside her grew. Her eyes snapped open and she looked down, her dark, dilated gaze locking with Clark’s. His eyes were wide with his own overwhelming pleasure, pupils blown, fixed on her with an intensity that stole her breath. The connection was electric, a closed circuit, a feedback loop of pure, unadulterated, shared sensation. She reached a hand down, her fingers threading through his shaggy brown hair, gripping him tightly, anchoring herself as she rode the final, powerful, cresting waves of her climax. Her inner muscles clenched and pulsed around his tongue, her body shuddered violently, and a sharp, keening cry tore from her throat, muffled against the warm, slightly scratchy skin of his cheek.

Watching her friend come apart so completely, so beautifully, sent a sympathetic, powerful throb through Pearl’s own cunt. The raw, unfiltered sound of Stella’s orgasm, the magnificent, breathtaking sight of her body convulsing with pleasure on Clark’s face, was an incredible, almost overwhelming turn-on. It ignited her own need, transforming it from a slow, pleasant simmer to a raging, uncontrollable boil. She wanted him even more, almost desperately. The slow, teasing exploration was over. She needed his cock inside her. Now.

“Holy shit,” Stella said breathlessly, her entire body going limp and pliant, momentarily boneless. She slid off of Clark’s face, her legs shaky and weak beneath her, barely able to support her. Her skin was flushed a becoming shade of deep crimson that, ironically, almost complemented the dreadful, offensive color of the dress. “That was… much needed.” With a final, boneless, utterly sated sigh, she collapsed backward onto the bed, a beautiful, rumpled, glorious heap of pink satin and sated womanhood.

Pearl laughed, a throaty, deeply satisfied sound that echoed in the suddenly very quiet room. “Watch your hair,” she warned, pointing a playful, saliva-slicked finger at her friend.

“Right. Hair,” Stella muttered, making a face as she remembered the iron-clad, structurally magnificent helmet of her updo. With a groan of considerable effort, she sat back up, her chest still heaving, her breath still catching in her throat. Her hair was, miraculously, defiantly, still perfect. Not a single strand out of place. She looked incredible, flushed and debauched and utterly, breathtakingly beautiful in that ridiculous, triumphant pink satin.

Clark sat up between them, propping himself on his elbows, a wide, wolfish, deeply satisfied grin stretching across his handsome face. He was fully, magnificently hard, his cock glistening from Pearl’s recent and very thorough attention, jutting proudly from the nest of his dark pubic hair like a monument to their shared bad decisions. “Well,” he said, his voice thick with lust and satisfaction, a low rumble that vibrated pleasantly in his chest. “If you girls are worried about the hairdos, I guess you’d better bend over the bed then.”

The suggestion was shockingly practical, undeniably dominant, and unbelievably, incandescently hot. It hung in the charged air for a perfect, charged, crystalline moment. Pearl and Stella exchanged a look, a silent, lightning-fast communication passing between them in an instant. It was a look that contained a year of friendship, a thousand inside jokes, and one very specific, shared fantasy. Their faces were flushed, their eyes bright with a shared, secret, conspiratorial excitement. This was happening. All of it. The fantasy was real.

“You can go first,” Stella said to Pearl, her voice still a little shaky, a little breathless from her recent, earth-shattering climax. “Since I already had an intense and quite amazing orgasm. It’s only fair.”

Before Pearl could even begin to offer a token, half-hearted protest, Clark was already in motion. With a smooth, powerful movement that belied the awkwardness of his half-dressed state, he stood up from the bed, a towering, magnificent figure in his half-undone suit and state of glorious arousal. He moved to where Pearl was perched on the edge of the mattress and, without a single word, reached down and lifted the bottom of her heavy pink dress. The satin rose around her waist, a cloud of polyester, revealing the elegant curve of her lower back and the perfect, round swell of her ass, clad in a tiny, matching pink thong that seemed like a ridiculous, almost comical afterthought in its inadequacy. He hooked his thumbs into the thin, elastic waistband and tugged it down her long legs, tossing it aside onto the carpet to join Stella’s discarded panties. Then, his warm, broad palms came down on her bare ass cheeks with a series of playful, stinging smacks that were both a punishment and a promise.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

The sound echoed in the quiet, sunlit room, sharp and shockingly intimate. Her skin, pale and smooth, pinked up instantly under his hands, the faint red marks of his palms a vivid, temporary testament to his touch. It was the kind of ass he could worship for days—perfectly round, high, and impossibly inviting—but they didn’t have days. They barely had minutes.

The urgent reminder of their ticking clock, the impending ceremony, the bridal party shuttle that would leave with or without them, acted like a potent accelerant on the already raging fire of their desire. There was no time for subtlety, no room for a slow, seductive build. This had to be fast and hard and furious. Clark positioned himself behind her as she braced her hands on the mattress, her arms straight, her back slightly arched, her body a perfect, willing offering. Gripping her hips firmly, his fingers digging into the soft flesh above her hipbones, he lined himself up with her wet, waiting, desperately needy entrance and plunged his cock inside her in one long, decisive, Besitz-nehmend thrust.

“Mmmph!” A strangled, guttural groan was torn from Pearl’s throat. Her head tossed back, her carefully pinned red curls bouncing with the force of the impact. She felt her entire body sink, melting against him as her pussy stretched and enveloped every thick, insistent inch of his cock. It was a feeling of being completely, perfectly, overwhelmingly filled, a profound homecoming her body had been craving for over a long, lonely, celibate year.

Clark’s hands moved from her hips to her ass, cupping the cheeks, his thumbs pressing deeply into the soft, yielding flesh. He began to fuck her, a hard, steady, piston-like rhythm that drove him deeper with every single powerful stroke. Pearl’s back arched instinctively, pushing her ass out further, offering herself up to him more completely, meeting each thrust with a small, desperate push of her own. The sight from his perspective was intoxicating, almost overwhelming—the elegant curve of her spine, the rosy blush on her cheeks spreading down her neck, the vibrant, offensive pink of the dress bunched around her waist, framing the pale, moving canvas of her body.

“Ugh, fuck!” Pearl cried out as he smacked her ass again, a sharp, pleasurable sting that sent a jolt of pure shockwave straight to her core, lighting up every single nerve ending in her body. Her eyes fluttered, the world dissolving into a gorgeous, swimming blur of color and sensation. Her fingers clenched, gripping desperate fistfuls of the floral comforter as he drove into her again and again and again, his rhythm merciless and perfect.

It didn’t take long. The potent combination of the long dry spell, the vicarious, electric thrill of watching Stella’s powerful orgasm, and the sheer, raw, overwhelming power of his fucking sent her hurtling toward the edge with dizzying, breathtaking speed. Her orgasm built with a stunning, breathtaking velocity, a tidal wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure that made her body stretch up onto her tiptoes, every muscle pulled taut and singing. Clark felt her pussy clench tightly around him, incredibly tight and hot and grasping, and he grunted, holding her hips firmly in place, not slowing his rhythm, pulling her down so he could keep fucking her right through her climax, milking every last shuddering, exquisite aftershock from her spent, trembling body.

No sooner had the last exquisite waves of Pearl’s orgasm subsided than he was pulling out of her slick, twitching cunt with a wet, resisting sound. He moved seamlessly, without a moment’s hesitation, a man on a mission, to Stella, who had already shifted into position beside her friend, her own perfect, heart-shaped ass waiting for him, her hips already rocking back and forth in frantic anticipation. Her pussy was still drenched from her earlier climax, slick and hot and more than ready for him.

Clark sank into her with a delicious, frictionless ease that made them both groan aloud in unison. The sensation was different from Pearl, but no less incredible. Stella was tighter, her inner walls clamping around him with a delicious, almost overwhelming pressure that made his own climax stir threateningly at the base of his spine. She moaned, a low, deeply satisfied sound, and rolled her shoulders back, her body adjusting to the perfect, stretching fullness of his large cock.

As Clark began to move inside her, a steady, powerful rhythm that shook the entire bed, Pearl, still breathless and tingling from head to toe, gently turned Stella’s head to the side. Their eyes met, a whole universe of shared understanding, of deep friendship and wild lust and giddy, incredulous disbelief passing between them in their gaze. Then, their lips met. Pearl kissed her friend, a slow, deep, open-mouthed kiss that tasted of the champagne from their morning mimosas, expensive lipstick, and their own shared, unique, electrifying arousal. Clark inhaled sharply at the sight, his rhythm faltering for a single, stunned beat as he watched their tongues glide across each other, a lazy, languid, incredibly intimate dance. A fresh surge of adrenaline and lust shot through him like a drug. He had never in his life seen two bridesmaids look this good. He was quite certain that no two bridesmaids in the entire history of weddings had ever, ever looked this good.

His cock slid in and out of Stella’s pussy, the sound a wet, rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh that filled the room. His hands gripped her ass cheeks tightly. She had a smaller ass than Pearl, more compact and athletic, but it was just as grabbable, just as perfect for his hands to hold. He squeezed his fingers into her soft curves, kneading the flesh as he pounded into her with renewed, almost savage vigor, fueled by the sight of their kiss.

“God,” he grunted, the words torn from deep in his chest, raw and guttural, “I wish I could pull your hair.”

“No!”

“No!”

The word was a unified, panicked, almost comical chorus from both women, their voices overlapping in their shared, desperate need to protect their styling.

Clark laughed, a deep, rumbling sound of pure enjoyment that shook his entire frame. He refocused on the task at hand, on the incredible, searing sensation of his cock buried deep inside Stella’s hot, tight, wet pussy. She was so much wetter than Pearl had been, a slick, glorious heat that was making it almost impossible for him to hold back, to maintain any semblance of control. His own orgasm was building, a roaring, insistent pressure at the base of his spine. He risked a fleeting, panicked glance at the bright red numbers of the digital clock on the bedside table. Fifteen minutes. Fifteen minutes until they had to be downstairs, smiling and serene and pretending they hadn’t just engaged in deeply irresponsible, pre-ceremony debauchery. A jolt of pure panic, sharp and unwelcome, clenched in his stomach.

“Alright, ladies,” he said, his voice strained and tight with the Herculean effort of holding back his own release. “Time’s running out. What do you say I cover those cute butts in some cum?”

The suggestion was met with enthusiastic, if slightly breathless, agreement. It was the perfect solution—incredibly erotic, deliciously messy, but ultimately easy to clean off. No stains on the disastrous pink dresses, no incriminating evidence left behind for the hotel cleaning staff. Pure, clean, decadent fun.

He pulled out of Stella, his cock thick and throbbing, coated in a glistening, pearlescent layer of their mixed, copious juices. The two women stood close together, turning to face the bed and falling forward onto their elbows, their backs arched high, their asses pushed out and presented to him side-by-side like a matched, perfect set. The breathtaking expanse of pale, flushed skin, framed by the obnoxious, violently cheerful pink satin, was almost too much for him to handle. They each gave a little wiggle of their hips in unison, a silent, impossibly enticing, final invitation.

“Yes, just like that,” he muttered to himself, his voice a low, reverent whisper. His hand closed around his own slick, hot shaft. He began to jerk his cock with long, rapid, urgent strokes, his eyes fixed on the magnificent, dual target before him. The sight of them together, pliant and waiting for him, submissive and beautiful and utterly his in that moment, pushed him over the edge in a matter of seconds.

His orgasm erupted, hot and violent and utterly consuming. His cum shot out, a thick, white, heavy rope that splashed first across the top of Pearl’s left ass cheek, then arced over to cover Stella’s right. He had a lot saved up, a whole year’s worth of frustration and longing, it felt like, and it wasn’t hard to cover them both, the warm, sticky liquid creating a stark, beautiful, obscene contrast against their heated, pinkened skin. The milky fluid dribbled down over their perfect curves, some of it even dripping onto the bland, unsuspecting hotel room carpet below, forever marking the scene of their glorious, perfect crime.

Finally, when he was completely, utterly spent, he let out a long, rattling, satisfied groan and collapsed onto the bed behind them, pushing his sweat-damp fingers through his already messy, ruined hair. He was going to need an espresso martini. Or five. The primal, heady adrenaline was already starting to fade, being rapidly, terrifyingly replaced by the urgent, screaming reality of the wedding schedule.

“Don’t just lie there!” Pearl cried, her voice suddenly sharp and fiercely practical once more. The spell was broken. The dream was over. Reality had come crashing back in. “Go get a towel. We have to hurry!”

Scrambling off the bed with all the grace of a newborn foal, a sudden tangle of uncoordinated limbs, Clark ran to the pristine white hotel bathroom and came back with a small, fluffy hand towel. He knelt on the floor behind them, and in the frantic rush, a strange, unexpected tenderness bloomed in the moment, a quiet intimacy in the mundane act as he gently, carefully wiped both of their asses clean, first Pearl’s, then Stella’s. They pulled up their panties in unison, quick, efficient movements, then lowered the heavy bridesmaid dresses, the stiff satin falling back into place with a soft, final rustle, concealing everything, erasing all evidence of their transgression.

They smoothed out the material, turning as one to face the grand, gilt-edged mirror. Stella ran a critical, professional eye over their reflections, tucking an imaginary stray hair back into place. Pearl straightened her bodice, ensuring it sat perfectly. To any outside observer, they were two perfect, immaculate, if slightly flushed, bridesmaids. A vision in terrifying pink.

“Not a hair out of place,” Stella said, a small, secret smile playing on her lips as she surveyed their immaculate updos in the mirror. She caught Pearl’s eye in the reflection, and they shared a look of pure, unadulterated, conspiratorial triumph. Then her gaze shifted to find Clark’s, who was busy tucking in his shirt and fumbling to straighten his tie.

“Let’s go,” she said, her voice now crisp and businesslike, the voice of a bridesmaid who took her duties very, very seriously. “We don’t want to ruin the wedding.”
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Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Frost & Flame Holidays
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Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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Quiet Desires
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Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series
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Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Maids of Honor


    		If You Enjoyed this one, Continue Reading the Next Book in this Series: Circle of Temptation


    		About the Author


    		Also by Coleen F. Brennan


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37






OEBPS/image_rsrc91.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc8Y.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc8S.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrc8W.jpg
{
¥ { - /;
GARDENDF EDEN

CoLeen . GReN Circle of Teiptation SeriSgina
_COLLENF. BRENNAN L E

btation Series






OEBPS/image_rsrc8U.jpg
P

\
‘ k
™ ,‘ - 7
E

Eitcle of Temptation Series
COLEEN F. BRENNAN

VSN T L
=






OEBPS/image_rsrc92.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc8T.ttf


OEBPS/font_rsrc8H.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrc90.jpg
5|
COLEEN F BRENNAN






OEBPS/image_rsrc8Z.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc8X.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc8V.jpg





OEBPS/font_rsrc8R.ttf


