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Chapter One: Cheeky

I stared at the rain hammering down in disgust.

It had been a beautiful, February day when I had walked into DSHS, and now it looked like all the floodgates of heaven had opened up to drown the world, or at least the city of Tacoma, in the few hours I had been inside. The parking lot was quickly turning into a lake as the heavy rain overwhelmed the drainage. I touched my red hair, mourning the curls that would die when I ran out into the rain to reach Ruth's car.

This day was definitely a mixed bag.

I had been at the Department of Social Health Services reapplying for benefits—the third government agency I had been to today. I was unemployed again. After the fun test drive I had with...Shelly? Or was her name Ashley? Anyway, I hadn't sold a single Ferrari in the month since that wonderful morning, and my boss gave me the ax last week. So I was back onto Unemployment and Food Stamps, as well as some Rent Assistance thrown in for good measure. And that meant sitting in waiting rooms for hours.

It was torture.

And now Ruth was late to pick me up while the monsoon of the year hammered Tacoma. Normally, I would just ride my motorcycle, but Ruth had invited me out tonight and, since gas was expensive and money was tight, we were car pooling. My friend was a bridesmaid in a wedding and she was dragging me along to the bridal shower. “I need your support, Aurora,” Ruth had pleaded. “It's going to be so boring.” Not the best sale technique, but I owed Ruth.

Where was she? Her text said she'd would be here ten minutes ago. I hated waiting.

I pulled out my phone and was about to send her an annoyed text, when a cute, white Jetta pulled up and a horn honked. Finally! I took a deep breath, snuggled my red, leather jacket tight about me, and dashed for her car. The rain was cold. Shockingly cold. Like I had just stepped into an Arctic blast, cold. It was painful on my face, my curly hair plastered against my skin, and the knees of my blue jeans were soaked through before I was halfway to the car. Water splashed with my every booted step, my soles slipping on the drenched asphalt.

I grabbed the door handle, yanking violently. It was locked. Really, Ruth? I'm freezing and getting positively drenched out here. Get your act together! The lock clicked; I ripped the door open, and threw myself into the blessedly warm interior of her car.

“Wet?” my good friend, and sometimes lover, asked, her plain face framed by bushy, brown hair. She was a little chunky, but when the lights were out and you were in bed with her, none of that mattered. She was a passionate goddess, and would have you climbing the walls with pleasure and howling at the moon.

“You're a comedian,” I groused, water beading off my leather jacket.

Ruth laughed and shrugged, then leaned over and gave me a quick, friendly kiss on the cheek. We were both between relationship right now—well, I was always between relationships—and I had a feeling we'd be sharing a bed tonight. Which was fine with me! I could use someone to keep me warm—it had been cold the last few nights.

“How'd it go?” she asked, working her way out of the parking lot, and taking the right on States Street.

“Oh, it was interesting,” I smiled. “I got my EBT card reactivated, and an extra bonus.”

We stopped at the light at 19th Street and Ruth gave me a sharp look. Then she smiled and reached down and yanked the pair of panties out of my jeans pocket. They were bright pink, a cut of thong called a cheeky because they left the bottom of a woman's asscheeks exposed. The woman who had worn them had looked quite lovely as her chocolate skin peaked around her panties.

“Whose are these?”

I grinned at her. “The social workers.”

I had made a bet on News Years Eve with my great friend Samir. After I had boasted that I could seduce any woman, he had bet me $10,000 that I couldn't seduce one hundred straight women in a year.  I had to claim the panties of every woman I conquered as proof that I had seduced them. If I lost, I would have to give up my pride and joy—my Honda Interceptor motorcycle. Monique the Social Worker had made number fifteen.

“Oh, you naughty ho,” Ruth laughed. “I need to hear all the spicy details!”

“She was definitely spicy!” I giggled. “Monique was gorgeous. My mouth almost dropped to the floor when I saw who called my name. She looked stunning: chocolate skin, her reddish-brown hair in a tight perm, and she had these thick lips that I just wanted to kiss.”

“Umm, I bet you wanted to do more than just kiss those lips.”

“I did!” I laughed. “She filled out her sweater nicely and, as I followed her back to her office, my eyes were rooted to her wondrous rear that writhed beneath her tight, gray skirt.”

“Ohh, I love a nice, Black ass,” Ruth sighed. “Remember Jesalyn?”

I frowned, “I think so. You dated her last year?”

Ruth nodded. “She had an ass that wouldn't quit. I loved to bury my face between her ebony cheeks and feast on her.”

“You dirty whore!” I laughed. “I think I do remember her and her ass.”

Ruth frowned at me. “Did you sleep with her?”

I flushed. “Uhh, yeah. Right after you broke up.”

My friend stared at me, then laughed. “You would. So, tell me more about this Monique.”

“Well, I had my eyes glued to her lush rear as she led me back through the maze of hallways to her office, thinking all the naughty things I wanted to do to that butt.”

“Like?”

“Spank it!” I giggled. “And I wanted to push her skirt up and nibble on that rump. When we walked into her office, I knew I wasn't leaving without making her mine.”

“Have you ever failed to seduce a woman?”

“Nope,” I beamed. “But I have a secret.”

“What's that?”

“I only seduce the women I know will let me: the curious, adventurous, or submissive.”

“And which was she?”

“Adventurous! The moment we were in the office, she asked about my leather jacket. When I told her about my bike, you should have seen her eyes light up. She was into the bad boys in college, I guarantee you that. She had a picture of her husband on her desk; he looked harmless and boring, a Black nerd. She's been craving a dangerous thrill for years as her marriage grew more staid and repetitive.”

Ruth gave a wicked laugh. “And you knew just the thrill to give her.”

I grinned, nodding, “We went through the typical BS. She asked all the standard social worker questions, but her eyes kept trailing to my jacket. So I asked her if she ever dated a biker.”

“Ooh, what did she say?”

“She stopped talking and gave me a considering look, then she told me all about this white guy she had dated in college. He was a bad boy, and she used to love riding on the back of his bike. I could hear the heat in her voice; she was getting wet just thinking about him. 'He had a butt that wouldn't quit, girlfriend,' she told me.”

“I bet he rode her hard and put her away wet!” Ruth moaned, her cheeks growing crimson. “How'd you respond?”

“I smiled, leaned over her desk, and said, 'Girl, you're one to talk. I can't get your ass out of my mind. I want to make you my biker bitch, and show your fine rear off to all the guys.' Oh, you should have seen the look on her face. Her eyes went wide and her cheeks darkened with a blush. But I could see the desire burning in her eyes. She wanted to be a biker's bitch again.”

“And did you make her your bitch?”

“What do you think?” I grinned at Ruth.

“Oh, yeah!”

She pulled her car off the road and went down an alley behind a corner store. “What are we—”

Ruth grabbed my hand and shoved it beneath her brown skirt to the heat between her thighs. “Feel how wet I am!”

I stroked her, moisture beading through the gusset of her panties. After a few rubs, I shoved my fingers through the leghole and felt her naked sex. She gasped when I slipped into her lovely, warm depths, throwing her head back and sighing.

I leaned over, licked her cheek up to her ear and whispered, “I made Monique my bitch. I stood up and told her to bend that pretty ass across her desk.”

I worked my fingers slow and hard inside Ruth's pussy, stirring her up.

“Monique blinked in surprise, and I snapped, 'Bitch, you're my ol' lady now, so bend over the desk and let me have that pretty booty!' She shot out of her chair and bent over that desk, her skirt tight against her wonderful rear.”

Ruth moaned while her fingers quested for the button to my jeans. She found it, and then her hand was worming inside my pants and panties, and she found out just how wet I was. I groaned and gasped as she wiggled two fingers inside me.

“I hiked up her skirt, and she was wearing the most racy panties.” I giggled. “Well, I guess you've seen how racy they are. Her ass was perfect and I had to taste it. I ripped her panties down and pocketed them. Then I spread her cheeks, and buried my face into heaven.”

We were both pumping our fingers fast, the windows of her car fogging up even with the defroster going at full blast. The rain drummed on her car, a staccato beat that matched our pounding hearts.

“She tasted wonderful. Sour and salty, and I could smell the spice off her sex. I tongued her ass, working as deep inside her tight, hot hole as I could, and she moaned and gasped like the horny bitch she was.”

“You are such a wild woman, Aurora!” gasped Ruth. “I love it! Did she cum? Did she love getting her ass licked so much that she came on your hungry mouth?”

“You bet your sweet ass she did!”

Ruth's fingers stirred me up, building me towards another cum. I closed my eyes and remembered as Monique gasped and shrieked her passion, her ass convulsing about my tongue. I was surprised no one had heard us; those office walls didn't seem that thick.

“After she came, I unbuttoned my jeans, pulled my thong down, and grabbed her wonderful, permed hair, and shoved her face right into my pussy. 'Eat me, biker bitch,' I hissed at her. 'You're my bitch, and I want to cum on that married tongue.' Fuck, Ruth, she whipped that tongue through my pussy like she was possessed. She couldn't get enough of my sweet snatch.”

“I bet,” Ruth panted. “Oh, Aurora. I'm so close. Keep fingering me. How hard did you cum on her married mouth?”

“So hard I squirted. She tried to pull away—I don't think she knew a woman could squirt—but I held her head in place and made her drink it all down.”

Ruth groaned and shuddered, her feet thrashing, hitting the accelerator and revving the engine. I sucked her earlobe and enjoyed the way her pussy squeezed about my fingers. She let out one last moan, almost a squeaking sigh, then relaxed in her seat.

“Don't forget about me,” I whispered, pulling my fingers out.

“Huh? Oh, right.”

I closed my eyes and let her fingers work on my aching sex. Monique wasn't the best pussy licker I ever had, but she was enthusiastic for a first timer. She drew her tongue from my taint to my clit, and worked it into every little crevasse she could, while her dark eyes looked up at me full of excited lust. Just remembering it brought my orgasm nearer, and then I gasped and shuddered on my friend's fingers.

“Oh, yeah, Ruth,” I sighed. “That was great.”

“What are friends for?” she smiled, licking my fingers clean. “Umm, that'll last me through the bridal shower.”

“I think you're right,” I sighed, loving that wonderful, contented feeling I get after a nice cum.

“So, did you get your food stamps?”

“How could she say no after feasting on my pussy?” I laughed.

Ruth giggled and put the car in gear.

“So, are any of the other bridesmaids cute?” I asked as she pulled out of the alley.

“Are you saying I'm not cute?” she huffed.

I leaned over and kissed her on the lips. “Oh, you are the cutest, Ruth!”


Chapter Two: Party Games

It took another fifteen minutes of rush-hour traffic to reach the West End, the part of Tacoma that bordered the Narrows, the skinniest part of the Puget Sound. The bridal shower was being held at the bride-to-be's tiny, brown house near Point Defiance just off Pearl Street. A group of cars already crowded her small driveway and the curb out front.

“We're late,” huffed Ruth.

“Well, someone wanted to make a pit stop.”

She giggled wickedly, “And what a fun pit stop it was.”

The rain had let up to a mere drizzle, which I barely felt since my red hair was still a damp mess. Ruth gave a shriek like it was the monsoon rains that had soaked me. Baby. She raced around her car, popped open her trunk, and pulled out two presents covered in cream wrapping paper tied with lilac ribbons.

“I didn't know I needed to bring a gift,” I groaned.

“You've never done a bridal shower before?”

“It's like a bachelorette party, right?”

“Kinda. But without the male strippers, and you have to give gifts. You know, the shower part of the name.”

“Right, like a baby shower.” I felt like an idiot. “Well, now I'm going to look like an asshole.”

Ruth shoved one of the presents into my hands “Yours is a toaster. I know you're hard on cash, so don't worry about it. Only twenty bucks at Walmart.”

“Thanks!” I beamed. “You're the best!”

“I know,” she sighed. “It's a burden that all Jewish lesbians are forced to bear.”

“I thought that just made you good with money and woodworking.”

Ruth laughed and slapped my shoulder. “What's an Irish lesbian good at?”

“Getting drunk,” I shouted, spreading my arms wide. “And woodworking. You know how much I love hardwood floors!”

“Dirty ho,” Ruth giggled. “C'mon, let's get inside. I'm tired of getting soaked.”

“Ruth, it's barely misting. You'd have to stand out here for an hour just to feel anything.”

“Fine. It's cold. So stop stalling and let's go have some fun.”

Nervous flutters went through me; I wasn't going to know anyone here, and that was putting me a little on edge. Hopefully, there wouldn't be any uptight, religious women who had a hard-on against homosexuals.

Ruth rang the doorbell. I could hear laughs and giggles coming from inside. The front door opened and a bubbly brunette was there, champagne flute in one hand, and exclaimed, “Ruthie!” and caught my friend around the neck and pulled her in for a hug.

“Hey, Issy,” Ruth answered, struggling to free herself; it seemed a losing battle. “This is my friend, Aurora.”

“Right, your 'friend',” Issy snickered. “We don't care that you're gay, Ruthie. You know that, right?”

“Yeah,” my friend answered, rolling her eyes.

“So, how long have you two been dating?”

“No, she's really my friend,” Ruth grunted, finally wiggling out from her friend's embrace, her bushy hair even more mussed. “I can have female friends, Issy! Seeing as I'm friends with you.”

“Right,” Issy nodded, then she threw that arm around me and pulled me to her, smashing my face against the crook of her neck. “Happy to meet you, Aurora.”

“The same,” I croaked.

“Let's go say hi to everyone else, Issy,” Ruth said, prying her arm up so I could escape and catch my breath.

“Right, right,” Issy nodded. “Follow moi.”

I gave Ruth a look and she shrugged.

Issy led us into a crowded living room. There were three women crowded on the couch, each holding champagne flutes, another two squeezed into a love seat, two others sat on folding chairs, and a beautiful woman with a porcelain face framed by blonde hair and set with two sapphire eyes as deep blue as the sea, sat quietly on a recliner; a small, white veil perched on her head.

My heart stopped; I was in love.

She was so beautiful. I wanted her for my wife. I could just pop down on one knee and grab her hand, and propose to her right then and there. I bet it would brighten her day. Everyone else was having fun, laughing and shouting, but she sat quietly, a little uncomfortable about all the noise, like a frightened faun. If I could get her alone, I could make her beg to be my girl for the night.

She was definitely the submissive type.

“Everyone, Ruthie's here!” Issy exclaimed. “And she brought a friend, Aurora. And no, Tonya, she's not that sort of 'friend'. Which is a shame since you two are so cute together.”

I actually blushed. “No. Just good friends,” I said.

“Stop being playing matchmaker, Issy” Ruth groused.

“I'll get more chairs,” the bride-to-be said quietly, standing up.

“Nonsense,” Issy said, waving her back down. “It's your night, let me go get them.” She paused. “Oh, before I go, Aurora, that's Tonya, Britney, and Velma on the couch, Mindy and Georgina on the love seat, and that's Zelda and Natty sitting on the chairs. Oh, and of course, Samantha's our bride-to-be.”

Issy walked out; it was like the passing of a thunderstorm.

“Wow, she's intense,” I breathed.

“I know,” Zelda, a Hispanic woman, sighed. “She kinda does what she wants, and you either get in line or get out of the way.”

“She put this entire thing together,” Britney added, adjusting her glasses.

The bride, Samantha, nodded.

“She's the maid of honor because the rest of us were too scared to tell her no,” giggled stocky Velma, her face dusted with freckles.

“I heard that, Velma,” Issy said, walking in with a pair of folding chairs. “I'm the maid of honor because Samantha and I have known each other forever. Right?”

“Yes, Issy,” Samantha squeaked. I couldn't wait to hear what she would sound like when my mouth was feasting on her treasures.

Issy planted me and Ruth in the chairs, mine next to the recliner Samantha sat in. She wore a long, dark skirt, her ankles and calves peaking out delectably. She had dainty feet. Champagne was poured and a flute shoved in my hand.

“Let's get this party started,” Issy exclaimed.

“Yes, lets,” Mindy, a tall and curvy girl who was gorgeous, but I sensed a vapidness about her; she'd be too oblivious to my attempts at seduction.

“It's time for charades!” cheered Issy.

I shot Ruth a glance and she just shrugged helplessly.

Issy divided us up into teams for charades. I was paired up Ruth, Samantha, Mindy, and a fourth woman whose name I kept forgetting. I had never played before, but it turned out to be a lot of fun watching Ruth try and mime what turned out to be 'Shawshank Redemption'.

“Why did you say dildo?” Ruth wailed at me when the time ran up.

“Well, what else was I supposed to think?” I giggled, a little tipsy with champagne. “You kept making motions like you were working a dildo in and out of a woman.”

Samantha went crimson. “Y-you've done that, Ruthie?”

“Of course I have,” Ruth answered. “Aurora can tell you all about it.”

The bride's eyes widened. “Are you gay, too?”

“Yep,” I smiled. “So what were you doing, Ruth?”

“I was stabbing someone,” she sighed, “with a shank.”

“Oh. Yeah, okay, I get that.”

Ruth narrowed her eyes at me.

Issy was up for her team, and they were like a well-oiled machine, guessing 'The Grapes of Wrath' with half the time remaining. A certain suspicion dawned on me—Issy had selected the teams, and she did seem like the ultra-competitive type.

I was up next, and I drew out the card and read, 'I Kissed A Girl and I Liked It'. Well, at least I knew the song. Taking a deep breath, I stepped up and held up eight fingers, then I mouthed singing.

“It's a song,” Ruth called out.

Now that I had the preliminaries out of the way—Book, Movie, Song—I could start miming out the rest of it. I wasn't sure how. Well, I guess I should start at the beginning. I held up one finger.

“First word,” a dusky woman—Georgina, I think—called out.

I nodded, then pointed at myself.

“Woman!”

“Boobs!” I gave Ruth a look. “Tits?” I shook my head at her.

“Human!”

“Skin!”

Really? This was getting annoying. I tapped my chest.

“Heart?”

“Chest!”

“Ribs!”

“I?” a quiet voice asked.

I looked at Samantha, gave her the biggest smile I had, and nodded. She perked up a bit.

I held two fingers up. “Two!” Georgina—well, that's what I'm calling her in my head—yelled. Then I puckered my lips.

“Kissing!” Ruth yelled. At least that one was easy.

Three fingers. “Third word!” Georgina again.

How was I going to get 'a' across? I tried making a pyramid with my fingers.

“Triangle!”

“Pyramid!”

“Diamond!” Really, how did Mindy get that? Was she really that much of an airhead?

“Illuminati!” Ruth giggled. “I kissed Illuminati?”

Fuck it! I held up four fingers; Georgina shouted, “Fourth Word!”

I pointed at myself.

“I!” Of course, now that's their first guess.

I kept pointing at my chest.

“Chest.”

“Boobs!” Ruth laughed.

I pointed at my boobs, then at my crotch, and made a sort of circular motion around my entire form. “Woman?” Mindy asked. I snapped my finger, pointing excitedly at her.

“Female!”

“Girl!”

I nodded vigorously.

“I Kissed a Girl and I liked It?” Samantha asked, barely heard over the others ladies.

“Yes!” I exclaimed. And before the night is through, Samantha, you'll learn just how much you like kissing girls.

Our team lost charades in the end. Not surprising.

“Wasn't that fun,” Issy clapped as her team celebrated their victory. “Next up is a spicy version of truth or dare!”

What was this, a sleepover?

“I have two bowls, one full of truths you have to answer, the other full of dares you have to perform. I'll go first and take a truth.” Issy fished into the bowl. “Let's see. 'Who was your first kiss?' Ohh, Trevor Yates, behind the gym. He was dreamy...”

Some of the girls giggled.

“See it's easy. Now I'll pick...Tonya.”

The plain-faced woman froze. “Eh, truth.”

“Chicken,” giggled Issy as if she hadn't chosen the same.

Issy proffered the bowl to Tonya, who blushed after reading the scrap of paper. “I can't answer that.”

“Then it's a dare,” Issy said, holding up the other bowl.

“Fine. 'When did you last get laid?' Well, uh, last week.”

“Weren't you on vacation last week?”

“Yes,” she stiffly answered.

“And didn't you and your husband take separate vacations?” Issy grinned slyly.

She nodded, flushing.

“Oh, you naughty woman. You have to dish,” Issy giggled.

“The slip didn't say that,” Tonya huffed. “So I choose, uh, Zelda to be humiliated next.”

“Oh, don't be like that,” Issy smiled. “So you had a little fun without your hubby. We won't tell, right ladies?”

“Right!” chimed a few of them.

This was like High School all over again as some of the women were really getting into it and others, like Samantha, weren't. The poor bride was burrowed in her chair, almost afraid she'd get chosen. I was really starting to hate Issy; couldn't she see how uncomfortable she was making her friend? Whose party was this supposed to be for?

Zelda took the dare, and blushed when she realized that she had to flash her breasts out the window for thirty seconds. They were a nice pair, round and creamy-brown, topped with dark nipples. She stood at the window, her eyes squeezed shut while everyone in the room laughed and giggled, well, everyone except Samantha.

“Is it time?” Zelda demanded, her voice tight. She flinched; a car drove by, its headlights shining through the window.

“Not yet,” Issy said, staring at her watch. “Okay, time.”

Zelda yanked her bra and shirt back down. “Ruthie, how about you.”

“Yeah,” Tonya slurred, a glass of champagne in her hand. “Let's watch you get humiliated.” Tonya downed her drink then poured another.

“I'll take truth,” Ruth smiled. “I'm not afraid to confess.” She dug in the bowl, pulled out her slip, and laughed wickedly. “All right, 'what's the wildest sexual thing you've done.' Hmm, let me see... There was this cheerleader in college, a real, stuck-up bitch. Well, she got drunk and wanted to experiment, so I fucked her with a beer bottle up the ass while I went down on her pussy.”

Half the women blushed, the other half laughed raucously—Issy was the loudest. I knew the Cheerleader, Veronica, but I hadn't heard that story before. How very naughty. I wish I had tumbled Veronica into bed...unless I had? I searched my memory, but I had so many conquests in college it was hard to remember them all.

“I bet she didn't walk normally for a week,” Britney giggled, pushing up her glasses.

“Nope. But she loved it. I dated her for half my Junior year before she went back to loving guys. Anyways, I choose Aurora.”

“Thanks,” I muttered. “I'll take a dare. I'm not sure you ladies could handle my wildest sexual experience.” It involved three other women and a garden hose. Issy proffered the dare bowl. I fished around. 'Choose someone to kiss for thirty seconds.' I laughed, and held the card up. “Who wants to be the lucky lady.”

Tonya blushed, licking her lips, and Issy tittered nervously, explaining, “I didn't think we'd have two lesbians here. Maybe you should redraw.”

“No!” Zelda laughed. “It's just a harmless kiss. Don't be such a prude, Issy!”

“I'm not a prude! Well, Aurora, who's it gonna be.”

“Why I think this is the bride's party, so she should get the kiss.”

Samantha's blue eyes widened as I walked over to her chair, and her pale cheeks colored. “I've never...”

“Shh, I'll be gentle,” I promised, sitting on her lap, and putting my arms around her neck. “Ready to time me?”

“Yep. Five, four, three, two, one.”

Samantha licked her lips as I leaned in and gently captured her mouth. She didn't know what to do as Issy and Ruth led the girls in clapping and cheering. I ignored them and concentrated on making this the best, sweetest kiss she had ever experienced. I nibbled on her lower lip, and used my tongue to tease her, while my fingers gently caressed her cheeks. Her head tilted, her blue eyes closed, then she shyly kissed me back.

Heavenly.

Her lips worked against mine, and her tongue carefully, almost experimentally, pressed forward and flicked against my lips. I met it, caressing her tongue with mine. Then I pushed into her mouth, exploring her thoroughly as a heat flushed through my body, ending at the itch between my thighs. I wanted to kiss her—

“Time!” Issy shouted.

I didn't want to stop; my heart soared. She was the one. I had to have her.

“Time!”

Sighing, I pulled away, Samantha a flushed mess, and giggled, “Sorry, I just love kissing a pretty girl.”

“I bet you do,” Zelda snickered.

“Let's see, how about Samantha,” I smiled, getting off her lap.

“I...okay,” she whispered, her chest still heaving.

“I think someone liked it,” giggled Velma.

“She's a very good kisser,” Samantha answered as Issy held up the two bowls to her. She reached into the truth bowl and fished out a piece of paper. She blushed, holding up the slip, and laughed. “Yeah, I've kissed a woman. Just a minute ago.”


Chapter Three: A Lap Dance

Ruth cornered me as I exited the bathroom. The other ladies were in the kitchen eating the wonderful dinner Issy had ordered from a delightful Italian restaurant up the street that delivered. Truth and dare had wrapped up when the food arrived, but not before everyone had been embarrassed at least once.

“Are you trying to seduce the bride?” Ruth demanded.

“Yes,” I smiled. “She so beautiful. I think I'm in love.”

“You fall in love twenty times a day,” my friend groused. “Why her? Are you going to ruin her wedding?”

I stroked Ruth's cheek. “I won't ruin anything. I'll take your friend on a journey, and she'll decide whether to continue it.”

Ruth bristled, “I've never been a bridesmaid before! You better not mess this up for me. I look hot in my dress.”

I gave her a hug. “I need your help though. Can you leave me here? I'll volunteer to help her clean up. None of the rest, particularly Issy, will offer, and Samantha's too nice to ask.”

“I'm not helping you.”

I nuzzled her neck. “I'll tell you all the filthy details. Don't tell me you've never wanted a crack at her panties. She's so cute.”

I could feel her waiver.

“Tomorrow night, in your bed, a bottle of wine, and I'll regale the entire story to you.”

“Fine,” she sighed. “Tonya's getting plastered. I'll offer to give her a ride home.”

“You're the best!”

“I know,” she sighed. “You better not mess up her wedding, Aurora!”

I winked at her then strode back into the dining room. The food was delicious, and I had a nice glass of red wine as I watched Samantha slowly, and carefully, eat her pasta while Issy regaled everyone with her latest experience in the world of online dating. She seemed to collect all the trolls, but she had the entire table laughing.

“Presents time,” Issy announced after dinner. Like I had expected, dishes were just left on the table as Issy herd us all back into the living room.

While we were all eating, Issy had gathered all the presents into a pile on the coffee table. Samantha blushed when she saw them all, and a pleased smile played on her lips as she sat down. Everyone whipped out their phones and snapped photos or took video of her tearing into the first gift.

“Oh, his and hers towels,” Samantha smiled, looking so lovely with tears brimming in her eyes as she held up the pink and blue towels. “Thank you, Mindy.”

Samantha liked all the presents, even my toaster, and a pile of household appliances, strange cooking utensils, a set of scented candles, and a lovely bathrobe were carefully laid about the coffee table as Issy returned with one last gift.

“My second, wicked surprise,” Issy smiled, holding what was clearly a clothing box. “For your wedding night.”

Samantha blushed again, so enchanting, as she took it, and carefully unwrapped the box and opened the white, cardboard container clothes always come in. Inside was a lacy, white negligee, transparent in all the right places, and a matching g-string.

“Ron's going to have a heart attack when he sees you in that,” Issy promised.

“Oh, yeah!” giggled Zelda. “He'll fall to his knees and be your little love slave.”

The other women laughed, including Tonya who sloshed half her wine down the front of her blouse as she hiccuped almost hysterically. Then she stood up and started dancing while everyone just stared at her.

“I can't believe there's no entertainment,” Tonya slurred. “Where're the strippers?”

Issy glanced at Samantha. “I didn't think we needed any,” she said. Apparently, Issy wasn't a completely selfish bitch. Just almost one.

“Nonsense! It's a bachelorette party. Bring on the strippers!”

“It does sound pretty fun,” Mindy added.

“You can't just order a stripper and have him here in a few minutes,” Issy objected.

“How do you know?” Ruth asked, grinning.

“I...well...” Issy flushed. “There was a party I threw once.”

“Oh, pooh,” Tonya moaned. “Then I'll be the stripper!”

She danced poorly and awkwardly, like she was a marionette being controlled by an amateur puppeteer. It was the opposite of sexy. I didn't think it could get any worse, and then she started twerking; it was about as attractive as Miley Cyrus's performance.

“Nope,” Ruth said, standing up and grabbing Tonya. “I'm putting a stop to that. Come sit next to me. Aurora can strip.”

Everyone looked at me.

A grin split my lips. “I spent a summer stripping in college,” I admitted. “But I got jizz on me one too many times, so I quit that job. Shame, I made bank.”

“Put some music on and let's watch her strut her stuff,” Ruth urged.

The other ladies were clapping and cheering, and even Samantha was starting to get into it, clapping softly. So I stood up and pried off my riding boots—nothing was unsexier than trying to pull off a pair of tight boots while dancing.

A pulsing song pounded through her stereo, and I stood up. I wasn't wearing the best stripping garb—a tight, blue halter top, a rather plain bra, a tight pair of blue jeans, and a red thong—but I'd make do. I pushed back my red hair while some of the ladies moved the coffee table out of the way.

“Yeah, let's see you shake your stuff,” clapped Issy.

It was a game to all of them. None of them were at all interested in seeing me naked, but they were drunk and caught up in the moment, and that was always the perfect situation to have some fun with a straight woman.

I started a slow roll of my hips, working them in the same way that Tonya had tried. An “ooh” went up through the women. I raised my hands up, running them through my fiery hair, and swayed and shook my ass.

“Work that booty!” giggled Mindy.

I pivoted, hips undulating, my breasts swaying, as I let the music pulse through me, guiding my movements. I twerked, rubbing my hand down my body between my legs as my ass shook and writhed to their eager applause.

“Wow! You were a stripper!” laughed Zelda. “I wish I could move like that.”

“Let's see some skin,” Tonya roared. “Strip! Strip!”

The others women took up the chant. “Strip! Strip! Strip!”

My hips still writhing, I grabbed the hem of my halter top, drawing it slowly up, exposing my flat stomach, my ribs, the bottom of my red bra, and then I whipped it off, swinging it over my head like a lasso, my breasts shaking in my bra.

Tonya whistled.

“Go, Aurora!” clapped Issy.

I threw my shirt into the crowd; Zelda laughed, holding it up. I planted both my feet, doing a booty shake at Samantha while bending over. As I straightened, I ran my hand up my inner thigh, across my sex, ending at the button to my jeans. I unsnapped it. They were tight, and I worked them off my hips.

“Nice ass!” Mindy giggled. “Love that thong!”

“Isn't it uncomfortable? It goes right up her butt like a piece of floss?” Velma asked. “It's like a permanent wedgie.”

“Maybe!” Tonya exclaimed. “But it sure makes her ass look nice.”

I reveled in their comments as I tried to make stepping out of my jeans as sexy as possible. I danced and twerked about in just my underwear and Tonya whipped a dollar bill out of her purse. Laughing, I worked my way over, gyrating my hips in her face as she reached out, pulled the waistband of my thong and slipped in the dollar.

“She's earning her money tonight!” Issy laughed, holding her own dollar out.

I worked over to her, pushing my booty at her face and shaking it in slow circles. She slipped it in my thong then gave my ass a pinch. I batted her hand away, waggling my finger at her. “No touching the dancer, or I'll get the bouncer.”

Issy laughed.

I reached behind my back, unclasped my bra, and Issy shrieked as my breasts came into view, my pink nipples hard. I dropped the bra on her lap, shook my tits in her face, then spun about, running my hands up my side to grope and squeeze my nipples.

“You dirty slut!” Tonya laughed. “Work it! Oh, yeah! Love it!”

“Oh, my God, look at the tattoo on her boob!” Zelda laughed.

I had a serpent tattooed on my right breast, coiled around it.

“Is the snake licking her nipple?” a shocked Britney asked. “And it's pierced! Her right nipple's pierced!”

“Wow! That is so wild!” Georgina gasped. “I've never seen a nipple piercing before!”

I smiled, squeezing my breasts and reveling in their shocked excitement, twerking and grinding my hips in just my thong, a few dollar bills tucked into the waistband. Then I turned to Samantha, her cheeks crimson, her blue eyes locked on my jiggling chest.

“I think the bride-to-be needs a lap dance!” I purred. “What do you say, ladies?”

“Yeah!” Issy clapped.

“Go get her!” cheered Zelda.

“No, no,” Samantha protested as I sauntered over to her.

“You're the guest of honor,” I smiled. “That means you get a lap dance.”

A new song played, slower, an erotic bass pumping through the room. I danced slowly in front of her, my hands running up and down my body; her blue eyes wide, fixed on me. I pinched my nipples, then leaned over so my breasts hung just inches in front of her face. I let my nipples brush her face; her mouth was wet and, for a moment, my nipple popped inside; pleasure shuddered through me.

“Don't you think I'm hot, baby,” I purred, slipping into my old stripper persona. “Don't you want my sexy body rubbing all over you! You're so cute! Umm, I can't wait until I'm grinding on you.”

“Say, yes!” Tonya clapped.

“Don't be a chicken, Samantha!” Issy egged. “It's just harmless fun.”

“You'll love it,” I told her. “You're so cute. My little pussy's getting wet just thinking about it.” I put one foot on her armrest and gyrated my groin right into her face. I hoped she could see just how soaked my thong was.

“Okay,” she whispered.

I spun about, my ass right in her face, then I lowered myself slowly onto her lap, leaning back and caressing her face as I wiggled and ground my rear into her groin, and rubbed my shoulders against her breasts. Pleasure shot through me, and a throaty moan escaped my lips as I savored her warmth.

“You can touch me, baby,” I purred. “The bouncer's not looking.”

I grabbed her hands and placed them on my sides. They were small and delicate and so warm; electricity tingled across my skin.

“Don't be shy, baby. Touch me!”

I ground my ass back into her, writhing to the music. Everything faded but that pulsing beat and the warmth of her body and breath on my tingling skin. Her fingers twitched, caressing my flesh slowly. Everywhere she touched me sparked sensations that headed straight for my pussy. I hooked one leg over her knee, pressing my damp sex through my thong against her thigh, and ground on her.

“Touch me, baby! Let those hands roam!”

Her breathing quickened, her hands moved upward. My heart hammered in anticipation as she climbed higher and higher up my body. I hoped she could feel my passion through my thong—I was wet for her.

“That's it!”

Her fingers touched the bottom of my breasts, pressing into the soft flesh. She squeezed and kneaded, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Sweat beaded off me; my skin was hypersensitive, and I could feel every drop trickling down my body, heightening the pleasure building deep inside me. I ground harder, pressing my clit into her soft thigh.

“Oh, yes, baby! Squeeze my tits! You're making me so wet!”

Her fingers kneaded, working closer to my aching nipples.

“So good, baby! I've never been so hot for a customer before! But you're just so beautiful! I've been wet ever since you walked into the club. Can you feel it?”

“Yes,” Samantha whispered, her fingers squeezing harder, just centimeters away from my areolas.

Her fingers brushed my nipple; pleasure erupted inside me. “That's it, baby!” I gasped as my climax shuddered through me. “Oh, yeah! You're making me so hot! So wet! Feel how wet you've made me!”

“I can!” she moaned, her fingers playing with my nipple piercing.

I shivered one last time, the small orgasm slowly withdrawing. The song died, replaced by a commercial. The spell was broken. Applause resounded throughout the living room.

“You made her cum, you naughty slut!” Issy giggled.

“I did?” Samantha squeaked, then shook her head. “No, I didn't! She was just getting into it.”

I stood up, shrugging, “I got a little carried away. It was like back in the club. I always came on a hot girl's lap.”

“Really?” she blushed. “Are you teasing me?”

I gave her a mysterious, sultry smile.

“How many hot girls get lap dances?” Zelda asked.

“Oh, boyfriends bring their gals in all the time and pay to watch you grind on them,” I laughed, grabbing my jeans. I had a big grin on my face, and was on cloud nine. That was a nice cum I just had.

“That was so hot,” giggled Zelda. “Hubby's gonna get some tonight!”


Chapter Four: Cleaning Up

“You sure you can take Aurora home?” Ruth asked, supporting the very inebriated Tonya.

“I can,” Samantha nodded.

“Cool. They just live in opposite directions.”

I mouthed 'thank you' to Ruth who shook her head and helped Tonya stumbled to her car. “You better not throw up in my car,” Ruth muttered to the drunk woman.

“That was so much fun,” Issy exclaimed, hugging me. “We should have you strip at all the parties.” I was dressed again, though I left my bra off.

“It was nice to meet you,” Zelda smiled, giving me a friendly hug. “I can't wait to tell Dave all about this!”

The front door closed and the house was silent. Samantha had a weary look on her face, and looked a little crestfallen at the mess. Like I thought, none of the other women had offered to help, and Samantha was too nice to press the issue.

“Let me get my purse,” she sighed.

“No. I'll help you clean up,” I smiled. “After all, you did make me cum.”

She blushed all the way to her blonde roots. “Did I really?”

“Couldn't you feel how wet I was grinding on your leg?” I asked her. “I've been eyeing you since I walked in.”

She licked her lips and swallowed. “Er, okay. Let's just start cleaning.”

“Sure thing!'

She produced a couple of thick, heavy-duty garbage bags, the type you dump yard waste into, and we set about cleaning the living room. I kept 'accidentally' brushing against her, my hands touching her butt and hips, my breasts rubbing across her face, and my ass pressing into her groin. Her flush grew, and sweat broke out across her forehead. I noticed her pressing her thighs together once or twice, her hips shifting as she tried to relieve that itch.

The living room done, we moved on to the kitchen. She filled the sink with soapy water as I carred in the dirty plates from the dining room. “I'll help,” I grinned, noticing she lacked a dishwasher. “You wash, I'll rinse and dry.”

“Sure,” she nodded.

I pulled my top off.

“What are you doing?” Her eyes were locked on my swaying breasts.

“I don't have a change of clothes, and I don't want my top getting soaked,” I lied.

“Oh, okay,” she frowned, but didn't object further, her blue eyes trailing down to stare at my hard nipples before she spun about and grabbed a plate, dunking it in the soapy water.

I moved right next to her, our shoulders touching. She'd wash the plate, hand them to me, and I dunked them in the water, splashing my tits in the process. Her eyes kept glancing down at the soapy water beading on my pink nipples and running down in sudsy lines across my breasts and flat stomach. When I dried the plates, I put a little shake into my shoulders, causing a delightful jiggle to ripple across my breasts.

It was so much fun.

She was itching to get off. I could see it in the way her hips shifted, her thighs pressed, and the trembled that swept through her body. Her cheeks were crimson, her pupils black pools surrounded by blue rings. She was primed and ready to be seduced.

“You have such lovely skin,” I told her.

“Oh, thank you. Umm. Your skin is nice, too.”

I turned to her, my breasts swaying; she couldn't take her eyes away. “You think so?”

She nodded, almost hypnotized by my breasts.

I touched my right tit, tracing the snake tattooed on my boob, coiled around it, ending at my pierced nipple. “You don't think my skins too dry or anything.”

“No, they're flawless,” she breathed.

“Is that why you can't take your eyes off of them?”

She ripped her gaze away. “It's not like that,” she protested.

“Then why were you looking at my tits?”

“I...uh...you see...”

I shifted, letting my breast brush her arm, shivering as my nipple caressed bare, silky skin. “You've always wondered about touching another woman's breasts before, haven't you?”

“I...” she bit her lip. “Yeah. I guess I have.”

“And?”

“And what?”

“Did you like touching mine?”

Samantha gave a faint nod, her eyes drifting down to look at them. “They were soft and nice.”

“I bet you've want to touch them some more. Your little hands are just itching to feel some female flesh.”

“Yes,” she moaned.

She was mine.

I leaned in and whispered in her ear, “You're going to go upstairs, put on that negligee and thong Issy gave you for your wedding night, and wait for me on your bed while I finish these dishes.”

“What are you going to do?” she asked, chest heaving.

“Make love to you.”

She sucked in a deep breath. “I've always wondered...”

“And tonight you're going to find out.”

Then I leaned over and kissed her on the lips, briefly, giving her just a taste, a promise of passion to come. She licked them, eyes wide. “Get going,” I ordered her.

She smiled, nodded, and did as I told her.

I quickly finished the dishes, while I listened to the stairs creak as she climbed them. I wanted her to wait for me, to grow slowly more and more wet as she fantasized about every last thing I was going to do to her. Visions of us making love—kissing, my tongue running around her nipples, sliding down between her legs to explore her femininity—would fill her mind. Her nipples would be hard, and she'd want to stick her hands between her thighs and rub her aching clit until she shuddered.

But she wouldn't. She'd wait, just like I told her to. I don't know if her fiance realizes just what a submissive woman she was, but I was going to take full advantage of it tonight.

I drained the sink, rinsed out the suds, then wiped my hands dry on a dishtowel. I wiggled out of my tight jeans and panties, and left them in the living room with my halter top. I fished my phone out of my jeans pocket, and texted Ruth.

“Bout 2 do the deed :)”

Ruth didn't respond. She must be asleep already.

I sauntered upstairs, my juices dribbling down my thighs. I couldn't wait to make this woman all mine for the night. I'd love her like no one had before. I would steal her from her fiance for this wonderful evening, making her fully mine. I didn't want this night to ever end. I wanted Samantha to be mine forever—my blushing bride.

It wouldn't happen though. The sun would rise and the magic would be dispelled. My carriage would become a pumpkin.

Only one door was open on the second floor, light flooding the hallway. I walked to the doorway, leaning against the frame, and drank in her loveliness. She lay on top of the dark-blue comforter that covered her bed, draped in the flimsy, white negligee. Her skin bled through the fabric, tantalizing me with her treasures. Her legs were spread slightly, the thong disappearing into the inviting shadows between her thighs.

“I'm going to eat you up,” I purred.

She blushed, and I laughed raucously.

“I want you to...eat me.”

“I will, trust me.”

I walked towards her bed, rolling my hips, her eyes locked on my body. Her breath quickened, her lovely breasts, encased in silk, rose and fell, her nipples pink shadows dimpling the fabric. I crawled onto the bed, my breasts hanging down and swinging—her eyes locked on them—I crawled up her body to her red lips. I claimed them; she moaned into me.

Our tongues played with each other, her arms wrapping around my neck. She wasn't hesitant or unsure like she had been with our first kiss. She was ready to make love with a woman. Our kiss deepened, her arms tightening around my neck, and my hands began to explore her charms. Her breasts were small and firm, little A cups that my hands could cover. She moaned as I thumbed her nipples through the fabric, her hips arching against me.

“Oh, Aurora,” she gasped as I kissed and nuzzled her neck. “I'm so hot! I'm burning up!”

“Let me cool you off,” I purred, licking up to her lips again.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she sighed as my hand slipped down her bodice, pinching her tiny nipple.

I drew down the negligee, baring her small tits, and my mouth fastened on her pink nub. She gasped and writhed, her fingers caressing my face, leaving trails of burning fire across my skin.

“Aurora!” she cried. “Oh, wow!”

I switched breasts, nipping and sucking, then I looked up at her, grinning, “You ain't felt nothing yet, Samantha.”

“I want to!”

I slid down her body, pushing up the hem of the negligee to kiss her flat stomach and her cute, innie bellybutton. I let my tongue swirl around that dimple, enjoying her squirms and giggles. Then I hooked my fingers into her g-string. Her legs were spread, and her thick, golden bush peaked around the crotch of the skimpy underwear.

“Ready?” I asked. She smelled ready and wonderfully sweet.

“Yes!”

I drew the white g-string down her hips, throwing the scrap of cloth away, and let my eyes feast on her pussy. Her slit was tight, and looked so cute surrounded by her golden straw. I inhaled her scent. Delicious. I had to taste her.

“Aurora!” she gasped as my tongue drew through her lips. So sweet. I had to have another taste. “Oh, wow! That's...uhh!”

I giggled, driving her speechless as my tongue dipped and tasted, exploring her delightful flower and sampling her wonderful nectar like a butterfly. I tasted her over and over, as her moans became louder and deeper, her body writhing beneath the rapture of my mouth. Her small breasts heaved, her body bucked, and then she let out a low, shuddering moan.

“I'm cumming!”

I drank her flood and kept licking, my own pussy aching to be touched. So I flipped around and straddled her face. I could feel her breath on my sex as I lowered my hips, diving my face back to eat from her wonderful banquet.

“You smell so amazing,” she whispered.

“I taste even better.”

Her tongue licked out gently, passing through my labia to get a big, deep drink of my nectar. I gasped as she brushed my clit, my orgasm only moments away. I was so hot for this innocent woman, and so thankful I could give Samantha her first taste of womanly love.

“Umm, you do.”

We buried our tongues inside each other, her tongue copying mine as I explored through her labia. I sucked; she sucked. I nuzzled; she nuzzled. We moaned and purred into each other, her gasps adding a delightful hum that increased my rapidly growing passion. Her tongue grew more frantic and eager as her confidence grew, and then she was doing her own thing.

“That's it, baby,” I groaned. “Make love to me.”

Her lips found my clitoris, sucking my little bud as her hands found my ass, squeezing and kneading. I groaned, my hips twitching as more and more pleasure built inside me. Her fingers dug into my butt-cheeks, clenching hard as her own release neared. I redoubled my effort, nipping her little pearl, delighting as she gasped about my clit.

With a shuddering moan, I came on her lips. Her fingernails dug harder into my asscheeks as she drank down my nectar. I moaned around her clit, my tongue flicking rapidly, coaxing another sweet cum out of her.

“Oh, Aurora!” she groaned, overcome with passion. “Oh, yes!” Her body quivered beneath me, and the cutest sighs escaped her lips as her juices flooded my mouth. “Oh, wow.”

Licking my lips I sat up. “You ready for round two?”

“Yes!” she exclaimed, eyes eager. “What are we doing?”

“Scissoring!”

I slid down her body, her face appearing, sticky with my juices. So cute.

“What's that?”

“Only the best thing ever!” I grinned, pulling up her left leg and rolling her onto her right side, her cute pussy stretched open, pink and damp with her passion. “Wait until you experience tribbing. It will blow your mind!”

I spread my legs, pulling my self up her thigh, bringing our pussies closer and closer together as our legs scissored. Her eyes were wide as she stared at my shaved sex drawing nearer to hers. Then our pussies kissed, and she gasped, “Oh, wow!”

I humped, rubbing our mounds together, pleasure sparking through me.

“Holy cow!” she groaned.

I held onto her left thigh, grinding my pussy into her hers. She squeezed her eyes shut, throwing her head back, and then her hips writhed, and she was fucking me back, sliding that delightful snatch across mine. Our clits rubbed around, digging into each other's labia and nudging the other's bud.

“That's it, baby!” I cooed. “Hump my pussy! Trib me!”

“Oh, yes! This is the best!”

She grabbed my right leg, bringing my foot to her mouth, and then she sucked my toes into her lips. New sensations thrilled through me, racing up my leg and ending inside my womb, adding more delightful fuel to the fire. She worshiped my toes, running her pink tongue between each digit, sucking them one by one into her lips.

“Oh, you wild woman!” I groaned, then I grabbed her dainty foot and tasted her toes.

They were sour and salty and wonderful. I sucked her little toe into my mouth, working my way one by one up to her big toe as our pussies humped together. It was so wicked. I had never sucked another woman's toe before. I loved it.

“Aurora!” she gasped, then licked my sole from heel to ball. “I'm gonna cum hard!”

“Do it! Cum for me! Let me feel your passion flooding my pussy!”

“Yes, yes, yes!”

Our hips pumped faster. More and more sensations roared through me. I was becoming lost in a sea of pleasure with my delightful lover, my bride for the night. I wanted to cum together with her. I looked down my body into her blue eyes, full of her passion for me. The heat grew, suffusing my body.

“Let's cum, Samantha!”

“Yes, yes, yes!”

“So close!”

“Gonna cum, Aurora! Cum with me!”

“Oh, yes! Here it comes!”

“Oh, wow! Oh, wow!”

The pleasure exploded inside me. My pussy clenched; juices squirted out, bathing Samantha's sex with my passion. She trembled, gasping and sighing, her eyes squeezed shut. She humped one last time against me, her tiny breasts quivering, and then she fell still, panting.

I pried my legs from her, savoring the lingering traces of the wonderful cum she just gave me, and cuddled up against her. I wrapped my arms around her, kissing her lips. She sighed, her eyes closing. I pulled the covers around us, reached over and shut off the lamp, and held my lover tight. She was mine until morning, and I wasn't going to let her go.

“I love you,” I whispered.

She was already asleep. I kissed her forehead, laid my head upon her breasts, and let sleep overtake me.


Chapter Five: Morning Light

I woke to sobbing.

I opened my eyes. Samantha sat on the edge of the bed, wrapped in the dark-blue bedspread, her shoulders hunched and shaking. I shifted on the bed, crawling towards her, and placed my hand on her shoulder.

She flinched away.

Hurt tumbled through me.

“I can't believe I cheated on Ron,” she whispered, sniffing. “I thought I loved him.”

“Oh, baby. What we did last night doesn't change how you feel for Ron. It was just lust.” The lie hurt; I had loved her so much last night.

“But I love him,” she wailed. “I'm about to marry him!”

“Listen,” I told her. “Love and lust aren't the same. You had some feelings inside you that you've been bottling up, right?”

“What?”

“Haven't you always been curious about being with a woman?”

She turned her head; even tear-stained her face was beautiful. This Ron was a lucky guy. “I...I guess.”

“Well, now you've experienced it.” I grabbed her hand gently, like a friend. “Which do you prefer.”

She bit her lip.

“It's okay, tell me,” I lied. I didn't want to know, but guilt was filling me up. I didn't mean to hurt her.

“I'd rather be with a guy.” An apologetic look flashed across her face. “It was...nice, but...”

“But you're straight,” I smiled. “That's just the way you are. Nothing to be sorry about. And now you know for sure. You can get married without that desire nagging at you.”

She smiled, nodding, her hand wiping away her tears. “Thank you, Aurora.”

“You're welcome,” I said, forcing a smile.

“I'm gonna take a shower.”

I felt like crying myself.

She walked to her dresser, still wrapped in her comforter, grabbed some clothes, and walked out into the hallway. I bent down and grabbed her white thong from the floor, my prize, and headed downstairs to get dressed. My clothes were in the living room and I fished my phone out of my jeans pocket, calling Ruth as I dressed.

“Hey,” she sleepily answered.

“Can you pick me up at Samantha's?”

“Sure,” she grunted and hung up.

I sat on the couch, browsing Facebook and Twitter on my phone as the shower ran upstairs. I wanted to go up there and join her. I'd slip in; her pink body would be glistening with water and soap, and I'd show her how much I loved her and how she was wasted on marrying a guy. We'd kiss, and I'd fall to my knees and make love to her sweet pussy.

But that would just be destroying her happiness. I'd see another pretty face tomorrow and fall in love all over again, forgetting all about my blushing bride.

Why couldn't I just pick a girl and love her forever? Why did it always have to end so fast? Why was I so fickle?

The shower ended. Samantha came downstairs, dressed in a cute, pink pajama set, her hair wrapped in a towel. “So, eh, do you want any coffee or something?” she asked.

“Ruth's coming to pick me up,” I told her, hiding my pain with a smile.

“Okay.” The most awkward pause followed; my skin itched. “Umm, I'm going to make some pancakes.”

The doorbell rang. She walked out of the living room to the door. “Hey, Sam,” a man greeted.

“Ron!” Her voice was full of excited love, a knife twisting in my heart.

“Wow,” Ron gasped. “What's gotten into you. Did you girls misbehave at your shower last night?”

“It got a little wild,” Samantha purred.

“Want to get some brunch?” he asked. “And then you can tell me all about it.”

“How about we skip brunch and go up to my bedroom?” Samantha husked. She sounded like a different person with Ron. He was like the sun shining on a flower, and Samantha opened up for him in a way she never did for me.

I wiped away a tear.

“Really? It must have been wild last night. All right, let's to it.”

I hated the eagerness in his voice. I wanted to go out there and tell him to get his hands off her. But why should I ruin her happiness? I pushed that petty, vindictive impulse down. I was better than that.

I heard them troop upstairs. I knew why she was doing it. She wanted to prove to herself that she really did like men more than women—that she wanted Ron more than me. Her bedroom was right above the living room. Her moans were loud and passionate, and the bedsprings rasped vigorously.

Ruth pulled up; I met her at the door.

“So you seduced the bride, huh?” Ruth smirked.

“I did.”

A low, feminine moan echoed from upstairs.

Ruth frowned, looking up. “Is she...”

“Her fiance showed up,” I answered. “She's...proving something.”

Ruth hugged me. “I'm so sorry.”

“It's okay. I'll find someone new tomorrow. How'd it go taking Tonya home?”

My friend giggled, then held up her phone. A picture of a woman's face—Tonya's, I realized in surprise—between Ruth's naked thighs, licking her pussy, filled the screen.

“So you got lucky, too, huh?”

Ruth beamed. “Turns out, she cheated on her husband with a woman on vacation. I took her to my place, and we had a crazy time.”

“Are you in love with a married woman?” I asked Ruth sharply; she was almost bouncing on the balls of her feet.

“I don't know,” she shrugged. “But it's wild. We're getting together again tomorrow.”

“You have to tell me all about it,” I smiled. “Over brunch?”

“Sure.” She frowned, “I guess I'm paying, right?”

“Oh, thank you, Ruth,” I smiled, and hugged her. “You're the best.”

END
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