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 Seduced For Her First Time



 



The champagne glasses clinked and my four closest friends all let out a collective woo that could be heard throughout the bar, even over the blaring music. No one could scream louder than my friends when they were excited, and on that night there was plenty to be excited about. It was my bachelorette party and my friends apparently wanted the whole world to know about it.



 



"To Maggie and David!" one of my friends, Jess, announced before we all took a sip of our champagne.



 



My best friend and maid of honor, Prue, pulled her glass away from her lips before disagreeing. "All due respect for your soon-to-be husband, Mags, but fuck him! He's stealing our girl away from us! This night is all about Maggie!"



 



We all burst into laughter and cheered again. The bar was our third stop of the night and things were gradually becoming looser and wilder. The five of us were all certified hotties, and plenty of guys had tried to proposition my friends, with even a couple of the more optimistic ones not dissuaded by my
 bride-to-be
 sash or veil and trying it on with me. But my girls were resolute that the night was all about me, and no man was going to be getting lucky with any of us.



 



I crossed my legs and adjusted my hot pink cocktail dress, which probably showed a bit too much leg for an about to be kept woman, but I figured it might be one of my last opportunities to wear it. The dress had earned me plenty of attention in the past, and Prue noticed me fiddling with it.



 



"I can't believe you're gonna be married in less than a week, Maggie," she said to me, arching an eyebrow. "Any cold feet?"



 



"None," I said before taking another sip of my drink. "I'm marrying the man of my dreams."



 



An exaggerated
 awww
 sounded throughout the group before a couple of the girls made fake gagging noises at my saccharine excitement to be wed.



 



"Do you think he has any?" Jess asked.



 



"No, I don't think so," I replied, unoffended by the question. "David wouldn't do anything to hurt me."



 



"Oh, come on," one of the other girls, Chelsea, chimed in. "You're not at all worried he's getting grinded on by some stripper right now?"



 



I shrugged in response. "David's not the kind of guy that likes strippers."



 



"Oh, every woman says that about her fiance," Chelsea continued. "He's at his bachelor party right now, Maggie. Knowing his friends, he's getting some titties shaken in his face as we speak."



 



"
 We
 should go to a stripclub," Jess said, eliciting a loud
 yaaaas
 from the rest of the girls.



 



"No way," I shook my head and giggled at the suggestion.



 



"C'mon, Maggie!" Prue said. "We have to do something wild for your last night on the town as a free woman."



 



"There's plenty of wild things we could do without seeing a bunch of desperate women take off their clothes for money," I replied, starting to get tiresome of all the stripper talk.



 



"Woah! Have you ever been to a proper stripclub, Judgey McJudgeface?" Jess asked. "There's so much more to it than just naked women. The skills and athleticism of those girls are amazing."



 



"Well, no, I've never been. But I can't imagine it requires that much athletic ability to take off a bra."



 



"Right, that settles it," Prue announced. "We're going to a stripclub to educate Maggie."



 



I shook my head in disagreement but all four of my friends nodded at me in response. I was completely outnumbered. "I can't believe I'm fresh out of college and still getting peer pressured," I joked.



 



"Hey, if David is getting titties shaken in his face then so should you," Jess put her hand on my knee, looking me in the eye and speaking in a faux serious tone. "You deserve titties, Maggie. You deserve titties more than anyone else."



 



We all burst out in laughter at Jess' inability to hold her booze as Prue whipped out her phone to order an uber. I rolled my eyes and tried to feign excitement for our next destination. My girls had been so loyal to me all night, I felt like I owed it to them to humor them for a bit.



 



Fifteen minutes later and our wrists were getting stamped at the entrance of
 Club Venus
 . The dull thumping of the bass became the full spectrum of sound as the doors swung open and the five of us entered. The four ladies that would be my bridal party looked wide-eyed as their senses were assaulted by everything happening inside the club. I dawdled behind and tried to act unimpressed but as I looked around I couldn't help but be affected by the atmosphere of the place.



 



Women hung upside down on the poles on stage in various states of undress, a full light show behind them, their movements choreographed to the pumping music. Some men sat in the chairs close to the stage, others happy to watch from further back. Some of the strippers roamed around amongst the crowd, trying to befriend men and women to entice them into a private dance. One girl with an incredible body walked straight past me completely naked, glitter paint carefully applied from her cheeks, down her curves and around to her ass. My eyes couldn't help but stare as she waved to another patron and skipped over to him, her tits and ass jiggling as she did so. Dry ice billowed off the stage, champagne bottles popped, the upside-down women on the poles slid down in freefall before abruptly stopping a mere three inches above the floor. A shiver went up my spine and my eyes went wide as I was helplessly affected by the onslaught of stimuli.



 



"Well, what do you think, Mags?" Prue turned and asked me, a giant smile plastered across her face.



 



"It's not what I expected," I replied. "It's... quite something."



 



Jess and Chelsea split off from the group to get drinks and exchange some money. Prue led me over to a vacant few seats in front of the stage as the music died down and the girls collected their money and clothes off the floor, their act finished. I was practically shoved down into one of the chairs as the other girls came back with more champagne and a large roll of one dollar bills. Chelsea handed me the majority of the bills just before the lights went down, the strippers hustling to get off stage.



 



"Just relax, babe, and you'll have a good time," Prue said in my ear, the lull in music making it easy to hear her. "It's not about ogling naked women, it's about admiring them."



 



"Okay," I smiled, deciding to reframe my state of mind and roll with the night. I figured I might as well try to enjoy myself.



 



"Ladies and gentlemen..." the male voice of the announcer boomed out of the speakers. "... the most tantalizing tits in town, the most perfect pussy in the place, the most astonishing ass in the area, say hello... to your Destiny."



 



Spotlights lit up the stage as the curtains pulled away to reveal the next dancer, Destiny. Her name burned in flames on the wall behind her as she strutted out onto the stage in all her feminine glory.



 



I felt like I'd just been hit by a truck.



 



Destiny was absolutely stunning. Her heavy tits jiggled inside a lacy black brassiere with each step she took as the 5'8'' stripper made her way towards the pole nearest me. The bass of the music reverberated in my chest and I felt my heart skip a beat as I stopped breathing for a moment and took in the spectacle of the impossibly gorgeous woman coming within five feet of me.



 



Her hips swished each time one of her stiletto heels clicked on the floor, adding punctuation in time with the track blaring out of the speakers. Her sharp facial features were accentuated with perfectly contoured makeup and dead straight brown hair flowing freely around her shoulders. Her tanned skin made her athletically toned body all the more noticeable, with the outline of her abs partly concealed by a garter belt, attached to her sheer stockings.



 



She reached the pole and swung around it once, giving the audience a brief flash of her round ass in a matching black thong. She completed the rotation and struck a pose in front of the pole, feet shoulder width apart and head tilted down. She was making direct eye contact with me for a brief moment.



 



Destiny was the complete antithesis to me. The tall, tanned brunette to my petite, pasty blonde. It felt like she wasn't so much looking at me as looking through me. My fingertips tingled, my legs shifted, my lips parted slightly. No woman had ever had such an effect on me, and yet, I was completely awestruck.



 



The stunning stripper launched into her routine, climbing up the pole and spinning around, all in time to the music. Her muscles tensed as she held herself up in the air, performing incredible feats of athleticism. I was mesmerized by Destiny, completely entranced in her routine and the things she was making her body do.



 



"Pretty impressive, huh?" my maid of honor, Prue, leaned over and said into my ear.



 



"Uh-huh," I nodded, glad to have my previous comments on stripping proven wrong.



 



Six feet up in the air, Destiny crossed her thighs behind her and around the pole so that she faced outward toward the crowd. With her legs tensed and stretching out behind her, it naturally made her pubic mound jut out a little and catch the eye. I fluttered my eyelids and looked away in shame for ogling a woman's most private area. It wasn't a sexual thing, I just couldn't seem to help myself.



 



All the while holding herself up by the friction of her thighs, Destiny reached behind her back and unhooked her bra. She crossed one arm over her breasts while the other pulled the lingerie to the side, letting it fall down to the stage. The move earned a loud cheer from the men in the audience, desperate for her to pull her arm away and reveal her big, plump tits. Destiny smiled out at the audience cheekily, teasing them and refusing to unveil her chest until she got a loud enough cheer.



 



"Wooooo!" I joined in the chorus of shouted pleas, my eyes wide. I didn't know why I cared if I saw her breasts or not, but in that moment, I really wanted to.



 



My feminine scream caught the attention of Destiny, who looked straight at me, her lips curled in a naughty grin. She was relishing the attention of all the men in the crowd, and apparently, the women too. I met her gaze, looking into her eyes before she pulled her arm away. A celebratory cheer erupted around the room, and while Destiny's eyes remained trained on mine, I couldn't help but look down.



 



Her heavy, spectacular tits hung in all their glory as Destiny reached above her and grabbed the pole with both hands, the move causing her chest to poke out and invite the attention of every pair of eyes in the club. The music built as we all watched on, in awe of her incredible body and the strength it took to hold herself up on the pole. The bass pulsed through me, my heart pounding in my chest. It was as if I could feel my blood pumping throughout my body, warming me up and giving me hot flashes.



 



Just as the music dropped, so did Destiny. She slid down the pole quickly, landing with a thud on the stage with precision timing to match up to the beat. She dropped to her knees right in front of me and pulled on the sides of her thong, causing the gusset of the lingerie to cling tightly to her groin, giving herself a camel toe and teasing the crowd with her black lace-covered cunt lips.



 



I could feel the stripper's eyes on me again, but I couldn't look up. Instead, I stared unashamedly at her crotch. I was as straight as they came, happily engaged and sexually satisfied by my husband-to-be. I'd never been attracted to another woman ever, and I certainly never wanted to see another woman's pussy. And yet, I wanted to see beneath Destiny's thong. As little as she was leaving to the imagination, I wanted to lay my eyes on her bare pussy, just so that I knew what it looked like.



 



I didn't have to wait long, as Destiny sprung to her feet and spun on one of her stiletto heels. She poked her perfectly round butt out at the crowd and hooked her thumbs into the sides of her thong, peeling it down slowly. The tiny lace string flossing her ass pulled down, revealing her tiny little asshole sitting atop a neat pair of perfectly hairless pussy lips. I inhaled sharply at the sight of another woman's slit. I would never show my pussy to anyone besides my fiance and yet there I was staring at a woman so comfortable with her own body that she was displaying it to a room full of strangers.



 



As Destiny dragged her panties down her legs, she bent down. Her legs remained dead straight as her hands slid down the length of her thighs and calves, her head appearing between them as she doubled over in an impressive display of flexibility. The crowd roared with appreciation for her near-nakedness. She may have still had the garter belt, stockings and heels on, but everything important was there for their eyes to feast on.



 



Until it wasn't.



 



The lights all dropped away suddenly along with the music, and the excited cheers of the crowd turned to disappointed
 'awwws'
 . I felt a pang of disappointment as well, worried that Destiny's routine might be over before it ever really got going. How wrong I was.



 



The lights all came back to life in a terrific burst in sync with the music, and Destiny launched into a wondrous dance routine. She spun around the pole, hung upside down, gyrated her hips affording every patron a view of her snatch. At one point she climbed a few feet up the pole and managed to land a backflip off of it, even in her stilettos. She was incredible. I couldn't fathom not only the prowess it took to perform like that, but also the courage to do it practically naked with a hundred pairs of eyes looking at your bits.



 



I gripped my knees, exhilarated by the show, completely forgetting about my champagne. I couldn't take my eyes off the incredible woman; her sensuous movements, her ever-moving hips, her neatly trimmed triangle of pubic hair atop her otherwise hairless pussy. She was everything a woman should be, and she was showing it all. I wanted to be her. I wanted to be this powerful display of femininity. I wanted to wrap my body around this spectacular specimen and be absorbed by her. No woman had ever made me feel like this. How could a straight woman be affected by her this much? Throughout her routine, Destiny would occasionally lock eyes on me, and it would send a lightning bolt straight to my heart every time.



 



The music stopped as Destiny struck a pose, leaning back against the pole, her glorious breasts heaving with her heavy breaths. The crowd cheered and applauded her dance, with a torrent of ones showering the stage. I'd forgotten all about the aspect of actually giving money to the stripper. I stood to toss a bunch of dollars onto the stage along with everyone else as Destiny picked up her clothes. Some of the other girls scurried out and collected the money into little buckets for their coworker, but when Destiny saw me stand to place my money on the stage, she walked straight over to me.



 



I offered the money to the almost-naked woman, and she reached out with her hand to take it from me personally. As she did so we locked eyes and she offered me a warm smile. She accepted my tip and stroked the back of my hand with a finger as she did so, making my whole body feel charged with a weird energy I hadn't felt before.



 



"Thanks, hun," she said, her voice wet and sexy.



 



"You're welcome," I replied with a hoarse voice. I cleared my throat and touched my chest, embarrassed by my dry mouth. Destiny giggled at my awkwardness before turning away from me to walk off stage. I didn't stop looking at her, watching her ass crease with each step as she made her way behind the curtains.



 



"Still think it doesn't take any athletic ability to be a stripper?" Jess appeared at my side and asked me.



 



"No, I do not," I replied. "That was quite the show."



 



"They're good, aren't they?" Prue said.



 



"They sure are," I said, trying to snap out of the hypnotic spell Destiny had put me under.



 



"Did you just give that girl all your money, Maggie?" my maid of honor asked.



 



"Yeah, I'm all out."



 



"Mags! You're meant to spread it out. We can't sit at the stage if we're not tipping. C'mon, let's move back a bit, I need another drink anyway."



 



The five of us made our way behind the rows of chairs to a table we could stand around. Prue and Chelsea went to the bar as a trio of new dancers made their way onto the stage to entertain the clientele in between the main acts.



 



"You alright, Maggie?" Jess asked, noticing my blank stare into nothingness.



 



"Hm? Oh, yeah. I just can't believe how wrong I was about this place."



 



The girls smiled at me, glad I was enjoying myself as much as they were, if not more.



 



"Congratulations," a familiar wet voice said to my side. My veins turned to ice as I turned to face the source, but I already knew who it was. I looked at Destiny with wide eyes and took in a breath. She was wearing her black lace thong and matching bra again, still plenty of skin showing.



 



"I'm sorry?" I responded, not knowing what she was congratulating me on.



 



She nodded down at my sash. I'd completely forgotten I was even wearing the customary bride-to-be sash and veil. You hardly had to be a detective to figure out we were out for my bachelorette party.



 



"Oh, right," I replied sheepishly. "Congratulations on your... routine." I cursed myself internally for being so flustered and awkward.



 



"Thanks," she giggled, pushing a lock of her straight brown hair over her ear. "Is this your first time in a stripclub?"



 



"Mhmm," I nodded. "That obvious?"



 



"Uhhh, yeah," she stated bluntly. "Do you want me to show you the full experience?"



 



"What's that?" I asked, perplexed.



 



"She would love a private dance," Prue announced, returning to the table with the next round of drinks.



 



"Oh, no thank you," I stammered.



 



"Yes, please," Prue insisted. "Maggie, it's your bachelorette party! Your fiance will be doing the exact same, I assure you. Here you go, Destiny. Show her a good time."



 



Prue slipped the stripper some money and Destiny took me by the wrist. "Prue! Really?" I exclaimed in faux protest but really, I was excited to have Destiny to myself. I figured she wasn't going to come on stage again, and I wasn't going to come back to Club Venus any time soon, so this was my only chance to see more of Destiny's dancing.



 



There was hesitation in my mind. After all, being taken into the back for a private dance from a stripper was one of the wilder things I'd done. I couldn't really articulate why the thought of it was so exciting, so appealing to me. But faced with a lifetime with my soon-to-be husband, it felt like my last chance to do something really crazy.



 



Destiny led me past some security and through the heavy curtains into a private booth. There was a two seater chair made of vinyl against one of the walls, with a large mirror above the backrest. My very own dancer sat me down on the chair and mounted me immediately. I could feel her ass cheeks resting on the tops of my thighs, and for the first time I was close enough to breathe in her scent. Her aroma pierced my nostrils and made my head feel fuzzy, like it was swimming in a heated pool. She was intoxicating. I was completely captivated.



 



"The rules say you're not allowed to touch me. But you're cute and a first timer so you get a pass," she smiled down at me with her impossibly beautiful face.



 



With that, she reached around and unhooked her bra, not bothering to tease me like she did the crowd earlier and giving me an eyeful of her big tits straight away.



 



"This is crazy," I breathed.



 



"You don't think your fiance would approve?" Destiny asked as she gyrated her hips towards me and pulled upwards on her thong, tightening it around her pussy lips the same way she'd done during her routine. I stared somewhat-ashamedly at her groin, the contours of her puffy pussy lips visible beneath the tight lace. I shouldn't have been so enthralled by another woman's private parts, and yet...



 



"He'd probably love it," I chuckled as I imagined what David's reaction would be to me getting a lap dance.



 



"I bet he would. Have you guys had a threesome before?"



 



"What? Oh no, nothing like that," I scoffed at the thought as Destiny shook her boobs in my face, the lightly applied glitter on them shimmering in the low light as she did so.



 



"How long have you two been together?" she asked as she perpetually moved in my lap, bringing her tits so close to my face, her ass rubbing on my thighs..



 



"Since our freshman year of college. He proposed to me at graduation a year ago."



 



"So did you have the chance to do all your freaky sex stuff before agreeing to marry him?" Destiny asked, seemingly surprised at my answer.



 



"No, I don't really have any freaky sex stuff I want to do," I replied, very sure of myself.



 



"Oh, bullshit. You've never had one guy in your pussy while another stuffs himself into your mouth? You've never been rimmed? Or had sex outdoors?"



 



"No!" I laughed as I smiled up at Destiny. "I don't want any of that stuff."



 



"You've never had a lesbian experience?" she asked, her tone of voice becoming slightly more serious as she stopped gyrating for the first time.



 



"No," I said resolutely. "And I've never wanted to either. I'm perfectly happy with my fiance and the... services he provides."



 



"I don't know, Maggie. I saw the way you were looking at me on stage. I think there's a little lesbian curiosity bubbling beneath the surface."



 



"Well, you'd be wrong," I said with a smile, enjoying the playful interrogation.



 



"Your eyes didn't light up when you saw my pussy?" she asked.



 



"Nope," I said, confident in my heterosexuality despite my odd infatuation with the stripper in my lap.



 



"Really?" she said as she leant backwards and pulled her lacey panties to the side, exposing her puffy pink pussy lips, the ends of her hair tickling my knees.



 



I tried to resist but couldn't help myself. I looked down at Destiny's snatch, her perfectly manicured delta of pubes, her vulva slightly flushed, and what looked like the tiniest hint of wetness glistening in the low light of the private booth. I was so absorbed I didn't bother to control my facial expressions, and Destiny started giggling at my lit up eyes and slightly parted mouth. She'd got me.



 



My cheeks flushed as I tried to hide my embarrassment. "Oh my god," I said as I covered my face with my hands.



 



Destiny rose back up and grabbed me by both wrists, forcing my hands away from my face and holding them behind my head. My field of vision was taken up with her, and I couldn't look away, I didn't want to. "It's okay, Maggie," she said with a comforting voice. "Every girl's a little curious. To deny yourself the chance to explore those curiosities before you get married would be such a shame."



 



"I'm straight, Destiny. I promise you. You're beautiful and all, but I don't want to do anything sexual with you."



 



"I'm topless and sitting in your lap, it might be a little late," she pointed out. "Just prove it to yourself then. Kiss me so that you can know in your heart of hearts that you're ready to marry your fiance, and that you're definitely not a lesbian."



 



She was on top of me and still holding onto my wrists. If she wasn't I probably would have run through the door and out to the safety of my friends. I told myself I had no choice but to play along but really that was an excuse. Kissing Destiny seemed like the right thing to do at that moment. So when she leant forward and placed her lips on mine, I didn't protest, I didn't fight it. I wanted it.



 



Her big, luscious lips interlocked with mine, setting fireworks off in my head as I closed my eyes and allowed it to happen. She was so much softer and more tender than my fiance. My heart pounded against my ribs, adrenaline coursed through my whole body. I was kissing another woman, someone who wasn't David. It was so wrong. Yet, I loved it.



 



Destiny, still with my wrists in her grasp, pulled my hands behind her and placed them on her generous ass. I breathed out through my nose as my fingers made contact with her supple flesh, and I squeezed the smooth skin of the stripper's butt as we kissed again. Her heavy tits pressed against mine, with only my strapless dress separating us. She ground her groin into my tummy as she let go of my wrists to hold my face in her hands. It felt so incredible having her on top of me, having her pressing against me, having her ass in my hands, her lips between mine. I'd never felt the urge to kiss another woman before, and yet I
 needed
 Destiny.



 



I let out a soft whimper in the dancer's mouth and her lips parted. I followed her lead and our tongues entwined between us, the two wet pink organs sliding over each other in a way that was both passionate yet delicate. I gave her ass another squeeze and felt a burst of arousal pulse straight out of my clit, reverberating throughout my whole body.



 



The wonderful sound of our kiss echoed around the booth as Destiny pulled her lips off of mine. I stared at the gorgeous stripper right in the eyes and let out a long breath of release.



 



"Are you still sure you're completely straight?" she asked with a soft but still wet voice.



 



I bit my bottom lip and shook my head, my legs squirming from the lightness I felt in my pussy. Whatever lesbian inclinations I had buried deep beneath layers of repression, Destiny had exhumed. I wanted more. My pussy demanded it. No man had ever made me feel this intense, carnal yearning. I'd never felt so desperately the need to fuck someone.



 



"So what do you want to do about that?" Destiny asked with an arched eyebrow.



 



I squeezed her ass tight as I launched my body off the backrest of the bench seat, exhaling a hungry breath as I latched onto the stripper's mouth. My fingernails dug into her rump as we made out passionately, my breasts pressing into her much heavier ones through my dress. I could feel the heat of her groin pressing against my belly, and I bathed in the warmth of my own pussy beneath, an undeniable wetness starting to form in my panties. I'd never,
 ever
 , felt the need to do this with any other woman before, but she was my Destiny.



 



Our tongues danced between our mouths as we both elicited whimpers from each other, so god damned desperate to be together. Destiny's hands ran up and down my back, raking her fingernails over my dress and sending shivers up my spine. She found the zipper and pulled it down, loosening the hot pink fabric.



 



She pushed me off her face and forced me onto the backrest again. There was a brief moment where I stared at her cheeky, beautiful face, keenly aware that she was about to take my dress off. I was cheating on my fiance with another woman, an act I never thought I would ever do. And yet, in that moment, I couldn't not do it.



 



"What the hell am I doing?" I breathed with bewilderment at the turns the night had taken.



 



"What you want to do," Destiny replied, beaming at me as she leant over and took my neck into her mouth.



 



My back arched at the feeling of having her gorgeous lips sucking on such an erogenous area. Having my neck kissed and sucked always turned me on, but having Destiny do it took it to a whole new level. My brow creased and my mouth opened but no voice came out. My pussy was on fire and my panties were completely soaked through as the sexy stripper tongued up and down from my collarbone to one of my earlobes, sucking it between her juicy lips and flicking it with the end of her tongue.



 



As her magical mouth caused my panties to become saturated, she reached underneath my arched back and pulled down on my dress. The material bunched around my waist, exposing my pert tits, my bride-to-be sash running between them. Destiny dragged her wicked tongue over my collarbone, past my sash and found one of my nipples. With one hand she reached up and grabbed a fistful of my blonde hair, squeezing it as she took my areola into her hot mouth.



 



My back arched further and I whimpered a little louder as I crammed myself between her lips. She swirled her tongue around my nipple before biting down on it ever so lightly, causing it to stiffen between her teeth. She flicked the erect nub with the tip of her tongue while her other hand pinched my free nipple, causing the same reaction as its twin.



 



"Oh, fuck," I moaned as her impossible mouth was paradoxically soft yet firm.



 



The warmth of her mouth felt so good on my breast, her smooth cheeks brushing against my boob with her movements, her nose pressing into my flesh, her devilish tongue swirling and flicking around my nipple. It all added up to such an otherworldly feeling, one that David had never made me feel with this gruff nipple play and scratchy face. Destiny moved her mouth to my other nipple, the relinquished bud hardening even more as her saliva cooled in the air-conditioned booth.



 



Once she'd paid adequate attention to my tits, she suddenly sat up and shifted forward on my thighs again. "Now it's your turn," she grinned at me as she rose off my lap, onto her knees and smothered me with her perfect, voluptuous breasts.



 



The back of my head pressed into the top of the backrest as I opened my mouth and let Destiny feed herself to me. I inhaled her intoxicating stripper scent as her glittery tits were pushed into my mouth, and I gratefully licked and flicked her nipples whenever I could. The commanding stripper watched me in the mirror as I eagerly tried to do to her what she did to me. She played with my veil and fanned it out along the top of the backrest.



 



"Oh, you love playing with my tits, don't you?" she inquired.



 



"Mhmm," I replied enthusiastically with a mouthful of boob.



 



"Yeah, you're definitely not a lesbian at all," she said sarcastically but sweetly.



 



"Mm," I moaned in her chest again. In that moment I was grateful to be stifled by her bosom because I had no good response. I wasn't a lesbian. I'd never identified as anything other than straight. Whatever I was doing was completely out of character, and I didn't know why I was doing it, but despite the shame swirling around inside me for multiple reasons, I couldn't stop tending to Destiny's tits.



 



"I'm going to eat your pussy now and make you cum harder than any man ever has," she announced. The very thought of it sent another pulse of arousal shooting out of my clit, causing my butt cheeks to clench slightly and my hips to twitch.



 



I sighed with lust as Destiny pulled her chest off my hungry mouth and sunk back down into my lap, covering my mouth with hers so that we could once again exchange tongues. My horny whimpers had become desperate moans as I kissed her soft lips passionately, letting her organ massage mine as she explored my mouth.



 



I could have made out with Destiny for eternity, but the wicked stripper had other plans. Her ass scooted backwards along my thighs as she made her way south with her sexuality-challenging mouth. My whole body felt like it was on fire as she kissed down my neck, along my collarbone and over my chest. I squirmed each time she pressed her lips to my flesh, each one feeling like a cold-burn.



 



Destiny's stripper heels clicked on the floor as she dismounted me and pushed with a knee between my two. Instinctively I parted my legs enough for her to kneel between them, as her perfect tongue traced down the midline of my taut stomach, placing a full lipped kiss on my belly button that made my hips buck a little.



 



"Oh my god," I moaned feebly and bit my bottom lip as her fingers curled into my bunched up dress around my waist. I didn't hesitate for a second as she pulled down on it. I lifted my butt off the chair and allowed the stripper to pull the hot pink dress down my legs, before pulling it over my feet.



 



"So pretty," Destiny cooed as she leaned forward and buried her face between my legs, pressing her nose into the saturated cotton panties I wore, breathing in my sex through the fabric filter.



 



My back arched and tits heaved as I inhaled sharply at the feeling of having the woman's face pressing into my most private area, shielded by only millimeters of cotton. Destiny tossed my dress aside and curled her fingers into the sides of the unsexy underwear, before pulling them down along with her face. I repeated the actions to let her undress me and before I knew it, I was wearing only my bachelorette sash and veil, sitting in a dimly lit private booth of a strip club with a woman about to go down on me. My party had certainly gone from mild to wild in the span of an hour.



 



I felt suddenly shy and self-aware of my nakedness, especially in a place where women far prettier than me got naked all the time. "No, no, don't do that," Destiny said, "Let me see." She pushed on the insides of my thighs and I reluctantly spread them for her. She looked straight ahead at my trimmed, light colored pubes and pussy lips that she'd made glisten with her seduction.



 



"This feels so strange," I mused, staring down at the stripper staring at my snatch.



 



"You don't want me to eat you out?" she offered me the out.



 



"No, I
 really
 want you to eat me out," I replied resolutely. "That's what's strange. I've never wanted a girl to go down on me before but I have to know how your mouth feels on my cunt."



 



"Then why don't I show you," Destiny offered me a smile before she dragged her tongue up the inside of one of my thighs, leaning forward on the floor until her mouth reached my crotch.



 



Something exploded inside of me the moment her tongue touched my pussy. My cheeks flushed, my eyes watered a little, my mouth opened and I let out a protracted
 'ohhhh'
 as my whole worldview of my sexuality changed then and there. I almost cum on the spot from the feeling of Destiny's tongue parting my lips and licking the length of my slit.



 



The seductive stripper pursed her juicy lips around my clit and kissed it, sucking it in slightly before releasing it, causing the whole lower half of my body to twitch. My eyes were glued on the beautiful face between my legs and her fake eyelashes flitted open to look back up at me, a satisfied grin spreading across her face as she took me into her mouth once again. Her top lip smushed into my mons as she swirled the flat of her tongue against my clitoris, dragging it around in circles. I let out a more guttural cry of pleasure as she moaned onto my cunt as if she was enjoying a spectacular meal. My hands clawed at the vinyl seat to either side of me as I let myself be consumed by this otherworldly woman.



 



I realized I'd begun gyrating myself lightly against Destiny's face. It wasn't even a conscious decision, I just did it. I'd never done that before when a guy had gone down on me. The things Destiny was making me feel though was something else. Something entirely new. Something that my body craved yet never knew it until that moment.



 



The sexy stripper brought a hand up to my groin and parted my labia with her fingers, spreading my pink so that she could drag the tip of her tongue up and down through the length of me. She dipped into my channel and licked my inner walls briefly, collecting more of my nectar from it's most plentiful source.



 



"
 Mm
 , you taste so good, Maggie," she cooed as she curled her tongue back into her mouth and basked in my flavor.



 



"You feel incredible," I blurted out before I reached forward and pulled her face back into me. I heard the slightest of giggles before she went to work on my cunt again, the stripper clearly amused by my realized enthusiasm for lesbian cunnilingus.



 



As Destiny continued devouring my pussy, she wore my cum like messily applied lipstick all over her mouth and chin. The translucent honey spread onto her cheeks and the insides of my thighs with her movements. I'd never felt so wet, so turned on. I felt my own lubrication trickle down to my asshole as I moaned and gyrated against Destiny's perfect mouth.



 



It felt like there was a ball of sexually charged energy swirling around in my loins and with each lash of Destiny's tongue it grew, threatening to reach it's breaking point. My abs tensed rhythmically as I gyrated against the stripper's face, my butt lifted off the seat, moaning loudly in ecstasy as I held the back of Destiny's head.



 



The stripper focused her efforts on my clit, the main trigger point for the ball of energy raging inside me. She sucked and flicked and licked my engorged little nub with the precision of a practiced tongue. I could feel her enthralled moans vibrating my pearl as she took me closer and closer to the edge.



 



"
 Ohhhh
 , FUUUCK!!!" I screamed out as the ball reached its limit and exploded inside of me, triggering my orgasm and making my whole body tense as I became consumed by it.



 



Every muscle in my body started spasming as I bucked against Destiny's face, my hand pinning her to me. She seemed to love being pulled into me hard and her tongue never stopped flicking my sensitive clit, sending wave after wave of pleasure surging through me with each lick. She breathed hard through her nose onto my mound, her moans muffled by my cunt. I, on the other hand, shrieked loudly with unbridled pleasure, louder than my fiance had ever made me. Cum seeped out of me and Destiny's thirsty tongue gratefully lapped it up as best it could. There was too much though, and I could feel it dripping down and making a little pool on the vinyl seat.



 



Destiny and I locked eyes as I rode out the ridiculous climax, my brow creased and teeth clenched as I looked down at the impossibly beautiful stripper. She looked back at me with satisfaction and fulfillment, seemingly proud of making the straight girl cum with her veil spread behind her and engagement ring on her finger. Her jaw never stopped as my love juice painted the lower half of the seductress' face.



 



My wearied muscles suddenly untensed all at once and I collapsed down onto the seat. I let go of Destiny's head and went deadweight, completely spent. I could feel my ass sitting in a puddle of my own making. My tits heaved as I sucked in deep breaths, trying to reoxygenate my body. My mouth hung open as I looked down at Destiny in disbelief. She smiled up at me, her mouth glistening with my nectar. Seeing another woman with my cum smeared over her face was an entirely new sight for me, and it was a gorgeous one.



 



"So, still think you don't have any lesbian inclinations?" the stripper asked as a drop of my still-warm cum dripped off her chin.



 



"Holy shit..." I breathed, regaining control of my arms and fixing the veil on my head.



 



"Come here, taste yourself on me," she said sweetly with her damned sexy wet voice. She got to her feet and leaned over my slouched body, finding my lips with her own.



 



I let out a moan as she pressed her wet mouth against me. My own flavor assaulted my taste buds, my own feminine sex mixing with the aroma of the intoxicating dancer. I opened my mouth and let her creamy tongue inside me, savoring the sticky sweetness of my honey that coated her. Instinctively, I reached up and cupped her magnificent breasts while we expressed our carnal desire for each other with our mouths.



 



"So Maggie," she whispered to me as she played with my earlobe again. "Should we find out if you love eating pussy as much as you love having yours eaten by another woman?"



 



"Mhmm," I bit my lip and nodded my head slightly. I was nervous as all hell for the first pussy I'd eat to be that of a clearly very experienced stripper, but I desperately wanted to try it for myself, and I wanted to try and make Destiny feel even a tenth as good as she made me feel.



 



She pushed off the chair and stood tall in front of me. I simply looked up in awe at her perfect body; her big, round tits, her taut stomach partially concealed by her garter belt, her long, lithe legs housed in stockings, and of course, her pussy, hidden by the thong she unfortunately still wore. It was my destination, and I tongued the roof of my mouth as I stared at it, the aftertaste of my own juices tasting all the sweeter as I thought about tasting hers.



 



Destiny broke into a sort of routine, dipping up and down while her hips swayed, running her hands up her incredible body, which ever so slightly sparkled with glitter. It was a dance designed to be alluring, and it was successful. Normally, she'd be rewarded with a shower of ones for her efforts, but this time, she was going to get her pussy eaten by a girl in a bride-to-be sash. As her hands made their way down the sides of her body, she hooked her thumbs into her thong and pulled the naughty underwear down as she crouched.



 



She stood again and stepped out of her thong, pussy now on full display. My eyes lit up at the chance to see it again. Her perfectly trimmed delta of fur above an otherwise hairless snatch, her vertical lips jutting down below it, waiting for my tongue lick between them. I breathed in a nervous, staggered breath as my destiny drew nearer. I was going to eat pussy.



 



"Like what you see?" Destiny asked cutely.



 



"Fuck yes," I admitted. "I just... don't know what to do."



 



"That's okay, just take your time. Get acquainted with my cunt. Here," she put one foot up on the vinyl seat next to me. "Have a feel first."



 



"Oh my god," I went wide eyed at the better view the move gave me of her pussy.



 



"It's okay," she reassured me.



 



My hand seemed to move in slow motion as I reached up. I placed my four fingers over Destiny's short pubes, and as if on auto-pilot, slowly stroked up the length of her slit with the pad of my thumb. The stripper let out a gratified sigh as I felt her.



 



It was everything. The soft, velvety texture of her sensitive pink. The physical manifestation of her horniness in the warm wetness of her lubrication. The puffy vulva I divided with my thumb, flushed with lust. The small peaks and valleys as I felt every square millimeter of her, from her hole to the little button that was her clit. I was completely entranced by the stripper's snatch.



 



"I want you to eat it," Destiny said softly.



 



Her voice broke my concentration and I looked up at her with wanting eyes. "Me too," I replied.



 



Her lips curled into the slightest of grins as I slid off the seat and onto my knees between it and her. My heart pounded against my ribs as I came face to face with her cat, and her tangy-sweet fragrance tickled my nostrils as I breathed it in. It felt like a pool my mind could swim in, bathing in her femininity. At that point I was completely beyond all logical thoughts, I was operating solely on sexual desire, desperate to satiate some unearthed hunger inside me.



 



My mouth was salivating, and I was unable to bear another second not eating Destiny's cunt. So I leaned forward with an open mouth and sealed my lips around hers, licking upwards through her pink and feeling all the same things my thumb had. Only this time, my head felt impossibly light and I moaned with satisfaction as an electrified feeling at the top of my spine spread throughout my whole body. My eyes half-closed as I looked up at Destiny, her face partially obstructed by her heavy tits, but she had her eyes closed and breathed out through pursed lips as she finally had her pussy being attended to.



 



Her complex flavor was like nothing else I'd ever tasted. There was an almost fruit-like sweetness to her snatch mixed with a tartness that drove me wild. The smell, the taste, the feel of her velvet pink, the light scratching of her pubes on my upper lip, it all combined to overwhelm me with fulfillment. It was like I was made for eating Destiny's pussy, like it was my unrealized purpose in life and now I'd attained it.



 



I licked again and again, desperate to get the full hit of her flavor on my tongue with every lick. I used the flat of my tongue as well as the underside of it as I moved up and down through her snatch, exploring her topography. I let out muffled moans throughout, enjoying the experience almost as much as Destiny.



 



"Oh, Maggie," she cooed from above, relishing my enthusiastic first-time cunnilingus.



 



She reached down and picked up my veil, pressing the sheer material against her tits and rubbing them. I wasn't sure if it was the feel of the material she liked, or the success of her conquest of a soon-to-be married woman. Probably a little of both. She squeezed her own nipples through the fabric and moaned, her stomach moving in and out with her heavy breaths.



 



I reached around with one hand and sunk my fingertips into the flesh of her rump, pulling her in closer to me. My other hand clawed at the inside of her thigh while I feverishly licked her slit again and again. My oral was unfocused, as I tried to experience every part of her pussy at once. I wanted to dip my tongue into the well of her vagina at the same time I wanted to suck her lips between mine, at the same time I wanted to tickle her clit and make her feel good.



 



"Finger me," Destiny said in a voice that was equally desperate as it was instructive.



 



Glad to do whatever the seductive stripper wanted, I reached up with the hand on her thigh and found her opening with the tip of a finger. I pushed up and it slipped inside of her easily. Destiny let out a long sigh as she gratefully accepted the digit, and the walls of her tight channel squeezed me with appreciation. I started working in and out of her while my tongue licked at her clit like a cat cleaning itself.



 



"Another finger," she said in the same voice, and again, I happily obliged.



 



I pressed my middle finger into her and felt her hole stretch to accommodate the extra girth. I inserted myself all the way to the knuckles and felt her opening choking my fingers, while the uneven surfaces of her inner walls massaged them. Destiny's hips twitched a little as I filled her up and she let out a little yelp of pleasure. I began moving myself in and out of her, never stopping my oral onslaught of her clitoris, completely drunk on her cunt.



 



"Fuck me faster," she said as her breaths quickened.



 



I pumped my fingers in and out of her faster, piston-fucking her slippery, tight hole. The response was immediate, and I felt Destiny's ass tense in my other hand as she let out a louder moan. My own moans were becoming louder too. She was so damned sexy, so fucking delicious. I wanted to eat her pussy all night and make her cum again and again and again.



 



"Fucking hell, Maggie, that feels so good. Use the tip of your tongue to flick my clit," she commanded.



 



I was grateful for the instruction. I'd never had that kind of direction with anyone else and I loved doing as I was told. I stopped licking her pearl with the flat of my tongue and fluttered the tip of it against the sensitive little nub. Destiny let out a higher pitched squeal as she rubbed my veil against her harder, her hips and pelvis twitching randomly.



 



Suddenly they were no longer twitching but properly bucking, and Destiny let out an almighty cry of ecstasy as she came all over my fingers and face. She ground her cunt into my face and I sucked her pearl into my mouth as she rode out her orgasm. I drove my fingers as deep as I could into her, as her entrance spasmed and her precious juice spilled out of her, trickling all over my hand and down the inside of her thigh.



 



"Oh, Maggie,
 FUCK!
 " she screamed as she quivered, rubbing my veil into her chest.



 



As her orgasm wound down, I released her clit from my lips and slid my fingers out of her core, the digits gooey with Destiny's satisfaction. She let go of my veil and I dove down to her thigh, dragging my tongue upwards to collect all of her tasty nectar, not wanting any of it to go to waste. The stripper shuddered at the feeling of my tongue on her, her whole body sensitive as she recovered from her climax. Once I'd replaced the trail of cum with my saliva, I shoved my fingers into my mouth and sucked off every drop of her sex like a drug addict, loving every second I got to spend tasting her.



 



Destiny took her foot off the seat and reached down to me, pulling me up and into her embrace, kissing me one last time passionately.



 



"You were incredible," she said as she smiled at me, our mouths glistening with each other's cum, our tits pressing together.



 



"Everything about that was incredible," I admitted, the disbelief and shock of what I'd just done starting to sink in.



 



"You better get back to your friends. We've been in here longer than the average lap dance."



 



"Shit, you're right. But I want to stay in here all night and eat your pussy more."



 



Destiny arched an eyebrow. "What would your fiance think about that?"



 



"Oh, who cares," I said dismissively, although a pang of guilt did knot in my stomach as I said it.



 



Destiny giggled and let me go. We each retrieved our clothes from around the room and got dressed. I couldn't stop looking at the stripper as we did so, trying to steal one last glance of her pussy and tits before she concealed them with her lingerie. I pulled my cotton panties up and felt the coolness of the soaked cotton against my steaming cunt. I slid back into my cocktail dress, threading it beneath my bride-to-be sash and adjusted myself in the mirror, wiping away any traces of my lesbian romp in the private booth.



 



"Good luck with your marriage if you decide to go through with it," Destiny said as she placed a peck on my cheek. "Come back some time if your husband can't make you cum like I can."



 



With that, the stripper offered me one last smile before she spun on her heel and exited the  booth. I swallowed as I prepared to do the same and face my friends. I stepped out and made my way through the hall and back onto the main floor, where I clocked my friends standing by the same table they were at before.



 



I walked over to them, the taste of a stripper's pussy lingering in my mouth, my panties wet with experimentation. They all cheered as they saw me and I broke into an embarrassed grin.



 



"Well, how was it?" my maid of honor, Prue, asked me.



 



"It was pretty good," I undersold it.



 



"So, safe to say your opinion on stripclubs has changed?"



 



"Oh, my opinion on a lot of things has changed," I replied cheekily. "Now, who's got my drink?"



 



Jess handed me a gin and tonic with mostly melted ice and I swallowed a big gulp of it. I wanted to bask in the taste of pussy a little longer but I had to wash away the smell so I could talk to my friends.



 



How the fuck was I going to tell my fiance?



 



THE END







 The Maid Of Dishonor



 



"You did what?!" my fiance, David, exclaimed in horror.



 



"I'm so sorry, babe," was all I could say. Hurting David hurt me, but I couldn't change what I'd already done.



 



"I don't understand... you cheated on me with a stripper? Was this at your bachelorette party?"



 



"Mhmm," I nodded, tears welling in my eyes as David processed my confession.



 



"Well, shit, Maggie. We're meant to be getting married in five days. I didn't even know you liked girls."



 



"To be honest, neither did I. It just sort of happened."



 



"How could it just sort of happen? You must have gone home with her. There must have been a thought process behind it."



 



"Actually it was in a private booth at the strip club."



 



"I don't even know what to say. Apparently I don't know my own fiance."



 



"You do, babe."



 



"I don't! Apparently you're bisexual. That's a pretty big thing to not know about someone you're going to marry."



 



"I'm not bisexual, David."



 



"What do you mean?"



 



"I guess you could say I was bi-curious. But it was just then and there, it's not who I am. It's one and done. I want to be with you and you alone. I don't have any interest in other women."



 



David paused, trying to assess whether I was being completely truthful or not. I wasn't really lying, but I wasn't being completely upfront either. The truth was, I didn't know where I stood. Having sex with another woman was a completely otherworldly experience that not only opened my eyes to all new sexual possibilities but allowed me to have the most intense orgasm of my entire life. I no longer knew whether I was straight, bisexual, a lesbian, or whatever in between. But I couldn't confess my confusion to David and risk him calling off the wedding. I wanted to be married, to have the day I'd planned for almost a year.



 



"Okay," he said eventually, his tone a lot calmer.



 



"Okay?"



 



"We can move past this. It was just one time like you said and it's never going to happen again. We can't push the wedding back this close to it. And even if we did, I would be too embarrassed to tell people the reason why."



 



"You're embarrassed?" I furrowed my brow. I expected anger, confusion and betrayal, I hadn't expected embarrassment.



 



"Of course, Mags. It's humiliating. You cheated on me with another woman. It'd sound to people like I can't satisfy you so you turned to a stripper to make you cum."



 



David had never made me cum like Destiny did, but I kept that little nugget to myself.



 



"Like I'm so bad in bed that it turned you into a lesbian," he added.



 



Horrible logic and understanding of how sexuality works aside, I decided not to correct him. "David, you know that's not why I did it."



 



"No I don't. I don't know why you did it."



 



"It was just a mistake. There's no reasoning for it," I said, another half-truth. I did it because Destiny made me wetter and hornier than I'd ever been, and while I might not have understood all of my feelings as to why that was the case, it was the reason I let her eat my pussy.



 



"Let's just forget about it. We have a twenty thousand dollar wedding in a few days that we need to worry about. We don't have the bandwidth for this as well. We can talk about it after the honeymoon."



 



David's dismissive attitude towards problems was always the thing I disliked most about him, but in this case I was okay with it. I wanted our wedding to go ahead, despite my hiccup in sexual orientation and faithfulness. If his biggest character flaw allowed us to both get what we wanted, then so be it.



 



"On the note of worrying about the wedding, I have to go and see Prue and smooth things over with her," I said, referring to my best friend and maid of honor.



 



"What do you mean?"



 



"I told her what I've done on the phone a few hours ago because of how nervous I was to tell you. She took it harder than you did. She shouted a swear and hung up on me. She's not replying to any of my messages either. I'd rather not have my maid of honor fuming in all our wedding photos."



 



"Why's
 she
 so mad about it?" David asked, confused why the usually supportive bestie would act that way.



 



"I'm not sure, but I better go and figure it out," another half-truth. I had an idea of why Prue would be upset about my lesbian tryst, but it was just another thing to make David worry.



 



"Alright then, go save our wedding," he said, frowning at me.



 



"Thanks, babe. I'll be home soon hopefully." I leant in to give him a kiss but he turned his head at the last second and my lips landed on his cheek. I felt terrible about how I'd made him feel, but he had the right to be a bit catty. I stood up from the couch and made my way over to the front door of our apartment.



 



"Hey Maggie?" he said as I opened the door. I turned to face him. "Don't have any more sex with other women, okay?"



 



"I won't, David. I promise."



 



Another half-truth.



 



Actually, that one turned out to be a straight up lie.



 



✦✦✦



 



A short time later I knocked on the door of Prue's apartment and took a deep breath in to steel myself for the upcoming conversation. If anyone had any right to be pissed off about my lesbian transgressions, it was David, but not far behind him was my best friend.



 



Prue and I had known each other a long time, since the beginning of college. We both had such firm beliefs about what college should be and what we were going to get from it. I was a serial monogamist, and had only had sex with two guys at that point. Prue was about as sexually experienced as me, but unlike me, she was looking to broaden her sexual horizons.



 



Prue was keen to experiment, and wanted to see what being with other girls would be like. One night, after a few drinks, we went back to her dorm like we often did, and she confessed how much she wanted to try lesbian sex. In my inebriated state, I began giggling, finding the admission more amusing than anything. But then she leaned in and tried to kiss me, and I handled it... not as well as I could have.



 



It wasn't my finest hour, and I blew up. I yelled at her and accused her of having a lesbian obsession with me. We didn't speak for months, until eventually I apologized for overreacting and we slowly were able to reconnect. It was by far the biggest fight of our friendship, one that we liked to pretend never happened.



 



When I had reflected on the fight in the past, I could never figure out why I reacted the way I did. But since my sex with Destiny, perhaps I was overreacting because of feelings I had inside me that I didn't want to admit to myself. Perhaps I took it out on her because I wasn't as straight as I liked to think. Whatever the case, what I'd done at my bachelorette party had hurt her, and I needed to smooth things over if I wanted my wedding day to be perfect.



 



The door opened and a sullen Prue stood there, refusing to speak first.



 



"Prue, I'm-"



 



"You're what, sorry?" she interrupted and spat at me.



 



"So sorry," I replied earnestly.



 



"Oh,
 so
 sorry. Well that makes it all okay then."



 



"Prue, can I just come in so we can talk about it. I've just had to tell my fiance I cheated on him with another woman, I need my best friend."



 



Prue picked at the door awkwardly, her demeanor changing to reluctant concern. "You told him? Is the wedding off?"



 



"No. He hasn't forgiven me yet, but he wants to go through with the wedding."



 



"Was he too embarrassed to call it off because he was cucked by a girl?" Prue asked with an arched eyebrow.



 



"Kinda, actually. For some reason it's apparently more embarrassing that it's a girl than a guy."



 



"Men are so sensitive," Prue smiled wryly, the best friend that I knew and loved shining through her attempt at coldness. "Come in," she pushed the door open all the way.



 



I smiled and followed her inside. We sat on her couch and while I turned to my side to face her, she didn't reciprocate, still a bit frosty. She adjusted her skirt and refused eye contact. I was determined to make amends.



 



"Look, Prue, I think I have an idea why you're so mad I slept with another woman."



 



She turned her head towards me and arched her eyebrow again. "Do you just?"



 



"Yes, look, I know we've never really talked about... that fight, but it was years ago. We've both changed a lot since then."



 



"Yeah, apparently you're bisexual," she replied sardonically.



 



"Why does everyone keep saying that?" I muttered to myself. "Prue, c'mon. I know I handled your advance poorly but there was still more than two years of college ahead of you at the time. Surely you got another chance to experiment like you wanted."



 



"I didn't actually," her voice cracked a little and tears welled in her eyes. "After what happened with you I was too scared to try again with anyone else. I slept with a few guys that I could count on my fingers using only one hand, and that was it."



 



"Oh, Prue, I'm sorry. I always assumed you had, I just never wanted to ask because... well..."



 



"And now you've had sex with a fucking stripper! After all you've done, the way you made me feel, now
 you've
 got to explore lesbianism and I'm left behind, the same old boring Prue the prude."



 



"Prue, you're not boring at all. And just because we're not in college anymore, doesn't mean you can't still have those experiences. Hell, I did in the least expected place."



 



"I wouldn't say a strip club is the least expected place for two people to have sex."



 



"For me it was!" I proclaimed. "Look, the point is, you're twenty-three, not sixty-seven. If you want to explore your sexuality more, then you should."



 



Prue wiped her eyes and brought one leg up on the couch so that she could reciprocate my body language and face me. She pushed a lock of her light brown hair over her ear and looked into my eyes. As she did so I felt my heart flutter a little. I'd always known Prue was attractive, but I'd never been
 attracted
 to her. After my newfound lust for lesbianism though, I couldn't help but think how nice it would be to see her naked, to suck on her milky white tits, to see if she kept any pubic hair or shaved it all.



 



I closed my eyes and pushed the thoughts out of my head, determined to honor my promise to David and stay on the 'straight' and narrow. I missed my opportunity to have sex with Prue years ago, and it had to stay that way for the sake of my impending marriage.



 



"You really think so?" she said, her brow furrowed in the cutest way, seeking validation.



 



"Of course," I reached out and placed my hand on her arm, the skin on skin contact making my fingers feel numb. "Now, I need my maid of honor back. I'm getting married in
 days
 and can't do it without you. I'm sorry I hurt you. It wasn't my intention at all. If there is anything I can do to make things okay between us then just name it."



 



I meant it sincerely, and Prue chewed her bottom lip as she thought about it. I was not prepared for what she said next.



 



"You could kiss me?" she said, shrugging her shoulders.



 



"What?" I replied, the suggestion taking me by surprise.



 



"Yeah! If you want my forgiveness, then you can make up for what you said in college and kiss me right now. I wanted you to be my first lesbian experience back then and I still want that, even if it's just a kiss."



 



"Prue, I can't kiss you! I've just fucked a stripper and almost had my wedding called off because of it. I literally just promised David I was done with all things lesbian, which I am. The other night was just some one-off experimentation."



 



"Maggie, if you can have sex with a stripper then you can kiss your best friend. Look, just kiss me and then we can focus all our energy on your big day again. We'll put it behind us and David won't have to know. It's just a kiss. Nothing to feel guilty about."



 



It wasn't so much hurting David again that was playing on my mind, it was the concern that I wouldn't stop at a kiss. Ever since my bachelorette party I'd been grappling with questions of my sexuality, whether I liked women more than men, whether I liked men at all. Was I bisexual like everyone kept insisting, or was I a lesbian? I kept telling people it was a one-and-done type thing, but in my mind I wasn't so sure. As much as I was trying not to be, I was still curious.



 



"Okay," I said eventually. My throat felt completely dry as I said it. My curiosity was getting the better of me, but I told myself in the moment that I had to do it for the sake of the wedding. I was doing it for my fiance.



 



Prue's eyes lit up. "Really?" she said, somewhat surprised by my agreeance. It occurred to me that she might have just been torturing me a little as recompense for the pain I'd caused her, that I probably could have gotten her to forgive me without kissing her. But I wanted to. I had to know, was I done with my lesbian side, or was it a part of me I couldn't just lock away?



 



"Yeah," I said, equal parts hesitant and excited.



 



"Well... okay then," her expression was one of
 'I can't believe that actually worked'
 .



 



Prue shuffled towards me a little on the couch, and leant in. I did the same, my best friend's face filling my field of vision as we got closer. We both paused, our lips an inch apart. My heart pounded in my chest as I smelt the scent of her, one that was familiar and yet in the moment, completely alien. It excited me.



 



I closed the gap between us and our lips locked. My spine became electrified and my head felt light as I felt Prue's soft lips against my own. We kissed again, our heads changing sides as our pursed lips pressed into each other. Her pheromones filled my nostrils and stung the back of my throat, and I felt an intense warmth stirring in my loins that was familiar. I'd felt it only days prior in the private booth of a stripclub.



 



My loins couldn't lie, I wanted more. I peeled my lips off of my maid of honor only so that I could kiss her again and again. As I broke away, I licked her mouth and when I went back in, I was greeted with parted lips. Our tongues entwined between us and massaged each other as they moved in circles. Prue let out of the softest of moans at the feel of our tongues touching.



 



My pussy was on fire, and I wrapped an arm around Prue's shoulders to bring her closer to me. We became one, joined at the mouth, years of love pouring into each other. She grabbed at my sides with nervous hands, unsure of herself but enjoying the kiss she didn't get to have all those years ago.



 



We made out on her couch for a long time, getting lost in each other as I became gradually wetter, my groin feeling like there were butterflies flapping their wings against my skin from the inside. I was desperately horny and in need of a woman's tongue to make me feel satisfied. I peeled my mouth off of Prue's and we both opened our eyes and looked at each other for the first time in several minutes.



 



"Do you want me to kiss your neck?" I asked, overcome with lust for my best friend. I'd decided I wanted to fuck my maid of honor, I just hoped my offering to take things further wouldn't scare her off.



 



"Uh-huh," she nodded, her cheeks flushed pink, her mouth half open and her eyes half closed as she basked in the feelings I'd just elicited in her.



 



I smiled, thrilled that Prue was enjoying herself as much as I was. There was so much I could show her; how a woman's mouth feels on her neck, the feeling of a smooth face and gentle tongue between her legs, the power of the orgasms a woman could give her. I brushed her light brown hair out of the way and she turned her head a little to allow me access to her pretty neck.



 



The instant my mouth made contact with her skin Prue exhaled hard like all the wind had been knocked out of her. I suckled on her tender flesh, marking her milky white skin with my lipstick as I pushed my tongue against her before enveloping it with my lips. I wrapped an arm around her waist and brought myself as close as I could to her, our thighs pressing against each other through our clothes.



 



Prue started letting out soft whimpers of pleasure as I explored her erogenous zone with my mouth. My blonde hair dangled down the sides of my face and tickled her shoulder as I dragged my tongue up the length of her neck, making my way to her earlobe just as Destiny had done to me at my bachelorette party. Sucking the lobe between my lips earned the loudest moan yet from my maid of honor and I felt her slightly shiver in my arms.



 



"Oh my god," she breathed, not used to being so turned on by another woman, least of all her best friend.



 



I smiled and moaned myself with satisfaction for the effect my mouth was having on her. I felt the same drunk feeling I had with Destiny, completely uninhibited and just enjoying the pleasure of being with another woman, and enjoying giving her pleasure equally as much. Being with David was very much about my turn and his turn. I didn't feel that way with women. It was always
 our
 turn.



 



I moved my hand from Prue's waist, finding her own in her lap. I guided her up to my chest, and with slightly shaking fingers, she cupped one of my breasts in her hand, breathing out hard and biting her bottom lip as she did so.



 



"Oh, wow, Maggie," she said as she began fondling my tits over my shirt.



 



My bra was obstructive, but it still felt amazing being the first woman she'd felt up. Her nervous but inquisitive hands cupped, massaged and squeezed my tits, and I could feel my nipples hardening beneath my clothes. She closed her eyes and breathed heavily at the array of new sensations she was experiencing. I did the same, nibbling on her ear while her hand explored my globes. The fire in my pants burned a little brighter, my whole body felt light and warm.



 



"Should I take my shirt off?" I whispered in Prue's ear, praying she'd say yes, still terrified that she'd cut me off at any moment and bring us both crashing back down to reality.



 



"I'd really like that," she whispered back, making my heart sing with joy.



 



I pulled away from her face and sat up so that I could take my shirt off. As I pulled it over my head I watched Prue's face, watched her breathing with nervous anticipation, watched her eyes widen as she saw my tits housed in my bra. I tossed the shirt over the back of the couch and reached behind myself, unclasping my bra and pulling the straps over my shoulders, baring my naked breasts to my best friend.



 



Prue's lips parted slightly and I heard the wet sound of her tonguing the roof of her mouth. As my bra fell away from my tits, her eyes lit up even further, and her gaze felt warm wherever she looked. I could feel her taking in my supple breasts, my puffy pink areola and my nipples, already made stiff by her touch. I could see the longing in her because it was the same that I felt. I needed her and she needed me. Together, we could explore our sexualities and know ourselves a little more. If I wanted to know whether or not my recent infatuation with women was due to a genuine wet pussy or just cold feet, I had to have sex with my maid of honor.



 



"Do you want to use your mouth?" I offered myself to Prue.



 



The invitation caused her eyes to dart up from my chest to my face. "Are you sure?" she asked, giving me the out if I wanted to put my clothes back on and go home to my fiance. I probably should have, but I was too overcome with curiosity and lust to stop then.



 



"Mhmm," I reassured her, nodding my head as her skittish eyes looked back down at my tits and she smacked her lips.



 



Prue leant over, slowly, hesitantly, placing a hand next to me to hold herself up as she lowered her head to my chest. She pressed her lips against the flesh of one of my breasts, her cold nose poking into my pliable skin while her warm lips pursed a little lower down. My head tilted to the side as my neck felt like an electric current was running through it, my shoulder blades tensing wonderfully.



 



My head swam in pleasure as Prue kissed me again and again, exploring my chest and becoming gradually less nervous each time. She kissed my sternum and breathed in my feminine scent, her hot breath blowing against my skin. Eventually, she worked up the courage to pay attention to one of my nipples, and she kissed it ever so delicately, taking the nub between her lips before releasing it.



 



"
 Ohhh
 ," I sighed with satisfaction, enjoying the feel of a gentle, feminine mouth on my tits once again.



 



My verbal cues seemed to encourage my bestie, who cupped my breast with her free hand while she nibbled and sucked on it, even being so bold as to use a hint of teeth to give me a little bite. I let out a pleasured giggle and I could feel her face smiling as she teased me.



 



She moved from breast to breast, flicking her tongue against me and pursing her lips around my erect nipples, seemingly having the time of my life as she got to experience something completely new to her. The ends of her hair tickled my tummy as she paid me fantastic oral attention.



 



"Is this how you imagined it would go back in college?" I asked, curious to know how our friendship would have been if I'd been more sexually open back then.



 



"It's even better than I imagined," she replied, not bothering to lift her head from my chest. "Tits are so much fun!" she exclaimed enthusiastically.



 



"They are," I smiled as I agreed with the sentiment, my mind flashing back to nights prior when Destiny fed her incredible boobs to me. "Prue, can I ask... how far did you want to take things that night?"



 



"What do you mean?" she paused between nibbles to respond.



 



"Did you think we'd just kiss, or play with each other's tits? You know, some light lesbian fun. Or were you hoping we'd go all the way and eat each other out?"



 



"I hadn't really thought about it."



 



"Liar," I giggled, knowing damn well Prue had run through how she wanted that night to go a million times before she propositioned me.



 



"Okay," she kissed a nipple again, my chest now glistening with her saliva. "The thought of going down on you made me nervous. I thought at the most we'd finger each other," she returned her mouth to my breasts.



 



"Oh really?" I said as I slid a hand along Prue's thigh and up her skirt.



 



The move caused Prue to tense up fantastically. She inhaled sharply and her lips squeezed shut around my nipple tighter than her usual kisses. A tiny moan voiced in her throat as my fingers grazed her panties and my back arched at the feel of it all. The warmth emanating off her groin heated the backs of my fingers as I brushed her mons, and Prue instinctively opened her legs a little to let me in.



 



She moaned again as I traveled further south, roughly feeling the hill of her hood through the cotton, and the horny dampness of the fabric over her opening. Prue's kisses and licks became suddenly more passionate as she refused to leave my tits while I teased her beneath her skirt.



 



"Kinda like this?" I asked, grinning wickedly down at the top of my best friend's head.



 



"Mhmm," she responded with a mouthful of nipple.



 



I began massaging her curious cunt over her underwear, applying light pressure with my thumb and the backs of my fingers. Prue let out soft whimpers of pleasure onto my chest while I played with her pussy, my maid of honor getting wetter and wetter from the realization of a years long lesbian dream.



 



She would occasionally tense and quiver from the stimulation I was giving her whenever I touched somewhere particularly sensitive. Every time it would make her mouth a little rougher on my tits, sending a wave of erotic pleasure pulsing through me. It was a fantastic positive feedback loop of arousal as I touched my best friend's most private area. My panties were saturated and my clit throbbed in my jeans. I hoped Prue's pussy-eating concerns were stuck in the past but I would have settled for her fingers if I had to. I just wanted a woman to make me cum again.



 



"Do you want me to go further?" I asked my friend.



 



"Please, fuck, yes," she stammered out with her hot breath, consumed by lust and arousal.



 



She shivered as my knuckles brushed against her while my hand moved up. I slipped the tips of two fingers into the elastic of her panties, being somewhat cautious so as to not freak her out, despite her apparent enthusiasm.



 



"You don't have any pubes!" I was surprised by my friend's grooming habits.



 



"No, I get a Brazilian every week," she replied, her voice strained with anticipation. "Please, Maggie. Please finger me," she pleaded.



 



Her begging was so hot to me, stoking the flames between my legs even more. I grinned with delight at her desperation to be finger fucked and I wriggled my entire hand into her underwear. Her lips kissed my nipple hard as my hand filled her panties and I traced a finger through her slippery pink snatch. Her back arched and she moaned with delight as I divided her labia and touched the length of her sensitive, horny pussy.



 



"Oh, that feels nice," she said as I stroked her slit again.



 



I used my pointer and ring fingers to spread her lips and my middle finger to explore her velvety snatch. She was so wet already, so turned on by our lesbian exploration. I slid my finger into her core and she stiffened, taking in a sharp breath as she fought to prevent her legs from closing. As she gasped, she moved her head up from my tits and rested it on the curve of my neck. The hand that had been propping her up on the couch now clasped onto my shoulder. It was like she was clinging onto me for dear life and I loved it.



 



"Do you like the feeling of another woman being inside you?" I asked, trying my best to imitate Destiny's wet, sexy voice.



 



"Mhmm," Prue moaned as she wriggled and shifted on the couch, unable to sit still.



 



Her opening choked my finger wonderfully as I slid it in and out of her, probing the inner walls of her vagina. My palm rested on her hairless mons, the elastic of her panties tight around my wrist. It felt so incredibly hot to be in my best friend, feeling her most intimate place.



 



My maid of honor breathed heavily onto my collarbone, loving being fingered by me as much as I loved doing it. I slid my digit out of her channel and started teasing her clit, the lubricated tip of my finger tracing tiny concentric circles around her horny pearl. Prue whimpered a little louder as she tensed all over again at the feeling of her most sensitive spot being tickled.



 



"Why were you afraid to go down on me back in college?" I asked, knowing she'd be honest in her hyper-aroused state.



 



"What?" she moaned, almost annoyed at the question while my hand was in her underwear. "You're asking me this now?"



 



"Yeah, I am. While I have my finger on the pulse," I whispered seductively into her ear as I applied a little more pressure to her love button, tweaking it and making her jolt and yelp with ecstasy.



 



"I was embarrassed," she admitted.



 



Despite Prue being a total knockout, she always did have issues with her self esteem. Even in that intimate moment, with her best friend flicking her clit, she still couldn't look me in the eye, instead focusing on my lap as she rested in the crook of my neck. "That you wouldn't be able to do it right?"



 



"Mhmm," she bit her lip as my unrelenting fingers brought her ever closer to the edge.



 



"Was that it?" I asked.



 



"And the taste. I didn't know if I'd like it," she said with a strained voice, struggling to converse with the fun I was having in her panties.



 



"You've never tasted yourself?"



 



"Mm-mm," she grunted in the negative.



 



"Oh, Prue," I said as I pushed my fingertip into the base of her clit and dragged it up until the engorged bean slipped out and recoiled into place, making my bestie shudder again and emit a stammered moan.



 



"I know it can seem daunting eating pussy." My finger slipped around her clit, pressing harder on the love button. Prue tensed and shivered.



 



"But I promise, if you simply do what you like having done to you, and follow the guidance of the woman you're going down on, you'll have nothing to worry about." I built up a rhythm, flicking her clit left and right before rubbing it with circular motions. Prue moaned louder.



 



"I know I say this having only eaten one pussy. But it tastes... heavenly. Once you dive in you'll never want to come out. I promise, once you've tasted one for real, you'll want to do it again, and again." I whispered right into her ear, "There's nothing sweeter than the taste of cunt on your lips."



 



Prue's hand grasped my shoulder tightly as she came. Her ass lifted off the couch and her legs clamped shut as she jerked and cried out in pleasure in my arms. Her mouth hung open as she quivered, and with the opportunity presenting itself, I couldn't help myself.



 



"Here, taste yourself first," I said as I pulled my hand out of her panties and shoved my middle three fingers into my best friend's mouth. The move caught her by surprise, which was reflected in her orgasmic moans. But she went with it, and sucked on my moist fingers diligently. I felt her tongue licking the honey off them, proving to her that the taste of pussy was nothing to be afraid of.



 



By the time she rode out the last waves of her first orgasm given to her by another woman, she was gorging herself on the fingers I fed to her. I held her head in my other arm, stroking her hair lovingly while she sampled her own flavor.



 



"That's it, good girl," I encouraged her, the submissiveness of my best friend making my cunt yearn even harder for her touch, or better yet, her tongue. "Leave some for me."



 



I pulled my fingers out of Prue's mouth and took them in my own, tasting the remnants of her sticky nectar as she heaved in deep breaths of air on my shoulder. Having only eaten Destiny's pussy in the stripclub, I was curious to see if I liked the taste of other girls as much as I did her. Licking the drops of my best friend's cum lingering on my fingers confirmed that this was indeed the case. I wanted more of it.



 



"Holy shit," Prue breathed as she sat up and looked me in the eyes for the first time since I took off my bra. "I haven't cum like that in years."



 



"Mmm, I wanna see," I said, raising my eyebrows and motioning down to her crotch.



 



Prue grinned cheekily at the suggestion and leaned back into the couch, folding her skirt up to reveal her bubblegum pink panties below. They were a light shade of pink, but when she spread her legs she revealed a terrific burst of cum-stained cotton, several shades darker from being soaked with satisfaction. I licked my lips at the sight, wanting to taste Prue's cum directly from the source.



 



"I wanna know what
 your
 pussy tastes like now," she said, her face slightly blushed with the remains of her orgasm and her slight embarrassment at speaking that way.



 



"Oh yeah? How do you want to taste it? Do you want to finger me as well?"



 



She bit her lip and shook her head a little, trying to contain an excited smile. "I want to use my mouth," she admitted.



 



I grinned back at her. "You want to eat me out?"



 



"Mhmm," she nodded nervously. "Can I?"



 



"Fuck yes you can. But we need to lose some more clothes. And I want those panties while you go down on me."



 



I stood up from the couch and unzipped my jeans, pulling them down with my panties and making myself completely nude for Prue. She didn't move at first, unable to take her eyes off of me, taking my body in and staring at my snatch, knowing it was her next meal.



 



"Come on, Prue," I snapped her out of it and helped her off the couch.



 



We looked each other in the eyes as I helped her take off her tank top and pulled down her skirt. We were completely entranced by one another, completely in the moment. Nothing could stop us from taking things further.



 



I sat back down on the couch and positioned myself against one of the cushions in the corner, looking up and down my best friend's spectacular body. I motioned at her panties, the last remaining piece of clothing between us. "I said I want those," I smiled perversely at her.



 



She grinned back, still so nervous but clearly excited. She pulled her bubblegum pink panties down her legs and stepped out of them, holding them in her hand as she let me take in her whole naked body. I stared straight at her hairless pussy, her puffy lips flushed pink with no pubic hair to hide it. I bit my bottom lip, wanting so badly to get the chance to go between her legs, but knowing I had to wait my turn. I held out my hand and my maid of honor shyly passed me her soaked underwear.



 



I brought them to my face and inhaled, breathing in her feminine musk and letting it sting the back of my throat. I pulled a leg up onto the couch, spreading myself enough to offer Prue a proper look at my cunt. She breathed in and squeezed her fists before climbing onto the couch. She knelt on all fours in front of me, and I slouched down to make it easier for her, hooking my leg over the backrest of the couch to spread myself even wider for her.



 



"It's okay," I reassured her, cupping her face and stroking her cheek with my thumb. "You'll be great. Now, I need that mouth." I moved my hand from the side of her face to the top of her head, and gently pushed down.



 



Prue followed my guidance and lowered herself down to my snatch. She poked out her tongue and gave me an exploratory lick, barely pressing her tongue on my slit. It was enough to make me inhale sharply though, just having another woman's tongue touching my pussy for a brief moment was so god damned erotic to me.



 



"Lick me properly," I said to her, holding her panties at my chin so that I could keep breathing them in.



 



Prue did as she was told and licked me more deliberately upwards through my pink. I shuddered and let out a stammered
 'ohhh'
 as my sensitive snatch was explored by my best friend.



 



"Doesn't taste so bad, right?" I asked.



 



"Maggie, you taste fucking delicious," she replied enthusiastically, pleasantly surprised by how much she enjoyed my cunt. I remembered my first taste of Destiny's pussy, and how intoxicated I became with it, the same seemed to be true for Prue.



 



She didn't need further prompting. She licked and sucked and nibbled at my pussy. Leaving no square millimeter of pink not seen to. Her lips pursed around my labia, kissed my vulva, her tongue dipped into my channel and through my slit, teasing my clit at the top of each lick. I sighed and moaned gently as I held my best friend's panties to my face and enjoyed her scent while she enjoyed my cunt.



 



Prue made soft sounds of delight as she snacked on me, relishing my flavor and getting off on performing the act. She was finally living out her dream, and it was exceeding her expectations. With my free hand I pushed her hair over her ears so that I could watch her pretty face while she tongued me lovingly.



 



"A bit harder, babe. Focus on my clit," I said, desperate for the release of all the pressure that had been building up inside me.



 



Prue grinned and her eyes met mine. "You wanna cum, don't you?"



 



"So fucking bad," I replied, my voice almost whiny.



 



Prue happily obliged and began applying more pressure to my love button. She reached around one of my thighs and pinched at the top of my snatch, pulling back my hood and exposing my sensitive bean. It allowed her to lick my more precisely, and she dragged the flat of her tongue over my clit, finishing the move with a couple of circles drawn with the tip. My stomach tightened and my head fell back onto the couch cushion. I felt drunk on the smell of the panties in my hand and ecstatic from the tongue between my legs.



 



"Fuuuuck," I moaned towards the ceiling.



 



Prue repeated the action again and again, licking me harder and gradually building up pace. Pleasure shot through me like bolts of lightning emanating from my clit when she tongued it in just the right way. Every time I would twitch and squeal in delight, my tits jiggling slightly and my muscles tightening.



 



She built up to a fast enough rhythm and began circling my clit with the end of her tongue, her whole head moving in circles between my legs as she watched the reactions it caused in me. Her top lip would bump against my pulled back hood, her chin would knock into my butt crack, her tongue never left my exposed nub.



 



My moans and twitching matched the intensity of Prue's mouth, building and building, reaching an almost unbearable height until... I came, all over my maid of honor's face. My hips bucked, knocking my pubic mound into Prue's nose, but she was attached for the ride, her tongue never stopping as my legs tensed and relaxed over and over, cum seeping out of my snatch for my bestie's waiting mouth.



 



"Oh shit, Prue, I'm cumming!" I cried out redundantly.



 



I squeezed my eyes shut as I wailed in the throes of pleasure, riding out wave after wave of the orgasm, the feel of a gentle woman's face between my legs making it all the better. I couldn't believe the heights to which other women could make me cum. I'd always assumed the occasional cunnilingus from my fiance was as good as it was meant to get for a woman, but oh how wrong I was.



 



As I came back down to earth, Prue sloppily kissed up my belly and tits until she found my mouth, leaving a trail of my own sex wherever her mouth and chin went. I took one last whiff of the cotton grool rag I held in my hand before I threw it on the floor. I wrapped my arms and legs around my maid of honor, pulling her in close and ramming my tongue down her throat, tasting myself on her mouth. We both moaned into each other with an incredible sense of gratification from what we'd just done. Our steaming snatches pressed against each other while we made out, our juices mixing together in a cocktail of wondrous femininity.



 



I let my high wane while I kissed Prue passionately, before pulling away from her, the smell of my own cunt on her breath. "See, eating pussy's not so bad, is it?" I teased her for her earlier reticence.



 



"It's fucking awesome!" she decreed enthusiastically, and we both giggled. The pair of us were so new to lesbian sex, yet we both seemed to love it way more than we ever expected. "Does it feel as good to receive as it does to give?"



 



"Why don't I show you?" I smirked as I unwrapped my legs from my maid of honor, playfully pushing her off me and turning her around. Prue made a face at me when I turned her, but she saw in my eyes that she could trust me, and smiled as she allowed herself to be physically handled. I bent her over the opposite armrest, her pert bum being raised into the air from the arch of the armrest, her neat little pink pussy on display between the backs of her pale thighs.



 



Prue giggled as I raked my nails symmetrically over her butt cheeks and down her thighs, tickling the backs of her knees. Her pussy shimmered with arousal, begging for my tongue. She gasped as I traced a finger down her midline, through the crack of her ass, making brief contact with her tiny little knot of a butthole, before continuing through the lips of her pussy. My finger met my thumb at her upside down clitoris, giving it a light squeeze that made her feet lift off the couch for a moment, the curious brunette squealing in delight.



 



"Tell me the truth, did you secretly hope we would eat each other out when you propositioned me all those years ago?" I asked her.



 



"Mhmm," came her response. "I wanted to keep my expectations somewhat realistic, but I wanted to go down on you even then."



 



"Well now you have," I said, causing her to giggle girlishly. "Do you want me to return the favor?"



 



"Mhmm."



 



"Tell me how much."



 



"I want to feel your tongue in my pussy, Maggie. I've wanted to know what it would be like for a woman to eat me out for years. And I've always wanted that woman to be you."



 



"Well then, let's see what we can do about that," I said as I bent over and touched my tongue to Prue's pretty little clit.



 



She gasped as I made my way through her pink, instinctively pushing back slightly, willing my tongue to press harder into her as I licked up to her hole. I made my tongue rigid and squeezed it in, swirling it around inside her tight, warm space. Our position caused my top lip to come dangerously close to her asshole, but I didn't mind, I pushed in as much of my tongue as I could.



 



Prue's hips twitched as she whimpered with glee. I saw her head drop as she pushed back against my face. She was loving it. I was loving it.



 



My tongue quickly became coated in her delicious stickiness thanks to her creamy cunt. I got the full flavor of what I'd just gotten a hint of on my fingers. I basked in it, loving her tart sweetness. I'd once dared to swallow my fiance's cum, and found it revolting. It didn't hold a candle to the taste of Prue's or Destiny's delicious sex. I relished it, pulling my tongue out of her channel and spreading the creaminess all over the inside of my mouth. I voiced my satisfaction.



 



I licked Prue again and again, exploring her neat pussy. I loved the feeling of my smooth face on her smooth lips and legs. I built up a rhythm in her snatch, the wet noises of my continuous licking filling the room along with the satisfied moans Prue and I both made.



 



"Oh fuck, Mags. That's..." she trailed off, dropping her head again and enjoying my tongue the fullest.



 



My lips sealed around hers and I placed a bit more pressure on her, holding onto her thighs to pull myself in harder while my tongue stroked her velvety gash with the top and underside of the organ. The tip of my nose knocked on her backdoor, a wickedly lewd feeling that I would have thought I would hate, but it just made the already indecent act that much more naughty.



 



The position allowed me to wriggle the tip of my tongue beneath her head and easily access her clit. I curled my tongue down and pressed into her pearl with the very tip, vibrating it with miniscule but rapid movements. It sent Prue into overdrive, and the already worked up woman came then and there.



 



Her precious nectar spilled out of her and trickled down the backs of her thighs as she shuddered against the armrest. I didn't dare leave her clit, knowing I could lick up the excess grool once she'd peaked. Her ass shuddered to the sides of my face as I buried my tongue into her snatch, pressing down on her love button to make her cum as hard as possible.



 



"FUCK, MAGGIE! HNGGGGG," she screamed as her back arched upwards, her spine electrified by the orgasm. Her toes curled and I could feel her feet lift off the couch and press into my belly as her muscles tensed. Her sex just kept leaking out of her as her pussy pulsed, her butthole sucking in so tight before releasing, pulling away from the tip of my nose before slamming into it over and over. She looked so fucking beautiful cumming for me. I was so grateful to be in her snatch, my tongue fluttering against her clit like a hummingbird's wings, my own drool dripping out of my mouth and mixing with her heavenly honey.



 



Prue came out on the other side of her climax and went limp curled over the armrest. I pulled my face out of her steaming snatch and licked the backs of her thighs in search of every drop of sex that had been wasted on them. I moaned to myself as if I was finishing a tasty meal as I did it, which of course I was. Prue randomly spasmed as I enjoyed myself, her body in a hypersensitive state from the orgasm I'd just given her.



 



"Come back to me," I called out to her, trying to penetrate the brain fog she was no doubt laying in. Prue stirred and rolled over, and I lay on top of her to kiss her, our whole bodies pressing into each other as we embraced with the love only friends of many years could.



 



"I don't know what to do with my life anymore," Prue said, flustered and flushed from the mind-bending lesbian sex we'd just had. It was a feeling I was familiar with. I felt it the night I hooked up with Destiny, I felt it every time I masturbated to the thought of that night, and I felt it then, in Prue's arms, wanting to want to marry David but knowing I wasn't done with my newly uncovered lesbian desires.



 



Perhaps I never would be. This seemed to be me. I'd had sex with two women and both times I felt more sexually gratified than I ever had with any man, including the one I was meant to marry in a few days. I couldn't run from it. This wasn't just some bicuriosity I had to get out of my system. I was a lesbian.



 



Prue smiled up at me, seeing me lost in my own thoughts. "Hey, you still want me to be your maid of honor on Saturday?"



 



I pushed the worried thoughts of sexuality out of my head and smiled down at her, my lips glistening with her cum. "Yeah," I said, not having the guts to admit anything out loud.



 



I'd promised David no more sex with other women, and then broken that promise in under an hour. I was in trouble. But I couldn't tell him. Not this time. Maybe I would marry him and love my life being his wife. Maybe this would all be something we'd laugh about in twenty years.



 



Then again, maybe my destiny wasn't what I had thought.



 



THE END







 An FFF Menage On Her Wedding Day



 



I peered out of the first floor window and watched the various guests starting to arrive. They were congregating at the church entrance below and smiling, laughing, enjoying themselves. And so they should, the day was meant to be a happy day, after all. It was the day of my wedding.



 



I took my seat in front of the vanity, staring aimlessly at myself in the mirror, lost in my own thoughts. I was already in my wedding dress and my hair and make-up was perfectly done. If I had been myself, I would have said I looked beautiful, but there was too much on my mind to appreciate my appearance. My bridesmaids were all stunning in their burgundy dresses, and they buzzed with anticipation around me, sipping their champagne and chatting excitedly.



 



All except Prue, my maid of honor and best friend. She watched me with concern, the only one of the group that knew what was going on behind my eyes, because she was part of the problem. She was part of the reason I was having second thoughts about my own wedding.



 



A week prior I would have been excited as the rest of them to get married. But then I had to have my damn bachelorette party. And I had to let my friends convince me to go to a damn strip club. I'd been completely secure in my heterosexuality up to that night, but then I saw Destiny. She was the sexiest woman I'd ever laid eyes on, and in fact the only woman up to that point that I'd ever considered sexy. When I saw her routine, with her big tits, grabbable ass and pretty pussy shaking in my face, something flipped inside me. After a private dance in one of the club booths led to her and I eating each other out, I knew I had something to worry about.



 



I had to confess my sins to my fiance. David was naturally upset, but took it pretty well, better than I had hoped. There was still some contempt bubbling under the surface but he said he had come to terms with the fact that I had some lesbian curiosities I had to get out of my system before I fully committed to him.



 



The problem was, they weren't just curiosities. Within an hour of coming clean to him and promising it would never happen again, it happened again between Prue and I. We fucked each other at her place and it confirmed to me that my sudden interest in other women was not just a one-off thing. Prue and Destiny had made me feel better than ever before, and made me cum harder than any man ever had. I was a lesbian.



 



I didn't come clean about that one to David. That would have made him call off the wedding for sure and I couldn't bring myself to just cancel the life I always had planned out for us. I'd spent twenty-three years wanting to get married to the man of my dreams, have kids and build a family. I'd spent
 one week
 wanting to eat pussy and have pretty girls go down on me. And so there I was, in my wedding dress, about to get married and have the life I always thought I'd wanted.



 



"Something wrong, Maggie?" one of my elated bridesmaids, Jess, had noticed my staring off into space.



 



I shook myself out of it and put on a smile to cover up my inner conflict. "Everything's great," I lied. "What could be wrong on a day like today."



 



"I can't believe you're getting marriiiiied!" Jess squealed, and the rest of my friends, save for Prue, all let out a loud woo of excitement.



 



"Yeah," I said, less than enthusiastically, cutting off the girls' happiness as their expressions turned to concern.



 



"Okay. Something
 is
 wrong. Do you have cold feet?" Chelsea asked.



 



"What... no. Of course not," I tried to lie, but it wasn't very convincing.



 



"Mags," Chelsea said from the couch. "It's normal to not feel totally sure on the day of your wedding. I know you're young and the first of us to get married, but David is such a catch. You're gonna live such a happy life together."



 



"Yeah, I know," I said, trying to steady my voice and stop tears from welling up in my eyes.



 



"As soon as you see him standing there, all your fears will vanish," Jess backed up Chelsea, thinking they knew why I was upset.



 



"I'm sure they will. Really, I'm fine, ladies. I promise. I would like some time alone with Prue though, if I could."



 



The girls all exchanged looks, wondering if Prue knew something they didn't. Prue just looked at me, her brow slightly creased, looking stunning as ever in her perfectly applied full face of makeup and her burgundy dress. After some murmuring, the group honored my request and all filtered out of the room until it was just me and my maid of honor.



 



"Maggie, if you're this unsure about who you are, you owe it to yourself to call off the wedding and find out," Prue said once we were alone.



 



"I know, Prue. Such a big part of me wants to call it all off and run out of this church right now. But how can I? I've spent the better part of a year planning this day. My whole family is here, and David's. I have relatives that have flown in for this. How can I let everyone down like that just because I think I'm a lesbian," the worries poured out of me. It felt good to confess them to Prue, one of only two people on the planet who would understand.



 



"You
 think
 you're a lesbian?" Prue asked, raising an eyebrow at my word choice. "Maggie, you've had sex with two different women in less than a week."



 



"Okay, I'm a lesbian, alright? There, I said it. But that doesn't change the fact that I've made a commitment to David and to this day."



 



"Actually, it really kinda does, Mags. I know this is what you think you want, but you have to be true to yourself."



 



I paused, staring at my maid of honor from my seat in front of the vanity. "It's a real shame it took until a week before my wedding to realize I was gay, but that's the way it went," I said calmly. "Destiny made me realize how little I've done. I've never had a threesome, I've never had sex outdoors, I've never been rimmed."



 



"Rimmed?" Prue arched her eyebrow again, amused by my list.



 



"Shut up," I said playfully. "Look, if it was three months ago, I could end things with David and explore my sexuality to the fullest. But it's not three months ago, it's the day of my wedding, in fact it just became the hour of my wedding. It's too late to call it off now."



 



"I thought you might have some cold feet about your cold feet. So I've arranged for a little visit from someone who might be able to convince you better than I can," Prue said cryptically.



 



"What the hell are you talking about?"



 



Without answering, Prue walked over to the heavy wooden door and opened it, revealing the last person I expected to see on my wedding day. Destiny, the 5'8'' goddess of a woman stood in the doorway, her dead straight dark hair outlining her beautiful face with makeup that rivaled my professionally done face. She wore a leather jacket over her army green tank top that was stretched to the limit by her heavy, round tits, her stiff nipples poking through the tight fabric. She showed just a hint of midriff and hung her thumbs in the loops of her skinny jeans. It was the most clothes I'd seen her wear, and yet she was still the sexiest thing on the planet to me.



 



"Destiny!" I exclaimed, my fears and worries temporarily washing away as I leapt out of my chair and skipped over to her, throwing my arms around her neck in a tight embrace. She did the same, her leather jacket groaning as she held me close, her hands on the back of my backless wedding dress.



 



"Well, don't you look insanely beautiful," the off duty stripper said as we unwrapped.



 



"Oh please, I'm in a four thousand dollar wedding dress and five hundred dollars worth of professionally applied makeup and hair styling and I
 still
 don't hold a candle to you. What are you doing here?" I was rapt to be seeing her again, something I never thought would be the case, but her presence was very strange.



 



"Well, I had a visit at work last night from your maid of honor here," she said as she gestured to Prue. "And she told me about what you two little minxes got up to at her apartment."



 



I felt my face flush with embarrassment, practically turning the shade of Prue's dress. I couldn't believe Prue had gone back to the strip club and sought Destiny out.



 



"By the sounds of what you've been up to since we hooked up at the club, you shouldn't be going through with this wedding," Destiny continued as she stepped into the room and closed the door behind her.



 



"I know, Destiny. Fuck. I know. But look at me, I am literally in my wedding dress. There's nothing that can stop this train from leaving the station."



 



"What was that list you had, Mags?" Prue interjected. "A threesome, sex outdoors, having your ass rimmed? You think once you walk down that aisle you have any chance of any of those happening?"



 



"Having your ass rimmed?" Destiny chuckled as she raised an eyebrow, an identical reaction to my bestie.



 



"Yes, I realize that if I marry David there are certain sexual doors that will be closed to me. But I didn't even want them open until a week ago!" I proclaimed.



 



"Let me ask you something," Destiny spoke. "How do you feel about sex with your fiance in comparison to the sex you've had with Prue and I?"



 



"There is no comparison," I replied immediately. "I always thought the sex I had with David was how it was meant to be, how it was for every woman. But sex with the two of you just feels... right. He's never made me cum like you two have, and I've never felt so at peace as when I was with you guys."



 



"And what do you think it's going to be like in twenty years as a lesbian married to a man?" Destiny asked. Fuck, I wanted to kiss her. She was so damned hot. Kissing her would shut her up and make me stop having doubts about my wedding, at least temporarily.



 



"I don't know, okay? I'm not thinking that far ahead. I'm just thinking about today," I said in an almost whine. I was starting to get frustrated with the united front my two lesbian lovers had formed against me.



 



"Alright, this isn't working. You're clearly going to go through with it despite the fact that you know you shouldn't. Can I just make one little suggestion?" Destiny asked, raising a single cute finger in the air, one that I wished I could have inside me.



 



"What's that?" I asked, curious.



 



"Fuck me one more time. Right here, right now. Fuck me and your best friend. If that won't convince you to call it off, nothing will."



 



I started giggling hysterically. "Destiny, we definitely do
 not
 have time for that. I'm getting married in less than an hour!"



 



"Then we better not waste any time," she said as she launched herself forward, pressing her lips against mine before I had the chance to protest. And I would have protested, but the moment we connected my thoughts were all washed away. I just felt her, those wonderful, soft, plump lips interlocking with my own.



 



I closed my eyes and let it happen. I couldn't bring myself to push her off me. I'd wanted to kiss her from the second I laid eyes on her again, and the fulfillment of that urge was too strong. My heart exploded inside me like a firework, sending sparks of joy and attraction into every part of my body. My head, my groin, every fingertip felt electrified with desire for the gorgeous woman kissing me.



 



I knew it was hopeless to fight my urges. I knew we didn't have time and that having sex with someone right before you got married was very clearly wrong, but I didn't care. When Destiny opened her mouth to kiss me deeper, I didn't fight it. I opened mine and we stroked each other's tongues as she held my head in her hands, her fingers lightly stroking at my temples, making me feel all giddy. A moan voiced in my throat as I gave in to the seductive stripper, our wet lips sliding along each other as we made out with more passion than I'd ever felt from just a kiss.



 



I felt the warmth of my best friend at my side, brushing her body against me as she moved in. I broke off from the kiss with Destiny and looked at her with half-closed, horny eyes. She looked so beautiful, so alluring. I couldn't believe she'd set this up for me. I loved her for it, and wanted to show her how much. So I kissed Prue as passionately as I had kissed Destiny, the sexy stripper nibbling at my neck as I made out with my maid of honor.



 



I wrapped an arm around Prue and brought her into the fold, all of our breasts pressing into each other as we kissed and softly moaned. I felt so at peace having both the women I'd fucked in my arms, pressing against me. It felt right.



 



After a moment of swapping spit with my bestie, Destiny relinquished my neck from her mouth and pushed my face out of the way with hers, taking her turn to kiss Prue. It was so indescribably hot to see the pair of them together, their mouths making wonderful sounds as they made out. The fake tan of Destiny juxtaposed Prue's milky white skin, and I loved watching the stripper that seduced me into lesbianism connect with the best friend who harbored a crush on me for so many years.



 



Destiny's mouth moved back to mine, and the three of us wrapped our arms around each other as we kissed each other more and more. At one point our mouths all briefly joined together in a triangle of lustful lips, the feeling of both of them together making my simmering groin become a rolling boil, and I could feel my lace panties starting to get wet as my pussy purred. The thought of having sex with two women at the same time made me as horny as ever, and in an hour I'd be married and the opportunity would be lost forever. I couldn't let it go unseized.



 



As the three of us continued kissing, Destiny rolled her shoulders back and allowed her leather jacket to slip down her arms and onto the floor. The movement of her body caused her fantastic big tits to push out, and I felt them pressing into mine and Prue's, sending a wave of arousal crashing through my body and down to my cunt, wetting my panties even more.



 



The sexy stripper crossed her arms over her front and pulled her tight tank top over her head, revealing a lack of bra beneath and the incredible tits I'd thought about so many times in my fantasies over the last week. I had to stop kissing Prue for a moment so that I could look down and admire them properly. And I heard Prue exhale slowly as she took in the beautiful sight for herself.



 



"Fuck," she whispered to herself as she stared at Destiny's perfect chest. She'd of course already seen Destiny naked during her routine at the strip club, but it was nothing compared to being up close and personal with her incredible, feminine body.



 



"What the fuck are we doing?" I breathed, staring down at Destiny's luscious breasts with wanting.



 



"What we want," Destiny said with a coy grin, before she reached around the back of Prue and my heads and pulled us down into her chest.



 



Destiny's substantial height advantage over the two of us meant we didn't have to lean far, as we each cupped the underside of one of the stripper's breasts and took a nipple into our mouths. Destiny stroked both of our hair as we looked up at her, flicking her erect nipples with the tips of our tongues, sucking her sensitive, pink areolas into our mouths. We each reached around her and grabbed a handful of her substantial ass over her jeans. Our hands molded to the curve of her squeezable, round butt and we dug our fingers in while our mouths were at work on her tits.



 



"Mmm," Destiny groaned as she smiled down at us, enjoying our newly lesbian mouths loving on her breasts. "The two of you feel so good together."



 



I imagined having two girls' mouths on my tits at once. It was so fucking hot as the realization that I was heading towards my first threesome crept into my mind. Two women to make me feel good, two tasty pussies to eat, two soft mouths to kiss and lick me all over. My pussy purred more and I felt the gusset of the white lace panties beneath my dress becoming saturated with my arousal.



 



I loved the feeling of being next to my best friend, sharing Destiny's big tits with Prue, our cheeks pressing against each other as we kissed and licked all over the stripper's perfect boobs. This was the woman that seduced me into lesbianism, the one that set everything in motion for what happened between Prue and I. Now Prue got to experience for herself the intense, erotic pleasures of being with Destiny.



 



We both moaned onto the stripper's chest as we slovenly sucked her nubs between our lips. I wanted more, and I could tell Prue did too. She'd had a taste of pussy but it wasn't enough. It was never enough. I knew she felt that way because it was how I felt when I was with her. I wanted to see if the second snatch I ate would be as tasty as the first. It was.



 



The three of us stumbled over to the old chair I was previously sitting in by the vanity. We pressed Destiny against the back of it, her ass perching on the top of the backrest as the mouths of my maid of honor and I made their way south. We fell to our knees in our expensive dresses as we kissed down over Destiny's taut stomach, trailing our tongues down the outline of her abs, and kissing her pierced navel, making the stripper's muscles recoil in delight. Prue and I found each other's mouths for a moment while we pawed at Destiny's legs and groin. I found the zipper of her jeans and pulled it down while she assisted, undoing the lone button.



 



Destiny kicked off her leather boots before Prue and I could peel the skinny jeans down her long, lithe legs. Prue's eyes lit up at the tiny black G-string that we unveiled as the denim peeled away. The front of the naughty underwear was so small that Destiny's neatly trimmed delta of pubes was slightly visible to either side of the skimpy fabric. I could feel myself drooling as I caught a whiff of Destiny's intoxicating scent wafting off her snatch. That familiar sweetness I'd been literally dreaming of tasting again. I tongued the roof of my mouth in anticipation, so hungry for her pussy.



 



Prue and I exchanged an excited look before we each grabbed the sides of the tiny G-string and tore it down Destiny's thighs. Neither one of us could take our eyes off her alluring cunt as the stripper raised one leg at a time, allowing us to blindly remove her jeans and panties and toss them aside. The stripper was completely naked, while Prue and I knelt on the ground in front of her in our thousands of dollars of wedding attire. I should have cared about kneeling on the old church floorboards in my wedding dress, but I didn't. All that mattered was that I got to lick Destiny's pussy again.



 



The stunning tower of a woman perched her bare ass on the backrest of the chair again, her hands gripped it to either side as she spread her legs for us. Prue and I could both smell her fragrant sex, and it stung my nostrils, making my head feel light with desire. I was the bride so I went first, leaning forward, barely able to contain my excitement as my mouth sealed around her puffy pink pussy lips.



 



I poked my tongue out and licked through her sex, breathing out hard through my nose and onto her pubes as I moaned in appreciation for getting to taste her again. It was like eating a meal you hadn't had since you were a kid, and you finally got to experience it again. Just the most perfect moment of gratification. Destiny's abs tensed and her grip on the chair tightened as she winced with pleasure at the feeling of my tongue touching her. I looked up at her from the floor, our eyes connected with my mouth full of her muff.



 



"Oh my god, that's so hot," Prue murmured next to me, enjoying the close-up view of the bride's face in the stripper's snatch.



 



With great will power, I managed to pull my face out of Destiny's inviting groin. I gave Prue a peck on the lips, giving her a taste of the stripper's sex. "Your turn," I said as she smacked her lips, savoring the sample I gave her.



 



Without hesitation, Prue turned her head and buried herself between Destiny's powerful thighs. I loved watching my best friend eating out my seductress. The wicked, wet sounds of her tongue lapping at Destiny's perfect pussy. The movements of her jaw as she seeked to please the beautiful woman. The way Destiny's trimmed pubic hair scratched Prue's little button nose. It was such a sexy thing to be watching. I kissed gently at my maid of honor's shoulders and neck as I relished the sight in front of me.



 



Needing to lick her delicious snatch again, I forced my face in and pushed Prue's out of the way, taking my turn to push my tongue into Destiny's channel and nibble on her clit. Prue kissed the insides of Destiny's thighs while I was at work, the two mouths of us newer lesbians trying their best to please the pro.



 



It
 did
 please her. As Prue and I took turns eating her cunt, Destiny moaned and sighed as she looked down her naked body at the two formally made up women fighting over her yummy cookie. Her muscles tensed and the old chair creaked as she gripped it, putting more of her weight onto it as her generous ass spilled over the top of the backrest. Her dark, straight hair swayed around the tops of her breasts as she shuddered.



 



"Fucking hell, girls. This is the best wedding I've ever been to," she said as Prue and I both looked up at her. I simultaneously wanted to be her and fuck her forever. She was the hottest thing I'd ever seen, and being able to take in her naked body while I tongue-fucked her in my wedding dress was the best present I could have asked for.



 



Prue and I alternated mouths again and again as the sexual energy rose inside Destiny. I would lick and suck, and then move my head out of the way so that Prue could do the same. Just as she was about to cum, Destiny let go of the chair and grabbed both our heads, pulling us hard into her. Our dueling tongues each flicked one side of her clit and Destiny was sent over the edge, quivering and letting out strained noises as her orgasm gave her a seizure of ecstasy.



 



"
 Hnnnng
 ," she moaned as the wooden feet of the chair rattled on the floorboards. The seductive stripper came all over our desperate faces. Prue and I both lapped at her sticky honey as it painted our faces and chins, hungry for as much of her feminine flavor as we could get.



 



Destiny's knees buckled and she fell into a heap on the floor in front of us, the three of us making out messily as strings of her cum swung from our lips. We were all so hot for each other, so swept up in our lust for women that we didn't worry about how loud we were or the fact that we were in a room above a church.



 



"Let's get you out of this dress," Destiny said to me, hunger in her eyes as she pawed at the straps on my shoulders.



 



"Woah, no way. It takes so long to get in and out of this dress. By the time we got it off I'd have to start getting dressed again to be downstairs on time" I stopped her naughty hands, earning a sulky look from the stripper.



 



"What about you, Prue? Does it take you forty minutes to get in and out of that?" she asked my maid of honor.



 



"Hell no!" Prue replied excitedly. "Let's get me naked."



 



"Maggie," Destiny addressed me. "Why don't you sit on that couch over there while I unwrap your wedding present?"



 



I grinned and collected myself off the floor. The girls did the same as I stumbled over to the couch, picking my wedding dress up off the floor and sitting down. Destiny faced Prue towards me, standing behind her as she unzipped Prue's burgundy bridesmaid dress. Prue looked over her shoulder at the sexy fox and raised her arms as Destiny tugged at her sides. The dress pulled down Prue's lovely, thin, supple body, revealing her flushed tits and black thong as it crumpled into a heap around Prue's ankles.



 



Destiny ran her hands all over my best friend's body and I simply sat there enjoying the show, biting my bottom lip and breathing hard with horniness as Prue's body was taken by the wickedly slutty seductress. Destiny kissed the nape of her neck as she cupped her boobs, one of her hands diving south and into Prue's panties. I saw her knuckles moving beneath the fabric as she rubbed Prue's clit, making my maid of honor whimper with pleasure.



 



"Oh fuck," Prue whispered into the air, overcome with arousal.



 



"Don't you think Maggie looks so beautiful in her wedding dress?" Destiny asked her in her husky, wet voice.



 



"Mhmm," Prue moaned her agreement.



 



"Did you like making your best friend cum the other night?"



 



"I fucking loved it," Prue said softly as Destiny pushed down on her thong, causing it to join her mess of a dress on the floor.



 



"So then do it again," Destiny instructed directly into her ear. Prue shivered from the stripper's breath blowing into her, before her eyes opened and she trained them directly on me. A shot of arousal bolted through my body, my pussy on fire beneath my wedding dress, in need of a woman's mouth.



 



Prue stepped forward out of the crumpled clothes around her pumps, looking at me lustfully. I just sat there and let her do what she was going to do. I was past the point of pretending I didn't want to fuck the both of them, and if I had to stay in my wedding dress for that to happen, then so be it. My maid of honor dropped to all fours on the floor and crawled underneath the bottom of my dress, dragging her tongue along the inside of my thigh as her head made its way to my crotch.



 



I sighed as I felt her nuzzling my pussy through my white lace panties. They were already soaked with desire, and Prue was no doubt enjoying the concentrated aroma of that desire beneath my dress. She placed soft kisses all around the insides of my thighs, tugging at my wedding garter with her teeth. I felt her hands slide up my legs and I instinctively lifted my butt off the couch to let her pull my panties down.



 



She couldn't get them completely off my legs in the position she was in, so instead she just pulled them to my knees and weaved her head underneath them, the saturated lace pressing against the back of her hair as she went to town on my snatch. I tensed in the chair and grabbed hold of the lump in my dress that was Prue's head as her tongue made contact with my sensitive pink. It felt so good to have her eating me out again. Her gentle, inquisitive tongue licked up and down my creamy cunt, tickling my most sensitive spots and making me squirm and mewl.



 



Destiny stepped forward, her legs to either side of the naked Prue on the floor. She leaned over and shoved her fingers in my mouth. "Here, taste your friend. It's only fair," she said as I sucked and licked the flavor of Prue's pussy off them. I moaned with delight for the taste, and the delicate but determined oral my best friend was giving me beneath my dress.



 



The stripper bent down further as she took her fingers out of my mouth, replacing them with her own tongue. I kissed her vigorously, lifting my back off the couch as I tried to give every piece of myself to her. Prue nibbled on my clit and made me squeal into Destiny's mouth as I let the two women have their way with me.



 



Destiny pushed me back down against the couch, leaning over further so that she could try again with the straps of my wedding dress. I didn't have time to take the whole thing off, but I could at least let her get my tits out. I threaded my arms through the straps and Destiny pulled the expensive gown down, exposing my perky breasts and erect nipples.



 



Her sultry tongue made it's way across my collarbone and down my bare chest, and the next thing I knew, her plump lips was pursing around my areola. Her warm mouth tending to my tits while my best friend licked and sucked on my swollen clit made me shudder in my wedding dress, letting out a stammered sigh of satisfaction as I spread both arms along the backrest of the couch and let myself be consumed by these two incredibly sexy women.



 



I looked over the top of Destiny's bent over body at the vanity mirror across the room, staring at the reflection of the backs of the two beautiful women pleasuring me. I could see Prue's thin, milky white body on all fours on the floor, her hairless pussy and tiny little butthole adorning it between her pale cheeks. Above her was the phenomenal, tanned body of Destiny, her thicker thighs and round rump on display in the mirror so that I could feast my eyes on her shimmering cunt and the shadowy darkness between her cheeks.



 



It was such a hot sight and I stared at it unblinkingly as Destiny lavished my tits and Prue gorged on my snatch. My naughty maid of honor's head bobbed beneath my dress as her tongue lashed at my cunt lips and clitoris, teasing my horny nub into a frenzy. I breathed heavily as the sexual tension built and built inside of me, my chest heaving against Destiny's perfect face. The feel of their lips, the sight of their rears, the moaning of their voices and the wet sounds of their mouths. It was all so fucking hot. The pressure inside me was rising, simmering like an overfilled pot spitting out drops of water that sizzled on the stovetop. I couldn't take it anymore.



 



The tension snapped as my body boiled over. Molten hot sex spilled out of me for Prue's ravenous mouth to collect as my hips gyrated against her face. Destiny clamped her lips down hard on one of my nipples while her deft fingers lightly twisted the other, sending the most erotic pain to course through my chest, complementing the insane pleasure I felt below so perfectly, taking my orgasm to new heights. The mouths of the two women made me climax harder than I ever had before.



 



I started letting out an almighty scream of pleasure that certainly would have been heard by my wedding guests outside on the lawn. Destiny used her free hand to cover my mouth and stifle my howl of ecstasy to prevent any concerned passersby from bursting into the room and finding the bride being fucked by two naked women. If anyone outside looked up at the window, they'd see the back of my head rolling around on top of the couch, little would they know that it was because of the mouths of the two sexy women I had on my body.



 



I squealed into Destiny's hand over and over as I rode out the ebbs and flows of my orgasm, my body trembling inside my wedding dress and leaking so much cum for my maid of honor's dutiful tongue. I could hear Prue softly moaning beneath my dress, relishing my love juices. I could see in the mirror how wet her own pretty pink snatch was, and I bet she would have gladly stayed between my legs all day. But my wedding ceremony was drawing nearer and nearer and I wanted to make Prue cum too as a thank you for what she'd done for me.



 



Destiny uncovered my mouth once I stopped squirming, and I bunched up my dress to pull out my naked best friend beneath it, grabbing Prue by the face and pulling her up to my lips. Her mouth was sticky with my own honey and I loved it, not hesitating to shove my tongue inside her and taste myself. Destiny watched us lovingly kiss from above, her hands stroking Prue's naked body.



 



"I want to go down on you," I said to my bestie as I peeled my lips off of hers.



 



She giggled with excitement. "Where do you want me, babe?"



 



"Up here," I instructed as I tapped the armrest of the couch.



 



Prue got to her feet, turned briefly to give Destiny a wet kiss before she climbed up onto the couch next to me, perching her cute little butt on the armrest and spreading her legs. I loved Prue's body. Her pretty pink slit was so perfectly neat and hairless, complementing her milky white skin. She stroked a single finger through her pussy lips, her snatch looking so inviting and impossible to resist.



 



"So beautiful," I mused as I brought my legs up onto the couch so that I crouched on all fours lengthways across it. Prue gently combed her fingers through my professionally done hair as I grinned between her legs, breathing in her sex and licking my lips.



 



"The taste of your pussy on Prue's mouth makes me want it directly from the source," Destiny said to my side. The sexy stripper had so far been starved of snatch, a condition she was eager to remedy as she moved behind me, leaning over the other armrest of the couch and bunching up the lower half of my dress around my waist, revealing my glistening cunt and inner thighs, my wedding garter around one leg and my lace panties stretched between my knees. She raked her fingers up the backs of my thighs and gave my ass a playful slap, sending a shot of arousal through me that made me yearn for another climax.



 



"Just one more orgasm from another woman before I get married. That's all I want. Just one more,"
 I told myself in my head, completely kidding myself.



 



As I leaned forward and sank my lips into my friend's snatch, Destiny did the same behind me. I moaned into Prue's pretty pussy partly in appreciation for the horny, wet cunt, and partly in appreciation for the expert tongue licking mine. I automatically started mimicking Destiny's mouth. Every lick she gave me I did the same to Prue, every time she sucked my clit between her lips I copied her. Prue was loving it, as she continued to stroke my hair lovingly while her eyes were fixed firmly on the sight of the naked stripper behind me.



 



The sultry, wet noises of two pussies being eaten filled the room. Two tongues wagging, two sets of lips sucking, two velvety pink snatches squelching erotically as they gave their nectar to the women licking them. My whole spine was lit up with pleasure that radiated throughout my body, absolutely loving being the middle girl between the cunnilingus. I felt like I was glowing. The three of us were all connected through our wet pinkness.



 



Prue's tits heaved above me as her muscles contracted and shuddered whenever I would touch a particularly sensitive spot, or drag her clit to it's limit before it recoiled into place. Her swollen nub was so horny and loving the attention. My dutiful maid of honor had gone down on both Destiny and I, and she was finally receiving the love she so desperately craved. Her creamy snatch was so wet I could hardly believe it, teased into its state and ready to be gorged on by my hungry mouth.



 



"Oh, fuck, Maggie, that feels so good," she mewled as her hand moved to the back of my head and she gently pulled me into her.



 



My steaming pussy suddenly felt the cool air of the room on it as Destiny peeled her mouth off of it. "Hey, Maggie. That list of things you wanted to try? You got your threesome. Why don't we tick another thing off?" She said cryptically.



 



My brain was foggy from being the middle carriage of the lesbian train, and I was struggling to process the stripper's words. Just as I connected the dots and the list of sexual experiences I wanted to try appeared in my brain, Destiny made me suddenly aware of what she was referring to.



 



Her soft, wet tongue licked through my snatch from clit to base, only it didn't stop. She continued over my taint and licked all the way through the crack of my ass, the flat of her tongue gliding over my butthole as she did so. The wet organ touching such an unexpected place made my asshole pucker and suck in as I let out a guttural groan into Prue's pussy. My back arched and my head was flooded with even more pleasure than it already was.



 



Her mouth returned to my tight knot and she licked it again and again, her tongue pressing against my naughtiest hole and moving up and down against it like it was a canvas she was painting with her saliva, and her tongue was the brush. It felt so wicked and taboo having a mouth somewhere I'd never had a mouth before. The fact that the mouth belonged to a woman, and a woman as fucking hot as Destiny, just made it all the better. I didn't get the same jolts of pleasure that I did when she flicked my clit, but I did feel a terrifically dull pleasure in my butt, somewhere I'd never felt pleasure before.



 



I whimpered with a mouthful of Prue, shivering against her as I got off on the lewd act of being rimmed. David would never do such a thing to me. He rarely even went down on me. But this glorious woman was prepared to eat my ass to make me feel good, and I
 loved it!
 My butthole contracted and relaxed depending on Destiny's licks, completely out of my control. It was such a hot instinctive response that she was causing in me and I loved a part of me being at the mercy of her mouth, especially when that part was so naughty.



 



"Holy fuck, that's so fucking hot," Prue exclaimed above me between pleasured moans of her own. "She's licking your ass, Mags!" she said in shock, as if I didn't already know.



 



The sight of Destiny's face between my cheeks worked for her, as her moans became more strained while she tried not to scream. The stripper penetrated my wet channel with two fingers, making me stiffen and groan again as my hole gratefully accepted them, loving the feeling of being finger-stuffed while her tongue never stopped tending to my rough knot.



 



She worked her thumb into the equation, using it to tweak my clit while her fingers moved in and out of me and her tongue lashed against my back door. Destiny elicited pleasure from every part of me below the hips, and it proved too much. It was too hot. It felt too good. The most mind-bending climax erupted inside me, as my eyes squeezed shut and I voiced a strained whine in my throat, my lips pursing around Prue's swollen clit as I sucked her into me.



 



My whole body vibrated with pleasure as my mind was devoid of any thought, I only experienced the purest, unfiltered ecstasy. There was suddenly less friction for the fingers pumping inside my core as my whole snatch became so slick with cum. My butt cheeks clamped down on Destiny's face but her tongue never stopped working, forcing herself between them as she was lovingly smothered, the tip of her tongue still grazing my puckered hole. My juices trickled around her thumb on my clit and dripped down onto the church's couch.



 



My orgasm triggered a chain reaction in my maid of honor. Prue's grip on the back of my head tightened as she spasmed and let out breathy moans of bliss. Her butt squeezed, driving her cunt harder onto my whining mouth as her legs squirmed to either side of my head. Her sweet honey trickled out of her but I was too paralyzed by my own orgasm to lick it up, so instead it dripped down the side of the armrest and onto the couch cushion, making a matching wet spot to the one beneath my own gash.



 



"
 Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!
 " she whimpered slightly louder than a whisper, as her muscles tensed, her tits heaving as she contorted. All the orgasmic energy she couldn't scream out had to find other ways to manifest, and her muscles contracted and relaxed almost viciously, threatening to make her fall off the couch.



 



As our stifled moans and twitching bodies settled, Prue slid off the armrest and sat in a pool of her own making, grabbing my face and kissing me passionately, forcefully, hungrily as we each rode out our waning orgasms. Behind me, Destiny's naughty tongue finally stopped, as she pulled herself away from my asshole and started placing sweet kisses all over my rump. She slid her fingers out of me and I heard her sucking the cum off of them before she made her way up to Prue and I, joining in the kisses of appreciation. My pussy steamed with satisfaction, and I felt a heavenly glowing sensation in my ass that I basked in.



 



"So, how was your first threesome and rimjob?" Destiny asked.



 



"That was so fucking incredible," I answered. I never realized how good my butt could feel. I loved it.



 



"It looked so freakin' hot," Prue chimed in. "Seeing your mouth between Maggie's cheeks did all kinds of things for me. I
 have
 to try it one day."



 



"We can do that," Destiny smiled. "Can't we, Maggie?"



 



I grinned, furrowing my brow as I didn't want to give an answer. Just then, there was a knock at the door that made my heart skip a beat. Thankfully, the person on the other side spoke through it rather than opening it to find me on all fours on the church's couch surrounded by two naked women.



 



"Maggie, it's time! We gotta go!" Jess called out.



 



"Okay!" I shouted back. "Don't come in. Just give me a second."



 



I exchanged looks with the two women that just made me cum harder than I ever had. "You're still gonna do it?" Prue asked, her voice tinged with sadness.



 



"Sorry girls. I have to," I replied.



 



"Well, we better hurry up then."



 



With that, the three of us leapt off the couch. Prue and Destiny collected their clothes off the floor and quickly got back into them. I pulled my saturated lace panties up from my knees and into place, pulling the dress over my breasts and threading my arms through the straps. I quickly looked at myself in the mirror, adjusting my hair the best I could and wiping off any of the girl drool on my lips and chin with the back of my hand. The parts anyone would see were clean at least, they wouldn't know that underneath my dress my skin was glistening with saliva and cum.



 



Prue's ensemble took her a little longer to get back into, and Destiny helped me put my veil on and grabbed my bouquet for me. She'd come to convince me not to go through with the wedding, and she very nearly did, but she still supported my decision anyway. I loved her for that.



 



Satisfied with our appearance, Prue and I made our way towards the door in a hurry.



 



"Wait," Destiny said, stopping us in our tracks. She stepped over to me and gave me one last kiss with her juicy, plump lips. "I know you think it's too late to change your mind, but it's not. I'll be waiting for you out front if you do."



 



I smiled, too scared to say anything for fear of crying or telling her I wanted to go with her. Then I simply turned away from the seductive stripper that showed me the pleasures of lesbianism and walked through the door with my maid of honor.



 



Mere minutes later, I stood in the hallway entrance of the church, my excited bridal party ahead of me, my father at my side. My heart pounded against my ribcage. I tried to tell myself this was what I wanted. I tried to tell myself a life of lesbianism would bring me great sex, but marrying David would bring me fulfilment. I hardly believed it though.



 



The organist started playing and the wedding march sounded throughout the church. It was time. The first of my bridal party started filing into the church aisle, and Prue gave me one last pleading look before she turned and began walking. I took my father's arm and we rounded the corner, slowly walking down the aisle as every set of eyes in the place stared at me, including David up at the altar, a big smile on his face. I felt sick. It was something about the sight of the man I was expected to spend the rest of my life with standing there, so excited to live a life of contentment that he would rather dismiss my lesbian inclinations than acknowledge them.



 



I couldn't do it.



 



I let go of my dad's arm and broke into a jog, pushing past my bridesmaids in the aisle. A few gasps of confusion sounded out amongst the guests, but I didn't give a shit. I took my place on the altar a little sooner than expected and looked at my vexed fiance.



 



"I'm sorry, David," I said to him through my veil. "I can't do it. You just don't make me feel the way they do."



 



"They?" was all he could think to say.



 



"Other women," I clarified, his shoulders sinking as it dawned on him what I was doing. "It wasn't just some bicuriosity. I'm a lesbian."



 



It felt so good to say that to him, even though it broke his heart. I handed him my bouquet and stepped down from the altar, running back up the aisle with a massive smile on my face. I grabbed the wrist of an equally ecstatic Prue on the way past and together we ran towards the church exit. David watched on from the altar, broken, letting the flowers fall to the floor, knowing there was nothing he could do. I had thought he was the perfect man, but it turned out I didn't want a man at all.



 



Prue and I giggled excitedly as we burst through the church doors and ran across the lawn out front. I tore the veil out of my hair and let it float away in the breeze, as the two of us spotted a black convertible parked on the street. Destiny leaned against its hood, and when she noticed us running towards her she beamed. I ran into her open arms and kissed her hard, so overwhelmingly happy to be doing so again. The three of us got in the car and it roared to life before we peeled away from the church.



 



I sat in the back seat with Prue, the wind blowing through my hair, feeling free for the first time in a long time. I felt myself. I felt at peace. I felt happy to be with the two girls that made me the best, truest version of myself.



 



"So, where to?" Destiny asked.



 



"Somewhere outdoors. I have one more thing I want to tick off my list," I replied with a smile as we drove off together and into a life of lesbianism.



 



THE END
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Straight Girls Initiated Into The Lesbian Harem (Complete Series)



 



Young women in college turning from straight to lesbian! One by one, these curious coeds explore their sexuality, submitting themselves to the beautiful temptress, Kendra. Once initiated into her harem of femme lesbians, Kendra shows them all the places a tongue can go, and how good it feels to be kinky.
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Lesbian Doctor 10 Book Bundle (Complete Series)



 



Curious coeds and horny MILFs visit the stunning Doctor Reid for their medical issues, only to be seduced by the salacious lesbian right there in her office! These women always leave the doctor smiling and satisfied after having their first lesbian experience laying down on the naughty lesbian's examination table.
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Straight Until Wet (3 Book Bundle)



 



Read this hot bundle of curious, femme women turning from straight to lesbian! Tempted into sapphic sex, these women will experiment with urges and kinks they've always had deep down, but were too afraid to admit... until now.
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