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Women Can’t Be Friends

by Pan




The Bachelorette Party




The bachelorette party was a hoot. Of course, everyone had known it would be – Francine, the maid of honor, was a riot, and Annie, the bride-to-be was just as much fun.

Everyone had been expecting a good time.

But nobody had been expecting it to go the way it did.

It was the fourth bar of the night, and everyone was drunk. Francine and Annie had their arms around each other, dancing on a table, while the other bridesmaids were cheering them on.

It was a beautiful sight.

The rest of the bar had taken notice, and a large group of men was watching, wolf-whistling.

“Stay away from our friends!” Dahlia had laughed, but instead of whatever joke she’d anticipated in response, the man shook his head.

“Women can’t be friends,” he replied.

Dahlia tilted her head to the side, but he didn’t have any further response, and his buddy quickly led him away.

For some reason, the phrase stuck in her head. Even as they went to the fifth – and final – bar of the night. Even as they were ‘surprised’ by the stripper that Francine had hired, a handsome man in a police uniform…and then, surprisingly quickly, no longer in a police uniform.

Women can’t be friends.

It was stupid, obviously. Women were friends all the time.

Of course they were. She was at a bachelorette party with five friends, right at that moment.

So why did it bother her so much?

When they got back to the hotel – they’d made the trip to New York City for Annie’s special weekend, and they were only a few blocks from Times Square, all staying together in the hotel’s largest room – Francine checked in with her.

“Everything alright, Dahl?”

She tried to force a grin, but Francine was tenacious even when she wasn’t drunk and in charge of everyone’s happiness, and she kept pressing until Dahlia finally confessed.

“Some guy was saying that women can’t be friends,” she said. “At the second bar.”

“Fuck him,” Francine snorted. “Who cares what he thinks?”

“Probably talking about that video,” Renee added, and all the girls turned to her.

“What video?” Annie asked.

“Oh,” the brunette replied. “Didn’t you guys see it? It’s a clip from a debate, Shem Speyer.”

“I like him,” Annie said, before bursting into giggles. “I like his butt.”

“He says…look, I’ll just show you.”

None of the girls had expected the evening to end with all ten of them gathered around Renee’s phone, watching a short man pontificate about intragender relationships, but there was no denying that something about the clip resonated with the bachelorette party.

When it finished, there was silence.

“We can be friends,” Annie said at last. “Right?”

“Of course we can be friends,” Francine replied firmly. “We are friends.”

“Yeah,” Dahlia said, nowhere near as confidently. The man had sounded so sure, and Speyer’s argument…

His argument had been shockingly sound.

“Let’s face it,” Francine said, feeling the energy of the party drop. “If ever there was a time that we were going to let sex get in the way, it would be right now.”

They laughed, and it was enough to dispel some of the tension.

“Right,” Jeanie added – a redhead with a penis crudely drawn on her face. “I mean, we’re all drunk, we’re all horny…”

The girls all cheered at that. The stripper had been incredibly good at his job.

“Speyer’s stupid,” Annie giggled.

“He’s not stupid,” Renee protested. “His points were really well made.”

“Well, fuck him,” Francine retorted. “I’m not giving up my friends because some guy on the internet thinks sex gets in the way.”

“We’re all hot,” Jeanie continued, as though no one had said anything. There was another cheer of approval. “We’re all attracted to each other…”

“Are you hitting on us?” Annie laughed. “And me, about to be a married woman…”

“Didn’t stop you putting your hands all over the stripper,” Francine teased, and soon the entire party were laughing and jeering. Jeanie got up, imitating the handsome entertainer’s dance moves, and Dahlia took the role of Annie.

“Oh yes officer, I’ve been a bad girl…”

Annie was red-faced, but her protests were weak. Francine breathed a sigh of relief – the party was back to the way it should be.

“I’m not hitting on you,” Dahlia continued, doing her best impression of Annie’s southern drawl.

The girls whooped, even as Dahlia leaned in, kissing Jeanie on the mouth.

“I never did that,” Annie squealed, and Dahlia pulled back with a grin.

“But I bet you wanted to,” she teased, before planting another kiss on her friend.

“Maybe,” the bride admitted, and everyone began cheering and encouraging Dahlia and Jeanie as they made out in front of the group.

As their kiss deepened, the energy shifted slightly. They weren’t making fun of Annie and the dancer, not any more, but the reaction of their small audience didn’t slow down.

Dahlia’s hands found Jeanie’s breasts.

“Woo!”

Jeanie’s hand found Dahlia’s ass.

“Get it!”

As their bodies pressed together, their movements became a little more frantic. Jeanie’s hand slipped between the other girl’s legs, and she moaned, pulling back from their kiss.

“Oh yeah!”

The rest of the group watched with glee as Jeanie continued to tease the dark-haired woman, her moans growing louder and louder.

“I’m gonna…”

“Make her cum!”

“Make her cum!”

Jeanie didn’t disappoint. As the group cheered her on, her fingers worked their magic, Dahlia gasping and shaking and finally crying out as the orgasm overtook her.

She fell back on the bed, breathless, her skirt pulled up and her panties damp with sweat and arousal.

“Wow,” she gasped. “Fuck.”

“That was hilarious,” Annie said, her voice slightly strained. No one wanted to acknowledge the shift in the night’s energy.

“Your turn,” Jeanie purred, and Annie didn’t resist as she leaned forward and kissed the woman who was getting married in less than a week.

“Mmhmm,” Annie agreed, as the girls around her watched and cheered. Her hands found Jeanie’s waist, sliding her dress up to reveal her pale thighs.

“Fuck yeah!”

“Go Annie!”

Annie pulled back from the kiss. “Aren’t you supposed to be a stripper?” she teased, and everyone laughed and cheered as Jeanie resumed dancing, removing her clothes as she did.

“Take it off!”

“Take it all off!”

It wasn’t long before Jeanie was naked, and the group were wolf-whistling. She straddled the bride, leaning forward until her lips met Annie’s.

“Oh fuck,” she breathed.

“Get her, girl!”

“You’ve got this, Annie!”

“Oh yeah,” the bride-to-be panted, her fingers gripping Jeanie’s thighs, pulling her closer, pressing their bodies together.

“You like that?” the redhead moaned.

“Yeah,” Annie groaned. “Oh fuck yeah.”

“Make her cum!”

“Cum for us, Jeanie!”

Jeanie’s body was shaking, her eyes rolling back, and everyone’s attention was on her. Annie’s hand was between her friend’s legs, her fingers working faster and faster, the other bridesmaids watching and cheering as Jeanie’s moans grew louder.

“Yes,” Jeanie moaned. “Fuck yes.”

“Cum,” Annie commanded, and Jeanie’s body shook, her hips bucked, her whole body shuddered as she came.

When she recovered from her orgasm, she looked around to see a room of women smiling at her.

“Come on, guys,” she grinned. “I can’t be the only one that’s naked!”

The cheers were unanimous, and soon all of the women were in various stages of undress, their clothes strewn across the room. They paired up, the energy of the room becoming more intimate as the alcohol and the excitement continued to fuel them.

“This is fun,” Dahlia giggled, and Annie leaned in and kissed her.

“Oh wow,” Francine moaned, her eyes fluttering closed as Jeanie’s fingers found her pussy.

“Yeah,” Renee echoed, her own hand between her legs.

For the next few hours, the room was a whirlwind of sex. Hands and tongues explored bodies, breasts and thighs and lips and backs and everything in between. The sound of female pleasure was loud and constant, as the women brought each other to orgasm again and again.

As the sun began to rise, the women collapsed into bed one by one, their energy spent.

“I love you, girls,” Annie whispered, her voice thick with sleep.

“We love you too,” Francine replied, her arm wrapped around Renee.

“You’re my best…”

Annie trailed off. At the start of the night, she would have said friends, but the last few hours had shown that they couldn’t be friends. They’d never be friends again.

She hoped to keep them in her life, and she very much hoped they could find the time to have more girl’s weekends like this, but she knew that they were no longer friends.

The sex had gotten in the way.


