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CHAPTER 1
 
 
Jennifer was getting married to my brother, of all people she had to pick my brother. Not that he is a bad pick, but he is my brother. Why?
She has been my best friend since I can remember, ages it feels like, we have done so many stupid things together, but somehow, we have remained friends.
She was my first girl that I kissed. 
It was right after soccer practice, on a Thursday afternoon, we had just found out we were both picked to the All-State team. 
We had been so happy. Alone in the showers. The water had been so warm, we had no idea what we did. The happiness from it all made us hug, and hug. 
It was just one of those things that led to another, that led to another. Then all of a sudden, we stood there making out. 
It had been awkward at first when our lips met. Then it heated up and turned really passionate, our fingers were searching and finding. 
Things would have gone much further, but we thought we heard voices in the dressing room, but there were none. 
But we didn’t continue, why we didn’t I still have no clue today.
Still to this date it is the best kiss I ever have had. Just thinking about it thrills me, I have wanted to do it so many times over again. But I have been too afraid to ask her to do it.
Her body is amazing, she could easily have been a model, reminds me a little of Keira Knightley, both in her looks and her form. Every time I see her, I drool inside, of lust, of hunger, it’s weird but my sexual desire for her increases each time she is around me.
She’s got that brunette hair and dark brown eyes that Keira has. Even the same small breasts with nipples are always pencil sharp. Every time I see her, they start poking through the fabric of whatever she is wearing.
And her lips, so yummy, so firm. When she kissed me, they were the most perfect lips I ever had kissed.
I wanted her to be mine, but she was into boys, I have always been into girls. 
Well, I am not going to lie, I have been with a few boys, but they are not giving me the same enjoyment as a female does. 
We actually had a three-some one time, her and I. It was a guy she had picked up at a bar when we were out clubbing. I never got to fool around with her, just him. I must say, though, it was hot as hell seeing her getting fucked like she did.
And now, she is standing and telling me she is getting married to my brother after six months of dating him. Wow, just wow.

CHAPTER 2
 
 
Of course, I was happy for her, what else could I be? But my dreams that it was going to be me and her in the future, shattered in seconds. The dreams I had of us being Thelma and Louise wannabees were gone.
When she dragged me into her arms, hugging me for my blessings, I couldn’t help but get all warm and mushy. 
I wanted to kiss her so badly, telling her how happy I was for her. But, I couldn’t. The entire persona that was me froze solid. Instead, I just stood there, hugging her, wet in my panties and listening to her breathing on my throat.
‘So, Nicole. What are you going to do for my bachelorette party? You know, you have to plan something really fun.’ Her eyes found mine, that voice was digging itself into my pants, unzipping me and increasing the heat.
‘What do you mean? Am I going to have to do that? I have no clue what to do?’ I began stressing out, my pussy screamed I should push her down on the couch and give her a lap dance myself, and then give her a happy ending.
‘Well, you got a week to plan, we are heading to Vegas on the first, just so you know.’
‘Vegas?’
‘Yes! We are getting married by the King?’
I just looked at her, wondering how serious the whole thing was, they were going to Vegas to get married by Elvis, there was nothing I could do but sigh and come up with something.
‘Well, do you want to invite friends? This is not funny, Jennifer. What are my options?’
‘Hey, don’t fret about it. I don’t want to be running around with a silly outfit and a tiara and shit, I am more than happy if you and I just go out somewhere and get hammered. Just drink, and comment on other people. Who knows when we will be able to do that again?’
Lowering my head from hearing what she said, was I about to lose my best friend to my brother, my sister in arms.
‘Are you sure about that?’ My voice was barely a whisper, it felt like I was about to cry, something was revolting inside me, wanting to get up and out. ‘There is a new bar over on Madison that just opened up, we can do that if you want to?’
‘Perfect Nicole, perfect.’ She hugged me, kissed my cheek, and hugged me once more. ‘Friday, I meet you here at seven, okay? Then we can go from there.’
‘Sounds good Jennifer. Friday then.’
‘Love ya, bye.’
She didn’t even hear my love ya back before she was out through the door, Friday couldn’t come too soon for me. The good thing was it was only five days away.

CHAPTER 3
 
 
The following day, my brother came by. I love him to bits, but he can be a major pain in the ass sometimes. 
He wanted to know what I had planned for Jennifer, where we were going, and all the details.
Of course, I refused to tell him. Either he would show up with his friends and ruin everything, or he would try to talk me out of where we were going, trying to get us to go to a different place.
He tried to play upset with me, when it didn’t work, he sulked like he used to do when we were kids, didn’t work either. 
I have learned my lessons growing up, all of them the hard way.
Then he told me he and his friend were heading to the place on Madison that just had opened up. 
I was so pissed, but I didn’t show a sign. I wished him the best and told him to have fun, maybe we would come by, and that he could text me if they went someplace else.
As soon as he had left, I grabbed a pillow, pushed my head into it, and screamed as loudly as I could. All I could see behind my eyelids were Jennifer’s face looking back at me, wondering why I couldn’t come up with something.
Flipping over, laying on my back, I stared at the ceiling. Thinking about Jennifer, I let my fingers drift over my body. The muscles rolled beneath my touch; all the work-outs I do have left their mark on me. Another six months and I should be ready to participate in my first fitness competition. I was a lean, mean, sex-machine.
Unbuttoning my pants, my hand slid down, my belly contracted from the touch, the fingers found the panty line.
Lifting, fingers drifting beneath, I took a deep breath. My body was on fire, I knew where it was all heading. I imagined my pussy licked by some unknown person in a leather mask, zipped up in the back.
Rubbing my clit, fast, hard, the tingling sensations shot through my legs up to my head. Everything felt like a stack of needles, I was so close, the person unzipped the mask and took it off. What was being whispered I couldn’t hear, but I saw a familiar face … Jennifer's.
My whole body rose from the bed as I came, shot from a cannon, my orgasm blasted me from all directions, ripping me apart with beautiful waves of emotions.
Crashing in the bliss of happiness, I mumbled her name, pushing a finger into my pussy, finding it soaking wet. Pulling it out, putting the fingers between my lips, licking them, tasting myself as she would do, I almost pass out from the intense aroma.
The epiphany hit me; I knew exactly where to take her.

CHAPTER 4
 
 
Three days left; I began to get nervous. What if my decision to take her to a dyke bar would backfire? Or even worse, she would get picked up by someone else but me. The thoughts ran haywire within me, made my stomach upset.
The doorbell rang.
Confused, I made my way out to open the door. Judge my surprise when I saw Jennifer standing there with a huge smile across her face.
‘I come bearing gifts.’ She held up a bag and walked right by me, dropping her jacket on the floor as she turned the corner into the living room.
Closing the door, an old habit, made me lock it. Taking a deep sigh, looking down, I remembered I had nothing on beneath my robe, she had woken me up. Well, not like she hadn’t seen me naked before, I was just hoping she wouldn’t smell my arousal.
‘So, what’s this gift?’ I stopped dead in the tracks when I saw what she had put on the table, shaving articles and lotions, and an assortment of wax, my mind went numb.
‘I need to ask you a huge favor. But I don’t know how.’
My brain could not wrap itself around what I was looking at, it was feminine products, it could only mean one thing. Was she intending to ask me if I could help her with …
‘Please, Nicole, I don’t know what I am doing here. Really! You are my best friend, and you know more about this than I do, and I know nothing. I need to be groomed, your brother was complaining last night that I looked worse than a nickel and dime whore.’
‘Okay, hold on here now for a second. You just woke me up, I haven’t had any coffee, and you want to talk about … grooming?’ I hadn’t moved an inch; I was stuck to the piece of flooring I had chosen as a new home while I tried to figure out what was going on.
She looked at me, so sad, puppy eyes, making me mushy and willing to do whatever she wanted me to. I was so crazily in love with her that I couldn’t refuse.
‘I haven’t had any either, let’s make some, then we can talk.’ Jennifer got up, bolting for the kitchen. 
Even before I got there, she had the coffee maker going. It was easy to tell she was nervous about something. I didn’t blame her if it was about what I thought it was.
It was too hot to drink when freshly poured. Letting it steam in the mugs for a minute, our eyes found other things to focus on.
‘I want you … ‘
‘What is it … ‘
We spoke at the same time, our words colliding, the realization made us laugh like we used to do when we were sitting in class, poking the other in the waist.
‘Go ahead, Jennifer, you are the one who needs help.’
‘It is really embarrassing you know, I thought it was such a great idea to come here and ask you for help with it, but now I am regretting it. It feels like I am risking our friendship.’
‘Oh, hush. Unless you have raided my room for my dildos and sold them, not a lot can come between us.’ I was trying to make a joke, not thinking about what I said, then I saw her face. My head hung low in shame. Fuck me, what the hell did I just say?
‘Dildos? Like in plural? You have never said you have that many, I know you had one because I saw it one time when I was in your room getting a sweater.’
‘Say what? You saw one of my toys?’ I was mortified, but at the same time, I couldn’t help to wonder if she had touched it, smelled it?
‘Yes, it was laying on the bed, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have mentioned it.’
‘That’s okay, Jennifer. It’s not a problem if you saw one, but back to business. What is it you need help with?’
‘I feel so bad, but I am hairy, and your brother keeps yelling at me to get rid of it. But I can’t do it. Every time I try, I panic, I only see how I cut myself and bleed out. So, I was hoping you could help me. I know it
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