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“A sundae bar at a wedding reception?” Kristen asked.  “One of Pippa’s brilliant ideas, I assume.”

Shonette shook her head.  “You’re just jealous.”

“Jealous?” Kristen cackled into her wine spritzer.  “Nah, I won’t fash myself on that wee nyaff.”  Her Scots lexicon only made an appearance when she was truly upset.

Of course, Shonette had no clue what Kristen was talking about, but she said, “Take a pill, Kris.  It’s a wedding reception, for Christ’s sake.”

“Och!  And who holds a reception before the wedding?  They’re off their heads!”

“Would you lower your voice, please?”  Shonette pulled Kristen away from the sundae bar, because other guests were staring.  “Listen, you gotta calm yourself.  First off, I don’t understand half of what you’re saying, and second, you know why the reception is today.”

Everybody knew why.  Maggie had explained it over and over: her parents insisted on a Sunday wedding, but the happy couple pushed for this luxury woodland resort weekend.  If they held the reception Sunday after the ceremony, they worried guests would get behind the wheel after downing free booze.  They couldn’t stomach the idea of sending drunk drivers out on the highway.

So it was settled: they’d have a joint wedding reception/rehearsal dinner on Saturday night, then high tea on Sunday after the ceremony.  No alcohol.  Safe highways.  Win-win.

“I’m not jealous,” Kristen mumbled.  Her accent was fading, but her lies were clear as cellophane.

“Sure you are.  You’re jealous Maggie chose someone from her office as Maid of Honour.  Who cares?  Maggie made us bridesmaids.  Isn’t that good enough?”

With a growl, Kristen darted from the reception tent.  Shonette chased her, catching her by the wrist, but she squirmed quickly away.  As usual.  Kristen always freaked out that someone might think they were lesbians.

“Where are you going, Kris?”

Anger flashed across Kristen’s face.  “I don’t need some clarty lass hanging off me every hour of the day.”

Clarty lass?

Before Shonette could process what was happening, Kristen took off, trudging down the path that led to their luxury accommodations.

“What a weirdo,” said a voice at Shonette’s back.

Shonette nearly jumped out of her skin, but it was only the bride's cousin Vanessa standing behind her.  Close behind her.  Too close for comfort.

“Sorry,” Shonette said, though she wasn’t sure why she was apologizing.  “Kristen’s a little stressed.”

Vanessa cocked her head, eating a banana.

“I meant to ask before...”  Vanessa hooked her thumb around her suspenders.  “Are you Kristen’s bitch, or what’s the situation there?  You’re obviously fucking her.”

“That’s none of your...”  Shonette’s throat closed up.  “I mean, what a question!”

Shonette took a big step away from the dyke in the fedora, but Vanessa only stepped closer.  “Don’t you straight-laced femmes know how obvious you are?  Her pussy juice is all over your chin.”

Shonette started wiping her face before realizing it was a metaphor.  Still, she had every right to be taken aback.  “That’s no way to speak to a person.  Watch your language!”

“What are you, ninety years old?”  Vanessa slapped Shonette’s ass hard enough to make her big butt quake.  “You’re young, Shon.  Act your age.”

“Oww!”  Tears welled in Shonette’s eyes.  “Stop hitting me!  And my name isn’t Shon.”

“Gee, I’m so sorry.”  Vanessa spanked her again.

“Why are you doing this?”  Shonette shielded her ass from that vicious hand.

She expected the mean dyke to have some snarky answer.  It surprised her when Vanessa asked, “What do you have against lesbians?”

Shonette wasn’t sure what to say.  Nobody had ever seen through her like this.  “You spanked me.  That wasn’t nice.”

Vanessa shrugged and looked away.  “Just a little smack.  I said I was sorry.”

Rubbing her butt, Shonette glanced over Vanessa’s shoulder.  How had they gotten so far from the reception tent?  They were almost in the woods.

Polishing off the last of her banana, Vanessa tossed the peel into the trees.

“Hey, don’t litter!”  Everything about this girl set Shonette’s teeth on edge.

“It’s organic.  It’ll decompose.”

Shonette couldn’t really argue with that logic.  Still, the way Vanessa blocked her path to the tent sent a shiver down her spine.

“You never answered me,” Vanessa said.  “What do you have against lesbians?  You are a dyke, aren’t you?”

“No.”  Shonette could feel her face tightening.  “Excuse me, please.  I’d like to go back to the reception.”

“I think you should check on your girlfriend.  That bitch looked pissed.”

“She’s not my girlfriend,” Shonette growled.  “And she’s not a bitch, she’s just mad that Maggie didn’t pick her as Maid of Honour.”

“At least Maggie didn’t pick you as Maid of Honour.”

“Yeah, Kristen would have punched me in the face.”  Shonette surprised herself by laughing.  “Hey, maybe that’s why Maggie chose that girl from her office instead.  She didn’t want to create a rift between Kris and me.”

Vanessa took off her hat and fanned her spiky hair.  She must have been boiling in that formal trouser and vest combination.  All the other women wore sundresses.

“So, are you and Maggie close?”  Shonette wasn’t sure why, but she didn’t find the tough blonde so scary anymore.  “Mags looked really happy to see you at the spa this morning.”

“We were close when we were kids.”  The afternoon sun shone fiercely across the clearing.  Vanessa shielded her eyes as she took in the scenery.  “Not so much lately.”

“That’s too bad,” Shonette said as they shifted toward the shade.  “Most of my cousins live either in Guyana or in Germany.  I’d love to see them more often.”

“Oh, yeah?”  Vanessa gave an exaggerated nod.  “That’s very interesting.  Now tell what you’ve got against lesbians.”

Christ, this girl would not let up!  But, as much as Shonette didn’t want to answer, she had to admit it was a fair question.  “You’re not going to tell Maggie?”

Vanessa rolled her eyes, which seemed like a strange response... but Vanessa was a strange girl...

“I don’t have anything against lesbians,” Shonette said.  “I just don’t want people thinking I am one.  I guess that sometimes makes me go in the opposite direction, like being super-critical.  Sorry, I’m stupid.”

“Yeah, seriously.”  Vanessa flipped her hat back on her head, but arched it so the brim stuck almost straight up.  “How long have you been licking your little friend’s tang?”

“Do you have to be so crass?”

“Absolutely.  So, how long?”

Shonette had never really thought about it, and the answer startled her.  “Holy Crow... like, fourteen years?”

“Do you date other people?”

“We’re not dating.”  Shonette leaned against a large maple, feeling the bark dig into her back.  “We’re not a couple.”

“So, you see other people?”

“Yeah,” Shonette snapped.  “I mean, I could... if I wanted to.”

“Do you want to?”

Shonette’s chest felt itchy on the inside.  “No.”

“Does she?”

That was enough.  “Why do you want to know?  It’s none of your business.”

Vanessa’s teeth gleamed as she grinned.  “Isn’t it?”

“No!”  Shonette pushed herself away from the maple, but Vanessa blocked her path.  For a slim chick, she sure made an impression.  “Will you please get out of my way?  I’d like some ice cream.”

Vanessa didn’t move.  Not right away.  So Shonette pushed past her and stomped toward the reception tent.

“I could go for some ice cream too, now that you mention it.  Why don’t we get a bowl for Kristen, and take it to your room?  I assume you’re sharing a room.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”  Shonette turned on a dime.  “So what if we’re sharing a room?  Women share rooms all the time.”

A snide smirk bled across Vanessa’s lips.  “Of course.  You’re right.  You and Kristen mean nothing to each other.  Now, let’s get some ice cream.”

They joined the line and picked up bowls.  Shonette watched silently as Vanessa selected a bunch of barely ripe bananas.  That girl thought she was God’s Gift, didn’t she?  All she had to do was pick up a banana and every pretty femme would bend over and spread her legs.  Well, Shonette wouldn’t give in that easily.

“Grab that tray,” Vanessa said. “We’ll carry our bowls on it.”

Shonette’s thighs tingled as Vanessa hooked the bananas around her suspenders so they stuck out like three curved cocks.  Her hands trembled as she served three flavours of ice cream into three bowls.

“What about toppings?” Shonette asked.  There were chocolate, caramel, and strawberry glaze all in squeeze bottles.  “Do you want any on your ice cream?”

“No.”  Vanessa grabbed one of each and fit the squeeze bottles onto their tray.  After that, she made a beeline for the tent flaps.

Shonette followed fast, ignoring the waiter guy who was saying, “Excuse me, ma’am. The toppings need to stay with the sundae bar.”

“Where’s your room?” Vanessa asked as she marched across the clearing.

“Main building, second floor.”

This was crazy!  Shonette felt like a kid again, with the sun on her face, the wind in her hair, her cheery yellow dress whipping against her legs.  She giggled as she kept pace with Vanessa.

“You’re insane, you know.”  Shonette raced up the front steps and held open the main door.

With a wink, Vanessa said, “Baby, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet.”

Shonette passed by the girl at the concierge desk.  Her face must have been beet red as she and Vanessa ran up the central staircase.

“Which way?” Vanessa asked.

“Left.”  Shonette unzipped her purse and pulled out her room key.  “Two-eleven.”

Vanessa’s dapper shoes skidded against the carpet.  “Wha-hey!  Unsupervised maid cart.”

Shonette didn’t stop until she’d arrived outside her door.  “What are you waiting for?”

Shifting the ice cream to one side of the trays, Vanessa swept travel-sized lotions and potions onto the other.  “Okay, we’re good.  Open the door.”

Shonette’s heart trembled.  Kristen would be in there.  No way she’d go along with this.  At best, she’d be pissed that Shonette had brought Vanessa up.  At worst... oh, she wasn’t even sure what the worst-case scenario might be.

“Giddy up,” Vanessa said.  “Open the door.  My arm’s falling off.”

Taking a deep breath, Shonette slid the key card into the slot.  When the red light turned green, she swallowed hard.  Grabbing the handle, she turned it just as the light flickered back to red.

“Kris?” Shonette called, holding the door open for Vanessa.  “We brought you some ice cream.”

“We?”  Kristen rolled over on the bed.  When she spotted Vanessa, she pulled the sheets over her naked breasts.  “Oh, I... you... I wasn’t expecting...”

Shonette’s heart pounded, but Vanessa appeared unfazed.  She carried the tray of ice cream and shampoo across the room, setting it on the mahogany desk.  Shonette waited for her to say something clever, but she didn’t say anything at all, just stared at Kristen like she could see right through that crisp white sheet.

“What’s going on?”  Kristen curled the sheet under her neck and tucked her legs right up against her naked body.  “What are you doing here?”

“We brought ice cream,” Shonette stammered.

Kristen’s brow furrowed.  “Fine, but why did you bring her?”

“Harsh!” Vanessa let out a bit of a cackle.  “If I were anybody else, I might be offended.”

“Maybe you should be.”  Kristen sat a little straighter in bed.

“You can kick and scream all you want, but either way you’re gonna get smeared.”

Kristen
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