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By Angel Wolfe

I tossed the invitation to the side in disgust.  I couldn’t believe that Ginger had singled me out as she had.  Ugh! Like I ever mentioned I had problems finding a plus one.

I picked it back up again and reread the words.  

As a bridesmaid for Ginger Worthington, you are invited on

A getaway cruise to the Bahamas.  Three days and two nights

Aboard the Royal Sea’s Sea Nymph.  Scheduled to depart

March 1, 2019.  Must RSVP by February 14th; and Blake, 

You don’t need a plus one for this excursion.

What was I going to do?  Ginger was one of my closest enemies from boarding school; I didn’t really have friends, and I couldn’t think of any way to get out of going, especially when I was in the wedding.  I picked up my phone and texted my RSVP then ran to my closet. “What am I going to wear?”  I was panicking and the trip was still three weeks away.

I checked the balance on my credit card and immediately hit the stores.  I had to find a fabulous bathing suit as well as a formal evening gown.  That would just about max out my finances, but I hoped it would be worth it.

A short while later, I stepped out of the dressing room and glided across the floor to the full-length mirror.  I eyed the ensemble critically and tapped my chin then raised up on tiptoe and attempted to envision some tall heels.  At my average height of just five-five, I had to have heels.

“May I help you, Miss?”  A tall, attractive man with the name Andrew on his shirt, met my eyes in the mirror and raised an eyebrow in question.  “While black is always stylish, might I suggest a little more color for you?”  He held up a crimson red frock that looked to be little more than a few pieces of cloth held together by a golden floss.

“Umm, well...I’m not sure red is really my color Andrew.”  I felt myself flush enough to match the dress and quickly looked away from him.  “I might be interested in a navy blue though if you have one of these in that color.”

He slowly shook his head.  “I tell you what, you put this on, and I will go see what we have in the back.”

Reluctantly, I took the dress from him and retreated to the dressing room.  I took off the black dress and shimmied into the red one.  I gasped when I saw myself in the small mirror.  “Oh my God, really?”  I couldn’t believe how hot I looked.

“Ma’am, if you would come out, I have another dress for you.”  I heard his voice from the other side of the door.

I slowly opened the door and stepped out into the main room.  More than one man’s jaw dropped at the sight of me clad in little more than a scrap of cloth.  I grabbed the price tag dangling from under my arm.  ‘Quite an expensive scrap at that.’
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