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To Chloe 

Knowing You Deserve the best is the reason I am always at my best 
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Dirt on My Wedding Dress 

 

* 

INTRODUCTION 

* 

It was in that moment, the moment of drippy sexual need and the old dog dead asleep from 
a disappointing coitus execution that Judith confirmed the fear. She had without a doubt 

for the right-wrong reasons married the wrong man. 
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* 

CHAPTER ONE 

* 

A few minutes of gentle thrusts later, without warning, he fell on her chest. She rolled him 

over and in seconds he was fast “asleep.”  

Judith lay on her side of their wedding night bed without a sweat. The only traces of sweat 
on her were from his enormous corruption full stomach that made their first night 

uncomfortable as he fumbled to get it out of the way.  

So much for waiting until marriage - his package wasn't even big enough and the ‘old dog’ 

was faster than a Ferrari doing 0 to 60.  

Judith was just getting aroused when he took a bow like he had given the night the 

performance of a lifetime. She was left extremely horny and so de-satisfied. She tried to 

touch him, but James was blunted… * 

She sat there completely disappointed. Not that she didn’t foresee this, but she thought he 

would at least last long enough for them to switch positions.  

“That’s what you get for marrying someone that’s getting closer to his grave,” she thought to 

herself. 

His performance was but a tease and he’d left her sopping and drenched in her own – no, 
wait! It was too much to be just… “Ugh! Oh God!” Judith cried out holding her mouth at 

the nauseous sight.  

The pasty creamy mess staining the white sheets wasn’t just hers. He had not used any 

protection! Some of it was his.  

By all odds, avoiding a baby with him, Judith reached for her clutch bag and popped a few 

emergency pills. 

“Can’t get pregnant for this grandfather,” she had mumbled in disgust as she took the pills. 

The bare thought of it grossed Judith out. 

By now James was already dreaming about the next stash to embezzle.  

James did not care that she wasn’t getting her fill sexually. As long as he ‘arrived’ the rest 

wasn’t his concern. 
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It was in that moment, the moment of drippy sexual need and the old dog dead asleep from 

a disappointing coitus execution that Judith confirmed the fear. She had without a doubt 

for the right-wrong reasons married the wrong man. 
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* 

CHAPTER TWO 

* 

James was a provider. A much - much older provider. So much older that on several 

occasions he was mistaken for her father. This was when they had just met. 

At the restaurant near the Ministry Of Works where it all began.  

Making sure James noticed her, she wore a skimpy blue dress that flattered her growing 

little curves and her reasonably good ass. She walked into the restaurant and sat across 

from him.  

Waving her 6 inch Samsung, she had been cunning with how she “accidentally” spread her 

legs giving James a peek at her white thong.  

She knew James.  

A friend of a friend had once been spoilt by James. He was known for using young girls but 
more so for spending plenty of money on them. He was the type of man whose money 

bought whatever he so desired. 

James had noticed her. Avoiding eye contact, she continued to splash her young – fresh 
goodies in his face. Dropping a spoon at one point and flashing her enormous cleavage in 

his face. 

This struck James off his balance. He did not expect to see this much this soon. He had 
been trying to keep his cool while hiding behind his iPad, only stealing a few ‘casual’ 

glances.  

He watched her. And James desired what he saw.  

After her meal, she walked away without a hint or saying a thing to James. She was 

confident she had his attention and that he would make an effort to find her. 

Her departure had left James timid with uncertainty. He wasn’t sure whether she was 

conveying signs or if he had gotten the wrong picture from unwitting seduction. 
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* 

CHAPTER THREE 

* 

Judith had disappeared for a fortnight after that. Returning later on a Monday to have 

lunch well aware that Monday’s are when James dines at that restaurant.  

She was right, James was there.  

As soon as she walked in, her clanking bracelets and the clatter from her heels hitting the 

wooden floor called attention to her. Action in the entire room stopped! Everyone took a 

momentary salacious look at the stunning goddess in the little lavender dress.  

She looked around for James. He had seen her - obviously. He was part of the lascivious 

diners. She spotted him seating by the window at the back of the restaurant.  

She walked his way and once again sat across from him.  

James had seen her take a seat across from him. He tried to control his excitement by 

pretending to be concentrating on the story about him in “The Kampala Sun.”  

Now he was all but sure what happened the first time was her conveying signs. 

The waiter walked up to her and she placed her order. James was close enough to hear 

what she ordered.  

He had a plan. He would get her bill to get her attention this time.  

Determined to get James, she set the trap one more time. She gave him a peek at the goods 
and made sure she saw him looking this time. James was staring, drooling like a dog 

looking at a scrumptious out of reach bone.  

Judith’s thick brown thighs made James desire her more than any other young brown 

thighs he had lain in between.  

Her con was working. James was intrigued but she wasn’t about to let him have her yet. 

She needed him desperately lusting for her goodies first. Only then, would she accept any 

form of the first move from him! 

When she was done with her meal, she requested for her bill. A waiter then walked up to 

her and told her that the gentleman in the suit across from her had cleared her bill.  

Well! What do you know? It worked. James made his presence known. She had him where 
she wanted him. 
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James sat there with a smug face as the waiter told her. He expected that in the slightest 

form of gratitude, she would say something. But not today James, she simply smiled at 

James and she left the restaurant.  

James was bewildered. No girl had ever been courageous enough to disrespect him this 

much. Or she simply wasn’t interested in him at all?  

James got up in a motley of anger and panic and tried to go after her. The restaurant staff 
in the way singing happy birthday for a customer had delayed him. And by the time he was 

outside, her Uber was just leaving. 
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* 

CHAPTER FOUR 

* 

He had waited a month before he had a chance to talk to Judith. James knew she was 
different. She was the only young girl that seemed to not throw herself at him. He loved 

that as much as he hated it. It intrigued every bone in his old body.  

His first wife after failing to give birth to any children was now old and no longer attractive 
to James. Her breasts were sagging, the wrinkles were now visible and she wasn’t willing to 

satisfy his endless need for sex. She was pretty much useless to him. 

She had been okay with him taking a second and much younger wife as long as she gave 

him a child. 

She had endured the torturous torment over her barrenness and now that James was 

getting old, he needed an heir. 

That’s how Judith would later come into the picture. James looked at her as a chance to 

get an heir from a fine young lady. This was only his plan, she wasn’t about that life. 

James and Judith weren't always close, he was a man focused more on building an empire 

than a home. He just needed a young woman with firm breasts and smoother skin to fulfill 

his sexual needs, show her off and he would shower her with money and luxury in return.  

Judith desperately needed the money. Not out of lack, but out of the greed to compete with 

her friends from richer families.  

James and Judith were a perfect match for the wrong reasons. 

Her antics to get James had put her neck deep drowning in debt. She borrowed literally 

everything that gave her the ‘young sexy classy’ appeal that James had so intensely 

hungered for.  

Those meals at that fancy restaurant near the Ministry were something she couldn’t afford. 
She had laid out a plan and taken heavy debts to cover the expenses of her plan till she got 

James to notice her. 

The clothes, her richer friends had no idea that she was taking their skimpy outfits without 

asking.  

But it had all worked out. She had not been caught, she had James and James’ money 

splashing tendencies had enabled her to pay her debts in time. 
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With James, she was doing so much better than her richer friends. Most of whom were 

thriving on daddy’s money or ‘boyfriend’s-daddy’s’ money.  

The need to stay ahead had led her to the ‘yes’ when he popped the unexpected big 

question. 
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* 

CHAPTER FIVE 

* 

James, flexing with his old age and big stomach had painstakingly managed to get on one 

knee and pop the question. Judith had wished she could say no.  

But a lavish exclusive birthday party with all her ‘haters’ and friends at an expensive club 

wasn’t really the avenue for a ‘no.’ Plus, a shiny 24-carat gold ring was there to make the 

‘no’ inconceivable. 

She had said ‘yes’ and faked her joyousness throughout the entire moment.  

“Eh, mama! You girl!” some of her friends envied her upon setting eyes on the hard-to-miss 

ring.  

Her parents were over the moon, they saw this as an end to their impoverished lineage.  

Her friends resented her, she had found a short cut to the lifestyle they only dream of. Her 

engagement made a whole lot of people covetous. Judith wasn’t sure any of them should 

be. She knew she was in a situation where the hunter became the hunted. 

She had dodged James a couple of times, refusing to let him taste her honey pot unless he 

put a ring on it. She said that as a way out knowing he had a wife.  

James had waited, he was not in a hurry. After all, with her, he wanted sexiness by his side 

for the green-eyed monsters it would create of his mates.  

For him, having her minus the sex was enough. Not for the love of course, for the props he 
got from his aged corrupt friends as he kissed her in front of them on nights out at private 

parties. 

His big-stomached friends saw him as the conqueror. Many of them had failed to land loyal 

young girls even with their government salaries and V12 Land Cruisers.  

James had cracked the code with Judith. 

She had been different. Sure he fantasized pounding that sweet young honeypot, but he 

knew he’d eventually get it. For as long as it lasted.  

With the ring on, it was only a matter of days until the goodies would be served for a long 
awaited feasting. He had waited without pressuring her to have her honeypot on their 

wedding night.  
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The seconds before she squalled a fake excited ‘yes’ with teary eyes “of joy” were enough for 

their 2 months together to flash before her eyes.  

She had remembered the promise she had made when she sold her body to James for his 

money.  

“Don’t expect to eat my money and disappear young girl,” James had warned. “I love you, 
James. Not for the money, but because you are a nice man and you take great care of me,” 

Judith had replied. “I hope that is true. I also want a child. If you are not ready, return my 

things and go before things become serious,” James had added. 

Judith had made it clear that she was here until the end. James was pleased with her 

seemingly genuine response. She had however insisted on a ring first. 

“James, you know I don’t want to be played with. You have to make it official first,” Judith 

had set her conditions. She was very sure this was one condition he wouldn’t meet.  

James grinned. 

Millions of shillings later, an apartment, a job, and silver Toyota Mark X, she could not say 

no. Least James would do what he did to the last girl that toyed with his money.  

She disappeared; – not on her terms, James made it happen. Whatever happened to those 

investigations?  

Here in Uganda, a government man ordinarily by all odds gets away with anything. They do 
it all the time. We see it happen, but we are powerless to intervene. We simply let nature 

take its course. 
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* 

CHAPTER SIX 

* 

Russell was there before James. For a moment she knew he was the one. Russell was 

struggling like every other age mate that could have been a potential suitor.  

A few years after school, Russell hadn’t quite landed on his feet yet. Making money from 

occasional good deals is how Russel Survived. 

Russell was not providing things. Judith needed things. Sure, she still had some years on 

her hand but the fatal craving for these things couldn’t let her wait. 

Judith left Russell without a reason. Just like that, she had dumped her high school 

sweetheart in pursuit for money and wealth.  

She found the fortune with James, life was much better but she wasn’t as enchanted as 

with Russell. 

Russell’s luck had changed too. With all these Chinese companies opening shop in Uganda, 

Russell landed a mega deal that instantly put him on top of the world.  

With the help of an influential uncle, Russell landed a huge construction deal for a new 

Chinese firm that didn’t even have to bid. As a thank you, Russell was offered a job in top 

management.  

In this country, it’s the people you know and how others benefit from you that gets you 

ahead in life.  

A Seven figure cheque, fancy company car and an apartment in Kololo were nothing from 

the Chinese firm to Russell. 

Judith was not around to witness all this. She was playing hide and seek with James, 

trying to keep her fruits untasted.  

Russell had tasted her fruits. He ate them up real nice she had developed an addiction.  

They had started early. Their first encounter was in their Senior 6 vacation. Russell 

equipped with a massive package had shagged her gently on their first night. He was the 

first one in, and the blood from the broken virginity wasn’t a pleasant sight.  

Judith admitted it had been painful. But Russell had eased the pain by being gentle and 

patient with her. 
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They were in love. After the first time, they had soaked the sheets and stayed in bed all 

afternoon.  

The next time was much easier, less painful and more pleasurable. With many more times, 
they had gotten used to the act and gotten better at it. The fear had died out, the pain was 

no more and now they were humping like bunnies. 

Judith loved the sex. Russell knew how to make her scream and cum multiple times in one 

night. She loved it. The addiction was getting progressively dangerous.  

They had once made love at a funeral. As everyone was in the other room listening to 

speeches, they sneaked away and shagged in the upstairs bathroom.  

Russel had lifted her long black dress, slipped her panties to the side and penetrated her 
deeply with a firm thrust. They had tried to screw in silence. Judith stifled the moans until 

some escaped when she couldn’t take it anymore.  

The stealth didn’t last long. They had someone coming upstairs. Russell stopped stroking, 
with his stiff package deep inside her, an unusual sultry feeling had sent severe electric 

chills through her entire body and she exploded in a massive orgasm.   

Whoever was upstairs must have heard them. Judith would never cum silently. She clung 
onto Russell, grabbing every bit of cloth on him before letting out a vulnerable scream with 

high pitched moans as was every time she cam. 

That was ‘a time to love.’ She and Russell were undeniably compatible in every aspect of the 
deed. They were good together, they loved each other and the great sex was that extra 

ingredient that made them truly perfect. 

But that was then. 
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* 

CHAPTER SIX 

* 

Russell was invited to the wedding. She had personally delivered the invitation.  

Russell said nothing upon receiving it.  

This was over a lunch she had invited him to. He came hoping she was calling him to 

explain the sudden disappearance and lack of interest.  

They hadn’t talked in months. Russell missed her. She missed him too but she did not 
want to show it. She did not want to compromise her impending wedding and all the 

‘plans.’  

Everything was moving according to plan so far. 

It was complicated. He wouldn’t understand. 

Russell wanted to tell her that he had finally made it. He could afford to give her the life 

and the things they always fantasized about. They could now run away together to News 

Zealand or even Venice like she always dreamed.  

Judith hadn’t let him get that far.  

As soon as she arrived, she sat briefly, handed him the invitation, begged him to be there 

and she left.  

Judith thought the white KIA Sorrento/Sportage parked near the entrance looked nice as 

she left. She got into her Mark X and sped off.  

Russell did not open the invitation. He knew what it was. The tabloids had predicted weeks 

after she hooked James. He was only hoping it wasn’t him. 

He left the restaurant almost as soon as she left, got into his KIA and raced after her. He 

caught up with her at the Lugogo by-pass. Swerved in front of her forcing her to stop. She 

angrily honked at the idiot in the KIA.  

He stepped out. Her heart skipped a beat seeing Russell exit the fancy car. He was the idiot 

driver, but she didn’t care. She got out of her car as well.  

Russell calmly walked towards Judith who was now visibly nervous. She feared what this 

calmness was about. Russell got close enough and he threw the invitation in her face.  

She was horrified. 
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“What is the meaning of this?” Russell demanded an explanation. Judith now getting teary 

tried to speak. “No Judith. Shut up! You disappear without warning, you break my heart, 
you do not even have the courtesy to tell me why and now you hand me your wedding 

invitation!” 

“Judith, what did I do wrong? What could I have possibly done to deserve all this? And now 
you are getting married?” he let out a hysterical laughter with this. He spoke with so much 

pride.  

He then calms down and pleadingly asks her for answers. “I have wallowed in deep 
suspense and inexplicable confusion as to what could have driven you away. Tell me 

Judith. What?” he said distressfully. 

Judith at this point was in a flood of tears. She moved towards Russell to touch his face 

and comfort him, “Don’t Judith! Do not f’n touch me! You owe me a lot of explanations,” 

Russell warned now getting a little furious.  

“Russell, you won’t understand,” Judith broke her teary silence. “When haven’t I 

understood,” Russell stung back. “Who is he?” he asked angrily reaching on the ground for 

the envelope and he ripped it to see the invitation. 

“James Musaana?” Russell laughed sarcastically. “Judith! Honorable Musaana! So the 

rumors were true. This greybeard is the reason I wept for you?” Russell shouted in utter 
disbelief. “Is money all you ever wanted?” he added rubbing his hands through his hair in 

complete shock. 

“Russell am sorry. It’s complicated,” Judith tried to explain.  

“I get it, Judith,” Russell said taking easy grievous steps towards his car. “I asked for time 
to get you all you wanted, but you simply couldn’t wait. Have a happy life Judith.” “Oh!” He 

paused, “Congratulations.”  

“Russell wait! I love you. I still want you, Russell. I need you. I did this for us Russell” she 

said frantically hoping this would buy her a second of his attention. 

He did not care for it. He jumped into his car and slowly drove off. This would be the last 

time she sees Russell, at least it’s what she thought.  

Judith got back into her car and cried her makeup off. Her mascara run down her cheeks 

making her look like a witch from a horror movie sequel.  

Moments later, she gathered her strength, fired up her engine and drove off. 
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* 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

* 

They would later meet again two days before the wedding. Where they talked for hours. 
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* 

CHAPTER EIGHT 

* 

Russell had not come to the masquerade themed wedding. James had thrown his new bride 

a dream wedding. He let her have it as fancy as she liked.  

Judith looked around at the guests but he wasn't there. She asked her friends if they had 

seen him and none had. It was a small exclusive wedding for only close family and friends.  

James’ first wife was in attendance too. She did not mind Judith. She had acquired all she 

wanted from James – wealth. What he did was none of her business anymore. 

The wedding had been glamorous and Judith looked absolutely beautiful.  

The drinks and food were in plenty. So much that there was a lot of wastage. During their 
speech, a waiter had even walked up to them and swapped their barely sipped drinks with 

glasses of fresh ones. 

After the ceremony, Judith had sent Russell a couple of texts that went unanswered. She 

had tried to call him, getting no answer each time. This got her exceedingly nervous.   

Russell had seen her call, he was just not in the mood for her drama. He had ignored her 

each time.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Dirt on My Wedding Dress  

paulothewriter Inc.  

 

22 

 

* 

CHAPTER NINE 

* 

James couldn’t wait to take that gown off and feast on his long awaited dish. As soon as the 
ceremony was done, the guests had gone home leaving them to enjoy their honeymoon 

suite at the hotel.  

He had for the first time not been gentle with her. As soon as the door was locked, he 
ordered her to get naked and get on the bed. She was seeing a side of him she did not 

know. 

Perhaps because they had not slept together before. James threw her on the bed and with 

minimal foreplay, he had penetrated her.  

His big weight on her was irritating. She tried to fake moans and screams but she was too 
miserable to even try. James was on top looking like he was having a time of his life. 

Occasionally uttering reasonless compliments.  

It had been a whole new level of discomfort for her. 

A few minutes of gentle thrusts later, without warning, he fell on her chest. She rolled him 

over and in seconds he was fast “asleep.”  

Judith lay on her side of their wedding night bed without a sweat. The only traces of sweat 
on her were from his enormous corruption full stomach that made their first night 

uncomfortable as he fumbled to get it out of the way…  
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* 

CHAPTER TEN 

* 

As soon as she confirmed he was dead asleep, she crept out of bed, slipped into her 
wedding dress, went to the balcony facing the gorgeous Kampala city night and she called 

Russell again.  

She was determined to call him over and over again until he either picked or switched off 

his phone. She needed a sign. 

The nagging ringtone had made Russell pick up on the seventh ring.  

“Russell, please don’t hang up. I need you,” she had responded when he said “Hello.” 

“It’s your wedding night Judith, shouldn’t you be conceiving right now?” he had mocked 

her. “Or is the old dog retired already?” he added. 

“Stop it Russell!” she said. “What do you want Judith?” he asked. “I want you, Russell. And 

don’t tell me I can’t have you because I am married,” she insisted. 

Judith spent the greater part of the night trying to convince Russell to see her for the last 

time. “Give me one good reason why I should see you tonight,” Russell finally caved.  

“Because I love you, Russell,” she had answered. “You are married now, till death do you 

part remember?” Russell mocked her again before hanging up. 

But all these theatrics were for the investigation when the police finally come knocking. 
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* 

CHAPTER ELEVEN 

* 

He helped her climb over the balcony into the next room. Judith was happy to see Russell.  

“For a second there I thought I’d lost you, my love,” he said rubbing his fingers through her 

hair.  

“You took this too serious Russell. I didn’t even see you at the wedding! No one did.” Judith 
asked. “That was the whole point of the masquerade. Invisibility,” Russell dropped his witty 

response like a bomb. 

“I know it’s what we’d planned but sometimes I couldn’t help but feel like I was losing you 

for real,” Judith exclaimed in relief. 

“Ssshhh…,” Russell shushed her. “Let’s stick to the plan. Every second counts.” 

“Wait! Are you sure you gave him the right glass? He seems to be asleep and I am a bit 

dizzy,” Judith sounded out in a panic. “I am sure. You are probably just nervous,” Russell 

assured her. 

With her panties already off, there wasn’t much talking? Russell threw her on the bed, 

unzipped her wedding dress and fk’d her like a young couple should on their wedding 

night. He explored her body to make up for the 4 months he had gone without it. 

Judith hungrily swallowed every inch of him. She was like a drug addict that landed on the 

very last stash of the marijuana. She consumed Russell like It was going to be the last time. 

They made love into the night and without a care. She was moaning and screaming on top 
of her voice, as Russell thrust without that fabled gentle touch. She liked it rough 

sometimes, tonight was one of those nights. The four months seemed like rehab and now 

she was let out of that cage to feed her addiction. 
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* 

THE FINAL CHAPTER 

* 

After hours of massive sex and multiple explosive orgasms, Russell helped her back into 

her wedding dress and over the balcony to her honeymoon suite.  

He then hurried downstairs and left in the crowd of the last guests from the wedding.  

Judith then sneaked back to the bed…  

… She tried to touch him, but James was blunted.  

He was cold on a warm night. 

In a panic, she picked up her phone and texted Russell, “He is dead.”  

“Good. Call the hotel manager now. Exaggerate how long you had sex before he collapsed, 
the heart attack will seem natural that way.” Russell replied. “Be confident. It’s just like we 

practiced.” 

“Okay. See you at the airport tomorrow,” she texted back with flimsy confidence. 

 

* 

 

How Far Would You Go For The Things You Want? 

And How Far For The One You Love? 

If You Want Them Both, 

How Far Is Far Enough? 

 

Story by 
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