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Barged in on by the Best Man on her Wedding Day

Faith's cheeks burned hotter than the curling iron hovering just above her ear as Jess leaned in, lips curving into that familiar mischievous smile that had led to so much trouble—and so much pleasure—this past week.

"So, Little Miss Almost-Mrs., how does it feel knowing that your sweet Daniel is practicing his ‘I do’, oblivious to all you've done over the last few days?" Jess whispered, just loud enough for the other bridesmaids to hear as they lounged around the hotel suite in their matching silk pyjamas, champagne flutes perpetually half-full.

Faith swallowed hard, watching herself blush in the vanity mirror as the hairstylist worked silently behind her, quite obviously pretending not to have heard. The memory of the stripper's tongue between her thighs, of Jess's fingers exploring her body during that photoshoot—it all came flooding back in vivid detail.[1]

"I don't know what you're talking about," Faith mumbled unconvincingly, taking a long sip of champagne and focusing on the feeling of it fizzing all the way down her throat.

Shannon, sprawled across the chaise lounge with her freshly done hair pinned up, snorted. "Please! You can't play innocent anymore, Jess. Not after what we all saw at the bachelorette party."

"Or what I saw at that photoshoot," Jess added with a wink that caused Faith to nearly choke on her champagne.

Megan giggled from the corner where her makeup was being applied. "Our little Faith, all grown up. Who would have thought?"

The hairstylist stepped away momentarily to adjust her tools, and Faith took the opportunity to shoot Jess a pleading look. "Can we please not talk about this? At least not today of all days?"

"Why not?" Jess plopped down on the vanity stool beside Faith, their knees touching through the thin silk of their pyjamas. "You still have"—she checked her phone—"just about four and a half hours of single life left.” She paused for effect. “That’s plenty of time for one last adventure, if you ask me."

Faith's stomach fluttered in a way that was becoming distressingly familiar. "I don’t believe I did as you. And in any event, I think I've had quite enough adventures for one week, thank you very much."

"Have you though?" Jess leaned closer, her voice dropping to a whisper that sent shivers down Faith's spine. "Because it just so happens that I just might have one more surprise all lined up for you… Something of a wedding day special!"

The hairstylist returned, forcing Jess to back away, but the damage was done. Faith sat perfectly still, trying to ignore the warmth spreading through her body at Jess's words.

"You're joking," Faith said finally, trying to sound confident but hearing the uncertainty in her own voice. "Right?"

Jess simply smiled an inscrutable smile, the corners of her mouth lifting in that way that made Faith's heart race. Without another word, she sauntered away toward the champagne bottle, leaving Faith to wonder if that smile meant everything she feared—or secretly hoped—it might.

The hairstylist gave Faith's curls one final spritz of hairspray. "You're all set, beautiful. Absolutely stunning."

Faith thanked her, but her mind was elsewhere, following Jess across the room, watching the way her hips swayed beneath the silk pyjamas. What exactly did she have planned? And why did the uncertainty of it all make Faith's skin tingle with anticipation rather than dread?

The next hour passed in a blur of activity. The makeup artist finished with Megan, then moved on to touch up Faith's already-perfect face. Champagne flowed freely, the conversation growing increasingly animated.

"I still can't believe our little Faith actually did that with the stripper," Shannon said, collapsing into giggles. "The look on your face when he—"

"Oh my God, stop!" Faith protested, but she was laughing too. The alcohol had softened the edges of her embarrassment, turning it into something almost like pride.

"And then the photoshoot," Megan added, wiggling her eyebrows suggestively. "Jess told us everything."

Faith shot Jess a look. "Everything?"

"They're your best friends," Jess shrugged, refilling Faith's glass. "Besides, they're just jealous they weren't there."

"Damn right," Shannon agreed, raising her glass in a toast. "Here’s to Faith discovering her wild side just in time for marriage!"

They clinked glasses, but as Faith sipped her champagne, a familiar weight settled in her stomach. The guilt she'd been pushing away crept back in. She'd done things—wonderful, exhilarating things—but she'd done them behind Daniel's back.

"You look troubled," Jess said, dropping onto the couch beside Faith while the others chatted with the makeup artist about the latest celebrity scandal. “What’s eating at you?”

Faith lowered her voice. "I just… I feel like I've been so dishonest with Daniel."

"Dishonest? You’ve just been discovering parts of yourself you never knew existed," Jess countered. "Anyway, don’t forget that wedding gift we made him!"

Faith's cheeks warmed at the memory of those photographs—her and Jess together, tangled in sheets, touching each other in ways she'd never imagined.

"You practically melted thinking about how much he's going to enjoy those pictures," Jess continued, her fingers lightly brushing Faith's knee. "How turned on he'll be seeing his sweet, innocent wife with another woman."

"That's… true," Faith admitted, feeling a flutter of excitement replace some of the guilt.

"You're not betraying him by becoming more of yourself," Jess said. "If anything, you're bringing more to your marriage than he ever expected. Trust me, he's getting the better end of this deal."

Faith let those words sink in. Maybe Jess was right. Maybe this new version of herself—more adventurous, more open to pleasure—was exactly what their marriage needed. Or maybe she was just making excuses, trying to justify behaviour that, deep down, she knew would hurt Daniel if and when she ever revealed to him the full extent of it.

By the time the hair and makeup team packed up their supplies and left with hugs and well-wishes, Faith's emotions were as tangled as her thoughts. The clock on the nightstand indicated that it was about time she started getting dressed.

"I think I need a minute alone," Faith said suddenly, standing up from the vanity. "To get changed."

"Why?" Shannon laughed. "It's nothing we haven't all seen before."

"Especially recently," Megan added with a wink.

Faith forced a smile, but it didn't reach her eyes. "Please. Just… I need a while. By myself."

Something in her expression must have conveyed her turmoil because the teasing stopped immediately. Jess was the first to nod in understanding.

"Come on, ladies," she said, shepherding Shannon and Megan toward the door. "Let's give the bride her moment of zen before the chaos starts again."

As they filed out, Jess lingered in the doorway. "Text me when you’re ready," she said softly. "We'll come back to help with that dress. And Faith?" She paused, that inscrutable smile returning. "Whatever you're feeling right now, it's okay. Today is about celebrating you—all of you. Remember that."

The door clicked shut, and Faith was finally alone with her reflection and the white garment bag containing her wedding dress. She sank onto the edge of the bed, the weight of the past week's adventures pressing down on her shoulders.

What kind of bride was she becoming? What kind of wife would she be?

∞∞∞

Faith stood, her fingers trembling slightly as she untied the sash of her silk pyjamas. The champagne had left a pleasant warmth in her veins, but not enough to dull the significance of what was about to happen. In a few hours, she would be someone's wife. Daniel's wife.

She slipped the pyjama top off her shoulders, letting it fall to the plush hotel carpet. The cool air prickled her skin, raising goosebumps along her arms. The bottoms followed, and then she stood completely naked before the full-length mirror that dominated one wall of the suite.

The woman who stared back at her wasn't the same Faith who had giggled nervously at the mere thought of a bachelorette party with strippers. This Faith stood taller, her shoulders back, chin slightly raised. Her hair fell in perfect golden waves around her face, and her makeup accentuated features she'd never fully appreciated before. But it wasn't just the professional styling that made her look different.

"Who are you?" she whispered to her reflection, running her hands down her sides, over the curve of her hips. Her body felt more alive somehow, more sensitive to her own touch after everything she'd experienced. The memories flickered through her mind—the stripper's hands on her thighs, Jess's lips on her neck, the photographer's approving gaze as she posed—and instead of shame, she felt a surge of something like power.

Faith moved toward the bed where her wedding lingerie was laid out. Each piece felt significant as she lifted it. The white lace bra, delicate yet supportive, cupped her breasts perfectly when she fastened it. The matching panties slid up her legs, the material cool and smooth against her skin.

"This is who I am now," she murmured, adjusting the bra straps. In the photoshoot, she'd worn something similar—before Jess had slowly peeled it away, her brown eyes dark with desire. Faith's breath caught at the memory, at how beautiful Jess had looked in her own lingerie, at how their bodies had fit together so naturally.

She reached for the white stockings next, sitting on the edge of the bed to roll them carefully up each leg. The silk whispered against her skin, and she took her time, enjoying the sensation. The garter belt came last, its satin ribbons tickling her thighs until she connected the clasps to her stockings with delicate precision.

Faith returned to the mirror, turning slowly to see herself from every angle. The white lingerie contrasted with her skin, now slightly tanned from a pre-wedding beach day. She looked like a bride, she thought—pure, traditional, wrapped in white—but she knew the truth beneath the packaging.

"This is for Daniel," she said aloud, smoothing her hands over the lace at her hips. These were the bows she had wrapped herself in, the gift she was preparing for her husband-to-be. But as she gazed at her reflection, Faith couldn't help but wonder if she was still the woman Daniel thought he was marrying.

Faith reached for her white heels, the final touch to her bridal ensemble. She bent forward, balancing on one foot as she slipped the first shoe on, her focus entirely on the delicate buckle at her ankle.

Suddenly, the door crashed open behind her with such force that it banged against the wall.

Faith froze, still bent over, painfully aware of how her lace-covered behind was perfectly presented to whoever had just barged in. Her heart hammered against her ribs as she looked up into the mirror, meeting the startled eyes of the intruder.

Sebastian. Daniel’s best man, Sebastian.

He stood in the doorway, mouth slightly open, his expression shifting rapidly from concern to something else entirely—a look of appreciative shock that made her skin burn.

"Sebastian!" Faith yelped, dropping the other shoe and spinning around, arms crossing over her chest reflexively. "What the hell?"

His eyes, those piercing green eyes she'd once found herself lost in during long high school study sessions, travelled down her body before he seemed to catch himself and looked away. "I—I'm sorry, I thought—"

"You thought what?" Faith grabbed frantically for her silk robe on the bed, yanking it around her shoulders. "That barging into a woman's room while she's getting dressed is acceptable?"

Sebastian's cheeks reddened beneath his stubble. "Jess said you needed urgent help. That something was wrong… She seemed really worried."

Faith paused in the middle of tying her robe. "Jess told you that?"

"Yeah, she practically shoved me this way. Said there was no time to explain."

The pieces clicked into place in Faith's mind. "Of course she did," she muttered, tightening the sash of her robe with a sharp tug. "There's nothing wrong. I just needed some time alone to get dressed."

Sebastian ran a hand through his perfectly styled hair, messing it up in a way that made him look boyish despite the expensive three-piece suit. "I don't understand. Why would she—"

"Because she's been testing me all week." Faith sighed, perching on the edge of the bed. "I guess this is just her grand finale."

Sebastian hesitated in the doorway, clearly uncertain whether to stay or go. Faith realised suddenly how long it had been since they'd been alone together—years, probably. Not since before she and Daniel became serious.

"You can come in," she said softly. "Just close the door before someone walks by and sees me like this."

He obeyed, shutting the door with a soft click that somehow felt significant in the quiet room. "What do you mean by ‘testing you’?"

Faith laughed, the sound strained even to her own ears. "You've known me forever, Seb. You know how I used to be."

"Used to be?"

"Shy. Boring. Predictable."

Sebastian leaned against the wall, a safe distance away. "I never thought you were boring."

The old warmth between them—the one she'd carefully packed away when she'd chosen Daniel—flickered back to life. They'd been friends first, before anything else, and she'd forgotten how easy it was to talk to him.

"Well, Jess decided I needed to… expand my horizons before the wedding." Faith fiddled with the belt of her robe. "She's been… I don’t know, orchestrating situations so to speak… where I might step outside my comfort zone."

"Like what?" Sebastian asked, then quickly added, "If you don't mind my asking."

Faith hesitated, studying his face. They'd known each other since they were teenagers. Before Daniel, there had been those moments—lingering glances, inside jokes, the electric brush of hands—but neither had ever acted on it.

"Like my bachelorette party," she said finally. "And a photoshoot that got… complicated."

“Oh,” Sebastian's eyes widened slightly. "Jess did mention something like that, actually. Said you'd surprised everyone."

Faith's stomach dropped. "She told you about that?"

"Not details, exactly, but she… implied things got pretty wild with a stripper." His eyes held a question. "And something about a photographer?"

"Oh my God." Faith covered her face with her hands. "She had no right to tell you any of that."

"Hey." Sebastian crossed the room, sitting beside her on the bed but maintaining a respectful distance. "It's me. You know I'd never judge you."

Faith peeked through her fingers at him. "You can't tell Daniel. Promise me."

"I promise." His voice was solemn, his green eyes steady on hers. "That's between you two. When you're ready to tell him, if you ever are, it should come from you."

She dropped her hands, relief washing through her. "Thank you."

"For what it's worth," Sebastian added, his voice dropping lower, "I never would have thought you had it in you."

Faith couldn't help but laugh. "I've been hearing that a lot lately."

"It's not a bad thing." His eyes held hers, and something in his gaze made her pulse quicken. "I think I like the idea of a Faith who takes risks. Who goes after what she wants."

The air between them seemed to thicken, charged with unspoken history and the newly shared reality of who she was becoming. Faith was acutely aware of how little she wore beneath her robe, of how close they sat on the bed where, in a few hours, she would spend her first night as a married woman.

"Sebastian…" she began, not entirely sure what she wanted to say.

He leaned closer, just slightly. "You’ know,” he said softly, “Given the day that’s in it, I’ve been thinking. I've always wondered what might have happened if I'd told you how I felt back in senior year. Before you and Daniel."

Faith's breath caught. "You never said anything."

"And neither did you." His smile was sad, a glimpse of what might have been. "But I saw the way you looked at me sometimes. I wasn't imagining that, was I?"

The question hung between them, dangerous and tempting. Faith found herself unable to lie, not today when so much truth about herself had already been exposed.

"No," she admitted softly. "You weren't imagining it."

Sebastian's eyes darkened, and for one heart-stopping moment, Faith thought he might lean in further, might cross the line they'd never dared to cross before. Her wedding dress hung just feet away, a white reminder of promises about to be made, but the electricity between them made it hard to remember why those promises mattered.

"We should probably—" Faith began, just as Sebastian said, "I should let you—"

They both stopped, laughing nervously at the simultaneous retreat.

"You're getting married in three hours," Sebastian said, standing up and straightening his jacket. "And I'm supposed to be helping the groom, not distracting the bride."

Faith nodded, tightening her grip on her robe. "Right. Of course."

He moved toward the door, then paused with his hand on the knob. He turned back, a new glimmer of mischief in his eye. "Actually, I can think of one way I could help the groom from here."

Faith tilted her head, curiosity piqued despite herself. "What's that?"

"Well," Sebastian said, taking a careful step back toward her, "I could make sure that his bride is properly prepared for him." His gaze travelled down to where her fingers clutched the silk robe. "I could give that outfit of yours a once over if you'd like… only to make sure everything is perfect for Daniel, of course."

Faith's pulse quickened, her mouth suddenly dry. The suggestion hung in the air between them, charged with years of unspoken tension.

This was exactly what Jess had been planning all along.

The realisation hit Faith with startling clarity. Jess knew their history. Jess had seen how Sebastian had looked at her during the engagement party; she’d commented on it afterward with that knowing smile. Jess understood how much Sebastian had kept locked away all those years… just as Faith had.

So many conflicting images raced through her mind all at once. Daniel waiting at the altar. The wedding dress hanging pristinely nearby. The memory of the photographer's hands on her body, of Jess's lips against her neck. The new Faith who had emerged this week—bolder, more adventurous, willing to reach for pleasure where she found it.

And wasn't this just another test? Another step toward becoming the woman she was meant to be?

"I can't see the harm in that," Faith said with a small smile, her voice steadier than she expected.

She rose from the bed, maintaining eye contact as her fingers found the knot of her robe. Sebastian's breath visibly caught as she untied it with deliberate slowness. She let the silk part, then slide completely off her shoulders, pooling at her feet in a whisper of expensive fabric.

Sebastian's eyes widened, drinking in the sight of her standing before him in nothing but white lace and silk stockings. The garter belt hugged her hips, the delicate clasps gleaming against her thighs.

"My God, Faith," he breathed, his voice rough. "You're even more beautiful than I imagined."

Heat flooded her cheeks, but she didn't cover herself. Instead, she turned slowly, giving him the full view. "So, best man, is everything perfect for my husband-to-be?"

Sebastian moved closer, circling her with careful steps. "Almost," he murmured. He stopped behind her, and she felt his breath warm against her neck. "May I?"

Faith nodded, unable to form words as his fingertips grazed the strap of her bra, adjusting it ever so slightly.

"There," he said softly. His hands moved to her waist, barely touching as they hovered over the garter belt. "This should sit just a little lower."

He adjusted the delicate lace, his fingers brushing against her bare skin with each movement. Faith's breath quickened, her body responding to his touch in ways that made her dizzy with want.

"Perfect," Sebastian whispered, but his hands didn't leave her waist. Instead, they settled more firmly, his thumbs tracing small circles against her skin.

Faith turned in his grasp, facing him, their bodies now inches apart. "Is that all the help you were offering?" she asked, surprised by the boldness in her own voice.

Sebastian's eyes darkened. "That… depends on what kind of help you want."

The moment stretched between them, taut with possibility. Faith knew she was standing at a crossroads—one path led back to the safe, predictable life she'd always planned. The other…

"Show me," she whispered, reaching up to loosen his perfectly knotted tie. "Show me what I've been missing all these years."

Sebastian's restraint broke. His mouth found hers in a kiss that was nothing like the careful, sweet kisses she shared with Daniel. This was hunger and heat and years of pent-up desire. His hands tangled in her carefully styled hair as he backed her toward the bed, his suit rough against her nearly naked body.

"Wait," Faith gasped, breaking the kiss. "My hair—the makeup—"

Sebastian paused, his breathing ragged. "Right. Of course." He glanced around the room, then took her hand. "We’ll just have to be a bit more careful."

He led her to the plush armchair in the corner, sitting down and drawing her onto his lap. Faith straddled him, her white stockings stark against his dark suit pants. It felt almost comical to be avoiding lying down, to be putting such effort into ensuring that her hair and makeup would remain intact, ready for a ceremony that now felt impossibly far away.

"Faith, I've wanted this for so long," Sebastian confessed, his hands skimming up her sides to cup her breasts through the delicate lace. "Since that study session senior year when you fell asleep on my shoulder."

Faith arched into his touch, remembering that night—how she'd pretended to sleep just to be closer to him, how confused she'd been about her feelings.

"Why didn't you ever say anything?" she asked, working the buttons of his waistcoat open with trembling fingers.

Sebastian's laugh was soft against her collarbone where his lips now traced a path. "You were the golden girl. Perfect Faith who never stepped out of line." His hands found the clasp of her bra, expertly unhooking it. "I didn't think you'd want someone like me."

The lace fell away, and Faith shivered as the cool air met her exposed skin. "And now?"

"Now," Sebastian said, his eyes dark with desire as he looked up at her, "I think we've both been waiting too long to find out."

His mouth closed over her nipple, and Faith gasped, clutching his shoulders. Any thoughts of Daniel, of the wedding, of consequences—all of it disappeared under the skilled attention of Sebastian's tongue and hands.

This was the new Faith, she told herself as pleasure spiralled through her body. The Faith who took what she wanted. The Faith who wasn't afraid anymore.

And what she wanted right now, what she wanted more than anything, was the man who had always been just out of reach.

A sharp knock at the door caused them both to freeze immediately, Sebastian’s lips still locked around Faith’s hardened nipple.

∞∞∞

Their eyes met in a moment of startled recognition. The desire that had been building between them instantly transformed into something colder, more urgent. Faith's heart hammered against her ribs, no longer from excitement but from raw panic. She scrambled off Sebastian's lap, nearly stumbling in her haste, acutely aware of her exposed breasts and the incriminating flush of her skin.

"Just a second!" she called out, her voice strained and unnaturally high.

Sebastian stood too, his fingers working frantically at his dishevelled clothes. His waistcoat hung open, his tie askew, and a faint smudge of Faith's lipstick already marked his collar. He ran a hand through his mussed hair, attempting to restore some semblance of order.

Faith snatched her robe from the floor, wrapping it tightly around herself. Her hands trembled as she tied the sash, her mind racing through possible explanations, excuses, anything that might make this situation less damning.

"Who is it?" she called, though a part of her already knew.

"It's only me," Jess's voice replied from the hallway. "Just wondering if you needed any help in there."

Faith's gaze darted to Sebastian, a silent question passing between them. Should they try to hide him? Pretend nothing had happened?

Sebastian raised an eyebrow, a gesture that Faith understood immediately. He wasn't afraid of being caught. In fact, something in his expression suggested he might even welcome it. The ball was in her court.

A strange calm settled over Faith. After everything this week, after all the boundaries she'd already crossed, what was one more? And wasn't this exactly what Jess had planned all along?

"Come in, Jess," she said, a hint of resignation in her voice.

The door opened, and Jess appeared, looking impossibly put-together having changed from her pyjamas to her bridesmaid's robe. Her eyes widened theatrically as she took in the scene—Sebastian adjusting his cufflinks, Faith clutching her robe closed, the unmistakable tension in the air.

"How scandalous," Jess gasped with exaggerated shock, closing the door behind her. She pressed a hand to her chest in mock horror before her lips curved into that familiar, knowing smile. Turning to Faith, she added, "I hope you're not doing anything I wouldn't do…"

Faith couldn't help but laugh. "I think I can honestly say I'm not."

"So, what exactly is happening here?" Jess asked, though her tone made it clear she already knew the answer.

Faith held her gaze steadily. "You know full well what's happening. You orchestrated it, after all."

Jess's smile widened as she sauntered further into the room. "I might have had a hand in sending Sebastian your way, yes." She perched on the edge of the bed, crossing her legs elegantly. "The question is, would you like me to continue having a hand in… this?" Her gesture encompassed both Faith and Sebastian, the implication unmistakable.

Faith swallowed, feeling a fresh wave of heat rise to her cheeks. She knew exactly what Jess was suggesting. After their encounter at the photoshoot, there could be no misunderstanding.

She turned to Sebastian, whose expression had shifted from surprise to intrigue. "Sebastian," she began, her voice low, "Jess and I have been… Christ, how do I even put this? We’ve been… exploring a new aspect of our friendship recently." The words felt strange on her tongue, yet somehow right. "Would you mind if she stayed? While we work through our own… relationship?"

Sebastian's eyes darkened, flicking between Faith and Jess. A slow smile spread across his face. "I'd be more than happy for Jess to join us," he said, his voice rough with desire.

"Why am I not surprised?" Jess laughed, rising from the bed.

Before Faith could respond, Jess crossed the room in three confident strides. She took Faith's face in her hands and kissed her deeply, passionately, right in front of Sebastian. Faith's surprise lasted only a moment before she melted into the familiar softness of Jess's lips, the contrast to Sebastian's rougher kisses sending shivers down her spine.

When they broke apart, Faith was breathless. Jess's hands moved to the sash of Faith's robe, untying it with practiced ease. The silk parted, exposing Faith's nearly naked body to both sets of hungry eyes.

"She's beautiful, isn't she?" Jess said to Sebastian, her fingers tracing the edge of Faith's lace underwear. "I've always thought so."

"Breathtaking," Sebastian agreed, his voice husky.

Faith stood between them, her heart racing with a cocktail of emotions—desire, embarrassment, exhilaration. This was so far beyond anything she'd ever imagined for herself, for her wedding day. Yet she couldn't deny how right it felt, how perfectly this culmination of events aligned with the woman she was becoming.

Jess slipped her own robe off, revealing a matching set of bridesmaid lingerie beneath—pale blue lace that complemented her tanned skin and made her eyes seem even darker. Sebastian's sharp intake of breath was audible in the suddenly quiet room.

"I think," Jess said, reaching for Sebastian's tie, "that you're a bit overdressed for this party."

Faith watched as Jess methodically undressed Sebastian, each button revealing more of his toned chest. The sight of them together—Jess's confidence, Sebastian's barely contained desire—was intoxicating. When Jess had stripped him down to his boxers, taking care to set aside each element of his suit as neatly as possible, she turned back to Faith with a wicked smile.

"Your turn," she whispered, guiding Faith toward the bed. "Lie down—carefully. We've got to protect that hair and makeup."

Faith obeyed, settling against the pillows, amused that, even in this extraordinary situation, Jess had had the same practical thought that she’d had herself in her initial throes of passion. Her body thrummed with anticipation as Sebastian and Jess approached from either side of the bed, their intentions clear in their heated gazes.

"How much time do we have?" Sebastian asked, his fingers already tracing patterns on Faith's inner thigh, just above the lace top of her stocking.

"Enough," Jess replied, bending to kiss Faith's collarbone. "The ceremony isn't for hours."

Faith closed her eyes, surrendering to their touch. It was her wedding day, and she was spending it in the arms of her maid of honour and her fiancé's best man. The thought should have horrified her, but instead, it sent a thrill of forbidden pleasure through her body.

Sebastian's mouth found her breast again, picking up where they'd left off before the interruption. Jess's lips travelled lower, across Faith's stomach, down to the edge of her panties.

"Wait," Faith gasped, a sudden thought cutting through her haze of desire. "The others—Shannon and Megan—they'll be looking for us."

Jess looked up, her smile reassuring. "I told them we needed at least an hour for some bride-and-maid-of-honour bonding time. They won't disturb us."

Of course she had. Jess had planned everything down to the last detail.

"And Daniel?" Faith whispered, a last flicker of conscience making itself known.

Sebastian paused, his expression softening. "He's with the groomsmen. Getting ready. He won't know."

"Unless you want to tell him," Jess added, her fingers dancing along Faith's hip bone. "About any of this. That's entirely up to you."

Faith hesitated, the weight of her choices pressing down on her. She saw Daniel, waiting for her at the altar. She heard the vows they would exchange. She pictured the life they had planned together.

But then Sebastian's hand slid higher up her thigh, and Jess's tongue traced the edge of her navel, and Faith felt herself falling back into sensation, into the moment.

"That can wait," she breathed, reaching for both of them. “Right now, all I care about is this.”

"And what exactly is 'this'?" Jess asked, her eyebrow arching as she gestured between Faith and Sebastian. "I know what I walked in on, and I've seen how you two look at each other, but tell me…" Her voice dropped to a conspiratorial whisper. "Is there something between you two that I don't know about?"

Faith felt Sebastian's fingers continue their gentle exploration, tracing patterns across her bare stomach, leaving trails of goosebumps in their wake. His touch was feather-light yet somehow grounding, keeping her anchored in this surreal, somewhat scary moment.

"No," Sebastian answered, his eyes never leaving Faith's face. "Nothing ever happened between us." His hand drifted higher, brushing the underside of her breast. "But there were many times when I’d hoped it would."

The confession hung in the air, vibrating with years of unspoken longing. Faith's heart fluttered in her chest as she recognised the truth in his words—the same truth she'd buried deep inside herself.

"I wanted it too," Faith admitted, her body seeming to divulge the erstwhile secret of its own accord—a secret she’d kept locked away in the recesses of her mind for too long now. "I just… never had the courage to actually ask for what I wanted." She met Sebastian's intense gaze, feeling something unlock inside her. "Or to take it."

A smile spread slowly across her face, confidence flowing through her veins like warm honey. "But that's changed now."

Without breaking eye contact, Faith reached out, her fingers finding the substantial bulge straining against Sebastian's boxers. He sucked in a sharp breath at her touch, his eyes darkening with desire.

Jess let out a delighted laugh, clapping her hands together. "Oh my God, this is even better than I imagined!" She shifted closer on the bed, watching Faith's hand as it began to stroke Sebastian through the thin cotton. "You know, Seb,” she whispered, “I could tell how turned on you were getting when I told you about what Faith and I got up to with that photographer."

Sebastian's jaw tightened, his breathing growing heavier under Faith's increasingly confident touch.

"I knew you were jealous," Jess continued, her voice teasing yet warm. "The way your eyes darkened when I described how Faith looked with her legs spread open for me…"

"How could I not be?" Sebastian groaned, his hips instinctively pressing forward into Faith's palm. "Hearing about her like that, knowing I wasn't there to see it…"

Faith felt a rush of power at his words, at the way his body responded to her touch. She increased the pressure, feeling him grow even harder beneath her fingers.

"Well," she said, sitting up to press a soft kiss to his chest, "there's no need to be jealous now." Her other hand reached for Jess, pulling her closer until all three of them were tangled together. "It's your turn to play."

Sebastian didn't need to be told twice. He captured Faith's mouth in a searing kiss, his tongue sliding against hers as his hands found her breasts again. Faith moaned into his mouth, arching her back to press herself more firmly against his palms.

Jess moved behind Faith, her lips finding the sensitive spot where Faith's neck met her shoulder. "You two look absolutely perfect together," she murmured, her hands sliding around to cup Faith's breasts from behind, her fingers tangling with Sebastian's.

Faith found herself sandwiched between them, overwhelmed by sensation. Sebastian's masculine hardness pressed against her front while Jess's soft curves moulded to her back. It was everything she'd never known she wanted, everything she'd been too afraid to imagine.

"Should we get these off?" Jess whispered, her fingers hooking into the waistband of Faith's panties. "I think we'd all be more comfortable with fewer barriers between us."

Faith nodded eagerly, lifting her hips and unclipping her garter ribbons to allow Jess to slide the lace down her legs. Sebastian's boxers followed quickly, revealing his impressive erection. Faith couldn't help but stare, a mixture of nervousness and anticipation fluttering in her stomach.

"He's quite something, isn't he?" Jess whispered in Faith's ear, reaching around to wrap her fingers around Sebastian's length. He groaned at her touch, his head falling back.

Faith watched, mesmerised, as Jess stroked him with practiced ease. There was something intensely erotic about seeing her friend touch him this way, about the three of them tangled together in this increasingly intimate dance.

"I want to feel both of you," Faith heard herself say, surprising even herself with her forwardness. "Show me what I've been missing all these years."

Sebastian and Jess exchanged a look over her shoulder, a silent communication passing between them. Then Sebastian was guiding Faith onto her back, carefully arranging her against the pillows to preserve her wedding hairstyle. Jess settled beside her, her hand trailing patterns across Faith's stomach.

"Just relax," Jess whispered, bending to capture one of Faith's nipples between her lips. "We're going to make sure this is a wedding day you never forget."

Sebastian positioned himself between Faith's legs, his hands gently spreading her thighs wider. The first touch of his tongue against her centre sent a jolt of pleasure so intense that Faith had to bite her lip to keep from crying out.

As Sebastian's mouth worked its magic between her legs and Jess's lips continued their attention to her breasts, Faith stared up at the ceiling of her bridal suite. In just a few hours, she would be standing before family and friends, pledging her life to Daniel. Yet here she was, experiencing pleasures she'd never imagined with two of her closest friends… neither of whom was her fiancé.

And the strangest part of all—the fact she knew beyond doubt but hadn’t yet begun to understand—was that she couldn't bring herself to feel guilty. This felt like a gift—a final exploration of desire before settling into the life she'd chosen. And somehow, she knew that when she walked down that aisle later today, she would do so as a woman who finally understood herself, who had finally claimed the courage to reach for what she wanted.

Sebastian's tongue circled her most sensitive spot, drawing her back to the moment. Faith's hips bucked involuntarily, her fingers tangling in his dark hair to hold him closer.

"That's it," Jess encouraged, watching Faith's face with unconcealed delight. "Let go, Faith. Show us how good it feels."

The combined sensations were overwhelming—Sebastian's skilled mouth between her thighs, Jess's fingers and lips teasing her breasts, the forbidden thrill of what they were doing. Faith felt herself climbing rapidly toward release, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps.

"Oh God," she moaned, her back arching off the bed. "I'm going to—"

"Yes," Jess whispered, her lips brushing Faith's ear. "Come for us, beautiful. Show Sebastian what he's been missing all these years."

That was all it took. Faith shattered, waves of pleasure crashing through her body as she cried out, her fingers digging into Sebastian's shoulders. He didn't let up, his tongue continuing its relentless attention until she was trembling with aftershocks, grinding against his face, then gently pushing at his head when it became too much.

As Faith caught her breath, she became aware of Sebastian moving up her body, his expression almost reverent as he looked down at her.

"You're even more beautiful when you come," he murmured, brushing a strand of hair from her flushed face.

Faith's heart thumped in tune with the satisfied throb between her legs, her body still tingling with aftershocks of pleasure as Sebastian hovered above her. His erection pressed against her thigh, hot and insistent, reminding her that while she had found release, he was still aching with need.

"Thank you," Faith panted, her voice barely above a whisper.

Something primal awakened inside her—a desire to give as much pleasure as she'd received. Without hesitation, she reached down and wrapped her fingers around his length, feeling him throb against her palm. She tugged him forward, guiding him up her body until he was straddling her chest, his knees on either side of her ribs.

"Use me," she breathed, gazing up at him through half-lidded eyes. "Do what you've been dreaming about for so long."

Sebastian hesitated, his expression caught between desire and concern. "Are you… sure about this, Faith?"

Before she could respond, Jess's voice cut through the charged atmosphere. "She knows exactly what she wants." Jess's hand stroked Faith's hair gently. "Our Faith has finally figured out how to ask for what she needs."

Faith held Sebastian's gaze and nodded solemnly, confirming Jess's words with silent certainty.

Jess winked playfully at Sebastian as she shifted down the bed. "You get to work, kiddo," she said with a sultry laugh. "I'll keep her warm for you."

Sebastian's eyes darkened as he took himself in hand, angling his cock toward Faith's waiting mouth. Faith felt a rush of anticipation as she extended her tongue, giving his tip an experimental lick that made him shudder above her. She pressed soft kisses along his length, teasing him with gentle flicks of her tongue, savouring the salt-sweet taste of him.

When she felt ready to give herself over to him fully, Faith flattened her tongue and parted her lips, a silent invitation that Sebastian immediately understood. He pressed forward, sliding just his head past her lips, his breath catching as her warmth enveloped him.

Faith moaned around him, encouraging him to continue. Gradually, Sebastian's tentative movements transformed into more confident thrusts, his hands braced on the headboard above her as he found his rhythm.

The look on his face—pure wonder mixed with pleasure—sent a thrill through Faith's body. This was what she'd wanted to see for so long without even realising it—Sebastian lost in pleasure, a pleasure that she was giving him.

As he moved above her, Faith felt a familiar wet warmth between her legs. Jess had begun tracing delicate patterns with her tongue over Faith’s most sensitive flesh, rekindling the fire that had barely subsided. The dual sensation—Sebastian's hardness filling her mouth while Jess's softness teased between her thighs—transported Faith back to that first moment at the photoshoot when she'd discovered that, for her, pleasure transcended gender. What mattered wasn't whether her partner was male or female, but simply the exquisite sensations they could create together.

Faith surrendered to the moment completely, her mind empty of everything except pleasure. The hard and the soft, the masculine and the feminine, intertwined in perfect harmony around and within her. She arched her back, pressing herself more firmly against Jess's talented mouth while taking Sebastian deeper.

This was everything—the culmination of a week of discovery, of pushing boundaries she never knew she wanted to cross. As Sebastian's movements grew more urgent above her and Jess's tongue worked magic below, Faith felt herself building toward another peak, more powerful than the first.

She reached up with one hand to grasp Sebastian's hip, feeling the tensed muscle of his ass, urging him deeper. Her other hand snaked around him, tangling in Jess's hair. Connected to both of them, Faith felt more alive than she ever had before—more present, more real, more herself.

Sebastian's rhythm faltered as he approached his climax. "Faith, I'm close," he warned, his voice strained. "Should I—"

Faith shook her head in response, reaching up to stop him. He withdrew immediately, his erection now pulsing just inches from her lips as consternation washed over his features.

"Is everything okay?" he asked, genuine worry evident in his voice.

Faith found the sincerity of his concern was oddly charming, especially given the circumstances. She tried to answer but could only gasp for air as waves of pleasure continued to roll through her from Jess's relentless attention between her thighs.

"More than okay," she finally managed through her moans, her back arching involuntarily. "I just… don't want this to end. Not yet."

Sebastian's face softened, a smile playing at the corners of his mouth. "Glad to hear it," he said, swinging his leg over and shifting off her body.

He knelt beside her on the bed, his eyes darkening as he watched Jess work her magic. Faith followed his gaze, suddenly captivated by the sight of her friend's head between her thighs, her brown hair spilling across Faith's stomach. There was something hypnotic about it—the gentle bobbing of Jess's head, the occasional flash of pink tongue, the way her hands gripped Faith's thighs with such tenderness, but also with such… authority.

It was beautiful. She was beautiful. They were beautiful together.

When Jess finally looked up, her chin glistening with Faith's arousal, their eyes locked in a moment of perfect understanding. Faith beckoned to her with a crooked finger, a silent command that sent a thrill of power through her veins.

Jess responded immediately, crawling up Faith's body with slow, deliberate movements. Like a cat, Faith thought—predatory yet graceful, dangerous yet impossibly elegant. When Jess reached her face, Faith tangled her fingers in that silky brown hair and pulled her down into a deep, hungry kiss. She tasted herself on Jess's lips, the flavour somehow more erotic than she could have imagined.

When they broke apart, Faith's eyes narrowed as she assessed Jess's body, still half-covered in pale blue lace.

"Tell me," Faith said, her voice lower and more authoritative than she'd ever heard it, "why the fuck are you still wearing that lingerie?"

Jess's eyes widened slightly, a look of pride crossing her features at Faith's coarse language. The transformation of her sweet, innocent friend clearly delighted her.

"Well, my apologies, Miss Today's-My-Day," Jess replied mockingly, her tone playful despite the submissive words. She reached behind her back, unclasping her bra with practiced ease and letting it fall away. Her panties followed in an instant, kicked aside with a flick of her foot.

She knelt before Faith, completely naked now, her skin golden in the soft light of the hotel room. "Better?" she asked, a challenging gleam in her eye.

Faith drank in the sight of her friend's body—the perfect curve of her breasts, the flat expanse of her stomach, the neatly trimmed triangle between her thighs. "Much better," Faith replied, a smile spreading across her face. "I think I quite like telling you what to do."

From the corner of her eye, Faith noticed Sebastian watching Jess too, his own gaze traveling appreciatively over her naked form. And in that moment a new idea sparked in Faith's mind—a desire to push boundaries even further, to test the limits of her newfound power.

"Now," she said, her voice steady despite the pounding of her heart, "it's your turn. I want to see you kiss."

Sebastian's head snapped toward her, shock evident on his face. He glanced uncertainly at Jess, clearly trying to gauge her response to this unexpected request.

Jess simply half-smiled-half-laughed at his naivety. "Do you really think there's anything I'm not up for?" she asked him. Without waiting for an answer, she snaked one hand over his shoulder, grabbed the back of his neck, and pulled him toward her. "Come here!"

Their lips met in a kiss that was instantly passionate, hungry, almost violent in its intensity. Faith watched, transfixed, as Sebastian's initial hesitation melted away. His hands found Jess's waist, pulling her closer until their bodies pressed together above Faith’s.

The sight of them together—her maid of honour and her fiancé's best man—should have been shocking, should have filled Faith with jealousy or shame or something negative. Instead, it ignited a primal urge within her. She reached for both of them, her right hand wrapping around Sebastian's erection while her left found the wet heat between Jess's legs.

They gasped in unison, their kiss breaking momentarily before resuming with even greater fervour. Faith stroked Sebastian firmly, feeling him throb against her palm. Her fingers slid easily through Jess's wetness, finding that perfect spot that made her friend's hips buck forward in response.

Power surged through Faith's veins as she controlled their pleasure, as she made them moan into each other's mouths. She could feel them responding to her touch, could sense the building tension in their bodies.

It was intoxicating.

"Look at me," Faith half-begged-half-commanded, her voice strong despite the fluttering in her stomach.

They broke their kiss, both turning to face her with identical expressions of dazed arousal. Faith increased the pace of her movements, watching their faces contort with pleasure.

"This what you wanted, isn’t it?" she asked, hardly recognising herself in this new, commanding role. "Both of you, giving yourselves to me like this?"

Sebastian nodded wordlessly, his breathing ragged. Jess managed a breathy "Yes," her hips moving in rhythm with Faith's fingers.

"Then show me," Faith said, withdrawing her hands suddenly. "Show me how much you want me."

They moved toward her simultaneously, four hands reaching for her body, two mouths seeking her skin. Faith closed her eyes, surrendering to the sensation as Sebastian's lips found her breast and Jess's teeth grazed her neck.

In the back of her mind, a distant clock was ticking—counting down the hours until she would walk down the aisle to become Daniel's wife. But for now, in this moment, she existed only in sensation, in pleasure, in the newfound power of knowing exactly what she wanted and how to ask for it.

And what she wanted more than anything—she was finally certain—was this.

Faith shifted between them, her body responding to their touch in a way that felt like pure electricity. She wanted more now—wanted everything at once. As if reading her thoughts, Sebastian moved upward, his lips seeking hers while Jess continued her attention to Faith's neck, her collarbone, her shoulders.

"I want to try something," Faith whispered against Sebastian's mouth. She turned her head, capturing Jess's lips in a kiss while maintaining contact with Sebastian.

Their mouths met in an awkward tangle, three pairs of lips attempting to find harmony. Sebastian's stubble scratched against Faith's chin while Jess's softer lips pressed against the corner of her mouth. Tongues slid against each other, sometimes missing their targets entirely. It was messy, uncoordinated, impossible to perfect—and yet, Faith felt herself melting into the chaos of it all.

A laugh bubbled up from her chest, not of mockery but of pure joy. Sebastian chuckled against her lips, and she felt Jess smile before diving back in for another attempt. The awkwardness of it somehow made it more intimate, more real.

"God, this is ridiculous," Faith gasped between kisses, "and perfect."

As their three-way kiss continued, hands began to wander with renewed purpose. Faith felt Sebastian's fingers tracing down the small of her back, then further still, while Jess's hand moved between her thighs from the front. When both sets of fingers found her centre simultaneously, Faith's back arched off the bed.

She cried out, overwhelmed by the dual sensation. Sebastian's longer fingers slipped inside her while Jess focused on circles around her most sensitive spot. The contrast between their touches—his firm and deep, hers light and teasing—created a symphony of pleasure that had Faith clutching at both of their bodies.

Her fingers tangled in Jess's hair, then traced the muscles of Sebastian's chest. She reached lower, wrapping her hand around his hardness, feeling him pulse against her palm. With her other hand, she explored the soft curve of Jess's breast, marvelling at the differences in texture, in weight, in meaning.

They moved together in a tangle of limbs, hands everywhere, mouths tasting whatever skin they could reach. Faith lost track of whose touch was whose, where her body ended and theirs began. The boundaries between them dissolved into pure sensation.

"You're so beautiful like this," Jess whispered, her fingers still working their magic between Faith's legs. "So free."

Faith could only moan in response, her body climbing toward another peak under their combined attention. The dual stimulation was almost too much, pushing her toward a threshold she'd never known existed.

Jess suddenly slowed her movements, exchanging a look with Sebastian over Faith's body. "I think," she said, her voice husky with desire, "it's time for you two to have your moment." She shifted away slightly, creating space between them. "Something you've both been waiting for, for so long."

Sebastian paused, his fingers still buried inside Faith. His eyes found hers, questioning, seeking permission one final time. "Are you sure?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

Faith's heart swelled at his concern, at his respect even in this moment of abandon. She smiled up at him, reaching to stroke his cheek. "I've never been more sure of anything," she said.

That was all the confirmation he needed. He moved between her thighs, positioning himself at her entrance. But before he could proceed, Jess's hand appeared between them, wrapping around his length.

"Let me," Jess murmured, guiding him toward Faith with gentle precision.

Faith held her breath as she felt the tip of him press against her, then slowly, exquisitely push inside. Sebastian's eyes never left hers as he entered her, watching every flicker of expression across her face. When he was fully sheathed within her, they both let out a sigh that sounded almost like relief.

"Finally," Sebastian breathed, beginning to move with careful, measured thrusts.

Faith's body welcomed him, adjusting to his size, to the feel of him inside her, stretching her. What she was doing felt wild, it felt forbidden, but somehow, at the same time it felt impossibly right.

Jess hadn't disappeared from the equation. Her hands roamed over both their bodies, one slipping beneath Sebastian to cup and massage his balls while the other returned to Faith's clit, rubbing in time with his thrusts.

"Oh God," Faith moaned, her hands reaching for anything she could hold onto. She found Sebastian's shoulders with one hand, Jess's thigh with the other. "Don't stop. Please don't stop."

Sebastian increased his pace, his breathing growing ragged as he drove deeper into her. "Faith," he groaned, "you feel amazing."

The combination of sensations was overwhelming—Sebastian filling her completely while Jess's clever fingers did what they did best. Faith's world narrowed to the points of contact between them, to the pleasure building within her like a gathering storm.

Her fingers dug into Sebastian's skin, then reached to grasp Jess's breast, needing to touch them both, to ground herself as the pleasure threatened to sweep her away entirely.

"That's it," Jess encouraged, her fingers moving faster. "Let go, Faith. Show us how good it feels."

Sebastian's thrusts grew more urgent, his rhythm faltering slightly as he approached his own climax. "Faith," he warned, "I'm close."

But Faith barely heard him. The combined stimulation had pushed her to the edge, and she was teetering there, suspended in that exquisite moment just before release.

And then it happened—a wave of pleasure so intense it stole her breath. Her body convulsed, her inner muscles clenching around Sebastian as she came harder than she ever had before. She cried out, the sound torn from somewhere deep inside her, primal and unrestrained.

Colours burst behind her eyelids, her body shuddering with aftershocks as Sebastian continued to move within her, prolonging her pleasure until it bordered on too much.

"Faith!" Sebastian gasped, his rhythm becoming erratic. "Where should I—?"

Faith gasped for breath, overwhelmed by the intensity of her own climax still pulsing through her body. She panted their names in turn, her mind racing through possibilities even as pleasure continued to cloud her thoughts.

"Where?" Sebastian asked urgently, his muscles tensing above her.

An image flashed through Faith's mind—wicked, filthy, perfect. "I've got an idea," she said, her voice hoarse with desire. "Stand up. Jess, help me out."

Sebastian withdrew and quickly stood on the bed, his erection glistening with her arousal, jutting proudly before him. Faith rose to her knees, steadying herself on trembling thighs. She took him into her mouth again, tasting herself on him as she wrapped her lips around his hardness.

Jess didn't hesitate, kneeling beside Faith and lowering her head to take Sebastian's balls into her mouth. He groaned above them, his fingers tangling in both women's hair.

"Oh fuck," he muttered, looking down at them with glazed eyes.

Faith pulled back, releasing him with a wet pop. "Your turn," she said to Jess with a mischievous smile.

They switched positions, Jess taking his shaft between her lips while Faith explored the sensitive skin beneath with her tongue. The taste of him, the weight, the heat—it was entrancing. Faith watched Jess work, fascinated by the way her friend's cheeks hollowed, by the look of pure enjoyment on her face.

They continued their dance, trading places again and again. Back and forth, one on his shaft, one on his balls, then switching seamlessly, their tongues glancing each other in the transfer. Faith lost herself in the rhythm of it, in the shared pleasure of pleasuring him together.

Sebastian's breathing grew more ragged, his hips beginning to thrust involuntarily. Faith took him deep into her mouth once more, feeling him swell against her tongue.

"Faith, I'm—" he managed before his words dissolved into a guttural groan.

His release hit the back of her throat in hot pulses. Faith kept her lips sealed around him, taking everything he had to give, feeling his body shudder above her. Something primitive and powerful surged through her as she accepted his load, a sense of accomplishment mingling with raw desire.

But instead of swallowing, Faith held his seed in her mouth. She didn't know why—hadn't planned this part—but something inside her wanted more, wanted to push her own boundaries even further.

She pulled back, looking up at Sebastian through her lashes. Slowly, deliberately, she opened her mouth, showing him the pearly white evidence of his pleasure pooled on her tongue.

Sebastian's eyes widened, his chest still heaving from his climax. "Holy shit," he breathed, his expression a mixture of shock and renewed desire.

"So fucking hot," Jess whispered beside her, her face a picture of admiration as she stared at Faith's open mouth.

Faith turned to Jess, drawn now by something fundamental and unstoppable. She leaned forward, pressing her open mouth to Jess's parted lips. Their tongues met, swirling through Sebastian's release, passing it between them in a kiss that was filthy and perfect and transcendent.

The taste was salt and musk and intimacy, made sweeter by the sharing. Some of it spilled from the corners of their mouths, dripping down onto their breasts, painting trails of white against their flushed skin. And Faith didn't care. She revelled in the very obscenity of it.

When they finally broke apart, a thin strand of saliva and semen connected their lips for a moment before breaking. Faith swallowed what remained in her mouth, watching as Jess did the same.

Sebastian had collapsed onto the bed beside them, his expression dazed as he watched the two women. "That was…" he began, seemingly unable to find words adequate to describe what he'd just witnessed.

"Incredible," Faith finished for him, surprised by her lack of embarrassment. She felt powerful, liberated, transformed. This wasn't the Faith of a week ago. This wasn’t even the Faith who had entered this hotel room mere hours ago—this was someone new, someone unafraid to reach for pleasure, to break rules, to define herself on her own terms.

Jess reached up, wiping a drop of Sebastian's release from the corner of Faith's mouth with her thumb. "Look at you," she said softly, her eyes shining with something like pride and admiration combined. "Who would have thought our sweet little Faith would turn out to be such a dirty girl?"

Faith laughed, the sound bubbling up from somewhere deep inside her. "Certainly not me," she admitted. She glanced at the clock on the nightstand and felt a jolt of reality intrude on their bubble of pleasure. "We still have time," she said, more to herself than to them. "But… not much."

Sebastian followed her gaze to the clock, realisation dawning on his face. "Right," he said, sitting up straighter. "Christ… The wedding."

The word hung in the air between the three of them. The wedding. Faith's wedding. To Daniel. Not to Sebastian. Not to Jess. To the man who was waiting for her, who had no idea what she'd been doing in this room, or who she'd become.

"Do you… regret it?" Jess asked quietly, watching Faith's face with unusual seriousness.

Faith considered the question, searching her heart for any trace of guilt or shame. She found none—only a deep sense of satisfaction, of completeness. "No," she said finally, her voice steady. "I don't regret any of it."

Sebastian's hand found hers on the rumpled sheets. "So, what happens next?" he asked, his thumb tracing circles on her palm.

Faith looked between them—at Sebastian, who had wanted her for so long; at Jess, who had shown her parts of herself she’d never known existed; and at her own body, still flushed with pleasure and marked by their touch.

"I'm going to marry Daniel," she said simply. "I love him. That hasn't changed."

"But you've changed," Jess observed, brushing a strand of hair from Faith's face.

Faith nodded, feeling the truth of those words settle within her. "Yes, I have. And that's not a bad thing."

She stood up from the bed, naked and unashamed, and walked to where her wedding dress hung waiting. She ran her fingers over the delicate lace, the silk, the tiny pearl buttons that would soon adorn her back.

"I'm going to be a different kind of wife than I thought I would be," she said, turning back to face them. "More honest about what I want. More willing to explore. More… me."

Sebastian and Jess exchanged a glance, something unspoken passing between them.

"And does that include…" Sebastian began, letting the question hang unfinished.

"Us?" Jess completed, her eyebrow arched in curiosity.

Faith smiled, a slow, knowing smile that would have been impossible for the woman she’d been just a week ago. "That," she said, "is a conversation for another day. After the honeymoon, perhaps."

She crossed back to the bed, bending to press a kiss to Sebastian's lips, then to Jess's. "For now," she said, straightening up, "I need my maid of honour to help me get ready. And the best man should probably go check on his groom."

Sebastian nodded, rising from the bed and beginning to gather his scattered clothes. Jess remained seated, watching Faith with a mixture of admiration and curiosity.

As Faith turned from them, she caught sight of herself in the full-length mirror and froze. The woman staring back at her was almost unrecognisable—hair dishevelled despite the earlier careful styling, makeup smudged beyond salvation, and the remnants of Sebastian's release still glistening on her chest in pearly rivulets.

Reality crashed into her with the force of a tidal wave.

"Fuck," she whispered, then louder, "Fuck! Fuck fuck fuck!" She spun toward Jess and Sebastian, panic replacing the languid satisfaction of moments before. "I have to shower! And we have to call back in the hair and makeup girls! Seb, I love you and thank you, but get those clothes back on right now and off you fuck!"

Jess giggled, watching Faith's sudden frenzy with evident amusement. "You're gunna kiss your husband with that dirty mouth of yours tonight?" she asked, stretching lazily across the rumpled sheets.

Faith paused in her frantic movements, something clicking into place in her mind. The future suddenly extended beyond this immediate crisis—beyond even the ceremony. She saw Daniel, waiting at the altar, oblivious to all she'd done but loving the woman she'd become. She saw nights of passion where she could bring this new knowledge, this new confidence into their relationship. She saw possibilities she'd never dreamed of before.

A slow smile spread across her face. "Jess," she said, calm returning to her voice, "I think you already know… we're both going to kiss my husband with these dirty mouths of ours tonight!"



[1] To experience those vivid details yourself, read about Faith’s previous exploits in Baring All at her Bawdy Bachelorette - Public Liaisons Book X, and Horny for her Maid of Honour at her Bridal Boudoir Photo Shoot – Public Liaisons Book XI.
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