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Baring All at her Bawdy Bachelorette

Faith's cheeks burned as she saw her reflection in the full-length mirror, her friends still fussing about her. They’d told her they bought her a “little black dress”. It was little alright. And it was black. But she wasn’t sure it actually counted as a dress.

The black satin nightie they’d dressed her in clung to her, accentuating curves she normally preferred to kept hidden. The hem barely covering the tops of her thighs. The lace-trimmed neckline drew attention to itself, and thus to her.

"Girls, I can't wear this," she whispered, tugging desperately at the bottom edge. "Everyone will see… everything."

Jess, her maid of honour, rolled her eyes and adjusted the "Bride to be" sash across Faith's chest, the pink letters standing out starkly against the white fabric.

"That's kind of the point, honey. It's your last night of freedom! You’re supposed to live a little."

Faith swallowed hard. “Freedom” wasn't exactly the word that came to mind when being forced by her friends to play the part of the slutty bachelorette.

She'd been with Daniel since high school—he was the only man she’d ever been with, the only man who had ever seen her naked. The thought of strangers' eyes on her body, even just on her cleavage and legs, made her stomach twist into knots.

"At least let me wear a cardigan over it," Faith pleaded.

"Absolutely not," Megan chimed in, applying another layer of mascara to Faith's already darkened lashes. "Daniel's probably already knee deep in lap dances and body shots by now. So you’d better have some fun too."

Faith doubted that. If she knew Daniel—and of course she did—he was probably nursing one or two beers all night while his friends dragged him from one bar to the next, enthusiastically guiding him through a night he’d rather have skipped—just like the night Faith’s friends now had in store for her.

"Minivan's here!" Shannon called from the living room. "Shots before we go!"

Faith's hands trembled as she accepted the small glass of clear liquid. The tequila burned her throat, but she welcomed the warmth spreading through her chest. Maybe a little liquid courage would help.

"One more," Jess insisted, refilling Faith's glass. "You need to loosen up a bit if you’re going to properly enjoy yourself!"

Two shots later, Faith felt slightly dizzy as they guided her toward the waiting minivan. The night air kissed her exposed skin, raising goosebumps along her arms and legs. She crossed her arms over her chest, painfully aware of how little the thin fabric did to conceal her hardened nipples.

"Where are we even going?" Faith asked, sliding into the back of the van and tugging her dress down as far as it would go.

Jess exchanged a mischievous glance with Megan. "Just a club downtown. Nothing crazy."

Faith didn't believe that for a second, but the tequila had dulled the edges of her anxiety just enough that she didn't protest. The van pulled away from the curb, carrying her toward an evening that already felt dangerous and unfamiliar.

***

As the city lights blurred past the window, Faith's stomach fluttered with a strange mixture of dread and something else—a tiny, forbidden spark of curiosity about what the night might hold.

"Here we go!" Jess chirped, producing a bag from beneath her seat. She pulled out a collection of bright pink penis-shaped straws and a cooler filled with pre-mixed cocktails. "Drinks for the bride!"

Faith's blush deepened as Jess handed her a drink with the obscene straw poking out of it. The plastic phallus bobbed in the fruity concoction, its cartoonish features seeming to mock her discomfort.

"I don't know if I need any more to drink," Faith mumbled, but took the cup anyway, hoping it might help her survive the night.

"To Faith's last weekend of freedom!" Shannon raised her own penis-adorned drink. "And the last time she gets to sample any new… cocktails." She waggled her eyebrows suggestively.

The girls erupted in laughter while Faith sipped her drink, wishing she could disappear into the minivan's upholstery.

"Seriously though," Megan leaned forward, her own straw dangling precariously from her lips, "doesn't it freak you out? Just one dick for the rest of your life?"

Faith's stomach tightened. She shifted in her seat, the satin dress riding up her thighs. She tugged it down for what felt like the hundredth time already.

"Some of us are actually happy with what we've got," she said, surprising herself with the firmness in her voice. "Daniel's… well, he's served me pretty well so far."

The girls hooted and hollered, Jess slapping Faith's bare thigh. "Listen to our little bride! Defending her man's honour!"

"And his equipment," Shannon added with a wink.

Faith took another long sip through the ridiculous straw, the sweet alcohol warming her insides. Maybe it was the tequila shots finally kicking in, or maybe it was the liberating feeling of being out of her comfort zone, but a small smile tugged at her lips.

"Where exactly is this club?" Faith asked, trying to change the subject as the minivan turned onto a street she didn't recognise.

"It's called Rubicon," Jess replied, refilling Faith's nearly empty cup. "Very exclusive. Very… interactive."

Faith didn't like the way Jess emphasised that last word. "What do you mean by 'interactive'?"

"You'll see," Megan singsonged, exchanging another one of those knowing glances with Jess that made Faith's stomach drop.

The minivan slowed, and Faith peered out the window. A line of people stretched down the block, most dressed in clothing that made Faith's revealing outfit seem almost conservative by comparison. A neon sign glowed purple against the night sky: RUBICON.

"We're here!" Shannon announced, gathering her purse. "Don't worry about the line. We’ve arranged it all ahead of time."

The van stopped, and before Faith could protest or ask more questions, the door slid open. The bass from the club hit her like a physical force, vibrating through her chest. She clutched at her sash, suddenly feeling very sober despite the alcohol in her system.

"I don't know about this," she whispered, but Jess was already pulling her out of the van, the night air once again kissing her exposed skin.

"Trust me," Jess said, linking her arm through Faith's. "By the end of tonight, you'll be thanking us."

Faith doubted that very much, but she allowed herself to be guided toward the entrance, her heart pounding in rhythm with the music that spilled out each time the club's door opened. The penis straw was still clutched in her hand, a pink plastic reminder of what her friends had in store for her.

***

Inside, Rubicon was a sensory assault. Pulsing lights swept across a sea of writhing bodies. The music wasn't just sound—it was a physical presence, vibrating through Faith's chest, up her legs, making her bones feel like they might shatter.

"First stop—drinks!" Shannon shouted over the music, guiding them toward the crowded bar.

Faith noticed the eyes on her dress—on her—as she walked by. She felt naked under the gaze of so many strangers, and continued to tug uselessly at her hemline. She pressed herself between her friends at the bar, grateful to have their bodies shielding her from the crowd. The bartender, a shirtless man with tattoos snaking up his arms, caught sight of her sash and grinned.

"What can I get the bride-to-be?" he asked, leaning close.

"Sh-shots," Faith managed, the word feeling foreign on her tongue.

"On the house," he winked, lining up a row of glowing blue liquids.

The first shot burned less than the ones at the house. The second one tasted almost sweet. By the third, Faith's limbs had loosened, her anxiety melting into the bass line thrumming through the floor.

"Dance floor!" Megan announced, grabbing Faith's hand.

They pulled her into the crowd, bodies pressing against her from all sides. A man's hand brushed her lower back as she passed. Another's eyes locked with hers, his smile predatory. Faith's cheeks burned, but she didn't look away as quickly as she should have.

"Look at you!" Jess shouted in her ear, grabbing Faith's hips and forcing them to sway. "You're getting all the attention!"

Faith tried to protest, but the alcohol had softened her edges. The music found its way into her body, and suddenly she was moving—not with the practiced steps of someone who knew how to dance, but with the natural rhythm of a woman finally letting her body remember how to feel.

A young man with dark eyes appeared in front of her, his movements mirroring hers. He wasn't touching her, but he might as well have been, the way his gaze caressed her body. Faith felt herself respond, her hips swaying more deliberately.

"I think she's having fun!" Shannon yelled to the others.

Another shot appeared in Faith's hand—she didn't remember who had given it to her. She drank it without hesitation, the sweet liquid courage warming her from the inside out.

Time blurred. One song bled into the next. Men appeared and disappeared around her, each one bolder than the last. A hand on her waist. Fingers brushing her bare shoulder. Breath hot against her neck.

"Someone likes the bride!" Megan teased as a tall stranger pressed close behind Faith, his hands hovering just above her hips, asking permission.

Faith should have moved away. Should have rejoined her friends who were now dancing a few feet away. Instead, she leaned back slightly, giving him silent permission.

His hands settled on her hips, large and warm through the thin satin. They moved together, her back against his chest, the beat dictating their rhythm. Faith closed her eyes, letting herself imagine, just for a moment, what it would feel like to be touched by hands that didn't already know every inch of her body.

"That's just one of many," Jess whispered in her ear as the song ended and the man reluctantly let her go. "All these gorgeous men, all these lovely cocks you'll never know."

Faith's face burned, but she couldn't deny the flutter in her stomach at Jess's words.

They returned to the bar, where more drinks materialised. Faith's lipstick left smudges on glass after glass. A group of men bought them a round of shots, their eyes lingering on Faith's sash, on her flushed cheeks, on the satin clinging to her curves.

"To the bride!" one of them toasted, his eyes never leaving her chest.

Faith drank, the alcohol no longer burning but spreading a pleasant warmth through her limbs. She found herself laughing at their jokes, accepting their compliments with shy smiles instead of embarrassed deflection.

"You know," Shannon said, sidling up to Faith as they watched Megan flirt shamelessly with one of the men, "it's not too late to sow a few wild oats."

Faith giggled, the sound surprising her. "I'm getting married in a week!"

"Exactly," Shannon replied, her eyes serious despite her smile. "One week, and then one man. Forever."

The thought settled in Faith's stomach like a stone. She looked around at the club, at the beautiful people, at the freedom they embodied. Why had she never done this before? Why had she always been so careful, so restrained?

A new song began, and Faith felt herself being drawn back to the dance floor. This time, she didn't wait for her friends. She moved into the crowd alone, the satin dress sliding against her skin like a lover's touch. Hands reached for her, eyes followed her, and for the first time in her life, Faith didn't shy away from the attention.

She danced with abandon, her body moving in ways she'd never allowed it to before. When a stranger's hands found her waist, she didn't pull away. When his lips brushed her ear to ask her name, she turned her face toward his, close enough to feel his breath on her lips.

"Faith," she answered, the irony of her name not lost on her in that moment.

"Beautiful name for a beautiful bride," he said, his thumb tracing small circles on her hip.

She should have stepped back. Should have thought of Daniel. Instead, she pressed closer, letting the music and the night and the stranger's hands guide her into territory she'd never dared explore.

"Just looking," Jess appeared at her side, pulling Faith away with a knowing smirk. "She's not buying tonight."

Faith let herself be led away, her heart racing, unsure if she felt relieved or disappointed.

"Having fun?" Jess asked, her eyebrow raised.

Faith nodded, breathless. "I've never… I didn't know it could feel like this."

"Like what?" Jess pressed, guiding her toward a quieter corner.

Faith struggled to find the words, her thoughts slippery with alcohol and new sensations. "Like… like I'm someone else. Someone braver."

Jess smiled, a flash of something—pride? mischief?—in her eyes. "Oh honey, we're just getting started."

***

Jess motioned to Shannon across the room, a subtle gesture with her head, but it was enough. Shannon nodded, whispering something to a muscular bouncer who'd been eyeing their group.

"Come on," Jess said, taking Faith by the elbow. "We've got something special planned."

Faith's head swam as her friends guided her through the crowd. The constant touching from strangers had become overwhelming, each brush of unknown fingers against her bare skin sending conflicting signals of alarm and excitement through her body.

The bouncer led them down a hallway, away from the pulsing music. He stopped at a door marked "VIP" and pushed it open with a slight bow.

"Ladies," he said, his deep voice rumbling. "Enjoy your evening."

Faith stepped inside and exhaled with relief. The private room was a sanctuary compared to the chaos of the main floor. Plush couches lined the walls, soft ambient lighting replaced the strobing colours, and the music was muted to a level that allowed actual conversation. A small bar stood in one corner, stocked with gleaming bottles, while at the far end of the room sat a raised platform that looked suspiciously like a small stage.

"Thank god," Faith murmured, sinking into one of the couches. "I was starting to think I might pass out from all the… everything."

Megan laughed, flopping down beside her. "You were killing it out there! I've never seen you move like that."

Faith tucked a blonde strand of hair behind her ear, suddenly self-conscious again now that the spell of the dance floor had been broken. "I don't know what came over me."

"Tequila, mostly," Shannon quipped, settling into an armchair across from them. "But seriously, Faith, you should see yourself. You're gorgeous."

"You're all just saying that because you're my friends," Faith protested, though a small part of her wondered if there was some truth to it. She'd never been the centre of attention like that before.

"No, we're saying it because it's true," Jess said, returning from the bar with a tray of beers and what looked like gin and tonics. "If you dressed like that more often and stopped hiding, you'd have men falling at your feet every day."

Faith accepted a beer, grateful for something less potent than the shots they'd been downing all night. The cool liquid soothed her parched throat.

"I don't want men falling at my feet," she said, though the memory of those hands on her waist, those eyes drinking her in, sent a shiver up her spine. "I have Daniel."

"And Daniel is great," Shannon conceded, kicking off her heels and tucking her feet under her. "But don't you ever wonder what else is out there?"

Faith stared at the condensation forming on her beer bottle. Did she wonder? Before tonight, she would have said "No” without hesitation. But now, with the ghosts of strangers' hands still lingering on her skin…

A server appeared with a large tray of appetisers—sliders, bruschetta, chicken skewers, and an assortment of dips with pita bread. He placed it on the coffee table with a smile that lingered a bit too long on Faith's cleavage.

"Compliments of the house for the bride-to-be," he said before retreating.

Faith stared at the spread in amazement. "This is incredible."

"I told you," Shannon said with a smug smile, reaching for a slider. "We booked everything in advance. Now eat up, you'll need to line your stomach."

Faith raised an eyebrow. "For what? I thought we were taking it easy for a bit."

The girls exchanged those looks again—the ones that made Faith's stomach tighten with apprehension.

"Oh, we are," Jess said, her innocent tone not matching the gleam in her eyes. "For now. But the night is still young, and we have a few more… activities planned."

Faith took a large bite of bruschetta, hoping the food would help clear her head. The tomatoes were fresh and tangy, the bread perfectly toasted. She suddenly realised she was ravenous.

"So," Megan said, leaning forward, "tell us truthfully. How did it feel having all those men looking at you like they wanted to devour you whole?"

Faith nearly choked on her food. "They weren't—"

"They absolutely were," Shannon interrupted. "That tall one with the dark hair? I thought he was going to take you right there on the dance floor."

The memory of his hands, his breath on her ear, flashed through Faith's mind. Her cheeks burned.

"It was… different," she admitted, taking a long sip of her beer. "I've never had that kind of attention before."

"And?" Jess prompted.

Faith hesitated, wondering if she should admit the truth, even to herself. "And… it wasn't entirely unpleasant."

The girls whooped and clinked their glasses together.

"That's our girl!" Shannon crowed. "Finally admitting she's a smoke show!"

Faith laughed despite herself, the tension in her shoulders easing as they fell into comfortable conversation. They reminisced about college days, shared gossip about mutual friends, and speculated about what Daniel and his groomsmen might be getting up to right now. Faith felt herself relaxing, the panic that had gripped her at the beginning of the night fading to a distant memory.

But as she reached for another appetiser, she noticed a door at the back of the room, partially hidden behind a curtain. She frowned, wondering where it led.

"What's through there?" she asked, pointing.

Jess followed her gaze and smiled that mischievous smile again. "That, my dear Faith, is the next part of your evening. But first, finish your food. Trust me, you're going to need your strength."

Faith looked around at her friends' eager faces and felt a renewed flutter of anxiety in her stomach. Whatever they had planned, she suspected her brief reprieve would soon be coming to an end.

***

Mercifully, the quiet chats, food, and light drinks carried on for long enough for Faith to properly catch up with each of her friends. She savoured these moments, nibbling on bruschetta and sipping her beer while Shannon shared stories about her new job in Chicago. Faith hadn't realised how much she'd missed these women until now, listening to Megan's hilarious dating disasters and reminiscing about their college adventures.

"Remember when we broke into the campus pool at 3 AM?" Shannon laughed, her eyes sparkling with the memory.

"And Faith refused to skinny dip with us," Megan added, nudging Faith's shoulder.

Faith rolled her eyes but smiled. "Some things never change."

She glanced at Shannon, feeling a pang of sadness. After tonight, she wouldn't see her again until the wedding. They'd been inseparable in college, and now their lives had scattered them across the country. This quiet moment in the VIP room felt precious, a bubble of normalcy amid the chaos of the evening.

Faith noticed Jess slipping out of the room for the third time in twenty minutes. Each time, she returned with a different excuse—checking on their tab, speaking to the manager, using the restroom. But the gleam in her eye told Faith something else was brewing.

"Are you okay?" Faith asked when Jess returned yet again.

"Perfect," Jess replied with a grin that made Faith's stomach clench. "Just making sure everything's on schedule."

Faith opened her mouth to ask what "schedule" she meant, but Shannon launched into another story, and the moment passed. The minutes ticked by, and Faith felt herself relaxing despite the nagging sense that something was coming. The food and light beer had helped clear her head a bit, though her limbs still felt pleasantly heavy from the earlier drinks.

Seemingly at once the atmosphere in the room shifted. Megan checked her phone and giggled, showing something to Shannon who raised her eyebrows and shot a look at Faith. Their voices dropped to whispers, punctuated by excited glances toward the mysterious door at the back of the room.

Faith's heart rate picked up. "What are you all planning?"

Before anyone could answer, the lights in the room dimmed. A deep, sensual beat began to pulse through hidden speakers, and a red glow illuminated the small stage at the far end of the room.

"Ladies," a silky voice announced over the sound system, "Rubicon is proud to present a special performance for tonight's bride-to-be. Faith, this one's for you."

Faith's mouth went dry. She shot a panicked look at her friends, who had all moved to sit beside her on the couch, effectively blocking her escape route.

"What is this?" she hissed, but the knowing smiles on their faces told her everything she needed to know. “Girls, you fucking haven’t…”

They had.

The door at the back of the room swung open, and to Faith's horror, a man emerged. Not just any man—he was an absolute specimen, tall and broad-shouldered with a jawline that looked carved from marble. His tuxedo fit him perfectly, highlighting his athletic build while maintaining an air of sophistication. In his hands, he carried a silver tray with a bottle of champagne and crystal flutes, a white cloth draped over his arm.

Faith's mouth fell open, her face burning with embarrassment as the man approached their group. His eyes—a deep, mesmerising blue—briefly locked with hers, a small smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

"Oh my god," Faith whispered, shrinking back into the couch cushions.

The man moved with practiced grace, setting the tray on the table before them. Without a word, he uncorked the champagne with a satisfying pop that made Faith jump. The girls giggled as he poured the bubbly liquid into each glass, his movements deliberate and sensual.

When he reached Faith, he paused, holding her gaze as he filled her glass a little fuller than the others. She couldn't look away from his face—the sculpted cheekbones, the hint of stubble along his jaw, the way his eyes seemed to be undressing her even as he remained perfectly professional.

"Cheers to the bride!" Shannon squealed, clapping her hands together.

Faith's friends raised their glasses, but she couldn't move, paralysed by the presence of this stranger who seemed to fill the entire room with his energy. He gave a slight bow before backing away, his eyes never leaving Faith until he reached the stage.

"I can't believe you did this," Faith hissed, finally finding her voice as the man retreated. "This is mortifying!"

"Shh, just watch," Jess whispered, nudging her with an elbow.

The music changed, becoming louder and more insistent. The lighting shifted to pulsing reds and purples that swept across the stage, a parody of themselves. The man stood at the centre, his posture changing from servile to commanding in an instant.

"No, no, no," Faith moaned, covering her face with her hands but peeking through her fingers despite herself.

Her friends were already hooting and hollering, raising their champagne glasses in anticipation. Megan was bouncing in her seat, while Shannon wolf-whistled loudly.

"This is ridiculous," Faith protested, though her eyes remained fixed on the man as he began to move to the beat. "I can't believe you'd do this to me. It's like getting 'Happy Birthday' sung to you in a restaurant, but… a thousand times worse!"

"Just enjoy it!" Shannon shouted over the music. "When else are you going to get a private show from a guy like that?"

"Never! That's the point!" Faith replied, but her protests were drowned out by her friends' excited screams as the dancer removed his jacket with a flourish, revealing a tight vest that showcased his muscled arms.

"You only live once, Faith," Jess leaned in close to her ear. "And in a week, you'll be a married woman. Just watch the show."

Faith wanted to argue further, but something stopped her. Maybe it was the alcohol still coursing through her system, or maybe it was the undeniable pull she felt toward the man on stage. His movements were hypnotic, powerful yet graceful as he rolled his body to the rhythm.

She took a large gulp of champagne, the bubbles tickling her nose and throat. The cool liquid did nothing to quell the heat rising within her as the dancer's fingers moved to the buttons of his vest. One by one, they came undone, revealing tantalising glimpses of tanned skin and defined muscles beneath.

"Oh god," Faith whispered, not realising she'd spoken aloud until Shannon nudged her with a knowing grin.

"See? Not so bad after all, is it?" Shannon teased.

Faith didn't answer. She couldn't. The vest was gone now, tossed aside with graceful nonchalance. The man's chest was a work of art—broad and powerful, with just the right amount of definition. A light sheen of sweat—or had he, Faith caught herself wondering, ‘pre-oiled’?—made his skin glow under the pulsing lights.

Her friends were going wild. In a world of contactless payment they’d clearly schemed in advance to bring paper bill, which they now waved about, shouting encouragement. Faith remained frozen, champagne glass clutched in her hand, unable to look away as the dancer's hands moved to his belt.

"He's coming down!" Megan squealed, and Faith's heart nearly stopped.

The man stepped off the stage, his movements almost predatory as he approached their group. Faith pressed herself deeper into the couch, her breath caught in her throat. The dancer's eyes never left hers as he moved closer, ignoring her friends' outstretched hands and excited calls.

He stopped directly in front of Faith, close enough that she could smell his cologne—something expensive and masculine that made her head swim. With deliberate slowness, he extended his hand toward her.

"No," Faith managed to whisper, shaking her head slightly. "I can't."

But her friends were having none of it.

"Go on!" Jess urged, pushing her forward.

"It's your party!" Shannon added.

Faith's hand trembled as it moved toward his, seemingly of its own accord. His palm felt slightly rough against hers as he gently pulled her to her feet. Standing this close to him, she was acutely aware of how small she felt—her head barely reached his shoulder.

"Just a dance," he murmured, his voice deep and rich, speaking for the first time. "Nothing more."

Faith's heart hammered against her ribs as he guided her hand to his shoulder. His skin was hot beneath her fingertips, the muscle firm and unyielding. He placed his other hand on her waist, the heat of his palm burning through the thin satin of her dress.

"I don't—I can't—" Faith stammered, but her protests died in her throat as he began to move, guiding her body with his.

The music seemed to fade into the background, along with her friends' encouraging shouts. All Faith could focus on was the man before her, the way his body moved against hers, the intoxicating proximity of him. Her embarrassment morphed into something else—something dangerous and thrilling that made her breath come faster and her skin tingle wherever he touched her.

His hand slid lower on her back, not quite improper but certainly suggestive. Faith knew she should pull away, should return to the safety of the couch and her friends. But her body refused to obey, instead melting further into his embrace.

"What's your name?" she asked, surprising herself with the boldness of the question.

His lips curved into a smile that made her knees weak. "You can call me Romeo," he replied, his breath warm against her ear. "And you're Faith, the bride-to-be."

The way he said her name—like he was tasting it—sent a shiver down her spine. For a brief, wild moment, Faith wondered what it would be like to kiss him, to feel those perfectly sculpted lips against her own.

The thought shocked her back to reality. She was engaged. In one week, she would be walking down the aisle to Daniel—sweet, reliable Daniel who had never made her feel this kind of desperate, consuming heat with just a touch.

"I should sit down," Faith said, trying to pull away.

The stripper’s grip loosened immediately, respecting her wishes, but his eyes held hers for a beat longer than necessary. "As you wish," he said, leading her back to the couch with a gentleness that contrasted sharply with his powerful presence.

As she sank back onto the cushions, her friends bombarded her with excited chatter and teasing remarks, but Faith barely heard them. Her eyes remained fixed on this “Romeo” as he returned to the stage, resuming his performance as if the intimate moment they'd shared had never happened.

But it had happened. And as Faith watched him move, her body still humming from his touch, she wondered if she would ever feel that way again.

Romeo’s movements were liquid and confident as he turned his back to the audience. The music crescendoed, and with perfect timing, he grabbed the sides of his pants and ripped them away in one fluid motion. The Velcro tore with a satisfying sound that made Faith's friends scream with delight.

Faith's hand flew to her mouth. She'd expected some kind of routine, but the sheer athleticism of his movements caught her off guard. His thighs were as sculpted as the rest of him, powerful and defined. But what truly captured her attention was what he was—or rather, wasn't—wearing.

A tiny black G-string barely did more than outline his solid glutes. And when he turned… the pouch in front strained against its contents. Faith had never seen underwear like this on a man before. It was simultaneously ridiculous and, somehow, the most erotic thing she'd ever witnessed. Her cheeks burned as her eyes lingered where they shouldn't. The garment seemed comically small compared to what it contained, and Faith found her mind wandering to the question of whether or not there was… padding involved.

His outfit was completed only by the bowtie still perfectly centred at his neck and the heavy boots on his feet. The contrast between the formal accessory and his near-nakedness struck Faith as absurd, yet she couldn't tear her eyes away.

"Holy shit," Jess whispered beside her, echoing Faith's unspoken thoughts.

As Romeo continued to gyrate, his eyes scanned the small audience before landing on Faith again. She squirmed under his gaze, acutely aware of the heat now pooling low in her belly. He approached the edge of the stage, his movements still in perfect rhythm with the music.

"I’ll need someone to help me with the next part of my routine," he announced, his voice carrying over the pounding bass.

Faith shrank back into the couch, panic rising in her chest. The thought of being up there, of touching his nearly naked body while her friends watched, was too much.

"Any volunteers?" Romeo asked, his eyes still lingering on Faith despite her obvious discomfort.

Shannon jumped to her feet beside her. "Fuck it, we paid for this," she declared, already moving toward the stage. "I'll do it."

Relief washed over Faith as Romeo's attention shifted to Shannon. He extended his hand, helping her onto the stage with surprising grace.

"Thank you, beautiful," he said, guiding Shannon to a chair that had appeared in the centre of the stage.

Faith watched, mesmerised, as Romeo produced a small bottle from… somewhere. She hadn't noticed where he'd been keeping it. Just like the chair. In fact, she thought, everything he had done so far had been inch-perfect, so impressively timed and performed that it seemed to involve zero set-up at all. His movements were like that of a skilled magician, even misdirecting when necessary, all in aide of providing the optimal experience for his audience. The realisation of that professionalism allowed Faith to relax somewhat, and reminded her that he hadn’t pushed her earlier—when she’d said she wanted to sit, he obliged. He was a professional. He’d done this a hundred times before. And his job was simply to show them all a good time. How far they went was entirely up to them. He was at their service.

Faith’s eyes refocused, coming out of her moment of introspection just in time to see Romeo squirting clear oil across his chest, the liquid glistening under the lights as it traced paths between the ridges of his muscles.

"Would you mind helping me with this?" he asked Shannon, who needed no further encouragement.

Shannon's hands moved eagerly across his chest, spreading the oil with obvious enthusiasm. She was laughing, playing to the audience as she made a show of appreciating every inch of his torso. Romeo flexed subtly under her touch, making his muscles jump and shift.

"Why did you think this was a good idea?" Faith leaned over to ask Megan and Jess, her voice barely audible over the music. "This is so… not me."

Jess smirked, her eyes never leaving the spectacle on stage. "Because we know you, Faith."

"Better than you know yourself sometimes," Megan added, taking a sip of her champagne.

Faith frowned. "What's that supposed to mean?"

"It means," Jess said, turning to face her, "that we know that underneath all that good-girl reserve is someone who needs this. Who wants this."

"I don't—" Faith began, but Megan cut her off.

"We can see how you’re looking at him, Faith" she said softly. "Like you're starving and he's a feast. And you’re not wrong."

Faith opened her mouth to protest, but no words came out. Was she really so transparent?

"It's okay to want things, Faith," Jess continued, her voice gentler now. "To be curious. To wonder what else is out there."

"But I love Daniel," Faith whispered, the words sounding hollow even to her own ears.

"Of course you do," Megan reassured her. "But love and desire aren't always the same thing. And there's nothing wrong with enjoying a little fantasy before you settle down."

Faith's eyes drifted back to the stage, where Shannon was now running her hands down Romeo's arms, her face flushed with excitement.

"We just want you to enjoy yourself," Jess said. "To let go, just for one night. If you let yourself."

On stage, Romeo guided Shannon's hands to his shoulders, then slowly turned her to face the audience. He moved behind her, his oiled chest pressing against her back as he whispered something in her ear that made her laugh.

Faith felt a strange twist of emotion watching them together—part relief that she wasn't the one up there, part something else she didn't want to name.

"I don't know if I can," Faith admitted, her voice barely audible.

"You already are," Megan pointed out. "Look at yourself."

Faith realised with shock that she'd been unconsciously leaning forward, rapt by the performance even as she spoke to her friends. She quickly sat back, crossing her arms over her chest.

Romeo was helping Shannon back to their group now, escorting her down the steps with exaggerated gallantry that made everyone laugh. Shannon collapsed onto the couch, fanning herself dramatically.

"Oh my god," she gushed. "His skin is like warm silk. You should feel it."

"I'll pass," Faith mumbled, though the image of her hands on his chest flashed unbidden through her mind.

Romeo stood before them again, his presence filling the small room. Beads of oil glistened on his skin, catching the light as he moved. Faith couldn't help but notice how the G-string seemed even tighter now, the fabric taut against him.

"Who's next?" he asked, his eyes finding Faith's once more.

Faith's heart was still pounding. She should say no. She would say no. But as she opened her mouth, she realised with a jolt of surprise that she wasn't entirely sure what would come out.

But before Faith could respond, Megan leaned forward, placing a hand on her knee.

"This one's a bit shy. She still needs some warming up," she told Romeo with a conspiratorial smile. "I'll go next."

Relief flooded through Faith, quickly followed by something else—a pang in her chest as Romeo's attention shifted to Megan. He offered his hand to her friend, who took it eagerly.

"It would be my pleasure," Romeo said, his voice low and smooth as he danced Megan toward the stage.

Faith watched them go, her mouth suddenly dry. She reached for her champagne glass, draining it in one long swallow. The bubbles did nothing to quench the strange thirst building inside her.

On stage, Romeo guided Megan to the chair. Unlike Shannon, who had played to the audience with exaggerated movements, Megan seemed genuinely captivated by him, her eyes never leaving his body as she settled into the seat.

"I've got something special in mind for you," Romeo told her, retrieving the champagne bottle from the silver tray. He popped the cork with a flourish of spectacle, the sound echoing through the room.

Faith shifted in her seat, the satin dress riding up her thighs. She tugged it down automatically, but her eyes remained fixed on the stage.

Romeo poured a thin stream of champagne across his chest, the liquid catching in the valleys between his muscles before trailing down his abdomen. Megan's eyes widened, and Faith found herself leaning forward again, her heart beating faster.

"Don't let it go to waste," Romeo murmured, just loud enough for them all to hear.

Megan needed no further encouragement. She leaned forward, her tongue darting out to catch a rivulet of champagne as it travelled down his chest. Faith's breath caught in her throat. The intimacy of the act, the way Megan's lips pressed against his skin, sent a jolt of electricity through her body.

Jess and Shannon whooped and cheered beside her, but their voices seemed distant, as if coming from another room. All Faith could focus on was the scene before her—the way Romeo's muscles tensed under Megan's mouth, the way his hand came to rest on the back of her head, guiding her.

He poured more champagne, this time letting it run down his side. Megan followed it eagerly, her hands gripping his waist for balance as she licked and sipped the liquid from his skin. Faith's face burned, but she couldn't look away. Her own tongue darted out to wet her lips, imagining the taste—the sweetness of the champagne mingling with the salt of his skin.

Another stream of champagne, this time dangerously close to the waistband of his G-string. Megan hesitated for just a moment before leaning in, her tongue tracing the path of the liquid down his abdomen. Faith's heart pounded so loudly she wasn’t sure whether she was hearing the music anymore or her own pulse.

She pressed her thighs together, suddenly aware of the warmth building between them. What was happening to her? She'd never felt this way watching anything before—at least not in public—this strange mixture of embarrassment and fascination and… hunger.

Romeo's eyes flicked up, meeting hers across the room. Even as Megan's mouth moved across his skin, he held Faith's gaze, a small smile playing at the corners of his lips. It was as if he knew exactly what she was thinking, exactly what she was feeling.

Faith couldn't tear her eyes away. Something passed between them in that moment—a silent acknowledgment, a promise. She felt naked under his gaze, as if he could see through the thin fabric of her dress, through the careful walls she'd built around herself.

Megan finished with a dramatic flourish, sitting back in the chair and raising her arms in triumph. Jess and Shannon applauded wildly, but Faith's hands remained still in her lap, her fingers clutching at the hem of her dress.

Romeo helped Megan to her feet, his hand lingering at the small of her back as he guided her off the stage. Faith watched them approach, a strange tightness in her chest making it hard to breathe.

"Your turn next," Megan said, dropping onto the couch beside Faith with a satisfied grin.

The words sent a flutter of panic through Faith's stomach, but beneath it was something else—a flicker of anticipation, of desire. She looked up at Romeo, who stood before them once more, champagne still glistening on his skin.

"I'll understand if you'd rather not," he said softly, his eyes holding hers. It was the same respect he'd shown earlier—giving her space, giving her choice.

In that moment, Faith understood what she was feeling. It wasn't just embarrassment or shock or even simple attraction. It was jealousy. Pure, burning jealousy. She had watched Megan's lips on his skin, Shannon’s hands on his body, and she had wanted it to be her. Wanted it with an intensity that shocked her.

She wanted to be up there with him. She wanted to feel his skin under her fingertips, taste him with her tongue. She wanted to let go of the careful, controlled Faith who always did the right thing, who never took risks.

For once in her life, Faith wanted to cut loose.

"I'll do it," she heard herself say, her voice stronger than she expected. "I want to."

Surprise flickered across Romeo's face, quickly replaced by a warm smile that made her stomach flip. He extended his hand to her, and this time, Faith took it without hesitation.

His palm was warm against hers as he helped her to her feet. Faith was vaguely aware of her friends' excited reactions, but they seemed far away now. All that mattered was Romeo's hand in hers, guiding her toward the stage.

"Are you sure about this?" he asked quietly as they reached the steps, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

Faith looked up at him, at the kindness in his eyes that somehow made this whole situation less intimidating. She nodded, surprised by her own certainty.

"Yes," she said. "I'm sure."

"Then buckle up," he said, his voice a low rumble against her ear, "because with the bride-to-be I've got to put on an extra special show."

Faith barely had time to process his words before his hands gripped her waist, strong and sure as he hoisted her into the air. The room spun around her, lights blurring into streaks of colour. She gasped, instinctively reaching for his shoulders to steady herself as he dipped her backward. Her legs wrapped around his waist of their own accord, seeking stability in the dizzying motion.

For one heart-stopping moment, she felt it—the unmistakable press of his considerable length against her core, separated only by his minimal covering and her own underwear. Heat flooded her cheeks, but before she could react, he pulled her upright again.

Their faces were inches apart now. He flashed her a quick, reassuring smile that somehow both calmed and excited her. Then, in a display of strength that made her breath catch, he lifted her higher still. Faith found herself settled on his shoulders, but facing him, her legs dangling down his back.

Her dress rode up dangerously high. His face was suddenly—oh god—right there between her thighs. She could feel his hot breath against her, the warmth of it penetrating through the meagre fabric that covered her. If it had been anyone else, in any other context, she would have felt violated, exposed. But something about his earlier gentleness, his respect for her boundaries, made this feel different. This was his job, his performance. He was putting on a show, and for the first time tonight, she was willing to be part of it.

As if sensing her acceptance, Romeo turned to face her friends—though of course they couldn’t see his face now—his hands gripping her hips to keep her secure. He began to gyrate, his body moving in perfect rhythm beneath her. The motion transferred through her body, making her sway along with him. He gave her bottom a few playful slaps—light enough to be respectful, firm enough to elicit the desired reaction from her audience.

Her friends went wild, Shannon wolf whistling so loudly that the sound might have carried all the way to the main club. Jess and Megan cheered, raising their glasses in salute to the spectacle before them.

"Work it, Faith!" Megan shouted, her eyes wide with delight.

Faith knew she should have been mortified. She should have been begging to be put down, desperate to hide her face. Instead, she found herself laughing—a real, uninhibited laugh that bubbled up from somewhere deep inside her. The alcohol in her system certainly helped, but that wasn’t the true cause, it was much more than that. There was something freeing about being up here, about surrendering to the moment.

Romeo's hands were warm and steady on her hips, keeping her balanced as he continued to move beneath her. She felt oddly safe in his grip, despite the precariousness of her position. The scent of his cologne mixed with the oil on his skin drifted up to her, an intoxicating combination that made her head swim.

"Having fun?" he asked, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

Faith nodded, surprising herself with her honesty. "Yes," she admitted. "I am."

His smile widened, seemingly genuine pleasure lighting his eyes. "Good. Hold on tight."

With that warning, he spun them around, eliciting another round of cheers from her friends. Faith squealed, her hands flying to his head for balance, fingers tangling in his hair. The motion sent her dress sliding further up her thighs, and she was suddenly acutely aware of how little she was wearing underneath—just a tiny lace thong that had seemed a necessary accompaniment to the outfit her friends had put her in, but now felt woefully inadequate as public attire.

Romeo seemed to sense her sudden panic. With smooth efficiency, he lifted her from his shoulders and slid her down his body until her feet touched the floor. But he didn't release her immediately. Instead, he kept his hands on her waist, steadying her as she found her balance.

"You did great," he murmured, his eyes meeting hers with unexpected warmth.

Faith's heart hammered against her ribs, her skin tingling where his hands still rested. She should step away now. She’d done enough, had her fun. She should return to the safety of the couch and her friends. But something kept her rooted to the spot, caught in his gaze.

"Is that…" she swallowed hard, finding her courage, "is that the end of the show?"

A slow smile spread across his face, something flickering in his eyes that made her pulse quicken. "Not even close," he replied. "Unless you want it to be."

Faith knew what the right answer was. She knew what the Faith who had walked into this club earlier tonight would have said. But that Faith seemed very far away now.

"No," she heard herself say. "I don't want it to be."

His smile deepened, and he took her hand, leading her back to the centre of the stage. The music changed, becoming slower, more sensual. Faith was vaguely aware of her friends watching, of their excited whispers, but all she could focus on was Romeo and the way his body moved as he circled her.

"Follow my lead," he said softly, coming to stand behind her.

His hands found her hips again, guiding her to move with him. Faith closed her eyes, letting herself feel the rhythm, letting her body respond to his direction. His chest pressed against her back, warm and solid. She could feel every breath he took, every subtle shift of his muscles.

This wasn't like dancing with Daniel. Daniel was sweet and careful, always maintaining a respectful distance even in a slow dance. This was something else entirely—primal, electric. Romeo's body guided hers with confident precision, teaching her a language she'd never spoken before.

His hands slid up her sides, leaving trails of heat through the thin fabric of her dress. Faith shivered, her head falling back slightly as she surrendered to the sensation. When his fingers brushed the underside of her breasts, she should have pulled away. Instead, she arched into his touch, craving more.

"You're a natural," Romeo whispered against her ear, his breath sending shivers down her spine.

Faith opened her eyes to find her friends watching with rapt attention, their expressions a mixture of shock and delight. She should have felt embarrassed, but something had shifted inside her. For once in her life, she didn't care what anyone thought. She was living in this moment, this feeling, and nothing else mattered.

Romeo turned her to face him, his movements fluid and graceful. His eyes held hers as he took her hand, placing it on his chest. His skin was warm and smooth beneath her palm, the muscle firm and unyielding. Faith's fingers trembled slightly as she allowed herself to explore what she'd been watching all night—the defined ridges of his abdomen, the broad expanse of his shoulders.

"This is your night," Romeo told her, his voice low and intimate. "You set the boundaries."

Faith nodded, understanding what he was offering—control. She could take this as far as she wanted, or stop it right now. The choice was entirely hers.

In that moment, standing on stage with a nearly naked stranger while her best friends watched, Faith felt a power she'd never experienced before. She had always been the good girl, the predictable one, the one who followed the rules. But tonight, she could be someone else. She could be the woman who took what she wanted, who acted on desire rather than duty.

Her hand slid up to his shoulder, then to the nape of his neck. Romeo remained perfectly still, letting her set the pace. Faith's heart pounded so loudly she was sure everyone could hear it over the music. She rose onto her tiptoes, bringing her face closer to his.

"What happens in this room stays in this room, right?" she whispered.

Romeo's eyes darkened, but his voice remained gentle. "Always. This is your fantasy, Faith. No consequences, no judgements."

No consequences. No judgments. The words echoed in her mind, tempting and dangerous. Faith thought of Daniel, waiting for her at the altar in just seven days. Daniel, who had never made her feel the way she felt right now—wild and reckless and alive.

She knew she should stop. She knew she should thank Romeo for the dance, return to her friends, and laugh the whole thing off as a crazy bachelorette party story.

Instead, she pulled his face down to hers and pressed her lips against his.

The girls erupted in cheers and laughter as Faith's lips met Romeo's. The kiss was brief, only a peck, but it sent electricity shooting through her body. When she pulled back, his eyes held a knowing gleam that made her stomach flip. Something had changed between them—a boundary crossed, a door opened.

Romeo smiled, the expression both professional and intimate at once. The music shifted seamlessly to a slower, more sensual rhythm, as if responding to the moment they'd just shared. With gentle hands, he guided Faith toward the chair at centre stage, his touch reverent as he settled her into the seat.

"Comfortable?" he asked, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

Faith nodded, unable to form words. She was acutely aware of her friends watching, their excited whispers creating a backdrop to the pulsing music.

Romeo began to move around her, his body undulating with practiced precision. Each roll of his hips, each flex of his muscles seemed designed specifically for her, though his performance remained clearly visible to their enthusiastic audience. He circled the chair like a predator, occasionally shooting playful winks toward her friends that made them squeal with delight. He guided her hands upward, placing them on his chest, allowing her to feel the firm muscle beneath her fingertips.

"Touch me," he murmured against her ear. "Wherever you want."

Faith's breath caught in her throat. Her fingers trembled as they explored the landscape of his torso—tracing the defined ridges of his abdomen, following the V-line that disappeared beneath his G-string. The oil on his skin made her hands glide effortlessly, and she marvelled at the contrast between her pale fingers and his tanned flesh.

Romeo maintained perfect control of the situation, balancing the intimacy of their interaction with entertainment for her friends. When facing them, his expressions turned comically exaggerated—eyes widening in mock surprise at Faith's boldness, mouth forming an "O" of shock that made the girls howl with laughter. But when he turned back to Faith, his face transformed, eyes darkening with an intensity that seemed too real to be part of the act.

He guided her hands lower, skimming the waistband of his G-string. Faith's heart leaped into her throat. Surely he didn't expect her to—

"Take it off," he whispered, his voice a velvet command.

Faith froze, her fingers hovering at the thin elastic band. This was too far, wasn't it? She looked past him to her friends, seeking guidance, permission, anything that would tell her what to do.

Jess was nodding enthusiastically. Shannon was practically bouncing in her seat. Megan mouthed "Do it!" while making encouraging gestures with her hands.

Faith swallowed hard and returned her focus to Romeo. His eyes held hers, patient and reassuring. This was still her choice. She could still say no.

Instead, her fingers curled under the thin waistband of the G-string. With a deep breath, she began to lower the material, inch by agonising inch. The fabric slipped down his hips, revealing more of that defined V-line, and then—

"Oh my god," Faith whispered, the words escaping her lips before she could stop them.

What hung before her, mere inches from her face, was… magnificent. Even in its relaxed state, it was impressive—thick and heavy. Faith couldn't help comparing it to Daniel's, and the comparison left her fiancé woefully outmatched.

Faith swallowed hard, her mouth suddenly dry. Her heart raced so fast she could feel it in her throat, her fingertips, everywhere. She was vaguely aware of her friends' reactions—gasps and appreciative murmurs—but couldn't tear her eyes away from the sight before her.

Romeo stepped out of the G-string with graceful ease, now completely naked save for his bowtie and boots. Instead of allowing the moment to remain charged with tension, he broke it with humour, gyrating his hips in exaggerated circles that sent his manhood swinging like a pendulum.

Faith's hand flew to her mouth, a startled laugh escaping her as he helicoptered directly in front of her face. The absurdity of the moment cut through her shock, allowing her to breathe again. Her friends were in hysterics, their laughter filling the small room.

Then Romeo turned away, presenting Faith with the perfect globes of his buttocks while giving her friends a front-row view of what she'd just unveiled. The girls' reactions were immediate and enthusiastic—whistles and catcalls that made Faith's cheeks burn hotter.

"Ladies," Romeo announced, his voice carrying easily over the music, "I think the bride deserves a proper lap dance, don't you?"

The answering cheers were deafening. Faith's stomach dropped, a mixture of anticipation and terror flooding her system. A proper lap dance? What had she been getting so far? How far could this go? It was already madness.

And yet, as Romeo turned back to face her, his eyes questioning despite his confident smile, Faith found herself nodding. Yes. She wanted this. For once in her life, she was going to take what she wanted without overthinking the consequences.

Romeo moved toward her with the fluid grace of a dancer, his body a work of art in motion. As he straddled her lap, careful to maintain just enough distance to keep things professional, Faith caught the scent of his skin again—clean sweat mingled with expensive cologne.

"Remember," he whispered, his lips brushing her ear, "you're in control. Just say the word, and we stop."

Faith nodded, unable to speak as his hands found her shoulders, gently kneading the tension there. His body moved above hers, close enough to feel his heat but not quite touching. The dance was a masterful tease, bringing him tantalisingly near before retreating just as she thought he might make contact.

His hands skimmed down her arms, leaving goosebumps in their wake. When they reached her wrists, he guided her hands to his thighs, allowing her to feel the powerful muscles flexing beneath her fingertips.

"Is this okay?" he asked, his voice a low rumble that she felt more than heard.

"Yes," Faith managed, surprised by the steadiness of her own voice. "It's… more than okay."

His smile widened. The music pulsed around them, its rhythm becoming part of her heartbeat, part of her breath. Faith could still see her friends watching, hear their excited commentary, but they seemed distant now, unimportant.

All that mattered was this moment, this man, and the strange, intoxicating freedom she'd found in his arms.

His own hands began to venture further. He trailed them down her arms, up her sides and then… over her breasts. The gentle pressure of his palms against her thin dress sent waves of pleasure through Faith's body. She gasped, unable to look away from his eyes as they locked with hers, silently asking permission with each new touch.

The warmth of his hands through her dress was unlike anything she'd felt before. Daniel had touched her in these places countless times, but never like this—never with this combination of confidence and care that made her feel both safe and dangerously excited.

Next, with theatrical slowness, Romeo squatted before Faith and gently parted her legs. He turned over his shoulder to her friends, his expression shifting to one of exaggerated bashfulness. He pressed a hand to his chest in mock scandal, eliciting delighted squeals from the women.

Faith's pulse rushed in her ears. That constant nagging refrain that she should stop this remained. In spite of it, she found herself allowing him to spread her thighs wider, her dress riding higher and higher up her thighs.

Romeo turned his attention back to her, his eyes holding hers for one electric moment before he dived between her legs. He buried his face there, shaking his head vigorously as if he were doing far more than just pretending. Faith felt his hot breath through the thin barrier of her underwear once more, the sensation sending jolts of pleasure up her spine. His cheeks brushed against her inner thighs, and she bit her lip to stifle a moan.

Her friends' laughter and cheers seemed to come from miles away. All Faith could focus on was the man between her legs and the heat building inside her.

Just as suddenly as he'd begun, Romeo pulled away. He disappeared behind her, leaving Faith breathless and disoriented. When he returned moments later, he carried a white towel and a can of whipped cream. The sight was so unexpected that Faith couldn't help but laugh, the sound surprising her with its freedom.

Romeo grinned, shaking the can with a theatrical flourish. He squirted a dollop of cream onto each of his nipples, the white peaks stark against his tanned skin. With a playful wiggle of his eyebrows, he gestured toward his chest.

"Your turn," he murmured, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

Faith hesitated for only a second before leaning forward. Her lips closed around his nipple, tongue sweeping away the sweet cream. The sweetness was mingled with the salt of his skin, creating an intoxicating combination. She didn’t pause before repeating the process on her second target. When she pulled back, his eyes had darkened, the playfulness replaced by something more primal.

He squirted a line of cream down the centre of his abs, the white trail ending dangerously low. Faith followed it with her tongue, tracing the ridges of his muscles, savouring the contrast of textures—firm flesh beneath sweet, soft cream. As she reached the end of the line, just above his groin, her chin became covered in the sticky substance. She should have been embarrassed, but the heat in Romeo's eyes as he watched her made it impossible to feel anything but desired.

Then he rose to his full height, positioning himself to straddle her chair. With one smooth motion, he wrapped the white towel around them both, creating a small private world hidden from her friends' view. Behind this shield, his smile changed—becoming more intimate, more real.

Faith's breath caught as he shook the can again and dispensed a small dollop of cream directly onto the head of his cock. It was only then that she realised he had become partially erect, the impressive length now even more intimidating than before.

A battle raged within her. This was crossing a line she could never uncross. This was no longer just a silly dance, a harmless bit of fun before her wedding. This was something else entirely—something that could change everything.

While she wrestled with her conscience, she noticed Romeo was playing to the crowd. He looked back at her friends over his shoulder, his expressions exaggerated and comical again. He widened his eyes in mock shock, throwing his head back as if Faith were already doing something scandalous behind the towel's protection.

The realisation hit her suddenly—they couldn't see what was happening. They would never know what she chose to do in this moment. She could always claim he was just acting, that nothing had really happened.

When Romeo turned back to her, their eyes met once more. His expression was gentle, encouraging, without a trace of pressure or judgement. The choice was still hers entirely.

Faith made her decision. She leaned forward, tentatively extending her tongue to lick the cream from the tip of his cock. She tried to touch him as little as possible, to maintain some flimsy pretence that this was just part of the show.

But when her tongue made contact with the smooth, warm skin of his head, something deep inside her snapped. A lifetime of restraint, of being the good girl, of never taking what she truly wanted—it all fell away in an instant.

Faith took him into her mouth, wrapping her lips around the head of his cock and swirling her tongue to collect every last bit of cream. The taste of him beneath the sweetness was intoxicating—salty, masculine, forbidden. She told herself she was just being thorough, just making sure she got all the cream. But she knew she was lying to herself. She wanted this. Wanted him.

A low groan escaped Romeo's throat, barely audible over the music and her friends' continued commentary on whatever they imagined was happening behind the towel. His hand came to rest gently on the back of her head, not pushing or guiding, just a light touch that connected them further.

Faith pulled back slightly, her lips still brushing against him as she looked up. Their eyes met, and the intensity she found there made her pulse quicken. This wasn't just an act for him anymore either. Something had shifted between them, crossing the line from performance into genuine desire.

"You don't actually have to," he whispered, giving her one last chance to retreat to safer ground.

But Faith was tired of safe. For the first time in her life, she wanted to be reckless, to take something for herself without worrying about the consequences. She wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft, feeling him harden further at her touch.

"I want to," she replied, her voice steadier than she expected.

She took him deeper this time, savouring the weight of him on her tongue, the way he filled her mouth. His taste overwhelmed the lingering sweetness of the cream, and Faith found herself preferring it—raw and real and undeniably male.

Romeo maintained his performance for her friends, occasionally looking back with those exaggerated expressions that kept them entertained and oblivious to what was truly happening. But when he faced Faith, his eyes were dark with genuine hunger, his breathing ragged and uneven.

Faith lost herself in the moment, in the pure physical sensation of pleasuring this beautiful stranger. She explored him with her tongue, discovering what made his breath catch, what drew those quiet sounds from deep in his chest. Each response encouraged her further, building her confidence as she took him deeper.

His hand tightened slightly in her hair, a reflexive response to her growing boldness. Faith looked up again, meeting his gaze as she continued to work her mouth along his length. The intimacy of the eye contact, of being seen so completely in this moment of abandon, sent a shiver down her spine.

"Faith," he whispered, her name a prayer on his lips.

The sound of it broke something open inside her. This wasn't just about physical pleasure anymore. It was about freedom—about discovering a part of herself she'd kept locked away for too long. With Daniel, sex had always been comfortable, predictable. This was something else entirely—wild and dangerous and thrilling.

Romeo's breathing grew more laboured, his muscles tensing beneath her free hand as it explored his thigh. Faith could feel him growing harder still, his body responding to her in ways that filled her with a heady sense of power. She was doing this to him. She was making him lose control now, just like he had done for her.

"We should stop," he murmured, though his body seemed to be saying the opposite. "Your friends…"

Faith pulled back, releasing him with a soft pop that made him inhale sharply. "They can't see anything," she whispered, her voice husky with desire. "And I'm not done."

A flash of surprise crossed his face, quickly replaced by a heat that matched her own. This was no longer part of his routine. This was something unexpected, unplanned—and all the more exciting for it.

Faith took him in her mouth again, more confident now, more deliberate in her movements. She had never been particularly skilled at this—Daniel had never complained, but she'd always sensed a certain hesitancy in her technique. Now, guided by Romeo's reactions, by the subtle tensing of his muscles and the catch in his breath, she found herself becoming bolder, more intuitive.

His hand cradled the back of her head, still not directing but supporting, his touch both gentle and electric. Faith closed her eyes, losing herself in the sensation, in the taste and feel of him. In this moment, the world outside their towel cocoon ceased to exist. There was no wedding, no fiancé, no friends watching and laughing. There was only this—this man, this moment, this newfound freedom.

Romeo's thighs began to tremble, the muscles tightening beneath her exploring fingers. His breathing grew more ragged, less controlled. Faith sensed he was close, and the knowledge filled her with a strange mixture of pride and power. She could do this to him—she could bring this beautiful, experienced man to the edge with just her mouth, her hands, her desire.

"Faith," he whispered again, urgency in his voice. "I'm going to—"

She understood his warning but chose to ignore it. Instead, she took him deeper, her hand working in tandem with her mouth, her rhythm becoming more insistent. She wanted this—wanted to taste him fully, to experience everything this night had to offer.

Romeo's body tensed, a low groan escaping his lips as he found his release. Faith stayed with him through it, accepting him, swallowing without hesitation. The intimacy of the act surprised her—she had never done this with Daniel, had always been too self-conscious, too worried about doing it wrong.

But with Romeo, there was no wrong. There was only this perfect moment of connection, of giving and receiving pleasure without judgment or expectation.

As his breathing slowly returned to normal, Romeo looked down at her with wonder in his eyes. This clearly hadn't been part of his planned performance. Faith felt a rush of satisfaction at having surprised him, at having taken control of the situation in a way neither of them had expected.

"That was…" he began, shaking his head slightly as if words failed him.

Faith smiled, a new confidence warming her from within. "I know," she replied simply.

Carefully, Romeo adjusted the towel to ensure they remained hidden from view. He crouched down before her, bringing his face level with hers. His expression had shifted—the professional performer was gone, replaced by something more genuine, more vulnerable.

"You're full of surprises, Faith," he murmured, reaching out to brush a strand of hair from her face.

The tenderness of the gesture caught her off guard. This wasn't supposed to be tender. It was supposed to be wild, reckless, meaningless—a final fling before she committed herself to Daniel for life. But the way Romeo was looking at her now, with something like admiration in his eyes, made her heart flutter in a way she hadn't anticipated.

"I surprised myself," she admitted, her voice barely audible over the music.

Romeo smiled, a glint of mischief in his eyes. He leaned close to her ear, his warm breath sending shivers across her skin.

"How about we shift this act to its highest gear?" he asked.

Faith swallowed, heart pounding. This was her final chance to stop, to say enough, to retreat to the safety of her old self. Instead, she heard herself whisper, "I'm game for anything now."

His smile became a grin—wolfish and hungry—before his professional mask slipped back into place. He turned toward her friends, miming his own release with exaggerated facial expressions and body movements that made it seem like everything that had happened behind the towel had been pure pantomime.

"Ladies," he announced, voice carrying dramatically over the music, "this final part of the show is not for the faint of heart!" He placed his hand over his chest in mock warning. "Those with cardiac conditions or prudish sensibilities may want to avert their eyes!"

The joke safety announcement achieved its intended result, eliciting nothing but further catcalls and encouragements from her friends.

Before Faith could process what was happening, Romeo's strong arms slipped beneath her, one behind her back, the other under her knees. He lifted her effortlessly from the chair. It was a bridal carry—a parody of what Daniel would do in just seven days when carrying her over the threshold.

The thought of Daniel flickered and faded like a dying ember. Nothing existed outside this room. Nothing existed outside this moment.

Romeo placed her gently on the floor, the cool surface pressing against her back as he positioned himself above her. She couldn't help but notice that his cock was still hard despite his release just minutes earlier. He really was a professional, she thought.

He reached for the can of whipped cream again, shaking it with a theatrical flourish. But this time, Faith knew it wasn't for his body, and a thrill of anticipation coursed through her. She was about to be exposed, and she didn't care.

Never stopping his dance, moving his hips in perfect rhythm above her, Romeo grabbed the thin straps of her dress. His eyes found hers, seeking permission. Faith gave a small nod, her breath catching in her throat.

With one smooth motion, he pulled the straps down her arms. The flimsy material offered no resistance, sliding easily down to her waist. And suddenly her bare breasts were exposed—not just to him, but to all of her friends too.

They didn't seem to mind. In fact, they cheered louder.

"Lovely pair!" Jess shouted, raising her glass in salute.

"Those are wasted on Daniel, honey" Shannon joked, her voice carrying over the music.

Faith giggled, even as fire ran through her veins. She should have felt mortified, should have scrambled to cover herself. But all she felt was powerful, beautiful, desired—thing that had always seemed just out of reach in her carefully controlled life.

Romeo shook the can again and aimed carefully. The cold cream hit her right nipple first, making her gasp. Then the left, leaving perfect white peaks on her flushed skin. He continued upward, creating a delicate pattern along her collarbones.

"Stay still," he instructed, his voice low and serious.

She had to, or the cream would slide off. She lay perfectly motionless, barely daring to breathe as she watched him work. His face was a study in concentration, tongue caught between his teeth as he decorated her body like a canvas.

Then he did something unexpected. Unable to lift her head to see, Faith felt rather than saw his hands slide up her legs, under her dress. It was a shock, but it didn’t feel like an invasion. It felt inevitable. His fingers hooked into the band of her thong. With one fluid motion, he tugged it off, the delicate material sliding down her legs and away.

Slowly, methodically, he hiked up her dress next, exposing her completely. The air in the room wasn't cold, but it felt it against the newly exposed bald skin between her legs. Faith had gotten a full Brazilian just yesterday. The irony wasn’t lost on her that she’d considered it a gift to Daniel for their honeymoon.

The cold intensified tenfold as the cream hit her directly on her centre. Faith gasped, the sensation shocking and erotic at once. Surely he wasn't going to…

He came back into her line of sight, his eyes dark with desire as they met hers.

"Ready?" he asked, his voice husky with want.

She was. Beyond ready. Beyond thinking. Beyond caring about anything but this moment, this feeling, this man. Faith nodded, a small, decisive movement.

Instantly his lips were on her. The cream was gone in the first second of contact, but he kept licking, kept sucking, even nibbling gently. He started at each collarbone, his tongue warm and skilled as it traced patterns on her skin. The contrast between his hot mouth and the cool cream made her shiver with pleasure.

He worked his way downward, taking his time as he reached her breasts. When his mouth closed around her right nipple, Faith couldn't hold back a moan. He sucked gently at first, then with increasing pressure, his tongue flicking against the sensitive peak. The pleasure was almost overwhelming—Faith felt like she might come from the attention he was giving her breasts alone.

The cheers from her friends continued in the background, but they seemed so unimportant now. All that mattered was Romeo's mouth on her body, the exquisite sensations he was creating with each touch, each kiss, each gentle bite.

He moved to her left breast, giving it the same thorough attention. Faith's hands found their way to his hair, fingers tangling in the soft strands as she held him against her. Her back arched involuntarily, pressing herself closer to his mouth, silently begging for more. Romeo looked up at her, his eyes meeting hers as his mouth released her nipple, cream on his lips.

The moment stretched between them, charged with unspoken promises. Faith's breath caught as Romeo rose above her again, his powerful body silhouetted against the room’s pulsing lights. He circled her prone form, muscles flexing as he danced, occasionally glancing toward her friends with a showman's smile that never quite reached his eyes. Each time he looked back at Faith, his expression changed—became hungrier, more focused.

Though he continued to play to the audience, Faith could feel his attention narrowing, centring on her with laser-like intensity. His performance became less about entertaining her friends and more about building anticipation between the two of them.

Then, in one fluid motion that took Faith's breath away, Romeo dropped down over her. His arms locked into position on either side of her hips, his body suspended above hers like a predator about to strike. His hardened length dangled tantalisingly close to her face, while his own face hovered just inches from the remaining cream between her legs.

Faith's breathing was shallow. The position left her completely exposed—to him, to her friends, to whatever came next. She should have felt vulnerable, should have felt shame, but all she felt was a desperate, aching want.

Romeo turned his head toward the girls on the sofa, his lips curving into a mischievous grin. He gave his hips a little shake, letting his considerable manhood swing back and forth above Faith's face. The motion caused it to tap lightly against the tip of her nose, eliciting shrieks of laughter from her friends.

Faith barely registered their reaction. All she could focus on was the heat of him, the scent of him, the proximity of him. And then… his mouth was on her. His tongue slid through the remaining cream, finding her most sensitive spot with unerring precision.

The sensation was electric. Daniel had gone down on her before, of course, but never like this. Romeo's tongue moved with the same skilled rhythm as the rest of his body—confident, varied, perfectly attuned to her responses. He seemed to know exactly when to apply pressure, when to ease off, when to circle, when to flick.

Heat built inside her with shocking speed. Faith's back arched off the floor. She couldn't think, couldn't speak, could barely breathe. All she could do was feel—feel his tongue working magic between her legs, feel the pressure building inside her like a storm about to break.

A moan escaped her lips, loud and unrestrained. Faith didn't care who heard, who saw, who knew. Nothing mattered except this man and what he was doing to her body.

As the pleasure intensified, Faith’s world narrowed to two things—the feeling of ecstasy between her legs and the looming presence of Romeo's cock still suspended above her face. There was no towel now, no privacy, no pretence of pantomime. Everyone could see them clearly—could see her writhing beneath him, could see the way her mouth opened in silent pleasure at his ministrations.

The old her would have been horrified. Now, she felt emboldened. With a surge of desire that surprised even herself, Faith lifted her head just enough to take him between her lips once more. The angle was awkward, but the reward was immediate—the taste of him, the weight of him on her tongue, the low groan that vibrated against her core as he responded to her touch.

Romeo took control then, lowering his hips to make it easier for her. He began to move, thrusting slowly, carefully into her waiting mouth. The dual sensation—his cock sliding between her lips as his tongue continued its relentless exploration below—was unlike anything Faith had ever experienced.

Every nerve in her body sang with pleasure. The pressure inside her built to an unbearable peak, hovering on the edge of release. Romeo sensed it, increasing the tempo of his tongue, focusing on the exact spot that made her thighs tremble. At the same time, his thrusts became more deliberate, matching the rhythm he created below.

Faith surrendered completely to the moment. There was no going back from this. She was being eaten out and facefucked by a stranger in front of her closest friends. Everything she thought she knew about herself—her limits, her desires, her future—had changed in the space of a single night.

And she didn't care. She couldn't care. She could only feel.

The orgasm hit her like a tidal wave—powerful, overwhelming, inescapable. It crashed through her body, obliterating thought, obliterating shame, obliterating everything except pure, white-hot pleasure. Faith's cry was muffled by Romeo's cock, but the force of her climax was unmistakable. Her entire body convulsed beneath him, waves of ecstasy radiating outward from her core.

Romeo didn't stop. He worked her through it, his tongue gentler now but still insistent, drawing out every last tremor, every last spark of pleasure. Faith clung to him, her hands gripping his thighs, her lips gripping his cock, anchoring herself as the world spun around her.

When the final aftershocks subsided, Romeo carefully withdrew from her mouth. He lifted himself away from her body, his movements gentle, almost reverent. Faith lay beneath him, breathless and boneless, her mind struggling to process what had just happened.

The room slowly came back into focus. The music, which had faded to background noise during their encounter, now seemed impossibly loud. The lights felt too bright, too harsh against her sensitised skin. And her friends—Faith turned her head to find them staring in shocked silence, their expressions a mixture of disbelief, awe, and something that looked suspiciously like envy.

Romeo extended his hand to her, helping her to her feet with the same grace he'd shown throughout the night. Faith's legs trembled beneath her, still weak from her release. He steadied her with a hand at the small of her back, the touch somehow both intimate and respectful.

"You okay?" he asked, his voice low enough that only she could hear.

Faith nodded, unable to form words. She was more than okay. She was transformed.

With careful movements, Romeo helped her adjust her dress, pulling the straps back over her shoulders, smoothing the fabric down her body. The gesture was surprisingly tender, almost protective. Faith found herself leaning into his touch, craving more of that unexpected gentleness.

"That was…" she began, struggling to find words adequate for what they'd just shared.

Romeo smiled, a real smile that reached his eyes and made something flutter in Faith's chest. "I know," he said simply, mirroring her reply from earlier.

The music changed, signalling the end of their private show. Romeo stepped back, professionalism sliding back into place like a well-worn mask. But his eyes, when they met hers, held something different—something that hadn't been there before.

"Ladies," he announced, turning to address her friends with a theatrical bow. "I hope you enjoyed the show."

Faith watched him gather his minimal clothing, his movements unhurried and confident despite his nakedness. She searched for feelings of shame, regret, panic—anything to acknowledge the enormity of what had just happened. Instead, she felt strangely calm, as if some fundamental truth about herself had finally been revealed.

As Romeo disappeared through the back door with a final wink, Faith turned to face her friends. Their expressions had shifted from shock to something more complex—a mixture of concern, curiosity, and cautious excitement.

"Faith," Jess began, her voice uncharacteristically gentle. "Are you—"

"I'm fine," Faith interrupted, surprised by the steadiness in her voice. "Better than fine, actually."

And it was true. Standing there in the aftermath of the most reckless thing she'd ever done, Faith felt more herself than she had in years. The good girl, the predictable one, the one who never took risks—that Faith seemed like a stranger now, a costume she'd worn for too long.

She smoothed her hands down her dress, feeling the satin cool against her palms. In seven days, she would walk down the aisle to Daniel. She would make promises, exchange rings, begin the life they had planned together. But she would do it as this new Faith—the one who knew what she wanted, what she was capable of, what lay beneath the careful surface she'd maintained for so long.

As her friends gathered around her, their voices a blur of questions and exclamations, Faith caught a glimpse of herself in the mirrored wall of the VIP room. Her cheeks were flushed, her hair dishevelled, her eyes bright with a confidence she'd never seen there before.

She smiled at her reflection, at this woman she was just beginning to know. Whatever came next—wedding, marriage, life—she would face it changed. Awakened. Free.

And that, Faith decided as she turned back to her friends, was worth everything.
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