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Horny for her Maid of Honour at her Bridal Boudoir Photo Shoot

Faith felt oddly nervous as she clutched the white satin robe to her chest, the soft material slipping between her trembling fingers like the last threads of her innocence.

Huh, she thought. Innocence. It’s not like I can claim to have much of that any more.

"Come on, Faith, it's just us girls," Jess said, already slipping her pink robe over her shoulders with that casual confidence Faith had always envied. "Nothing we haven't seen before… Come to think of it, nothing we haven’t all seen quite recently what with that little show you put on with the stripper!"[1]

Heat crawled up Faith's neck at the memory. Just three days ago… Barely a week before her wedding day… She’d done things with that man—that stranger—she'd never imagined herself doing even with Daniel—things that made her blush furiously now. The feeling of hands on her body, of his tongue on her body… of his body on her tongue… and all while her friends watched on, whooping and cheering… it all came rushing back.

"I still can't believe you did that," Shannon whispered, nudging Faith with her elbow as she tied her own pink robe. "Daniel's sweet little fiancée, getting down and dirty with Magic Mike."

"He wasn't—" Faith started, then bit her lip. What was she defending? The fact that he wasn’t called Mike? Because everything else Shannon just said was true.

"Let's not tease her too much," Megan said, though her eyes sparkled with mischief. "At least not until the photographer gets those first few innocent shots."

Faith glanced around the dressing room. The lighting was soft and flattering, the decor elegant with vintage furniture and champagne flutes already filled and waiting. This was supposed to be about creating something beautiful for Daniel, tasteful photos that would make him ache for his soon-to-be wife. It was not supposed to be a reminder of how quickly that soon-to-be wife had abandoned her principles after a few drinks and a little encouragement from her friends.

"Speaking of the photographer," Jess said, checking her phone, "he just messaged from downstairs. He'll be all set up in about fifteen. So we have time for a little pre-game." She produced a bottle of tequila from her bag with a flourish.

"I don't think—" Faith began, but Jess was already pouring shots.

"Come on, Faith. You're getting married in two weeks. Live a little! Besides, you're way less uptight when you've had a drink or two."

The unspoken hung in the air: You're more fun when you allow yourself to cut loose… We’ve all seen it!

Faith took the shot glass, fingers still unsteady. One drink wouldn't hurt. Maybe it would even calm her nerves. She wasn’t exactly feeling confident about the prospect of posing in lingerie all afternoon.

"To Faith's last days of freedom," Jess toasted, raising her glass.

The tequila burned down Faith's throat, warming her from the inside. She thought of Daniel, of his gentle hands and kind eyes. Did he deserve what she'd done at the bachelorette party? Would he understand if he knew? Those questions and more swirled in her mind as Jess poured another round.

"Now," Jess said, setting down her empty glass with a decisive clink, "let's talk about what you're wearing under that robe. Show us the goods."

Faith clutched her robe tighter. "It's just… it's just the white lace set we picked out."

"Boring," Jess declared. "Well, it’s fine for starters, but I brought options." She reached into her oversized bag and pulled out something small and black. "This would look killer against your skin."

The black lingerie Jess held up was barely there at all—thin straps, sheer panels, and a thong back that would leave nothing to the imagination.

"I can't wear that," Faith protested. "Daniel would—"

"Daniel would lose his mind," Jess finished for her. "In the best possible way. Trust me."

Faith looked at the scraps of black fabric, then at her friends' expectant faces. The tequila hummed in her veins, making everything seem slightly less consequential. What was the harm in trying it on? It was just another small step over a line she'd already crossed anyway.

"Fine," she whispered, taking the lingerie from Jess's outstretched hand. "I'll try it after the group photos."

∞∞∞

The next quarter-hour passed in a blur of champagne bubbles and laughter. Faith relaxed into the familiar rhythm of conversation with her friends, their voices rising and falling around her like a comforting tide. They sat in a circle on the plush chairs, their matching robes—Faith's a pristine white against the trio of pink—creating a bridal tableau that would have been perfectly innocent if not for what lay beneath the satin.

"Remember when we used to have sleepovers in high school?" Shannon asked, refilling Faith's champagne flute. "This feels just like that, except with better alcohol… and underwear that probably costs more than my car repayments."

Faith smiled, the tequila and champagne loosening the knot of tension between her shoulder blades. "And we're not trying to sneak boys in through the window."

"No need," Jess winked. "We'll be bringing the boys to us with these photos."

When the photographer messaged that he was ready, the four women descended the staircase, their robes whispering against their skin. Faith trailed her fingers along the polished banister, taking in the converted apartment with wide eyes. It was nothing like the sterile studio she'd imagined—instead, each room flowed naturally into the next, some staged with elegant furniture, others bare except for lighting equipment and backdrops.

"Ladies, welcome," a voice called from the main room. Thomas stepped forward, camera already in hand. Faith's breath caught—he was younger than she'd expected, with kind eyes that crinkled at the corners when he smiled. "I'm Thomas. What’s say we create something beautiful today?"

He led them through the space with professional ease, pointing out the various set pieces before guiding them to the back patio. Faith gasped softly as they stepped outside. The infinity pool stretched toward the hills beyond, its surface reflecting the cloudless blue sky. The midday sun bathed everything in golden light, making the champagne in their glasses sparkle like liquid diamonds.

"This is perfect for our first series," Thomas explained, adjusting his camera settings. "Nothing complex. Just the four of you, relaxed, enjoying each other's company. Faith in the centre, please."

Faith obeyed, hyperaware of the thin white lace barely concealed beneath her robe as she perched on the edge of a lounger. Her friends arranged themselves around her, Shannon and Megan on either side, Jess standing behind with a hand resting lightly on Faith's shoulder.

"Beautiful," Thomas murmured, the camera shutter clicking rapidly. "Now lean in together, like you're sharing a secret."

Megan giggled, her lips close to Faith's ear. "Like the secret of what you did with that stripper?"

Faith's cheeks flamed, but she didn't pull away.

"That's perfect!" Thomas called. "Faith, that blush is gorgeous. Whatever you just said to her, keep it coming."

Shannon leaned in from the other side. "Who knew our little Faith would be the one to put on the show at her own bachelorette? I still can't believe you let him do that to you while everyone watched.”

"The way you took control," Jess added, squeezing Faith's shoulder. "I've never seen that side of you before. It was… empowering to watch."

Thomas circled them, oblivious to the conversation but clearly pleased with the results it was producing on camera. "The chemistry between the four of you is fantastic. Faith, can you look up at me? Perfect."

Faith met his eyes, wondering if he could see the memories flashing through her mind—the stripper's hands on her thighs, the heat of the spotlight, the shocking pleasure that had coursed through her body as she surrendered to the moment.

"You know what?" Faith said softly, surprising herself. "I liked it. I liked being that person—the one who wasn't afraid."

Jess squeezed her shoulder again. "That's my girl."

"Daniel's a lucky man," Megan said, raising her champagne glass in a toast.

"Speaking of Daniel," Jess said with a mischievous grin, "these photos are going to blow his mind. Maybe you should think of them as compensation for your recent dalliance, eh Faith?"

Thomas lowered his camera, an amused smile playing at his lips. "I take it we're creating something special for the groom?"

"Very special," Shannon confirmed. "Faith has been holding out on all of us—including her fiancé—until now."

"Then let's make it worth the wait," Thomas suggested, his professional tone barely masking his interest. "How about we get some shots with the robes slightly open? Still tasteful, of course."

Faith's fingers moved to her sash, hesitating for just a moment before loosening it enough to reveal a hint of white lace and pale skin beneath. Her friends followed suit with their pink robes, creating a coordinated tableau of modesty on the verge of abandonment.

"Perfect," Thomas murmured, the camera clicking rapidly. "Now Faith, can you stand by the pool's edge? Just let the robe fall open a bit more…"

Faith rose, moving to the edge of the infinity pool where the water seemed to spill into the distant hills. The stone was warm beneath her bare feet as she turned to face the camera, her back to the breathtaking view. With trembling fingers, she loosened her sash a little more, allowing the robe to part down the centre, revealing the delicate white lace that cupped her breasts and the matching panties that rode high on her hips.

"Stunning," Thomas said, his voice dropping slightly. "Now just let the robe slip off one shoulder."

As Faith complied, she felt something shift inside her—a strange new power in her vulnerability, a thrill in the way Thomas's eyes lingered on her body between shots. It reminded her of how she'd felt with the stripper—exposed yet somehow in control, desired and desiring.

"I think Daniel's going to need a cold shower after he sees these," Jess called from behind Thomas.

Faith smiled, a slow, confident curve of her lips that felt foreign yet right. "Good,” she said. “That’s exactly what we’re going for."

After several more poses by the pool, directed by the photographer and cheered on by her assembled friends Faith surprised herself with her own words. "I think I'm ready for more," she said.

Thomas nodded, a flash of appreciation in his eyes. "Then let's move this to the bedroom."

As Faith followed him, her entourage in tow, she felt a curious lightness in her steps. The champagne buzzed pleasantly in her veins, but it wasn't just alcohol loosening her inhibitions—it was something else, something that had awakened inside her at the bachelorette party and was now unfurling further.

The bedroom set was simple but elegant—a king-sized bed with crisp white sheets, bathed in soft, natural light from a wall of windows. Thomas positioned Faith on the edge of the bed, her robe falling open to reveal more of her lingerie.

"Just like that," he murmured, kneeling to capture the shot from below. "Chin up a little."

Faith tilted her head, feeling his eyes on her through the lens. It reminded her of how the stripper had looked at her—appreciative, hungry—but this was different. It was professional, yet… undeniably intimate.

"Ladies," Thomas called over his shoulder, "would you join Faith for some group shots?"

Her three friends arranged themselves on the bed around her, their pink robes creating a frame for Faith's white. Thomas directed them through a series of poses, each slightly more suggestive than the last—Faith leaning back against Shannon's chest, Jess's hand resting high on Faith's thigh, Megan's fingers trailing along Faith's collarbone.

"Daniel is going to lose it when he sees these," Shannon whispered, her breath warm against Faith's ear.

"Totally," Megan agreed. "He'll never look at any of us the same way again."

The thought sent an unexpected thrill through Faith. Daniel seeing her friends like this—seeing them touch her like this…

"Imagine him looking at these photos," Jess said, her voice low and teasing. "Looking at all of us… then looking at you, knowing you let us be part of this."

“I am,” Faith admitted solemnly.

Thomas moved around them, capturing different angles. "Can you all lean in closer? Faith, maybe slip the robe a little lower?"

Faith complied, letting the satin slide down her arms until it pooled at her waist. The white lace of her bra suddenly seemed too modest compared to the heat building inside her.

"God, Daniel's going to stare at these for hours," Shannon said with a laugh. "Poor guy won't know where to look first."

"Are you kidding?" Jess countered. "He'll be looking at Faith… but he'll definitely be checking out the rest of us too."

"Will he?" Faith asked, her voice barely audible.

"Of course," Jess said, her fingers brushing Faith's shoulder. "Men are visual creatures. And after he's seen all of us like this… well, dinner parties might get a little more interesting."

Thomas cleared his throat. "Let's try something with all of you standing now. By the window, perhaps?"

As they arranged themselves against the sunlit window, Faith found herself watching Thomas—the way his hands adjusted his camera, the concentration in his eyes, the slight parting of his lips when he captured a shot he particularly liked. She was posing for Daniel, yes, but the immediate audience was this man, this stranger, just as it had been with the stripper.

And she liked it.

"Faith," Jess whispered as Thomas adjusted his lens, "I have an idea. But only if you're comfortable with it."

Faith turned, meeting her friend's mischievous gaze. "Go on…"

"What if…" Jess glanced at Thomas, then back at Faith. "What if we give Daniel a little more? All of us. Together."

Faith's heart hammered. "What… What do you mean?"

"Just a couple shots where we're all… you know." Jess made a gesture at her chest. "Flashing. Nothing too wild, but… you had your fun at the bachelorette. Maybe Daniel deserves some too."

Faith's mouth went dry. "I don't know…"

"It's totally up to you," Jess assured her. "We'll only do it if you're in."

Faith thought about the bachelorette party—how terrified she'd been initially, how exhilarating it had felt to just let go, to be someone else for a night. Someone who took what she wanted, someone bolder. And that memory made her mind up for her.

"Okay," she whispered before she could second guess herself. "Let's do it."

Jess's smile widened. "Ladies," she announced in a hushed tone, "new plan."

As Jess explained, Faith watched her friends' reactions—Shannon's eyes widening, Megan's surprised laugh—but none of them refused. In fact, they seemed almost eager.

"We'll keep our robes on," Jess explained, "just… open them on Thomas's count. One quick flash, a few photos, then we're done."

Thomas, overhearing the tail end of the conversation, looked between them with professional composure. "Whatever you ladies are comfortable with. I'm here to capture what you want."

"Are we really doing this?" Shannon whispered.

Faith nodded, her decision made. "Yes. We are."

With nervous giggles, all four women reached beneath their robes, unhooking their bras and slipping them off while maintaining their modesty beneath the satin. Faith felt her nipples hardening in response—not just in response to the cool air, but in response to what was about to come. She looked at her friends, realising instantly that it wasn’t just her who was having that reaction. All the while, Thomas continued to snap—candid shots of their shared nervous excitement, candid shots of her and her friends’ nipples already visible through thin satin, recorded for her future husband to enjoy. Already, she was feeling heat pool low in her stomach.

"Ready, ladies?" Thomas asked, his voice impressively steady as he positioned himself.

Faith stood in the centre, her friends flanking her—all of them clutching their robes closed, all of them bare underneath.

"On three," Thomas said, raising his camera. "One… two… three!"

In perfect unison, they opened their robes. The fabric parted, revealing four pairs of breasts to the camera lens. The shutter clicked rapidly—once, twice, three times—capturing the moment in high definition.

Faith felt the exposure like an electric current, a shock of vulnerability that transformed instantly into power. Her breasts, Shannon's, Megan's, Jess's—all different, all beautiful, all revealed not just to the camera, not just to the handsome profession in front of them, but eventually to Daniel.

The thought of Daniel seeing this—seeing her friends exposed alongside her—sent a rush of heat between her legs. It was as if she were somehow marking her territory or staking a claim, showing him that these were her friends, that they were willing to do this for her, because of her.

"Perfect," Thomas murmured, lowering his camera slightly. "Absolutely perfect."

They closed their robes, but the energy in the room had shifted. Faith felt lightheaded with the boldness of what they'd just done. She'd crossed another line, and this time, she'd taken her friends with her.

"That was…" Shannon began.

"Hot," Jess finished for her. "Admit it, that was hot."

Faith couldn't disagree. Her skin tingled, her breath came shallow. She caught Thomas's eye and saw something there—respect, desire, appreciation—that made her feel both powerful and vulnerable at once.

"Should we…" Faith hesitated, then found her courage. "Should we do more?"

"More?" Thomas's voice was low and appreciative. "What did you have in mind?"

Before Faith could answer, Jess stepped forward, her robe hanging open to reveal her bare breasts again and the lace pink panties beneath. "Maybe we should just… be natural for the rest of the group session. No more hiding."

Shannon and Megan exchanged glances, and then with twin shrugs, they let their robes fall fully open too.

"I mean, we've already shown everything," Shannon reasoned, running her hands through her hair. "What's the point of closing up now?"

Faith felt her heart racing as she looked at her friends, all three now standing casually with their robes open, breasts exposed. The initial shock of the reveal had passed, leaving in its wake something far more intoxicating—the freedom of simply being.

"Why not?" she whispered. And, with a deep breath, she too let her own robe fall open.

Thomas cleared his throat. "Alright, ladies. Let's move to the sofa for the next series."

They followed him to an elegant cream-coloured settee positioned near a large window. The natural light that seemed to suffuse all areas of the building spilled across the fabric, creating a warm glow that brought their skin alive. Faith settled in the centre, her friends arranging themselves around her. No one bothered to close their robes.

"Just act natural," Thomas instructed, moving around them with his camera. "Talk amongst yourselves. Forget I'm even here."

And strangely, they did. Within minutes, the initial self-consciousness melted away. They fell into conversation about wedding plans, about honeymoon destinations, about Shannon's new job. The camera's click became background noise as they laughed and gestured, their bodies relaxing into natural poses.

Faith found herself forgetting her exposure, her hands moving expressively as she described the flowers she'd chosen for the ceremony. Her robe slipped further off her shoulders, but she didn't adjust it. Why bother now? The threshold had already been crossed.

"Daniel always said he wanted a beach honeymoon," she was saying, leaning toward Megan, completely unaware of how the movement pressed her breasts together.

"God, you're going to look amazing in a bikini," Jess commented, then laughed. "Though I guess that's obvious now."

Thomas directed them through various groupings—Faith with Jess, Faith with Megan, all four together in different configurations. They moved through the poses with increasing ease, their bodies touching casually, naturally. An arm around a waist, a head on a shoulder, hands clasped, knees touching.

"That's perfect," Thomas murmured as Faith leaned back against Jess, both women's robes now barely clinging to their frames. "The comfort between you two comes through so beautifully."

Time seemed to slip away as they moved from setting to setting—the sofa, the window seat, back to the edge of the bed. At some point, champagne was poured again, and Faith found herself perched on a barstool in the kitchen area, laughing as Megan told a story about a disastrous date, neither of them bothering to adjust their completely open robes.

"Ladies, we have about fifteen minutes left of our group session," Thomas announced, checking his watch. "Shannon, Megan, I understand you need to leave soon?"

"Unfortunately," Shannon sighed, taking another sip of champagne. "Work calls… Not that I’ll get much work done after all this bubbly!"

"Let's make these last few count, then," Thomas suggested. "How about by the pool again? The light is perfect right now."

They followed him outside, the afternoon sun warm on their exposed skin. Faith felt a curious confidence as she walked, her robe billowing open in the light breeze. She caught her reflection in the pool's surface—blonde hair tousled, cheeks flushed, breasts bare—and felt a surge of pride. This was her body, beautiful and free, captured forever for the man she loved.

But also for herself.

And for Thomas, whose professional demeanour couldn't quite mask his appreciation.

"Faith, lie back on the lounger," Thomas directed. "Jess, sit beside her please. Shannon, Megan, if you could stand behind."

Faith reclined, her robe falling completely open. Jess's hand rested on her thigh, a casual touch that sent little sparks across Faith's skin. Shannon and Megan leaned over the back of the lounger, their hair falling forward.

"Perfect," Thomas murmured. "Now look at each other, not at me. Like you're sharing a secret."

Faith turned to meet Jess's eyes, finding a mischievous glint there that made her stomach flutter. They were all in this together now—this moment of abandon, this shedding of inhibitions.

"Daniel is going to get plenty of use out of these photos," Jess whispered, her fingers tracing small circles on Faith's thigh.

The camera clicked rapidly as they laughed together, four women caught in a moment of unguarded intimacy.

All too soon, Thomas lowered his camera. "That's our time for the group session, ladies. Shannon, Megan, thank you for being part of this. The photos are going to be stunning."

Shannon sighed, reluctantly pulling her robe closed for the first time in nearly half an hour. "I can't believe it's over already. This was… surprisingly fun."

"More than fun," Megan agreed, doing the same with her robe. "I'm almost jealous that you two get to continue." She nodded toward Faith and Jess.

Faith felt a curious mixture of emotions as she watched her friends gather their things. Part of her was sad to see them go, but another part—a new, bolder part—was curious about what would happen next, alone with just Jess… and Thomas of course.

"We'll send you the proofs as soon as they're ready," Thomas promised as he walked Shannon and Megan to the door. "Probably within a week."

Faith and Jess followed, their robes still hanging open, neither of them seeming to notice or care anymore. They hugged their departing friends at the door—bare skin against clothed—and promised to meet for dinner after the wedding to review the shots together.

As the door closed behind Shannon and Megan, a new silence fell over the studio. Faith turned to find Thomas and Jess both looking at her, expectation hanging in the air between them.

"So," Jess said, her smile slow and knowing. "Now it's just us."

Faith felt her heart skip a beat. The group dynamic had made everything feel safe, almost impersonal despite their nakedness. Now, with just the three of them, the intimacy of what they were doing crashed over her anew.

"What did you have in mind for the rest of the session?" she asked Thomas, her voice softer than she intended.

Thomas's professional mask slipped just slightly, revealing a flash of the man beneath. "That's entirely up to you, Faith. This is your shoot, your gift to Daniel." His eyes dropped briefly to her exposed breasts before meeting her gaze again. "What do you want him to see?"

Jess moved closer, her arm sliding around Faith's waist. "I have some ideas," she offered, her breath warm against Faith's ear. "If you're willing to push a little further."

Faith felt herself standing on another precipice, similar to the one she'd faced at the bachelorette party. Then, she'd surprised herself by jumping. Now, looking at Jess's encouraging smile and feeling the heat of Thomas's gaze, she found herself wondering what it would feel like to fly even further.

"I'm listening," she said, not bothering to close her robe as she turned to face her maid of honour. "Tell me what you're thinking."

∞∞∞

Faith pulled her robe closed—not tightly, but enough to cover herself—as she followed Jess back up the staircase to the changing room.

Jess closed the door behind them, her robe still hanging completely open, revealing all of her toned body without a hint of self-consciousness. She moved to the vanity counter and retrieved the black lingerie set she'd shown Faith earlier, holding it up with a flourish.

"You did say you’d try this after the group shoot. You should wear it now," Jess said, her eyes gleaming. "White is traditional, sure. It's bridal. But it's also…" She wrinkled her nose. "Expected. This, on the other hand…" She ran her fingers over the delicate black lace. "This is sensual. And much more revealing."

Faith bit her lip, looking at the scraps of black fabric. The bra was almost entirely sheer, with strategic lace patterns that would cover her nipples but little else. The panties were even more daring—high-cut, with thin straps that would frame her hips and a back that was practically non-existent.

"I don't know, Jess," Faith said, though her protest lacked conviction. "I know what I said earlier, but I’m not sure I can wear that…"

"You absolutely can," Jess countered. "And what's more, you won't be alone." She pranced to her bag and pulled out a red set, a perfect match to the black one. "I'll be right there with you."

Faith's eyes widened. "You mean…?"

"I mean," Jess said, stepping closer, "that as your maid of honour, I'm willing to be there every step of the way. We can start with these, and then… well, we can reveal as much as you feel comfortable with."

Faith swallowed hard, imagining the possibilities. "But Daniel… he's expecting to see photos of me, not—"

"Faith," Jess interrupted gently, "do you really think Daniel would object to seeing both of us? Whatever would make him happy, right? And I promise, this would make him very, very happy."

The proposition hung in the air between them, charged with possibility. Faith felt a flutter of something—not just embarrassment, but excitement. Arousal, even. The thought of posing with Jess, both of them in these barely-there outfits, revealing more and more for the camera… for Daniel… for Thomas.

"Okay," she whispered, surprising herself with how little protest she’d raised. "Let's do it."

Jess's smile widened. "Perfect. Here, let me help you."

Faith let her robe fall away completely, stepping out of her white lace underwear as Jess approached with the black lingerie. There was something intimate about the way Jess helped her into the set, her fingers brushing against Faith's skin as she adjusted the straps.

"God, you look incredible," Jess murmured, stepping back to admire her handiwork. "Trust me. Daniel will love this."

Faith turned to the mirror and barely recognised herself. The black lace contrasted starkly with her pale skin, making her look both innocent and sinful at once. The cups pushed her breasts up and together, creating cleavage she didn't normally have, while the thong left her bottom almost completely exposed.

"Now me," Jess said, slipping off her own robe. Faith watched, transfixed, as Jess put on the red version of the same set. The colour complemented her olive skin perfectly, making her look like some kind of seductive devil to Faith's fallen angel.

"We look…" Faith searched for the word.

"Hot," Jess finished for her, coming to stand beside Faith in front of the mirror. "We look fucking hot."

Side by side, they were a study in contrasts—Faith's blonde hair and pale skin against Jess's brunette waves and warmer complexion. But the matching lingerie created a visual connection between them, as if they were two sides of the same sensual coin.

"So here's what I'm thinking," Jess said, her eyes meeting Faith's in the mirror. "We start on the bed. Just posing in these. But then…" She ran a finger along the strap of Faith's bra. "We start to reveal more. Bit by bit. As much as you're comfortable with."

Faith's heart pounded. "And you'll…?"

"I'll match you. Whatever you show, I show. Whatever makes Daniel happy, remember?" Jess's smile turned wicked. "And let's be honest, seeing both of us like that will definitely make him happy."

The thought sent a shiver down Faith's spine. It was wrong, wasn't it? To be doing this with her maid of honour? And yet… after what had happened at the bachelorette party, after what they'd already done today with the group photos… the boundaries seemed to have blurred beyond recognition.

"Let's do it," Faith said again, her voice stronger this time.

They slipped back into their robes—a formality that seemed almost quaint now—and made their way back downstairs. Thomas was adjusting lighting equipment by the bed when they entered, but he stopped immediately, his eyes taking in their expressions.

"We have an idea," Jess announced without preamble. She explained their plan while Faith stood beside her, feeling a strange combination of embarrassment and anticipation.

Thomas's professional façade cracked just slightly as Jess outlined what they intended to do. His eyes widened, and Faith noticed his Adam's apple bob as he swallowed.

"That sounds…" he began, then cleared his throat. "That would make for some extraordinary photos. If you're both comfortable with it, I'm more than happy to accommodate."

"More than happy" seemed like an understatement. Faith could see the enthusiasm in his eyes, the slight flush creeping up his neck. He was trying to maintain his professionalism—desperately trying—but it was clear that the prospect of photographing the two of them in such an intimate way excited him.

"We're comfortable," Jess confirmed, her hand finding Faith's and squeezing gently. "Very comfortable. Aren't we, Faith?"

Faith nodded, surprised to find that it was true. The nervousness she felt was overshadowed by a growing sense of anticipation, of power. This was her choice. Her body. Her wedding. Her photos.

"Yes," she said, her voice surprisingly steady. "I want to do this."

Thomas nodded, moving to adjust the lighting around the bed. "Then let's create something truly special. Why don't you two get into position while I finish setting up?"

Faith and Jess moved toward the bed, their robes still closed. As Thomas busied himself with his equipment, Jess leaned close to Faith's ear.

"Remember," she whispered, "this is all for Daniel. But that doesn't mean we can't enjoy it too."

Faith felt heat bloom in her cheeks and spread down her neck, across her chest. She thought of Daniel seeing these photos, seeing her and Jess together like this. What would he think? Would he be shocked? Aroused? Both?

And what would he think if he knew how much she was already enjoying this herself?

"Ready when you are, ladies," Thomas called, camera in hand.

Faith took a deep breath, then let her robe slip from her shoulders, revealing the black lingerie beneath. Beside her, Jess did the same, the red set glowing against her skin in the perfect lighting Thomas had created.

"Oh my," Thomas murmured, his professional mask slipping for just a moment. "That's… that's perfect."

Faith felt his gaze like a physical touch, moving over her body. But rather than making her want to cover up, it made her want to reveal more. The power she'd felt earlier returned, stronger now. She wasn't just being looked at—she was being admired. Desired.

"Where do you want us?" Jess asked, already moving to the bed with the confidence of someone completely at ease with her body.

"On the bed," Thomas directed, his voice a touch lower than before. "Faith, lie back against the pillows. Jess, beside her, maybe propped up on one elbow."

They arranged themselves as directed, the soft sheets cool against Faith's exposed skin. As she settled against the pillows, she felt a strange sense of déjà vu. She’d imagined this scenario countless times since booking this bridal photo shoot. She’d imagined lying in bed, being photographed in lingerie for Daniel’s benefit. But in those nervous daydreams… she'd always been alone. And the photographer had always been faceless, distant.

Now, with Jess beside her and Thomas's appreciative gaze behind the camera, the reality was so much more intense than any fantasy.

"Perfect," Thomas murmured, beginning to shoot. "Faith, can you tilt your head this way? And Jess, maybe rest your hand on Faith's waist?"

Jess's hand was warm as it settled on Faith's bare skin, just above the waistband of the black thong. The touch was innocent enough, but in the context—both of them nearly naked, posing for increasingly intimate photos—it felt charged with meaning.

"That's beautiful," Thomas encouraged, circling the bed to capture different angles. "Now, Faith, maybe run your fingers through your hair? Yes, just like that."

Faith complied, arching slightly as she raised her arms. She heard the camera's rapid clicking, capturing the movement.

"God, you both look incredible," Thomas said, his professional tone slipping further. "The contrast between the black and red is stunning."

Faith caught Jess's eye and saw her own excitement mirrored there. This was just the beginning, and already it felt more thrilling than she'd expected.

"Should we…" Faith began, then hesitated.

"What is it?" Thomas asked, lowering his camera slightly.

Faith took a deep breath. "Should we start… revealing more?"

Thomas's eyes darkened, and Jess's smile widened into something almost predatory.

"Absolutely," Thomas said softly, his enthusiasm barely masked. "Whenever you're ready."

Faith's fingers moved to the strap of her bra, and beside her, Jess did the same. They were crossing another line, together this time, and Faith couldn't wait to see what lay on the other side.

She slid one finger beneath her bra strap, feeling her heartbeat quicken as she slowly pulled it down over her shoulder. Beside her, Jess did the same with her red bra, their movements almost synchronised. The camera clicked rapidly, capturing each subtle shift, each inch of newly exposed skin.

"That's gorgeous," Thomas murmured, his voice huskier than before. "Take your time with it."

Faith's fingers trembled slightly as she reached behind her back to unhook the clasp. The black lace loosened around her, and she held the cups in place with one arm across her chest, prolonging the moment. She'd already been topless in front of Thomas earlier, with all four of them revealing themselves at once, but this felt different—more deliberate, more seductive.

"Like this?" she asked softly, meeting Thomas's eyes over the camera.

"Perfect," he breathed. "Just like that."

Jess had already unhooked her own bra, but was holding it against her chest, mirroring Faith's pose. Their eyes met, and Jess gave a small nod—a silent confirmation that they were in this together.

With a deep breath, Faith lowered her arm, letting the black bra fall away completely. The cool air kissed her exposed breasts, her nipples hardening instantly. Beside her, Jess removed her red bra in one fluid motion, revealing herself with none of Faith's hesitation.

"Beautiful," Thomas whispered, the camera's shutter clicking frantically. "Both of you, absolutely stunning."

Faith expected to feel more exposed, more vulnerable, but strangely, she didn't. After the group photos earlier, being topless felt almost natural now. What she hadn't expected was how it would feel to be topless next to Jess—to see her friend's body so close to her own, both of them posing for increasingly intimate photos.

"Let's try a few different poses," Thomas suggested, moving around the bed to capture new angles. "Jess, maybe you could sit up against the headboard? And Faith, you could lean back against her?"

They repositioned themselves, Faith settling between Jess's legs, her back pressed against Jess's chest. The contact of skin against skin sent a shiver down Faith's spine—Jess's breasts pressing softly against her shoulder blades, her breath warm on Faith’s neck.

"That's perfect," Thomas encouraged. "Faith, maybe turn your head slightly toward Jess? As if you're about to say something to her."

Faith turned, finding herself mere inches from Jess's face. This close, she could see the flecks of gold in Jess's brown eyes, could smell the sweet champagne on her breath.

"Imagine Daniel looking at these," Jess whispered, low enough that Thomas couldn't hear. "Seeing you like this with me."

The thought sent an unexpected pulse of heat between Faith's legs. Daniel, seeing these photos… seeing her pressed against Jess, both of them topless, intimate…

"God," Faith breathed, her lips parting slightly.

"That's it!" Thomas encouraged, mistaking her reaction for a deliberate pose. "That expression is perfect, Faith."

Jess's hands came up to rest on Faith's waist, her touch warm and sure. "Is this okay?" she asked, her lips close to Faith's ear.

"Yes," Faith whispered, surprised by how much she meant it.

Jess's hands began to move, sliding up Faith's sides in a slow, deliberate caress. Faith felt her breath catch, her skin tingling beneath Jess's fingertips. This wasn't just for the camera anymore—she was enjoying the touch, craving more of it.

"These are going to be incredible," Thomas said, his professional tone slipping further with each shot. "Jess, maybe you could… I don't know if you're comfortable with this, but maybe you could embrace her more fully?"

Jess didn't hesitate. Her arms wrapped around Faith from behind, one hand splaying across Faith's stomach, the other moving dangerously close to the underside of her breast.

"Is this still okay?" Jess whispered, her lips brushing Faith's ear.

Faith nodded, not trusting her voice. Her skin felt hypersensitive, every touch amplified. She was acutely aware of Jess's breasts pressed against her back, of her thighs on either side of her own, of the heat building low in her abdomen.

"Faith," Jess murmured, "can I touch you more? For the photos?"

Faith knew what she was asking. The hand hovering just beneath her breast wasn't there by accident. And the answer should have been simple—a polite but firm no. This was already far beyond what she'd initially planned for this boudoir shoot. But the words that came out surprised her.

"Yes," she whispered. "Please."

Jess's hand moved upward, cupping Faith's breast with gentle confidence. Faith's gasp was genuine, a sound of pleasure she couldn't suppress. Jess's palm was warm against her sensitive skin, her fingers lightly brushing Faith's nipple.

Faith left out a soft moan at the contact, her head falling back against Jess's shoulder.

The camera clicked rapidly, capturing everything—her parted lips, the flush spreading across her chest, Jess's hand on her breast. Thomas had gone silent, his focus absolute, his breathing audibly heavier.

Faith should have felt embarrassed. She should have called a stop to this. Instead, she found herself arching slightly into Jess's touch, wanting more. The thought of Daniel seeing these photos still excited her, but now there was something else—a new desire blooming inside her, centred on the woman holding her.

"You're so beautiful," Jess whispered, her thumb circling Faith's nipple. "You know that, don’t you? I've always thought so."

Faith turned her head, meeting Jess's eyes. The desire she saw there matched her own, a hunger neither of them had acknowledged until this moment. Without thinking, Faith leaned closer, their faces mere inches apart.

"These photos," Thomas said, his voice breaking the spell, "are absolutely incredible. But we should probably take a short break. To… adjust the lighting."

Faith blinked, suddenly remembering where they were, what they were doing. She pulled back slightly from Jess, though she didn't move away from her touch.

"A break," she repeated, her voice sounding strange to her own ears. "Yes, that's… that's probably a good idea."

But even as Thomas lowered his camera, Faith couldn't ignore the heat of Jess's hand still on her breast, or the way her own body responded to it. This wasn't just about creating sexy photos anymore. This was about discovering something new within herself—a desire she hadn't known existed until now.

And as Jess finally released her, fingers trailing teasingly across her skin, Faith found herself wondering just how much further they might go before this photo shoot was over.

∞∞∞

As Thomas stepped away to adjust the lights, Faith and Jess remained on the bed, both now wearing only their lace underwear. The camera's absence created a strange vacuum in the room, leaving Faith acutely aware of her own ragged breathing and the lingering sensation of Jess's hands on her skin.

"What just happened?" Faith asked, her voice barely above a whisper. She pulled her knees to her chest, suddenly feeling the need to cover herself despite everything they'd already done.

Jess tilted her head, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "What do you mean? We're just making great photos for Daniel."

Faith met her eyes directly. "That's not just what we're doing though, is it?" Her heart hammered against her ribs as she voiced the question that had been building inside her. "I felt something, Jess. Something… different."

Jess's playful expression softened. She reached out, fingers lightly tracing the line of Faith's jaw.

"I've been looking at you differently since that night with the stripper," she admitted. "Seeing you cut loose like that, watching you become this… sexual being. It was like seeing you for the first time." Her fingers lingered at Faith's chin. "It was inspiring."

Faith swallowed hard, remembering how it felt to have Jess's hands on her breasts, the electricity that had coursed through her body at the touch.

"I want to cut loose with you, Faith," Jess continued, her voice low and intimate. "If you'd let me."

The proposition hung in the air between them, heavy with possibility. Faith's mind raced, thoughts of Daniel mingling with the undeniable heat spreading through her body. This was wrong, wasn't it? And yet… what she’d done at eh bachelorette party had been wrong too. Wrong and… so right.

"I think…" Faith paused, surprised by her own honesty. "I think I might like that too."

Jess's smile widened, a flash of triumph in her eyes. Before she could respond, Thomas's voice called from across the room.

"We're ready to go again, ladies."

Faith turned to find him approaching, his camera in hand. Something had changed in his demeanour—a new confidence, a directness that hadn't been there before.

"I was thinking," he said, settling on the edge of the bed, "that perhaps we could take things in a more… erotic direction for the remainder of the shoot." His eyes moved between them, gauging their reactions. "Only if you're comfortable with it, of course."

Faith felt a flutter in her stomach. "Do you have… experience with that kind of photography?"

Thomas smiled, a slow curve of his lips that made Faith's pulse quicken.

"I do," he admitted. "But frankly, it's rarely with subjects as young and beautiful as you two." He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a near-whisper. "This is a rare opportunity I wouldn't like to miss."

Faith glanced at Jess, who was watching her with undisguised anticipation. The room felt suddenly warmer, the air charged with unspoken desires.

"What did you have in mind?" Faith asked, surprised by the steadiness in her voice.

Thomas set his camera on the nightstand, his movements deliberate. "I was thinking we could capture something more… authentic. Less posed." His eyes lingered on Faith's lips. "Something that shows real pleasure."

"Real pleasure," Jess echoed, shifting closer to Faith on the bed. "I think we could manage that."

Faith's breath caught as Jess's hand came to rest on her thigh, fingers tracing idle patterns against her skin. The touch sent shivers racing up her spine, awakening sensations she'd never experienced before—at least, not with another woman.

"What do you think, Faith?" Thomas asked, watching her intently. "It's your shoot. Your decision."

Faith closed her eyes for a moment, feeling the weight of the choice before her. Daniel's face appeared in her mind—his kind eyes, his trusting smile. But then another image replaced it—herself, uninhibited and free, experiencing pleasure without reservation. The woman she'd glimpsed at the bachelorette party. The woman she could be now, if she let herself.

"Yes," she whispered, opening her eyes to meet Thomas's gaze. "Let's do it."

Thomas nodded, a flash of something primal in his eyes as he reached for his camera. "Then let's begin. Less direction from me this time. I noticed you both… exploring somewhat before. Why don’t you pick up where you left off and just see where that takes you?"

Jess didn't hesitate. She moved behind Faith, her chest pressing against Faith's back as her arms encircled her waist. Faith felt the soft brush of Jess's lips against her shoulder, a gentle exploration—as suggested—that quickly became more insistent.

"Is this okay?" Jess murmured against her skin.

Faith nodded, unable to form words as Jess's hands began to wander, caressing her stomach, her ribs, her breasts. Each touch ignited new fires beneath her skin, driving thoughts of Daniel and propriety further from her mind.

The camera clicked rhythmically, the lens—and the man behind it—capturing every moment of their increasingly intimate encounter. Faith found herself responding to Thomas’s presence, to his gaze—performing for him as much as for Jess, as much as for herself.

"That's beautiful," Thomas encouraged, his voice husky. "Faith, don't hold back. Show me how it feels."

Faith let her head fall back against Jess's shoulder as skilled fingers found her nipples, teasing and pinching until she couldn't suppress a moan. The sound seemed to break something loose inside her—a final barrier of restraint crumbling away.

She turned in Jess's arms, facing her friend—her maid of honour—with new eyes. Without hesitation, Faith leaned forward and pressed her lips to Jess's, tasting champagne and desire.

Jess responded immediately, her hands tangling in Faith's hair as she deepened the kiss. The camera's clicking grew more urgent, Thomas circling them to capture every angle of their embrace.

"God, you're gorgeous together," he murmured, his professional façade slipping further with each shot.

Faith barely heard him. She was lost in sensation—the softness of Jess's lips, the gentle pressure of her tongue, the sweet ache building between her thighs. This was nothing like kissing Daniel. This was something altogether new and intoxicating.

When they finally broke apart, both breathing heavily, Faith found in Jess's eyes something she'd never noticed before—a hunger, a desire that seemed to have been there all along, unspoken and unacknowledged until this moment. The realisation sent a thrill through her body, a recognition of something mutual and powerful between them.

"I've wanted this," Jess whispered against Faith's lips, "for so long. I just didn’t realise until I saw you anew."

Faith responded by pressing her mouth to Jess's again, this time with newfound urgency. Their kisses deepened as their hands began to explore, fingers tracing curves and valleys they'd never dared touch before. Faith's palms cupped Jess's breasts, feeling the weight of them, the hardness of her nipples against her palms. Jess mirrored her actions, her thumbs circling Faith's nipples in a way that made her gasp into their kiss.

The constant click of the camera shutter was the only reminder that this wasn't just about the two of them—that they were creating something for someone else, a pretence that allowed this exploration to happen. Yet Faith found herself caring less and less about the reason and more and more about the sensations flooding through her body.

"The groom is going to be very pleased with these photos," Thomas commented from behind his camera. His voice was thick with appreciation, professional detachment slipping further away with each shot.

Something about his words guided them, reminded them of their purpose. Faith and Jess broke their kiss and reclined back against the pillows, their bodies opening toward the lens. Faith felt exposed in the most delicious way, displayed not just for the camera but for Jess's appreciative gaze… and Thomas’s.

Jess shifted, leaning over Faith with a predatory smile. Her lips found Faith's neck, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses down her throat. Faith tilted her head back, offering more of herself, her eyes fluttering closed as Jess moved lower.

The warmth of Jess's mouth closed around Faith's nipple, sending a jolt of pleasure straight to her core. Faith moaned, her back arching off the bed as Jess sucked gently while her fingers toyed with Faith's other breast. The dual sensation was overwhelming—so different from anything she'd experienced before, more delicate yet somehow more intense.

"Fuck," Faith gasped, no longer caring that Thomas was watching, that his camera was capturing every moment of her pleasure. The embarrassment she might have felt was eclipsed by the waves of sensation Jess was creating with her mouth and her hands.

Thomas had fallen silent, his presence marked only by his breathing and the rhythmic click of his camera. He seemed content now to let them explore as they would, to document rather than direct.

Jess's mouth travelled lower, her lips pressing soft kisses down the centre of Faith's stomach. Her hands caressed Faith's sides, her hips, her thighs, each touch leaving trails of fire on Faith's skin. When Jess reached the edge of Faith's black lace panties, she paused, looking up the length of Faith's body with a question in her eyes.

"Are you willing to reveal more?" Jess asked, her fingers toying with the waistband. "For the shoot, I mean."

Faith's heart was thundering in her chest. This was another line, perhaps the final one. Once crossed, there would be no going back. She swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry.

"Yes," she whispered, "but only if you are too."

Jess's smile was slow and seductive. Without breaking eye contact, she slid off the bed and stood, hooking her thumbs into the sides of her red lace panties. With deliberate slowness, she slid them down her legs and stepped out of them, standing fully naked before Faith and the camera.

Faith's breath caught. Jess was beautiful—toned and tanned and perfect in the soft light. For a moment, Faith just stared, taking in the sight of her friend's body with new appreciation.

Then Jess returned to the bed, her hands finding the waistband of Faith's panties. With a gentle tug, she pulled them down and off, leaving Faith completely exposed. They were both naked now—naked on the bed together, naked before the camera, naked under the gaze of the handsome photographer whose presence only seemed to amplify rather than diminish the electricity between them.

"Perfect," Thomas murmured, his voice barely audible to Faith over the sound of her pounding heart. "Absolutely perfect."

Faith felt Jess's hands on her knees, gently parting her legs. The cool air against her most intimate place made her shiver, but the heat in Jess's eyes as she looked at her—really looked at her—burned away any chill.

"You okay with this?" Jess asked, her hands sliding up Faith's inner thighs.

Faith nodded, beyond words now. This wasn't just for Daniel anymore. This wasn't just for the photos. This was for her—for the woman she was becoming, the one who took what she wanted without shame.

"You're so beautiful," Jess whispered, her lower lip trailing up Faith's inner thigh. "I've always thought so. But now I really see it."

The first touch of Jess's mouth against her centre sent Faith's mind spinning into oblivion. Her hips rose involuntarily, seeking more of that exquisite pressure. Through half-lidded eyes, she caught sight of Thomas, his camera still raised but his movements slower now, more deliberate, as if he too were savouring every moment of their shared intimacy. His lens was alternating between Jess’s actions between Faith’s legs and the—perhaps even more intimate—reaction playing out on her face.

Faith's fingers tangled in Jess's hair, guiding her, encouraging her. The sounds she made were foreign to her own ears—wanton, desperate, uninhibited. In this moment, she was someone else entirely—someone free.

"That's it," Thomas encouraged softly, circling the bed for a better angle. "Show how good it feels."

And Faith did, her body responding to Jess's skilled attention with increasing urgency. The pressure built inside her, a gathering storm that threatened to break at any moment. At the back of her mind, she was still aware that the camera was capturing everything—her parted lips, her heaving chest, the arch of her back, her new discovery—but she didn’t care. Let Daniel see. Let him know this side of her, this woman who could take pleasure wherever she found it.

"Fuck, Jess," she gasped, her thighs beginning to tremble. "I'm going to—"

"Let go," Jess murmured against her sensitive flesh. "I want to feel you come apart."

The permission was all Faith needed. The tension inside her snapped, pleasure crashing through her body in waves that left her gasping and shaking. Jess stayed with her through it all, gentling her touches as Faith's sensitivity peaked and then slowly receded.

When Faith could finally focus again, she found Thomas lowering his camera, a flush high on his cheekbones. His eyes met hers, and she saw in them not just desire but respect—appreciation for what she'd shared, for the trust she'd placed in him to capture such an intimate moment.

"I think," he said, his voice slightly unsteady, "that we've got some truly exceptional photos."

Faith smiled, a lazy, satisfied curve of her lips. She reached for Jess, pulling her up for a slow, deep kiss that tasted of herself and of possibilities.

"Your turn," Faith whispered against Jess's mouth.

Jess's eyes widened, then darkened with renewed desire. "Are you sure?"

Faith nodded, already guiding Jess onto her back. "Absolutely."

Thomas raised his camera once more, a silent question in his eyes. Faith met his gaze and nodded slightly. This was still a photo shoot, after all. Still something they were creating for Daniel.

But as Faith lowered herself over Jess's body, as her lips began to trace the same path down her friend's neck that Jess had followed on her own body, she knew that this had become something else entirely—something just for her, just for them.

And she couldn't wait to discover more.

Her heart pounded as she moved lower down Jess's body, trailing kisses across the flat plane of her stomach. She hesitated at the apex of Jess's thighs, suddenly aware of how out of her depth she was. This was territory she'd never explored before.

"You don't have to," Jess whispered, propping herself up on her elbows, her eyes dark with desire but gentle with understanding.

Faith shook her head. "I want to," she said, surprised by how much she meant it. "I just… I've never…"

"Just do what feels natural," Jess guided, her fingers threading through Faith's blonde hair. "What you'd like done to you."

Taking a deep breath, Faith lowered her head and tentatively ran her tongue along Jess's centre. The taste was unfamiliar—tangy and musky and not unpleasant. It was a taste she’d only ever experienced second-hand, on Daniel’s lips… and now on Jess’s. She explored slowly, watching Jess's reactions to guide her movements.

Unlike how Faith had received pleasure—lying back, letting sensations wash over her—Jess was active and vocal. Her hips rose to meet Faith's mouth, grinding against her tongue, small gasps and moans escaping her lips. The sounds sent a thrill through Faith's body, a surge of power at being able to elicit such responses.

"God, Faith," Jess groaned, her head falling back. "Right there."

The camera clicked somewhere to Faith's right, but it seemed distant now, almost irrelevant. Yet that seemingly ever-present thought suddenly occurred to her again—Daniel would see these photos. Daniel would see Jess like this, face contorted in pleasure, because of what Faith was doing to her. The thought should have horrified her, but instead, it sent a fresh wave of heat between her own legs.

She redoubled her efforts, finding a rhythm that made Jess's thighs tremble. Somewhere in the back of her mind, Faith wondered if this was truly Jess's first time with a woman. Her friend's comfort with the situation, the ease with which she directed Faith's actions with subtle shifts of her hips, suggested experience.

Before Faith could consider this further, Jess shifted her position, her body turning until they were aligned in opposite directions. Faith gasped against Jess's flesh as she felt fingers sliding between her legs, finding her still sensitive from her earlier climax.

They moved together, mouths and hands exploring, giving and taking pleasure in equal measure. Faith felt her body responding again, tension building low in her abdomen as Jess's fingers worked their magic. The simultaneous giving and receiving overwhelmed her senses.

Jess's moans grew louder, more urgent, her movements becoming erratic. Faith could feel her friend's thighs tensing around her head, the telltale signs of approaching release. The knowledge pushed Faith closer to her own edge, her hips moving against Jess's hand.

"Faith, I'm—" Jess's words dissolved into a cry as she shuddered against Faith's mouth.

The sound of Jess's release triggered Faith's own, her body contracting around Jess's fingers as pleasure crashed through her for the second time. They clung to each other, riding out the waves of sensation together until they collapsed in a tangle of limbs, breathing heavily.

For several long moments, they lay in silence, the only sound their gradually slowing breaths. Faith rolled onto her back, staring up at the ceiling, her mind struggling to process what had just happened. She glanced down her body to find Jess looking up at her, still hugging Faith's legs, a mixture of satisfaction and something like wonder on her face.

The camera clicked, breaking the spell between them. Faith startled, having almost forgotten that Thomas was there. She sat up quickly, suddenly aware of her nakedness, of what they'd just done in front of a virtual stranger.

Thomas lowered his camera, his gaze sweeping over their flushed, panting bodies with undisguised appreciation. Faith became acutely aware of the flush on his own cheeks, the slight sheen on his brow catching the soft lighting. His eyes held an intensity she hadn't seen before, and as her gaze dropped lower, she couldn't miss the obvious bulge straining against his jeans.

Faith turned to Jess, their eyes meeting in silent communication. She didn't need words to understand exactly what her friend was thinking. Without speaking, they both shifted onto their knees, facing Thomas from the edge of the bed.

"Thomas," Faith said softly, surprised by the steadiness in her voice. "I just wanted to thank you for being so professional today. For putting us both at ease and… allowing us to be ourselves in front of the camera."

He cleared his throat, adjusting his stance slightly as if suddenly conscious of his visible arousal. "It's… it's just my job," he stammered, his composure finally cracking.

"No," Faith emphasized, leaning forward slightly. "I really appreciate it. We both do."

Jess nodded beside her. "Absolutely."

Faith let her gaze linger on the bulge in his jeans. "You've worked so hard today."

"So very hard," Jess joined in playfully, her meaning unmistakable.

Faith's heart raced as she continued. The more rational part of her brain was screaming at her to stop, but the words came out anyway. "So how about we help you relax? I'm sure we've got enough photos by now."

Thomas stared at them, seemingly in near-disbelief. For a moment, Faith worried she'd misread the situation, crossed a line that shouldn't have been crossed. But then he carefully set his camera on the nearby dresser, the deliberate movement speaking volumes.

In silence, he walked toward the bed, his eyes never leaving them. Faith remembered what he'd said earlier about not wanting to miss the opportunity to capture something special between them. Now it seemed he didn't want to miss out on this opportunity either.

As he reached the edge of the bed, Faith and Jess reached for him in unison, their fingers brushing against the denim covering his erection. He inhaled sharply at their touch, his eyes fluttering closed for a brief moment.

Faith's fingers found his belt buckle, working it open while Jess handled his zipper. Together, they freed him from the confines of his jeans and underwear. He sprang forward, fully hard and impressively sized, protruding proudly before them.

Faith felt a rush of giddiness sweep through her, a mixture of power and desire that made her lightheaded. She glanced at Jess, seeing her own excitement mirrored in her friend's expression. They shared a conspiratorial look before turning their attention back to Thomas.

Without discussion, they fell into a natural rhythm, working on him in tandem. Faith leaned forward first, running her tongue along the underside of his shaft while Jess focused on his balls, cupping and gently licking them. Thomas groaned, his hands finding their hair, fingers tangling in blonde and brunette strands.

Faith took him into her mouth, revelling in his weight on her tongue, the taste of him, the reminder of her first act of such abandon with the stripper just days earlier. After a few moments, she pulled back and guided him toward Jess, their lips brushing as he passed between them. The intimate contact sent another thrill through Faith's body—the sharing, she realised, was as erotic as the act itself.

They alternated, taking turns with his length, sometimes pausing to kiss each other while their tongues played against his tip. Thomas watched them with hooded eyes, his breathing ragged, his hands gentle but urgent in their hair.

"God," he gasped as Faith took him particularly deeply. "I never expected… when you booked this shoot…"

Faith pulled back, replacing her mouth with her hand as she looked up at him. "Neither did I," she admitted, stroking him slowly. "But I'm glad it happened."

Jess nodded in agreement, her lips pressed against the side of his shaft. "Very glad."

Faith felt a newfound confidence flowing through her veins as she and Jess continued to pleasure Thomas together. This was yet another line crossed, another boundary shattered. And with each one, she only felt more liberated, more alive.

As Faith and Jess worked in tandem on Thomas, their free hands began to wander. Faith felt Jess's fingers trailing up her thigh, the touch sending goosebumps across her skin. Without breaking rhythm on Thomas, Faith mirrored the gesture, her own hand finding the soft curve of Jess's hip.

They moved in perfect synchrony, taking turns pleasuring Thomas while their hands explored each other's bodies. Faith gasped against his shaft as Jess's fingers dipped between her legs, finding her still wet and sensitive from before. The two sensations at once—Thomas in her mouth and Jess's fingers circling her entrance—made her dizzy with desire.

Faith slid her own hand between Jess's thighs, tentatively at first, then with growing confidence as she felt the slick heat there. It was so different than touching herself—the angle, the feedback, the way Jess's breath hitched when Faith found a particularly sensitive spot. There was power in it, a heady rush that made Faith bolder with each stroke.

"God, that feels amazing," Jess murmured, her lips brushing against Thomas's length as she spoke.

Thomas watched them reverently with hooded eyes, his chest rising and falling rapidly as they pleasured him while pleasuring each other. His hands tightened in their hair, guiding them, appreciating them.

Faith slipped a finger inside Jess, marvelling at the warmth she’d only ever felt from herself before, and the way Jess clenched around her. Jess responded in kind, her fingers sliding deep into Faith, curling upward to find that spot that made Faith's vision blur at the edges.

They settled into a rhythm—giving and taking, rising and falling together. Faith felt the tension building inside her again, coiling tighter with each stroke of Jess's fingers. And from Jess's increasingly erratic movements against her hand, Faith could tell her friend was approaching another peak of her own too.

Thomas's hips began to move in small, restrained thrusts, his grip on their hair tightening. His breathing grew more laboured, his control visibly slipping.

"I'm getting close," he warned, his voice strained.

Faith's eyes met Jess's over his length, a silent question passing between them. Jess nodded slightly, and Faith understood. They would share this too, just as they had shared everything else today.

With a silent, shared understanding, Faith and Jess positioned themselves side by side, their faces close together. Faith struggled to catch her breath as she opened her mouth, letting her tongue touch Jess's. The intimacy of this moment—still inside each other, tongues touching as they awaited Thomas’s release—sent a new flood of heat through her body.

Each of them wrapped a hand around Thomas's shaft, pumping in perfect unison. Faith's other hand still worked between Jess's thighs, as Jess’s did between hers. The feedback-loop of pleasuring while being pleasured made Faith's head swim.

Thomas watched them, his eyes dark with desire, his breathing ragged. Faith felt his body tensing, saw the muscles in his stomach tightening. He was close, so close.

"Fuck," Thomas groaned, his control finally snapping.

Faith felt the first warm splash hit her tongue, tasted the salt and musk of him. More followed, landing on her lips, her cheek, Jess's mouth. She kept her eyes open, wanting to see everything—Thomas's face contorted in pleasure, Jess receiving his release alongside her.

But more than the physical sensation, more than the taste of him, Faith felt something deeper. A connection—to Jess, to this moment, to the woman she was becoming. The bride-to-be who'd walked into this studio hours ago was gone. In her place was someone new, someone unafraid to take what she wanted.

As Thomas's climax subsided, Faith and Jess released him, turning toward each other fully. Their fingers still worked between each other's legs, building toward their own release. Faith leaned forward, pressing her lips to Jess's, tasting Thomas on her friend's mouth as they shared his essence between them.

The kiss deepened, their tongues dancing together, coated in what Thomas had given them. Faith heard him groan at the sight, felt him watching them as they focused entirely on each other now. His presence was an afterthought—appreciated but no longer necessary for what was happening between them.

Faith felt the tension building inside her, coiling tighter and tighter as Jess's fingers worked their magic. From the way Jess was moving against her hand, Faith knew her friend was close too. Their breathing quickened, synchronised, their moans muffled against each other's lips.

When it happened, it happened together—Faith felt herself clenching around Jess's fingers as her orgasm crashed through her, felt Jess shuddering against her hand at the same moment. They cried out into each other's mouths, bodies trembling, pleasure washing over them in waves that seemed to connect them, bind them together in this perfect moment of shared ecstasy.

They remained locked together as the aftershocks subsided, lips still pressed together, hands gradually slowing their movements. When they finally pulled apart, Faith felt a strange sense of completion wash over her. What had started as a simple boudoir photo shoot had become something transformative, something she would carry with her long after today.

"That was…" Faith whispered, unable to find words adequate to describe what had just happened.

Jess smiled, brushing a strand of hair from Faith's face with tender fingers. "I know," she said simply.

Thomas cleared his throat, reminding them of his presence. He'd tucked himself back into his jeans but hadn't bothered with the zipper or belt. His face was flushed, his hair dishevelled.

"I should probably…" he gestured vaguely toward his equipment.

Faith nodded, reality slowly seeping back into her consciousness. The photos. Daniel. Her wedding. For a moment, panic fluttered in her chest—what had she done? But the feeling passed quickly, replaced by something else. Not pride, exactly, but acceptance. What had happened at her bachelorette might have been a once-off transgression, but after today she knew otherwise. This was part of her now, this newfound freedom, this willingness to explore.

"How soon can we see them? The photos," Jess asked, stretching languidly on the bed.

"I can, uh, I can have a preliminary set ready by tomorrow evening," Thomas answered, his professional demeanour gradually returning. "The fully edited collection will take a bit longer. Maybe two weeks?"

Faith nodded, running a hand through her tousled hair. "That works." She hesitated, then added, "And Thomas? Thank you. For… everything."

He smiled, the expression genuine and warm. "Believe me, the pleasure was all mine." His eyes moved between Faith and Jess. "And I hope you both got what you wanted from today."

Faith looked at Jess, remembering the shy bride who had clutched her white robe just hours ago, terrified at the thought of posing in lingerie. That woman seemed like a stranger now.

"I think," Faith said slowly, "I got more than I ever expected."

Jess's hand found hers on the rumpled sheets, their fingers intertwining. "Me too," she agreed softly.

As Thomas gave the pair some privacy and they began to gather their discarded robes and lingerie, Faith's mind drifted to Daniel. What would he think when he saw these photos? Would he recognise the transformation in her? Would he welcome it?

But those were questions for another day. For now, Faith was content to exist in this moment—this strange, unexpected, wonderful moment—where she had discovered a new side of herself. A side that wasn't afraid to take pleasure where she found it. A side that knew what she wanted and wasn't afraid to ask for it.

And as she slipped her robe back over her shoulders, Faith realised she wouldn’t be putting that side of herself away. She would be taking it with her, beyond these walls, into her future. Into the rest of her life. And, yes, into her marriage.

"What are you thinking about?" Jess asked, cinching her robe closed for the first time in what felt like hours.

Faith smiled as she turned to her. "The future," she said simply. "And how different it looks now."

Jess nodded, understanding in her eyes. "Different can be good."

"Very good," Faith agreed, feeling the truth of it settle into her bones.

Outside, the afternoon light was softening toward evening, casting long shadows across the floor. Soon they would need to change, to gather their things, to step back into their regular lives. But for now, Faith was content to sit here in this moment of perfect clarity, embracing the woman she had discovered herself to be.

Jess, as was her wont, cut through the weighty mood of the silence that had settled between them. “I know it wasn’t really about the photos in the end,” she said, "but I still think they're going to be amazing!"

Faith caught her gaze and held it, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "I'm counting on it," she said.

And she was. Not just for Daniel's sake, but for her own. These photos would be a reminder of this day, of this discovery, of the freedom she had found in letting go.

Jess stretched, cat-like and satisfied, as she finally rose from the bed. "Maybe we should do this again sometime," she suggested, her voice playful but her eyes serious. "Without the camera, I mean."

Faith considered her words, considered the prospect of exploring this newfound connection further. It was tempting—more than tempting. But there was also something perfect about this moment, about the way it had unfolded without planning or expectation.

"Let's see," Faith said, neither committing nor refusing. The future stretched before her, full of possibilities she had never considered before today.

And, for now, that was enough.



[1] To see exactly what Faith got up to “with the stripper”, read Baring All at her Bawdy Bachelorette - Public Liaisons Book X.
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