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All around me, my bridesmaids are sipping bubbly, laughing, smiling, and fawning over my luxurious white dress. How could they not? I can barely take my eyes off my reflection in the tall mirror, my eyes lingering on my cleavage and the slit in the dress that exposes most of my right leg. 

My tawny hair is falling perfectly down my shoulders, curling at the ends just above my perky breasts. Subtle hints of eyeshadow and a deep crimson lipstick highlight the sharp features of my face. 

I’ve never looked so angelic as I do now.

I can’t wait for him to see me.

As if on cue, there’s a knock on the door. My maid of honor jumps off one of the couches and scurries over to the door, standing on her toes as she cracks it open.

“No!” She squeals. “He can’t see her yet!”

Someone eases their way through the door. It’s Jaxon, the best man. 

Jaxon has always had a way with women, and the bridal party swoons as the big man struts into the room. I can’t deny that he looks particularly handsome in that classic black and white suit; though, I can’t deny that I’ve always been attracted to him regardless of his attire. 

He throws me a bright smile, rubbing his freshly shaved chin. “Wow, Sasha. You look stunning.”

Some of my bridesmaids are visibly disappointed that he didn’t offer them similar compliments. I know quite a few of them are hoping to spend the evening dancing with Jaxon before heading up to his room and getting his muscular body out of that suit.

But if I had it my way, Jaxon would be too preoccupied for any of them tonight...

“Thank you, Jaxon,” I reply, returning the smile and hoping he doesn’t notice me blushing. “You’re looking very handsome. Let me guess, Max wants a minute alone with me before the ceremony?”

“You know him,” Jaxon laughs. “Riddled with nerves.”

“Let him in.” I turn to stare out of the window, squinting through the bright afternoon sun at the cliffside where the ceremony is being held. Our guests are filing into their seats, and the sea stretches on into endless blue beyond the altar. 

My bridesmaids protest, but I insist. “Let him in, Rebecca. I want to see him before the ceremony. Everyone, just give Max and me a minute, please.”

“Ugh. Fine!” Rebecca pouts but ultimately opens the door and has everyone file out. “Let’s throw away hundreds of years of tradition because Sasha always has to be different!”

She throws me a wink as she follows the rest of the girls out, craning her neck to stare at Jaxon’s fit ass as he passes her. I laugh before returning my gaze to the altar. Nerves are starting to flutter in my chest. 

I’m glad that he’s here.
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