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It was her wedding day. She was getting
dressed at the church when an old boyfriend dropped by. Could she
dare?

The naughty bride has one last fling before
she takes her vows.
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I looked around the room, trying not to
appear nervous. In an hour I was getting married to a man I felt I
loved, yet I couldn’t help wondering if I was really ready. I felt
like there was something I hadn’t done, something else I had to do
before I pledged myself to just one man for the rest of my
life.

“Honey, it’s time to get into your
dress.”

I looked at my watch. “Just a little longer,
Mom. That thing feels like a prison. I’ll put it on in a little
while.”

“We need time to get everything just right.
You can’t wait too much longer.”

I nodded. Mom was right. She held it out and,
sighing, I stepped into it.

Before she was halfway finished buttoning the
back, there was a knock on the door.

“Who is it?” Caitlyn, my maid of honor asked
through the closed door.

“Barry Hest.”

Barry Hest. I felt my insides turn to jelly.
If there was anyone I wondered if I hadn’t done everything with
yet, it was him. We had a history. Oh, what a history!

“You can’t come in. She’s not dressed yet.
What do you want?”

“I need to talk to Christy,” he said,
undeterred.

“I said —” Caitlyn started to say but I
interrupted her.

“Let him in. I’ll go behind the screen.
Besides, I’m mostly in my dress.”

My mother’s eyes shot up. “I don’t think
—”

“Mom, I need to talk to him.” My eyes shifted
to Caitlyn standing guard at the door. “Let him in.”

I walked behind the dressing screen. I heard
the door open. I peeked through the crack between two panels and
saw his face. Barry looked so hot in his suit. My heart thudded in
my chest.
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