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To the girls who were told they had to be holy.
To the brides who married men they never loved.
To the women who left anyway.
To the ones who ache when she looks at you like that.
To the ones who say fuck it and let her ruin you.

This one’s for you.
For every time you whispered “I do”
when what you really meant was
“I want her.”

— Blair Kade



“And if loving her is a sin, then I hope God’s watching.
Because I’ll do it again.”

— Blair Kade
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INTRODUCTION

SAVANNAH
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(Months Before the Wedding)


If you’d asked me six months ago how I knew I was straight, I would’ve said “I’m getting married to a man.”


If you’d asked me six years ago, I might’ve paused.


Because in college—after a few too many wine coolers and a game of truth or dare that got out of hand—I kissed a girl in the back of a frat house laundry room. And she kissed me back like she meant it.


She tasted like cherry vodka and chapstick.

I came in her mouth that night. Twice.

We never spoke about it again.


I buried it somewhere deep. Filed it under experiments and everyone gets curious. The next morning, I slipped back into my church-approved smile, called my mom, and joined a prayer circle.


I was raised in a world where femininity was worshipped—but only the right kind.

Soft. Silent. Sweet.

A woman was supposed to be a reflection of her husband’s goodness. A vessel for godliness. A body made for giving.

Not taking.

And love?

Love was obedience.

Obedience to the Word. Obedience to my family. Obedience to the future they laid out for me like a bridal train I didn’t ask to wear.


So when he proposed—Matthew, my fiancé, my “godly man”—I said yes.


Not because I loved him. Not because I wanted him.


But because saying no would’ve felt like saying no to everything I’d been taught was holy.


I don’t even like calling him by his name.

Matthew is… fine.

Fine the way a new set of beige towels is fine.

He texts me Bible verses and tells me I’m “precious in God’s sight.”

He touches my back like it’s porcelain.

He’s never once made me come.


The first time I met Harper Quinn, I was five minutes late and breathless.


She was leaning against the tasting table, all black clothes and red nails, clipboard tucked under one arm like it was a weapon. Her hair was up. Her mouth was sharp. Her eyes were the color of disobedience.

She glanced at me once. Then smiled.

And I swear to God I forgot how to breathe.

“Savannah Cross,” she said. “Bride-to-be. Let’s talk cake and crisis management.”

I laughed. She didn’t.

Instead, she leaned in—close enough for me to smell something earthy and floral, like sandalwood and sin—and said, “I’ll handle everything. You just tell me what you want.”

I didn’t answer.


Because in that moment, I didn’t know if she meant flowers or fingerfucking.



She started texting me late at night. Always about the wedding. Always professional. But sometimes her messages ended with “sweet dreams, angel” and I couldn’t stop reading them over and over again, legs pressed tight together in my childhood bed while my parents slept down the hall.


I told myself it was harmless.

That Harper was just confident. That I was just tired. That my body wasn’t betraying me.

But then she touched my arm at a vendor appointment. Just a brush of her fingers over my wrist.

I soaked through my underwear in under a minute.


That night I cried in the shower. Scrubbed my skin until it burned. Whispered, God, please forgive me.


But when I closed my eyes… I didn’t see Matthew.

I saw Harper.

Her mouth. Her smirk.

The way she looked at me like she already knew how I tasted.

I’ve never told anyone about the girl in the frat house.


Never told anyone I liked it. That I still dream about it.


And I definitely didn’t tell anyone that I started fantasizing about my wedding planner the minute she touched my hand.

But I did.

And every time she sends a message or leans too close or licks her lips mid-sentence, I feel it.

Low in my stomach.

Warm. Wrong. Holy.

I’m supposed to marry a man.


I’m supposed to kneel in pews and say thank you, Lord when he undresses me like I’m a gift.


But I don’t want to be unwrapped.

I want to be ruined.

By her.


Chapter 1

Harper
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Weddings are supposed to be beautiful.

Sacred, even.

A declaration of love, witnessed by flowers and family and too many flutes of champagne.

But all I could see was her mouth.

Those lips I’d watched wrap around nervous giggles, coffee straws, and lies for the last eight months.

Now, she was saying “I do” with them.

And I knew she didn’t mean it.


Not the way she’d meant it when she whispered What would you do if I kissed you right now?
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