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CHURCH, SIDE ROOM
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Sunlight spilled through a dusty stained-glass window, casting jewel-toned patterns on the modest side room’s hardwood floor. A crucifix hung slightly askew on the wall, overseeing the scene with mute, judgy disapproval.

Rebecca Bennett, thirty-two, impeccably coiffed and completely out of place in the cluttered, slightly mildewed church backroom, had her hands braced on a scarred oak desk. Rebecca hitched her expensive ivory satin wedding dress up around her waist. Her breath came in little gasps, half stifled, half not.

Behind her, Reginald “Reggie” Phelps, also thirty-two and already loosening his tie like it had betrayed him, was very much in the middle of a moral crisis. He was also, not coincidentally, in the middle of Rebecca.

“Just a sec,” Reggie muttered, stepping back.

Rebecca glanced over her shoulder. “Please don’t tell me you lost it again.”

“I did not lose it. It slipped.”

He ducked down, fumbling awkwardly in his trousers. Rebecca rolled her eyes skyward — not in prayer.

“Reggie. It’s our wedding day.”

“I’m aware.”

He straightened, looking both triumphant and sheepish, and repositioned himself. There was a grunt. Then the movement resumed. Furniture creaked in protest.

Rebecca arched an eyebrow, face flushed. “God, that feels so good.”

“Don’t say that. Not here.”

She laughed — loudly and irreverently, her usual. “Oh, come on. You think He hasn’t seen worse in this room?”

From the other side of the thin wall came the murmur of the organ warming up. The first soft notes of Canon in D floated through, lending a surreal, almost absurdly romantic air to the entirely sacrilegious proceedings.

Reggie leaned forward, pressing his forehead to her shoulder. “We are going to hell.”

“Not before cocktails and confetti, darling.”
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CHURCH, BEFORE THE ALTAR

[image: ]




The air inside the old stone church was thick with incense and expectation. Candles flickered along the aisle, casting nervous shadows.

At the altar, Sebastian (30s, pale and perspiring) clutched a monogrammed handkerchief as though it were a flotation device. Father Hubbard (40s, round-faced and radiating benevolence) leaned in so close Sebastian could smell the man’s breakfast tea.

“Don’t worry, lad,” the priest whispered with conspiratorial cheer. “It’s traditional for the bride to be late. Builds tension. Adds drama.”

Sebastian offered a tight smile and nodded. He turned slightly, dabbing his forehead with the kerchief, eyes darting toward the heavy wooden doors. No bride. Just pews packed with relatives and friends, all waiting, whispering, wondering.
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CHURCH, SIDE ROOM
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Rebecca (30s, fierce, unapologetically carnal) arched against an oak desk that had once held hymnals. Now, it held her.

“I’m coming. I’m—coming,” she gasped, eyes fluttering shut as waves of pleasure hit. Her fingers dug into the varnish.

Behind her, Reginald reached his own crescendo a few seconds later, muttering something reverent and wholly inappropriate for a place of worship.

Rebecca straightened, panting, tugging her dishevelled dress back into place.

“That was... wow.” She blinked. “Okay. Great. Now get a bloody move on—we’ve got a wedding to attend.”

Reginald, still adjusting his trousers with an air of accomplishment, beamed.

“I wanted to be inside you when you took your vows.”

Rebecca spun on him, eyes wide with fury. “It will not be inside me, you idiot. It’s going to be running down my legs!”

He raised a finger, smug as a magician about to reveal his trick, and produced—a tampon.

Rebecca stared. “What the actual hell?”

Reginald examined the packaging, rotating it like a small bomb he wasn’t sure how to defuse.

“Just give me a minute...”

She snatched it from him with a practiced glare. “Give it here. I’ll do it. You’ll only end up putting in the wrong hole.”
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CHURCH, BEFORE THE ALTAR
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Reginald skidded in beside Sebastian with the enthusiasm of someone who had only just remembered this was, in fact, a wedding. His hair was a mess, his cheeks were suspiciously flushed, and he used a once-pristine tissue to wipe his face.

Sebastian gave him a sidelong glance. “It’s getting warm in here.”

“You’re telling me,” Reginald muttered, fanning himself with the order of service. “I’m sweating like a pig. You’d think they’d install air con in these places.”

Before Sebastian could respond, Father Hubbard appeared between them like a conjured ghost, leaning in far too close for comfort. His breath was a blend of communion wine and strong cheese, and his voice was thick with self-importance.

“Ahhh,” he whispered, eyes gleaming. “I see the bride has come at last.”

Reginald blinked. “What?”

“The bride,” the priest said louder, pulling back and beaming out at the congregation as though announcing the Second Coming. “She’s here.”

Reginald muttered under his breath, “He’s a bit ripe, isn’t he?”

Sebastian, lips pressed together in a tight smile, replied, “The smell I can take. It’s the human sprinkler system every time he opens his mouth that’s pissing me off.”
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OUTSIDE THE CHURCH
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Tina (18) and Rosie (17), both dressed in what might have passed for formal wear if hem lengths weren’t a consideration, stood by the church gates, twirling their clutch bags and making low-stakes bets on whether the groom would faint.

Jeffery (70s), Father of the Groom and a man who’d clearly had a healthy appreciation for gin and younger women since the Thatcher years, shuffled over with a foxlike grin.

“Hello, ladies. My, don’t you both look sexy?”

Tina and Rosie exchanged a glance somewhere between startled and politely horrified.

“Err... thank you,” Rosie managed, inching her top higher on instinct.

“You look very smart,” Tina added, hoping flattery might redirect him.

Jeffery smiled wider. “Thank you, dear. I like your skirt—it reminds me of the sixties and the miniskirt. Lovely memories, those.”

Rosie changed tack with the grace of someone navigating a verbal minefield. “It’s such a lovely day, don’t you think?”

“Oh, I do,” Jeffery agreed, eyes twinkling. “Sensible option, the short skirt and light top. Tell me—when you shaved this morning, did you stop at the legs or keep going?”

Tina blinked. “Err... We’d better go in.”

“I agree,” Rosie added hastily, linking her arm with Tina’s.

“I’ll come with you,” Jeffery said, all charm and obliviousness.

Tina muttered under her breath, “Watch out for lightning.”

Rosie snorted, unable to help herself.
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CHURCH – PEWS
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Tina and Rosie slid into a row beside their parents—Mark and Catherine (40s), and John and Mary (40s)—all dressed in varying degrees of Sunday-best discomfort.

Jeffery lingered, noting there was no space left for him. Without hesitation, he veered toward another pew where his daughter, Jackie (late 30s), sat alone with a scowl on her face.

“You made it, then,” he said as he eased himself in beside her.

Jackie didn’t even look up from her phone. “Been here a while. Cooler inside.”

Jeffery gave a grunt of agreement, already loosening his tie.

“Want a nip?” she asked, producing a stainless-steel hip flask from her handbag like it was communion itself.

“Don’t mind if I do,” he grinned, taking the flask with reverence.
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CHURCH, BEFORE THE ALTAR
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The occasional cough or the creak of ancient pews punctuated the solemn hush that had settled over the congregation. All eyes were on the altar, where Father Hubbard leaned in so close to the newlyweds-to-be it looked like he might try to officiate the marriage via osmosis.

His breath, dry and faintly herbal, ghosted across their faces as he smiled with the warmth of a man who enjoyed being the centre of attention.

"Ready?" he asked, peering earnestly over his spectacles—which, Sebastian now noticed, weren’t actually on his face.

Rebecca tilted her head. "Your glasses, Father."

"Hmm? What?" The priest blinked owlishly, and then patted his cassock until his fingers found the wire frames dangling from a chain around his neck. “Oh, right? Yes. Quite right.”

With exaggerated care, he slipped them onto his nose and turned to face the crowd.

“Oh my,” he murmured, blinking at the sea of faces now revealed in crisp clarity. “So many people.”

He seemed startled by the proximity of the bride and groom, as if he'd suddenly discovered they were real people and not wax figures. With slow, deliberate steps, he backed away until he reached a respectful—and breathable—distance.

There was a brief silence.

“My mouth is quite dry,” he confessed, lips smacking gently.

Sebastian leaned toward Rebecca, whispering with quiet desperation, “Praise the Lord.”

Rebecca let out an unrestrained bark of laughter and quickly disguised it with a series of exaggerated coughs, her shoulders shaking with suppressed amusement.

Across the pews, a few guests shifted, wondering what was so funny. Father Hubbard blinked again, oblivious.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


WEDDING RECEPTION – TOP TABLE – afternoon
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The clatter of cutlery and the hum of polite conversation filled the reception hall like a low tide. Soft jazz trickled from a distant speaker, just loud enough to feel intrusive, but not quite enough to be considered music. At the top table, decorated with pink and white roses and a laminated "Mr & Mrs" banner, Sebastian and Rebecca sat side by side—newlyweds.

Reginald, dashing in his suit, lifted his champagne flute with a theatrical flair.

"To the bride and groom," he declared.

A wave of raised glasses followed, echoing back with various levels of sincerity:

"To the bride and groom!"

Sebastian turned to Rebecca, leaning in for the ceremonial kiss. She shifted subtly, her lips dodging his with precision as she turned instead to clink glasses with Laura, her sister, seated on her other side.

Sebastian’s lips caught air. He covered the slight with a quick smile, brushing it off as if he’d meant to pivot the moment all along. With a resigned flick of the wrist, he turned to Reginald, tapping his glass against his best man’s.

Across the table, Laura gave Rebecca a wry look.

“Well done,” she murmured.

Rebecca smiled tightly. “Couldn’t have done it without you.”

Laura gave her sister a small nod. “What are sisters for?”
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FATHER OF THE GROOM’S TABLE
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At a round table a few rows back from the dance floor, Jeffery, Sebastian’s father, held court. He wore a dusty grey suit that hinted at better days, and sat comfortably with Mark and Catherine, their teenage daughter Tina, John and Mary, and their daughter Rosie.

Jeffery watched Rosie, who laughed softly at something Tina whispered.

“So, Rosie,” he said, his voice oily with charm, “no boyfriend tonight?”

Rosie smiled, the kind that suggested she’d had this conversation before. “No boyfriend, no.”

Tina smirked into her glass. Jeffery leaned back, satisfied.

“Well,” he said, patting her arm lightly, “that’s their loss... and my gain.”

Rosie raised an eyebrow. “How so?”

“The pleasure of your lovely company, of course,” he said, his grin both playful and just a little too practiced. “I trust you’ll save a dance or two for me. I’m quite the mover and shaker on the dance floor.”

Mark, perhaps trying to steer the conversation into safer waters, asked, “What is it you do, Jeffery?”

“Retired,” he said with a wave of his hand, before swivelling toward Tina. “And not to leave you out, my dear—an absolute vision. I’ve reserved at least three dances for you, too.”

John sipped his wine. “And before that, Jeffery?”

“Media,” Jeffery said vaguely. Then, eyes back on Tina, “Maybe a couple of slow ones, hmm?”

Mary gave a sharp, tired sigh. “Are we nearly done?”

Jeffery chuckled. “We’ve not had dessert yet, Mary. Something sweet would go down a treat, wouldn’t you say?”

“Not really,” she replied coolly.

His gaze flicked once more to the girls. “I do like your tops,” he said entirely too casually. “Very... snug.”

Rosie and Tina exchanged a tight, knowing glance. Catherine shifted in her seat. The silence that followed was crisp as a winter apple, with just the faintest crack of discomfort under the surface.
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FATHER HUBBARD’S TABLE
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The wedding reception buzzed with subdued chatter and the occasional clink of cutlery on china. At one of the round tables near the centre, Father Hubbard was holding forth, puffed up with satisfaction and swaying slightly with the momentum of excellent wine and self-congratulation.

Seated with him were Lisa and her husband Robert—both in their twenties and already questioning their seating arrangement—and two other young couples who had clearly drawn the short straw.

Father Hubbard leaned in close to Laura, eyes bright behind thick spectacles, his breath warm with the scent of red wine and communion wafers.

“Splendid service, wouldn’t you say?” he said, spraying each syllable with ecclesiastical fervour.

Laura blinked as a mist of spittle landed on her cheek. She turned her head and coughed politely into her handkerchief, dabbing at her face with as much dignity as she could muster.

Lisa, always eager to keep things civil, jumped in.

“Yes, lovely,” she said, nodding. “Really well done.”

Father Hubbard beamed. “Thank you. Rarely said, you know, but very much appreciated.”

He turned, shifting his weight and targeting the man to his left. Again, he leaned in, a little too close for comfort.

“And you, sir,” he asked, his voice booming with forced cheer, “are you married?”

The man’s nose wrinkled slightly. He leaned forward under the guise of reaching for the wine bottle, using the movement to wipe his face with his napkin.

“Er... yes,” he muttered. “Happily.”

“Excellent, excellent,” Father Hubbard said, oblivious to the retreating body language around him. “Marriage is the cornerstone of a healthy parish. Nothing like it to keep the devil at bay!”

Robert shot Lisa a glance. She rolled her eyes and gave the smallest shake of her head as if to say, Just smile. It’ll be over soon.

Across the table, Laura poured herself a generous glass of wine.
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SINGLES TABLE
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At the far end of the reception hall, tucked behind the dance floor and half-forgotten by the caterers, sat the Singles Table. It was an odd assortment: Brian, stocky, short, and perpetually posturing, nursed a neat whiskey while glancing at the room like he was casing the joint. Next to him, Jackie, Sebastian’s older sister, was already halfway through her second glass of red. Opposite them sat Detective Superintendent Clifford Wainwright and his second-in-command, Detective Inspector Abigail Evens, who was more accustomed to autopsy reports than awkward wedding small talk.

Jackie squinted at the pair of detectives, eyes narrowing with curiosity.

“So,” she said a little too loudly, “are you two an item, then?”

Abigail glanced at Clifford, who offered a knowing smile but said nothing.

“Something like that,” Abigail replied, the corners of her mouth twitching with amusement.

“I thought so,” Jackie nodded, satisfied, and reached for her wine.

A server appeared, carrying two bottles.

“Red or white?” he asked, holding up each option.

“Yes, please,” Jackie replied, and snatched both bottles before he could clarify.

The server hesitated. “Er... I meant Which glass would you like?”

Jackie waved him away. “Run along. My brother’s paying for this whole shindig.”

He retreated clearly miffed. Jackie filled her glass to the brim, took a long gulp, then topped it up again without breaking eye contact with anyone.

Brian raised an eyebrow. “Thirsty, are you?”

“What?” Jackie blinked at him. “Oh, yes. Well, someone’s got to drink away this charade.”

“Charade?” Clifford asked mildly, more amused than offended.

Jackie waved a manicured hand around the hall. “Look at this. Does this look like the wedding of a multi-millionaire? Plastic chairs, flabby chicken, and a cake that looks like it came from Tesco’s clearance bin.”

“I understand the venue was short notice,” Brian offered, attempting diplomacy. “Limited availability in the timeframe.”

“Two weeks,” Jackie said, stabbing the air with her wineglass. “Two! Who gets married in two weeks unless they have to?”

“You don’t think your brother wanted to marry Rebecca?” Abigail asked, tone neutral.

Jackie eyed her with mild suspicion. “And you are...?”

“Detective Inspector Abigail Evens.”

Jackie turned to Brian. “And you?”

“Brian,” he said, sitting a little straighter. “Friend of the bridesmaid, Laura. I’m mostly on her side of the aisle.”

Jackie narrowed her eyes. “Trying to get into her knickers or into business with her sister’s new husband?”

Brian blinked. “That’s... an incredibly specific question.”

Jackie leaned in, clearly enjoying herself. “So what is it you do, Brian? Women, drugs, or guns?”

Brian chuckled nervously. “No, no. Nothing like that. Import and export. Diamonds, mostly. Though I’m expanding into textiles. Cotton, actually.”

Jackie’s brow furrowed. “Wait. Sebastian mentioned something about that. You’re trying to get into bed with him?”

“Not literally,” Brian said quickly. Then, seeing the looks around the table, added, “Unless that’s what it takes.”

Silence fell like a dropped chandelier.

Brian cleared his throat and took a sip of wine. “Tough crowd.”

“I’ll say,” Jackie muttered. “Well, if it’s his money you’re after, you’d better get in line.”
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WEDDING RECEPTION – STORAGE ROOM
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Laura lay draped over Sebastian’s knee, her wedding-appropriate ivory dress hoisted up around her waist, the lacy garter exposed. The dim light of the storage room flickered above them, casting a faint golden hue on the mop buckets and stacked folding chairs. Sebastian’s palm hovered uncertainly in the air.

“Oh yes, Sir,” Laura purred, clearly enjoying herself. “I’ve been so very naughty.”

Sebastian glanced nervously at the closed door. “Someone’s going to hear this.”

“Stop being such a pussy and put some effort into it.”

He hesitated. Then, obligingly, landed a sharp smack on her bare bottom. The sound echoed far louder than he'd intended.

“Mmm,” Laura groaned with satisfaction. “That’s more like it.”

Sebastian wasn’t sure whether to be flattered or terrified.

***
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WEDDING RECEPTION – TOP TABLE
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Back at the head table, Sebastian smoothed his shirt cuffs and leaned in close to Rebecca, who was midway through a laugh with Laura’s other sister. He touched her hand lightly.

“How about we get changed?” he murmured.

Rebecca raised a brow. “Now?”

“Sure. Everyone’s deep in conversation, drinks are flowing, and the band doesn’t start for another half hour. It’s the perfect window.”

She gave him a curious smile, and then shrugged. “Come on, then.”

Without waiting for further explanation, she took his hand, and the two of them slipped quietly from the table—past the guests, past the cake, and out the side door like teenagers sneaking off at prom.
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WEDDING RECEPTION – SINGLES TABLE
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Jeffery had migrated again. This time, he landed beside Tina and Rosie, who looked up with twin expressions of wary amusement.

“Here you both are,” Jeffery said, settling in far too comfortable. “I was wondering where you two naughty girls had got to.”

Tina offered a polite smile. “Hello. Are you having an enjoyable time?”

“Much better now,” he grinned. Then, lowering his voice conspiratorially, he nodded toward a side hallway. “I see the storage cupboard’s in use.”

Rosie blinked. “Oh?”

Jeffery gestured with his chin. “Someone’s hung a ‘Cleaning in Progress’ sign on the handle. Dead giveaway. Classic move.”

Tina giggled behind her hand. “That’s so naughty.”

Just then, Jeffery spotted Sebastian and Rebecca sneaking out through the main exit, hand in hand, doing a poor job of pretending they weren’t fleeing the scene.

“Oy, oy,” Jeffery chuckled. “And now the bride and groom are making a getaway. No prizes for guessing what they’re up to.”

Tina and Rosie exchanged a look, and without another word, slid out of their chairs and melted into the crowd—drawn by curiosity, or mischief, or possibly both.
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BRIDAL SUITE
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Sebastian kicked the door open with theatrical flair, Rebecca laughing in his arms as he carried her across the threshold. He spun once for effect and then tossed her onto the bed with a bounce. She let out a delighted squeal, limbs splaying like a starfish on the plush white duvet.

He pulled off his jacket and dropped it on a nearby chair with a flourish, but before he could get to work on his shirt, Rebecca stood up and turned around, her voice low and teasing.

“Unzip me.”

Sebastian stepped forward, hands steady despite the rush of nerves and anticipation. He tugged the zipper down slowly, revealing smooth skin and the edge of delicate white lace. The dress pooled at her feet like water, and without missing a beat, he scooped her up again, pressing her back onto the bed as their lips met.

The air between them grew thick with heat, their kissing frantic now, urgent. Rebecca fumbled with Sebastian’s belt as he traced the curve of her hips, his hands sliding over her bottom and down her thighs.

“Oh, shit. Wait a minute,” she said suddenly, gripping his wrists.

Sebastian blinked. “What?”

“Back in a tick.”

She darted off the bed, disappearing into the en-suite. Sebastian lay back on the duvet, staring at the ceiling, trousers open, shirt half-off, hair wild. He didn’t have to wait long.

Rebecca reappeared a moment later, flushed and determined. “Okay, big boy,” she said, voice sultry. “Give it to me.”

She climbed back onto the bed, straddling him, and the rest of the world melted away in a tangle of limbs and heat and laughter muffled by kisses.
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WEDDING RECEPTION
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The room was buzzing with the comfortable chaos of half-full wine glasses, low music, and the occasional clink of dessert forks on china. In a quiet corner near the bar, Sebastian stood with Laura and DI Abigail Evens, all three of them sipping at their drinks in a lull between dancing.

Laura leaned in, voice low. “Brian’s worried you’re going to pull out of the clothing deal.”

Sebastian exhaled through his nose, already expecting the comment. “I am. I’ve already told him.”

Laura’s eyes widened. “That’s going to cost him a fortune, Seb.”

“I can’t help that,” Sebastian said, tone firm. “It’s an ethical thing. I can’t support forced labour.”

Abigail arched an eyebrow, intrigued. “What’s this?”

Laura gave a quick rundown. “Seb and Brian were going into business—a cotton clothing line, high profit margin, quick turnaround.”

“But,” Sebastian interjected, “cheap fabric means cheap labour. I’ve seen the reports. Poor conditions, long hours. I can’t put my name on something like that.”

Abigail nodded thoughtfully. “What if you built your own factory? Fair wages, decent conditions. You’d still be making clothes—just not off the backs of exhausted twelve-year-olds.”

Sebastian rubbed his jaw. “It’d solve the ethics part. But it would delay the profits. That was the whole pitch—fast returns.”

Abigail gave a small shrug. “The world’s changing, Sebastian. People care about where their clothes come from these days. They’ll pay a little extra for peace of mind. It might not take as long as you think.”

Sebastian considered that, his brow furrowing. “I like the idea. I’ll talk to Brian on Monday.”

Then he clinked his glass gently against Abigail’s. “But for now—enough business talk. This is a party, after all.”

Laura raised her glass too, though her eyes lingered a little too long on Sebastian. “To ethics,” she said with a smirk.

Abigail smiled, knowingly. “And to second chances.”
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WEDDING RECEPTION, STORAGE CUPBOARD – late afternoon
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The door creaked open, and Sebastian stepped out of the storage cupboard, smoothing his hair and glancing casually both ways. A moment later, Laura emerged after him, adjusting the strap of her dress. They didn’t speak, didn’t even look at one another, just drifted off in opposite directions like nothing had happened.

From their quiet post near the bar, DSI Clifford Wainwright and DI Abigail Evens had a clear view of the entire scene.

“Well,” Wainwright murmured into his glass, “I don’t see this marriage lasting long.”

Abigail’s eyes followed Laura as she disappeared into the crowd. “That’s the second time today I’ve seen those two slip in there.”

"I expressed my surprise they went through with it," Wainwright replied dryly.

“You did more than that. You said you warned him.”

Wainwright nodded, sipping his drink. “I tried. But Sebastian—he’s always trying to be the good guy. Do right by everyone. Doesn’t want to hurt feelings.”

“Having sex with your wife’s sister is a funny way of doing that,” Abigail said, lifting an eyebrow.

Wainwright let out a small grunt of agreement. “Something’s off with those two. Sebastian and Laura. She couldn’t stand him when he first started seeing Rebecca. Honestly, she was hostile. Openly.”

“Well,” Abigail said with a hint of humour, “he seems to have turned that around.”

“That’s what bothers me.” Wainwright turned slightly to face her. “It wasn’t gradual. One day she was calling him a ‘shameless social climber’, and the next she was bringing him homemade flapjacks and giving him long hugs. Felt like someone flipped a switch.”

“Maybe someone did,” Abigail said thoughtfully. Then, with a sly smile, “Still, let’s not be too quick to cast stones.”

Clifford looked over at her. “My marriage was over, you know that. Fiona couldn’t take the late nights, the missed holidays, the constant danger. She said she stopped knowing who I was.”

“I know.” Abigail reached out and took his hand. Her grip was warm and firm. “Which is why it’s easier with someone who understands. Who understands the job we do?”

They held the moment for a breath longer than necessary.

Then she nodded toward the now-empty storage cupboard.

“Want to go in? It’s free now.”

Clifford blinked. “In there? In the middle of the day?”

She gave him a teasing smile. “Yeeesss.”

With a roll of his eyes and a quiet chuckle, Wainwright followed her lead. She tugged him by the hand, and together they slipped into the cupboard, the door closing quietly behind them.

Somewhere across the room, the DJ announced the first round of dancing.
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WEDDING RECEPTION
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The room had transformed since the ceremony. They had pushed the tables to the edges and created a small but enthusiastic dance floor. Music pulsed through the space, light pop with just enough beat to fill the air but not drown conversation. Guests mingled in pockets of laughter and champagne-fuelled cheer.

Rosie and Tina were spinning and swaying near the centre of the dance floor, clearly enjoying themselves. A few others joined them, but the real energy came from the girls—barefoot now, their heels discarded beneath chairs.

At the edge of the room, Jeffery sat watching them, his drink untouched and his gaze far too fixed for comfort.

Across the hall, near the tall windows, Rebecca and Laura stood together, half-shadowed by the long drapes. Jackie hovered nearby, quietly sipping her drink, half-listening as she feigned checking her phone.

Laura leaned in, her voice low but smug.

“So, how long are you going to give it before filing for divorce?”

Rebecca took a breath. “I don’t know. I haven’t thought about it.”

Laura gave a dry, derisive laugh. “What! It’s all we’ve been thinking about. I mean, it’s alright for you. You’ve got Reginald to play with while I’ve been stuck doing your dirty work with Seb.”

“I don’t hear you complaining,” Rebecca replied coolly.

Laura shrugged. “The sex is alright. Actually, kind of fun. But he’s falling for me, like, hard, and that’s not part of the plan. I’m not interested in that mess.”

Rebecca arched a brow. “I thought you two were getting along. It certainly looks that way.”

“Of course it does. That’s the point. I’m the backup plan, remember? If you dropped the ball, I was supposed to catch it. We couldn’t let him wander off and find someone who might actually love him.”

Rebecca’s lips tightened. “I love him. In my own way.”

Laura rolled her eyes. “You don’t. And I don’t either. Seb? Love? Please. I barely like him. He could keel over and die mid-sentence and I’d still finish my drink. As long as we get the money, I’m good.”

Rebecca looked away, jaw set. “Got your eye on someone else, then?”

“Might have,” Laura said, her tone suddenly coy. “I’ll tell you later. Just stick to the plan.”

“I got him to change the Will,” Rebecca said quietly, a hint of pride creeping into her voice.

Laura blinked. “And?”

“I get the lot.”

“What!” Laura’s voice rose slightly, and Rebecca motioned for her to keep it down.

“He left me nothing? That pig.”

Rebecca gave a small laugh. “Calm down. He left you a million.”

“A million? That’s it? He’s worth... what, a hundred mil?”

Rebecca’s eyes twinkled. “More. So much more.”

Laura looked incredulous. “And his family? They’ve been hovering around him like wasps at a picnic.”

“They’re out.”

“No kidding. How’d you swing that?”

“I gave him something else to think about,” Rebecca smirked. “He was so distracted, I switched out the Will before he even noticed.”

“That was clever. What did you distract him with?”

“I told him I was worried he’d be lonely when we got back from the honeymoon—what with my charity commitments and all. I suggested for you to come over to keep him company.”

Laura snorted. “Oh, thanks!”

“You don’t want to?”

“No, I do,” Laura said, eyes glittering. “We could do the whole naughty schoolgirl role play.”

Rebecca grimaced. “Ew. Too much information.”

Laura grinned. “So... are you seeing Reggie again?”

Rebecca sighed. “Yeah. He’s twisted up with jealousy about the honeymoon. Wants a weekend to himself to ‘roger me senseless.’ His words.”

“You’ll be gagging for it by then, no doubt.”

“Maybe,” Rebecca admitted. “Seb and I had sex earlier. It wasn’t half bad.”

“You actually managed it?”

“I did. I’m proud of myself.”

“I hope you used a condom.”

“Actually, no.”

Laura’s eyes widened. “Beccy! What if you get pregnant?”

Rebecca hesitated. “What if I am? I am a married woman. And he is my husband.”

Laura’s eyes narrowed. “Wait... am? Am pregnant? You’re pregnant?”

“Shhh! Not so loud.”

Laura leaned in, voice low and sharp. “So that’s why the wedding happened so quickly? Jesus. You and Seb barely have sex. Not actual sex, anyway.”

“I had to lock him down before I showed.”

“Which explains the unprotected sex.”

“I needed a believable story about how I got pregnant.”

Laura looked at her for a long moment. “It doesn’t take a genius to figure out who the real father is.”

Rebecca stiffened. “What’s that supposed to mean?”
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