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Chapter One

 


How on earth could I feel sexy, wearing an all in one, holdy-in,
pants-girdle-underwear torture thingy? It was designed to cut off
circulation worn under the bridesmaid’s dress from hell, with my
sodding still handsome as hades, movie star, ex-husband smirking
next to me, and I swear that man has x-ray eyes.

Yes, that is a hold your breath, spit it out,
nonsensical sentence, but it needs to be to let me vent.

Not only that, as if it wasn’t enough to contend
with, the world's press was in helicopters, circling above us like
a swarm of angry bees. The bride was in tears of joy, the groom, an
equally handsome but TV star not movies, ditto. Everyone but me was
drowning in happy-clappy, wedding heaven.

I swear if I could have ducked out, developed a
rash, fever, even invented some hitherto undiscovered illness,
I would. 

Except the bride, my best friend and a doctor to
boot, would tell me not to be a hypochondriac, and remind me we'd
sworn as kids to be each other's maid or matron of honor, come what
may. Even, she’d said darkly, if one of us was in labor. Not that I
was, but wouldn’t that have been fun? I could just imagine it.
Pant, pant, don’t push, say it … I do … argh.

Anyway,
I digress. I plead guilty to that. It’s sort of in my nature. And
after all, if I’d been doing it for over forty years, I wasn’t
likely to change now.

Eighteen months, three weeks and four days earlier—yes, I do know how long
exactly, even to the hours, six—I’d married. Sandy, today’s bride,
had flown back from somewhere exotic to be my only bridesmaid for
my first—and as far as I’m concerned only time around—wedding.

Once bitten and all that.

Hot-as-hades ex and I had married on a
beach in Antigua, in a white under slip for me, sadly with black
bra and thong showing, because that was all I had clean—it was a
bit impromptu to say the least—and denim cutoffs for him. There was
a good reason for my unusual attire, honestly. I hadn’t intended to
get married in my underwear. Sandy bought us a dress each to wear,
or rather her mum had, as Sandy had been goodness knows where for
weeks prior to my big day. Probably up the Nile or something. The
problem was, her mum’s taste, and idea of our sizes, was a bit off.
Absolutely gorgeous they weren’t. I looked like a parcel in mine,
badly wrapped. Plus, it was white, and with my over generous
curves, and skin tone, which matched the dress, white and frilly
wasn’t the best choice.

Sandy looked like the bride, not me,
albeit her dress was purple, her mum’s favorite color. We stared at
each other and burst out laughing.

“Right, mate, you’re in your slip.” She dragged
the dress off me and stuffed it in a nearby bin. “I’ll go almost
the same.” She whipped off the purple peril and stood up for me in
a shocking pink bikini. The registrar or whoever it was didn’t even
blink. I suppose he was used to weird tourists getting hitched in
somewhat unconventional attire.

Not at all like today.

As the bride, Sandy was dressed conventionally, in
a slinky white dress, which did all sorts of amazing things to her
curves and awesome boobage. A long veil and train—plus, a blue
garter and peekaboo bra. God knows why, she’d shoved me into a
gorgeous but not my style off-the-shoulder number that my boobs
were threatening to spill out of. The
girls are on the
generous side. All she said was that I’d thank her one
day.

Not likely.

Oh, I forgot to say, my name is DeAnne, DeAnne Taylor. I
won't use h-as-h surname ever again. Not his real one, Higginbotham
or his work one, Botham. Never ever.

Been there, done that, got the t-shirt, and burned it.
Over.

In fact, if I really want to piss him off—and, oh boy, do I—I’ll
address him by his Christian name. Tarquin. What a mouthful, eh?
Tarquin Higginbotham. No wonder he goes by the name of Quinn Bloody
Botham. I added the bloody bit. As I’m at a wedding I thought I’d
best not think how I usually refer to him.

Oh, all right then. Tarquin Manners—yes, honestly, that’s his
mother’s maiden name—Fucking Higginbotham. It might be a mouthful,
but it has a certain ring to it, don’t you think? Not at all movie
star like.

You wonder why I’m so vitriolic? You
know, if I’m honest, so
do I. Habit now I guess. Seven months, two and a bit weeks of
marital bliss, during which he was away for six weeks and working
long hours for most of the rest. I was at home, not working and
bored rigid. Seeing tabloid show and tells about him and whomever
and getting little reassurance.

Okay, yes, we were at it like rabbits when he was around,
but that was no help to allay my worries when he was away. I had to
pinch myself that he wanted me, not
one of the glam-girls he was surrounded with. Then he just
disappeared, no word of warning, nothing. So, as you can imagine,
all that, plus one month of “what the fuck, where is the bastard,
sod it, that’s it”, then eighteen months of negative thoughts is
hard to change.

Oh, we’d had a spot… No, not a spot, that belittles it. A
great heap of something, that he never even tried to explain, but
then, if he had would I have listened?

Who knows? Water under the bridge.

“You look so fucking sexy when you scowl,” Quinn
whispered in my ear, as the photographer fussed about and arranged
us to her satisfaction. “Gets me hard and ready in no time at all.
Reminds me of the time you got your dress caught in the back door,
and it tore. Remember? You were in a right paddy standing there in
the garden, naked from the waist down. I got a hard-on within a
second. Almost split my zipper. Fucking bloody gorgeous pussy you
have. It cried out to be fucked. Are you commando like that
today?”

I wish. But I wasn’t telling him what was or wasn’t under
this dress. “Go to hell.”

“I’m there my sweet, believe me, and it’s
lonely.”

Shit, he really sounded as if he meant
it.

“Tough. Your choice.”

He sighed. “Not really, but enough of that. Do you remember that you
scowled, I laughed, you tried to hit me, I held your arms out of
the way, and, shit, Dee you were so fucking sexy, you just had to
be fucked. So, we screwed like rabbits up against the kitchen
door.”

Oh God,
my knees began to tremble. How could I forget that?

He pushed the rest of my dress out of
the way and dropped his kecks and that was it. I screamed as my climax
hit me, he followed suit, and we stood there with him still inside
me, grinning like a pair of prize idiots and panting as if we’d run
a marathon. Then we heard a car draw up outside the front
gate.

We stared at each
other, and
his cock slid out and deflated faster than a popped balloon. We
were in full view of anyone who chose to walk around the house to
the back garden. As the front door had never been opened during our
tenure, everyone knew to call at the back.

I tell you I’ve never run indoors and
upstairs so fast in my life.

Quinn followed me and remembered to shut the
door behind him. With his jeans around his ankles he did more of a
hobble than a run, but boy, was I impressed at his
agility.

Mind you, agile was his middle
name…

Oh, okay, it wasn’t, but he was fit
in every way.

Hence, we made it upstairs in record
time.

He just had time to wipe a cloth over his cock,
stuff it back in his denims—his cock not the flannel, he had no
need for padding or wadding—and do them up somewhat gingerly, as
his dick was still semi-interested in a rerun—before there was a
loud rap on the recently closed door.

We looked at each other and
grinned—we both recognized that particular rappety-rap.

Quinn took the stairs two at a time
to open the door. To the vicar.

I followed five minutes later, reeking of Eau de
Issy.

Well, it was better than Eau de
Quinn’s cum.

At least it was at that specific moment.

“Sweetness, the photographer wants you to move closer to
me.”

Shit, that brought me back to the present with a
thump. I’d forgotten
where I was. It was a glower moment again. “In her
dreams.”

“In your reality, sweet pea, remember where we are.”

Damnit, it was a well-deserved rebuke. I hate
being in the wrong. Well, what woman doesn’t? I also hated being
called sweet pea. It sort of makes me feel insignificant. I forget
how pretty they are and what a gorgeous scent they share.
Grudgingly, I moved two inches closer, and the photographer
tittered.

“Anyone would think you don’t want to cozy up to a
hot hunk of a movie star, petal. Go on, push your tush.” She
flapped her hand like a limp stick of rhubarb. That thought almost
made me giggle. I remembered something Quinn had once said about
rhubarb and men’s…

“Dear bridesmaid, get your ass in gear.”
The look she gave me was enough
to have me pushing up daisies and Quinn or whoever choosing the
hymns for my funeral. “We haven’t got all day. Lots to
do.”

Silly cow.

“Don’t say it,” Quinn said with that bloody
annoying way he had of speaking without moving his lips. I swear he
was a ventriloquist in a previous life. “Just grit your teeth and
think of ways we could dismember her.”

That makes me stifle a giggle as I remembered a
particularly snotty director he’d had
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