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The morning of the wedding, David Anderson awoke to the sound of his phone buzzing incessantly on the nightstand. He groaned, rolling over to grab it, his heart already racing. 

Six months. Six freaking months since Sarah (his heart, his soul) had dropped the bomb about abstaining until their wedding night. David had agreed—reluctantly—because he loved her, but the tension had been building to a breaking point. And now, with only hours left until the ceremony, he couldn’t shake the gnawing suspicion that something was... off.

He glanced at the screen. Leonard Blackmore. The name made David's stomach clench. 

Leonard was Sarah’s boss. Fifty-something, African-American, balding, graying, huge, dark, but confident – always immaculately dressed, always with that smug smile like he knew something no one else did. The older black man had offered—insisted, really—on covering most of the wedding expenses. Called it a “gift” to Sarah, someone he always said he “believed in.” David had hated the idea from the start.

It wasn’t just the money. It was the way Leonard looked at Sarah at her office parties. The way he liked all her photos online. The suggestive emojis. That disgusting smirk when he hugged her a little too long, his hand always riding just a bit too low on her back. Sarah always brushed it off.

“He’s harmless, babe. Flirty, yeah, but not serious. Mr. Blackmore has been happily married for twenty-five years. Just think, that'll be us one day!”

That was supposed to make David feel better.

What made it worse was the timing of everything. 

Just a few weeks after Leonard’s “generous” offer, Sarah had sat David down with that sweet, rehearsed voice.

“I’ve been thinking,” she’d said, crawling into his lap. “Let’s wait until the wedding night. No nookie until we’re officially hubby and wifey.”

David had stared at her, genuinely confused. “Wait, what?”

“You know... abstain. Just until the big day.”

David laughed, thinking it was a joke. They’d been together over two years. They’d made love in every room of his apartment, in the backseat of his car, even in the break room of her old job once. And now, suddenly, she wanted to save it?

“It’ll make it special,” Sarah whispered, kissing the corner of his mouth. “Like we’re starting new. A clean slate.”

And somehow, she’d convinced him. Not with logic, but with the way she moved, the way she teased him into a frenzy and then stopped just before the edge. Her touches got softer. Her kisses slower. Her hips would roll in his lap, breath warm against his ear, and then she’d whisper “Not yet” like it was some kind of spell.

He was going crazy. Literally counting the minutes down to the big moment...

And then the door to the hotel room creaked open, and Sarah slipped inside, her wedding dress draped over her arm. "Hi dear!"

Sarah, with her golden blonde hair cascading over her shoulders and her blue eyes shimmering like a clear July sky, wore a light summer dress that clung gently to her voluptuous curves, the soft fabric swaying with each graceful step. She looked like a vision of warmth and sensual elegance, effortlessly radiant beneath the sun. “Hey,” she whispered, her voice trembling with excitement. “I couldn’t stay away. I had to see you.”

David sat up, his eyes narrowing. “Where were you?”

She hesitated, her smile faltering. “Just... finalizing some things with the venue. Leonard was there, helping with the last-minute details.”

His jaw clenched. “Of course he was.”

She crossed the room, setting the dress down carefully before sitting on the edge of the bed. Her hand reached out to brush his bare shoulder, the touch sending a shiver down his spine. “Don’t be like that. He’s just being supportive. It’s our day, remember?”

But David couldn’t shake the unease. “Why’s that guy so damn invested in this, huh? Why does he care so much about our wedding?”

Chewing the bottom of her lip, her fingers traced patterns on the comforter. “He’s my boss, David. And... he’s been like a father figure to me. You know that.”

But David wasn’t buying it. “A father figure who texts you at all hours of the night? Who’s paying for half this wedding? Sarah, honestly, sometimes I wonder what else Leonard is filling your mind with."

And that's when it happened – on the day of their wedding – when Sarah dropped the real bomb.

First her eyes fell to the floor. "Well... I didn't want to tell you, dear."

"Tell me what, Sarah?"

Sarah looked like something out of a dream—his dream—and yet she carried herself like she was balancing a secret on her tongue. “I need to tell you something,” she said, suddenly looking up, brushing imaginary lint off his shoulder. “Before we say our vows.”

David turned, unsettled by the seriousness in her voice.

“What is it?”

She hesitated, then spoke carefully. “The abstinence idea... it wasn’t just mine.”

David blinked. “What do you mean?”

“It was Leonard’s suggestion.”

Silence.

David stared at her, the words slow to register.

She continued, voice light, as if trying not to make it worse. “He said I needed to keep you focused. That sometimes you have to know how to control those whiteboys so they don’t get out of hand.”

David’s stomach twisted. A thousand things rose in his throat, but all he could manage was: “He said that?”

Sarah looked up at him, guilt blooming in her eyes. “It wasn’t meant to insult you. I just... I listened. And part of me agreed. I wanted to give you something pure again. Something we waited for.”

He stepped back, stunned. “So all these months, all the teasing, the games—that was his idea?”

“No,” she said quickly. “It was mine too. I thought it would make our wedding night real. Meaningful. I wanted it to feel earned.”

David looked at her like he didn’t recognize her. It wasn’t that he was angry about the waiting. It was that she had let another man—that man—shape their most intimate moments. Leonard, watching from a distance, always smug, always grinning. Had this all been some kind of power trip for him?

Sarah took David’s hand and pressed it against her stomach. Her skin was warm. Her eyes found his, glassy and sincere.

“I love you, David,” she whispered. “No one else. I swear. After tonight... you’ll never have to wait again.”

"That motherfuuuuu –"

“David, stop,” Sarah interrupted, her voice trembling. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his in a soft, desperate kiss. “This is about us. Not Leonard. I love you. Only you.”

The kiss deepened, her hands tangling in his hair as she pressed closer. David’s resistance crumbled, his arms wrapping around her waist as he pulled her onto the bed. The tension between them was electric, a spark that had been building for months. His hands slid up her back, fingers fumbling with the back of her brazier through the sundress.

“Sarah,” he murmured against her lips, his voice thick with desire. “We don’t have to wait. Not anymore.”

She pulled back, her big innocent blue eyes searching his. “It’s just a few more hours,” she whispered, her breath hot against his skin. “And then... then it’ll be perfect.”

But David wasn’t ready to let go. His hands moved to her thighs, sliding beneath the fabric of her flowing cotton sundress as he kissed her neck, her collarbone, every inch of her he could reach. “I can’t wait,” he breathed. “Not when I know you’re so close. Not when I know I can’t—”

She moaned softly, her body arching into his touch. “David... we shouldn’t...”

“Why?” he demanded, his voice rough with frustration. “Because he said so?”

“Stop,” she pleaded, her voice breaking. She pushed him away, sitting up and pulling the dress back over her shoulders. “It’s not like that. I just... I wanted it to be special.”

“Special for who?” David shot back, his frustration boiling over. “For us? Or for him?”

Sarah’s eyes filled with tears, and for a moment, she looked like she might say something. But then she shook her head, standing and smoothing out the dress. “I should go. The ceremony starts in a few hours.”

“Sarah—” he started, reaching for her.

But she was already at the door, her hand on the knob. “I’ll see you at the altar,” she said softly, her voice trembling. “Please... just trust me.”

And then she was gone, leaving David alone in the room, his heart pounding, his mind racing. Trust me. The words echoed in his head, but all he could think about was Leonard’s smug smile, that heavily lined black face, those enormous lips, the way he watched David's curvy blonde wife bouncing through the hallway, the way the older black man seemed to think he had some kind of claim on her.

David clenched his fists, his jaw tight. Not today. He wasn’t going to let this go. Not when it felt like his entire future was hanging in the balance.

As he stood, reaching for his suit, his phone buzzed again. This time, it was a text from Leonard. Ready for the big day, whiteboy? Need any tips?

David’s blood boiled. He typed out a reply, his fingers trembling. You stay the hell away from her.

There was a pause, and then the dots appeared, indicating Leonard was typing. Relax, kid. It’s just a little fun. Can’t wait to give Sarah her big wedding gift! You’ll thank me later.

David threw the phone across the room, his heart pounding. No way. No way was he going to let this b... bastard ruin the most important day of his life. He stormed out of the room, ready to claim – reclaim – what was rightfully his. 
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Chapter Two

[image: ]


The sun streamed through the stained-glass windows of the small chapel, casting a kaleidoscope of colors across the wooden pews. David stood at the altar, his palms sweating, his tuxedo feeling tighter than it had just moments ago. His heart was pounding, not just with anticipation but with a gnawing sense of dread. He tried to focus on the music swelling in the background, the soft murmur of the guests, the faint scent of lilies in the air. But his mind kept drifting to Leonard.

Why does he have to be here? David thought, clenching his fists. Why does he have to be the one giving her away?

The doors at the back of the chapel creaked open, and there she was. Sarah. His Sarah. She looked like an angel, her blonde hair cascading in soft curls over her shoulders, her blue eyes sparkling with tears of joy. 

Her gown—God, her gown. It clung to her curves like it was made from liquid moonlight. Silk and lace, whisper-thin over her hips, the bodice sculpted perfectly to the swell of her breasts, cinched just enough at the waist to make her hourglass figure look indecent under the guise of bridal purity. The neckline dipped low—just low enough—framing her soft, pale cleavage like an invitation wrapped in pearls.

The skirt flowed around her legs like water, but it was the way she moved inside it that destroyed him—hips swaying with unconscious sensuality, back straight, chin lifted, lips soft
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