
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1

The pounding bass reverberated through Jessica's body as she sat at the VIP table, surrounded by her squealing friends and a sea of empty shot glasses. The Black Diamond Club was exactly what her maid of honor had promised—exclusive, upscale, and filled with the most attractive male dancers in the city. Pink "Bride-to-Be" sash draped across her body, tiara slightly askew on her head, Jessica smiled automatically as another round of drinks appeared, delivered by a shirtless waiter wearing nothing but tight black pants and a bow tie.

"To Jessica!" Megan, her maid of honor, shouted over the music. "May her last night of freedom be one to remember!"

The women cheered, raising their glasses in a toast that Jessica joined with less enthusiasm than she tried to project. Six of her closest friends had spent weeks planning this elaborate bachelorette party—dinner at an expensive restaurant, VIP treatment at the city's most exclusive male revue, and later, a suite at the Ritz-Carlton. She should be having the time of her life.

Instead, she couldn't shake the strange hollowness that had been growing inside her for days.

"Earth to Jessica!" Madison waved a hand in front of her face. "You're missing the show, honey!"

Jessica blinked, focusing on the stage where a man dressed as a firefighter was in the process of ripping away his uniform to reveal an impressively sculpted physique. The crowd went wild as he gyrated to the music, strategically removing pieces of clothing while maintaining just enough coverage to stay within legal limits.

"Sorry," Jessica said, forcing enthusiasm into her voice. "Just taking it all in!"

"Well, take in some more of this!" Megan pressed another shot into her hand. "It's your last chance before you're Mrs. David Reynolds!"

Jessica downed the shot, welcoming the burn of alcohol. Mrs. David Reynolds. The name should fill her with excitement—after all, she'd been dating David for three years, living together for two. He was stable, successful, kind. Their wedding was in two days, and everything was perfectly arranged, from the designer dress to the honeymoon in Bali.

So why did "Mrs. David Reynolds" suddenly sound like a prison sentence?

The dancer on stage finished his routine to thunderous applause, and the MC took the microphone. "Ladies, we have a special surprise! Our sources tell us there's a bride-to-be in the house tonight!"

Jessica froze as a spotlight suddenly swung in her direction, illuminating their table.

"There she is! The beautiful bride in the VIP section!" the MC announced. "Come on up here, honey—you've earned a special performance on your last night of freedom!"

Her friends erupted in delighted screams, pulling Jessica to her feet despite her protests. Before she knew what was happening, she was being escorted to the stage by two dancers, their oiled muscles gleaming under the lights.

"What's your name, beautiful?" the MC asked, holding the microphone to her lips.

"Jessica," she answered, her face burning with embarrassment and tequila.

"And when's the big day, Jessica?"

"Saturday. Two days from now."

"Well, ladies and gentlemen, let's make sure Jessica remembers her last taste of freedom! Please welcome to the stage our very own Captain Midnight!"

The lights dimmed as Jessica was guided to a chair in the center of the stage. Music with a slow, seductive beat began to play, and a spotlight illuminated a figure at the back of the stage.

The man who stepped forward was not what Jessica expected. Where the previous dancers had been showy and over-the-top, this one moved with a quiet confidence that immediately commanded attention. Tall, with dark hair and startlingly blue eyes, he wore a simple uniform that resembled a naval officer's—all white with gold accents.

"Captain Midnight" approached her slowly, his eyes locked on hers with an intensity that made her forget the screaming audience. When he reached her chair, he circled it once, his fingers trailing lightly across her shoulders in a touch that sent unexpected shivers down her spine.

He began to dance, his movements controlled and precise rather than wildly provocative like the others. He removed his jacket first, revealing a white tank top that clung to a torso defined by lean muscle. As he moved around her, he maintained eye contact that felt almost like a conversation—one that was making Jessica increasingly warm despite the club's air conditioning.

When he straddled her lap, carefully keeping his weight off her, his face came close to hers—close enough that she could smell his cologne, something subtle and expensive.

"Relax," he whispered, only for her to hear. "You look terrified."

"I'm not used to being the center of attention," she admitted, surprised she could form words with his body so close to hers.

He smiled—not the practiced smile of a performer but something that seemed genuinely amused. "Could have fooled me. You're the only person I see right now."

The line should have been cheesy, the kind of thing these dancers probably said to every bachelorette. But something in his delivery, or perhaps the tequila coursing through her system, made Jessica's heart rate accelerate.

Captain Midnight stood and turned his back to her, removing his tank top with a fluid motion that revealed a back muscled in ways that suggested actual strength rather than just gym aesthetics. When he turned to face her again, Jessica couldn't help but stare. Her fiancé David was in good shape, but this was different—this was a body crafted with dedicated precision.

The dancer moved behind her chair again, leaning down so his chest was tantalizingly close to her back. "What's his name?" he asked, his breath warm against her ear.

"What?" Jessica asked, disoriented by the question.

"The man who managed to capture you. What's his name?"

"David," she answered automatically.

Captain Midnight's hands rested lightly on her shoulders as he spoke again in that private tone. "David is a very lucky man. I hope he knows that."

Before Jessica could respond, he moved back in front of her, continuing his dance as the music built toward its climax. His routine was artful, sensual without being crude, leaving just enough to the imagination while still delivering what the screaming audience came for.

As the final notes of the song played, he took her hand and raised her from the chair, spinning her once before dipping her low. In that suspended moment, his face inches from hers, something passed between them—a recognition, a question, a possibility that made Jessica's breath catch.

Then the music ended, the audience erupted, and the moment shattered. Captain Midnight set her upright, bowed formally, and escorted her back to her friends at the VIP table.

"Thank you for the dance, Jessica," he said, his performance persona back in place. "Congratulations on your wedding." He kissed her hand, a courtly gesture that nonetheless left her skin tingling, then disappeared backstage.

Her friends immediately surrounded her, screaming and laughing about how lucky she was, how hot the dancer had been, how jealous they all were. Jessica smiled and laughed along, but her mind was elsewhere—replaying those moments on stage, the strange connection she'd felt, the unexpected spark of... something... that had ignited inside her.

"That was the hottest thing I've ever seen," Megan declared, handing Jessica another drink. "If that had been me up there, I'd be throwing my fiancé away right now!"

Jessica laughed awkwardly, but the words hit closer to home than she cared to admit. For those few minutes on stage, she hadn't thought about David once. Hadn't thought about the wedding, or the future, or the life that was mapped out before her.

And it had felt like freedom.

"I need some air," she said suddenly, standing up.

"Are you okay?" Madison asked, concern flashing across her face.

"Fine, just hot. I'll be right back."

Jessica made her way through the crowded club to a small outdoor patio where smokers and those seeking respite from the noise gathered. The night air was cool against her flushed skin as she leaned against the railing, trying to sort through the confusing emotions swirling inside her.

It was just the alcohol, she told herself. Just the excitement of the night, the natural reaction to an attractive man who was literally paid to make women feel special. It didn't mean anything.

Yet as she stood there, staring at the city lights, a question formed in her mind that she'd been avoiding for weeks: If she was truly ready to marry David, truly excited about spending her life with him, why did tonight feel like her "last night of freedom" rather than the beginning of something wonderful?

The door to the patio opened, spilling music and light into the darkness. Jessica didn't turn, expecting it to be one of her friends coming to check on her. Instead, a voice she'd already memorized spoke from behind her.

"The bride, seeking solitude on her big celebration night. Interesting choice."

She turned to find Captain Midnight—or whatever his real name was—standing there. He'd put his tank top back on but not the jacket, and up close, away from the stage lights and screaming crowd, he looked more human, more real, and somehow even more attractive.

"I needed a moment to think," she replied, surprised at how steady her voice sounded.

He nodded, moving to stand beside her at the railing, careful to maintain a respectful distance. "Big decisions tend to provoke deep thoughts."

"Marriage isn't a decision anymore. It's happening. Saturday." Even to her own ears, Jessica's words lacked conviction.

He studied her face for a moment, then looked out at the city. "Forgive me for overstepping, but in my line of work, you develop a sense about people. I've performed for hundreds of brides-to-be, and most of them look at their future with excitement, even through the nervousness."

"And I don't?" Jessica challenged, a defensive edge creeping into her voice.

"You tell me," he replied simply.

The directness of his gaze made lying seem pointless. "I don't know what I feel anymore," she admitted, the truth slipping out before she could stop it. "Isn't that terrible? Two days before my wedding, and I'm questioning everything."

He shook his head. "Better now than two years into a marriage."

"Is this what you do when you're not dancing? Provide therapy to confused brides on patios?"

That genuine smile appeared again, transforming his face from handsome to something almost unfairly appealing. "No. Usually I'm studying for my residency."

Jessica blinked in surprise. "You're a doctor?"

"Almost. Final year of medical school. This," he gestured toward the club, "pays the bills better than student loans."

The revelation jolted Jessica out of her self-absorption. This man had a real life beyond the stage persona—dreams, ambitions, a future that had nothing to do with taking his clothes off for screaming women.

Just as she was about to ask more, the patio door opened again, and Megan's voice called out, "Jessica! There you are! We're moving to the next club!"

Jessica turned to see her maid of honor wobbling slightly in her high heels, clearly several drinks past tipsy.

"Coming!" she called back, then turned to the dancer one last time. "I should go."

He nodded, straightening up from the railing. "For what it's worth, Jessica, cold feet are normal. But in my experience, when something's right, you know it—despite the fears, despite the doubts. You just know."

Their eyes held for a moment longer, and Jessica felt that same spark from the stage—a possibility, a path not taken, a door that could still be opened or firmly closed.

"Thank you," she said softly. "For the dance. And the conversation."

"Anytime." He reached into his pocket and pulled out what appeared to be a business card, offering it to her. "My actual name is Michael, by the way. Michael Kincaid. If you ever need... well, anything."

Jessica hesitated, then took the card, slipping it into the small purse hanging at her side. "Goodbye, Michael."

"Goodbye, Jessica. I wish you clarity."

She rejoined her friends, allowing herself to be swept into their continued celebration, but the card in her purse felt like it was burning a hole through the fabric. As they piled into the waiting limo, headed for the next destination in their carefully planned night of revelry, Jessica found herself wondering if perhaps the most important part of her bachelorette party hadn't been the VIP tables or expensive champagne, but those few stolen minutes on a dark patio with a stranger who had seen through her facade with disconcerting ease.

Her last night of freedom suddenly felt heavy with possibility—and the weight of decisions yet to be made.


Chapter 2

The bass throbbed through Jessica's body as she returned to the VIP section, her mind still reeling from her conversation with Michael on the patio. Her friends whooped when they saw her, clearly several more shots into the night during her brief absence.

"There's our bride!" Madison shouted, pulling Jessica down onto the velvet couch. "We got you a special surprise!"

Jessica's protests died on her lips as she saw the club manager approaching their table with Captain Midnight—Michael—following close behind. He'd changed into black pants and a tear-away shirt, his professional smile back in place, though his eyes still held that intensity when they met hers.

"I understand the bride would like a private dance?" the manager asked with a knowing grin.

"Yes!" Megan squealed before Jessica could respond. "We paid extra for the VIP treatment!"

The other women erupted in drunken cheers as the manager gestured toward a curtained alcove at the back of the VIP section. Private. Intimate. Dangerous.

"I don't think—" Jessica began, but Megan was already pushing a shot into her hand.

"Last night of freedom, bitch! Live a little!"

Jessica downed the shot, liquid courage burning down her throat. Michael's eyes hadn't left hers, a silent question in their depths. She could say no. He would respect it.

Instead, she stood, her body making the decision before her mind could catch up. The girls screamed their approval as Michael offered his hand, leading her toward the curtained space.

The alcove was small—just a leather armchair and strategic lighting, the heavy velvet curtains blocking them from view while still allowing the club's music to pulse through the space. Michael pulled the curtain closed behind them, instantly creating a bubble of semi-privacy amidst the chaos of the club.

"You don't have to do this," he said immediately, dropping the performer persona now that they were alone. "I can tell them you got the full experience."

Jessica sank into the chair, looking up at him with newfound boldness, courtesy of tequila and the knowledge that tomorrow she was supposed to rehearse vows she wasn't sure she meant.

"Maybe I want the full experience," she said, surprising herself with the husky quality of her voice. "It is my last night of freedom, after all."

Something shifted in Michael's expression—a flash of heat quickly masked by professionalism. "As you wish."

He reached for his phone, connected to a small speaker in the alcove, and changed the music to something slower, more sensual than the pounding club beat outside. Then he began to move, his body fluid and controlled in ways that made Jessica's mouth go dry.

Unlike on stage, this dance was solely for her—no audience to perform for, no character to maintain. Just Michael, moving with a grace that seemed at odds with the setting, his eyes never leaving hers as he slowly unbuttoned his shirt.

"Tell me about David," he said softly as he shrugged the shirt from his shoulders, revealing the sculpted torso that had earlier drawn screams from the crowd.

The question caught Jessica off guard. "What?"

"The man you're supposed to marry in two days." Michael moved closer, bracing his hands on the armrests, his face inches from hers. "Tell me what he does for you."

The proximity was intoxicating—his scent, the heat radiating from his skin, the controlled power evident in every movement. "He's... stable. Kind. Sensible."

Michael made a sound that might have been disapproval as he turned, lowering himself to barely hover above her lap without actually making contact. "Not what he is. What he does for you. How he makes you feel."

Jessica's breath caught as he moved against her, maintaining the barest distance between their bodies. "Safe," she managed. "He makes me feel safe."

"Safe," Michael repeated, the word sounding like an indictment from his lips. He leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear. "Is safe what you want right now, Jessica?"

The sound of her name in that intimate tone sent heat pooling low in her belly. "No," she admitted, the confession both terrifying and liberating.

His hand came up to trace the curve of her cheek, a touch so light it might have been imagined. "What do you want?"

The question hung between them, loaded with possibility. Outside the curtain, she could hear her friends laughing, ordering more drinks, completely unaware of the life-altering moment unfolding just feet away.

"I want to feel something," she whispered, her voice barely audible over the music. "Something real."

Michael held her gaze for a long moment, then nodded once, decision made. His next movements shifted from performance to something far more genuine. He took her hands, placing them on his chest.

"Feel," he said simply.

His skin was hot beneath her palms, heart beating steadily under firm muscle. Jessica's fingers trailed downward of their own accord, exploring the ridges of his abdomen, the subtle dip of his navel, the trail of dark hair that disappeared into his waistband.

"Your fiancé," Michael said, his voice tight with restraint as her exploration continued. "Does he make you wet just by looking at you?"

The crude question should have offended her. Instead, it sent a pulse of arousal so intense Jessica had to press her thighs together. "No," she admitted.

"When he touches you," Michael continued, taking her wrist and guiding her hand lower, hovering just above where he was visibly hard beneath his pants, "does your body respond like this?"

Jessica shook her head, unable to form words as he released her wrist, giving her the choice to withdraw or continue. She chose the latter, her palm pressing against the impressive length of him through the fabric.

Michael's sharp intake of breath was the first crack in his professional composure. "Jessica," he warned, though he made no move to stop her.

"Show me," she said, recklessness and desire overwhelming propriety and good sense. "Show me what I'm missing."

The last thread of his restraint snapped. He pulled her to her feet and in one fluid motion traded places with her, sitting in the chair and bringing her down to straddle his lap. This time, there was no professional distance, no careful space between their bodies. She felt every hard inch of him pressing against her core, only the thin fabric of her dress and his pants separating them.

"This is what wanting feels like," he growled, his hands gripping her hips, guiding her into a slow, deliberate grind against him. "This is what chemistry feels like."

Jessica gasped as pleasure shot through her, sharper and more immediate than anything she'd felt with David. Michael's mouth found her neck, trailing hot kisses down to the swell of her breasts visible above her dress neckline.

"Tell me to stop," he murmured against her skin, even as his fingers dug deeper into her hips, encouraging her movements. "Tell me you're getting married and this is a mistake."

She should say exactly that. Should push off his lap, rejoin her friends, and pretend this moment of madness had never happened. Instead, she tangled her fingers in his dark hair and arched against him. "Don't stop," she breathed. "Please."

His hand slid under her dress, up her thigh, discovering the soaked lace of her underwear. "Christ, Jessica," he groaned, finding her slick and ready through the thin fabric. "You're drenched."

"Your fault," she gasped as his fingers pushed the lace aside, finding her most sensitive spot with unerring accuracy.

"Does he touch you like this?" Michael asked, circling her clit with skilled precision that had her trembling within seconds. "Does he know exactly how to make you fall apart?"

David's lovemaking was considerate but routine, focused on his pleasure with hers as an afterthought. This—Michael's knowing touch, the way he watched her reactions with heated intensity, adjusting pressure and pace to draw out her responses—was something else entirely.

"No," she admitted, rolling her hips against his hand. "Never like this."

Michael's free hand pulled down the neckline of her dress, exposing one breast to the cool air of the alcove. His mouth closed around her nipple, tongue swirling in rhythm with his fingers between her thighs, and Jessica had to bite her lip to stifle a moan that would have carried beyond their tenuous privacy.

"Your friends are right outside," he reminded her, voice rough with desire. "The bride-to-be, riding a stranger's fingers in the back of a strip club. What would David think?"

The reminder of her fiancé should have doused her arousal. Instead, combined with the forbidden thrill of where they were and what they were doing, it pushed her closer to the edge. "I don't care," she gasped, the realization as shocking as it was true.

Michael increased the pressure, adding a second finger inside her while his thumb continued its relentless circles. "Come for me, Jessica," he commanded, all pretense of the charming performer gone, replaced by raw masculine demand. "Show me what he never sees."

The orgasm hit her with the force of a tsunami, her body clenching around his fingers as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her. Michael covered her mouth with his own, swallowing her cries as she shuddered against him, his hand working her through every aftershock until she collapsed against his chest, breathing hard.

Reality crashed back as the pleasure receded. Jessica stiffened in his arms, horrified at what she'd allowed to happen. "Oh my God," she whispered, burying her face against his shoulder. "What did I just do?"

Michael's hand stroked her back soothingly, though she could still feel his arousal pressed against her. "You did what you needed," he said simply. "No judgment here."

She pulled back to look at him, expecting to see triumph or smugness on his face. Instead, his expression held understanding and something deeper, more complex.

"This doesn't have to mean anything," he offered, though his eyes suggested otherwise. "Just a moment of freedom before you commit to forever."

But it did mean something. It meant that in five minutes with a stranger, she'd felt more passion, more alive, than in three years with the man she was supposed to marry. It meant that the problem wasn't just pre-wedding jitters or cold feet. It meant she was about to make a terrible mistake.

A commotion outside the curtain jolted them both. "Jessica?" Megan's voice called, slurred but determined. "Are you okay in there? You've been gone forever!"

"Just a minute!" Jessica called back, hastily adjusting her dress and smoothing her hair. Michael helped her, his movements efficient and respectful despite what had just transpired between them.

"She can't see you like this," he murmured, using his thumbs to wipe smudged makeup from beneath her eyes. "You look thoroughly fucked."

The crude assessment sent another jolt of heat through her, and Jessica caught his wrist, stopping his ministrations. "Because I was," she whispered boldly. "And I'd let you do it again if we had time."

Michael's eyes darkened at her words. "Careful, Jessica. You're still engaged."

"For now," she replied, the words slipping out before she could censor them.

They stared at each other in the dim light of the alcove, the implications of her statement hanging between them. Then the curtain moved, and Megan's face appeared, eyes widening as she took in their proximity.

"Holy shit," she breathed, gaze darting between them. "Jessica, you naughty girl!"

Jessica stepped away from Michael, forcing a laugh she didn't feel. "Just getting the full bachelorette experience, like you said."

Megan's drunken giggle suggested she had no idea how far that experience had actually gone. "Well, come on! We're heading to the next club!"

"I'll be right there," Jessica promised, waiting until her friend disappeared before turning back to Michael.

He was straightening his clothes, professional demeanor sliding back into place, though his eyes still burned when they met hers. "You should go," he said, voice rough. "Your friends are waiting."

Jessica nodded, but couldn't make herself move toward the curtain. "Michael, I—"

"Don't," he interrupted gently. "Don't make promises or declarations right now. You're getting married in two days."

"And if I wasn't?" The question escaped before she could stop it.

His expression softened. "If you weren't..." He reached into his pocket and pulled out a business card, offering it to her. "Call me. Anytime."

Jessica took the card, their fingers brushing in a touch that sent aftershocks of pleasure through her still-sensitive body. "Thank you," she said softly. "For making me feel..."

"Real?" he supplied when she trailed off.

"Alive," she corrected, tucking the card into her purse.

As she rejoined her friends, their knowing smirks and suggestive comments washing over her without registering, Jessica felt the weight of the card in her purse like a live coal. Two days until she promised forever to a man who had never made her feel the way a stranger had in the back room of a strip club.

Her last night of freedom had just become the first night of the most important decision of her life.


Chapter 3

The next club was a blur of neon lights and pounding music. Jessica moved through it like a ghost, physically present but mentally replaying every moment with Michael in that curtained alcove. Her body still hummed with the aftershocks of pleasure, her panties still damp against her skin—physical evidence of her transgression.

"Body shots!" Megan announced, grabbing Jessica's arm and pulling her toward a table where the rest of the bridal party had gathered. Madison was already laying on the surface, her dress hiked up to expose her toned stomach while one of the male patrons prepared to do a shot from her navel.

"Bride next!" someone shouted, and before Jessica could protest, she was being lifted onto the table, the cool surface pressing against her back as hands tugged at her dress.

"Wait—" she began, but Megan was already pouring tequila into the hollow of her throat, the liquid pooling dangerously close to the neckline of her dress.

"Who's the lucky guy?" Megan called out to the crowd that had gathered around them.

"I think that should be me."

The familiar voice cut through the noise, and Jessica's head snapped up to see Michael standing at the edge of the crowd. He'd changed into street clothes—dark jeans and a fitted black t-shirt that did nothing to diminish how devastatingly attractive he was. Their eyes locked, and the memory of his fingers inside her, his mouth on her breast, sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through her body.

"Captain Midnight!" Megan squealed, recognizing him instantly despite his changed appearance. "Yes! Come do a body shot off our bride!"

Michael stepped forward, his movements deliberate as he approached the table. Jessica couldn't breathe, couldn't think, couldn't do anything but watch as he leaned over her, his face inches from hers.

"Tell me to stop," he murmured, so softly only she could hear.

She should. God, she should. Instead, she whispered back, "Don't you dare."

His smile was predatory as he lowered his mouth to her throat, tongue sliding across her skin to collect the tequila in one long, sensual lick. The crowd whooped and hollered, thinking they were witnessing just another bachelorette party stunt. Only Jessica knew the truth—that this was a continuation of what had started in that private booth, that her body was responding to his touch in ways that transcended the performance nature of the moment.

When he'd lapped up every drop, his mouth moved higher, lips brushing her ear. "Meet me in the bathroom. Five minutes."

Then he was gone, disappearing into the crowd before she could respond. Her friends helped her off the table, laughing and teasing about the hot dancer following them to their second club of the night, completely unaware of the electrical current running through Jessica's body.

"I need to freshen up," she told Megan, already scanning for the bathroom sign.

"Want company?" Madison offered, her lipstick smeared from her own body shot experience.

"No!" Jessica said too quickly, then forced a laugh. "I mean, I'll be quick. Order me another drink?"

She didn't wait for an answer, weaving through the packed dance floor toward the bathrooms at the back of the club. Her heart pounded so hard she could feel it in her throat, a mixture of anticipation, desire, and the undeniable thrill of doing something forbidden.

The women's bathroom was crowded with girls touching up makeup, gossiping, or hiding from unwanted attention on the dance floor. Jessica hesitated, uncertain how Michael planned to meet her here.

Her phone buzzed with a text: Family bathroom. End of hall.

She found it easily—a single-occupancy bathroom meant for parents with children or those needing additional accessibility. The door was slightly ajar. Taking a deep breath, Jessica glanced around to make sure none of her friends were watching, then slipped inside.

Michael was waiting, leaning against the sink, his expression unreadable in the harsh fluorescent lighting. Jessica locked the door behind her, the click of the bolt like a starting gun for whatever was about to happen.

"You followed us," she said, stating the obvious to fill the charged silence.

"I did." He made no move toward her, giving her space, letting her set the boundaries of this encounter.

"Why?"

"You know why." His voice was low, rough with desire barely held in check. "I haven't been able to think about anything but you since that private dance."

Jessica took a step toward him, then another, drawn by an invisible force she couldn't resist. "This is crazy. I'm getting married in less than forty-eight hours."

"Are you?" The simple question hung between them, loaded with implications.

"I'm supposed to," she amended, closing the distance until they were inches apart, close enough to feel the heat radiating from his body.

Michael's hand came up to cup her face, his touch feather-light despite the obvious tension in his frame. "Tell me what you want, Jessica. Not what you're supposed to want. What you actually want, right now, in this moment."

The answer came with startling clarity. "You," she whispered. "I want you."

It was all the permission he needed. His mouth claimed hers in a kiss that contained none of the restraint of their earlier encounter. This was raw, primal, his tongue pushing past her lips to taste her, to claim her. Jessica met his hunger with her own, hands fisting in his shirt as she pressed against him, seeking friction, seeking relief from the burning need he'd ignited.

Michael spun them around, lifting her onto the sink counter in one fluid motion. His hands pushed her dress up her thighs, exposing the black lace panties she'd chosen specifically for her bachelorette night.

"These are ruined," he observed, fingering the damp fabric with a satisfied smirk. "My fault."

"Entirely your fault," she agreed, gasping as he pulled the lace aside rather than removing it, his fingers finding her still-sensitive flesh.

"Still so wet," he groaned, sliding two fingers inside her with ease. "Is this all for me, or has thinking about what we did been keeping you this way all night?"

"Both," Jessica admitted, beyond shame or pretense now. "I can still feel you inside me from before. Haven't stopped thinking about it."

His movements stilled, eyes darkening at her words. "What would you say if I told you I want to feel you wrapped around more than just my fingers?"

The implication was clear, and Jessica's body responded instantly, clenching around his fingers at the mere suggestion. "I'd say we're in a club bathroom and I have about five minutes before my friends start looking for me."

Michael's smile was wicked as he withdrew his fingers, bringing them to his mouth to taste her arousal in a gesture so erotic Jessica thought she might combust on the spot. "Five minutes is plenty of time for what I have in mind."

He reached for his belt, unbuckling it with efficient movements. Jessica's eyes widened as he freed himself, his arousal even more impressive than what she'd felt through his clothes during their private dance.

"Last chance to back out," he warned, positioning himself between her spread thighs, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance through the pushed-aside fabric of her panties. "Tell me to stop, and I will."

Jessica wrapped her legs around his waist in answer, pulling him closer. "Don't stop," she gasped as he pressed forward, stretching her in the most delicious way. "Don't you dare fucking stop."

Michael growled his approval, gripping her hips as he thrust fully into her in one powerful movement. The sensation was overwhelming—fullness, pressure, pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. Jessica bit her lip to keep from crying out, aware that despite the lock on the door, they were still in a public bathroom in a club filled with people—including her bridal party.

"Fuck, you feel incredible," Michael groaned, establishing a rhythm that was fast and hard, wasting no time given their limited window. "So tight, so perfect."

Jessica clung to his shoulders, meeting each thrust with a roll of her hips that took him impossibly deeper. The counter was hard beneath her, the mirror behind her reflecting their joined bodies in a way that should have been obscene but only heightened her arousal.

"Look at us," Michael commanded, one hand tangling in her hair to turn her head toward their reflection. "Look at what your fiancé will never see."

The sight was erotic beyond anything Jessica had experienced—her dress bunched around her waist, legs wrapped around Michael's lean hips, his powerful body moving between her thighs as he claimed her in the most primal way possible. Her face was flushed with pleasure, lips parted, eyes glazed with a desire so raw it was barely recognizable as her own expression.

"This is who you really are," Michael said, his voice rough as his pace increased. "Not the perfect bride in the white dress. This woman, wild and free, taking what she wants."

His words pushed her toward the edge, a truth she hadn't been ready to acknowledge until this moment. When his hand slipped between them to circle her clit, Jessica shattered, her orgasm hitting with such force that stars exploded behind her eyelids. She buried her face against his shoulder to muffle her cries, body convulsing around him as pleasure crashed through her in relentless waves.

Michael followed her over the edge, his rhythm faltering as he pressed deep inside her, his release flooding her core in hot pulses she could feel even through the haze of her own climax. For several heartbeats, they remained locked together, breathing hard, the reality of what they'd done settling around them like falling ash.

A pounding on the door jolted them back to awareness.

"Occupied!" Michael called, his voice impressively steady given the circumstances.

Jessica scrambled off the counter, legs wobbling as she hastily adjusted her dress and tried to smooth her hair. Michael tucked himself away and rebuckled his belt, then pulled a few paper towels from the dispenser to help her clean up.

"Your friends will be looking for you," he said, his tone softer now, almost regretful.

"I know." Jessica met his eyes in the mirror, seeing the same conflicted emotions she felt reflected back at her. "Michael, I—"

He pressed a finger to her lips, stopping her words. "Don't make decisions right now. Not in the aftermath of... this." He gestured between them, encompassing everything that had happened in the last twenty-four hours. "Go back to your friends. Think about what you want. Really want."

"And if what I want is you?" The question slipped out before she could censor it.

Michael's expression tightened with an emotion too complex to name. "Then you need to end things with David before the wedding. Not because of me, but because you deserve more than a marriage built on settling."

Another knock on the door, more insistent this time.

"Go," Michael urged, stepping away from her. "I'll wait a few minutes before leaving."

Jessica nodded, giving herself one final check in the mirror. Despite her best efforts, she looked exactly like what she was—a woman who had just been thoroughly fucked in a bathroom. Her lips were swollen, her eyes bright, her skin flushed with lingering pleasure.

She reached for the door handle, then paused, turning back to Michael. Without overthinking it, she grabbed her purse and pulled out her phone. "Your number," she demanded. "From your card. I want to enter it myself."

He recited it, watching as she created a new contact. When she was done, she stepped toward him one last time, rising on tiptoes to press her lips to his in a kiss that was surprisingly tender given what had just transpired between them.

"Thank you," she whispered against his mouth.

"For what?" he asked, hands resting lightly on her waist, making no move to deepen the kiss or reignite their passion.

"For showing me what I've been missing. What I deserve."

With those words hanging between them, Jessica unlocked the door and slipped out, nearly colliding with an annoyed-looking woman waiting in the hallway. She mumbled an apology and hurried back toward the main club area, where she found her friends gathered at the bar, ordering another round of shots.

"There she is!" Megan exclaimed, clearly well past drunk and heading toward completely wasted. "We thought you fell in!"

Madison squinted at her, more observant even in her intoxicated state. "Are you okay? You look... different."

Jessica forced a laugh, accepting the shot glass Megan thrust into her hand. "Just tired. It's been a long night."

"It's about to get longer!" Megan announced. "We're hitting one more club, then back to the hotel for gift opening and more drinks!"

The thought of continuing this charade—pretending to celebrate a wedding she was increasingly certain shouldn't happen—made Jessica's stomach twist. But as she glanced toward the hallway leading to the bathrooms, catching a glimpse of Michael as he finally emerged and headed for the exit, she knew she needed time to think, to process, to decide.

Because in the span of a single night, everything had changed. She had changed. And the carefully planned future that had once seemed inevitable now felt like a prison sentence she couldn't bear to serve.

"One more club," she agreed, downing her shot in a single swallow. "Then I need to make a call."

As they exited into the night, Jessica's phone vibrated with a text from a number she'd just entered into her contacts:

Whatever you decide, make sure it's what YOU want. You deserve to be chosen, not settled for.

She clutched the phone to her chest, feeling both utterly lost and strangely found at the same time. Her last night of freedom had become something far more significant—her first night of truly understanding what she wanted from life, from love, from herself.

And as the cool night air hit her flushed skin, Jessica knew with bone-deep certainty that she couldn't walk down the aisle in less than two days. Not when her body still hummed with the touch of another man. Not when her heart had finally recognized what had been missing all along.

The decision should have terrified her—the canceled wedding, the returned gifts, the explanations to family and friends. Instead, she felt lighter than she had in months, maybe years. Free in a way that had nothing to do with one last wild night and everything to do with finally, truly choosing herself.

Her friends piled into a waiting Uber, calling for her to hurry up. Jessica took one last look at the club entrance, half-expecting, half-hoping to see Michael watching her leave. But he was gone, having delivered both pleasure and clarity before disappearing from her life as suddenly as he'd entered it.

As she slid into the car beside her oblivious friends, Jessica's hand drifted to her phone, Michael's message still glowing on the screen. One night had changed everything. And tomorrow, she would change the rest.


Chapter 4

The third club was different from the others—darker, seedier, with music that seemed to vibrate through the floor and into Jessica's bones. Aftershock, the sign had proclaimed in glowing red letters, and it lived up to its name. This wasn't just another nightclub; it was the kind of place where boundaries disappeared and inhibitions dissolved beneath pulsing lights and heavy bass.

Jessica felt electric as she followed her friends inside, Michael's release still warm inside her, his touch still branded on her skin. The shots of tequila, the adrenaline of transgression, the heady freedom of her decision—all of it combined to create a reckless abandonment she'd never felt before.

"VIP section!" Megan shouted over the music, waving a credit card as she led them toward a roped-off area at the back of the club. "Full bottle service for the bride!"

The bouncer unhooked the velvet rope, ushering them into a raised section overlooking the dance floor. Their reserved table already held an ice bucket with champagne and several bottles of premium liquor.

"Now we're talking!" Madison squealed, immediately pouring shots of vodka for everyone. "To Jessica's last night as a free woman!"

Jessica knocked back the shot without hesitation, embracing the burn. Last night as a free woman. The irony wasn't lost on her that tonight was actually her first taste of real freedom—the freedom to want, to take, to feel without restraint.

"Let's dance!" she declared, pulling Megan and Madison toward the packed dance floor below.

They merged into the writhing crowd, bodies pressed together in the limited space. Jessica moved with an uninhibited sensuality she'd never allowed herself before, the alcohol and her sexual awakening with Michael dissolving years of carefully maintained restraint.

A man appeared behind her—tall, muscular, with dark stubble and hungry eyes. Without asking permission, he placed his hands on her hips, pulling her back against him. Pre-Michael Jessica would have politely disengaged. Post-Michael Jessica pressed back against him, feeling his hard cock through his jeans.

"You're fucking hot," he growled in her ear, his hands sliding up to graze the sides of her breasts.

"I'm getting married on Saturday," she told him, the words making this moment even more forbidden.

His grip tightened. "Bachelor party?" he asked, nodding toward her friends who were now watching with wide eyes.

"Bachelorette," she confirmed, turning to face him without breaking contact. Up close, he was handsome in a rough, uncomplicated way. His hands moved to her ass, squeezing appreciatively.

Jessica laughed, the sound wild and uninhibited. "But that's not happening anymore," she added, mostly to herself.

She kissed him—hard, messy, all tongue and teeth. He responded eagerly, grinding against her as his tongue invaded her mouth. Jessica was aware of her friends watching in shock, Madison's open-mouthed stare and Megan's delighted, scandalized laughter.

When they broke apart, another man had appeared at her side—shorter but more muscular, with a shaved head and full sleeve tattoos visible beneath his shirt.

"Don't hog the hottest girl in the club, bro," he said to the first man, his eyes raking over Jessica's body.

The first man started to protest, but Jessica silenced him with another kiss before turning to the newcomer. "I've got enough for both of you," she said, her voice husky with desire.

The tattooed man didn't need further invitation. His mouth claimed hers, tasting of whiskey and cigarettes, his hand immediately finding her breast and squeezing roughly through her dress. Jessica moaned into the kiss, aware of the first man pressed against her back, effectively sandwiching her between their hard bodies.

"Holy shit, Jessica!" Megan appeared at her side, eyes wide with shock and excitement. "What are you doing?"

"Whatever I want," Jessica replied simply, grinding back against the first man while the tattooed one continued to massage her breast. "For once in my fucking life, I'm doing exactly what I want."

Madison joined them, her expression torn between concern and fascination. "Maybe we should go back to the VIP section," she suggested, eyeing the increasingly handsy men.

"Excellent idea," the first man agreed, his mouth hot against Jessica's neck. "Much more private up there."

Jessica allowed herself to be guided back toward their table, the two men following closely. Her friends exchanged glances, clearly not having expected the bride-to-be to take "last night of freedom" quite so literally.

In the VIP section, Jessica sank onto the plush couch, one man immediately settling on each side of her. The rest of the bridal party hovered nearby, unsure whether to intervene.

"More shots!" Jessica demanded, her inhibitions completely abandoned now. "For everyone!"

Madison obliged, pouring tequila with shaking hands. Jessica downed hers, then grabbed the tattooed man's shirt, pulling him in for another scorching kiss. His hand immediately went under her dress, pushing up her thigh with clear intent.

"Jess," Megan said, perching on the edge of the table in front of them. "Maybe slow down a bit? What about David?"

The name only fueled Jessica's determination. "David," she repeated, pulling back from the man's eager mouth. "David has never made me feel alive. Not once in three years."

Her friends stared at her, shocked by the raw honesty in her voice.

"These guys," she continued, gesturing to the strangers now trailing their hands up her thighs beneath the table, "make me feel more in ten minutes than he has in our entire relationship."

The tattooed man's fingers found the edge of her panties, already soaked from her encounter with Michael. Her breath hitched as he pushed the fabric aside, sliding two fingers inside her without preamble.

"Fuck," she gasped, spreading her legs wider to give him better access, beyond caring who saw. "Just like that."

The other man's hand moved to her breast, squeezing roughly through her dress before pulling down the neckline to expose her to the dim club lighting. Her friends watched in shocked fascination as he lowered his head to take her nipple into his mouth, sucking hard enough to make Jessica cry out.

"Jesus, Jess," Megan whispered, leaning closer. "You're really doing this? Right here?"

Jessica met her friend's gaze, seeing the mix of concern and unmistakable arousal in her eyes. "Why not? It's my last night of freedom, right? Isn't that what you've been saying all night?"

The tattooed man now had three fingers pumping inside her, his thumb circling her clit with skilled precision. Jessica moaned loudly, not caring who heard over the pounding music. The other man had pulled her dress down further, exposing both breasts to his hungry mouth.

"Your friends can join," the tattooed man suggested, looking up at Megan with a predatory smile. "Or just watch. Whatever they want."

Madison looked scandalized, but Jessica noticed Megan shifting restlessly, her eyes fixed on what was happening between Jessica's thighs. The remaining bridesmaids had backed away slightly, watching with expressions ranging from horror to fascination.

"Come here," Jessica said to Megan, holding out her free hand. "It feels amazing."

Maybe it was the alcohol, maybe it was the contagious freedom Jessica was exhibiting, but Megan hesitated only briefly before moving closer. The tattooed man grabbed her wrist, pulling her down beside him.

"Ever been with a girl before?" he asked Megan, guiding her hand toward Jessica's exposed breast.

Megan shook her head, but didn't resist as her palm closed over Jessica's flesh. "Oh my god," she whispered, feeling the hardened nipple against her palm.

Jessica moaned encouragement, reaching to pull Megan closer until their lips met in an experimental kiss. It was softer than the men's kisses, tentative at first, then growing bolder as Megan responded with unexpected enthusiasm.

"That's fucking hot," the first man growled, watching them with hungry eyes while continuing to grind against Jessica's side.

The tattooed man withdrew his fingers from Jessica, bringing them to Megan's lips. "Taste your friend," he commanded.

To everyone's shock, including her own, Megan opened her mouth, allowing him to push his fingers inside. She moaned around them, eyes closing as she tasted Jessica's arousal.

"Holy shit," Madison breathed, now perched on the edge of the couch, unable to look away from the scene unfolding before her.

The tattooed man unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock without pretense. "You want this?" he asked Jessica directly, stroking himself inches from her face.

"Yes," she breathed, beyond shame or hesitation now. "I want everything tonight."

He guided her head down, and Jessica took him into her mouth without hesitation, moaning around his thickness as the other man continued to devour her breasts. Megan watched in fascination, her hand now between her own thighs, rubbing through her dress.

Madison appeared torn between leaving and joining, ultimately settling for watching from what she considered a safe distance—close enough to intervene if needed, far enough to maintain plausible deniability about her participation.

Jessica worked the tattooed man with her mouth while the other man repositioned himself, pushing her dress up around her waist to fully expose her to the VIP section. He dropped to his knees on the floor, burying his face between her legs without ceremony.

"Oh fuck!" Jessica cried out, the sensation of his tongue combined with the thick cock in her mouth overwhelming her senses. She was vaguely aware of the club around them, of the possibility of being seen, but found she didn't care. In fact, the public nature of what was happening only heightened her arousal.

The tattooed man pulled out of her mouth, stroking himself inches from her face. "Where do you want it, bride-to-be?" he asked with a smirk, clearly close to his release.

"On my tits," Jessica demanded, shocking herself with her boldness. "I want to feel it on me."

He groaned approval, stroking faster while Jessica arched her back, presenting her breasts as the other man continued his relentless assault between her legs. Within moments, the tattooed man cursed loudly, his release spurting across her exposed chest in hot streams that seemed to go on forever.

The sight pushed Megan over the edge, her hand working frantically beneath her dress as she came with a strangled cry, collapsing against the couch beside Jessica. Madison had given up any pretense of disapproval, now openly touching herself as she watched her friends.

The man between Jessica's legs stood up, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. "My turn," he said, already unbuckling his belt. "Been wanting to feel this pussy since I saw you on the dance floor."

Jessica nodded eagerly, beyond words now as desire consumed her completely. He freed himself from his jeans, impressively large and already rock hard. When he positioned himself at her entrance, Jessica wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him forward with primal need.

He entered her with one powerful thrust, filling her completely. Jessica cried out, the sensation of being stretched and filled sending shockwaves of pleasure through her already overstimulated body. The tattooed man, recovering from his own release, moved to capture her mouth in a filthy kiss, tasting himself on her lips.

"You're a fucking wild one," he murmured against her mouth. "Never would have guessed it when we first saw you."

Jessica couldn't respond, too consumed by the man pounding between her thighs, each thrust hitting spots that sent sparks shooting through her nervous system. When his pace increased, she knew he was close. Without asking permission, he buried himself to the hilt, his release pulsing inside her as he groaned against her neck.

The sensation of being filled triggered Jessica's own climax, her body convulsing as pleasure crashed through her in wave after wave of blinding intensity. She was vaguely aware of her friends watching, of Megan's flushed face and Madison's shocked expression, but couldn't bring herself to care about anything beyond the exquisite sensations coursing through her body.

As the men finally disentangled themselves from her, Jessica remained sprawled on the VIP couch, dress bunched around her waist, breasts exposed, evidence of what had just happened visible on her skin and leaking from between her thighs. She felt thoroughly used and completely satisfied in a way she had never experienced before.

"That was fucking incredible," the tattooed man said, tucking himself back into his pants. "Your hotel or ours? This night's just getting started."

Before Jessica could respond, her phone buzzed in her discarded purse. With shaking hands, she retrieved it, Michael's name lighting up the screen:

Can't stop thinking about you. You okay?

The message cut through her post-orgasmic haze, reminding her of their connection—different from what she'd just experienced with these strangers. What Michael had shown her was that she deserved more than a passionless relationship with David. What these men had given her was pure physical release, the freedom to explore her sexuality without restraint.

Both experiences were valuable in their own way. Both had shown her aspects of herself she'd kept buried for too long.

"Give me a minute," she told the men, sitting up and finally acknowledging her disheveled state. Megan handed her a cocktail napkin, which she used to wipe the most obvious evidence from her chest.

She typed a response to Michael: I'm good. Better than good. Having the night of my life. Can we meet tomorrow?

His reply came quickly: My place? 1pm?

Jessica smiled, typing back: I'll be there.

Decision made, she looked up at the men still hovering expectantly. "Let's all go back to my hotel," she announced, pulling her dress back into some semblance of decency. "I've got a suite and the night is still young."

Megan's eyes widened. "Are you serious?"

"Completely," Jessica confirmed, standing on slightly wobbly legs. "It's my last night of freedom, and I'm going to make it count."

As they gathered their things to leave, Madison pulled Jessica aside. "Are you sure about this? With David..."

"I'm not marrying David," Jessica said simply. "That decision's made. Tonight is about discovering who I really am when I'm not trying to be what everyone else wants."

Madison studied her face, then nodded slowly. "Okay. As long as you're sure."

"I've never been more sure of anything," Jessica replied, watching as the men waited impatiently by the exit. "And tomorrow, I'll deal with the fallout. But tonight..."

"Is yours," Madison finished for her, squeezing her hand in unexpected support.

As they left the club, Jessica felt lighter than she had in years. Tomorrow would bring difficult conversations, painful decisions, and the beginning of something new with Michael. But tonight was about pure freedom, about pushing boundaries she hadn't known existed, about reclaiming her sexuality from years of tepid, uninspired intimacy.

And she was going to make every minute count.


Chapter 5

The private elevator to the penthouse suite hummed softly as it ascended, the mirrored walls reflecting a scene that would have been unimaginable to Jessica just twenty-four hours earlier. She stood in the center, lipstick smeared across her face, dress still disheveled from the club, pressed between the two men who had already had her once tonight. Megan was wrapped around the tattooed one, shamelessly grinding against his thigh, while Madison and two other bridesmaids were engaged in increasingly bold exploration with three more men they'd collected on their way out of Aftershock.

Jessica caught her own reflection—hair wild, pupils dilated, the remnants of the tattooed man's release still visible on her chest despite her attempts to clean up. She barely recognized herself, yet somehow felt more authentically herself than ever before.

"Almost there, bride-to-be," the first man—she'd learned his name was Ryan—murmured against her neck, his hand already back under her dress, fingers teasing along the soaked lace of her underwear. "Then we can really get started."

The elevator doors opened directly into the suite's foyer, revealing the luxurious accommodations Megan had insisted on booking for the bachelorette weekend—multiple bedrooms surrounding a central living area with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, a fully stocked bar, and enough space for what was about to become the most debauched night of Jessica's life.

"Holy shit," the tattooed man—Derek—whistled appreciatively. "Nice digs."

"Perks of being the bride," Jessica replied, kicking off her heels and heading straight for the bar. "Drinks, everyone?"

The next several minutes were a blur of pouring shots, shedding clothing, and increasingly explicit suggestions about how the night should proceed. Jessica found herself on one of the plush couches, already down to just her black lace panties, watching as Madison—sweet, cautious Madison—deep-throated one of the new guys they'd picked up outside the club.

"Never would have guessed she had it in her," Megan commented, now topless beside Jessica, her nipples visibly hard as Derek sucked a mark onto her neck.

"Apparently we've all been holding back," Jessica replied, accepting the glass of champagne Ryan offered her. "Until tonight."

Her phone buzzed on the coffee table, David's name lighting up the screen. Jessica stared at it for a moment, the reality of her situation briefly cutting through the haze of alcohol and arousal. Tomorrow, she would have to face him, explain her decision, deal with the fallout of canceling a wedding two days before the ceremony.

But tonight...

She silenced the phone without answering, turning back to Ryan with renewed determination. "I want all of you," she announced, loud enough for everyone in the suite to hear. "At the same time."

The declaration was met with momentary silence, then enthusiastic male approval. Ryan exchanged glances with Derek, clearly communicating without words.

"You ever done that before?" Derek asked, his hand already sliding up her thigh.

Jessica shook her head. "Never. Not even close. David was... conventional." She laughed, the sound slightly bitter. "One position, lights off, once a week if I was lucky."

"His fucking loss," Ryan said, pulling her into a bruising kiss that tasted of expensive champagne and unbridled lust. "Our gain."

What followed was a carefully choreographed dance of pleasure and debauchery that Jessica could never have imagined herself participating in. They moved to the master bedroom, where the king-sized bed provided ample space for what was to come. Jessica found herself at the center of attention, her body positioned and repositioned to accommodate multiple men at once.

Derek lay beneath her, his considerable thickness stretching her as she straddled him. Ryan positioned himself behind her, his fingers coated with lubricant from the supplies Megan had packed as "joke" bachelorette party favors, now being put to very real use.

"Relax," he instructed as he pressed against her back entrance, a place no one had ever touched her before. "Just breathe."

Jessica focused on the sensation of Derek inside her, the fullness already bordering on overwhelming. When Ryan began to push forward, the pressure was intense, a burning stretch that teetered on the edge between pleasure and pain.

"Oh my god," she gasped, her body instinctively trying to pull away even as another part of her wanted to push back, to take more, to experience everything she'd been denied in her safe, predictable life with David.

"Easy," Derek soothed from beneath her, holding still to let her adjust. "We've got all night."

Gradually, the burning gave way to a fullness beyond anything Jessica had ever felt—both men inside her, stretching her, filling spaces she hadn't known existed within her body. When they began to move, alternating their thrusts so that one pushed in as the other withdrew, the sensation was indescribable.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," she chanted, the words escaping with each breath as pleasure built to almost unbearable levels. Her world narrowed to the points where they entered her, to the overwhelming stimulation of being taken so completely.

Across the room, Megan was on her knees servicing two of the other men, while Madison was bent over a chaise lounge, being taken from behind while she buried her face between another bridesmaid's thighs. The entire suite had transformed into a scene of pure hedonism, inhibitions dissolved by alcohol, desire, and the contagious freedom Jessica had ignited.

Time lost all meaning as Jessica was passed from one configuration to another. At one point, she found herself between Derek and another man whose name she couldn't recall, one in her mouth, one between her legs. Later, she straddled Ryan's face while taking Derek from behind, her cries of pleasure muffled as another cock pushed past her lips.

Her body was used thoroughly, every hole filled, every erogenous zone discovered and exploited. She lost count of her orgasms, each one blending into the next until she existed in a constant state of pleasure that bordered on delirium.

"More," she demanded, even as her body trembled with exhaustion, even as the men exchanged impressed glances at her insatiability. "I want everything tonight."

They obliged, treating her body like the playground she'd offered it as, marking her with bites and handprints, filling her with their release until it leaked from her, visual evidence of her complete abandonment of the "good girl" persona she'd maintained her entire life.

At some point, the girls joined in more directly with Jessica herself—Megan's mouth between her thighs while she kissed Madison, hands exploring curves and softness so different from the hard planes of the men's bodies. It was another first, another boundary obliterated on this night of new beginnings.

Dawn was breaking when the last of the men finally succumbed to exhaustion, bodies sprawled across the suite in various states of undress and satisfaction. Jessica found herself on the balcony, wrapped in a hotel robe, watching the sun rise over the city. Her body ached in places she'd never felt before, marks of passion visible on every inch of exposed skin.

Megan joined her, looking similarly well-used but radiantly satisfied. "Hell of a bachelorette party," she commented, leaning against the railing beside Jessica.

Jessica laughed softly. "Not exactly what you planned, I'm guessing."

"Not even close." Megan studied her face carefully. "Did you mean what you said? About not marrying David?"

"Yes." The certainty in Jessica's voice surprised even herself. "I can't go through with it. Not now. Not ever."

"Because of tonight?"

Jessica considered the question, watching as the first rays of sunlight illuminated the city below. "No," she said finally. "Tonight was a symptom, not the cause. I've been sleepwalking through my relationship with David, doing what was expected instead of what I wanted. Tonight just... woke me up."

Megan nodded slowly. "What will you do now?"

Jessica thought of Michael, of their connection that had somehow transcended the physical despite beginning that way. Of his text message and their planned meeting later today.

"Start over," she said simply. "Figure out who I really am when I'm not trying to be what everyone else wants."

"And the guys?" Megan gestured toward the suite where their night's companions were still sleeping.

"A chapter that's already closed," Jessica replied with certainty. "Amazing, necessary, but complete."

They stood in companionable silence, watching as the city came to life below them. Jessica's body throbbed with pleasant soreness, each twinge a reminder of the night's excesses, of boundaries pushed and shattered, of a freedom she'd never allowed herself to experience.

In a few hours, she would shower away the physical evidence of this night, dress in clean clothes, and face the consequences of her decision. She would call David, cancel vendors, return gifts. She would weather disappointment, judgment, perhaps even anger from those who had invested in her "perfect" relationship.

And then she would meet Michael, not as an escape or a rebellion, but as a woman who finally knew what she wanted—from life, from love, from herself.

Her last night of freedom had become her first night of authenticity. The woman who had entered The Black Diamond Club yesterday—constrained, uncertain, resigned to a future she hadn't actively chosen—no longer existed. In her place stood someone new, someone who had tasted forbidden fruit and found it sweeter than the bland safety of the life she'd been building.

"No regrets?" Megan asked, watching her closely.

Jessica smiled, feeling the weight of years of careful restraint finally lifting from her shoulders. "Not a single one."

Inside the suite, the others were beginning to stir, the night's revelry giving way to the reality of morning. Jessica knew that friendships might be awkward now, that the dynamic of their group had been irrevocably altered by what they'd shared. But that, too, felt right—a necessary dismantling of pretense, a stripping away of the social masks they all wore.

Her phone buzzed on the balcony table—Michael, not David.

Still on for today?

Jessica picked it up, her decision crystallizing with perfect clarity as she typed her response:

Absolutely. I have a lot to tell you. Last night changed everything.

His reply came quickly: Good changes, I hope?

Jessica looked back at the suite, at the evidence of her night of absolute abandonment, then down at her phone, smiling as she typed:

The best kind. See you at 1. Looking forward to starting something real.

She set the phone down, turning her face to the rising sun, embracing the dawn of a day that would be entirely of her own making. Her last night of freedom had been spectacular, boundary-shattering, unforgettable.

But it was the first day of her authentic life that she was truly looking forward to now.
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