
        
            
                
            
        

    
The air in the bar was thick with the hum of laughter and clinking glasses, the kind of atmosphere that felt electric, charged with anticipation. I sat at the polished wooden bar, a whiskey neat in front of me, my tie loosened and my jacket slung over the back of the stool. Tomorrow, my best friend, Matt, was getting married. Tonight, we were celebrating his last night as a single man. Or at least, that’s what I thought.

Matt was across the room, surrounded by a group of his groomsmen, all of them raising their glasses in boisterous toasts. I’d already done my duty as best man, giving a heartfelt—and slightly tipsy—speech earlier in the night. But now, I was content to sit back, sip my drink, and let the evening unfold.

That’s when I noticed her.

Emily. Matt’s bride-to-be. She was standing near the entrance of the bar, her blonde hair catching the dim light, her red dress hugging her curves in a way that made it impossible not to look. She was stunning, always had been, but tonight she seemed… different. There was a nervous energy about her, a restlessness that didn’t quite match the calm, confident woman I’d come to know over the years.

As if sensing my gaze, she turned her head and our eyes locked. For a moment, time seemed to freeze. Then, she smiled—a small, slightly mischievous smile—and started walking toward me.

My heart skipped a beat. What is she doing here? I wondered. Matt hadn’t mentioned she’d be joining us.

“Hey, Jake,” she said, her voice smooth and warm as she slid onto the stool next to mine.

“Emily,” I replied, trying to keep my tone neutral. “Didn’t expect to see you here. Thought you’d be with the girls tonight.”

She shrugged, her gaze dropping to the drink in my hand. “I needed a break from all the planning, you know? Just… some time to clear my head.”

I nodded, though something about her answer felt off. There was a tension in the air between us, something unspoken hanging heavy in the silence.

“Can I get you a drink?” I offered, gesturing to the bartender.

She shook her head. “No, I’m good. Just… wanted to talk.”

Talk? My mind raced. What could she possibly want to talk to me about?

“Alright,” I said slowly, turning to face her fully. “What’s on your mind?”

She hesitated, her fingers tracing the rim of an empty glass on the bar. “I… I don’t know how to say this, Jake. It’s just… I’ve been thinking a lot about tomorrow. About the wedding. About… everything.”

Her words were vague, but her eyes held a intensity that made my stomach churn.

“Emily,” I said carefully. “If there’s something going on—something you’re worried about—you can talk to me. I’m here for Matt, but I’m here for you, too.”

She let out a soft laugh, though there wasn’t much humor in it. “That’s the thing, Jake. You’ve always been… different. Not like the other guys. You’re kind. You listen. And I guess I’ve just been wondering…”

Her voice trailed off, and she leaned in closer, her perfume wrapping around me like a cloud. My pulse quickened as her hand found mine on the bar.

“Wondering what?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.

Her eyes met mine, and in that moment, I knew. I knew before she even said it.

“Wondering what it would be like if things had been different,” she murmured. “If maybe… it wasn’t Matt I was marrying tomorrow.”

The words hung in the air, heavy and dangerous. I felt a jolt of heat shoot through me, but I forced myself to stay calm.

“Emily,” I said, my voice firm. “You’re getting married tomorrow. To my best friend. Whatever you’re feeling right now—whatever’s making you say this—it’s just nerves. It’ll pass.”

She shook her head, her grip on my hand tightening. “You don’t understand, Jake. It’s not just nerves. It’s… it’s you. It’s always been you.”

My breath caught in my throat. What the hell is happening?

“Emily,” I started, but she cut me off.

“I know it’s wrong,” she said quickly. “I know I shouldn’t be saying this. But I can’t help it. I need to know, Jake. I need to know if you feel it too.”

Her words were like a punch to the gut. Of course I felt it. I’d always felt it. There was something about Emily that had drawn me in from the moment we met, something I’d buried deep down because I knew it could never be.

But now, here she was, laying it all out in the open. And I didn’t know what to do.

“Emily,” I said again, my voice strained. “You’re about to marry Matt. He’s my best friend. I can’t—I won’t—”

She leaned in even closer, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “Just one night, Jake. That’s all I’m asking. One night to pretend. One night to feel something real before it’s too late.”

Her breath was warm against my skin, sending shivers down my spine. I wanted to pull away, to tell her no, but I couldn’t. Her hand was still on mine, her touch electric, and damn it all, I wanted her too.

Before I could stop myself, I turned my head slightly, our lips just inches apart. Her eyes widened, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she closed the distance, her mouth meeting mine in a kiss that was soft at first, but quickly deepened.

The world around us faded away, the noise of the bar disappearing as I lost myself in the taste of her, the feel of her. Her hands were in my hair, pulling me closer, and I didn’t resist.

When we finally broke apart, both of us were breathless.

“Jake,” she said, her voice trembling. “Please.”

I didn’t need her to say more. I knew what she was asking. And damn it all, I didn’t have the strength to say no.

I stood up, tossing a few bills onto the bar, and took her hand. “Let’s get out of here.”

She nodded, her eyes dark with desire, and followed me out of the bar, her hand tight in mine. The night air was cool against my skin, but inside, I was burning up.

Back at my hotel room, the door barely closed behind us before she was on me, her hands fumbling with the buttons of my shirt.

“Emily,” I said, my voice rough. “Are you sure about this?”

She looked up at me, her eyes filled with a mixture of lust and something deeper, something raw. “I’ve never been more sure of anything,” she whispered.

And then, she was on her knees in front of me, her hands already working on my belt.

My breath hitched as she pulled my pants down, her eyes locked on mine as she took me into her mouth.

The sensation was overwhelming, her warmth and wetness enveloping me completely.

She moaned softly around me, her tongue swirling and teasing, her hands gripping my hips to hold me steady.

My own hands found their way into her hair, tangling in her silky strands as I struggled to stay upright.

Each movement of her mouth sent waves of pleasure coursing through me, building the tension in my gut higher and higher.

“Emily,” I groaned, my voice strained and rough.

She hummed in response, the vibrations only adding to the sensations.

I knew I was close, the coiling tightness in my core almost unbearable.

She seemed to sense it too, her pace quickening, her mouth working me over with even more enthusiasm.

“Fuck,” I cursed under my breath, my grip on her hair tightening slightly.

She moaned again, the sound muffled but unmistakably filled with pleasure.

And then, I was there, tipping over the edge.

I came hard, my entire body stiffening as I spilled myself down her throat.

She swallowed every drop, her eyes never leaving mine.

When it was over, she slowly pulled away, a satisfied smirk on her lips.

“That was…” I started, but words failed me.

She stood up, her hands smoothing down her dress. “I told you,” she said, her voice soft but confident. “I’ve always wondered.”

I reached for her, pulling her into a kiss that was both tender and desperate.

But before I could deepen it, she pulled back, her eyes filled with regret and something else—something I couldn’t quite place.

“This was a mistake,” she whispered, her voice breaking.

My heart sank. “Emily, wait—”

But she was already turning away, her hand on the door handle.

“Goodbye, Jake,” she said, her voice barely audible.

And then, she was gone, leaving me standing there, my mind racing and my heart aching.

I sank down onto the edge of the bed, my head in my hands.

What the hell had I just done?

I sat there on the edge of the bed, my heart pounding and my thoughts a tangled mess. What had just happened? What had we done? The weight of guilt pressed down on me like a lead blanket, but beneath it, something else simmered—something raw, undeniable, and electric. The memory of Emily’s lips on mine, her body pressed against me, her breath hot and desperate. It was supposed to be a mistake, but it didn’t feel like one. Not entirely.

The minutes ticked by in silence, the only sound the faint hum of the air conditioner and the occasional muffled laughter from the hallway. I couldn’t stay still. I got up, pacing the room, running a hand through my hair. She said it was a mistake. She left. It’s over. But the way she’d looked at me, the way she’d kissed me—it didn’t feel over. It felt like the beginning of something neither of us could control.

And then, a knock.

Soft but unmistakable. My heart stopped. I froze mid-step, staring at the door. It couldn’t be her. She left. But deep down, I knew. I knew it was her before I even moved. My feet carried me to the door before my brain could catch up, and there she was. Emily. Her blonde hair slightly disheveled, her red dress still clinging to her curves. Her eyes were wide, almost wild, and her chest rose and fell with shallow breaths.

“Jake,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I can’t leave it like this.”

I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. My throat felt dry, my tongue heavy. She stepped forward, her hand pressing against my chest, and I stumbled back, letting her into the room. The door clicked shut behind her, and suddenly, the air between us was charged, crackling with tension.

“This is wrong,” I managed to say, though the words felt hollow. “You’re marrying Matt tomorrow.”

“I know,” she said, her voice breaking. “But I can’t stop thinking about you. About us. About what we just did. I need you, Jake. I need you.”

Her eyes locked onto mine, and in that moment, I knew I was lost. I couldn’t fight it. I didn’t want to. Before I could think, before I could stop myself, I pulled her to me, my mouth crashing against hers. She moaned into the kiss, her hands tangling in my hair, her body pressing against me with a desperation that matched my own.

We stumbled toward the bed, our lips never parting, our hands roaming, exploring, claiming. She pushed me down onto the mattress, her eyes dark with desire as she climbed on top of me. Her dress rode up her thighs, and I could feel the heat of her against me, even through the fabric of my jeans. My hands gripped her hips, holding her in place as she ground against me, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

“I want you,” she whispered, her voice husky. “All of you.”

Her fingers worked at the buttons of my shirt, fumbling in her haste, and I didn’t stop her. I couldn’t. When the last button came undone, she pushed the fabric aside, her hands roaming over my chest, her nails scraping lightly against my skin. I groaned, my head falling back against the pillows as she leaned down, her lips trailing down my neck, across my collarbone, leaving a trail of fire in their wake.

But then she stopped, pulling back to look at me. Her eyes were filled with a hunger that took my breath away. “I need to feel you,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. “Everywhere.”

Before I could respond, she slid down my body, her hands pushing my jeans and boxers down in one swift motion. I hissed as the cool air hit my skin, but the heat of her gaze more than made up for it. She leaned in, her lips just brushing against the tip of my cock, and I nearly came undone.

“Emily,” I gasped, my hands gripping the sheets. “You don’t have to—”

“I want to,” she interrupted, her voice firm. “I want to make you feel good. I want to make you mine.”

And then her mouth was on me, and I lost all ability to think. Her lips wrapped around me, hot and wet, and I groaned, my hips bucking involuntarily. She took me deeper, her tongue swirling around the sensitive head, and I felt like I was going to explode. Her hands gripped my thighs, holding me steady as she worked me over, her movements slow and deliberate, driving me wild.

But just as I was on the edge, she pulled back, looking up at me with a wicked smile. “Not yet,” she said, her voice teasing. “I’m not done with you.”

Before I could even process her words, she was moving, her body sliding up mine until her thighs were straddling my head. My hands instinctively went to her hips, holding her steady as she lowered herself onto my face. The taste of her was intoxicating, and I moaned against her, my tongue plunging into her wet heat.

“Yes,” she gasped, her hands gripping the headboard for support. “Just like that. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I couldn’t. My tongue lashed against her clit, my hands gripping her ass as I pulled her harder against me. She cried out, her hips grinding against my face, her pleasure building with every stroke. I could feel her trembling, her thighs shaking as she rode me, her moans growing louder, more desperate.

“I’m close,” she whimpered, her voice breaking. “So close.”

I doubled my efforts, my tongue working furiously against her, my fingers digging into her flesh. Her body tensed, her back arching as she came, her juices flowing over my tongue, her cries echoing through the room. She collapsed onto the bed, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Jake,” she whispered, her voice weak. “That was… incredible.”

But I wasn’t done. I flipped her over, pinning her beneath me, her eyes wide with surprise. “You’re not the only one who needs to feel,” I growled, my voice low and rough. “I’m not done with you either.”

Her breath hitched, her lips parting in anticipation. “Then show me,” she said, her voice trembling. “Show me what you’ve got.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. My lips crashed against hers, my hands roaming her body, claiming her, owning her. She moaned into the kiss, her nails digging into my back, her hips lifting to meet mine. And as I pushed into her, as our bodies merged into one, I knew there was no going back. This wasn’t a mistake. This was something else entirely. Something dangerous, something forbidden, something irresistible.

And I didn’t care. I didn’t care about the consequences, about the guilt, about the betrayal. All I cared about was her. Right here. Right now. And as she cried out my name, as her body writhed beneath mine, I knew I would do anything to keep this feeling alive.

Her chest heaved as she lay beneath me, her body still trembling from the intensity of what we’d just shared. Her eyes, dark with desire, locked onto mine, and for a moment, the world outside this room ceased to exist. It was just her and me, caught in a whirlwind of desire and guilt and something deeper, something neither of us wanted to name.

I leaned down, brushing my lips against her ear, my voice a low, rough whisper. “I’m not done with you yet.”

Her breath hitched, and I could feel the shiver that ran through her body. “What... what do you mean?” she asked, her voice trembling with anticipation.

I didn’t answer with words. Instead, I kissed her again, my lips claiming hers with a hunger that bordered on desperation. My hands roamed her body, tracing the curve of her hip, the dip of her waist, the soft swell of her breast. She moaned into the kiss, her nails digging into my back, urging me on.

When I pulled back, my eyes met hers, and I saw the hesitation, the flicker of doubt. But I also saw the hunger, the raw, unbridled need that mirrored my own. “Trust me,” I said, my voice low and rough.

She hesitated for a moment, then nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Okay.”

I kissed her again, slow and deep, as my hand drifted lower, tracing the curve of her thigh. She gasped as my fingers brushed against her, her body arching into my touch. I lingered there, teasing her, drawing out her need until she was panting, her hips lifting off the bed in silent plea.

When I finally moved, it was with a purpose. I flipped her onto her stomach, her breath catching in surprise. She glanced over her shoulder, her eyes wide and dark, and I could see the question in her gaze. “Jake...”

“Trust me,” I repeated, my voice firm.

She hesitated for a moment, then nodded, burying her face in the pillow. I leaned down, pressing a kiss to the small of her back, my hands sliding up her thighs, spreading her apart. She trembled beneath me, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps as I positioned myself at her entrance.

The first thrust was slow, deliberate, giving her time to adjust. She gasped, her nails digging into the sheets, her body tensing as I pushed deeper. “Oh God...” she moaned, her voice muffled by the pillow.

I moved slowly at first, letting her get used to the sensation, but it wasn’t long before the need took over. My hips snapped forward, driving into her with a force that made her cry out. Her body arched, her hands clutching the sheets as I set a relentless pace, each thrust driving her closer to the edge.

Her moans filled the room, a symphony of pleasure and need that only fueled my desire. I wrapped an arm around her waist, pulling her back against me as I drove into her, my breath coming in ragged gasps. “Emily...” I growled, my voice rough with need.

She cried out, her body trembling as she reached her peak, her nails tearing at the sheets as she came undone around me. I followed her over the edge, my hips stuttering as I buried myself deep inside her, my release crashing over me like a wave.

For a moment, we stayed like that, our bodies pressed together, our breaths mingling in the silence of the room. Then I pulled back, rolling onto my back beside her, my chest heaving as I tried to catch my breath.

She lay still for a moment, then turned to face me, her eyes dark with a mix of emotions I couldn’t quite decipher. “Jake...” she began, her voice soft, uncertain.

I reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face, my fingers lingering against her skin. “Don’t say it was a mistake,” I said, my voice low.

She hesitated, then shook her head. “It’s not... it’s not that. It’s just...” She trailed off, her eyes searching mine. “I don’t know what this means.”

“It means we’re not done,” I said, rolling onto my side to face her. “Not yet.”

Her eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat. “What do you mean?”

I didn’t answer. Instead, I kissed her again, my lips claiming hers with a hunger that left no room for doubt. My hands roamed her body, tracing the curve of her hip, the dip of her waist, the soft swell of her breast. She moaned into the kiss, her nails digging into my back as I rolled her onto her back.

“I want you again,” I growled, my voice low and rough. “All of you.”

She hesitated for a moment, then nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Okay.”

I kissed her again, slow and deep, as my hand drifted lower, teasing her, drawing out her need until she was panting, her hips lifting off the bed in silent plea. When I finally pushed into her, she cried out, her body arching into mine as we moved together, our bodies merging into one.

The room filled with the sound of our breathing, our moans, the slick, rhythmic sound of our bodies moving together. Her nails dug into my back, urging me on as I drove into her, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge. “Jake...” she moaned, her voice trembling with need.

“I’ve got you,” I growled, my hips snapping forward with a force that made her cry out. “Let go, Emily.”

She did, her body trembling as she came undone around me, her cries filling the room as I followed her over the edge, my release crashing over me like a wave.

For a moment, we lay there, our bodies pressed together, our breaths mingling in the silence of the room. Then she turned to face me, her eyes dark with a mix of emotions I couldn’t quite decipher. “Jake...” she began, her voice soft, uncertain.

I reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face, my fingers lingering against her skin. “Don’t say it was a mistake,” I said, my voice low.

She hesitated, then shook her head. “It’s not... it’s not that. It’s just...” She trailed off, her eyes searching mine. “I don’t know what this means.”

“It means we’re not done,” I said, rolling onto my side to face her. “Not yet.”

Her eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat. “What do you mean?”

I didn’t answer. Instead, I kissed her again, my lips claiming hers with a hunger that left no room for doubt. My hands roamed her body, tracing the curve of her hip, the dip of her waist, the soft swell of her breast. She moaned into the kiss, her nails digging into my back as I rolled her onto her back.

“I want you again,” I growled, my voice low and rough. “All of you.”

She hesitated for a moment, then nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Okay.”

I kissed her again, slow and deep, as my hand drifted lower, teasing her, drawing out her need until she was panting, her hips lifting off the bed in silent plea. When I finally pushed into her, she cried out, her body arching into mine as we moved together, our bodies merging into one.

The room filled with the sound of our breathing, our moans, the slick, rhythmic sound of our bodies moving together. Her nails dug into my back, urging me on as I drove into her, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge. “Jake...” she moaned, her voice trembling with need.

“I’ve got you,” I growled, my hips snapping forward with a force that made her cry out. “Let go, Emily.”

She did, her body trembling as she came undone around me, her cries filling the room as I followed her over the edge, my release crashing over me like a wave.

For a moment, we lay there, our bodies pressed together, our breaths mingling in the silence of the room. Then she turned to face me, her eyes dark with a mix of emotions I couldn’t quite decipher. “Jake...” she began, her voice soft, uncertain.

I reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face, my fingers lingering against her skin. “Don’t say it was a mistake,” I said, my voice low.

She hesitated, then shook her head. “It’s not... it’s not that. It’s just...” She trailed off, her eyes searching mine. “I don’t know what this means.”

“It means we’re not done,” I said, rolling onto my side to face her. “Not yet.”

Her eyes widened, her breath catching in her throat. “What do you mean?”

I didn’t answer. Instead, I kissed her again, my lips claiming hers with a hunger that left no room for doubt. My hands roamed her body, tracing the curve of her hip, the dip of her waist, the soft swell of her breast. She moaned into the kiss, her nails digging into my back as I rolled her onto her back.

“I want you again,” I growled, my voice low and rough. “All of you.”

She hesitated for a moment, then nodded, her breath coming in short, shallow gasps. “Okay.”

I kissed her again, slow and deep, as my hand drifted lower, teasing her, drawing out her need until she was panting, her hips lifting off the bed in silent plea. When I finally pushed into her, she cried out, her body arching into mine as we moved together, our bodies merging into one.

The room filled with the sound of our breathing, our moans, the slick, rhythmic sound of our bodies moving together. Her nails dug into my back, urging me on as I drove into her, each thrust pushing her closer to the edge. “Jake...” she moaned, her voice trembling with need.

“I’ve got you,” I growled, my hips snapping forward with a force that made her cry out. “Let go, Emily.”

She did, her body trembling as she came undone around me, her cries filling the room as I followed her over the edge, my release crashing over me like a wave.

She lay there for a moment, her chest heaving, her eyes closed, before she finally turned to me with a small, exhausted smile. “I’ll see you tomorrow,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

I watched her as she got up, her movements slow and deliberate, her body still trembling from what we’d just shared. She didn’t look back as she slipped out the door, leaving me alone in the silence of the room, the weight of what we’d done heavy on my chest.

“Tomorrow,” I muttered to myself, my voice barely a whisper. But as the door clicked shut behind her, I couldn’t shake the feeling that nothing would ever be the same again.
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