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Crashing the Wedding!

Chapter One

I've known Bonnie since we were kids, back when scraped knees and shared secrets were the biggest parts of our days. 

We grew up together in the same small town, always side by side. She was the one who held my hand during my first scary movie, and I was the one who cheered the loudest at her school plays. 

Over the years, our friendship deepened. We shared everything—clothes, dreams, even a few firsts that we never put words to. Like that summer night after high school graduation, when we snuck out to the lake and ended up kissing under the stars. It was quick, fumbling, and we laughed it off the next day. 

But those moments stuck with me, lighting up my thoughts in quiet hours. They made my heart ache in ways I couldn't explain, especially since we've both dated guys and called ourselves straight. 

Now, here we are, on the night before her wedding. Bonnie is going to marry Tom tomorrow, and I'm her maid of honor. 

The thought fills me with pride and a sharp twist of something else—jealousy? Loss? I push it down as I step into her hotel suite. The place is a whirlwind of white lace and scattered flowers. 

Her dress hangs on the closet door like a promise, all silk and elegance. Bonnie looks up from the vanity mirror, her dark hair loose around her shoulders, and smiles that smile that always makes my stomach flip. 

"Jane! You made it," she says, jumping up to hug me. 

Her arms wrap tight, and I breathe in the scent of her vanilla shampoo mixed with the faint rose of her perfume. 

She's wearing a simple tank top and shorts, comfortable for the late hour, but even like this, she looks stunning. Her green eyes sparkle with excitement, and her skin glows under the soft lamp light. 

"Of course I did," I reply, pulling back just enough to look at her. 

"Wouldn't miss helping my best friend get ready for the big day." We both laugh, but there's a catch in my throat. Tomorrow, she'll be someone else's wife. The idea sits heavy in my chest. 

We settle into the routine we've fallen into so many times before. 

I help her sort through the last-minute details—the vows printed on crisp paper, the jewelry laid out on the dresser. As we talk, the conversation flows easy, like always. 

She tells me about the rehearsal dinner, how Tom almost tripped walking down the aisle, and I tease her about it. But underneath, I feel the pull. Every brush of her hand against mine as we pass items back and forth sends a spark through me. 

I catch myself staring at the curve of her neck, the way her lips move when she speaks. 

"You okay, Jane?" she asks suddenly, tilting her head. Her fingers linger on my arm, warm and steady. 

I nod too quickly. 

"Yeah, just... thinking about how fast everything's going. You're really doing this. Getting married." My voice comes out softer than I mean it to. 

Bonnie's expression turns thoughtful. She sets down the necklace she was holding and sits on the edge of the bed, patting the spot next to her. 

I join her, our thighs touching through the thin fabric of our clothes. The room feels smaller now, the air thicker. 

"I know it's a lot," she says quietly. "But Tom's great, you know that. And you're still my number one, always will be." 

She reaches for my hand, lacing our fingers together. Her palm is soft, and I remember how it felt that night by the lake, tentative and full of unspoken questions. 

My heart pounds. "I know. I'm happy for you, Bonnie. Really." But the words taste like a lie. I've loved her for so long, in ways that go beyond friendship. 

Those shared firsts— the kisses we dismissed, the times we'd cuddle too close during sleepovers— they've built up inside me. 

Fantasies of more, of her lips on mine without pulling away, of her body pressed against me in the dark. And now, with tomorrow looming, it all surges to the surface. 

She squeezes my hand. "What's really on your mind? You've been quiet all night." 

I hesitate, searching her face. Her eyes hold mine, open and trusting. 

The suite is silent except for the distant hum of the city outside the window. Moonlight filters through the curtains, casting shadows across the floor. I think about tomorrow— her in that dress, walking away from this moment, from us. 

"It's just..." I start, my voice barely above a whisper. 

"We've been through so much together. And after tomorrow, things change. I don't want to lose what we have." 

Bonnie shifts closer, her shoulder brushing mine. 

"You won't. I promise." But her gaze drops to our joined hands, and I see a flicker there— uncertainty? Something deeper? 

The air between us crackles. I can feel the heat from her body, the rise and fall of her chest matching my own quick breaths. 

Memories flood back: that graduation night, her lips soft and hesitant on mine; the time in college when we got drunk and ended up tangled in her dorm bed, giggling but not stopping when our hands wandered. 

We always stopped short, blamed it on the moment. But tonight, with the weight of forever pressing in, I wonder if we can anymore. 

"Bonnie," I murmur, turning to face her fully. 

Our knees knock together, and she doesn't pull away. Her free hand comes up, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. The touch lingers, her fingertips grazing my cheek. 

"Jane," she whispers back, her voice husky. 

Her eyes search mine, and in that look, I see it—the same fire that's been burning in me. The love that's always been there, waiting. 

My pulse races as I lean in, just a fraction. The space between us shrinks, charged with possibility. 

Tomorrow she'll be a bride, but tonight, she's still mine. Our breaths mingle, and I wait, heart in my throat, for her to close the gap or pull back. The world narrows to this bed, this room, this moment where everything could shift. 

Chapter Two

The moment hangs between us, heavy and electric. Bonnie's eyes lock on mine, wide and searching. 

Her hand still rests on my cheek, thumb brushing my skin in slow circles. I hold my breath, waiting for her to decide. 

Then, she leans in. Her lips meet mine softly at first, like testing the water. It's gentle, familiar from those old memories, but this time there's no laugh to break it. No pulling away. 

I kiss her back, my hand sliding to the back of her neck, fingers tangling in her hair. 

The taste of her—sweet from the wine we shared earlier—floods my senses. Our mouths move together, slow and deep. 

Her tongue slips past my lips, and I meet it with mine, a quiet moan escaping me. 

Heat builds fast, spreading from my chest down to my core. We've kissed before, but never like this. Never with the hunger that's been building for years. 

Bonnie pulls back just enough to look at me, her cheeks flushed. 

"Jane... is this okay?" Her voice is breathy, unsure, but her body presses closer, thigh against thigh on the bed. 

"More than okay," I whisper, my heart slamming in my ribs. 

I cup her face and kiss her again, harder this time. She responds with the same need, her arms wrapping around my waist, pulling me down with her onto the soft mattress. 

We tumble sideways, legs entwining as our bodies fit together like they were made for it. 

Her tank top rides up, and my hand finds the warm skin of her stomach, smooth and soft under my palm. 

We break for air, foreheads touching. 

"I've thought about this," she admits, her fingers tracing my arm. "So many times. But I always stopped myself. Tom... the wedding..." 

"Shh," I say, pressing a kiss to her jaw. 

"Tonight's just us." My lips trail down her neck, feeling her pulse jump under my mouth. 

She arches a little, a soft gasp leaving her. 

I nibble at the spot below her ear, the one I know drives her crazy from all our playful tickle fights back in the day. But now it's different—charged, making her squirm against me. 

Her hands roam too, slipping under my shirt to explore my back. Nails lightly scratch, sending shivers through me. 

We shift, and she's half on top, her weight comforting and exciting. I tug at her tank top, and she lifts her arms, letting me pull it off. 

Her breasts are bare underneath, full and perfect, nipples already hard from the cool air and our heat. I stare for a second, then lean in to kiss her collarbone, working my way down. 

"Jane," she breathes, fingers in my hair. I take one nipple into my mouth, sucking gently. 

She moans louder, hips shifting against my leg. The sound makes my pussy throb, wetness building between my thighs. I've dreamed of this—tasting her, making her feel good like no one else can. 

I switch to the other breast, licking and teasing with my tongue while my hand cups the first, thumb rolling the wet peak. 

Bonnie's breaths come faster, her body writhing under me. "That feels... oh god," she murmurs, head falling back. 

Emboldened, I slide my hand lower, over her shorts to the heat between her legs. 

She doesn't stop me—instead, she pushes into my touch. I rub through the fabric, feeling her grow damper. 

"You want this?" I ask, lifting my head to watch her face. 

"Yes," she says, eyes dark with want. "Please." 

I hook my fingers in her waistband and tug her shorts down, along with her panties. 

She kicks them off, lying bare before me. Her pussy is shaved smooth, lips pink and glistening. 

I swallow hard, desire pooling hot inside me. Kneeling between her legs, I part her thighs gently. She looks nervous but excited, biting her lip. 

"You're beautiful," I tell her, voice thick. 

My fingers trace her inner thigh, inching closer. When I reach her folds, I slide one finger along her slit, coating it in her wetness. She bucks up, a whimper escaping. 

I circle her clit slowly, watching her reactions. Her hips roll with my touch, chasing more. 

"Like that?" I ask, slipping the finger inside her. She's tight and warm, clenching around me. 

"Yes... more," she pants. I add a second finger, pumping in and out while my thumb presses her clit. 

Her moans fill the room, hands gripping the sheets. I lean down, replacing my thumb with my mouth. My tongue flicks over her clit, tasting her salty sweetness. She cries out, legs trembling. 

I lick and suck, fingers curling inside to hit that spot that makes her gasp. Her body tenses, building toward release. 

"Jane... I'm close," she warns, voice breaking. 

"Let go," I murmur against her, not stopping. 

She shatters, pussy pulsing around my fingers, juices flooding my hand. I keep going until she pushes my head away, oversensitive and shaking. 

Bonnie pulls me up, kissing me fiercely. I taste myself on her lips—no, her on mine. 

"Your turn," she says, flipping us so she's on top. Her hands are everywhere, stripping my clothes off with eager tugs. 

Shirt gone, bra unhooked, pants and underwear follow. Naked now, skin to skin, we grind together, slick pussies sliding. 

She kisses down my body, mirroring what I did. Her mouth on my breasts makes me arch, nipples aching under her teeth. 

Then lower, over my stomach, to my thighs. She spreads my legs, diving in without hesitation. Her tongue laps at my pussy, broad strokes that make me see stars. 

"Bonnie... fuck," I groan, hands fisting her hair. 

She sucks my clit, two fingers thrusting deep. It's intense, better than any guy I've been with. 

She knows my body, anticipates every twitch. Pressure builds fast, coiling tight. 

"Come for me," she says, voice muffled. 

I do, exploding with a shout, waves crashing through me. She licks me clean, gentle now, until I'm boneless. 

We collapse together, sweaty and spent, arms wrapped around each other. 

The room smells of us, of sex and love. But as our breathing slows, reality creeps in. Tomorrow's the wedding. This changes everything. 

"What now?" Bonnie whispers, tracing patterns on my chest. 

I kiss her forehead. "We figure it out. But tonight... we have more time." 

She smiles, pulling me closer. The night isn't over yet. 

Chapter Three

We lie there for what feels like hours, bodies tangled in the sheets, the air thick with our mingled scents. 

Bonnie's head rests on my shoulder, her breath warm against my skin. My fingers idly stroke her hair, soft strands slipping through them. 

The hotel room is quiet now, save for the distant hum of the city outside the window. 

Moonlight filters through the curtains, casting soft shadows over her face. 

She's so peaceful like this, lips slightly parted, eyes closed. But I know her mind is racing, just like mine. 

I shift a little, propping myself up on one elbow to look at her. 

"Bonnie?" I whisper, not wanting to break the spell. 

Her eyes flutter open, meeting mine. 

There's a vulnerability there, raw and real. "Yeah?" 

"What are we doing?" The words tumble out before I can stop them. 

My chest tightens with the weight of it all—the wedding dress hanging in the closet, Tom's face flashing in my mind, the life she's about to step into. 

She sighs, rolling onto her side to face me fully. Her hand finds mine under the covers, squeezing. 

"I don't know, Jane. But it feels right. You feel right." Her voice cracks a bit, and she swallows hard. "I've spent so long pretending. With Tom, with everyone. 

Telling myself I'm straight, that what we had was just a phase. But it's not. It's you. It's always been you." 

Tears prick at my eyes, and I blink them back. 

"I love you," I say again, the confession easier now that we've crossed that line. "Not just as a friend. More than that. And seeing you with him tomorrow... it kills me." 

Bonnie's expression softens, and she cups my cheek. 

"I love you too. God, Jane, I do. But the wedding... it's tomorrow. I can't just call it off. Tom's a good guy. Our families... everything's planned." 

The words sting, but I nod, understanding the mess we're in. "Then what? Do we pretend this didn't happen? Go back to being just friends?" 

She shakes her head, pulling me closer until our foreheads touch. 

"No. We can't. Not after this." Her lips brush mine in a soft kiss, lingering. It starts tender, but heat stirs again, familiar and insistent. 

Our mouths open, tongues dancing slow and deep. I taste the salt of her tears mixed with the sweetness of her. 

We kiss like we're memorizing each other, hands exploring with a gentleness we didn't have before. 

Mine traces the curve of her hip, up to her waist, feeling the dip of her spine. 

She shivers, pressing her body flush against mine. 

Breasts to breasts, the friction of our nipples sends sparks through me. My pussy aches, already wet again from the closeness. 

Bonnie breaks the kiss, trailing her lips down my neck. 

She sucks lightly on my pulse point, making me gasp. 

"Let me show you," she murmurs against my skin. "How much I want this. Us." 

She pushes me onto my back, straddling my hips. Her thighs grip me, warm and strong. 

Leaning down, she captures my mouth once more, then moves lower. Kisses pepper my collarbone, my chest. 

She takes her time with my breasts, licking one nipple while pinching the other. I arch up, moaning softly. "Bonnie..." 

Her hand slides between us, fingers finding my folds. I'm slick, ready for her. 

She circles my clit with her thumb, dipping two fingers inside me. Slow thrusts, curling just right. I rock against her hand, pleasure building steady. 

But she doesn't rush. Instead, she kisses her way down my stomach, settling between my legs. 

Her breath fans over my pussy, making me clench in anticipation. 

When her tongue touches me, flat and broad, I cry out. She licks up my slit, savoring every inch. Sucking my clit gently, then harder, her fingers pumping deeper. 

It's intimate, this second time. More connected. 

I watch her, hair falling over her face, eyes locked on mine as she eats me out. 

The sight pushes me closer to the edge. "Don't stop," I beg, hands in her hair. 

She hums against me, the vibration sending me over. 

Orgasm hits like a wave, slower this time, rippling through my body. I tremble, holding her head as I come on her tongue. 

Bonnie crawls back up, kissing me so I taste myself. We roll together, and now it's my turn. 

I want to make her feel cherished, adored. 

Flipping her onto her stomach, I kiss her shoulders, down her back. My hands knead her ass, spreading her cheeks. She tenses a bit, but relaxes when I kiss the small of her back. 

I nudge her legs apart, settling behind her. 

My tongue traces her pussy from behind, lapping at her entrance. She's dripping, arousal coating my chin. 

I slide my fingers in, three this time, stretching her. She pushes back, moaning into the pillow. 

"Jane... yes," she gasps. 

I fuck her with my fingers, steady and deep, while my tongue teases her clit from this angle. Her body quakes, ass grinding against my face. When she comes, it's with a muffled scream, walls squeezing my fingers tight. 

We collapse again, spooning this time. My arm around her waist, her back to my chest. "Whatever happens tomorrow," I whisper, "we'll face it together." 

She nods, lacing her fingers with mine. "Together." 

But as sleep tugs at us, doubt lingers. The sun will rise soon, bringing the day we've both dreaded and desired. What will the morning bring? 


Chapter Four

I blink awake, disoriented for a moment. 

Bonnie's still curled against me, her breathing steady and soft. My arm is numb from holding her all night, but I don't move. 

Last night's memories flood back—the taste of her on my lips, the way her body shuddered under my touch. It wasn't a dream. We really did that. Twice. 

I watch her sleep, tracing the line of her jaw with my eyes. 

She's beautiful, even with her hair messed up and mascara smudged from tears. 

But reality crashes in like a cold wave. Today is her wedding day. Tom's waiting downstairs, probably with coffee and that easy smile of his. 

Our families will arrive soon, filling the hotel with chatter and excitement. And here we are, naked and wrapped around each other. 

Bonnie stirs, her eyes opening slowly. She smiles at me, sleepy and warm, then it fades as she remembers too. 

"Jane..." she whispers, sitting up. The sheet falls away, exposing her breasts, nipples hardening in the cool air. I reach out, brushing a thumb over one, but she catches my hand. "We can't. Not now." 

I nod, though my body protests. We untangle, the bed feeling too big without her pressed close. 

She slips into the bathroom first, the sound of running water a barrier between us. 

I dress quickly—jeans and a simple blouse, nothing fancy yet for the ceremony. My mind races. What do we say to each other? To Tom? Pretend it was a one-time slip? 

When she emerges, wrapped in a robe, her face is composed, but her eyes are red-rimmed. 

She pulls me into a hug, fierce and quick. 

"I don't regret it," she says into my hair. "But I have to go through with this. For now." 

"For now?" Hope flickers in my chest. 

She pulls back, nodding. 

"Yeah. We'll talk after. Figure it out." Her lips brush mine in a chaste kiss, then she's grabbing her phone, checking messages. 

Tom's text lights up the screen: Morning, beautiful. Breakfast in the lobby? 

We head down separately, like nothing happened. 

The lobby buzzes with early risers—wedding guests milling about, laughing over coffee. 

I spot Tom at a table, tall and handsome in his button-down, waving Bonnie over. She glances back at me once, a secret in her eyes, then joins him. He kisses her cheek, and my stomach twists. 

I grab a seat across the room, nursing a black coffee. 

Watching them hurts. Tom's hand on her knee under the table, her forced laugh at his jokes. 

But then her gaze finds mine, and something passes between us—heat, promise, regret. 

My pussy clenches at the memory of her fingers inside me, and I shift in my seat, thighs pressing together. 

The morning drags into preparations. 

Up in the bridal suite, it's chaos. Bonnie's mom fusses over the dress, pinning it just so. 

Bridesmaids chatter, doing hair and makeup. I'm there as maid of honor, helping with the veil, but my hands shake. 

Every time Bonnie and I brush past each other, electricity sparks. Once, in the bathroom, she corners me against the sink. 

"Jane, I can't stop thinking about you," she breathes, her hand on my waist. We're alone for a stolen minute, the door locked. 

I cup her face, kissing her hard. Tongues clash, desperate. 

My fingers dig into her robe—wait, she's in her undergarments now, lace bra and panties. 

I slide a hand down, cupping her ass, pulling her against me. She grinds forward, a soft moan escaping. 

"We shouldn't," I murmur, even as I nip her neck. 

"I know." But her hand slips under my blouse, palming my breast. 

She pinches my nipple through the fabric, making me gasp. 

We're both breathing heavy, arousal building fast. I want to drop to my knees, bury my face in her pussy right here, make her come on my tongue before the world claims her. 

A knock shatters the moment. "Bonnie? You ready?" her sister calls. 

We jump apart, straightening clothes. 

"Coming!" Bonnie calls, voice steady. She looks at me, eyes dark with need. "Later." 

The ceremony looms. 

I stand at the altar with the other bridesmaids, heart pounding as the music starts. 

Bonnie walks down the aisle, radiant in white, arm linked with her dad's. Tom beams at her, oblivious. 

Vows are exchanged—"I do" echoes like a death knell. Rings slide on fingers. The kiss seals it. 

But during the reception, under twinkling lights and flowing champagne, tension simmers. 

Bonnie and Tom dance first, slow and close. I sip my drink at the bar, forcing smiles for guests. Then she breaks away, finds me on the edge of the dance floor. 

"Dance with me?" she asks, holding out her hand. 

I take it, and we're swaying together, bodies inches apart. Her wedding dress whispers against my legs. 

"This is torture," I say low. 

"Tell me about it." Her fingers tighten on my waist. 

The song shifts to something faster, but we stay close, hips brushing. Heat pools between my legs. 

I imagine dragging her to a dark corner, hiking up that dress, fingering her until she soaks my hand. 

Tom interrupts, clapping me on the shoulder. "Mind if I steal her back?" 

I force a grin. "All yours." 

The night wears on—speeches, cake, laughter. 

Bonnie catches my eye across the room, mouthing wait for me. Around midnight, guests thin out. I linger in the hallway outside their suite, nerves frayed. 

The door opens, and she pulls me inside. 

Tom's already half-asleep on the bed, tux rumpled, snoring softly from champagne. 

"He passed out," she whispers, a mix of relief and guilt on her face. 

We don't waste time. She pushes me against the wall, kissing me fiercely. 

Hands roam—mine under her dress, finding her panties damp. 

I rub her through the lace, feeling her clit swell. She whimpers, grinding down. 

"Shh," I say, but I'm just as desperate. I drop to my knees, bunching the fabric up. 

Pulling her panties aside, I lick her pussy, tongue delving into her folds. 

She's tangy, aroused, her thighs trembling around my head. I suck her clit, fingers plunging in—two, then three—fucking her steady while she bites her lip to stay quiet. 

Her hands fist my hair, hips bucking. 

"Jane... oh god..." She comes fast, juices flooding my mouth. I lap it up, not stopping until she's shaking. 

She hauls me up, kissing me deep, tasting herself. 

We stumble to the bathroom, locking the door. 

There, she strips me, then herself—dress pooling at her feet, leaving her in just the garter and stockings. She bends me over the sink, spreading my legs. 

Her fingers find my ass first, teasing the hole, then sliding down to my pussy. 

She thrusts in, hard and deep, thumb circling my clit. I brace against the mirror, watching us—her focused, me flushed and moaning low. 

"Come for me," she demands, and I do, clenching around her fingers, waves crashing through me. 

We clean up quick, stealing back to the bedroom. 

She slips under the covers with Tom, but reaches for my hand across the space. 

I curl on the couch, exhausted but alive with possibility. 

Tomorrow, the honeymoon. But tonight, she's mine in secret. And maybe, just maybe, that's the start of something more. 

Chapter Five

The days after the wedding blur into a haze of postcards and silence. 

Bonnie and Tom jet off to Hawaii for their honeymoon, leaving me behind in the empty apartment we once shared. 

I scroll through her Instagram—sun-kissed beaches, Tom's arm around her waist, her smile wide but not quite reaching her eyes. 

Each photo stabs at me, a reminder of the secrets we buried under white lace and vows. 

I throw myself into work, but my mind wanders. 

Nights are the worst. Alone in bed, I touch myself thinking of her—her tongue on my clit, fingers curling inside me, the way she gasped my name. 

I come hard, but it's hollow without her. Texts come sporadically: Miss you already. 

Beach is nice, but not like home. I reply with emojis, keeping it light, but my heart aches. 

A week in, she calls late one night. Tom's snoring in the background, muffled by the ocean waves crashing outside their villa. 

"Jane," she whispers, voice thick with longing. "I can't stop replaying it. Every time he touches me, I wish it was you." 

My breath catches. "Tell me what you want." 

She hesitates, then: "Your mouth on me. Sucking my pussy until I scream. God, I need you here." 

I slip a hand between my legs, rubbing slow circles over my clit. 

"I'm touching myself now, Bonnie. Imagining your thighs around my head, your juices on my chin." 

Her breathing quickens. "Fuck, Jane. Finger yourself. Pretend it's me inside you." 

I do, sliding two fingers into my wet pussy, thrusting deep. 

We talk dirty, voices low—her describing how she'd pin me down, lick my ass while fingering my hole; me telling her I'd eat her out for hours, make her squirt all over the sheets. 

She comes first, a stifled moan into the phone, and it pushes me over, my body arching as orgasm rips through. 

"We have to see each other soon," she says after, both of us panting. "I love Tom, but this... us... it's real." 

They return tanned and tired, the airport reunion a blur of hugs from family. 

I wait in the wings, heart pounding. That night, Bonnie texts: Come over. Tom's got a work thing tomorrow morning. 

I arrive at dawn, slipping through the back door like a thief. 

She's in the kitchen, robe loose, coffee steaming. 

We don't speak—just crash together, mouths hungry. I back her against the counter, hands shoving the robe open. Her nipples peak under my palms as I squeeze her tits, rolling the hard buds between fingers. 

"Missed this," I murmur, dropping to suck one into my mouth, teeth grazing. 

She arches, fingers in my hair. "More. Please." 

I trail kisses down her stomach, kneeling. 

Spreading her legs, I bury my face in her pussy—already slick, folds parting for my tongue. 

I lick broad strokes, savoring her taste, then focus on her clit, flicking fast. She grinds against me, hips rolling, one hand bracing the counter. 

"Jane... yes... right there." Her voice breaks as I slide fingers in, pumping while sucking harder. 

She floods my mouth, coming with a shudder, thighs clamping my head. 

She pulls me up, kissing me fierce, then spins me around. 

Bends me over the island, yanking my pants down. Cool air hits my ass, then her hand—slapping lightly, making me yelp. 

"You like that?" she asks, voice husky. 

"Yes. Harder." 

Another smack, then her fingers tease my pussy from behind, dipping in shallow. I push back, wanting more. 

She obliges, thrusting three fingers deep, thumb pressing my clit. 

The angle hits my g-spot perfect, building pressure fast. I brace on elbows, moaning as she fucks me steady, her free hand reaching around to pinch my nipple. 

"Come on my hand," she growls, and I shatter, pussy clenching, juices dripping down my thighs. 

We collapse together on the floor, laughing softly, bodies slick with sweat. 

But reality creeps in—Tom's keys in the bowl by the door, photos of their trip on the fridge. 

"What are we doing?" I ask, tracing her collarbone where a faint hickey hides. 

She sighs, pulling me close. 

"Falling in love, I think. But I need time. To tell him, maybe. Or figure out how to have both." 

"Both?" 

"You and him. Or just you. I don't know yet." Her eyes search mine, vulnerable. "Stay tonight?" 

I nod, and we sneak upstairs. 

Tom won't be back till noon. In her bed—their bed—I strip her slow, exploring every inch. I kiss her neck, suck marks on her inner thighs, then settle between her legs again. 

This time, slower—tongue lazy on her clit, fingers gentle inside, drawing out her pleasure. 

She writhes, whispering endearments, coming soft and long. 

She returns the favor, pushing me back, head between my legs. 

Her mouth works magic—sucking my pussy lips, tongue probing deep, then latching on my clit. 

Fingers curl in me, hitting that spot, and I buck, hands fisting sheets. Orgasm builds like a wave, crashing as I cry out her name. 

We doze tangled, but wake to alarms. She dresses for work, kisses me goodbye at the door. 

"Soon," she promises. "We'll make this work." 

Days turn to weeks. 

Stolen moments pile up—quick fucks in her car after lunch, her hand down my pants while I drive; me sneaking into their shower, soaping her body, fingers in her ass as water pours. 

Each time, the pull strengthens, emotions bubbling over. 

One evening, over wine at my place, she breaks. 

"I told Tom about us. Not everything, but enough. He was hurt, but... open. Threesome idea floated, but I said no. I want you, Jane. Just us." 

My heart soars. "Divorce?" 

"Maybe. Or separate. But you're my future." 

We make love then, tender and fierce. 

On the couch, she straddles me, grinding her pussy on my thigh while I suck her tits. 

Then I lay her back, eating her out slow, fingers in both holes—pussy and ass—until she screams my name. She flips me, tribbing hard, clits rubbing, slick skin slapping. We come together, bodies locked, souls entwining. 

Months slip by like sand through fingers, each day weaving our lives tighter. 

Bonnie files for divorce, the papers a quiet storm that Tom accepts with grace—hurt eyes, but no fight. 

He moves out, leaving echoes in the house we once filled with laughter and lies. Now, it's just us, packing boxes side by side, her hand brushing mine as we fold clothes, sparks igniting even in mundane tasks. 

We tell our friends over a casual dinner, words tumbling out simple and true. 

"Bonnie and I... we're together. For real." Gasps turn to hugs, questions to toasts. 

No one judges; our bond was always visible, just unnamed. The relief floods her face, and that night, back home, we celebrate. 

She pushes me against the living room wall, lips crashing into mine, tongues dancing fierce. 

Hands roam urgent—mine under her shirt, cupping her breasts, thumbs circling stiff nipples until she moans into my mouth. 

She yanks my jeans open, fingers diving straight to my core, stroking my wet folds. 

"You're soaked already," she breathes, slipping one finger inside, then two, pumping slow to tease. 

I gasp, hips bucking. 

"For you. Always." My hand mirrors hers, unzipping her skirt, palm pressing her mound through panties. I rub firm, feeling heat build, then push the fabric aside to plunge digits into her tight heat. 

We finger each other standing, walls shaking with our rhythm—thrusts matching, breaths syncing. 

She curls her fingers, hitting that deep spot, and I cry out, walls clenching. Pleasure coils tight; we shatter together, juices coating hands, bodies trembling in release. 

But it's not enough. We stumble to the bedroom, shedding clothes like old skins. 

Naked, we collapse on the bed, her on top, straddling my face. I grip her hips, pulling her down, mouth latching onto her pussy. 

Tongue delves deep, lapping her inner walls, then swirls her clit—sucking, flicking, relentless. She rocks, grinding hard, her arousal dripping onto my lips. 

"Eat me, Jane. Make me come on your tongue." Her voice raw, hands pinching her own nipples. 

I do, adding fingers to stretch her, thrusting while my mouth devours. 

She tenses, then floods me, orgasm pulsing as she screams, thighs quivering around my ears. 

She slides down, kissing me to taste herself, then flips us. 

Now she's between my legs, spreading them wide. Her tongue traces my slit, teasing entrance before plunging in, fucking me with it. 

Fingers join, three now, filling me full, scissoring to stretch. She sucks my clit hard, teeth grazing light, and I arch, toes curling. 

"Bonnie... oh god, don't stop." Waves build fast; I come explosively, pussy spasming, squirting a little onto her chin. 

We lie spent, but hunger lingers. 

She grabs the strap-on from the drawer—our new toy, thick and veined. 

I watch her buckle it on, cock jutting proud. On all fours, I present myself, ass up. She kneels behind, rubbing the tip along my slit, coating it in my wetness. 

"Ready?" she asks, voice husky. 

"Fuck me. Hard." 

She thrusts in, burying deep in one go. I moan, pushing back as she sets a pounding pace—hips slapping mine, the dildo hitting every nerve. 

Her hands grip my waist, pulling me onto her with each drive. I reach under, rubbing my clit, the dual sensation overwhelming. 

She leans over, one hand sliding to my breast, twisting the nipple. "You feel so good around me. My love." 

Words tip me over; I climax again, screaming, body shaking. 

She keeps going, drawing it out, then pulls out, flipping me to my back. 

Straddles my hips, guiding the strap into her own pussy while facing me. She rides, bouncing, tits jiggling. I thrust up, hands on her ass, helping her grind. 

"Watch me fuck myself on you," she pants, eyes locked on mine. 

The sight—her face contorted in bliss, pussy swallowing the toy—sends me spiraling. 

She comes undone, head thrown back, walls milking the silicone as she floods. 

Exhausted, we untangle, strap discarded. Curled together, skin sticky, hearts pounding in unison. 

"This is it," she whispers, tracing my jaw. "You and me. No more hiding." 

I kiss her soft, emotions swelling. 

From that first night before her wedding—nerves and need exploding into passion—we've journeyed far. Best friends to lovers, straight lines bending into curves of desire. 

The emotional pull, that first-time wonder of her touch, her taste, evolved into this: deep, unbreakable love. 

We build a life—mornings waking to lazy fingering under sheets, evenings of slow, sensual tribbing, clits grinding until we both peak. 

Vacations just us, beaches where we make love under stars, her head between my thighs as waves crash. Friends become family, supporting our truth. 

Years later, at our commitment ceremony—simple, intimate—she vows eternal. 

"You were my first, my everything." Under the arch, surrounded by love, we seal it with a kiss that promises forever. 

In bed that night, we explore anew. 

She ties my wrists to the headboard, teasing with feathers, then ice on my nipples, making them peak harder. Her mouth follows, sucking until I beg. 

She straddles my face again, but this time rides slow, drawing out my licks, my sucks, until she's dripping and desperate. 

Then she unties me, and I return it—binding her, trailing bites down her body, nipping her inner thighs before diving in. 

Tongue and fingers worship her ass and pussy, alternating, until she writhes, begging for release. 

I grant it, making her come twice—once from anal play, fingers deep in her back hole while thumbing her clit; once from a full-body grind, our pussies sliding slick together. 

As we drift to sleep, bodies entwined, I know: this flame, born from forbidden sparks, burns eternal. 

Our story, from hesitation to wholeness, a testament to love's many faces. 
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