
        
            
                
            
        

    
The bass was pounding, the lights were low, and the energy in the room was electric. The bachelorette party was in full swing, a sea of sequins, glitter, and laughter. And there I was, the Dancing Bear, standing in the corner of the room, dressed in my signature fur-lined vest and tight leather pants, waiting for my cue. The bride-to-be, a stunning brunette named Claire, was at the center of it all, her cheeks flushed with champagne and excitement. Her friends were egging her on, chanting my stage name like a battle cry.

“Dancing Bear! Dancing Bear!” they screamed, their voices rising above the music. I flashed them a smirk, the kind that always made the crowd go wild, and stepped onto the small stage that had been set up in the corner of the room. The spotlight hit me, and the room seemed to hold its breath.

“Ladies,” I purred into the mic, my voice low and smooth, “tonight’s about one thing—making sure Claire has a night she’ll never forget.” The crowd erupted into cheers, and Claire’s eyes widened as I locked my gaze on hers. Her lips parted slightly, her breath catching in her throat. She was nervous, I could tell, but there was something else there too—a flicker of curiosity, of desire.

I started slow, letting the music guide me as I moved my hips in time with the beat. My hands trailed down my chest, unbuttoning the vest one button at a time, teasing the crowd. The women screamed, their eyes glued to me, but my focus was entirely on Claire. She was sitting on the edge of the couch, her legs crossed, a glass of champagne dangling precariously from her fingers. Her friends were beside her, their hands on her shoulders, urging her to loosen up.

“Come on, Claire!” one of them shouted. “It’s your night!”

I dropped the vest to the floor, revealing my bare chest, and stepped off the stage, making my way toward her. The crowd parted like the Red Sea, their cheers growing louder with every step I took. I knelt in front of Claire, my eyes never leaving hers, and took the glass from her hand, setting it on the table beside her.

“You’re in control tonight,” I whispered, my voice barely audible over the music. “Tell me what you want.”

She blinked, her lips trembling as she tried to form words. Her friends were screaming now, their voices a cacophony of encouragement and excitement. I could see the conflict in her eyes—the part of her that wanted to stay in her comfort zone, and the part of her that wanted to let go, to embrace the moment.

“I... I don’t know,” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper.

I leaned in closer, my lips brushing against her ear. “Tell me to stop, and I will. But if you want more... just say the word.”

She hesitated for a moment, her breath coming in shallow gasps, before she finally nodded. “More,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

The room exploded into cheers as I stood, taking her hand and pulling her to her feet. Her friends were going wild, their phones out, capturing every moment. I led her to the stage, my hand on the small of her back, guiding her up the steps. She was unsteady on her feet, whether from the champagne or the adrenaline, I couldn’t tell, but she trusted me completely.

I positioned her in the center of the stage, the spotlight bathing her in a soft glow. She was breathtaking, her dress clinging to her curves, her eyes wide with anticipation. I stepped back, giving her a moment to soak it all in, before I began to move again, my body swaying to the rhythm of the music.

The women in the room were going wild, their cheers and screams a constant backdrop to the pounding bass. I reached for Claire’s hand, spinning her around so her back was pressed against my chest. Her breath hitched as my hands slid down her arms, my lips grazing the side of her neck.

“Relax,” I murmured, my voice a soothing balm against her nerves. “Just feel the music.”

She closed her eyes, her head falling back against my shoulder as I guided her hips to move with mine. The room was a blur of lights and sound, but in that moment, it was just the two of us, lost in the rhythm.

My hands wandered lower, tracing the curve of her waist before slipping beneath the hem of her dress. She tensed for a moment, her breath catching, but she didn’t pull away. Her friends were screaming now, their voices a mix of shock and excitement, but Claire’s focus was entirely on me.

“Do you trust me?” I whispered, my lips brushing against her ear.

She nodded, her eyes still closed, her body trembling with anticipation. I let my fingers trail higher, sliding beneath the edge of her panties. Her breath came in shallow gasps as I touched her, my fingers exploring her intimately, slowly at first, teasing her, drawing out every sensation.

“Oh my God,” she moaned, her hips moving instinctively against my hand. Her friends were cheering now, their voices blending with the music, but I kept my focus on Claire, on the way her body responded to my touch.

I increased the pressure, my fingers moving in slow, deliberate circles, drawing out every ounce of pleasure. She was lost in the moment, her body moving with a rhythm all its own, her breath coming in ragged gasps. I could feel her getting closer, her body tensing, her hips grinding against my hand.

“Let go,” I whispered, my lips brushing against her ear. “Just let go.”

And she did. Her body convulsed, her head falling back against my shoulder as she cried out, her voice blending with the music and the cheers of her friends. I held her close, my fingers slowing to a stop as she rode out the waves of pleasure.

Her friends erupted into applause, their cheers filling the room, but Claire was still trembling, her breathing ragged. I turned her to face me, my hands on her shoulders, and looked into her eyes.

“You okay?” I asked, my voice soft.

She nodded, a dazed smile spreading across her face. “That was... incredible,” she whispered.

I flashed her a smirk, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “Just doing my job,” I teased.

Her friends were crowding around us now, their phones out, capturing every moment. Claire was blushing furiously, but there was a newfound confidence in her eyes, a spark that hadn’t been there before.

“You’re a natural,” I said, my voice low. “You sure you’re not the stripper here?”

Claire’s laughter was breathless, her chest rising and falling as she tried to catch her breath. Her friends were still huddled around, their phones out, their voices a cacophony of encouragement and teasing.

“Go on, Claire!” one of them shouted, her voice tinged with excitement.

“Yeah, don’t stop now!” another chimed in, the room buzzing with energy.

I could see the conflict in Claire’s eyes, the pull between her usual reserved self and the wild, untamed version of her that was threatening to break free. She was teetering on the edge, and all it would take was one nudge to push her over.

I leaned in closer, my lips brushing against her ear as I whispered, “You don’t have to stop, you know. You’re in control here. Whatever you want, I’m here to make it happen.”

Her breath hitched, and I could feel the shiver that ran through her body. She bit her lower lip, her eyes darting to her friends before settling back on mine. There was a fire there now, a determination that hadn’t been there before.

“I want...” she started, her voice trembling with a mix of nervousness and desire. “I want you.”

The room erupted in cheers, the noise almost deafening. I could feel the energy in the room shift, the atmosphere becoming charged with anticipation. I gave her a slow, deliberate smile, my eyes locking onto hers.

“Then you’ve got me,” I said, my voice low and husky.

I stepped back, giving her space to make the next move. She hesitated for just a moment before closing the distance between us, her hands trembling as they reached for the waistband of my pants. The room fell silent, the only sound the rapid beating of her heart that I could hear even over the music.

Her fingers fumbled with the button, her inexperience evident, but there was something incredibly sexy about her nervousness. I covered her hands with mine, guiding her as she slowly undid the button and pulled down the zipper.

“You’re doing great,” I murmured, my voice a soothing reassurance.

She looked up at me, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and excitement. “I’ve never... I mean, not in front of...”

“You’re safe with me,” I said, my voice firm. “And you’re in control. You can stop anytime you want.”

She nodded, her hands trembling as she reached into my pants and pulled me out. The room erupted in gasps and cheers, the noise almost overwhelming. I could feel the heat of their gazes on us, but I kept my eyes locked on Claire, watching as she took me in her hand for the first time.

Her touch was tentative at first, her fingers barely brushing against me, but as she got more comfortable, her grip tightened, her strokes becoming more confident. I could feel the pressure building, my body responding to her touch in ways that I hadn’t expected.

“You’re doing amazing,” I murmured, my voice thick with desire.

She looked up at me, her eyes wide with a mix of fear and excitement. “I don’t know what to do next,” she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

I reached down, gently guiding my cock to her lips. “Just take me in your mouth,” I said, my voice low and husky. “You don’t have to do anything fancy. Just take it slow.”

She hesitated for a moment before leaning forward, her lips parting as she took me into her mouth. The sensation was electric, her warmth enveloping me as she began to move. Her pace was slow and unsure at first, but as she got more comfortable, her movements became more confident, her tongue swirling around me in ways that made my knees weak.

I could hear her friends cheering her on, their voices a distant echo as I focused on the woman in front of me. Her eyes were closed, her lashes fluttering against her cheeks as she concentrated on the task at hand. There was something incredibly sexy about her innocence, about the way she was so willing to explore this new side of herself.

“That’s it,” I murmured, my voice thick with desire. “You’re doing so good.”

She moaned around me, the vibration sending shockwaves through my body. I could feel the pressure building, my body responding to her touch in ways that I hadn’t expected. I reached down, gently guiding her head as she took me deeper, her throat muscles relaxing as she swallowed me whole.

The room was a blur of noise and movement, but I kept my focus on Claire, on the way she was giving herself over to the moment. Her hands were gripping my thighs, her nails digging into my skin as she took me deeper, her pace quickening as she lost herself in the sensation.

“Fuck, Claire,” I groaned, my voice low and husky. “You’re incredible.”

She looked up at me, her eyes glazed with desire as she took me in her mouth once more. I could feel the pressure building, my body teetering on the edge as she worked me with a skill that belied her inexperience.

“I’m close,” I warned, my voice ragged with need.

She didn’t stop, her pace quickening as she took me over the edge. I came with a groan, my body shuddering as I emptied myself into her mouth. She swallowed everything, her eyes closing as she savored the taste of me.

When she finally pulled away, her lips were swollen, her eyes glazed with a mix of satisfaction and desire. She looked up at me, a shy smile spreading across her face.

“That was...” she started, her voice trembling.

“Incredible,” I finished for her, my voice low and husky. “You were amazing.”

She blushed, her cheeks turning a deep shade of red as her friends erupted in cheers. I could feel the energy in the room shift, the atmosphere becoming charged with anticipation.

“But you’re not done yet,” one of her friends called out, her voice tinged with excitement.

“Yeah, it’s your turn now, Claire!” another chimed in, the room buzzing with energy.

The room was electric, the air thick with anticipation. Claire’s friends were chanting her name, their voices rising in unison, urging her to take the spotlight. She stood there, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her eyes wide with a mix of excitement and nervousness. The Dancing Bear—me—locked eyes with her, my lips curling into a confident smirk. I could see the hesitation in her gaze, but beneath it, there was a flicker of something else. Curiosity. Desire.

She’s ready, I thought. She’s just waiting for the push.

I took a step closer, my body moving with a fluid grace that had become second nature to me. My voice was low, almost a whisper, but it carried a weight that demanded her attention.

“Claire,” I said, her name rolling off my tongue like a promise. “It’s your turn. Are you ready to let go?”

She bit her lip, her hands fidgeting with the hem of her dress. Her friends were cheering louder now, their encouragement fueling her inner conflict. I could see the moment she made her decision—a subtle shift in her posture, a spark of determination in her eyes. She nodded, almost imperceptibly at first, but then with more conviction.

“Yeah,” she breathed, her voice trembling but resolute. “I’m ready.”

That was all I needed. I reached out, my fingers brushing against her arm as I guided her to the center of the room. Her skin was warm, her pulse quick beneath my touch. I could feel her tremble, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she leaned into me, her body instinctively responding to my presence.

I knelt before her, my hands resting on her hips as I looked up at her. Her dress was short, the fabric clinging to her curves, and I could already feel the heat radiating from her. I slid my hands up her thighs, my fingers skimming the hem of her dress, teasing her with the promise of what was to come. Her breath hitched, her body tensing under my touch.

“Relax,” I murmured, my voice a soothing balm. “Just let me take care of you.”

I could see the uncertainty in her eyes, but she nodded again, her trust in me growing with each passing second. I lifted the hem of her dress, revealing the delicate lace of her underwear. She blushed deeply, her hands instinctively moving to cover herself, but I gently guided them away.

“Don’t be shy,” I said, my tone playful yet reassuring. “You’re beautiful.”

Her friends were egging her on, their voices rising in a chorus of encouragement. Claire glanced at them, her cheeks flushed, but she didn’t stop me. Instead, she took a deep breath, letting her hands fall to her sides as she surrendered to the moment.

I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her underwear, slowly sliding them down her legs. She stepped out of them, her body trembling with anticipation. I could see the glistening evidence of her arousal, the scent of her desire filling the air. My mouth watered at the sight, my own need growing with every passing second.

I leaned in, my breath hot against her skin as I kissed the inside of her thigh. She gasped, her hands gripping my shoulders for support. I continued to kiss and lick my way up her leg, my lips brushing against her sensitive flesh, teasing her with the promise of what was to come.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, her voice barely audible over the cheers of her friends.

I looked up at her, my eyes locking with hers as I finally brought my mouth to her core. She let out a moan, her body arching toward me as I tasted her for the first time. She was sweet, her flavor intoxicating, and I couldn’t get enough. I flicked my tongue against her clit, savoring the way her body responded to my touch.

“Yes,” she gasped, her fingers tangling in my hair. “Don’t stop.”

I had no intention of stopping. I pressed my tongue against her, swirling it in slow, deliberate circles as I slid a finger inside her. She was tight, her walls clenching around me, and I could feel her resistance. She was a virgin, her innocence evident in the way her body reacted to my touch.

“Relax,” I murmured against her, my voice a low rumble. “Let me make you feel good.”

She nodded, her body trembling as she tried to comply. I added a second finger, stretching her gently as I continued to work my tongue against her clit. Her moans grew louder, her hips grinding against my face as she lost herself in the sensations.

“Oh God,” she whimpered, her body tensing. “I’m going to—”

Before she could finish, her body convulsed, her orgasm crashing over her like a wave. She let out a cry, her fingers tightening in my hair as she rode out the pleasure. I didn’t stop, my tongue and fingers working in tandem to prolong her climax.

When she finally came down, her body limp and trembling, I leaned back, a satisfied smile on my face. Her friends were cheering, their phones capturing every moment, but my focus was solely on Claire.

“How was that?” I asked, my voice teasing.

“Incredible,” she breathed, her eyes still glazed with pleasure.

I stood, towering over her as I reached for the waistband of my pants. I slid them down, letting them fall to the floor, and she gasped at the sight of my erection. Her eyes widened, her body instinctively backing away, but I caught her by the waist, pulling her close.

“Are you ready for more?” I asked, my voice a low growl.

She hesitated for a moment, her eyes flickering to her friends, who were egging her on with renewed enthusiasm. Then she nodded, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes.”

I guided her to the edge of the stage, helping her lie down on her back. She was trembling, her body tensing as I positioned myself between her legs. I could feel her resistance, her innocence evident in the way her body reacted to mine, but I didn’t stop. I leaned down, my lips brushing against her ear as I whispered, “Relax, Claire. I’ll make it good for you.”

She nodded, her eyes closing as she tried to relax. I positioned myself at her entrance, my tip pressing against her tight opening. She let out a whimper, her body instinctively trying to pull away, but I held her in place, my grip firm but gentle.

“Ready?” I asked, my voice low and husky.

She nodded, her hands gripping the edge of the stage as she braced herself. I pushed forward, feeling her resistance as her hymen broke. She let out a cry, her body tensing, but I didn’t stop. I pushed forward, sliding into her tight, virgin pussy, inch by inch.

“Oh God,” she whimpered, her body trembling beneath me.

I paused, giving her a moment to adjust to my size. She was so tight, her walls clenching around me, and I had to fight the urge to thrust into her. I leaned down, my lips brushing against her ear as I whispered, “You’re doing so well, Claire. Just relax.”

She nodded, her body slowly relaxing as the initial pain began to subside. I began to move, my hips rocking against hers in slow, deliberate thrusts. Her moans grew louder, her body responding to the pleasure as I filled her completely.

“Yes,” she gasped, her hands gripping my shoulders as I moved inside her.

Her friends were cheering louder now, their voices rising in a chorus of encouragement. I could feel her orgasm building, her body tightening around me as she neared the edge. I thrust harder, my own need growing with each passing second.

“I’m going to—” she gasped, her body tensing.

“Come for me, Claire,” I urged, my voice a low growl.

Her body convulsed, her orgasm crashing over her as I continued to thrust into her. She let out a cry, her nails digging into my shoulders as she rode out the pleasure. I didn’t stop, my hips grinding against hers as I chased my own release.

When I finally came, my body shuddering as I spilled inside her, I could feel her walls clenching around me, milking every last drop. I collapsed on top of her, my breath coming in ragged gasps as we both tried to recover.

“Wow,” she breathed, her voice trembling with the aftermath of her orgasm.

Her friends were cheering, their phones capturing every moment, but my focus was solely on Claire. I leaned down, brushing a strand of hair from her face as I whispered, “You were amazing.”

She smiled, a shy, almost innocent smile, and in that moment, I knew she’d never forget this night. Whether her husband would notice at the wedding... well, that was a problem for tomorrow. For now, Claire was lost in the moment, her body still trembling from the pleasure I’d given her. And as her friends continued to cheer, I couldn’t help but wonder... what kind of trouble we could get into next.
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