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The apartment smelled of lemon cleaner and the promise of something else. My hands had just finished wiping down the kitchen counter when I heard his key in the lock. Right on time. The familiar sound of his briefcase dropping by the door, the soft sigh he always made when he finally came home—these were the rhythms of our life.

Jared stepped into the living room, but he wasn’t moving with his usual end-of-day weariness. His dark eyes blazed with a light I hadn’t seen in months. A smile played on his lips, wide and uncontained.

“Lucia,” he said, my name sounding like a secret on his tongue.

“What is it?” I asked, already feeling a thrill in my stomach.

He crossed the space in three long strides, his hands coming up to cup my face. “They gave it to me. The regional manager position. It’s mine.”

The news hit me like a warm wave. A laugh bubbled out of me, pure and bright. “Jared! That’s incredible!” My arms flew around his neck, and I pulled him into a kiss.

It wasn’t the quick peck of greeting. This was different. My lips pressed against his, insistent, celebratory. He met me with equal hunger, his mouth opening under mine. The taste of him—coffee and the faint, familiar mint of his toothpaste—flooded my senses. His hands slid from my face down my back, pressing me hard against his chest. I could feel the rapid beat of his heart through his crisp white shirt.

I broke the kiss, breathing hard. “We have to celebrate,” I whispered, my voice husky.

His dark eyes held mine, understanding flashing in them. I took his hand, my fingers lacing with his, and led him away from the tidy living room, down the short hallway to our bedroom. The afternoon sun cut through the blinds, painting stripes of gold across our rumpled bedspread.

Once inside, I turned to face him. My fingers went to the knot of his tie, loosening it, then to the buttons of his shirt. I worked slowly, my gaze locked on his. Each button gave way, revealing more of his chest. I pushed the fabric off his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor.

My hands went next to his belt. The leather slid free with a soft hiss. The button of his trousers, the zipper. I reached inside, my knuckles brushing against the heat of him through his briefs. A sharp inhale from him. I wrapped my fingers around his length, already firm and eager, and drew him out.

I dropped to my knees on the carpet.

Looking up at him, I saw his jaw tighten. I leaned forward, letting my breath ghost over the sensitive tip before I took him into my mouth. Slow at first. Just the head, my tongue tracing the ridge. His fingers tangled in my dark hair, not pushing, just holding.

I took more of him, my lips stretching, my head beginning to move in a steady rhythm. The salty, musky taste of him filled my mouth. I hollowed my cheeks, listening to the low groans building in his chest. His hips gave a tiny, involuntary thrust. I welcomed it, taking him deeper, until my nose pressed against the coarse hair at his base. My own pulse hammered between my legs, a frantic, answering beat.

He pulled me up, his movements rough with need. “My turn,” he growled, his voice thick.

His hands found the hem of my sundress. In one fluid motion, he pulled it up and over my head, leaving me in only my bra and plain cotton panties. His hands went to the clasp at my back, fumbling for a second before it gave way. The straps slid down my arms, and he tossed it aside.

Then his mouth was on me. Not on my lips, but on my neck, my collarbone, the curve of my breast. His tongue circled my nipple, then drew it deep into the warmth of his mouth. A jolt of pure electricity shot straight to my core. I cried out, my knees going weak.

He guided me backward until my legs hit the edge of the mattress. His thumbs hooked into the waistband of my panties and dragged them down. Cool air brushed my skin, followed immediately by the heat of his body as he pushed me down onto the bed.

He didn’t wait. He moved between my thighs, his shoulders pushing my legs wider apart. The first swipe of his tongue up my center made my back arch off the bed. Oh god. He was thorough, relentless. His tongue traced circles around my clit, then flicked over it with a precision that stole my breath. One of his hands came up to cup me, his thumb taking over the rhythm his mouth had set. The other hand slid two fingers inside me, curling upward.

Pleasure coiled tight in my belly, a spring wound to its limit. Sounds fell from my lips—gasps, whimpers, his name choked out in a sob. The pressure built, shimmering and hot, until it shattered. My climax ripped through me, a silent scream tearing from my throat as my body shook under his mouth.

Before the last tremor had even faded, he was moving. He rose above me, his body a shadow blocking the sun. He was naked now, his erection jutting hard against my thigh. He positioned himself, the blunt head of him pressing against my entrance.

He pushed inside.

A deep, filling stretch. I gasped, my inner muscles clamping around him, adjusting to the sudden, perfect fullness. He stilled for a heartbeat, his forehead dropping to mine. Our breaths mingled.

Then he began to move.

His thrusts started deep and measured, but the rhythm quickly fractured into something harder, more desperate. Each drive of his hips rocked me up the bed. The wooden headboard tapped a steady, accelerating rhythm against the wall. My hands scrabbled at his back, my nails digging into the sweat-slick muscles.

“Harder,” I pleaded, the word a raw scrape in my throat.

He obeyed, his pace becoming punishing, magnificent. My legs locked around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back, pulling him deeper with every plunge. The world narrowed to the slap of skin, the choked sounds of our breathing, the blinding point of friction where our bodies joined.

“I want…” I panted, “I want to turn over.”

He pulled out, the sudden emptiness a shock. I rolled onto my hands and knees, the sheets rough against my palms. He knelt behind me, his hands gripping my hips. He entered me again, and this angle was deeper, so much deeper. He filled me completely, each thrust a direct claim.

His rhythm was a hammer now, relentless and perfect. One of his hands left my hip and snaked around my front, his fingers finding my clit again. The dual assault was too much. A second climax, sharper than the first, tore through me without warning. I cried out, my vision blanking, my body clenching around him in violent pulses.

That was all it took. With a ragged shout, he drove into me one final, searing time. I felt the hot rush of his release deep inside, the throbbing pulse of him as he emptied himself. He collapsed forward, his chest plastered to my sweat-damp back, his weight pressing me into the mattress.

We stayed like that for long minutes, just breathing. The air smelled of sex and us. Slowly, he rolled to the side, pulling me with him, spooning me against his chest. His arm was a heavy, comforting weight around my waist.

His lips brushed my shoulder. “You know what this means?” he murmured, his voice drowsy with satisfaction.

“Hmm?”

“We can finally move. Get out of this apartment.” His fingers traced idle patterns on my stomach. “I was thinking… Freedom Point.”

My eyes, which had been drifting shut, snapped open. Freedom Point. The gated community with the big houses and perfect lawns we sometimes drove past on Sundays, just to look. A real house. A neighborhood with trees.

A slow, wide smile spread across my face. I shifted in his arms to look at him. “Freedom Point? Really?”

“Really.” He kissed my temple. “We can afford it now. A fresh start. Something… better.”

Excitement, sharp and sweet, mixed with the lingering haze of pleasure in my veins. A big house. A nice neighborhood. Everything we’d talked about in late-night whispers. I nestled back against him, my mind already painting pictures of bay windows and a backyard.
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Two months later, I was surrounded by paint fumes, cardboard dust, and the glorious, heavy smell of new carpet. Our new home in Freedom Point was a maze of unpacked boxes, but the afternoon sun streaming through the massive kitchen windows made everything gleam with promise. I was elbow-deep in a crate of glassware, carefully unwrapping a set of tumblers, when his warmth settled against my back.

His hands, broad and familiar, settled on my hips. I felt his lips, soft and insistent, press against the curve of my neck, right below my ear. A shiver, sweet and sharp, ran straight down my spine.

“Jared,” I murmured, my fingers pausing on the newsprint. “The dishes…”

He hummed against my skin, the vibration sinking deep. “Can wait.” His mouth trailed lower, teeth grazing the sensitive cord of my shoulder. My head tilted to the side, giving him more access even as I protested.

“We have so much to do… the living room is a disaster…”

His hands slid up my sides, over the thin cotton of my t-shirt, finding the swell of my breasts. His thumbs brushed over my nipples, already hardening into tight peaks. A soft gasp escaped me.

“This is more important,” he whispered, his voice a low rumble in my ear. His fingers pushed the fabric up, baring my stomach to the cool, conditioned air. “Celebrating our new house.”

The logic was flimsy, but my resistance was crumbling. The feel of his hands on me, the solid wall of his chest against my back—it scattered all my thoughts of chores. I turned in his arms.

His mouth found mine, hungry and sure. This kiss wasn't frantic and rushed. It was a slow, deep claiming of our new space. My hands came up to tangle in his dark hair, pulling him closer. The taste of him, of us, was home.

He broke the kiss, his dark eyes holding mine as his hands went to the hem of my shirt. I lifted my arms, letting him pull it up and over my head. My bra followed, tossed onto a nearby box marked ‘KITCHEN – MISC.’ His gaze traveled over me, hot and appreciative, there in the stark, modern kitchen.

“Up,” he said, his voice rough.

He took my waist and lifted me as if I weighed nothing, seating me on the cold, polished granite of the kitchen island. The surface was a shock against my bare thighs. He stepped between my legs, pushing them wider with his hips. The look in his eyes was pure, focused intent.

He knelt, pulling my panties down, casting them aside.

The first touch of his mouth was a soft, closed-mouth kiss high on my inner thigh. Then another, lower. His breath was warm. Anticipation coiled, tight and hot, in my belly. When his tongue finally licked a long, slow stripe up my center, my whole body jolted. My hands flew back, bracing against the cool granite.

“Jared.”

He didn’t answer with words. He answered with his mouth. His tongue delved into me, tasting, exploring, before focusing on the aching bud of my clit. He sucked, gently at first, then with more pressure. His hands held my hips down, anchoring me as my back began to arch. Sounds poured out of me—moans, whimpers, short, sharp cries that echoed in the empty, high-ceilinged room.

He was relentless. His tongue flicked and circled, his lips drawing on me. One of his hands slid from my hip, a single finger tracing my opening before pushing slowly inside. The fullness, combined with the exquisite torture of his mouth, sent sparks shooting behind my eyelids. My hips started to move of their own accord, rocking against his face, seeking more friction, more depth.

The climax built fast, a tight, screaming tension in every muscle. It broke over me suddenly, a wave of pure, blinding heat. I cried out, my thighs trembling against his shoulders, my fingers clawing at the smooth stone.

Before I could even catch my breath, he was standing. He fumbled with his jeans, pushing them and his boxers down just enough to free himself. He was fully hard, the length of him jutting forward. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide with need.

He moved closer, the head of his cock nudging against me, slick with my arousal. He pushed inside with one smooth, deep stroke. I gasped at the sudden, perfect stretch, my inner muscles fluttering around him. He filled me completely.

He set a fierce, driving pace right from the start. Each thrust rocked my body forward on the counter. My heels dug into the small of his back, pulling him deeper. The slap of skin, his ragged groans, my own desperate pants—they were the only sounds in our new house.

“Harder,” I breathed, the word barely audible.

He obeyed, his grip on my hips tightening, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper. The granite was cold and unyielding beneath me, a stark contrast to the burning heat building inside. It was too much, not enough. I needed more.

“Wait,” I panted, pushing against his chest.

He stilled, a question in his eyes, his body taut with strain.

“I wanna feel you inside me…” I slid off the counter, my legs shaky. I turned, bending over the cool surface, my palms flat on the stone. I looked back at him over my shoulder, an invitation.

A low groan tore from his throat. His hands settled on my hips again, possessive and strong. He entered me from behind, and the angle was different, deeper, more intense. He hit a spot inside me that made stars burst in my vision.

He fucked me like that, hard and fast, the kitchen filled with the sounds of our coupling. One of his hands slid from my hip, around my front, his fingers finding my clit again, still sensitive and swollen. The dual sensation was overwhelming.

Then his other hand moved. His fingers, slick from my body, traced lower, circling the tight furl of my ass. The touch was a shock, a bolt of something new and forbidden. My breath caught.

He pressed a single finger against the opening, a gentle, insistent pressure. My body tensed for a second, then, driven by a deep, curious hunger, relaxed. He pushed inside, just to the first knuckle.

A broken moan fell from my lips. The feeling was incredible—full, stretching, so intimate it stole my breath. He worked his finger slowly in and out, matching the rhythm of his thrusts.

“You like that?” he growled, his voice strained.

I could only nod, my cheek pressed against the cold counter.

He withdrew his finger. I felt the blunt, wet head of his cock nudge there instead. He paused, a question in the stillness.

“Yes,” I whispered, the word raw. “Please.”

He pushed, slowly, an inexorable pressure that burned and stretched in the most exquisite way. I cried out, my fingers curling against the granite. He stilled, letting me adjust, his body trembling with the effort. Then he began to move.

It was a deeper, more primal claiming. Each thrust sent jolts of intense, shocking pleasure through me. The feeling of being so completely filled, so utterly taken, unraveled me. My second climax crashed over me without warning, a violent, convulsing wave that ripped a scream from my throat. My muscles clenched around him, gripping him tight, milking him.

That was all it took. With a guttural shout, he drove into me one last, deep time, his body shuddering as he emptied himself inside me. The hot pulse of his release was a final, perfect shock.

We stayed like that, bent over the kitchen island, both of us panting, trembling, connected. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat.

A sharp, loud knock at the front door shattered the silence.

We both froze.

Another knock, firm and impatient.

“Shit,” Jared breathed, pulling out of me carefully. A sudden, empty chill followed. We scrambled, grabbing our clothing. I yanked my panties and jeans up, my fingers fumbling with the button. Jared pulled up his boxers and jeans, zipping them just as a third knock sounded.

He shot me a wide-eyed look, running a hand through his disheveled hair. I smoothed my own hair, took a deep, steadying breath, and followed him to the grand front door.

Jared opened it.

The man on our porch was… striking. He looked to be in his late thirties, with sun-streaked brown hair and a smile that was almost too white. He wore a polo shirt that strained slightly across a chest and shoulders that spoke of serious time in a gym. His posture was relaxed, confident.

“Hey there,” he said, his voice warm and friendly. “Saw the moving truck earlier. Welcome to the neighborhood. I’m Alex.” He extended a hand. “Head of the homeowner’s association. Just wanted to introduce myself and drop off the welcome packet.”

Jared, recovering his composure, shook his hand. “Jared. This is my wife, Lucia.”

Alex’s gaze shifted to me. His eyes, a bright, clever blue, swept over me, and I was suddenly, acutely aware of my flushed skin, my probably swollen lips, the fact that I wasn’t wearing a bra under my t-shirt.

“Lucia,” he said, my name sounding smooth on his tongue. “A pleasure. Can I come in for a minute? I won’t take up much of your time.”
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Alex’s smile stayed fixed, but something in his blue eyes shifted, turning cooler, more assessing. “Mind if I come in? The community rules are… detailed.”

Jared glanced at me, a silent question. I gave a small nod, my heart still thumping from our interrupted celebration. “Sure, come in,” Jared said, stepping back.

Alex moved past us into the foyer, his gaze sweeping over the stacked boxes, the bare walls. He carried a leather-bound folio. “Beautiful place. You’ll love it here.” He turned to face us, the casual friendliness now layered with a strange formality. “I’ll cut to the chase. Part of my job as HOA head is to ensure all new residents understand the full scope of our community rules. The ones that aren’t in the public brochures.”

My stomach gave a faint, uneasy twist. “Landscaping rules? Paint colors?”

Alex chuckled, a low, smooth sound. “Something like that.” He opened the folio, but didn’t look down. His eyes pinned Jared first. “Freedom Point was founded on principles of… openness. Of shared abundance. The men here have worked hard to create a paradise. And in paradise, the fruits are for everyone to enjoy.”

The words hung in the air, dense and strange. Jared’s brow furrowed. “I’m not following.”

Alex’s gaze slid to me, a slow, deliberate track from my face down to my bare feet and back up. “The rules state that the women of Freedom Point are a communal resource. Any man may, at any time, exercise free use of any woman’s body. For his pleasure.”

The silence that followed was absolute. The hum of the refrigerator seemed to stop. I stared at him, my brain scrambling to parse the sentence. Free use. Communal resource. It was like he’d spoken in a foreign language.

I looked at Jared. His face had gone slack, the color draining from his cheeks. “What did you just say?”

“It’s the cornerstone of our community harmony,” Alex continued, as if discussing trash collection days. “Prevents jealousy. Fosters trust. Ensures everyone… gets their needs met.”

“No.” The word burst from Jared, sharp and final. He stepped forward, putting himself slightly between me and Alex. “That’s insane. No other man is touching my wife.”

Alex didn’t flinch. He simply tilted his head. “Of course, the privilege is reciprocal. You’ll have the same access. To any woman here. My wife, Melissa, for example. Or the redhead three houses down. Or the blonde yoga instructor at the clubhouse. All of them. Any time.”

I saw it happen. A flicker in Jared’s dark eyes. A tiny, almost imperceptible hesitation where there had been only outrage. His gaze flickered to me, then away, back to Alex.

“We’re leaving,” Jared declared, but his voice had lost its edge. “We’ll sell. We’re not doing this.”

“Sell?” Alex’s smile turned pitying. “The market’s slow. The closing costs alone on this place… and you’ve just left your apartment, taken the loan…” He let the financial reality hang in the air, a tangible weight. “Moving again would be… difficult. Possibly ruinous.”

Jared’s jaw worked. He was trapped, and we both knew it. Every dollar we had was in this house. The promotion, the dream—it was all tied up in these empty rooms and unpacked boxes.

Jared turned to me. His eyes were wide, conflicted. “Lucia…”

My pulse was a frantic drum in my ears. This couldn’t be real. But Alex stood there, calm and certain, and the granite of the kitchen island felt suddenly very cold in my memory.

“Maybe…” Jared began, his voice low, meant only for me. “Maybe we just… hear him out. See what it’s really about. We can always leave if… if it’s not for us.”

A cold trickle of betrayal seeped through my shock. He was considering it. Because of the house. Because of the money. Because Alex had dangled a forbidden fantasy in front of him.

My own thoughts were a chaotic storm. Fear. Outrage. And beneath it, a treacherous, whispering curiosity. Any man. Alex was handsome. Confident. His polo shirt stretched over a chest that promised strength.

Before I could speak, the front door, which Jared hadn’t fully closed, opened wider.

A woman stepped inside. She was breathtaking. Long, honey-blonde hair, full lips, and curves that her simple sundress did nothing to hide. Her breasts were large, their shape clear against the soft fabric. She had the same relaxed confidence as Alex.

“There you are, honey,” she said, her voice a melodic lilt. She smiled at us. “You must be the new neighbors.” She held up a plate of cookies, then her eyes—a warm brown—took us in. “I brought some cookies. Fresh baked. Hope you like macadamia nuts.”

“Perfect timing, Mel,” Alex said, his demeanor shifting back to easy warmth. “Jared, Lucia, this is my wife, Melissa.”

Melissa’s smile was genuine, welcoming. “So happy to meet you both.” She looked at Jared, her gaze appreciative in a way that made my skin prickle. Then she looked at me, and her smile softened. “Welcome to Freedom Point.”

Alex moved to her side, slipping an arm around her waist. “We were just explaining the community guidelines.”

Melissa’s expression didn’t change. She just nodded, as if he’d mentioned the pool hours. “Ah.”

“I thought,” Alex said, his eyes glinting, “now would be an ideal time for a demonstration. To clear up any… ambiguity.”

Melissa turned her face up to his. “Of course, darling.” There was no hesitation. No surprise.

Alex looked at Jared. “Jared. Melissa is available to you. Right now.”

Jared froze. His eyes shot to Melissa, then to me, a silent plea for… what? Permission? Understanding?

My throat tightened. Jealousy, hot and acidic, burned through my veins. She’s going to touch him.

“Melissa,” Alex said, his tone gentle but firm. “Why don’t you show Jared our hospitality?”

Melissa stepped forward, placing the plate of cookies on a box. She walked up to Jared, who stood rooted to the spot. She looked up at him, her smile turning intimate. Then, without a word, she sank gracefully to her knees on our bare foyer floor.

My breath stopped. I watched, paralyzed, as her slender hands went to the button of Jared’s jeans. He made a small, choked sound but didn’t move. He didn’t push her away. The zipper slid down, a harsh rasp in the quiet.

She reached in, her movements practiced, and drew him out. He was half-hard, but her touch, the shocking reality of it, made him swell rapidly in her hand. She leaned forward, and her lips, those full, pink lips, closed over the head of his cock.

A soft, helpless groan escaped Jared. His eyes screwed shut. His hands clenched into fists at his sides.

The sight was a physical blow. A white-hot spike of possessive anger. That’s my husband. My place.

Then Alex’s presence shifted beside me. I turned my head. He had unbuttoned his own khakis. He freed himself, and my eyes widened. He was thick, impressively long, already fully erect. He met my gaze, a challenge and an invitation in one.

Jared is letting her. He’s enjoying it. The thought was a clear, cold knife slicing through my hesitation. If he could take this… so could I. A reckless, defiant heat surged up to meet the jealousy. I wouldn’t be the only one left on the sidelines.

I dropped to my knees, mirroring Melissa. The hardwood was hard against my kneecaps. I didn’t look at Jared. I focused on Alex, on the thick vein running along the shaft, on the smooth, broad head. The musky, clean scent of him filled my senses.

I opened my mouth and took him in.

He was bigger than I expected, stretching my lips wide. I managed the first few inches, my tongue pressing flat against the underside. A low, approving hum came from above me. “That’s it, Lucia.”

I pushed further, my throat convulsing as the head bumped the back of my mouth. I gagged, tears springing to my eyes. I pulled back, gasping, a string of saliva connecting my lip to his glistening skin.

“Easy,” Alex murmured, his hand coming to rest lightly on the back of my head. “Just relax your throat.”

I glanced sideways. Melissa had taken all of Jared. Her head bobbed steadily, one hand cupping his balls. Jared’s head was thrown back, his chest heaving. A deep, guttural moan ripped from him. The sound was one of pure, unadulterated pleasure.

Something snapped inside me. A competitive fire. A need to prove I could do this, too. I turned back to Alex, determination burning away the last of my doubt. I opened wide, took a silent breath, and pushed forward, letting him slide deeper into my mouth, past the point of resistance.

The invasion was intense, overwhelming. My throat worked around him, the sensation foreign and shocking. I could feel every inch of him, a hard, living column filling me. My eyes watered profusely. I focused on the rhythm, on the salty taste of his skin, on the low, encouraging sounds he made.

My world narrowed to the stretch of my jaw, the ache in my throat, the heat of him against my tongue. I heard Jared’s ragged breathing, Melissa’s soft, wet sounds. The two realities existed side-by-side, a twisted mirror.

I found a pace, taking him as deep as I could, pulling back to gasp for air, then surging forward again. My hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, working in tandem with my mouth. Pleasure, bizarre and unwanted, began to thread through the strain. A sense of power. I was making this confident man groan. His fingers tightened in my hair.

“Fuck, that’s good,” Alex gritted out. His hips gave a slight, involuntary thrust, pushing him even deeper. I gagged again, but held him there, my throat fluttering wildly around the intrusion.

Next to us, Jared’s breathing hitched, turned frantic. “I’m gonna… Mel, I’m…”

I looked over in time to see his whole body tense, a tremor running through him. Melissa stayed on him, her throat working as she swallowed. Jared cried out, a raw, shattered sound of release, his hands finally coming down to clutch her shoulders.

Seeing him finish, seeing the ecstasy on his face in another woman’s embrace, sent a final, perverse jolt through me. My own submission felt complete.

Alex pulled back suddenly from my mouth. The cool air on my wet lips was a shock. Before I could process it, his hand was on his shaft, stroking fast. “Look at me, Lucia,” he commanded, his voice thick.

I looked up, my vision blurred with tears. His blue eyes were dark, intense. With a sharp groan, his body tightened. Hot streaks of his release landed across my cheeks, my lips, my chin. The warmth was startling, the scent musky and intimate. I stayed still, kneeling, feeling it drip onto my skin.

For a moment, there was only the sound of heavy breathing in the foyer.

Alex tucked himself back into his khakis, buttoning them calmly. Melissa rose to her feet, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She smiled at Jared, who stood swaying slightly, his jeans still gaping open, his expression dazed, shell-shocked.

“Well,” Alex said, his voice returning to its normal, friendly tone as if nothing extraordinary had happened. He picked up his folio. “I think that covers the essential guidelines. The rest is in the packet. You’ll get the hang of it.”

Melissa retrieved her champagne bottle. “It truly is a wonderful community,” she said softly, her eyes meeting mine. There was no malice there, only a calm acceptance that felt more unsettling than gloating.

They let themselves out, the door clicking shut softly behind them.

The silence they left behind was deafening. Jared slowly zipped his jeans, his movements robotic. He wouldn’t look at me.

I stayed on my knees, the stickiness on my face cooling. The taste of Alex was still in my mouth. The image of Jared surrendering to Melissa was burned behind my eyes.

He finally turned, his face pale. “Lucia…” He took a step toward me, his hand reaching out, then dropping. “We… we’ll give it a chance. A real chance. And if you hate it… if it’s too much… we’ll leave. I promise.”

THE GARDEN PARTY
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The afternoon sun hung heavy over Freedom Point, turning the community garden into a tableau of surreal perfection. I stood at the edge of the manicured lawn, a glass of sparkling water sweating in my hand, and felt the world tilt.

Women in flowing sundresses moved through the crowd, not just serving drinks, but being served upon. A redhead laughed as a man’s hand slid beneath the strap of her dress, cupping her breast right there on the grass. Another, an older woman with a silver bob, knelt by a chaise lounge while the man seated there casually stroked her hair, his other hand holding a cigar. No one looked away. No one even blinked. Smiles were fixed, conversations flowed, as if this was all as normal as discussing the hydrangeas.

My throat tightened. I searched for Jared in the crowd. I found him near the stone fountain, deep in conversation with Alex. And then I saw them—two blondes, both younger than me, both with those lithe, yoga-toned bodies the neighborhood seemed to specialize in. They approached Jared with identical, dazzling smiles. One touched his arm. The other leaned in, whispering something that made him laugh. A laugh I knew. A laugh that was mine.

A sharp, hot sting pierced my chest, so sudden it stole my breath. Jealousy. It was a physical ache, a vise around my lungs. Alex clapped Jared on the shoulder, said something with a grin, and then the two blondes were leading my husband away, one on each arm, toward a secluded corner shaded by thick wisteria vines. He went. He didn’t look back for me.

The glass in my hand trembled. I set it down on a passing tray before I dropped it. I needed to move, to not be standing here, frozen and watching. I turned blindly and nearly walked into a solid chest.

“Easy there.” A hand, large and warm, steadied my elbow.

I looked up. The man was older, maybe in his late fifties, with silver hair combed back from a strong, lined face. His eyes were a cool gray, sharp with intelligence. He wore a tailored linen shirt that spoke of quiet, immense wealth. Marcus, I remembered Alex introducing him earlier. A founding resident.

“You’re the new one. Lucia,” he said, his voice a low rumble. His gaze wasn’t leering. It was assessing, like I was a piece of art he was considering acquiring.

“I… yes.” I tried to pull my arm back, but his hold was gentle, firm.

“It’s overwhelming at first,” he said, his eyes flicking toward the wisteria corner, then back to me. “The freedom of it. The lack of pretense.” He hadn’t let go of my elbow. His thumb began to move, a slow, subtle stroke against the sensitive skin of my inner arm. A shocking, unwanted jolt of sensation shot straight to my core. “Come. Let me show you the gazebo. The view is better.”

It wasn’t an invitation. It was a directive, wrapped in velvet. And I was so desperate to not think about what was happening in that shadowy corner, so desperate to prove I could play this game too, that I let him lead me.

The gazebo was a white lattice structure draped in jasmine, fragrant and private. The “view” was of the party, now a soft-focus painting of decadence. From here, I could see everything. And they could see us.

Marcus turned me to face him. His hands came to my hips. “The rules are simple here, Lucia. You take pleasure. You give it. There is no ownership. Only abundance.”

His words washed over me, a strange mantra. His right hand slid from my hip, up along my ribcage, and came to rest, possessively, over my breast. He squeezed, not hard, but with a certainty that made my nipple peak instantly against the lace of my bra. A soft gasp escaped me.

“See?” he murmured. “Your body understands.”

His other hand gathered the skirt of my floral dress, bunching the fabric in his fist. He pushed it up, his knuckles dragging over my thighs. The air was cool against my skin. I wore plain cotton panties, so ordinary against the backdrop of this place. He hooked a finger into the waistband and pulled them down my legs. I stepped out of them, my mind a blank hum.

He guided me to sit on the edge of the heavy wooden picnic table inside the gazebo. He stood between my spread knees, his gray eyes holding mine. His hands pushed my thighs wider. Then his fingers were there, touching me, parting me. A blunt fingertip circled my entrance, gathering the wetness that shamed me with its immediacy.

“Already so ready,” he observed, a hint of a smile touching his lips. He pushed one finger inside me.

I gasped, my head falling back. The intrusion was deep, skillful. He crooked his finger, finding a spot that made my back arch off the table. He added a second finger, stretching me, pumping with a slow, relentless rhythm. The scrape of his wedding band was a strange, metallic detail in the haze of sensation. My hips began to move of their own accord, meeting his thrusts. Pleasure, hot and slick, coiled in my belly. I could hear the murmur of the party, see flashes of color through the lattice. They’re watching. The thought should have horrified me. Instead, it fed the fire. My breath came in short, sharp pants.

He withdrew his fingers. Before I could protest, he was on his knees. His hands slid under my thighs, lifting me, pulling me to the very edge of the table. Then his mouth was on me.

It wasn’t like Jared. This wasn’t hungry passion. This was expertise, a clinical, devastating mastery. His tongue was flat and broad, licking a firm stripe from my opening to my clit. He zeroed in on that swollen nub, sucking it gently into his mouth, then flicking it with the very tip of his tongue. The rhythm was hypnotic, perfect. One of his hands came up to my breast, kneading, his thumb rasping over my nipple.

A moan, high and helpless, tore from my throat. My fingers tangled in his silver hair, not to push him away, but to hold on. The coil inside me wound impossibly tight. The gazebo, the watching eyes, Jared with the blondes—it all melted into a white noise of pure, building need. My thighs trembled against his head.

“I’m… oh god…” I choked out.

He redoubled his efforts, his tongue dancing faster, his suction more intense. The climax hit me like a sudden storm. It ripped through me, a convulsive, shuddering wave that made my vision blur. I cried out, my body bowing, the sound echoing in the small space.

Before the last tremor had faded, he was rising. I heard the rustle of clothing, the clink of a belt buckle. Dazed, I pushed myself up on my elbows. He was freeing himself, thick and heavy, already gleaming at the tip. His gaze was intent, locked on mine.

“Bend over the table,” he said.

I moved like I was in a dream. The wood of the table was smooth and cool under my palms. I felt him position himself behind me. The broad head of his cock nudged against my slick, sensitive flesh. He pushed in with a single, smooth, penetrating thrust.

The fullness was immense, stretching me deliciously. He gripped my hips, his fingers pressing into my skin. He began to move. His strokes were deep and powerful, each one driving me forward on the table, each one hitting that same perfect, internal spot. The slap of skin, his low grunts, filled the air. My recent orgasm had made everything hypersensitive, every stroke a new ripple of pleasure.

I looked out through the lattice. Across the lawn, I saw Alex. He was watching us, a faint smile on his face. He lifted his glass in a small, silent toast. Nearby, a woman I didn’t know met my gaze and gave a slow, approving nod.

They’re all watching. And they approve. The realization unlocked something dark and thrilling inside me. My moans grew louder. I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, chasing the sensation. My mind emptied of everything but the physical truth of it—the friction, the heat, the shocking, taboo thrill of being taken like this, publicly, by a stranger, while my husband…

A second, sharper climax seized me. It was less a wave than a puncture, a sudden, piercing bliss that made me clench around him violently. My cry was muffled against my own arm.

My contractions triggered his. With a final, deep grind, he buried himself to the hilt. A hot, pulsing rush flooded my core as he groaned his release, his body shuddering against mine. He held there for a long moment, his weight heavy on my back, before slowly softening and pulling out.

A warm trickle slid down my inner thigh. He gently helped me sit back on the table. He tucked himself away with practiced ease, then handed me my discarded panties. His expression was calm, satisfied.

“Welcome to the neighborhood, Lucia,” he said, his voice even.

I dressed with clumsy fingers, my mind a racing torrent. The stickiness between my legs was a blatant, physical testament. I couldn’t believe what I’d just done. But the fading echoes of pleasure in my trembling muscles told a different story. I had enjoyed it. More than enjoyed it.

I left the gazebo without looking at Marcus again. I walked past the smiling faces, the casual touches, my heels silent on the grass. I didn’t look for Jared. I just went home, the empty house swallowing me whole, the taste of jasmine and shame and secret thrill still clinging to my skin.

A VISIT FROM ALEX
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The scent of jasmine seemed to have seeped into the walls of our new home. I woke with it in my nose, the memory of the gazebo, of Marcus’s hands and mouth, a heavy, slick weight in my stomach. Jared was already awake, propped on an elbow, watching me. His dark eyes were unreadable in the morning light filtering through the blinds.

“You slept hard,” he said, his voice morning-rough.

I swallowed. “The party… it was a lot.”

A slow smile touched his lips. Not a happy smile. Something darker, more knowing. “It was.” His hand came to rest on my hip under the sheet. “I saw you. With Marcus. In the gazebo.”

My heart thudded against my ribs. “I saw you too. With the blondes.”

His thumb stroked a circle on my skin. “I know.” He leaned in, his breath warm against my ear. “And all I could think about, while they had their mouths on me, was watching you take him. Watching your face.” He kissed my neck, a slow, possessive drag of his lips. “It was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

A confusing storm of relief and betrayal twisted inside me. He wasn’t angry. He was aroused. The vice around my lungs loosened, replaced by a strange, fluttering heat. We didn’t talk more about it. He made love to me then, a slow, deep claiming that felt different—more intense, more desperate, as if he was trying to overwrite the memory of another man’s touch with his own.

He left for work after, with a kiss that promised more later. The house felt too quiet, too empty. I busied myself with unpacking the last of the kitchen boxes, my skin still humming from Jared’s words, from his hands. The memory of the party played on a loop in my head—the public pleasure, the watching eyes, the shocking, undeniable thrill of it.

The doorbell rang just after noon.

My pulse jumped. I wasn’t expecting anyone. I wiped my hands on my jeans and went to the door, peering through the side window.

Alex stood on the porch. He wore another polo shirt, this one a deep blue that matched his eyes. He held no folder this time. His expression was calm, expectant.

A cold trickle of apprehension dripped down my spine. I opened the door.

“Lucia.” His smile was polite, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “Mind if I come in? There’s a small HOA matter.”

“Jared’s not here,” I said, my voice tighter than I intended.

“I know.” He stepped forward, and I automatically moved back, letting him cross the threshold. He closed the door softly behind him. The click of the latch sounded final. “This isn’t about Jared. I’m here to see you. To exercise my right of free use.”

The words landed like physical blows. “What?”

“It’s in the guidelines. A man may claim his access at a time of his choosing. Within reason, of course.” He took another step into the foyer, his gaze sweeping over me, from my bare feet to my tousled hair. “I’m choosing now.”

My mouth went dry. “No. I can’t. Jared’s not… I’m not ready.”

“It’s not a request, Lucia.” His voice stayed even, but an iron thread of authority ran through it. “This is how it works. The sooner you accept it, the easier it becomes for everyone.”

Betrayal, hot and sharp, rose in my throat. This was Jared’s fault. His permissive attitude, his turned-on confession. “I feel like I’m betraying him,” I whispered, the words torn from me.

Alex’s expression softened, but only a fraction. “You’re honoring your agreement. You’re strengthening the community. There’s no betrayal in that.” He reached for the button of his khakis. “Now. Kneel.”

The command was absolute. My mind screamed in protest, a jumble of no and this is wrong. But my body remembered the gazebo. It remembered the shocking thrill of being watched, of being used for pleasure. A traitorous heat bloomed between my legs, shaming me even more. My knees felt weak. I looked into his cool blue eyes, saw no room for negotiation, and slowly, stiffly, sank to the floor.

The hardwood was unforgiving against my bones. I kept my gaze down, staring at the polished grain between his brown leather loafers. I heard the rasp of his zipper, the rustle of fabric. Then he was in front of me. Thick, already fully erect, the head flushed and gleaming. The clean, masculine scent of him filled my space.

“Look at me,” he said.

I forced my eyes up. His face was a mask of composed control.

“Open.”

My lips parted. He guided himself forward, the broad tip pressing against my mouth. I closed my eyes, shutting out the reality of it. The first touch of skin on my tongue was a shock of salt and warmth. He pushed in, stretching my lips, filling my mouth. I gagged instinctively, my throat clenching.

“Relax,” he murmured, his hands coming to cradle my head. “Take it. Just like you did before.”

I remembered the competition, the defiance. I forced my jaw slack, willed my throat to open. He slid deeper, the smooth, hard length of him hitting the back of my mouth. Tears stung my eyes. I focused on the mechanics, hollowing my cheeks, swirling my tongue along the underside of his shaft. My own arousal, sickening and intense, dampened my panties. The sheer wrongness of it—on my knees in my own foyer, my husband at work—coiled with a dark, pulsing excitement.

He began to move, setting a slow, deep rhythm. His fingers tangled in my hair, not pulling, just holding, guiding. The sounds were obscene: wet, soft sucks and his low, approving hums. I lost myself in the sensation, the physical challenge of it. The stretch of my lips, the weight on my tongue, the way his hips began to move with more insistence.

He pulled out suddenly, a string of saliva connecting my lips to his shining tip. “Stand up.”

I blinked, disoriented. He helped me to my feet, my legs trembling. Before I could gather my thoughts, his hands were on the hem of my t-shirt. He pulled it up and over my head in one swift motion. My bra followed, the clasp giving way under his practiced fingers. Cool air kissed my naked skin. His eyes roamed over my breasts, my stomach, with a detached appreciation that made me flush.

His hands went to the button of my jeans. He popped it open, dragged the zipper down. He pushed the denim and my cotton panties down my hips in one rough motion. I stepped out of the pooled fabric, utterly exposed before him in the middle of my living room. Shame warred with a strange, heady rush of exposure.

“Over the sofa,” he ordered, nodding toward the large, upholstered couch we’d finally assembled.

I moved on numb legs. I bent over the back of it, the soft fabric pressing against my stomach and breasts. My heart hammered against the cushions. I felt him move behind me. Then his palm connected with my ass cheek.

The crack was loud, shocking. A sharp, stinging heat bloomed across my flesh. I cried out, more in surprise than pain.

He spanked me again. And again. Not in a frenzy, but with a measured, relentless pace. Each smack landed on a slightly different spot, painting my skin with a spreading, burning warmth. The initial sting melted into a deep, throbbing glow. My cries softened into moans. My hips began to push back, seeking more of the sensation, of the strange, punishing pleasure. I was wet, embarrassingly so, the slickness coating my inner thighs.

The spanking stopped. His hand, warm from the impact, smoothed over the heated skin of my rear. He kneaded the flesh, his fingers dipping between my cheeks. I shuddered.

I felt the blunt, insistent pressure of his cockhead against my entrance. He didn’t ask. He just pushed forward, burying himself inside me with one long, penetrating stroke.

I gasped, my fingers clutching at the sofa cushions. He was big, and I was tight, the recent spanking making every nerve ending sing. He filled me completely, stretching me in a way that was almost too much. He held still for a moment, letting me feel the full, shocking invasion.

Then he pulled back and thrust again. Harder.

A deep, guttural moan was ripped from my throat. He set a brutal, punishing pace, each slam of his hips driving me forward into the couch. The sound of our bodies meeting, skin on skin, was raw and animalistic. The earlier shame was burned away, replaced by a consuming, physical reality. My mind blanked. There was only the deep, stretching fullness, the slap of his pelvis against my tender ass, the coiling, urgent tension in my core.

One of his hands gripped my hip, holding me in place. The other snaked around my waist, his fingers finding my clit. He rubbed tight, frantic circles, perfectly synchronized with his deep, driving thrusts.

The dual assault shattered me. Pleasure, sharp and blinding, erupted from that point of contact, racing through my veins, contracting my muscles around his invading length. My climax was a silent, convulsive scream, my body seizing, milking him as wave after wave of intense sensation rolled through me.

He groaned, a rough, broken sound. His thrusts became erratic, frantic. With a final, deep grind, he pulled out of me. Hot, wet stripes painted my lower back, my sensitized ass, as he emptied himself onto my skin. The warmth was a shocking, final brand.

He stayed there for a moment, his breathing harsh in my ear. Then he stepped back. I heard him adjusting his clothing.

I remained bent over the sofa, spent, trembling, his release cooling on my skin. The smell of sex, of him, was everywhere. Dirtiness washed over me, a thick, greasy feeling of guilt. But underneath it, humming in my well-used muscles, was the undeniable, shameful echo of pleasure. My body felt alive, sated in a raw, fundamental way.

“I’ll just let myself out,” Alex said, his voice back to its normal, composed tone. As if he’d just finished a business call. “Welcome to the true Freedom Point, Lucia.”

I heard his footsteps cross the floor, the door open and close. Silence rushed back in, louder than before.

I didn’t move for a long time. When I finally straightened, my body ached in new places. I walked to the bathroom on shaky legs, avoiding my reflection in the mirrors. I wet a soft towel with warm water and wiped his spend from my skin, the act feeling both necessary and pointless. The scent was in the air. The feeling was in my bones.

I put my clothes back on and waited for Jared.

When his key turned in the lock hours later, my stomach was a knot of dread. He came in, dropping his briefcase, his face relaxed after the workday. He came to me in the living room, pulling me into a hug, nuzzling my neck.

He froze.

His nose was buried against my throat. He inhaled deeply. Once. Twice.

I braced for the anger, the accusations.

Instead, his arms tightened around me. A low, rough sound vibrated in his chest. Not a growl of anger. Something else. His body shifted against mine, and I felt the hard, unmistakable press of his erection through his dress pants.

He pulled back just enough to look at me, his dark eyes blazing with a heat I hadn’t seen since the night of his promotion. His voice was thick, strained.

“Tell me,” he breathed, his fingers digging into my hips. “Tell me everything he did to you.”

CONFLICTING EMOTIONS
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Jared kissed me, not with the gentle nuzzle from before, but with a deep, claiming hunger. His tongue swept into my mouth, and I met it with my own, a surge of that new, submissive thrill mingling with the remnants of my guilt. I kissed him back fiercely, my hands fisting in his shirt.

He broke the kiss, breathing hard. “Tell me,” he whispered against my lips, his hands cupping my breasts. I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him closer. The hard ridge of his erection pressed against the seam of my jeans, right where I needed him.

“Tell you what?” I breathed, rocking against him.

“Everything.” He pulled my t-shirt over my head. His mouth found my breast through the lace of my bra, sucking the peak into a stiff, aching point. The sensation shot straight to my core. “Everything Alex did to you in this house.”

A jolt went through me. Here it is. The shame rushed back, but it crashed against the wall of Jared’s obvious, heated arousal. He wasn’t disgusted. He was hungry for it.

“He… he made me kneel,” I started, the words a shaky whisper. Jared’s mouth was relentless on my breast, his teeth grazing the sensitive tip. A moan escaped me. “In the foyer. Right by the door.”

“Where?” Jared demanded, pulling back to look at me. His eyes were black with desire. “Show me.”

He kept an arm around me, guiding me the few steps to the spot on the hardwood floor where Alex had stood. The memory was vivid, humiliating. “Here.”

Jared’s gaze burned into the spot, then back to me. “Then what?”

My face flamed. “He told me to open my mouth.”

“And you did.” It wasn’t a question. His voice was rough. He unzipped his own pants, freeing himself. He was already fully hard, thick and demanding. “Just like you’re going to do now.”

The command, the replication, sent a bolt of pure lightning through my nerves. I sank to my knees, the floor unforgiving just as it had been before. But this was different. This was Jared. My husband, watching me with a fierce pride that made my chest ache and my sex clench with wet heat.

I took him into my mouth without hesitation. The taste of him, familiar and musky, was nothing like Alex’s. I loved this taste. I hollowed my cheeks, sliding my lips down his length, letting my tongue press along the prominent vein underneath. A guttural groan ripped from his throat. His hands buried themselves in my hair, not forcing, just holding.

“Did he fuck your mouth like this?” Jared gritted out, his hips giving a slight, involuntary thrust.

I pulled off with a wet sound. “Yes.”

“Tell me while you do it.”

I took him back in, deeper this time, relaxing my throat. I looked up at him as I began to move, bobbing my head, my lips stretched tight around him. The words were muffled, broken by his girth. “He… held my head. He was slow at first. Then harder.”

“Did you suck him like you’re sucking me?” His fingers tightened in my hair.

I moaned around him, the vibration making his thighs tremble. I increased my pace, using my hand to stroke what my mouth couldn’t take. Saliva dripped down my chin. “I tried to. I wanted to make him finish.”

“Why?” The word was a whip-crack.

I released him, panting. My lips felt swollen. “Because it was my job. And… and because part of me wanted to.” The confession spilled out, raw and true.

A wild, triumphant look flashed across Jared’s face. He pulled me to my feet, his kiss brutal and praising all at once. “My good girl,” he growled against my mouth. He tore at my jeans, shoving them and my panties down my legs. “Now the sofa. Show me.”

I led him to the living room, to the very same couch. The memory of being bent over it, of the stinging blows, was a physical ghost on my skin. I bent over the back, presenting myself to him, my heart hammering against the cushions.

I felt him behind me, a hot, solid presence. His hand smoothed over my ass, then cupped me between my legs. I was soaking wet. He slid two fingers inside me easily, curling them. “He spanked you here,” Jared stated, his voice thick.

“Yes.” The word was a gasp as his fingers worked me.

“How many times?”

“I… I don’t know. A lot. It stung. Then it burned.” I pushed back against his hand, seeking more.

He withdrew his fingers and brought his palm down on my ass cheek in a sharp, crisp smack. The sound echoed in the quiet room. The pain was immediate, a bright, hot bloom. A cry tore from my throat.

“Like that?” he asked, his voice dangerously low.

“Yes.” The heat spread, melting into a deep, throbbing warmth. “Just like that.”

He spanked me again. And again. Each impact jolted through me, a punishment and a promise. The shame was gone, burned away by Jared’s focused, aroused attention. With every slap, I felt myself sinking deeper into a submissive haze, where my only purpose was his pleasure, and my own pleasure was derived from giving him this, from being his to share, to admire, to use. My moans grew louder, needier.

He stopped. His hands gripped my hips, his thumbs digging into the tender, heated flesh. I felt the broad head of him press against my slick entrance.

“And then he took you,” Jared whispered, a statement of fact laced with heat.

“He fucked me,” I breathed, pushing back against him, needing him inside. “Hard. From behind.”

Jared didn’t just enter me. He claimed me. One powerful, deep thrust sheathed him to the hilt, stretching me, filling the empty, aching space Alex had left. I cried out, a sound of pure relief and overwhelming sensation.

He set a relentless, pounding rhythm from the start, each drive of his hips slamming me into the couch, forcing the air from my lungs. It was rougher than with Alex, more personal, more charged with emotion. This was my husband, fucking me because he loved the thought of other men wanting me. The psychology of it unspooled in my head, confusing and unbearably arousing.

“Did you come for him?” Jared grunted, his pace never faltering.

“Yes,” I sobbed, the admission ripped from me as he hit a spot so deep it blurred my vision.

“Say it again.”

“I came!” I screamed it, the words torn loose by his punishing thrusts. “I came on his cock, and I loved it!” It was only half true then, but in this moment, with Jared pounding into me, owning every part of my confession, it felt like the whole truth.

My climax erupted without warning, a violent, shattering wave that clenched around him, milking his length. I shook with it, my fingers clawing at the fabric.

My convulsions tipped him over the edge. With a ragged shout, he buried himself deep and held, his body rigid against mine. I felt the hot, pulsing rush of his release filling me, a final, possessive brand. He collapsed over me, his weight a welcome anchor, his breath hot on my sweaty neck.

We stayed like that for long moments, hearts hammering in tandem. Slowly, he softened and slipped out of me. He turned me in his arms, pulling me against his chest. His hand stroked my hair, my back.

He kissed my forehead, my temple. “You are so perfect,” he murmured, his voice full of awe and a dark, satisfied edge. “Mine. All mine. And knowing they see that… knowing they want what’s mine… it’s incredible.”

THE HOA INSPECTION
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The knock at the door two days later was expected, yet my stomach still dropped. Jared squeezed my hand from where we sat on the couch. “It’s just the inspection. Standard procedure for new residents.” His eyes held a gleam that was anything but standard.

I opened the door. Alex stood there, his smile practiced and easy. Beside him was another man—Justin. He was younger than Alex, maybe late thirties, with a runner’s lean build, close-cropped brown hair, and sharp green eyes that swept over me in a quick, assessing glance.

“Lucia, Jared,” Alex said warmly. “This is Justin, another board member. We’re here for the walk-through.”

Justin offered a polite nod. “Just a formality. Making sure everything’s up to code.”

They stepped inside. The air in our foyer felt suddenly thick. Jared stayed on the couch, picking up a magazine. “You gentlemen know the way. Lucia can show you around.”

A silent understanding passed between the three men. My pulse quickened. This wasn’t about plumbing.

“Of course,” Alex said. His hand settled on the small of my back, a proprietary gesture that sent a jolt through me. “The master suite first, I think.”

He guided me toward the stairs, Justin following close behind. My legs felt wooden. We moved down the hall, past the guest room, to the doorway of our bedroom. The bed was unmade, the sheets still tangled from this morning.

Alex closed the door behind Justin. The soft click of the latch was deafening.

The polite masks vanished. Alex leaned against the door, crossing his arms. Justin stood near the foot of the bed, his gaze no longer polite, but hungry.

“Kneel,” Alex said, his voice quiet.

The command was simple. Absolute. A tremor ran through me. I looked from Alex’s cool, expectant face to Justin’s focused intensity. The last shreds of resistance, of the woman who used to tidy an apartment for her husband, dissolved. There was no fight left. Just a strange, hollow acceptance, and beneath it, a flicker of that dark, unwanted heat.

I sank to my knees on the plush carpet.

Justin was the first to move. He unzipped his khakis, freeing himself. He was already hard, long and thick, the skin flushed a deep pink. Alex mirrored the action, his own erection springing free, slightly thicker, curving upward.

My mouth watered traitorously. I stared at the two cocks presented before me, a lewd offering. Alex took a step closer, the tip brushing my lips.

“Open.”

I parted my lips. He pushed forward, the broad head sliding over my tongue. The taste of clean skin and salt filled my mouth. I closed my eyes, focusing on the sensation, the solid weight. I sucked gently, my tongue pressing along his length.

A low groan came from my left. Justin had moved closer. I felt his hand on the back of my head, not pushing, just resting. “Switch,” he murmured.

I pulled off Alex with a wet sound, turning my head. Justin guided himself to my mouth. He was smoother, silkier. I took him in, my lips stretching around a different girth. My hand reached out, finding Alex. I wrapped my fingers around his shaft, beginning to stroke him in time with the bobbing of my head on Justin.

The rhythm was hypnotic. Sucking Justin, stroking Alex. The salty-slick taste of pre-cum coated my tongue. My own arousal was a dull, persistent throb between my legs, dampening my panties. I was sucking off two men at once. And I was enjoying it. The thought should have shamed me. Instead, it felt… simple.

“Good girl,” Alex murmured, his hips giving a slight thrust into my fist. The praise, so like Jared’s yet so different, sparked something deep in my belly.

After a few minutes, Alex pulled my hand away. “Enough.”

I released Justin, sitting back on my heels, my lips swollen and slick. Alex moved to Jared’s side of the dresser. He opened the top drawer, rummaging through the neat rows of neckties Jared wore to work. He selected four—two dark silks, a navy striped one, a deep burgundy.

My breath caught. Jared’s ties.

Alex looked at me. “Take your clothes off. On the bed. On your back.”

I pulled my sundress over my head, dropping it on the floor. I reached behind my back, unclasping my bra, leaving it in a pile with my dress. I pulled down my panties. Now, completely bare, I felt totally exposed. Their hungry eyes were on me.

I climbed onto the mattress, the cool cotton sheets a shock against my skin. I lay back, staring at the ceiling fan. Justin grasped my right wrist, pulling it gently toward the bedpost. He looped the silk tie around it, knotting it securely but not painfully. The smooth fabric was an intimate violation. He did the same to my left wrist, binding me to the opposite post. My arms were stretched wide.

Alex took my ankles. His touch was efficient, impersonal. He secured each one to the footboard posts, spreading my legs apart, leaving me utterly open and vulnerable on the bed where I slept with my husband. The position was profoundly exposing. A cool draft kissed my inner thighs, my sex.

Alex looked down at me, his gray eyes tracing the lines of my bound body. A flicker of satisfaction passed over his strong features. He didn’t say a word. He just climbed onto the bed, beside me. He leaned down, his mouth capturing my left nipple, making it harden instantly.

A sharp cry tore from me. He sucked hard, his tongue working the stiff peak, teeth grazing with just enough pressure to make me arch my back against the restraints. The silk ties bit into my wrists. The pleasure-pain was dizzying. At the same time, I felt the bed dip near my feet.

Justin settled between my spread legs. His hands pushed my thighs wider. Then his mouth was on me, his tongue finding my clit.

I cried out again, the sound strangled. The dual assault was overwhelming. Alex’s mouth on my breast, hot and demanding. Justin’s mouth between my legs, licking, sucking. My hips bucked, a helpless movement.

I’m going to come. The realization crashed over me. From this. From being tied with my husband’s ties, used by two virtual strangers while he sat downstairs. The shame was a distant echo, drowned out by the tidal wave of sensation building in my core. Alex bit down on my nipple, not hard enough to break skin, but enough to send a bright lance of pure sensation straight to my sex. Justin’s tongue delved inside me, then circled my clit with relentless precision.

My climax hit me like a seizure. My body bowed against the ties, a raw, guttural scream ripped from my throat. Pleasure, white-hot and shocking, detonated from my center, radiating out to my fingertips, my toes. I shook with it, my vision spotting.

Before the tremors even subsided, Justin was moving. He positioned himself over me, his hard length pressing against my sensitive, wet entrance. He looked into my eyes, his green gaze intense. “You’re a beautiful mess,” he said, his voice rough.

He pushed inside.

The stretch was profound, my inner muscles still fluttering from my orgasm. He filled me completely, a deep, burning fullness. He didn’t wait for me to adjust. He set a hard, driving pace from the first thrust, each one jolting my bound body up the mattress. The bedframe knocked against the wall with a rhythmic thud.

I was utterly helpless. I could do nothing but take it, feel it. The slap of his skin against mine, the raw sound of our joining, the feeling of being stretched and used. My mind floated, detached. The last of my inhibitions melted away in the heat of it. I didn’t have to decide, didn’t have to lead, didn’t have to be in charge of anything. I just had to let them use me.

His rhythm grew frantic, his breaths coming in harsh grunts. With a final, deep plunge, he buried himself to the hilt and held there. A hot, pulsing flood filled me as he came, his body shuddering against mine.

He collapsed forward for a moment, his weight pressing me into the mattress, before pulling out. I felt the wet, warm trickle of his release escape me.

Alex had been watching, stroking himself slowly. Now, as Justin moved aside, Alex took his place. He didn’t speak. He just guided himself to my well-used entrance and pushed in.

The feeling was different. Thicker, stretching me in new ways. He was slick with my arousal and Justin’s spend. The mixture was lewd, filthy. Arousal, sharp and fresh, spiked through me again. He fucked me with a steady, powerful rhythm, his gaze locked on my face. His hands gripped my hips, his fingers digging in, holding me in place for his thrusts.

The overstimulation was exquisite. Every nerve felt alive, raw. The earlier climax had sensitized everything, making each stroke of his cock a direct line to a new, building peak. I couldn’t think. I could only feel. The tight pull of the silk on my wrists, the burning stretch of my legs, the deep, penetrating fullness, the slick, wet sounds of our bodies.

“Come for me,” Alex commanded, his voice a low rasp.

It wasn’t a request. It was an order my body was desperate to obey. The coil in my belly snapped. My second orgasm crashed over me, deeper, more convulsive than the first. My inner walls clamped down on him, milking his length in rhythmic pulses. A broken, sobbing cry was torn from my lips.

My climax triggered his. With a sharp groan, he drove deep and stilled, his body rigid. Another wave of heat flooded me, his release mixing with Justin’s inside me. The feeling of being so completely filled, so utterly claimed, was overwhelming.

He stayed there, buried inside me, for a long moment, both of us breathing harshly in the quiet room. Finally, he softened and slipped out. The warm, wet evidence of both men seeped onto the sheets beneath me.

Alex leaned over, his face close to mine. He smelled of sex and clean sweat. He pressed a kiss, surprisingly soft, to my forehead. “Perfect,” he whispered.

He and Justin began to dress, their movements casual, as if they’d just finished a round of golf. They didn’t untie me. I lay there, spread and bound, watching them, feeling the warm, sticky mess between my thighs. The helplessness was no longer frightening. It was a relief. A surrender.

As Alex finished buttoning his shirt, he glanced at Justin. “We’ll finish the inspection downstairs. Tell Jared the structure is sound.”

ALEX AND MELISSA’S PARTY

MMMMFFF / Public / Group Sex / Orgy / PIV Sex / Blowjob

The invitation arrived on heavy cream cardstock, embossed with the words Alex & Melissa. It simply said “Party. Tonight. 8 PM.” Jared held it, his thumb stroking the expensive paper. He looked at me, his dark eyes holding that now-familiar gleam. “Sounds fun.”

The day of the party finally arrived. My stomach fluttered, but not with fear. A low, curious hum of anticipation had settled in my veins since the inspection, since Jared’s possessive arousal on the sofa. We dressed with a strange, silent ceremony. I chose a simple black slip dress, something that would be easy to remove. Jared wore dark trousers and a button-down, sleeves rolled up. We looked like any young couple going to a neighbor’s party.

Alex and Melissa’s house was a monument of glass and steel at the end of a cul-de-sac. Music pulsed from within, a deep, rhythmic bass. The door was unlocked. We stepped inside.

The foyer opened into a vast great room. The scene wasn’t one of casual mingling. It was a languid, heated dream. Couples and trios were draped across low, modern furniture. Skin gleamed in the low light. Soft moans and whispers layered over the music. A woman I didn’t know was on her knees before a seated man, her head bobbing in his lap. Two others were entangled on a fur rug, limbs intertwined.

No one looked up as we entered. This was normal. This was Freedom Point.

Melissa spotted us. She floated over, a vision in sheer lavender silk that did nothing to hide her full curves. She kissed Jared on the cheek, then turned to me, her smile warm and genuine. “Lucia. I’m so glad you came.” She took my hand, her touch soft. “Come. Enjoy.”

She led us further into the room. Jared had paused near the grand piano. Almost immediately, two blonde women—one I recognized from the garden party—approached him. They were beautiful, willowy, with knowing smiles. One whispered something in his ear. The other ran a hand down his chest. He listened, then laughed, that easy, relaxed laugh. He nodded.

My breath caught, but the sharp blade of jealousy didn’t come. Instead, I watched, transfixed, as the women led him to a large, padded ottoman. They pushed him gently to sit. One knelt between his legs, her hands going to his belt buckle. The other, the one from the garden, put her breasts in his face. She leaned down, kissing him, deep and slow.

And Jared… Jared let it happen. His hands came up to grip her waist, pulling her closer. His head tilted, deepening the kiss. The woman between his legs had his pants open now. She took him into her mouth, her blonde hair fanning across his thighs.

A surge of heat, so intense it was almost dizzying, rushed through me. It wasn’t anger. It was pride. A fierce, possessive, twisted pride. Look at him, I thought. Look at my husband. So desired. So powerful. He was the center of their universe at that moment, and they worshiped him. And he was mine. All this wanting, this hunger, was directed at what belonged to me. The psychology of it clicked into place, a dark, perfect key turning in a lock.

“He’s quite the prize, isn’t he?”

The voice, low and gravelly, came from beside me. Marcus. He stood there, a crystal tumbler in hand, his silver hair perfectly combed, his lined face softened by a seductive smile. His gray eyes didn’t look at Jared. They looked at me, seeing right through the thin fabric of my dress.

“It’s a compliment to you, Lucia,” he continued. “The quality of the man reflects the quality of his woman.”

Before I could form a response, another presence materialized on my other side. Justin. His green eyes were sharp, his lean body humming with a contained energy. He didn’t speak. He just slid an arm around my waist, his hand splaying possessively on my stomach.

Then a third man, younger, with sun-streaked hair and a swimmer’s broad shoulders—Kyle. He moved in front of me, his bright smile flashing. “We’ve been waiting for you,” he said, his voice friendly, as if discussing the weather.

Marcus set his glass down. “The leather couch. I think it’s free.”

It wasn’t a suggestion. Justin’s arm guided me, and I went willingly, my eyes still locked on Jared across the room. Melissa had joined them now, her honey-blonde hair mixing with the others as she kissed Jared’s shoulder, her hand stroking his chest. He met my gaze over the tangle of bodies. He saw me watching. He saw the three men leading me away. And he smiled—a smile of dark, profound approval.

The couch was a vast, buttery leather expanse. Marcus sat first, settling into the corner. He unbuttoned his trousers, freeing himself. He was already hard, thick and impressive. He gestured for me to come closer.

My heart hammered against my ribs. I stepped out of my shoes. Justin’s hands went to the thin straps of my dress, sliding them down my shoulders. The fabric pooled at my feet, leaving me bare. The air, thick with the scent of sex and perfume, kissed my skin.

I climbed onto the couch, straddling Marcus’s lap. His hands settled on my hips, his grip firm. The gray in his eyes had turned to storm clouds. I reached between us, guiding him to my entrance. I was already wet, my arousal slick and ready.

I sank down.

The feeling was a blunt, stunning fullness. He filled me perfectly, stretching me open in a deep, claiming push. A gasp tore from my lips. I braced my hands on his shoulders, the fine wool of his jacket rough under my palms. For a moment, I just sat there, impaled, adjusting to the sheer girth of him.

Then I began to move.

I rose up, his cock sliding almost all the way out, then sank back down, taking him in to the hilt. A moan rumbled in his chest. I set a rhythm, bouncing on his lap, my inner muscles clenching around him with each descent. The friction was exquisite, a building heat that coiled tight in my belly. The sounds of the room—the music, the moans—faded to a dull roar. All I could hear was our skin slapping together, our ragged breaths.

I felt the couch dip behind me. Justin. He climbed onto the cushions, standing over us. His fingers tangled in my dark hair, not painfully, but with undeniable intent. He guided my head back.

“Open,” he said, his voice tight.

I did. He positioned himself at my lips. I took him in, the taste of clean skin and salt flooding my mouth. He was slimmer than Marcus, but long. He didn’t wait for me to find a rhythm. He started to fuck my face, shallow thrusts at first, then deeper, pushing past my lips until the head of his cock nudged the back of my throat.

I gagged, tears springing to my eyes. The sensation was overwhelming—Marcus filling me from below, Justin filling my mouth from above. I was a conduit for their pleasure, stretched and used in both holes. Spit dripped down my chin. A raw, needy sound vibrated around Justin’s length.

Marcus’s hands tightened on my hips, his thrusts meeting my bounces with more force. “That’s it,” he growled. “Take it.”

The dual stimulation short-circuited my thoughts. There was only sensation: the deep, grinding fullness in my pussy, the stretch of my lips around Justin’s cock, the grip of hands on my body. My own pleasure was a secondary current, building uncontrollably beneath the waves of their use.

Marcus’s rhythm broke. His hips snapped upward, holding me down as he buried himself to the root. A hot, pulsing rush flooded my core as he came, his body rigid beneath me. A choked cry escaped my throat around Justin’s shaft.

As Marcus softened inside me, Justin pulled out of my mouth. He was panting. “Turn around,” he ordered, his voice rough with need. “Hands and knees.”

I scrambled off Marcus’s lap, my legs shaky. I turned, presenting myself on the leather couch. Justin moved behind me. I felt his hands on my ass, spreading me. The head of his cock pressed against my slick, well-used entrance, now slick with Marcus’s release.

He pushed in with one smooth, deep stroke.

The feeling was different—a re-stretching, a fresh invasion. He set a fast, punishing pace immediately, each thrust driving me forward on the cushions. My cries were muffled by the leather. I gripped the couch arm, holding on as he pounded into me.

Then Kyle was there, in front of me. He crouched down, his handsome face level with mine. He was hard, his cock jutting out. He didn’t ask. He guided himself to my lips.

I opened my mouth, and he slid in, fucking my face in time with Justin’s thrusts from behind. The rhythm was brutal, synchronized. Kyle in my mouth, Justin in my pussy. I was pinned between them, a vessel being filled front and back. Gagging sounds mixed with the wet slap of skin. My vision blurred.

The overstimulation was total. My body was a live wire, every nerve ending screaming. Pleasure and surrender became the same thing. There was no Lucia who used to unpack boxes, no Lucia who felt shame. There was only this: the cock in my mouth, the cock in my cunt, the heat, the sweat, the sheer, debauched fullness.

Justin’s pace turned frantic. His fingers dug into my hips, holding me steady as he hammered into me. With a guttural shout, he slammed home and held, his release joining Marcus’s inside me in a hot, slick flood.

He pulled out, and I collapsed forward, Kyle’s cock still in my mouth. He gripped my hair, fucking my face with renewed urgency now that he had my full attention. I sucked him, my tongue working, my throat relaxing, taking him deeper. My own climax was a tsunami building, fed by the taste of him, the feel of the spent seed leaking from my pussy, the absolute helplessness.

Kyle’s thrusts grew erratic. “Gonna come,” he warned, his voice strangled.

I didn’t pull away. I took him deeper, urging him on. With a sharp cry, he spilled into my mouth, the salty, bitter taste flooding over my tongue. I swallowed convulsively.

As he pulled out, my own orgasm finally broke. It ripped through me with no cock inside to clench around, a violent, shocking wave of pure sensation that left me trembling and gasping against the leather. White lights danced behind my closed eyes. My body felt liquefied, used, perfect.

I lay there, boneless, as the men around me quietly rearranged their clothing. Marcus pressed a kiss to my shoulder. Justin ran a hand down my spine. Kyle just smiled that bright smile and winked.

Slowly, I pushed myself up. My body felt wonderfully sore, dripping. I looked across the room again.

Jared was still on the ottoman, now shirtless. Melissa was in his lap, riding him slowly, her head thrown back. One of the blondes was kissing his chest. He saw me looking. His eyes, dark with pleasure and possession, met mine. He gave me a slow, deliberate nod.

And in that moment, any final mental barrier I’d been clinging to shattered. The resistance, the last ghost of the old rules, dissolved into the humid, sex-filled air. This wasn’t something to endure. It was something to revel in. The pride, the pleasure, the sheer animal freedom of it.

A slow smile spread across my lips. I looked at Jared, at the beautiful chaos of the room, at the men who had just shared my body. The realization was simple, clean, and absolute.

I like it here.

A HINT OF DOUBT

MF / Kissing / PIV Sex

The scent of jasmine from the garden had faded from my skin, replaced by something else—a lingering musk of salt and sex that seemed to have woven itself into my very pores. Two days had passed since the party. I moved through the new, silent rooms of our big house, unpacking the last of the china. My hands were steady. My mind was not.

Jared was in his new home office, on a call about regional sales figures. The sounds of his confident, easy voice drifted down the hall. His voice. The same one that had whispered promises to me in our old apartment. Now it was a voice that had groaned into another woman’s mouth as I watched.

A cold knot formed in my stomach. I set a teacup down on the shelf with a sharp click.

That night, after the party, we’d fallen into bed together, too spent for words. His arms around me had felt the same. But in the stark light of the afternoon, doubt crept in, insidious and quiet.

When he finally emerged, loosening his tie, I was waiting on the living room sofa. “We should talk.”

He paused, his dark eyes reading my face. He came to sit beside me, his body warm and solid. “Okay.”

I took a breath. “This place… what we’re doing. Is it… changing us?” The words felt clumsy. “I saw you with them. I liked it. But sometimes I look at you and I wonder if I’m looking at a stranger.”

He was quiet for a moment. Then he reached out, tucking a strand of my hair behind my ear. “It’s not changing us, Lucia. It’s revealing us.”

“Maybe we should leave,” I whispered. The thought was a sudden, desperate flare. “Sell the house. Go back to something simpler. Before we lose… us.”

Jared’s expression shifted. The softness vanished, replaced by a sharp intensity I’d only seen in glimpses before. He leaned back, his gaze holding mine. “Leave? We can’t. The loan is structured against the property value here. Walking away would bankrupt us.” He stated it as simple fact. “And what would we go back to? A two-bedroom apartment where the biggest excitement was a promotion and a bottle of cheap champagne?”

He moved closer, his voice dropping to a low, intimate register. “Look at you. You’re glowing. You walk into a room and every man’s eyes follow you. You were the star of that party, and you know it.” His thumb brushed my lower lip. “Don’t you enjoy being the most popular woman in the neighborhood? Don’t you crave the way they look at you? The way I look at you now?”

The truth of it hit me like a physical blow, hot and undeniable. My protests crumbled. He was right. The attention was a drug. The surrender was a relief. The jealousy I’d feared had transformed into a fierce, possessive pride that burned hotter than any old-fashioned notion of fidelity.

He saw the surrender in my eyes. A slow, tender smile touched his lips. He leaned in and kissed me.

It wasn’t the hungry, devouring kiss from the kitchen of our old apartment. It was soft. Deep. A reclamation. His lips moved over mine with a familiarity that made my chest ache. This was my Jared. The man who knew the shape of my smile in the dark.

He pulled back, his forehead resting against mine. “Just us,” he murmured. “Right now. Only us.”

He took my hand and led me to our bedroom. The same room where Alex and Justin had bound me. The memory should have tainted it, but it didn’t. It felt like just another layer of our story here.

He undressed me slowly, his hands reverent. Each button of my blouse, each hook of my bra, was a silent promise. He pushed the fabric from my shoulders, his palms smoothing down my arms. I did the same for him, peeling away his dress shirt, running my hands over the familiar planes of his chest, the toned muscles of his stomach.

We fell onto the bed, a tangle of limbs on the cool sheets. His mouth found mine again, then trailed down my neck, my collarbone, my breast. He took my nipple into his mouth, sucking gently, then with more pressure until I gasped. His hand slid between my legs, finding me already wet, aching for him.

“All this is for you,” he whispered against my skin. “Everything I do. It’s to see you like this. To have you like this.”

He positioned himself above me, his dark eyes locked on mine. He entered me in one slow, profound push.

I cried out, my back arching. The feeling was so different. This wasn’t about being filled, or used, or claimed by a stranger. This was connection. A deep, physical realignment. My body knew his exactly—the angle, the rhythm, the way his hips moved.

He started slow, a gentle rocking that built a deep, throbbing pleasure in my core. Each stroke was deliberate, a rediscovery. His hands cradled my face, his thumbs stroking my cheeks as he moved inside me.

“You’re mine,” he breathed, his voice ragged. “All of this. You’re always mine.”

“Always,” I gasped, my legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him deeper.

The pace quickened. The tenderness sparked into a hotter, more urgent fire. His thrusts became harder, deeper, driving the breath from my lungs. I met him move for move, my nails digging into his shoulders. The world narrowed to the slick, hot friction, the sound of our skin meeting, the ragged symphony of our breaths.

My climax built not as a shocking detonation, but as a rising tide, inevitable and overwhelming. It began as a tight coil in my belly, spreading heat through my limbs, making my toes curl. I clung to him, my face buried in his neck, as the wave broke. Pleasure, pure and undiluted, washed through me in long, pulsing waves. I shook with it, a silent scream caught in my throat.

He felt it. His own control shattered. His rhythm fractured into hard, desperate plunges. With a groan that was almost a sob, he buried himself deep and held there, his body shuddering as his release flooded into me, hot and possessive.

He collapsed onto me, his weight a perfect, grounding pressure. We lay like that for a long time, sweat-slick and tangled, hearts hammering against each other.

Eventually, he rolled to his side, pulling me with him. He tucked my head under his chin, his arms wrapped tightly around me. The afternoon light slanted across the bed, painting our bodies in gold.

I traced a pattern on his chest. The doubt that had festered in the lonely living room was gone. In its place was a calm, unshakable certainty.

Nothing in this house, in this neighborhood, with its borrowed ties and shared bodies, could touch this. This breath, this heartbeat, this man who knew my soul. The rest was just… scenery. A thrilling, debauched playground that existed only to make us hunger for each other more.

I nestled closer, breathing him in. The bond was still there, solid as bedrock beneath the wild, shifting sands of Freedom Point.

I had nothing to worry about.

A WARM WELCOME

MMMMMMMMF / Group Sex / Gangbang / PIV Sex / Nipple Play / Blowjob

The formal welcome letter arrived on the same heavy cream cardstock, embossed with the Freedom Point crest. It instructed us to wear evening attire. My stomach buzzed with a nervous energy that had become familiar, a cocktail of anticipation and a dark, thrilling pride.

Jared helped me zip the emerald green gown. The silk clung to my curves, leaving my shoulders bare. He looked devastating in a black tuxedo, his dark eyes mirroring my own excitement. We were a beautiful couple walking into a beautiful trap, and we knew it.

The community clubhouse was a palace of marble and crystal. A string quartet played in one corner of the grand ballroom. Women in glittering gowns and men in crisp tuxedos mingled, the air rich with the scent of perfume, champagne, and expensive ambition. It looked like any other high-society gala. But the looks exchanged between guests held a knowing heat, a secret language that Jared and I now understood.

A five-course dinner was served at round tables draped in white linen. We were seated with Alex and Melissa, Marcus and a stunning redhead, Justin, and Kyle. The conversation was light, witty, focused on travel and investments. The silverware was heavy, the wine exquisite. It was all so perfectly normal, the charade so complete, that it made my skin prickle.

After dessert, the music shifted to something with a slow, seductive beat. Alex stood, tapping his champagne flute with a spoon. The room fell silent.

“Friends,” he began, his voice carrying easily. “We gather not just to socialize, but to celebrate. To welcome new threads into our vibrant tapestry.” His gaze found our table. “Jared. Lucia. Would you join me?”

A spotlight, literal and warm, found us. My heart hammered against my ribs. Jared took my hand, his grip firm and steady. We navigated through the tables, every eye upon us. He helped me up the three shallow steps to the low stage at the head of the room. Alex clasped Jared’s shoulder, then turned to the crowd.

“These two have embraced our community’s spirit with open hearts,” Alex announced. The words were a delicious, public lie. “They’ve shown themselves to be true residents of Freedom Point. Let’s give them a proper welcome.”

The applause was thunderous. Not polite clapping, but a roaring, sustained ovation. Men smiled, their eyes lingering on me with open appreciation. Women nodded, their expressions warm and welcoming. Jared bowed his head slightly, a smile playing on his lips. I just stood there, bathed in the sound and the light, feeling the final piece of my old self dissolve in the heat of their approval.

The spotlight dimmed. The quartet struck up a waltz. Alex extended a hand to me. “The first dance belongs to the newest lady.”

Jared gave my hand a squeeze before releasing it. He stepped off the stage, melting into the crowd to watch. Alex’s hand settled on the small of my back, the other taking mine. He led me into a graceful turn.

“You look exquisite,” he murmured, his gray eyes sharp. “A prize for the table.”

“Is that what I am?” I asked, my voice barely a whisper over the music.

“You’re whatever you choose to be,” he said, spinning me out before pulling me close again, my back now against his chest. “Tonight, you choose to be celebrated.”

The dance ended. Another man was there before the last note faded—Marcus. He took me from Alex without a word, his hand firm on my waist. He danced with a stern, possessive grace, his body a solid wall against mine. He didn’t speak. He just looked down at me, his expression a mix of appraisal and satisfaction.

Justin cut in next, his movements more athletic, his green eyes gleaming with a familiar hunger as he guided me through the steps. Then Kyle, his smile bright, his hand sliding a little lower on my back. Each dance, each touch, was a quiet claiming. A public declaration of my new status.

Finally, Jared was there. He pulled me into his arms, and the world narrowed to the feel of his hand in mine, the scent of his cologne. We moved together, perfectly in sync. The other dancers seemed to blur around us.

“Are you okay?” he breathed into my hair.

I looked up at him, at the pride and desire shining in his dark eyes. “I’ve never been better.”

The song ended. Alex reappeared at the edge of the dance floor. He didn’t speak to the crowd this time. He simply looked at Jared, then at me, and gave a single, slight nod toward a pair of tall, oak-paneled doors at the far end of the ballroom.

It’s time.

A chill skittered down my spine, but it was chased away by a flush of pure heat. Jared kissed my temple. “Go on,” he whispered, his voice thick. “I’ll be right here.”

I followed Alex across the ballroom. The crowd parted for us, their conversations hushing into knowing smiles. He opened one of the heavy doors and ushered me into a dimly lit chamber. It was a library, lined with rich, dark wood and leather-bound books. And in the center, illuminated by a single, low-hanging pendant light, was a massive, four-poster bed.

It was draped in dark red silk. The sight of it, so stark and purposeful in the scholarly room, stole my breath.

Alex closed the door, muting the sounds of the gala. The quiet was profound. He turned to me, his gaze clinical. “The final part of the ceremony.”

The other door, on the opposite wall, opened. Men filed in silently. Marcus. Justin. Kyle. I recognized others from the party—the older gentleman with the silver beard, the tall, athletic man who’d been talking investments. They arranged themselves in a loose circle around the bed, their tuxedo jackets removed, their shirts unbuttoned at the collar. Eight of them. Their faces were a mix of expressions: intense hunger, cool assessment, eager anticipation.

My pulse roared in my ears. The reality of it, the sheer number of them, crashed over me. This wasn’t a couple. This wasn’t a trio. This was a culmination.

“Undress,” Alex said. His voice held no room for discussion.

My fingers trembled only for a second. Then a strange calm settled over me. This was my choice. My surrender. My power. I reached behind me, found the zipper of my gown, and drew it down. The emerald silk sighed as it pooled at my feet. I stepped out of it, then hooked my thumbs into the sides of my lace thong, sliding it down my legs. I straightened, naked in the circle of men. The cool air brushed my skin, tightening my nipples. I kept my chin up, meeting their gazes one by one.

A low murmur of approval rippled through the room.

Alex began to undress, his movements efficient. The other men followed suit, shedding shirts, unbuckling belts, pushing down trousers and briefs. The air grew thick with the scent of male skin, starch, and a sharp, gathering musk.

They were all hard. The sight was staggering—a forest of erect cocks, of varying lengths and thicknesses, all aimed at me. My mouth went dry even as a fresh flood of warmth gathered between my legs.

Alex, now bare, walked to the bed. He climbed onto the crimson silk and lay back against the pillows, his legs spread. He pointed to the space between them.

“Come here, Lucia.”

I walked to the bed, the eyes of the men tracking my every movement. I climbed onto the mattress, the silk cool and slick under my knees. I straddled Alex’s hips, my knees sinking into the plush surface on either side of his thighs. His hands gripped my waist, positioning me. The broad, flushed head of his cock pressed against my entrance. I was already wet, ready.

I sank down.

A collective, soft sigh filled the room. The stretch was immediate, profound. He was thick, filling me completely in one slow, relentless descent. I gasped, my head falling back. My inner muscles clenched around him, adjusting to the familiar, yet somehow new, invasion. Alex’s hands tightened on my hips, his thumbs digging into the soft flesh.

“Move,” he commanded.

I began to ride him, lifting myself up until just the tip remained inside, then sinking back down, taking him deep. The friction was electric, a bright line of pleasure-pain that centered my entire world. My breasts swayed with the motion. My hands braced on his chest.

I wasn’t alone for long.

Marcus moved to the head of the bed. He sat on the edge, his hand coming up to cup my breast. He bent his head, his mouth closing over my nipple. The sensation was a lightning bolt—the hot, wet suction, the scrape of his teeth, the deep, rhythmic fucking from below. A ragged moan tore from my throat.

Justin appeared at my other side. His fingers tangled in my hair, not gently. He guided my face toward his rigid length. “Open up,” he said, his voice rough.

I opened my mouth. He fed himself in, not waiting, pushing past my lips until the head hit the back of my throat. I gagged, my eyes watering. The dual sensation was overwhelming—Alex’s thick cock stretching me open from beneath, Justin’s filling my mouth, Marcus’s mouth working my breast. I was a nexus of sensation, pinned between three points of overwhelming pleasure.

I tried to find a rhythm, to move on Alex, to suck Justin, but they controlled the pace. Alex thrust up into me, his hips pistoning, driving me down onto him with force. Justin fucked my face with short, deep strokes, his fingers tight in my hair. Marcus bit down on my nipple, sending a sharp jolt straight to my core.

Pleasure coiled, tight and desperate, in my belly. It wasn’t a slow build. It was a pressure cooker, the stimulation from three points pushing me rapidly toward the edge. My cries were muffled around Justin’s cock, my body trembling with the effort to take it all.

Alex’s rhythm stuttered. His thrusts became ragged, his grip on my hips bruising. “That’s it,” he grunted. “Take it. Take all of it.”

He slammed up one final time, burying himself to the hilt, and held. A hot, pulsing flood erupted inside me as he came, his release filling me in deep, throbbing spurts. The feeling of being claimed so completely, so publicly, tipped me over.

My orgasm ripped through me, violent and shocking. My inner walls clamped down on his still-throbbing cock, milking him dry as waves of white-hot pleasure radiated out from my center. My body convulsed, a silent scream locked in my throat around Justin’s length.

As Alex softened inside me, Justin pulled out of my mouth with a wet pop. He was breathing hard, his cock glistening with my saliva. Marcus released my breast, giving the abused peak a final, gentle kiss.

A hand on my shoulder—Kyle’s. “On your hands and knees, beautiful,” he said, his voice kind.

Dazed, dripping with sweat and Alex’s spend, I clumsily moved off of him. I turned, getting onto all fours in the center of the bed, my head hanging down. The red silk was cool against my flushed skin.

Kyle moved behind me. I felt his hands on my hips, the blunt pressure of his cock against my slick, used entrance. He pushed in smoothly, his width a different, welcome stretch. He set a steady, deep rhythm, each thrust making me rock forward.

Another man—the silver-bearded one—crawled onto the bed in front of me. He didn’t speak. He simply guided his cock to my lips. I opened my mouth, taking him in. The taste was different, musky and clean. He began to move, setting a pace that Kyle matched from behind.

The symphony resumed. The slap of skin, the guttural groans, the wet, sucking sounds. I was a vessel again, but this time I was floating, detached, lost in a haze of pure sensation. One man would finish, pulling out of me with a groan, his release painting my back or my breasts or flooding my mouth. Before the warmth of it could even fade, another would take his place.

They used me in turns, a well-oiled, wordless rotation. I was flipped onto my back, my legs pushed over a man’s shoulders. I was pulled to the edge of the bed, my head hanging back as someone thrust into me from above. I was bent over a man’s lap as he spanked me lightly before entering me from behind. My mouth was never empty for long. My body was a playground, a feast, a celebration.

Time lost meaning. There was only the next cock, the next deep stretch, the next hot release. My own pleasure became a constant, low hum, punctuated by sharp, shuddering peaks that blurred together into one endless climax. The room smelled of sex, of sweat, of us.

The final man was Marcus again. He knelt between my legs, which were now splayed wide, trembling with exhaustion. He looked down at me, my body glistening with a sheen of sweat and streaks of cum. His gaze was fierce, possessive.

“Look at you,” he murmured. “A masterpiece.”

He entered me one last time. I was so open, so thoroughly used, he slid in with ease. His thrusts were slow, deliberate, each one a deep, claiming possession. He leaned down, bracing his hands on either side of my head, his silver hair falling over his forehead.

“This is your home now,” he whispered against my lips, his hips moving in a relentless, final rhythm. “You belong to all of us.”

His words unlocked something deep inside me. A final surrender. A profound acceptance. My body clenched around him, a last, shuddering orgasm wracking me as he pulsed his release inside me, adding his heat to the mix already dripping from me.

He collapsed beside me for a moment, breathing hard. Then, with a tenderness that felt more intimate than anything before it, he brushed the damp hair from my forehead.

Slowly, the men began to dress in silence. They didn’t look at each other. They just pulled on their trousers, buttoned their shirts, as if they’d just concluded a business meeting. They filed out of the library door, leaving me alone on the ravaged bed.

I lay there, utterly spent, my body humming, covered in the physical proof of my initiation. The cool air from the ballroom drifted in as the door opened again.

Alex stood there, fully dressed once more, holding my discarded green gown. He didn’t hand it to me. He simply looked at me, sprawled and marked on the crimson silk, and gave a small, approving nod.

“Come,” he said. “Let them see.”

A wild, defiant energy sparked in my chest. I pushed myself up, my legs shaky. I didn’t wipe the sticky trails from my stomach or thighs. I didn’t try to hide the bite marks or the flush on my skin. I walked, naked and proud, across the library.

Alex held the door open for me.

I stepped back into the blazing light and music of the ballroom. The conversation didn’t stop. The quartet didn’t falter. But every head turned. Every eye tracked my progress as I walked, naked and gleaming with the efforts of eight men, across the polished marble floor.

I found Jared standing near the champagne fountain. He was watching me, a flute of golden liquid forgotten in his hand. His eyes traveled over my body, taking in every mark, every glistening streak. His expression wasn’t one of shock, or anger, or even arousal.

A slow, triumphant smile spread across his face. It was pure, unadulterated pride.
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The evening air held a soft, fragrant warmth as I set out a tray of crystal tumblers on the coffee table. Jared moved through the living room, adjusting the lighting, dimming the main fixtures and switching on a few smaller lamps that cast a soft, golden glow. My heart thrummed against my ribs, a steady, anticipatory beat.

“They’ll be here soon,” he said, coming up behind me. His hands settled on my hips, his lips brushing the curve of my neck. “Nervous?”

I leaned back into him, feeling the solid strength of his chest. “No.” The word surprised me with its truth. “Excited.”

The doorbell chimed. A shared glance, a spark of heat in his dark eyes, and he went to answer it.

Justin entered first, his close-cropped hair neat, his green eyes scanning the room with a sharp, appreciative gleam. He carried a bottle of bourbon. Alex followed, his demeanor as composed as ever, a faint smile playing on his lips. Marcus came last, his silver hair gleaming in the lamplight, his commanding presence seeming to fill the space. They exchanged easy greetings with Jared, the familiarity between them obvious and comfortable.

We settled in the living room. Jared poured generous measures of amber liquid into the glasses. The talk was of golf handicaps, stock portfolios, the upcoming community charity drive. Normal. Polite. The charade was delicious, a thin veil over the simmering truth in the room. My skin felt too sensitive, the silk of my simple black camisole and shorts whispering against me with every slight movement.

Jared caught my eye from across the room. He gave a small, almost imperceptible nod.

My pulse jumped. I stood, my bare feet quiet on the plush rug. The conversation didn’t stop, but the men’s attention shifted, a collective focus settling on me like a physical weight. I reached for the hem of my camisole, pulled it up and over my head, letting it drop to the floor. My breasts felt the cool air, my nipples tightening. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts and panties, pushing them down my legs in one motion. I stepped free, standing naked before them.

A heavy silence fell, broken only by the sharp intake of Justin’s breath.

Jared stood. He didn’t look at me. He looked at his friends, a slow smile spreading. He began to unbutton his shirt. Alex followed suit, shrugging out of his polo. Marcus, with a regal slowness, unfastened his belt. Justin was already pulling his t-shirt over his head. The sounds of zippers, the rustle of fabric, filled the quiet room. In moments, they were all as bare as I was.

They stood in a loose line near the sofa. Four men, four erections, a display of masculine readiness that made my mouth water and my core clench with a sudden, deep ache. Jared nodded to the end of the line, where Justin stood.

“Start with our guests,” Jared said, his voice a low rumble.

I walked to Justin. His green eyes burned into mine, intense and hungry. I sank to my knees on the rug before him. His cock stood thick and rigid, the skin pulled taut. I could smell his clean, musky scent. I leaned forward, letting my tongue dart out for a first taste, a slow lick from the base to the tip. He hissed. I opened my mouth and took him in.

The feeling was immediate—the hot, solid weight on my tongue, the stretch of my lips. I worked him slowly, learning his shape, using my hand to stroke what I couldn’t take. His fingers threaded into my hair, not forcing, just holding. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking with steady pressure, listening to the ragged sounds of his breathing above me. His hips gave a small, involuntary thrust. I took him deeper, until my nose pressed against the crisp hair at his base. His grip tightened. A low groan rumbled in his chest, and the first salty pulse hit my tongue. I swallowed, working him through it until he softened, slipping from my lips with a wet sound.

I didn’t pause. I shifted on my knees, moving to Marcus. He watched me with those piercing gray eyes, a king observing his due. His cock was impressive, thick and veined. I took him into my mouth without ceremony. He was less vocal, but the slight tremor in his thigh where my hand rested spoke volumes. I lavished attention on the broad head, swirling my tongue, before sinking down, taking as much as I could. His hand came to rest on the crown of my head, a heavy, possessive weight. I sucked him with deep, consistent pulls, feeling him swell further. His release was a controlled burst, flooding my mouth with a richer, more bitter taste. I swallowed it all.

Alex was next. He was already slick from my ministrations on the others. He looked down at me with that cool, assessing gaze. I took him in, his length a perfect fit. He let me set the pace for a moment, then his hands cupped my face, his thumbs stroking my jawline as he began to guide my head, establishing a smooth, rhythmic motion. He was methodical, exacting. Pleasure was a transaction, and he was ensuring proper payment. My jaw began to ache, but the thought of stopping never crossed my mind. His climax was quiet, a series of hot pulses against the back of my throat that I drank down obediently.

Finally, I crawled to Jared. My husband. His dark eyes were blazing, his chest rising and falling with quick breaths. The sight of me, lips swollen, face flushed, having just serviced three other men, had clearly ignited him. I took his cock into my mouth, and a deep groan tore from him. He was already leaking, the taste uniquely his, familiar and electric. I worshipped him, my tongue tracing every ridge, my hand cradling his sac. I looked up, meeting his gaze as I sucked, showing him my devotion, my pleasure in this. His fingers tightened in my hair, his hips pushing forward, fucking my mouth in short, desperate thrusts until he came with a shout, his release spurting hot and abundant over my tongue.

I sat back on my heels, breathing hard, my lips tingling, the combined taste of four men, a tangy, potent film in my mouth.

Justin moved first. He sat on the center of the sofa, his erection already returning, jutting proudly from his body. He patted his thigh.

Without a word, I rose and went to him. I straddled his lap, facing him, my knees sinking into the soft cushions on either side of his hips. His hands gripped my waist. I reached between us, guiding the head of his cock to my slick entrance. I was so wet, so ready, the flesh there swollen and sensitive.

I sank down.

A sharp, full feeling stole my breath. He filled me completely, a deep, stretching invasion that made my head fall back. A gasp broke from my lips. His hands slid up to my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my nipples. I began to move, rising up until just the tip remained inside, then grinding back down, taking him deep.

The other men had settled around us. Marcus in an armchair, Alex leaning against the bookshelf, Jared standing by the fireplace. They watched, their hands moving on themselves, stroking their hard cocks in time with my rhythm. The sound of skin on skin, my soft moans, their low grunts, filled the room. It was a symphony of voyeurism and participation.

I rode Justin hard, my thighs burning, my focus narrowing to the delicious friction, the way he hit a spot deep inside that made sparks dance behind my eyelids. His hands were everywhere—on my breasts, my ass, my back—pulling me against him. His mouth found my neck, sucking a mark into my skin. The sight of the others, stroking themselves as they watched me being fucked, sent another wave of heat crashing through me.

“That’s it,” Justin grunted, his voice strained. “Take it. Fuck, you feel incredible.”

His rhythm broke. His thrusts became shallow, frantic. He slammed up into me, holding me tight against him, and buried himself deep. A hot, pulsing flood erupted inside me as he came, his release filling me in thick, rhythmic spurts. I cried out, my inner muscles clenching around him, milking him dry as a smaller, ripple-like orgasm shivered through my core.

A knock at the front door, firm and sudden, cut through the heavy silence.

We froze. Jared’s eyes met mine, a question in them. He nodded toward the hall, and I clumsily extracted myself from Justin’s lap, his softening cock slipping from me with a wet sound. I grabbed a throw blanket from the back of the sofa, wrapping it hastily around myself as Jared, pulling on his boxers, went to answer.

Melissa’s voice floated in, bright and cheerful. “Hope I’m not too late for the party! Alex said you were having a few people over.”

Jared ushered her in. She stepped into the living room, her eyes taking in the scene: the naked men, me wrapped in a blanket, the heavy scent of sex in the air. A wide, knowing smile spread across her full lips. She wore a simple silk robe, loosely tied.

“I see I’m just in time,” she purred.

She let her robe slide from her shoulders. It puddled at her feet, revealing her naked, curvy body. She walked straight to Jared, who had shed his boxers again. She sank to her knees before him, taking his already re-hardened cock into her mouth without hesitation.

I watched. A strange, calm clarity washed over me. There was no knot of jealousy in my stomach. No bitter twist in my chest. Instead, I felt a warm, expanding pride. Look at him. Look at my husband, being pleasured by a beautiful woman, in our home, with my full knowledge. His head fell back, a groan of pure enjoyment tearing from his throat. The sight, the sound, lit a fire in my belly.

Marcus stood. He moved to the couch, running a hand along Melissa’s back as she worked on Jared. “Up,” he commanded her gently.

She released Jared with a wet pop and stood. Marcus guided her to bend over the broad armrest of the sofa, her generous breasts pressed into the cushions, her round ass presented. He positioned himself behind her, and with one smooth, powerful thrust, he sheathed himself inside her. Melissa cried out, a sound of pleasure that melted into a low moan as he established a deep, pounding rhythm.

Jared lay down on the thick rug in the center of the room, his cock hard and leaking. He looked at me, his eyes dark with invitation.

I let the blanket fall. I went to him, straddling his hips. I took him in hand, guiding him into me as I lowered myself. He filled me, a welcome, familiar stretch. I began to move, rocking my hips, riding him with slow, deep undulations.

Then I felt Alex behind me. His hands on my hips, steadying me. The cool slickness of more lube. The blunt, insistent pressure of a second cock, not at my wet entrance, but higher, tighter.

I gasped. Jared’s hands came up to grip my breasts, holding me steady, his eyes locked on mine. “Take it,” he breathed.

Alex pushed.

The intrusion was slow, inexorable, a burning stretch that stole my breath. I cried out, my body tensing. Jared held me, his thumbs circling my nipples, his gaze anchoring me. “Relax for us, baby. You can do it.”

I forced my muscles to soften, to yield. Alex pushed deeper, past the initial ring of tight resistance, and then he was in, buried to the hilt in my ass. The feeling was overwhelming—full to the point of bursting, stretched in two different directions. Jared beneath me, Alex behind me. I was pinned between them, a conduit for their pleasure.

They began to move. Not in unison, but in a counterpoint that drove me mad. Jared thrust up as Alex pulled back. Alex plunged deep as Jared rocked shallow. The sensations crashed over me—the slick friction in my pussy, the hard, burning fullness in my ass, the hands on my body, the sounds of flesh meeting flesh, of Melissa’s muffled cries as Marcus drove into her.

Pleasure, sharp and terrifying, coiled at the base of my spine. It wasn’t like any orgasm I’d known. It was deeper, darker, a pressure building in my core and radiating outward until my entire body felt like a live wire. I couldn’t move, I could only be moved, a vessel being filled and used.

“I’m close,” Jared gritted out, his rhythm faltering.

“Now,” Alex commanded, his voice strained.

Jared’s hips pistoned up, once, twice, and he held, buried deep inside me. A scalding flood erupted, filling my pussy in pulsing waves. The feeling triggered Alex. With a final, deep thrust, he slammed into my ass, his body stiffening. A second, searing heat flooded my other channel.

The dual sensation, the feeling of being claimed so completely in both holes, shattered me. My orgasm exploded, a silent, convulsing cataclysm that ripped through every nerve. My vision whited out. My body clenched and spasmed around them, milking them dry as wave after wave of raw, blinding pleasure tore me apart.

They held me there, both still pulsing inside me, until my trembling became uncontrollable. Alex pulled out gently. Jared eased me off, laying me on my side on the rug, both of them stroking my hair, my back, as I shuddered through the aftershocks.

Across the room, Marcus’s pace quickened. With a low growl, he pressed Melissa deep into the couch cushions, his body shuddering as he found his own release inside her.

The silence that followed was peaceful, saturated. I lay curled against Jared, his arm around me, his skin warm against mine. I looked at the room—at the beautiful, debauched mess of us. At Marcus helping Melissa up, at Alex pouring a glass of water. At Justin smiling at me with exhausted satisfaction.

At that moment, I understood. This wasn’t degradation. It wasn’t a loss of myself. It was the opposite. It was liberation.

The next morning, sunlight streamed through the tall windows of our bedroom. I was sipping coffee, wrapped in a plush robe, when Jared came in. He sat on the edge of the bed, his expression serious.

“I don’t want to pressure you into staying here. We could still leave, you know,” he said, his voice quiet. “We could figure it out. Sell at a loss, go back to the apartment. Just you and me.”

I looked at him. Then my gaze drifted past him, to the open door of my walk-in closet, where rows of silk and cashmere hung. To the view of the manicured lawn and the sparkling community fountain through the window. The memories of the night before washed over me—not with shame, but with a profound, humbling sense of power and pleasure.

I walked to the closet, running my hand over the sleeve of a velvet blazer. I turned back to him.

“No,” I said. The word was final, certain. “This is who we are now.”
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