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Just the Four of Us

The idea had been germinating in Miya’s mind for months, a tiny, insistent seed of curiosity watered by glimpses in the hallway and muffled sounds through the wall. It had started with the scent of their laundry detergent, something crisp and foreign, like alpine air, that clung to the communal corridor after they’d used the machines. Then it was the sheer, silent efficiency of their movements. Mark and Nicola, the couple in 4B. They moved like ghosts in expensive shoes. They never argued, never played loud music, never had packages overflowing in the lobby. Their existence was a perfectly curated, hermetically sealed diorama of urban professionalism.

For Miya, whose life with Heath was a symphony of controlled chaos, of passionate arguments that bled into even more passionate reconciliations, of artistic projects splayed across the dining table, of love that was loud and messy and gloriously imperfect, the silence of 4B was a deafening provocation.

“They’re either assassins or the most boring people on Earth,” she’d declared to Heath one evening, watching from their window as Mark and Nicola stepped out of a black town car, moving in perfect synchronicity toward the building’s entrance.

Heath, sketching charcoal on a large canvas, hadn’t looked up. “Or they’re just private people, Miya.”

“Nobody is that private,” she’d insisted. “It’s unnatural. They’re hiding something. I can feel it.”

Her obsession had become a running joke between them. She chronicled their sparse interactions: the clipped, formal ‘good morning’ from Mark in the elevator, his eyes a placid, unreadable blue; the single time Nicola, with a smile that didn’t quite reach her cool gray eyes, had accepted a mis-delivered package for them, her hand brushing Miya’s for a fleeting, electric second. Nicola’s fingernails had been painted a deep, glossy black, a tiny crack in the otherwise flawless porcelain facade. Miya had clung to that detail like a detective finding a clue.

The idea for a dinner party had been her solution. A frontal assault cloaked in the niceties of neighborly etiquette. Heath had resisted, of course. He was a creature of habit and intense focus, and their home was his sanctuary, not a stage for Miya’s social experiments.

“Why?” he’d asked, his voice a low rumble of disapproval as he cleaned his brushes. “We have everything we need right here.”

“Because I’m going insane,” she’d said, draping herself over his back and kissing the warm skin of his neck. “They’re a blank canvas, Heath. Don’t you, of all people, want to know what’s underneath? Think of it as research. Character study.”

He had finally relented, won over less by her argument and more by the determined glint in her eyes, the same glint that appeared whenever she was about to embark on a new, ambitious painting or drag him into a spontaneous weekend trip. It was the glint he’d fallen in love with, the one that promised adventure and unpredictability. He’d agreed with a long, drawn-out sigh and a single condition: “If they’re boring, we’re never doing this again.”

Now, as the clock ticked with agonizing slowness toward eight, Miya felt a tremor of buyer’s remorse. The apartment was immaculate, smelling faintly of the jasmine-scented candles she’d lit and the rosemary-crusted lamb roasting in the oven. Everything was perfect, which only amplified her anxiety. What if they were just boring? What if this whole evening devolved into a stilted exchange about interest rates and property taxes, leaving her with nothing but a mountain of dishes and the death of a perfectly good fantasy? She picked at an invisible thread on a throw pillow, her stomach a knot of anticipation and dread. She had poked the bear, or rather, the two sleek, quiet panthers from across the hall, and now she had to deal with the consequences.

Heath poured the whiskey with the slow precision of a man trying to kill time, the amber liquid catching the low light as it swirled into the heavy crystal tumblers. Outside, the rain lashed against the windows of their fourth-floor apartment, a furious, percussive rhythm that drowned out the distant, ceaseless hum of city traffic. It felt as if the storm had sealed them inside, amplifying the expectant silence within the walls. Across the living room, Miya adjusted the plump cushions on the suede couch for what must have been the third time in five minutes. Her lips, painted a daring shade of crimson, were pressed into a thin, tense line. This was your idea.

Heath’s voice was a low murmur as he crossed the room, the floorboards sighing softly under his weight. He reminded her of the fact without accusation, simply stating it as he handed her a glass. The ice clinked, a sharp, crystalline sound in the quiet. “We never socialize,” she replied, her voice a little tight. She took a grateful sip of the smoky liquor, its warmth spreading through her chest and loosening the knot of apprehension. “And we always wonder about them.”

“Them” were Mark and Nicola, the enigmatic couple from 4B, directly across the hall. They had moved in six months ago, their arrival as unobtrusive as their continued presence. They were polite, immaculately dressed, and quiet. Too quiet. In a building filled with the domestic cacophony of crying babies, arguing lovers, and the occasional late-night party, their apartment was a well of profound silence.

Mark, a man who seemed assembled from sharp angles and expensive fabrics, had only ever exchanged brief, formal pleasantries with Heath during their shared elevator rides. Miya’s sole significant interaction had been the time a courier had mistakenly brought a package for Nicola to their door. Miya had accepted it on her behalf, and when Nicola came to collect it minutes later, she had offered a smile that was perfectly shaped but held no warmth. But that was it. They were a mystery wrapped in good manners and expensive cologne, a blank space in the vibrant tapestry of the building’s life. Miya was determined to fill it in.

At precisely eight o’clock, as if summoned by a director’s cue, the buzzer rang, its sharp, electronic BZZZT cutting through the sound of the rain. Miya’s heart gave a little jump. She smoothed down the front of her silk tunic, took a deep breath, and opened the door.

And there they were. Nicola and Mark, standing side by side, so perfectly composed they looked less like people and more like high-end mannequins brought to life. They were sleek, poised, and utterly still.

Nicola wore a deep sapphire-blue sheath dress, a severe, elegant garment that clung to her slender figure like a second skin. It was a color that seemed to absorb the light around it, making her appear even more contained and formidable. Her blonde hair, the color of champagne, was pulled back from her face into a severe, intricate bun at the nape of her neck, exposing the elegant line of her throat. Mark was her perfect counterpart in shadow, effortlessly sharp in a fine-gauge black cashmere sweater and dark trousers that fit him with tailored precision. His face, handsome in a chiseled, almost severe way, was completely unreadable. Between them, they held a single bottle of red wine, their hands almost touching on the neck, presenting it like a formal, unified offering.

“You made it,” Miya said, her voice a little brighter than she’d intended. She stepped back, opening the door wider. “Come in, please. The rain is awful tonight.”

Heath was there a moment later, taking their coats with a quiet murmur of welcome. As he hung the damp trench coats in the hall closet, the air in the small foyer became thick with a new blend of scents. The sharp, heady perfume of jasmine from Nicola mingled with the peaty aroma of Heath’s whiskey and the beeswax polish Miya had used on the antique sideboard that morning. It was a complex, intoxicating cocktail of their combined worlds.

“Lovely place,” Nicola said, her voice as smooth and cool as polished marble. Her gray eyes, however, barely flicked over the room, taking in their eclectic collection of art, the overflowing bookshelves, and the general comfortable clutter of a home well-lived in, without any discernible reaction. It wasn’t a compliment; it was an observation, an assessment.

“We try,” Heath replied with a wry, faint smile, gesturing for them to move into the living room. “It’s more lived-in than curated.”

They settled into the initial, awkward dance of strangers. Heath poured wine for their guests while Miya brought out a platter of cheeses and olives. The conversation began to flow, but it was like a carefully constructed aqueduct, not a natural river. They touched on the easy, impersonal subjects: recent travel, the latest Booker Prize shortlist, the ever-rising crime rates in the city. Yet, even on these safe topics, there was a strange, disquieting quality to the exchange.

Nicola spoke in measured, perfect sentences, her words chosen with the precision of a poet or a lawyer. It seemed as if she were constantly calculating, her mind several steps ahead of the conversation, shaping it to her will. Mark, by contrast, was an island of quiet observation. Where Heath’s silence was a comfortable, brooding presence, Mark’s felt like a tightly coiled spring, his fingers drumming a soft, almost inaudible rhythm against the side of his wine glass.

It wasn’t until they were on their second drink, the initial stiffness beginning to dissolve under the influence of alcohol and the cozy warmth of the room, that Miya noticed something odd. A pattern was emerging. Nicola had been subtly, expertly guiding the conversation, her questions like a surgeon’s probes, steering them away from personal histories and toward abstract, hypothetical situations.

“It’s a fascinating building, architecturally,” she mused, swirling the deep red wine in her glass. “So many identical units, so many transient lives. If someone were to disappear in a place like this,” she continued, her gaze drifting toward the rain-streaked window, “do you think anyone would notice? Really notice, I mean. Beyond a few missed rent payments.”

Miya felt a small chill crawl up her spine, despite the warmth of the room. Heath chuckled, a low, rumbling sound that seemed to pull the tension from the air. “You make it sound like we live in a Hitchcock film.”

Nicola’s lips curved into a genuine smile for the first time that evening, and the effect was startling. It transformed her face, giving her a predatory, knowing beauty. “Don’t we?” she said softly. For a fraction of a second, Nicola’s eyes met Heath’s across the room, and an unspoken, electric current seemed to pass between them. It was a glance of mutual recognition, a shared understanding that Miya couldn’t begin to decipher, and it made her feel like an outsider in her own home.

The bottle of red wine was nearly empty now. The easy chatter had evaporated, leaving behind a mood that was heavier, charged with unspoken things. The rain outside had softened to a drizzle, and the only sounds were the soft hum of the refrigerator and the faint, rhythmic drumming of Mark’s fingers against his glass. Heath hadn’t said a word in fifteen minutes. He simply watched them all, his expression hooded, his posture relaxed but radiating a coiled intensity. He was a panther observing its prey, waiting for the perfect moment to pounce.

Miya, feeling the silence stretch to an uncomfortable, almost unbearable length, cleared her throat. She needed to bring them back to solid ground, to the mundane world of jobs and résumés. “So,” she began, her voice sounding unnaturally loud to her own ears, “what do you two do for work?”

Nicola tilted her head, a slow, deliberate movement. The severe bun seemed to accentuate the sharp line of her jaw. “Oh, a bit of this and a bit of that,” she answered, her voice a purr of deliberate evasion.

For the first time that night, a flicker of something, annoyance? impatience? crossed Mark’s handsome features. He set his glass down on the coaster with a soft click. “That’s vague.”

“Is it?” Nicola replied, her cool gray eyes locking onto his. The smile was gone, replaced by a look of sheer, unadulterated challenge. Another silence stretched between them, thick and fraught. In that moment, Miya was suddenly, acutely aware of how truly separate their lives were, how the six inches of drywall and plaster separating their apartments might as well have been a chasm. They knew nothing about these people. Nothing at all.

Then Nicola laughed, a sound that was light, musical, and utterly disarming. It broke the spell completely. “Oh, for heaven’s sake, Mark, don’t be so dramatic,” she said, reaching for the wine bottle to top off her glass. “We’re both in finance. Risk assessment. It’s dreadfully boring, really. All spreadsheets and projections.”

Miya felt herself exhale a breath she hadn’t realized she was holding. Finance. Of course. It made a strange kind of sense. The precision, the calculation, the expensive clothes. But something in Heath’s expression remained unsettled. He wasn’t buying it. And across the room, as Nicola finished her explanation with another one of her perfectly polished smiles, Miya saw Heath’s own lips curve into a slow, knowing grin. He was finally ready to make his move.

“Let’s play a game,” Heath suggested, his voice cutting through the renewed, lighter atmosphere with the sharp edge of a razor. The suggestion hung in the air, instantly extinguishing the fragile camaraderie.

Nicola’s eyes narrowed, all traces of her “boring” finance persona vanishing in an instant. She looked at Heath, and once again, that spark of recognition, of a shared secret language, ignited between them. She knew exactly where this was going. A flicker of a smile touched her lips. “Oh? Okay.”

“Miya, half-excited and half-terrified, leaned forward. “What kind of game?”

Heath’s gaze swept over all of them, cool and appraising. His smile widened, showing a hint of teeth. It was a predator’s smile. “A game of truth. No hypotheticals, Nicola. No vague ‘bits of this and that’.” He took a deliberate sip of his whiskey, his eyes burning with a dark fire. “Tell us something true and secret about your sex life, and we’ll tell you something true and secret about ours.”

The room went utterly still. The hum of the refrigerator seemed to roar in the silence. Mark froze, his hand halfway to his glass. Miya’s heart hammered against her ribs, a frantic bird beating its wings. This was it. This was the territory she had wanted to explore, a dark, thrilling continent just beyond the border of polite society.

Nicola was the first to recover. She let out a soft, throaty laugh, the sound like dark chocolate melting. She looked at Mark, whose face had become a pale, taut mask. “He is a sex animal,” she said, gesturing vaguely toward her husband with her wine glass. Her tone was light, dismissive, but her eyes, fixed on Heath, held a glint of something far more complex, a challenge, a concession, a dare. The statement was a lie, a beautifully crafted piece of misdirection, and everyone in the room knew it. Mark flinched almost imperceptibly.

They all laughed, a strained, uncertain sound that quickly died out. But Miya, now high on a cocktail of whiskey, adrenaline, and pure, unadulterated curiosity, leaned forward, her earlier anxiety replaced by a thrill-seeker’s bravado. She looked directly at Nicola, her crimson-lipped smile unwavering, refusing to let them off the hook with such a flimsy, transparent falsehood. “Thank you,” she said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Our turn.”

Heath drank from his glass, a slow, deliberate motion, his eyes never leaving Mark’s. He set the tumbler down with a heavy thud on the afromosia wood coffee table. “Miya and I,” he began, his voice a low, intimate rumble that seemed to vibrate in the very air of the room, “don’t believe in secrets. We believe in experiences. And sharing them.”

The statement, so simple yet so loaded, hung in the air. The implication was enormous, a door swung wide open into a world Mark and Nicola had only, perhaps, observed from a distance.

By the time they were done with dinner, the plates cleared away and a new bottle of whiskey opened, the dam of propriety had been well and truly broken. Fueled by alcohol and the intoxicating pull of confession, Miya was telling them everything. She laid her and Heath’s lives bare, not as a boast, but as a reciprocal offering for the truth she so desperately craved from them. It was then, as Heath watched her with a look of fond indulgence, that she leveled her gaze at Mark and Nicola and delivered the coup de grâce.

“Tonight,” she said, her voice clear and steady, “is day 371.” She paused for effect, letting the number sink in. “Orgasm-free. For Mark.”

The silence that followed was absolute. Nicola’s face remained a mask of cool curiosity, but a tiny muscle twitched in her jaw. Mark’s placid expression shattered completely. A dark flush crept up his neck, and his gaze dropped to the table, his knuckles white where he gripped his glass. He looked cornered, exposed, mortified.

Before the tension could solidify, Miya plunged on, her words tumbling out in a rush. “It’s not a punishment,” she added quickly, trying to soften the blow. “It’s a… project. An exercise in control. Nicola’s idea, actually.” She gestured toward her neighbor, who simply gave a slight, regal nod of confirmation, as if discussing a stock portfolio. “But me,” Miya continued, a wild, mischievous glint in her eye, “I have massive orgasms. And I have the video to prove it.”

Heath just smirked, swirling the last of his whiskey. The trap had been sprung.

Nicola’s cool composure finally cracked. A flicker of genuine, unadulterated shock widened her eyes. “So you were stepping out?” she asked, her voice sharp with clinical interest. It wasn’t a judgment, but a data point she needed to process.

“Well,” Heath interjected smoothly, taking the lead as Miya had laid the groundwork. “We’re kind of in an open marriage. We don’t believe sexual fidelity and emotional fidelity are the same thing. One is about biology. The other is about choice.”

The concept hung in the air, shimmering and dangerous. Mark finally looked up, his expression a chaotic mix of shame, envy, and a dawning, desperate arousal. He was a man dying of thirst who had just been shown an oasis.

“Do you want to see it?” asked Miya, her voice a seductive whisper. She was already reaching for her purse on the floor beside her chair. The question was a formality. The answer was already written on their faces.

“Sure,” Mark breathed, the word barely audible.

“Sure,” replied Nicola, her voice regaining its composure, now laced with an icy, analytical curiosity. She leaned forward, elbows on the table, her chin propped on her steepled fingers. She was no longer a guest; she was an observer at a fascinating, unprecedented experiment.

It was an orgy. Or, more accurately, the spectacular finale of one. Miya retrieved her smartphone from her purse, her fingers flying across the screen with practiced ease. With a final tap, the show was on. She placed the phone in the center of the coffee table, angling it so they could all see.

The video was shot from a low angle, looking up, apparently filmed by one of the participants. The screen was filled with Miya’s ecstatic face, her head thrown back, mouth open in a silent scream of pleasure. But the centerpiece of the shot was a large, full-length mirror propped against a wall. The image wasn’t just of the act, but the reflection of the act, creating a dizzying, kaleidoscopic vision of bodies. Three men, their faces obscured or out of frame, were bringing her to a shattering climax. Then, in a stunning, almost unbelievable crescendo, they all came at once. A massive, coordinated eruption of semen blasted all over the mirror’s surface, thick white ropes of it arcing through the air and splattering against the glass, obscuring the writhing reflections behind it.

And then the most shocking part. The camera panned down as Miya and another woman, laughing, knelt before the mirror. Without hesitation, they began licking it clean. Their tongues darted out, lapping at the streaks of cooling cum, their movements hungry and reverent.

The room was utterly silent save for the faint, tinny sounds from the phone’s speaker. Heath watched, not the phone, but their guests’ faces. Nicola and Mark both stared in disbelief, their eyes wide, their bodies frozen. Nicola’s scientific detachment had been replaced by something raw and primal. Mark’s mouth was slightly agape, a sheen of sweat on his brow. The polite, quiet neighbors from 4B were gone. In their place were two people transfixed by a raw, decadent display of pure hedonism.

“Play it again,” Nicola commanded, her voice a hoarse whisper.

Miya did. And again. They were flabbergasted, utterly mesmerized by the sheer, overwhelming amount of semen sprayed across the mirror. It was a spectacle of excess, a monument to uninhibited pleasure.

“His cum must be awfully tasty,” Nicola murmured, her eyes still glued to the screen, watching the two women eagerly clean the glass. “You guys drank it all down like it was honey.”

A slow, proud smile spread across Miya’s face. She looked at Heath, a private, intimate glance. “His cum tastes like cinnamon,” she said, her voice low and husky with the memory.

Mark let out a sound, a strangled laugh that was half a groan of despair. He ran a hand over his face, his composure completely gone. “Well, I wish it was mine,” he teased, but the words were thick with a year of pent-up longing, a raw ache that was painful to witness.

And they all laughed, but this time the laughter was different. It was real, ragged, and steeped in a shared, dangerous knowledge. The final wall between them had crumbled into dust. The air was thick with possibility, heavy with the scent of sex and confession.

Nicola turned her gaze from the phone and fixed it on Mark. Her eyes, which had been cool and analytical, now burned with a new fire, a sly, predatory heat. She leaned toward him, her voice dropping to a silken, seductive murmur that was for him alone, yet loud enough for everyone to hear. “Are you ready to break your celibacy streak?”

Mark hesitated. A war was being waged across his features. A year of discipline, of denial, of Nicola’s iron-willed “project,” was battling against the raw, undeniable evidence of his own body’s betrayal. He looked at Miya, at the video still glowing on the phone, at Heath’s calm, knowing smile. He had fondled and touched Miya’s breasts and pussy on the few “approved” occasions Nicola had allowed over the past year, calculated, clinical encounters designed to keep the machinery humming without letting it run. But he had never, not once, plunged his raging missile into the tight, wet, promised land in over a year. Nicola looked at him, her gaze dropping pointedly. His hands were clasped tightly in his lap, covering a prominent, straining bulge in his expensive trousers. He was caught.

Heath leaned back in his armchair, a king surveying his court. He let the silent, charged moment stretch, savoring the palpable tension, the raw, naked desire that had finally been uncaged. “Guys,” he asked, his voice a cunning, conspiratorial drawl that sliced through the thick atmosphere. “Are you all thinking what I’m thinking?”

Nicola’s head snapped toward him, her eyes gleaming. “What are you thinking, Heath?” she asked, though she already knew the answer. The game had just entered its final, most exhilarating round.

The transition from the living room to the bedroom was a fluid, unspoken procession. Words were no longer necessary. Desire was the conductor, and they were all willing instruments in its orchestra. Heath rose first, extending a hand not to Miya, but to Nicola. She took it without hesitation, her cool fingers lacing with his. Miya watched them, a thrill shooting through her, and then turned to Mark. He was still sitting, looking dazed, as if he’d been struck by lightning. She went to him, knelt before his chair, and placed a hand on his thigh, right next to the rigid proof of his arousal.

“It’s okay,” she whispered, her voice gentle. “It’s time.”

He looked into her eyes, and she saw a profound, grateful relief wash over him. He nodded, a single, jerky motion. He stood, and Miya led him by the hand, following Heath and Nicola down the short hallway into the master bedroom.

The room was a sanctuary of dark woods, plush fabrics, and the lingering scent of their lovemaking from the night before. Heath didn’t turn on the main lights; instead, flicking on a small, amber-hued lamp on the nightstand that cast the room in a warm, decadent glow, creating a world of soft edges and deep shadows. On the large, unmade queen bed, the navy duvet was thrown back, revealing crisp white sheets. Strapped to the ornate, dark mahogany headboard were four black leather cuffs, their silver buckles glinting in the low light. They weren’t a surprise to Miya; they were a permanent fixture, a part of the room’s architecture, just like the easel in the living room.

There was no awkward fumbling with clothes. The shedding of their garments was a deliberate, ritualistic act. Heath shrugged off his sweater, his sculpted torso and powerful shoulders emerging from the dark cashmere. Mark, his movements still a little stiff, unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a surprisingly lean, well-defined chest, pale under the lamplight. Nicola unzipped her sapphire dress, letting it pool at her feet like a slick of dark water, her body emerging pale and perfect, her small, pert breasts tipped with rosy nipples that were already hard. Miya slipped out of her tunic and leggings, her own body, more lushly curved than Nicola’s, feeling alive and humming with energy.

Within a few minutes, the guys were nude and cuffed to the queen bed. Heath had guided Mark to the left side, his wrists secured above his head to the headboard. Miya had done the same for Heath on the right. The click of the buckles was a definitive sound, a punctuation mark ending one reality and beginning another. The two men lay exposed, vulnerable, their erections stark and proud in the dim light.

Then the women took control. Nicola and Miya climbed onto the bed, their movements fluid and synchronized, like lionesses approaching a kill. They sat between their respective partners’ legs, facing them. The amusement park was about to open for business.

Nicola’s approach to Mark’s limp dick—it had softened in the transition, the momentary anxiety overriding his arousal—was methodical and masterful. She didn’t lunge for it. She began with his mind. She leaned forward, her blonde hair tickling his stomach, and began kissing the sensitive skin of his inner thighs, her lips soft and wet. She whispered to him, her voice a low, hypnotic murmur.

“One year, Mark. Three hundred and seventy-one days. All that waiting. All that pressure building. Think of it. A dam about to break. And I’m going to be the one to open the floodgates.”

She caressed and cupped his heavy balls, her touch light but firm, weighing them in her palm as if assessing their value. He groaned, his hips giving an involuntary twitch. She twirled her fingers in his thick pubic hair with one hand while her other hand wrapped around the base of his shaft, squeezing gently. Then, she planted a series of wet, open-mouthed kisses on the very tip of his prick, making sure that her red lipstick, the same shade Miya wore, left a bright, garish smear on the burgeoning head. The crimson stain was a brand, a mark of ownership. By the time her velvety tongue worked its magic, circling the rapidly hardening shaft and licking and flicking with exquisite precision at the sensitive frenulum, Mark was no longer just erect; he was a monument of throbbing flesh. His missile was fully engaged and ready for liftoff.

Not to be outstaged, on the other side of the bed, Miya’s strategy with Heath was one of playful, overwhelming sensation. He was no stranger to pleasure, the “sex animal” Nicola had so ironically called him. Miya’s task was not to awaken his cock, but to push it past its limits. She massaged Heath’s formidable cock with her right hand, enclosing its thick, heavy length in the warmth of her fingers. Her grip was sure and practiced, her fingers sliding up and down his slick pole very gently, teasingly. Her other hand twirled his balls playfully, a stark contrast to Nicola’s more clinical assessment.

Miya leaned in close, her warm breath ghosting over the head of his cock. When she blew a soft stream of air directly into his slightly widening slit, a violent shudder wracked Heath’s body. He groaned, a deep, guttural sound that was half pleasure, half protest. His cuffed hands strained against the leather. Miya smiled. She grabbed the base of his seven-plus inches, his tower of pleasure, and began to massage it with her fingers in a firm, twisting motion, as her mouth and tongue descended to suck and lick its upper portion. Over and over, her tongue and fingers went up and down his length, a relentless, dual-pronged attack. She explored every sensitive crevice, lavishing attention on the thick ridge of his corona, the sensitive underside of his shaft, not sparing his two family jewels, which she occasionally took into her mouth, suckling them gently.

Heath was moaning openly now, guttural sounds torn from his throat. He was attempting to thrust his hips skyward, bucking against her mouth, chasing the pleasure. His usual iron control was fracturing, and Miya delighted in being the one to break it.

Just as both men seemed to be nearing a precipice, Nicola, who had somehow assumed the role of the evening’s conductor, spoke. Her voice cut through the haze of moans and wet sounds, sharp and clear.

“Miya. Mount him. Cowgirl. Now.”

It was an order, not a suggestion. Miya looked over at Nicola, saw the glint of command in her eyes, and felt a fresh wave of excitement. She obeyed instantly. She rose from her position, her body slick with Heath’s pre-cum, and straddled his hips. Since each guy’s rooster was now fully loaded to their seven-plus-inch max, the amusement park rides began in earnest.

Miya lowered herself onto Heath’s rigid erection, taking him slowly, inch by glorious inch. He roared as she enveloped him, the sound a mixture of agony and ecstasy. His eyes were squeezed shut, his face a mask of tormented pleasure. Once he was fully seated inside her, she began to move, a slow, grinding bounce that sent shockwaves of pleasure through them both.

At the same time, Nicola, having brought Mark to the peak of arousal, shifted her attention. Her hotbox needed attention. With a sinuous movement, she pivoted and sat down on Mark’s face. He gasped as her wet, swollen folds enveloped his mouth and nose. As best he could, without the use of his hands, he began to worship her. His tongue, clumsy at first, then more confident, found her now-swollen clit and began to lick and suck with desperate enthusiasm. The taste of her, musky and sweet, filled his senses, driving him wild. He had been starved for a year, and now he was at a banquet. Nicola rode his face with a steady rhythm, her hips bucking softly as his tongue worked its magic.

After about ten minutes of this exquisite torture, a silent signal passed between the women. It was time to switch partners. Nicola’s voice, a little breathless now, gave the next command. “Change.”

The girls changed positions with a dancer’s grace. Miya dismounted Heath, leaving him panting and groaning, his cock glistening and raw. She crawled across the bed, her knees sinking into the plush mattress, and positioned herself over Mark. His eyes were wide with a kind of delirious awe. She was his wife’s friend, the curator of that shocking video, and now she was about to ride him. She lowered herself onto his lipstick-stained cock, and he cried out as she took him in. He was impossibly hard, vibrating with a year’s worth of stored energy.

Meanwhile, Nicola climbed onto Heath, her movements more aggressive, more dominating. She impaled herself on him with a single, swift motion, drawing a hiss of breath from him. She was riding the “sex animal” now, and it was a battle of wills. She began to ride him cowgirl style, her pace faster, more demanding than Miya’s had been. Her severe bun had started to come undone, blonde strands sticking to her sweat-slicked temples.

The rhythm of the room changed. It was faster, harder. Miya rode Mark with a deep, sensual rhythm, watching his face contort with a pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. He was close, she could feel it in the way his hips began to buck uncontrollably beneath her. But it wasn’t his time. Not yet.

Nicola, after a furious, pounding ride on Heath, slid forward without dismounting, face-planting her pussy on his face, mirroring what she had just done to Mark. Heath’s mouth met her eagerly, his tongue lapping at her swollen clit as she continued to grind down on his face, her core clenching around the base of his still-imprisoned cock.

The two cowgirls quickened their pace simultaneously, a silent, coordinated escalation. Both guys’ howls and squeals increased in intensity, their voices blending into a chorus of pure, uninhibited lust.

“Mmm, yeah! Oh God!”

“Holy fuck… ahhh!”

Mark’s moaning continued, rising in pitch as Nicola, having received her due from Heath’s talented mouth, returned to her perch atop him. She was back to unmercifully slamming her pussy down on his straining erection, her movements no longer teasing but brutal, purposeful. The bed frame slammed against the wall with each powerful downward thrust. She was driving him toward the edge with a furious pace.

Miya, who was always amused at watching men squirm in their sexual pleasure, decided it was time. Heath had been held at the breaking point for long enough. It was an act of mercy, in its own twisted way. She leaned over, her breasts brushing against his heaving chest, and whispered in his ear. “Now,” she said.

She dismounted from Heath’s distressed pecker, her inner walls clenching as she pulled away. At the same moment, as if on cue, Nicola reached up and, with a swift, practiced motion, unbuckled the restraints from Heath’s wrists. His hands were free.

He didn’t even pause. His eyes, dark and wild, locked onto Nicola.

“Do me,” she screamed, her voice ragged, the command raw and stripped of all her earlier composure. “I want you to fuck me now.”

Mark wasted no time. Freed from his own cuffs by Miya a moment later, he scrambled on top of Nicola, who had rolled onto her back, her legs spread wide in invitation. It was a chaotic, desperate movement. He assumed the missionary position, his body covering hers, and with a guttural roar, his purple-colored missile dove into Nicola’s moist, waiting pussy with wild abandon. There was no finesse, no tenderness, only a year of explosive, pent-up need. He slammed into her, again and again, his hips pistoning with a frantic energy.

Within twelve to fifteen seconds of this frantic pounding, he felt it. The familiar, unmistakable twitch deep in his groin, the electrical signal that meant the floodgates were opening and there was no closing them. He had now passed the point of no return.

This sensation dovetailed into another ten to twelve seconds of pure, blinding, orgasmic bliss. His vision went white. His mind went blank. The only reality was the incredible, full-body convulsions that seized him. This was followed soon by the unleashing of his man juice. It wasn’t a single eruption; it was a torrent. He felt at least twenty-seven distinct, powerful squirts of semen shooting from him, each one a seismic jolt, flooding Nicola’s womb with a year’s worth of life. The post-orgasm semen drips were next, a slow, thick leakage that seemed to go on forever, finishing off with the final, shuddering spasms and shaking of his exhausted body.

As Mark’s final spasms were fading, Nicola, who had been frantically massaging her clit throughout his explosive climax, cried out. Her own orgasm commenced, her body arching up to meet his, her nails digging into the flesh of his back. Not exactly simultaneous orgasms, but close enough to feel like a shared cataclysm. He collapsed on top of her, his full weight pressing her into the mattress, while she was still whimpering and chirping like a small, overwhelmed bird.

Meanwhile, on the right side of the bed, the other drama was reaching its conclusion. Miya had dismounted from Heath and, with him now free, she knelt beside him. She took his still-raging cock in both hands and began frantically fisting it, her hands a blur of motion. It was a testament to his stamina that he had lasted this long. But her relentless, two-handed assault was too much. He threw his head back and roared as he exploded, not inside a woman, but all over himself. Thick ropes of his jizz landed on his chiseled chest, his flat abdomen, and into the dark hair of his pubes. A few stray drops landed on his chin and cheek, which Heath, in a primal, reflexive motion, promptly licked off, his eyes still wild.

Miya quickly released Heath from his restraints, his wrists red and chafed from the leather. The two men lay panting, spent, covered in sweat and semen. The air was thick with the metallic, salty scent of their climax. But the sex party was far from over. This was merely the end of the first act.

Nicola gently pushed Mark’s dead weight off her. She sat up, completely unfazed, a sheen of sweat making her skin glow in the lamplight. She looked down at Mark, who was lying on his back, staring at the ceiling with a look of profound, blissful shock. “Was that a good orgasm?” she asked, her tone once again cool and conversational, as if she were asking about a meal.

Mark turned his head slowly, looking at her as if seeing her for the first time. “Absolutely… phenomenal,” he breathed. “I’m at a loss for words.”

Nicola smiled, a small, satisfied smile. She reached out and ran a hand through his sweat-damp hair. “That was your super orgasm,” she said, her voice taking on the quality of a lecturer explaining a complex theory. “You get one of those after a long period of denial. You can go at it again in about twenty or probably thirty minutes,” she continued, her gaze flicking between Mark and Heath, “but you’re not gonna get a super orgasm like you just did. You’d probably get one or two squirts out, which is fine. You can do that every thirty minutes or so, for hours. But you’ve got to wait eight full hours, sometimes more, for the charge to build for another super orgasm.” She looked at Heath, then at Miya, sharing the central tenet of their bizarre, disciplined lifestyle. This was their secret. The silence, the control, it wasn’t about being boring—it was about manufacturing ecstasy.

Heath, having caught his breath, pushed himself up on one elbow. He looked at Miya, who was perched at the end of the bed, watching them all with a look of supreme satisfaction. He reached out and stroked her thigh. “You are amazing,” he said, his voice a low, gravelly rasp. It wasn’t just about her performance; it was about her instincts, her relentless curiosity that had led them all to this incredible moment. The mystery of 4B had been solved, and the solution was more thrilling than she ever could have imagined.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Quiet Desires
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Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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