
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: A Forbidden Excursion

At thirty-two, I’ve built a life with my wife, Emily, that balances routine with the occasional thrill—a stable foundation of love and trust, punctuated by moments where we push the boundaries of our comfort zones. Emily, at twenty-nine, is the picture of understated elegance: a librarian by trade, her auburn hair often swept into a meticulous bun, her green eyes sharp with intelligence behind delicate glasses, her wardrobe favoring modest cardigans and knee-length skirts that hint at the lithe figure beneath. We’ve been married for five years, together for eight, and while our intimacy has always been passionate, it’s stayed within the confines of familiarity—until tonight, when I propose something entirely out of character for her.

The idea sparks during a late-night conversation over a bottle of merlot, her laughter bright as we reminisce about youthful adventures we never quite dared to take. Somewhere between her second glass and mine, I suggest it—an excursion to a strip club, a place neither of us has ever ventured, a realm of fantasy and raw desire that feels galaxies away from her world of dusty books and quiet afternoons. Her eyes widen at first, a flush creeping up her neck, but there’s a flicker of curiosity there, a glimmer of something untamed that I’ve seen before in our most unguarded moments. “Are you serious, Daniel?” she asks, her voice a soft mix of disbelief and intrigue, her fingers tightening around the stem of her glass.

“Entirely,” I reply, leaning closer across our dining table, the candlelight casting shadows on her porcelain skin. “It could be… exhilarating. A new experience, just for us.” I pause, letting the suggestion linger, watching as her lips part slightly, her breath quickening at the thought. After a moment of contemplative silence, she nods—a small, hesitant gesture, but enough to set the plan in motion.

The following Saturday, we dress with intention. I choose a tailored charcoal blazer over a white shirt, unbuttoned at the collar, paired with dark jeans—a look that’s polished but not stiff, signaling ease in a place I know will hum with primal energy. Emily, after much deliberation, settles on a black dress that’s bolder than her usual fare: sleeveless, with a deep V-neck that accentuates her collarbone and the gentle swell of her breasts, the hemline grazing mid-thigh, hugging her curves in a way that’s subtle yet devastating. She wears her hair down, waves cascading over her shoulders, and swaps her glasses for contacts, her green eyes luminous with a mix of nerves and anticipation. As we stand before the mirror, she catches my gaze in the reflection, her lips curving into a tentative smile. “I feel… exposed,” she admits, smoothing the fabric over her hips, but there’s a spark in her expression that tells me she’s ready.

The club, Neon Veil, is a discreet establishment nestled in a quieter part of the city, its exterior unassuming save for the pulsing violet sign above the door. Inside, it’s a different world—dark velvet curtains, low amber lighting, the air thick with the scent of expensive perfume and the faint tang of whiskey. The stage dominates the center, a polished black platform with a single pole gleaming under spotlights, surrounded by plush leather seats where patrons sip drinks and murmur in low tones. The clientele is a mix—businessmen in loosened ties, couples leaning close, a few lone figures nursing cocktails—and the dancers move with a confidence that’s magnetic, their bodies fluid and commanding as they work the stage to a throbbing bassline.

We’re escorted to a secluded booth near the back, offering a clear view of the stage while maintaining a semblance of privacy. Emily slides into the crescent-shaped seat beside me, her thigh brushing mine as she adjusts her dress, her fingers trembling slightly as she accepts the martini I order for her. “This is… intense,” she whispers, her eyes darting between the stage and the crowd, her voice barely audible over the music. A dancer—a statuesque brunette in a silver bikini that catches the light like liquid metal—has just taken the stage, her movements sinuous as she grips the pole, arching her back in a slow, deliberate arc that draws appreciative murmurs from the audience.

“It is,” I agree, my hand resting on her knee beneath the table, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric of her dress. “But you’re here with me. We can leave whenever you want.” My thumb traces small circles on her inner thigh, a subtle reassurance, though I can feel my own pulse quickening as the dancer spins, her hair whipping through the air, her body a study in controlled seduction. Emily’s breath hitches, her gaze fixed on the stage, and I can sense the shift in her—the way her lips part, the faint flush creeping up her chest, her fingers tightening around her glass.

The dancer’s set ends with a flourish, her body glistening with a fine sheen of sweat as she collects scattered bills from the stage, her smile sharp and knowing as she exits to scattered applause. Emily exhales, a sound that’s half-nervous, half-aroused, and turns to me, her eyes gleaming in the dim light. “I didn’t expect… to feel like this,” she admits, her voice low, trembling with a vulnerability that sends a jolt of desire straight through me. “It’s… intoxicating.”

I lean closer, my lips brushing her ear, my hand sliding a fraction higher on her thigh, just beneath the hem of her dress. “What do you feel?” I murmur, my voice husky, the scent of her jasmine perfume mingling with the charged atmosphere of the club. Her skin pebbles beneath my touch, and she shifts in her seat, pressing closer, her breath warm against my cheek.

“Like I’m… awake,” she whispers, her words barely audible over the next song starting up, a slower, more sensual beat that vibrates through the booth. “Like every nerve is on fire.” Her admission hangs between us, raw and electric, and I can feel the heat radiating from her body, the way her legs part slightly, inviting my hand to linger, to explore.

The next dancer takes the stage—a lithe blonde in a crimson thong and matching pasties, her movements sharper, more predatory, as she prowls the edge of the platform, locking eyes with patrons as she bends low, her body a sculpted masterpiece of muscle and grace. Emily watches, transfixed, her lips parted, her chest rising and falling faster as the dancer kneels, trailing her hands down her own thighs in a slow, deliberate caress. I can feel the tension coiling in Emily, the way her fingers brush mine beneath the table, seeking contact, grounding herself in the midst of this sensory overload.

“Do you want to stay?” I ask, my voice a low rumble against her ear, my hand now tracing the edge of her inner thigh, teasing the boundary of her dress. “Or get closer?” I nod toward the stage, where patrons are slipping bills into the dancer’s thong, their hands lingering just shy of propriety, a ritual of exchange that feels both transactional and primal.

She hesitates, her gaze flickering between the stage and me, and then she nods slowly, her voice trembling but resolute. “Stay,” she breathes, her hand covering mine beneath the table, guiding it higher, just shy of the apex of her thighs, where I can feel the heat radiating from her core. “I want to stay.”

The night stretches before us, a canvas of forbidden temptation, and as the music pulses and the dancers command the stage, I know this is only the beginning—a descent into a world Emily has never known, one that will unravel her in ways neither of us can predict.


Chapter 2: The Invitation

The atmosphere in Neon Veil grows denser as the night unfolds, the air saturated with the rhythm of pulsing music and the murmur of appreciative voices. Emily and I remain nestled in our secluded booth, her thigh pressed against mine, her breath uneven as the parade of dancers on the main stage continues to captivate her senses. I can feel the shift in her—the way her fingers linger on the stem of her martini glass, the faint tremor in her touch when her hand brushes mine beneath the table, the flush creeping up her chest as her green eyes dart between the performers and me. The blonde dancer in crimson has exited the stage, replaced by a statuesque woman with raven hair and skin like polished bronze, her body adorned only with a shimmering gold body chain that catches the amber lights as she moves with serpentine grace. Emily watches, transfixed, her lips parted, her composure fraying at the edges in a way that sends a surge of heat through me.

I’m about to lean in, to murmur something suggestive in her ear, when a ripple of movement near our booth draws my attention. A dancer approaches—one we hadn’t noticed earlier, her presence commanding despite the dimness of our corner. She’s a vision of raw allure: petite but curvaceous, her olive skin glistening with a fine sheen of sweat, her dark hair cascading in loose waves down her back. She’s completely bare save for the delicate silver hoops in her ears, her nudity unapologetic, her body a canvas of taut muscle and inviting softness. Her full breasts sway gently with each step, her nipples hardened in the cool air of the club, and as she draws closer, I can see the faint shimmer of arousal glistening between her thighs, her folds visibly swollen, a testament to her own heightened state under the gaze of the room.

Emily’s breath catches audibly as the dancer stops mere inches from our booth, her hips swaying to the slow, sultry beat of the music—a new track, heavier with bass, vibrating through the floor. The dancer’s eyes, a deep hazel flecked with gold, lock onto Emily’s, a knowing smile playing on her lips as she begins to move, her motions fluid and deliberate, a private performance meant solely for my wife. She arches her back, her hands trailing up her own body, cupping her breasts briefly before sliding down her stomach, stopping just shy of her exposed folds. She bends forward slightly, her hair brushing the edge of our table, giving Emily an unobstructed view of her glistening center, the slickness catching the light in a way that’s both obscene and mesmerizing.

Emily’s hand tightens around mine beneath the table, her nails digging into my palm as she stares, her cheeks flushed a deep crimson, her chest rising and falling rapidly. “She’s… beautiful,” she whispers, her voice barely audible over the music, trembling with a mix of awe and desire I’ve never heard from her before. The dancer catches the words—or perhaps the look in Emily’s eyes—and her smile widens, a predatory edge to it as she straightens, turning slowly to give Emily a view of her pert backside before facing her again, her fingers grazing her own inner thighs, parting her folds just enough to reveal more, the wetness there a silent invitation.

Before Emily can fully process the display, another presence materializes behind her—a second dancer, this one taller, with platinum blonde hair cropped into a sleek bob, her body draped in a sheer black lace bodysuit that does little to conceal the lithe muscles beneath. Her approach is quieter, more predatory, her amber eyes glinting with intent as she leans down, her breath warm against Emily’s ear. “You like what you see?” she purrs, her voice a velvet caress, her fingers brushing the nape of Emily’s neck, sending a visible shiver down her spine. “I can give you something more… personal. A private dance, just for you.” She pauses, her gaze flicking to me, acknowledging my presence with a subtle nod before returning to Emily. “Your husband can come along, if you’d like.”

Emily turns to me, her eyes wide with a mixture of uncertainty and longing, her lips parted as if to speak but no words come. I can see the question in her gaze, the unspoken need for permission, for reassurance, and I squeeze her hand gently, my own pulse racing at the thought of what’s being offered. “It’s up to you,” I murmur, my voice low, steady despite the heat coiling in my gut. “I’ll be right there with you.”

She hesitates only a moment before nodding, her voice a breathless whisper. “Yes… I’d like that.” The blonde dancer smiles, a slow, feline grin, and gestures for us to follow, her hips swaying as she leads us through a curtained doorway at the back of the club. Emily rises on unsteady legs, her hand still clasped in mine, her dress clinging to her curves as we trail behind, the air growing warmer, heavier as we step into a narrow hallway lined with velvet drapes and muted sconces.

The private room is a small, opulent space—walls upholstered in deep burgundy, a single plush chaise lounge dominating the center, a mirrored wall on one side reflecting the soft glow of a chandelier overhead. The blonde dancer closes the door behind us, the click of the latch loud in the sudden quiet, the distant thrum of the club’s music reduced to a faint pulse. “Sit,” she instructs, her tone firm but laced with promise, gesturing to the chaise. Emily complies, lowering herself onto the velvet cushion, her hands smoothing nervously over her dress as I take a seat beside her, my thigh pressed against hers, a silent anchor in this uncharted territory.

The dancer stands before us, her movements languid as she peels off the lace bodysuit, letting it fall to the floor in a whisper of fabric, revealing her toned physique—pert breasts, a tapered waist, the faint sheen of sweat on her skin catching the light. She steps closer to Emily, her hips swaying to an unheard rhythm, her hands trailing up her own body before reaching out to brush Emily’s cheek, a featherlight touch that makes my wife’s breath hitch. “Relax,” the dancer murmurs, her voice a soothing balm, as she begins to move, her body undulating inches from Emily’s face, close enough that I can see the goosebumps rising on my wife’s arms, the way her lips part as the dancer turns, bending slightly to accentuate the curve of her backside, her movements a deliberate seduction.

I watch, my own arousal mounting as Emily’s gaze follows every motion, her fingers twitching in her lap as if resisting the urge to reach out. The dancer notices, her amber eyes glinting with mischief as she leans in closer, her lips hovering near Emily’s ear. “You can touch… if you want,” she whispers, her voice dripping with invitation, and Emily’s eyes dart to me, seeking permission, her flush deepening. I nod, my hand resting on her lower back, a silent encouragement, and she hesitates only a moment before her trembling fingers graze the dancer’s hip, the contact eliciting a soft hum of approval from the blonde.

The air in the room thickens, charged with a raw, unspoken energy as the private dance unfolds, Emily’s boundaries stretching further with every passing second, my own desire coiling tighter as I witness her unravel in this forbidden space.


Chapter 3: Unveiled Desires

The private room in Neon Veil hums with an electric tension, the air thick with the scent of jasmine perfume and the faint musk of arousal. The burgundy walls seem to pulse in time with the muted bassline seeping through the velvet drapes, the chandelier casting fractured light across the chaise lounge where Emily and I sit, her thigh pressed tightly against mine. The blonde dancer—whose name we haven’t been given, a deliberate anonymity that only heightens the allure—stands before us, her lithe body bare save for the sheen of sweat glistening on her skin, her platinum bob catching the light as she moves with a predator’s grace. Emily’s hand rests in mine, her fingers trembling slightly, her green eyes wide with a mixture of nervousness and undeniable fascination as the dancer begins her promised performance.

“Comfortable?” the dancer purrs, her voice a velvet caress as she steps closer, her amber eyes glinting with intent. She directs the question at Emily, but her gaze flickers briefly to me, acknowledging my presence with a subtle smirk that promises more than words could convey. Emily nods, a small, unsteady gesture, her breath shallow as she adjusts her position on the chaise, the black dress riding up slightly to reveal more of her pale thighs. I can feel the heat radiating from her, the way her pulse races beneath my touch, and it sends a surge of desire through me, my own arousal mounting as I watch this unfold.

The dancer begins her performance without preamble, her movements fluid and deliberate as she closes the distance between her and Emily, her hips swaying to the faint rhythm of the music filtering into the room. She positions herself directly in front of my wife, her knees brushing the edge of the chaise as she lowers herself into a slow, sensual squat, her thighs parting just enough to reveal the glistening evidence of her arousal—her folds swollen, slick with desire, a sight that draws a soft gasp from Emily’s lips. The dancer catches the sound, her smirk deepening as she rises again, her body undulating in a wave that brings her closer still, until she’s straddling Emily’s lap, her knees bracketing my wife’s hips on the chaise.

Emily’s hands hover uncertainly at her sides, her breath hitching as the dancer begins to move, her hips rolling in a slow, deliberate grind that brings her bare clit into contact with the fabric of Emily’s dress, just above her lap. The dancer’s movements are precise, calculated—each slide of her body against Emily’s leaving a faint smear of wetness on the black material, a visible testament to her own pleasure. “You can touch,” the dancer murmurs, her voice low and encouraging as she leans forward, her lips hovering near Emily’s ear, her platinum hair brushing my wife’s cheek. “Feel me… I want you to.”

Emily’s eyes dart to me, seeking permission or perhaps reassurance, and I give her a subtle nod, my hand resting on her lower back, a silent encouragement. Her hesitation melts away, her hands rising tentatively to rest on the dancer’s hips, her fingers brushing the smooth, warm skin with a reverence that sends a jolt of heat straight to my core. The dancer hums softly in approval, her movements becoming more pronounced as she grinds against Emily, her clit gliding along the fabric with a slick friction that draws a low moan from her throat—a sound that reverberates through the small room, mingling with Emily’s ragged breaths.

Emily’s touch grows bolder, her fingers tracing the curve of the dancer’s waist, sliding up to graze the undersides of her pert breasts, her thumbs brushing over hardened nipples as the dancer arches into the contact, her head tipping back in a display of pleasure that’s both staged and genuine. The dancer’s hands rest on Emily’s shoulders, steadying herself as she continues her lap dance, her hips rolling in a slow, hypnotic rhythm, her wet folds leaving a damp trail across the front of Emily’s dress—a mark of possession, however fleeting. I watch, my own arousal mounting, my trousers growing painfully tight as I witness my wife unravel under this seduction, her hands exploring the dancer’s body with a curiosity that’s as intoxicating as it is unexpected.

The dancer’s movements slow as the song nears its end, her hips settling into a final, lingering grind against Emily before she shifts her weight, her amber eyes flicking to me for the first time since she began. There’s a challenge in her gaze, a spark of mischief that sends a thrill down my spine as she holds my stare, her lips curling into a knowing smile. Without breaking eye contact, she slides off Emily’s lap with feline grace, standing before her once more, her hands reaching for the straps of Emily’s dress. “You’re overdressed for this, sweetheart,” she murmurs, her voice a sultry whisper as she tugs gently at the fabric, easing the straps down Emily’s shoulders with deliberate slowness.

Emily’s breath catches, her eyes widening as she glances at me, a mix of uncertainty and desire swirling in her green depths. I nod again, my hand squeezing her lower back reassuringly, my own pulse racing as I watch the dancer work. The black dress slips down, pooling around Emily’s waist to reveal the lace bra beneath—a delicate ivory piece that contrasts sharply with the flush creeping across her chest. The dancer’s fingers are deft, unclasping the bra with a practiced ease before sliding it off entirely, letting it fall to the floor in a whisper of fabric. Emily’s breasts are exposed now, her nipples hardening instantly in the cool air of the room, the sight drawing a soft hum of appreciation from the dancer as she steps back, her gaze raking over my wife’s bare torso like an artist admiring her canvas.

“You’re stunning,” the dancer says, her tone genuine as she kneels briefly to tug the dress down further, helping Emily lift her hips so the fabric can slide off completely, leaving her in nothing but a matching ivory thong that clings to her curves. The dancer stands again, her hands brushing Emily’s thighs as she rises, her touch lingering just long enough to make Emily shiver visibly, her hands clutching the edge of the chaise for support. The dancer turns to me once more, her amber eyes glinting with a wicked promise as she gestures toward the door we entered through. “Another dance, perhaps?” she suggests, her voice a purr, though her gaze suggests she knows exactly what kind of fire she’s stoked.

I rise, adjusting my blazer to conceal the obvious bulge in my trousers, and offer Emily my hand. She takes it, her fingers trembling but her expression resolute as she stands, her near-naked body glowing in the chandelier’s light, the damp spot on her thong betraying her arousal. Together, we follow the dancer’s lead, the private room a crucible of temptation we’ve only just begun to explore.


Chapter 4: Unleashed Passions

The private room in Neon Veil feels like a world unto itself, the burgundy walls and flickering chandelier light creating an intimate cocoon where the rules of propriety have long since dissolved. Emily stands before me, her body bare save for the delicate ivory thong clinging to her hips, the fabric visibly damp with her arousal. The blonde dancer, her platinum bob catching the faint glow above, exudes a quiet confidence as she steps back to admire my wife, her amber eyes roaming over Emily’s exposed curves with an appreciation that borders on reverence. The air is heavy with unspoken desire, the tension coiled tight between the three of us as the dancer’s gaze shifts to me, a knowing smile playing on her lips.

“That was just a taste,” she says, her voice a sultry murmur as she adjusts her stance, her own nudity a stark contrast to Emily’s near-naked state. “But for more… there’s a price.” Her tone is professional, transactional, a reminder that this world operates on its own currency, even as her eyes gleam with anticipation for what’s to come. She names her fee—$500 for an hour, cash only, no negotiation—and I nod without hesitation, reaching into my wallet to produce the crisp bills. I hand them over, and she tucks them into a small velvet pouch on the chaise with a practiced flick of her wrist, her smile deepening as she turns back to Emily.

“Good,” she purrs, stepping closer to my wife, her fingers brushing Emily’s cheek with a tenderness that belies the raw heat in her gaze. “Now we can really play.” Emily’s breath hitches, her green eyes darting to me for a moment, seeking assurance, permission, something—I give her a subtle nod, my hand resting on her lower back, a silent encouragement as I settle into the chaise’s edge, my own arousal evident beneath the fabric of my trousers. I’m content to watch, to witness this unfolding fantasy, my pulse racing as the dancer takes Emily’s hand and guides her to lie back on the chaise, the velvet cushion cradling her slender frame.

The dancer kneels beside her, her movements fluid and deliberate as she leans in, capturing Emily’s lips in a slow, searing kiss. Their mouths move together with a hungry edge, Emily’s initial hesitation melting away as she responds, her hands rising to thread through the dancer’s platinum hair, pulling her closer. The sight of them—their tongues tangling, soft moans escaping as their lips part and reconnect—sends a jolt of heat straight to my core, my trousers growing unbearably tight as I shift in my seat, resisting the urge to touch myself just yet.

The dancer breaks the kiss, her lips trailing down Emily’s jaw, her neck, pausing to suck gently at the hollow of her throat before continuing her descent. She lingers at Emily’s breasts, her tongue flicking over one hardened nipple, drawing a sharp gasp from my wife as she arches into the touch, her fingers tightening in the dancer’s hair. The dancer mirrors the attention on the other breast, her hands roaming Emily’s sides, tracing the curve of her waist before sliding lower, hooking into the waistband of Emily’s thong and easing it down her thighs with deliberate slowness. Emily lifts her hips to assist, the damp fabric slipping away to reveal her glistening folds, swollen and pink, a testament to her mounting desire.

The dancer hums in approval, her hands spreading Emily’s thighs wide as she positions herself between them, her own arousal evident in the slickness coating her inner thighs. She leans down, her breath warm against Emily’s core, and then her tongue darts out, lapping at Emily’s clit with a slow, teasing stroke that draws a keening moan from my wife’s lips. Emily’s head tips back against the chaise, her eyes fluttering closed as the dancer works her with precision—long, deliberate licks interspersed with quick flicks, her lips closing around Emily’s clit to suck gently, coaxing more desperate sounds from her throat. Emily’s hands claw at the velvet, her hips rocking against the dancer’s mouth, seeking more, her composure unraveling with every pass of that skilled tongue.

The dancer shifts after a moment, pulling back to admire Emily’s flushed state—her cheeks rosy, her chest heaving, her pussy glistening with a mix of her own arousal and the dancer’s saliva. “You taste divine,” the dancer murmurs, her voice husky as she repositions herself, sliding her body up to align their hips, her own shaved folds brushing against Emily’s in a tentative graze. She adjusts her angle, one leg hooking over Emily’s, the other beneath, their bodies locking together in a primal rhythm as she begins to move—slow, deliberate rolls of her hips, her wet clit gliding against Emily’s with a slick friction that fills the room with the faint sound of flesh against flesh.

Emily gasps, her hands finding the dancer’s hips, gripping tight as they scissor together, their movements growing faster, more urgent, their moans mingling in the charged air. The dancer’s breasts bounce with each thrust, her platinum hair swinging as she leans down, capturing Emily’s lips again in a messy, open-mouthed kiss, their tongues tangling as their bodies grind in sync. I watch, transfixed, my own arousal reaching a fever pitch as Emily’s moans turn to cries, her nails digging into the dancer’s skin as she nears her peak, her thighs trembling against the chaise. “Oh god,” she gasps against the dancer’s mouth, her voice breaking as the dancer thrusts harder, their clits rubbing together with a relentless intensity that sends Emily over the edge, her orgasm crashing through her with a shuddering cry, her body arching off the chaise as waves of pleasure ripple through her.

The dancer slows but doesn’t stop, riding out Emily’s climax with gentler rolls of her hips, her own breath ragged as she chases her own release. She pulls back just long enough to reposition again, this time straddling Emily’s face, her dripping folds hovering inches from my wife’s lips. “Taste me,” she commands softly, and Emily complies without hesitation, her tongue darting out to lap at the dancer’s clit, tentative at first but growing bolder with each moan she draws from the blonde. The dancer’s hands brace against the chaise’s backrest, her head tipping back as Emily’s lips close around her, sucking gently, her tongue swirling in patterns that mirror what she’d just received. The dancer’s moans grow louder, her thighs trembling as she grinds against Emily’s mouth, her climax building fast until she shatters with a sharp cry, her body shaking as she cums, her juices coating Emily’s lips and chin as she rides out the aftershocks.

They collapse together for a moment, panting, their bodies slick with sweat and arousal, but the dancer’s amber eyes soon find mine across the room, a wicked glint in them as she disentangles herself from Emily, her gaze dropping to the obvious bulge in my trousers. “Go ahead,” she says, her voice a husky tease, her lips curling into a smirk as she wipes her mouth with the back of her hand. “I know you want to.”

I don’t need more encouragement—my hand is already undoing my belt, shoving my trousers and briefs down just enough to free my cock, hard and leaking as I wrap my fingers around it, stroking slow at first, my eyes locked on the scene before me—Emily’s flushed body sprawled on the chaise, her lips glistening with the dancer’s release, the blonde now kneeling beside her, her own arousal still evident in the slickness between her thighs. The dancer watches me, her gaze hungry as I jerk myself harder, faster, the pressure building fast as I take in the sight of them—their tangled limbs, their shared pleasure, the raw taboo of it all.

“Cum on my face,” the dancer murmurs, crawling closer to me on her knees, positioning herself between my legs as I stand beside the chaise, my hand moving frantically now, my balls tightening as I near the edge. Emily watches, her green eyes wide, a mix of shock and arousal on her face as the dancer tilts her head back, her mouth parted slightly, her tongue darting out in invitation. It’s too much—the sight of her waiting, Emily’s gaze on me, the memory of their bodies grinding together—I lose it, a low groan tearing from my throat as I cum hard, thick ropes of it hitting the dancer’s face, streaking across her cheeks, her lips, dripping down her chin as she hums in approval, licking at what she can reach.

I slump back against the chaise, panting, my head spinning as the dancer wipes her face with a finger, sucking it clean with a smirk before turning to Emily, who’s still catching her breath, her body trembling with the aftershocks of her own release. The dancer leans in, kissing Emily softly—one last taste—before gathering her lace bodysuit and slipping it back on, her movements languid as she prepares to leave us to our private aftermath.

“That was worth every penny,” she says with a wink, glancing at me as she heads for the door, leaving us alone in the room, Emily’s hand finding mine as we sit in stunned silence, the weight of what just happened settling between us—a boundary crossed, a fantasy fulfilled, a night neither of us will ever forget.


Chapter 5: A Darker Descent

The week following our first excursion to Neon Veil passes in a blur of heightened desire and unspoken revelations. Emily has been transformed—no longer the reserved librarian content with quiet evenings and familiar routines, but a woman aflame with a newfound hunger that catches me off guard at every turn. Our nights are filled with feverish couplings, her hands roaming my body with a boldness that borders on desperation, her voice whispering fantasies inspired by that private room, the dancer’s touch, the raw intensity of what we shared. She speaks of returning to the club with an eagerness that both thrills and unnerves me, her green eyes alight with a craving I’ve never seen in her before. “I need more,” she admits one evening, her breath warm against my neck as we lie tangled in our sheets, her fingers tracing the lines of my chest. “It’s like something woke up inside me, Daniel. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

I feel it too—the pull of Neon Veil, the memory of that night seared into my mind, fueling my own desires in ways I hadn’t anticipated. So when Saturday rolls around again, we prepare with a meticulous intensity that speaks of anticipation rather than hesitation. Emily chooses a scarlet dress this time, a daring choice with a plunging neckline and a slit up the thigh that reveals flashes of her pale skin with every step, her auburn hair worn loose in waves that spill over her shoulders, her lips painted a deep crimson to match. I opt for a black dress shirt and tailored trousers, the dark ensemble a silent acknowledgment of the night’s potential for indulgence. We arrive at the club just past nine, the neon sign above the door pulsing like a heartbeat, the promise of what lies within drawing us back like moths to a flame.

Inside, the atmosphere is as intoxicating as before—velvet shadows, amber lighting, the air thick with the scent of perfume and the low hum of anticipation. The main stage is occupied by a dancer in a sheer bodysuit, her movements hypnotic as she spins around the pole, but our focus isn’t on the crowd tonight. We secure the same secluded booth, its crescent shape offering a semblance of privacy, and order drinks—whiskey for me, a cosmopolitan for Emily—as we settle in, her hand resting possessively on my thigh beneath the table. Her eyes dart around the room, searching, hunting, and I can feel the tension coiling in her, the same hunger that’s been driving her all week.

It doesn’t take long for our presence to draw attention. A new dancer approaches—a woman we haven’t seen before, her presence commanding in a way that’s distinct from the blonde from our first visit. She’s taller, her frame statuesque, with skin the color of warm caramel and jet-black hair that falls in a sleek curtain down her back, framing a face of striking beauty: high cheekbones, full lips painted a glossy plum, and dark eyes that gleam with a predatory intensity. She’s clad in a sapphire-blue thong and matching pasties that shimmer under the lights, her body a masterpiece of curves and muscle, every movement radiating confidence as she stops before our booth, her gaze settling on Emily with a slow, appreciative smile.

“You look like you’re here for more than a show,” she says, her voice a low, sultry drawl as she leans forward slightly, her hands resting on the edge of our table, giving us a clear view of the swell of her breasts, the taut expanse of her stomach. “I’m Seraphina. Shall I give you something… unforgettable?” Her eyes flicker to me briefly, acknowledging my presence, but her focus is on Emily, sensing the raw need emanating from my wife like a beacon.

Emily’s breath catches, her fingers tightening on my thigh as she nods, her voice a whisper. “Yes… please.” The word trembles with anticipation, and I can feel my own pulse quicken, the memory of last week’s encounter igniting a fresh wave of desire as I nod in agreement, my hand sliding to the small of Emily’s back, a silent encouragement.

Seraphina doesn’t ask for a private room upfront this time—instead, she begins her seduction right there in our booth, her body swaying to the slow, throbbing beat of the music as she steps closer, her hips rolling in a hypnotic rhythm. She turns, bending slightly to present the curve of her ass to Emily, the sapphire thong doing little to conceal the slickness between her thighs, a sight that draws a soft gasp from my wife. Seraphina glances over her shoulder, her dark eyes glinting with mischief as she straightens, peeling off the pasties with a deliberate slowness, revealing her full breasts, the nipples dark and hardened in the cool air. She discards the thong next, letting it fall to the floor in a whisper of fabric, her nudity bold and unapologetic as she steps even closer, her knees brushing Emily’s as she begins a lap dance that’s more intimate than anything we witnessed last time.

Emily’s hands rise tentatively, resting on Seraphina’s hips as the dancer grinds against her lap, her movements slow and sensual, her wet folds gliding along the fabric of Emily’s scarlet dress, leaving faint trails of arousal in their wake. Emily’s touch grows bolder, her fingers tracing the lines of Seraphina’s body, sliding up to cup her breasts, her thumbs brushing over the dancer’s nipples as Seraphina moans softly, encouraging the exploration. The booth shields us from the main crowd, but the risk of being seen only heightens the intensity, Emily’s breaths coming faster, her cheeks flushed as Seraphina leans in, capturing her lips in a deep, hungry kiss that sends a jolt of heat straight through me.

The kiss deepens, their tongues tangling as Seraphina’s hands roam Emily’s body, tugging at the straps of her dress with an urgency that mirrors Emily’s own. “Let’s take this somewhere more… private,” Seraphina murmurs against Emily’s lips, her voice husky as she pulls back slightly, her dark eyes flicking to me with a knowing smirk. “Unless you’d rather stay here… but I have a feeling you want more.” Emily nods, her voice a breathless whisper—“Yes, somewhere private”—and I’m already on my feet, my trousers tight with arousal as I follow them through the same curtained doorway as before, the hallway leading to another private room, this one larger, with a wide leather couch against one wall and a mirrored ceiling that reflects every angle of the space.

Inside, Seraphina wastes no time, guiding Emily to the couch and helping her shed the scarlet dress entirely, leaving her in a black lace thong that contrasts sharply with her pale skin. Emily’s breasts are exposed, her nipples hard and pink, her chest heaving as Seraphina kneels before her, her hands spreading Emily’s thighs wide as she leans in, her tongue darting out to lap at Emily’s clit through the lace, drawing a sharp moan from my wife’s lips. Emily’s hands tangle in Seraphina’s hair, pulling her closer as the dancer tugs the thong aside, her tongue delving deeper, circling Emily’s clit with slow, deliberate strokes before sucking gently, coaxing a series of desperate gasps from her throat.

Seraphina pulls back after a moment, her lips glistening with Emily’s arousal as she stands, shedding her own minimal attire entirely and positioning herself on the couch beside Emily. She guides Emily into a new position, their legs intertwining as they face each other, their wet folds pressing together in a scissor-like embrace, their hips rolling in sync as they begin to grind, the slick friction drawing moans from both of them. Emily’s hands roam Seraphina’s body, squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples as the dancer mirrors the touch, their movements growing faster, more urgent, their shared pleasure echoing in the small room as they chase release together.

I watch, my arousal mounting to an unbearable degree, my hand twitching toward my trousers as Emily’s moans turn to cries, her climax building fast under Seraphina’s relentless rhythm. Just as Emily reaches her peak, her body shuddering with a high-pitched moan, Seraphina glances at me, her dark eyes gleaming with invitation. She disentangles herself from Emily, both of them breathless and flushed, and they crawl toward me together, a vision of raw desire as Emily follows Seraphina’s lead, her own hunger mirrored in her gaze.

Seraphina kneels before me first, her hands deftly undoing my trousers as Emily watches, her lips parted, her breath still uneven from her orgasm. “Join me,” Seraphina murmurs to Emily, her voice a sultry command as she frees my cock, hard and leaking, and wraps her lips around the tip, sucking gently as I groan low, my hands gripping the edge of the couch. Emily hesitates only a moment before kneeling beside her, her own hands joining Seraphina’s on my thighs as the dancer shifts lower, her tongue darting out to trace the crease beneath my balls, teasing closer to my ass with a boldness that makes my breath catch.

Emily takes over on my cock, her lips sliding down the shaft with a tentative eagerness, her tongue swirling around the head as Seraphina’s mouth finds its mark, her tongue probing my ass with slow, deliberate licks that send a jolt of pleasure straight through me. The dual sensation—the warmth of Emily’s mouth sucking me deep, the wet heat of Seraphina’s tongue rimming me—is overwhelming, my hips jerking as I groan louder, my hands tangling in their hair, one in Emily’s auburn waves, the other in Seraphina’s jet-black strands.

They switch positions after a moment, Seraphina’s lips closing around my cock now, her throat relaxing as she takes me deep, her eyes locked on mine with a wicked intensity as Emily moves lower, her own tongue tentative at first but growing bolder as she licks my ass, her hands spreading my cheeks to give herself better access. The combination—the dancer’s skilled mouth, my wife’s eager exploration—pushes me to the edge faster than I expect, my balls tightening as the pressure builds, my groans turning to ragged gasps.

“Fuck, I’m close,” I mutter, my voice rough as I grip their hair tighter, my hips bucking against their mouths. Seraphina pulls off just long enough to smirk up at me, her voice a husky whisper—“Cum for us”—before diving back in, her lips sealing around me as Emily’s tongue presses deeper, the dual assault shattering my control. I cum hard, a low moan tearing from my throat as I spill down Seraphina’s throat first, her swallowing eagerly before pulling Emily up to join her, my last spurts coating both their lips as they lick at me together, their tongues tangling around my sensitive head, drawing out every last shudder until I’m slumping back against the couch, spent and panting.

They sit back on their heels, their faces glistening with my release, their own breaths uneven as they share a glance—Seraphina’s smirk triumphant, Emily’s expression a mix of awe and lingering desire. The dancer wipes her lips with a finger, sucking it clean before helping Emily to her feet, guiding her back to the couch to gather her dress as I recover, my trousers still half-undone, my mind reeling from the intensity of what just transpired.


Chapter 6: The Abyss of Ecstasy

The private room in Neon Veil becomes a crucible of raw, unfiltered desire as the boundaries between us—Emily, Seraphina, and myself—dissolve entirely in the wake of their dual assault on me. My release has left me momentarily spent, slumped against the leather couch, trousers still half-undone, my chest heaving as I watch them kneeling before me, their faces glistening with the evidence of my climax, their lips swollen from their efforts. But the air is far from settled; it crackles with an insatiable energy, a hunger that demands more than the fleeting taste we’ve just shared. Emily’s green eyes burn with a need I’ve never seen in her before, her auburn hair disheveled, her scarlet dress discarded on the floor, leaving her in nothing but a black lace thong that clings to her soaked core. Seraphina, the dancer with her jet-black hair and caramel skin, exudes a predatory confidence, her dark eyes glinting with intent as she wipes her lips with a slow, deliberate swipe of her tongue, her own nudity a canvas of temptation.

They rise together, a silent agreement passing between them as they turn to me, their movements synchronized in a way that feels almost choreographed, yet charged with an organic, primal urgency. Seraphina reaches for Emily’s hand, pulling her close, their bodies pressing together in a tangle of skin and sweat as they share a deep, messy kiss, their tongues tangling in a display that reignites the fire in my gut. I can taste myself on their breaths as they pull back, Emily’s gaze flicking to me with a mix of submission and defiance, while Seraphina’s smirk dares me to join them fully—to plunge into the abyss they’re offering.

“Get over here,” Seraphina murmurs, her voice a husky command as she gestures for me to stand, her hand already sliding down Emily’s spine, fingers dipping beneath the waistband of her thong to tug it off completely. Emily complies, stepping out of the lace, her pale thighs glistening with her arousal, her folds swollen and begging for touch. I shed the rest of my clothes in a rush—blazer, shirt, trousers, briefs—leaving myself as bare as they are, my cock already stirring again, the sight of them together too potent to keep me down for long.

They move to the wide leather couch, Seraphina guiding Emily to lie back against the cushions, her legs spread wide in an invitation that leaves nothing to the imagination. But instead of diving in immediately, Seraphina straddles Emily’s hips, her own dripping pussy hovering just above my wife’s stomach as she leans down, capturing Emily’s lips in another searing kiss, their moans mingling as their hands roam—Emily’s fingers squeezing Seraphina’s full breasts, Seraphina’s nails raking down Emily’s sides, leaving faint red trails in their wake. I step closer, my arousal mounting as I watch them grind together, Seraphina’s clit brushing against Emily’s navel with each roll of her hips, the slick sounds of their bodies filling the room.

“Join us, Daniel,” Emily gasps, her voice breaking as Seraphina’s lips trail down her throat, sucking at the hollow of her collarbone before moving lower, her tongue flicking over Emily’s hardened nipples. The invitation snaps the last thread of restraint in me, and I climb onto the couch, positioning myself between Emily’s spread thighs, my hands gripping her knees as I lower my mouth to her core, tasting her for the first time tonight—a heady mix of salt and sweetness that draws a low groan from my throat. My tongue laps at her clit with slow, deliberate strokes, circling the swollen bud as she writhes beneath me, her hips bucking against my face, her moans growing louder as Seraphina continues her assault on her breasts, sucking one nipple while pinching the other, coaxing a series of desperate cries from Emily’s lips.

But Seraphina isn’t content to let me dominate the scene for long. She shifts, her own need evident in the way her thighs tremble, and straddles Emily’s face, lowering herself until her dripping folds are inches from my wife’s lips. “Eat me,” she commands softly, her voice a sultry growl, and Emily complies without hesitation, her tongue darting out to lap at Seraphina’s clit, tentative at first but growing bolder with each moan she draws from the dancer. Seraphina’s hands brace against the couch’s backrest, her head tipping back as Emily’s lips close around her, sucking gently, her tongue swirling in patterns that mirror my own on Emily’s core. The symmetry of it—their shared pleasure echoing through their moans, their bodies trembling in unison—drives me to a new level of hunger, my tongue plunging deeper into Emily, my fingers sliding inside her to curl against her walls, coaxing a sharp cry from her throat as she nears her peak.

Emily’s climax hits hard, her pussy clenching around my fingers as she shakes beneath me, her moans muffled against Seraphina’s clit as she pushes the dancer over the edge too, Seraphina’s cries ringing out in the small room, her thighs trembling as she grinds against Emily’s mouth, riding out her orgasm with a shuddering intensity. I pull back, my lips glistening with Emily’s release, my cock rock-hard and leaking as I watch them come down, their bodies slick with sweat, their breaths ragged but nowhere near sated.

Seraphina moves first, sliding off Emily with a predatory grace, her dark eyes locking on mine as she gestures for me to lie back on the couch. “Your turn,” she purrs, her voice thick with promise as Emily shifts to make room, her own gaze hungry as she watches Seraphina take control. I comply, stretching out on the leather, my cock jutting up as Seraphina straddles my hips, her wet folds brushing against my shaft in a teasing graze before she slides down, taking me into her pussy in one slow, deliberate motion that draws a low groan from my throat. She’s tight, hot, her walls gripping me like a vise as she begins to ride me, her hips rolling in a rhythm that’s both punishing and perfect, her full breasts bouncing with each thrust.

Emily doesn’t stay idle—she positions herself beside Seraphina, her hands roaming the dancer’s body, squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples as Seraphina moans, her movements growing faster, more erratic. But Emily’s eyes are on me, burning with a possessive need as she leans down, her lips brushing mine in a brief, searing kiss before trailing lower, her tongue flicking over my nipple, sending a jolt of pleasure straight to my cock. She moves lower still, her breath warm against my balls as she licks at them, sucking gently as Seraphina continues to ride me, the dual sensation pushing me closer to the edge with every passing second.

Seraphina pulls off me abruptly, her voice a husky command—“Not yet”—and shifts to straddle my face instead, her dripping pussy hovering inches from my lips as she lowers herself, grinding against my mouth with a shameless urgency. I dive in, my tongue lapping at her clit, sucking hard as she moans above me, her hands braced against the couch as she rides my face, her juices coating my chin. Emily takes advantage of the shift, straddling my hips now, her own pussy sliding down onto my cock with a desperate need, her walls clenching around me as she begins to ride me, her movements frantic, her moans mingling with Seraphina’s in a chorus of raw pleasure.

Emily leans forward, capturing Seraphina’s lips in a messy, open-mouthed kiss as they grind against me together—Emily on my cock, Seraphina on my face—their tongues tangling, their hands roaming each other’s bodies, squeezing breasts, pinching nipples, their shared ecstasy driving me to the brink. I can feel Emily tightening around me, her climax building fast, and I thrust up harder, my hips snapping against hers as I suck Seraphina’s clit into my mouth, my tongue flicking relentlessly until she shatters above me, her orgasm hitting with a sharp cry, her thighs clamping around my head as she shakes through the aftershocks.

Emily follows moments later, her pussy spasming around me as she cums hard, her cries muffled against Seraphina’s lips as her body convulses, her nails digging into the dancer’s shoulders. The sensation of her clenching around me, the taste of Seraphina on my tongue—it’s too much, and I’m right behind them, a low growl tearing from my throat as I spill inside Emily, thick and hot, my cock pulsing with each wave of release, my hips jerking as I empty myself into her.

They collapse against me, a tangle of limbs and sweat, their breaths ragged as they come down, but the night’s far from over. Seraphina pulls back first, her dark eyes gleaming with a wicked intensity as she reaches for a small black bag tucked beneath the couch, producing a sleek double-ended dildo—long, ridged, glistening with promise under the chandelier’s light. “Let’s push it further,” she murmurs, her voice a sultry challenge as she lubes up one end, sliding it into herself with a low moan before positioning the other end against Emily’s soaked pussy, easing it in with a slow thrust that draws a sharp gasp from my wife.

They begin to fuck each other with the toy, their bodies moving in sync, their hips rolling as they thrust against it, their moans growing louder, more desperate as they chase another climax together. I watch, my cock stirring again despite the intensity of my release, and Seraphina catches my gaze, her voice a breathless command—“Touch yourself, Daniel”—as she reaches for a small vibrator from the bag, pressing it against Emily’s clit as they fuck, the buzzing sending Emily into a frenzy, her cries echoing in the room as she cums again, her body shaking violently against the toy, Seraphina following her over the edge with a shuddering moan.

I’m stroking myself now, my hand moving fast as I watch them, their bodies trembling, their shared pleasure a vision of pure, unfiltered lust. Seraphina pulls the dildo out, tossing it aside as she crawls toward me, her hands joining Emily’s on my thighs as they kneel before me once more, their lips brushing my cock in tandem—one sucking the tip, the other licking the shaft, their tongues tangling around me in a messy, desperate dance that pushes me over the edge again, my cum spilling across their faces as they moan together, licking at each other, at me, until I’m spent, my body collapsing back against the couch, my mind reeling from the sheer intensity of it all.

We lie there afterward, a tangled heap of sweat and satisfaction, the private room a sanctuary of fulfilled fantasy. Neon Veil has claimed us, reshaped us, and as we gather ourselves to leave—Emily’s hand tight in mine, Seraphina’s knowing smirk trailing us to the door—I know this night has changed us forever, a descent into decadence that leaves us sated, for now, but hungry for whatever forbidden pleasures await on the horizon.


Chapter 7: Shadows of Desire

The air in the private room at Neon Veil lingers with the scent of sweat, jasmine, and the primal musk of our shared ecstasy as we disentangle ourselves from the leather couch. Emily’s auburn hair is a wild cascade, clinging to her damp forehead, her green eyes still glassy with the aftershocks of pleasure as she gathers her discarded scarlet dress from the floor. Seraphina, the dancer who has guided us through this labyrinth of lust, moves with a languid grace, her caramel skin glistening under the chandelier’s faint glow as she slips back into her sapphire-blue thong, her jet-black hair smoothed into a sleek curtain down her back. I pull on my trousers and shirt, my body heavy but sated, the memory of their mouths, their hands, their intertwined bodies etched into every nerve. The silence between us is not uncomfortable but charged, a mutual acknowledgment of the boundary we’ve crossed—a line we can never uncross, nor would we wish to.

Seraphina turns to us as she adjusts her attire, her dark eyes flickering with a mix of satisfaction and professional detachment, a reminder that this, for her, is both art and transaction. “You two are… something else,” she says, her voice a low purr, her lips curling into a faint smirk as she retrieves the velvet pouch containing our payment from the edge of the couch. “Most don’t dive in so deep their first few times. If you’re ever back… ask for me.” Her gaze lingers on Emily for a moment longer, a spark of genuine intrigue beneath her poised exterior, before she slips through the curtained doorway, leaving us alone in the dimly lit room.

Emily buttons her dress with trembling fingers, her movements slow as if reluctant to leave this space where her inhibitions were shed like so much shed skin. I step closer, my hand finding the small of her back, the warmth of her beneath the fabric grounding me as I press a soft kiss to her temple. “Are you okay?” I murmur, my voice low, laced with concern and a tenderness that feels sharper against the rawness of what we’ve just done. Her breath hitches, and she turns to me, her eyes searching mine, a complex tapestry of emotions—shame, exhilaration, love—woven into her gaze.

“More than okay,” she whispers, her voice hoarse but steady, a small, hesitant smile tugging at her crimson-painted lips. “I didn’t know I could… feel like that. Want like that.” She pauses, her hand resting on my chest, her touch a quiet anchor. “But it’s because it was with you, Daniel. Because I knew you were here, watching, wanting me too.” Her words settle deep, a balm to any lingering doubts, and I pull her into a gentle embrace, her head resting against my shoulder as we stand in the aftermath of our descent, the mirrored ceiling above reflecting our entwined silhouettes.

We leave Neon Veil hand in hand, stepping into the cool night air with a sense of both completion and transformation. The neon sign above the door pulses like a fading heartbeat, its violet glow casting long shadows across the pavement as we make our way to the car. The drive home is quiet, but not strained—Emily’s hand rests on my thigh, her fingers tracing idle patterns, a silent reassurance that this hasn’t broken us but rather reshaped us into something new. The city lights blur past, a kaleidoscope of color that feels distant compared to the vividness of what we’ve just experienced, and I find myself reflecting on the journey—from that first tentative suggestion over a bottle of merlot to the unrestrained indulgence we’ve just surrendered to.

At home, we shed our clothes once more, but this time it’s slower, softer, a ritual of reconnection rather than conquest. We shower together, the hot water rinsing away the sweat and scents of the club, Emily’s body leaning into mine as I wash her hair, my fingers gentle against her scalp, her sighs a symphony of contentment. In bed, we don’t fuck—we make love, her legs wrapped around me as I move inside her, her eyes locked on mine with an intimacy that feels more profound after the chaos of Neon Veil. It’s a reclaiming of sorts, a reminder that beneath the wildness, the core of us remains—stronger, perhaps, for having ventured into the abyss together.

The days that follow are a delicate dance of rediscovery. Emily returns to her library, her cardigans and knee-length skirts restored, but there’s a new spark in her smile, a confidence in her stride that wasn’t there before. We don’t speak of Neon Veil often, but it lingers in the glances we share across the dinner table, the way her touch lingers a little longer on my skin, the whispered fantasies that slip into our late-night conversations. It’s not a need to return—not yet, at least—but a knowledge that we’ve tasted something forbidden and found it exhilarating rather than ruinous.

One evening, as we sit on our balcony with glasses of wine, the city skyline glittering below, Emily rests her head on my shoulder, her voice soft but certain. “I’m glad we did it,” she says, her fingers intertwining with mine, the weight of her words carrying the depth of our shared secret. “It showed me parts of myself I didn’t know existed… parts of us.” I kiss her forehead, my heart swelling with a love that feels deepened by the journey, and I know she’s right. Neon Veil wasn’t just a descent into decadence—it was a mirror, reflecting desires we’d never dared to name, and in its shadows, we found not just pleasure, but a stronger bond, forged in the heat of our own audacity.

We may return someday—Emily’s curiosity hasn’t dimmed, and my own hunger stirs at the thought—but for now, we settle into the life we’ve built, enriched by the knowledge of what lies on the other side of restraint. The club remains a whispered memory, a chapter closed but never truly forgotten, a cornerstone in the cathedral of our love—a love that, after all, thrives in both the light and the dark.
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