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  Warning


This story contains explicit scenes involving group sex, same-sex intimacy, and public sex. It is intended for mature readers (18+) who crave a little kink with their passion. 






  
  Introduction


Let me get something out of the way first - this isn't fiction. I know that's what you're used to from me, but with this book I'm trying something different. And my husband, Chris, is probably going to give me that look when he finds out I'm writing this. This is an embellished account of our first foray into the alternative swinger lifestyle.  
For those who don't know me, I'm Skylar Reyes. I write erotic contemporary fiction. My readers often ask me how I make my scenes feel so authentic, so raw. Well... here's the truth - a lot of it comes from personal experience.
Chris, my wonderful and patient husband, keeps telling me I put too much of our private life into my books. "Sky, people don't need to know what we do behind closed doors," he says. But here's the thing - the thought of strangers reading about our intimate moments, picturing the scenes I describe... it turns me on."
Hell, right now, I feel that familiar warmth spreading through my body.
Maybe it's the exhibitionist in me. 
So, despite my reservations, I'm going to do something different. Consider this my first foray into confessional literature. A peek behind the curtain, if you will.






  
  Chapter 1: The Neighbors


I remember the exact moment everything changed. It was a Tuesday evening in April. Chris and I had just returned from our honeymoon and were moving the last of my belongings into Chris's house. The sun filtered through the kitchen windows as I unpacked my cookware. 
"Babe, where should I put these?" I held up my beloved copper pans.
Chris leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed. "The cabinet above the stove?"
"But that's where your pans are."
"Yeah, and?"
I sighed. "Your pans are... well..." I picked up one of his scratched-up aluminum monstrosities. "Let's just say they've seen better days."
"My mom gave them to me when I got my first apartment."
"And they've served you well, but don't you think it's time to upgrade?"
He shook his head. "We don't need to throw out perfectly good pans."
This wasn't our first clash over domestic matters. Last week, it was about his insistence on keeping his ratty old recliner in the living room. The week before that, we'd had a heated discussion about his 'system' of organizing the garage, which as far as I could tell, involved pushing everything into one corner.
I set down the pan, trying to mask my growing frustration. "I know this is your house-" I paused, reminding myself that diplomacy might work better than my usual direct approach. After all, we were still navigating the delicate balance of merging our lives together.
"Our house," he corrected me.
"Right. Our house. But that means we both get to make decisions about what stays and what goes."
He shrugged his shoulders and threw up his arms. "You want to change everything."
"Not everything. Just the things that don't work."
"My stuff doesn't work?"
"That's not what I meant." I gestured at the kitchen. "I just want this to feel like our space, not like I'm living in your bachelor pad."
"Look," I said, gesturing to the stove. "I'm probably going to be the one doing most of the cooking. When was the last time you cooked something in here?"
Chris rubbed the back of his neck. "I cook."
"Ordering Domino's isn't cooking, babe. Neither is nuking a pot pie in the microwave."
"Hey, those pot pies are good." He paused, then let out a long breath. "But you've got a point."
"I know I do."
He walked over and wrapped his arms around my waist from behind. "You know what? Do whatever you want with the kitchen. Hell, throw out whatever you want. I'm just happy you're here."
I turned in his embrace, studying his face. Part of me wanted to argue - this wasn't about him just giving up or letting me win. This was supposed to be about us making decisions together and finding a compromise. But the practical part of my brain kicked in. Why fight a win?
"You sure?" I asked, giving him one last chance to defend his battered cookware.
"Absolutely."
I broke away from his embrace and grabbed a garbage bag from under the sink. The scratched-up pots and pans made satisfying thumps as I dropped them in. A few had handles that were barely hanging on - how had he even used these?
"Though I have to say," I said, stuffing another pot into the bag, "your mom might not be happy about this."
"She'll get over it. Besides, she's been trying to get me to upgrade my kitchen stuff for years."
"Why would your mom care about your cooking supplies if you never cook?" I asked, continuing to stuff the garbage bag.
Chris shifted his weight. "Oh, she often cooks when she comes over."
"When she comes over? How often does she come over?"
"Yeah, you know... when she's here cleaning and doing laundry."
The bag of pots and pans crashed to the floor, metal clanging against tile as I spun around. "Your mom comes over and does what? She still cleans your house, does your laundry, AND cooks for you?"
Chris took a step back, looking like he wanted to melt into the wall. His face flushed red as he gave a small nod. "Yeah."
"Seriously? Chris, you are a grown-ass man, and your mother is still taking care of you?"
"She likes doing it," he said, raising his hands defensively. "Besides, she won't need to anymore."
My eyes narrowed, heat rising through my body - and not the good kind. "And why exactly doesn't she need to anymore?"
"Because you're here now."
I watched the realization dawn on his face, his expression shifting from casual confidence to 'oh shit' in real-time. The hamster wheel in his brain ground to a screeching halt as he processed what he'd just said.
"So you think I'm just going to take over doing all your housekeeping and cooking?" My voice rose with each word. "YOU think you just had a maid move in, don't you?"
Blood rushed to his face, turning his cheeks crimson. He backpedaled so fast I thought he might trip over his own feet. "No, no, that's not what I meant! We can hire a maid-"
"OR," I cut him off, crossing my arms, "we could just not live like slobs and clean as we go."
He hesitated, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. "Or that. Sure."
I liked making Chris uncomfortable. Despite being ten years older than me, despite his tough-guy exterior and confident demeanor at work, I had already figured out how to handle him. Come at him head-on, challenge him directly, and he'd cave in no time. But I also knew something else that worked on him.
While I had him on the defensive about the whole mommy-does-everything situation, I decided to approach a subject I'd been putting off. "So, I was thinking about the in-law suite in the backyard."
"Yeah, I've never done anything with that," he said confidently. "I think I'll turn it into a home gym. Wouldn't that be great?"
I cleared my throat and walked over to him, placing the palm of my hand on his muscular chest. "I was thinking it would make a great writing room for me. I could put a desk in there and a couch for visitors."
His shoulders tensed, and his chest stiffened, under my palm. "But, we would have to totally remodel it and put in heating and air conditioning," he protested.
I put on my best pout and let my hand glide down his chest. "Wouldn't it be worth it to give me a place to write every day? It would make me so happy."
He groaned, knowing he was being played. He was not an idiot, but he was also not stupid enough to stop me.
"And if I'm happy and satisfied, then I will have more time to keep you happy and satisfied," I said as my hand reached his crotch. His hard cock pressed against his jeans.
"It would be so expensive," he said, his voice cracking.
I dropped to my knees in front of him and began unbuttoning his pants. "Just imagine, on the weekends, while you watch the game in the living room with your friends, I could be out back happily writing. Not bothering you at all. You could be ordering pizza and drinking beer all day long."
I pulled his pants and boxers down, his cock popping out, almost hitting me in the face. I put my hand around it and could feel his heartbeat pulsing through it.
I flicked at the tip with my tongue, tasting the small amount of precum slowly emerging. I gently teased him, savoring the anticipation building between us. His willpower disappeared as I wrapped my lips around his shaft, taking him all the way into my mouth. His breath quickened as I moved my head forward and back, making him forget all about the cost of the writing studio. I knew exactly how to help him see things my way, and I could tell from his trembling that my powers of persuasion were working. I held him close. He tensed beneath my touch as I continued my encouragement.
He placed his hand on the back of my head as he began to fuck my mouth. I relaxed my throat and breathed in through my nose, letting him take control. His fingers tangled in my hair, guiding my head back and forth.
I put my hands on his ass cheeks, riding the wave of his thrusts. His muscles tensed and released under my touch as he moved. The kitchen tile dug into my knees but I didn't care - I was too focused on the way he filled my mouth.
"Such a good girl," he moaned. "Your mouth feels so incredible, baby." His breathing grew heavier, more ragged. "Fuck, I'm getting close. You're going to have the most amazing writing studio ever, I swear. Whatever you want - no expense spared."
He pulled out as thick white ropes of cum landed on my forehead. More spurts followed, trickling down around my nose and onto my cheeks. I kept my eyes closed, feeling it slide down my face.
The amount surprised me - he didn't usually ejaculate this much. Maybe it was how much I'd turned him on with my persuasive techniques. Or perhaps we'd gone longer than usual without sex, caught up in the chaos of combining households. The past few days had been nothing but moving boxes and rearranging furniture.
"You came a lot," I said, scooping his cum off my face with my fingers. I slid each digit into my mouth, savoring his familiar salty-sweet taste. The warm, thick liquid coated my tongue as I cleaned myself up. His cum always had this distinct flavor that drove me wild - not bitter like some guys I'd been with before, but almost nutty with a trace of sweetness.
The doorbell's chime shattered our intimate moment.
Chris and I locked eyes, mutual confusion written across our faces. His expression seemed to ask if I was expecting company. I shook my head - I hadn't invited anyone over. He returned the same innocent look.
"Shit," he whispered, tucking himself back into his jeans and zipping up. He offered his hand, helping me up from the kitchen floor. My knees cracked as I stood - that tile had been less forgiving than I'd realized in the heat of the moment.
I wiped my face one final time with the back of my hand, making sure I hadn't missed any spots. We moved toward the front door together, trying to look as casual as possible despite what we'd just been doing.
* * *
Chris opened the door while I hung back, still breathing heavy from our kitchen activities.
One of the most attractive couples I'd ever seen stood on our doorstep. The woman had shoulder-length blonde hair that fell in perfect beachy waves, wearing yoga pants and a fitted tank top that showed off her toned arms. Her husband towered over her, at least 6'2", with short blonde hair and piercing blue eyes, like some Nordic god.
"Hi there!" The man waved. "We're Nathan and Michelle Larsen. We just moved in next-door and wanted to introduce ourselves."
Michelle cradled a tiny white Shih Tzu in her arms. "And this is Maddy," she added with a warm smile.
"Welcome to the neighborhood! Please, come in," I said, gesturing toward our living room. As they stepped inside, I couldn't help but reach for the adorable ball of fluff in Michelle's arms.
"Oh, careful," Michelle warned. "She can be a bit nippy with strangers."
"Don't worry about it - I won't hold it against her if she does."
"Well... okay then." Michelle cautiously transferred Maddy to my arms.
Instead of nipping, Maddy started enthusiastically licking my face. I shot Chris a panicked look, but he had already turned away, his ears burning bright red, as he suddenly became very interested in straightening a picture frame on the wall.
"Oh wow, she really likes you!" Michelle said. "That's so unusual for her - wait, you've got something on your..." She reached out. Before I could step back, her finger brushed my earlobe. When she pulled her hand back, there was an unmistakable white substance on her fingertip.
"Hmm, not sure what that is," she said with a knowing glint in her eye. "Maybe icing from a cake?"
"I'm... not sure what that could be," I stammered, my cheek turning a bright crimson. "Hey, let's head to the kitchen so you can wash your hands. I'll fix us some drinks." Michelle followed me, leaving Chris and Nathan to entertain one another. 
Michelle rolled up her sleeves at the sink. "I'm so sorry for interrupting your day."
"No, please - it's fine! Chris and I just got married, and I'm still moving in. So I'm new to the neighborhood, too." I pulled out some glasses from the cabinet. "We should do lunch this week and get to know each other better."
"I'd love that!" Michelle dried her hands on the kitchen towel. "We just moved from Charlotte, North Carolina."
"What brought you down here?" I grabbed some ice from the freezer. "What do you both do for work?"
"I teach yoga and am considering opening a studio here in Alpharetta. I also do wellness coaching on the side." Michelle's eyes lit up as she talked about her work. "Nathan's in real estate development, mainly luxury properties. He found this house through one of his business connections before it even hit the market."
"A yoga instructor. That explains why you're so..." I gestured at her toned physique.
Michelle laughed. "Trust me, it takes work to maintain this. I already have a class lined up at a studio in the square. I start teaching there tomorrow. You should come by - first class is on the house."
Michelle's invitation felt genuine, not just the polite small talk you'd expect from new neighbors.
"I'd love to come," I said, stirring my drink. "But I don't have any yoga clothes. Would sweatpants and a t-shirt work?"
Michelle's eyes gave me a once-over. "Oh honey, no. That absolutely won't do." She shook her head. "You have way too gorgeous of a figure to hide under baggy sweats."
"I do?" My face blushed at the compliment.
"Are you kidding? Look at you!" She gestured at my curves. "The studio sells some super cute workout gear. Why don't you come by around eleven tomorrow? We can pick out something perfect before class."
"It's a date," I replied, surprised by how eager I was to spend more time with her.






  
  Chapter 2: Hot Yoga


I woke up excited about my yoga date with Michelle. After pulling on some comfortable clothes for the morning, I headed to the kitchen, where the aroma of fresh coffee greeted me. 
Chris sat at the counter, scrolling through his phone. "Morning, beautiful. I've got Marco coming by today to look at converting that in-law suite. He's done all the kitchen builds in my restaurants."
I poured myself a cup of coffee. "That's great, but it'll have to be after two. I'm taking Michelle's yoga class at noon, then we're grabbing lunch."
"Look at you, making new friends." Chris smiled over his mug. "I know you've been missing Sarah and Jenna since they moved away after graduation."
"I really like Michelle. There's something about her that just makes me feel... comfortable." I settled onto the stool next to him. "What did you think of Nathan?"
"We hit it off great. He's developing two luxury high-rises - one in Buckhead, another in Midtown Atlanta. We're meeting next week to discuss potential restaurant spaces on the ground floors."
"So maybe we both made new friends?" I grinned.
Chris leaned over and pressed a soft kiss to my forehead. "Looks that way. Have fun at yoga - I need to head out."
* * *
I arrived at eleven sharp at Serenity Grove, Michelle's yoga studio. Sitting thirty minutes north of Atlanta, Alpharetta's town square was a haven for upwardly mobile, young professionals consisting of high-end boutiques and artisanal coffee shops. Where vacant storefronts once stood, trendy farm-to-table restaurants now served small plates and craft cocktails to foodies.
"Serenity Grove," I muttered under my breath. "Sounds more like where you'd send grandma for her golden years."
As I pushed through the glass doors, a wave of sweaty bodies rushed past me, chattering and laughing. The exhausted group had just finished what I spotted on the schedule board was a Zumba class. The studio offered more than just yoga - the daily lineup included everything from pilates to meditation. With nothing scheduled until Michelle's noon class, we'd have the place to ourselves for a while.
I was studying the class descriptions when arms suddenly wrapped around my waist from behind. I jerked away, spinning around to find Michelle's bright face.
"Oh my god, I'm so sorry!" She stepped back, hands raised. "I didn't mean to startle you!"
"No, no, it's fine," I assured her, trying to calm my racing heart. Her easy physical affection caught me off guard - I'd always been the type to maintain careful distance, especially with new acquaintances. But there was something disarming about Michelle's warmth that made it hard to mind the invasion of my usual bubble. Her touch came from a place of genuine friendliness, not threat.
To my right, a boutique section of the studio caught my eye. Racks of colorful activewear lined the walls alongside shelves stocked with crystals, essential oils, and meditation cushions. While I explored, Michelle darted between the clothing racks with the enthusiasm of a kid in a candy store.
"This is perfect for you!" She pulled out a matching set in deep purple. "And this one too!" Another set in teal joined the growing pile.
I watched, amused, as she flitted from rack to rack. Her expertise showed in how quickly she assessed each piece, knowing instantly what would work.
"The cut on this will highlight your waist." She added a cropped tank top. "And these leggings will make your ass look amazing."
Within minutes, my arms were loaded with so many outfits I could barely see over them. The pile wobbled precariously as I tried to maintain my balance.
"Come on, let's try them on." Michelle grabbed my elbow, steering me down a long hallway.
We stopped at a door marked 'Dressing Room.' Inside was intimate - just a padded bench, hooks on the wall, and a full-length mirror that dominated one side. The space felt smaller with both of us in it.
The lock clicked behind me, and realization dawned - Michelle intended for me to change in front of her. Heat crept up my neck and spread across my cheeks. My pulse quickened, and I couldn't determine whether I was nervous or thrilled - maybe both.
Michelle rifled through the pile, selecting a matching lavender set. She held it out to me with an expectant smile, but I stood frozen. The intimacy of the moment hit me - here I was, about to strip down in front of someone I barely knew. My old insecurities crept in, memories of always hiding behind bathroom doors and under towels flooding back.
"You're not shy are you?" Michelle's eyes softened with understanding. "Do you want me to turn away?"
I swallowed hard. "No, it's ok." My fingers trembled as I gripped the hem of my t-shirt. I pulled it over my head, then shimmied out of my jeans. Standing there in my plain black bra and cotton panties, I hesitated again.
"Maybe this will make you more comfortable." Michelle's voice was gentle as she began undressing. She moved with confidence, peeling off her tank top and yoga pants. When she reached her matching lace set, she removed them without pause.
Her body was a testament to years of yoga practice - lean muscle wrapped in smooth skin, perfect posture that made her seem even taller. Her breasts were full and perky, her stomach flat with subtle definition. Not an ounce of excess anywhere, just elegant lines and graceful curves. Her delicate blonde pussy hair was trimmed as a thin landing strip.
I took a deep breath, unclasped my bra, and slipped off my panties. I fought the urge to cross my arms over my chest or turn away. Next to Michelle's sculpted form, I felt soft and imperfect. Where she was all muscle, I had gentle curves. My breasts were smaller, my hips wider. My stomach wasn't as flat, with a natural roundness that no amount of exercise seemed to touch. My pussy hair was trimmed at the edges, but full.
Michelle and I stood facing each other, our eyes taking in every detail. While my gaze wandered with curiosity, hers held something deeper, more primal. Her tongue darted across her lower lip as she studied me, and my skin tingled under her attention. That look made me feel self-conscious, but desirable. I knew I was attractive - Chris reminded me daily - but I'd never thought of myself as sexy to others, especially not to women.
With trembling fingers, I reached for the lavender outfit. The fabric felt cool against my heated skin as I pulled the top over my head. Getting into the yoga pants proved more challenging - they clung like a second skin, requiring a little shimmy and bounce to get them properly situated.
"Mmm, that top fits you beautifully." Michelle's voice had dropped an octave lower. "Turn around for me."
I pivoted slowly, hyper-aware of her eyes on me.
"And that ass, oh my god." She let out a low whistle. "I want to spank it."
I stopped breathing. Heat flooded between my legs at her words, catching me completely off guard. I'd never been attracted to women before, but the image of Michelle's hand coming down hard on my ass sent electricity shooting through my core. My pussy clenched at the thought, and I couldn't deny how much I wanted to experience that.
For the next ten minutes, I stripped and tried on different combinations. Michelle helped me in various ways, her hands pulling here, pushing there to adjust the fabric over my burning skin. Each time her fingers brushed against me, it sent little jolts of electricity through my body. The room grew warmer, and my breath came faster.
"Try this one," she said, holding up a deep green set. I slipped out of the previous outfit, feeling her eyes on me the entire time. She stepped closer to help me with the new one, her hands smoothing the waistband of the pants over my hips. "Perfect fit."
When I settled into the last outfit, Michelle came to stand behind me. Her hand caressed my ass cheeks through the thin, stretchy fabric of the yoga pants. Her touch was gentle but insistent, making my skin tingle.
"These look amazing on you," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear. Her hands worked their way around me to my quivering stomach. Her breasts pressed into my back and the heat of her body enveloped me.
I closed my eyes as her hands made their way up my torso to my breasts. When I didn't stop her, she maneuvered her hands under the athletic top, touching my breasts. Her fingers massaged around my nipples before gently pinching them.
I moaned with pleasure, leaning my head back to rest on her shoulder. "Oh, Michelle..."
"Shh," she murmured, continuing to tease and caress. My body responded eagerly to her touch, a mix of confusion and arousal swirling inside me. I knew I should tell her to stop, but I didn't want her to stop.
It didn't feel like cheating on Chris. It felt more like two girlfriends sharing a moment of pleasure in a different realm of time and space. My nipples hardened under her skilled fingers as she squeezed them.
Her other hand slid down my stomach again, stopping just above the waistband of the yoga pants. My body tensed in anticipation as I wondered how far this would go. Michelle's touch was exhilarating; it made me forget everything else but the sensation of her hands on me.
She paused for a moment as if waiting for permission to continue. My heart pounded as I considered what this meant for our friendship and our dynamic with Chris and Nathan. But right now, all that mattered was how good it felt to be touched like this by someone who understood exactly what I needed.
Michelle's hand broke the threshold of my yoga pants, her fingers sliding down to my wet pussy. The sudden, intimate contact made my legs start to buckle. I struggled to stay standing, gripping the edge of the mirror for support.
I opened my eyes and saw Michelle staring at me in the reflection of the mirror. She was loving this. Her expression was one of pure satisfaction and delight. I couldn't help but wonder if this had been her plan all along. Did she invite me here today for this? Or was it spontaneous? Did it even matter?
In a quick motion, she spun me to face her and tugged my pants off. Dropping to her knees, she guided my left leg up onto her shoulder. My mind barely registered the change when she dove between my thighs. Her mouth found my clit, and she devoured me with a passion I'd never experienced before.
The oral skills of my past male partners paled in comparison. Michelle's technique was on another level, alternating between thrusting and swirling motions with her skilled tongue. Each movement sent jolts of ecstasy rippling through me, overwhelming my senses.
I couldn't tell how much time had passed, but it seemed like mere moments before that recognizable sensation of climax began coursing through me, centering between my legs. My breathing grew ragged as pleasure mounted within.
My hands flew to the walls on either side, desperately seeking support as an uncontrollable cry escaped my lips. My knees buckled beneath me, forcing me to clutch Michelle's shoulders to keep from collapsing. Her steady presence anchored me while waves of euphoria washed over me, leaving every fiber of my being tingling with intense satisfaction.
Michelle didn't stop until the last tremors of my body ceased. She pulled away, looking up at me with a satisfied grin.
"Did you enjoy that?" Her voice was husky, filled with pride at what she'd just done.
"Yes," I managed to breathe out, still trying to steady myself.
The moment was surreal—here I was in a yoga studio dressing room with a woman I'd only just met, intimately pleasuring me like no one else ever had. It was thrilling and terrifying all at once.
And somehow, I couldn't wait for more.






  
  Chapter 3: Confession


The rest of the day, I found it hard to focus, my mind returning to thoughts of Michelle and me in that dressing room. The memory of her touch lingered. 
The guilt of keeping it from Chris weighed on me.
As we climbed into bed that night, my heart pounded against my ribs. "Chris, I need to tell you something."
He turned to face me, his expression open and attentive.
"Something happened today... with Michelle." I took a deep breath. "We were trying on clothes and... one thing led to another." The words tumbled out as I described the encounter, leaving out certain details about her exceptional skills. "It wasn't planned. It just happened, almost like a dream."
Chris sat perfectly still, his face unreadable. After what felt like an eternity, he got up and walked around to my side of the bed. My stomach clenched.
"Do you love me?" he asked.
"Of course I do."
"Are you happy here with me?"
"Yes, absolutely." I reached for his hand. "I'm committed to us, Chris. Whatever happened with Michelle, it doesn't change how I feel about you or our life together."
He climbed back into bed and kissed me deeply. My heart swelled with love and relief.
"I'm not a jealous man," he said. "I want you to be happy. As long as you come home to me and stay committed to our relationship, I'm okay with it."
"I don't even plan on it happening again," I said.
His expression turned serious as he looked me straight in the eyes. "I hope this is okay, but tomorrow morning, I'm walking right over to Michelle and Nathan's house and having him suck my dick."
I burst out laughing. "You're so stupid," I said, wiping away tears of laughter and relief. "Let me know how that goes."






  
  Chapter 4: Dinner


My phone buzzed on the kitchen counter. Michelle's name lit up the screen, sending a flutter through my stomach. 
"Hey, Skylar. Everything okay? Haven't heard from you in over a week."
"Oh Michelle, I'm so sorry." I leaned against the counter. "I've been caught up with the construction starting on my writing studio in the backyard. I should have called."
"No, that's wonderful news! I can't wait to see it when it's done."
"I really am sorry," I said, twirling a strand of hair. "Please don't take it personally. It had nothing to do with... you know. You should come by sometime."
"Actually, I'm about to start a class in a few minutes." I could hear people chatting in the background. "But I was wondering if you and Chris would like to come over Thursday night for dinner?"
My face broke into a smile. "We'd love that. Should I bring anything?"
"Just a bottle of wine if you'd like. I'll take care of everything else." The warmth in her voice made my chest tight.
"Michelle, before you go-" I blurted out, heart racing. "I need to tell you something. I told Chris about what happened between us. So if he acts weird on Thursday, that's why. But he's not upset or angry about it at all." I took a breath. "I just... I was wondering if Nathan knows?"
Michelle's laughter trickled through the phone, light and musical. "Oh honey, Nathan knows. He's fine with it, too." There was rustling on her end. "We can talk more about everything on Thursday- oh shoot, I really need to go. My class is starting."
The line went dead before I could respond. I stared at my phone. Talk more about what exactly? The encounter itself? Our husbands' reactions? 
I paced the kitchen, my mind spinning with possibilities. What could there possibly be left to discuss? The whole thing had been spontaneous, a one-time thing. Right? 
My stomach churned as I imagined sitting across the dinner table from them, trying to maintain casual conversation while this... whatever it was... hung in the air between us. Chris might be fine with what happened, but how would he handle being face-to-face with Michelle? And Nathan - what must he think of me?
I grabbed a glass of water, trying to calm my nerves. Thursday suddenly felt both too far away and way too close.
* * *
Nathan and Michelle's modern craftsman-style home glowed warmly as Chris and I walked up their path. Michelle threw open the door before we could knock, wrapping me in a tight hug that smelled of citrus and herbs.
"Come in, come in!" Her smile lit up her whole face.
Nathan appeared behind her, giving Chris a firm handshake. "Perfect timing. I just fired up the grill for the steaks."
"Need any help out there?" Chris asked.
"Grab a beer and join me." Nathan gestured toward the back patio.
I followed Michelle into her gorgeous open-concept kitchen, where she returned to chopping lettuce at the island. The rhythmic sound of her knife against the cutting board filled the comfortable silence.
"I was worried you didn't want to be friends anymore," Michelle said, not looking up from her task. "After what happened in the dressing room."
"Oh no, nothing like that." I leaned against the counter. "It was just... new for me. I needed time to process everything. But I definitely don't regret it."
Michelle's knife paused. "So you've never been with a woman before? Not even in college?"
"No." I shook my head. "It's not that I was against it. The opportunity just never came up."
"Are you attracted to women in general?"
Heat crept into my cheeks. "I've found some women attractive, but not the same way I'm attracted to men." I focused on a spot on the floor. "With you, though... there's something different. Maybe it's your personality or... I don't know. It's not about gender, exactly."
Michelle set down her knife, her smile soft and genuine. "That's sweet. I'm happy I got to be your first."
My face burned hotter, and I couldn't help but smile back.
* * *
Dinner conversation flowed easier than I had imagined. Nathan and Chris dove deep into shop talk, discussing real estate trends and restaurant profit margins. Their animated discussion about partnering on a new venue downtown helped dissolve any lingering tension.
"So, what makes you want to open your own studio?" I asked Michelle, swirling the wine in my glass.
"I got tired of working for other people. Plus, I saw this gap in the market for a more holistic approach." Michelle leaned forward. "I'm starting a wellness podcast too. The first episode drops next month."
"That's amazing! What's the focus?"
"Mind-body connection, but with practical tips people can actually use. What about you? How'd you get into writing?"
"I studied journalism in college and worked at the Atlanta Tribune for a while. But fiction has always been my real passion." The wine warmed my cheeks. "I started writing these... spicy stories for Chris a couple of years ago. Now I'm trying to turn it into a career."
Nathan's head snapped in my direction. "Spicy stories? Like romance novels?"
"More erotic romance," I said. "My current project follows this college student who meets this wealthy older man. But there's a twist - she ends up dominating him."
"Intriguing." Nathan set down his fork. "Any other characters?"
"Oh yeah - there's his ex-wife, this total MILF who has her own storyline. The main character's roommates each get their own storylines, too. Plus, there's this whole international crime subplot running through everything."
"Damn," Michelle whistled. "That sounds good. I'd love to read it when it's ready."
"Same here," Nathan nodded. "Sounds like you've really thought this through."
"Keep us posted on how it develops," Michelle added. "I'm already invested in these characters."
Michelle had outdone herself with dessert - individual chocolate soufflés dusted with gold leaf and paired with house-made vanilla bean ice cream that melted into the warm center. The rich chocolate combined perfectly with the cool, creamy vanilla. I savored each heavenly bite, feeling truly relaxed.
As I lifted the last spoonful to my lips, Michelle's voice cut through the air like a knife.
"So Chris, Skylar told me you were ok with me going down on her the other day."
The chocolate soufflé lodged in my throat. I grabbed my water glass, coughing and sputtering as I tried to clear my airway. My eyes watered as I gulped down half the glass.
Chris's usual composed demeanor cracked for just a moment. His fork clattered against the dessert plate, and a slight flush crept up his neck. But he quickly recovered, though his voice wasn't quite as steady as usual.
"Yeah, she did mention that," he said, clearing his throat. "Not sure what to say in response to that."
My face burned as I dabbed at my mouth with the napkin, still trying to recover from choking on dessert. Nathan jumped in to smooth things over.
"I'm sorry..." He gave Michelle an affectionate but exasperated look. "Michelle likes to shock people sometimes. But it is one of the things I love about her. She says just what she's thinking."
Michelle leaned forward, resting her chin on her clasped hands. "So Chris. Are you prudish?"
Chris shifted in his seat. "No, I don't think so."
"Good..." Michelle's eyes sparkled. "Are you open sexually?"
"I like to think so, but to be honest, I've mostly had just run-of-the-mill vanilla sex."
"Hmmm...." Michelle turned to her husband. "Would you like to take it from here, dear?"
Nathan cleared his throat, setting down his wine glass. "What my wife is getting at is that we are swingers. I'm sure you know what that is."
Chris and I exchanged glances, both nodding. My heart hammered in my chest.
"Don't worry, we are not suggesting doing anything tonight. So you can relax..." Nathan held up his hands. "We just wanted to start a dialogue and see if it might be something you might be interested in."
Chris and I looked at each other again, but neither of us was able to find words. The silence stretched between us as we tried to process this unexpected turn in the conversation.
Nathan leaned back in his chair, his expression casual yet intent. "I know it's short notice, but Saturday night, we're going to a swingers club. We'd like you two to join us." He removed his napkin from his lap, folded it, and placed it on his empty dessert plate. "You don't have to participate in anything. Just go with us and observe. Trust us, everyone is very polite and respects virgins - that's what we call those there for the first time. No one will pressure you to do anything."
My eyes darted to Chris, and his gaze met mine. Neither of us spoke, the weight of the invitation hanging in the air between us.
Michelle broke through the tension. "You know how Nathan and I decide these things? We have a simple test." She smiled, running her finger along the rim of her wine glass. "When we're presented with an idea or proposal, we think about it and imagine it in our minds. Then, if I get wet and he gets hard, we do it. It's just that simple. This method has always worked for us."
"Well, that sounds reasonable," Chris said, his voice hoarse. I nodded, agreeing with him.
Michelle's eyes glittered in the soft dining room light. "So imagine Skylar and I lying on a bed with several couples crowded around watching us go down on one another. Close your eyes and imagine it."
We both closed our eyes. The room fell silent except for the soft hum of the air conditioning. After what felt like an eternity, but was probably only a minute, Michelle's voice interrupted the silence.
"So Skylar, are you wet?"
I nodded.
"Chris, are you hard?"
He nodded.
"So, will you join us on Saturday?" Nathan asked.
Chris and I looked at each other and nodded simultaneously.






  
  Chapter 5: The Club - Foreplay


The makeup brush trembled in my hand as I leaned closer to the bathroom mirror. The cherry vanilla scent from my organic lip scrub mingled with the ozone smell of my curling iron. The eyeliner brush skipped, leaving a jagged black line across my lid, turning my attempt at creating a smokey eye into a Rorschach blotch.  
My pussy was still burning from the Brazilian wax Michelle and I got earlier in the day. I thought it was overkill since no one was going to see it anyway. After all, Chris and I were going to "observe" only. But Michelle had convinced me that it was always best to be prepared.
I paced back and forth in front of my closet, contemplating what to wear. My phone buzzed with a text from Michelle: Think, nice dinner party. It's an upscale place - disco, restaurant, bar. Very classy. That surprised me. I had always thought of swingers clubs as being seedy back alley places.
Opening my lingerie drawer, I pulled out a black lace set I'd bought months ago but never worn. The thong and bra matched, and I added sheer black stockings that clipped to a garter belt.
"Stop analyzing everything," I whispered to myself in the mirror. "Though you are looking damn fine." I wondered if I'd measure up to Michelle and the rest of the ladies at the club. I tried to picture them - would they be in our age group or more mature? I regretted not grilling Michelle further about what to expect, but she'd been evasive when I'd tried to get details.
I rifled through my dresses, pushing aside the bright patterns and summer florals. My fingers landed on a simple black dress—fitted but not too tight, with a neckline that hinted rather than revealed. A black velvet choker completed the look.
Now for the challenging part—heels. I pulled out a pair of classic black stilettos, memories of my high school prom flooding back. I'd begged my mom to let me wear these towering heels, convinced they'd make me look sophisticated. Instead, I'd taken three steps into the gymnasium before face-planting in front of the entire senior class. My date helped me up while trying not to laugh, but the damage was done. For the rest of the night, I went barefoot.
"At least I've had some practice since then," I said, slipping them on. The three-inch heels made my legs look amazing and did wonders for my posture. I turned to check the mirror - and they made my ass look perfect.
I heard Chris's footsteps approaching the bedroom. "Almost ready?"
"Give me five more minutes," I called back, reaching for my deep red lipstick. My hand wasn't shaking anymore.
* * *
I grew nervous as Nathan's Escalade wound through the dimly lit industrial district. Warehouses loomed on either side, their metal walls reflecting our headlights. I pressed closer to Chris in the back seat, my imagination conjuring shadows that moved in the darkness between buildings.
"Are you sure this is the right place?" I asked.
Michelle turned around from the front seat with a knowing smile. "Trust me. We've been here many times."
We rounded another corner, and the landscape transformed. A line of gleaming vehicles stretched before us - Ferraris, Porsches, and more Mercedes than I could count. The stark industrial setting gave way to warm lighting and a red carpet that led to an elegant entrance marked "Club Paradise" in golden script.
"Holy shit," I breathed, taking in the unexpected luxury. "This is not what I pictured."
"Yeah, this is a high-class establishment," Nathan said, pulling up to the entrance.
A valet in a crisp black uniform opened my door and extended his hand. "Welcome to Club Paradise, madam." His palm was warm and steady as he helped me step out, my heels clicking on the pavement.
Before I could thank him, Michelle appeared at my side, linking her arm through mine and pulling me close. The familiar scent of her perfume enveloped me.
"We are going to have so much fun tonight," she squealed, her excitement contagious. The bass from inside the club vibrated through the soles of my feet, mixing with my pulse until I couldn't tell them apart.
I glanced over my shoulder, catching both Chris and Nathan studying my backside as we approached the entrance. A smile tugged at my lips—at least my husband wasn't ogling Michelle—and it was pretty hot that Nathan was admiring me as well. The validation sent a warm thrill through me.
Inside the lobby, Nathan strode to the front desk with his usual confidence. The man behind the counter brightened.
"Mr. and Mrs. Larsen! Wonderful to see you again."
"Thanks, Robert. We've brought some first-timers tonight."
Robert's eyes assessed Chris and me. "Welcome to Paradise. I'm the manager here. We'll need to see your IDs—a purely legal requirement—and a credit card for any charges during your visit."
I dug through my clutch for my driver's license. Nathan said, "Put anything they order on our account. They are our guests tonight."
"Very generous, sir." Robert collected our IDs and disappeared through a door behind the desk.
The minutes stretched as we waited, my nerves tingling. Michelle squeezed my hand reassuringly. When Robert returned, he presented us each with sleek black membership cards.
"Temporary passes for tonight. Please enjoy yourselves."
The main room took my breath away. Michelle's description hadn't done it justice. Crystal chandeliers cast intimate lighting over plush booths and gleaming tables. A state-of-the-art sound system pumped music through the space. The dance floor pulsed with women in lingerie and cocktail dresses while distinguished-looking men watched from the periphery.
We claimed a corner booth with a perfect view of the action. A waiter approached - young, muscular, and shirtless. His black pants hugged every curve.
"What can I get you?" His smile was practiced perfection.
After we ordered drinks and appetizers, Michelle grabbed my hand. "Come on, let's dance!"
"But-" I protested weakly as she pulled me toward the dance floor. The last thing I saw was Chris's encouraging smile before the crowd swallowed us whole.
* * *
I lost myself in the music, Michelle's hands guiding my hips as we moved to the rhythm. The bass resonated through my body, matching my heartbeat, while the DJ mixed pulsing electronic beats with sultry vocals.
"You're so hot tonight," Michelle whispered, her breath warm against my neck.
The dance floor was a kaleidoscope of motion and light. Women of every description moved together - a tall redhead in emerald silk, a curvy brunette in a shimmering gold dress, and a petite Asian woman in a colorful sequin dress. Their jewelry caught the strobing lights, creating constellations in the darkness.
A statuesque woman with chocolate skin and close-cropped hair brushed against me, flashing a brilliant smile. Another woman - blonde, athletic, wearing a backless silver dress - danced close behind Michelle. The energy was electric, primal, pure freedom of movement.
Hands caressed my waist, my arms, my hips. I couldn't tell whose they were anymore and didn't care. The music owned me, breaking down my inhibitions with each thundering beat. Sweat glistened on bare shoulders and collarbones. The air was thick with expensive perfume and the raw essence of dancing bodies.
Through gaps in the crowd, I caught glimpses of the men watching from the shadows. They lounged in booths and at the bar, eyes gleaming with undisguised hunger. Each of them yearning for action, and not with the woman they came with. I could tell from their stares that I was on several wish lists for tonight. A silver-haired executive in a tailored suit raised his glass to me. A muscular man with sleeve tattoos and a fitted shirt tracked Michelle's movements. The thought of perhaps seeing some of them in intimate encounters later sent a shiver through me, making my pussy pulse with desire.
I spotted Chris and Nathan at our booth, deep in conversation but stealing glances at the dance floor. The weight of all those stares made my skin flush. My dress clung to my damp skin as Michelle spun me around, pulling me closer.
The music shifted to a slower, more sensual beat. Bodies pressed closer in the dim light. The blonde behind Michelle slid her hands down Michelle's sides. The statuesque beauty with the brilliant smile found her way back to me, moving in perfect sync.
"Having fun?" Michelle's eyes sparkled with mischief.
I could only nod, lost in the moment, in the music, in the anticipation that charged the air. The night was young, and anything seemed possible.
* * *
I made my way back to our booth with Michelle, my legs a bit wobbly from dancing. The cosmopolitan welcomed me with its sweet embrace as I took several eager sips.
Michelle planted her hands on her hips, staring at Chris and Nathan. "You two are no fun. Why didn't you join us out there?"
"Are you kidding?" Chris leaned back, crossing his arms. "We had front-row seats to the best show in the house."
Nathan nodded. "Besides, nobody wants to see our dance moves ruining your groove."
"Your loss." Michelle slid into the booth beside Nathan, her skin shimmering from exertion. "So, Skylar, what do you think of Club Paradise?"
"I love it." I nestled against Chris, stealing another sip of my drink. "It's not what I expected. It's like any other high-end dance club."
"Oh really?" Michelle's eyebrows arched. She tilted her head toward the far side of the room. "You see that at regular clubs?"
My eyes followed her gesture. Through the dim lighting, I spotted a woman on her knees under a table, her head bobbing between a man's legs. He smiled with pleasure as he casually sipped his drink.
Heat flooded my cheeks, and I looked away. "Okay, maybe not exactly like other clubs."
"Have you ever done anything like that?" Michelle leaned forward, her voice dropping low. "You know, sex in public?"
"Well..." I traced the rim of my glass, remembering. "Once, on the beach with an old boyfriend. But it was pitch black, and we were alone after a long walk. So, not really the same thing."
My gaze shifted to Chris, who was transfixed by the couple across the room. I slid my palm over his thigh and felt his arousal straining against the fabric of his slacks. The thought flashed through my mind—I could undo his zipper and take him in my mouth right here. That was the allure of this place. Social norms meant nothing inside these walls. If I wanted to pleasure him openly, no one would bat an eye or raise any objections.
While these thoughts raced through my mind, I caught Michelle undoing Nathan's fly. Her eyes locked with mine as she freed his erection, which seemed just as rigid as the one I felt pressing against my hand. After taking a quick drink, she dipped her head down and wrapped her lips around his shaft, starting to tease him with slow, deliberate movements.
I sensed Chris tense beside me. His expression turned anxious as his gaze met mine. I shot him a playful "Why not?" look before my fingers found his zipper. His cock sprang free. Dipping down, I wrapped my mouth around his manhood and began to suck. While pleasuring him, I glanced sideways to find Michelle watching me. Our eyes stayed connected as we moved in tandem, each of us servicing our partners. This synchronized intimacy was something I'd never experienced before.
I detected movement followed by a soft thud against the surface above. The server must be setting down our first course. The absurdity struck me—I was, going down on Chris while someone casually delivered our meal, and somehow it felt completely natural.
My gaze drifted back to Michelle, who stopped giving head to Nathan and stretched over him toward me. I lifted my head from Chris's cock, meeting her in the middle. Our lips met in a deep, sensual kiss. Beneath me, I sensed Chris's hand take hold of himself, working up and down while I hovered above. Holy hell. Never had I experienced such intense arousal. Here I was, having just gone down on my husband in this public space, now locked in a heated kiss with this gorgeous woman while he pleasured himself, watching us.
I gasped as Chris's fingers slid over my backside and beneath my dress, finding their way to my clit. Across from us, I noticed Nathan doing the same to Michelle. Within moments, waves of ecstasy washed over us both while our lips remained entwined. Our shared release left us breathless and shaky as we tried to regain our composure. We all remained frozen in place, dazed by what had just transpired.
As usual, Michelle broke the silence and said to Nathan, "Pass me a plate. I'm starving."






  
  Chapter 6: The Club - Exploration


"That was amazing." I dabbed my lips with a napkin, still tingling from our shared sexual exhibition. The food had been delicious, though my mind kept drifting back to what happened before it arrived. 
Michelle gathered her purse. "Ready to see the rest of Club Paradise?"
My pulse quickened. "There's more?"
"Oh honey, you haven't seen anything yet." She slipped out of the booth and extended her hand.
We followed Michelle and Nathan through the main club area, past the dance floor, to a long hallway in the back. A neon sign blazed above an ornate archway: NO CLOTHING BEYOND THIS POINT.
I grabbed Michelle's arm. "Hold up. You didn't mention anything about getting naked. I don't think I'm ready for that."
"Relax," said Michelle as she turned to face me. "You have options. Either keep your underwear on or wrap up in one of the club's towels. Nathan prefers the towel route." She ran her fingers down Nathan's chest. "I stick with my lingerie. Makes things more fun."
I glanced at Chris, who shrugged. "When in Rome..."
"Fine, but what about our stuff? I'm not leaving my purse lying around."
"Follow us." Michelle led the way to a sleek desk where a young man in a crisp black uniform sat. Nathan approached first, receiving a key attached to a slim black wristband. Michelle nodded toward the desk, and Chris stepped up to get his own key.
We approached a door marked "The Locker Room" in elegant gold script. My stomach fluttered with nervous excitement as Michelle pushed it open.
I stepped into the locker room and froze. Men and women mingled together in various states of undress, some naked under the spray of elegant rainfall showerheads. Steam curled through the air, giving everything a dreamy quality.
"Over here." Michelle waved us toward a row of grey lockers.
I couldn't help staring as Nathan stripped off his clothes. His body was a work of art - lean muscle rippling under tanned skin. When he dropped his boxer briefs, I caught my first real glimpse of him. Earlier, in the booth, everything had happened so fast. Now, I could appreciate how he was built. His cock was larger than Chris's in both length and girth. Chris's cock was perfect for me, but Nathan's equipment was undeniably impressive as it swung between his legs.
My fingers trembled as I reached for my dress zipper. "I've never changed in front of so many people."
"No one's paying attention," Michelle assured me, already down to her matching red lingerie set. "Everyone's focused on their own thing."
I watched Chris shed his clothes and wrap a fluffy white towel around his waist. He gave me an encouraging smile.
"Michelle, what about shoes?" I glanced down at my heels. "Do you keep yours on?"
"Here." She reached into their locker and pulled out rubber flip-flops. "The club provides these. Trust me, you'll want them. The pool area gets slippery and we'll be walking around a lot. Heels are gorgeous but comfort is key back here."
I nodded, peeling off my dress to reveal my black lingerie. The air felt cool against my exposed skin. Chris arranged our clothes in our assigned locker while I slipped on the flip-flops.
"Ready?" Michelle stood by the exit, hands on her hips.
I took a deep breath, straightened my shoulders, and followed them toward the door leading us into the club's inner sanctum.
* * *
The door opened to reveal an intimate bar area. Polished wood gleamed under soft lighting, with plush couches lining the far wall. What struck me most wasn't the décor – it was the people.
"Oh wow," I whispered to Chris.
Bodies in various states of undress mingled throughout the space. Several men wore nothing but towels wrapped around their waists, while others displayed everything nature gave them. The women's attire ranged from lingerie to totally bare skin. A statuesque blonde perched on a barstool, naked except for a towel draped across her lap, laughing at something her companion said.
"Drinks?" Michelle's voice cut through my daze. She'd already started toward the bar.
I nodded, grateful for something familiar to focus on. The bartender, wearing black pants and a fitted t-shirt, mixed our cocktails. Instead of glass, he served them in clear plastic cups.
"What's with the plastic?" I asked Michelle.
"Safety first." She gestured at our feet. "With everyone basically barefoot, broken glass would be a disaster. Plus, people tend to get... distracted back here. Fewer accidents this way."
Chris's hand found the small of my back as we sipped our drinks. The alcohol helped calm my nerves, though my skin still tingled with awareness of all the exposed flesh around us.
"Time for the grand tour." Michelle's eyes sparkled. She led us to a doorway marked 'Game Room' in elegant script.
Inside, pool tables dominated the space; their green felt glowing under pendant lights. Electronic dart boards lined one wall. A couple in matching towels bent over a pool table, though they seemed more interested in each other than the game.
"You two play?" Nathan asked, running his hand along a polished wooden rail.
"Love it," Chris replied. "Skylar's pretty good too."
"Perfect." Nathan grinned. "We'll circle back here after we show you the rest. Nothing breaks the ice like a friendly game of pool."
We stepped through the glass door into a steam room. The warm moisture enveloped us, making it hard to see more than a few feet ahead. Sounds echoed off the tiled walls - moans and soft exclamations drifted from the far corner.
"Watch your step," Michelle warned, leading us along the tiled path. "The floor can get slippery."
Chris kept his hand on my lower back as we made our way through. The steam wrapped around us like a blanket, beading on my skin.
We emerged through another door into a vast space that took my breath away. The ceiling soared overhead, draped with hanging plants that cascaded down like emerald waterfalls. Wooden walkways wound between palm trees, their fronds swaying in the climate-controlled air.
"This is incredible," I gasped, taking in the scene before us.
A crystal-clear pool dominated the center, its surface reflecting the warm lighting. Along one wall, four bubbling hot tubs beckoned. Several couples lounged in the steaming water, engaged in various activities.
Scattered throughout were intimate tiki huts, each housing a bed. The structures offered a perfect blend of privacy and openness. Between the huts, comfortable lounge chairs provided spots to relax and take in the ambiance.
"They modeled it after ancient Roman pleasure gardens," Nathan explained, gesturing at the trellised walls covered in climbing vines. "The owner's an art history buff."
At the far end, a fully stocked bar curved along the wall. The bartender worked efficiently, serving drinks to the gathered guests. The whole space exuded an air of refined decadence, like stepping into a classical painting come to life.
"What do you think?" Michelle squeezed my arm, watching my reaction.
"It's beautiful," I replied honestly. "Not at all what I expected."
Michelle nodded towards one of the tiki huts. "Let's see what's going on here." As we approached, I heard moaning and caught the scent of sex in the air. A middle-aged woman with buxom breasts was on all fours in the middle of the bed. She had one man's cock in her mouth while another fucked her from behind. Another guy stood on one side, fondling one of her breasts while masturbating.
I retreated a step, feeling like an intruder in their intimate scene. This was new territory for me - while I'd witnessed similar acts in pornos, experiencing it firsthand was entirely different. The visceral authenticity of the moment sent shivers down my spine.
Michelle's fingers wrapped around mine as she tugged me closer. "No need to be timid. They picked this spot knowing others would see - that's part of the thrill. Otherwise, they would have picked a private room. By choosing here, they are inviting people to observe... and even participate."
I noticed Chris next to me with his towel starting to tent upward. Unable to contain my amusement, I extended my hand and delivered a teasing swat to his hardening cock. "Down boy." The moment sparked laughter from everyone around us.
The scene before us was intense. The woman's moans filled the air, mingling with the sounds of flesh against flesh. The men moved in sync, their bodies glistening with sweat. It was a raw, primal dance, and I couldn't look away.
Michelle leaned in, her voice a low whisper. "This is the beauty of the lifestyle. People being free, exploring their desires openly."
I felt a mix of excitement and trepidation. The sight was arousing, but it also made me feel vulnerable, like I was stepping into uncharted territory. Chris's hand found mine, his grip firm and reassuring.
"It's okay to watch," he said.
I nodded, grateful for his support. My gaze drifted back to the scene. The woman's eyes met mine for a moment, and she smiled around the cock in her mouth. It was a strange, intimate connection, and I felt a flush spread across my cheeks.
Nathan stood behind Michelle, his hands resting on her hips. "We can stay here and watch, or we can move on. Whatever you're comfortable with, Skylar."
I took a deep breath, trying to steady my racing heart. "Let's stay for a bit."
We stood there, the four of us, watching the scene unfold. The man fucking her began to moan and suddenly pulled his cock out of her and came all over her back. When he was done squeezing out the last drops, he just walked away.
I saw the woman look at Nathan, and there seemed to be some non-verbal communication between them. Nathan dropped his towel, exposing his fully erect cock. He took the place of the man that had just finished and slowly stuck his cock into her. She let out a moan as he was larger than the man who had just finished. He grabbed her hips and began thrusting hard into her.
This seemed to have sparked something in the man that she was giving head to as he began to repeat, "I'm cumming. I'm cumming." The woman tensed as he must have released his load into her mouth. As he pulled out, I could see cum dripping from her lips. She had a huge smile on her face as she yelled, "Fuck me. Fuck me, Nathan."
I turned to Michelle and whispered, "Do you and Nathan know her?" She gave me a nod and answered, "Yes, Nathan and I have played with her and her husband before."
"Which one is her husband?"
"He is the one sitting over there watching."
I was shocked. "So, he's not even participating?"
"No, some people just like to watch their husband or wife with others. He joins in sometimes, but usually not."
Michelle then approached the bed and positioned herself in front of the woman. The woman pulled Michelle's lacey red panties to the side and began licking her pussy. After a few minutes, Michelle began to writhe in pleasure. As she orgasmed, Nathan pulled out, adding his cum to the puddle forming on the woman's back.
As additional people gathered around the woman on the bed, Nathan and Michelle returned to us. Nathan gave Chris a friendly pat on his back, suggesting he should give it a try. I glanced back at Chris. He declined with a shake of his head. "I'm not ready for that, but I enjoyed watching." I felt bad, as he was the only one of the four of us that had not had an orgasm tonight.
Michelle's hand found mine, her fingers intertwining. "It's intense, isn't it?" she murmured.
"Yeah," I whispered back. "But it's also... beautiful. In a weird way."
"Almost done with the tour," Michelle said, leading us away from the pleasure garden. "Just two more areas to show you."
I shook my head in amazement. "There's more? How big is this place?"
We entered a long hallway lined with red doors on both sides. The corridor stretched far enough that the end disappeared into shadows despite the warm lighting from wall sconces.
"These are private rooms," Nathan explained, gesturing to the doors. "For couples who prefer more intimate settings away from the public areas."
He opened one door, revealing a cozy space. A small bed occupied most of the room, with a lamp casting soft light from one corner—a few chairs clustered around a small table, which held a bowl filled with condoms. The décor maintained the upscale atmosphere of the rest of the club, with rich fabrics and tasteful artwork.
"Each room has a different theme," Michelle added, "Some are larger, some have specific furniture or features. Members can reserve them in advance or use them spontaneously if they're available."
Chris squeezed my hand as we peered inside. The simplicity of the space contrasted with the elaborate pleasure garden we'd left behind. I appreciated how the club offered options for different comfort levels and preferences.
"The private rooms are popular with newer members," Nathan said. "It's a good way to ease into things at your own pace."
I nodded, grateful for the information but still processing everything we'd seen. The night had already challenged my preconceptions about what a club like this would be.
The next room was another large open space. I stood in amazement as I took in the sight. A row of beds, pressed together, lined both sides of the room. Many groups of nude people clustered on the beds, lost in their own worlds. The air was thick with low moans and soft whispers, an intoxicating symphony of lust and desire. The smell of sweat and sex filled the air.
“Welcome to the group sex room,” Michelle announced.
I felt my cheeks flush as I glanced at Chris, his jaw hung open, staring at the scene before us—naked bodies entwined on beds, sharing themselves and their partners with others. It was like stepping into an erotic painting of some ancient orgy.
"While it might seem overwhelming," Michelle continued, "there's an unspoken understanding here."
I shifted my gaze from the couples to her, trying to absorb her words amidst the chaos of sensations swirling around me.
"If someone’s having sex in public," she explained, "anyone is allowed to join in. But if you decide to approach, proceed slowly. Watch for cues from the woman or her partner."
Chris leaned closer to me as Michelle spoke. Her tone was calm and reassuring.
"If they give any indication that you're not welcomed," she added, "just back away. No questions asked."
"Do people ever break that rule?" I asked, my curiosity piqued.
"No," she said with certainty. “If they do, they would be asked to leave and would not be allowed back.” She looked at me, her hazel eyes earnest. “Here, no always means no—no arguments.”
A couple nearby caught my eye—a woman riding a man while another woman kissed her. They seemed lost in their pleasure, yet I could feel the palpable energy radiating from them.
I leaned closer to Chris, whispering against his ear. "This is... wild."
He chuckled in agreement, still scanning the room with keen interest. "Wild doesn't begin to cover it."
Michelle moved deeper into the room, gesturing for us to follow. We walked past beds where couples engaged passionately; hands roamed freely over skin as limbs intertwined like dancers caught in a spell.
“Want to get a closer look?” Nathan asked from behind us.
“I’m okay,” Chris replied, his voice steady, but I could sense how nervous he was. He was not freaked out, but also not comfortable.
Michelle turned back toward me with a smile that sparked warmth inside me despite my nerves. “This place is all about consent and doing what you want. No one should feel pressured or forced into anything. This room is a bit much for newbies. Why don't we make our way back to the bar?”
As we continued walking through the space filled with uninhibited pleasure, I was filled with excitement and trepidation. It was pure hedonism and debauchery. I could not decide if I wanted to run away or to slide onto a bed and join in.
My gaze wandered over to another bed where three women lay in a circle, each licking the pussy of the woman in front of them, while their partners watched intently. I thought to myself that this lifestyle has a lot to do with voyeurism and exhibitionism.
I took Chris's hand as we returned to the bar, my mind trying to process everything we'd witnessed. While my body hummed with desire, I worried that Chris was not as comfortable as I was. I wanted to experience something tonight but did not think he was ready.
"A drink sounds good right now," I said, "And maybe that game of pool?"
Michelle got the hint and said, "Of course, this can be a lot for anyone to take in for the first time. Let's chill for a bit."






  
  Chapter 7: The Club - Climax


We emerged from the group sex room into the main area, where the bar's soft lighting offered a welcome respite. The bartender greeted us with a professional nod. 
"Four martinis," Michelle ordered, leaning against the polished wood. "Extra dirty."
I watched Chris's posture relax as we settled onto the cushioned barstools. The normalcy of sitting at a bar, even in this extraordinary setting, seemed to ease his tension.
"So," Nathan picked up a pool cue from the rack, testing its weight. "Who's up for a game?"
"Count me in," Chris said, his voice lighter. This was familiar territory for him - something he could focus on besides the overwhelming sensuality surrounding us.
"Girls against guys?" Michelle suggested with a playful wink.
I nodded, grateful for the distraction. "You're on."
The click of pool balls and friendly trash talk filled our corner of the club. Chris's competitive spirit emerged as he lined up his shots, and I caught glimpses of his usual confident self returning.
Michelle proved to be an excellent pool player, sinking difficult shots with ease. As we moved around the table, the energy between us shifted from the intense sexuality of before to something more relaxed and playful.
I realized this was exactly what we needed - a chance to decompress and process everything we'd experienced. My body still tingled with arousal, but my mind cleared as I focused on the game and our easy banter.
My reporter's brain got the best of me. "Hey Michelle," I leaned against the pool table, watching Nathan take his shot. "Quick question - are most people here couples?"
Michelle chalked her cue stick. "Saturday nights are strictly couples and single women only. That's why we brought you tonight - it's much more relaxed."
"Single women? Really?" I raised my eyebrows. "I can't imagine coming to a place like this alone."
"It's rare," Michelle lined up her shot, sinking the striped ball in the corner pocket. "But some women do. They're usually experienced in the lifestyle and know exactly what they want."
"But no single guys allowed?"
Michelle's expression darkened. "Not on Saturdays, thank god. They're allowed on Fridays, but trust me - you don't want to be here then."
Chris and Nathan paused their game, tuning into our conversation.
"We made that mistake once," Michelle shuddered. "The whole vibe is different. Predatory is the best way to describe it."
"That bad?" I asked.
"Picture dozens of men just..." Michelle struggled to find the words. "Walking around, touching themselves, staring at every woman like they're prey. And if any couple starts getting intimate in a public area?" She shook her head. "They swarm like vultures, jockeying to be next in line."
"That sounds horrifying," I gripped my pool cue tighter.
"We left after an hour and never returned on a Friday," Michelle said. "Saturday couples nights are so much better - everyone's respectful, there's actual conversation, and consent is sacred."
Nathan leaned on his pool cue. "But some people like it. If you like a lot of attention from many men, that is for you. Everyone has different tastes."
"Yeah," Michelle twirled her stick thoughtfully. "When we were here that time, there was this woman with twenty guys lined up to have sex with her. She sure wasn't complaining - had this look of pure bliss on her face. And I get it, you know? Maybe one day I might try something like that myself."
I have to admit, my pussy throbbed as I pictured it. A vivid image flashed through my mind - being surrounded by naked men, their hands roaming everywhere, taking turns with me, filling every part of me at once. Heat bloomed across my skin. I'd never even considered something so wild before that very moment. The scenario played out in vivid detail - overwhelming yet incredibly arousing.
I gripped my pool cue tighter, trying to hide how the conversation affected me. Here we were in a sex club of all places, where people were literally fucking just a room away, yet I couldn't bring myself to voice these newly awakened desires. The words stuck in my throat, held back by an inexplicable shame. Instead, I stared intently at the pool table, pretending to study the layout of the balls while my mind raced with forbidden possibilities.
* * *
After a few games of pool, we retreated to an L-shaped couch in the corner. The dim lighting created an intimate atmosphere, and I found myself sandwiched between Chris and Michelle, with Nathan on the other end. My thoughts drifted towards leaving, but before I could voice them, Michelle whispered in my ear.
"Switch places with me."
I hesitated for a moment, unsure of what she had in mind. When she stood, I scooted over to make room for her. Chris gave me a nervous look, his cheeks turning red. Michelle cuddled up next to him, planting a kiss on his cheek. She then trailed her nails down his chest, stopping just short of the edge of his towel.
I could see Chris's erection growing, and I almost blurted out for them to stop. But at that very moment, Nathan wrapped his arm around me, pulling me closer. His lips brushed against my neck as he whispered, "She knows what she's doing. He'll stop her if he wants to."
My heart throbbed as I watched Michelle unwrap Chris's towel, revealing his hard cock. She gripped it, her fingers tracing the length of his shaft. I felt a mix of emotions - jealousy, arousal, and confusion.
Nathan's lips continued to explore my neck, his touch sending shivers through me. I couldn't help but feel a growing wetness between my legs as I watched Michelle pleasure my husband. I could hardly breathe as Nathan's hand wandered up my thigh, inching closer to my aching center.
Chris's eyes were locked on mine, seeking approval or perhaps reassurance. I gave him a nod, acknowledging that I was okay with this. His gaze softened, and he leaned his head back, surrendering to Michelle's touch.
The sight of Chris enjoying Michelle's hand pleasuring him excited me. I found myself growing more and more turned on by the scene unfolding before me. Nathan's fingers teased the edge of my panties, and I bit my lip to stifle a moan. I could feel his growing member against my leg.
As Michelle's hand moved up and down Chris's shaft, I felt Nathan's fingers slip beneath the fabric of my panties. He expertly found my clit, sending a wave of pleasure coursing through my body. I couldn't help but let out a soft gasp as he began to circle my sensitive bud.
My eyes fluttered shut, and I lost myself in the sensations. The sounds of Chris's heavy breathing and Michelle's soft moans filled my ears, heightening my arousal. I felt Nathan's lips press against mine, his tongue seeking entrance. I eagerly reciprocated, our tongues dancing together in a passionate kiss.
I could see, out of the corner of my eye, Michelle sliding off the couch and positioning herself between Chris's legs. She leaned forward and engulfed his cock with her mouth. He let out a loud moan as he reached out to find my hand. I took it, entwining my fingers with his as Nathan followed Michelle's lead, positioning himself between my legs. I squeezed Chris's hand again, much harder this time, as Nathan's tongue found my clit and began working it.
I couldn't believe what was happening. My partner and I were being pleasured by others, and I was enjoying every second of it. The jealousy I had felt earlier was replaced by an intense arousal. I squeezed Chris's hand tighter as I felt myself getting closer to the edge.
Michelle's mouth moved up and down Chris's shaft, her tongue swirling around the tip. I could see the pleasure written all over his face, which only turned me on even more. I let go of his hand and reached up to grab his face, pulling him in to kiss me.
Nathan's tongue continued to work my clit, his fingers teasing my entrance. I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter as he brought me closer and closer to orgasm.
Michelle stood up and put a finger inside her pussy. When she pulled it out, it was wet with her sex. She put her fingers into Chris's mouth, as she climbed on top of him. Positioning herself to fuck him.
Envy surged within me, and I thought of shoving her off my man. At that very moment, Nathan stood up, his impressive cock mere inches from my lips. I had to choose what to do next. I chose Nathan's beautiful cock. I tilted my head and parted my mouth, engulfing his pulsing shaft between my lips. "OHHHH... Skylar, you're incredible," he moaned.
I was curious if Chris could see what I was doing, but with my face buried in Nathan's crotch, taking his length deep down my throat and fighting my gag reflex, I couldn't catch a glimpse of him.
In one swift motion, Nathan withdrew his cock from my mouth and spun me over. I now had a clear view of Chris while Michelle rode him. Our eyes locked onto each other as Nathan teased my entrance with his shaft before gradually pushing inside me. A moan escaped my lips as he penetrated me fully from behind. My pussy expanded to accommodate his size. The discomfort quickly faded into pure ecstasy.
It was not long before I let out a loud moan as I felt myself reaching the edge. I heard Michelle scream out at the exact moment that I came—our orgasms synched together.
I saw Chris begin to thrust harder into Michelle as Nathan's thrusts increased behind me, his groin slamming into my butt cheeks. Nathan pulled out of me, flipping me around to face him, as Chris stood up. Michelle dropped to her knees in front of him, and I did the same in front of Nathan. I heard Michelle say, "Cum all over my face, Chris. I want it all."
I am not one for dirty talk, but I opened my mouth to give Nathan similar encouragement as a stream of cum shot out of his cock and right into my mouth, landing in the back of my throat. I almost gagged. I am not a fan of cum in my mouth, but I managed to close my mouth and swallow it. His cock shot two more thick streams onto my face.
Chris's body tensed as he reached his own climax. I could see his body shaking as he came, and it only added to my own pleasure. He let out a loud cry as he painted Michelle's face white.
As we all came down from our high, we collapsed onto the couch. Chris and I looked at each other, both of us still trying to catch our breath. I could see the satisfaction in his eyes, and I knew that he had enjoyed it.
Michelle leaned over and gave Chris a kiss on the cheek before turning to me. "You okay?" she asked, her voice full of concern.
I nodded, still trying to catch my breath. "Yeah, I'm good," I managed to say, feeling a bit self-conscious sitting there with her husband's cum on my face and my husband's cum all over her face.
Nathan wrapped his arm around me, pulling me closer to him. "You were amazing," he whispered in my ear.
I smiled as I leaned into his embrace. I had never felt so alive, so free. I knew this was just the beginning of our journey into the world of swinging, and I couldn't wait to see what else lay in store for us.
The End
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