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Chapter 1

Chris Evans leaned back in his office chair, his gaze drifting to the small window that offered a dismal view of the city skyline. The glow of his computer screen reflected on his glasses, the spreadsheet in front of him nothing but a blur of numbers and cells. His fingers hovered over the keyboard, but his mind was miles away. He exhaled, his shoulders slumping. The day had dragged on, and the weight of deadlines and responsibilities felt particularly heavy.

A flash of color caught his eye on the muted television mounted on the office wall. It was a travel commercial, vibrant with scenes of sunlit beaches, luxurious pools, and couples clinking glasses under a dusky pink sky. The tagline was cheesy—“Your escape awaits”—but it hit him like a longing he hadn’t allowed himself to feel in months. He stared at the screen longer than he meant to, something in his chest tightening. When was the last time he and Lucy had done something just for themselves?

At home, Lucy was feeling it too. She sat at the kitchen table, her laptop open and her inbox filled with never-ending messages. She twirled her wedding ring absentmindedly as she scrolled through another email, her mind wandering to the same question Chris had been silently asking himself: when had they last truly been together? Not just in the same room, but connected—free from the demands of their jobs, their families, and the constant pull of their social commitments.

That evening, over a hurried dinner of takeout, Lucy brought it up. “We need a break,” she said, her voice firm but not unkind. She pushed her plate away and looked at Chris. “Not just a weekend away. A real vacation.”

Chris set his fork down, his lips twitching into a faint smile. “I was thinking the same thing today.”

They spent the next few days dreaming and planning, their excitement growing with each click through glossy travel websites. Beaches, cruises, city escapes—they considered them all. It wasn’t until Lucy stumbled upon a last-minute deal for Las Vegas that the decision became clear. The city’s mix of indulgence, glamour, and spontaneity called to something in both of them. It was bold, different, and exactly what they needed.

Finally, the day arrived. They picked up their rental car at the airport, a gleaming red Mustang that felt as audacious and fun as the trip they were about to take. Chris ran his hand over the hood, grinning like a teenager. “Now this is a car,” he said, sliding into the driver’s seat and adjusting his sunglasses.

Lucy laughed as she settled into the passenger seat, tossing her bag into the back. “It’s ridiculous,” she teased, “but I love it.”

The Mustang growled to life as Chris pulled out of the lot, its engine a low, thrilling rumble that mirrored the excitement bubbling between them. As they drove down the famous Strip, the neon lights reflecting off the car’s glossy red paint, both of them felt a giddy sense of freedom. It wasn’t just about the city; it was about them. This trip wasn’t just a vacation—it was a chance to rediscover what had brought them together in the first place.

“So, what do you want to do first?” Chris asked, his voice warm and easy, a reflection of the contentment he felt in this moment. He glanced at Lucy as they stopped at a traffic light, the glow of the city’s neon signs casting fleeting patterns of light and shadow across her face. It was a face he had admired countless times, yet it still took his breath away.

She turned toward him slightly, her subtle brown eyes catching the glow of a nearby billboard. Her silky black hair fell in loose waves around her face, framing her delicate, soft features—the kind that belonged on magazine covers. But what always struck Chris wasn’t just her undeniable beauty; it was the way her presence made everything else in his world fade into the background. She was his grounding force, his anchor.

Lucy’s petite frame was deceptive in its power. On the surface, she seemed dainty and reserved, but her confidence had grown over the years, thanks in part to his unwavering support. Her sultry curves turned heads wherever they went. He’d noticed it often—how men’s eyes would linger a little too long when she wore a bikini on the beach near their home. Some might have felt possessive or jealous, but Chris never did. Instead, he felt pride. She wasn’t just his wife; she was his equal, his partner, and a woman who radiated her own kind of quiet strength.

And then there was her smile—the single feature that had undone him from the beginning. It wasn’t just beautiful; it was transformative, like a beam of sunlight breaking through a cloudy day. Every time she smiled at him, his heart raced like it had the very first time.

Next to him, Lucy studied her husband, a soft smile tugging at her lips as she considered his question. What did she want to do first? The possibilities felt endless in this glittering city, but her mind had been elsewhere—lingering on him. She thought back to the day they’d met, how his presence had struck her like a force of nature. Chris had been different from any man she’d known. While others saw her as a trophy or a conquest, Chris had made her feel seen, cherished.

His kindness had been her undoing. He’d always lifted her up when she was struggling, offered encouragement when she doubted herself, and stood beside her through every dream she’d chased. His support had been unwavering, even when she hesitated to leave the safety of the protective shell her mother had built around her. Chris had given her the courage to step outside that cocoon and spread her wings.

She loved that he was older than her—ten years her senior—because he brought a sense of calm and maturity she’d always gravitated toward. Perhaps it stemmed from the close relationship she’d had with her father, but being with Chris just felt right. Secure. Safe. Loved. And even now, after seven years of marriage, her love for him had only deepened.

Now, though, Lucy found herself preoccupied with a thought that had been lingering in the back of her mind for almost a year. It wasn’t a fleeting idea, but something deeper—a desire she couldn’t quite shake, even when life back home had been too hectic to entertain it seriously. Here, away from the demands of work, family, and the familiar routines of their lives, she felt freer. Freer to consider something different. Something bold. Something that, if she found the courage to follow through, might not only be new but thrilling in a way she hadn’t experienced before.

As they cruised further down the Strip, the lights of Vegas casting their car in shifting shades of neon, Lucy stayed quiet, her thoughts swirling. She wanted to broach the topic, but the words didn’t come easily. How could she explain this to Chris? Would he understand? Would he share her curiosity, or would it be a step too far? Her lips pressed together as she debated, the hum of the Mustang’s engine filling the space where her voice might have been.

Chris noticed immediately. He always did when something was on her mind. Lucy’s silences were rarely empty; they were filled with the weight of her thoughts, and he’d learned over the years to recognize when she was lost in them. Glancing at her, he smiled, his voice light as he tried to coax her out of her reverie.

“You’re being quiet!” he said, his tone teasing but warm. “What are you thinking so hard about?”

Lucy blinked, startled out of her thoughts, and glanced at him. For a moment, she considered brushing it off, but the knowing look in his eyes made her hesitate. He always had a way of reading her, even when she thought she was playing things close to the chest.

Chris didn’t wait for her to respond, following up with a playful grin. “It can’t be that serious! We’re on vacation!”

His words were lighthearted, but they hung in the air between them. Lucy turned her gaze back out the window, watching the crowds of tourists meandering along the sidewalks, their laughter and energy spilling onto the street. It felt like a different world, one where anything was possible. Maybe that was the point of Vegas—this city of indulgence, temptation, and reinvention. Maybe this was the moment to finally take a leap.

Lucy grinned, her confidence growing as she realized Chris had already picked up on her shift in mood. Her husband knew her too well, and she loved that about him. She also knew he’d tease it out of her if she didn’t come clean, so she decided to lean into the moment. After all, wasn’t that what the article had been about? Taking charge, owning her desires?

“Well,” she began, her voice teasing but firm, “there are several things. I just don’t know what I want to do first!” She glanced at him, enjoying the flicker of curiosity in his eyes as she continued. “One thing, for sure, is I want to go to a really nice dinner with you. And not just anywhere—I’m thinking that steakhouse you mentioned. The one in The Venetian. Fancy, indulgent, just the two of us.”

Chris raised an eyebrow, clearly impressed. “Cut by Wolfgang Puck?” he asked. “Now we’re talking.”

“Exactly,” Lucy replied with a grin. “Nothing but the best for tonight. Two,” she continued, shifting gears slightly, “I want to check out the Bellagio. I’ve always wanted to walk through their shops and see that fountain show up close.”

Chris chuckled softly, nodding. “Okay, I can definitely get behind that. Dinner and a little luxury. But what’s number three?”

Lucy didn’t miss the way his voice dipped slightly, a playful edge creeping into his tone. That was Chris—always ready to banter, always tuned in to the undercurrent of their conversation. She met his eyes briefly, the corners of her mouth tugging upward into a sly smile.

“And three,” she said, her tone taking on a deliberate, sultry edge, “when we get back to our hotel room later tonight, I want you to fuck me. Not just that—I want you to make me cum. Nice and hard.”

Chris’s laughter filled the car, rich and unrestrained, but the way his grip tightened on the steering wheel didn’t escape her notice. He loved it when she talked like that. Hell, he always had. Hearing Lucy use bold, explicit language like fuck—especially when it came to wanting him—had an effect on him that was both instant and visceral. It wasn’t that he didn’t enjoy when she talked about “making love,” but there was something raw and electric about the way she owned the word fuck.

Reflexively, he felt his cock twitch at her words, blood rushing south in an automatic response to her assertiveness. He shifted slightly in his seat, adjusting his jeans, and shot her a quick, knowing grin.

“Damn, woman,” he said, the warmth in his voice underscored by a hint of mischief. “You’ve got my attention. But I have a feeling you’re not done yet.”

Lucy laughed softly, a mix of nervousness and exhilaration bubbling in her chest. He always knew how to draw her out, and right now, she was glad for it. The magazine article had been clear: don’t hesitate, don’t overthink it—just speak your desires. This was her chance to do exactly that.

“And what’s number four?” Chris pressed, his voice low and teasing, though his eyes darted to her, genuinely curious. He loved her like this—emboldened, taking control, unafraid to speak her mind. It was one of the many things about her that turned him on, even after all these years.

Lucy bit her lip, her cheeks flushing slightly as she weighed whether to push the moment further. She could feel the charge in the air between them, thick and heady, as the rumble of the Mustang’s engine mixed with the rhythm of her racing pulse. Maybe it was the city, maybe it was the freedom of being away from home, or maybe it was the years of letting life’s chaos drown out moments like this—but she was ready. Tonight wasn’t just about reigniting their spark; it was about reclaiming her own desires.

After taking in a guarded breath—though she wasn’t quite sure why she felt so nervous about Chris’s reaction—Lucy finally spoke. “Well,” she began, her voice steady but carrying a hint of hesitation, “I’ve been listening to some of the girls at work talking about how much they enjoy going to strip clubs with their husbands or friends. Hearing them talk about it the way they do has made me really curious what it’s like, and… well, I want you to take me to one so I can find out for myself.”

The words hung in the air for a beat, and as Lucy glanced at Chris, she saw his eyebrows lift in genuine surprise. He didn’t interrupt her, but the expression on his face said enough. Okay, I wasn’t expecting that, he thought, his grip on the steering wheel tightening slightly as he processed what she’d just said.

Lucy shifted in her seat, her nerves prickling as she waited for him to say something. She knew her request wasn’t scandalous—hell, they were in Vegas, where things like this were practically expected—but it still felt bold. For her, anyway.

Chris’s silence didn’t last long, though, and as his initial surprise faded, he couldn’t help but smile. Lucy had always had a way of surprising him, and this moment was no different. He glanced over at her, noting the slight flush in her cheeks and the way her hands fidgeted in her lap. She looked both determined and uncertain, a mix that he found oddly endearing.

Now, Lucy wasn’t a saint, and Chris knew that better than anyone. She’d had boyfriends before they met, though she’d never been overly experienced. When they first started dating, she’d been reserved, even shy, about sex—a product, he suspected, of her Catholic upbringing and the conservative environment she’d been raised in. But over the years, he’d watched her blossom into someone who was not only more open about her desires but who also took genuine pride in exploring them.

She hadn’t been the type to eagerly dive into anything adventurous at first, but she’d grown to enjoy the things that brought him pleasure—like giving him blowjobs, for instance. Early on, she’d been hesitant, unsure about the act itself. While she wouldn’t go as far as to say she physically enjoyed it, she’d come to appreciate the power it gave her, the way it could make him lose control. That kind of power was something she’d never understood before meeting him, and the realization had been exhilarating in its own way.

And it wasn’t just that. In recent years, Lucy had grown bolder in ways Chris hadn’t expected but had thoroughly enjoyed. She’d started engaging in fantasies with him more readily, responding with enthusiasm when he introduced dirty talk in bed. She’d become more adventurous, too, open to trying new positions or having sex in unexpected places. What had started as cautious curiosity had evolved into a genuine enjoyment of exploring together, and he loved that about her.

Even more, he admired how she’d come to enjoy watching porn with him, not just as an occasional indulgence but as something she could appreciate on her own terms. Sometimes, it seemed like she enjoyed it even more than he did, and he had no complaints about that.

Despite the significant changes Lucy had made regarding her sexuality over the years, there were certain aspects of her personality that hadn’t changed. She was still fiercely private about her sexual side, unwilling to share it beyond the safe bubble of their relationship. And though she’d grown more confident with Chris, she was still naturally shy until she felt completely comfortable with someone.

That’s why Chris was struggling to process her request. The idea of Lucy, his Lucy, walking into a strip club felt almost surreal. He couldn’t help but picture how out of place she might feel—or at least, how out of place he thought she might feel. Hell, she wouldn’t even go into the adult section of the video store when they used to rent movies.

He blinked, gripping the wheel a little tighter as her words replayed in his mind. She actually wants to go to a strip club? The thought left him speechless, a mixture of surprise and intrigue swirling in his chest.

“Are you mad?” Lucy’s soft voice broke through his thoughts, carrying a note of hesitation. She glanced at him, her expression a mix of concern and uncertainty.

“What? No! No, not at all!” Chris replied quickly, his voice a little higher than he intended. He cleared his throat, trying to sound calmer. “I’m just… really surprised, that’s all.”

He took a deep breath, the rush of adrenaline catching him off guard. Despite the years they’d been married, the topic of sex with Lucy always gave him a little thrill. But this—this was something else entirely. His stomach fluttered as though it were filled with a thousand bouncing butterflies, the kind of excitement he hadn’t felt in years.

Lucy studied him closely, her fingers fidgeting on her lap. “Did I upset you?” she asked tentatively, biting her lower lip as the silence between them stretched. A flicker of doubt crept in, and she began to wonder if she should’ve kept her curiosity to herself.

“No! You didn’t upset me at all.” Chris shook his head, glancing over at her with a reassuring smile. To emphasize his words, he reached over and gave her thigh a tender squeeze. “I promise.”

The touch calmed her, and she felt herself relax slightly, but her heart was still beating faster than usual. Before she could speak again, Chris broke the silence. “So,” he began, his tone soft but curious, “what’s got you so interested in going to a strip club?”

Lucy hesitated, the faintest blush creeping into her cheeks. She stared out the window for a moment, watching the vibrant lights of Vegas blur past them, then turned back to him. “It’s the girls at work,” she admitted. “It’s only been a couple of times, but when they talk about it, they always go on about how exciting and sexy it is. They make it sound like it’s this huge turn-on—for them and their husbands or boyfriends.”

She paused, taking a deep breath as she felt a little chill run down her spine, the thought sparking something deep inside her. “I just want to see for myself,” she added, her voice quieter but no less resolute. “I want to know if it’s really as fun as they say it is.”

Chris’s brows furrowed, his curiosity deepening. “You’ve never been in one before?” he asked, though he already suspected the answer.

“Of course not!” Lucy laughed softly, shaking her head. Then her expression grew a little more serious. “But you’ve been in one, haven’t you? What did you think?”

He gave a sheepish grin, shrugging one shoulder. “Well, yeah,” he admitted. “But it was a long time ago—when I was, like, twenty-two. Geez, sixteen years ago!” He laughed at himself, the memory feeling distant and faint.

Lucy tilted her head, studying him. “Did you like it?” she asked, her voice curious but casual, as though testing the waters.

Chris chuckled, his fingers drumming lightly on the steering wheel. “I don’t know,” he said honestly, his tone thoughtful. “I mean, I remember not being all that impressed at the time. I couldn’t touch or do anything, so it felt like I was torturing myself for no reason.”

He paused, glancing over at her with a playful smirk. “Plus, I was single back then, so I didn’t exactly have anyone to… relieve the tension with afterward.”

Lucy’s lips curled into a soft smile, the tension in the car shifting into something lighter. She was about to say something when Chris added, “But, in hindsight? Yeah, I can see why people find it erotic or sexy. It just depends on who you’re with, I guess.”

Lucy felt a flicker of excitement in her chest as she let his words settle. Maybe this wasn’t such a crazy idea after all.

After Lucy’s revelation, a charged silence filled the car, both of them lost in their thoughts. For Chris, the initial surprise of her curiosity was still settling in. But beneath that, another thought began to creep in—one he hadn’t considered until now. What else has Lucy been hearing from her friends at work?

The idea sent a ripple of curiosity and excitement through him. He couldn’t help but wonder if this was just the tip of the iceberg, the beginning of her exploring something new. The thought intrigued him enough to ask the question lingering in his mind.

“Okay,” he began, glancing at her with a teasing grin, “now you’ve really got me curious. Have you been thinking about maybe dancing in a strip club or something like that? Or are you just interested in seeing what it’s like inside?”

As soon as the words left his mouth, Chris immediately felt a flicker of disbelief that he’d even said them. He wasn’t entirely serious, of course, but part of him couldn’t help but imagine it. Lucy had the kind of body that could easily grace the pages of Playboy, let alone command attention on the stage of a gentleman’s club. The thought of her up there, confident and sultry, sent an unexpected thrill through him. Hell, he thought to himself, she’d make a fortune if she ever decided to do it.

Lucy’s reaction was swift, her laughter breaking through the tension. “No! No way!” she said, shaking her head emphatically. “I would never dance in one! That’s not me.”

Her face softened, her expression growing more thoughtful as she continued. “I’m just really curious, that’s all. And besides,” she added with a grin, “we’re in Vegas! I don’t have to worry about running into someone I know or—God forbid—a client of mine seeing me here.”

Chris couldn’t help but smile at her logic. She was right; Vegas did have that unique freedom, a kind of anonymity that made almost anything feel possible.

He let her words linger for a moment, processing everything. Then, barely believing what he was about to say, he nodded, a mischievous grin spreading across his face. “Okay,” he said finally, his tone light but certain. “Let’s go. It’ll be fun. Besides…” He shot her a sidelong glance, his grin widening. “At least this time I know I’ll be getting lucky afterward.”

Lucy burst out laughing, the sound warm and full of excitement. The tension she’d been feeling earlier evaporated as she saw the twinkle in Chris’s eyes. “Really?” she asked, still giggling. “Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

“Yeah!” Chris replied without hesitation. “What’s that saying? ‘What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas,’ right?”

Lucy leaned back in her seat, her smile turning sly. “I like that,” she said, her voice soft but tinged with excitement. She’d heard the catchphrase a hundred times before, but tonight, it felt different. It felt like a promise.

For her, those words would take on a whole new meaning before the sun rose the next morning.


Chapter 2

The evening unfolded like something out of a movie. After their impromptu decision to visit a strip club later, Chris and Lucy decided to make the most of their time before heading there. They parked the Mustang at The Bellagio and strolled hand in hand through the casino, the sound of slot machines and lively chatter creating a uniquely Vegas buzz.

Lucy couldn’t stop smiling as they wandered into the Bellagio’s luxury shops, stopping to admire the window displays. Chris had always loved spoiling her, and tonight was no different. She found herself drawn to a delicate gold bracelet, its understated elegance suiting her perfectly. Chris bought it without hesitation, clasping it around her wrist with a proud smile.

“This is just the start of your night, Mrs. Evans,” he teased, giving her hand a playful squeeze.

From there, they made their way to Cut by Wolfgang Puck, where dinner turned into an indulgent affair. The candlelit restaurant exuded sophistication, and Lucy couldn’t help but feel a little giddy as they toasted with glasses of red wine. The ribeye Chris ordered practically melted in his mouth, and Lucy’s delicate salmon fillet was perfectly paired with a citrus glaze. They lingered at their table, talking about everything and nothing, the conversation easy and unhurried. For the first time in a long while, life felt simple—just the two of them, reconnecting without distractions.

By the time they returned to the car, the city lights were in full bloom, and Vegas felt alive with possibility. The Mustang’s engine growled as Chris pulled onto the Strip, heading toward their next destination. Lucy’s heart raced as they turned down a side street just past The Venetian, following the directions on Chris’s phone.

The Penthouse Club was located just off the Strip, discreetly tucked away in a sleek, modern building with a glowing neon sign. The valet took their car, and Chris placed a reassuring hand on Lucy’s back as they approached the entrance. She glanced up at him, her lips parting as if to speak, but no words came out. Instead, she took a deep breath, steadying herself for what lay ahead.

Chris paid the entrance fee while Lucy lingered by his side, her fingers brushing against her bracelet as a subtle reminder of the evening’s earlier sweetness. Once inside, both of them paused, taking in the scene.

The club was nothing like Chris remembered from his younger days. Gone were the dingy floors and haze of stale smoke. The Penthouse Club was sleek and upscale, with a polished aesthetic that immediately set it apart. The lighting was warm and seductive, casting a golden glow over the room. Soft leather chairs were arranged in intimate clusters, and the air carried the faint, pleasant scent of vanilla mixed with something else he couldn’t quite place.

The main stage commanded attention, illuminated by vibrant spotlights that shifted in color with the rhythm of the music. A DJ booth sat elevated in one corner, the sound system pumping out a pulsing beat that was loud but not overpowering. The women moving on stage were stunning—each more beautiful than the last. They exuded confidence and allure, their movements captivating and fluid as they danced under the swirling lights.

Lucy clutched Chris’s arm tightly, her eyes wide as she took everything in. The atmosphere was intoxicating, equal parts sensual and glamorous. She had imagined what a place like this would be like, but the reality was far more striking.

Chris leaned closer, his lips brushing her ear. “What do you think?” he asked, his voice low but warm.

“It’s… beautiful,” Lucy whispered, almost to herself. She felt a thrill of nervous excitement, like stepping into a forbidden world she’d only glimpsed in stories.

A smiling hostess approached them, dressed in a chic black dress that hinted at the club’s upscale vibe. “Welcome to The Penthouse Club,” she said smoothly. “Would you like a table or prefer to sit by the stage?”

Lucy looked at Chris, her cheeks flushed. He smiled, giving her a moment to decide.

“By the stage,” she said finally, her voice firmer than she expected. If they were going to do this, she wanted the full experience.

The hostess led them to a small table near the main stage, where they settled into plush chairs that felt more like something out of a high-end lounge than a strip club. Chris ordered drinks—a whiskey neat for himself and a mojito for Lucy—as they sat back and let the atmosphere wash over them.

For Lucy, it was the women who caught her attention first. She had always considered herself straight—very much so. When it came to sex, she wanted a man. She loved the way Chris felt on top of her, inside her, the weight of his body grounding her in the moment. And yet, over the last couple of years, she’d noticed a shift, a subtle but undeniable curiosity creeping into her thoughts.

It wasn’t something she had ever pursued or even voiced aloud, but she’d caught herself wondering from time to time what it might be like to be with another woman. The softness of a woman’s touch, the gentle curves of her body—there was something alluring about it that she couldn’t entirely ignore. For now, it was just curiosity, fleeting thoughts she kept tucked away in the back of her mind. Still, she’d begun to notice how her body responded whenever she saw an intimate scene between women in an adult movie or stumbled across a particularly sensual photo online. It wasn’t about replacing Chris or wanting something different; it was about the tantalizing allure of the unknown.

Tonight, though, that curiosity felt less abstract. The women surrounding her in the club were mesmerizing—breathtakingly beautiful in a way that seemed almost unreal. Some were dancing on stage, their naked bodies gliding under the warm, shifting lights with a confidence that was both intimidating and captivating. Others moved through the room, scantily clad and giving lap dances to men who watched them with rapt attention.

Lucy’s gaze flickered over them, taking in the smoothness of their skin, the sway of their hips, the way their laughter seemed effortless. Her pulse quickened as she noticed the tantalizing curves of one dancer who leaned over a man, her top discarded, her breasts bare as she swayed to the rhythm of the music. Another woman, dressed in thigh-high boots and little else, walked past their table, her eyes meeting Lucy’s for a split second. It was enough to make Lucy’s breath hitch.

Her arousal hit her unexpectedly, a slow, insistent heat pooling between her legs. She crossed them tightly, suddenly very aware of the lace underwear she’d chosen for the night and the way it clung to her. The snug red mini-dress she was wearing felt almost too revealing now, as though everyone in the room could sense the way her body was reacting. The thought made her blush, but it didn’t stop the ache that was building inside her.

Lucy leaned slightly toward Chris, her voice low. “This is… a lot more than I expected,” she admitted, her cheeks warm but her lips curling into a small smile. She kept her gaze trained on the stage, unwilling to meet his eyes just yet.

Chris chuckled softly, taking a sip of his whiskey. “Good or bad?”

She hesitated, her tongue flicking over her lower lip. “Good,” she said finally. “Very… good.”

His smile widened, and he reached over to place a reassuring hand on her knee, giving it a gentle squeeze. “You’re full of surprises tonight, Lu,” he said, his tone playful but laced with affection. “And I’m loving it.”

Lucy let out a nervous laugh, her fingers toying with the edge of her napkin. She wasn’t sure what to make of the sensations coursing through her, but she knew one thing for certain: the women in this room were awakening something inside her. Whether it was curiosity, arousal, or a heady mix of both, she couldn’t deny how much she was enjoying it.

For now, she decided, she would let herself feel it all—the thrill, the nervous energy, the heat—and see where the night might take her.

As Chris sat next to Lucy at their table, his attention wasn’t on the stage or the dancers moving with practiced allure. His focus was entirely on her. God, she looks sexy tonight, he thought, his gaze tracing the delicate curve of her jawline and the way the warm, golden light of the club highlighted her smooth, flawless skin. The red mini-dress she’d chosen hugged her body in all the right ways, the deep neckline offering just enough of a tease to make his imagination run wild.

Through his peripheral vision, he noticed the way other men were glancing at her. It wasn’t subtle, either. Their eyes lingered, some longer than others, as Lucy sat there, seemingly unaware of the attention she was commanding. But Chris noticed. And as much as he should have been annoyed or protective, what he felt instead was something far more complicated—a strange, electric mix of pride, possessiveness, and an underlying thrill he didn’t fully understand.

I wonder how many of you guys wish you could have her for yourself? he thought, the question sending a shiver down his spine. His gaze dropped briefly to the curve of her legs, crossed delicately beneath the table, and his chest tightened with the familiar pang of desire that came so easily whenever he looked at her.

But tonight, that desire felt different. Sharper. Stronger. And with it came the stirrings of a fantasy he usually kept buried, one he rarely let himself entertain for more than fleeting moments. The thought of someone else wanting her—of those men, here and now, imagining what it would be like to touch her, taste her—sent a spark of heat rushing through him. He shifted in his seat, trying to dismiss the thought, but it clung to him stubbornly, growing more vivid with each glance he caught from the men nearby.

His fingers brushed the cool edge of his glass, and he gripped it tightly, grounding himself in the present. Keep it together, Chris. But it wasn’t easy. Not with the way she looked tonight. Not with the way his mind was starting to wander.

He was grateful they’d gotten a seat so quickly. The moment he sat down, he’d realized the inevitable—the telltale tightening in his pants that signaled his growing arousal. He shifted slightly, adjusting his position in the plush leather chair in an attempt to hide the evidence. His free hand rested on his thigh, resisting the urge to reach for Lucy’s under the table, to pull her closer and let her know exactly what she was doing to him.

Lucy turned to him then, catching him mid-thought. Her lips curved into a soft smile, her expression relaxed but curious. “What?” she asked, her voice low enough to be heard over the music but intimate enough to make his pulse quicken.

Chris shook his head, returning her smile. “Nothing,” he said, though his voice came out a little rougher than he intended. He cleared his throat, trying to play it off. “You just look… incredible tonight.”

Her cheeks flushed slightly, and she laughed softly, a sound that only made him want her more. “Thank you,” she said, her fingers toying with the stem of her glass. “But you’ve been staring at me all night. What’s going on in that head of yours?”

Chris chuckled, leaning back slightly in his chair as he took a sip of his whiskey. “You really want to know?” he asked, his tone teasing but laced with heat.

Lucy tilted her head, her smile widening. “I wouldn’t have asked if I didn’t.”

He hesitated for a moment, then leaned closer, his lips brushing her ear. “Just thinking about how lucky I am,” he murmured, his voice low and intimate. “And how every guy in this room wishes he could trade places with me right now.”

Lucy’s blush deepened, and she let out a nervous laugh, biting her lip. “You’re imagining things,” she said softly, though the way her gaze flickered to the men nearby suggested she knew exactly what he meant.

Chris smiled, his hand finally resting on her knee under the table. “Maybe,” he said, giving her knee a gentle squeeze. “But I’m not wrong.”

For the moment, the table they were seated at was empty, giving Chris and Lucy a chance to take in their surroundings. The dim lighting created a seductive glow that made the room feel intimate despite the number of patrons scattered throughout. After ordering their drinks, Chris glanced to his right, his eyes drawn to a pair of dancers performing lap dances for a cluster of men seated in a semicircle. The women moved with practiced ease, their bodies bending and arching as they teased their captivated audience.

Chris couldn’t help but smile. As he watched the scene unfold, his gaze was pulled away again by a familiar sensation—those lingering stares. Even seated now, Lucy was still drawing attention, her red dress clinging to her in a way that made it impossible not to notice her. He shifted in his chair, his pulse quickening as he imagined what those men must be thinking. They’re wishing they could have her. Wishing she’d smile at them the way she smiles at me.

The thought sent a thrill through him, sharper than before. The knowledge that others admired her, wanted her, only deepened his own desire. And yet, as much as he enjoyed this moment, he was aware that Lucy’s attention was elsewhere entirely.

Next to him, Lucy’s focus was fully on the stage to her left. Barely four feet away, a young brunette commanded the spotlight, her lithe body moving with a mix of elegance and raw sensuality. She looked barely nineteen, her soft features and flawless skin giving her a youthful allure. Completely nude, the dancer used the pole as her anchor, spinning and twirling with acrobatic precision. Her movements were fluid and deliberate, each one designed to entice, to seduce. When she pressed her body against the pole and slowly slid downward, Lucy felt her breath catch.

Mesmerized, Lucy couldn’t take her eyes off the performer. For several minutes, she watched, her gaze fixed on the way the dancer’s body moved. Her hips swayed hypnotically, her long legs extending in elegant arcs before curling sensually around the pole. It wasn’t just the skill of the performance that captivated Lucy; it was the confidence, the unashamed way the dancer showcased her body. She was bold, uninhibited, and completely at ease with her sexuality in a way Lucy found both intimidating and fascinating.

It was only when Lucy became aware of her body’s response that she realized how deeply the performance was affecting her. Her nipples were hardening beneath her dress, the soft lace of her bra brushing against them in a way that sent tingles through her chest. She shifted slightly in her seat, pressing her thighs together as warmth began to pool low in her belly.

Then it happened—something Lucy hadn’t anticipated. The dancer’s eyes met hers, locking onto her with an intensity that sent a jolt through her. Lucy’s face flushed, her lips parting in surprise as the performer’s gaze didn’t waver. It felt deliberate, intentional, as though the young woman had singled her out from the crowd.

As Lucy stared back, unable to look away, the dancer slowly slid her back down the pole, her thighs spreading in an unhurried, deliberate motion. Lucy’s jaw dropped. The movement wasn’t for the room at large; it was for her. She could feel it, a private display meant solely for her eyes.

Then the dancer pushed it further. Lucy’s hand flew to her mouth in shock as the woman reached down, tapping her bare pussy with a playful smirk. The small ring pierced through her labia sparkled in the stage lights, a bold and unapologetic tease that made Lucy’s pulse race. The room seemed to shrink, the sounds around her fading as her focus narrowed entirely on the dancer.

Next to her, Chris had caught the tail end of the interaction. He’d been glancing at Lucy when he noticed her flushed cheeks and wide eyes. Following her gaze to the stage, he witnessed the performer’s final teasing gesture, a grin tugging at his lips as he realized what had just transpired.

He leaned closer to Lucy, his voice low and warm. “Are you doing okay?” he asked, his tone a mix of amusement and genuine curiosity.

Caught staring wide-eyed at the dancer, Lucy let out a soft, breathless giggle. She turned to Chris, her cheeks flushed, her eyes sparkling with a mix of excitement and nervous energy. “Yeah! I’m fine!” she said quickly, though the way her chest rose and fell with each deep breath betrayed just how affected she was.

Chris tilted his head, studying her closely. He loved seeing her like this—flushed, animated, and just a little out of her comfort zone. “So,” he asked, his voice laced with playful curiosity, “what do you think? Do you like it?”

Lucy glanced back at the stage for a moment before returning her gaze to him. “I know we just got here,” she began, her tone light but charged, “but… I really like it!” She gave a small laugh, almost as if surprising herself. “The girls at work were right. These places are hot!”

Before Chris could respond, Lucy leaned into him, her hand sliding up to grip his bicep. The press of her body against his sent a spark of heat coursing through him. She felt soft and warm, her perfume mingling with the subtle scent of wine still on her breath. It wasn’t just her words or her touch—it was the way her whole energy had shifted. She wasn’t just curious anymore; she was enjoying herself, leaning into the moment in a way he hadn’t entirely expected.

Loving the feel of her so close, Chris couldn’t resist teasing her. “I thought your friends said these places were ‘sexy,’” he said, his lips twitching into a grin.

Lucy pulled back just enough to look him in the eye, her smile widening as her confidence grew. “Hot is my word,” she corrected him, her tone playful but firm. “Sexy somehow isn’t good enough.”

Her words hung between them for a moment, the air thick with unspoken tension. Chris blinked, momentarily taken aback by her boldness. This wasn’t the shy, reserved woman he’d met all those years ago—it was the confident, sensual Lucy he’d come to love more with each passing year. And right now, she was radiating a kind of energy that left him equal parts aroused and awestruck.

“Well,” he said finally, his voice lower than before, “I can’t argue with that.”

Lucy giggled again, the sound soft and sweet, and leaned back into him. She was glowing, her earlier nerves replaced by a quiet, electric excitement. Chris wrapped an arm loosely around her shoulders, pulling her closer, his thumb brushing against her bare skin.

As they sat there, the thrum of the club around them, Chris couldn’t help but marvel at her. He had no idea where the night might lead, but he loved watching her experience this—loved seeing her let go and embrace something new. And the best part? He got to be right there beside her, every step of the way.


Chapter 3

For the next thirty minutes, Chris and Lucy settled into the rhythm of the club, watching dancer after dancer take the stage. Each performance brought something new—different music, different styles, but always the same hypnotic allure. They occasionally stole glances at a performer they had noticed earlier as she mingled with patrons behind them, watching her give a particularly provocative lap dance to a man who looked utterly enthralled. The way her body moved, teasing and deliberate, made Lucy bite her lip, her cheeks tinged with pink as she whispered, “She’s good.”

Chris couldn’t help but agree, though his attention wasn’t fully on the stage anymore. He found himself just as captivated by Lucy’s reactions—her wide eyes, her quiet gasps, the way her hand occasionally brushed against his on the table as if to ground herself in the moment.

But then a new dancer took the stage, and both of them froze.

The woman who stepped into the spotlight was unlike anyone they’d seen so far. She was a chubby redhead, her body full and soft in a way that sharply contrasted the slim, toned dancers who had performed earlier. Her hair was a vibrant, fiery ginger, tumbling in wild curls down her back, and her confidence was palpable as she moved to the beat of the music. But it wasn’t just her size that made her stand out. When she turned, sliding her panties off with a deliberate flourish, the crowd erupted in cheers.

Chris blinked, his mouth going dry as his eyes were drawn to her hairy ginger pussy, the soft curls catching the stage lights. It was so different from the clean-shaven look of the other dancers that it almost shocked him, but the crowd’s enthusiasm was undeniable. The way she carried herself, bold and unapologetic, seemed to energize the room in a way no one else had so far.

Lucy leaned forward slightly, her gaze fixed on the stage. “Oh my God,” she murmured, her voice barely audible. She turned to Chris, her cheeks flushed. “She’s… wow.”

Chris couldn’t quite form a response. He didn’t know what to think. Was she hot? The question hung in his mind, unresolved. Her enormous tits bounced with every movement, and the way she grabbed the pole with her thick thighs was mesmerizing. There was something raw, almost primal, about her performance that defied the sleek, polished allure of the other dancers. He found himself unable to look away, and judging by Lucy’s rapt expression, she felt the same.

When the dance ended, the redhead left the stage to roaring applause. Lucy leaned back in her seat, exhaling deeply. “That was… different,” she said, her voice tinged with surprise and something else Chris couldn’t quite place.

“Yeah,” he agreed, still unsure how he felt but fascinated nonetheless.

Before they could say more, Chris noticed movement out of the corner of his eye. The hostess who had guided them to their table earlier was approaching again, this time with another couple in tow. The man, dressed sharply in an expensive navy business suit, looked to be in his early fifties, his salt-and-pepper hair impeccably styled. The woman beside him, likely in her late thirties, wore a sleek, form-fitting black dress that managed to be both sexy and understated. She had an air of confidence that matched her companion’s, her dark hair falling in soft waves over her shoulders.

Chris straightened as they approached, catching Lucy’s curious glance. When the group reached the table, Chris stood instinctively, offering his hand as introductions were exchanged.

“Chris and Lucy,” the hostess said with a warm smile, gesturing toward the other couple. “This is James and Emily.”

“Nice to meet you,” Chris said, shaking James’s hand firmly. Lucy followed suit, her smile polite but genuine as she greeted Emily.

The couples sat down, the initial moments marked by the kind of awkward silence that often comes with meeting new people. Lucy sipped her mojito, her gaze flicking briefly toward Chris as if silently asking him to break the ice. Before he could, James leaned forward, his tone easy and conversational.

“We haven’t seen you two here before,” he said, his voice carrying a smooth confidence. “Are you visiting Vegas from out of town?”

“Yes, we are,” Chris replied with a smile. “We’re from Los Angeles.”

“Ah, LA!” Emily chimed in, her eyes lighting up. “We love it there. Do you come to Vegas often?”

“Not as often as we’d like,” Lucy admitted, setting her glass down. “This is actually a rare getaway for us.”

That seemed to spark something, and the conversation began to flow naturally. They started with the usual topics—careers, hometowns, and favorite Vegas haunts. Chris and Lucy learned that James was a prominent venture capitalist, specializing in funding innovative tech startups. It fit his sharp, confident demeanor perfectly. Emily, on the other hand, worked as a high-end event planner for exclusive Vegas parties and corporate galas. Her stories about managing demanding clients and over-the-top events had Lucy captivated.

James and Emily, in turn, were intrigued by Chris’s work as a television news producer and Lucy’s career as a clothing designer. Emily leaned in slightly as Lucy described her recent collections, her interest genuine. “You must have such an eye for detail,” she said, glancing at Lucy’s red dress. “It’s beautiful—did you design it?”

Lucy flushed slightly, shaking her head. “I wish,” she said with a laugh. “This one’s off the rack, but I do get inspiration from pieces like this.”

The more they talked, the more the initial awkwardness melted away. Chris found himself genuinely enjoying James’s dry humor and sharp wit, while Lucy felt an easy connection with Emily, whose warm, confident energy was infectious.

Time slipped by unnoticed, the conversation weaving seamlessly between light banter and deeper topics. At some point, a server stopped by to refill their drinks, and Chris glanced at his watch, his eyebrows lifting in surprise. “Wow,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “Has it really been an hour and a half?”

Lucy blinked, glancing at her phone. “I guess it has,” she said, her tone equally surprised.

James chuckled, raising his glass. “Time flies when you’re in good company,” he said smoothly, his eyes sparkling as he glanced between Chris and Lucy.

For the next hour, the group’s conversation continued to flow, the laughter and revelations building a camaraderie none of them had expected at the start of the night. Drinks were refilled, stories became bolder, and the atmosphere at their table grew increasingly intimate.

As they chatted, the music shifted, signaling the start of a new performance. Chris’s gaze flickered to the stage, and his breath caught when he realized who was stepping into the spotlight again. The redhead. She had returned, her fiery curls tumbling wildly around her shoulders as she strutted confidently across the stage, her curvier frame commanding the room in a way that was impossible to ignore.

“Her again,” Lucy murmured, leaning slightly toward Chris as she followed his gaze. There was an edge of fascination in her voice, a mix of curiosity and admiration.

Emily caught on quickly, turning to see what had captured their attention. “Oh, it’s the redhead,” she said, her tone amused but intrigued. “She’s got presence, doesn’t she?”

“She’s definitely not shy,” James added, his eyes lingering on the stage a moment longer than he intended.

The redhead wasted no time launching into her routine, her movements bold and unapologetic as she gripped the pole and swung herself around it with surprising agility. Her enormous tits bounced with every deliberate step, and when she slid her panties off in one swift motion, the crowd roared. Her hairy ginger pussy, so different from the polished, waxed appearances of the other dancers, seemed to captivate as much as it shocked.

Chris couldn’t tear his eyes away, though he couldn’t quite figure out what he thought. There was something so aggressive about her confidence, the way she owned every inch of her body, daring anyone to look away. It was magnetic, even if it defied everything he thought he found attractive.

Lucy, on the other hand, was transfixed. “She’s… something,” she said softly, her cheeks flushing as the redhead locked eyes with her again, a playful smirk tugging at her lips.

The dancer’s routine ended with her spreading her thighs wide as she slid down the pole, her movements slow and deliberate. The room erupted in applause, and Lucy clapped along, her face still pink from the intensity of the performance.

A few minutes later, as the group resumed their conversation, the redhead appeared in the audience, making her way through the tables with the same commanding energy she’d shown on stage. When she reached their table, her smirk deepened.

“Enjoy the show?” she asked, her voice husky and teasing as her eyes flicked between them.

Lucy was the first to respond, her tone earnest. “You were incredible. Seriously, you’re amazing.”

The redhead laughed softly, her gaze lingering on Lucy for a moment before shifting to Emily, then to the men. “I aim to please,” she said, her lips curving into a knowing smile. “And you…” She leaned closer to Lucy, her voice dropping slightly. “You’ve got a great audience look. I could feel it from the stage.”

Lucy’s blush deepened, but she managed a small laugh, her heart pounding in her chest. The redhead straightened, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Maybe next time you’ll come up and join me,” she teased, winking before moving on to the next table.

Once she was gone, the group sat in silence for a moment, as if processing what had just happened. Finally, Emily broke the quiet with a laugh. “Okay, we have to talk about her. Thoughts?”

Chris hesitated, scratching the back of his neck. “I mean… she’s confident,” he said vaguely, his tone careful.

“Come on,” Emily said, rolling her eyes. “You can do better than that. Did you think she was hot?”

James shifted uncomfortably, clearly unsure how to respond. “She’s… unique,” he offered, earning a laugh from Emily.

“Oh my God,” Lucy said, grinning. “You two are so uncomfortable right now. Just admit it. She’s hot!”

Chris glanced at Lucy, his eyebrows raised. “You think so?”

“Yes!” Lucy said firmly. “I mean, look at her. She’s not what you’d expect, but that’s what makes her so compelling. She’s completely herself, and she owns it.”

Emily nodded in agreement. “Exactly. Confidence is everything. And she has it in spades.”

James sighed, shaking his head with a sheepish smile. “Okay, fine. I’ll admit it. She’s hot. In a… unique way.”

Chris leaned back in his chair, finally laughing as he raised his glass. “All right, I’ll give you that. She’s got something.”

Lucy and Emily exchanged a knowing smile, their earlier blushes fading as the conversation lightened. For Chris and James, the redhead had been a surprising revelation—but for Lucy and Emily, it was a reminder of just how powerful confidence could be.

The combination of good company and alcohol melted away any remaining awkwardness. With each passing minute, the conversation became more open, inching closer to topics that would have felt too bold earlier in the evening.

It started innocently enough. They shared stories of how they met their partners, their first dates, and their first kisses. Lucy smiled as she recounted the way Chris had nervously fumbled his way through their first kiss, a moment that had felt both awkward and perfect at the same time. James and Emily shared their own first-date story, which involved an upscale restaurant, spilled wine, and a botched joke that had somehow made Emily laugh uncontrollably.

But as the drinks kept coming, the group’s focus began to shift. Emily leaned forward, her lips curling into a sly smile. “Okay, let’s step it up a notch,” she said, her tone playful. “Most daring place you’ve ever had sex. Go.”

Lucy’s eyes widened, and she let out a soft laugh, glancing at Chris for a moment before taking another sip of her drink. “Wow, just jumping right in, huh?” she said, her cheeks pink with a mix of amusement and embarrassment.

“I’ll start,” Emily offered, clearly unbothered by the boldness of her own question. “A beach in Mexico. Right in front of a hotel. People were watching from the balcony.”

James raised an eyebrow, a smirk tugging at his lips. “You never told me people were watching.”

Emily shrugged, her grin mischievous. “Didn’t I? Guess I forgot that part.” She leaned back, clearly enjoying the reactions her story was drawing.

Chris laughed, shaking his head. “Okay, that’s hard to top.”

James chimed in, his tone casual. “Mine’s not quite as risqué, but Emily and I did it in the elevator of a Vegas hotel once. It was late, so we thought we’d get away with it. Almost got caught, though. The doors opened, and this poor bellboy walked in on us. He just turned around and left.”

Lucy clapped a hand over her mouth, her laughter bubbling over. “You’re kidding!”

“I wish I were,” James said, chuckling. “I tipped him generously afterward.”

When it came to Chris and Lucy’s turn, Lucy hesitated, her fingers fiddling with the stem of her glass. “I don’t think ours is nearly as daring,” she said with a nervous laugh. “Maybe a dressing room once? But it was quick, and I was terrified the whole time.”

Chris raised a hand in mock protest. “For the record, I thought it was very daring,” he said, earning another laugh from the group.

As the stories continued, the intimacy of the conversation deepened. Emily leaned in again, her expression curious and slightly tipsy. “Okay, here’s another one,” she said, her voice dropping conspiratorially. “How many of you have joined the mile-high club?”

Lucy let out an incredulous laugh. “Not us,” she said quickly, shaking her head. “I don’t even like using airplane bathrooms for their intended purpose, let alone…”

Chris chimed in, grinning. “I feel like that one’s for the elite few. Or at least those with access to private jets.”

James smirked, taking a sip of his drink. “Not me either,” he said, though his eyes darted briefly to Emily, who simply smiled mysteriously, leaving the group to wonder.

The questions grew bolder with each round, and the laughter became louder as inhibitions continued to fade. Finally, after a brief lull in the conversation, Emily leaned forward again, her eyes sparkling with mischief.

“So,” she began, her voice light but carrying an edge of daring, “you two. How old were each of you when you lost your virginity?”

The table fell silent for a beat. Lucy’s cheeks flushed, and Chris could sense the hesitation creeping in. Despite how open Lucy had been so far, he knew this was a more personal question, one that might make her hesitate. Not wanting her to feel pressured, he jumped in.

“It wasn’t by choice,” Chris said with a self-deprecating laugh. “I was eighteen. Probably the last guy in my high school to lose it. In fact, I’m pretty sure they put up a plaque in my honor for holding out the longest.”

His joke broke the tension, earning a round of laughter from the table. Lucy smiled, grateful for the way he handled it, but she could feel the question hanging in the air, waiting for her answer.

Hearing this, everyone laughed, the tension easing into a comfortable rhythm again. Emily tilted her head, her curiosity clearly not yet satisfied. “So,” she said, leaning slightly forward, “how was your first experience when it did happen?”

Chris chuckled, taking a sip of his whiskey before setting the glass down and glancing at Lucy, who was smiling at him expectantly. “It was… fun,” he began, his tone thoughtful. “Back in college, before I changed majors, I was studying physical therapy. There was this student conference in Denver, Colorado, that I went to with a few classmates.”

He paused, his smile widening as the memory came back to him. “At the conference, I met this girl—a student from another university. She was a few years older than me, maybe twenty-one or twenty-two, and way out of my league, or so I thought at the time. Her name was Kara.”

James raised an eyebrow. “And Kara found out you were a virgin?”

Chris nodded, laughing softly. “Yeah, thanks to one of my friends who thought it would be hilarious to bring it up over lunch. She didn’t let it go, either. Teased me about it all day—kept calling me ‘rookie’ and saying things like, ‘Don’t worry, Chris, everyone gets a first time eventually.’ I was mortified.”

Lucy giggled, covering her mouth with her hand. “Poor you.”

Chris shrugged, grinning. “At the time, it was embarrassing as hell. But looking back, she wasn’t mean about it—just playful. And I have to admit, it kept my attention on her all day.”

Emily leaned forward, clearly invested. “So, what happened next?”

“Well,” Chris said, leaning back slightly, “that night, there was this party at the hotel where the conference was being held. A lot of students and attendees went, including Kara and my friends. I was sitting at the bar, nursing a beer, when she came over and sat next to me.”

He paused, his grin turning a little sheepish. “She started teasing me again, but this time it felt… different. Less like she was just messing around and more like she was trying to see how I’d react. One thing led to another, and before I knew it, we were back in her hotel room.”

Lucy raised an eyebrow, smirking. “Sounds like someone had a very good night.”

Chris chuckled, his face warming slightly. “Let’s just say, she was… thorough. She made it clear that she wanted my first time to be something I’d remember, and trust me, I do. She was confident, patient, and, well… very good at what she did.”

James laughed, shaking his head. “I’d say you lucked out. Not everyone gets a story like that for their first time.”

“Yeah,” Chris admitted, his expression softening. “It was a great first experience. No awkwardness, no regrets. Just a really fun, memorable night.”

Emily smiled, her eyes twinkling. “From the grin on your face, it looks like it was.”

Lucy reached over, playfully squeezing Chris’s hand. “I’ve got to admit, that’s a pretty good story,” she said. “I mean, how many people can say their first time was with someone who actually took the time to make it special?”

Chris shrugged modestly, though his smile lingered. “I guess I got lucky in more ways than one.”

Now it was Lucy’s turn. Normally, she might have been resistant to continuing such an intimate conversation, especially with people she’d just met. But with the alcohol flowing through her veins and the charged atmosphere of the club still heightening her arousal, she surprised even herself by diving into the topic.

She smiled, her cheeks pink as she glanced at Chris before turning back to the group. “I lost mine to my high school boyfriend,” she admitted. “We’d been dating for about a year when it happened. I was 18.”

Emily tilted her head, her expression softening. “That’s kind of sweet,” she said, leaning forward slightly. “Was it a good experience?”

Lucy hesitated, her smile turning thoughtful. “Yeah, it was. We were each other’s first, so it was a little awkward at first, but we cared about each other. He made me feel safe, which is probably why I felt ready. Looking back, I think it was as good as a first time can be.”

James nodded, his tone warm. “That’s rare these days. It sounds like you had a good start.”

Lucy smiled again, appreciating the sentiment. “I did. But we broke up before I graduated. After that, I had a couple of boyfriends in college, but nothing serious. And then…” She turned to Chris, her eyes softening. “Then I met him.”

Chris grinned, giving her hand a squeeze. “The rest is history.”

Emily laughed, raising her glass. “That’s a beautiful history,” she said, clinking glasses with Lucy. “Here’s to good firsts and even better lasts.”

The group laughed, the mood light but tinged with a growing intimacy as they continued to open up, the night drawing them closer in ways none of them had anticipated.

Looking across the table at James, Lucy felt a flicker of warmth ripple through her chest at his compliment. His words were simple, but the way he said them—low, smooth, and effortlessly confident—made her stomach tighten in a way that left her feeling both intrigued and unsettled. Sitting directly opposite him, she found it impossible to ignore how attractive he was. From the moment they’d met earlier in the evening, she’d felt a pull toward him, a quiet hum of awareness that seemed to grow stronger as the hours passed.

Now, as she studied him, that pull had evolved into something undeniable. His sharp blue eyes were piercing yet kind, the kind of gaze that seemed to strip away pretense and leave her feeling vulnerable, exposed. His smile was easy, almost playful, but there was something behind it—a weight, a certainty—that drew her in. It wasn’t just his looks, though they certainly helped; the flecks of silver in his hair and the faint lines around his eyes hinted at age and experience, but rather than diminishing his appeal, it only made him more magnetic. There was a maturity about him, a quiet confidence that made her pulse quicken. He was at least twenty years her senior, and the thought only added to the ache of curiosity simmering inside her.

She’d caught herself staring more than once, unable to stop her eyes from lingering on the sharp line of his jaw, the way his hands rested on the table—strong and steady, as if they could command a room without raising a voice. And now, as their eyes met and held after his compliment, she felt her breath hitch. There was no mistaking the way he looked at her—calm, direct, and utterly unflinching. It wasn’t flirtatious, not exactly, but there was a quiet intensity in his gaze that made her chest tighten, her cheeks flush.

“Thanks,” she said finally, her voice soft, almost hesitant, as if the weight of the moment had stolen her usual confidence. She broke their eye contact abruptly, feeling a rush of heat climb up her neck. She could still feel his gaze lingering on her, steady and unmoving, and it sent a shiver down her spine. God, she thought, what is wrong with me? But even as the question flitted through her mind, she knew the answer. It wasn’t wrong; it was just him. And the way he made her feel—seen, drawn, and just a little off balance—was something she wasn’t quite ready to admit, even to herself.

Emboldened by Lucy’s response just a moment ago, Emily tilted her head and asked, her voice light but laced with curiosity, “It is sweet! But… have you ever wondered what it might be like? You know, to be with other guys?”

The question hung in the air, like a stone dropped into still water, creating ripples Lucy could feel spreading across the table. Her cheeks flushed instantly, heat blooming across her face and neck. “Oh, I think everybody wonders what that would be like,” she blurted, the words tumbling out before she could stop herself.

The second they left her mouth, regret slammed into her like a wave. She froze, suddenly hyperaware of the weight of Emily’s gaze on her—and worse, Chris’s. She felt her husband’s attention sharpen, like a spotlight swinging onto her, illuminating her in a way that made her squirm. Damn it, why did I say that? Her pulse quickened, her hands fiddling with the stem of her wine glass as she fought the urge to take the words back. But they were out there now, irretrievable.

Chris sat silently, but his expression shifted. A subtle tension rippled through his features, his easy smile slipping into something more guarded. He turned to her, his eyes narrowing just slightly as he absorbed what she’d just admitted. It wasn’t just what she said—it was how quickly, how easily, the words had come to her lips. He couldn’t ignore the blush on her face, the way her fingers fidgeted as if trying to busy themselves, trying to avoid the unspoken truth suddenly lingering between them.

His mind reeled, memories bubbling up unbidden. He remembered asking her once, years ago, as they’d lounged on the couch together watching a late-night adult movie. It had been a casual question, almost playful, born of the moment’s heat. Do you ever regret not “sowing your oats” before we met? he’d asked. She’d answered quickly, without hesitation, a definitive No. Her certainty then had reassured him, soothed any nagging doubts he hadn’t realized he’d been carrying.

But now… now he couldn’t help but wonder. Had she been honest? Or had she just told him what she thought he wanted to hear? Her response tonight, so unguarded, so natural, felt like the kind of truth that slips out when a person isn’t thinking. And it was that unthinking truth that sent a jolt of something electric and unexpected coursing through him.

Adrenaline surged in his veins, quickening his heartbeat. The thought of her curiosity—of her wondering what it might be like to be with another man—should have stung, but instead, it struck him differently. It stirred something darker, more complicated, in the pit of his stomach. He couldn’t pinpoint it yet—was it jealousy? Intrigue? A strange mix of both? He watched her closely, his lips curling into a faint, knowing grin as she squirmed in her seat, clearly wishing she could disappear.

Lucy avoided his gaze, but she could feel it on her, heavy and probing, the silence between them taut and charged. Her mind raced, unsure of what he was thinking. He wasn’t angry—she would have recognized that immediately. But there was something there, something she couldn’t quite read. It made her chest tighten, her palms damp against the cool glass she still held. And worse, a small, shameful part of her wondered if Emily had noticed too.

Chris leaned back in his chair, his grin growing just enough to make Lucy’s stomach twist. “Curious, huh?” he murmured, his voice low, teasing. “That’s an interesting thing to say.”

His words were casual, but the weight behind them wasn’t lost on her. Her eyes snapped up to meet his, and the look he gave her—intense, amused, and just a little challenging—made her breath catch in her throat. She couldn’t tell if he was testing her, trying to draw something out, or simply enjoying her discomfort. Either way, she felt caught, the air around them thick with an unspoken question neither of them seemed ready to voice.

Feeling increasingly exposed and desperate to redirect the conversation, Lucy quickly turned the spotlight away from herself. “How about you two?” she asked, her voice a little too bright. “How old were you?”

James’s eyes lit up at the question, clearly relishing the chance to share. “Me?” He chuckled, leaning forward slightly. “It was my eighteenth birthday!”

Lucy and Chris exchanged surprised glances. Chris raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued. James caught their expressions and grinned broadly. “Yeah, I know! I got started a little early.” He paused for dramatic effect, then added, “Believe it or not, I was seduced by my neighbor’s wife while her husband was away on a long assignment overseas.”

Lucy’s jaw dropped, and Chris let out a low whistle. “You’re kidding,” Chris said, his tone hovering somewhere between disbelief and envy.

“I swear it,” James replied, a devilish gleam in his eyes. “She’d had me over now and then to help with her garden. You know, a little weeding, mowing the lawn—simple stuff. She paid me twenty bucks each time, and I was happy with the extra cash. Anyway, on my eighteenth birthday, she called and asked me to come by so she could pay me for the last job I’d done.”

He paused, clearly savoring the memory. Lucy’s cheeks burned as she realized where the story was going, but she couldn’t tear her gaze away.

“So I get there, thinking she’s just going to hand me the money and send me on my way. She gives me the twenty bucks, right? But then, out of nowhere, she drops down in front of me, slides my pants down, and starts sucking my cock right there in her kitchen.”

“Jesus,” Chris muttered, shaking his head with a mix of disbelief and amusement.

James laughed. “Yeah, I didn’t see it coming either. I mean, I was eighteen—barely knew what the hell I was doing. But let me tell you, it was the best damn birthday surprise I’ve ever had.” He leaned back, his grin widening. “I came so fast I thought she’d laugh me out of the house. But she didn’t. She just wiped her mouth, looked up at me, and said, ‘We’re not done yet.’”

Lucy’s breath caught. She wasn’t sure if it was James’s casual confidence or the raw honesty of the story, but her pulse quickened despite herself.

“She hopped up on the counter, spread her legs, and told me to lick her pussy,” James continued, unbothered by the heat rising in Lucy’s cheeks. “I had no idea what I was doing—just tried to copy what I’d seen in movies. Ten minutes in, she was moaning like crazy, and I was hard again.”

Chris let out a low chuckle, shaking his head. “And then?”

James’s grin turned wicked. “Then she bent over the counter and told me to fuck her. As hard as I liked. And I did.” He exhaled deeply, shaking his head as if still trying to believe it. “It was a hell of a first time, I’ll tell you that. She taught me a lot that day.”

Lucy, still blushing, managed a shaky smile. “You definitely give off the same impression Chris did—that your first time is a very fond memory.”

James laughed again, his blue eyes sparkling as he leaned back in his chair. “Fond? Oh, sweetheart, that’s putting it lightly. Let’s just say, I owe Mrs. Grant a debt I’ll never be able to repay.”

The table erupted into laughter, but Lucy couldn’t shake the slight flutter in her chest as she glanced between James and Chris. There was something electric in the air now, something unspoken but undeniably charged, and she wasn’t sure what to make of it—or how it made her feel.

Chris had noticed it almost immediately when he and Lucy first met James and Emily. There was a certain way James’s eyes lingered on Lucy—a subtle intensity in his gaze, as if he were cataloging every detail about her. At first, Chris thought he might be imagining it, but as the evening progressed, it became undeniable. James couldn’t seem to keep his eyes off her, especially when the conversation veered toward more intimate topics.

And Chris didn’t mind. Not at all. In fact, it thrilled him in a way he hadn’t expected. He’d grown accustomed to the appreciative glances Lucy drew from men—it was inevitable, given her natural beauty and magnetic charm—but this felt different. James wasn’t just admiring her; there was intent in his look, a hunger that sent a ripple of heat through Chris. It was a different kind of validation, knowing that another man found his wife so captivating. The fact that it was James—a man Chris already respected and liked—only heightened the thrill.

The realization unsettled him at first, this unexpected arousal he felt watching James’s attention drift to Lucy again and again. But the more he leaned into it, the more the tension inside him shifted into something else entirely. His pulse quickened, and a quiet but insistent heat pooled low in his stomach, far more intense than he’d anticipated.

Still, one thing had nagged at him earlier: what would James’s wife, Emily, think of it all? Would she notice her husband’s lingering stares? Would she feel hurt or jealous? But as the night wore on, Chris realized he needn’t have worried. Emily didn’t seem the least bit concerned. In fact, her behavior suggested quite the opposite.

She’d been openly flirtatious with Chris almost from the start—subtle touches on his arm, the way her laughter lingered just a little too long after one of his jokes, her eyes sparkling as she leaned in closer than necessary during their conversations. Whatever unspoken understanding she and James shared, it was clear that she wasn’t bothered by her husband’s wandering attention. If anything, she seemed to encourage it, her ease and confidence reinforcing the sense of freedom between the two couples.

That mutual lack of jealousy was comforting to Chris, and it made the whole evening feel… easier. The boundaries he’d once worried about felt less like rigid lines and more like fluid suggestions, meant to be bent and tested. And Lucy, too, seemed to be embracing the moment. She wasn’t bristling at James’s attention or retreating into herself as Chris had feared she might. Instead, she seemed at ease, her laughter coming freely, her own glances at James lingering just enough to suggest she didn’t mind his interest at all.

The realization filled Chris with an unexpected pride. Lucy was navigating this new world with an openness and grace that only deepened his admiration for her. She wasn’t just tolerating the attention; she was enjoying it, feeding off it in a way that made her glow.

And everyone was enjoying themselves. The conversation flowed effortlessly, laughter filling the room. There was a charged energy in the air now, an undercurrent of possibility that Chris couldn’t ignore. It was thrilling, exhilarating even, to feel this sense of freedom among people who shared their unspoken desires without shame or judgment.

Chris glanced at Lucy again, catching her as she smiled at something James had said. She looked radiant, her eyes sparkling, her cheeks flushed from the wine and the warmth of the room. And as James’s gaze lingered on her, Chris felt his own arousal stir again, sharper this time, his heart thudding in his chest.

Wanting to keep the energy flowing as much as he suspected James did, Chris turned to Emily, his curiosity piqued. “How about you? How old were you?”

Emily’s lips curved into a sly smile, her eyes sparkling with the warmth of the wine and the lively conversation. “I was the same age as you were! Eighteen. Lost it my first year in college, too!”

Chris leaned in slightly, unable to resist. “And how was it? Was it magical?”

Emily let out a laugh, shaking her head. “Magical? No, not even close! My first was a black guy, and let me tell you, he was hung like a horse.” She paused for effect, her grin widening as everyone’s eyebrows shot up. “I thought I was going to die the first time! Hurt like hell, and I was sore for a month afterward!”

Her emphasis on the word month had everyone at the table dissolving into laughter, the camaraderie thick and easy now. Even Lucy couldn’t suppress her giggle, though a flush crept up her neck as the vivid image took root in her mind.

As Emily continued, recounting the night with a blend of humor and nostalgia, Lucy found herself studying the dynamic between her and James. It wasn’t just the way Emily spoke so freely about her past; it was the way James looked at her while she did. His gaze was warm, almost reverent, his smile never fading as he listened to every word. He didn’t just tolerate her openness—he seemed to revel in it, as if her stories were a gift he cherished.

The sight of it stirred something unexpected in Lucy, a faint but unmistakable arousal. There was no jealousy in James’s eyes, no insecurity, only pride and genuine enjoyment. It made her wonder if Chris could ever look at her that way—completely at ease with her past, even turned on by it. The thought sent a flutter of heat through her, though she wasn’t entirely sure why.

When Emily finished her story, her grin fading into an easy smile, Lucy surprised herself by speaking up. “Well,” she began, her voice a little steadier than she expected, “you know I’ve only been with four men.” She hesitated for a beat, her pulse quickening. “Now it’s your turn. How many men have you been intimate with?”

The words hung in the air, and for a moment, Lucy wondered if she’d crossed a line. The question had slipped out before she could fully think it through, and now she felt a pang of anxiety, her cheeks warming. Quickly, she added, “If you don’t mind me asking?”

Emily didn’t miss a beat. She tilted her head, her smile turning coy as her gaze flicked to James for just a moment before returning to Lucy. “Well,” she said, drawing out the word with deliberate slowness, “that really depends on your definition of ‘intimate.’”

Lucy blinked, caught off guard. “Umm…” She stammered, her face turning a deeper shade of red. “I—” But the words died on her tongue, and she found herself floundering, embarrassed by her boldness.

Sensing her discomfort, James stepped in, his tone teasing but warm. “I think what she’s trying to ask,” he said, glancing at Emily with a playful smirk, “is how many guys you’ve fucked, babe.”

Absorbing the question, Emily’s lips curved into a devilish grin as she turned her gaze to Lucy. Her expression was teasing but calculated, as if she already knew the answer might shock. Reading the uncertainty in Lucy’s wide eyes, Emily hesitated for just a moment, her grin softening into something more thoughtful. It was clear she was considering how much truth Lucy was ready for.

Finally, with a playful shrug, Emily said, “It’s… a few.”

The way she said it—light, breezy, almost dismissive—made it immediately obvious to everyone at the table that a few was a very generous understatement. The smirk on her lips and the glint in her eyes practically dared them to press her for the real number.

Lucy, unable to help herself, took a nervous sip of wine. The ambiguous answer only fanned the flames of her curiosity. Her pulse quickened as she realized she desperately wanted to know the truth. Setting her glass down carefully, she asked, her voice shy but insistent, “Okay, now you’ve got me really curious. How many?”

Emily’s expression shifted, her teasing smile giving way to a more serious look. She glanced at Lucy, then at James, as if silently confirming that this was a safe space to share. Turning back to Lucy, she gave her an okay-you-asked-for-it look, one that held no apology but carried a hint of caution.

“It’s around fifty or so,” Emily said simply, her voice steady.

The number hit Lucy like a jolt, and she couldn’t stop her jaw from dropping in shock. “Fifty?” she echoed, her voice barely above a whisper. Her mind raced, trying to reconcile the number with the poised, confident woman sitting across from her.

Still processing, Lucy’s gaze darted instinctively to James, searching for his reaction. She half-expected him to look uncomfortable or embarrassed, but instead, she found him smiling. His hand rested on Emily’s upper back, his fingers tracing small, affectionate circles as if to reassure her—or perhaps to reaffirm his pride in her honesty. His demeanor wasn’t just accepting; it was openly loving.

Lucy’s heart fluttered, confusion and curiosity warring within her. She didn’t know what to make of it. Part of her was scandalized, part of her fascinated. And yet, beneath it all, there was an undeniable arousal at the openness and intimacy between James and Emily.

Before she could stop herself, Lucy blurted out, “And you? How about you? How many women have you been with?”

The question hung in the air, and for a moment, she regretted her boldness. But James didn’t flinch. He turned his full attention to her, his blue eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that made her stomach flip.

With the faintest hint of a smirk, he replied, his voice low and deliberate, “I’ve had the extreme pleasure of being with a few more.”

The way he said it—slow, measured, and utterly unapologetic—sent a shiver down Lucy’s spine. There was no hesitation in his tone, no effort to soften the admission. It was simply fact, delivered with the kind of confidence that left no room for judgment.

For several long seconds, no one spoke. Lucy’s question hung in the air, the weight of it pressing down on the table like an invisible force. James watched her closely, his sharp blue eyes assessing. The moment the words left her mouth, he had felt a flicker of concern—not for himself, but for her. He knew the truth might overwhelm her. His past was far from modest, and the sheer number of women he’d been with—well over a hundred—wasn’t something most people could hear without some reaction.

He could see it now, the way her fingers fidgeted with the stem of her glass, her gaze darting between him and the table as if debating whether to press for more or let the moment slip away. She had asked, yes, but now she looked caught between wanting to know and dreading the answer.

Lucy’s own thoughts churned in a chaotic loop. At first, she regretted her boldness, the question feeling too big, too heavy for the intimate energy of the evening. Did she really want to know how many women James had been with? The logical part of her said no. But then, as the silence stretched, something deeper stirred within her. She found herself imagining it—James with all those women, the experience he carried, the confidence that clearly came from knowing his way around a lover’s body. The idea was dizzying, even… titillating.

A flush crept up her neck, and her thighs pressed together under the table as her thoughts spiraled into unfamiliar territory. She didn’t know why this aroused her, why the idea of his past—and the unshakable pride he seemed to carry about it—sparked something primal in her. She just knew it did.

But even as her curiosity mounted, she couldn’t bring herself to ask again. The question remained unspoken, leaving an excruciating silence to settle over the table like a heavy fog.

James, ever attuned to the energy in the room, finally broke it. His lips curved into a warm, easy smile as he turned his attention to Chris. “How about you?” he asked, his voice light but deliberate. “You’re the last one.”

The shift in focus was a relief for everyone, and Chris chuckled, shaking his head. “Oh, man,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “I’m not sure I’ve got a story that can top any of yours.”

His modesty drew laughter from the table, and the tension that had been building slowly began to ease. Lucy exhaled quietly, grateful for the reprieve, but her thoughts lingered on the unanswered question. She stole a glance at James, catching the faintest glint of amusement in his eyes. It was as if he knew exactly what she was feeling—and he was in no rush to ease her curiosity.

Relieved that James had stepped in to keep the conversation flowing, Chris smiled and leaned forward slightly. “Well, Lucy already knows this,” he began, his tone light and conversational. “I was kind of a playboy before I met her. Though, not as studly as you two,” he added, glancing between James and Emily with a subtle grin.

He paused briefly, gauging their reactions. Both James and Emily returned his smile, their expressions warm and easy, clearly taking his comment as the lighthearted compliment he’d intended. Satisfied, Chris continued, “I’ve been with twenty-six women. Counting Lucy, of course.”

Lucy’s smile widened as she listened, and though she tried to keep her expression neutral, she couldn’t deny the growing heat inside her. The earlier revelations about James and Emily’s pasts had already sparked something in her—something thrilling and unexpected. Hearing Chris admit his number only added to the swirl of emotions she was feeling.

Playfully, she decided to tease him. “That’s only the number of women you’ve actually gone all the way with!” she quipped, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You’ve actually been intimate with, like, forty or so. You don’t even count oral sex as sex! Or when you had a condom on. That whole ‘barrier’ thing of yours!”

Chris groaned, rolling his eyes as he leaned back in his chair. “Yeah, well…” he muttered, his voice dripping with mock resignation.

Before he could say more, James jumped in, grinning widely. “Oh, if we’re counting condoms,” he said with a chuckle, “then my number is a lot less!”

“Mine, too!” Emily added quickly, raising her glass in mock agreement.

The table erupted into laughter, the shared joke dissolving the lingering tension from earlier. Chris shook his head, a crooked smile on his face as he glanced at Lucy. “You just had to throw me under the bus, huh?” he said, his tone affectionate despite his words.

Lucy grinned back, her cheeks warm as she sipped her wine. “What can I say?” she teased. “I like keeping you honest.”

As the laughter faded, the atmosphere around the table felt lighter, more relaxed. Yet beneath the surface, Lucy’s thoughts were anything but calm. The playful banter had only amplified her fascination with the others’ stories, their openness, and the unapologetic way they embraced their pasts. The numbers, the experiences—they were far from intimidating. If anything, they made her feel something she hadn’t expected: a hunger to explore more of this world they were all sharing.


Chapter 4

After another round of drinks had been ordered and delivered to the table, the conversation showed no signs of slowing down. James leaned back, swirling his glass of wine as a mischievous grin spread across his face. “Alright,” he said, his voice taking on a playful edge, “where’s the wildest, most dangerous, exciting—whatever—place you two have had sex?”

Chris smirked, prepared to answer, but Lucy beat him to it. “In a fitting room at a department store,” she blurted out, her eyes sparkling with a mix of excitement and embarrassment.

Chris blinked, startled, then laughed. “I wasn’t expecting you to share that one.”

Lucy shrugged, her cheeks flushing as she continued. “We were out shopping, and it just sort of… happened. The store was nearly empty, and we’d been teasing each other all afternoon. By the time we got to the fitting rooms, we couldn’t keep our hands off each other.”

Her voice softened, but there was no mistaking the thrill in her tone. “We slipped into one of the bigger stalls, and, well…” She trailed off, glancing around the table with a bashful smile. “Let’s just say, it was quick, but very exciting.”

James chuckled, raising an eyebrow. “A department store fitting room? That’s bold. You weren’t worried about getting caught?”

“Terrified,” Lucy admitted, laughing. “But I think that made it even more exciting.”

Emily leaned in, clearly intrigued. “But wasn’t it cramped in there? Those stalls are usually tiny!”

Lucy’s blush deepened, but she grinned. “We made it work,” she said, her voice quiet but proud. “I leaned against the wall, and Chris…” She trailed off, shooting her husband a glance that was both affectionate and teasing. “Well, he made sure I didn’t fall.”

Chris chuckled, shaking his head as he rested a hand on her knee. “I’m surprised you’re sharing this one,” he murmured, his voice warm.

James leaned forward, raising his glass. “To fitting rooms and spontaneity,” he said, grinning as everyone laughed.

Emily clinked her glass against his. “I’ve got to say, I’m impressed. That’s definitely one for the books.”

Lucy laughed along with them, the initial embarrassment giving way to a sense of pride. Sharing this moment felt oddly freeing, and as the conversation flowed back to others at the table, she found herself wondering what wild stories James and Emily might be keeping under wraps.

As James listened, he felt his pulse quicken, a subtle heat creeping up his neck as Lucy shared slightly more graphic but still cautiously reserved details about what had happened in the fitting room that day. Her words were measured, revealing just enough to ignite his imagination without crossing into outright explicitness. But it was enough. Far more than enough.

He watched her as she spoke, her cheeks tinged with the faintest blush, her smile somewhere between shy and mischievous. She was breathtakingly beautiful—he’d thought so the moment he and Emily walked into the club earlier. But now, hearing her recount such an intimate, sensual moment from her past, she seemed to glow in a way that made it impossible for him to look away.

In his mind, the scene unfolded vividly. He pictured Lucy leaning against the wall of the fitting room, her dress pushed up around her waist, her bare skin catching the soft overhead lighting. Her hands braced against the wall as Chris stood behind her, his hands gripping her hips, his movements urgent but precise. The thought of her stifling moans to avoid being overheard, the thrill of knowing they could get caught at any moment, sent a jolt of arousal through him.

James swallowed hard, shifting in his seat as the image sharpened in his mind. The confined space, the tension, the barely restrained passion—it was intoxicating to imagine. He felt his mouth go dry, and the tightness in his pants became impossible to ignore. Discreetly, he adjusted his position under the table, hoping no one noticed the growing evidence of his reaction.

His gaze flicked briefly to Emily, wondering if she’d picked up on the shift in his demeanor. But she seemed entirely absorbed in the conversation, her laughter light and genuine as Lucy finished recounting her story. For a brief moment, James felt a flicker of guilt for the vivid direction his thoughts had taken. But it was quickly drowned out by the sheer allure of the image in his mind.

Lucy’s voice lingered in his head, the way she’d described the thrill, the excitement. It wasn’t just the act itself that captivated him; it was the way she’d spoken about it—with a mix of innocence and boldness that only made her more intriguing.

James forced himself to focus back on the table, joining in the laughter and conversation, but his mind remained firmly anchored in the confines of that fitting room. And as much as he tried, he knew he wouldn’t forget the way her story had made him feel anytime soon.

For Chris, listening to his wife openly recount such an intimate, erotic moment from their past was both thrilling and surreal. The fact that she was sharing it so candidly in front of James and Emily—two people they barely knew—only heightened the excitement. Her sudden willingness to speak so frankly about something that had always felt private, even secretive, left him both surprised and deeply aroused.

He couldn’t help but wonder where this new openness was coming from. Lucy had always been more reserved when it came to discussing their sex life, especially in public. But tonight, something had shifted. It was as though a dam had broken, and now she was letting parts of herself flow freely—parts he hadn’t even realized were there.

Sitting across from her, Chris felt his chest swell with a mix of pride and fascination. He found himself drawn to this side of her, this woman who was bold enough to tease him in front of others, to share their secrets without hesitation. It was intoxicating to witness her like this, confident and adventurous, and he couldn’t deny how much it turned him on.

He shifted slightly in his seat, the heat between them palpable despite the fact that they weren’t touching. His mind replayed her words, imagining the scene she’d painted—her pressed against the wall of the fitting room, their hands tangled, the thrill of risking discovery. The memory itself had always been a favorite of his, but hearing her speak about it now, in this context, made it feel new again, even more electric.

And then, as if to push things even further, Lucy leaned forward slightly, her voice carrying just a hint of playful challenge as she asked, “How about you two? Where was the most exciting place you two have had sex?”

Chris blinked, caught off guard for the second time that evening. Her question wasn’t just bold—it was deliberate. He could see it in the way her eyes sparkled, the faint flush on her cheeks. She wasn’t simply being polite or trying to fill the silence. She wanted to know.

He glanced at James and Emily, whose expressions shifted almost simultaneously—Emily’s lips curling into a sly grin, James’s brow raising in amused surprise. The moment hung in the air, charged with anticipation, and Chris felt his own excitement deepen.

Now clearly feeling aroused herself, Emily leaned back in her chair, a playful smirk tugging at her lips as she answered Lucy’s question. Her gaze flicked to James, the way she looked at him making it clear to both Chris and Lucy that the memory was as vivid for him as it was for her.

“A few years ago,” Emily began, her voice carrying a teasing edge, “we went to this old, seedy adult movie theater somewhere in San Francisco. It wasn’t exactly the most glamorous place—sticky floors, that faint smell of old popcorn—but we were curious. Inside, there were maybe six or seven guys, another couple, and the two of us.”

She paused, her grin widening as her eyes briefly scanned the table, enjoying the way Lucy and Chris leaned in slightly, completely drawn in. “We sat there watching the movie for a while,” she continued, her tone becoming more deliberate, “and then James started teasing me with his fingers. You know, just a little at first. Light touches, just enough to drive me crazy. And then…”

Emily glanced at James, who was now smiling as if he could replay the moment in perfect clarity. “Well, after a while, I couldn’t take it anymore. I straddled him right there in the theater and did him in front of everyone.”

Her words hung in the air, bold and unapologetic, charging the room with a palpable tension. Chris let out a quiet sigh, his expression a mix of amusement and intrigue as he processed what Emily had just shared.

Lucy, on the other hand, couldn’t suppress the way her face flushed, a warmth spreading across her cheeks and down her neck. She felt a jolt of energy shoot through her body, raw and undeniable, peaking as a sudden, pulsing awareness between her thighs. The image Emily had painted—her on top of James, completely exposed and uninhibited—filled Lucy’s mind, and despite herself, she found it thrilling.

She shivered slightly, the sensation of arousal mingling with the faint chill that prickled her skin. Her lips parted involuntarily, and she quickly ran her tongue over them before reaching for her glass of wine. She took a long sip, as if the cool liquid might extinguish the fire burning inside her, but it only dulled it for a moment.

After a few seconds of thought, Lucy’s curiosity won out over her lingering embarrassment. The words slipped from her lips before she could second-guess herself. “What was the most exciting thing for you when you did that?”

Emily didn’t hesitate, her answer coming as easily as if she’d been waiting for the question. “Being watched,” she said simply, her voice carrying a sultry edge.

Not able to stop herself, Lucy leaned forward slightly, her voice softer but tinged with curiosity. “What were the other people doing in the theater while you were… you know, doing it?”

Emily tilted her head, her lips curling into a sly smile as the memory flickered vividly in her mind. Her gaze flicked briefly to James, then back to Lucy, her tone low and sultry. “Most of the men masturbated around us as they watched,” she said simply, the words rolling off her tongue without hesitation.

The statement sent a ripple of tension through the table, and this time, it was Lucy’s turn to let out a quiet sigh. She shifted slightly in her chair, her cheeks warming as the image played in her mind—a mix of shock, fascination, and undeniable arousal stirring within her.

For the next twenty minutes, the conversation flowed freely, the four of them delving deeper into the realm of intimate details. Questions were asked and answered about favorite positions, most thrilling locations, foreplay preferences, and even secret fantasies. Laughter mingled with moments of quiet tension, the openness of the discussion pushing boundaries in a way that felt both exhilarating and a little dangerous.

As the conversation continued, Lucy became increasingly aware of James’s focus on her. It wasn’t overt—he was careful to stay engaged with everyone at the table—but she could feel his gaze lingering on her more than it should, the weight of his attention growing heavier with each passing moment. It wasn’t just the way he looked at her; it was the way he spoke to her, his words carrying a subtle, unspoken charge that sent shivers down her spine.

At first, she felt a flicker of discomfort, her mind jumping to Emily. How was she feeling about this? Did she notice? Did it bother her? But as Lucy observed her, Emily’s demeanor remained completely at ease. She laughed along with James’s remarks, her body language relaxed and confident, showing no signs of jealousy or discomfort. Woman’s intuition eventually reassured Lucy that Emily wasn’t threatened by the increasingly open flirtation unfolding between her and James.

What concerned her far more, though, was Chris. She stole a glance at him, trying to gauge his reaction. Knowing him as well as she did, Lucy was certain that if he were bothered by what was happening, he would have already made an excuse to leave. Polite and good-natured as always, he would’ve taken her hand, offered a gracious farewell, and guided her out without any drama.

But Chris showed no signs of discomfort. Quite the opposite, in fact. He seemed as relaxed as ever, his expression warm and amused as he listened to the conversation. Occasionally, he’d glance at her, his eyes shining with a mixture of curiosity and something else she couldn’t quite place. Pride, perhaps? Approval? Whatever it was, it steadied her, allowing her to lean further into the moment.

For Lucy, that was the most important thing. If Chris was okay with it, if he was genuinely enjoying himself, then she could let herself explore this newfound freedom, this thrill that tingled beneath her skin every time James’s gaze lingered or Emily shared another bold, unabashed story.

And it was a very good thing, too, because at some point during their increasingly heated conversation about sex, Lucy had felt James’s lower leg brushing against her own. At first, she dismissed it as an accident, shifting her leg slightly to create space between them. The table was small, after all, and they were seated closely. But moments later, she felt it again—firmer this time, more deliberate. His leg pressed against hers, lingering.

The realization hit her like a jolt: this wasn’t an accident. James was doing it on purpose.

Her breath caught, her chest tightening as a wave of shock rolled over her. She froze, unsure of how to react, but before she could move her leg away again, her gaze flicked up—and met his. The look he gave her stopped her cold. His eyes were steady, piercing, filled with a quiet intensity that made her pulse stutter. It wasn’t just a casual glance; it was deliberate, intimate, and unrelenting.

For a fleeting moment, panic fluttered in her chest. She glanced at their spouses, her heart racing, but neither Chris nor Emily seemed to notice anything unusual. They were deeply engrossed in their own animated conversation, oblivious to the silent exchange happening just inches away.

When her gaze drifted back to James, his lips curled into the faintest hint of a smirk—barely perceptible, but enough to make her stomach twist with a thrill she hadn’t felt in years. His expression told her everything: he knew she knew. He was fully aware of what he was doing, and he wasn’t the least bit sorry for it.

Before she could process the implications, James shifted his leg again, this time letting it slide slowly, deliberately, against her bare calf. The movement was subtle, tame enough to seem innocent to anyone watching, but it sent a shiver racing up her spine.

Lucy’s breath hitched as the warmth of his touch seeped through her skin, the friction of his leg against hers igniting a sensation that was far from innocent. The simplicity of the act—just the press of his leg against hers—was what made it so intoxicating. It wasn’t overtly sexual, yet it carried a weight, a promise, that made her pulse pound.

What struck her most, though, was her own reaction. She wasn’t pulling away. She wasn’t stopping him. Instead, she found herself leaning into the moment, her body humming with a thrill she hadn’t allowed herself to feel in a very long time.

The danger of it all only heightened the sensation. She was sitting right next to Chris, her husband, the man she loved and trusted, yet here she was, letting another man touch her in a way that made her cheeks flush and her thighs press together beneath the table. The thought should have filled her with guilt, with shame. But it didn’t.

Instead, it left her feeling breathless, exhilarated, alive.

Her mind screamed that she should stop it, that she should pull her leg away and put an end to whatever this was before it spiraled further. But her body rebelled, rooted in place, unwilling to let the moment slip away. She felt the heat radiating from James, the weight of his gaze on her, and she knew, deep down, that if he stopped now, she would be disappointed.

As for James, he had no intention of stopping. Each slow caress of his leg against Lucy’s was deliberate, calculated, a steady test of boundaries that only seemed to draw him further in. Occasionally, he would pause—not to retreat, but to adjust his position, shifting subtly in his seat to maintain the illusion of innocence. Every time he resumed, his movements were more deliberate, his touch more assured.

Then, with a sly glance to ensure no one at the table was paying attention, he pressed the game even further. He carefully tugged up one pant leg, sliding his sock down just enough to let his bare skin touch hers. The moment his ankle brushed against her calf, he felt a jolt of heat surge through him. His eyes flicked upward, catching the faint but unmistakable rise of goosebumps along Lucy’s forearms, her body betraying the effect of his touch.

His pulse pounded, excitement and satisfaction swirling together as he watched her respond to him—subtle but undeniable. The fact that she wasn’t pulling away thrilled him. No, more than that—it consumed him. She was letting him do this, allowing his bare skin to graze hers beneath the table, knowing full well what was happening and still choosing not to stop it.

It was intoxicating.

The thrill of her silent acquiescence ignited a hunger in him that was almost impossible to ignore. He found himself wanting desperately to push further, to see how far he could go, to discover the limits of what she would allow. The idea of touching her more intimately, not with the subtle movements of his leg but with the full use of his hands, consumed his thoughts. His fingers itched with the urge to slide beneath the hem of her dress, to explore the softness of her thighs and feel her shudder beneath his touch.

But he knew this wasn’t the time. Not here, not now.

For the moment, all he could do was continue the delicate game they were playing, his bare leg sliding against hers in slow, teasing strokes. Each movement was carefully measured, designed to keep her on edge without crossing the line. He studied her intently, noting every slight shift in her expression, every flicker of emotion that crossed her face. The way her breath seemed to quicken, the faint parting of her lips, the occasional dart of her tongue across them—all of it drove him to the brink of madness.

Still, he was enjoying himself immensely. The anticipation, the unspoken tension, the knowledge that she could stop him at any moment but hadn’t—it was as exhilarating as it was maddening. He was dying to know how far she would let him go, how much she was willing to give in to this unspoken connection between them.

For now, though, he forced himself to be content with the game as it was. The steady rhythm of his leg against hers, the subtle but undeniable connection they shared beneath the table, was enough to keep his heart racing and his imagination running wild.

About thirty minutes later, James glanced at his watch, noting it was just past midnight. The evening had flown by, the conversation growing more intimate and charged with every passing moment. His heart raced as he considered the plan he and Emily had agreed upon earlier—a bold step, certainly, but one they’d both hoped the night might lead to. The time felt right, but even so, he hesitated for a moment, the weight of uncertainty tugging at him.

With Emily giving him a subtle nod, her expression calm and supportive, James decided to roll the dice. Leaning slightly forward, he addressed Chris and Lucy, his tone warm but laced with a hint of mischief.

“Well, you two,” he began, flashing a charming smile. “We’ve had such a fun and stimulating conversation tonight. With that said, I was wondering…” He paused for a beat, letting the anticipation build. “Would you two be interested in going somewhere that’s even more exotic and risqué than this place? A place I’m pretty sure you’ve never been to before.”

Lucy’s eyes widened slightly, her curiosity piqued, while Chris shot her a quick glance, as if silently gauging her reaction before turning back to James. “What kind of place would that be?” Chris asked guardedly, though his tone held a clear note of intrigue.

James hesitated, his confidence wavering as the reality of what he was about to suggest hit him. His smile faltered just slightly, and he cleared his throat, glancing at Emily for reassurance. She gave him an encouraging smile, her hand brushing his arm beneath the table—a quiet signal to press on.

“Well,” James started again, his voice steady but deliberate, “there’s a club Emily and I like to go to sometimes. It’s called, uh… well, simply, The Club.” He paused, searching their faces for any signs of discomfort or disapproval. “It’s a… um…”

The words caught in his throat, his nerves suddenly getting the better of him. What if Chris and Lucy weren’t the type to entertain this sort of idea? What if they misinterpreted his invitation, and the night ended on an awkward note? The thought gnawed at him, making him second-guess himself for the first time that evening.

Noticing the sudden unease on James’s face, Chris leaned forward slightly, his brows knitting together in curiosity. “And… this place is?” he prompted, his tone calm but insistent, clearly intent on drawing out whatever James was holding back.

James exhaled, his pulse pounding. Finally, with a mix of determination and excitement overriding his doubts, he smiled and leaned in just a little. “Well… it’s a social club,” he said carefully, his voice dropping slightly, as though the words carried their own weight.

Chris blinked, processing the response. Then, as if a puzzle piece had clicked into place, his expression shifted, his eyes widening slightly. “You mean… it’s a swingers club?”

Without blinking an eye, James leaned forward slightly, his gaze shifting briefly to Lucy, clearly gauging her reaction before answering. “Yeah,” he said, his voice steady. “It is.”

He paused just long enough to let the words settle, watching as Chris and Lucy exchanged glances. Before either of them could respond, he continued, his tone calm but laced with quiet enthusiasm. “Look, I know the idea might seem a little intimidating at first—it definitely was for us the first time—but I promise, there’s no pressure. You don’t have to do anything you’re uncomfortable with. In fact, most people who go don’t.”

He shifted his focus briefly to Chris, meeting his gaze directly. “Emily and I think it could be a fun experience for all of us if you joined us. That said, I want to be absolutely clear: we’re not looking to get into your pants or anything like that.” He chuckled softly, his smile warm and genuine. “That’s not what this is about.”

James leaned back slightly, his tone becoming more conversational. “The club is… well, it’s a lot of things. Some people go just to watch, to take in the atmosphere. Others like to be watched—dancing, flirting, sometimes more, depending on what they’re comfortable with. But I’d say most people there probably don’t even swap partners. It’s not some crazy free-for-all, like you might imagine. It’s more… I don’t know, a space where people feel free to explore, whatever that looks like for them.”

He glanced at Emily, who gave him a supportive smile before looking back at Lucy and Chris. “The thing is,” he continued, “there’s no expectation. No one’s going to pressure you to take off your clothes, or have sex, or even flirt if you don’t want to. It’s just… a really interesting, unique environment. The kind of place where you can be as involved or as uninvolved as you want to be.”

James’s gaze flicked to Lucy again, his voice softening slightly. “Emily and I have gone with couples who’ve never been to a place like this before. A lot of the time, they don’t do anything. They just enjoy the atmosphere, have a few drinks, maybe dance a little. And that’s totally fine. It’s really about what you make of it.”

He leaned forward again, his elbows resting on the table. “We just thought it might be fun to continue the night in a way that’s… a little more adventurous. A little different. But only if you’re comfortable with the idea. If it’s not your thing, that’s okay too. No hard feelings, I promise.”

James let the words hang in the air for a moment, giving Chris and Lucy the space to process what he’d said. His heart raced slightly as he waited for their response, but his expression remained open and relaxed, his smile reassuring.

“Gee, I don’t know…” Chris said, his voice trailing off as he glanced at Lucy. His words were more for her than for himself, a way to give her an easy out if she wanted it. But deep down, he wasn’t nearly as hesitant as he sounded. Between the night’s intimate conversation, the allure of the highly attractive woman sitting beside him, and the growing intrigue he felt toward Emily, he found himself curious. More than curious, actually. A part of him really wanted to go.

As he mulled it over, the music in the room shifted, catching his attention. He glanced toward the stage just as the fat ginger stripper—who’d already left quite an impression earlier—returned for her next set. This time, her dance was even more provocative, her movements slow and deliberate, her curves on full display as she worked the pole with practiced confidence. The crowd erupted in cheers, and Chris found himself unable to look away.

Her boldness, her complete lack of inhibition, mesmerized him. He couldn’t help but imagine her at this so-called club James was describing. Would women like her be there? Would there be others, just as bold, just as unapologetically sensual? The thought sent a thrill through him, and in that moment, he knew. He wanted to go.

Still, he glanced back at Lucy, his hesitation lingering just slightly—not because of his own feelings, but because he couldn’t be sure how she’d respond. To his surprise, she said nothing, her expression unreadable as she absorbed James’s proposal.

What Chris couldn’t know was that, beneath the table, James was still pressing his leg firmly against Lucy’s calf. The slow, deliberate contact had yet to stop, and each subtle movement sent another ripple of tension coursing through her. It wasn’t just the physical sensation that had her pulse racing; it was the audacity of it, the boldness of what James was doing right under Chris’s nose. Her heart pounded in her chest, loud enough that she feared Chris might somehow hear it.

As she looked up and met her husband’s eyes, Lucy forced a cautious smile. She felt torn, a strong sense of hesitation pulling her in one direction, while her heightened state of arousal tugged her in another. The wine she’d been drinking all night didn’t help—it dulled her inhibitions, blurring the edges of her usual restraint. And then there was James’s secret touch, his firm but gentle leg rubbing against hers with a quiet insistence that seemed to whisper, Say yes.

Her hesitation wavered, her hormones taking control. Almost without thinking, she turned to Emily and asked, her voice soft but steady, “What’s this place really like?”

Emily’s smile widened, her eyes lighting up as though she’d been waiting for this question. “It’s really nice!” she said, her voice brimming with enthusiasm. “Honestly, some of the nicest, most laid-back people you’ll ever meet go there. Everyone’s respectful, and the vibe is always relaxed. They even have security guys around to make sure everything stays safe, but I’ve never seen any trouble.”

She leaned forward slightly, her tone becoming more animated. “The place is pretty big. It’s got two floors. Downstairs, there’s a full bar and a dance floor—it’s a great spot to just hang out, have a drink, maybe dance a little if you’re in the mood. There’s a Jacuzzi area down there, too, if you feel like unwinding. And then upstairs…” She paused, her smile turning playful. “Upstairs is where the more risqué things happen. But even then, it’s all about what you’re comfortable with. You can just watch, or you can join in if that’s what you want. No pressure, no judgment.”

Emily’s voice softened, her expression genuine. “It’s a lot of fun. I’ve always enjoyed myself there. Honestly, it’s one of my favorite places to go.”

After Emily spoke, the group fell silent, the weight of the moment settling over them. Lucy could feel everyone’s attention drifting back to her, the unspoken question hanging in the air. Her heart pounded in her chest as she weighed her decision, her thoughts racing.

She glanced at Chris, who met her gaze with a warm, encouraging smile. The look in his eyes was clear: he wanted to go. He wasn’t pushing her, but his subtle confidence gave her the reassurance she needed. A few more seconds ticked by, and Lucy found herself thinking, Heck with it! You only live once! And we’re away from home—who’ll ever know?

Drawing in a deep, nervous breath, she glanced at Chris one last time, silently seeking his support. Then, her voice steady despite the fluttering in her stomach, she said, “Okay, if you promise I’m not going to get raped or anything, then I’ll go! You two have got me really curious now… so… I’ll go!”

The moment the words left her mouth, a surge of adrenaline coursed through her, sharp and exhilarating. The realization that she was actually going to a place like this—something she’d never even dreamed of—made her body hum with anticipation. Her nipples hardened beneath her dress, and she felt a brief but intense spasm of pleasure ripple through her, leaving her breathless.

Emily noticed the faint shiver that passed through Lucy and smiled knowingly. Less than a minute later, as the four of them filed out of the strip club, Emily leaned closer to her, her voice soft but playful. “You’ll be okay, Lucy,” she said, her tone reassuring. “Our husbands will protect us.”

She paused briefly, her next words clearly intended to tease. “But stay close to one of them, because I guarantee you—” she leaned in conspiratorially, her voice dropping an octave—“with the way you look tonight, sweetie, there are going to be a lot of men at this place who’ll want to fuck you.”

Emily’s words hit Lucy like a lightning bolt, sending another powerful rush through her body, even stronger than the first. Her breath hitched, and a flush crept up her neck and into her cheeks. The thought of being desired, of having men look at her like that, both terrified and thrilled her in equal measure.

When they reached the parking lot, Chris began fishing his keys out of his pocket. “Is this place far?” he asked James. “Should we get directions from you, or just follow you?”

James shook his head, smiling. “Why don’t you just come with us?” he suggested. “The place is kind of hidden away and can be tricky to find. Would that be okay?”

Chris glanced at Lucy, who gave him a small nod of agreement. “Sure,” he replied.

A few minutes later, Chris and Lucy found themselves settling into the plush leather seats of James’s Mercedes. The car was immaculate, the ride smooth and silent as James expertly navigated the freeway. Chris ran a hand over the armrest, admiring the craftsmanship. For a moment, envy flickered in his chest, but he pushed it aside, determined to stay focused on the evening ahead.

“So,” he said playfully, glancing at James and Emily in the front seats, “with the number of people you two have been intimate with, as you hinted earlier, I’m guessing you’ve had some pretty fun times at this place we’re heading to.”

James laughed, his deep voice resonating in the confined space. “That’s a fair and accurate guess,” he replied, throwing a grin over his shoulder.

Feeling emboldened by the boldness of their conversation so far, Chris leaned forward slightly, curiosity shining in his eyes. “I’m curious,” he said, his voice steady. “Do both of you have sex with other people now?”

James and Emily exchanged a glance, their smiles growing as they replied in unison, “Yeah, we do.”

Chris raised an eyebrow, his mind racing with the implications. The openness of their response, the ease with which they’d answered, thrilled him more than he cared to admit.

After a beat, Emily turned her shoulder to glance back at Chris and Lucy. Her expression was soft, almost cautious. “We hope that doesn’t make you uncomfortable,” she said, her tone genuine.

For Chris, it didn’t. If anything, it had the opposite effect. A wave of excitement surged through him, his pulse quickening at the thought of what that kind of freedom might feel like.

For Lucy, though, it was different. The confession unsettled her, stirring something deep and unfamiliar. But the discomfort was muted, tempered by the way her body had been responding all night. The sensation was slight—just a flicker, not enough to make her pull back entirely.

Still, she needed to ask. “Does it ever bother you,” Lucy said quietly, her voice softer than she intended, “that the other is having sex with somebody else?”

Emily smiled, her gaze shifting to James for a moment before returning to Lucy. “I love James with all my heart and soul,” she said, her voice firm but tender. “And I know, without a doubt, he feels the same about me.”

As she spoke, James reached over, his hand resting on Emily’s thigh in a gesture that felt both intimate and reassuring. Lucy watched the motion, her eyes catching the subtle way Emily leaned into his touch.

Emily continued, her voice steady. “We’ve always had really high sex drives. But, over time, we started getting… bored. Just like most couples do, I think. After some exploration—lots of conversations, trial and error—we discovered the lifestyle. And honestly? It’s been one of the best decisions we’ve ever made.”

Lucy nodded faintly, though her thoughts swirled with confusion. Her upbringing had taught her that monogamy was sacred, the idea of sharing a partner unthinkable. And yet, here were James and Emily, speaking so freely about something that felt so taboo.

Emily’s voice softened slightly, her tone turning reflective. “To answer your question: does it bother us? No, it doesn’t. For me, I look at it as nothing more than pleasurable, physical sex. Just sex—not making love.”

She paused for a moment, her gaze distant before she smiled again. “And honestly? I love watching him being pleased by another woman. It turns me on, knowing he’s enjoying himself.”

The words struck Lucy deeply, a mix of emotions flooding her. Shock. Intrigue. And, despite everything, a growing arousal that she couldn’t deny.

As the conversation continued, James chimed in, adding his perspective with the same openness and ease as Emily. The two of them spoke about their experiences in a way that was both intimate and matter-of-fact, weaving in moments of humor and warmth.

Lucy sat silently in the back seat, her thoughts spiraling as she listened. Her body betrayed her, the warmth in her core building steadily with each passing second. And yet, her mind rebelled, whispering doubts that came from the deeply ingrained values of her upbringing.

Why are you doing this? she thought, the questions coming fast and sharp. Why did you let James touch you the way he did? Why am I so excited about all of this? Why can’t I stop?

Her teeth sank into her lower lip, her breath catching as her thoughts shifted to the club they were headed to. She didn’t know what to expect, didn’t know what she might see—or do—once they arrived. The anticipation was maddening, both terrifying and thrilling all at once.

Soon, snapping herself away from her spiraling thoughts, Lucy felt a flicker of determination to learn more about James and Emily’s relationship. She leaned forward slightly, her voice tinged with curiosity. “Do you ever get jealous?”

Emily’s lips curved into a knowing grin, her confidence radiating even in the dim light of the car. “Sometimes,” she admitted, pausing just long enough to let the tension build. “But not in the way you might normally think.”

Lucy tilted her head, intrigued. “What do you mean?”

Emily glanced at James, who smirked faintly as if already knowing her answer. “I only get jealous,” Emily said, her tone playful but sincere, “when James does something that sounds more fun than what I did.”

Lucy blinked, the response catching her off guard. “More fun?” she echoed, her brow furrowing slightly as she processed Emily’s words.

“Exactly,” Emily continued, her grin widening. “Like, if he tells me about an amazing experience he had—something wild, something that really stood out—it makes me want to raise my own game. To have my own unforgettable moment to match his.” She laughed lightly, her gaze flicking to James. “It’s not a bad kind of jealousy. It’s more like… motivation.”

James chuckled, his voice warm as he chimed in. “Oh, she’s not kidding. I learned pretty quickly that if I had a particularly good time, I’d better be ready to hear about her next adventure—and how she made sure it was even better.”

Emily winked. “We keep each other on our toes,” she said, her voice light but charged with the depth of their connection.

Lucy found herself stunned, the concept so foreign yet oddly captivating. The idea of turning jealousy into a kind of playful competition, of letting it fuel a deeper exploration of pleasure, sent her thoughts racing.

Chris, too, seemed caught off guard, but he chuckled softly, shaking his head. “That’s… not how I’ve ever thought about jealousy,” he admitted, his voice carrying a note of both amusement and admiration.

“Most people don’t,” Emily replied, her tone gentle but sure. “But it works for us. It’s not about trying to outdo each other in a mean-spirited way. It’s about pushing ourselves, about making sure we never get complacent.” She looked back at Chris and Lucy, her eyes sparkling. “It keeps things exciting.”

The car fell silent for a moment, the weight of Emily’s words settling over them. Lucy could feel her pulse quicken as her mind drifted to the possibilities, her thoughts flickering between intrigue and hesitation.

After a beat, James glanced into the rearview mirror, his gaze catching Lucy’s for a fleeting moment before shifting to Chris. His voice was steady but laced with curiosity as he asked, “Have you two ever fantasized about having sex with other people?”

Hearing James’s question, both Chris and Lucy fell silent. The weight of it lingered in the air, charged with possibilities neither of them had fully confronted before. Lucy stared out the window, her thoughts racing, while Chris shifted uncomfortably in his seat.

After a few moments, Chris broke the silence. Glancing at Lucy, he forced a casual tone, though his words carried a deliberate hesitation. “After we’ve watched an adult movie,” he began slowly, “I’ve sometimes… lightly talked dirty to her about something like that.” He paused, as if testing the waters before continuing. “I’m not sure if I could ever see her doing that in real life, though.”

The words hung in the air, but Chris’s stomach twisted as he spoke. He’d said it for Lucy’s benefit, hoping to frame the idea in a way that would make her feel less uncomfortable, less pressured. But it wasn’t the truth. Not entirely.

In reality, Chris had imagined it—more vividly than he wanted to admit. Late at night, after a glass of wine or two, or during those quiet moments when his mind wandered, the fantasy would creep in. He’d picture Lucy with someone else, her body entwined with another man’s, the thrill of it a mix of jealousy, arousal, and something he couldn’t quite name. It wasn’t just a fleeting thought; it was a fantasy that had stuck with him, one he’d revisited in the privacy of his own mind more times than he cared to acknowledge.

He glanced at her again, her expression unreadable as she stared straight ahead. Did she know? Had she ever guessed? He doubted it. Chris had always been careful, keeping those thoughts locked away, safely out of reach. But now, sitting in the back of James’s car, with the night’s revelations swirling around them, he felt the boundary between fantasy and reality starting to blur.

Lucy, for her part, felt the words hit her like a jolt. She turned to look at Chris, her heart pounding as she tried to process what he’d just said. Talked dirty about it? The idea struck her as both shocking and strangely familiar. She’d heard him make passing comments before—playful, teasing remarks during heated moments—but she’d always dismissed them as harmless, part of the moment. Now, though, she couldn’t help but wonder: had there been more to those words than she realized?

Her cheeks flushed, her body humming with a mix of nerves and curiosity. The thought of Chris imagining her with someone else was unsettling, but it also sent a ripple of excitement through her. She hated to admit it, even to herself, but the idea of being desired by someone else, of Chris seeing her in that way, stirred something deep within her.

James’s voice broke the tension, smooth and inviting. “It’s a common fantasy,” he said, his tone reassuring. “More common than most people realize. But actually acting on it? That’s where things get interesting.”

Emily glanced over her shoulder, her eyes sparkling with curiosity. “When you’ve talked dirty about it, Chris,” she asked lightly, “what kinds of things have you said?”

Chris chuckled nervously, rubbing the back of his neck as he tried to find the right words. “I don’t know,” he said, his voice a bit strained. “Stuff like… imagining Lucy with someone else. How it might feel to watch her, to see her enjoying herself.”

The admission felt like a weight lifting from his chest, though he avoided Lucy’s gaze, afraid of what he might see there.

Lucy’s breath caught, her fingers tightening on the hem of her dress as the words sank in. She could feel James and Emily’s attention on her, the atmosphere in the car thick with expectation. Her mind reeled, torn between the urge to shut the conversation down and the undeniable pull of curiosity.

James leaned back slightly, his voice dropping to a softer, more intimate tone. “You know,” he said, “fantasies like that can be incredibly powerful. But what makes them even better is when they’re shared.”

Emily nodded, her smile warm but laced with mischief. “Exactly. It’s amazing what you can learn about each other when you’re open about those thoughts.”

Lucy swallowed hard, her heart pounding as she glanced at Chris. His expression was guarded, but she could see the flicker of something else—hope, maybe? Excitement? She wasn’t sure. But the thought of stepping into this uncharted territory with him, of exploring these hidden corners of their relationship, both terrified and thrilled her.

Before Lucy could gather her thoughts to speak, James’s voice cut through the charged atmosphere of the car, his tone steady but direct. “How about you, Lucy?” he asked, his gaze catching hers briefly in the rearview mirror before flicking back to the road. “You hinted earlier that you might have some curiosity about what it would be like to be intimate with someone else. Do you think you could ever actually do something like that?”

Lucy’s heart skipped a beat, the unexpected question landing like a spark in dry brush. Her first instinct was to deny it outright, to push the thought away before it could take root. “No!” she replied quickly, her voice sharper than she intended. “I don’t think I could ever cheat on Chris. I don’t know if I could live with myself!”

James nodded slowly, as if considering her response. “Fair enough,” he said, his tone even. But then he added, almost casually, “What if he knew what you were doing? Would that still be cheating?”

The question sent a chill racing down Lucy’s spine, her skin prickling as goosebumps rose along her arms. Her breath hitched, the weight of the question pressing down on her. She opened her mouth to respond but hesitated, unsure of how to even begin answering.

“I don’t know,” she said finally, her voice quieter now, tinged with uncertainty. “That’s… a pretty serious question.”

The car fell silent for a moment, the tension thick and palpable. Lucy felt as though she were under a spotlight, the attention on her growing heavier with every passing second. Her mind swirled with conflicting emotions—curiosity, guilt, arousal, and something she couldn’t quite name.

Before anyone else could ask another question—mercifully, as she felt dangerously close to unraveling—Emily pointed toward a glowing neon sign in the distance. Her voice broke the tension as she announced, “We’re just about there!”

Less than a minute later, James guided his car into a parking lot behind a large, unassuming building. The area was dimly lit, with only a few neon signs in the distance casting faint glows across the asphalt. As he maneuvered through the lot, Chris noticed how many cars were crammed into the space.

The sheer number surprised him. He’d expected something low-key, discreet. But this? It was bustling. Rows upon rows of vehicles—some sleek and flashy, others more practical—hinted at the variety of people already inside. Chris couldn’t help but marvel at the idea. This many swingers in one city? he thought, shaking his head slightly. Then again, they were in Las Vegas. Sin City. Most of these people are probably tourists, he reasoned, couples like them, looking for something new and daring.

As for Lucy, the sight of the crowded parking lot stirred a complex mix of emotions. On one hand, it made her feel safer, as though the sheer volume of people somehow meant less risk. Safety in numbers, she told herself, clinging to the thought. But on the other hand, Emily’s teasing words from earlier echoed in her mind. There are going to be a lot of men at this place who’ll want to fuck you. The memory sent a shiver through her, part fear, part something else she wasn’t ready to name.

James finally found a spot near the far end of the lot and eased the car into place. Lucy took in a deep breath as the engine quieted, willing herself to stay calm. Her nerves felt like a live wire, every sensation amplified as her anticipation mingled with anxiety. She glanced at Chris as he opened his door, her eyes searching his face for reassurance.

When Chris stepped out, he looked over the top of the car toward Lucy. His expression was calm, almost curious, but she could see the faint flicker of excitement in his eyes. It reassured her just enough to push through her hesitation.

She reached for his hand as she stepped out of the car, gripping it tightly the moment her feet hit the ground. The cool night air brushed against her skin, but it wasn’t the chill that made her realize how much she was shaking inside. It was the nervous energy that had been building steadily over the last couple of hours, a heady mixture of fear, curiosity, and undeniable arousal.

As they began walking toward the club, Lucy found her thoughts racing, her emotions tangled in a chaotic swirl of curiosity, fear, and excitement. When the night had started, her expectations had been simple: a visit to a strip club, something she thought would be daring and exciting but still within the bounds of her comfort zone.

But now? Now she was stepping into something far beyond anything she had planned or even imagined.

She glanced briefly at Chris, his calm expression offering some reassurance, but it wasn’t enough to quell the nervous energy bubbling inside her. The thought of where they were headed—and what might await them on the other side of those doors—consumed her. The realization struck her like a jolt: she was venturing into uncharted territory, a world she’d never thought she’d even brush against, let alone enter.

And yet, despite the uncertainty, she couldn’t deny the raw, electric thrill coursing through her veins.

Lucy had been aware of her arousal all evening, steadily building with every teasing word, every daring question, every bold glance exchanged between her and James. But now, as they neared the club, it had reached a fever pitch. It was a level of excitement far beyond anything she’d hoped for when this night began, a sensation she hadn’t felt in years—maybe ever.


Chapter 5

Each step toward the entrance seemed to heighten her anticipation, her breathing shallow as her body hummed with nervous energy. The sound of distant music grew louder, blending with the muffled laughter and voices of people already inside. The vibrations of the bass seemed to sync with her pulse, quickening with each moment.

What am I going to see? she wondered, her thoughts spinning faster now. What kind of people will be in there? What will they be doing?

The questions came faster than she could answer them, her imagination filling in the blanks with images she wasn’t ready to name. But the unknown didn’t push her away—it pulled her in, like a magnetic force she couldn’t resist.

Her heels clicked softly against the pavement, the cool night air brushing against her bare legs. She was hyperaware of everything: the warmth of Chris’s hand in hers, the way Emily walked confidently beside James, the subtle hum of her own body responding to the moment.

As they stepped through the entrance of the club, Lucy found herself holding her breath. The anticipation she’d been carrying with her all night reached its peak, only to release in a wave of relief as she took in her surroundings. Emily’s description of the place had been spot on. It was nothing like the seedy, intimidating environment she’d feared it might be. Instead, the lower level of the club was spacious, modern, and surprisingly welcoming.

Soft, ambient lighting bathed the room in warm hues, while music pulsed gently in the background, creating an atmosphere that felt more like an upscale lounge than the den of debauchery she’d half-expected. The people milling about seemed relaxed, chatting casually in small groups or laughing together at the bar. The scene was far from threatening, and Lucy felt a small, cautious sense of ease beginning to creep in.

But as her eyes began to wander, it didn’t take long for her attention to catch on something far less casual.

A pair of women stood near the edge of the dance floor, their bodies close, their hands exploring each other with unrestrained intimacy. One woman tilted her head, her lips finding the other’s, their kiss deep and lingering. The other woman moaned softly into the embrace, her hands moving boldly to cup her partner’s breasts, massaging them openly.

Lucy’s steps faltered, her breath hitching as she took in the scene. The women weren’t in a private corner or tucked away—they were right there, in the open, surrounded by at least sixty other people. The crowd barely seemed to notice, their attention scattered across the room, but to Lucy, the display was riveting.

She slowed her pace without realizing it, her eyes fixed on the women as they continued their passionate exchange. The freedom, the lack of shame—it was as shocking as it was intriguing. Her cheeks flushed as she felt a strange mixture of embarrassment and arousal stirring within her.

A few seconds later, her self-consciousness kicked in. She quickly forced her gaze away, worried she might seem rude—or worse, obvious—if she kept staring. But the moment her eyes shifted, they locked onto something else entirely.

Across the room, another woman stood near the bar, her back pressed firmly against a man standing behind her. His arms enveloped her, one hand resting possessively on her hip while the other disappeared beneath the front of her skirt. The woman’s head leaned back against his shoulder, her lips parted in a silent gasp, her expression one of pure, unfiltered pleasure.

Lucy’s stomach twisted as she watched the rhythmic motion of the man’s arm, his hand clearly bringing the woman to the edge of ecstasy in front of everyone. Unlike the pair of women she’d seen earlier, this couple seemed completely absorbed in each other, as if the rest of the room didn’t exist.

The intensity of the scene sent a jolt through Lucy, her legs feeling unsteady as her mind raced. She tore her gaze away again, her chest tightening as she struggled to process what she’d just seen.

On one level, she felt embarrassed, like a voyeur intruding on something deeply personal. But another part of her—the part she’d been grappling with all night—felt captivated, even aroused by the openness of it all. The way these people embraced their desires so freely, so boldly, was unlike anything she’d ever experienced.

A few moments later, Lucy came to an abrupt halt, her breath catching in her throat. Her eyes locked onto a man walking past her, his figure lean and youthful, appearing to be in his early twenties. The only thing covering him was a towel loosely wrapped around his waist, leaving little to the imagination.

At first, she thought it was merely boldness—a display of the uninhibited atmosphere of the club. But then she noticed the subtle movement beneath the towel, rhythmic and unmistakable.

Her heart raced as realization struck: he was masturbating. Right there. Not just in front of her, but in front of everyone.

Lucy felt frozen, her gaze unintentionally lingering as she tried to process what she was seeing. The man’s hand moved steadily under the towel, the fabric shifting slightly with the motion. Her cheeks flushed, her embarrassment mixing with an odd fascination she didn’t know how to reconcile.

And then the man looked directly at her.

Their eyes met, and he smiled—a slow, deliberate smile that sent a jolt through her. As if to emphasize the connection, his strokes quickened, the towel twitching with the urgency of his movements. The audacity of it left her reeling, her pulse pounding in her ears.

Lucy’s face burned with heat, and she instinctively moved closer to Chris, her fingers clutching his arm tightly as if seeking protection. Her grip was firm enough that Chris turned to her, his brow furrowing in concern. “You okay?” he asked quietly, his voice laced with genuine worry.

Before Lucy could respond, James stepped closer, his expression a mix of concern and reassurance. “Lucy,” he said gently, his voice calm but firm, “if you’re uncomfortable, we can all leave right now if you want to.”

The words cut through the fog in her mind, grounding her. She blinked, tearing her gaze away from the man as she turned toward James. His tone was steady, and his eyes held no judgment—only sincerity.

Liking that James had asked, appreciating his thoughtfulness and the way he was watching out for her feelings, Lucy smiled faintly as she replied, “No! I’m okay. This isn’t something I see every day, that’s all!” Her voice was steady, but there was still a nervous edge to it, betraying the undercurrent of emotions she was trying to keep in check.

James nodded, his expression calm but thoughtful. He didn’t want to push her, but he also wanted to prepare her for what was coming next. “Well,” he said carefully, his tone laced with subtle caution, “I just want you to know that what you’re seeing now is pretty mild compared to what you’ll likely see upstairs. Are you sure you’re ready?”

Lucy hesitated for only a moment before giving him a more confident nod. “Yeah,” she said. “It’s not like I’ve never seen other people naked or having sex before. I’ve seen a few adult movies now and then. I’ll be okay!”

James and Emily exchanged a glance, a brief but knowing look passing between them before they both chuckled softly. The sound made Lucy pause, her brows knitting slightly.

“What?” she asked, her tone a mix of curiosity and defensiveness.

“Oh, nothing,” Emily said with a warm smile, waving her hand dismissively. “It’s just… watching something on a screen is one thing. Seeing it live and in person?” She shrugged, her grin widening. “That’s a whole different experience.”

James smirked, leaning slightly toward Lucy as he added, “Trust us. It’s… more intense than you’re probably expecting.”

Lucy’s cheeks flushed, her fingers brushing absently against her dress as she tried to process their reactions. She wasn’t sure if their words were meant as a warning or a tease, but either way, they left her feeling both nervous and intrigued.

For James, the exchange thrilled him. He could see the flicker of curiosity in Lucy’s eyes, the way her lips parted slightly as she considered their words. He couldn’t wait to see her face the moment she realized just how different this world was from anything she’d experienced before. The thought sent a jolt of excitement through him, heightening his anticipation for what was to come.

“Well,” he said quickly, his voice taking on an edge of enthusiasm, “if you think you’re ready… how about we all head upstairs?”

Emily smiled brightly, her hand brushing lightly against James’s arm as she nodded. “I think it’s time,” she agreed, her voice light but charged with excitement.

Lucy swallowed hard, her heart racing as she glanced at Chris. He gave her a small, reassuring smile, his hand resting lightly on her lower back. “Let’s do it,” he said softly, his voice calm but steady.

Following closely behind James and Emily, Chris and Lucy ascended a spiral staircase that seemed to twist endlessly upward, the polished metal railings cool under their hands. The muffled hum of voices and faint music from below faded as they climbed, replaced by a growing, charged silence.

Lucy’s grip on Chris’s arm tightened slightly as they turned a corner at the top of the stairs, entering a maze of softly lit hallways. The air felt heavier here, the anticipation thick and almost tangible. The lighting shifted subtly as they walked, dim but warm, casting faint shadows along the walls that only added to the sense of intrigue.

After a few twists and turns, they rounded a final corner—and froze.

A large crowd stretched out before them, gathered in clusters that filled the open space. The energy in the room was electric, the low hum of murmured voices and soft gasps floating in the air. Lucy’s pulse quickened as her eyes darted over the crowd, trying to make sense of what had captured everyone’s attention so completely. Almost everyone in the room was facing the same direction, their gazes fixed intently on a glass wall that spanned nearly the entire length of the far side of the space.

Chris glanced at Lucy, his brow furrowing slightly as he tried to read her expression. She looked as stunned as he felt, her lips parted slightly, her breath coming in shallow bursts.

When they reached the edge of the crowd and finally caught a glimpse of what lay beyond the glass, both of them stopped dead in their tracks.

Inside the room, Lucy and Chris found themselves confronted by a scene that defied anything they’d imagined. Around thirty people filled the space, each fully immersed in acts of raw, unapologetic sex. The openness of it all was both mesmerizing and overwhelming. The air seemed charged, vibrating with the hum of soft moans, gasps, and the rhythmic slapping of flesh against flesh.

Chris’s gaze was immediately drawn to one corner of the room. An attractive blonde sat sprawled on a low, cushioned bench, her thighs spread wide, her pussy fully exposed to the man kneeling between her legs. His head was buried in her, his tongue and lips working her with visible precision as his hands gripped her thighs to keep her open. The blonde’s face was flushed, her chest heaving as she watched him, her bare foot lazily rubbing against his upper back. Every so often, her toes curled, a subtle sign of her pleasure as his tongue delved deeper into her.

Chris couldn’t look away, mesmerized by the raw intimacy of the act. The woman’s complete confidence, her unashamed enjoyment as she let the man devour her in full view of everyone, was captivating. Her hand drifted to her breast, cupping it lightly before pinching her nipple, her lips parting as she let out a soft moan.

He tore his eyes away, his pulse racing, only for his attention to catch on another scene a few feet away. On a large circular bed, a woman straddled a man, her back arched as she rode his cock in a steady, deliberate rhythm. Her movements were fluid, her hips grinding against him as his hands gripped her waist tightly. The man’s head was tilted back, his eyes half-closed as he groaned with each shift of her body.

But Chris quickly realized they weren’t alone. Standing beside them was another man, his cock rigid and glistening as the woman leaned forward, wrapping her lips around it. She sucked him greedily, her head bobbing as she moaned against his cock, the sound muffled but unmistakable. Her hand gripped his shaft, stroking him in time with her movements as the man beneath her thrust upward, burying himself deeper inside her.

Chris felt a flush of heat spread through him, his body responding instinctively to the raw, unfiltered display of pleasure before him. He stole a glance at Lucy, wondering how she was processing it all.

Lucy stood frozen, her wide eyes darting between the scenes in front of her. Her cheeks were bright pink, her breathing shallow as her mind struggled to reconcile her shock with the undeniable arousal building inside her. She pressed her lips together, her hands clutching the sides of her dress as if to ground herself.

Emily leaned in close to her, her voice soft but filled with excitement. “You see what I mean?” she said. “It’s one thing to imagine it or watch it in a movie, but being here, seeing it right in front of you…” She trailed off, letting the reality of the moment sink in.

For Lucy, the moment felt surreal. Now feeling lightheaded, she stood frozen, her breath shallow as her eyes locked onto a couple just a few feet to her right. The rest of the room seemed to blur into the background as her focus narrowed entirely on what she was witnessing.

The young man’s cock moved rhythmically, sliding in and out of the woman beneath him with a steady, deliberate motion that sent a flush of heat coursing through Lucy’s body. Her heart raced, her lips trembling as she bit down hard on her lower lip, struggling to contain the emotions threatening to spill over.

She couldn’t look away.

The man’s erection was the first she’d ever seen in person besides Chris’s, and the sight of it—the way it disappeared and reappeared with each thrust—made her body hum with nervous, electric energy. Her chest rose and fell quickly as her heart pounded, the rawness of the scene overwhelming her.

And then, something shifted.

Another woman entered her field of vision, moving with quiet confidence as she approached the couple. Lucy’s breath hitched as she watched the newcomer lean down and kiss the man, her mouth meeting his in a way that was anything but tentative. Their kiss was fierce, tongues visible as they tangled and danced together, their heads tilting side to side with unrestrained passion.

Lucy’s heart skipped a beat, her body reacting instinctively to the intensity of what she was seeing.

When the woman finally broke away from the man’s lips, Lucy’s gaze followed her intently. She moved downward, her hands brushing lightly against his chest before lowering herself to kiss the brunette who was still writhing beneath him. Lucy’s lips parted slightly, a soft, involuntary sigh escaping her as she watched the two women connect.

Their tongues extended, brushing against one another in slow, deliberate strokes, their mouths so close that Lucy could see the faint sheen of saliva glistening between them. The brunette’s hips rocked in rhythm with the man’s thrusts, the motion adding a tantalizing dynamic to the kiss as the two women shared the moment with unrestrained intimacy.

Lucy’s pulse quickened further, her thighs pressing together instinctively as she watched the women smile at one another, their faces flushed with pleasure. The man above them, clearly driven wild by the scene unfolding before him, began to fuck the brunette harder, his thrusts becoming more forceful, more urgent.

The sight sent another wave of arousal rushing through Lucy. She bit her lip again, harder this time, as her breathing grew shallow.

When the man leaned forward, his body pressing closer to the two women, Lucy’s breath hitched again. His face hovered between them, their mouths opening as all three of their tongues met in a slow, sensual dance. The shared intimacy of the moment—three bodies moving in perfect harmony, their desires blending seamlessly—left her spellbound.

The brunette moaned loudly, her voice mingling with the soft, wet sounds of their kiss, and Lucy felt her knees weaken slightly. Her head spun as she struggled to reconcile the shock of what she was seeing with the undeniable, insistent thrill coursing through her veins.

As Chris and Lucy continued to watch, transfixed by the raw eroticism unfolding before them, James and Emily stood back, quietly observing. Both of them couldn’t help but enjoy the stunned, almost mesmerized looks now etched on Chris and Lucy’s faces. The couple’s growing arousal was unmistakable—revealed in the way they nervously adjusted their stances, shifting their weight from one foot to the other, as though trying to ground themselves against the electricity coursing through their bodies.

About twenty minutes later, Emily’s patience wore thin. The intensity of the scene, combined with the clear effect it was having on Chris and Lucy, had stirred something in her she couldn’t ignore. Leaning into James, she whispered a few quick words in his ear, her tone low and urgent.

James smirked knowingly, nodding once as Emily stepped forward. With effortless confidence, she positioned herself between Chris and Lucy, smiling warmly before leaning in to kiss each of them lightly on the cheek. The gesture, though innocent enough, carried an edge of boldness that left both Chris and Lucy momentarily speechless.

“I’ve been having a great time with you two tonight,” Emily said, her voice smooth and laced with excitement. “But right now, there’s a place I really need to go.” Her eyes sparkled mischievously as she added, “I’ll see you both a little later, though!”

Before either of them could respond, Emily turned and disappeared into the maze of hallways, leaving them alone with James.

Chris glanced at James, his brow furrowing slightly in concern. “Is she okay?” he asked, his voice uncertain.

James chuckled softly, the sound low and reassuring. “Oh, she’s just fine,” he replied, his tone carrying an undercurrent of amusement. “You’ll see her again really soon.”

And ten minutes later, they did.


Chapter 6

From their vantage point at the back of the room, where the crowd was thickest, Chris and Lucy’s attention was abruptly drawn to Emily as she reentered the space. Both of them froze, their eyes widening as they took in her transformation.

Emily was no longer dressed as she had been. Now, she wore only a delicate silk robe, the fabric clinging loosely to her frame as she moved with a deliberate, almost hypnotic grace. She walked slowly, her eyes scanning the room until they landed squarely on Chris and Lucy. Her smile was radiant, her confidence palpable, and the moment she stopped on the other side of the glass, she shocked them further by letting the robe slip from her shoulders.

The garment cascaded down her body in a fluid motion, pooling at her feet as she stood completely naked before them.

Lucy’s breath hitched audibly, her body stiffening as she turned instinctively toward Chris, only to catch James’s reaction out of the corner of her eye. His expression radiated pride, a look of deep appreciation for his wife that was only enhanced when he gave Lucy a knowing wink.

The wink sent a ripple through her, stirring an unexpected sharpness of arousal she hadn’t anticipated. Turning her attention back to Emily, Lucy’s heart skipped a beat as she watched her step confidently into the room.

A man approached Emily almost immediately, his interest clear in the way he moved toward her. Without hesitation, Emily reached out, her hand wrapping firmly around his semi-erect cock. Lucy gasped softly, unable to look away as Emily began stroking him with deliberate, confident motions, her touch bringing him to full hardness within seconds.

Lucy’s breath grew shallow as Emily dropped to her knees, her movements slow and sensual, drawing every eye in the room. Her hand guided the man’s cock toward her lips, her mouth opening hungrily as she took him in with practiced ease.

Lucy couldn’t stop the soft sigh that escaped her lips as she watched Emily’s head begin to move, her mouth sliding up and down the man’s shaft. The wet sounds of Emily sucking his cock carried faintly through the room, mingling with the moans and gasps surrounding them.

For Chris, the moment Emily shrugged off her robe, the world seemed to narrow to just her. Everything else faded into a haze as his gaze drank in the sight of her naked body. Her flawless skin glowed softly under the dim lights, her teardrop-shaped breasts rising and falling with each steady breath, her nipples stiff and eager. His eyes wandered lower, to the smooth, bare curve of her pussy, her toned legs, and even down to her painted toes. Every inch of her seemed designed to seduce, to hold him captive. When her tongue darted out to wet her lips, her eyes locking onto his with an unmistakable heat, Chris felt his cock twitch in response. That single look was a silent invitation—a promise that, if he wanted her, she was his for the taking.

But Lucy was by his side, grounding him, even if only barely. It took every ounce of self-control he possessed not to pull his aching cock free right then and there, to wrap his hand around it and stroke himself to the sight of Emily on her knees, pleasuring a very fortunate stranger with her mouth.

Lucy, meanwhile, couldn’t tear her eyes away. She was entranced, watching Emily work. There was nothing timid or hesitant about her. She devoured the man’s cock with a skill and enthusiasm that left Lucy both awed and breathless. Emily’s lips glided up and down the shaft, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him deep, only to pull back and swirl her tongue around the swollen head. Each movement was deliberate, almost artful. When Emily’s hand slid down to her pussy, Lucy couldn’t help but swallow hard. She could see Emily’s fingers rubbing slow, tight circles over her clit, her moans vibrating around the cock in her mouth. Her other hand gripped the base of the man’s shaft firmly, stroking in time with the rhythm of her mouth, driving him closer to the edge.

Lucy’s breath hitched. It wasn’t just the act itself that stunned her—it was the sheer confidence with which Emily did it. Only hours earlier, they’d been chatting like old friends, laughing over cocktails and sharing stories. Now, here she was, completely uninhibited, sucking another man’s cock with raw, unapologetic hunger while her husband watched.

Unable to contain her curiosity any longer, Lucy turned to James, who was sitting comfortably, his eyes glued to his wife’s performance. “That doesn’t bother you?” she asked, her voice low but insistent. “Seeing your wife have sex with another man right in front of you?”

James barely glanced at her, a smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Not at all,” he replied, his tone light, almost amused. “Like she told you in the car, we’ve been doing this for years. Not all the time, just when the mood strikes. Honestly? I love watching her with other people. Don’t ask me to explain it—it just turns me on like crazy.”

Lucy studied his face, searching for any trace of jealousy or unease. Instead, all she saw was admiration, pure and unfiltered. His gaze returned to Emily, and the way he looked at her—like she was the most incredible woman in the world—made Lucy’s stomach flutter. He wasn’t just turned on; he was in awe of her.

As Lucy turned back to the scene unfolding in front of her, she felt her own emotions shift, an unfamiliar heat blooming low in her belly. Emily’s soft moans, the wet sounds of her mouth, the stranger’s groans of pleasure—it all seemed to pulse in time with her own quickening heartbeat. She realized, with a small thrill of shock, that she wasn’t just fascinated by what she was seeing. She was aroused.

Turning her full attention back to Emily, Lucy bit down on her bottom lip again, her teeth pressing harder this time as she watched Emily bend to retrieve a condom from the crumpled robe at her feet. The casual ease with which she moved only made the moment more electrifying. Lucy’s breath caught when Emily tore open the foil packet, her every movement purposeful and assured. Emily placed the condom delicately between her lips, her eyes flicking up to the man’s face with a playful gleam. Without hesitation, she leaned forward, pressing the condom against the swollen head of his cock with her mouth, her tongue guiding it into place. Her hand followed, expertly rolling the latex down the length of his shaft in one smooth motion. The sight sent a rush of heat through Lucy, her pulse racing as she shifted in her seat, feeling her thighs press together instinctively.

Emily wasted no time, pulling the man down onto the cushions with her. Lucy could see her hands moving with practiced confidence, guiding his body into position. Emily’s fingers slipped between them, wrapping around his cock to position him at her entrance. Lucy’s breath hitched as she watched, unable to look away, when Emily let out a deep, guttural moan. That sound, raw and unfiltered, resonated in Lucy’s chest, making her ache with envy and a growing desire she couldn’t quite suppress. The man pressed his full weight onto Emily, his hips sinking forward, and Lucy knew the exact moment he entered her. Emily’s back arched slightly, her nails grazing his shoulders, and her lips parted in a gasp of pure pleasure.

Chris and Lucy sat frozen, their wide eyes locked on the scene unfolding before them. For a long moment, the room seemed to pulse with the rhythm of the couple’s bodies. The man’s hips moved steadily, driving into Emily with an intensity that seemed to grow with each thrust. Emily met his movements eagerly, her legs wrapping around his waist to draw him deeper. Chris felt his cock strain painfully against his pants, his breathing shallow as he watched Emily’s hands slide down the man’s back, her fingers digging into his ass to urge him on. Each time he drove into her, her body responded with a shudder, her moans growing louder, more desperate.

Lucy couldn’t take her eyes off Emily’s face. The way her expression shifted—from coy amusement to raw ecstasy—left Lucy mesmerized. Occasionally, Emily would open her eyes, glancing toward them with a sultry smile that made Lucy’s stomach flutter. The look wasn’t just acknowledgment; it was an invitation, a silent declaration of how much she was enjoying being watched. And then, just as quickly, her eyes would flutter closed again, her focus returning to the pleasure consuming her.

The man’s pace quickened, his thrusts becoming erratic as his body stiffened above her. Emily’s fingers pressed harder against his skin, her legs tightening around him as she rode out the last, frantic moments of his climax. With a sharp groan, his hips jerked, his entire body trembling as he came. Emily’s hands softened, gliding up and down his back, offering him a moment of tenderness as he shuddered through his release. A small grin spread across her lips as she felt him pulse inside her, his breath coming in harsh gasps against her neck.

When his movements stilled, Emily tilted her head up, capturing his lips in a slow, lingering kiss. There was no rush, no urgency, just a gentle intimacy that made Lucy’s chest ache with something she couldn’t quite name. The man pulled back slightly, his hands fumbling to hold the condom in place as he carefully withdrew from her. Emily’s gaze followed, her expression soft and satisfied, as if savoring the connection they’d just shared. Her fingers brushed his cheek briefly before she lay back against the cushions, her chest rising and falling as she caught her breath.

For Lucy, the sight of the condom tip, now heavy with the man’s spent cum, stirred something unexpected inside her. It should have been vulgar, obscene even, but instead, it struck her as intensely erotic. Her eyes lingered on the bulging reservoir, the stark white contrast against the taut latex, and an unbidden heat spread through her chest, settling low in her belly. The image made her pulse quicken, and to her surprise, she felt an unmistakable pang of envy. It wasn’t just the act itself—it was Emily’s uninhibited pleasure, the raw, unrestrained confidence that Lucy found both shocking and intoxicating.

Still flushed from her first encounter, Emily showed no signs of slowing down. Her hunger seemed insatiable. Before Lucy or Chris could fully absorb what had just happened, Emily was already drawing another man into her orbit. Now seated on a wide, low-backed chair in the center of the room, Emily spread her thighs without hesitation, her glistening pussy fully exposed and inviting. The man knelt between her legs, his hands bracing her hips as his tongue flicked eagerly over her slick folds.

Chris couldn’t take his eyes off her. He watched as Emily’s fingers tangled in the man’s hair, her grip firm as she pressed his face deeper into her pussy. Her hips moved with an instinctive rhythm, her moans filling the room, a testament to the pleasure he was giving her. Chris felt a familiar, aching pressure in his pants, and he shifted slightly, his breath catching as he imagined what it must feel like to be between her legs, tasting her arousal, hearing those sounds up close.

Lucy glanced at her husband and felt her chest tighten. His eyes were fixed on Emily, his lips parted slightly as if he were entranced. Yet instead of the jealousy she might have expected, she felt something different—a mix of curiosity and a strange, creeping excitement. The primal energy in the room was unlike anything she’d experienced before, and though she couldn’t deny her unease, she was beginning to understand why Chris was so drawn to it.

Across the room, James leaned back in his chair, his posture relaxed as he observed the scene with an easy familiarity. His gaze shifted to Chris and Lucy, a knowing smile playing on his lips. “She’s going to be busy for a while,” he said, nodding toward Emily, who was now grinding her hips against the man’s face, her head thrown back in ecstasy. “Would you two like to explore the rest of the club?”

Chris answered without hesitation, the words tumbling out before he could think them through. “Not really,” he admitted, his voice low but firm. “I’d really like to watch Emily some more.”

Lucy turned to him, startled by his honesty, yet strangely unbothered by it. She had always trusted Chris, his faithfulness never once in doubt throughout their marriage. Even now, sitting in the middle of this surreal environment, surrounded by naked bodies and uninhibited acts of pleasure, she still felt secure in that trust. And yet, the longer she watched him, the more she felt a flicker of uncertainty. Could she really be so sure? And more unsettling still, could she trust herself? She wasn’t naive. She knew how powerful hormones could be—how they could cloud judgment, blur lines, and push boundaries.

The realization sent a shiver down her spine, but it wasn’t fear she felt—it was temptation. Her lips parted as if to respond, but the words that came out weren’t the ones she expected. “I do, though,” she said, her voice steady, though her pulse was racing. “I want to see what else there is around here.”

By now, with the way the night had unfolded, Chris knew he shouldn’t have been surprised by anything Lucy said or did. But her words still struck him like a jolt, igniting a fresh wave of anticipation and disbelief. She wanted to go exploring. Alone. In a swingers club. Even as he stood there, shaking with lust, his mind spinning from the heady mix of arousal and his long-hidden fantasies coming vividly to life, he found it hard to process. He trusted her completely, just as she trusted him, but the thought of her walking away—without him—pushed him into unfamiliar, exhilarating territory.

His heart thudded heavily in his chest as he looked at her, standing just inches away. God, she was beautiful, flushed and uncertain, but with a spark in her eyes that hinted at the thrill she was trying to suppress. Every rational part of him wanted to ask her to stay, to keep her by his side where things felt safer, more controlled. But the rest of him—the part that was consumed by lust and the possibility of watching Lucy stretch her boundaries—wanted to see what she would do if given the chance.

“It’s up to you,” he said finally, his voice low and rough. He swallowed hard, his arousal making it difficult to focus, especially with the sounds of Emily’s pleasure drifting in from the other room. “I trust you. Go ahead and look around if you want to. As long as you don’t mind if I stay here for a while.”

As the words left his mouth, Chris barely believed them. He was letting her go. In a swingers club, no less. But the truth was, he wanted this for her—and for himself. The possibilities, the unknown, and the raw excitement of the moment were too much to resist.

Lucy’s eyes widened at his response, her breath hitching as she processed what he’d just said. She could see in his expression that this wasn’t a test. Chris had never been the type to play games like that. His words were genuine—an invitation, not a trap. And yet, the way he looked at her made her stomach flutter, a sharp chill racing through her body. He was encouraging her to go, to explore, to step further into this strange, intoxicating world. The realization sent a shiver of anticipation and fear coursing through her veins, and she couldn’t tell which feeling was stronger.

Before she could respond, James stepped closer, his easy charm filling the space between them. “Chris,” he said with a grin, “don’t worry. I’ll keep an eye on her. Promise I’ll be a good boy, too.”

Chris smirked, though his gaze never left Lucy. “Sure,” he replied, his tone wry. “I’ll hold you to that.” But deep down, he didn’t believe James for a second. Not that it mattered. This wasn’t about James. This was about Lucy—and him—and the uncharted territory they were stepping into together, even if they weren’t side by side.

Leaning down, Chris cupped Lucy’s cheek and kissed her softly on the lips, a brief but deliberate reminder of their connection. When he pulled back, his eyes locked on hers, he said, “Have fun. But don’t get anybody in trouble.”

Lucy nodded, her pulse hammering in her ears. She was about to step away when Chris leaned in again, this time close to her ear, his voice a quiet rasp that sent a shiver down her spine. “And remember,” he murmured, “what happens in Vegas stays in Vegas.”

The moment the weight of Chris’s words sank in, Lucy’s eyes widened. Her gaze fixed on him, searching his face for any sign of hesitation or doubt. What she found instead startled her—a look she had never seen from him before. It wasn’t just encouragement or trust. It was deeper, more intense, carrying an edge she couldn’t quite name. It lingered in his eyes, in the faint curve of his lips, and in the tension of his stance.

Her heart stuttered, but she managed a soft smile. “Okay,” she said, her voice steady despite the storm of emotions swirling inside her. Then, with a final glance at her husband, she turned and slipped her arm through James’s, letting him lead her down the dimly lit hallway.

As they walked, Lucy’s thoughts churned, trying to make sense of everything. The thrill of stepping into the unknown mingled with a sharp awareness of the moment’s gravity. Then it hit her—where she had seen that look before. It was the same one James wore whenever he looked at Emily, especially when the topic turned to sex. More specifically, when the conversation veered toward Emily having sex with other people. The realization struck like a lightning bolt, and Lucy’s breath caught in her throat. Her heart skipped a beat—or maybe several. Was it pride she’d seen in Chris’s eyes? Desire? Or something more complex, something she hadn’t yet found the words to describe?

Behind her, Chris stood rooted in place, his mind racing. A part of him wondered if he should’ve kept his thoughts to himself, should’ve told her to stay with him instead of encouraging her to explore. But the larger part—the part still burning with lust and anticipation—knew he wouldn’t take it back. Not now. Not ever. He watched as James and Lucy walked away, their figures growing smaller until they disappeared around a corner.

The moment they were gone, he exhaled sharply, as if releasing all the tension he hadn’t realized he’d been holding. Turning back to the scene in front of him, he froze, his jaw slackening. Emily hadn’t stopped. Where a man had been moments ago, there was now a woman. Her dark hair framed her face as her mouth worked between Emily’s thighs, her tongue moving in quick, intricate patterns over Emily’s swollen, pink clit. Emily’s head was thrown back, her lips parted in a soundless moan, her fingers clutching the woman’s hair to guide her. The sight alone was enough to leave Chris breathless, his cock straining painfully against the confines of his pants.

Meanwhile, as he led Lucy down the hall, James’s heart raced, thundering in his chest like a drumbeat. He couldn’t believe his luck. The idea of being alone with Lucy tonight had seemed like a fantasy, something he wouldn’t dare hope for, and yet here she was, walking beside him. Her arm rested lightly on his, her perfume faint but intoxicating. He turned his head slightly, taking her in—the flush in her cheeks, the slight nervousness in her eyes, the way her lips pressed together as if she were deep in thought.

Finally, unable to keep the excitement out of his voice, James broke the silence. “I have to say,” he began, his tone casual but carrying a charged undercurrent, “I’m both surprised and pleased that Chris didn’t object to you going off alone with me.”

Smiling nervously, Lucy replied, “I am, too!” Her voice wavered slightly, betraying the swirl of emotions beneath her calm exterior. After a brief pause, she added, half-joking but with an unmistakable edge of vulnerability, “That doesn’t mean you’re going to jump on me now, does it?”

James’s smile softened as he looked at her, his tone gentle but confident. “No way. Far from it,” he said, his voice calm, almost soothing. He paused for a moment, letting the air settle between them, before adding, “I wouldn’t do anything you didn’t want. You’re in control here, Lucy.”

His reassurance helped ease the knot in her chest, though the butterflies didn’t entirely disappear. She offered a small smile in return, and they continued walking. After a few moments of silence, James broke it with an easy, conversational tone. “Well, is there any particular place around here you’d like to explore?”

Lucy hesitated, the nervous energy coursing through her making it hard to focus. She wasn’t sure what to expect—or even what she wanted. “I don’t know,” she admitted quickly, her words tumbling out in a rush. “What kinds of things could we see?”

James chuckled softly, sensing her caution but also her curiosity. He wanted to ease her nerves, to make her feel comfortable enough to lean into the experience. “Well,” he began, his voice light, “there’s an S&M room we could visit—people experimenting with bondage, domination, that sort of thing. Or there’s an area for women looking to play with other women, if that’s something you’d like to check out. And coming up shortly, there’s a place for women who want to be the complete center of attention—like, playing with multiple people at once.”

He glanced at her as he spoke, gauging her reaction. Lucy’s brow furrowed slightly, her lips pressing together as she processed the options. It was a lot to take in, and the sheer openness of it all left her both anxious and intrigued.

As James finished speaking, they passed a doorway with a bold sign above it: COUPLES ONLY. The words caught Lucy’s attention, and she stopped mid-step, tilting her head toward the entrance. “What’s this room?” she asked, her voice tinged with curiosity.

James followed her gaze. “That’s for couples looking to play with other couples, exclusively,” he explained. “Or for couples who want to be watched by other couples while they’re having sex but don’t want to switch partners. Kind of a middle ground.”

Lucy’s eyes lit up with intrigue, the idea both thrilling and a little intimidating. “Can we go in there?” she asked quickly, her voice a mix of eagerness and nervousness.

James smiled, nodding slightly, though his expression turned a bit more serious as he explained. “We could, yeah. But there’s kind of an unwritten rule for that room. If you go in, you have to be doing something intimate with your partner—kissing, touching, that kind of thing. And…” He hesitated, watching her carefully, “you have to be at least partially naked to go in.”

Lucy blinked, the weight of his words settling over her. Partially naked? Her cheeks flushed at the thought, but she couldn’t deny the flicker of intrigue that followed. She glanced back at the sign, then at James, her mind racing. Would Chris expect her to try something like this? Did she want to?

She swallowed hard, her lips parting slightly as if to speak, but no words came out. James waited patiently, his demeanor calm and reassuring, giving her the space to decide for herself. The hallway seemed to grow quieter, the distant hum of voices and laughter fading into the background as she considered her next move.


Chapter 7

When Lucy didn’t immediately start walking again, James felt a spark of intrigue ripple through him. She seemed frozen in place, her eyes flickering toward the door marked COUPLES ONLY, as though weighing her options. From the faint flush creeping up her neck, he could tell she’d heard the soft moans occasionally escaping the room, their muffled intensity hinting at the pleasures happening just beyond the threshold.

Then, to his surprise and delight, she asked, “What’s ‘partially naked’ mean?”

James felt a rush of heat rise to his face. He swallowed, his voice faltering slightly as he replied, “Um… bra and panties—or lingerie—would be okay. But, uh… nothing would be even better.” He let the last part hang in the air, his eyes searching hers for a reaction.

Lucy’s expression didn’t give much away, but he could tell she was thinking it over. Her lips parted slightly, her fingers brushing against the hem of her dress as though she might be considering what it would feel like to step inside. His heart pounded, the anticipation tightening in his chest as he silently urged her forward.

But then, she took a step away. James watched as her head turned down the hallway, her feet following, and disappointment settled over him like a heavy weight. He let out a quiet breath, steadying himself as they continued walking. He hadn’t expected to feel quite so invested in her decision, but he was. There was something intoxicating about Lucy—the mix of innocence, curiosity, and the faint flicker of boldness he’d seen in her eyes just moments before.

They rounded another corner, and James felt a shift in the air as the low hum of voices grew louder. Ahead of them was a small crowd gathered near an open doorway. Before Lucy could ask, James leaned closer, speaking just loud enough for her to hear. “This is the place I mentioned earlier. The one for women who want to be the complete center of attention.”

Lucy hesitated, glancing toward the group of men clustered near the door. She raised an eyebrow, silently prompting him to explain further.

James smiled faintly, lowering his voice as though sharing a secret. “The unwritten rule here? The woman has to be intimate with at least two other people. The more, the merrier.”

Lucy’s breath caught, her eyes widening slightly. She had seen scenes like this before, on the screens of adult movies late at night, but to hear about it happening in real life was something else entirely. The idea felt both shocking and surreal, her mind racing with questions. Who were these women? What made them do this? Did they feel empowered, or was it something else? She couldn’t imagine it—being so free, so brazen, so unapologetically hedonistic.

And yet, despite her shock, she felt an undeniable tug of curiosity. It wasn’t just fascination—it was a visceral need to see, to understand. Emboldened by that curiosity, Lucy stepped forward, maneuvering her way through the crowd of men with surprising determination.

James followed closely, his pulse quickening as he watched her. The men parted as she moved past, their gazes heavy with barely concealed lust. Lucy was oblivious to it, her focus solely on what lay ahead. When she reached the front of the crowd, she froze, her fingers flying to her lips as a loud gasp escaped her.

Before her, two women lay sprawled in the center of the room, each surrounded by a crowd of eager, hungry men. Every inch of their bodies seemed to be claimed, touched, or explored, the boundaries of desire and inhibition shattered. Lucy’s breath hitched as she took in the scene, her eyes widening at the sheer hedonism unfolding before her.

Her gaze quickly fixated on the woman to her right, who was several years older and far more voluptuous than Lucy herself. The woman reclined on her back, utterly uninhibited, her body an offering to the men surrounding her. Lucy felt a sharp pang of something she couldn’t name—envy? Awe?—as her eyes wandered over the scene. The woman’s ample breasts rose and fell with her deep, languid breaths, each nipple captured by the greedy mouths of two different men. One was white, his jaw working as he suckled hungrily, while the other was black, his dark hand cupping the heavy swell of her breast as his tongue flicked over her nipple.

Lucy’s eyes trailed lower, a soft sigh escaping her lips when she saw another man positioned between the woman’s parted thighs. He moved with deliberate focus, his hand gripping the base of a large, pink dildo as he worked it in and out of her glistening pussy. His tongue darted out to tease her clit, flicking over the hood with practiced precision. The woman’s hips lifted to meet him, her moans spilling into the air like music, unashamed and unrestrained.

Lucy’s focus shifted back to the woman’s face, and her breath caught when she saw her guiding a black man’s enormous cock to her lips. The sheer size of him made Lucy swallow hard, her body flushing with heat as she watched the woman’s lips part to take him in. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him deeply, her hand stroking the shaft of another equally impressive cock that belonged to a man kneeling on her opposite side. The woman alternated between the two men with ease, her hands and mouth working in perfect rhythm, their grins widening with every stroke and lick.

Lucy’s heart pounded as she watched, her mind reeling at the rawness of it all. She wasn’t just observing—it felt as though she were being drawn into their world, her body responding in ways she hadn’t anticipated. Her nipples tightened painfully beneath her dress, the ache almost unbearable as the scene continued to unfold.

After what felt like an eternity, Lucy’s attention was drawn to the other woman in the room. She shifted her focus to the left, her breath catching as she realized things were escalating quickly. This woman was younger, tall, and slender, her blonde hair cascading down her back as she adjusted her position. Lucy’s eyes widened further as she realized the woman was preparing to be sandwiched between two men. The sheer audacity of it made her stomach flutter, and she bit down hard on her lower lip, unable to look away.

Less than a minute later, the blonde was moaning loudly, her body writhing in ecstasy. One man, Hispanic and broad-shouldered, thrust into her ass from behind, his hands gripping her hips tightly as he drove himself deeper. Beneath her, a black man gripped her thighs as he buried his cock into her pussy, fucking her with unrelenting intensity. The woman’s cries of pleasure filled the room, her voice raw and uninhibited. Each thrust from the men seemed to send her higher, her body arching and twisting between them as they worked her into a frenzy.

Lucy felt her breath coming in shallow gasps, her body trembling as she continued to watch. Her own arousal surged as she noticed three more men stepping forward, their cocks hard and ready. They positioned themselves in front of the blonde, their hands tangling in her hair as they took turns thrusting into her mouth. The woman’s muffled moans didn’t falter, even as one cock after another slid past her lips, muffling her screams of ecstasy. The sight was almost too much for Lucy to process, her senses overwhelmed by the sheer depravity and lust surrounding her.

For the next ten minutes or so, Lucy stood frozen in place, unable to tear her eyes away from the spectacle unfolding before her. Her body trembled harder than it ever had before, her breathing shallow and uneven as she watched the two women being maneuvered into a series of increasingly explicit positions. The men surrounding them seemed to take control with practiced ease, handling the women’s bodies as if they were theirs to command, their every action unapologetically primal.

Lucy’s heart pounded as she took it all in, her gaze darting from one interaction to the next. She watched as the men thrust their cocks into the women’s mouths, pussies, and asses, their grunts of pleasure blending with the women’s moans in a cacophony of raw lust. The women responded eagerly, their hands and mouths constantly in motion, moving from one thick, pulsing erection to the next without hesitation. Each touch, each sound, seemed to fuel the frenzy in the room, the energy becoming almost palpable.

Her chest rose and fell rapidly as she saw one man seize the blonde by her hips, pulling her back onto his cock while another fed her his length from the front. Her slender frame arched beautifully, her cries muffled by the cock filling her mouth. Meanwhile, the voluptuous brunette was on her knees nearby, her large breasts bouncing as she stroked two men simultaneously, her tongue swirling around the head of a third cock, teasing it with wet, deliberate movements.

Lucy’s audible sighs punctuated the scene, each one earning a sidelong glance from James, who stood close beside her. His own breathing had quickened, but he said nothing, his attention focused entirely on Lucy’s reactions.

They both watched in stunned silence as, one by one, the men reached their peaks. The first let out a guttural groan, his cock twitching as he erupted, streams of thick cum splattering across the blonde’s chest and stomach. The second came moments later, his release painting the brunette’s flushed face as she grinned up at him, licking her lips. Each man was quickly replaced by another, their eager, waiting cocks ready to take their place in the carnal rotation.

Lucy’s thighs clenched together instinctively as her arousal reached an unbearable height. Her body felt like it was on fire, her nipples aching beneath the thin fabric of her dress as she continued to watch. She wasn’t just witnessing something forbidden—she was being drawn into it, the lines between voyeur and participant blurring with every passing second.

She glanced at James, whose gaze remained fixed on her, his expression a mix of curiosity and desire. He could see the effect the scene was having on her, the way her body shifted restlessly, her lips parting as if she were on the verge of speaking but couldn’t quite find the words.

“Quite the view, isn’t it?” he murmured softly, his voice low and laced with tension.

Lucy didn’t respond, her eyes snapping back to the scene in front of her as another man gripped the blonde’s hair, guiding her mouth back to his cock. The brunette let out a deep moan, her body arching as she was filled once more, her hands reaching blindly for the next eager participant.

As all of this unfolded before her, Lucy couldn’t suppress the soft, audible sighs that escaped her lips. The heat inside her seemed to build with every passing second, the combination of the scene in front of her and the presence of James pressing closer making her senses swirl. Her breath hitched when she felt his hands settle lightly on her shoulders, his touch warm and steady.

A sharp tingle coursed through her body as his fingertips began a slow, deliberate slide up and down her upper arms, the motion sending goosebumps racing across her skin. When his touch shifted to the nape of her neck, tracing the soft, sensitive skin there, she shivered, her body responding instinctively. The intimacy of the gesture caught her off guard, yet she didn’t pull away.

Lost in the spectacle before her, combined with the warmth of his hands and the electric pull of his proximity, Lucy barely realized she was tilting her head slightly to the side. It wasn’t until she felt the soft brush of James’s lips near her ear, followed by the heat of his breath grazing her skin, that her awareness sharpened. The faint pressure of his chin against her neck made her hairs stand on end, and deep inside her, she felt an involuntary contraction, a reminder of just how aroused she was.

She sighed again, her voice barely audible above the sounds from the room, and then she heard him. His voice was low, smooth, and laced with suggestion. “Is there a part of you wishing you were one of those women, Lucy?”

The question seemed to linger in the air, wrapping itself around her. Her heart pounded, her mind struggling to process both his words and her own reaction. But before she could even consider an answer, she felt it—his body pressing tighter against hers, the unmistakable hardness of his erection pressing into the small of her back.

A jolt of alarm cut through her haze, snapping her back to reality. Warning bells blared in her head, loud and insistent. She stepped away quickly, her body still tingling but her mind now firmly in control. Turning to face him, her voice wavered slightly as she said, “We need to stop! Chris could see us! We should go!”

James’s jaw tightened briefly, a flicker of frustration passing over his features before he caught himself. Damn, he thought, biting back his disappointment. Don’t push it with her like that.

By the time they turned the corner, leaving the crowd and the charged energy of the room behind, James had composed himself. He let out a slow, measured breath and said, “I’m sorry. I guess I let my hormones get the best of me.” His voice was calm, but there was an edge of genuine regret beneath it.

Lucy glanced at him, her chest still rising and falling unevenly, her body still burning with residual heat. She managed a small, understanding smile. “That’s okay. I was letting mine get the best of me, too.”

Her words hung between them, soft but charged. As she looked at James, she could see the sincerity in his eyes. He hadn’t meant to overstep—it was as though the moment had overtaken them both. Thinking about everything that had transpired between them so far that night, Lucy couldn’t help but feel flattered. His attention, his desire—it made her feel sexy in a way she hadn’t in years. She wasn’t sure if it was the environment, James, or a mix of both, but she couldn’t deny the thrill it gave her.

When they arrived at a divide in the hallway, Lucy’s attention was drawn to the left. She peered down the corridor, noticing it stretched about thirty feet, lined with three doors on each side. Her curiosity flared, and she gestured toward it. “What’s down here?” she asked, her voice light but tinged with genuine interest.

James followed her gaze, a knowing smile tugging at his lips. Memories of this section of the club flooded his mind. “Those are private rooms,” he explained, his tone casual but slightly playful. “Places where couples—or groups—can go for privacy.”

Lucy’s eyes lingered on the hallway, her imagination immediately conjuring images of what might be happening behind those doors. The thought sent a new wave of heat through her, but she kept her expression neutral. “Privacy, huh?” she murmured, more to herself than to James.

James nodded, his smile widening slightly. “Sometimes,” he said with a smirk, “privacy is… relative around here.”

Her lips twitched into a faint smile, though her mind was racing with possibilities. She wasn’t sure what she wanted—or if she even wanted to know—but her curiosity had been undeniably awakened.

Without looking back at James, Lucy started down the hallway, her steps slow and deliberate as curiosity pulled her forward. She stopped in front of the first door, her ears catching the unmistakable sounds of pleasure coming from the other side. A woman’s moans, loud and uninhibited, filled the air, her voice dripping with the kind of ecstasy that sent a flush creeping up Lucy’s neck. Biting her lower lip, Lucy fought the urge to linger, but couldn’t resist glancing back at James with a playful grin. His expression was unreadable, but the glint in his eyes told her he wasn’t immune to the charged energy of the moment.

She moved further down the hallway, stopping when she came to an empty room. Pushing the door open, she stepped inside, her heart racing as she took in the setup. The centerpiece of the room was a large, luxurious bed, its edges surrounded by what looked like wide steps but were clearly designed as seating—meant for an audience to comfortably watch whatever unfolded on the mattress.

An idea sparked in Lucy’s mind, one that felt equal parts mischievous and daring. Her earlier nerves were still present, but they were being steadily overtaken by something else—a desire to tease, to take control of the game James seemed to enjoy playing.

Kicking off her shoes, she stepped onto the bed barefoot, the soft give of the mattress beneath her feet adding to her growing sense of freedom. She bounced on it lightly at first, her movements playful, testing the space. Then, as James leaned casually against the doorway, his arms crossed and his gaze fixed firmly on her, Lucy let herself go a step further.

She moved her hips slowly, her body swaying in a way that mimicked the dancers she had seen earlier in the evening. It was uncharacteristic, almost impulsive, but the look on James’s face made her boldness worth it. His grin widened as her movements became more deliberate, her hands sliding over her sides and hips in an imitation of the sensual confidence she had admired in others.

The thrill of it lasted only a moment before self-consciousness crept in, her cheeks flushing as she laughed softly to herself. She dropped onto the mattress, lying back against its plush surface as she exhaled deeply, enjoying the brief reprieve.

“It’s comfortable,” she said, half to herself, before turning her attention to James. Her voice took on a more playful edge as she boldly asked, “So, have you ever had sex with anybody in here?”

James’s grin grew as he stepped into the room, closing the door partway behind him. He leaned against the wall, clearly enjoying the shift in her demeanor. “Yes,” he said, his tone light but with a hint of suggestion. “I’ve had sex in here a few times.”

Lucy arched an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. “Ever with anyone other than your wife?” The words left her lips before she fully processed what she was asking, and she immediately felt a wave of surprise at her own boldness.

James chuckled, tilting his head slightly as though considering his answer. “A few,” he admitted, his tone easy.

“How many?” Lucy pressed, leaning up slightly on her elbows. She wasn’t sure why she cared, but the question felt impossible to resist.

He smirked, clearly enjoying the game that was unfolding between them. “I don’t know,” he replied casually. “Five or six, maybe?”

Lucy’s lips parted slightly in surprise. “Five or six?” she echoed, her voice betraying equal parts shock and fascination. She paused, then asked with a playful edge, “What’s the wildest thing you’ve done in here?”

James’s eyes sparkled as he stepped closer, clearly relishing her growing curiosity. “Wildest thing?” he repeated, as though savoring the memory. “That’s a tough one. You might not believe me if I told you.”

Lucy sat up fully now, her legs crossed beneath her, her attention fixed on him. “Try me,” she said, her tone daring as the air between them seemed to hum with unspoken tension.

“Hands down? Me and a few friends once took part in a gangbang in here,” James said, his voice low and deliberate, his eyes fixed on Lucy’s reaction.

Her breath caught, her lips parting slightly, but she didn’t respond. Encouraged by her silence, James continued, leaning against the wall as though recounting the story was nothing more than a casual anecdote. “It was about a year ago. She was a gorgeous young blonde, couldn’t have been older than twenty-five. She came in here with a spark in her eye, and, well…” He smirked, letting the pause hang for just a second before he added, “Let’s just say we didn’t leave her disappointed.”

Lucy’s gaze flickered, her chest rising and falling faster now as James began to recount the details. He described how he and his friends had seduced the woman, how she’d let herself go completely, surrendering to their attentions. The way she’d taken each of them in turn, her moans filling the room, her body moving with unrestrained pleasure. He didn’t shy away from describing what he’d done to her, the positions they’d taken, the ways she’d cried out for more. Every word was laden with vivid, explicit imagery, and as James spoke, his own arousal became undeniable.

He hoped the story would have the same effect on Lucy, and it did—but not without a price. As the heat inside her grew, so did her nerves. Her hands fidgeted in her lap, her toes curling against the carpet as she tried to process what she was hearing. She could feel her heartbeat in her throat, her body betraying her as it responded to the rawness of his words.

When James finally fell silent, the air between them felt charged, heavy with unspoken tension. Their eyes locked, and for a moment, neither of them moved. Then James broke the silence, his voice dropping to a husky murmur. “You know what? I think you’re teasing me, Lucy. And because of it…” His gaze flicked downward as he added, “You’ve made me hard as a rock.”

Lucy’s breath hitched audibly as she watched James reach down, his hand palming the unmistakable bulge in his slacks. Her eyes widened, a rush of adrenaline coursing through her veins as her heart began to pound. She couldn’t look away.

“See?” he said simply, his voice calm but laced with something darker, more primal.

Her gaze remained fixed on his hand, watching as his fingers gripped the thick outline of his erection. Her breathing quickened, her lips parting slightly as a sharp, involuntary sigh escaped her. She hated that she couldn’t control her reaction.

James studied her carefully, noting the way her body tensed, her shoulders rising with every quick, shallow breath. There was fear in her eyes, yes, but there was something else, too—something undeniable. Her arousal was written across her face, mingling with her nerves in a way that made her look utterly irresistible.

“You’re beautiful like this,” he said softly, taking a step closer, his voice like a gentle caress. “So tell me, Lucy. Be honest. Are you as excited as I obviously am?”

Her throat tightened as she drew in a nervous breath, trying to steady herself, but her trembling hands betrayed her.

“Are you?” James pressed, his voice dipping lower. “Are you as wet as I am hard?”

Lucy’s breath hitched again, but she couldn’t find the words to answer. Her body felt like it was on fire, her mind reeling as the tension between them reached a breaking point.

Sensing her hesitation, James stepped to the side, his movements slow and deliberate as he reached for the door and began to close it.

The soft click of the door snapping Lucy out of her trance. She grabbed her shoes quickly, her feet moving before her mind could fully catch up. “I’m sorry!” she said, her voice high and rushed as she moved toward the door. “I didn’t mean to tease you like this!”

As Lucy moved to pass him, James extended a hand, emboldened by the deep arousal coursing through him. His palm landed gently on her stomach, halting her movement. The touch was firm but unthreatening, his fingers splayed just below her ribs, as though trying to ground her in the moment.

“It’s okay,” he murmured, his voice low and laced with heat. “But would you please answer one thing before you go?”

Lucy froze, her heart pounding so loudly she was certain he could hear it. She couldn’t bring herself to meet his gaze, her body trembling under the weight of his presence.

“Can you answer what I asked a few seconds ago?” James continued, his tone soft but insistent. His hand remained steady against her stomach, a silent reminder of their proximity. “Are you as turned on as I am?”

The gentle pressure of his hand, combined with the raw, aroused timbre of his voice, sent a fresh wave of shivers through Lucy’s body. She felt trapped—not by him, but by her own warring emotions. Her mind screamed at her to move, to pull away, but her body refused to obey. The only sound between them was their shallow, uneven breathing, the charged silence stretching unbearably.

Then, as though sensing her struggle, James leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear. His voice dropped to a whisper, coaxing her further. “Are you?”

Lucy’s body betrayed her entirely now, shaking so hard she thought her knees might give out. Her skin burned with a flush of shame, fear, and undeniable arousal, her head swimming as she fought to collect herself. Finally, the question—his presence—pushed her over the edge.

“Y-yes,” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper.

The single word hung in the air, raw and vulnerable, before it settled deep in James’s chest. A sharp chill of excitement ran through him, but he wanted more. Needed more.

Tilting his head slightly, he pressed her again, his tone firmer now, his breath brushing her cheek. “Are you as wet as I am hard?”

Lucy’s heart raced so fast it felt as though it might burst. She swallowed hard, the effort almost painful, and closed her eyes as the weight of his question sank into her. It felt impossible to say it, but something inside her—something raw and unguarded—compelled her to answer.

Softly, so faintly it was almost lost to the air, she whispered, “Yes.”

The sound of her admission sent a tremor through James, a low, shaky sigh escaping his lips. His hand flexed slightly against her stomach, his self-control hanging by a thread. For a moment, he simply stood there, the reality of her confession crashing over him like a wave.

Holding their bodies loosely against each other, they could feel the faint tremors coursing through both of them. Neither could bring themselves to meet the other’s eyes, their heads tilted slightly away, as though even a glance might shatter the fragile line they were walking. Yet neither moved to pull away.

James’s hand remained on Lucy’s stomach, his touch light but deliberate. Slowly, his fingertips began to trace gentle, teasing patterns along her skin, brushing the sides of her abdomen. The soft caress sent shivers racing through her, her breath catching with each stroke. She felt both grounded and completely unmoored, her body trembling in ways she couldn’t control.

Lost in the moment, his arousal clouding his judgment, James let his fingers dip a fraction lower before speaking again, his voice soft but edged with heat. “I saw the way you were looking at me,” he murmured. “When I was touching myself. I know you’ve seen another man’s cock tonight… but have you ever felt one? One that wasn’t your husband’s?”

The boldness of the question hit Lucy like a physical force, her chest rising sharply as she drew in an unsteady breath. Her lips parted, and for a long moment, she couldn’t form a response. Finally, with a voice so small it was barely audible, she whispered, “No.”

James sighed, the sound low and heavy. His fingers stilled for a moment against her skin, but only briefly. “Have you ever wanted to?” he asked, his voice deepening as he pressed her further.

Lucy felt faint, her legs unsteady beneath her as the weight of his words settled over her. Her mind screamed for her to run, to break free of the dangerous tension spiraling between them, but her body betrayed her completely. She couldn’t stop the truth from spilling out, her voice trembling as she replied, “Sometimes.”

James felt his heart slam against his ribcage, her answer igniting a fire inside him. He hesitated only briefly before leaning in closer, his breath warm against her temple. “How about now?” he asked softly, his voice so close it sent a chill racing down her spine.

Lucy swallowed hard, her throat dry and tight as she fought to gather herself. Her instincts told her to deny it, to push him away, but her body seemed to act on its own. After a long, agonizing pause, she whispered, “Yes.”

The single word sent a wave of heat crashing through James, his heart racing so fast it felt as though it might explode. He could barely contain himself, his arousal climbing to its peak as he pressed forward, his voice rasping with urgency. “Would you like to touch me?” he asked, his tone raw and laden with need. “Would you like that one opportunity to touch another man… to happen right now?”

Lucy shuddered visibly, an intense chill coursing through her entire body as his words sank in. Her breathing quickened, her chest rising and falling as the tension in the room seemed to close in around them. She knew the answer—her body screamed it at her—but the weight of reality clawed its way back, tugging her from the brink.

“I shouldn’t,” she said finally, her voice cracking under the strain of her emotions. She stepped back just enough to create a sliver of space between them, her eyes still avoiding his. “I’m married. We’re both married,” she added, the words tumbling out in a desperate attempt to remind herself where the line was drawn.

“With what my wife is doing right now,” James began, his voice steady but brimming with quiet intensity, “you know that’s not a problem for me. Your husband is probably watching her fuck somebody else right now.” He let the words hang in the air for a moment, their boldness sinking into the charged space between them. Then, after a brief pause, he added, his voice softer but no less daring, “I would love to be the first man you’ve touched since you got married, Lucy. That would be a tremendous thrill for me.”

Lucy’s breath hitched audibly, her chest rising and falling as she tried to process the weight of his words. She still hadn’t moved to leave the room, as James had half-expected her to. Her indecision—the way she lingered, caught in a storm of conflicting emotions—emboldened him further.

Realizing she wasn’t going to make the first move, James decided to push her, knowing full well he was taking a massive risk. But at that moment, he didn’t care. His desire for her burned too fiercely to hold back.

Slowly, deliberately, he reached down and gently took her hand in his. His touch was firm yet careful, as though testing the boundaries of her willingness. Lucy’s fingers tensed briefly in his grasp, but she didn’t pull away. Encouraged, James guided her hand downward, his movements unhurried but purposeful.

When her palm made contact with the hard bulge in his pants, James exhaled sharply, the sensation sending a rush of heat through him. He pressed her hand against himself, the warmth of her touch igniting every nerve in his body. For a moment, neither of them moved, their breathing the only sound in the room.

Then, James began to move her hand, guiding it up and down the length of his erection. His grip remained light, allowing her the space to resist if she chose, but she didn’t. Feeling no resistance, he continued, savoring the softness of her fingers as they moved along him.

The tension in the room thickened, the air growing heavy with unspoken desire. James watched Lucy’s face closely, her eyes wide but focused, her lips slightly parted as she stared downward, transfixed by what she was doing.

A minute later, with his heart racing and his arousal peaking, James slowly removed his hand, stepping aside to let her decide what came next. His pulse thundered in his ears as he waited, half-expecting her to stop, to step back and flee.

But she didn’t.

To his immense satisfaction, Lucy’s hand continued to move on its own, her motions tentative at first but growing bolder with each passing second. Her fingers traced the shape of him through the fabric of his slacks, her touch sending waves of pleasure through him.

James groaned softly as her movements became more deliberate, his eyes closing briefly as he let himself revel in the sensation. The sound seemed to embolden her further, her grip tightening slightly as she occasionally squeezed him, testing his reaction.

Lucy’s concentration deepened, her focus entirely on the act, as though nothing else in the world existed in that moment. The sight of her—hesitant yet determined, her small hand moving with increasing confidence—nearly drove James over the edge.

As for Lucy, even as she stood there, her hand wrapped around another man, she couldn’t believe what she was doing. The size and hardness of James beneath her touch felt surreal, almost otherworldly. Even through the fabric of his slacks, the heat and firmness of him were undeniable. She wondered briefly if this was all some kind of dream, a strange fantasy playing out in her mind. But the weight of his presence, the sound of his breathing, and the tremor in her own body reminded her this was no illusion.

Her thoughts scattered completely when James moved his hand, reaching for his belt. She froze, her eyes locked on his movements as he deftly released the buckle. The quiet click of the metal sounded impossibly loud in the stillness of the room. A second later, he loosened a button and then, slowly, deliberately, slid the zipper down the length of his slacks. The soft rasp of the teeth unfastening made Lucy’s pulse quicken, her breaths shallow as her gaze followed every motion.

She felt a powerful rush—a mix of shock, nervousness, and undeniable arousal—when James finally broke the silence, his voice low and filled with hunger. “Do you want to see it?” he asked softly.

The question hung between them, charged with a weight that made Lucy’s chest tighten. She knew this was it—her last chance to back away, to stop before crossing an invisible line she could never uncross. If she said no, she could still leave with her conscience bruised but intact.

But she couldn’t bring herself to stop.

Her mind scrambled to justify her actions, clinging to the idea that this wasn’t really cheating. It was just touching. Just looking. That was all. She repeated the thought like a mantra, trying to quiet the voice of guilt that whispered in the back of her mind. Finally, after what felt like an eternity, she nodded. The movement was small, hesitant, her eyes unable to meet James’s as she gave her answer.

James’s heart raced, the subtle gesture filling him with anticipation and triumph. He saw the conflict on her face, the trembling in her body, and it only fueled his desire. Slowly, his slacks slid down his legs, pooling at his feet. The motion was unhurried, deliberate, as though savoring the moment was just as important as the act itself.

Lucy’s hormones raged, a potent mix of nervous anticipation and raw curiosity coursing through her. She felt as though she were standing on the edge of a cliff, teetering between fear and exhilaration. Her hands hung loosely at her sides, her fingers still tingling from where they’d touched him moments ago.

James watched her closely, his own breath quickening as he reached for the waistband of his boxers. Sliding his thumbs inside, he hesitated for only a moment before pushing them down to mid-thigh. The motion was smooth, practiced, exposing himself fully to her for the first time.

The instant her eyes landed on James’s erection, Lucy released a moaning sigh that she hadn’t meant to let escape. The sound was soft, almost trembling, as another chill raced up and down her spine. Her body betrayed her completely, her nipples hardening even more beneath her dress, the ache so sharp it sent a fresh wave of heat coursing through her.

She couldn’t look away.

Just a foot or two away from her, James stood fully exposed, and Lucy’s breath hitched as she took him in. Her first coherent thought was how much bigger he was compared to Chris. Her husband’s cock, when fully aroused, was around six inches long, something she’d always considered perfectly normal. She knew that was average for most men—she’d even looked it up once, during a playful moment between them. But James…

James was something else entirely.

Her eyes roamed over him, taking in every detail. His cock was easily at least eight inches long, maybe more, and it stood thick and proud, the veins along its length accentuating its girth. But it wasn’t just the length that left her breathless—it was the sheer thickness. He had to be at least an inch wider than Chris, maybe more, and the comparison was impossible to ignore.

Her mouth went dry, her lips parting slightly as she struggled to process what she was seeing. A strange mix of emotions churned inside her—shock, awe, intimidation, and an undeniable, rising curiosity. The weight of his size made her stomach flutter, a nervous energy building within her that left her trembling.

Lucy’s hands instinctively pressed into her lap, her fingers fidgeting as though trying to ground herself. She felt the heat rising in her cheeks as she realized she couldn’t stop staring, her gaze locked on James’s cock as if it had some magnetic pull she was powerless to resist. The room around her seemed to fade, leaving only the two of them and the quiet, electric tension hanging between them.

Her mind raced, trying to reconcile what she was feeling. She was intimidated, no question about it. The thought of a man that size touching her, entering her, was both thrilling and terrifying. Could she even handle something like that?

But alongside the intimidation came something else, something she couldn’t suppress no matter how hard she tried: a deep, visceral curiosity. A part of her—a growing, undeniable part—wanted to reach out, to touch him, to feel his heat and weight against her hand again.

Her breath hitched as her thighs pressed together tightly, the dampness between them a silent confession she couldn’t ignore.

James, still standing patiently, watched her with a quiet intensity, his chest rising and falling in measured breaths. He could see the conflict playing out across her face, the way her gaze darted along his length, her lips parting as if she wanted to say something but couldn’t find the words.

“I know what you’re thinking,” he murmured softly, his voice steady but laced with arousal. “And it’s okay to be curious, Lucy. You’re allowed to want this.”

The words sent another shiver through her, her body reacting instinctively to his low, soothing tone. Her heart pounded in her chest, her mind screaming for her to pull back, to regain some semblance of control. But her body? Her body had other plans.

She swallowed hard, her voice trembling as she finally managed to whisper, “You’re… so much bigger.”

The confession tumbled out before she could stop it, her cheeks burning as she realized what she’d said.

James smiled faintly, his confidence radiating as he stepped just an inch closer, closing the already intimate space between them. “I noticed you staring,” he said gently, his tone teasing but not unkind. “Go ahead, Lucy. You can touch me again. I want you to.”

Her hands twitched, her fingers flexing as if deciding for themselves whether to obey. The nervous energy inside her swirled with her mounting desire, her curiosity pushing her closer to the edge. She knew this was a line she shouldn’t cross, but standing there, confronted by James’s size and the raw intensity of the moment, she wasn’t sure she could stop herself.

Not needing his encouragement but feeling a surge of arousal at hearing it, Lucy did just as he asked. Slowly, tentatively, she reached for him, her hand trembling as it closed around James’s cock. The instant she felt him—his heat, his heaviness, the undeniable reality of his size—a powerful rush coursed through her, leaving her breathless.

Her mind raced, barely able to comprehend what she was doing, but her body moved on instinct. Shaking slightly, she began to explore him, her fingers tracing the thick veins that ran along the length of his shaft. The texture of him, firm and warm, sent another wave of heat spiraling through her.

As she moved her hand lower, she let her fingertips linger at the deep curve where the thick shaft met the bulbous head. She marveled at the way his cock felt under her touch, her breaths coming in rapid, shallow gasps as her fingers slid over the sensitive ridge of his head. It was impossibly smooth compared to the roughness of the shaft, and the contrast intrigued her, pulling her deeper into the moment.

With each new sensation, her confidence grew. Slowly, she tightened her grip, testing his response as she began to slide her hand up and down his length. James shivered under her touch, a soft groan escaping his lips, and the sound sent a jolt of pleasure through her.

For several minutes, Lucy lost herself in the act, her lips caught between her teeth as she nibbled on her bottom lip, her eyes fixed on what she was doing. Her hand moved with growing assurance, her fingers exploring every inch of him, savoring the weight and heat of his manhood. The room was silent except for the sound of their breathing—hers rapid and uneven, his deep and steady.

James, savoring every second of Lucy’s touch, closed his eyes briefly, his body alive with sensation. Her small hand, so soft and deliberate, drove him to the brink of madness. But as much as he enjoyed the pleasure she was giving him, he found himself wanting more—needing more.

Not for himself, though.

He wanted to make Lucy feel just as good as she was making him feel. The thought consumed him, but he forced himself to stay patient, knowing he couldn’t rush her. Instead, he focused on the moment, letting her take the lead as his desire simmered just beneath the surface.

Feeling the tension in his body rise, James grew restless. He’d been holding up the bottom of his shirt to avoid it brushing against Lucy’s hand, but now the fabric felt like a barrier between them. With a swift motion, he unbuttoned the rest of his shirt, letting it slide off his shoulders and fall to the floor.

He stood bare-chested before her, his skin flushed with arousal as he reached for his boxers. Hooking his thumbs into the waistband, he pushed them past his knees, letting them drop to the floor along with his slacks. Now fully exposed, James stepped back briefly to remove his shoes and socks, the movement fluid and confident despite the intensity of the moment.

When Lucy instinctively took a small step back, her eyes wide and her face tinged with caution, James raised his hands slightly, his voice low and reassuring. “Don’t worry,” he said softly, his tone warm and steady. “It excites me knowing you’re seeing all of me. It’s that exhibitionist side in me.”

His words carried no pressure, no demand—just a quiet confidence and a willingness to share himself fully with her. He watched her closely, taking in the way her chest rose and fell, her breaths rapid but steady. The hesitation on her face was clear, but so was the spark of curiosity and desire that lingered just beneath it.

Lucy’s gaze roamed over him, taking in every detail of his naked body. Her mind was a blur of conflicting emotions, but one thing was certain: she couldn’t stop. She didn’t want to stop.

Satisfied that Lucy wasn’t going to bolt from the room in fear, James leaned back against the wall behind him, his body language exuding confidence and silent encouragement. The subtle shift in his posture told Lucy exactly what he wanted: for her to continue. His head tilted slightly, a faint smile curling on his lips as his dark eyes roamed between her flushed face and the delicate movements of her hand on his erection.

Lucy hesitated for a moment, her nerves battling with her growing desire. Then, cautiously, she stepped closer to him, closing the space between them once more. She could feel his eyes on her, tracking every movement, but she tried to focus only on the task at hand.

Her fingers resumed their exploration of his thick cock, this time with more purpose. Her trembling hand slid along his length, rediscovering the ridges and veins that coursed over his shaft like a map of raw masculinity. The heat radiating from him was intense, almost searing, and her breaths came in short, uneven gasps as she allowed herself to become fully immersed in the act.

Dropping her sandals without even realizing it, Lucy brought her other hand to his body, her palm settling tentatively on his hip. The firmness of his muscle beneath her touch made her heart race even faster. Slowly, her fingers slid to the side, her nails lightly grazing the curve of his ass. She wasn’t sure what had possessed her to do it, but the way his body tensed and the low groan that rumbled from his throat told her he liked it.

Her gaze shifted downward, unable to tear herself away from the sight of him. His cock was enormous, its girth still shocking despite the fact she’d been holding him for minutes now. Each time she slid her hand down to the thick base, her fingers barely managed to encircle him. When she stroked upward, her fingertips lingered on the smooth, swollen head, marveling at its shape and the subtle twitch it gave under her touch.

Lucy’s lips parted as she exhaled shakily, her breaths mingling with the low hum of James’s groans. She became bolder, testing his reactions as she squeezed him gently, her strokes growing more confident. The weight of him in her hand was intoxicating, each movement sending a rush of heat coursing through her own body.

James struggled to stay in control, his hands clenching at his sides as he concentrated on his breathing. Every stroke, every caress from Lucy, was pushing him closer to the edge. He wanted her to continue, to take her time and explore every inch of him—but the mounting tension inside him was becoming unbearable. He felt as though he might burst if he didn’t act.

After several long, agonizing minutes, James couldn’t hold back any longer. His arousal was too overwhelming, too consuming. Moving swiftly but carefully, he reached out and grabbed Lucy by her upper arms, his grip firm but not harsh. With one fluid motion, he turned her, pressing her gently but decisively against the wall.

Lucy gasped softly, her heart hammering in her chest as her back met the cool surface of the wall. She looked up at James, her wide eyes meeting his as he leaned closer, his breath warm against her cheek. His hands moved to her shoulders, his thumbs tracing slow, teasing circles over the soft curve of her collarbones. From there, his touch drifted upward, his fingers brushing the nape of her neck, sending shivers down her spine.

James’s eyes darkened with hunger as he gazed down at her, his expression raw and unguarded. His voice shook slightly as he spoke, his words heavy with desire. “I really, really want to touch you, Lucy,” he murmured, his tone almost pleading. “I want to see how beautiful you are… all of you. Every inch of you.”

Taken aback by James's unexpected aggression as he moved her, Lucy instinctively placed one hand on his arm and the other against his chest in a weak attempt to guard herself. Her pulse quickened, a flicker of fear flashing through her, but it vanished almost as quickly as it had come. The intensity in James’s eyes—raw, unapologetic lust—dissolved her defenses. Her breath hitched when his voice, thick with hunger, filled the air between them, and her body betrayed her, responding to his proximity despite the turmoil swirling inside her.

"I don’t know! I shouldn’t!" she managed to say, her voice shaky and unsure. Even as the words left her mouth, they felt hollow. Thoughts of her husband, Chris, darted through her mind—his smile, his trust, his quiet understanding. She closed her eyes, as if that would help dispel the heat pooling low in her belly, but James’s presence burned too brightly to ignore.

James heard the hesitation in her voice, but it wasn’t enough to stop him. His restraint, usually so steady, was nowhere to be found, overwhelmed by the surge of testosterone and desire coursing through him. He moved closer, his hand brushing against her chest. Boldly, he cupped one of her breasts, his fingers pressing firmly against the soft curve through the fabric of her dress. Lucy gasped, her body jolting at his touch, and the soft, involuntary sigh that escaped her lips spurred him on.

His hands wandered higher, brushing along her neck, his fingertips skimming over her delicate, exposed skin. The way her eyes fluttered closed made him bolder, his need to push her limits growing stronger. Sliding his hands back down, he cupped her breasts again, this time lingering, savoring the sensation of her body against his palms. Her nipples, stiff and unmistakable even through the thin fabric of her dress, pressed against his hands. Unable to resist, he pinched them gently, earning another sharp gasp from Lucy, her head falling back slightly as her lips parted.

"Are you sure?" he asked, his voice low and rough, the question hanging in the charged air. Her silence spoke volumes, her hesitation tipping toward surrender, her breathing uneven as his fingers traced slow, deliberate paths across her chest.

Seeing her resistance falter, James moved decisively. With a steady hand, he hooked his finger under the delicate strap of her dress, sliding it slowly off her shoulder. The strap fell away, brushing against her upper arm as it loosened, but she didn’t stop him. Encouraged, his hands trembled with anticipation as he mirrored the motion on the other side, the fabric slipping lower, exposing more of her smooth, flushed skin.

Smiling at the sight of his handiwork, James couldn’t help but notice how Lucy was trembling harder than she had all night. Her eyes remained closed, her lips parted slightly as she breathed in steady, shallow gasps. The tension in her body was palpable, but there was no mistaking the arousal in the way her chest rose and fell, her entire frame taut with anticipation. The sight emboldened him, fueling his desire to see how far she’d let him go.

His hands slid down her sides, skimming over the curve of her waist before gripping the fabric of her dress just beneath her breasts. With deliberate care, he began to tug the material downward, exposing more of her skin inch by inch until the upper portion of the dress bunched at her hips. The lacey bra hidden beneath was suddenly revealed, its delicate pattern barely containing the fullness of her breasts. James’s breath hitched as he took her in, his heart racing when Lucy surprised him by moving her arms. Slowly, almost timidly, she slid them free of the straps, allowing the fabric to fall away completely from her shoulders.

Her silent act of consent sent a rush of heat through him. His face flushed as his gaze flickered back to hers, his excitement mounting as he watched her lean into her growing intoxication. Lust was written plainly across her face now, her cheeks warm and her lashes fluttering slightly as though she were caught in a dream. James was captivated, his every nerve on fire as he moved to take the next step.

He reached for her dress again, his hands trembling with anticipation as he grasped the soft fabric now gathered at her hips. For a brief moment, he hesitated, his breath catching as he imagined what lay beneath. Then, with a steady pull, he began sliding the dress down her petite frame, the material clinging to her curves as it revealed her toned stomach, her smooth thighs, and finally the rest of her body.

James sank to his knees as the dress pooled at her ankles, his movements slow and reverent, almost worshipful. His mouth went dry at the sight of her standing before him, nearly bare except for the lace that still clung to her. Lucy hesitated, her breath coming in shaky exhales, and for a moment, she looked down at him with wide, uncertain eyes. Then, as though making a decision for both of them, she stepped out of the dress, freeing herself completely.

Lucy felt faint as James slowly worked her dress down the length of her body, the soft fabric brushing her skin with every inch it descended. She couldn’t quite grasp what she was doing, barely able to comprehend how she was allowing an almost complete stranger to undress her like this. Her mind swirled with disbelief, but her body told another story, responding to every careful touch and lingering gaze with a heat that made her pulse race.

When the dress finally pooled at her feet, James remained kneeling before her, the contrast between her vulnerability and his total nakedness amplifying the electric charge between them. Lucy felt her breath catch as she took in the sight of him, her legs trembling with arousal and nerves. She couldn’t remember ever feeling this way—this nervous, this exposed, this utterly desired. It was almost an out-of-body experience when she stepped out of the discarded fabric, the movement slow and hesitant, as though each step carried the weight of her choices.


Chapter 8

Now standing before him in nothing but her lace bra and panties, Lucy felt the tension shift inside her. Vulnerability clashed with a growing sense of empowerment as James’s gaze raked over her body. His eyes were filled with unfiltered lust, his focus unwavering. That look—pure, unrestrained hunger—ignited something deep within her. It made her feel undeniably feminine, sexy in a way she hadn’t in years. She realized, with an ache in her chest, how long it had been since she had felt desired like this, and the memory of that feeling swelled within her, both painful and exhilarating.

James, still kneeling, allowed his eyes to linger on her, soaking her in like a man captivated. Slowly, almost reverently, his hands began to explore her body. He started at her calves, his touch feather-light, his palms brushing over her skin in a way that made her shiver. He moved upward, gliding over the smooth, soft planes of her thighs, careful to avoid the most intimate part of her, teasing her with what he didn’t touch. His hands traced the subtle curves of her hips, his fingertips skimming the waistband of her panties as he stood to follow the line of her body higher.

Lucy’s breathing grew unsteady as his touch traveled over her stomach, his fingertips pausing to trace the tiny, glittering stud in her pierced navel. She felt his hands tremble slightly, his own excitement mirroring hers as his gaze followed the path of his touch. When his hands reached her chest, he hesitated for a moment before letting his fingertips graze over her lace-covered breasts. The brief contact sent a jolt through her, her body leaning into his touch before she even realized it. His fingers moved higher, grazing her collarbone, then brushing over her shoulders and neck.

James leaned closer, his voice low and thick with desire as he asked, "Can I see more? Can I see more of your gorgeous body?"

Lucy’s breath escaped her in a soft, shaky sigh. Her body burned with a mix of longing and disbelief, but as the words sank in, her mind raced. Visions of Chris flashed in her mind—her husband, her partner, the man she loved. The conflict inside her was overwhelming, the line between right and wrong blurring with every beat of her racing heart.

"I don’t know," she finally whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. "I’ve never done anything like this before." She hesitated, her eyes flickering between James’s face and the floor. After a beat, she added, almost to herself, "I can’t believe I’m even letting this happen."

James’s thoughts raced, his hormones blazing as he decided to push the moment further. His voice dropped slightly, carrying a mix of urgency and teasing as he said, "Earlier tonight, Chris mentioned something—how he doesn’t consider oral sex or sex with a condom to be really doing it. What do you think?" He knew his words might sound desperate, but at this point, he didn’t care. He was too caught up in the heat of the moment, too focused on the way Lucy’s body responded to him.

As he spoke, James let a single fingertip glide down Lucy’s chest. The motion was deliberate, his touch slow and teasing as he traced a line down the delicate skin between her breasts, the lace of her bra adding a faint texture beneath his hand.

Lucy’s breath hitched, alarm flashing across her face at the mention of her husband. Yet even as the words unsettled her, a deep, involuntary shiver ran through her body as James’s fingertip sent another wave of sensation rippling through her. Her chest rose and fell as she tried to steady herself, her thoughts a jumble of disbelief, guilt, and desire.

After a long, silent pause, she finally responded, her voice soft but conflicted. "Sometimes I think it’s a stupid point of view. Sex is sex. But... sometimes I don’t know. Sometimes I can see his point." She glanced at James as she spoke, the admission as much for herself as it was for him. Her uncertainty hung between them, palpable and raw.

James felt his heart race at her answer, a surge of adrenaline coursing through him. Her hesitance wasn’t a rejection—it was an invitation, one he couldn’t resist taking. "And what are you thinking right now?" he asked, his voice quieter now, but no less intense.

Without waiting for a reply, he shifted his hand, his fingers moving swiftly to pinch her nipple through the thin material of her bra. The motion was brief but deliberate, his fingers catching the stiff peak that pressed insistently against the lace. Lucy gasped sharply, her body jolting in response, her eyes squeezing shut as her lips parted in a silent moan. James grinned, savoring the way her body betrayed her hesitation, her wince tinged with unmistakable pleasure.

Lucy drew in a shaky breath, her mind scrambling to catch up with what her body was feeling. She sighed, then exhaled slowly, trying to regain control of herself. The pinch, the fleeting burst of sensation, had left her trembling, and she could feel the damp heat growing between her thighs.

"I don’t know," she murmured softly, her voice tinged with frustration. The words felt inadequate, but they were all she could manage. She truly didn’t know—what she wanted, what she should do, or how to reconcile the swirling emotions inside her. Yet even as she struggled, a part of her knew the confusion, the torment of not knowing, was only making her more aroused.

James studied Lucy closely, watching the flicker of conflict play out across her face. Her uncertainty was unmistakable, her body language a mix of tension and arousal. He realized this wasn’t the moment to push her harder—not yet. Instead, he decided to shift gears, finding a way to keep her engaged while easing the pressure, but without losing the edge of excitement.

"Would two people," he began, his voice low and steady, "watching each other as they touch themselves... watching each other masturbate—would that be cheating?"

Lucy’s breath caught, the question hanging in the air between them. She drew in a deep, shaky breath before responding, her voice wavering slightly. "I don’t know," she whispered, the admission almost to herself. After a pause, as though processing her own thoughts, she added, "No. I don’t think so."

Her words lingered, and James could see her thoughts shifting, her own internal dialogue working through the implications. Then, almost as if trying to ground herself, she quickly followed, "But I’m not sure I could do something like that. That’s such a... private thing to do."

James’s heart quickened at the opening, small though it was. Her admission wasn’t a rejection—it was a doorway, slightly ajar, and he was eager to step through. His voice softened further, dipping into a coaxing tone as he asked, "Would it make you uncomfortable if I touched myself... while I looked at you?"

Lucy’s body stiffened for a moment, the weight of his words settling over her. She became acutely aware of how much she was trembling, her nerves and arousal intertwining. The thought of him doing that right in front of her—his body, his desire laid bare—sent a wave of heat coursing through her. It struck her as deeply intimate, wildly kinky, and undeniably flattering. Her heart pounded as she pictured it, the image more arousing than she cared to admit.

Finally, in a voice barely above a whisper, she answered, "No."

James’s lips curved into a slow, deliberate smile. Her response, though quiet, held a note of anticipation he couldn’t ignore. Wanting to stoke the flames further, he leaned closer, his voice dropping even lower, carrying a charged, teasing edge. "Would it make you uncomfortable," he murmured, "if I touched myself... while I looked at you wearing nothing at all?"

Lucy absorbed James’s words, her chest rising and falling as she released an audible sigh. A shiver coursed through her body, one she couldn’t suppress, as her mind wrestled with the enormity of what he was asking. For a moment, she remained silent, her thoughts a chaotic swirl of fear, desire, and the electric pull of the moment. Finally, her voice emerged, quiet and guarded. "I don’t know," she whispered, pausing as her trembling hands clenched briefly at her sides. Then, almost despite herself, she added cautiously, "If I did... would you promise to be good?"

James had prepared himself for rejection, bracing for her to draw the line. But her words caught him off guard, sparking a mix of relief and exhilaration that flooded his senses. Swallowing hard, he answered quickly, his voice steady but thick with emotion. "Like I said before, I won’t do anything you don’t want me to do."

Lucy sighed again, heavier this time, her inner conflict evident in the way her body seemed at odds with her mind. She didn’t respond, but her silence carried a weight, a quiet surrender that James immediately recognized.

He knew then that he could take things further, but he also knew he couldn’t give her time to second-guess herself. Moving decisively, his fingertips found her skin, tracing soft, deliberate paths around her chest, her stomach, and finally her breasts. His touch was calculated, slow and teasing, each movement designed to draw her deeper into the web of sensation and desire.

As the seconds stretched, James allowed his hands to linger more purposefully on her breasts. His experience told him how to move, how to touch, and the way Lucy’s body responded confirmed he was succeeding. Her breath hitched, a soft moan escaping her lips as her eyes fluttered closed. He felt a thrill rush through him each time she gasped when his fingers brushed against her nipples, the lace of her bra amplifying the sensitivity of his touch.

The intimacy between them grew with every passing moment, the air around them thick with tension. Finally, James decided it was time to push further. His hands slid from the front of her chest to her back, his fingers finding the clasp of her bra. With a confident flick, he unfastened it, the straps sliding loose against her shoulders.

The lacey material barely had a chance to fall before James’s breath caught in his throat. The sight of her bare breasts—flawless and perfect in his eyes—stole the air from his lungs. A low, involuntary groan escaped him as his eyes devoured the view, his heart pounding harder with every second. He was mesmerized, utterly captivated by the sheer beauty of her.

"You’re breathtaking, Lucy," he said, his voice filled with raw, unfiltered sincerity. "Simply breathtaking."

Between James’s heartfelt compliment and the cool air now teasing her exposed skin, Lucy felt her nipples harden even more, the sensation sharp and undeniable. A soft moan escaped her lips as James’s fingers found them, brushing over the stiff peaks before pinching them gently. The combination of pressure and tenderness sent a jolt through her body, a deep warmth blooming low in her belly. As he continued, she found herself craving his touch more with each passing moment, her hesitation melting into pure, unfiltered desire.

For James, the sight of Lucy’s response was almost too much to bear. Her body, so perfect and reactive beneath his hands, captivated him entirely. He marveled at the way her brown nipples stood prominently against her soft skin, the way they seemed to grow even more defined as he pinched and rolled them between his fingers. His mouth watered as he cupped and fondled her fully, reveling in the way her breasts fit so perfectly in his hands, their weight, their warmth, their softness.

As his hands roamed, his admiration grew. The more he touched her, the more he wanted. The more he explored, the deeper his desire became. He was consumed with a relentless need to see all of her, to uncover every last inch of her body.

Acting on impulse, his heart pounding with raw anticipation, James began to kneel before her again. His eyes locked onto hers as he sank lower, searching her face for any hint of doubt. What he saw made his pulse race—her half-lidded eyes glimmered with a lazy, almost drunken lust, her body leaning ever so slightly toward him. She wasn’t stopping him.

Settling on his knees, James placed his hands gently on her knees, his touch firm but unhurried. Slowly, he let his palms glide up the sides of her thighs, savoring the smoothness of her skin beneath his fingers. Each movement was deliberate, his hands pausing occasionally to drink in the moment, to feel the electricity between them. When his hands reached her hips, he hesitated, swallowing hard as nervous energy and primal hunger coursed through him.

Then, with a steadying breath, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties. His hands trembled slightly as he began to tug them down, the thin material sliding over her hips and down her thighs, exposing more of her with every inch. His gaze never wavered, his eyes fixed on her as her most intimate self was revealed.

When her panties reached her calves, James paused, his throat tightening as he took in the sight before him. Her feminine essence, so vulnerable and raw, made his stomach tighten with desire. He could feel his heart hammering in his chest, his mouth dry despite the hunger coursing through him.

Lucy hesitated only for a moment, her breath catching as she stepped out of the last piece of clothing she wore. The slight hesitation made the moment even more profound, her deliberate movement a quiet, powerful act of surrender. She stood before him now, completely bare, her body trembling but steady as she allowed him to see her fully.

James swallowed thickly, his hands shaking as they hovered near her legs, his gaze drinking her in. She was breathtaking—more beautiful, more vulnerable, and more powerful than he had ever imagined. He couldn’t speak, couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything but admire her, utterly consumed by her beauty and the overwhelming moment they were sharing.

Trembling almost uncontrollably now, Lucy’s mind screamed at her, What are you doing? You need to stop! But as quickly as the thought surfaced, it began to fade, dissolving under the intensity of James’s gaze. His piercing blue eyes locked onto her, filled with an unspoken hunger that seemed to strip her bare even further. The weight of his attention sent a shiver coursing through her, a mix of vulnerability and arousal that she couldn’t deny.

Her breath hitched as James’s hands began to explore her again. His touch was deliberate yet gentle, his fingertips trailing up her legs and over her stomach in slow, maddening strokes. Each caress ignited a fire beneath her skin, spreading warmth to places she’d been trying to ignore. When his fingers brushed over the small patch of pubic hair just above her sex, her body jolted, a soft gasp escaping her lips before she could stop it.

As her mind raced, Lucy couldn’t help but think of James’s earlier request. She had told herself she could handle it—watching him touch himself while he admired her naked body. At the time, it had seemed bold, thrilling even. But now, as she stood completely exposed before him, she felt something shifting inside her. It was subtle at first, a quiet stirring in the pit of her stomach, but it was quickly growing into something undeniable.

She realized what it was: her body was starting to crave more. The simple thrill of being looked at, of being desired, wasn’t enough anymore. The hunger building within her was louder now, harder to ignore, urging her to go further, to take what she was too afraid to admit she wanted.

But even as her body screamed for release, a small, desperate voice in her mind fought to hold its ground. Stay strong, it pleaded. Don’t lose yourself in this.

Yet, as James’s hands moved over her bare skin, as his eyes drank her in with unrelenting intensity, Lucy knew that staying mentally strong was going to be much harder than she’d anticipated.

The reason why was clear: as James’s hands slid back up Lucy’s body, his movements deliberate and confident, he rose to stand before her once again. His gaze burned into hers, the intensity of his hunger unmistakable. Without a word, he leaned in, his lips brushing against the delicate curve of her neck in a kiss so soft it made her shiver. When he pulled back, searching her face for any hint of resistance and finding none, he acted swiftly, his upper body dipping low.

Lucy gasped sharply as his mouth descended on her left nipple, his lips sealing over the sensitive flesh. The sudden heat of his mouth and the way he sucked her nipple deep between his lips sent a shockwave through her, her gasp turning into a soft moan before she could stop herself. James groaned quietly as he worked, his tongue flicking skillfully over her highly sensitive areola, circling and teasing until Lucy’s knees felt weak.

After what felt like an eternity of pleasure, he switched to the other side, repeating the same deliberate, hungry motions. He held her firmly at the waist, keeping her steady even as her body writhed beneath his touch. Lucy couldn’t stop herself from squirming, her hands hovering in the air as if unsure whether to push him away or pull him closer. The sensation was overwhelming, a perfect balance of pleasure and torment as he returned to her first nipple and started again.

Minutes passed, her breathing ragged and unsteady, as James finally straightened. He took a step back, his eyes scanning her face, and what he saw made his heart race. Her lips were parted, her cheeks flushed, her eyes darkened with desire. She looked utterly wrecked and yet somehow hungry for more, and it was all he could do not to lose himself completely.

Licking his lips, James grinned, the taste of her skin still lingering. "Sorry," he said, his voice low and rough. "Your breasts are just so perfect, I couldn’t stop myself from doing that."

Lucy, trembling and breathless, struggled to form words. "That’s okay," she managed, her voice barely above a whisper.

Her simple reply sent a thrill through him, stoking the fire of his desire even further. Encouraged, James leaned closer, his voice dripping with suggestion. "Would you like me to do that somewhere else?" he asked, his question as much a challenge as an invitation.

Lucy drew in a deep, shaky breath, the weight of his words settling over her. The kinkiness of the suggestion sent another rush through her, her body betraying her once again as her thighs squeezed together involuntarily. But even as her body begged for more, she forced herself to hold the line.

"I don’t know," she said at last, her voice strained with the effort of resisting. "No. I think that would be too much." She hesitated, struggling to maintain control, then added softly, "I’m sorry."

James’s eyes flickered with understanding, though he couldn’t deny the pang of disappointment in his chest. He nodded, letting the tension linger between them as he stepped back slightly, his hands falling to his sides. Her response wasn’t the rejection it could have been—it was a crack in the armor, a sign that she was still teetering on the edge.

"That’s okay! Don’t be sorry," James said, his voice rough but warm, his lips curving into a soft smile. He stepped back slightly, giving her just enough space to breathe but keeping the heat of his gaze locked on her. Then, his tone turned playful, teasing as he added, "I mean, look how hard you’ve got me."

The words hung in the air, and Lucy couldn’t help but glance downward. Her eyes fell on his erection, standing proud and unyielding, a visceral reminder of the effect she had on him. Even now, completely exposed, she felt a rush of warmth surge through her. It wasn’t just arousal—it was a strange kind of pride, a thrill in knowing she could do this to him, that she could evoke such raw, unfiltered desire.

For a moment, she just stared, the sight holding her attention in a way that felt almost hypnotic. She swallowed hard, her voice soft but steady as she said, "I don’t think I can go any further." She hesitated, her cheeks flushing as she glanced up at him, searching his face for understanding. "But... I don’t mind if you want to finish."

James’s breath caught, his chest tightening at her words. Before he could respond, she quickly added, "I mean, I think it would be mean if I didn’t let you." A nervous laugh slipped from her lips, and she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear, her vulnerability as evident as her growing confidence.

Her words sent a fresh wave of heat through James’s body, a pulse of pure adrenaline that made him tremble. He had never been so captivated, so completely disarmed by someone. But even in his heightened state, he needed to be sure. Needed to hear it again.

"Are you sure?" he asked, his voice low and steady, though the tension in his body betrayed his eagerness.

Lucy smiled shyly, a flush creeping up her neck as she whispered, "Yeah. I can’t believe I’m saying this, but... I think it would be a big turn-on to see you do that." Her voice wavered slightly at the end, her nervousness clear, but the spark of excitement in her eyes betrayed her growing arousal.

James’s pulse quickened at her words, a chill running down his spine as he absorbed them. He grinned, a playful edge to his tone as he replied, "It excites me immensely hearing you say that. But I should warn you—when I’m this turned on, I cum a lot."

The bluntness of his statement made Lucy’s breath hitch. A sharp twinge shot through her core, and she couldn’t stop the grin that spread across her face. "That’s okay," she said, her voice steady but teasing now. "There’s some towels in here if we need them."

James shook slightly, the tension in his body mounting as he reached for his erection. Wrapping his hand around the base, he began to stroke himself slowly, his movements deliberate. His body arched just enough to make his length stand out more prominently, the motion as much for her as it was for himself. His eyes roamed over her, taking in every inch of her bare body, the curves of her hips, the subtle rise and fall of her chest as she breathed.

As the seconds passed, the heat between them grew thicker. His gaze flicked up to her face, her expression a mix of fascination and arousal. "To help me," he asked, his voice low and rough, "would you mind if I touched you while I’m doing this?"

Lucy blinked, the question catching her off guard even as it sent another wave of heat rushing through her. Watching him pleasure himself just a few feet away was already more arousing than she could have imagined, but the idea of him touching her at the same time felt like a line she wasn’t sure she could cross. Her voice trembled as she asked cautiously, "Where?"

James hesitated for only a moment, then smiled, deciding to take a risk. "Everywhere," he replied, his voice carrying both a question and a challenge.

Lucy’s chest rose and fell as she considered his words, her mind battling against the growing fire in her body. "I don’t know," she said softly, the phrase a mantra she had clung to so many times that night. But this time, after a brief pause, she added, "I don’t think I can let you touch me down there." Her voice dropped, the words barely above a whisper, as though saying them aloud was enough to make her lose her resolve. "But... you can touch me anywhere else you want to."

Her answer sent a fresh wave of adrenaline through James. His grip on his cock tightened as his eyes darkened with lust. "Anywhere else," he repeated, his tone reverent, as though she’d just given him a gift he hadn’t dared hope for. Slowly, he stepped closer, his free hand reaching out to her, hovering just above her skin.

Lucy’s breath hitched as his fingers found her collarbone, tracing it softly before moving down to the curve of her shoulder. The sensation sent a shiver through her, and she realized with a start that her body wasn’t just allowing this—it was leaning into it, craving more.

James continued to stroke himself with one hand, his rhythm steady but deliberate, while his other hand explored her. His touch was light at first, testing her boundaries, brushing along her arm, her waist, and finally resting on the gentle swell of her hip. "Tell me if I go too far," he murmured, his voice thick with restraint, his eyes locked on hers.

James couldn’t hide his initial disappointment when Lucy set her boundary, denying him permission to do more. But as he stood there, taking in the sight of her flushed cheeks, her trembling body, and the way her nipples peaked in response to the cool air and his touch, hope flared inside him. He wasn’t giving up—not yet. If anything, her hesitation only deepened his determination, sharpening the edge of his arousal.

Taking a step closer, James closed the remaining distance between them until only a foot separated their bodies. His erection stood prominently in front of him, his right hand slowly stroking its length as his left hand reached out again, brushing over her soft, warm skin. His fingers traced along her arm, then skimmed down to her waist before returning, as if drawn by gravity, to her breasts. He cupped them gently at first, then allowed his thumb and forefinger to find her nipples once more, teasing the stiff peaks with deliberate pressure.

Lucy closed her eyes, a soft coo escaping her lips as his fingers worked their magic. Each pinch and stroke sent shivers through her, her body arching slightly toward his touch despite her resolve to stay strong. James smiled, thrilled by the way she responded, her body betraying her even as her mind fought to keep control.

As her breathing grew heavier, Lucy leaned back against the wall behind her, her body relaxing into it as though surrendering to the sensations. James’s eyes lit up as he realized what her posture signaled—an invitation, even if she didn’t fully realize it yet. He saw his chance, and his heart pounded with the risk as he decided to take it.

"Sweetie," he said, his voice low and coaxing, thick with desire. "I know you don’t want me to touch you down there, and I respect that. But... with the way you’re feeling right now... would you like to touch yourself?" He paused, his gaze locked on her flushed face as his words sank in. "I would love to watch you do that. You have no idea how much it would thrill me to see you pleasing yourself."

Lucy’s breath hitched, her chest rising and falling rapidly as her eyes fluttered open. She looked at him, her gaze hazy and conflicted, as though torn between shock and intrigue.

Seeing her hesitation, James pressed on, his tone soft but insistent. "You said earlier you weren’t sure you could do something like that in front of me," he continued, his words like a gentle push, "but you’re so beautiful, Lucy. So sexy. And I’d really love to see how wet you are right now. To see if you’re as wet as I think you are." He stepped even closer, lowering his voice to a near whisper. "To see if you’re as wet as I am hard."

As if to emphasize his words, James gave her nipple a firm pinch, his fingers rolling the sensitive bud between them. The jolt of sensation shot through Lucy like an electric current, her head falling back against the wall as a soft moan escaped her lips. Her body felt like it was on fire, the heat pooling low in her belly and spreading outward in waves.

"I don’t know," she managed to whisper, her voice trembling and weak, her body betraying her with every ragged breath she took.

James trembled now, his own hunger for her threatening to spill over. His hand tightened slightly on his cock as he stroked himself, his motions growing more urgent. "Come on," he murmured, his tone nearly pleading now, his eyes locked onto hers. "Please. I’d love to see you touching your sweet little pussy for me. Show me how good it feels, Lucy. Let me see you."

Grunting softly with lust, Lucy felt her mind growing increasingly hazy, her thoughts clouded by the overwhelming heat coursing through her body. A very particular part of her—needy and aching—had been begging for attention for what felt like an eternity. She was well aware of what her body wanted her to do, but her mind stubbornly resisted, clinging to a shred of resolve. Her internal battle was tearing her apart, and the tension between what she craved and what she thought she should resist was almost unbearable.

Letting him watch me touch myself isn’t cheating, is it? she asked herself, her cheeks flushing at the thought. Her heartbeat quickened as she debated, her body’s demands growing louder with each passing second. Finally, the war inside her ended as she exhaled shakily and whispered, "Okay... but you promise not to do anything, right?"

"Absolutely," James replied immediately, his voice thick with both reassurance and excitement. The sincerity in his tone was genuine, but the hunger in his eyes betrayed how much he was holding back. As her words sank in, a chill of pure pleasure coursed through him, his body trembling slightly with anticipation.

Before Lucy could second-guess her decision, James moved with purpose. His hands found her sides, gripping her firmly as he guided her back a step, lifting her effortlessly. Without asking for permission, he carried her the short distance to a nearby desk. The surface, cluttered with a few towels, served as a perfect perch. He set her down gently in the center, arranging her so that her buttocks rested on the edge, her feet flat on the desk, her knees bent before her.

James stepped back slightly, his breath hitching as his hands moved to her knees. Swallowing heavily, he began to spread her legs apart, inch by inch, the tension palpable as he revealed the delicate folds of her femininity. His gaze dropped, drinking in the sight of her for the first time. The dark, glistening lips of her labia made his throat tighten, his erection throbbing in response to the raw, exquisite intimacy of the moment.

Lucy felt a thrill unlike anything she’d experienced before. Allowing another man to see her so completely, so vulnerably, sent a rush of adrenaline and arousal coursing through her veins. But as quickly as the thrill came, her upbringing—the ever-present voice of propriety—pushed her to react. Reflexively, she lowered her hand to cover herself, her cheeks burning with a mix of modesty and self-consciousness.

James didn’t move closer, his restraint only amplifying the heat between them. Instead, he stepped back slightly, giving her space, his hand sliding to his erection as he began to stroke himself again. His eyes never left hers, his gaze filled with pure, unfiltered hunger as he watched her. The sight of him—his toned body, his impressive cock, and the way he looked at her like she was the only thing in the world—made her breath hitch. Another powerful rush swept through her, and this time, she didn’t fight it.

Her hand slowly moved, the modesty fading as she surrendered to the moment. Her middle finger extended, her breath unsteady as she lowered it between the folds of her labia. She gasped as her fingertip found her swollen clit, the electric jolt of sensation pulling a loud, unrestrained sigh from her lips.

She began to move her finger in slow, deliberate circles, her body trembling as waves of pleasure coursed through her. Her thighs relaxed further, her legs spreading wider as her toes curled over the edge of the desk. The vulnerability she’d felt moments ago was gone, replaced by an intoxicating sense of empowerment. She wasn’t just allowing this—she was owning it.

James groaned softly as he watched her, his hand moving faster on his erection as his eyes remained fixed on her. Lucy locked her gaze on him, their connection heightening the intensity of the moment. She ground her pelvis subtly against her fingers, her body moving instinctively, chasing the growing pleasure that coiled tightly within her.

The room filled with the sounds of their labored breathing, of Lucy’s soft, urgent moans and James’s quiet grunts as he stroked himself. Her movements became more desperate, her hips lifting slightly from the desk as she surrendered completely to the building lust inside her. Her eyes never left him, her focus locked on his cock, the way it glistened as he stroked it, and the sheer intensity of his desire for her.

Mesmerized by the sight before him, James’s voice trembled as he asked, "Put one of your fingers inside yourself. I want to see how wet you are." His tone was shaky but commanding, his eyes locked onto Lucy with unrelenting focus.

Lucy’s breath came faster, her chest rising and falling as she tried to steady herself. She didn’t respond with words. Instead, trembling, she parted her lips to breathe more easily and let her hand drift lower. Her body seemed to take over as she slipped two fingers inside herself, moaning softly at the sensation. Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment, the warmth and slickness surrounding her fingers making her thighs quiver.

After a few seconds, her lids lifted halfway, and she glanced at James. What she saw—the sheer hunger in his gaze—made her body burn even hotter. Acting on instinct and barely believing what she was doing, Lucy withdrew her fingers and extended her hand toward him, her palm upturned, the glistening evidence of her arousal displayed boldly before him.

James didn’t think; he reacted. The sight of her fingers, slick and glistening with her juices, ignited something primal within him. Without hesitation, he reached out and grasped her hand, guiding it toward his face as he stepped closer. His eyes never left hers as he leaned in, opening his mouth and slipping her fingers between his lips.

Lucy gasped, her head tipping back against the wall as the warmth of his mouth engulfed her fingers. James closed his eyes, groaning softly as he tasted her, the sweetness and saltiness of her essence filling his senses. His tongue moved deliberately, savoring every drop, his grip on her wrist firm but reverent.

The boldness of his actions sent a jolt of electricity through Lucy’s body. She moaned, the sound low and breathy, her free hand instinctively moving to stimulate herself more vigorously. Each stroke of her fingers over her clit sent waves of pleasure crashing through her, heightened by the intoxicating sight of James tasting her so unapologetically.

"Hmm," James murmured, his voice rough and dripping with desire as he pulled her fingers slowly from his mouth. He opened his eyes, his gaze smoldering as he looked at her. "You have no idea how much I’m dying to taste more of you."

The words hit Lucy like a lightning strike, a sharp chill racing up her spine. Her nipples tightened painfully, the eroticism of his statement combining with the relentless pleasure she was giving herself. But even as her body begged her to give in, her mind fought back. She bit her lip, shaking her head weakly as she forced herself to respond.

"No," she whispered, her voice barely audible but resolute. "I’m sorry. I can’t." The words felt like a betrayal, her body screaming at her to say something else, to let him continue. But she knew she had to draw the line.

James inhaled deeply, steadying himself as he nodded. "That’s okay," he said softly, his voice warm and understanding. His expression was sincere, but the flicker of determination in his eyes didn’t go unnoticed.

That’s okay, James thought to himself, the corner of his mouth twitching into the faintest of smiles. We’re not done yet.

For the next minute or two, they were utterly captivated by each other. Their hands moved in rhythm, stimulating themselves as their eyes wandered over the other’s body, drinking in every curve, every motion, every breath. The room was charged with the sound of their quiet moans, the subtle rustling of movement, and the thick, heady air of arousal that bound them together.

James’s focus never wavered from Lucy. The way her fingers moved against herself, the way her chest rose and fell with each trembling breath, and the unmistakable slickness glistening between her legs—all of it stoked the fire inside him. His hand tightened around his cock as he stroked himself, moving closer to the desk with deliberate intent.

As he stepped closer, he watched her carefully for any sign of hesitation or resistance. But Lucy didn’t flinch or pull back. Her gaze remained locked on his erection, her lips slightly parted, her expression dazed and hungry. Emboldened by her response, James decided it was time to take another risk.

Holding the shaft of his cock firmly, he leaned his hips forward, letting the tip of his erection brush against the smooth skin of her lower leg. The moment he made contact, he felt a jolt of pleasure at the incredible softness of her skin. Slowly, deliberately, he began to run the head of his cock up and down the inner portion of her calf, savoring the sensation, his breath growing heavier with every stroke.

Lucy’s eyes widened in response, and a soft moan escaped her lips as she felt the heat and hardness of him against her. The boldness of his action sent a fresh wave of excitement coursing through her, leaving her paralyzed by the sheer eroticism of the moment. She watched him, her fingers slowing slightly as she focused entirely on the way his cock moved against her leg.

James, seeing her reaction, grew more confident. He shifted lower, guiding himself down until the head of his cock began to brush playfully against her foot and toes. The contrast of her delicate skin and the firmness of his arousal was intoxicating, and he relished every subtle movement, every tremor of her body in response. Lucy trembled visibly now, her breath coming faster as the boiling heat inside her grew nearly unbearable.

She couldn’t look away, her entire body responding to the sight and sensation of what he was doing. Her nipples stood impossibly erect, her chest heaving as she tried to process the flood of sensations coursing through her. Her hand moved over her clit with more urgency now, her soaked fingers glistening as they worked, the slick sound filling the space between them.

James was mesmerized. Even though what he was doing—rubbing his cock against her skin—was relatively tame compared to what he wanted, the sight of her unraveling before him was enough to make his entire body tremble. She looked completely lost, her eyes glassy and unfocused, her expression one of pure intoxication.

Afraid she might snap out of her hormone-fueled daze at any moment, James spoke preemptively, his voice low and soothing. "Don’t worry," he murmured, his words almost reverent. "I just really want to feel you this way."

Lucy didn’t respond. Her lips parted as though to say something, but no words came. Instead, her eyes remained glazed, her body leaning slightly into his touch, her fingers never faltering in their rhythm. James recognized her surrender and felt a rush of exhilaration.

Taking a deep breath to steady himself, he decided it was time to push further. His hand trembled slightly as he prepared to roll the dice one more time, fully aware that every move he made now could either break the spell or push them both over the edge.

Taking a deep breath, James’s mouth watered in anticipation of what he was about to do. His eyes locked on Lucy, her trembling body radiating both vulnerability and arousal. He moved quickly, his hands reaching forward to grip her hips firmly. With a single, decisive motion, he pulled her forward, positioning her so her bottom rested just at the edge of the desk.

Lucy gasped in shock, her lips parting as she reflexively cried out, "No!" The word tumbled from her mouth, more a knee-jerk reaction than an actual protest. Her body, however, betrayed no commitment to the token refusal—her thighs didn’t close, her hands didn’t push him away. Instead, she stayed frozen, her breath hitching as her body hummed with anticipation.

James didn’t hesitate. Seeing the lack of resistance in her posture and the lingering need in her eyes, he moved again, spreading her thighs wide with an urgency that left her breathless. Before she could process what was happening, his head dipped between her legs, and his mouth made contact with her most sensitive place.

The heat of his lips and tongue against her swollen clitoris sent a jolt of sensation racing through Lucy’s body. She froze, her cry of "No" morphing instantly into a loud, shocked moan. The intensity of the pleasure overwhelmed her, silencing her mind as her body took over. James buried his face deeper into her, his mouth working skillfully, his tongue moving in deliberate strokes that made her tremble uncontrollably.

Lucy screamed, the sound raw and filled with a mixture of disbelief and lust. Her hands instinctively flew to his head, but instead of pushing him away, her fingers tangled in his hair, holding him closer as her hips began to move against him. She ground her pelvis hard against his face, her body seeking more of the exquisite sensations he was giving her.

James couldn’t help but smile against her skin, savoring the way she tasted—sweet and intoxicating, like honey. Every moan, every tremor of her thighs, and every desperate thrust of her hips spurred him on, fueling his desire to push her further. His hands gripped her hips tighter, holding her steady as he explored her with his lips and tongue, his own arousal throbbing as he felt her lose herself in the moment.

For Lucy, the initial shock of what James had done melted into pure ecstasy. The instant his tongue touched her clit, a wave of pleasure surged through her body, so powerful it seemed to reach into the depths of her soul. Her back arched as her muscles tensed, and before she could process what was happening, an orgasm ripped through her with ferocious intensity.

She screamed again, her voice echoing in the room as her body convulsed. The sexual tension that had been building inside her all night finally found release, and it was overwhelming. She fell back against the desk, her arms flailing momentarily before she gave in completely, her body writhing in ecstasy as James continued his relentless assault on her sex.

As she lay there, moaning and trembling, James didn’t stop. His mouth never left her, his tongue and lips working her sensitive flesh with precision and hunger. Not content with just her cries of pleasure, his hands slid up her body, finding her breasts. He pinched her stiff nipples between his fingers, rolling them gently but firmly, the added stimulation sending fresh waves of bliss surging through her already overwhelmed senses.

Lucy’s mind was a haze of heat and sensation, her body consumed by the pleasure he was giving her. Every nerve felt alive, every touch setting off fireworks inside her. She could do nothing but surrender, her cries of pleasure filling the air as she lost herself completely to the moment.

In what felt like far too short a time, Lucy’s clitoris became overly sensitive to the relentless attention of James’s incredible tongue. Her body arched slightly as the sharp sensations became too much, and she instinctively raised her upper body, bracing her weight on one elbow. Her breath was uneven, her chest rising and falling as she looked down at him with cloudy, lust-filled eyes. Her trembling hand moved to his head, her fingers tangling gently in his hair to silently tell him she needed him to stop.

James pulled back immediately, his lips glistening, his grin playful and satisfied. Lucy’s heart skipped a beat as their gazes locked, his sharp blue eyes sparkling with mischief and pride. A strong shiver rippled through her body when she noticed how his lower face was wet, smeared with a mixture of his saliva and her own lubrication. The realization sent a fleeting jolt of embarrassment through her, but it was quickly overtaken by the heady thrill of knowing she had given him that.

James leaned back slightly, his eyes still locked on hers. His chest swelled with a mix of pride and exhilaration—not just because he’d finally gotten to taste her, but because he’d made her cum. The sound of her cries, the way her body had trembled beneath his tongue, was something he knew he wouldn’t forget anytime soon.

Unable to resist, he let his fingertips begin a slow exploration of her inner thighs. Her skin was impossibly soft, the texture addictive under his touch. His fingers moved with a feather-light precision, tracing the delicate contours of her legs before occasionally brushing over her flat stomach. His hand drifted upward, trailing through the soft patch of pubic hair that crowned her femininity, and then, ever so briefly, he slid a single finger between her labia. The heat and wetness there captivated him all over again, and he couldn’t help but bring the finger to his lips, tasting her one last time.

Lucy watched him, her body trembling anew at the sight of him savoring her so openly. She couldn’t decide whether she felt flattered or overwhelmed—or both. Her lips parted as a soft sigh escaped her, her body still buzzing from the orgasmic high that hadn’t yet fully ebbed.

James broke the silence first, his voice soft but edged with satisfaction. "Did you enjoy that?" he asked, his fingertips continuing to tease her skin. "Did you enjoy letting me make you cum?"

Lucy’s breath hitched, her cheeks flushing as she struggled to form words. "Yes," she finally whispered, her voice barely audible but unhesitating.

"Good," James replied, his grin widening as he savored her simple yet powerful response. He paused for a moment, his gaze lingering on her flushed face. Then, with a teasing edge to his tone, he asked, "Should we stop there?"

The question hit Lucy like a splash of cold water. She knew she should feel guilty about what had just happened—images of her husband flashed through her mind, reminders of her commitment, her promises. But the guilt she expected wasn’t there, at least not yet. Instead, she felt James’s hands on her, his touch teasing her skin and somehow amplifying the lingering pleasure still coursing through her body.

Her voice wavered as she replied, "Yeah... maybe we should." She looked away for a moment, as if saying the words aloud might anchor her to the guilt she thought she should be feeling.

But within seconds, the words tumbled out of her again, unbidden. "I’d feel bad... I’d feel selfish if you didn’t get to feel as good as you made me feel, though."

Absorbing her words, James’s jaw tightened for a moment, but the flicker of vulnerability in his eyes was soon replaced by something darker—something raw and unrelenting. Without breaking eye contact, he leaned forward, his lips grazing the soft, tender skin of Lucy’s inner thigh. She shivered at the touch, her breath hitching as a fresh wave of heat pulsed through her.

As he straightened slightly, his hand slid down to grip himself again, his movements slow and deliberate. The unmistakable hunger in his expression made her stomach tighten, the air between them growing heavier with unspoken tension. Stroking himself languidly, James’s voice dropped lower, rough with anticipation. “And how,” he murmured, his words a velvet caress, “should we make that happen?”

His question hung in the air, electrifying and dangerous. Lucy’s body burned with need, her pulse pounding in her ears, but her mind faltered. The possibilities his words hinted at terrified her as much as they thrilled her. She shifted on the bed, her skin flushed and hot, feeling every nerve in her body alight. Not trusting herself to meet his gaze, she hesitated, her voice trembling when she finally whispered, “I don’t know… I’m not sure I could let myself help you.”

Her response was guarded, almost choked, the conflict in her voice betraying the way her desires clawed against the walls she’d built to keep them in check. James stilled, his hand pausing mid-stroke as he studied her. Her face was a swirl of emotions—fear, guilt, and something else…something dangerous.

“I don’t want you to do anything you don’t want to do,” he said softly, his tone carrying a gentleness that almost broke her. But then, his lips curved into the faintest smirk, his eyes burning with unmasked desire as he added, “But are you sure you wouldn’t mind if I got off, too?”

The deliberate provocation in his words sent a jolt through her, her thighs pressing together involuntarily. She bit her lip, caught between denial and surrender. The thought of him losing control, right here in front of her, sent an illicit thrill coursing through her veins. Her breath hitched, and before she could stop herself, she whispered, “No… I wouldn’t mind.”

Her voice was barely audible, but the words betrayed her. She felt the flood of heat between her legs as she gave in to the image—the thought of him cumming, raw and unrestrained, for her to witness. She knew it wasn’t just the act; it was the vulnerability of it, the trust, the sheer intimacy of baring oneself completely. The idea sent her heart racing, and she knew, deep down, that she wanted it as much as he did.

James’s smile widened, a flicker of mischief in his eyes as he leaned closer. “You know,” he murmured, his voice dropping to a husky tone, “I cum a lot. Are you still sure about this?”

His words sent a jolt straight to Lucy’s core. She felt her cheeks flush, but the heat of her curiosity burned brighter. The image of him letting go, of witnessing that raw moment, had her pulse racing. Her voice was eager, breathless, as she replied, “Yeah… I’m sure.”

James’s grin grew more wicked, the tension between them thickening. The playful edge in her tone fueled him, his arousal surging as he let his hand roam over himself again, slow and purposeful. “Would you like to see me do that?” he asked, his voice dripping with promise.

Lucy bit down on her lower lip, her teeth catching the soft flesh as she struggled to contain the rush of emotion flooding her. Her breath trembled as she whispered, “Yeah.”

James’s gaze darkened, his desire now fully unleashed, and he moved closer, his voice lower but no less insistent. “Can I touch you while I do it? To help me along?”

Her breath hitched as his lips grazed the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. His tongue flicked out in a teasing sweep, drawing a soft gasp from her lips. The deliberate sensuality of his actions left her trembling, her body caught between nervousness and the overwhelming pull of her own need. Her voice was soft but sure when she answered, “Yeah.”

James didn’t stop there, his lips trailing upward with maddening slowness. “Anywhere?” he asked, his tone laced with wicked intent.

Lucy’s gasp turned into a soft cry as James shifted, his lips pressing firmly against her pussy. The boldness of his touch sent a bolt of pleasure through her, his tongue flicking against her clit in a way that left her breathless. Her hips bucked involuntarily, her voice trembling as she managed to whisper, “Yes… anywhere.”

Without missing a beat, James locked eyes with Lucy, his gaze smoldering with intent. Slowly, deliberately, he wet two of his fingers with his tongue, the act itself sending a shiver through her. Then, with maddening precision, he slid them both into the slick warmth of her pussy. Her body tensed instinctively, gripping him as he pushed deeper, savoring the tightness that surrounded him. His voice was low, thick with arousal, as he asked seductively, “How about here?”

A grunt escaped Lucy’s lips, her body responding before her mind could catch up. She shuddered, her nerves alight with every inch his fingers claimed. Her eyes darted down, captivated by the sight of his hand moving between her legs, his fingers sinking inside her with slow, deliberate thrusts. The intensity of it left her breathless, her hands gripping the edges of the desk for support as pleasure began to take hold.

James’s movements were unhurried but intentional, each stroke drawing a fresh wave of heat through her. She couldn’t stop herself—her hips started to rock in time with him, meeting the rhythm of his hand. Her breath came faster, her focus narrowing entirely to the sensation of him working her, each thrust pulling her closer to the edge. She closed her eyes, her thoughts a chaotic mess as the tension in her body built higher and higher. God, Lucy! What are you doing? she screamed inwardly, but the thought only flickered briefly before dissolving into the overwhelming need consuming her.

She was close, so achingly close, when suddenly James pulled his hand away. Her eyes snapped open, her body trembling with frustration at the sudden loss of contact. “James—” she began, but her words faltered as she became acutely aware of his cock pressing against her thigh. The heat of it, the sheer weight, made her pulse quicken even as a flicker of nervousness crept in.

Instinctively, her hand flew to cover her pussy, an attempt to shield herself from what felt inevitable. She tried to close her thighs, but James’s hands were firm, holding her legs apart with an authority that left her helpless. His grip wasn’t forceful, but it was enough to make it clear she wasn’t going anywhere.

Seeing the flicker of anxiety in her expression, James softened, his voice low and reassuring. “Don’t worry,” he said, his tone calm yet charged with desire. “I won’t do anything you don’t want me to do.”

Lucy’s chest rose and fell rapidly as she stared at him, her thoughts a tangled mess of desire and doubt. Her body betrayed her, unable to resist the way his cock felt as he continued to run it slowly along the inside of her thighs. The deliberate, teasing friction sent jolts of pleasure through her, each movement stoking the fire that burned between them. She felt paralyzed, trapped by the intensity of her own emotions, yet unable to deny how much she craved the contact.

Then, with a devilish smirk, James shifted. Her gasp echoed through the room as he began to playfully slap his cock against her exposed pussy. The wet, rhythmic sound was sharp, almost obscene, the undeniable evidence of her arousal amplifying the moment. Her face burned, her body alight with both embarrassment and undeniable pleasure.

James seemed to revel in her reaction, the flush in her cheeks and the way her breath hitched with every slap. The sensation was maddeningly good, a mix of heat and pressure that left her trembling beneath him. Each impact sent a ripple through her, the sound of their bodies colliding creating a sensual symphony that neither of them could ignore.

James couldn’t resist any longer. His arousal took over, and with deliberate precision, he pressed the shaft of his cock down, aligning himself with Lucy’s slick, swollen labia. A slow grin spread across his face as he admired the way her light brown lips seemed to part and cling to him with every movement, as if her body had a will of its own, refusing to let him go. The sight was mesmerizing. Licking his lips, he let his hips move in a steady rhythm, rubbing the full length of his nine-inch erection against the velvet heat of her slit.

The sensation was intoxicating, each deliberate slide sending jolts of pleasure through him. He watched as her hips began to move on their own, matching his teasing strokes with a tentative, needy rhythm. Her soft, involuntary rocking made his cock throb against her, the act teasing him just as much as it did her.

Lucy’s breathing grew heavier, her lips parted as she gazed down, completely captivated by the sight of James’s cock gliding along her. Every time the thick head of his shaft brushed her clit, a shiver ran through her body, sharp and electric. It felt like a current of pure sensation was traveling straight from her clit to the rest of her body, leaving her trembling and craving more.

She felt helpless against the intensity of it. Her body betrayed her, every nerve screaming for more, even as her mind wrestled with the implications of what they were doing. Despite the arousal flooding her, despite the raw heat building between them, she couldn’t push one thought from her mind: her husband. The guilt, the conflict, it all swirled together, creating a storm inside her that refused to let her fully give in.

Her voice wavered, thick with tension and need, as she forced herself to speak. “I don’t know if we should do this anymore,” she whispered, her hips still moving against him despite her words. “We should stop.”

James didn’t miss the conflict in her voice, but he could feel her body’s truth in the way she moved, the way her slick heat welcomed him. He recognized the hesitation in her, the struggle between her desire and her doubt. And in that moment, he chose to push her further.

With one hand, he gripped the base of his cock, holding it firmly as he shifted his hips. His grin turned wicked as he placed the thick, swollen head of his erection directly against her entrance. Her labia parted for him, her body’s wetness making it easy for him to push just the bulbous tip inside. The sensation was immediate and overwhelming, her warmth and tightness enveloping him in a way that made them both wince with pleasure.

It was barely an inch, just enough for both of them to feel the forbidden heat of the moment, and then he pulled back, sliding out before she could react. His cock throbbed as he resumed teasing her, the slick head tapping lightly against her soaked pussy.

“Are you sure?” he murmured, his voice low and rough as he watched her face intently. His cock continued its slow, teasing rhythm against her, each tap sending ripples of sensation through her. “Are you sure you don’t want to feel more of this?”

Lucy’s body shook almost violently, her trembling a physical manifestation of the storm raging inside her. In that moment, she couldn’t remember ever wanting anything as desperately as she wanted this. And yet, the conflict tore at her, gnawing at the edges of her resolve. She was caught between the undeniable ache of her body and the guilt hammering at her conscience.

James, undeterred by her hesitation, pressed forward. His gaze locked onto her, intense and unyielding, as he guided the swollen tip of his cock back to her entrance. This time, he pushed in just a little further, her body yielding to him as her wet heat enveloped him once more. He held himself there, savoring the sensation, his breath hitching as he watched the mask of raw lust take over Lucy’s face. Her parted lips, her glazed eyes, the slight arch of her back—it all drove him to the brink.

When he pulled out again, her body clenched in response, the emptiness almost painful. But James didn’t stop. He shifted his focus, his cock sliding down to press against her clit. With slow, deliberate movements, he rubbed the sensitive nub, the slickness of her arousal making every stroke maddeningly pleasurable. “What do you think, Lucy?” he murmured, his voice low and rough, almost a growl. “Look at me. Look at how hard you’ve made me. Are you really sure you don’t want to feel me inside you? Even just a little?”

Lucy swallowed hard, her breath coming in short, shallow bursts as she stared at him. Her vision narrowed, the world around her fading away as her focus tunneled onto the sight of his cock sliding against her clit. Each deliberate stroke sent waves of pleasure crashing through her body, leaving her trembling and gasping. Her mind screamed for her to stop, to regain control, but her body betrayed her, arching into his touch. Still, she forced the words out, her voice barely audible over her labored breathing. “I don’t know… I don’t think I should do this.”

Her words faltered even as she said them, her tone laced with hesitation, the conflict between her body and her mind all too clear. James watched her closely, every subtle shift of her expression fueling the fire inside him. He couldn’t take it anymore. His arousal was at a fever pitch, drowning out any second thoughts. He was well aware of the consequences, but in that moment, he didn’t care. All that mattered was the overwhelming need coursing through him.

Without hesitation, he shifted, aligning himself with her slick, inviting entrance. His hands gripped her firmly as he held her in place, his cock throbbing with anticipation. “I think you do, Lucy,” he said, his voice thick with arousal. “I think you want me to fuck you.”

And then, he pushed forward. The swollen head of his cock slipped inside her, her body yielding to him with ease, the wet heat of her pussy wrapping around him like a vice. James groaned loudly, his head falling back briefly as he let the sensation consume him. She was so tight, so warm, that every nerve in his body felt alive with pleasure.

Lucy gasped sharply, her hands gripping the edge of the desk as her body tensed, overwhelmed by the sheer intensity of the intrusion. James didn’t stop. He pushed deeper, inch by inch, his cock sliding effortlessly into her soaked, trembling heat. His breath was ragged as he moved, his arousal mingling with a heady sense of triumph.

“You feel so good,” he murmured, his voice rough as he leaned closer, his lips brushing her ear. “And I’m going to fuck you so nice and good, right now.”

Before she could stop him, before she could even think to scream “No,” Lucy’s body betrayed her with a guttural moan that tore through her throat—raw and primal, unlike anything she’d ever experienced. The pleasure was immediate, overwhelming, coursing through her in waves that left her breathless. Her mind reeled, caught between the sheer intensity of the sensations and the weight of the moment. She couldn’t ignore how her body had craved this since the moment she’d set foot in the strip club hours earlier. Now, with the second man in her life pressing the thick head of his cock deep inside her, reaching places she didn’t think possible, and the forbidden thrill of knowing her husband was somewhere close by but completely unaware, the combination was too much to resist.

It only took a few of James’s powerful thrusts for her to unravel completely. Her body locked up, every muscle tensing as her vision blurred and turned black. The orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, smashing through her with an intensity she’d never known. She came harder than she ever had in her life, her cries echoing in the room as her body convulsed uncontrollably.

James held onto her hips like a man possessed, his fingers digging into her flesh as he watched her fall apart beneath him. The sight of Lucy coming undone drove him wild. He couldn’t take his eyes off her—her head thrown back, her eyes rolling as wave after wave of ecstasy consumed her. Her screams grew louder, her body writhing on the desk as though she couldn’t contain the pleasure tearing through her. She brought her knees up to her chest, her bare feet flapping loosely in the air, a detail that sent a fresh surge of arousal through him. The visual was enough to make him drive his cock into her harder, faster, the sound of their bodies colliding filling the air.

His mouth watered as he watched her juices coat his cock, flowing freely with every thrust, her wetness making each movement smoother, easier. He wanted more—needed more. Her pleasure fueled him, and he was determined to push her even further.

Sliding his hands from her hips to the backs of her thighs, he pressed them firmly against her torso, folding her into an even tighter position. The angle let him thrust even deeper, his cock plunging into her with relentless rhythm. Each stroke was deliberate, withdrawing until just the head remained before slamming forward again, the force making her entire body jolt. He didn’t stop until he could feel their pelvises meet, the sensation of being buried so completely inside her driving him to the edge.

For a few moments, James paused to take in the sight—the way his cock disappeared into her wet, glistening pussy, then emerged slick and shiny before plunging back in. The sound of her moans filled his ears, raw and uninhibited, spurring him on. Slowly, his hands traveled upward, brushing over her trembling stomach until they found her breasts. His fingers curled around them, squeezing and fondling as her cries grew louder. When his thumbs brushed her nipples, he couldn’t resist pinching and teasing them, his movements playful but firm. Her back arched in response, and when she reached up to grip his forearms tightly, her silent plea was clear—don’t stop.

Their eyes met, and for a moment, the room seemed to dissolve around them. Locked in each other’s gaze, they shared an unspoken connection, a primal understanding of the raw physical bliss they were creating together. James responded to her silent encouragement by thrusting harder, his hips snapping against hers with even greater force. Each movement sent shockwaves through her, their bodies perfectly attuned as they moved together with heated passion.

For Lucy, the realization hit her like a jolt of lightning. As she gazed into James’s piercing blue eyes, every thrust of his cock massaging her inner walls, the undeniable truth sank in: she was doing something profoundly taboo. It was wrong in every conceivable way—and yet, for reasons she couldn’t fully understand, she loved it. The thrill, the naughtiness, the utter abandonment of who she’d always been electrified her. Raised to be a good Catholic girl and the perfect, devoted wife, Lucy had lived her life suppressing every dark, hedonistic impulse. But here, now, with James buried inside her and her body alive with pleasure, she felt that carefully maintained façade shatter. That hidden part of her, long buried and ignored, surged to the surface, filling her with a heady, liberating mix of lust and rebellion.

Her lips curved into a faint smile, a secret celebration of her surrender, as she watched James shift his hand from her breast. She expected him to adjust her position, maybe spread her wider to take him even deeper. Instead, her curiosity grew as he gripped her ankle firmly and brought her leg toward him. Then, without warning, he pressed her toes into his mouth, his lips warm and wet as he began sucking on them with unrestrained hunger.

Lucy gasped, her chest rising sharply as the unexpected sensation shot through her body. The intimacy, the sheer filthiness of it, sent a new wave of heat pooling between her legs. She hadn’t expected to enjoy it, but she did—immensely. Her body hummed with pleasure, her toes tingling in his mouth as his tongue swirled around them. Unable to resist, she reached down with one hand, her fingers immediately finding her swollen clit. She began to rub it with determined urgency, her touch perfectly complementing the relentless rhythm of James’s cock stretching her pussy.

The combination was overwhelming: the liberation of embracing her darkest desires, the flickering pleasure from her fingers, the sight and feel of her toes in James’s mouth, and, most intensely, the full sensation of him filling her completely. It all built to a crescendo inside her. Her breathing turned ragged, each inhale coming faster than the last, until she finally drew in a deep, shuddering breath. Arching her back, she slammed it down against the desk, her entire body convulsing as another orgasm tore through her—stronger, more consuming, than anything she’d felt before.

Lucy’s scream echoed through the room, raw and unrestrained, as her body writhed in pure ecstasy. Watching her, James felt his own control slip dangerously close to breaking. The sight of her losing herself, the way her hand moved furiously over her clit as she came, was almost too much for him. His cock throbbed painfully, and he clenched his jaw, willing himself not to give in yet.

As her cries subsided into shaky whimpers, James pulled her toes from his mouth and shifted again, gripping her hips firmly. His hands dug into her soft skin as he used his forearms to pin her thighs wide open, spreading her further and giving himself the perfect angle. He thrust forward, driving his cock as deep as her body would take him, groaning at the way her pussy clenched tightly around him. “Yeah, sweetheart,” he growled, his voice thick with arousal. “Cum all over my cock. You look so fucking beautiful right now.”

He pulled back, his cock slick and glistening, then drove forward again with unrelenting force. Each thrust rocked her body, her back sliding slightly across the desk with every movement. He gripped her tighter, pulling her closer, loving the way her breasts bounced with every powerful stroke. The slap of skin against skin filled the room, blending with the breathless sounds escaping both of them.

As he continued his relentless pace, he couldn’t hold back the trembling edge in his voice. “Do you feel it?” he asked, his words spilling out between ragged breaths. “Do you feel how deep I am inside your tight little pussy? Do you feel how hard you’ve made me? How excited I am?”

Lucy’s head tilted back, her lips parting as she moaned in response, her body answering every question he asked. The intensity of his words only spurred him on. He watched as her face twisted with pleasure, her body arching into him as she met each thrust with her own desperate movements. The pressure in his balls grew unbearable, the need to cum threatening to consume him. But James wasn’t ready to give in—not yet. He wanted more of her, needed more of this.

As James’s words washed over her, Lucy’s body betrayed her again. Another orgasm tore through her without warning, sending spasms rippling down her spine. She trembled beneath him, her cries raw and uncontrollable as the overwhelming pleasure left her incapable of responding. The sensation was pure bliss, her body quaking as wave after wave rolled through her, leaving her breathless and spent.

When the intensity finally began to subside, a sudden, powerful urge swept over her—one she couldn’t ignore. For the first time, she wanted to shift the focus away from her own pleasure and give it entirely to James. The thought ignited something new within her. Knowing she’d feel the soreness of his relentless size for days if they continued this way, she made her decision.

Reaching up with trembling hands, she let her fingers brush against his chest, then moved to his nipples. Pinching them lightly at first, she began teasing them in the way she knew her husband loved, hoping James would find it just as pleasurable. Her breath hitched as she finally managed to answer him, her voice unsteady but charged with sincerity. “Yeah… I love feeling how hard you are inside me,” she gasped, her words spilling out between ragged breaths. “No one has ever made me cum like you have tonight.”

Her words hung in the air, heavy and loaded with meaning. She paused for a moment, her lips curling into a soft, almost mischievous smile as she added, “And right now… I really want to make you cum, too.”

James groaned at her admission, his rhythm faltering for a brief moment as her words sunk in. He could feel her sincerity, her desire, and it drove him wild. Thrusting into her with deliberate force, he teased her further. “Are you sure?” he asked, his voice low and thick with arousal. “Remember, I cum a lot. You’ve got me so fucking turned on, Lucy. I promise you, it’s going to be messy.”

The corner of her mouth lifted in a smile, flattered by his raw, unfiltered honesty. “Yeah,” she whispered, her eyes locking onto his. “I want you to cum as hard as you’ve made me.”

For a moment, James seemed lost in thought, his blue eyes dark with lust. Then, with a deep, guttural groan, he made his decision. “Okay,” he said, his voice trembling with need. “But there’s one more thing I really want to do.”

Before she could respond, James withdrew his cock from her, the sudden emptiness drawing a soft gasp from Lucy’s lips. Without hesitation, his strong hands slid beneath her thighs, moving swiftly to her lower back. In one fluid motion, he lifted her effortlessly from the desk, holding her tightly against him. The heat of her slick, swollen sex pressed against his stomach, and he let out a shaky exhale, savoring the feel of her. Lucy instinctively wrapped her arms and legs around him, her body clinging to his as he carried her toward the bed behind them.

Every step heightened the anticipation between them, the tension building to an almost unbearable degree. When they reached the bed, James laid her down gently, the contrast between his earlier intensity and his tenderness now leaving her breathless. His gaze never left hers as he motioned with a subtle tilt of his head for her to slide higher onto the mattress.

Lucy followed his unspoken command, shifting her body until she was settled squarely in the center of the bed. Her hair splayed across the pillows, her flushed cheeks and slightly swollen lips painting the perfect picture of wanton beauty. James stood at the edge of the bed for a moment, his gaze raking over her form as though he couldn’t believe the sight before him.

Lucy’s breath caught as she watched James crawl toward her on the bed, his movements deliberate and predatory. Her heart skipped a beat, her anticipation heightening as her eyes dropped to the prominent, rigid length of his cock. It seemed to move with a mind of its own, standing out against the toned lines of his body, a visual promise of what was to come.

As he reached her, his hands moved with confident authority, gripping her firmly. She gasped aloud when he turned her around without a word, his boldness sending a thrill coursing through her. The way he manipulated her body so effortlessly, as if she were his to command, left her trembling—not with fear, but with the intoxicating rush of surrender. She drew in a deep breath, her heart racing as he positioned her on her hands and knees. His hands pressed down on her upper back, firm and unyielding, until her face rested against the cool fabric of the mattress. The juxtaposition of his strength and her vulnerability sent her mind spinning.

Lucy’s gasp turned into a sharp intake of breath as she felt James’s hands grip her buttocks, spreading her open. She had never felt more exposed, more vulnerable, than she did in that moment, her body entirely at his mercy. And then, just as she tried to steady her racing thoughts, she felt the warm, wet glide of his tongue against her most sensitive, untouched place.

Her head jerked up as a loud, unrestrained grunt escaped her lips. The sensation of James’s tongue swirling around the delicate tissue of her backdoor was unlike anything she had ever experienced. It was startling, electric, and undeniably pleasurable. A deep, guttural groan rose from her throat as she instinctively pushed her hips back against him, her body demanding more of the incredible stimulation.

She never imagined such pleasure could come from there, but James’s tongue moved with precision and hunger, coaxing waves of unexpected delight from her. Her breaths came in short, shallow bursts as her body began to grind against his face, unable to resist the way he made her feel. The sensations grew more intense with every flick and swirl of his tongue, her nerves alight with pleasure that seemed to radiate from deep within her.

Overcome, Lucy reached down between her legs, her fingers finding her clit with practiced ease. She began to stroke herself in rhythm with his movements, the dual stimulation sending her careening toward the edge. Her moans grew louder, filling the room as she felt his hands tighten their grip on her hips, holding her steady as he devoured her with even more fervor.

A few moments later, she gasped sharply when James’s fingers slid into her dripping pussy. Two thick digits filled her with ease, curling upward to press against her G-spot. The sensation was overwhelming—his tongue working her backdoor, his fingers stroking her from the inside, and her own hand teasing her clit. It was a symphony of pleasure, each sensation building on the last until her body could no longer contain the intensity.

Lucy’s eyes clenched shut as her back arched, her hands trembling against the sheets. A strangled cry ripped from her throat as the orgasm tore through her, stronger and more consuming than any she’d felt that night. Her body convulsed, her muscles tightening around James’s fingers as waves of ecstasy surged through her. She lost herself entirely to the moment, every nerve alight with pleasure, her mind empty of anything but the overwhelming bliss James had created within her.

Feeling Lucy’s body quake beneath him as her orgasm tore through her, James couldn’t help but smile. The way her pussy clenched around his fingers, the way her breath hitched with every wave of release—it was intoxicating. But as her spasms began to subside, his own desire surged to the forefront. Sitting back on his knees, he kept a firm grip on her hips, steadying her trembling body. His eyes roamed over her, lingering on the perfect curve of her ass, flushed and inviting.

He licked his lips as he reached down, taking hold of his throbbing cock. With a playful glint in his eye, he began to slap it lightly against her bare cheeks, the sharp sound sending jolts of anticipation through both of them. Lucy let out a soft moan, her body shifting beneath him, and James took in a deep, steadying breath. He was done teasing.

Guiding himself back into position, he pressed the swollen head of his cock against her slick entrance. A moment later, he grunted as he pushed himself inside her, his thickness forcing its way deep into her welcoming heat. Lucy cried out, her body arching instinctively as she took him back in, every inch filling her completely.

Gripping her hips tightly, James began to move, his thrusts steady and deliberate. The wet, rhythmic sound of his cock plunging into her pussy filled the room, punctuated by the slap of his hips against her ass and the low, throaty moans spilling from Lucy’s lips. He set a relentless pace, savoring the sensation of her tight walls gripping him with every thrust.

His gaze wandered up and down her body, drinking her in. The way her toes curled, the way her hands clutched at the bedsheets, her knuckles white as she braced herself against the force of his thrusts—it all pushed him closer to the edge. Her body was a picture of surrender and pleasure, and James felt a heady rush of triumph knowing he was the one unraveling her so completely.

When Lucy turned her head to look back at him, her dark eyes glazed with lust, James nearly lost control. The unbridled desire in her expression, combined with the raw intimacy of the moment, sent him spiraling. They were moving together now, their bodies in sync, fucking like animals caught in the throes of heat.

A guttural groan escaped him as he realized he couldn’t hold back any longer. With a sharp gasp, James pulled out of her, his cock slick and aching. In one fluid motion, he flipped Lucy onto her back, her body yielding to his strength. Her legs spread wide around him as he settled between them, and he couldn’t help but pause for a moment, drinking in the sight of her flushed, breathless, and entirely open to him.

Gripping his cock tightly, he began stroking himself, his hand moving with desperate speed as he hovered over her. “I’m going to cum,” he managed to say, his voice thick with need.

Lucy’s breath hitched, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she bit down on her lower lip. Her eyes never left his as she adjusted her position, letting her legs slide up to rub her bare feet against his thighs. “Cum!” she urged, her voice dripping with hunger. “I want to see it!”

Her words, paired with the way she licked her lips and squeezed her breasts in a show of pure seduction, shattered what little control James had left. His hips bucked involuntarily, his strokes growing faster and more erratic as he chased his release. With a loud, guttural groan, he finally came, his cock jerking in his hand as thick ropes of cum shot from the tip like a cannon.

Lucy couldn’t tear her eyes away, utterly enthralled as James’s release began. Her breath hitched sharply when the first thick spurt of his white seed shot over her head, disappearing somewhere into the bedding. Her gasp turned into a louder cry of surprise when the second jet landed squarely on her face with a wet, heavy splash. The warmth and weight of it on her skin sent a shiver through her, the sheer eroticism of the moment overwhelming her senses.

Her heart raced as she continued to watch, mesmerized, as James’s cock pulsed with each powerful release. Shot after shot of his hot, thick cum painted her body, splattering across her chest, her stomach, and finally her pussy. Each drop of his essence landed with deliberate intent, marking her in the most primal, intimate way. Lucy’s body trembled, the sensation so arousing she was certain she would have climaxed if she had been touching herself.

When James finally slowed, his body shuddering with the aftershocks of his mind-blowing orgasm, Lucy’s chest heaved. She lay there, her skin slick with his cum, her body flushed with arousal. The erotic heat of his release and the way it coated her from her face to her thighs made her feel like a decadent, hedonistic goddess. She ran her fingers lightly over her stomach, spreading the sticky warmth across her skin, savoring the filthy, delicious intimacy of it.

James gazed down at her, his chest rising and falling as he tried to catch his breath. The sight of Lucy beneath him, her body spattered with his thick, white release, was almost too much to process. She looked otherworldly—untamed, raw, and utterly captivating. As the last ripples of his orgasm ebbed away, he leaned forward, his voice soft, almost hesitant as he asked, “Can I kiss you?”

Lucy didn’t answer with words. Instead, she reached up, her fingers curling around the back of his neck as she pulled him down to her. The moment their lips met, she moaned, the sound vibrating between them as his tongue slid into her mouth, claiming her. The taste of him, the feel of his body pressing against hers, reignited the fire burning in her core.

Wrapping her legs around his waist, she reveled in the sensation of his cum smearing between their naked bodies as they moved together. The slick heat of it heightened the intimacy of the moment, adding a deliciously kinky edge to their connection. She could feel him still hard against her, the evidence of his unrelenting desire pressing insistently against her hip.

Without thinking, the words slipped from her lips, surprising even herself. “Put yourself back inside me,” she whispered, her voice thick with hunger.

James grunted at her words, her raw desire igniting something primal within him. His voice was rough, trembling with arousal, as he asked, “Are you sure?”

Lucy met his gaze without hesitation, her eyes dark with hunger. Her voice was soft but filled with unyielding certainty as she replied, “Yeah… I want to feel you back inside me. I want to feel you melt in me.”

Her words pushed him past the point of restraint. A low growl rumbled in his throat as he shifted his hips, positioning himself against her once more. The swollen head of his cock pressed against the slick, inviting lips of her pussy, her arousal mingling with the remnants of his release. With a single, powerful thrust, he pushed inside her, sliding deep into her warmth.

Both of them moaned at the same time, their bodies trembling as they reconnected. Lucy’s back arched slightly, her fingers curling against his shoulders as she adjusted to the familiar stretch. The sensation of him filling her completely sent a shiver through her, her pussy clenching tightly around him as if her body wanted to hold him there forever.

James paused for a moment, savoring the way her body welcomed him back. He leaned down, capturing her lips in a kiss that was softer than she expected—warm and lingering, a contrast to the intensity of their coupling. Lucy responded immediately, her hands moving up to tangle in his hair as she kissed him back with equal fervor.

Their mouths moved together, slow and deliberate, the intimacy of the kiss amplifying the connection between them. Their bodies remained locked, every inch of him buried deep inside her as they savored the sensation of being joined. The heat between them was undeniable, their shared breaths and soft moans filling the space around them.

As they kissed, James let his hands roam over her body, his touch tender yet possessive. He could feel the slick evidence of their passion on her skin, and it only deepened the intensity of the moment. For Lucy, the weight of him pressing her into the mattress, the warmth of his body enveloping her, and the fullness inside her all combined to create a blissful sense of completeness.

For a moment, the world outside ceased to exist. All that mattered was the rhythm of their breaths, the heat of their connection, and the raw intimacy they shared in that stolen moment.

***************

In the dimly lit office on the lower level of the building, the room was silent save for the faint hum of the large TV dominating one wall. The screen displayed a live feed from a hidden camera, its lens no bigger than a nickel, carefully concealed within the room where James and Lucy had been playing for the past thirty minutes. The digital wiring that connected the camera to the office had been painstakingly installed, ensuring that what unfolded above could be transmitted below without detection.

Chris sat in a plush leather chair, his body tense, his knuckles white as they gripped the armrests with unrelenting force. His eyes were glued to the screen, his breathing uneven as he watched the scene play out before him. His beautiful wife, Lucy, was writhing on a bed, her back arched as she cried out in ecstasy. James was on top of her, his cock buried deep inside her, thrusting with deliberate intensity. The sight of Lucy’s orgasm—her body convulsing in pleasure as another man pushed her over the edge—sent a surge of conflicting emotions crashing through Chris.

His stomach churned with a potent mix of jealousy, arousal, and something darker that he couldn’t quite name. As his jaw tightened, his cock throbbed painfully, the tension between what he was seeing and what he was feeling almost unbearable. Emily’s presence beside him, however, was impossible to ignore.

Kneeling between his legs, Emily had stripped completely, her naked body bathed in the soft glow of the monitor. Her hands gripped the base of Chris’s cock, her tongue swirling teasingly around the tip as she worked him with deliberate precision. She glanced up at him through her lashes, her eyes dark and hungry, gauging his every reaction. Slowly, she took him deeper into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth as she began to move with a steady rhythm.

Chris grunted softly, the sight of Lucy on the screen blending with the wet, sinful sensation of Emily’s mouth on him. Her tongue pressed against the underside of his shaft, her movements unrelenting as she bobbed her head. Her hands remained at his base, stroking in perfect tandem with her lips, drawing him closer to the edge with every pass.

“Fuck,” Chris muttered under his breath, his grip on the armrests tightening even further. His eyes darted back to the screen, watching as James pulled Lucy closer, thrusting harder, her cries echoing faintly from the speakers. The visual was almost too much, a potent cocktail of arousal and emotional turmoil. He couldn’t look away, even as his mind screamed at him to process what he was feeling—love for his wife, jealousy that another man was giving her this pleasure, and undeniable arousal at the raw, primal act he was witnessing.

Emily seemed to sense his tension, her pace quickening as she hollowed her cheeks, taking him deeper. The wet sounds of her lips sliding along his cock filled the air, mingling with the faint moans from the TV. Her hand gently cupped his balls, massaging them in time with her strokes, pushing him closer to the brink.

Chris groaned loudly as his climax built, his head falling back against the chair. Emily didn’t let up, her tongue flicking against the sensitive underside of his head as she brought him over the edge. With a guttural grunt, his hips bucked, his release hitting hard. Hot spurts of cum filled Emily’s mouth, and she swallowed greedily, her lips staying locked around him as she milked every last drop. When his spasms subsided, she finally released him, her tongue flicking out to catch the last remnants of his release before she pulled away.

Breathless, Chris opened his eyes, pulling his gaze away from the screen to meet Emily’s. Her lips curled into a satisfied smile as she licked her lips, her expression one of smug delight. “You just gave me the greatest blowjob I’ve ever had,” he admitted, his voice hoarse.

Emily’s smile widened, her naked body shifting as she stood. She leaned forward, brushing a lingering kiss against his lips before climbing onto his lap. Straddling him, she settled herself comfortably, her breasts pressing against his chest. Turning her head, she glanced at the screen, watching as James continued to pound into Lucy with unrelenting force.

“So,” she said, her voice soft but pointed as her gaze flicked back to Chris, “how do you really feel, watching your wife having sex with another man?”

Chris’s eyes remained glued to the screen as he replied quickly, his voice thick with arousal. “It’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen! I’ve fantasized about watching her do something like this for a long time. Don’t even know why—it’s just always been there.” He paused, his breath hitching as he watched James thrust into Lucy with relentless intensity, her cries echoing softly in the room. “And actually seeing it now… well, it’s a big part of why you just made me cum so fast.”

Emily smirked, her lips curving into a sly smile as she shifted slightly on his lap. “I’ll hold you to that,” she teased, her voice playful yet laced with suggestion.

For a few minutes, they sat silently, their attention returning to the screen as their spouses continued to lose themselves in each other. The room buzzed with tension, a mix of raw arousal and curiosity lingering in the air. Eventually, Chris broke the silence, his voice softer now. “How about you? Do you really never feel bad or jealous when James has sex with other women?”

Emily glanced at him, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “No, not at all,” she said easily. “I know he’s having a great time right now, and I know he’s going to come home with me tonight. And when he does, we’re going to have some of the most passionate sex we’ve had in weeks—not just tonight, but for days after.” She grinned, her confidence radiating as she turned back to the screen.

Chris absorbed her words, his mind spinning as he tried to reconcile her casual acceptance with the emotions swirling inside him. Another couple of minutes passed, the silence punctuated only by the sounds of their spouses’ moans coming through the speakers, before Emily broke the quiet.

“So tell me,” she asked curiously, her tone tinged with mischief, “has your wife ever told you or hinted that she’d like to experiment with another woman?”

Chris’s heart skipped a beat at her question, and he felt his cock stir again. He shifted slightly in the chair, his voice low as he replied, “No, she hasn’t. But after tonight… well, I wouldn’t put anything past her. Why do you ask?”

Emily turned her head toward him, her gaze lingering on his face for a moment before dropping to his rising erection. She smirked, her voice sultry as she said, “Chris, sweetie, your wife is a major hottie. And I’d love to get a taste of her myself.”

Chris grinned, his arousal building rapidly at her boldness. “Well,” he said, his voice now tinged with excitement, “maybe we should try to arrange that. We’re in town for two more nights.”

Emily’s smile widened as she felt Chris’s renewed hardness pressing against her thigh. Without hesitation, her hand slid down, wrapping around his shaft. She gave him a slow, deliberate stroke, drawing a sigh from his lips as her fingers teased him. Shifting her position, she moved her body until the head of his cock was nestled against her warm, slick entrance.

“Yeah,” she murmured, her voice dripping with lust. “Let’s try to do that. I’d really love to fuck your wife.” She paused, her hand guiding him as she began to rub the tip of his cock against her swollen labia. Her eyes locked onto his, her tone shifting to a playful challenge as she added, “But right now, I’m going to fuck you first. Is that okay?”

Chris groaned, his hands gripping her hips as he met her gaze. “You’re not going to get any protest from me,” he said, his voice thick with anticipation.

Emily grinned wickedly as she sank down onto him, taking him inch by inch, her movements slow and deliberate. Both of them moaned softly, their attention flickering between the screen and each other as they began to move in rhythm. They watched as their spouses pleased each other with the same fervor, the shared voyeuristic thrill adding another layer to their own forbidden connection.


Chapter 9

Lucy felt the first pangs of guilt as she walked alongside James, her hand resting shyly in his. His fingers curled around hers with a gentle yet assured grip, guiding her toward the stairway that would take them back down to the club’s main floor. Her heart hammered in her chest, each step toward the lower level intensifying the weight of her emotions. She couldn’t stop thinking about Chris, her husband—the man she had left behind an hour ago, along with James’s wife, Emily, in this unexpected night of indulgence and discovery.

When they reached the main floor—a sprawling, elegant social area filled with mingling couples—Lucy’s stomach tightened. She had never imagined stepping into a swingers’ club, let alone descending the stairs after doing what she had just done. She felt acutely aware of every detail: the dim lighting, the soft hum of conversations, the faint trace of perfume and cologne in the air. But all of it seemed muted as her gaze swept the room, landing on Chris.

There he was, seated about twenty feet away, his posture relaxed and confident. He looked completely at ease, a broad, genuine smile spreading across his face the moment he caught her eye. The sight of his warmth and love struck her like a blow. Her guilt surged, sharp and unrelenting, as her mind replayed everything she’d done upstairs.

She could still feel James’s touch—his hands gripping her hips, the stretch of him filling her, the sound of his deep groans in her ear. Worse still, she could remember how much she’d craved it, how much she’d enjoyed it. The shame was almost unbearable now, climbing higher and higher with every step she took. Her husband had trusted her implicitly, and she had broken that trust in the most intimate way possible.

Her legs felt like lead as she stepped into the room, her hand slipping free from James’s. She froze where she stood, the fight-or-flight response warring inside her. All she wanted was to flee—to run from her husband’s smile, from James’s touch, from the reality of what she had done. But instead, she remained rooted to the spot, her mind repeating a single desperate prayer: Please forgive me.

For Chris, however, the sight of Lucy emerging from the stairway made his chest swell with pride and excitement. She looked radiant, her cheeks still flushed, her body language betraying a mixture of shyness and exhilaration that he found irresistible. In his mind’s eye, he could still see her upstairs, completely naked beneath James.

The images burned vividly in his memory: the way her legs wrapped tightly around James’s hips, her head thrown back in ecstasy as her body arched beneath him. He could recall the blissful expression on her face as she came again and again, her cries filling the room while James’s cock drove deep into her. He could still picture the way James’s strong hands gripped her thighs, lifting them high onto his shoulders so he could thrust into her even deeper. And those feet of hers, flapping back and forth with every powerful movement—every detail etched itself into his mind like a forbidden masterpiece.

Chris’s arousal stirred anew, his cock hardening despite the fact he’d already climaxed twice that night. He hadn’t expected to feel this way—to be so deeply turned on by something he’d fantasized about but never dared believe could actually happen. Yet here he was, filled with an intoxicating mixture of love for his wife and raw, undeniable lust for what she’d just shared with another man.

Chris watched his wife closely, his elation tempered by a growing concern. As well as he knew Lucy, he could see the weight of guilt pressing down on her—the subtle tremble in her posture, the way her eyes flickered with uncertainty. She was struggling, and he knew it. For as long as he could remember, he’d fantasized about seeing her with another man, but now that it had actually happened—unexpectedly, unplanned, and far beyond anything he’d dared imagine—he realized that her emotions could jeopardize what had been the most thrilling, mind-blowing experience of his life.

He couldn’t let that happen. The memory of watching Lucy with James, of seeing her body alive with pleasure and her face transformed by ecstasy, was too intoxicating to risk losing. He wanted her to feel as free and liberated as he had felt watching her. If there was ever a chance for this to happen again, he needed to act quickly.

Without hesitation, Chris closed the distance between them, his movements deliberate yet calm. When he reached her, he placed a gentle hand on her arm, drawing her attention to him. Lucy’s teary eyes met his, her guilt so evident it almost broke his heart. He softened his voice, speaking in a soothing tone as he said, “Sweetheart, don’t feel bad. Please, don’t.”

Her lips parted as though she wanted to speak, but no words came. Chris leaned in closer, his hands moving to her shoulders as he continued. “I know what happened, and I want you to know that it was the sexiest, most incredibly erotic thing I’ve ever seen. You looked absolutely beautiful up there, Lucy. I hope you enjoyed every second of it because I did—more than I can even explain. And I want you to know, more than anything, that I love you. I love you so, so much.”

Hearing his words, Lucy couldn’t hold back the tide of emotion any longer. A choked sob escaped her lips as tears began to stream down her cheeks. She stepped forward, pressing her face against Chris’s chest as her body shook with quiet cries. His arms immediately wrapped around her, holding her tightly against him. She felt the warmth of his embrace, his hands firm and reassuring as they slid over her back, grounding her in his presence.

Even as he comforted her, Lucy couldn’t shake the heavy guilt weighing on her. The memory of James’s touch, his body, his kiss—it all lingered, mingling with the shame of knowing she’d broken the trust of the man holding her now. But Chris’s words echoed in her mind, softening the sharp edges of her self-recrimination. His unwavering love, his reassurance, began to soothe her in ways she hadn’t thought possible.

As the tension within her started to loosen, Lucy took a deep breath, struggling to calm herself. She didn’t want to draw any more attention to them, aware of the many couples mingling in the room around them. Lifting her head slightly, she glanced up at Chris, her voice trembling with a mixture of relief and curiosity. “How… how did you know?” she asked softly.

“The room you and James were in has a hidden camera,” Chris began, his voice calm yet tinged with excitement as he looked down at Lucy. “Emily told me that only a select few even know some of the cameras exist. She said they’re installed in all the rooms with locking doors, for security—just in case things ever got out of hand.”

He smiled at her, his expression soft but laced with a mischievous glint. His heart raced as vivid images of what he had seen earlier flashed through his mind, making his pulse quicken. “Anyway,” he continued, “after she finished playing in that orgy room we saw her in before you went upstairs with James, she came over and told me that we might be able to find out what the two of you were up to… secretly.”

Lucy’s stomach churned as she listened, a mixture of nervousness and curiosity knotting in her chest.

“When we got to the room with all the monitors,” Chris went on, “Emily started flipping through a few channels. Then, suddenly, there you were.” He laughed softly, shaking his head at the memory. “What I saw on that screen nearly gave me a heart attack. I damn near passed out.”

His grin widened, so radiant and genuine that Lucy couldn’t look away, even as her cheeks burned with embarrassment. The thought of Chris seeing her in such a vulnerable, forbidden moment sent waves of guilt rippling through her.

Unable to stop herself, Lucy asked hesitantly, “What did you see?”

Chris’s grin turned into a smirk as he leaned closer, his tone low and teasing. “When the screen flipped to the room, I saw you lying on a desk, completely naked. And James? He was naked too. That alone blew me away, but then I saw you both playing with yourselves—right there in front of each other.” He paused, his voice lowering further as he added, “And then he went down on you.”

Lucy’s breath hitched, her face flushing hotly.

“When he did,” Chris continued, his eyes gleaming with remembered arousal, “you didn’t make a single move to stop him. You just leaned back and… let it happen.” He let out a shaky laugh, his voice catching. “That’s when I thought I was going to faint.”

As he spoke, Lucy could see his face flush with color, his excitement unmistakable. The thought of her husband watching her with another man—and clearly enjoying it—made her stomach twist even tighter.

Her conservative upbringing and ingrained sense of morality clawed at her. Despite Chris’s reassurances, guilt welled up in her again, sharp and unrelenting. “I know you say it’s okay,” she began, her voice trembling, “but I still feel bad. I feel sick. I cheated on you, Chris, and I can’t stop feeling awful about it.”

She paused, swallowing hard as tears pricked at her eyes. The weight of her actions pressed down on her chest like a boulder. Then, like a flicker of light breaking through the haze, a thought surfaced—one that had lingered quietly in the back of her mind all night.

Earlier in the evening, she’d caught a glimpse of something in Chris. A silent encouragement, a subtle nudge, as if he’d wanted her to do something with James. Now, with his words confirming that suspicion, a spark of anger ignited within her. The idea that her husband might have desired this—might have set her up for this—fueled her guilt, shame, and now frustration.

She started to ask, “What were you doing when…” but stopped herself mid-sentence. The question hung unfinished in the air as she realized how hypocritical it would sound. Her anger threatened to spill over, but she clenched her jaw, forcing herself to stay quiet.

Still, she couldn’t help but wonder for the first time in their relationship: Does he really love and respect me? The way he was smiling at her now, aroused and exhilarated by what she’d done with James, only deepened her doubts. The memory of James’s touch and Chris’s apparent excitement blurred together in her mind, creating a whirlwind of conflicted emotions. Lucy’s chest tightened as she stared at Chris, her love for him battling against the hurt and confusion now coursing through her.

Confused and overwhelmed by the storm of emotions swirling within her, Lucy looked at Chris, her voice trembling as she said, “Chris… take me home. Take me back to our hotel. I want to go.”

Chris hesitated for a moment, his expression flickering between concern and acceptance. Without a word, he nodded. Together, they approached James and Emily, exchanging awkward pleasantries and goodbyes. Lucy avoided James’s gaze, her cheeks flushed as fragments of the night played over and over in her mind. Chris, sensing her unease, kept his words brief. Moments later, they slipped into a cab, leaving the swingers’ club behind.

The ride was silent, the tension between them palpable. The cab took them back to the strip club where their rental car was parked, and from there, they drove to their hotel in silence. Lucy stared out the window, her thoughts a chaotic mess of guilt, anger, and confusion. Chris, glancing at her occasionally, chose to give her space, sensing she needed time to process everything.


Chapter 10

It took nearly a month for the guilt and anger Lucy carried from that night to finally fade. It wasn’t easy, and it didn’t happen on its own. Time played a part, but so did the deeply intimate conversations she and Chris shared in the weeks that followed. Night after night, they talked—about what had happened, about their feelings, and about the complicated emotions that lingered between them.

Slowly, through those conversations, Lucy came to understand something that transformed her perspective. Chris’s love for her hadn’t wavered; it hadn’t changed. He loved and respected her no differently than he had before that night in Vegas. If anything, his feelings for her seemed to have deepened. From their talks, she realized that the intensity of his love was the very reason he had found such joy in witnessing her being so intimately and thoroughly pleasured. For Chris, watching her let go, seeing her body and soul respond so freely to another man, had been an expression of her liberation—something he had longed for her to experience.

Through Chris’s reassurances, Lucy came to see that what she had feared was betrayal was, in his eyes, a moment of shared beauty and connection. He had been thrilled by her ability to finally break free from the restrictive box that had confined her for so long, one built from the rigid expectations of her upbringing. Over time, her shame began to dissolve, replaced by a tentative sense of acceptance.

Then one day, as Lucy drove home from work, it hit her like a flood. The guilt that had lingered for so long finally gave way to something new. Overwhelmed with emotion, she pulled her car over to the side of the road, tears streaming down her cheeks. For the first time in her life, she felt something akin to rebirth.

In that moment, Lucy fully accepted a truth she had long suppressed: the sexual fantasies and yearnings she had buried deep within herself weren’t sinful or shameful. They were natural. They were a part of her—an expression of her curiosity, her desires, her humanity. They didn’t make her broken or impure. They made her whole.

As this realization took hold, she felt a weight lift from her shoulders, her breath coming easier. She saw herself in a new light—not as a woman tethered to the constraints of her past, but as someone who could embrace her desires without fear. For the first time, Lucy truly understood that those cravings that occasionally stirred deep within her weren’t the workings of a sinful soul. They were simply… her.

As Lucy’s guilt faded and her acceptance grew, something unexpected and thrilling awakened within her—a hunger for sex that burned with renewed intensity. Her lust for Chris reawakened with a vigor she hadn’t felt in years, and their physical intimacy quickly reignited in ways neither of them could have anticipated. Over the span of three days, she found herself insatiable, making love—or more accurately, fucking—her husband for the seventh time. As she lay in his arms afterward, her body still humming with satisfaction, a sudden memory surfaced, one that made her smile.

She recalled something James and Emily had shared during their weekend in Vegas: after playing with others, the two of them always came back together to "tear each other to pieces." Excluding the emotional roller coaster she had endured over the past month, Lucy realized with amusement that this was exactly what she and Chris were doing now. The memory titillated her, and as the days passed, Lucy found her thoughts returning to James and Emily more and more often—particularly James.

She couldn’t get him out of her mind. When she thought about him, she felt an unexpected gratitude that the only other man she had ever been with, the only one besides Chris who had been inside her, had been so gentle and attentive. James had treated her with care and respect, while still awakening parts of her she hadn’t even known existed. Those thoughts began to consume her during quiet moments, and she started masturbating in secret, her hands moving over her body as she replayed every detail of her encounter with James.

Each time, she would close her eyes and let the memories envelop her—the way his hands had gripped her hips, the sound of his voice in her ear, the sensation of his body pressing into hers. She recalled how he had made her cum over and over, taking her to heights she hadn’t believed possible. Over time, those vivid memories began to evolve into fantasies—longing, unspoken desires to see him again, to feel his touch, his presence, his body inside hers once more.

When she finally confessed to Chris that she couldn’t stop thinking about James and Emily, he was thrilled. Her cheeks flushed as she admitted it, but Chris’s response was anything but judgmental. Instead, he looked at her with unmistakable excitement, loving the way her face lit up as she shared her thoughts. Emboldened, he began to incorporate those memories into their lovemaking, talking dirty to her in explicit, graphic detail about everything he had witnessed that night at the swingers’ club.

He described the way James had spread her open, the way Lucy’s body had writhed beneath him, her cries of pleasure filling the air. He painted the scene vividly, his words stirring Lucy’s desire as much as his touch. The more he spoke, the more her hunger grew, her body responding to his words as if they were another kind of foreplay. For Chris, seeing her aroused by his descriptions was exhilarating, and it only deepened his desire to explore their shared fantasies further.

Over the course of a week, Chris found himself debating whether to act on an idea that had been forming in his mind. He knew it could change their lives forever, but the thought of what it might lead to excited him far more than it scared him. After days of consideration, he finally made the call—a special, unique call that he knew could open the door to something extraordinary.

“Hi! Can I speak with James?” Chris asked, his voice steady but tinged with a nervous energy he hadn’t expected.

“Please hold for a moment,” came the polite reply from James’s assistant. Chris tapped his fingers against the edge of his desk, his heart racing as he waited. A couple of minutes passed before he heard the deep, familiar voice on the other end of the line.

“Hello! This is James.”

Chris swallowed, surprised by the flutter of nerves tightening in his chest. Maybe it was because of what he was about to say, or maybe it was the unexpected surge of arousal he felt just thinking about Lucy and James together again. “Hey, James,” he began, his voice slightly hesitant. “This is Chris Evans. Umm… I don’t know if you remember, but my wife and I met you a little over a month ago in Las Vegas.”

Before Chris could say anything more, James laughed, the sound warm and genuine. “Of course I remember you!” he said, his tone laced with excitement. “Emily and I have talked about you two a lot over the last couple of weeks. We were starting to think we’d never hear from you again! This is a very nice surprise.”

As he spoke, James felt a sudden rush of heat flooding his body. His cock stirred in his pants, hardening as memories of that night with Lucy rushed to the forefront of his mind. Standing from his desk, he crossed the room to shut his office door, his hand trembling slightly as he turned the lock.

James couldn’t help but picture Lucy—her soft, innocent beauty contrasted by the uninhibited way she had given herself to him that night. He remembered the feel of her body beneath his hands, the intoxicating taste of her skin, the way her cries had echoed in his ears as he’d driven her to climax after climax. Every detail of that night had stayed with him, and the thought of her still had a power over him he couldn’t explain.

He sat back down, leaning forward as he spoke again, his tone slightly lower, more intimate. “So, tell me, Chris… what made you decide to call?”

Chris hesitated for a beat, his pulse quickening. He felt the weight of the moment, the potential of where this conversation could lead. But as he thought of Lucy, of the way her face had lit up when she’d shared her thoughts about James and Emily, his resolve solidified. This wasn’t just about him—it was about them.

“Well, I’ll be honest with you,” Chris began, his voice carrying an uneasy mixture of excitement and apprehension. “Lucy had a rough time after that night. Her upbringing was… let’s just say it didn’t prepare her for something like that. It took her a while to process everything she felt, to make sense of it. But now—now she sees it differently. She doesn’t think it was a mistake or that it means there’s something wrong with us. Actually…” He hesitated, a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. “Our sex life has been incredible ever since.”

Chris shifted in his seat, his confidence faltering for just a moment as he prepared to take the conversation to a riskier place. “Over the last week or so, Lucy’s been bringing up that night more often. Specifically… she’s been talking about you two. About you.” He took a steadying breath. “Because of that, I was wondering if you and Emily might be interested in meeting up again. Maybe in Vegas?”

James didn’t miss a beat. “Absolutely! We’d love that!” His reply was quick, but there was no mistaking the excitement in his voice. He paused, swallowing hard as if to steady himself before continuing, his tone dropping into something deeper. “I have to say, I’m flattered Lucy remembers that night so fondly. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t have some very fond memories myself.” He smirked faintly, his gaze flickering with something darker, something hungry. “And Emily? She’d kill me if I didn’t tell you—she has plenty of happy memories about you, too.”

Chris let out a shaky laugh, running a hand through his hair. The vivid images of that night played unbidden in his mind: the heat of James’s wife beneath him, the way her lips parted, insisting he cum in her mouth—not once, but twice. The way she swallowed him down, her eyes locked on his, had burned itself into his memory. Yet now, sitting across from James, the man who had shared his wife so willingly, Chris couldn’t help but feel a twist of unease in his stomach.

“I’ll be honest,” Chris admitted, his voice quieter now. “This whole conversation feels… weird. Talking to you, knowing we’ve both been with each other’s wives like that. I hope everything’s cool between us.”

James leaned back in his chair, exuding an easy confidence that put Chris at ease. “Chris, don’t even sweat it. We’re swingers. This is what we do.” He smiled, his tone reassuring but firm. “And I can promise you this—Emily spoke highly of you. She’d be thrilled to see you again.”

“Well, I’d love to see her again, too,” Chris replied, his voice thick with honesty. “But I’ll tell you this—Lucy would be even more excited to see you. Whenever we talk about that night, there’s this look in her eyes. Like she’s thinking about it, reliving it. I know her well enough to know she wants it to happen again, even if she won’t admit it yet.”

Chris hesitated, glancing away as he wrestled with what he was about to suggest. His pulse quickened, a mix of nerves and anticipation surging through him. “That said, she’ll probably need a little nudge. A push to get her past whatever’s holding her back. And I was thinking…” He trailed off, his eyes flicking back to James, testing the waters before taking the plunge. “If you were to call her—out of the blue—you might be able to… push the right buttons. Titillate her enough to get her thinking about Vegas again. Maybe even sooner rather than later.”

Hearing Chris’s suggestion, James felt a surge of heat ripple through him, spreading from his chest to his limbs, leaving his skin tingling. His pulse quickened as he leaned back in his chair, glancing toward the office door. Confirming it was locked, he let his hand drift down, massaging the growing bulge in his pants, his thoughts racing.

“Are you sure she’d be open to a call from me? Out of the blue like that?” James asked, his voice low and edged with curiosity. He couldn’t hide the thrill that was building in him, the idea of hearing her voice again setting his blood on fire.

Chris hesitated for only a moment before nodding. “Yeah. I mean, I’d say I’m ninety-five percent sure.” He exhaled shakily, realizing his hands were trembling slightly. “I’ve got a business dinner tonight. She’ll be home alone. If you’re serious about this, you could call her tonight.” The words left his mouth unsteadily, a mixture of nerves and excitement swirling in his chest.

James’s grip on himself tightened reflexively, and he shifted in his chair, the anticipation almost unbearable. “Absolutely,” he said without hesitation, his tone firm and eager. If it were up to him, he’d call her right now. He couldn’t deny the rush that came with the thought of catching her off guard, hearing the way her voice might falter when she realized who was on the other end of the line.

Plotting, his lips curled into a small, mischievous smile. “Should I tell her I got your number from you? Or should I leave her wondering?”

“No! Well…” Chris hesitated, his nerves visible in the way his voice wavered. “Yeah. Why don’t you just tell her I called to say thanks and hello? Keep it casual. Would that be okay?”

James nodded, even though Chris couldn’t see him, his pen already poised over a notepad. “Yeah, that sounds fine,” he replied, jotting down Chris and Lucy’s home phone number as it was dictated to him. After confirming the number, he paused, the weight of what they were discussing sinking in. “Chris,” he began carefully, his tone more serious now, “I just want to make sure you’re okay with all of this. And I feel like I should warn you—if what you’ve seen in her matches what I thought I sensed that night, you might be opening Pandora’s box here. Are you sure you want to do that?”

There was a long silence on the other end of the line. Chris finally exhaled and said simply, “I think it’s already been opened.”

James swallowed hard, the gravity of those words sinking in alongside the undeniable rush of excitement. “Okay,” he said, his voice thick. “I’ll call her tonight. I’m looking forward to it.”

As the call ended, James placed the receiver down with deliberate care, staring at the notepad in front of him. The thrill of anticipation coiled tightly in his chest, making it hard to sit still. He stood and strode to his office door, twisting the lock to confirm it was secure. Satisfied, he returned to his desk, but instead of sitting down, he hesitated, his hand drifting to his belt.

The urge was too strong to resist. In one fluid motion, he unbuckled his pants and slid them off, sinking back into his chair, his cock already hard and aching. Closing his eyes, he let his mind wander, picturing Lucy as she’d been that night—her lips parted, her body pliant and eager, the way she looked up at him as he filled her completely. The memory alone was enough to make his breath hitch as his hand wrapped firmly around himself.

His strokes grew more urgent as the fantasy deepened. He could see her so clearly, feel the warmth of her skin, the desperation in her voice as she begged for more. His grip tightened as he imagined what might happen if he saw her again, the things he’d do to her, the sounds she’d make when he pushed her to the edge.

It didn’t take long before his body tensed, and with a guttural grunt, he came hard, thick ropes spilling over his hand as he clenched his teeth, the image of Lucy burned vividly in his mind. Panting, he leaned back in his chair, a satisfied smirk tugging at his lips.

Tonight’s call, he thought, was going to be very interesting.

James purposely dialed Lucy and Chris’s house eighteen minutes past seven, timing his call to make it seem casual, almost spur-of-the-moment. Yet, as the phone rang, his heart raced with anticipation. His free hand clenched and unclenched, damp with sweat, while his mind replayed the sound of Lucy’s voice from that unforgettable night. By the sixth ring, he wondered if she’d answer at all.

And then it happened.

“Hello?” came the soft, feminine voice that instantly sent a jolt of excitement through him. It was unmistakable—Lucy.

He grinned, flipping the phone to his left hand so he could discreetly wipe his palm on his pants. His voice was warm but deliberate, laced with an undercurrent of confidence. “Hello! This is a friendly voice from your not-too-distant past. This is James! Is this Lucy?”

The pause on the other end was brief but electric. When she recognized who it was, Lucy felt a surge of adrenaline course through her body, her heart hammering in her chest. Her cheeks flushed hot, her thoughts scattering as she struggled to process his unexpected call.

“Um… hi!” she finally managed, her voice trembling slightly. She laughed nervously, trying to steady herself. “How… how are you doing?”

Her mind raced with questions, barely able to keep up with her own pulse. How had he found their number? Why was he calling? What did he want? But beneath the uncertainty was another feeling, one she couldn’t ignore—a low, insistent thrum of excitement that curled in her stomach.

“I’m doing great!” James replied, his voice warm and reassuring, though he could feel his pulse quickening. “Chris called me at work today just to say hi. Turns out Emily must’ve slipped him one of my business cards that night we all met.” He chuckled softly, keeping his tone casual, but there was an underlying edge of anticipation. “I was really happy to hear from you guys. Chris mentioned things have been going well for you two since then.”

He paused, letting his words settle. His grip on the phone tightened slightly, the air between them humming with unspoken tension. After a moment, he continued, his tone softening. “Emily and I have talked about the both of you a lot since that night. Honestly, we were worried when we didn’t hear from you afterward. We thought maybe… maybe it wasn’t a good experience for you two.” He hesitated just long enough to make the question feel genuine, then added, “Has everything really been okay?”

Smiling softly, Lucy found herself, once again, appreciating how much James seemed to genuinely care about her feelings. It wasn’t the first time he’d shown this side of himself, and it stirred something warm and reassuring inside her. Moving to the couch in the quiet of the living room, she tucked the phone between her ear and shoulder, her free hand smoothing the fabric of her nightshirt absently.

“Um… I’ve been doing okay!” she replied, her voice light but carrying a hint of hesitation. She paused, chewing on her bottom lip as she gathered her thoughts. “I have to tell you, though—it’s been bugging me that I didn’t say goodbye as nicely as I should have that night. I kind of forced Chris to take me home quickly because I was feeling… guilty after everything that happened.”

She heard James inhale sharply, and before she could spiral too far into her thoughts, he jumped in, his voice tinged with concern. “I’m sorry to hear that, Lucy. I really hope things are better now.”

Lucy hesitated, her cheeks warming at how open she was being. It wasn’t like her to share this much, but something about James’s tone, his steady presence on the other end of the line, made it easy. “Oh, they are!” she assured him quickly.

Settling onto the couch, she curled her bare feet beneath her, pulling the hem of her nightshirt over her knees in a subconscious gesture of comfort. Her voice softened as she continued, “It’s just… being with you, James—well, you’re the only other man I’ve ever been that intimate with. Ever. Between that and the fact that I’m married, it was a lot for me to process at the time. It felt overwhelming.”

Genuinely concerned, James leaned forward slightly, his voice steady and full of warmth. “Well, I really do hope things are better for you now,” he said. “I hope you’re not carrying any guilt or regret anymore. That night was never meant to hurt anyone, least of all you.”

“No, I’m okay now,” Lucy replied, her voice soft but sure. She paused, her teeth catching her bottom lip as a wave of nervousness swept over her. It still felt surreal, hearing James’s voice again, speaking so openly with him. But after a beat, she continued, her words spilling out in a mix of relief and reflection. “It took a while, but I eventually realized that Chris doesn’t love me any less than he did before. If anything… he was not only accepting of what happened—it really turned him on.” She let out a small, incredulous laugh, shaking her head at the memory. “That was a big surprise for me.”

She inhaled cautiously, her fingers fidgeting with the hem of her nightshirt as she debated how much more she could admit. But there was something disarming about James, something that made her feel safe. The comfort of talking to him nudged her forward.

“And another thing I finally came to terms with,” she began, her voice softer now, almost hesitant, “was the fact that… what happened between you and me—it was just sex. It wasn’t like we were making love or anything like that.” Her voice faltered briefly, but she pushed on. “But still, it took me some time to accept that I’d done something so… intimate with a man who wasn’t my husband.”

Lucy shifted, drawing her knees closer to her chest. “You have to understand,” she added, her tone growing thoughtful, “when I was growing up, it was ingrained in me that sex was only for a husband and wife. It was supposed to be something sacred. Something you did to make babies. Definitely not something you did just for pleasure—and especially not with someone who’s practically a stranger.”

Chap 2

Despite her reassurances, James tread carefully, his tone soft and measured. “Well, again, I’m glad to hear that. Chris told me you were okay with everything, but I wanted to hear it directly from you. It means a lot to know you’re truly all right.”

Hearing the genuine concern in his voice made Lucy smile. There was something disarming about how much he seemed to care. “I am,” she replied simply, her voice carrying an unmistakable warmth.

“Well, good,” James said, pausing just long enough to let his next words land. “And, with that said, I hope you have nothing but fond memories of that night we were together. I know I certainly do. It’s something I’ll never forget.”

Lucy’s cheeks warmed instantly, and she couldn’t help but grin despite her embarrassment. “I will… I do, I mean,” she stammered, her voice shy but sincere.

James chuckled softly, but as his grin widened, his tone took on a more serious edge, one that was impossible to miss. “So tell me,” he asked, his voice dropping just slightly, “is there anything in particular you’re going to remember with extra fondness about that night?”

Biting down on her lower lip, Lucy felt her nipples stiffen under her nightshirt, the faint brush of fabric against them amplifying the steady, growing arousal coursing through her. She shifted slightly on the couch, pressing her thighs together as her body responded to the unmistakable thrill of their conversation. Reflexively, she glanced around the room, confirming again what she already knew—she was alone. Still, her voice came out soft, almost shy.

“I don’t know,” she murmured, a faint tremor betraying her growing excitement. “A lot happened that night.”

James chuckled, his tone playful but firm, his words coaxing her like a hand guiding her gently forward. “Come on now,” he said, the warmth in his voice laced with something deeper, more insistent. “There’s got to be something that stands out. What is it? Tell me.”

Lucy hesitated, her pulse quickening as she sifted through the vivid snapshots of that night—the heat of his touch, the way her body had responded to him in ways she never thought possible. After a moment, she exhaled softly, her words tumbling out in a quiet confession.

“Well,” she began, her cheeks flushing as she spoke, “when you were touching my leg under the table at the strip club… that was pretty exciting.”

There was a pause, just long enough for her words to hang between them like a spark waiting to ignite.

“Really?” James replied, his tone a mix of amusement and curiosity. “I thought that was pretty tame!” He laughed lightly, though there was a subtle edge to his voice now, one that made Lucy’s breath hitch. “I mean, don’t get me wrong—I enjoyed teasing and touching you like that a lot. But I’m surprised that’s what stands out to you the most.”

“Well, it’s not the only thing!” Lucy admitted, her voice carrying a breathy edge as her arousal continued to build. “It’s the fact that you did it while I was sitting right next to Chris! That’s why it stands out. It was so dangerous, but… exciting at the same time.”

As she spoke, the memory of that night washed over her, vivid and electric. Her hand drifted down to her leg, her nails lightly grazing the smooth skin as she traced slow, teasing patterns up and down, each stroke sending tiny shivers through her body.

On the other end of the line, James grinned, the image of Lucy’s flushed face from that night coming back to him with perfect clarity. He could still see the way her lips had parted, her breath catching as his hand crept higher beneath the table.

“It was fun,” he said, his voice warm with amusement. “And totally spontaneous on my part, too! I couldn’t help myself—hearing you talk about your sex life like that got the best of me.”

He paused, letting the moment stretch just long enough to keep her on edge, before his tone dropped slightly, taking on a teasing, almost coaxing quality. “But there’s got to be something else that stands out for you. Is there?”

Thinking back, Lucy struggled to pinpoint one specific moment that stood out from the rest. The entire night had felt almost dreamlike, a blur of sensations and emotions that lingered long after it ended. Finally, she answered honestly, her voice soft but steady. “I’m sorry… There isn’t really anything that stands out, because everything about that night felt so surreal. From the moment we met to the moment you kissed me after… well, after you… you know… finished.” Her voice faltered slightly, her cheeks flushing with heat as she remembered. “It all stands out for me.”

On the other end of the line, James exhaled deeply, his own mind slipping back to what she was alluding to. The memory of that moment hit him with vivid clarity—the way his arousal had built to an almost unbearable peak, and when he finally came, how the sheer intensity had left the entire front of Lucy’s body glistening with his release. He could still picture her, flushed and radiant, her breath coming in soft, shallow gasps as he leaned in and asked if he could kiss her.

What had struck him most was her response—not just her permission, but her quiet, almost needy request that he fill her again as they kissed. Smiling to himself, James recalled how incredible she’d felt when he slid back inside her, their bodies locked together once more. The memory of her warmth, the way she clung to him, and the unhurried passion of their kiss as his length slowly softened within her left him momentarily breathless.

Still, James wasn’t one to leave a conversation without pushing boundaries, just as he’d done that night. “You’re right,” he said warmly, his tone tinged with nostalgia. “It all stands out for me, too.”

He paused for a moment, drawing in a deep breath, his voice softening as he pressed on. “But I have to be honest with you, Lucy, if you don’t mind me being bold. I can’t remember if I told you that night—and if I didn’t, I apologize—but I really want you to know something.” His voice dropped, laced with a mix of hunger and reverence. “You taste like candy, baby.”

The words hung between them, electric and raw. He hesitated briefly, the intensity of his arousal warring with a flicker of restraint. But the memory of her taste, her heat, her willingness to share herself with him was too powerful to hold back.

Taking another steadying breath, he added, “No matter how hard I try, I just can’t get the taste of your gorgeous little pussy out of my mind. You’re absolutely delicious.”

As the words sank in, Lucy let out a soft, shaky sigh. Her teeth captured her bottom lip, pressing down hard enough to sting as she closed her eyes. A vivid memory surged to the surface, unbidden but undeniable: James’s piercing blue eyes fixed on hers, unwavering and electric, as his lips and tongue moved with devastating precision. Each deliberate stroke against her had sent a jolt of pleasure coursing through her, dragging her closer to the brink, her body responding helplessly to his control. Even now, the memory burned hot and vivid, making her breath hitch as her thighs instinctively clenched together.

Her body thrummed with a restless, simmering need, the ache impossible to ignore. Almost without realizing it, her left hand crept upward, her fingers brushing over the soft fabric of her nightshirt, grazing the hardened peaks of her nipples. She inhaled sharply at the sensation, the warmth blooming through her chest like wildfire.

Then, like a cold splash of water, realization struck. Her eyes flew open, and a wave of self-consciousness hit her like a freight train. What was she doing? What was he doing to her? Even now, after so much time, James had a way of weaving himself into her thoughts, of stirring feelings she wasn’t sure she was supposed to have. Feelings a “good girl”—a married woman—shouldn’t entertain.

Her cheeks burned as she blurted out, “You’re so bad!” The words tumbled from her lips, a mix of frustration and breathless arousal. Her tone betrayed her struggle, caught somewhere between reprimand and surrender. “You should stop! You’re embarrassing me!”

James didn’t hesitate, his reply smooth and teasing, laced with a confidence that made her pulse race. “Do you want me to stop?” His voice was low and velvety, wrapping around her like a warm caress, daring her to be honest with herself.

Lucy froze, her body trembling under the weight of the question. Her mind shouted a litany of reasons why she should say yes, why she should stop this now. But her body betrayed her, her heartbeat hammering out a rhythm of desire she couldn’t ignore. Her lips parted, and for a moment, she hesitated, trapped between guilt and longing. Finally, her answer came, barely a whisper, shy but unmistakable.

“No.”

The single word hung in the air like a spark, setting fire to the tension between them. It crackled and expanded, a heady mixture of relief, arousal, and danger. James didn’t speak right away, the silence only deepening the weight of her confession. Her cheeks flushed hot under the anticipation of what he might say, what he might do next.

But before he could press further, the reality of her situation came crashing back. The tension gave way to a sharp pang of frustration as she remembered. “I can’t talk much longer,” she said abruptly, her tone tinged with regret, her words tumbling out too quickly. “My mom’s staying with Chris and me for a few days. She was supposed to come tomorrow, but she decided to come tonight instead. She’ll be here any minute.”

James let out a soft groan, the disappointment clear in his voice. “Damn,” he muttered, the word carrying a mix of genuine frustration and a flicker of suspicion. Was this her escape hatch, her way of pulling back from the intensity that was building between them? Or was she telling the truth?

“I was hoping we’d have a little more time tonight,” he admitted, his tone softening. “But I get it.”

“I’m sorry,” Lucy said earnestly, her voice thick with sincerity. “I wanted to talk to you, too. I really did.”

There was a pause, the moment fragile and heavy. Finally, she added, her voice hesitant but hopeful, “Could we… maybe talk again in a few days?”

Jumping at the opening, James’s voice came through the line, brimming with excitement. “Absolutely! But I’ve got an even better idea. How would you feel about coming out to Vegas with Chris so you two can spend some time with Emily and me? We’d love to see you both again.” His tone shifted slightly, taking on a playful edge as he added, “And honestly, there’s no doubt I’d love to see you again.”

Lucy froze, her breath hitching at the unexpected invitation. She adjusted how she was sitting, the heat between her thighs impossible to ignore. The thought of seeing James in person again sent a rush of arousal coursing through her, and she bit her lip, trying to keep herself grounded. Her body betrayed her focus as she unconsciously contracted her muscles, heightening the already unbearable ache. Her cheeks flushed hot with the knowledge of how badly she wanted him, but she couldn’t let herself get carried away. She still needed to answer him.

Drawing in a shaky breath, she said guardedly, “I don’t know. I’d have to ask Chris.” Her voice wavered, the hesitation giving away more than she intended.

James chuckled softly, his tone teasing yet deliberate. “Okay, fair enough. But what about you? Would you like to come out here? Come out and maybe… play again?”

The word play landed like a spark, igniting the fire inside her all over again. Lucy closed her eyes, overwhelmed by the mix of nervousness, arousal, and fear swirling in her chest. The images from the last time they’d all been together flooded her mind—James’s hands on her skin, his mouth on hers, the thrill of losing herself completely in the moment. It had been exhilarating, terrifying, and unlike anything she’d ever experienced before. Could she do it again? Could she go further this time?

She sighed softly, the weight of the question pressing down on her. She didn’t trust herself to answer honestly, not with how her body was betraying her every logical thought. “Maybe,” she whispered finally. “I don’t know. I’ll think about it.”

James’s laugh was low and confident, the sound sending a shiver down her spine. “I think I’m hearing a hesitant yes from you,” he said smoothly. There was a pause, as though he were letting the moment linger, before he continued, his voice dropping lower. “Good. Very good.”

Lucy felt a jolt of something between panic and exhilaration as she heard him stand, the faint rustle of movement on the other end of the line giving her a brief reprieve to steady herself.

“Well,” James said, his voice laced with an undercurrent of tension, “however you’re feeling, promise me you’ll talk to Chris about it. I want you to know, there are some really fun—and wild—events planned at that swingers’ club. If you’re even a little curious, I think it could be amazing for all of us to go there together again.” He paused deliberately, letting his words sink in before adding, “And maybe, just maybe, it might be the perfect opportunity for you to expand your horizons even more this time. Who knows? It could give you a chance to try something even wilder.”

A strong rush flooded through Lucy, her body betraying her in a way she couldn’t control. She felt the heat rising to her cheeks, her face flushing bright as her heart pounded in her chest. The words tumbled out before she could stop them, her voice shaky and uncertain. “What… what do you mean?”

James, ever the tease, didn’t miss a beat. His tone turned coy, the playfulness laced with something darker, more deliberate. “I’ll promise to tell you more,” he said, his voice low and velvety. “Or better yet… I’ll show you firsthand if you come.”

The implication hung in the air, heavy and electrifying. Lucy’s breath hitched, her curiosity and arousal warring with the more rational part of her mind. But before she could press him further, the sharp chime of the doorbell broke through her haze. The timing couldn’t have been worse—or better, depending on how one looked at it.

“Damn!” she blurted out, frustration coloring her tone as her curiosity burned hotter. “My mom’s here!”

James chuckled softly, the sound infuriatingly self-assured. “Okay, I’ll let you go,” he said smoothly, his voice carrying that same teasing edge. “But before you do… one quick thing.”

Lucy froze, her fingers tightening around the phone as though bracing herself for whatever he was about to say.

“I really hope you two come out to see us soon,” James continued, his tone dropping lower, turning intimate. “Very soon.” He paused, letting the tension stretch taut, before adding, “And even more than that, I really, really hope I get the chance to play with you again, Lucy. I want to feel your body again. And I’d definitely love another opportunity to taste you.” His words came slow and deliberate, each one sinking into her like a warm, forbidden caress.

Lucy’s breath left her in a hard sigh, her mind spinning as she tried to process what he’d just said. The audacity of it, the boldness—coming from another man, no less—should have left her outraged. But instead, it left her lightheaded, her body humming with a dangerous mixture of embarrassment, excitement, and guilt. Her lips parted as though to respond, but no words came. She couldn’t force anything out, not with the way her chest tightened and her pulse raced.

James, clearly enjoying her silence, let out a satisfied chuckle. “Bye, Lucy,” he said simply, his voice warm and confident. “I really do look forward to seeing you again. And I hope it’s soon.”

Before she could gather herself enough to respond, the call ended, leaving her staring blankly at the screen. Her mom’s arrival now felt like an inconvenient interruption to a moment that had left her shaken to her core. The sound of the doorbell rang out again, insistent and pulling her back to reality. With a deep breath, Lucy stood, her legs feeling unsteady as she headed toward the door.

James stretched his arms high above his head, a satisfied grin tugging at his lips. The call with Lucy had left him exhilarated, his mind racing with thoughts of what might happen if she and Chris came to Vegas. He could practically feel the tension in her voice, the guarded curiosity that hinted at so much more. The idea of seeing her again, of touching her again, made his pulse quicken and his body burn with renewed desire.

Unable to sit still, he began pacing through his house, his arousal mounting with every step as he replayed her hesitant responses and remembered the way she’d felt beneath him the last time. Descending two flights of stairs, he eventually reached the basement. Turning the corner, he paused, his grin widening as he took in the sight before him.

His wife, Emily, lounged on the couch, her attention locked on an erotic movie playing on the screen. The soft glow of the television bathed her in flickering light, and James felt his desire surge. She hadn’t noticed him yet, so he didn’t bother announcing his presence. Instead, his body moved on instinct, driven by the same feral need that had been building since his conversation with Lucy.

Without a word, he strode toward her and grabbed her roughly, his hands firm as he lifted her from the couch. Emily let out a surprised gasp, but there was no protest in her voice, only excitement laced with anticipation. Bending her over the back of the couch, James wasted no time, shoving her nightshirt up her back to reveal her bare skin. His movements were urgent, almost frenzied, as he hooked his fingers into her panties and tore them away in one swift motion, loving the sharp cry that escaped her lips.

“James!” she gasped, her voice catching as he pressed the full length of his erection against her. She barely had time to react before he thrust into her, filling her completely with one powerful stroke. Her body arched, a mixture of shock and pleasure rippling through her as he held her firmly in place, his hands gripping her hips as he set a punishing rhythm.

The sound of their bodies meeting filled the room, echoing over the soft moans from the movie playing in the background. James grunted with each thrust, his grip tightening as he lost himself in the sensation, the memory of Lucy fueling his movements. Emily’s moans grew louder, her hands clutching the couch for support as her husband drove into her with unrelenting intensity.

Then, through her ragged breaths, she managed to speak, her voice shaky but filled with a teasing edge. “I guess… this means you reached her,” she panted. “And there’s a good chance… she’s coming.”

James groaned in response, the thought spurring him on as he pushed her harder against the couch, his thrusts growing even deeper. Emily cried out, her voice breaking with pleasure, but she wasn’t done. “That’s good,” she continued, her words coming out between gasps. “Because I want to see you fuck her again, baby. And…” She paused, her tone turning more breathless, more desperate. “…I want her husband to fuck me just like you’re fucking me right now.”

The words pushed James over the edge. With a guttural groan, he buried himself inside her, his body tensing as he came, his release powerful and overwhelming. He held her tightly, his breaths ragged as he rode out the waves of pleasure, her body trembling beneath his as she moaned softly in satisfaction.

As they both caught their breath, Emily looked over her shoulder at him, a sly smile curving her lips. “You’d better make sure she says yes,” she murmured, her voice still thick with arousal. “Because I don’t think I can wait much longer to see what happens next.”


Chapter 11

For the next week, Lucy couldn’t stop thinking about James and the swingers' club. She replayed their last conversation endlessly, wondering what he had meant by “expanding her horizons.” The possibilities teased her mind, each one a tantalizing mix of fear and excitement. Deep down, she knew it wasn’t the fear keeping her awake at night—it was the thrill. The thought of what might happen if they went back was impossible to ignore.

One evening, as the weekend approached, Lucy decided to broach the subject with Chris. She wanted to approach it carefully, to gauge his feelings without revealing too much of her own. She cooked his favorite meal—steak, roasted vegetables, and a bottle of wine to share—and the two of them enjoyed a relaxed, intimate dinner. The conversation flowed easily, laughter filling the room as they caught up on the mundane details of their week.

After dinner, they moved to the sofa with glasses of wine in hand, settling in to watch a movie. Lucy nestled herself against Chris, her body warm and comfortable as his arm wrapped around her shoulders. She could hear the steady beat of his heart as her head rested on his chest, the soft scent of his cologne lingering in the air. For a while, they simply sat together, the flicker of the screen casting shadows in the dimly lit room.

But Lucy’s mind wasn’t on the movie. As her fingers traced lazy patterns over Chris’s stomach, a plan began to form. Slowly, almost absentmindedly, her hand drifted lower, grazing over the waistband of his pants. She felt his breath catch slightly, his body responding to her touch even as he tried to keep watching the screen. Smiling to herself, she took her time, her fingers brushing against his zipper before carefully pulling it down.

Chris shifted slightly, looking down at her. “Lucy?” he murmured, his voice laced with curiosity and a hint of amusement.

She didn’t answer right away, her hand slipping inside to free him from his boxers. His cock was already hard, pulsing against her palm as she wrapped her fingers around him. Slowly, teasingly, she began to stroke him, her movements deliberate and unhurried. She could feel him tense beneath her, his breathing growing heavier as she let her lips graze the tip of him, her tongue flicking out to taste him.

“Lucy,” Chris groaned, his voice low and strained.

She glanced up at him, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Shh,” she whispered, her tone playful yet commanding. “Just enjoy.”

And enjoy he did—though she made sure to keep him on the edge, never letting him tip over into release. Her strokes were firm but measured, her mouth delivering just enough attention to drive him crazy without letting him finish. She could feel him trembling beneath her, his hands gripping the cushion as he tried to hold himself back.

Finally, she looked up at him, her lips still gliding over him with agonizing slowness. “Chris,” she murmured, her voice soft but steady. “I’ve been thinking… about Vegas. About James and Emily. What if we went back? Maybe this weekend… if you want to?”

Her question hung in the air, her hand tightening slightly around him as she continued her slow, torturous rhythm. She watched his face closely, her heart pounding as she waited for his response.

Chris groaned again, his head falling back against the couch. “Lucy,” he managed, his voice a mix of frustration and surrender. “If you keep doing this, I’ll agree to anything.”

She grinned at that, her hand speeding up slightly, bringing him closer to the edge. “So, is that a yes?” she teased, her tone light but insistent.

“Yes,” he choked out, his body shuddering as she brought him right to the brink.

Satisfied, Lucy shifted her grip, her hand working him with firm, practiced strokes until she felt him spill over, his release spilling onto her hand as his body bucked beneath her. She smiled, leaning up to kiss him softly on the cheek, her tone light as she said, “Good. Because I think it’ll be fun.”

Chris’s words came out almost too quickly, his voice abrupt and eager. “Yeah! I can go online and get everything set up right now!” He paused immediately after, his own enthusiasm catching him off guard. Concern flickered in his mind—had he agreed too easily, too quickly? The spontaneity of his reply unsettled him, the gravity of what they were about to dive into suddenly hitting him. Was he ready for this? Were they ready for this?

But his worry wasn’t necessary. Lucy’s expression softened, a slight smile curving her lips as she rested her hand against his chest. Despite the small knot of anxiety curling in her stomach, she couldn’t deny how much she wanted this. The unknown possibilities stretched out before her like an irresistible dare, the thought of them sending a rush of excitement coursing through her veins.

She could feel her body stirring endlessly with lust, her imagination running wild with scenarios she barely dared to put into words. The idea of seeing James and Emily again, of pushing further into this uncharted territory, consumed her thoughts to the point of obsession. Her cheeks flushed at the memory of James’s voice, his teasing promises, and the way he’d made her feel so alive, so untethered from the mundane.

Part of her wished they could go to Las Vegas that very night, skipping the waiting and the planning. The thought of it made her press closer to Chris, her lips grazing his neck as her fingers absently traced along his collarbone.

“I think… I think this is the right choice,” she murmured softly, as much to herself as to him. “Even if it feels a little crazy.”

Chris exhaled slowly, her reassurance easing the tension in his chest. He wrapped an arm around her, pulling her closer. “Crazy, yeah,” he said, his tone light but thoughtful. “But maybe a little crazy is exactly what we need.”

Their eyes met, a mix of excitement, nerves, and undeniable connection passing between them. In that moment, despite the fears lurking beneath the surface, neither of them could deny the magnetic pull toward the adventure ahead.

The next three days dragged on with agonizing slowness, each hour feeling like an eternity. By the time Chris and Lucy pulled their rental car out of the hotel parking lot in Vegas, the air between them was thick with anticipation. Adrenaline coursed through their veins, the warmth of excitement bubbling just beneath the surface as they exchanged a quick, knowing glance. They both knew exactly where they were heading—and why.

Earlier in the week, Chris had picked up the phone and called James at home to finalize the arrangements. The conversation was brief but electric, both men wasting no time cutting to the chase. It didn’t take long for them to agree: there was no need for pleasantries, no formalities like dinner or small talk. What they all wanted was clear, and meeting at the swingers' club felt like the perfect way to dive straight into it.

After hanging up, Chris had hesitated for a moment, wondering how Lucy would take the idea of skipping dinner. Would she expect something more traditional, a warm-up before plunging into the heat of the night? But when he brought it up, Lucy surprised him in the best way. Her face lit up with a spark of mischief as she told him she preferred it this way—meeting James and Emily at the club, no differently than anyone else.

The look in her eyes when she said it, that unmistakable gleam of excitement, told Chris everything he needed to know. Lucy wasn’t just okay with it—she was looking forward to it. She’d been thinking about the club just as much as he had, her curiosity and hunger for the unknown matching his own.

The realization left Chris in a near-constant state of arousal for the next three days, his body responding to every lingering glance, every casual touch, every whispered comment from Lucy that hinted at what lay ahead. The waiting had been torture, each day crawling by as they counted down the hours until this moment.

Now, as the lights of the Vegas Strip began to fade behind them, replaced by quieter streets and dimly lit buildings, Chris could feel the tension mounting. Lucy sat beside him, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on her thigh, her body humming with the same nervous energy that coursed through him. He tightened his grip on the steering wheel, the anticipation building with every mile that brought them closer to the club.

“You’re quiet,” he said finally, breaking the silence. His voice was low, almost hesitant. “You okay?”

Lucy turned to him, her lips curving into a slow, confident smile. “I’m fine,” she said softly. “Just thinking about what’s waiting for us.”

Her words sent a shiver through him, and he couldn’t help the grin that spread across his face. Whatever nerves lingered in the back of his mind, they were eclipsed by the thrill of knowing they were about to step into the unknown together.

As they pulled into the club’s parking lot, the faint thrum of music could already be heard, vibrating through the air like a heartbeat. Chris parked the car, turning off the engine but making no move to get out just yet. He glanced over at Lucy, who met his gaze with an expression that was equal parts excitement and determination.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice steady despite the hammering in his chest.

Lucy leaned in, her hand brushing over his thigh as she whispered, “I’ve been ready for days.”

Her words hung in the air, heavy with promise, as they both stepped out of the car, the warmth of the Vegas night wrapping around them like an invitation.

Stepping into the club, Chris and Lucy were already feeling the heady effects of the charged atmosphere. The pounding music, the flashing lights, and the low hum of conversation seemed to vibrate through their bodies, amplifying the arousal that had been building for days. Chris could feel his heart racing, his palms slightly damp as he glanced at Lucy. She was breathtaking—her body seemed to hum with anticipation, and her cheeks were flushed with excitement.

For Lucy, the sensation was almost overwhelming. It felt like an electric current was coursing through her, lighting up every nerve from her nipples to her clit. The tingling warmth sent butterflies fluttering in her stomach, her breath hitching as the thrill of being here again washed over her. Then she saw him.

James stood near the bar, surrounded by a large crowd of people laughing and chatting, but his attention was unmistakably fixed on her. The moment their eyes met, he smiled and began walking toward her, weaving through the crowd with an ease that made her heart race even faster. The intensity of her arousal spiked, the sensation so sharp it felt as though she might combust on the spot.

“Hey, you two!” James called out, raising his voice to be heard over the loud music that echoed across the dance floor behind him. His grin was wide, his energy infectious. “It’s awesome to see you both again!”

Chris returned the smile, extending his hand to shake James’s. The handshake was firm but brief, James’s gaze only fleetingly meeting Chris’s before darting back to Lucy. Chris caught the look in his eyes and wasn’t offended in the slightest. In fact, it amused him. He could see the excitement practically radiating from James, his features betraying just how eager he was to see Lucy again.

As James turned his full attention to her, his expression shifted, morphing into something raw and primal. His face became a mask of barely concealed lust, and Chris couldn’t help but grin wider as he watched the transformation.

James’s eyes roamed over Lucy, absorbing every detail of her. He let out a soft sigh, shaking his head slightly as though in disbelief. When he finally spoke, his voice was thick with admiration. “Lucy,” he said, his words deliberate, “you look absolutely stunning. Absolutely… gorgeous.”

And she did.

Wanting to feel sexy and confident, Lucy had chosen her outfit carefully. Her stylish white blouse clung to her in just the right places, provocatively exposing her toned stomach and highlighting the sapphire ring glinting in her navel. The subtle curve of her cleavage peeked out from the blouse’s neckline, adding an understated but undeniable allure. Pairing it with an expensive dark blue skirt that ended just above mid-thigh, she completed the look with short-heeled sandals that accentuated her flawless legs and perfectly rounded bottom.

Her appearance was electrifying. Not only was James staring at her with unmistakable hunger, but the men around them—strangers caught in the periphery—couldn’t help but glance her way. She could feel their lingering gazes, sense the way their attention clung to her youthful beauty like moths to a flame.

As James’s eyes roamed over her, taking her in from head to toe, Lucy’s skin prickled under his gaze. She saw the raw lust in his expression, his hunger so blatant it made her breath hitch. Her cheeks warmed, a rush of both flattery and nervous excitement coursing through her. “Thanks,” she said shyly, her voice a little softer than she intended.

After a pause, desperate to cover her nervousness, she added, “You look good, too.” Her smile was genuine, though the heat in her face gave away the fluttering tension in her chest.

James, wearing a fitted black shirt and tailored khaki pants that emphasized his broad shoulders and athletic frame, grinned at her. “Well, thank you,” he replied warmly, his voice smooth as silk. Without missing a beat, he gestured toward the bar. “Please, come join me at a table for a drink. Emily ran off for a few minutes, but she’ll be back soon.”

As James placed his hand on the small of Lucy’s back to guide her and Chris toward the table, Lucy felt a sharp, thrilling chill race down her spine. His touch was light, innocent on the surface, but it left a heat in its wake that she couldn’t ignore. Her breath hitched slightly, and she silently cursed herself for reacting so strongly to something so simple.

They settled at a table near the bar a few seconds later, the bass from the music vibrating faintly beneath their feet. James leaned back in his chair, his eyes flicking between them with a mix of curiosity and charm. “So,” he said, a smile tugging at the corner of his mouth, “are you both feeling a little more comfortable stepping into this place than you were a couple of weeks ago?”

Chris laughed, the sound easy and genuine. “Yeah! A lot!” he replied. “No major fear of ‘what the hell are we getting ourselves into’ this time around!” He paused, the humor fading slightly as he reflected on his words. “Well, not as strong as last time, anyway.”

James chuckled in response, leaning back in his chair as his gaze shifted to Lucy. “Good,” he said, his voice warm but edged with curiosity. His eyes lingered on her for a moment before he added, “How about you?”

Lucy froze slightly, the weight of his question settling over her. It was hitting her hard that she was actually in a swingers' club again. Despite everything that had happened the last time—despite the nervous anticipation she’d felt in wanting to come back—she still couldn’t quite believe she was here. The sights, the sounds, the palpable energy of the place all swirled around her, amplifying the surreal nature of the moment.

She hesitated, her cheeks flushing as she met James’s gaze. “Yeah,” she replied bashfully, her voice barely above a whisper. After a brief pause, she added, “But I’m still pretty nervous, though.”

James tilted his head slightly, his expression softening. “Good nervousness or bad nervousness?” he asked, his tone both concerned and teasing, as though he were genuinely curious but also enjoying her discomfort just a little too much.

Before Lucy could respond, the tension was broken by the light sound of footsteps approaching behind Chris. Her attention shifted as Emily’s hands appeared, covering Chris’s eyes. “Guess who?” Emily purred playfully, leaning in close.

Chris chuckled, his body tensing slightly at the unexpected touch, but his grin was unmistakable. “Emily,” he said, his voice tinged with amusement.

Lucy watched silently, her breath catching as Emily leaned down further, her lips brushing against Chris’s ear. “Mmm, you’re good at this game,” Emily whispered before placing a soft kiss just below his earlobe.

Chris winced in pleasure, his head tilting instinctively toward her. Lucy’s stomach twisted as she watched the interaction unfold, a sharp pang of jealousy stabbing through her. It was visceral and immediate, an ache she hadn’t anticipated. But almost as quickly as it came, the jealousy gave way to something far more confusing—a flicker of heat low in her stomach as her eyes stayed locked on Chris.

For the first time, Lucy noticed how attractive her husband looked in that moment, his jaw tight as he tried—unsuccessfully—to keep his reaction subtle. Her gaze followed Emily’s tongue as it flicked across Chris’s ear, the sight sending a jolt of unexpected arousal through her. The realization hit her like a shockwave: she wasn’t just jealous. She was turned on.

The feeling took her completely off guard, leaving her momentarily stunned. As Emily finally slid into the seat beside James, her playful grin lingering, Lucy’s mind raced. Up until now, she’d only known in vague terms that Chris and Emily had “fooled around.” He’d spared her any explicit details, and she’d been grateful for that. Or so she’d thought.

Now, sitting here, her pulse still pounding from what she’d just witnessed, Lucy wasn’t so sure. She found herself wanting to know more—needing to know more. What exactly had they done together? What had Chris felt in those moments? Her thoughts spiraled further as she began to wonder if the look she’d just seen on Chris’s face—the pure, unfiltered pleasure—was the same look he loved to see on her own.

Working to push her thoughts to the back of her mind, Lucy forced a smile. She wasn’t sure if her expression had betrayed the twinge of jealousy earlier, but she didn’t want to risk it. Turning to Emily, she said warmly, “You’re looking very sexy tonight!”

Emily grinned, clearly pleased by the compliment. Her outfit—a transparent black bodysuit—left little to the imagination. The dark fabric clung to her curves, and the faint outline of her large areolas was visible beneath it, daringly exposed under the club’s dim lighting. “Thank you, sweetie!” Emily replied, her tone playful as she leaned in slightly. “You’re looking mighty tasty yourself! I’m sure our boys would agree.”

Feeling her cheeks flush at the bold response, Lucy stammered, “Thanks!” and reached for her drink to distract herself.

For the next thirty minutes, the two couples kept the conversation light, chatting loosely about their lives, as though trying to downplay the simmering tension that hung between them. Perhaps no one wanted to appear too eager—or worse, desperate—to get things started. But as the second round of drinks disappeared, the dynamics began to subtly shift.

James’s attention focused more and more exclusively on Lucy, his tone becoming warmer, his body language inching closer. Meanwhile, Chris found himself drawn into Emily’s orbit, her teasing touches and flirty smiles pulling him in.

It was Emily who finally raised the heat. Leaning into Chris’s side, her lips barely brushing his ear, she whispered teasingly, “Do you want to know where I was when you and your wife got here a little while ago?”

Chris glanced quickly at Lucy, relieved to see her attention fully captured by James. Satisfied, he grinned and murmured, “Of course I do.”

Emily’s smile widened, a wicked gleam lighting her eyes. “A good friend of mine asked if I would help her give her husband a special birthday present,” she said, her tone light and conspiratorial.

Chris felt a flicker of heat stir in his pants, his curiosity—and arousal—piqued. “And what exactly was that?”

Her grin deepened, clearly enjoying the effect her words were having on him. “We gave him a blowjob together.”

Chris inhaled sharply, dropping his gaze to the floor briefly as he shook his head, a soft laugh escaping him. When he looked back at her, his curiosity was palpable. “And who was the lucky one who got to finish him off?” he asked, his voice husky. “You or your friend?”

Emily didn’t miss a beat. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as she leaned in closer, her voice soft but deliberate. “She did… in a way.”

Chris squinted slightly, the ambiguity of her words intriguing him further. “What do you mean, ‘in a way’?” he asked, his tone edged with anticipation.

Emily savored the moment, letting the silence stretch for just a second longer than necessary. She knew exactly how her words would land. Leaning even closer, her breath warm against his ear, she said softly, “She jerked him off with her hand… and made him cum all over my face.”

Chris groaned softly, the sound barely audible but still enough to make his eyes dart nervously toward James and Lucy, checking if they’d noticed. Relief washed over him when it seemed they hadn’t heard. His body trembled slightly, the weight of Emily’s words sinking in as he struggled to keep his composure.

“Did you enjoy that?” he asked, his voice husky with hunger.

Emily’s eyes sparkled mischievously, a grin spreading across her lips. “Yeah,” she replied. “But I enjoyed it even more when she licked all of his cum off my face.”

Chris’s breath hitched, and he sank back against his chair, the shock of her boldness hitting him like a wave. He gripped the chair’s arms, fingers digging into the fabric as he tried to process what she’d just said. His body felt electric, tension radiating through his muscles as he shifted, stretching slightly to release some of the pressure. He arched his back, inhaling deeply, trying to appear calm even as his mind raced.

Leaning forward again, his voice low and slightly uneven, Chris said, “Don’t take this the wrong way, but you can be so fucking kinky. And that… that is such a huge turn-on for me.”


Chapter 12

Emily’s smile widened, her cheeks flushing at his admission. The heat in her eyes deepened, a flicker of satisfaction passing over her face. She loved the effect her words had on him, loved pushing him further into this swirling, uncharted territory. Wanting to see him unravel, she leaned in closer, her voice dropping to a sultry whisper.

“Well, maybe this will turn you on even more,” she teased. “James knows what I did earlier. I told him I hope I get to do something like that again tonight. But next time…” She let the pause linger, her eyes locked on his. “Next time, I told him I want to lick his cum off your wife’s hot little body.”

The air between them seemed to thicken, heavy with the weight of her words. Chris felt lightheaded, the vivid image flashing through his mind making his pulse race. He gripped the edge of his chair, his knuckles whitening as his breath came in shallow gasps.

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, trembling as he tried to center himself. He closed his eyes for a brief moment, taking deep, measured inhales. When he opened them again, his gaze was fixed on her, smoldering with a mix of desire and disbelief.

“That would be…” he began, pausing as the words stuck in his throat. He searched for something that could capture the storm of emotions swirling in his chest, the pure, aching want that her words had ignited. Finally, he exhaled slowly and said simply, “Beautiful.”

“You really do look gorgeous tonight, Lucy. Stunning, actually,” James said, his voice low and rich with desire. His eyes roamed over her with unapologetic hunger, leaving no doubt about what he wanted. “You have no idea how hard it is for me to stop myself from throwing you on this table and taking you right here, right now.”

Lucy’s breath caught, a shiver running down her spine as his words washed over her. She could feel the heat of his gaze, like a physical touch, and it sent a delicious ache pooling deep inside her. Sighing heavily, she bit down on her bottom lip, her chest rising and falling with quickened breaths. The raw need in his voice stirred something primal within her, leaving her trembling and speechless.

James noticed the effect he was having on her and leaned in slightly, a mischievous grin tugging at his lips. Sensing her rising arousal, he decided to push her further, his words deliberate and teasing. “Tell me, Lucy,” he murmured, his voice like velvet. “Is there a naughty side of you that wishes I would do that? Is there a part of you that wants everyone here to see me on my knees, licking your pussy? To see you spread your legs right here on this table while I make you moan?”

Lucy’s pulse thundered in her ears, her heart racing so fast she thought it might burst. Goosebumps rose on her skin, the vividness of his words searing through her. Her eyes darted to his, wide and pleading, silently begging him to stop even as her body betrayed her with its yearning. “Stop,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Please... You’re being bad again.”

Her words only seemed to amuse him further, the wicked grin on his face deepening as he held her gaze. He could see the conflict in her eyes, the tension between resistance and surrender, and it thrilled him. He knew he was walking a razor-thin line—one step too far, and the spell could break. But he couldn’t resist pushing her just a little more.

James softened his expression slightly, leaning back to ease the intensity. “Okay,” he said, his tone gentler now, though still tinged with that teasing edge. “But can I ask you something?”

Still trembling, Lucy tried to steady herself, hoping Chris or Emily wouldn’t notice the way her hands shook as she gripped the edge of her chair. She leaned slightly closer to James, her voice low and guarded as she whispered, “Maybe.”

James’s lips curled into a slow, knowing smile. He leaned in just enough for his presence to feel overwhelming, his voice smooth and confident. “Did you think about what I said to you on the phone?”

Lucy’s stomach flipped at his words, heat spreading across her chest. Of course, she knew exactly what he was referring to, but she wasn’t about to make this too easy for him. “Which part?” she asked coyly, her tone teasing but soft enough to betray the nervous energy simmering beneath.

His grin widened, clearly enjoying the game they were playing. “The part where I said we should see if we can ‘expand your horizons,’” he replied, his emphasis making the phrase sound both playful and deeply suggestive.

Lucy bit down on her bottom lip, debating how much she should admit. Her heart raced as she weighed her options. Could she be honest with him? Did she dare? Finally, forcing herself to meet his gaze, she exhaled a shaky breath and murmured, “Yes.”

A jolt of adrenaline surged through James, his composure faltering for a split second. He’d wondered if she would even allow herself to explore this possibility, let alone admit it. Swallowing hard, he asked, his voice softer now but no less intense, “Well, what are some things—some possibilities—you’ve thought about? What could we do to expand your horizons? Expand your sexual horizons, if you don’t mind me getting right to the point.”

Lucy’s body tensed, her nerves and arousal twisting into a deliciously dangerous knot in her stomach. She felt as though she were standing at the edge of a precipice, staring down into the unknown, the possibilities both thrilling and terrifying. “I... I don’t know,” she finally admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.

James studied her for a moment, his dark eyes gleaming with both anticipation and patience. A part of him had hoped she’d come prepared with an answer, something tangible he could use to steer them into the heat of the moment. But another part of him—perhaps the larger part—relished her uncertainty. The unknown only heightened the tension, the thrill of exploring uncharted territory with her.

He let a slow, inviting smile spread across his face, his voice dropping lower as he asked, “Well, would you like to go upstairs with me and see if we can find any possibilities?”

Hearing his suggestion, Lucy felt her entire body tingle with nervous energy, like she was about to jump out of her skin. Her teeth sank into her bottom lip again, the pressure grounding her as her thoughts spiraled. Should I really do this? Do I even want to do this? Can I do this? The questions swirled in her mind, each one amplifying the tension in her chest. She glanced at James, his steady gaze holding hers, and finally whispered, “If I go, do you promise to be nice?”

James’s expression softened, understanding her need for reassurance. His reply came without hesitation, his voice calm and steady. “There’s no way I would ever force you to do something you didn’t want to do yourself.”

Lucy studied him for a moment, searching his face for any hint of dishonesty. Then, her lips quirked into a sly smile. “Hmm,” she teased, her tone light but tinged with a hint of challenge. “I remember that’s what you told me the last time I was here. And the next thing I knew, we were having sex.”

James’s grin widened, his confidence unwavering. “You know what I mean,” he replied smoothly, his tone playful but firm. He wasn’t going to deny the way he’d pushed her boundaries before, but he also wasn’t about to let her forget that she’d made her own choice.

She did know. And the memory no longer came with any regrets. If anything, it made her pulse quicken with the thought of what might happen tonight. Still, the weight of the decision lingered. She hesitated, her gaze flicking toward the table as she mulled over the implications. After a few moments of contemplation, she looked up, resolve flickering in her eyes.

“Okay,” she said at last, her voice steady. “I’ll go. But I’m not going to promise you anything.”

James felt a rush of adrenaline surge through him, the thrill of her agreement sending a jolt straight to his core. His grin was equal parts excitement and satisfaction as he replied simply, “Fair enough.”

Lucy’s heart raced as she glanced over at Chris and Emily. They were deep in conversation, their heads close together, their laughter soft and intimate. For a fleeting moment, she wondered if Chris would object, but she quickly pushed the thought aside. If she was doing this, she had to own it. No hesitation.

James seized the moment, catching Chris and Emily’s attention as a lull fell in their conversation. “Hey, you two,” he said, his voice cutting through the quiet with ease. “Would either of you have any objections if Lucy and I left you behind for a while? We’re thinking of going exploring.”

“That’s fine with me, sweetie!” Emily announced with a playful lilt in her voice. She paused just long enough to let the air hang heavy between them before adding mischievously, “But what exactly are you going off to explore? Our sweet, innocent Lucy here... or the club?”

James shot his wife a wry look, his lips curling into a smirk. “The club, sweetheart,” he replied, his tone dripping with mock indignation. Turning his attention to Chris, he asked, “How about you, Chris? Would you mind if I sneak away with your wife for a little while? I figured I’d show her some parts of the club she might’ve missed last time you two were here.”

Chris felt a jolt of adrenaline rush through him, his mind racing as he processed James’s words. For weeks, the thought of Lucy with another man had consumed his fantasies. Now, as he looked at her—blushing, shy, but unmistakably excited—he could hardly contain himself. A grin spread across his face, and his voice came out steady, though it was thick with anticipation.

“I have no objections,” Chris said, locking eyes with her. “As long as she’s up for it.”

Hearing the permission, Lucy felt a tingling sensation spread across her skin, her cheeks warming. She glanced at her husband, her lips curving into a shy smile, her heart pounding at the realization that he wanted this for her—maybe even more than she did.

Chris saw her hesitant smile and knew immediately what it meant. She wanted to go. The thrill of her unspoken desire sent a wave of excitement through him. Rising from his chair, he extended his hand toward her, his fingers closing gently around hers as he helped her to her feet. The faint scent of her perfume drifted between them, and he leaned in, brushing his lips against hers in a tender kiss. Then, moving closer, he brought his mouth to her ear, his voice dropping to a husky whisper.

“Let yourself go, baby,” he murmured. “Push your limits. Do anything you want to do.”

Lucy froze, her eyes widening as his words sank in. She pulled back slightly, searching his face as if to confirm what she’d just heard. The idea that Chris wanted her to fully surrender to this moment both thrilled and unsettled her. What exactly does he mean? she wondered. Was he encouraging her to go further than before, to explore fantasies she hadn’t yet dared to admit—even to herself?

Her thoughts spun wildly, but before she could find clarity, Chris kissed her neck, the warmth of his lips sending a shiver through her. The touch was brief but enough to leave her reeling. As the moment lingered, Lucy couldn’t help but reflect on how quickly their lives were shifting, how much had changed in such a short span of time. And yet, the thrill of it all—this new, untamed energy between them—was intoxicating.

Still, his words left her unsettled. Was this just about her and James, or was there something more Chris was hinting at? The unspoken possibilities both excited and unnerved her.

She looked up at him, her lips parting as she tried to respond. “Okay?” she said softly, her voice carrying more of a question than confirmation.

Feeling both anxious and exhilarated by the possibilities, Chris sat in silence as he watched Lucy let James guide her up the spiral staircase to the second floor. His heart pounded as her figure disappeared from view, leaving him alone to grapple with the surreal mix of emotions swirling inside him. Smiling nervously, almost sheepishly, he turned back toward Emily, his expression that of a boy caught sneaking into the cookie jar.

Emily giggled at the look on his face, her laughter light and teasing. “Do you want to go to the monitor room so we can watch them again?” she asked, her eyes gleaming mischievously.

Chris’s answer was immediate. “Absolutely!” he said, his eagerness betraying just how much he wanted to know what Lucy and James would do next.

“Okay!” Emily chirped. “But can you do me a favor first?”

Chris tilted his head, raising his eyebrows in curiosity. “Sure,” he said, his voice full of intrigue. “Anything!”

Emily leaned in slightly, her voice dropping into a sultry tone. “Good,” she said, her lips curving into a wicked smile. “The owner of this place has a private office downstairs. He’s got this gorgeous oak desk in there, and I’m having an incredibly naughty urge to take you there... so you can fuck me on it.”

Chris’s jaw practically hit the floor as he absorbed Emily’s boldness. His mind raced, his body already responding to the provocative imagery her words conjured. He stammered, struggling to form a coherent response as a flush crept up his neck. Taking a deep breath to compose himself, he finally managed to say, “Show me the way.”

Emily’s grin widened, her eyes sparkling with anticipation as she grabbed his hand and led him toward their next adventure.

Meanwhile, James held tightly to Lucy’s hand as they walked down a softly lit hallway. His excitement was palpable, the tension in his body building with every step as he relished the feeling of finally being alone with her again. The hallway bent and curved, the muted glow of the lights casting faint shadows on the walls. Out of the corner of his eye, James scanned each room they passed, searching for one that would suit his purpose.

Finally, he spotted it—an empty room, its door slightly ajar. Without hesitation, he turned sharply and tugged Lucy’s hand, pulling her firmly into the room with him. The moment they were inside, his restraint snapped.

James pressed Lucy hard against the wall next to the doorway, his body colliding with hers in a heated rush of desire. His lips crashed against hers in a kiss that was wild and desperate, his hands gripping her hips as if he were afraid she might pull away. The intensity of the moment overwhelmed her, and for a fleeting second, Lucy forgot everything—where she was, who might be watching, and the boundaries she thought she’d set. There was only James, his heat, and the fierce hunger in his touch.

As his body pressed firmly against hers, James deepened the kiss, his passion evident in every movement. His hands slid up her sides, his fingers brushing over her bare skin as he sought to draw her closer. The air around them seemed to hum with the energy of their connection, the tension building with every second.

Lucy gasped, caught completely off guard by James’s sudden, raw aggression. The press of his body against hers was firm and demanding, and before she could think to resist, her lips parted instinctively, welcoming his tongue as it slid deeply into her mouth. His kiss was wild, consuming, and she felt herself melting into it, surrendering to the sheer force of his desire.

Her breathing grew ragged, matching his, their shared hunger creating an almost electric charge between them. Their bodies trembled as they clung to each other, and Lucy found herself wrapping her arms tightly around him, kissing him back just as hungrily. She felt herself being swept away, her mind racing to catch up with the sensations overwhelming her.

Then, James’s hand cupped her chin, his touch firm but not rough, tilting her head to the side. She gasped again, louder this time, as his lips left hers to trail down to her ear, his tongue teasing the sensitive skin there before making its way to her neck. A shiver ran through her, her knees feeling weak as his warm breath sent shockwaves down her spine.

“God, Lucy,” he murmured against her skin, his voice low and strained. “You have no idea how incredibly bad I want you right now.”

The words sent a rush of heat coursing through her, her head spinning with their intensity. But before she could respond—or even process the confession—she found herself being turned around, her chest pressing against the cool wall.

Her hands braced themselves instinctively, palms flat against the surface as she tried to steady herself. She turned her head slightly, catching a glimpse of James as he knelt behind her. The sight alone sent a thrill racing through her, and she inhaled sharply when his hands began sliding slowly, reverently, up the backs of her thighs.

Her breath hitched as his fingers slipped beneath the hem of her blouse, gliding over her bare skin and coming to rest on her buttocks. She gasped again, her lips parting as she felt him begin to push her blouse upward, his movements deliberate and unhurried, until the fabric bunched at her hips, leaving her panties exposed.

Her heart thundered in her chest, a mix of anticipation and exhilaration flooding her senses. But before she could even process the boldness of his actions, she felt his hands hook into the waistband of her panties. Without a word of permission, he began to slide them down her legs, the cool air brushing against her now-bare skin sending a fresh wave of arousal surging through her.

Lucy felt herself teetering on the edge of control, her breath coming in short, shallow bursts. She didn’t move to stop him. She couldn’t. Instead, she let out a low, shaky moan as his hands returned to her exposed skin, gripping her firmly.

Her eyes fluttered shut as she cried out softly, her body jerking when she felt him spread her cheeks apart, his movements confident and unapologetic. The heat of his breath against her most intimate place made her tremble, but nothing could prepare her for the moment his tongue made contact with her.

The sensation was unlike anything she’d ever felt. James’s tongue teased her with firm, deliberate strokes, sliding against her tight, sensitive ring before trailing downward. Her knees nearly buckled when his mouth found the wet heat between her legs, his tongue moving with exquisite precision as it slid between her lips.

Lucy let out a sharp gasp, her body arching involuntarily as his tongue found her clit. The flick of his tongue against the sensitive bud sent lightning bolts of pleasure through her, making her cry out louder, her voice echoing in the small room. Her mind spun wildly, her body surrendering completely to the relentless pleasure he was giving her.

James couldn’t get enough of the way Lucy arched her back, pressing her body firmly against his face as if she couldn’t get close enough. Her movements were deliberate, a silent plea for more, and to him, she looked like a vision of pure sensuality—a goddess utterly lost in pleasure. Her soft moans and gasps fueled his desire, urging him to bury himself deeper, savoring the sweetness of her juices as his tongue moved against her with focused intensity.

Even though he was reluctant to stop—especially with the exquisite sounds she made when his fingers joined the fray, rubbing her clit with firm, deliberate strokes—he eventually pulled back, his lips glistening as he stood. His hands gripped her hips, steadying her trembling frame as he pressed his groin against her ass. He didn’t rush, didn’t grind, but instead let the hardness beneath his pants speak for him. He wanted her to feel him, to know exactly what she’d done to him.

“I want to fuck you so bad right now, Lucy,” he murmured, his voice rough and full of need. “I want to make you cum. I want to feel you explode.”

Her sharp intake of breath was immediate, her body stiffening for a moment before she twisted slightly to glance back at him. Her eyes were dark, her lips parted, and her voice came out breathless but resolute. “Then do it.”

Her words were like gasoline to a flame. James felt his control snap as she turned back to face the wall, her hands braced against it as her hips began to grind purposefully against him. The deliberate motion of her ass pressing into his groin sent waves of heat surging through him, and his fingers tightened on her hips as he fought to keep himself from losing control too quickly.

As Lucy moved against him, a sudden thought struck her—the door is still open. Normally, the idea of someone walking in on such an intimate moment would have horrified her. She was someone who craved privacy, who needed the safety of closed doors to feel secure enough to let go. But now, in the haze of her arousal, it didn’t matter. The idea of being caught didn’t repel her; it excited her. She found herself hoping, for the first time, that someone might walk by and see her like this—pressed against the wall, grinding against James, ready to surrender to everything he wanted to give her.

The realization sent a fresh surge of heat through her body, her inhibitions melting further as her hips moved with renewed purpose. Her voice trembled with desire as she let out another low moan, her body fully yielding to the moment. The boundaries she’d once held so tightly were dissolving, replaced by a hunger she could no longer deny.

Goosebumps rose on Lucy’s skin as her thoughts spiraled, the open door and what it symbolized only adding to the thrilling mix of arousal and uncertainty swirling inside her. James’s hands moved slowly, deliberately, sliding up the sides of her chest and across her back, the warmth of his touch sending shivers racing along her spine. He pressed his groin against her again, teasingly grinding just enough to make her arch toward him. He could feel her body responding, practically begging for him to take her, and the look in her eyes only confirmed it.

James fought the vicious urge to give in. His restraint was a thin thread, stretched nearly to its breaking point. But somehow, he managed to force himself to step back, his chest heaving as he tried to cool the fire burning in his veins. Grabbing her blouse, he gently slid it back down over her hips, covering her flawless, heart-shaped ass. His voice was low and calm, though his body trembled with the effort to hold himself back.

“No,” he said, almost to himself. “Not yet. I want to explore the club with you first. More than that, I want to see if we can find a way for you to expand your horizons. I want to watch you do something you’ve never done before.”

Lucy gasped softly, his words cutting through the haze of her arousal like a blade. Her nipples ached, her body alive with unfulfilled desire, and the restraint in his voice only made her crave him more. “You’re cruel,” she murmured, her tone half-teasing, half-accusing.

James chuckled, the sound rich and deep as he met her gaze. “I know,” he replied, his grin wicked but playful. “But I have a very strong feeling you won’t think so for long.” He paused, his expression softening slightly as he added, “No matter what happens tonight, I promise you’ll feel a lot of pleasure—one way or another—before it’s over.”

Lucy’s lips curved into a shy, nervous smile as her curiosity deepened. She couldn’t stop wondering what might lie ahead for her, couldn’t help but feel a heady mix of apprehension and excitement. Breathing deeply to steady herself, she became suddenly aware of the fact that her panties were still stretched between her ankles. The realization brought a flush to her cheeks, but before she could reach down to pull them back up, James’s voice stopped her.

“No… no,” he said firmly. “I’m going to keep those for a while. You can have them back when you go home.”

The boldness of his words made her heart skip a beat. She hesitated, her gaze flicking between his face and the panties at her feet. Lucy had never left the house without underwear before; the idea felt reckless, devilish, and completely out of character. But the fire in James’s eyes made her want to indulge in the moment, to embrace the part of her that craved this wildness. Slowly, she raised one foot, then the other, letting him pull the panties away.

James held the delicate material to his nose, inhaling deeply without an ounce of shame. His expression was primal, his grin wide and unrepentant. “Hmm,” he said, his voice rough with arousal. “Your scent alone could drive a man crazy.”

Lucy’s cheeks burned, but she couldn’t look away. There was something intoxicating about his lack of inhibition, the way he claimed every moment with unapologetic confidence.

Standing, James tucked her panties into his pocket with a satisfied smirk. “Are you ready to go?” he asked, his tone calm but with a glimmer of anticipation that made her knees weak.

Still feeling shaky, Lucy took a deep breath, trying to steady the trembling in her body. “Yes,” she replied softly, her voice barely audible but full of anticipation. With a quick tug, she pulled her blouse down as far as it would go over her thighs, a futile attempt to regain some sense of modesty. Then, slipping her hand into James’s, she let him guide her out of the room.

The cool air of the hallway brushed against her bare skin as they walked, and Lucy gasped quietly at the unexpected thrill of it. Every step reminded her of her vulnerability, the damp heat between her legs intensifying with each subtle caress of air against her exposed pussy. The sensation sent a shiver through her, leaving her feeling both exhilarated and achingly aware of her arousal.



Thirty minutes later, Lucy found herself standing beside James, her hormones swirling heavily as her body hummed with anticipation. Her hands clutched the edge of a waist-high glass wall, the barrier between them and the club’s infamous “orgy room.” The low, moody lighting of the space beyond seemed to dance on her skin, casting an intimate glow over the scene unfolding before her.

James’s fingers traced lazy circles against the sensitive skin of her neck, his touch feather-light but deliberate, and Lucy couldn’t suppress the way her breath hitched in response. Her eyes were locked on a couple to the right, their movements mesmerizing. The man was on his knees, thrusting rhythmically into the woman lying on her back. Her legs were spread wide, her knees bent sharply, offering herself fully to him. The man’s hips moved with a steady, deliberate pace, his cock sliding deeply into her pink, glistening pussy.

Lucy’s heart raced as she watched the woman’s face, her expression radiating pure, unfiltered pleasure. Her gaze flicked down, following the slick slide of the man’s cock, hypnotized by the way it disappeared and reappeared with every thrust. A faint, restless ache stirred between Lucy’s thighs, the visual pulling her deeper into the heady atmosphere.

Her eyes shifted to the left, drawn by another scene that captured her attention. A woman was kneeling, her mouth taking turns pleasing two men standing in front of her, switching back and forth between their cocks with practiced ease. The men groaned above her, their hands buried in her hair, guiding her as her lips slid along their lengths. Lucy felt her pulse quicken, her breaths coming shorter as her gaze dropped lower. The same woman’s legs were folded upward, her thighs pressed tightly against her torso, and another man was positioned between them, his mouth working intently on her pussy.

Lucy’s chest rose and fell heavily as she watched the interplay, a warm flush spreading over her cheeks and neck. She gasped softly when the man between the woman’s thighs pulled back, a wrapper in his hand as he tore it open with swift precision. Her heart thudded harder, anticipation tightening her chest as she imagined what was about to happen. The man rolled the condom onto his cock, positioning himself at her entrance, and Lucy’s body tensed in time with the woman’s sharp intake of breath.

Then, it happened. The man pressed forward, his hips driving into her with a firm, smooth motion. The woman’s head fell back, her mouth open in a cry of pleasure that carried through the room. Lucy’s lips parted as her pulse spiked, the rawness of the scene sending heat flooding through her body. She couldn’t tear her eyes away, mesmerized by the way the woman’s body arched and shifted to meet each thrust, the sounds of her moans blending with the rhythmic slap of skin against skin.

Standing close behind Lucy, James could feel the energy radiating off her as she watched the scene unfold through the glass. The air around them was thick with arousal, amplified by the twenty or so people in the orgy room, all lost in a hedonistic blur of pleasure. Lucy’s breathing was uneven, her body trembling faintly as her focus remained locked on the raw, unfiltered display of sexuality in front of her.

James was also acutely aware of the men standing nearby, their eyes flicking toward Lucy almost as much as they gazed into the room. Their glances lingered on her curves, the way her blouse clung to her body, and James felt a surge of pride knowing how much attention she commanded without even trying. Leaning in closer, he slid his hands slowly down the sides of her body, his palms warm against her trembling frame. His voice was low and smooth as he whispered near her ear, “Isn’t that an incredibly erotic sight? All those people enjoying each other’s bodies.”

Lucy shivered at his touch, his words sending a delicious chill down her spine. “Yes,” she replied softly, her voice barely audible but heavy with emotion.

James smiled, keenly attuned to her reaction. Her trembling wasn’t just from the chill of the air—it was the unmistakable sign of how deeply turned on she was. He let his hands linger for a moment, savoring her response before he pressed further. “You know,” he murmured, his voice dropping lower, “seeing something like this had the same effect on you the last time you were here. Tell me, honestly... is there a part of you that wishes you were one of those women in there right now?”

Lucy’s breath hitched, her gaze glued to the woman in the orgy room who was now fully focused on the man inside her. The way the man thrust into her—hard, deep, relentless—made the woman cry out in unabashed pleasure, her body arching to meet each movement. Lucy’s stomach tightened as she watched, her pulse racing as heat pooled between her thighs.

The question James had asked hung heavy in the air, and Lucy found herself unable to answer immediately. She did envy the woman—envied her freedom, her confidence, the uninhibited way she surrendered to her desires without a hint of shame. But at the same time, Lucy felt a deep, conflicting shame of her own. How could she long for something so taboo, so brazenly forbidden? The thought of herself in that room, surrounded by men, their hands and mouths claiming her, sent a thrill through her body that terrified her almost as much as it excited her.

Her upbringing—the carefully instilled rules of propriety and restraint—rose to the surface, warring with the dark, unspoken desires that had been building inside her for weeks. Clarity washed over her in a painful wave. She had wanted this—something like this—for longer than she cared to admit. And yet, standing here, watching it unfold, she couldn’t bring herself to fully embrace what that meant.

Her chest rose and fell as she struggled to rein in the emotions threatening to overwhelm her. She felt James’s presence behind her, his hands hovering near her waist, waiting for her to respond. The anticipation in his eyes was palpable, and a part of her wanted so badly to give in, to admit that yes, she did want to be one of those women. But she couldn’t—not yet.

Suddenly, Lucy stepped back from the glass, her movement abrupt. Her voice wavered as she said, “Let’s go somewhere else.”

From his conversations with Chris, James had hoped Lucy wouldn’t experience this level of inner conflict tonight. But deep down, he’d always half-expected it. Okay. Take it slow. Give her time, he thought, his own excitement tempered by the need to handle the situation delicately.

He glanced at her, her expression a mix of tension and thoughtfulness. Smiling gently, he said simply, “Okay.” Reaching down, he took her hand, his grip firm yet reassuring, and began walking with her down the hallway. The quiet between them was thick, but James didn’t rush to fill it. He knew Lucy was standing on the threshold of something profound—a shift that could redefine her entire understanding of herself.

But he also knew she was just as likely on the verge of retreating completely, perhaps even asking him to take her downstairs so they could leave the club. That possibility loomed large in his mind, and James understood he’d have to push her again at some point—but with the utmost care. Now was definitely not the time for risqué suggestions.

“Are you okay?” he asked gently, his voice calm and steady, careful not to press too hard.

Lucy nodded. “Yeah,” she said softly, though the slight waver in her voice betrayed the turmoil she was still sorting through.

“Good,” James replied, his tone warm and encouraging. He stopped walking for a moment, pausing to meet her eyes. “Is there anything else you think you’d be comfortable seeing or doing right now? Or do you want to take a break?”

Lucy appreciated the way James was slowing things down for her, giving her space to catch her breath. Yet, at the same time, she felt a faint pang of disappointment that he wasn’t pressing her further. The contrast between his restraint and her lingering curiosity stirred something within her. Her lips curved into a small smile.

“No, I’m okay,” she said, her voice growing steadier. After a brief pause, she added, “What do you recommend?”

The moment the words left her mouth, Lucy felt a flicker of something new—a spark of intrigue laced with desire. The thrill of letting James guide her, of surrendering control just enough to see where he might take her, began to take hold. Her earlier hesitation faded slightly as the first tendrils of lustful curiosity crept back in, teasing the edges of her thoughts. She liked the feeling, craved it even, and for the first time in several minutes, she felt her body begin to relax.


Chapter 13

James grinned, his excitement growing as he noticed the curious twinkle returning to Lucy’s eyes. It was subtle at first, but unmistakable, and it thrilled him to see her intrigue reigniting so quickly. “Well,” he said, his voice casual but tinged with anticipation, “there are a couple of other areas we didn’t get to explore the last time you were here. Two different themes or rooms. Would you like to see them?”

Lucy hesitated for a moment, the idea of more unknowns sparking a mix of nervousness and curiosity. Her lips parted, and she replied shyly, “What would those be?”

James’s smile widened, sensing her growing interest. “One is an S&M room,” he began, watching for her reaction. “The other is an area specifically for women who only want to be with other women.”

Lucy’s response was instant, her tone firm but light. “I could skip the S&M room! I don’t think I could ever be turned on by that kind of stuff.”

James chuckled, nodding in agreement. “No problem! It’s never done much for me, either.” But he didn’t let the moment pass without following up on the second option. “How about the other area—the ladies’ area? Would you like to check that out? I know I would!”

Lucy grinned, her confidence beginning to resurface. “Oh, so you’re one of those guys,” she teased, her tone playful. “The ones who get turned on by seeing two women together, huh?”

“Absolutely,” James said with a laugh, his eyes twinkling with mischief. “Every guy—every normal guy, anyway—loves to see two women going at it. It’s a major turn-on!” He paused for a beat, then added with a sly smile, “Doesn’t Chris enjoy watching that kind of stuff?”

Lucy giggled, the sound light and carefree. “Yeah! It turns him on!” she admitted, a faint blush coloring her cheeks as she thought about her husband’s open enjoyment of such fantasies.

James felt a flicker of excitement, sensing an opening. He kept his tone easy, almost casual, as he asked, “How about you? Have you ever been curious about something like that? You know, having sex with another woman?”

Thinking about his question, Lucy felt a flutter deep in her belly, a mix of nervousness and intrigue that made her pulse quicken. She hesitated, then decided to be honest. “I’ve been curious,” she admitted, her voice soft but steady. “But I don’t know... I don’t think I could actually do it.” She paused, her brow furrowing slightly as she let the thought linger. Could she? The idea felt equal parts thrilling and intimidating. “I think a woman’s body is beautiful,” she continued, “I just don’t know if I could take it that far.”

Her curiosity, however, was starting to outweigh her reservations. Tilting her head slightly, she asked, “Has Emily ever been with another woman?”

James’s smile was immediate, his expression lighting up with amusement. “Oh, yeah,” he replied without hesitation. “Several times.”

“Did she like it?” Lucy asked, the words slipping out before she could stop them. As soon as she spoke, she felt a flush of embarrassment rise in her cheeks. What a dumb question, she thought, wishing she could take it back.

James chuckled softly, clearly enjoying her growing curiosity. “Not did,” he corrected, his tone playful. “Does. And she loves it. In fact,” he added with a sly grin, “she’s told me more than once that nobody can eat her pussy better than another woman can.”

Lucy felt her cheeks grow hotter, but she couldn’t deny the spark of fascination his answer ignited. The casual way James spoke about it made it feel less forbidden, more natural. Before she could stop herself, she asked another question. “Have you ever watched her?”

James’s grin widened, his eyes gleaming with excitement. “Oh God, yes,” he said enthusiastically. “Several times. And it drives me absolutely crazy every single time.”

Lucy’s mind raced as she tried to imagine it—Emily with another woman, James watching intently, the scene vivid and provocative in her thoughts. Her breath quickened slightly as James’s voice broke through her spiraling curiosity.

“By the way,” he added, his tone low and teasing, “she’s mentioned—on more than one occasion, mind you—that she’d love to get a shot at you herself.”

Lucy’s eyes widened at his words, completely caught off guard. She felt a jolt of embarrassment and a rush of something she couldn’t quite name—was it flattery? Excitement? Both? She glanced away briefly, unsure how to respond, before finally saying, “I’m flattered. I think so, anyway.”

James laughed softly, sensing her conflicted emotions but choosing not to push further just yet. “You should be,” he said warmly. “Emily doesn’t say that about just anyone.”

An awkward silence settled between them, and James could sense Lucy’s hesitation. Deciding it was best not to press the idea on her, he eventually broke the quiet, his voice gentle but encouraging. “So, what do you say? Do you want to check it out?”

Lucy hesitated, her mind swirling with possibilities. A part of her was tempted to explore the place James had suggested. The allure of the unknown tugged at her, faint but undeniable. But another part of her—a larger, bolder part—was drawn to something else entirely. Something that set her pulse racing and made her belly flutter with anticipation.

After a brief pause, she smiled faintly and said, “Maybe we can do that some other time.” She surprised herself with her answer, but what she said next left her almost breathless with disbelief. “Right now, I’m more turned on by the idea of seeing men and women doing it with each other. Take me someplace where I can see that again.”

James felt a surge of adrenaline course through him, his body growing warmer with excitement. The animated look on Lucy’s face—her eyes sparkling with unspoken desire—only heightened his own arousal. He grinned, savoring the moment, and decided then and there that he was going to take her to the place he’d wanted to visit since the night began.

“You know what?” he said, his tone playful but charged with anticipation. “I know the perfect place.”

He deliberately left his destination a mystery, wanting to stoke her curiosity even further. Reaching out, he took her hand in his, the contact sending a jolt of energy through both of them. Without another word, he guided her down a new hallway, the faint glow of the lights casting shadows on the walls as they walked.

With each step forward, the tension between them grew. The air seemed heavier, charged with the electricity of unspoken possibilities. Lucy could feel her heartbeat quicken, her anticipation building as she followed James’s confident lead. The thought of what might lie ahead—the sights, the sounds, the raw intimacy of it all—made her body hum with excitement. She didn’t know exactly what James had in mind, but she was ready to find out.

A couple of minutes later, Lucy found herself wondering just where James was leading her. The hallway grew quieter, the lighting dimmer, and the air seemed thicker with anticipation. Her curiosity deepened when they came across a towering, intimidating man standing at the entrance of another hallway.

Lucy’s breath caught as she took in his appearance—he was nearly two feet taller and at least two hundred pounds heavier than she was, his broad shoulders and muscular frame giving him the presence of a human fortress. With his leather vest, tattoos snaking down his arms, and a beard that added to his rugged look, he reminded her of a member of a motorcycle gang. Yet, despite his imposing demeanor, Lucy felt a flicker of ease when the man broke into a grin and greeted James warmly.

“Hey, buddy! Haven’t seen you in a while!” the man said, his deep voice surprisingly friendly.

James reached out and tapped the man on his massive upper arm, which looked more like a tree trunk than a limb. “Hey, Little J! Yeah, it’s been a couple of weeks. How’re the kids?”

Little J’s grin widened, his tough exterior melting slightly. “Eating everything in the house except the kitchen sink,” he said with a laugh. “Giving me gray hair!”

Lucy watched their exchange with growing fascination. This massive man, who could probably crush someone with a single hand, was talking about his kids like any doting dad would. It was almost disarming.

As their conversation continued, Little J’s eyes shifted to Lucy. His gaze moved up and down her body, the assessment obvious but without any malice or craftiness. Lucy felt her cheeks warm slightly under his scrutiny but held his gaze, unsure whether to feel flattered or nervous.

Still looking at her, Little J chuckled and asked James, “Does Emily know you’re up here?”

James grinned, clearly enjoying the moment. “Yep,” he replied, his tone brimming with pride.

Little J’s eyes lingered on Lucy for a moment longer before he let out a low whistle. “Lucky bastard,” he said, the envy in his voice unmistakable.

James’s grin widened, but before he could reply, Little J’s tone shifted slightly, taking on a more serious edge. “Does the boss know you’re here?”

“Do you think the boss would have any objections?” James asked, his tone light but carrying an undercurrent of meaning. It was obvious to both men that the subject of his comment was Lucy.

Little J chuckled, shaking his head. “Nope,” he replied simply, his voice deep and steady.

James and Little J continued their friendly banter for another minute or two, the conversation easy and full of camaraderie. Eventually, Little J stepped aside, gesturing for them to pass. “Have fun, you two!” he said with a grin.

“We will!” James replied confidently, his grip on Lucy’s hand firm as he led her further down the hallway. The moment they turned a corner and were out of earshot, James glanced at her and said, “Little J’s real name is Jerome. But I don’t know anyone who’s had the guts to call him that. Not that I blame them—he looks like he could break you in half. But honestly? He’s one of the nicest guys you’ll ever meet.”

Lucy smiled faintly, still processing the interaction with the towering man. “Why is he sitting there?” she asked, her voice tinged with curiosity.

James stopped walking and turned to face her, his expression serious. “Listen,” he began, his tone low and deliberate. “The place I’m taking you is very exclusive. Only a handful of people even know it exists—the owner of the club and maybe fifty or sixty select clients. That’s it.”

Lucy’s brow furrowed slightly as her curiosity deepened. “Why is it so secret?”

“Because this is Vegas,” James explained, his voice steady but serious. “Tourists come here all the time. And this part of the club? It’s not for them. It’s private, hidden. And for good reason.”

He paused, his gaze locking onto hers as he continued, “Some of the people who come here are prominent—politicians, business leaders, celebrities. People who cannot risk exposure. The privacy of this place is what makes it work.”

Lucy’s chest tightened slightly as she listened, her heart beating faster. The weight of his words made the moment feel heavier, more important. “So, what are you saying?” she asked, her voice quiet.

James leaned in slightly, his voice dropping. “I’m saying that whatever you see tonight—whoever you see—you can’t tell anyone. Not Chris. Not Emily. No one. This place only works because of its discretion. Breaking that trust could cause serious problems.”

Lucy nodded slowly, the gravity of his words sinking in. “I promise,” she said softly, her voice steady despite the nervous flutter in her chest.

James’s serious expression softened into a reassuring smile. “Good,” he said warmly. “Because I think you’re going to like what you see.”

Listening closely, Lucy felt a mix of emotions swirling inside her. She was both captivated and flattered that James was taking her to such an exclusive and mysterious place. The weight of his words—the secrecy, the exclusivity, the trust he was placing in her—made her feel special in a way that was both exhilarating and intimidating. Before she could respond, James continued, his tone calm but tinged with subtle caution.

“But there’s one other important thing you should know before we go any further,” he said, his eyes locking onto hers. “The rules here are a little more... relaxed. People tend to be bolder, more aggressive. However,” he added quickly, his voice softening, “they’ll also know this is your first time here. They’ll either recognize you as someone new or have heard about you—because of how beautiful you are.”

Lucy blinked, her cheeks warming at the unexpected compliment. James’s expression didn’t waver, his sincerity evident as he went on. “There are some incredibly attractive women who are regulars here. But trust me, they’d remember you.”

He paused for a moment, gauging her reaction. There was a flicker of hesitation in her eyes, a brief glimpse of her internal struggle, and he felt a pang of concern that she might decide against going. Wanting to ensure she fully understood what she was walking into, he finished carefully, “I just wanted you to know all of this before we go any further.”

Lucy’s chest tightened, her thoughts racing as she processed his words. Her curiosity, already burning brightly, flared even hotter at the mention of relaxed rules and bold behavior. She couldn’t deny the nervous energy that coursed through her, the cautious voice in her head questioning whether she should take this next step. But the intoxicating mix of excitement and trepidation was like fuel to a fire she didn’t want to extinguish.

Her lips parted, and after a brief pause, she exhaled slowly and said, “I promise I won’t say anything.” Her voice was steady, though the flicker of nerves was still there. Then, with a hunger she couldn’t suppress, she added, “You’ve got me dying of curiosity now, so please—just take me there!”

Thrilled, James grinned, his eyes glinting with excitement as he said simply, "Okay!" He let the word hang for a moment, then, with a teasing lilt to his voice, added as they began walking toward their destination, "You know... I have this strong feeling that where we're headed right now is the place you’re going to do something you’ve never done before. And I’m pretty sure this is going to be a night you’ll never forget."

Lucy felt his words like a jolt of electricity. They ignited a surge of adrenaline that coursed through her, amplifying the ache deep within her body—a restless, undeniable hunger for attention. She was aware of it now, fully. As she walked beside him, the thought of what might be ahead fueled her resolve, pushing her closer to embracing the bad girl she had been taught never to become.

When they reached their destination, Lucy hesitated for only a second before stepping through a curtain of long, dangling beads that swayed and clicked faintly against her body. The beads felt cool and strange against her flushed skin, and as she passed through them, she was struck by the change in atmosphere. The room beyond was dimly lit, the air heavy with warmth and the faint, musky scent of sex. It took a moment for her eyes to adjust to the subdued light, but when they did, her breath hitched.

In the center of the room, a petite blond woman knelt completely naked, her small, lithe body bathed in the soft glow of a low-hanging light fixture. But it wasn’t her nudity that grabbed Lucy’s attention—it was her confidence, the brazen way she moved as she sucked on the thick, dark cock of the man standing before her. He was tall, broad-shouldered, and devastatingly attractive, but her eyes couldn’t leave the length of him, so much larger than she had expected. Lucy’s breath caught in her throat as she realized he had to be at least nine or ten inches long, his size almost intimidating even from a distance.

The woman’s lips glided along his cock with deliberate, practiced ease, though Lucy could tell she could only take the first few inches into her mouth. The contrast between the man’s powerful, dark body and her delicate, pale frame was striking, almost hypnotic. Lucy tightened her grip on James’s hand, her fingers digging into his palm as she struggled to process the scene before her.

It wasn’t until she let her gaze wander, her eyes wide with fascination, that she noticed the rest of the room. Scattered throughout were other couples, each lost in their own intimate pleasures. The soft, rhythmic sounds of sex filled the air—low moans, breathy gasps, the faint slap of skin against skin. It was everywhere, yet she kept finding her eyes drawn back to the blond woman and the way she knelt so seductively before the man, utterly unashamed and completely in control.

Lucy’s pulse raced. The rawness of it all—the sounds, the scents, the sights—pressed down on her, thrilling and overwhelming in equal measure. Her body was trembling, and she realized with a mix of trepidation and anticipation that she wasn’t just a spectator tonight. This wasn’t just about watching. This was her chance to step into the kind of freedom she had only fantasized about.

James gently brought her out of her hushed trance, his hand warm and reassuring as he guided her up a few steps to a sleek black leather couch that stretched an impressive twelve feet in length. The cool material pressed against the backs of her thighs as she sank down beside him, the faint creak of leather blending seamlessly with the provocative music filling the room. It was a sultry, hypnotic melody that seemed to pulse in time with the low, rhythmic moans and guttural grunts emanating from various corners.

Lucy let her eyes wander to the left, drinking in the scene unfolding on that side of the room. Bodies moved together in a primal rhythm, hands gripping, mouths exploring, hips rolling in a symphony of shared ecstasy. The air was thick with heat and the unmistakable scent of arousal, every sound, every movement drawing her further into this heady, uncharted world. She felt James’s presence beside her, grounding her yet amplifying the intimacy of the moment.

Slowly, her gaze shifted to the right, her eyes tracing a path across the room until they landed on a matching couch positioned directly opposite theirs. Her breath caught, her pulse quickening as her full attention fell on two couples sprawled across the glossy black leather. The symmetry of the scene was captivating, but it was the erotic tableau on display that held her captive.

Two women knelt facing each other, their bare skin gleaming under the dim light. Their lips moved together in a sensual, unhurried kiss, their tongues darting playfully, teasingly, between mouths. Every movement was deliberate, a silent seduction that seemed to ripple through the room. Lucy noticed the way their fingers tangled in each other's hair, the gentle pull and release adding an edge of roughness to their embrace.

But it was the men behind them that made her heart stutter. Both women were on their hands and knees, their backs arched, their hips tilted in an offering that their partners accepted with languid, deep thrusts. The men knelt, their powerful bodies moving in perfect rhythm, each slow slide inward drawing soft, breathy moans from the women between them. The sight of the women’s mouths parting in pleasure even as they continued their kiss sent a jolt of heat through Lucy’s body, an ache settling low in her belly.

Her teeth grazed her bottom lip as she watched, transfixed. The contrast between the tenderness of the women’s kiss and the rough, deliberate thrusts from the men behind them was magnetic. Every detail seemed magnified—the way one man’s hand gripped his partner’s hip, his fingers pressing hard enough to leave faint marks, or the way the other woman’s body trembled each time her lover filled her completely. The scene was a symphony of sensation, a perfect, uninhibited display of raw desire.

As the two couples continued their intimate play, Lucy found herself unable to look away. Her arousal deepened with every passing moment, her breaths growing slower, heavier, as she absorbed the fluid, uninhibited movements of their bodies. Her heart skipped when one of the women suddenly pulled away from the man behind her, her slender frame moving with an elegant urgency.

The woman turned smoothly, lying back against the couch with a soft, contented sigh, her skin glowing under the muted light. Lucy shivered, feeling a tantalizing chill sweep over her, as if her own body was responding to the scene before her. Her stomach fluttered when she saw the woman reach up with outstretched hands, her fingers curling around the other woman’s waist to guide her down on top of her. The smile on the reclining woman’s face was unmistakable, playful and inviting, as they positioned themselves in the unmistakable intimacy of a sixty-nine.

Lucy’s breath hitched, her lips parting as she watched the woman now lying on her back raise her head, her movements unhurried but deliberate. She angled herself just enough to let her tongue slide over the other woman’s clit, her lips brushing against the soft, sensitive folds with a precision that made Lucy’s pulse throb. It was mesmerizing—the languid, almost worshipful way she lavished attention on her partner, the faint flick of her tongue visible even from where Lucy sat.

A quiet sigh escaped Lucy's lips, her body tense with an unfamiliar ache that seemed to settle low and deep. The heat in her belly grew when the woman lying beneath broke the silence, her voice sultry and commanding as she instructed the two men, who had momentarily stepped back to watch, to rejoin them. "Come here," she murmured, her tone sending a shiver through Lucy. "I want you both to fuck her mouth and pussy while I take care of her."

Lucy swallowed hard, her throat dry as she watched the two men exchange a quick glance before stepping forward, their cocks already hard and ready. The man nearest to the woman kneeling on top moved with ease, guiding himself to her mouth, while the other positioned himself behind her. Lucy could barely breathe as she watched them both sink into her, the rhythm of their movements quickly syncing as they took control once more. The woman lying beneath them never faltered, her mouth and tongue continuing their ministrations, her moans muffled against the body of the woman above her.

The sounds grew louder now, filling the room—a mix of wet, eager slurps, the low grunts of the men, and the breathy, muffled cries of the women as their pleasure intensified. Lucy could feel her cheeks burning, but she couldn’t tear her eyes away. Her body trembled as the scene unfolded, raw and unapologetic, every movement an affirmation of shared desire.

James shifted slightly beside her, and Lucy realized he had been watching her as much as the couples. The weight of his gaze only heightened her awareness of her own arousal, the ache between her thighs now almost unbearable. She swallowed again, trying to steady her breathing, but the sight of the four bodies moving together—perfectly aligned in a primal, sensual rhythm—only drew her deeper into the moment.

As the hedonistic display across the room continued to unfold, a flicker of movement to Lucy’s left caught her attention. Her thighs pressed together instinctively, a subtle response to the arousal now simmering just below the surface. Turning her head, she found herself captivated by another erotic tableau. The petite blond she had noticed earlier was now suspended upside down, her bare feet pointing skyward as the powerful black man holding her devoured her with unrelenting focus. His mouth was buried between her thighs, his lips and tongue moving with a raw, animalistic hunger. The sheer effortlessness with which he held her aloft was mesmerizing, his muscular arms steady and unwavering.

Lucy could hear the blonde’s throaty grunts mingling with occasional bursts of laughter, her body clearly overwhelmed by both the sensation and the novelty of her position. Her voice would hitch sharply, louder gasps breaking through the rhythm whenever the man’s tongue seemed to zero in on her clit. Lucy’s chest rose and fell as she watched, her heart pounding in time with the scene. Every flick of his tongue and every tremor in the blonde’s body seemed to echo through her own, heightening the heat spreading through her.

Her breath caught when she saw the blond reaching up, her small hand grasping for the man’s impressive cock. Her fingers barely circled the girth of his ebony shaft as she guided him back to her mouth. Lucy's lips parted in a soft exhale, her gaze riveted as the blonde’s lips stretched around him, her mouth working eagerly to take in as much of his massive length as she could. The contrast between their bodies—the blonde’s delicate, petite frame and the man’s towering, muscular presence—was hypnotic, and Lucy’s pulse quickened as she imagined the raw pleasure they must be sharing.

Time seemed to blur as Lucy continued to watch, her senses overwhelmed by the two erotic displays playing out before her. The heat in her cheeks deepened, her body tingling as if every nerve ending had been awakened. Her breath was shallow, her heart racing, and her mind felt like it was swimming in a haze of arousal. She wasn’t sure how long she’d been sitting there, entranced, when a sharp, unexpected pinch on her right nipple jolted her back into the moment.

Her gasp broke through the ambient noise of the room, her head whipping around to look at James. The sudden stimulation sent a shiver racing through her, her body trembling as she met his gaze. His fingers lingered, teasing the sensitive peak through the thin fabric of her dress, and the look in his eyes was one she had never seen before—intense, possessive, and brimming with desire.

Her stomach fluttered, her core tightening as the butterflies in her chest warred with the heat pooling low in her belly. The burn of his touch still lingered as he leaned in, his voice low and steady as he said, “Very shortly, you and I are going to be doing exactly what everyone else in here is doing.”

Breathless from his words, Lucy felt a surge of adrenaline flood her system, making her heart race and her nipples harden beneath her thin top. Her body betrayed her, charged and aching, even as her mind reeled. A part of her wanted him to follow through on his promise—wanted nothing more than to feel his cock sliding deep inside her again, claiming her completely. But another part of her wasn’t so sure. The hunger was there, clawing at her, yet it was tangled with a sharp thread of nervousness that made her stomach flutter.

She searched his face, her eyes darting over his features as if she could glean his intentions. Was he saying he would take her here, in this room full of strangers, or was he hinting at something more private? The thought of privacy comforted her, even though earlier she had flirted with the thrill of being seen. But the idea of doing something here, in front of so many watching eyes, sent a new wave of anxiety crashing over her. The tension coiled tighter in her chest, and she felt herself teetering on the edge of panic.

The minutes crawled by, or perhaps it was only seconds—it was hard to tell in the haze of her spiraling thoughts. The nervousness that had been buzzing beneath her skin began to solidify into something heavier, sharper. Fear. A cold knot formed in her stomach as she realized James wasn’t waiting for her to decide.

She sat frozen, her body stiff and unresponsive, as his hands moved with deliberate intent. Her gaze dropped, wide and unblinking, to where his fingers worked at the single knot holding her shirt closed. She could already picture what would happen if he succeeded—the fabric falling away to expose her completely, baring her breasts to everyone in the room. Her pulse pounded in her ears, drowning out the low hum of the music and the scattered sounds of pleasure around them.

For a moment, it was as if she were outside her own body, watching as if from a distance. But then something snapped. Summoning what felt like her last shred of willpower, Lucy’s trembling hands shot up, grasping his wrists in a desperate attempt to stop him. Her fingers dug into his skin, and her lips parted to speak, though no words came.

James’s reaction was immediate. He stilled, his gaze locking onto hers with an intensity that sent a shiver through her. His voice was low, firm, and unwavering as he said, “Don’t. Please don’t stop me. I want to see you. I want everyone in here to see you.”

The weight of his words hit her like a physical blow, leaving her stunned. Her grip faltered, her fingers loosening their hold as the command in his tone and the look in his eyes robbed her of her ability to resist. Her breath hitched, and a tremor ran through her as she felt the knot of her shirt give way, the fabric loosening under his touch.

Her mind screamed at her to do something, to pull away, to cover herself—but her body refused to move. It was as if he had stripped away more than her clothing; he had unraveled her defenses, leaving her exposed in a way she had never experienced before. Heat bloomed in her cheeks, a mixture of embarrassment, arousal, and raw vulnerability, as her shirt began to slip open.

She could feel James’s eyes on her, burning with desire and something else—something that made her feel claimed, possessed. Around them, the room seemed to shrink, the murmurs and moans fading into the background as her focus narrowed to the man in front of her and the dizzying mix of fear and anticipation coursing through her veins.

As James resumed working at the knot of Lucy’s shirt, he could see the turmoil etched across her face—a delicate balance of arousal and anxiety that only fueled his determination. Her parted lips and flushed cheeks betrayed her growing excitement, even as her wide eyes hinted at hesitation. James felt a rush of adrenaline himself, knowing he was so close to nudging her past the line she’d carefully drawn for herself. If he pushed the right buttons, he was sure she’d let go, embracing the boundaries he so desperately craved for her to expand.

Just as the knot began to give way beneath his fingers, he leaned closer, his voice low and coaxing. “Look around you, sweetie,” he murmured, his words wrapping around her like a lover’s touch. “Every man in this room has been watching you. They want to see you. They want to see your beautiful body, just like every other woman in here.”

Lucy’s eyes flicked up, darting nervously around the room. James watched with satisfaction as the truth began to settle over her, the realization softening her resistance. He smiled, leaning in to drive the point home. “That’s right,” he continued, his tone tinged with a teasing edge. “Every woman in here is naked. Completely naked. Every single one—except you.”

Lucy’s breath hitched, her chest rising and falling faster as she absorbed his words. A soft sigh escaped her lips as she let her gaze wander further, and the truth of his statement hit her like a lightning bolt. How had she not noticed? Everywhere she looked, the women were bare, their bodies on full display, moving freely and confidently among the men. The sight was intoxicating, their lack of inhibition both intimidating and exhilarating.

And then there were the men. Her stomach flipped as she caught the eyes of several men staring at her, their gazes unapologetic, hungry. They didn’t bother to hide their interest, their desire plain in the way their eyes lingered on her still-clothed form. A shiver ran down her spine, her skin prickling with the weight of their attention. They weren’t just watching—they were waiting. For her.

Her instincts screamed at her to run, to leave this place and shield herself from their predatory stares. But as she sat frozen, her mind spinning, she realized she didn’t want to leave. Not entirely. There was a part of her, a quiet yet insistent voice, that whispered for her to stay, to let herself be seen.

Her pulse quickened as she tried to make sense of the conflicting emotions swirling inside her. The thought of exposing herself, of giving these strangers exactly what they wanted, was both terrifying and thrilling. She bit down hard on her lower lip, savoring the sharp, fleeting pain as it grounded her. And then the rush came—a flood of adrenaline that sent warmth rushing through her veins.

Lucy’s body tingled as she let herself truly feel it: the intoxicating power of being desired. They wanted her. All of them. The weight of their gazes made her feel exposed and vulnerable, but it also made her feel alive, electric with possibility. She couldn’t stop the small smile that tugged at the corners of her mouth as she gave herself permission to enjoy the attention, to revel in the thrill of being wanted so openly.

When James saw Lucy bite her lip, a shiver ran through him, sharp and electric. The nervous, aroused gesture sent a thrill of anticipation through his body, spurring him forward. With deliberate precision, his fingers worked the knot at her chest, the fabric slipping free under his touch. He paused for a heartbeat, savoring the moment, before flipping the loosened side of her shirt away, baring the soft curve of her breast. Then, with a slow, purposeful motion, he pulled the remaining material aside, revealing her fully.

Her perfect breasts were now exposed to the room, her nipples peaked and sensitive in the cool air. Lucy gasped softly, the sudden sensation making her acutely aware of her vulnerability. Her cheeks flushed a deep crimson, but beneath the embarrassment was something far more powerful—a surge of excitement that made her breath hitch. She could feel the room around her shift, an almost imperceptible ripple of attention as she realized they were watching her now.

Her gaze darted around, catching the lingering stares of several men. Their eyes weren’t just looking; they were devouring her, drinking in the sight of her bare skin with unbridled hunger. Some of them smiled, their expressions a mixture of admiration and desire, and the intensity of it made her shiver. It was an entirely new sensation—one that left her trembling on the edge of exhilaration and fear. She could almost feel their wanting, their silent yearning, and to her surprise, it thrilled her.

Before she could fully process the moment, James moved again, his head dipping low until his warm breath ghosted across her skin. She cooed softly as his lips brushed against her nipple, her body responding instinctively to the heat of his mouth. Then, he took her flesh fully between his lips, sucking her nipple hungrily as his tongue teased and flicked against the sensitive peak. A moan slipped from her lips as pleasure coursed through her, sharp and undeniable.

James’s hands cradled her breasts as he continued his ministrations, his tongue tracing circles around her nipple before closing his lips around it again. He alternated between gentle suckling and more demanding pulls, the occasional scrape of his teeth against her skin sending jolts of sensation through her. Each time he bit down gently, Lucy let out a low, breathy grunt, her body arching slightly toward him as if begging for more.

The sounds she made were intoxicating to him, spurring him to continue. He shifted between her breasts with deliberate care, making sure each received equal attention, his lips and tongue worshiping her body. Lucy’s hands found their way into his hair, her fingers threading through the soft strands and tugging lightly. Her touch was encouraging, urging him not to stop, and James smiled against her skin, savoring her surrender.

But he wasn’t satisfied yet. Pulling back slightly, he looked up at her flushed face, her lips parted as she panted softly. Her eyes were glazed, lost in the moment, and it was all the motivation he needed to take things further.

“You know what?” he said, his voice low and teasing, vibrating with excitement. “I’m going to pull off your skirt now.” He paused, letting his words hang between them, watching the flicker of emotion in her eyes—shock, anticipation, and a trace of fear. “And then I’m going to eat your sweet little pussy right here in front of everybody.”

Lucy’s breath hitched, her chest rising and falling rapidly as his words sank in. Before she could respond, he adjusted himself, his hands already moving to the waistband of her skirt. His grin widened as he added, “And when I do, I want you to look at every person in here. I want you to look at them and see the looks on their faces as they watch you being pleased.”

Visibly trembling from his words, Lucy couldn’t find her voice. Her body was betraying her, unable to decide between resistance and surrender. All she could do was force herself to breathe, each inhale deep and shaky, as the overwhelming mixture of arousal and fear consumed her. The trembling in her limbs intensified when James’s hands slid onto her hips, his fingers curling into the waistband of her skirt.

Her mind screamed at her to stop him, but her body refused to cooperate. She felt a jolt of disbelief as she realized she was subtly raising her hips, allowing him to ease the fabric down over her thighs. The cool air kissed her newly exposed skin as his fingers glided down the length of her legs, leaving trails of heat in their wake. Her breath hitched when he reached her feet, his movements slow and deliberate as he slipped the skirt free and let it fall to the floor. He smiled as he removed her sandals, tossing them aside with an almost casual flourish, leaving her completely bare.

James sat back for a moment, his gaze raking over her with unabashed hunger. The sight of her sitting naked before him, her vulnerability laid bare, sent a pulse of desire straight through him. He was still fully clothed, and the stark contrast between them only heightened his excitement. He couldn’t help but think of the others in the room—the men who were undoubtedly losing their minds watching her like this, knowing she was his to touch, his to command.

Fueled by that thought, James reached out, his hands sliding up her legs in slow, teasing strokes. His fingertips brushed against her skin, barely touching yet sending shivers coursing through her body. The anticipation built with every deliberate motion, and when his arousal became too much to contain, he placed his hands firmly on her knees.

Looking into her eyes, he was captivated by the interplay of lust and hesitation on her face, the raw vulnerability that made her even more irresistible. Slowly, he began to press her knees apart, spreading her legs wider, his hands steady and sure. Her thighs parted, opening her fully to him, and he pushed until her knees were drawn up, her hips angled toward him in complete surrender.

In one fluid motion, he slid his hands to her waist and pulled her closer, guiding her until her bare buttocks rested on the very edge of the couch. She was trembling now, her breaths coming in quick, shallow gasps, her body radiating heat and anticipation. James met her eyes once more, holding her gaze as he lowered himself, savoring every second of her submission.

The moment his mouth touched her, Lucy gasped—a sharp, needy sound that seemed to reverberate through the room. James pressed his tongue between her glistening folds, parting her labia and tasting her deeply. Her flavor was intoxicating, sweet and heady, and he groaned softly as he delved deeper, his tongue exploring her with unrestrained hunger.


Chapter 14

Lucy drew in a deep, shaky breath, but the sound quickly transformed into a guttural cry of pleasure. Her back arched reflexively, her body responding to the overwhelming waves of sensation radiating from her clit and rippling through her core. The sound of her cry sent a ripple of appreciation through the room—soft sighs from the women, low murmurs of approval from the men—all of it feeding the fire blazing inside her.

Her hands gripped the leather of the couch desperately as James’s tongue worked her with an intensity that left her breathless. His mouth alternated between broad, sweeping strokes and focused flicks, each movement driving her closer to the edge. She moaned loudly, the sound raw and unfiltered, her body writhing under his expert touch.

James held her firmly, his hands gripping her thighs to keep her in place. She barely registered the strength of his hold, too lost in the pleasure coursing through her to care. Her hips bucked against him, and he responded by pulling her even closer, his tongue moving with relentless precision. She was completely at his mercy, the world around her fading until all that remained was the scorching heat of his mouth and the undeniable pleasure consuming her.

James was relentless, his tongue dancing over Lucy’s swollen clit with deliberate precision. He varied the speed and pressure, teasing her with soft, feather-light strokes one moment and firm, insistent licks the next. Every flick and swirl of his tongue seemed designed to draw out more of her pleasure, and her breathy moans only spurred him on. Occasionally, he let out low grunts of his own, unable to contain his arousal as he savored the intoxicating taste of her juices. She was exquisite, and the sounds spilling from her lips—raw and unfiltered—only made her more irresistible.

His eyes lingered on her sex, captivated by how heavily her nectar flowed. It glistened against her flushed, sensitive skin, a testament to the pleasure he was giving her. Driven by the sight, James decided to intensify the moment further. He slipped two fingers into his mouth, coating them with saliva before pressing them against her entrance. Without hesitation, he slid them inside her, the motion confident and deliberate, eliciting a sharp cry from Lucy.

The sudden penetration made her back arch, her hips bucking involuntarily as her body adjusted to the new sensation. Her cry gave way to a low, guttural moan as she began to move instinctively, her pelvis rocking back and forth to meet the thrust of his fingers. Her movements were slow at first, tentative, but quickly grew bolder as the pleasure mounted.

James matched her rhythm, curling his fingers inside her to press against the sweet spot he knew would drive her wild. The combination of his tongue on her clit and his fingers exploring her from within was overwhelming, sending wave after wave of ecstasy coursing through her. Lucy was lost in it, her body trembling as she surrendered completely to the sensations he was giving her.

Then, a memory flashed in her mind—something he had whispered to her earlier, a command she hadn’t yet fulfilled. Forcing her heavy-lidded eyes open, she blinked away the haze of pleasure and let her gaze sweep the room. The intensity of her arousal didn’t waver, but now it was accompanied by a new awareness: the people around them.

Her vision locked onto a man seated only a few feet away, and her breath hitched audibly. He looked to be in his mid-forties, his appearance otherwise unremarkable if not for what he was doing. His hand moved in slow, deliberate strokes over his erect cock, his gaze fixed squarely on her. He wasn’t just watching—he was enthralled, his eyes dark with lust as he stared at her naked, writhing body.

The realization sent a jolt of something electric through her—part shame, part exhilaration. She gasped, her chest rising sharply, as the weight of his attention hit her. The fact that he wasn’t the only one watching became impossible to ignore. Her cheeks flushed hotly, but rather than retreating into herself, she found a strange thrill in being seen so intimately, so vulnerably.

James must have felt her body tense beneath him because he slowed his movements, his fingers stilling momentarily as his tongue swept languidly over her clit. He glanced up, his lips glistening, and caught the look in her eyes. A slow, knowing smile spread across his face as he realized what had captured her attention. Without breaking eye contact, he thrust his fingers inside her again, harder this time, curling them against the spot that made her cry out.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low and rough. “Let them see you. Let them see how much you love this.”

Swallowing hard, Lucy felt a confusing mix of alarm and fascination that the man was sitting so close to her. Her eyes were drawn downward, unable to stop herself from staring at his hand as it moved slowly, deliberately over his thick, engorged cock. Her lips parted slightly, a soft gasp escaping her as she fully absorbed just how massive he was—easily the thickest she’d ever seen. Her mind struggled to reconcile the sight with the sensations coursing through her, and when her gaze drifted up his nicely toned body, her thoughts scattered completely.

Her eyes locked with his, and the impact was immediate. His smile was slow and knowing, an acknowledgment of their shared awareness, and it sent a jolt of electricity straight through her. She felt exposed, yet oddly exhilarated, the intensity of the moment heightened by the relentless stimulation James was providing below. Her clit throbbed beneath his tongue, and the curling motion of his fingers inside her only added to the fire spreading through her body.

Her pulse quickened, her breathing shallow as her gaze lingered on the stranger beside her. His grin faded as his attention shifted, and Lucy watched, entranced, as he began to stroke himself faster, his hand moving with a new urgency. Her breath hitched when his eyes left hers and traveled down her body, darkening with hunger as they focused on the slick, rhythmic motion of James’s fingers sliding in and out of her. The realization that he was watching so closely, so intently, sent a surge of heat through her, and she found herself unconsciously rocking her pelvis with increasing vigor, matching James’s rhythm.

Each thrust of his fingers drove her higher, the delicious friction inside her intensifying as her hips bucked against him. She was losing herself in the pleasure, her awareness of the room fading except for two anchors: James’s relentless attention to her most sensitive places and the stranger’s unyielding gaze. Her arousal climbed higher still when she grasped the truth of it—this man wasn’t just enjoying the sight of her naked body; he was utterly captivated by watching her being pleasured, watching her have sex right in front of him.

The thought was intoxicating, stirring something deep and primal inside her that she hadn’t known existed. She could feel herself trembling, her chest rising and falling faster as she focused on James’s curling fingers pressing against her G-spot and the unrelenting flicks of his tongue against her swollen clit. Her body was a live wire, each sensation amplified by the knowledge that she was being watched, that her cries and movements were driving the man beside her to new heights of arousal.

She bit down on her lower lip, trying to contain the growing storm inside her, but it was no use. Her hips moved with a mind of their own, grinding against James’s mouth as she rode the waves of pleasure building to an inevitable crest. She caught a glimpse of the stranger’s face again—his lips parted slightly, his hand moving even faster—and the sight nearly pushed her over the edge.

Lucy gasped, her chest heaving as she fought to catch her breath. Her hands gripped the leather couch beneath her, her knuckles white with tension as the stimulation reached a fever pitch. James’s tongue pressed harder, his fingers curling deeper, and she knew she couldn’t hold on much longer. The intensity of it all—the physical pleasure, the stranger’s rapt attention, the raw, uninhibited thrill of being watched—was about to overwhelm her completely.

She drew in a deep, ragged breath, her body teetering on the brink, the culmination of everything building to a moment she couldn’t stop, even if she wanted to.

A sharp, uncontrollable cry tore from Lucy’s throat as the first wave of release surged through her body, her voice raw and uninhibited. The sensation struck her like lightning, radiating outward from her core and setting every nerve ending alight. Her back arched violently, lifting her torso off the couch in a single, desperate motion before slamming back down against the leather with a force that made the cushions creak beneath her.

Her hips bucked instinctively, grinding against James’s mouth as her body sought to ride the crest of the overwhelming pleasure. The intensity was staggering, almost too much to bear, and yet she craved more. Her legs lifted into the air, her toes curling as the tension in her muscles built and released in quick, rhythmic pulses. Her fingers found their way to the back of James’s head, gripping his hair tightly as she pulled him harder against her dripping pussy. She could feel the heat of his breath, the relentless movements of his tongue and lips driving her higher and higher.

“Don’t stop,” she gasped, her voice trembling, barely audible between her ragged breaths. Her thighs trembled uncontrollably as her orgasm reached its crescendo, the sensation rolling through her in waves so powerful they left her gasping for air. She tugged at James’s hair again, her fingers desperate and uncoordinated, as if holding him there could prolong the bliss that had consumed her.

Her vision blurred, the edges of the room dissolving into a haze of light and shadow. Tiny, sparkling bursts of stars danced behind her eyelids when she closed them, the physical sensation so intense it felt otherworldly. Her entire body was trembling now, her cries filling the room as she surrendered completely to the force of her release.

James responded with unrelenting focus, his tongue continuing to flick against her clit, his fingers pressing firmly inside her as he coaxed every last ounce of pleasure from her. Lucy’s breathing turned into short, staccato gasps, her body caught in the throes of the orgasm that seemed to stretch endlessly, one wave cascading into the next. She was lost, her mind blank save for the all-encompassing heat and ecstasy that gripped her.

When the peak finally hit, her back arched again, her hands pressing James’s head even closer against her as her legs quivered uncontrollably. Her moan turned into a high, keening sound, her voice breaking with the intensity of it all. She was weightless, suspended in the moment, the pleasure coursing through her so pure and all-consuming that it left her shaking.

As the waves began to subside, her body slowly relaxed, her grip on James’s hair loosening as her legs fell back against the couch. Her chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath, her body still twitching with aftershocks. The faint sound of applause and murmured approval from the room barely registered in her mind as she floated in the haze of her orgasm, every nerve in her body still singing with the memory of his touch.

Savoring Lucy’s nirvanic release, James couldn’t suppress the satisfied smile spreading across his face. Her body arched and spasmed against the leather couch, every tremor a testament to the ecstasy he had drawn from her. Her cries of pleasure echoed through the room, raw and uninhibited, blending with the faint, murmured reactions of the onlookers. James continued to flick his tongue against her swollen clit, the hypersensitive nub throbbing beneath his touch as his fingers plunged deep inside her.

His smile turned into a wide, triumphant grin when he became fully attuned to her body’s responses. Her vaginal walls gripped his fingers tightly, almost possessively, the rhythmic contractions sending waves of slick heat against his skin. Her juices flowed so heavily now that they coated his hand, dripping freely from his fingers to the floor below, forming a small, glistening puddle that marked the intensity of her release.

James was captivated, thrilled by the sheer power of her orgasm and the way she surrendered so completely to it. His heart swelled with pride and joy knowing that he was the one bringing her to this state, the one capable of unraveling her so entirely. He marveled at how beautiful she looked—her body flushed and trembling, her cries reverberating through the space with an almost musical quality.

But his excitement wasn’t only for Lucy. The thought of the room around them—the men who were undoubtedly watching with barely restrained desire—only heightened his arousal. He knew without question that every one of them wished desperately to be in his place, their gazes burning with jealousy and lust. They were watching him claim her, pleasure her, and James felt a rush of power at the knowledge.

And secretly, as her velvety muscles continued to clutch at his fingers like a slippery vice, he allowed himself a tantalizing thought: perhaps one of them would get the chance to experience her for themselves. The idea sent a jolt of forbidden thrill through him, and he couldn’t help but imagine the scenario, the way her body would respond to another man’s touch while he watched.

Eventually, Lucy’s hand pressed gently but firmly against his forehead, signaling her limit. James recognized the gesture instantly—her unspoken way of telling him her clit had become too sensitive to continue. With a final, lingering kiss to her pulsing folds, he withdrew his tongue, pulling his fingers from her swollen entrance with deliberate care.

As he straightened, his gaze traveled upward to her flushed face. Her skin was slick with a light sheen of sweat, her hair clinging in damp tendrils to her temples. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, her lips parted as she tried to catch her breath. Her eyes, half-lidded and unfocused, carried the unmistakable glow of post-orgasmic bliss.

James winced, noticing just how flushed she was, but the sight filled him with immense pride. Her drained, dazed expression—the slight, blissful curve of her lips—was a testament to what he had done for her. She looked completely undone, utterly satisfied, and every ounce of it was his doing.

Sitting back, James let his eyes roam over Lucy’s body, savoring the sight of her lying motionless on the couch. A chill ran through him as he took in her post-orgasmic glow, her perfect breasts rising and falling with each deep, steady breath she drew in to recover. Her skin gleamed faintly under the soft lighting, a light sheen of sweat highlighting her curves and making her look almost ethereal.

What captivated him most, though, was how she had left herself positioned—her feet resting at the edge of the couch, her knees bent and her thighs spread wide. The most intimate part of her body remained on full display, vulnerable and utterly exposed not only to him but to everyone else in the room. The sheer boldness of it, paired with the softness of her exhaustion, left him breathless.

Swallowing hard, he drank in the exquisite beauty of her body, every curve, every detail. He let his gaze linger on the glistening folds between her thighs, a reminder of the pleasure they had just shared. The sight sent a sharp thrill through him, making his pulse quicken. He knew that, sooner or later, the moment would come when he would be buried deep inside her again, claiming her fully. But for now, another ambition burned brighter in his mind.

Driven by that thought, James stood, stretching for a moment before settling back down beside Lucy on her right. The warmth of her skin against his as he leaned close sent a jolt of electricity through him, making his touch more deliberate. His hand found her knee first, his fingers grazing lightly against her smooth skin before beginning a slow, unhurried journey up and down her body.

He traced a path from her knee to her neck, his palm exploring every curve, every hollow. Each time his hand brushed over her breast, the softness of her flesh yielding beneath his touch, he felt a fresh wave of heat. Her nipple, still sensitive from his earlier attentions, stiffened under his fingers, and he couldn’t help but linger there, teasing the peak lightly with his thumb before continuing his exploration.

As his hand wandered lower, he let his fingers glide across her stomach, marveling at the slight tremble beneath his touch. When his fingers reached the fine, neatly trimmed hairs framing her sex, his breath hitched. The texture was soft, the sensation heightened by the intimacy of the moment. He brushed through the hair slowly, savoring the contrast against her silky skin, before letting his hand trail back up to her breast, only to repeat the journey again.

Lucy remained still beside him, her body pliant and warm under his touch, though he noticed the faint flush creeping up her neck and the way her breath occasionally caught when he lingered on her more sensitive spots. She wasn’t completely unaware, even in her haze of recovery, and the thought made his grin widen.

Soon, James’s gaze shifted. Glancing to his left, he caught sight of his friend, still seated close to Lucy’s other side. The man’s hand moved over his cock, though it was clear his strokes had slowed. He wasn’t pleasuring himself anymore—at least, not entirely. His movements were deliberate, meant to maintain his arousal rather than push himself further.

An idea struck James, sharp and sudden, one that sent a thrill of anticipation through him. Intrigued by the possibilities, curious to see where it might lead, he raised his voice just enough for his friend Eric to hear. His tone was playful but laced with purpose as he addressed Lucy.

“You looked absolutely gorgeous when you exploded just now, sweetie,” he said, his hand still gliding slowly up and down her body, his touch light and teasing. “Did you enjoy it? Did I make you cum hard enough?”

Lucy bit down softly on her bottom lip, her gaze drifting lazily toward James. The post-orgasmic euphoria left her body feeling warm and pliant, her mind blissfully hazy. She let out a small, contented sigh as her fingers twitched against the couch, still tingling from the release she’d craved for hours. Drawing in a slow breath, she answered simply, her voice soft and relaxed. “Yeah.”

James smirked, his hand pausing briefly to cup her breast, his thumb brushing over her still-sensitive nipple. “Are you sure?” he teased, his voice dipping lower, playfully prodding her.

A faint smile curved Lucy’s lips, and she nodded, her response coming with a bit more certainty. “Yeah. I’m sure.”

“Well, I hope you did,” he said, leaning in closer, letting his words linger for a moment. Then, without warning, he dropped a question she hadn’t anticipated, his voice loud enough to draw Eric into the conversation. “What do you think, Eric? Do you think she’s being honest? Do you think she came hard enough?”

Lucy’s eyes widened slightly, her breath catching at the unexpected shift. She turned her head just enough to glance at Eric, her face flushing as she registered the way he was still sitting so close, his hand slowly stroking his erection, his focus divided between her and James. The intimacy of the moment deepened, the air around them charged with tension.

Eric smiled broadly, clearly amused by James’s question. A low chuckle escaped him, though his hand didn’t falter in its movements. He tightened his grip on his cock, his strokes slow and deliberate, as though savoring the moment. “It looked like she had a pretty good one to me,” he said, his tone light but laced with heat. His eyes flicked to Lucy, dark with appreciation. “I agree with you, though. She looked incredible. Honestly, I almost lost it myself just sitting here watching her.”

Turning her head to look at Eric again, Lucy was struck by how naturally he had become part of the conversation between her and James. In the haze of her post-orgasmic bliss, she had nearly forgotten that he was sitting so close, quietly observing everything that had just unfolded. The realization sent a wave of alarm through her, making her hyper-aware of her body. Her legs were still spread wide, her most intimate parts exposed not only to James but to Eric as well.

A flush of self-consciousness crept up her neck, and she reflexively pressed her knees together, placing her feet on the floor in an attempt to regain some sense of modesty. But almost immediately, a flicker of guilt followed. She couldn’t quite explain it, but something about the way Eric had been included, the way he had complimented her so openly, made her feel reluctant to shut him out. The last thing she wanted was to appear ungrateful or unfriendly.

Catching his gaze, Lucy offered him a small, hesitant smile, one that silently conveyed her appreciation. Eric’s response was immediate, his lips curling into a warm, easy grin that made her heart skip. “You really did look amazing,” he said, his voice low and genuine. His hand continued its slow, deliberate motion over his cock, his grip firm and confident. “I wasn’t kidding—I was this close to cumming myself just watching you.”

Her breath hitched, the bluntness of his words sending a jolt of heat through her. Instinctively, her teeth caught her bottom lip, and her gaze flicked downward before she could stop herself. Once again, her eyes landed on his hand, stroking his impossibly thick cock. The sheer girth of it left her momentarily breathless, her mind racing with unbidden thoughts that made her thighs press together in an attempt to stifle the growing ache there.

James, ever perceptive, caught the shift in her demeanor immediately. He followed her gaze, a slow, knowing grin spreading across his face as he realized what had captured her attention. “He’s got an impressive cock, doesn’t he?” James asked, his tone playful yet edged with a deliberate challenge.

Lucy’s cheeks burned, a soft, involuntary moan escaping her lips as her body betrayed her. She felt a flutter of butterflies in her stomach, and the weight of both men’s gazes only intensified her nervous excitement. She knew full well she’d been caught staring, and there was no denying it. Flustered, her words stumbled out before she could think. “Yeah… yeah, it is,” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper.

James chuckled, the sound deep and warm, clearly pleased with her reaction. Her flustered state, combined with the subtle curiosity in her eyes, emboldened him further. He leaned in slightly, his voice dropping just enough to make the words feel both intimate and provocative. “Would you like to touch it?” he asked, his tone teasing yet laced with sincerity.

Looking at James, Lucy realized with a thrill of trepidation that he was deadly serious. A fresh surge of adrenaline coursed through her, making her skin tingle. Her nipples, already sensitive from everything that had transpired, grew visibly harder, and she felt her cheeks flush with embarrassment at how her body was betraying her excitement. Her voice trembled slightly when she finally spoke. “No,” she said, shaking her head more out of habit than conviction. “I shouldn’t do that.”

But James wasn’t deterred. In fact, each second seemed to embolden him further, and there was a mischievous, hungry gleam in his eyes. “Are you sure?” he pressed, his voice low and resonant. “Look at it, Lucy. I know you’re at least a little bit curious… Wondering how it’d feel in your hand, right?” He flicked his gaze pointedly toward Eric’s thick erection. “I know Eric wouldn’t mind.”

The mention of Eric’s name and the reminder of his undeniably impressive cock sent a jolt of sensation through Lucy’s body. Her nipples tingled, and she could feel a distinct pulse between her thighs that was difficult to ignore. Yet, she froze, unable to speak or move, torn between the conflicting desires warring inside her. She didn’t even register that her eyes remained fixed on Eric’s erection, and each passing moment made the heat in her belly burn a little brighter. Part of her wanted to reach out, to discover for herself how it would feel beneath her palm. The other part, the one molded by her conservative upbringing, was practically screaming at her to stay put and do nothing at all.

James’s voice pierced her internal debate. “Go for it, sweetie,” he encouraged, his tone gentler now yet still insistent. “I can see there’s a part of you that wants this. It’d be a huge turn-on for me to watch you do it.” He paused, letting his words sink in, then added, “And trust me, Eric won’t mind one bit. Just a little touch…that’s all. Nothing more has to happen. Go for it.”

Lucy swallowed hard. The deliberate pause James gave her felt like a weight pressing on her chest. Her mind raced, caught in a whirl of possibilities—how it would feel to curl her fingers around Eric’s cock, how James would react, and how she would react. She could practically feel the heat of Eric’s skin, imagine the texture of him under her touch, and that single thought sent another spike of arousal through her.

Still, she couldn’t ignore the hammering in her chest. This was uncharted territory—far beyond anything she’d ever thought she would do. Her gaze flickered to Eric’s face for the briefest of moments. He met her eyes with a mixture of curiosity and patience, as though he, too, knew she was close to making a decision. His mouth quirked into a half-smile, a subtle gesture that seemed to say it was up to her, that he wouldn’t push, but he also wouldn’t pull away if she reached out.

James leaned in closer, so close she could feel the warmth of his breath against her cheek. “Lucy,” he murmured, “there’s nothing to be afraid of. I want to see you do it. And I think you want it too, at least a little bit…don’t you?”

Her heart pounded so loudly in her ears that she wondered if they could hear it. Time stretched, the air thick with anticipation. Lucy felt as though the rest of the room had faded into the background, her entire world shrinking to this moment, these two men, and the question that loomed between them.

Swallowing again, she drew a shaky breath and tried to steady herself. The tension thrummed in her veins. Yes, she wanted it—part of her did, anyway. It was new and terrifying, but it was also thrilling in a way she had never experienced before. Whether she would act on it or not, she didn’t yet know. But the temptation was there, humming just beneath the surface, and the decision she made next was going to change everything.

A visible tremor coursed through Lucy’s body as she lifted her gaze to Eric’s face, searching for some sign of his intentions. The look in his eyes was warm, yet undeniably hungry, sending another rush of heat surging through her. Her breathing grew ragged, and she pressed her lips together, fighting the battle between curiosity and trepidation that warred inside her.

In response to James’s insistence, Eric spoke up, his voice laced with encouragement. “Absolutely,” he said, his tone resonant with a gentle eagerness. “She can do anything she wants to.”

As if to underscore his words, Eric arched his back, making his cock stand out even more prominently from his body. The movement caught Lucy’s eye immediately—a deliberate display that left no doubt about his desire for her touch. Her pulse kicked up another notch, and she found herself momentarily transfixed by the sight of him: the thick, pulsing length of his penis, his muscles taut, his entire posture an open invitation.

Her heart stuttered at the sheer invitation in his stance. That he wanted her hands on him so badly felt both flattering and terrifying. A flicker of pride sparked in her chest, warring against the persistent echo of her own inhibitions. She was flattered, yes, but the swell of attention from both men—James urging her forward and Eric waiting so hopefully—made her feel exposed and, in an odd twist, suddenly paralyzed.

For a moment, she couldn’t speak or move, every nerve in her body strung tight. She was all too aware of James’s eyes on her, silently observing whether she’d take that leap. And in front of her, Eric’s gaze brimmed with anticipation, his cock still pointedly erect, practically begging for her touch.

Lucy swallowed hard. Her body shook slightly from the flood of adrenaline and unspent desire, and a strange, contradictory sense of excitement and fear held her captive. She glanced from Eric’s face to James’s, and then back again, trying to gather the courage to act. Yet, she could feel the weight of her own doubts bearing down—the remnants of her conservative instincts clashing with the temptation that simmered just beneath her skin.

She inhaled, but no words came. Another passing second felt like an eternity, the tension palpable. Her mind spun with countless what-ifs. What if she reached out? What if she couldn’t stop herself from craving more? And what if, despite the electric promise in the air, she stepped too far beyond what she could handle?

Caught in that moment—frozen between the man she trusted and the man whose body seemed to call out to her—Lucy waited, not yet sure which voice within her would win out.

Seeing that Lucy couldn’t move or speak, James read the conflict etched in her features—equal parts arousal and trepidation. He decided right then to take control. Without asking for her permission, he turned to Eric and said in a firm, low voice, “Come over here. Move closer to us.”

Lucy’s eyes widened at James’s boldness, and a chorus of alarm bells erupted in her head. She could almost hear her conscience screaming for her to say “no,” to tell Eric to back off. Part of her wanted to stand up, to put distance between herself and the man now inching toward her. The truth was, up until the past few weeks, the only man besides her husband that she’d ever truly considered being intimate with was James. Now here she was, watching a perfect stranger step closer, drawn in by James’s command.

Yet despite the moral cacophony in her mind, Lucy felt her pulse spike the instant Eric’s bare skin brushed against hers. His warmth radiated through the thin space that separated their bodies—if there even was any space at all. She inhaled sharply, trying to steady herself, but her senses betrayed her: the scent of his skin, the soft brush of muscle against her side, the gentle rasp of his breath near her ear.

Her stomach flipped, and a low surge of electricity raced down her spine. She realized, with a sort of detached amazement, that this moment marked only the third time in her life she felt such a potent hunger for a man who wasn’t her husband. Her body throbbed with anticipation, and there was no denying the ache that flared to life deep in her belly.

Even as her thoughts tumbled in frantic circles—Is this okay? Is this right? What if this is too far?—the heat of Eric’s presence told her everything she needed to know about what she truly wanted. James’s voice, calm and coaxing, still echoed in her head: Come on…touch him. Explore. The rational part of her brain was on high alert, urging caution, but a visceral, primal part of her had already leapt forward, spurred on by the promise of what could happen next.

Lucy’s throat went dry. She glanced at James, who wore a knowing half-smile, and then at Eric, whose eyes shone with anticipation. In that charged moment, Lucy finally recognized the truth fluttering in her chest: she did want this. And now that he was close enough to feel, close enough to touch, the boundaries she’d always clung to felt thinner, more permeable than ever before.

For several long, agonizing seconds, Lucy remained frozen in place, torn between the rush of her own desire and the paralyzing weight of her inhibitions. She could practically feel her heart hammering against her rib cage, so fiercely that she wondered if the others could hear it. Every nerve in her body was on high alert, straining with an arousal so potent it felt as if she might jump out of her own skin at any moment.

Her breath caught in her throat when she noticed James begin to move, his hand wrapping around her forearm in a firm but guiding grip. She was so keyed up, so focused on the wild rhythm of her own pulse, that she barely registered his intent until it was already happening. In a swift yet unhurried motion, he lifted her arm and positioned it until her palm hovered just inches above Eric’s cock—thick, rigid, and radiating heat.

A flash of alarm sparked inside her—Was this okay? Should she pull away?—but the thought barely had time to form before James pressed her hand downward, settling her palm against Eric’s hard flesh. A jolt of pure electricity shot up her arm and spread through her entire body. She let out a soft, breathy gasp, acutely aware of how warm and firm he felt beneath her fingers.

Time seemed to slow. Lucy’s mind spun with conflicting emotions—excitement and apprehension in equal measure—yet her body betrayed her, a flood of warmth surging through her veins. She swallowed hard, her eyes flicking up to meet Eric’s gaze, which was heavy with anticipation. Her stomach clenched with both nerves and a renewed wave of desire as she felt the steady throb of his pulse beneath her hand.

Even through her haze, she sensed James’s presence next to her, his breathing low and controlled, as though he were watching a scene he had orchestrated. A part of her wanted to tense, to yank her hand away and shield herself from the boundary she was crossing. But another part—the one that was desperate for new sensations and reeling from the raw, undeniable pleasure of the evening—urged her to stay, to see this moment through.

Her fingers curled tentatively, tracing the thick ridge of Eric’s cock with a touch so light it was barely more than a whisper against his skin. Her body trembled, her nipples tightening painfully against her top as she fought to reconcile the fear with the dizzying thrill of being in such a risky, charged position. A slight tremor ran through Eric too, a soft exhalation escaping his lips, and the quiet sound told her everything she needed to know—he wanted this just as much as she did.

What are you doing? part of her screamed. This is insane. But the rest of her, fueled by the heat and tension in the air, remained transfixed by the moment. She took in a slow, shaky breath, unable to deny the intoxicating mix of curiosity and lust coursing through her. And as she did, she realized there would be no going back—she was already too far gone, caught between the two men whose desires had collided with her own.

Hearing Eric sigh the instant her hand made contact with his erection, Lucy felt another powerful surge of adrenaline course through her veins. The simple sound of his pleasure made her feel unexpectedly empowered; something about knowing she could affect him so easily awakened a heady thrill inside her. After only a brief flicker of shyness, she began to move her hand up and down his six-inch shaft, letting her fingers explore every inch of his cock. She was utterly entranced by the feel of him—hard, warm, and pulsing beneath her palm—and the realization that she was discovering this with a man she’d just met heightened her excitement all the more.

Within a minute or two, her curiosity demanded more, urging her to hold him in a firmer grip. Adjusting her arm, she wrapped her fingers more securely around his length, angling it so the head of his cock pointed straight up toward the ceiling. A soft rush of air escaped her as she watched her own hand slide up and down his shaft in steady, rhythmic strokes. The sight was so surreal—her body tingled all over at the knowledge that she was touching someone completely new, and that he was clearly enjoying every second of it.

James, still seated at her side, observed her with a keen, almost triumphant interest. He’d been studying her face the whole time, and it didn’t escape him how her nervous expression had morphed into one of increasingly curious delight. Every delicate change in her features told him exactly how she felt: the flush in her cheeks, the parted lips, the faint quiver of anticipation that ran through her.

As Lucy continued to stroke Eric, James began running his hand along the length of her body once again. His touch was slow and deliberate, as though reacquainting himself with every contour of her skin. He started at her knee, letting his palm glide over her thigh before tracing a path up her torso. When he reached her breasts, his fingers lingered, teasing the pebbled peak of her nipple until it hardened even further beneath his gentle ministrations.

Leaning in close, James let his breath ghost over Lucy’s ear. His voice was low and intimate when he spoke. “Is it turning you on,” he murmured, “knowing you’re playing with another man’s cock again? Especially while I’m touching you at the same time?”

Lucy shuddered at the question, a fresh wave of arousal washing over her. She could hear her heartbeat pounding in her ears. She couldn’t deny the electric thrum coursing through her body, couldn’t pretend this wasn’t fueling her desire in a way she’d never imagined. The conflicting voices in her head—the old caution of her upbringing versus the raw pull of exploration—faded a little more with each passing second. This was new, exhilarating territory, and the combined attentions of both men stoked her curiosity like nothing else had before.

Her fingers tightened around Eric’s cock, pulling a ragged sigh from him. She felt James’s hand press more firmly against her breast, his thumb rolling over her nipple in a slow circle. The dual sensations—her hand on Eric, James’s hand on her—sent sparks of pleasure throughout her entire body.

She glanced sideways at James, her eyes heavy-lidded, and her lips parted in a soft gasp when he tweaked her nipple just so. Then she looked back at Eric, whose gaze was locked on her, filled with a hunger that both thrilled and unnerved her in the best possible way.

Words momentarily failed her. Instead, she nodded, swallowing around the lump in her throat as she managed a quiet, breathy confession. “I… I like it,” she admitted, voice trembling with a mixture of excitement and disbelief at how quickly she was adapting to this uncharted territory.

Noticing the sudden tension rippling through Lucy’s body in response to James’s teasing words, Eric parted his lips, drawing in a shaky breath to keep his own arousal in check. He felt dangerously close to losing himself. Each time he glanced from her naked, tantalizing curves to the small hand stroking his cock, the desire blazing inside him grew stronger.

He recalled the first moment he laid eyes on her—so stunning and confident that he’d assumed she was just James’s latest conquest. In the past, James had occasionally introduced beautiful women to the group, and Eric had always watched from the sidelines, never really believing he’d get a chance with any of them. But tonight was different. Tonight, Lucy was actually touching him, her fingers curled firmly around his length. He could barely believe his luck.

Still, he struggled to contain the waves of pleasure radiating from her touch. There was no denying she could bring him to climax soon if she kept going, but the hunger that had been burning in him since he saw her for the first time demanded more. Steeling himself, he decided to speak, even if it meant risking the chemistry that had developed.

“Your hand feels incredible,” he managed, his voice coming out rough with need. “Part of me doesn’t want you to stop, because I know you could make me cum in another minute or two if you wanted me to.”

He trailed off, a hint of uncertainty flickering in his eyes as he debated whether to reveal what he truly wanted. But the unrelenting ache in his body won out, stripping away his caution.

“But… there’s more of me that wants you to stop,” he admitted, his words tumbling out in a rush, “because I really want to explore your body, too. Every inch of you.”

James, his smirk nothing short of devilish, jumped in without hesitation, a playful gleam lighting up his features. “Do you just want to touch her, Eric?” he asked, his tone dripping with provocation, “or do you really want to fuck her?”

Absorbing James’s words, both Lucy and Eric let out soft sighs. But despite the undeniable spark that coursed through her, Lucy felt her conscience roar back to life, urging her to reject this new temptation. Her hand left Eric’s cock in a rush, and the moment her fingers slipped free of his warm skin, she blurted out, “I don’t know! No… I don’t think I can go that far!”

James had been bracing for this reaction—he could see the conflict in Lucy’s eyes, the fear mixed with the faint, lingering desire. Even so, he felt a twinge of frustration tighten in his chest; he wanted to see how far she might let herself go. But before he had the chance to coax her further, Eric intervened.

“That’s okay,” Eric said gently, his voice low and reassuring. “I’d really, really love to do that… but I don’t want you to do anything you’re not comfortable with.”

Lucy’s gaze drifted up to meet Eric’s, and what she saw there surprised her. He looked earnest, his expression calm but openly disappointed in a way that spoke to genuine longing. She realized he was being sincere—there was no pressure in his voice, only understanding. It was a small thing, but it eased some of the tightness wound up in her chest.

The moment hung in the air, and time seemed to slow. Lucy noticed Eric shift slightly, his cock still slick from her touch, already glistening with the evidence of his arousal. Her eyes flicked down in a mixture of curiosity and residual apprehension as he resumed stroking himself. Despite the flush of embarrassment that warmed her cheeks, a part of her was deeply flattered by the way he continued pleasuring himself in her presence. The intensity in his eyes as they stayed locked with hers seemed to affirm that his desire was fueled by her mere existence at his side—her nakedness, her beauty, the scent of her skin.

The moment James’s words reached her ears—Are you sure you don’t want to do anything, sweetie?—Lucy felt another jolt of raw tension in the pit of her stomach. She barely had time to react before he slid his right hand over her upper leg, cupping the warm flesh of her inner thigh. Her breath caught, and despite her latent protests, her body registered each second as he eased her knees apart, creating an unspoken invitation that made her heart pound.

Her lips parted in a faint gasp when he pressed his hand against her sex, his middle finger finding her clit with a practiced ease that sent a shiver through her frame. She winced at the sudden surge of sensation, torn between wanting more and knowing she needed to pull away. But somehow, she couldn’t bring herself to protest—not immediately, at least.

James took her silence as permission to continue. “Look at his cock, sweetie,” he murmured, making sure her gaze landed on Eric’s thick erection. Eric was still stroking himself slowly, and Lucy couldn’t deny the flicker of heat that ignited in her belly at the sight. He really is huge, she found herself thinking, guilt warring with curiosity.

“See how thick it is?” James teased, his finger gliding in slow, deliberate circles against her clit. “Are you sure there’s not a part of you that wants to feel something like that inside you? Find out firsthand how good it might feel?”

Lucy trembled, his touch coaxing a flood of warmth through her body despite the internal alarm bells clamoring at the back of her mind. She had no idea why James’s words had such a profound effect on her, making her consider a possibility she would have dismissed outright in any other circumstance. He had a way of speaking to the part of her that yearned for daring, for risk, for the wild rush of desire—something even her husband had never quite stirred to this degree.

She tried to stay strong, fighting the magnetic pull James seemed to have over her. Her pulse raced, and she squeezed her eyes shut for a moment, willing the sense of reason to come flooding back. “I shouldn’t,” she whispered, voice trembling with conflict. “I’m married… I shouldn’t even be here. I shouldn’t be sitting between two men, completely naked, like I am right now.”

Her words tumbled out like a last-ditch plea to herself, a reminder of boundaries she’d once valued. And yet, as she tried to press her thighs together—her body stiffening in an instinctive retreat—James’s hand remained where it was, gently resisting her effort to close herself off. He wasn’t using brute force, but neither was he letting her slip away so easily.

Not relenting, James slid his finger deeper into Lucy’s pussy, making her shudder and sigh as a new wave of pleasure crashed through her. His lips curved into a mischievous grin, satisfaction evident in his eyes. He leaned closer, his voice low and urgent. “No… you should be here,” he said, pausing just long enough to let the moment sink in. “What’s happening right now is exactly why you came back again. You’re here because there’s a part of you that wants to do something even more intense than the last time you were here.”

He swallowed, clearly trying to keep his own excitement in check. When he spoke again, there was a pulse of energy in every word. “I know one of the reasons you came back tonight was so you could be with me again. You have no idea how flattered I am by that. And trust me—it’s going to happen. I promise you, I’m going to fuck you even harder than the last time we were together.”

Lucy’s breath hitched, her body betraying her state of mind even as she fought the instinct to pull away. A conflicted heat surged inside her, and she felt her inner walls flutter around his finger. James must have felt it too, because his grin widened just a bit more. His gaze was locked on her, unyielding, yet there was something undeniably enthralling in the way he spoke.

“But,” he went on, “I also know something inside you has been unleashed. I can feel it.” He punctuated the statement by curling his finger against Lucy’s G-spot, sending a sharp jolt of pleasure through her body. She bit back a moan, barely aware of the small whimper that escaped her throat.

“Listen to what your body’s telling you,” James urged, the intensity in his voice making Lucy’s pulse hammer. “And as far as your marriage goes… don’t worry about your husband. He told me himself that he wants you to explore—anything and everything you’ve ever dreamed of. That’s how much he loves you. He wants you to unleash the passion you’ve been holding back.”

Lucy’s heart pounded at his words. The logic she’d clung to—the guilt that had nagged at her—suddenly felt less oppressive. She couldn’t help picturing her husband sharing this desire with James: the idea of him not just permitting but encouraging her to indulge. It both shocked and thrilled her.

“So, let yourself go,” James continued, his tone softening but still insistent. “Don’t hold back. If you want to play with Eric right now, then that’s exactly what you should do. Believe me, I’d love to see it… just as much as Chris would.”


Chapter 15

Breathless, Lucy felt as though her mind were slipping under a heavy fog, the edges of her thoughts blurring with each passing second. The craving for sex pulsed stronger and stronger, fueled by the steady glide of James’s finger inside her pussy—a maddening itch that demanded deeper, harder attention. Yet even through the haze of arousal, she fought to maintain some semblance of control.

“I don’t know,” she managed, her voice trembling as she tried to gather her thoughts. “I don’t know if I should listen to you.” The words sounded weak to her own ears, but they were honest. The conflict inside her was raging: the part of her that was intrigued and drawn to this taboo adventure versus the part that remembered who she was, where she came from, and the lines she’d always believed she would never cross.

Seeing the conflict in her eyes, James kept the pressure steady, his finger curling slowly against her G-spot, drawing a ragged gasp from her. Each wave of sensation frayed her resolve a little more, making it harder to cling to the notion that she should say no.

“I’m not sure how I’d feel about myself,” she continued, her breath catching on every other word, “if I did anything more than what I’ve already done.” Her cheeks burned hotly as she spoke the words, acknowledging just how far she’d already gone. The memory of Eric’s cock in her hand, the taste of this forbidden thrill, sent a shiver through her body that she fought to suppress. “Even if I did,” she added, swallowing hard, “I’m not sure how far I could let things go.”

Her admission lingered in the air, heavy with tension. James’s gaze flicked between her face and the place where his hand still disappeared between her thighs. She felt exposed, vulnerable—even though her body was responding in ways she couldn’t ignore. Pleasure coiled low in her belly, every stroke of his finger coaxing her closer to surrender. But she clung to that last shred of resistance like a lifeline, uncertain if she was truly ready to cross the next threshold.

James pressed a little harder, his thumb brushing over her clit in a light, teasing motion, just enough to make her hips jerk of their own accord. Her eyes snapped shut, a strangled moan slipping past her lips. She wanted to stay strong, to hold onto the moral compass that had guided her all her life. But desire roared inside her, a force she’d never quite experienced like this, urging her to take a chance on something thrilling and unknown.

“That’s part of the excitement, baby,” James murmured, his voice low with anticipation. “Not knowing what’s going to happen next—that’s one of the biggest rushes of all. Look at Eric.” He nodded toward the man on Lucy’s other side, his cock standing rigid, a silent testament to his arousal. “See how hard he is? That’s all for you. And it’s not just because you look so fucking delicious right now. It’s the not knowing what you’ll do that’s really getting him off.”

Lucy’s pulse thundered in her ears. His words wove around her, threading directly into that place where her hesitation battled with the rising tide of desire. She didn’t dare look at Eric yet, afraid of what she might see in his eyes—and what she might feel in herself.

“It’s turning you on, too,” James continued, his finger flexing inside her just enough to draw another soft gasp from her lips. “I can feel it, Lucy. The way your pussy tightens every time I say something new. You love the thrill of not knowing how far you’ll go.”

He paused for a moment, as though collecting himself, then pressed on. “And don’t forget, sweetheart—whatever you decide to do here, it’s just sex. Not lovemaking, just raw, physical pleasure. You and I…we’ve never made love. We’ve fucked each other—enjoyed each other’s bodies, that’s all. You make love to your husband. But with me, and maybe even someone else…” He flicked a glance at Eric, “it’s just fun, physical, pleasurable sex. You’ve said that yourself.”

His words sent a renewed torrent of heat flooding her veins. Part of Lucy wanted to shrink from the intensity of it all, but another part hung on every syllable, savoring the electric thrill that sizzled in the air. She could tell James’s own lust was flaring hotter, too—his voice trembled almost imperceptibly, and the tension in his body was palpable.

“So, how far should you go?” he asked, a deliberate edge of challenge in his tone. “That’s part of the excitement. You can go as far as you want. Let Eric explore your body with his hands for a while, maybe that’s it. Maybe let him kiss you. Taste you. Or”—his gaze flicked downward, where his hand was still between her thighs—“because your pussy is so incredibly wet right now, maybe you should seriously think about letting him slip inside. Letting him fuck you.”

Lucy couldn’t hold back the ragged sigh that tore from her when he said those final words. Her heart pounded like it might burst. Every muscle in her body felt taut, her skin humming with energy. The possibility he was painting—of Eric’s cock inside her, stretching her—sent a pulse of forbidden excitement right through her core.

Her breath came in shallow bursts. She wanted to speak, to respond in some way, but any coherent thought dissolved under the molten ache of her own desire. The seconds dragged on, her silence more telling than anything she could have said.

Desperate to see what Lucy would decide, James leaned in close, his breath grazing her ear. His voice was hushed, tinged with hunger. “Go for it, sweetie,” he coaxed. “Let him please you. Let Eric enjoy your body. Give him the chance to see how many times he can make you explode.”

The moment James’s words left his lips, Lucy felt her body tense in response. The quiet, lingering brush of his tongue against her ear only amplified the dizzying sensations already coursing through her veins. His finger, once again zeroing in on her clit, worked her in a slow, methodical rhythm that threatened to unravel her. She fought against the encroaching orgasm, not entirely sure why she was trying to hold it back—only that she wasn’t ready to succumb just yet.

Her breath hitched, her entire body trembling with pent-up desire. She wanted to speak, to respond to James’s bold encouragement, but the words refused to form on her tongue. Every time she opened her mouth, the wave of pleasure building low in her belly scattered her thoughts, leaving her silent, a storm of conflicting emotions.

All she could manage was to lock her gaze onto Eric, her eyes flicking between his face and his cock. The sight of him working his erection at a steady pace drew her in like a magnet. The thick, solid length of him was both intimidating and enthralling, and each time her eyes returned to it, her heart thumped harder.

For Eric, the situation was equally charged. He shared James’s arousal, but was keenly aware of how Lucy might react to being urged so strongly. Keeping himself in check, he continued stroking his cock but made no further move. It was as though all three of them teetered on the edge of a precarious decision, waiting for a single sign from Lucy.

His heart fluttered when Lucy’s stare lingered longer and longer on his erection. He could see her hesitation, her internal battle playing out in the shaky rise and fall of her chest, the parted lips that seemed perpetually on the verge of speaking. But what stood out most was the raw, unfiltered lust that seeped into her expression. It was as if she were drunk on the moment—intoxicated by the offer before her, the rush of sensations dancing across her body, and the forbidden allure of going further than she’d ever intended.

James, meanwhile, sensed Lucy was close to tipping over the edge, whether she voiced her choice or not. He circled his middle finger more firmly against her clit, his own excitement peaking as he watched the subtle changes in her face—the way her pupils dilated, the tremors coursing through her thighs, the shallow breaths that left her lips. Every detail stoked the fire in his gut, driving him to push her just a bit further.

Lucy squeezed her eyes shut for a moment, trying to gather some semblance of control. But when she opened them again, it was Eric she found herself drawn to, not James. The look of anticipation on Eric’s face, combined with the slick motion of his hand moving up and down his shaft, stirred something deep within her. Her mouth felt dry, her heart thunderous in her chest.

Still, no words came. Her silence spoke volumes. With each passing second, it seemed her body was making choices her mind was still too overwhelmed to articulate. She remained locked in that agonizing yet exhilarating indecision—knowing full well that one small shift, one small concession, could unleash her orgasm and make her hunger undeniable.

Eric held her gaze, measuring each breath, each subtle shift in her expression. She might say no again, or she might give in. He could only watch and wait, painfully aware that her decision would rewrite the course of the night for all of them.

Under James’s relentless touch, Lucy’s hips began to twitch involuntarily. She felt the familiar tightening low in her abdomen, the sure sign that she was losing the battle against her own pleasure. One more stroke, she told herself, then I’ll speak. But the stroke came—and another—and another. A tension coiled in her belly, threatening to snap at any moment.

And still, the room hung in a delicate balance, thick with lust and uncertainty. Each character poised on the brink: Lucy torn between surrender and self-restraint, Eric caught between longing and respect, and James reveling in the potent charge of guiding them toward that decisive moment.

Emboldened by the hunger he saw flickering across Lucy’s features, Eric shifted his weight, angling his body closer so he could finally touch her. A subtle tremor ran through him as he placed his hands on her bare skin for the first time, fingertips trailing lightly across her stomach. The softness of her flesh sent a jolt of excitement through him, and he swallowed hard, letting his palms gradually glide upward until they reached the full curves of her breasts. His breaths grew shallower as he felt her respond to his touch, each gentle shiver of her body feeding his growing confidence.

Mesmerized by her warmth and the delicate tremors that rolled through her, Eric’s hands explored every contour he could reach—her face, neck, shoulders, hips, thighs. He traced the lines of her body with both caution and reverence, as though trying to memorize every inch of her. The way she trembled only encouraged him, each reaction stoking the fire in his chest.

Before he quite realized what he was doing, Eric found himself guiding Lucy’s petite frame into a new position. He marveled at how easily she yielded, not resisting at all as he coaxed her onto her back. His heart thudded in his chest, so loud he was certain she could hear it, when he moved her left leg to make room for himself between her thighs. The sheer boldness of it left him momentarily breathless—yet it also ignited a surge of adrenaline, and a possessive thrill that he couldn’t deny.

His eyes drank in the sight of her body from this new vantage. Under the soft light, he could see the subtle sheen of her arousal glistening along the petals of her labia. The vision made his blood roar. He had to consciously fight the urge to rush forward, to lose himself too quickly in the pleasure he knew awaited. Still, seeing her so visibly wet only cemented his desire.

A few moments later, unable to resist the pull of her any longer, Eric leaned forward. His cock, stiff and aching, brushed directly against Lucy’s slick entrance. That single, brazen contact shot pure electricity through his veins, and he let out a shaky breath, almost dizzy from the sensation. It was all he could do to not give in right then, his body screaming for release.

Yet he forced himself to maintain a slight measure of control, relishing the maddening friction as he rubbed himself along her folds, his length sliding against her heat in a way that made his head swim. His gaze flicked to her face, seeking confirmation that she wanted this as much as he did. He could see the desire darkening her eyes, the flush climbing her cheeks, and it steadied him in his resolve.

Despite the primal drive pounding in his ears, Eric held back—just enough—his body taut with anticipation. Each brush of his cock against her spread labia made him more desperate, his heart hammering as if it might burst. In that heady, breathless moment, he realized he stood on the brink of something he’d craved from the moment he first saw Lucy: an intimate, raw joining that could change everything. And judging by the way she was trembling beneath him, he sensed she felt it too.

The moment Lucy felt Eric’s hands roam across her body, it was as though she’d slipped into a vivid dream—one where everything felt impossibly intense but also oddly inevitable. Each slow caress made her coo softly, her body tingling from head to toe. He hadn’t asked for her permission in so many words, yet her soft cries and pliant reactions gave him all the encouragement he needed.

Even then, a part of her mind still screamed to stop, that this was all happening too fast. But when he shifted her hips and pressed his warm, rigid cock against her slick pussy, she realized with a surge of certainty that her body wouldn’t allow her to stop him even if she tried. She was far too aroused, far too taken by the intoxicating rush of it all. Her old fears—the guilt, the worry about whether she could live with herself if she had sex with another man—were swept away in the flood of sensation. Now, a new fear took hold: Eric was so thick, so thick, that she couldn’t tell if what she was about to feel would be exquisite pleasure or a sweet, stretching ache verging on pain.

She didn’t have to wait long to find out.

Eric was wide-eyed with excitement, breathing raggedly as he guided the head of his cock between Lucy’s labia. Each subtle movement sent shivers through him—especially when she winced with raw pleasure as he let the tip of his shaft vibrate against her swollen clit. The soft, flushed skin there glistened under the dim light, giving him a clear view of just how sensitive she was. Every time he brushed that tender spot, she trembled, her body betraying how close she was to losing herself again.

Eager though he was to be inside her, Eric took a moment to tease them both, sliding his cock up and down the length of her sex. Each glide made Lucy’s breath catch, and he watched in almost disbelieving fascination as her slickness coated him, testifying to her arousal. His own heart pounded mercilessly in his chest—the heated friction and the sight of her spread open beneath him threatened to end him before he’d even started.

“You have no idea how bad I want to put myself inside you,” he admitted, his voice cracking with urgency. “Can I do it now, or… do you want me to put on a condom first?”

Lucy’s eyes fluttered open, her pupils dilated and her body aching for more. The question hung in the air, fraught with possibility. Already wound tight from the constant teasing of his tip against her clit, she managed a shallow breath, the hammering of her heart making it hard to formulate a response. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she registered that this was a point of decision—whether to bare herself fully to him or keep a final layer of safety between them. It was a question that emphasized how real this was, no longer just a flirtation or a fantasy.

Hearing Eric’s question, James bent down so close to Lucy’s ear that she could feel his warm breath on her skin. His voice dropped to a conspiratorial murmur. “One of the rules for all the exclusive members here, members like Eric and me, is that we have to be tested for STDs every month,” he said. “So if you want to feel Eric inside you with nothing on—feel him naturally—you don’t have to worry about catching anything.”

Lucy knew, deep down, that no amount of testing was foolproof. Yet, as her body hummed with nearly unbearable arousal, she found herself beyond caring about the risk. All that mattered in this moment was the raw, pulsing need coursing through her veins. Pleasure eclipsed caution, and she wanted what was about to happen to be as intense, as unfiltered, as possible. Her voice trembled as she spoke, “No. Just put it in me.”

A flush spread across Eric’s cheeks at her words—an electric thrill that nearly made him forget to breathe. Still, he couldn’t resist a final check, a playful grin tugging at his lips. “Are you sure?” he teased, positioning himself more firmly between her thighs. “You want to feel me with nothing on?”

Lucy stared up at him, her lips parted, her pulse roaring in her ears. She sensed James hovering nearby, silently observing, anticipating her answer as much as Eric was. Every nerve in her body felt alive, crackling with energy. The weight of Eric’s question made her belly tighten, but the steady, insistent ache between her legs only intensified her certainty.

She swallowed hard, trying to speak around the lump in her throat. The gravity of what she was choosing pressed in on her—she was about to open herself to another man, skin to skin, no barrier at all. A hundred reasons not to do it tickled the back of her mind, but they were drowned out by the sheer, pounding urgency of her own desire.

“Yes! Just do it!” Lucy gasped out the words before she could stop herself, her heart pounding wildly. She felt Eric tap his cock firmly against her pussy, each contact producing a wet, slapping noise that seemed to echo in the heated air around them. The sound alone made Lucy’s core tighten in anticipation, and she caught the envious looks of a few onlookers, their eyes flicking to this primal display of lust.

Drawing in a bracing breath, Eric inched closer, his chest rising and falling rapidly. He placed his left hand on Lucy’s hip, as if anchoring himself, and the warmth of his skin sent a jolt of excitement up her spine. Time seemed to slow when he positioned the tip of his cock against her slick entrance, the head nudging her swollen folds. For one heady moment, Lucy locked eyes with him, and in that silent exchange, they both realized there was no turning back.

“Fuck,” Eric muttered under his breath, overwhelmed by the heat radiating from her. Then, with a low, guttural grunt, he pressed forward. The head of his cock vanished into her tight, welcoming grip, and the feeling was so intense that his vision blurred for a split second. Lucy’s body clenched involuntarily around him, her breath catching in her throat as she adjusted to the sudden intrusion.

She could feel each inch as Eric pushed deeper, and a soft moan tore from her lips. The sheer thickness of him stretched her in a way that was at once exhilarating and almost too much to bear—but the pleasure swirling in her belly far outweighed any lingering doubt. Her mind raced, heart hammering, and a dizzy sense of euphoria filled her as he sank deeper still.

Eric’s knees weakened momentarily, and he tightened his grip on Lucy’s hip to steady himself. The heat and tightness of her pussy threatened to overwhelm him. Inch by inch, he slid further inside, until he was buried to the hilt. Lucy felt incredibly full—her breath coming in shallow, stuttering gasps—while Eric was certain he’d never been this hard in his life.

“Oh my God,” he finally managed, his voice ragged, eyes squeezing shut as he savored her warmth. “You feel fucking incredible!”

The moment Eric’s cock pushed into her, Lucy let out a sharp, breathy gasp. A scorching wave of realization rippled through her mind—the sheer fact that yet another stranger was plunging into the depths of her body sent a jolt of both shock and raw excitement surging through her. Her muscles tensed, half expecting the tightness in her pussy to tip into pain, but as his thick shaft continued sliding deeper, she began to adjust, her inner walls yielding to his girth.

It was an odd but deeply satisfying blend of pressure and pleasure. Her body initially ached from the stretch, but as Eric rocked in and out in slow, deliberate thrusts, that ache transformed into a slow-burning ecstasy. Each time he slid forward, it felt like a skillful, intense massage that hit hidden spots she didn’t even know existed. With every thrust, every inch he claimed, Lucy found her desire intensifying, her brain latching onto a singular thought—she wanted him to take her as hard and as passionately as he could.

Her moans grew more urgent the longer they stayed connected. Then, just as she was about to lose herself in the rhythm Eric was setting, she felt warm hands cupping her breasts, thumbs brushing lightly over her nipples. She exhaled in a soft sigh when she recognized James’s familiar touch. His expert fingers teased the sensitive peaks, sending a new wave of electric pleasure shooting down her spine.

“You look amazing, Lucy,” James murmured, his large hands kneading her breasts in a way that only magnified the feverish state she was already in. “Does it feel good having Eric’s big cock inside you?”

Between moans, Lucy could only manage a breathless, “Yes!”

James grinned, his voice lowering in a tone that vibrated with approval. “Good.” He paused, letting the sounds of her ragged breaths and Eric’s steady thrusts fill the moment. Then he leaned in closer, his lips just grazing her ear. “Would you like him to make you cum?”

Lucy swallowed hard, her nails digging into the nearest surface for some semblance of balance. She flicked her gaze up toward James, a swirl of heat and yearning swirling in her eyes. She couldn’t form the words at first—she was too consumed by the intoxicating fullness of Eric inside her, too spellbound by the current of sensation coursing through her body.

A faint, shaky exhale was her first response. Her head fell back, chest rising and falling with every ragged breath. Then finally, she whispered, “Yes… please.”

Her admission hung in the air like a promise, and a shiver of anticipation skated through her. She felt Eric’s pace quicken—felt the urgent strokes of his cock pressing deeper, more insistently, and the delicious friction ratchet up her arousal with every thrust. At the same time, James’s hands remained firmly on her breasts, his fingers pinching and rolling her nipples in synchrony with Eric’s movements, creating a symphony of pleasure that threatened to tear her apart at the seams.

A tremor of fresh adrenaline coursed through Lucy, heightening every nerve ending, making her feel electrified and strangely weightless all at once. She inhaled shakily, letting out a soft whimper that spoke volumes about the battle raging inside her body. She was so close she could practically taste it. “Yes,” she gasped, her voice on the edge of desperation, “I want to cum again!”

James, sensing the hunger in her words and the shivery tension in her muscles, leaned in. His lips curved into a sly smile as he teased her mind just as expertly as Eric was working her body. “Do you want everyone in here to see you explode again?” he murmured, his tone thick with suggestion. “To see you cum while you’re being fucked?”

Lucy hardly registered the question. She was too far gone, lost in a haze of raw, pulsing pleasure as Eric’s cock slid in and out of her dripping sex. Each thrust seemed to chip away another layer of her consciousness, leaving only her primal need to reach that soaring peak once more. Her response, if she had one, was lost amid the low moans escaping her lips.

With Lucy’s head resting in his lap, James could feel every labored breath she took; each one brushed warmth against his thigh, stoking his own simmering desire. His gaze drifted down the line of her arching body, drinking in every curve, every quiver. The sight of her bare breasts and taut nipples, combined with the flush riding high on her cheeks, made him swallow hard with renewed craving.

Eventually, his attention zeroed in on the heated place where Lucy and Eric’s bodies joined. He watched, mesmerized, as Eric’s thick shaft drove into Lucy’s slick folds again and again, each movement drawing a slick sound that spoke of her readiness. A potent mix of envy and exhilaration flared inside him. The primal part of him wished it was his cock sheathed in her right then, feeling her tightness firsthand. But another part—the calculating, deeply aroused part—relished that he was the driving force behind this entire scenario, that he had guided Lucy to push her boundaries in ways she might never have explored on her own.

He could see the tension in Eric’s face, the hungry concentration. He could practically taste the electricity in the air whenever Lucy’s hips bucked upward, taking Eric even deeper. It was a dance of bodies, one he’d orchestrated, and the sheer rush of watching it all unfold—of hearing Lucy’s moans, seeing the slick evidence of her desire—sent a bolt of anticipation through him.

Lucy, meanwhile, was floating on a high of intoxicating, mounting ecstasy. Every nerve sparked with anticipation as Eric pressed deeper, shifting angles slightly to graze a sweet spot she’d nearly forgotten existed. Her chest heaved, nipples rubbing against James’s hand when he leaned over her, and stars danced in her vision as she careened toward another orgasm. All the shame or reticence she might’ve once harbored was overridden by the rush of being on display, of being wanted and taken so thoroughly—right here, right now.

James let his hand drift over the swell of her breast, thumb skimming over her pebbling nipple. He could feel her heartbeat thrumming wildly beneath his palm, and he knew without a doubt that she was teetering on the cusp. So close, he thought, a primal satisfaction twisting in his chest. Every sigh, every moan only confirmed she was ready to let go, to spill over the precipice one more time.

A few moments later, James noticed Lucy drawing her knees back, repositioning her legs to spread them even wider. He could practically feel her urgency in the way she angled her hips, inviting Eric to thrust deeper into her slick warmth. Catching sight of her face, he swallowed hard at the sheer abandon he saw there—her eyes were half-lidded, pupils blown with lust, and her cheeks were flushed the color of desire.

“Cum for me, baby,” James murmured, his voice thick with excitement. “Cum on Eric’s cock. I want to see you explode.”

Lucy’s only response was a ragged grunt. She slid her arms around Eric’s lower back, pulling him closer in one definitive motion. That simple, urgent act made words unnecessary; the message was clear. She wanted more—needed more. And Eric, breath hitching at her touch, braced his hands on either side of her body, preparing to give her exactly that.

For good measure, Lucy made it undeniably clear. “Fuck me,” she urged, her voice catching in her throat. “Fuck me like you mean it!”

Emboldened by Lucy’s cries, Eric let out a sharp grunt. His gaze dropped to the point where their bodies joined, watching his cock disappear into her slick pussy with each thrust. A rush of male pride surged through him at the sight, and he wrapped his arms around her, steadying her as he began to rock his hips faster. Within seconds, the pleasure mounted so intensely that he had to squeeze his eyes shut—he needed every ounce of focus to keep himself from spilling deep inside her before he was ready.

Only when he felt certain he could hold back the erupting need in his gut did he let loose. Drawing in a harsh breath, he pounded into her as hard as he could, each thrust landing with a wet slap that seemed to echo through the room. His cock pistoned in and out of her, the angle just right to make Lucy gasp with every stroke.

For Lucy, the sensation of Eric’s cock slamming into her sex was dizzying—waves of pleasure rippled through her entire body, building with such speed and force that her voice took on a frenzied edge. She couldn’t have silenced her moans even if she’d wanted to; the raw, primal sounds pouring from her lips seemed to amplify the intensity of the moment. Unbeknownst to her, those very cries had captured the attention of nearly everyone in the room, but she was far too lost in the throes of ecstasy to care.

Her eyes fluttered shut as Eric’s thrusts became impossibly harder, faster, each one making her feel like her body was being stimulated down to its very core. Every nerve felt aflame—each time he drove into her, she was jolted closer to that white-hot precipice of release. And from the tremors roiling in her belly, Lucy knew it was only a matter of seconds before she surrendered to the inevitable tide of pleasure that was about to crash over her once again.

Still aware that her rocking motion was somewhat limited by James’s presence at her head, Lucy loved the way he continued lavishing attention on her sensitive breasts. Even as Eric’s relentless thrusts sent her spiraling toward another peak, she relished the firm, warm weight of James’s hands cupping her, his thumbs grazing over her hardened nipples with expert precision.


Chapter 16

A minute or two later, she felt one of James’s hands drift down from her chest, skimming across her belly. The delicate brush of his touch made her stomach tighten in anticipation, and she moaned when his fingers reached the spot she needed him most. His middle finger zeroed in on her clit, the hypersensitive bundle of nerves practically throbbing under his touch.

A sharp gasp escaped her lips. Each slow, deliberate circle of his finger sent an electrifying jolt through her entire body, amplifying the pleasure she was already receiving from Eric’s pounding cock. Lucy bit her lip, her eyes fluttering shut for an instant, right as she heard Eric’s voice ring out, “Yeah, buddy! Keep rubbing her clit like that for me! Help me make her cum!”

The frank awareness of what she was doing and where she was doing it—letting two men pleasure her at once, openly in front of strangers—fueled the heat flooding her veins. It all crashed together into a crescendo of ecstasy that flared in the pit of her stomach. She sucked in a trembling breath, her back arching, every muscle tensing in the split second before she let loose a raw cry. A guttural, animalistic moan tore from her throat as her release finally erupted, a tidal wave of bliss that washed over every cell of her body.

Eric felt her orgasm as clearly as he saw it. He buried his cock as far as he could inside her, grinding his pelvis in a tight circle, hoping the pressure and fullness might draw out her climax. He couldn’t stop watching their point of connection—his cock and her slick, gripping pussy—especially when her juices began to squirt out in rhythmic pulses. The slippery heat coated his pubic hair, trickling down to soak his balls. He groaned quietly, astonished by how utterly wet she was, and secretly grateful that her abundant arousal was helping him stave off his own release as he resumed thrusting.

Lucy’s cries filled the air, her nails digging into whatever surface or flesh she could reach, her lungs gulping in short, ragged bursts of air as tremors of aftershock rippled through her body. She was dimly aware that James’s hand still moved against her clit, prolonging that delirious haze of pleasure. Meanwhile, Eric continued to pound into her until he sensed the sharp edge of her climax begin to ebb.

At that point, determined not to lose control himself, Eric slowly withdrew his cock from Lucy’s drenched warmth. He inhaled deeply, fighting to calm the urgent pulse in his veins. He didn’t want to cum just yet—he had other plans, other desires to fulfill. And as he gazed down at Lucy’s sweat-slick body, still trembling with the echoes of her orgasm, he knew she’d be open to more—hungry, even, for whatever came next.

Seizing the moment while Eric sat back to catch his breath, James adjusted his own position on the couch. With his feet planted on the floor, he leaned forward, and a look of hunger crossed his face as he bent over Lucy. “You looked so incredibly beautiful just now, sweetheart,” he murmured against her lips. “I can’t wait until I get the chance to fuck you like Eric just did.”

Lucy’s body was still trembling from the aftershocks of her orgasm, every nerve alight. But the warmth of James’s lips against hers called to her most immediate desires, and she sank into the kiss with a deep sigh. When his tongue slid past her parted lips, she returned the favor just as passionately, pressing one hand against the back of his head and tangling her fingers in his hair. Their mouths moved together in a slow, sensual dance of tongues and lips, electric with anticipation.

Lost in that intimate kiss, Lucy was jolted back to awareness when she felt a sudden surge of pleasure below—Eric’s mouth had latched onto her left nipple, sucking it deep into his mouth with a possessive fervor. A strangled moan escaped her, and she kissed James even harder, both sensations blending into a dizzying cocktail of lust. Then Eric’s hand worked its way down her body, and she gasped softly as two of his fingers slipped into her still-throbbing pussy, the wetness there betraying how ready she was for more. Her knees instinctively drew up, letting Eric explore her from within as he moved between her breasts, lavishing attention on each hardened peak in turn.

James, still half-bent over Lucy, began to tease the bulge in his pants with his free hand. The sight of Lucy’s naked body, flushed and trembling as she was pleasured by Eric, made the heat in his own blood rage higher. But soon, he pulled back from their kiss to watch, unable to resist the allure of seeing Eric’s mouth and fingers work Lucy into another state of bliss. He sat upright, chest heaving, and let his gaze roam hungrily over Lucy’s swollen, saliva-slick nipples, both beading again under Eric’s relentless ministrations.

His eyes traveled lower, catching sight of Eric’s fingers pumping steadily in and out of Lucy’s pink folds. Every so often, Lucy’s hips rocked forward, matching the rhythm of Eric’s thrusting hand, and James couldn’t help noticing the sheen of her arousal glistening on his friend’s fingers. The primal smell of Lucy’s sex drifted in the air—a sweet, heady scent that made James’s mouth water and his pulse kick into overdrive.

A surge of raw desire crackled through him, and he found himself suddenly unable to endure the restraint of his clothing. With practiced swiftness, he stripped off his shirt and pants, letting them fall to the floor. His cock, fully erect and aching, sprang free, and he gripped it almost immediately, stroking himself as he continued to observe Eric and Lucy.

For another minute or two, James forced himself to remain still, content to watch as Eric’s fingers pressed deep inside Lucy while he moved his mouth from one pert nipple to the other. It was an intoxicating tableau of glistening skin, soft gasps, and synchronized movements—Lucy’s trembling thighs splayed open, Eric’s wrist flexing with precise intent, and James’s own hand tightening around his shaft, building his anticipation.

He knew he’d soon join in again, take the pleasure in his own hands. But for that moment, he allowed himself the luxury of simply looking—memorizing every curve and arch of Lucy’s body as she surrendered to the sensations Eric gave her, relishing the knowledge that he had been the catalyst for all of it.

Eventually, James couldn’t bear merely observing any longer. Leaning toward Lucy, he brought his lips close to her ear, his breath hot and urgent against her skin. “Is Eric still making you feel good?” he asked softly.

Lucy had slipped into a kind of trance, eyes closed so she could focus fully on the exquisite stimulation Eric was providing. The moment James spoke, her lids fluttered open, and her heart skipped a beat. She hadn’t realized he was now naked at her side, and the sight of him slowly stroking his hard cock sent a fresh jolt of desire through her. A heady sigh escaped her when the realization set in—that James was watching her, pleasuring himself as Eric worked her body over.

“Do you want me to fuck you now, sweetie?” James murmured, his voice thick with anticipation.

Lucy bit her lip, nodding without hesitation. “Yeah!”

A grin spread across James’s face—one part pride, one part raw hunger. But then, a spark of mischief flared in his eyes. “Oh, I’m going to,” he said, barely containing the excitement in his voice. “But right now…I want to watch you have sex with Eric some more. This time, I want to watch you make him cum.”

Lucy’s breath caught, a mixture of nervousness and dark thrill swirling in her chest. Make him cum. The words throbbed in her head, fueling the steady heat coursing through her. Despite the fact Eric’s cock had already been buried inside her, she found herself at a loss for words, a hot wave of anticipation rippling through her body at the thought of giving him the release he so clearly craved.

Just then, Eric chimed in, chuckling breathlessly. “Man, that’s not gonna take much work. Another minute inside this beautiful woman’s tight pussy, and I’m going to pop.” His gaze locked onto Lucy’s, the raw lust there making her stomach do a flip.

James let out a soft chuckle, shifting his gaze to meet Lucy’s eyes. “Would that be okay with you? Would you like to help Eric cum?”

Lucy’s entire body shook with desire, nerves aflame and adrenaline spiking. Her voice emerged in a trembling whisper, barely audible under the thrum of her heart. “Yes.”

James winked at her, then turned his attention to Eric, his tone casual yet brimming with anticipation. “So, how would you like her to help you?”

Eric didn’t respond verbally. Instead, he pushed to his feet, a determined gleam lighting his features. Leaning down, he wrapped his right arm around Lucy’s legs, the firm grip gently but insistently pulling and turning her. In a matter of seconds, she found her upper back supported by the lowest part of the couch’s backrest, her buttocks hanging free off the seat. Lucy’s breath caught as he adjusted her position—there was something thrilling about how effortlessly he maneuvered her, the implicit promise of more to come.

Looking into her eyes, Eric drank in the sight of her parted lips and the rapid rise and fall of her chest. He hoisted her lower legs up and outward, spreading them wide. Lucy gasped, a tingle of excitement racing through her at his assertiveness. She could feel the pulse of every eye in the room on her exposed body, a collective hush overtaking the onlookers.

Eric paused for a moment, savoring the visual of Lucy, parted and vulnerable, waiting for him. He gave a small, appreciative smile as he wrapped his fist around his cock, stroking himself purposefully. Each smooth motion made Lucy’s anticipation climb, and she found herself transfixed, unable to look away from the sight of him becoming even harder with every stroke.

Slowly, Eric eased closer, his cock only inches away from her pussy. The heat radiating between them was palpable, and Lucy’s heart thundered in her chest. Her body still hummed from the earlier waves of pleasure, but she was hungry for more—a deeper, more consuming satisfaction.

He stopped with the head of his cock hovering near her entrance, the slick sheen on his shaft telling her he was just as eager as she was. “Are you ready to feel me inside you again?” he asked, his voice low and thick with need.

Lost in the swirling haze of arousal, Lucy struggled to form a response. It took her a few seconds before she could push the word from her throat. “Yeah,” she finally managed, barely above a whisper, yet loaded with a yearning that vibrated through the tense stillness of the room.

Savoring a rush of excitement, Eric tapped his cock firmly against Lucy’s pussy a few times, the wet, slapping sound echoing in the room and drawing appreciative murmurs from those watching. Smiling at her, he said, “Grab it. Put my cock inside you. Show me you want it.”

Lucy’s heart hammered as she reached forward, her fingers curling around his thick shaft. God, it’s so heavy, she marveled, a faint tremor racing through her core. Her pussy clenched instinctively, and she couldn’t resist sliding her hand along the length of him, savoring each ridge and vein for a brief, tantalizing moment. I can’t believe I’m doing this, she thought, heat flooding her veins. Yet she let that thrill drive her onward, tugging him closer until the blunt head of his cock pressed firmly against her entrance once again.

A sharp gasp tore from her lips when Eric thrust forward, impaling her with a purposeful stroke. The force of his movement made her head loll back, a low moan escaping her as he sank deep inside. A wave of electric pleasure washed over her, clashing with a sudden burst of lingering doubt. This time, though, she voiced that doubt out loud.

“Fuck!” Eric growled, overwhelmed by the incredible heat and tightness gripping his cock. The pleasure was so staggering it felt like it was radiating from his core, spreading blissful shockwaves all the way to his soul. Consumed by ravenous lust, he grasped Lucy’s hamstrings just below her knees, his fingers digging firmly into her supple flesh as he pushed her bent legs closer to her chest, leaving her utterly exposed beneath him.

Driven by raw need, Eric leaned forward and pounded into Lucy’s slick depths, each forceful thrust drawing a fresh moan from her parted lips. The way she locked her gaze with his, even in the midst of this wild frenzy, pushed his desire higher. Her desperate, breathy gasps were all the encouragement he needed to keep slamming his hips forward, reveling in the delirious rhythm of their bodies colliding.

Enraptured, Lucy fought to keep her breathing steady—just as she’d done before—this time out of genuine fear she might faint from the overwhelming ecstasy coursing through her veins. A couple of minutes passed in a blur of pleasure, her eyes glazing with rapture. At last, she glanced over at James, who had moved to her side, and the sight of him so close sent a bolt of fresh arousal through her.

A sudden, powerful orgasm swelled inside her. Then she heard James murmur, “Cum for me again, baby! I want to see it.” His words tipped her over the edge, unleashing a third, near-blinding wave of euphoria that exploded through her body. Her muscles tensed, and a burst of white heat swallowed her vision for several seconds. Lucy had no idea her eyes had rolled back—only that she couldn’t see, couldn’t think, couldn’t do anything but surrender to the mind-numbing ecstasy pulsing through her.

Eric’s heart thundered in his chest as he kept up a steady, relentless pace. The vice-like grip of Lucy’s pussy around his cock felt almost unbearable in its intensity, each contraction sending a sizzling wave of ecstasy through him. Every thrust rocked her body against the cushions beneath her, causing little gasps and moans to spill from her lips. His gaze flicked over the exquisite expression on her face, the euphoria etched there after she’d just climaxed radiating through his veins like a drug.

A fresh swell of adrenaline surged through Eric at the knowledge that several of his closest friends were witnessing this moment—watching him slam his cock into the most beautiful woman in the room. Their hushed murmurs and ragged breathing only made him want to put on more of a show. He leaned into Lucy, pressing his chest to hers, relishing the way her sweat-slicked skin glided against his. The sensation of her hardened nipples grazing his chest each time he thrust deeper caused him to suck in a sharp breath.

Refusing to let the momentum falter, Eric adjusted his angle slightly, grinding his hips against Lucy’s clit as he pulled back and then pushed forward again. His cock slid in and out of her tight heat, building a friction so sweet it nearly stole his sanity. Lucy let out a series of throaty whimpers, her cheeks flushed and damp with perspiration. Her fingers grasped at Eric’s shoulders, her nails lightly digging into his skin.

Encouraged by her reaction, Eric slowed his pace for a few punishingly delicious moments, rocking his cock deeply inside her, drawing out each glide of flesh on flesh. Then, with a growl, he picked up speed again, pounding her body with renewed vigor. He could feel her inner walls fluttering with each powerful stroke, and he suspected she was close to another orgasm. Just the thought of bringing her to the brink yet again made his balls tighten.

Time stretched into a haze of pleasure and ragged breathing. Sweat beaded on Eric’s forehead, and the sounds of slick, rhythmic collisions filled the air. Lucy’s small cries rose in pitch each time he drove himself forward, meeting his thrusts with a tilt of her hips that sent white-hot sparks down Eric’s spine. Minutes passed like seconds, the two of them lost in the primal intensity of their coupling.

Eventually, a fierce pressure began to coil low in Eric’s gut. “Fuck,” he panted under his breath, forcing himself to slow down just a fraction so he could savor the wet heat enveloping him. The tension in his groin was building to a point of no return. He shifted his weight against Lucy’s body, claiming her lips with an urgent, hungry kiss. His tongue flicked against hers, testing to see if she’d reciprocate. When she did, a tingling chill raced down his spine; something about this soft, intimate contact amidst all the raw fucking made his need skyrocket.

Breathless, he pulled back, still pounding her with insistent thrusts. “I—I can’t hold out much longer,” he gasped, his voice strained. “You’re gonna make me cum!”

Even lost in euphoria, Lucy heard his warning. Part of her mind flickered with concern—she remembered James’s assurances that both he and Eric were clean, but a lingering bit of caution tried to speak up. Yet the deeper part of her craved the sensation of Eric’s release. Just the idea of feeling his hot cum flood her sent sparks of excitement ricocheting through her overstimulated body.

Before she could speak, James’s voice cut through the electric tension, calm yet commanding. “Eric, pull out!” he said, as if reading Lucy’s unspoken conflict. Then, in a tone laced with dark thrill, he urged, “Do what you love to do… Paint her with your cum!”

Not waiting for any further instruction, Eric slipped his cock free of Lucy’s body. With a fierce, desperate need etched across his face, he gripped the slick length of his shaft and began pumping it in quick, forceful strokes, his gaze pinned to Lucy’s pussy. The look of anticipation in his eyes was almost menacing, as though he took dark, primal pleasure in the act he was about to commit.

Then, with a guttural moan, Eric angled the head of his cock toward Lucy’s parted folds. His first burst of cum shot out like a pent-up blast, splattering across her soft, wet labia. Each subsequent spurt of thick semen decorated her pubic hair and stomach—but most landed precisely where he aimed, painting her swollen lips in a shimmering, white veil. By the time his climax subsided, Lucy’s light brown labia and pink entrance were nearly indistinguishable beneath the glossy evidence of his release.

Lucy felt the wet heat of his seed landing on her most intimate spot, each hot splash jarring her in a jolt of intoxicating sensation. She gasped, unable to tear her eyes from the stream of cum arcing from Eric’s cock. There was something wickedly thrilling about letting him mark her like this, especially with so many eyes upon them. Without consciously deciding to do it, she’d cupped her hands around her knees, tugging them wide apart to present herself even more fully. Only once Eric’s orgasm waned did she realize how brazen that small gesture was.

A trembling rush shot through her at the thought that some of his cum might have trickled inside her. The notion of being filled by him—even if only a stray trickle—made her entire body hum with arousal. It felt recklessly taboo: she’d just had raw, unprotected sex with a near-stranger, and she wanted more of that dizzying, forbidden thrill.

Rather than shame, Lucy found herself adrift in a haze of exhilarating naughtiness. She should have felt guilty—or at least conflicted—but in that moment, she was far too captivated by the heady sensation of being utterly desired. The delicate swirl of warmth between her legs, slick with his release, only amplified the seductive pulse of satisfaction echoing through her body.

Lifting her gaze back to Eric, Lucy swore she could see the pride in his eyes—the raw satisfaction of having claimed her in such a primal way. And though she knew it was risky, all she could think was how the blatant brazenness of it made her feel achingly alive.

James remained at Lucy’s side, his expression flickering between awe and lust as he stared at the glistening display of Eric’s cum covering her pussy. The sheer eroticism of it all took his breath away. “Oh, man,” he murmured, voice thick with excitement. “That is fucking beautiful.” He slid his gaze up to meet Lucy’s eyes, adding with a smirk, “Sweetheart, I wish we had a camera rolling right now. We could make you a famous porn star in no time.”

He drew in a steadying breath—one of many he’d had to take that night. Then, leaning in close, he lowered his voice to a heated whisper. “Sweetie, I could watch you have sex with someone—anyone—for the rest of my life. You are an absolute goddess.”

As his words spilled over her, James let his hand roam across Lucy’s stomach and chest. He squeezed her breasts, occasionally rolling a nipple between his thumb and forefinger, sending sparks of pleasure racing through her. He kissed her, hungry for more of that intoxicating taste of her mouth, before pulling back just enough to say, “Every guy in this room wants to fuck you right now. They’re dying to bury their hard cocks inside your gorgeous body and show you every ounce of pleasure you can handle.”

He paused, his eyes gleaming with mischief. “Would you like that? Should I bring over another friend—another complete stranger—to fuck you right here, right now?”

At his question, Lucy felt a powerful shudder rip through her. Oh my God! I can’t believe you’re asking me that! Her mind reeled, but her body was already betraying her. It throbbed with lingering arousal, urging her to accept. A tiny voice at the back of her head, half-caught between reason and surrender, whispered, Do it! Do it!

In that moment, Lucy realized she was allowing lust to eclipse logic all over again—and the rush of it was dangerously addictive. She could feel herself tipping into the same dizzying spiral that had consumed her before, and somehow, despite everything, she craved more. The delicious idea of giving in, of reveling in new, uncharted desires, made her blood sing with anticipation.

A war raged in Lucy’s mind the moment James’s words sank in. Too much, too much! her moral side screamed, warning her that surrendering to more strangers could push her further over the edge than she ever intended. Yet her body buzzed with desperate need, and James didn’t make things easier when he dipped his head, flicking his tongue over her right nipple. The wet heat of his mouth made her coo in pleasure—his skillful lips and teeth sending sharp sparks straight to her core.

Her breath caught when he pulled back just long enough to murmur, “Do you want that, sweetie? Do you want somebody else to fill your pussy the way Eric just did?”

For half a heartbeat, Lucy nearly said “yes.” The dark thrill of it pounded at her temples, fueling that forbidden craving she’d been indulging all night. Fear of the unknown, of losing every last shred of control, flickered through her, though. In the end, logic managed a narrow victory—even if lust still clung to the edges of her thoughts. She wasn’t finished playing, but the urge to let another man claim her wasn’t as strong as the sudden, fierce desire she felt for James himself.

“No,” she said, clearing her throat. Her voice trembled slightly, but her eyes burned with unmistakable hunger. “I don’t want anybody else. Not now.” Staring into his gaze, she added in a huskier tone, “Right now, I just want you.”

A look of mingled disappointment and delight passed across James’s face. Though he’d hoped to see her with another partner, clearly the idea that she wanted him just as badly was more than enough to stoke his ego. Amusement danced in his eyes as he teased, “What was that? You want me to do what?”

He leaned in again, nibbling her nipple in a way that made Lucy hiss in pleasure, biting her lower lip to keep from crying out. She could hardly believe the bold words leaving her mouth when she answered, “I want you to fuck me!”

James’s dark, hungry grin told Lucy he would happily oblige. Her heart hammered as the last remnants of her restraint frayed away, overcome by the sheer, reckless lust that refused to be contained. And for a moment, she savored the heady exhilaration of choosing exactly what she wanted—and who she wanted it with.

“Mmm, I’d love that,” James said, his voice low and eager. “Are you sure you want me to fuck you, though?”

“Yes!” Lucy’s response was immediate, her body visibly trembling with pent-up desire.

James’s eyes gleamed. “How?” he asked, nearly breathless with anticipation. “How do you want me to fuck you, sweetie?”

“I don’t care,” Lucy panted. “I just want you inside me. I need to feel you. Right now.”

Her tone burned with such raw, needy hunger that it sent a shiver through James. He leaned in, his lips parting as if to speak, but just then a towel landed on the bed beside Lucy with a muted thump. Both of them turned, startled out of their heated focus.

Neither of them had noticed that Eric had slipped away a few moments earlier to grab something to clean himself off. Having wiped away the remnants of his own release, he flung the towel to Lucy’s side so she could do the same. A mischievous grin crossed his face as he caught their attention. His gaze flicked to Lucy’s still-glossy pussy—a silent offer for her to mop up the thick evidence of his recent climax.

But Lucy, still riding waves of lust, made no immediate move for the towel. She was far more fixated on James, her pulse hammering. Locking eyes with him again, she let a bold smile curl her lips, silently urging him to proceed. The charge in the air was palpable—Lucy wanted James with every inch of her being, and he looked ready to grant her wish.

Moving so he could position himself between Lucy’s legs—just as she reached for the towel to clean off—James was suddenly struck by a deeply erotic thought. His voice quivered with excitement as he said, “Wait! Sweetie, seeing Eric’s cum all over your pussy right now is such a turn-on for me. Do me a favor and don’t use that towel. I want to fuck you exactly the way you are. I don’t care how sticky or messy you might be.”

Lucy paused, letting her gaze linger on James’s intense blue eyes. She knew that if she didn’t wipe away Eric’s semen, the moment James thrust into her, he’d also be pushing some of Eric’s cum deeper into her body. The idea made her feel both devilish and undeniably excited. Part of her wished she’d actually felt Eric releasing inside her, but caution gave way to the scorching heat pounding through her veins. To hell with it, she told herself, flinging the towel off to the side.

Watching the towel land on the floor, James let out a soft groan. Unable to resist the raw eroticism of the moment, he slid his hand down to grip his nine-inch cock, stroking until it was even harder than before. Once satisfied, he nudged closer to Lucy, his gaze flicking between her flushed face and her cum-drenched pussy. Something primal tore through him as he positioned the swollen head of his cock between her slick labia, unconcerned by the thick globs of Eric’s release coating his shaft.

He pushed his way forward, savoring how Lucy’s body stiffened, her back arching as she let out a sharp moan. Each inch he sank into her only stoked the coiling pleasure in his gut, and he reveled in the heady mix of sensation—Lucy’s tight warmth, the messy evidence of Eric’s climax, and the undeniable proof of just how far she’d surrendered to lust.

The scorching heat of Lucy’s pussy surrounded James’s cock, the sensation flooding every nerve in his body. He let out a loud groan, marveling at how incredible she felt—somehow even better than the last time. Maybe it was because he’d been craving this for weeks. Completely enraptured, he glanced down to watch her labia snugly hugging the base of his shaft, taking a shivery delight in the sight of her now-slippery folds smeared with the mixture of semen and her own wetness.

Looking back into her eyes, James felt his heart pound. The look of pure ecstasy on her face—and the open desire she directed at him—fueled his need to move. He started rocking his hips, pushing deeper into her slick warmth and quickly speeding up. Within moments, his longing for her took over, driving him to thrust harder and faster, each stroke a testament to the urgency he’d been holding back for far too long.

The moment Lucy felt James’s cock slide into her, she had to bite back the urge to shout out how amazing he felt. She worried she’d sound ridiculous in front of all those watching eyes. Still, the need to show him just how much she craved this reunion couldn’t be silenced. Locking her gaze with his, she dug her fingers into his back, silently begging him to come closer.

He got the message. With a low groan, James threw her legs over his shoulders, pinning her knees tight against her chest. The added weight of his body pressed her into the cushions beneath, and she couldn’t stifle a desperate cry when he ground his cock even deeper into her pussy. Her mind went white-hot with need.

Moments later, James pulled back a couple of inches, only to plunge forward again and again with a rhythmic, urgent force. Each powerful thrust sent the head of his cock nudging against her cervix, making Lucy feel feral in her pleasure. Her whole body felt like it was on fire. Needing to hold onto something, she snaked her arms around him, one hand sliding behind his head so she could clutch at his hair.

“Fuck me,” she rasped, hips rolling in time with his. “I don’t care what you do—just don’t stop fucking me!”

She could feel his heartbeat hammering in his chest, every desperate surge of his hips telling her how badly he wanted this too. And in that moment, the shame and fear of being watched melted away, replaced by the raw thrill of surrendering completely to the hunger they both shared.

Groaning at Lucy's unexpected words, James plunged his tongue deep into her mouth, kissing her hard and wet. With each push of her tongue into his, he purposely sucked on it between his own, their mouths locked in a fierce, primal rhythm. In a few moments, he broke the kiss just enough to continue his forceful rhythm, his cock still pounding into her. Between thrusts he growled,

"You feel so fucking incredible!"

He drew in a deep breath before adding, "I want everyone in here to see what a goddess you are! I want them to play with themselves until they cum just by watching you!"

Emboldened by his words, and after a series of even more intense strokes, James pulled out of Lucy's pussy and stood before her. A self-confessed exhibitionist who thrived on the attention of his friends, he was determined to give them a clear view of Lucy’s beauty. Without wasting a moment, he leaned down and slipped his hands under her body. In one swift movement, he lifted her effortlessly and set her down horizontally on the couch.

Licking his lips with a wicked grin, he positioned himself between Lucy and the backrest, rotating her into a comfortable spoon position. All the while, several of his friends were watching, transfixed. Their open-mouthed expressions of awe only spurred him on. With a deliberate, lewd motion, he reached under Lucy's left leg, pulling it aside to spread her thighs and expose her femininity for their enjoyment.

As his heart raced, he ensured that Lucy could see the mesmerized looks on his friends' faces. Leaning close, he whispered in her ear, "Sweetie, do you see my friends over there watching you? Do you see how excited they are?"

James's words and actions left no doubt that, in this moment, Lucy was meant to be the center of their intoxicating attention—a goddess meant to ignite desire in everyone watching.

Despite the realization that everyone in the room had already seen her completely naked—and witnessed her having sex—Lucy couldn’t suppress the creeping sense of vulnerability as James turned her body and settled behind her. The raw exposure of the moment made her heart race, and when he lifted her leg, the cool air brushing against her pussy only heightened her self-consciousness. The sensation made her shiver, the heat of her arousal now mingling with a flicker of apprehension.

Her unease spiked when James’s lust-filled voice broke the tension, questioning her in a tone dripping with desire. Compelled to glance around the room, Lucy’s eyes widened in shock when she noticed Emily sitting to her right, alongside Chris—and, to her utter astonishment, the chubby redheaded stripper. She couldn’t suppress her gasp. The sight of Emily, her best friend, wrapped in such a scandalous tableau sent an electrified jolt through Lucy’s body.

Emily was perched between Chris and the redhead, her legs spread wide as Chris knelt before her, his hands caressing her thighs and hips. The redhead, for her part, was draped lazily over the backrest of the couch, her ample curves on full display as she played with Emily’s breasts, her fingers teasing her nipples with deliberate precision. The woman’s hairy ginger pussy was on full display, her thighs slightly parted as if she wanted everyone in the room to see how completely uninhibited she was. The contrast of her thick, red curls against her pale skin was stark and arresting, drawing Lucy’s gaze like a magnet.

Lucy’s breath hitched as she watched Chris lean in, his mouth claiming Emily’s inner thigh while the redhead murmured something into Emily’s ear that made her tilt her head back and laugh softly. A shiver ran down Lucy’s spine, her mind reeling as she tried to reconcile the familiar warmth of Emily with the wild, uninhibited creature she was seeing now. Goosebumps rose on her skin when she caught the glint of hunger in the stripper’s eyes, a predatory edge that made Lucy’s own arousal burn brighter.

James’s presence against her back grounded her momentarily, but her focus remained riveted on the trio beside her. The stark intimacy of seeing Emily like this—with Chris and the redhead—was as shocking as it was enticing, and Lucy couldn’t help but feel a pull toward the raw eroticism of the moment. She wasn’t just a participant in this wild scene anymore; she was part of a larger, intoxicating symphony of desire that blurred the lines between friendship, fantasy, and reality.

As Lucy fully absorbed the erotic scene unfolding beside her, her lips parted, and a soft, breathless "Oh, my God," escaped her. Her gaze lingered on Emily, Chris, and the chubby redheaded stripper, captivated by the uninhibited pleasure they shared. A fresh rush of heat coursed through her body, making her tremble. She gasped audibly when she felt James’s cock pressing against her slick, eager pussy, the broad head teasing her entrance before he began to push himself back inside.

James groaned as her tight heat enveloped him, the sensation driving him wild. The soft sounds of pleasure escaping Lucy’s lips only fueled his hunger. He felt her body soften and melt into his as he began a slow, deliberate rhythm, sliding the full length of his cock in and out of her. Every motion was measured, a mix of dominance and admiration. “Do you see that?” he murmured huskily, his voice thick with desire. “They love watching you, sweetheart.”

His grip on her thigh tightened as he pressed her leg more firmly against her torso, marveling at her incredible flexibility. He leaned down to nibble on her earlobe, his hot breath grazing her skin, making her shiver in his arms. His lips brushed against her ear as he continued, “They’re absolutely mesmerized by you. And I bet every one of them is wishing they could play with you, just like I am right now.”

James’s words sent a ripple of forbidden excitement through Lucy’s body. Every nerve was alight, her arousal heightened by the knowledge of the gazes fixed on her, and the unabashed desire radiating from the room.

For several minutes, Lucy focused intently on the strangers sitting no more than ten feet away, watching them as closely as they watched her. The air in the room was thick with arousal, and she couldn’t help but savor the way James held her tightly, his cock steadily sliding in and out of her pink hole. Each thrust seemed to amplify the kinkiness of the moment, and Lucy found herself growing even more turned on by the erotic symphony surrounding her.

Her attention drifted, however, to Emily, Chris, and the chubby ginger stripper to her right. The stripper, who had exuded bold confidence during her earlier performance on stage, now seemed even more assured and uninhibited. Lucy’s breath caught as she watched the redhead straddle Emily’s face, her thick thighs framing Emily’s flushed features. She moved with complete abandon, grinding her hairy ginger pussy against Emily’s eager mouth. Her moans were loud and uninhibited, her head tipped back in ecstasy, a far cry from the controlled teasing she’d displayed on stage.

Emily was equally lost in the moment, her hands gripping the stripper’s hips tightly as muffled cries of pleasure spilled from her lips. Between Emily’s spread legs, Chris knelt, his face buried between her thighs, devouring her pussy with fervent intensity. Lucy’s gaze flicked to Chris’s cock, which stood painfully erect, the veins along its shaft bulging prominently, making it look as though the pressure might overwhelm him at any moment. It twitched visibly, as if begging for release, the sight only heightening the raw eroticism of the scene.

Lucy couldn’t look away, captivated by the contrast between Chris’s focused, deliberate movements and the wild, primal energy of the stripper riding Emily’s face. The mix of control and reckless surrender was magnetic, and Lucy felt her own arousal surge as she absorbed every detail of the intimate tableau before her.

Just when she thought she couldn’t take any more, she felt James’s fingers brushing her bare, smooth mound. Her hips bucked involuntarily when his fingers found her clit, teasing it with the same expert touch as before. The combination of his cock plunging into her and his fingers working her sensitive bud sent jolts of pleasure through her body.

“Fuck!” she gasped, her nails digging into the leather couch as James’s rhythm grew harder and faster, each thrust sending her closer to the edge. Overwhelmed by the sights, the sounds, and the sensations surrounding her, she cried out, “Oh! Fuck me harder! Fuck me faster!”

The pleasure was overwhelming. The sounds of Emily’s muffled cries, the redhead’s shameless moans, and the wet, rhythmic noises of Chris’s tongue mingled with Lucy’s desperate voice, creating an intoxicating storm of raw desire that consumed the room.

With his face etched in complete concentration, James immediately did exactly as Lucy begged, thrusting into her as hard and fast as he could. His grip on her body tightened, holding her flush against him as his hips slammed forward in an unrelenting rhythm. The sheer intensity of his movements quickly brought a light sheen of sweat to his body, droplets running from his forehead and tracing down the side of his face before dripping into Lucy’s hair. His breath was ragged as he growled, “Cum for me, baby! Cum on my cock just like the last time we were together!”

Lucy’s body arched sharply, her cries rising into a scream as another orgasm tore through her like a tidal wave. Her vision blurred, hazy colors and lights flashing in her mind as if fireworks were exploding behind her eyes. Stars danced erratically in her head, and for a brief moment, she felt weightless, her entire body consumed by the sheer beauty of her climax. She clung to the couch for stability, her nails digging into the leather as her head tilted forward, her body trembling violently with the force of her release.

Across the room, Lucy’s breath caught as her gaze shifted to the ginger stripper straddling Emily’s face. The redhead’s moans grew louder, more guttural, her movements becoming erratic. Her thighs quivered as she threw her head back, crying out in ecstasy. Lucy’s orgasm seemed to sync perfectly with hers, the two women shuddering in unison, their bodies overwhelmed by their climaxes. The stripper’s hairy ginger pussy glistened as she ground harder against Emily’s mouth, her cries echoing across the room, unabashed and raw.

Lucy’s pleasure only intensified as she watched the stripper convulse above Emily, her hips bucking wildly. Chris, still kneeling between Emily’s legs, looked up briefly, his mouth slick with her arousal, his expression one of pure lust. His cock pulsed visibly, swollen and desperate, though his focus remained entirely on Emily and the redhead’s orgasmic surrender.

The sounds of Lucy’s cries mixed with those of the stripper’s, filling the room in a crescendo of raw passion. Lucy’s heart raced as her orgasm reached its peak, her body utterly lost in the tidal wave of pleasure shared with the uninhibited, hedonistic energy around her.

Seeing and feeling Lucy’s body convulse around him as she came, James couldn’t suppress the proud grin that spread across his face. The sight of her writhing beneath him, combined with the tantalizing view of his two good friends across the room lost in their own pleasure, made him think, Fucking awesome! For a moment, he paused, his hips stilling as he worked to catch his breath. His chest rose and fell heavily, sweat dripping down his temples as the inner joy of the moment swelled in his chest.

Leaning closer, his lips brushing her ear, James whispered, “That was amazing baby.” His voice was low and hoarse, laced with excitement. He paused briefly, drawing in another deep breath before continuing, “That’s how hot and sexy you are. Everyone in here, including myself, thinks you’re an absolute goddess.” His tone shifted slightly, becoming more persuasive as his hands slid down her sides, caressing her trembling body. “That’s why you should play with someone else. You’re a gift to them.”

Lucy’s heart pounded in her chest, her mind foggy with the aftershocks of her fourth orgasm of the night. Her limbs felt heavy, her body drained, yet somehow, she was aware that the intensity of her climaxes was only growing. Each one seemed to hit harder than the last, as if her body were learning to crave the pleasure more and more. Despite the exhaustion tugging at her, she could feel the first stirrings of arousal building again, her core already beginning to ache for more.

What’s happening to me? she thought, her inner voice filled with a mix of disbelief and awe. I’m becoming a slut! The thought made her stomach twist—not with shame, but with a strange, thrilling sense of acceptance. The word slut didn’t sting; it sent a pulse of heat through her, her body responding to the notion in a way that only deepened her need.

She felt dirty, raw, and utterly unrestrained, but she didn’t care. If anything, the idea only fueled her desire for more. More sex, more pleasure, more of the electric thrill coursing through her veins. Her gaze flicked briefly to the others in the room, catching glimpses of naked skin, flushed faces, and primal passion. Her mind spun with the possibilities, the heat in her body demanding she continue exploring this uninhibited side of herself.

James’s words echoed in her ears. You’re a gift to them. The thought sent a shiver down her spine as her hands instinctively tightened their grip on his arms, pulling him closer. She wasn’t sure where this night would lead, but she knew one thing for certain—she wasn’t ready to stop.

As Lucy lay catching her breath, her body still trembling from her most recent orgasm, her attention was drawn to the redheaded stripper lifting herself off Emily’s face. The room seemed to quiet as the curvy redhead stood tall, her fiery curls sticking to her damp skin as she caught her breath. With an air of pure, unshakable confidence, she sauntered toward Lucy, her chubby hips swaying with every deliberate step.

Lucy’s heart skipped a beat as their eyes locked. She and Chris both recognized her instantly—it was her, the stripper from their last trip to Vegas. The one who had teased and danced for them so expertly, leaving Lucy reeling from a mix of nerves and arousal she hadn’t fully understood at the time. But they’d never learned her real name.

Stopping just a foot away, the redhead grinned, her green eyes sparkling with mischief as she looked Lucy up and down. “Well, well,” she purred, her voice soft but dripping with playful intent. “If it isn’t my favorite couple from Vegas.”

Lucy blinked, her breath catching as the woman leaned in slightly, her presence impossible to ignore.

“Name’s Abigail,” she said with a wink, her full lips curling into a teasing smile. “But on stage, I’m The Red Fox. You might remember me better that way.” Her tone was light and playful, but there was no mistaking the spark of recognition in her eyes.

Lucy swallowed hard, her cheeks flushing as she nodded. “We remember,” she admitted softly, her voice trembling slightly. “We just… never knew your name.”

Abigail chuckled, straightening up as she ran a hand down her soft stomach, her fingers brushing the fiery curls between her thighs. “Now you do,” she said, her grin widening. “And now that we’re better acquainted, let’s have a little fun, shall we?”

Without waiting for a reply, Abigail began to move to an invisible rhythm, her hips swaying in a slow, hypnotic dance. Her hands glided over her body, tracing the curve of her hips and the fullness of her breasts as she rolled her shoulders and dipped lower, drawing closer to Lucy with every movement. Her confidence was magnetic, her teasing energy making Lucy’s pulse race as she found herself unable to look away.

Abigail swayed closer, her movements slow and deliberate, her body radiating confidence as she leaned down toward Lucy. Her fiery red curls framed her face as her lips brushed against Lucy’s ear, her voice a soft, sultry whisper. “You don’t seem like the shy type to me,” she teased before placing the gentlest of kisses on Lucy’s neck.

The touch was featherlight, barely there, but it sent a shockwave of sensation racing through Lucy’s body. Her breath hitched, her heart hammering in her chest as Abigail pulled back, her grin wicked and knowing. Without another word, she resumed her dance, her hips rolling in a hypnotic rhythm, her hands gliding up her sides and cupping her breasts briefly before sliding back down to her thighs.

Lucy’s eyes widened as Abigail leaned back in, this time closing the distance between their faces. The redhead hovered just a breath away from Lucy’s lips, her green eyes sparkling with mischief as she whispered, “What’s the matter, sweetheart? You’re not nervous, are you?” Before Lucy could answer, Abigail pressed her lips against hers, soft at first, then slightly firmer, her kiss slow and teasing. Lucy felt herself melting into the unexpected contact, her mind spinning as the kiss deepened for just a moment before Abigail pulled away again.

The absence of her lips left Lucy aching, her skin tingling in anticipation. Abigail didn’t make it easy for her—she let the tension build as she dragged her fingertips up Lucy’s arm, brushing lightly over her shoulder before trailing down to her chest. Her hand lingered there, just above Lucy’s breast, her fingers tracing lazy circles on her skin. Lucy felt her breath catch, her body responding in ways she couldn’t control or fully understand.

“You’re so soft,” Abigail murmured, her voice low and seductive. “I can see why he can’t keep his hands off you.” Her fingers trailed lower, brushing against Lucy’s nipple, her touch just light enough to send a shiver coursing through her. Abigail leaned in again, her lips finding the delicate curve of Lucy’s collarbone before moving lower, planting teasing kisses along the top of her breast.

Lucy gasped softly, her body trembling as Abigail’s mouth finally closed around her nipple. The redhead’s tongue flicked against the sensitive peak, sending sparks of pleasure racing through Lucy’s chest. Abigail’s free hand continued its slow exploration, her fingers grazing Lucy’s side, her stomach, her hip, each touch intensifying the growing heat inside her.

Lucy couldn’t believe what was happening to her. She wasn’t into women—or at least she’d never thought she was—but her body clearly didn’t care. Her skin was on fire, her pulse racing, and her pussy aching with a need she didn’t fully understand. She felt completely overwhelmed, caught in a storm of sensations that left her trembling and breathless.

Abigail pulled back again, her lips curling into a playful smirk as she studied Lucy’s flushed face. “You’re so easy to read,” she said softly, her fingers gently brushing Lucy’s cheek. “I can see exactly what you’re feeling.” She let the words hang in the air as she straightened up, swaying her hips to an invisible beat, her teasing smile daring Lucy to surrender completely.

Abigail swayed closer again, her movements deliberate and teasing as she let the tension build. Her green eyes sparkled with mischief, and her full lips curled into a playful grin as she leaned in. This time, there was no hesitation. Her lips captured Lucy’s in a deep, passionate kiss, soft and warm at first, then growing more insistent.

Lucy froze for half a second, her mind reeling. She had never imagined herself in this position, kissing a woman—and enjoying it. But as Abigail’s lips moved against hers, her body betrayed her hesitation. Her chest tightened, heat rushing through her veins as she felt herself responding instinctively. Her hands, trembling at first, found their way to Abigail’s sides, gripping her soft hips as she kissed back just as hard, her lips parting to deepen the kiss. The taste of Abigail’s lips, faintly sweet and intoxicating, made Lucy’s heart race even faster.

Their tongues met briefly, the contact sending a jolt of electricity through Lucy’s body. She surprised herself with the sheer hunger she felt, matching Abigail’s intensity and savoring every second of the connection. Abigail seemed to sense Lucy’s growing enthusiasm, her body pressing closer, her fingers tangling lightly in Lucy’s hair before pulling back just enough to let their lips separate.

Lucy’s breath came fast and shallow as Abigail pulled away, her lips still tingling from the kiss. The redhead’s smile was wicked, her confidence radiating as she stared into Lucy’s wide, flushed face.

“You’re in Vegas,” Abigail said, her voice low and playful, each word dripping with seductive mischief. “Wanna make a bet?”

Lucy blinked, her mind spinning as she tried to process what Abigail was saying. The boldness of the question sent a thrill rushing through her, leaving her trembling with anticipation. She couldn’t look away, her body aching with a mixture of nerves, curiosity, and an undeniable pull toward whatever Abigail was about to propose.

Lucy’s breath caught, her nerves jangling as she stared into Abigail’s teasing green eyes. The weight of the moment pressed down on her, and she swallowed hard before managing to speak. “What’s… what’s the bet?” she asked hesitantly, her voice trembling slightly but filled with curiosity she couldn’t suppress.

Abigail’s smirk widened, and she leaned in closer, her lips brushing against Lucy’s ear as she purred, “It’s simple, sweetheart. I bet I can make you cum in less than 30 seconds.”

Lucy’s eyes widened in shock, her heart pounding at the audacity of the suggestion. Her mouth opened as if to protest, but no words came out. The sheer confidence in Abigail’s voice left her stunned, and she found herself intrigued despite her disbelief. “And… what happens if I last longer than 30 seconds?” she finally managed to ask, her voice barely above a whisper.

Before Abigail could answer, Emily appeared beside them, her face still flushed but now wearing a wicked grin. “If you last longer than 30 seconds,” Emily interjected smoothly, her tone dripping with playful cruelty, “then this fat little slut gets on her knees and licks your ass in front of everyone here.”

Lucy’s jaw dropped, her cheeks flushing with heat as the brutal suggestion hit her like a slap. Her mind reeled, unable to process the sheer brazenness of Emily’s words. She turned to Abigail, who didn’t seem fazed in the slightest. Instead, the redhead reached up and pinched Lucy’s nipple, the sharp jolt of sensation snapping her back to the moment.

“Focus, sweetheart,” Abigail teased, her grin widening as she shrugged. “Okay, I mean, I fucking hate licking ass, but why not? It’s not like it’s going to happen. I know this little bitch is going to be cumming in less than 10 seconds, so sure, I’ll take the bet. But…” She paused, her voice turning more deliberate. “When I win, I want my reward.”

Lucy’s stomach twisted with nervous anticipation. “What’s your reward?” she asked hesitantly, her voice shaky but curious.

Abigail’s grin turned positively predatory. “You,” she announced, her voice carrying across the room as her gaze pinned Lucy in place. “On your knees in front of me, up here, for everyone to see.”

Lucy felt like the air had been knocked out of her. The boldness of Abigail’s statement stunned her into silence, her mind spinning as she tried to process what was happening. Abigail, of course, didn’t give her time to think. She leaned in again, capturing Lucy’s lips in another deep, teasing kiss. Lucy couldn’t help but respond, her body betraying her nerves as her lips parted eagerly against Abigail’s.

When Abigail pulled back, her voice was low and seductive as she whispered, “Come on. One of you must be able to last 30 seconds. I mean, Chris couldn’t, but you might.” She licked her lips slowly, letting the words linger.

Something about the casual mention of Chris sent a flash of unexpected anger through Lucy. The implication was clear: Abigail had sucked Chris’s cock. That realization, combined with the teasing smirk on Abigail’s face, sparked a defiant streak in Lucy. In a sudden, uncharacteristic burst of confidence, she laughed, the sound surprising even herself.

“Fine,” Lucy said, her voice steady despite the wild fluttering in her chest. “I’ll take the bet.”

The room seemed to hold its breath for a moment as Abigail’s grin widened, her green eyes lighting up with excitement. “Good,” she purred, brushing her fingers over Lucy’s cheek. “You’re going to make this so much fun.”

Emily stood to the side, a wicked smile tugging at her lips as she watched the exchange. She tilted her head toward Abigail, her voice light and teasing. “You want to get in position, or are you too busy flirting?” she asked.

Abigail chuckled, her laughter low and sultry. “Oh, I’m ready,” she said, flashing Lucy a grin before placing her hands firmly on her shoulders. With a playful shove, she pushed Lucy back onto the bed, making her gasp as her back hit the soft surface. Abigail didn’t hesitate, reaching down to spread Lucy’s legs with deliberate ease, her touch firm but not rough.

Lucy stared up at her, completely stunned by what she was allowing to happen. Her cheeks burned as she processed the position she was in—legs spread wide, completely exposed, with Abigail kneeling between her thighs. She had never thought of herself as particularly interested in women, but this? Having a woman go down on her? That had always felt like more of a possibility than doing the same in return. Yet now, with Abigail’s green eyes fixed on hers and that mischievous smirk on her lips, Lucy felt her pulse pounding and her arousal building in ways she hadn’t expected.

Abigail’s confidence was magnetic as she glanced at Emily. “Mind being our timekeeper, babe?” she asked casually, settling in closer to Lucy’s body, her hands sliding up her thighs to rest near her hips.

Emily’s grin widened. “Gladly,” she said, pulling out her phone to check the timer. “Ready? I’ll count you in.”

Lucy’s heart hammered in her chest as Abigail leaned forward slightly, her fiery curls falling over her shoulders. The redhead’s eyes sparkled with amusement as she locked gazes with Lucy, her lips curling into a wicked smile.

“Three…” Emily began, her voice steady and teasing.

“Two…” Lucy swallowed hard, her nerves and anticipation reaching a fever pitch.

“One…” Abigail leaned in closer, her breath warm against Lucy’s skin. Just as Emily finished counting, Abigail laughed softly, her voice dripping with playful arrogance as she said, “You won’t last ten seconds.”

The challenge sent a shiver down Lucy’s spine, her body already tingling with anticipation as Abigail’s hands tightened on her thighs. She didn’t know whether to feel defiant or terrified—and the thought of Abigail proving herself right made her body burn with equal parts embarrassment and exhilaration.

The moment Emily’s countdown ended, Abigail dove in with ruthless precision. Her mouth closed over Lucy’s clit, her tongue flicking and swirling in ways that immediately short-circuited Lucy’s thoughts. Abigail’s grip on Lucy’s thighs tightened, holding her in place as her lips and tongue worked in perfect, devastating harmony. The sensation was overwhelming—soft suction mixed with rapid, teasing licks that sent shockwaves of pleasure radiating through Lucy’s body.

Lucy clenched her fists in the sheets, desperate to hold on. I can last. I have to last. But her resolve wavered with every flick of Abigail’s tongue. The redhead’s confidence and skill were undeniable, and Lucy’s body betrayed her almost instantly. Just nine seconds in, a scream ripped from her throat as the most intense orgasm of her life tore through her, leaving her completely undone.

Her hips bucked uncontrollably against Abigail’s mouth, her entire body trembling as the orgasm exploded within her. Her mind went blank, her world narrowing to the relentless sensations Abigail was forcing upon her. But Abigail didn’t stop. Instead, she doubled down, keeping her mouth firmly clamped around Lucy’s clit and sucking hard, her tongue swirling and teasing in ways that reignited the overwhelming pleasure with each passing second.

“Ah—stop! I can’t—” Lucy’s protests were swallowed by another cry as Abigail sent her spiraling into yet another wave of ecstasy. The redhead grinned against her pussy, clearly enjoying how utterly wrecked Lucy was becoming. Lucy’s body writhed helplessly beneath her, every nerve lit up like a firework as Abigail’s relentless attention dragged her climax out far beyond anything she thought possible.

By the time Emily’s voice rang out, announcing, “Thirty seconds,” Lucy was a trembling, gasping mess. Abigail finally pulled back, her lips glistening with Lucy’s arousal as she stood up. Her chest rose and fell as she caught her breath, but her grin was wide, predatory, and triumphant.

“Oh, baby,” Abigail said, her tone dripping with mockery as she stared down at Lucy’s quivering form. “That was fucking embarrassing, wasn’t it? Nine seconds, and you were screaming like a little bitch.”

Lucy couldn’t even process the words, her mind still spinning from the intensity of what had just happened. Her body trembled as she lay there, her breathing ragged and uneven, her skin damp with sweat. She felt utterly wrecked, overwhelmed by the pleasure Abigail had so effortlessly wrung from her.

Moving in a daze, Lucy pushed herself off the bed, her legs wobbling beneath her as she sank to her knees in front of Abigail. She couldn’t bring herself to meet the redhead’s gaze—her mind was still reeling, her body shaking—but she knew there was no escaping what had just happened. Abigail had proven her point, and Lucy had no choice but to concede.

Lucy knelt in a daze at Abigail’s feet, her body still trembling from the overwhelming climax that had left her breathless and exposed. She stared up at the redhead, her cheeks flushed as her eyes took in Abigail’s chubby hips and the fiery curls framing her wet, glistening pussy. She couldn’t tear her gaze away, her mind swirling with disbelief at what was happening. The confidence radiating from Abigail was magnetic, and Lucy’s breath hitched when she felt Abigail’s hand weave into her hair.

The grip was firm yet deliberate as Abigail tugged gently, guiding Lucy closer. “Come on, sweetheart,” Abigail teased, her voice soft but commanding. “Don’t get shy on me now.” The playful grin on her lips made Lucy’s heart race, and she swallowed hard, her nerves sparking as her lips brushed against Abigail’s slick folds.

Lucy hesitated for a moment, her mind racing. I’ve never done this before. Can I even…? But as Abigail tugged slightly on her hair, the question dissolved into instinct. Tentatively, Lucy flicked her tongue, tasting Abigail for the first time. The flavor was unfamiliar but not unpleasant, warm and intimate in a way that sent a strange thrill through her.

Abigail let out a soft moan of approval, her thighs flexing slightly as she held Lucy in place. The sound sent a ripple of determination through Lucy, her competitive side sparking to life. If I’m doing this, I’m going to do it right. Drawing on her own experiences, she began to mimic the things she enjoyed having done to her, her tongue pressing more firmly as she explored. Abigail’s moans grew louder, and Lucy’s confidence followed suit.

“Good girl,” Abigail murmured, her voice low and sultry as she rocked her hips gently against Lucy’s mouth. “I knew you’d be a natural.”

Lucy’s hands found their way to Abigail’s soft hips, her fingers gripping tightly as she adjusted to the rhythm. She alternated between teasing flicks and firmer strokes, focusing on the reactions she was drawing out. The redhead’s body tensed slightly as her moans grew more urgent, and Lucy felt a strange sense of satisfaction as Abigail’s fingers tightened in her hair.

After a few minutes, Abigail shifted her stance slightly, her grip guiding Lucy onto her back. Lucy gasped softly as she felt the cool surface of the stage against her skin, her legs bent beneath her as Abigail climbed on top. The redhead straddled her face, her soft thighs framing Lucy’s cheeks as she slowly lowered herself.

The sensation was overwhelming—the heat, the weight, the slick press of Abigail’s pussy against her lips. For a brief moment, Lucy felt like she was watching herself from the outside, her mind struggling to reconcile what was happening. But as Abigail’s hips began to move, her body responded instinctively. Her hands slid up to Abigail’s ass, her fingers gripping the soft, round cheeks and pulling her down harder.

Lucy’s tongue moved with growing confidence, tracing slow circles around Abigail’s clit before dipping lower. Abigail’s moans were louder now, her head tilting back as she ground herself more firmly against Lucy’s mouth. The redhead’s dominance was undeniable, but Lucy found herself leaning into it, surrendering fully to the moment.

Abigail looked back over her shoulder, her grin wicked as her hand slid down to Lucy’s inner thigh. Her fingers brushed against Lucy’s wetness, and she let out a delighted laugh. “Oh, sweetheart,” she teased, her voice dripping with mockery. “You’re absolutely soaked. All this because of a fat ginger girl with a hairy pussy sitting on your face? That’s fucking adorable.”

Lucy’s cheeks burned, but the humiliation only heightened her arousal. She whimpered softly against Abigail’s folds, her hands squeezing the redhead’s ass cheeks tighter as she continued to lick with renewed enthusiasm. Abigail leaned forward slightly, her grip shifting to Lucy’s shoulder as she ground her hips harder.

“You came in nine seconds earlier, you know,” Abigail continued, her tone playful yet sharp. “Nine seconds. Screaming like a little bitch.” She reached back, her fingers brushing Lucy’s clit briefly, drawing another muffled cry from her. “And now look at you. You can’t get enough, can you?”

Lucy’s response was wordless. Her hands pulled Abigail closer, her tongue working desperately as she surrendered completely to the redhead’s dominance. The crowd’s murmurs and whispers became a distant hum, the moment consumed by the raw, primal connection between them.

Chris leaned back on the couch, his head tilted slightly as his hand rested lightly on the back of Emily’s head. Her lips glided up and down his cock with practiced ease, the wet warmth of her mouth drawing a deep groan from his throat. Her blonde hair framed her face as she moved, the strands catching the dim light in the room.

Emily paused momentarily, sitting up with a teasing smile on her lips as she looked at him. Her chest rose and fell as she caught her breath, her hand lazily stroking his slick shaft. “Remember when I told you she can be a real bitch?” she said, her voice low and playful, the words punctuated by a wicked grin.

Chris chuckled, nodding slightly as his hand trailed through her hair, his fingers weaving gently into the strands. “Yeah,” he murmured, his voice rough with arousal, already guiding her back down toward his cock.

But Emily wasn’t done. She paused again, her grin widening as she spoke, her tone dripping with mischief. “The first time she did this to me,” she said, her eyes gleaming, “she gave me no warning at all. It was like zero to everything in a heartbeat.”

Chris’s cock twitched in her grip at her words, the vivid image her confession conjured stoking his desire even further. His grip in her hair tightened slightly, his breath catching as he murmured, “I can see that.”

Emily laughed softly, the sound muffled as her lips wrapped around him again, her mouth working him with deliberate, teasing slowness. Her words hung in the air as her movements resumed, the rhythm building once more as Chris’s hand guided her, his hips lifting slightly to meet her efforts.

Lucy had settled into a rhythm, her tongue working Abigail’s clit with growing confidence. The weight of Abigail’s soft thighs framing her face and the redhead’s playful moans above her had lulled her into a strange, almost hypnotic state. Her hands squeezed Abigail’s round, chubby ass cheeks, pulling her closer with each flick of her tongue, her body moving instinctively now.

What Lucy didn’t know—what Abigail had been carefully hiding—was how close she was to her own release. Every moan, every gentle grind of her hips against Lucy’s eager mouth, had been deliberately restrained. Abigail’s fingers gripped Lucy’s hair tightly, anchoring her as she whispered, her voice low and teasing, “Oh, sweetheart… you’ve got no idea what’s coming, do you?”

Lucy didn’t stop, her tongue pressing harder, swirling around Abigail’s clit with the same techniques she loved having done to her. Abigail’s thighs began to tremble slightly, and Lucy thought she must be close—but nothing could have prepared her for what happened next.

Abigail threw her head back, a loud, guttural moan tearing from her throat as her entire body tensed. “Oh fuck, baby!” she cried out, her voice echoing through the room. Her thighs clamped tighter around Lucy’s face as her hips jerked forward, grinding down hard. And then it happened.

A sudden gush of warm liquid sprayed from Abigail, soaking Lucy’s face in an instant. Lucy froze, her eyes widening in shock as more and more of Abigail’s release poured over her. It wasn’t just a little—it was a torrent, cascading down her cheeks, dripping from her chin, and splattering onto the stage below. The sheer force of it took her completely by surprise, leaving her gasping beneath Abigail’s still-grinding hips.

The room erupted in murmurs and gasps as the audience watched the scene unfold, the intensity of Abigail’s squirting turning every head. Abigail, however, wasn’t shy about her release. Her moans turned into laughter, her head tipping forward as she grinned wickedly down at Lucy.

“Oh my God, baby!” she exclaimed, her voice dripping with mockery. “Look at you. You’re fucking drenched! Did you really think you’d make it out of here dry? That’s adorable.” Her hand tangled tighter in Lucy’s hair, holding her in place as another gush sprayed across Lucy’s face, catching her by complete surprise all over again.

Lucy sputtered, her cheeks burning with humiliation, but Abigail wasn’t done. “You thought you were in control, didn’t you? Thought you could make me cum without getting soaked like the little bitch you are?” she teased, her voice rising as her thighs quivered again. Another powerful spurt of liquid splashed onto Lucy’s face, dripping down her neck and pooling at the base of her throat. “You’re fucking drowning down there, sweetheart.”

The redhead’s moans grew louder, her hips rocking erratically as she rode out the final waves of her orgasm. “God, look at you,” she said, her voice shaking with both pleasure and mockery. “A soaked, squirming mess with my hairy ginger pussy all over your face. You’re loving this, aren’t you?”

Lucy’s body trembled, her hands gripping Abigail’s hips reflexively as she tried to process what was happening. The sheer volume of Abigail’s release left her completely drenched, the sticky wetness dripping down her chest and soaking her hair. She had never experienced anything like this before—never even imagined it was possible—and the shock of it left her dazed and breathless.

Abigail finally stilled, her thighs quivering slightly as she caught her breath. She looked down at Lucy, her grin wide and triumphant. “How does it feel, baby?” she teased, her voice low and sultry. “You just got absolutely destroyed in front of everyone. Bet you never thought your first time licking pussy would end like that, huh?”

Lucy’s mind spun, her body still shaking as she tried to form a coherent thought. She was drenched, humiliated, and utterly overwhelmed—but deep down, a part of her couldn’t deny the strange exhilaration coursing through her veins.

Abigail leaned forward, her lips brushing against Lucy’s ear as she whispered, “You were a good little slut for me, sweetheart. Now, let’s show everyone that pretty face of yours.” She pulled back slightly, letting the audience take in the sight of Lucy’s flushed, dripping face before standing tall and raising her arms triumphantly. The crowd erupted in murmurs and scattered applause, but Lucy barely heard it—her focus was entirely on the redhead above her and the shocking, unexpected release that had just changed everything.

Lucy stumbled away from the stage, her body trembling and her mind reeling. She was drenched, sticky, and utterly disheveled, her face and chest glistening under the dim lights. Abigail’s release still clung to her skin, and she could feel the stares of everyone in the room as she wandered toward Chris and Emily. Her steps were unsteady, her legs weak, but her body moved on instinct.

When she reached them, Chris was seated comfortably, Emily kneeling between his legs, her lips wrapped around his cock. Lucy’s eyes darted between them, taking in the way Emily moved with deliberate confidence, her head bobbing rhythmically. Chris’s hand rested lightly on her head, his fingers tangling in her hair as he let out soft groans of pleasure.

Before Lucy could process what to say, James appeared at her side, his presence commanding and familiar. Without a word, he sat down next to Chris, his eyes locking onto Lucy’s as he gave her a subtle nod. It wasn’t an order—at least not explicitly—but Lucy understood immediately. She sank to her knees before him, her body moving without hesitation.

Her hands reached out, trembling slightly as she grasped James’s semi-hard cock. Her lips parted as she leaned forward, taking him into her mouth with a sense of purpose that surprised even herself. The room around her faded into the background as she focused on him, her tongue swirling around his length as she worked to bring him fully to life.

For several minutes, the room was filled with the wet, rhythmic sounds of Lucy and Emily pleasuring their men. Lucy’s lips slid up and down James’s shaft, her hands stroking him in tandem as she felt him grow harder in her mouth. Her face was still flushed, her skin sticky and glistening, but she didn’t care. This was her world now—a strange, hedonistic space where her inhibitions had long since dissolved.

Finally, James and Chris stood, their movements synchronized as if this moment had been planned. Lucy glanced up at James, her lips still wrapped around his cock, and then at Chris, who stood directly beside him. Emily knelt beside Lucy, her lips swollen and shiny from her efforts, but the gleam in her eyes hinted at something more.

Just as James’s body tensed, his hand tightening slightly in Lucy’s hair, Emily acted. She pulled Chris’s cock from her mouth with a pop, her hand wrapping around his shaft as she tugged him toward Lucy. Before Lucy could react, Emily angled Chris’s cock so that it joined James’s, both of them aimed directly at Lucy’s already-soaked face.

Lucy gasped softly, the sound swallowed by James’s low groan as he began to cum. Thick, hot ropes of his release painted her cheeks, her lips, and her chin, and before she could fully process the sensation, Chris followed suit. His release mixed with James’s, splattering across her already-drenched face in messy, overlapping streams. The sheer volume overwhelmed her, the sticky warmth dripping down her neck and pooling at the base of her throat.

Emily grinned wickedly as she watched, her hand still wrapped loosely around Chris’s shaft as she murmured, “Good girl.” The words sent a strange thrill through Lucy, even as her mind reeled from the sheer intensity of it all.

When it was over, Lucy knelt there, her face a mess of cum and sweat and Abigail’s lingering release. Her chest rose and fell heavily as she tried to catch her breath, her hands falling limply to her sides. She didn’t move, didn’t speak—she simply knelt, her body trembling as the reality of the moment washed over her.

Chris and James exchanged satisfied glances before taking their seats again, leaving Lucy kneeling in the spotlight of their collective attention. Emily crouched beside her, leaning in close enough to whisper, “You’ve never looked better.”

Lucy closed her eyes, her body still humming with residual energy. In this strange, surreal moment, she realized she wasn’t just part of the scene—she was the scene. And she wasn’t sure how she felt about that… but she didn’t care enough to move.

Emily stretched lazily, wiping the last of the mess from her chin as she glanced at Lucy in the mirror. “I think it’s time to get cleaned up and head home,” she said with a grin, dabbing at a smear of makeup under her eyes.

Lucy nodded, her reflection looking slightly more composed now that she’d washed her face, though her cheeks still carried a faint flush. The night’s events replayed in her mind as she rinsed her hands, the lingering stickiness on her skin a reminder of just how far she’d let herself go.

As the two women cleaned up in relative silence, the bathroom door swung open, and in walked Abigail. The redhead’s presence was as commanding as ever, but her demeanor was completely casual now. She strolled over to the sink, flashing both women a broad, easy smile. “Hey, you two,” she said, as if they hadn’t just shared one of the most intense nights of their lives. “Getting cleaned up?”

Lucy blinked, unsure of what to say, but Emily didn’t miss a beat. “Of course,” Emily said with a laugh, tossing a paper towel into the bin. “And look at you, not even breaking a sweat.”

Abigail chuckled, leaning against the counter as she grabbed a towel. “What can I say? It’s all in a night’s work. Speaking of which, it was good to see you again, Em.” She glanced at Lucy and grinned. “And nice meeting you, sweetheart. You did great tonight.”

Lucy’s cheeks burned, and she mumbled a soft, “Thanks,” as Abigail turned her attention back to Emily.

“Hey, by the way,” Abigail said, her tone conversational, “Hayley’s back from deployment next week. I was thinking of bringing her here. She’s been dying to cut loose for a while.”

Emily’s eyebrows shot up, a delighted smile spreading across her face. “Finally! It’s been, what, six months?”

“Seven,” Abigail corrected with a laugh. “Military life, you know how it is. She’s counting down the days. I told her I’d give her a proper welcome home, and there’s no better place for that than here.”

Lucy frowned slightly, curiosity piqued. “Hayley’s your…?”

“My wife,” Abigail said, glancing at her with a grin. “She’s an officer in the army. Been stationed overseas for the better part of a year.”

Emily leaned closer to Lucy, adding with a smirk, “You’ll love her. Hayley’s got a presence about her. Completely different vibe from Abigail, though.”

Lucy tried to picture what Hayley might look like, expecting a butch, muscular woman. “What’s she like?” she asked hesitantly.

Emily pulled out her phone, scrolling through her social media with practiced ease before holding it up to Lucy. On the screen was a photo of a stunning 5'1 blonde, her hair perfectly styled beneath her dress uniform’s cap. She looked every bit the polished, respectable officer, her sharp features softened only by the warmth of her smile.

Lucy’s jaw dropped slightly. “That’s her? She’s gorgeous!” she said, unable to hide her surprise.

“Oh, yeah,” Emily said with a knowing smile. She tapped the screen to zoom in. “And let me tell you, she’s an even better pussy licker than Abigail.”

Abigail laughed as she tossed her paper towel in the trash and headed for the door. “Damn right she is. You’ll see for yourselves if she’s in the mood next week.” With a playful wink, she added, “You ladies have a good night,” and disappeared back into the club.

Lucy and Emily exchanged a look before heading outside to meet James and Chris, the cool night air a welcome relief from the heated chaos inside. They found the men waiting near the car, chatting casually as if the night had been nothing out of the ordinary.

As the couples said their goodbyes, Lucy couldn’t resist glancing at Chris with a shy smile. The drive back to the hotel was quiet, her mind still replaying everything she’d experienced. By the time they returned to their room, Lucy was curled up in Chris’s arms, her head resting against his chest as she spoke softly.

“I don’t know why it turned me on so much,” she admitted, her voice full of wonder. “Being watched like that… I’ve never felt anything like it before.”

Chris’s hand stroked her hair, his touch gentle. “Maybe you don’t need to know right now,” he said. “Maybe it’s just something you’re figuring out.”

She nodded against him, the warmth of his embrace lulling her closer to sleep. Just as she began to drift off, her lips curved into a small smile, and she whispered, “Maybe I should try it again… you know, just to figure out why it turned me on so much.”

Chris chuckled softly, pressing a kiss to her forehead as her breathing slowed. “Maybe,” he said, his voice low and full of affection. And with that, Lucy slipped into sleep, her body and mind still humming with the echoes of a night she would never forget.
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Hedonism: A Couple's First Experience

When my wife told me she had booked a surprise vacation for my birthday, I honestly never would have expected this. Sure, we had talked about it, briefly, sometimes. But I think a lot of couples talk about it in the heat of the moment.

Hedonism - Just the name of the resort is all it takes to send vivid images flashing through your mind. Images of what you think the place will be like.

But really, no one has any idea until they get there.

You can go as far as you want, or you can just chill by the pool in the non nude area and see what happens.

But what surprised me the most was that although this had always been my fantasy, it was actually Sarah who seemed to be pushing it once we landed!

This is Hedonism; this is our first experience, and this is happening!

A Secret Between Friends: Discovering Their Married Friends' Swinging Secret

If you're expecting some sort of story about how we had always known we were swingers deep down, or how something was lacking from our sex life and how my husband couldn't satisfy me, then suddenly swinging filled that gap, then I'm sorry, but this will be a letdown.

This was all a lot simpler, really. We moved to a new area and made some new friends, all very normal friends, you know, the sort of friends that have BBQs and beers in the summer. The sort of new friends who might let you crash at theirs if you have too much to drink at the BBQ. Just normal, average friends.

Until things stopped being normal and average, which occurred about 0.01 seconds after a moment of madness following a drunken BBQ. Agreeing to skinny dip because we didn't have our swim gear. Well, that wasn't the crazy bit; our hosts getting naked was.

As soon as I saw his massive soft cock I couldn't help it. There was only one thought in my mind. It's so much bigger than my husband's. I felt terrible then, just for having the thought. But I'm a married woman, and I love my husband, so I didn't even let on how hot it got me.

But that's not the part that got weird. He just had a big cock, like some guys do. He got in the hot tub, and we chatted as a group and drank until me and my husband went to bed alone, just the two of us. And okay, I'll admit it, as my husband's face disappeared between my legs, I might have been thinking about that massive cock as he got in the hot tub.

But I was satisfied with my husband, in fact, more than that. I was happy. My husband can make me cum with that tongue like nothing else. And he did, again and again that night. But every time I shut my eyes, the image of that huge cock was there, hanging between his legs as he stepped into the pool.

So can you imagine how I felt when I finally opened my eyes, and he was standing there, in the slightly open doorway, watching my husband make me cum with his tongue, slowly stroking his even more imposing, now fully hard cock.

And here's the problem, ten minutes later, with my husband on top of me, all I can think of is his much larger cock. Suddenly 5 1/2 inches won't get the job done, and I'm left laying in bed next to my loving husband as he comes down from his climax, wondering why for the first time in years, I didn't cum.

That's how it started, I guess. That's how we discovered our friends' swinging secret. Now there's just one question. What do we do with that information?

Swap: A Ski Trip With A Difference

Even a week ago, I never would have imagined this could have happened. Looking up and watching my wife's head bobbing up and down in my friend's lap. Well, actually that part I could imagine, we've played a little bit before.

But what I couldn't have imagined was Emma, on her knees in front of me, doing the same. Shy, innocent Emma. I never had the slightest idea she had it in her!

Although it's fair to say she definitely has it in her now!

But there's a final step or two, and I don't just want to enjoy Emma, I want to watch my wife enjoy her too. There's only one question left to answer. Was it really fear in her eyes the moment Lucy's mouth moved in to kiss her?

Okay, it was definitely fear, I won't lie. She was terrified, shaking, breathing fast, almost in shock. But the rock hard nipples were another part of the same story. The fear might have been fear she was about to enjoy it!

Nothing could have prepared either of them for this, but then again, what can ever prepare a married couple for their introduction into the world of swinging?

OEBPS/image_rsrc2C4.jpg
Shared

In Sin City

A Couple's Journey

o

Scarlett Y)uﬁ'y





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Copyright

		Contents

		Chapter 1

		Chapter 2

		Chapter 3

		Chapter 4

		Chapter 5

		Chapter 6

		Chapter 7

		Chapter 8

		Chapter 9

		Chapter 10

		Chapter 11

		Chapter 12

		Chapter 13

		Chapter 14

		Chapter 15

		Chapter 16

		Books By This Author




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62

		63

		64

		65

		66

		67

		68

		69

		70

		71

		72

		73

		74

		75

		76

		77

		78

		79

		80

		81

		82

		83

		84

		85

		86

		87

		88

		89

		90

		91

		92

		93

		94

		95

		96

		97

		98

		99

		100

		101

		102

		103

		104

		105

		106

		107

		108

		109

		110

		111

		112

		113

		114

		115

		116

		117

		118

		119

		120

		121

		122

		123

		124

		125

		126

		127

		128

		129

		130

		131

		132

		133

		134

		135

		136

		137

		138

		139

		140

		141

		142

		143

		144

		145

		146

		147

		148

		149

		150

		151

		152

		153

		154

		155

		156

		157

		158

		159

		160

		161

		162

		163

		164

		165

		166

		167

		168

		169

		170

		171

		172

		173

		174

		175

		176

		177

		178

		179

		180

		181

		182

		183

		184

		185

		186

		187

		188

		189

		190

		191

		192

		193

		194

		195

		196

		197

		198

		199

		200

		201

		202

		203

		204

		205

		206

		207

		208

		209

		210

		211

		212

		213

		214

		215

		216

		217

		218

		219

		220

		221

		222

		223

		224

		225

		226

		227

		228

		229

		230

		231

		232

		233

		234

		235

		236

		237

		238

		239

		240

		241

		242

		243

		244

		245

		246

		247

		248

		249

		250

		251

		252

		253

		254

		255

		256

		257

		258

		259

		260

		261

		262

		263

		264

		265

		266

		267

		268

		269

		270

		271

		272

		273

		274

		275

		276

		277

		278

		279

		280

		281

		282

		283

		284

		285

		286

		287

		288

		289

		290

		291

		292

		293

		294

		295

		296

		297

		298

		299

		300

		301

		302

		303

		304

		305

		306

		307

		308

		309

		310

		311

		312

		313

		314

		315

		316

		317

		318

		319

		320

		321

		322

		323

		324

		325

		326

		327

		328

		329

		330

		331

		332

		333

		334

		335

		336

		337

		338

		339

		340

		341

		342

		343

		344

		345

		346

		347

		348

		349

		350

		351

		352

		353

		354

		355

		356

		357

		358

		359

		360

		361

		362

		363

		364

		365

		366

		367






