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In the shadows of power, the fear of being caught is ever-present. But this mafia survives through an erotic ritual—one that requires a willing female participant to be put on exhibition. The questions remain: How do they find her? What does the ritual truly demand? And can the woman meant to be seen but not truly known find love meant only for her?
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I

t’s like a strange erotic dream to be in a position like that. Laying there, forced by your bondage to simply submit, while your body swims in pleasurable sensations. Cocks. So many cocks that I can’t keep track of them. Hands move over my body, and I can’t tell which hands belong to which man. Taking the cocks just as they are, letting yourself no longer think about them. Just experiencing them, hard and thick and throbbing for you. Sinking deeper into the experience because you have no other choice, just sinking into that pleasure. 

That’s the position I find myself in. I am naked, my exposed body on display for five men. They surround me with their large, masculine bodies. I am there for them to use. I know they will take what they want from me without asking, and they will be rough when they do it. All these men are using me, and they are not taking turns. Every one of these five men is using my body, and they are using me all at once. 

There’s a cock in my pussy, thrusting deeply into me. There’s another cock in my arsehole, stretching me out and making me whine. A third cock is pressed between my lips, pushed to the back of my throat and making me gag. 

In each hand, I have a throbbing cock and I feel the pre-cum dripping over my palms. I grip those two cocks, the fourth and fifth, as the two men thrust back and forth because my hands have been bound into that position. Even my hands have been turned into holes for men to use. 

As this is happening, there is a sixth man. A sixth pair of eyes watching me and enjoying the show. A powerful man, who is sitting back and simply watching. Maybe the most powerful man I’ve ever met. The head of the mafia. But to me, he is much more than the head of the mafia. To me, he is also my husband. 

It’s a strange situation, isn’t it? First, I think I should tell you how I ended up in that situation. How did a shy girl end up bound and stuffed full of cocks? I’ll start from the beginning, from the moment that put me on this path, the time I first met him. 
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M

y name is Lucy. This is my story. It’s not your traditional love story, but I think it’s a kind of love story. Because of that, it’s not just about me but it’s also about a man. 

For our story, I’m going to call him Mr Macho, as that name fits him well. This was a big man, a masculine man, a man who knows what he wants. Tall, handsome, and well built, he seemed like the ideal man. Beside him, I felt like the luckiest girl in the world. When I stood next to Mr Macho, I felt small and delicate. My timidness felt feminine and it felt attractive when I was with him. 

I was shocked when he took a liking to me. It was almost too hard to believe. For so long, I had been seeing that men wanted women who were confident but this man didn’t seem to care that I was shy and timid. In fact, he seemed to like it. Having his attention overwhelmed me and I got swept up in him very quickly. 

Meeting Mr Macho was the catalyst that changed my whole life, that led me to that strange situation. It couldn’t have happened without him. I wasn’t always that kind of woman, the kind who knows what she wants and is unafraid to take it. Before meeting Mr Macho, I was anything but confident. 

For as long as I can remember, I have always been shy and introverted. I really think that I’ve always been this way, that I was possibly even born this way. Even as a toddler, my parents say that I was a quiet child. I didn’t run around and scream the way that other children do, I kept to myself and did nothing to pull attention – a wallflower. 

It always seemed that it was my nature, and nothing that happened to me could have caused my shyness. There wasn’t any trauma that caused me to retreat into myself, it was just who I was. That made me think that no experience could change it, since no experience had caused it in the first place. 

Now, I think of things a little differently. I think of the person I was, and I think of her as something unrealised. Maybe it was my nature, but I think I started as an un-bloomed flower and I needed something to encourage me to bloom. It’s not that I feel like I’ve changed, it’s more so that I feel I've bloomed into the person I always had the potential to be. 

Back then, though, I was introverted and I had no issue with it. I appreciated spending time alone. I built my life around that idea of myself. 

My family and I never really got on all that well, so I took the first chance I had to move as far away from them as I could. Being in an unfamiliar city, with no family or other support network, sounds scary but much better than dealing with people I didn’t want to be around. So even though I was alone at the time, I was not lonely.

But I guess being alone was not as satisfying as I thought because when I read about a private exhibition gangbang event, it caught my attention. There were two options for women signing up. You could apply to be a girl who is dressed, where you can observe or get involved with the play if you want to. Or, you could apply to be one of the naked women and the centre of the event. My curiosity got the better of me, and I signed up as one of the dressed women. 

What was it that made me want to go? Maybe I wanted to see women that were the exact opposite of me, a woman that was not only confident but got off from being viewed naked and sexually played with in a public setting. Whatever it was, I knew that I was curious. This was something I wanted to see, something I wanted to better understand. There was something exciting about it. 

Even though I wasn’t lonely, I was a little unsatisfied with life. I always had this sense that there was something more I should have been doing, something that was missing in my life. I thought that maybe I was missing excitement. Spending time alone can be very fulfilling, but it’s not always that exciting. I wondered if maybe it could be, if I could have that excitement alongside my time alone.

After I signed up, I couldn't really believe that I had done it. I very rarely went out to any kind of party, and this seemed like a very intense party. Just because I was there as a fully dressed woman, it didn’t mean that I wouldn’t draw attention. I didn’t know if I would be able to deal with that, if I could handle anyone trying to talk to me or even seduce me. Part of me wished I could go there as not just a clothed woman, but an invisible woman. I wanted to be there, to witness it, without ever being seen myself. 

Of course, that wasn’t possible. I couldn’t be invisible, but the dress code mentioned that clothed participants might like to wear masks. That appealed to me right away. I picked out a black cocktail dress, but not one that was too revealing or had any kind of detail or glitter that would make me stand out from the other women. On my face, I wore a simple half-mask to help me feel concealed from view. Then, trying not to think too hard and spin myself into a worry spiral, I went to the party. 
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T

he entrance to the party was discrete. It took place at a large townhouse, the kind of place I could never dream of affording. It didn’t strike me as being a private home, more of a venue made to feel comfortable like a private home. I knocked on the door and was let into a small area where the security looked for my name on a list. 

“Have you been to anything like this before?” One of the security officers asked. 

“No, this will be my first,” I said, “is that okay?”

There was a heavy velvet curtain blocking my view into the house and the party which was taking place there. It moved a little, and I strained to catch a glimpse beyond it. Even with the mystery of the curtain distracting me, though, I understood that the security wasn't just being friendly. They were quizzing me. 

“Of course, that’s fine,” He said. I assumed that there would be no issue with me attending as a single woman, even if it was my first time. “Have you read the house rules?” He asked me. 

“I have,” I said. I had read all the information sent to me twice, just to help me feel more prepared for what I was heading into. 

“Great, so you know that you can come up to anyone like us... In these orange ties, if there’s anything you need,” the man said, I looked from him to the woman with him and saw both their bright orange ties. “Anything you need, or if you need any kind of help,” he added, “if you need to find a private room, or maybe you want out of a station, or anything else.” 

“I understand,” I said. 

It was supposed to comfort me, but they were freaking me out even more. The idea that I might end up in a situation like that, one where I might either want a private room or to get out of the situation, that scared me. I wanted to move through the party like a ghost, and I was starting to understand that might not be possible. 

They took my coat, and welcomed me inside. It was time, I was allowed to move through that heavy velvet curtain and into the party beyond. Moving through that curtain felt like stepping from one world into another. I had been in reality, and I was moving into a strange dream that was unlike anything I had ever experienced before. 

I came out into a hallway, so there wasn’t anything too intense happening around me, but I did get my first glimpses of my fellow party-goers. There was a man in a well-fitting suit chatting with a woman in a sleek expensive cocktail dress. They turned to look at me when I came into view, smiling warmly like I was welcome to go up to them and just start chatting. 

There were two doors leading off the hall to my side, and stairs leading up to more rooms. From the door closest to me, I could hear loud sounds of a woman crying out in pleasure along with a fleshy slapping sound. I smiled politely at the couple, but didn’t say anything, as I swiftly moved towards the other door. The couple scared me, because I didn’t want to get drawn into a conversation, and the sounds from that first door seemed too intense to start with, so I slipped through the second door. 

Behind that second door, there was a small crowd of people gathered in a circle. At first, I couldn’t see what they were gathering around. I had a moment of calm after panicking in the hallway. All I could see was smartly dressed men and women, and their attention was on something other than me. I moved back towards a wall, leaning on it and feeling safe in a shadow. There, I took a moment to breathe deeply. 

I had only just arrived, and I was already feeling like the experience was too much for me. The curiosity was still there, but it was mixed with panic. My worry was that I would be seen as uncomfortable. I didn’t want that couple to speak to me, and I didn’t want these people to notice me, because I was worried, they would be able to tell that I was an outsider. I felt like I didn’t belong, like I was trespassing in some way. Maybe I could blend in for a bit, but I wasn’t one of those people and I felt sure that they would be able to see that soon enough. 

Taking some deep breaths, I thought about simply leaving. Even walking away scared me though, because I would have to pass the same security guards who spoke to me on the way in. As much as I wanted to run away, I didn’t want to be noticed running away. I imagined them trying to stop me, asking me what was wrong and if there was anything they could do. The last thing I wanted was that kind of attention. I would just have to pretend a little longer, play it cool for a while more, and then I could hopefully get away without anyone noticing that I was an imposter. 

A couple left the circle, heading for the door and moving on. Their absence left a gap in the circle, allowing me to see what they had all been watching this entire time. The little audience had been gathered around a chaise lounge. On that chaise lounge was a woman resting on her knees. Her hands were behind her back, bound there by a pair of handcuffs. In her mouth was a ball gag, stopping me from being able to hear the cries of pleasure that I had heard coming from the other room. There was a man behind her, fucking her roughly from behind while holding her up by her hair. A woman stepped forward from the audience and started to fondle the woman’s breasts. 

I knew what I was getting myself into, I knew that I would be seeing people have sex, but it was so much stranger than I thought it would be. It was startling. In my head, I had imagined it would feel like watching porn but it was so different to see it in real life. Those people were in the room with me. If they turned, they could see me watching them. It was so real, and it startled me. 

The panic made me leave the room. Leaving the room, I found myself back out in the hallway. I saw a couple making out against the wall. The man kissed the woman’s neck and the woman peered over her partner's shoulder at me. Seeing me watching her, she smiled. 

“Hi there,” she said, casually trying to strike up a conversation with me. 

“Hello,” I said, not wanting to be rude but also not wanting to be dragged into a conversation. Rather than staying, I rushed into the next room without even thinking about the sounds I could hear coming from it. 

Even though I had known that this was a kind of party, that people would be mingling, I hadn’t been expecting so many people to notice me. There were plenty of couples who had come together, maybe looking to get turned on by the show before returning home or wanting to enjoy the women together, but there clearly were single women too. Reading the rules, it was clear that I wouldn't be pulled into anything I didn’t want to do. I didn’t have to chat or mingle, or even participate in any ways that I didn’t want to, but it still wanted to blend in. Appearing awkward would draw even more attention to me, so I carried on trying to enjoy the party like everyone else. 

Instead of mingling with other people, I tried to look like I was just there to watch. That seemed like a normal reason a woman might go there, just to watch and not to talk. It felt the closest to what the truth was. I wanted to have a solo experience, to indulge a curiosity. So, I tried to indulge that curiosity without panicking and looking away.

Moving into that room, too quickly to think about it and change my mind, I was confronted right away with a sight I didn’t feel totally prepared for. 

In this room, there were three naked girls. They were lined up on a sofa, all three of them kneeling on the cushion of the sofa with their arms resting on the backrest. The sofa was facing away from me, so I couldn’t see everything at first. What I could see was the faces of the three girls and I got glimpses of their breasts which were jiggling and bouncing. Behind them, I could see two men fucking two of the girls from behind. The third girl was waiting, perfectly still and patient for someone to stick something into her. 

This room was a little quieter than the first room I had been in, with less people watching. The girl who was waiting to be fucked looked up and looked into my eyes. It was so startling to be seen by her, it made me take a step backwards, but I tried to keep watching. It felt like a failure to look away. 

She continued to look at me as a man moved into position behind her. I saw him stroke her hair, moving his hand down her back. Then, presumably, he stroked her arse for a moment before grabbing it. But I didn’t have a good view of that. The girl continued looking up at me, smiling softly. When the man thrust behind her, she smiled even wider and let out a loud moan of pleasure. I watched her eyes roll back as her head started to bob from how hard she was being pounded. Encouraging the rough fucking, she moaned and moaned. 

A woman came up, who appeared to be there with the man. She was watching intently, very visibly enjoying what was happening. Nodding her head, she placed her hand on the girl's cheek and turned her gaze away from me and towards her. 

“That’s a good girl,” I think I heard her say, “taking his big cock like a good girl... That’s it.” 

Another man came up. All three girls were being pounded from behind, but he touched the face of one of them and pulled out his cock. My eyes widened as I saw his cock in profile, it was huge and hard. Then, he turned away from me and towards the girl. I watched him thrusting, pushing his cock into her mouth, but all I could see was him from behind. His trousers were pulled down enough that I could see his arse cheeks. I watched him tense them, grunting as he caused the girl to make gagging sounds on his cock. 

The noise made me want to see more. I was curious to see what was happening. No one seemed to be watching me. Everyone’s attention was on the three girls, and I finally felt like I could pass through the room invisibly. Still, I was tentative. I moved slowly, making sure not to draw any attention to myself. I just wanted to see, watch a little more closely and see the parts of the picture I was missing. 

Keeping close to the edge of the room, I watched the other watchers first. I kept my eyes on the other people in the room who were watching without joining in. 

There was a couple standing quite close to the corner of the room, they were huddled together as they watched the girls intently. I saw them leaning close to each other, whispering in each other's ears as they watched the girls. They were clearly flirting with each other as they enjoyed the show. They didn’t even look at me, they were too wrapped up in their own experience. 

There were a couple of single men lingering around the room, watching and getting more and more turned on. I think they were waiting until they were good and hard, then they were planning on taking their turn with the girls. 

None of those people seemed to be noticing me, and there didn’t seem to be a risk that they would. I got bolder, creeping closer to the action and moving into a place where I could see more than was available to me before. 

Slowly moving around the edge of the room, I came to a position where I could see the man’s cock slipping between the girl's lips. His cock was so thick and I saw how her lips stretched out wide around it. The man was holding her face. There was one hand on her cheek and another on her throat, he was holding her face at an angle so that he could slip his cock not just to the back of her mouth but deeper. The man was slowly thrusting his cock all the way down the woman’s throat. Back and forth, he moved his hips, and with each movement he thrust a little deeper than before. Making sure to warm her up and ease her into it, he was working the whole length of his thick cock down the back of her throat. 

I watched the woman, and saw her eyes rolling with pleasure. There was a man fucking her hard from behind while this man used her mouth. There were tears in her eyes from gagging, but I could also see the joy she felt. As the man finally managed to shove the full length of his cock down her throat, pushing it so deep that her nose was pressed to his skin, I saw her eyes roll. It was clear that the woman was in heaven. 

It was hard to imagine being watched by all those strangers, offering my body up for people to admire and use, but she was there, doing it. I could see it happening, and I could see how happy it made her. For all three of those girls, I could see how much they were enjoying the experience. 

Creeping a little further around the room, my eyes firmly fixed on the three girls, I watched the view from behind I had been missing at first. This was the most graphic view, and I was glad to have been able to ease myself into seeing it. If I had been presented with this right on entering the room, I think it would have panicked me and maybe caused me to leave. As it was, though, I felt better able to process what I was seeing because it had been slowly revealed to me at a pace I had chosen. 

I saw the three girls from behind, their shapely arses lined up in a row to be used and pounded like toys. They were on display, ready to be watched, but I still felt like I was intruding just by looking at them. Watching down the line, I saw three different men fucking the girls. 

From where I was, I could now see that just the man in the middle was fucking his girl in her pussy. I watched her pussy gushing, almost squirting, as he pounded into her. The other two men had chosen to thrust their cocks into the tight arseholes of the other two women. The lighting in the room seemed to be deliberately centred on the three women so that, even though the audience could choose to sink into the shadows, the women’s bodies were well lit. 

Watching the girl closest to me, I saw the tight ring of her arse hole stretching out around that thick cock. When he pulled back, he pulled his cock all the way out of her so that her hole tightened a little. Then, he thrust back in to watch it stretch back out around his cock. He wasn’t the only one watching the response of her body, I was closely watching too. It was so graphic, but it was mesmerising. 

I wasn’t sure what it was about watching her that made me want to continue, but I did. It was the same with all three of the girls. I’m not really into women, but I’m open enough that I would considered the possibility before ruling it out. Women can be sexy to me, but I’m not attracted to them the way that I am to men. So, I was sure that it wasn’t just my own sexual desire for the women’s bodies that kept me watching. 

The other possibility was I was watching out of a kind of jealousy. It would make sense for me to enjoy watching because I was mentally putting myself in that same position, like a vivid fantasy. That wasn’t something I really thought about, though. I was interested in what made those women different from me, what made them want to put themselves in that position that I couldn’t imagine putting myself in. I thought that there must be something very different about them, a kind of confidence that was maybe natural or maybe came from being beautiful and desirable. Clearly, they were enthusiastic, but it was hard for me to pinpoint what they had that I didn’t. 

It was such a surreal experience; it was hard to believe that it was real. The thing that scared me most, though, was how much I was enjoying it. There was discomfort in it, don’t get me wrong. I still felt tense, worried that I didn’t belong there. It still felt a little too intense for me, miles outside of my comfort zone. But even though I didn’t really know why, the experience stirred something in me. When I shifted my weight, I noticed that my panties were wet. I felt the desire to reach up my skirt and touch myself, just to check how wet I was, but I kept my hands firmly by my sides. It scared me to feel this way, but I was aroused by the experience.

I was so lost in thought, that I didn’t notice a man slowly edging himself towards me. I only felt his presence beside me moments before he spoke. The heat of his body just gently tickled me, along with his breath as he started to speak. “Like what you see?” He asked, speaking softly into my ear. 

There was something so sexy about his voice. It was deep and sensual, the voice of a man confident and in control. I liked it, but it startled me. 

“I... Um... I...” I said, not knowing how to respond and finding myself stammering out something meaningless. 

Did I like what I saw? Yes, I guess I did. I also think that my response made it obvious that I liked it, even if I wasn’t completely ready to admit it to myself. 

“Yes, thank you,” I said, trying to be as normal and polite as I could manage but feeling like I had just made things worse. 

I turned to look at the man, feeling like I had embarrassed myself, and saw a handsome man smiling down at me. The sight of him flustered me even more. I felt my skin get prickly and hot and my vision started to blur. I needed to get out of there before I embarrassed myself, and drew attention to me, any further. 

“I’m going to see what’s happening upstairs,” I said, “please excuse me.” 

As I rushed out of the room, I felt like everyone was staring at me. Maybe they were, but what I didn’t know at the time was, it wouldn’t have been because of my strange behaviour. It would have been because they knew who I was talking to, and they were interested in whoever he showed an interest in. 

Out in the hallway, I started to make my way upstairs because I had said I would. Halfway up the stairs, I turned and looked at the door. I could just leave, I thought to myself, but then a member of the staff started to come up the stairs behind me and I didn’t want to block his path. So, upstairs I went. 

I tried my best to forget about the fact that I had been noticed. There seemed to be just one room left to see, and I felt the need to see it. I had been brave enough to come all the way to that party, and I had been bold enough to view what was happening in those first two rooms. It would have felt incomplete if I didn’t see it all. Once I had seen it, I told myself I would go, but I wanted to make sure that my curiosity was truly satisfied first. 

Up those stairs there was the door to the final room and also the door to a bathroom. I thought about retreating into the bathroom to calm myself, but it was busy and I didn’t want to lose momentum. Trying my best to seem confident, I walked into the final room. 

It was by far the largest of the three rooms. That room had two naked girls in it, and it was busier than the other rooms had been. There were more people participating and even more people standing around talking. 

The first girl I saw as I came in, was kneeling on a carpet with four different men standing around her. They all had their hard cocks out and she was pleasuring them. She stroked them in her hands and sucked on them with enthusiasm and skill. At any one time, she had a cock in each hand and at least one in her mouth. Sometimes, she pulled them together so she could try to lick more than one cock at once. I watched her between the gaps in the men, saw her looking up at them with wide eyes as she shoved their cocks into her mouth. 

Looking up, checking that I wasn’t being watched, I glimpsed the man from downstairs. Was he following me? If he was, he seemed too busy to talk to me. I watched him standing in the corner of the room, talking to three other people. Watching the handsome man, I caught him looking over at me, but he was caught up in whatever conversation he had been pulled into. Whoever he was, I was already getting the impression that he was important. People seemed to know him and respect him, but I didn’t have time to dwell on it. Maybe I thought he was handsome, maybe he seemed charming, but I wasn’t going to try and flirt with him. 

I went to look at the last girl, to complete my experience and get ready to leave. This girl was on a bed with five other men around her. The first thing I noticed was the fact that one man had shoved his cock into her arse and another was fucking her pussy. Both her holes were being stretched out and used and the same time. It was intense, but she seemed to like it. There was a cock in her mouth, a man thrusting deep into her throat, but I could still hear her moans even though they were muffled by the cock. There were two more men standing either side of her, stroking their cocks. She reached out to them, grabbing at their cocks herself and stroking them to keep them hard until it was their turn to shove themselves into one of her available holes. 

My heart pounded and I felt my panties get so wet that it started to drip down my leg. It was by far the most intense thing I had seen there, but it also excited me the most. I didn’t know what to think. Why was I so turned on by this? I didn’t know, and part of me didn’t even want to think about it. 

I had done it, now I could follow my instincts and head for the door. I knew that I was rushing, that it was drawing attention, but I was on my way out and no longer cared. Moving down the stairs quickly, I could hear footsteps behind me but I didn’t worry about them. No one would stop me from leaving, not really. I stepped towards the curtain and reached out to move through it and back out into reality. 

“Hey, hey,” I heard that sexy voice say. He slipped between me and the curtain, a friendly smile on his face. “Are you leaving already?” He asked. 

I nodded my head. “I can’t stay,” I said, hoping that it sounded like I had somewhere to be rather than sounding like I was running away. 

“That’s a shame, I’d like you to stay,” he said, “this place is strange, isn’t it? Do you want to come to a chill out area with me? We could talk a little... Without anyone having sex in the same room.” 

It was an appealing offer. I couldn’t turn him down, he was making me feel comfortable. Allowing me to admit that this experience was strange, because he had done it first. This man, this handsome man, was showing an interest in me even with all those beautiful, willing women around. 

“Okay,” I said, sure that this was too good to be true but needing to find out for myself. “I’m Lucy,” I said. 

“I’m Mr Macho,” he replied. “Please, follow me,” he added. 

And that was it. That was how I first met Mr Macho, and my life started to change. 

Mr Macho remained behind me, keeping himself between me and the door. “After you,” he said, encouraging me back into the house. “Just at the end of this hall,” he continued. 

I was apprehensive about going back inside after having made up my mind to leave. Mr Macho put me at ease, but I could still hear people having sex in the rooms to my right. Being in the presence of a man I was instantly attracted to made me even more uncomfortable. I liked him, wanted to impress him even though I knew it was unlikely that I would. That made me feel even more self-conscious, a feeling that was doubled by the presence of women crying out with pleasure within earshot of us both. It made my cheeks flush red. 

Mr Macho put his hand on the small of my back, a touch that made me feel taken care of. His hand on my back said so much more than words. He was telling me that he was there with me, that he could see my discomfort and he was doing whatever he could to ease it. 

“Just through here,” he said, guiding me towards a door that I had ignored before because it was a door that was frequently being used by staff. 

“Are you sure we’re allowed in here?” I asked. 

Mr Macho laughed. “Of course,” he said. 

What was left unsaid was, ‘this is my party, I can go wherever I want’. At that time, I would never have known that he was the host of the event as it wasn’t something he had mentioned. Clearly, he was well known and people wanted to talk to him but I didn’t know how far things went.

I nodded my head as he pushed open the door and held it open for me. Looking down, I smiled softly.

Through the door, we moved into another hall. Mr Macho led the way confidently, bringing me into a quiet garden room. It was dark outside, but there were some fairy lights in the garden which allowed me to see the small and perfectly manicured space outside. I looked out through the glass panels of the garden room, then looked up to see the night sky. The moon was very large that night, and I let myself get lost looking at it. 

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Mr Macho asked. 

“I’m sorry,” I said, realizing that I had been distracted. I turned my attention back to him. 

“Don’t be,” he replied, “I also find it calming... I’m glad that you’re feeling a little more comfortable.”

I nodded my head again, noticing that I was almost bowing my head in an attempt to hide my face from him. It’s true that I was starting to feel more comfortable, but it had happened so easily that I had hardly noticed it happening. One moment, I was tense. The next, I was so relaxed that I couldn’t even remember being tense. 

“Sit down, if you’d like,” he said, “is there anything I can get for you? Something to drink or to eat?” 

I shook my head without thinking over the offer, just turning it down out of politeness. “No, thank you”. 

Where we were sitting, you would never have known what was going on in the rest of the house. You got the sense that there was a party, because I saw staff every now and then, but you couldn’t hear it and there was nothing to give away the fact that it wasn’t a normal party. Still, I had seen what was going on behind those doors, and I couldn’t get it out of my head. This man seemed so charming to me, could he have been fucking those girls? It was hard to reconcile the man sitting beside me with the kind of party he had been attending. 

“This is my first time at something like this,” I said, even though I felt that was obvious. 

“Is that true?” Mr Macho said, politely. “How have you found it?” He asked. 

“It’s very intense,” I said, trying not to make a value judgement about it. “To be honest with you... I’m quite shocked by it all,” I continued, “obviously I think it’s wonderful if those women are enjoying themselves... Which... Well, which they seem to be... But it’s still such a shocking sight to see.”

“I’m sure most people wouldn’t even consider coming to something like this,” Mr Macho said, “those women... The ones who are naked and enjoying themselves... I’m sure they’re in the minority. I think even being someone who would come to something like this is in the minority. You’re not a prude because seeing this has shocked you... You’re adventurous because you even came here to have a look.”

“I guess that’s true,” I replied, “but seeing those women... I feel like a prude by comparison. They’re so... So, sexy, aren’t they? So confident and empowered. I’m not even confident enough to look without feeling freaked out.” 

“I don’t want to speak out of place,” Mr Macho said, turning to me and looking intently into my eyes. “I know we’ve only just met, so it would be foolish of me to think that I understand you at this point, but... I think what you’re feeling... What’s happening to you... I think you’re afraid of your own curiosity. I think that’s what shocks you most. It’s not what you’re seeing... It’s the fact that you like it.”

My heart pounded in my chest and I crossed my legs. My mind went straight to my pussy, to my clit, which felt like it also had a heart beat because of how powerfully it was twitching. It felt like all the blood in my body was rushing away from my brain and towards my pussy. Somehow, I felt like he was able to see through my dress. As if his hands were on me, I felt as if he could tell that I was wet between my legs. Maybe there was no way for him to have known, but I felt so observed that it was like he was staring at my pussy and probing at my wetness. 

I would have felt like embarrassed if he had simply thought me a prude, rather than feeling like he so easily saw through me to the truth at my heart. It was embarrassing to have him know that, even with my shock, I was turned on by what I saw. 

“I should be going soon,” I said, obviously trying to change the subject but unable to do anything else. 

“Then, I’ll get a car to take you home,” Mr Macho said, not trying to stop me from leaving. “But I would like to see you again... In a place where you feel more at ease. Would you be willing to meet me for dinner one night next week?” He asked. 

The whole room seemed to wobble for a moment. The last thing I expected was for this man to ask me out. I was terrified. It felt wrong, like he was making a mistake and would soon take the offer back. 

“Are you sure?” I asked. “You barely know me,” I said. 

“I know that I want to take you to dinner,” he replied, “please, say yes... I need to take you to dinner. I’ll be kicking myself for the rest of my life if I let a woman like you slip through my fingers... Now, will you go to dinner with me?” 
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