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Jax - First Impressions
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I pull the car into a circular driveway that could fit three of our apartment complex's parking lots. The house looming ahead isn't just nice—it's the kind of place where the owners probably have a staff that calls them "sir" and "madam." My fingers tighten on the steering wheel, not from nerves—I don't get nervous—but from the electric anticipation buzzing through my veins. Luna and I have talked about this for months. The fantasy of watching her with someone else, of being watched, of all the possibilities that open up when you invite others into your bed. But fantasy and reality are different beasts, and as I park between a Tesla and a vintage Jaguar that probably costs more than my yearly salary, I wonder if we're about to feed the beast or become its meal.

"Holy shit," Luna breathes beside me, her dark eyes wide. "Are we sure these people aren't going to harvest our organs instead of just rearranging our insides?"

I let out a soft laugh, rolling my shoulders as I kill the engine. "If they try, I'll protect you."

"My hero," she deadpans, but I catch the slight curl of her lips—the one that appears right before she causes trouble. "Maybe I'd rather take my chances with the organ harvesters though."

Luna unfolds herself from the passenger seat, and my eyes automatically track the movement. Two years together, and I still can't look away from her. Her black hair falls in a glossy curtain down her back, and the short skirt she's wearing barely covers the curve of her ass. She's dressed to get attention—crop top hugging her perky breasts, silver rings glinting on most of her fingers, and thigh-high boots that make her legs look endless despite her petite frame. Every time she moves, I catch flashes of the smooth skin between boot and skirt hem.

"You're staring," she says, tilting her head in that way she does when she's about to test me.

"You dressed like that so I would," I counter, pushing myself out of the car. I'm not unaware of how I look either—fitted black tee that shows off my arms, dark jeans, boots. Luna likes to grab my shoulders when she comes, likes to feel the muscle flex under her fingers. I've caught enough appraising glances from women—and men—to know I'm not exactly hard on the eyes.

"I dressed like this for everyone to stare," she corrects me, stepping closer, her finger tracing a line up my chest.

I catch her wandering hand, gripping her wrist just firmly enough for her eyes to darken. "Careful."

She bites her lower lip, a challenge in her eyes. "Or what?"

The front door opens before I can answer, light spilling onto the driveway. Luna tugs her wrist free, shooting me a triumphant smirk, and I'm already planning how I'll wipe it off her face later. That's our dance—she pushes, I push back harder. And fuck if I don't love every minute of it.

A couple appears in the doorway—early forties, both attractive in that polished, wealthy way. The woman is tall and elegant, the man silver-haired and fit. They beckon us forward with welcoming smiles that still manage to look appraising.

"You must be Jax and Luna," the woman says as we approach. "I'm Diane. This is Richard. Welcome to our home."

"Thanks for having us," I say, slipping an arm around Luna's waist, partly because I want to touch her and partly because I need her to behave for at least the introduction.

"We've got a few ground rules," Richard says, his voice measured. "No pressure to participate. Consent is paramount. No photos. No drugs. If you're drinking, know your limits. And if anyone makes you uncomfortable, find us immediately."

Diane nods. "The basement and third floor are off-limits. Everything else is fair game. There are rooms upstairs with supplies—condoms, lube, toys, the works. Clean up after yourselves."

"Sounds reasonable," I say, feeling Luna's body vibrate slightly with contained energy against my side.

"Enjoy yourselves," Diane says with a smile that suggests she knows exactly what that means, and then they're welcoming the next couple behind us.

Inside, the house is even more impressive. Soaring ceilings, art on the walls that probably costs more than my car, and an open floor plan that flows from entryway to living room to kitchen. Floor-to-ceiling windows at the back reveal a lit pool where a handful of people mingle, some in swimwear, others still fully clothed. A sweeping staircase leads to the second floor, and I can see doors lining a hallway up there.

"Not exactly the sex dungeon I was picturing," Luna whispers, loud enough that a passing woman chuckles.

"Disappointed?" I ask.

She shrugs, her eyes scanning the room. "Just surprised. Everyone's still wearing clothes."

"It's only nine o'clock. The night is young."

Luna's fingers intertwine with mine, and I feel her slight tremor. Despite her bravado, I know she's feeling the same nervous excitement I am. This isn't a full-on sex club with anonymous encounters and dark corners. This is calculated hedonism, curated pleasure. Luna found the party through a private social media group, and we had to submit photos, have a chat with the hosts, and answer a questionnaire about our sexual health history and boundaries. All to make sure we weren't creeps—and probably to ensure we were attractive enough for their standards.
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