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Part 1 of Finding an invite to a neighborhood Voyeur Sex Club in the local Free Little Library Box
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Lisa sat on the floor of her first apartment. Her white crop top hugged her curves, darkened slightly with her sweat. Her long, dirty-blonde hair was pulled into a high ponytail to keep it off her neck. She’d already had a long, hard day of unloading and unpacking. She didn’t have much—being a recent college grad on her own—but the heat, combined with the repeated up and down of the stairs, was starting to wear her out.  

Having attended college in a big city, Lisa found her new suburban setting put her at ease. There wasn’t the constant noise and the people seemed a genuinely friendly bunch—she’d already been invited to two barbecues. She felt lucky to have found an apartment in this type of area. It wasn’t really an apartment so much as the second floor of a house, complete with its own entrance.

The sun was beginning to set as Lisa relaxed on the elevated deck, beer in hand. She hadn’t been sleeping well lately, so she thought a beer and a good book might help. She had the beer, and she was headed down the block for the book.

Earlier, she’d noticed a Free Little Library Box that she hoped would have something decent. She waved to four new neighbors along the way.

When she got there, she was excited to find a copy of The Night Circus on top, but when she grabbed it, a folded piece of paper fell at her feet. She picked it up and saw “Welcome to the Neighborhood” written on the front. The message inside was cryptic and a little disquieting:

Club Voyeur

Every Thursday night

All who come must come

At the bottom was a URL that looked like a video chatroom. Now, Lisa was no prude, but this was strange—especially for this neighborhood. She’d grown up not far from here, and this was never exactly a seedy place. Still, she felt curious and a bit excited. She’d always been the most strait-laced of her friend group, and she’d promised herself to be more adventurous. All who come must come, though? What was that supposed to mean? 

She slid the note into the pocket of her cut-off shorts and headed back for an evening of beer and magical realism.

***
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The more she thought about Club Voyeur, the more aroused she became. When Thursday finally came, Lisa was buzzing. She logged in to the site and chose the username @yesdaddygirl. To her surprise, forty-six others had joined by the time the video feed opened. She scanned the other user names:

@D!ck4princess

@widegaper

@chokeherthroatboi

@fayzfukr

@m8k.her.airtite

@DP.toy.grl

@cumglayzr

@survix.rekr

Jesus, these guys are fucked up. I thought @yesdaddygirl was pushing it—I’m a lightweight here.

Although the video feed showed live, the screen was still black. The chat was buzzing as everyone tried to figure out who was missing.

"I guess they’re real strict with attendance.”

A deep, loud tone came through on the audio, and the screen filled with a large, glowing number four.

The chat exploded with messages!

The four disappeared and were replaced with four user names.

“Those must be the missing people they were talking about.”

The video feed revealed a sparsely furnished room: only a bed, a large table, and an armchair.

Four people entered the lone door, three men and one woman—all wearing masks.

“Oh, four. Got it.”

It appeared that members of the chat got to participate in the shows if they wanted.

Lisa felt like she was starting to put a few of the pieces together, but then a pop-up appeared on her screen:

User Agreement: To proceed, you must read and agree to all policies. 

Normally, Lisa would just hit accept and move on, but the stakes seemed a bit higher here—she decided to read them.


	No screen recording or recording of any kind.

	No lurking.

	“All who come must come” means you agree that by entering this chat, you may be randomly selected for active participation in the show. Partner(s) or number of participants may vary. If chosen, you may opt out of your turn, no questions asked, but you will be permanently banned from all future events. 



Well, there’s a clean-out if anything too fucked up presents itself.

This is really wild, though. Definitely falls under the category of being more adventurous. Before she could stop herself or change her mind, she hit ENTER.

While she was away, the masked participants had gotten completely naked.

In the chat, @m8k.her.airtite was doing crazy— four men and one woman could definitely turn his user name into reality if the night went his way.

Another deep tone rang out.

The three men circled the one woman—deciding where to begin and with what.

Two of them flanked her.

One began kissing her deeply—open-mouthed.

The second was rubbing her breasts and stomach, and getting very close to wandering below her waist. 

The third sat down in the armchair and started stroking his cock.

“@m8k.her.airtite won’t be happy, but damn, this is hot.”

Lisa felt herself getting moist and slick.

The trio moved to the table.

One man sat on the edge. The woman bent over at the waist and started licking his balls and stroking his shaft.

The second man knelt behind her and started savagely eating her ass. This tore a guttural moan from her.

“Jesus, fuck, that’s good. Fuck!” moaned the woman.

As she moved from the other man’s balls to sucking his cock, Lisa slid her hand down the front of her shorts—she purred as her fingers hit wetness.
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