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        Content advisories for all of Ryley’s books are available here: https://ryleybanks.com/books/contentwarnings/

      

        

      
        There are two ways you can use this section:

        1)    As a list of things to avoid;

        OR

        2)    As a menu of things to look forward to.

      

        

      
        I trust you to know yourself. Happy reading either way.

      

        

      
        xoxo Ryley
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      Jax and Bree have a weekly date night, marked with a certain emoji on their shared calendar. They’ve done a lot as a couple—axe throwing, cooking classes, outdoor concerts—but tonight is different. After they shared their most taboo desires, this date night is a group activity. 

      Pairing: MF main couple, but the story is FMMMM+

      Tropes: married couple / established couple, fantasy fulfillment, spicy date night, all about her, hotwife, free use, BDSM (light bondage)
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      “Bree?”

      Jax stroked a hand down the back of my head, raking through my wavy, dark hair until my spine was liquid. After not nearly long enough, he placed a mug down in front of me and sat in his spot across the oak kitchen table with a steaming mug of his own. Then he blushed and began to shred a napkin. I cocked an eyebrow. Whatever it was, this was going to be good.

      Since he so clearly needed a moment to gather his thoughts, I took a swig of hot coffee and finished typing an appointment in my phone’s calendar app, eyes flicking to our weekly Friday night date. I’d started marking it with an eggplant emoji years ago, and I smiled at the silly—and sexy—reminder. Then I put my phone down to give him, and the coffee, my full attention.

      “What’s on your mind?” I scooted forward and met his gaze.

      “Remember…remember our conversation a few months ago?”

      Did I ever. Prompted by a friend’s shocking affair, we’d spent an entire evening, and more wine than I cared to admit, confessing our deepest fantasies to each other. Even though we’d been married a decade, apparently we hadn’t even scratched the surface—but when you bind yourself to someone for forever, no one outright tells you that neither of you are mind-readers and you need to talk about that shit.

      “Uh huh,” I said neutrally and sipped my drink. I watched him under my downcast eyelashes as he psyched himself up to continue. If possible, he was even more handsome than when we first got together. Fuck our twenties. Mid-thirties looked better and better.

      An email notification chirped on my phone; I silenced it and tossed it onto the third chair. Jax would always come first.

      “Would you be up for doing something a little different for date night this week?” he asked.

      We’d done everything from the classic dinner-and-a-movie to escape rooms and axe throwing. “Sure. Have something in mind?”

      Jax met my eyes over his coffee cup. “When you went for your physical last month, did they send you a copy of your STI test?”

      Huh?

      If his goal was to keep me off-balance, he was knocking it out of the park. “Yeah. All negative, of course.” I tilted my head, curiosity officially piqued. “Jax, what’s this⁠—”

      “Bree—were you serious about doing some of what we discussed?”

      My mouth went dry, the list replaying in my mind in all its taboo glory. Nothing we’d talked about that evening was off-limits, at least with some serious discussion first. But some fantasies…

      Game on.

      I took his hand and squeezed. “Only if it’s together. And safe.”

      “Good. I was hoping we were still on the same page,” he said. “Because I might—might—have found a way to make one of yours—and mine—come true.”

      “What?” My heart thundered so hard I was afraid it would crack my ribs open. “Which one?” Anticipation of the unknown racked me with shivers.

      Jax shook his head. “Nothing’s final. But…” He got up and pulled an unassuming manila folder off the counter and set it in front of me. The chair creaked as he sat again. “I needed to make sure you were fully on board.”

      Jax opened the folder and tapped a blank line next to one he’d already signed. “Your signature.” He licked his lips. “Do you trust me?”

      He was earnest, honest, and, most importantly, mine.

      My answer came as easy as breathing. “With my life.”

      With how quickly I moved the pen, I was surprised my signature didn’t catch the paper on fire.

      Some husbands surprised their wives with flowers.

      Some husbands surprised their wives with chocolate.

      Some husbands, apparently, surprised their wives with a night of exploring their deepest fantasies together.

      Fuck, am I lucky.
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        * * *

      

      All week, Jax refused to give me any details of our Friday eggplant night.

      I even played dirty with a drawn-out blow job. Cock leaking on my tongue, I licked the rosy crown like a lollipop, bringing him to the brink over and over before I firmly grabbed the base of his dick with my thumb and forefinger and asked him what our plans were.

      Dark eyes taunted and pleaded, but I held him there, throbbing and steel-hard, cherry red and dripping pearly drops of precum. And still he refused to give in.

      It was either an iron will, or a bigger desire to see me in as much ecstasy later in the week.

      Finally I let him come, one hand in my yoga pants circling my throbbing clit as I pumped him. He spurted on my breasts and I milked him through it, streams of cum running over my hand until he began to soften.

      Jax’s blinding smile melted my insides when he guided me to my feet and then knelt before me. “Sweetheart, if you really want to know, I’ll tell you. Just ask me again.”

      I didn’t.

      But that could also be because, in an instant, my pants were down to my knees, my clit in his mouth, and the only words I knew were “yes” and his name.
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        * * *

      

      With each passing day, the squirmy caterpillars in my stomach grew to full-on butterflies. I’d never experienced anything like this anticipation, not even for our wedding. What fantasy were we fulfilling? Where were we going? Would anyone else be there?

      In the spirit of the surprise Jax had planned, I even refused to search online for a place in our city that would cater to whatever it was we were doing, unwilling to ruin it for myself. I didn’t know where to start anyway—sex toy shop? BDSM club? Local bookstore with an exceptionally curated smut section?

      The only indication I had all day Friday that anything was different from a normal eggplant night was a series of texts from Jax making sure I was taking good care of myself until he could.

      After I got home and took a shower, a comfortable yet sexy outfit was laid out for me on the bed, black lacy underwear I’d never seen before right next to it. The bra pushed my breasts up, hard nipples straining through the sheer lace. The cute hip huggers made my ass look fabulous, the material soft and sensuous over my skin.

      “I will say, you won’t be in it long. But I thought you’d like to feel extra gorgeous tonight.”

      I turned at Jax’s voice, heart in my throat. He stood in the doorway, freshly showered and casually dressed in dark jeans and a button-down shirt, sleeves rolled to the elbows. Something about the exposed forearm, as Victorian as it sounded, always made me bite my lip. Probably because I imagined the muscles flexing there, the veins standing out as he’d drive his long fingers into my pussy, striving to please me.

      “Thank you,” I said, smoothing my hands down my front. “They’re beautiful.” Then, I innocently added, “What do you mean I won’t be wearing them long?”

      Jax laughed, the sound of his chuckle deep and full. “C’mon. We don’t want to be late.”

      After I put on my clothes—a flowing skirt and low, scoop-necked tank paired with strappy sandals—we headed out. Jax had thought of everything, hailing a ride that was already waiting at the curb. It took us downtown and let us off at a corner in an area populated with older brick buildings. From there, we walked a block to a whitewashed edifice. There was no sign on the exterior, but Jax laced our fingers together and led me to an unlocked side door. Once inside a small foyer—with two security cameras—he spoke into an intercom to verify our reservation, and we were officially buzzed through another door and into the building.

      Goosebumps spread over my skin as we followed signs guiding us to a dim but comfortable waiting room. Big leather couches, richly dyed in a cognac brown, dominated the space, walls covered in deep emerald damask patterns. Jax and I were the only ones there.

      “So, any guesses? I know you’ve been thinking about it all week.” Jax nosed my neck, running his lips along the tense tendon before giving it a sharp nip. My whole body ignited. He soothed the bite with his tongue.

      His vibe had changed as soon as we’d been allowed in—gone was the blushing, shy man who’d had trouble asking if I wanted to do this, replaced by a guy with serious big dick energy.

      “None,” I said. I wound my arms around his waist, clutching him close. Already, his cock pressed against my abdomen. There was something comforting about his arousal, and it helped quell doubts that he wanted this—whatever this was—even though he’d only expressed worry the past week about whether I was all in. “Didn’t have a clue where to begin.”

      “Fair enough. Let’s start with what fantasy you think we’re here for.”

      I pulled back just enough to see his dancing eyes. “Hmm. Something with equipment or toys we…don’t have at home?”

      “On the right track.” Jax slid a hand over the outside of my tank. One finger traced along the deep neckline, dipping underneath to the lacy cup of my bra. Our lips met as he taunted the nipple hiding there—a direct line to all my pleasure centers—and my clit begged him to trail his hand southward.

      “What, nothing?” Jax said. “Cat got your tongue?”

      “Maybe if you give me a hint?” I pouted, wrapping my fingers around him through his pants. Fuck, I needed him inside me.

      “Well, since you asked so nicely…” He gave me another kiss, this one sweeter than the last, and led me to one of the couches.

      We sat and he moved in, so close we pressed together from hip to shoulder, and whispered, “I’m not sure you even remember saying this, but…we’re here tonight to...what did you tell me you wanted? To be fucked by a whole group of guys, their only goal to fill your sweet little hole up with cum?”

      My jaw dropped as I thought back to that night. I’d had a few glasses of wine, but, beyond the haze of lowered inhibitions, I recalled telling Jax I wanted exactly that.

      I heard, rather than felt, the blood rush through my body as I flushed from head to cunt. Everything went tight and wet, readying for the penetration that was coming.

      His lips moved at my ear, breath warm. “I’ll ask you again. Is this something you want? Because we don’t have to do this, tonight or any other time⁠—”

      “Yes,” I said. “As long as our rules are in place.”

      Jax beamed. “Absolutely.” He kissed my temple. “I’ve wanted to give you this, but, you know, it’s a little difficult for just me to…” He gestured to my lower half.

      “Jax—you’re more than enough for me. Always. And thank you.” I drew him into a soft kiss.

      “Jax and Bree?” A well-dressed woman, probably in her early twenties, entered the room. Now that I knew what the night would hold, I couldn’t help the tremor that shot through my body as we got up and walked over to her. She smiled.

      “I’m Chloe,” she said, and tapped a clipboard. “Bree, your husband has made all the arrangements and mentioned this would be a surprise for you. Read these and sign, please.” She handed over a form detailing the experience, different paperwork from what Jax had had me sign before.

      “Excellent,” Chloe said when we were done. “I’ll show you to your changing room.”

      As we left the waiting area, I said, “You’re the first person we’ve seen. Are we your only clients tonight?”

      Chloe laughed. “Oh, no. Far from it. We’re almost always fully booked on Fridays. Lots of people want to let off steam from the work week. But discretion is our business, and we’re very good at it. Tonight I, and the phalanx, will be the only people you’ll interact with.”

      “Phalanx?” I asked.

      “Our team of male escorts,” Chloe explained. “They’re very…talented.”

      She led us through a maze of doors and hallways. The building was surprisingly quiet—there were no noises to indicate anything was going on, or even that anyone else was there.

      Chloe gestured to a numbered door with a key in the lock. “You’ll remove your clothes, put on the robes provided, then lock your door on the way out. Keep your key in your robe pocket. You’ll be able to hang it up in the playroom. Come out into the hall when you’re ready.”

      Playroom. Phalanx. My mind whirred and I went giddy, still unable to picture what this night would really look like.

      Jax pulled open the heavy wooden door, and I followed him in. The changing room was spacious, more of a suite. It was furnished with a loveseat and table, and the adjoining shower and bathroom were well-appointed with luxury toiletries. I slowly stripped for my husband, showing off the lacy lingerie, Jax’s eyes lighting my skin up the whole time.

      Standing in front of the full-length mirror without a stitch on, I expected to feel more…exposed. Nervous. But instead, I was excited, elated. I blew out a deep breath. How lucky was I to be with someone who was willing to indulge me in something so taboo?

      Jax, already naked, came up behind me and helped me into a robe. The satiny fabric melted luxuriously against my skin. Before I could belt it, Jax slid a finger through the slippery sheen between my lower lips.

      “Mmm. You’re so ready for this, aren’t you. Ready to be a good little toy for me? For all of them?”

      I groaned and ground myself against his finger, which he took away with a wicked grin. My body missed what it hadn’t even had yet. How cruel.

      “This way,” Chloe said, when we finally emerged. My toes gripped the plush carpeting as we walked, the satin robe slithering around my skin like the snake seducing Eve. We stopped at the far end of the hall in front of an imposing door. “Your fantasy is inside this room. Please hang your robes on the hooks. Liam will guide your experience, and he’ll be in shortly.”

      The door and lock clicked securely behind us, the sound practically echoing in the quiet space.

      Alone with my husband, I hesitated for a moment before Jax took my robe and hung it next to his. I looked around, getting my bearings. The playroom was warmly lit and comfortable, with sensual, dark fabric against the walls.

      The only piece of furniture sat squarely in the middle of the room. Low and similar in shape to a pommel horse, it was domed like a half-moon. The padding, covered in spotless, deep red leather, looked perfect for cushioning hips, or even an entire torso if used lengthwise. It was supported by sturdy metal legs that extended out to distribute the weight and prevent it from tipping over. I knelt next to it to see what was attached—soft, adjustable leather cuffs, tethered by a short length of chain. Four of them. My breath hitched as I realized someone could be bent over and bound to it.
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