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This book is dedicated to lovers who play in and out of the bedroom, those who never stop playing, and those who desire to please their partners and get off on getting their partner off, plus celebrate who they truly are because that’s how it should be. Mutual pleasure is mutual bliss. Aftercare matters. Before care matters. During care matters.

This book is an erotic romance, specifically erotic polyamory romance, please read and enjoy it knowing this is the genre it is in.

Marinate in your sexuality daily.
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FYI the triggers are on the next page so you can either read them, or skip them, as you desire.
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Get book 2 Power Plays, coming 2026 https://books.ruanwillowauthor.com/powerplays

Triggers: language, explicit sex scenes, swinger lifestyle theme/alternative lifestyle, multiple partners, LGTBQ themes, sexual health, empowerment of women, sexual exploration, polyamory, love triangle, BDSM, ultra high spice open door, exhibitionism, voyeurism, dark desires.
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Chapter 1
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“You’re my powerful vixen,” Derek says as Mallory emerges nude from the bathroom, her flesh dewy and shiny.

She blushes with a giggle. She presses her arms together and her breasts mash as she shrugs. “Well, I feel incredible, anyway. Thank you for the bath bomb. The name fulfilled its promise. I feel like a goddess after that.”

“You are a goddess,” he says slyly. “Only you don’t know it.”

She shrugs. “I’m super nervous. Are you?”

“Yeah. I am, too,” he admits as he swings his legs off the edge of the bed. “But I’m so happy we’re doing this together.” He clasps his hands. “This is our dream, Mal, what we’ve talked about for so long.”

Mallory stifles a shiver, but the reaction prevails, and her skin erupts into goosebumps. “I think we should go, it’s just that I’m scared to death.”

“Me too,” he says, rising. “But if we’re together, nothing can stop us.” He embraces her, and she drops her head.

“It’s not just a party.”

“Nope.” He grips her chin and raises it up, so their eyes meet. “It’s not just a party.”

“What if we see someone we know?” That worrisome reality has been nagging her.

He laughs. “If they’re there, then they are the same as us and there will be no worries.” He clears his throat and cocks his head.

“True. Horny and curious?” She adores him, and how he’s suddenly confident is a surprise, but she likes it.

“Yes,” he cradles her closer and rocks them together. “You’re my everything.”

“And you’re mine,” she parrots back softly.

“I’m more nervous than you are,” he states with a serious look.

She scoffs. “What? Oh, I don’t think so.”

“It’s true.”

She caresses his cheek. “I guess that makes sense.” Her mind spins on the possibilities ahead of them. Some seem scarier than others, but her biggest fear is that she won’t like the party. That would crash all her dreams and hopes. “You’re ready.“

He presses his lips together. “I think I am. Yeah.” He releases a big sigh. “Screw all the negativity. We don’t have to buy into their BS.”

“Nope. And it’s total BS.” She pauses as she holds his gaze. “Oh, I’m so excited. It’s going to be epic. I’m so ready to just try it out, you know? It’s like a fantasy coming true.” Anticipation grips her, and butterflies spring through her. “We’re doing this. We’re really doing this. We’re going to live out our fantasy in real life.” She bites her lower lip. “No one gets to do this.”

“All the party-goers do,” he says with a tilt of his head and a heckle after.

“True. But all our friends, everyone we know, no one matches up.” She leans back as he supports her. She sucks on her lower lip. “We’re the lucky ones.”

“We are the lucky ones. And I’m with you, I have high hopes, despite being terrified.”

“Our life, our rules.”

Derek nods. “Our life, our rules.”

“It’s normal, right? To be terrified of something like this?” Her nerves keep switching her mood from confident to worried. She makes a fist before she says, “We do this. And we do it kick butt, full on.”

“Kick butt,” he says with a nod. “I’d say we should do a quickie, looking at you looking all luscious and sexy, but we should save it, I’m thinking.”

“Agreed. I want to go into this as ripe and wanton as possible. We can’t break our setup. We’ve gone this long without it.”

“Yes. Exactly.” He steps away from her. “Then I need to stop being so close to you.” He heads over to the closet. “And I need to stop looking at you.” He scoffs. “I can’t control myself. You’re way too sexy.”

“I love your libido,” she coos.

“I love yours more,” he copies, then disappears into the closet. “I have no clue what to wear to something like this,” he shouts.

“Wear what you’re comfortable in. Your orange and gray flannel?”

“Oh, come on. I can’t wear that to this kind of party.”

“And why not?” She enters the closet. “There was no dress code listed.”

He quickly flicks through his shirts, and the hangers scrape across the bar.

“You’re not helping me abstain from fondling you by coming near me,” he protests. “You weren’t supposed to follow me,” he jokes.

“I have to get dressed too, silly. Just pretend I’m not here.” She gives him a flirty glance.

“Fat chance of that.” He points to his groin. “Plus, that bath bomb made you smell like heaven.”

She watches him peruse his shirts, sliding them across slowly, one by one.

“How about I pick for you?” She prances in front of him and bumps him backward with her bum.

“Well, that’s definitely not helping,” he says sarcastically.

She cackles and then chooses the flannel shirt she suggested. “You look hot in this one, and it’s super comfy. Ruggedly manly. It’s perfect.”

“It’s so casual, though. Too casual?”

She shakes her head. “No, it’s the one. You’ll feel good in it, and that’s exactly what you need.” She tips her head to the side. “Think comfort clothes. All the things to help you relax.”

He pulls the flannel off the hanger and slides his arm in. “I guess you do know me.”

“I do.” She moves to her side of the closet and chooses a dress she feel sexy in. She slips it over her head, her confidence returning to normal with the dress in place. “I’m so ready. And you’re going to be amazing. I just know it.”

“You’re better equipped for this,” he sighs as he pulls his jeans on. “If I disappear, know that I’m hiding in the bathroom.” He releases a big scoff. “Ugh. Why is this so hard? We both want this.”

“It’s new, but soon it won’t be,” she says, then blows him a kiss. “Let’s go. We’re going to be late. We’d better hurry.” Of course, this is harder for him; he has all that awful backstory of being shamed constantly running as a script in his head. She strokes his arm.

He stares at her with a lewd, wanton gaze. “You’re so hot. You’re going to kill it, and I look like a frumpy dude who just crawled off his couch.”

“You look burly and masculine, and I love you in that shirt.” She hooks her arm in his and tugs him out of the closet. “Let’s get ourselves there before we change our minds.”

The drive drags, and Mallory reaches for her phone to try and dissipate some of her nervous energy. She scrolls through social media and stops on an image of a sexy woman she recently started following, who is a content creator and is now launching into adult films. The woman is a phenomenon. She’s impressive and empowered. Mallory’s legit got a woman’s crush on her. She’s harnessed her power and is charging headlong into her vision of sexuality and femininity, and she’s owning it. The woman is an absolute legend. Mallory’s admiration for her grows as she peruses her profile page.

“Wow. Incredible,” she says, shaking her head. “You know that woman I was talking about last night, now she’s doing films.” She glances at Derek to see if he remembers the conversation.

“Yeah, I remember. The one with big titties and long straight hair in two tones of blond?”

“Yeah, that one. In the interview I watched, she said she’s making more per day than she used to make in a whole week in her old job. That’s truly an accomplishment.”

“It is, and what a nice way to make money.” He scoffs. “I’d live that way.”

“I know, right? Make a living off her sexiness. And dang, she’s killing it.” Mallory scrolls the woman’s content way down the feed on her page. Her interest in how she’s doing it grows, fueled by both curiosity and a hint of jealousy. “Using her own self to make this much money, what a power move. What a woman!” She’s proud of her and the keepers of the patriarchy must be groaning in pain. She snorts. “And more power to her. I should subscribe just to support her cause.” She taps subscribe.

“Indeed. Good idea.” He stops at a stoplight. “I think it’s the next turn. Will you check?” He pulls the car over to the side of the road once they pass through the green light.

“Yeah,” she says, leaving the app to check the map on her phone. “Yup, it’s the next one.” Her nerves bloom into a bigger ball of frenzy, not unlike what she’d imagine a panic attack feels like. “I think I might explode, I’m so excited and so nervous. I want to jump out of my seat one second and cower the next.”

“Yeah, me too. Part of me wants to turn the car around and just go out to eat.” He looks sheepish. He laughs.

She swats his arm. “No, we can’t do that. Not after all we’ve gone through to join.” She lets her phone fall into silent mode. “Plus, think of this, after today we won’t have to go through the first time again. We won’t be the newbies anymore. Plus, we want this.” She pauses and stares intently at him. Worry fills her. The last thing she wants to do is make her lover uncomfortable. Consent is everything. “Don’t we? I mean, we’ve talked to ad nauseam. But Derek. Honestly, if you want to pull the plug, we can. Just say the word, and we can go home. We can think about it some more. Talk some more.” She reaches over and places her hand on his. “Are you having second thoughts? I’m okay to not go in.”

He pauses, staring at his hand on the steering wheel. “No. I’m in. And that’s a good point. After today, we won’t be the newbies. That helps.” He looks more nervous than she feels, but she expects that, coming from the painful life he’s endured. “Let’s do this, and never have to do it green again. If we don’t like it, we just never go back. Right?”

She squeezes his hand and gives him a reassuring look. “Right. Yes, now let’s pop this party’s cherry and get it on.” She throws her head backward and gives him flirty eyes. “Whew! I’m ready to scream my head off from the pleasure overload.”

“Same,” he says with an equally excited look. “Let’s go!”

They drive down the street. Mallory’s heart pounds as she gazes at the houses. Her mind imagines the party house, beautiful, majestic, and luxurious. Inside its walls will be a whole new world of experimentation for them, a mini-universe of the potential of their needs being met, and new connections to enjoy, not to mention so many climaxes they might never want to leave. Though others might help launch her arousal, her heart belongs to Derek, and it always will.

She touches her heart and reaches over to place her hand over his. “Heart to heart. I’m yours, and you’re mine. Nothing will change that.” She holds direct eye contact with him as he quickly glances her way.

“Nothing,” he says as he slows the car. He looks at her more intently, agrees with a generous nod, and clarity in his eyes. He brings the car to a complete stop in front of a random house.

“We do this together.”

“Together.”

He plucks her hand off his chest and kisses the top of it.

She’s convinced he’s ready. His nerves make him seem not ready, but then her nerves are screaming in freak-out mode to her, too. But this sexual adventure is what they’ve wanted from the start of their relationship, and that hasn’t changed. It’s time to enact what they’ve dreamt about, and no last-minute jitters should stop them. Derek is right. If they don’t like it, they can just stop. No harm done.

“Honesty is our superpower,” Derek states while holding Mallory in a direct eye lock.

“Honesty is our superpower,” she agrees. “And pleasure awaits.”

Will it all be easy? No. Will it all be comfortable? Hell, no. There will be a learning curve, but if they stick to their boundaries, communicate incessantly without holding back, and are true to themselves, she’s positive they will succeed in this adventure.

Together.
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Chapter 2
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Derek drives again. Even though their anxious glances flicker between excitement and nervousness, they proceed onward. Holding her hand helps him.

His heart beats out of control as they pull into the neighborhood area where the house is located. He can’t stop the jittery feelings from consuming him, but he’s resolved. He’s doing this with her. No turning back. “Ready to get your brains fucked out?” He parks and gives her an affirming glance. “Let’s do this.”

“Let’s.”

They walk to the front door holding hands. Mallory knocks. She squeezes Derek’s hand and gives him a reassuring look.

An older couple opens the door.

“Hello,” the woman says. “Come in.” She raises her arms open and wide, as if ready to hug. She wiggles her fingers, and Mallory goes in for an embrace. “Yeah, that’s it,” the older woman coos.

Huh. Derek is taken aback. They start right in with being open and almost overly friendly. He’s ready to just immerse himself in their sensual culture, though. No turning back.

The man of the house comes up to Derek and says, “Welcome. I’m Sam. What are your names? And did you read and agree to the disclaimer we sent you for this party?”

Derek nods. “Yep. We did. We’re Derek and Mallory, and we sent the signed form back as a response to the email address that sent it to us.”

The woman smiles and nods. “Good. Glad to hear that. My name is Maria.” She checks the tablet in her hands and scrolls. “Yes, I see your response here. Fantastic. We are always so happy to welcome newcomers. We hope you both feel comfortable here and will want to return. We are like a little family of fuckers.” She grins big with a salacious look in her eyes as she chuckles.

“Oh, we are excited to try this out, but I have to admit, I’m scared to death. Well, he is more than me.” Mallory points to Derek, who wholeheartedly agrees with an aggressive nod.

“That’s...that’s...that’s the truth,” Derek stutters out.

Sam pulls Derek into a hug but stops midway. “May I?”

Derek nods.

Sam, who has a bod to die for, even hidden under his clothes, lays Derek back slightly like he’s going to dip him back, as if they’re dancing.

Derek nods happily again with a giant grin.

Sam leans him fully and kisses him in a deep French kiss, then stands him up straight. “More?” he asks.

Derek looks shocked, yet extremely overjoyed. He nods with a deeper grin, making himself look starstruck, or like a brainless bobblehead, with all the nodding. “Yes.”

Sam touches his thighs and snakes his arm around his side to his back, giving him a little spank.

Derek is a little taken aback by the spank, but he smiles, nonetheless. He’s getting himself set to go all-in to do this party.

Mallory stands there, watching, dumbfounded. But this might just be what Derek needs, to be thrust into this by such a man.

Sam winks at her. “I like to start right away with physical contact, so it isn’t such a shock when you enter the main room, given that you’ve both already given full consent via email and just now. We are big, huge, astronomical on consent here. It just sets the right tone.”

Mallory takes a deep breath, but before she can say anything, Maria makes eye contact with her.

“May I kiss you?” Maria asks with a lusty twinkle in her eyes.

Apparently, she is of the same thought process as Sam, but she’s definitely not complaining about a sexy as fuck woman asking to kiss her. Mallory nods with a grin. She’s hesitant, but she thinks Maria is nothing short of a goddess and, hell, yes, she’d very much love a kiss from her.

The woman of the house grabs Mallory and gives her a kiss, a deep kiss that sends butterflies all throughout Mallory’s body. Maria runs her hands down her breasts and then pulls away. She grabs Mallory’s hand and tugs her toward the hall.

She keeps direct eye contact with Mallory. “Ready?”

Mallory can’t quite speak after that kiss, so she lamely nods again. She’s the bobblehead now.

“This might be a shock to you both. I’m sure you’ve both seen orgies on porn, but seeing one live can be a bit jarring, let alone the overwhelming feeling you will get once joining in. If either of you would like to step away for a break, for any reason at all, off to the left of the main room is a break room. It’s filled with snacks, drinks, and comfortable chairs. There’s a TV in there as well if you need some distraction. Feel free to go there whenever either of you needs to. There are also robes and blankets for comfort, and a bed if you need a nap.” She winks. “Fucking this many people will wear you out in no time, especially when you aren’t used to it.”

Mallory is shocked that such a house exists for this type of thing. Do Sam and Maria live here? Or is this someone else’s house? Are the homeowners a part of the orgy? Are there video cameras? Had she read that there were? No. So why was her brain going there? All these questions swirl in her head, but she can’t seem to form words to ask them.

It’s even more of a shocker that she and Derek are actually here. They found the party ad on a swinging website they had made an account on recently. They had no idea how many swinging groups were in their area, nor that they’d have so many choices to pick from, that the decision of which party to try had been a difficult one. There were so many, they’d likely be able to try things out for more than a year, each one a new and exciting experience. So many offerings out there, it blew their minds. They had no idea all of this existed. All this had been going on right under their noses, and they never knew such groupings happened. They were elated, both being sexually adventurous.

“That’s amazing,” Mallory whispers, realizing sheepishly that her response is rather delayed. She’s practically panting; the anticipatory intrigue is almost too much to tolerate.

Maria chuckles. “We’ve been at this for over twenty years, Sam and I, hosting sex parties, that is, so we’ve figured out a thing or two to make it a smooth transition for people.”

Mallory follows as Maria pulls her along. She glances back at Derek, who is likewise being guided by Sam. The hallway is way longer than Mallory had expected.

Sam’s face is filled with joy, whereas Derek’s face keeps flitting between uneasiness and joyful awe. Mallory thinks it’s a beautiful thing to see him like this, and is so ready to see him take all the cock he wants. 

He’s had a hard time admitting his bisexuality, after having brought it up to Mallory after they watched porn once at the beginning of their relationship. She had immediately put him at ease by telling him she’s bi too and has slept with several women. It had sort of helped, but Derek had a few hang-ups to work through, namely his dad’s disgust for gay men, and the teaching he received from his church growing up that being gay is a sin.

Mallory had not grown up with such restrictions. In fact, her aunt had married a woman back when Mallory was eight, so being queer had been normal to her at a young age. She had been blessed with an upbringing not being ashamed of being human, rather differences were celebrated, which was drastically the opposite of Derek’s life. He had been constantly shamed at every turn.

She nodded at Derek and did a chin-up motion as she smiled as if to say, ‘you got this, baby.’

He responded with a smile that betrayed his nerves, but it was a smile nonetheless despite the doubts on his face. She’d take it in a heartbeat over sheer terror. He had suffered a nightmare a few nights ago about this party, where his dad had walked it as he was being fucked in the ass by a man. It was so strong he almost backed out of agreeing to come to the party. Mallory is proud of him for getting past that shame. Fake as it was, it was laced with reality.

The sounds of sex hit her ears before she sees them. The moans are loud, as are the grunts. And then the skin smacks become audible. Her heart pounds as they walk into the big living room with a high ceiling and see a bunch of naked people already fucking.

Malory gasps. Are we late to the party? It being in full gear already shocks her. She’d thought there would be a happy hour, a chance to get to know each other. But then she realizes all these people already likely knew each other, so that’s silly. But, still, she kind of wishes she could make some connections first.

“We won’t throw you into the dog pile yet.” Maria points to the long tables on the other side of the room, where a few naked people are talking and sipping drinks.

Mallory lets out a sigh of relief. “Oh, thank goodness,” she says in a very low voice.

Maria looks pleased. “Another thing is you need to have some connections to people, so we pulled out a few of our veterans for you and Derek to chat with and get acquainted. There’s no rushing this. Just so you know. And if you both prefer just to watch this time, please, feel free to do that. You’ll be invited back as long as you want, as long as...” she pauses, “well, we don’t need to get into that unless we encounter it. You read the disclaimer, so you know.”

Mallory imagines what she means, and it makes sense, but she feels uneasy about it all. What if she fucks up and they hate her?

As if Maria can read her mind, she says, “There are no rules other than consent which is required for all acts, as is respect. Don’t violate those rules, and all will go well for you with our group.”

Mallory nods as Maria leads her to the table. Mallory glances back and reaches for Derek’s hand. They stroll along as a string of four bodies holding hands as they pass the massive pile of fucking and moaning people. Their facial expressions and sounds are like they are in utter bliss. Someone always seems to be coming or near orgasm. The orations they make alone are totally delicious to Mallory, and it drives up her lust.

Derek squeezes Mallory’s hand three times. That’s been their signal in bars for ‘I’m okay’ and it’s worked out so well they’ve kept the practice alive. She squeezes his hand back three times. They hold each other’s gaze for about ten seconds before their eyes wander.

As the four of them approach the people mingling, they all turn and smile. It seems almost orchestrated, but their friendly faces erase any creepiness Mallory had suffered from coming over here at first.

“Alexa, Matt, Josie, Malakai, this is Mallory and Derek. The newcomers I told you all about.”

They all nod with pleasant expressions and wish Mallory and Derek a warm welcome.

Mallory keeps glancing at the giant mass of people fucking. It’s like watching a train wreck, but hot. She’s jarred by the energy the orgy emanates throughout the room. It’s almost palpable, and it charges up her own sexual energy hugely, more and more by the second. Part of her just wants to tear across the room running, give a war battle cry, and leap into the pile of people having sex. She wants to assimilate herself. But the other part is hesitant, and this part of her also wants her to take it slow for Derek’s sake, too. The apprehension in his eyes is still quite thick.

Derek is still holding both Mallory’s hand and Sam’s as he stares at the orgy scene. It’s far more chaotic than he imagined. There’s so much to look at and watch that his brain is telling his eyes to look here, look there, look everywhere all at once. He’s overcome with trepidation, not unlike how he felt at fourteen years old, having to walk into a new school, only here everyone is naked and either putting parts into someone or accepting someone’s parts into them. All he wants to do is run away, but there is also this draw that pulls him forward. It’s not unlike a magnet, but way stronger. It’s also the promise of a fresh start, and, of course, all the possibilities the opportunity could potentially deliver to both himself and Mallory. The freshness of the situation is intoxicating, and he gazes upon the scene as if in a trance. Inside, he smiles. Nothing is a memory yet, nothing is a mistake yet either.

Derek peeks at Mallory. She’s just devastatingly gorgeous, and her eyes are lit with excitement. This look that she often displays to the world is exactly what drew Derek to her in the first place. It had been like her eyes shared all the beauty of her soul at first glimpse. Everything about her was upfront and energetically joyful. There were no games. He never expected he’d find a woman who would be more open to trying new sexual things than he is. But he’s learning from Mallory, and this party isn’t the first foray he has followed his sexy girlfriend into in the past few months. He’d had sex in way more places than ever before in his life, and he had way more sex than he’d ever had in any relationship prior to this one. That part made him very happy. Mallory had been good for him in so many ways, and he just hopes he can be as good back for her as she is for him. He seriously doubts he is.

Maria hands both Mallory and Derek a champagne glass. She raises her flute. “Toast to your first live sex party, that won’t be your last.” She looks proud and has a sexy air of confidence about her that both Mallory and Derek find very alluring. Sam is the same way, only even more so. Derek suspects he’s a Dom. Maria could be one too, or at least a switch. There’s an unspoken connection between them that is totally obvious.

The men and women in the middle of the room are all enjoying each other’s bodies. A massive mix of clearly all bisexual men and women. With men and women with men, women on women, and mixed groups of gender for threesomes, foursomes, and even a fivesome tangle. And the people keep shifting around to new partners. It’s fluid, like a moving, living creature, this orgy pile, and screaming of life and lust with gasps, groans, moans, sputters, choking sounds, giggling, yells, screams, skin slaps, and ‘omigod’ utterances. Both Mallory and Derek feel it’s a beautiful phenomenon of chaos that has an order to it because it’s all sex, and seems primal, instinctual, and oh so right, even though watching it now feels even more chaotic than expected.

One of the women hands Mallory and Derek each a chocolate-covered strawberry. “To get you in the mood. An appetizer of pleasure for your mouths.” Her green eyes are gorgeous, and her body is kickass, curvy hot.

Mallory grins as she takes the strawberry.

Derek smiles meekly and takes his berry.

They hold each other’s gazes as they bite into the lush, rich, chocolate-bathed piece of fruit.

“Mmmm. This is divine,” Mallory says with a mouthful, while nodding and smiling.

“Totally. I could eat ten,” Derek chuckles.

The woman, who’s basically wearing a tied sheet like a toga, waves her arm across the table. “Well, help yourselves, there’s more of those, and plenty of other things to whet your appetite for pleasure. That’s what this party is all about. Experiencing and enjoying pleasure.” Her pleasant facial expression puts both Mallory and Derek even more at ease.

“So, tell me more about your situation, your relationship. I read your answers on the intake form, but I’d love some elaboration,” Maria says.

Neither Mallory nor Derek speaks up.

Sam’s expression turns to one of total compassion. “Please, don’t ever feel pressed or forced for anything. You don’t owe anyone any explanations either. Do what feels comfortable to you, and if you suddenly need time away to reflect, or you changed your mind about something, there’s no judgment.” Sam’s demeanor is that of a loving, caring leader, and his calm directness puts Derek at ease.

“Well,” Derek says with hesitation. “I’m kind of new to being open sexually. Mallory is more open than I am, or more than I have been, but she’s been supportive and helping me explore my own sexuality. But I admit, I’m a bit nervous about taking cock.”

Sam’s smile is genuine and kind, understanding and knowing. “There’s no need to be nervous. I assure you, everyone here has been fully screened for their backgrounds, and anyone who has any nasty personality traits, narcissism, or greediness is asked to leave immediately. We are very selective in who we choose to let in here.”

“Hence the extensive form,” Mallory says with a nod.

“Precisely.” Sam raises both hands. “And we do prefer couples. We do have one divorced woman in the group who is now single, but she’s joining another couple in the group. They are polyamorous, and the couple is taking her in as their partner.”

Derek’s eyes widen. He had read about such things and seen posts about it on social media. The idea of a polygamous way of life definitely intrigues him.

“Do either of you have any questions?” Maria asks them with kind eyes.

Mallory finds her voice and speaks up. “I know the information said everyone gets tested for STDs, and women are on some sort of birth control or speak up about the need for condoms, but how often do people test? And I ask this because of the polyamory comment, cause if these people are having sex with people outside the group, that poses a risk.”

Maria nods her head. “Yes. So, we talk about this one if a couple decides to join our sex club officially, and so before their second party. If a member of the club has sex with others outside this club, they must retest to prove they are clean. It’s on the honor system, and we haven’t had a problem with this in all the years we’ve been doing it. And that’s in part due to how selective we are for who we let join us.”

Mallory nods. “Fair enough.” Watching the faces of the people blossom into orgasm after orgasm is driving her desire to join to fire alarm status. She needs to get in there. “What do you think, Derek? Is this still a go for you?”

Derek meets her gaze, and his eyes melt. He gives a single nod. “I’m nervous, but I want to do it.”

Sam takes a step forward and turns to face them. “This is exactly what I like to see. You two checking in with each other. Communication is key. A dedication to each other’s comfort and pleasure is also key. I think you two will fit right in. And be a great addition to our group.” Sam draws in a long breath and releases it, as if savoring something. “One more thing, I’ll remind you that you don’t owe anyone explanations, nor are you obligated to finish any act you start. You should feel comfortable just leaving a person or group whenever you don’t like something or aren’t comfortable. This is a safe place. We want you to feel completely safe here, so please feel free to move on, leave the room, or even the party, if you ever feel the need to. And the hand signal for you is done with what you are doing, and moving on is your arm raised up like you are asking a question with your index finger pointed at the ceiling. We all know that a signal means you are moving on. No need to give a reason. Okay?”

They both nod at Sam.

“Good,” says Sam.

The validation from Sam is like a hug to Mallory. Being called a “good girl” usually tweaks her clit and thickens her satisfaction. It’s not that she’s an approval seeker or needs that kind of validation to be okay; it’s just delicious to hear.

“Do you need more time, or shall we enter this pile of sex?” Mallory squeezes Derek’s forearm before she turns to face him fully. “I’m ready to do this if you are, but I’m also ready to walk out if you are. But if we do that, we are fucking the second that car door closes,” she says with a chuckle laced throughout her last words.

He grins. “Oh, I get it. And I’m in too, Mallory.” Derek’s shoulders relax and his face clears of unease, well, mostly. “Let’s go fuck and get fucked.”

Sam grabs Derek’s hand, and Maria grabs Mallory’s. Derek reaches for Mallory’s hand and the four stride together as a human chain toward the orgy. The people in the orgy are on a large, round piece of beige furniture, which is like an island. It looks like an ottoman, only supersized, like someone gave it steroids. Mallory has never seen such a large ottoman before and is amazed at how perfect it is for an orgy. It’s like a large circular padded stage in the middle of the large living room.

Sam and Maria start to strip. Mallory and Derek follow suit, smiles on their faces. They are so ready for this sex party. It’s just a big old pile of naked people, and an orgy of no end. There’s so much moaning and groaning, lip smacks and skin smacks all around, it’s like being immersed in a dream.

Maria faces them, but both Mallory’s and Derek’s eyes drift down her body. She smiles. “Okay. To orient you, there are bottles of lube strewn about and sex toys of all different sizes, shapes, and colors. All will be thoroughly cleaned before every party, as the welcome email stated. Use what you need and want. This is your sexual playground.” Maria points to a colorful pile of dildos and sex toys on the edge of the ottoman nearest them.

Mallory dives right for them without hesitation and stands at the edge of the ottoman. Derek watches in amazement because she’s instantly a part of the scene. A man grabs her and kisses her. He fondles her breasts.

Derek watches in awe at how she just assimilates in so easily, so naturally. He’s proud of her.
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Chapter 3
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Sam puts his arm around Derek, who is shorter than he is by more than a head. “Take your time, Derek. This is on your timeline and only your timeline.”

Derek desperately wants to be with Sam sexually. He glances down at Sam’s massive erection but feels too shy to ask him to join him in a sexual act.

Mallory continues to deeply kiss the man who pulled her into the horde. She looks so happy and excited, Derek loves to see her like this. No matter how it happens, he loves to see Mallory have pleasure. He knows they are committed to each other, and he’s just never felt threatened by other people because he and Mallory are so strong together.

Derek watches as the man’s hands are traveling down her body onto her curvy hips, where he then walks his fingers to the back of her and grips both of her butt cheeks. He gives her flesh a hearty squeeze, lifting her slightly off the floor. She squeals and runs her hands along his biceps, meanders her hands over his nipples, and down his tummy. And then she gropes her way back up to his hair to play with it. They kiss more, maxing out the foreplay. Derek loves doing all those same things to her, so he smiles, loving that she’s getting the touches she desires.

Mallory glances back, and Derek is just watching with a happy smirk on his face. She is very pleased and happy to have found such a wonderful man in Derek.

Derek makes eye contact with Sam, with what feels like way too much trepidation, cause honestly, he’s ready to try this. “Do I just ask someone, or do I just lay myself in the group and let someone take me?”

Maria joins Mallory and the man, and Mallory’s eyes beam with bliss. Mallory’s smile blossoms with happy, salacious lust at the addition of Maria to their tryst.

Derek is dying to ask Sam to be that same someone for him that Maria and the man are being for Mallory, but he’s so scared to ask.

Sam smiles deeply, as if he knows. “Would you like to have a partner as you join the horde? If so, I’m definitely the man to gently usher you into the ecstasy you’re watching.” His grin is lascivious and hungry, but confident.

He reminds Derek of a wolf, an alpha, a bull—which likely, he is.

Derek simply nods with an awestruck look on his face.

Sam drapes his arm around Derek’s shoulder. Derek’s eyes fall once again to Sam’s very large erect cock, which is out and stiff in all its magnificent glory. He really has a stunning cock. Derek hasn’t been able to keep his eyes off Sam’s raging boner, ever since Sam undressed. The man is a living Greek statue.

Sam gently guides Derek to an open spot that just appeared on the ottoman. He pushes Derek to sit, which brings Sam’s hard shaft right in front of Derek.

It bobs seductively in front of Derek as Sam moves slightly. He’s hypnotized by the beauty of it, so near to his eyes. He cautiously reaches for Sam’s cock, then glances up to make eye contact with him.

Sam nods his approval. “Keep your eyes on mine, Derek.” It’s a command, but Derek willingly complies because this is exactly what Derek wants. Mallory’s statement from earlier today flits across his brain. ‘If you see a cock you want, suck it.’

He opens his mouth and leans toward Sam’s hard dick and takes it into his mouth. The feel of his cockhead filling his mouth is exactly what he’s been longing for. But the sigh Sam gives as he begins to suck him and take his member deeper into his mouth is to die for. Derek’s so turned on, his own dick couldn’t get any harder than it already is. The sounds he’s bringing Sam to make with his blow job alone are almost making him come. He doesn’t touch his own dick as he sucks Sam’s because he doesn’t want to come yet. There’s way too much to do before that should happen.

After a few minutes of enjoying blowing Sam, which Derek could keep doing for about an hour or so, Sam tugs on his arms, signaling he should rise.

Sam pulls him close and whispers, “That was very delicious and very hot. You give a very excellent blow job. But now I’d like to fuck your ass.”

Derek’s cock twitches, then he nods. He’s realizing he’s under the spell of Sam’s sexy, dominant demeanor. And it’s exactly what he’s been desiring for years.

Sam kisses him, and the kiss sets off fireworks. He’s always thought that analogy was stupid and unrealistic, but Sam is disproving that because Derek feels explosions firing off inside him. The tip of Derek’s cock is pressed against Sam’s, and they rub together as they move. It’s so fucking delicious that Derek fears he’s going to come too fast, and the fun will be over. He thinks of unpleasant things to stave off the climax, like cleaning a toilet and picking up dog poop to get his brain off this sexy, irresistible man.
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