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Chapter Eleven


Lyn walked into the party with a confidence
she didn’t feel. It was comforting having Bruce next to her, but
she could sense he was as nervous as she was. It was like they had
a mystical sixth sense of the other person, the sort of sense that
only developed after years of being together, of being married.

They had only been married six months and
they were going to their first orgy.

But no one called it an orgy, Chelsea had
made that clear. It was just a party. Where there would be sex and
nudity and maybe perverted acts, but they weren’t required to join
in. They could just watch.

Chelsea had cautioned them that some of
those in attendance liked to be watched, so if they did watch, they
might be participating in someone else’s kink.

Bruce had said he was fine with that. Lyn
had agreed.

The moment after she walked in, Lyn started
to doubt her every choice up to this moment. When she had asked
what to wear, Charlotte had said party casual, whatever the hell
that meant.

When Lyn pressed her on it, Charlotte simply
said to be comfortable. And maybe wear something that was easy to
take off.

Bruce had gone with jeans and an Oxford
button down shirt. That was easy for him. Lyn had debated for hours
among all her clothes. Eventually she went with a casual purple
sweater that was low cut enough to be sexy and show off some of her
cleavage, but not so low cut that it would be inappropriate in a
casual get together. She paired it with a comfortable black skirt
that Bruce assured her was just the right amount of tightness over
her ass. To this she added black thigh high stockings but eschewed
a garter belt because that was too much trouble and too cliché.

“Are you going to wear panties?” Bruce asked
as he lounged on their bed watching her dress and undress.

For Lyn a bra was necessary under almost
every circumstance. Her tits weren’t huge, but they were big enough
that going braless out in public—even to a munch as Chelsea had
called it—wasn’t really appropriate...or comfortable. She was
wearing a silk and lace purple bra that helped her cleavage, but
she hadn’t yet chosen panties.

More than once she had gone out on a date
with Bruce without panties. It was a thrill to be naked under her
skirt, breaking social norms, and no one but her husband knew.

But this was different, wasn’t it?

“I was thinking of a black thong. Keep it
simple and classy,” she said looking into her underwear drawer.

“No exactly easy to get out of if you want
to fuck,” Bruce observed.

“You want me to go commando?” she asked. For
the briefest flash of a moment she hated him because his clothing
choices were easy. She had made him wear underwear that brought his
cock forward so he’d have an impressive bulge when called for, but
that was it.

“Yes. Why not?”

“Fine!” she slammed the small drawer closed.
“Ready to go.”

He said yes, but they were both
uncertain.

“I’m so glad you’re here!” Chelsea said when
she met them outside the warehouse at the appointed time. Though
they were on the edge of the industrial part of the city, it was
being revitalized by the arts community using the cheap rent, along
with some bold restaurants and microbreweries. It was the hip, new
trendy place to be.

The older woman gave Lyn a kiss on the cheek
in greeting while Bruce shook hands with John. Both men nodded and
remained silent.

“Are you ready?” Chelsea asked.

“Not really,” Lyn answered causing John and
Chelsea to laugh. Bruce just smiled.

Unconsciously Lyn touched her silver collar,
the one with the lock that could only be removed by the key that
Bruce carried. It was her one bold piece of jewelry.

That and the silver ring
that pierced her clit hood. She could feel it pressing heavily
against her clit right now. It was throbbing in
anticipation of what was to come.

And of course she wore her wedding band. She
was a married woman, after all. No engagement ring. Bruce and her
didn’t go in for that sort of thing.

She half hoped that by the end of the
evening she’d be only wearing those three pieces of jewelry.

“Don’t worry. Just think of it as a party
with nudity.”

“And sex,” John added.

When they stepped through the large, heavy,
metal industrial door, Bruce and Lyn had expected some sort of
transformation.

It wasn’t. Not exactly.

The space was nicely converted. It had been
redesigned to be a restaurant or meeting space. There was dim
lighting, music, and a bar along one wall. Lyn could see perhaps a
dozen people seated at the tables and bar. For a fleeting moment,
it looked like any other party.

And then she realized that half of those in
attendance were naked or nearly so.

That made her stomach jump and her pussy to
moisten.

Seeing some friends, Chelsea drew Bruce and
Lyn over to a table where another couple was already seated.

Chelsea and John were a middle-aged but
well-paired couple. On a second, quick glance around the room,
Bruce observed that most of those in attendance were middle-aged.
He and Lyn were probably the youngest couple there. The couple at
the table were roughly Chelsea and John’s age. At first Bruce
thought that the man was wearing a black tank top, but it was more
of a see-through material. Bruce could clearly see the thick nipple
rings the man wore. He also had a black leather collar around his
neck. Attached to the collar was a leash of steel links. This was
attached to a hook at the table.

Looking
closer, Bruce noted the man wasn’t
sitting at the table. Instead, he was kneeling like a slave. It had
never occurred to treat Lyn—his slave—like that, but that wasn’t
the sort of slavery games they were into.

“Lyn, Bruce. Meet Christine and Dave.”

Bruce forced himself to look away from Dave
because he didn’t want to stare and though this didn’t seem to be
the place for it, he didn’t want to be accused of staring at a man
and acting gay. Bruce wasn’t gay or even bi. He was fine with that,
but he didn’t know how to act in this new situation so he
overthought everything.

Christine looked like she had come to the
party directly from the office. She looked like she worked in one
of the tower buildings full of management companies and specialty
contractors. Maybe her skirt was a little tight. Maybe her blouse
was unbuttoned a little bit too much to be considered business
appropriate, but they weren’t at an office, were they?

Bruce found himself staring at Christine.
She was pretty enough with blonde hair and brilliant blue eyes.
Maybe she used a little too much makeup to cover up the fact that
she wasn’t twenty five any longer, but there was no shame or
shyness in her face. Her blazer was open and Bruce stared openly at
her cleavage. The white silk blouse she wore clearly showed the
fancy lace bra she
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