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EVELINA ROSE



 


Chapter 1



James and Emily Carter had been married for four years, their love a steady flame that warmed their comfortable life in Silicon Valley. James, a 40-year-old software engineer, had always been a man who appreciated beauty, having dated many striking women before meeting Emily at a colleague’s cocktail party six years ago. Something about her—her grace, her wit—had reined him in, turning a roamer into a devoted husband.

Emily, at 34, was a vision of youthful allure, standing at 5’2” and weighing a delicate 110 pounds. Her blonde hair cascaded in soft waves, framing emerald eyes that sparkled with mischief. Her 34C curves and slender waist drew admiring glances wherever she went, her firm, petite backside a particular point of pride. As an interior designer, she brought creativity and elegance to every space she touched, much like she did to their marriage. But what James cherished most was her insatiable appetite for intimacy—a fire that matched his own.

Their marriage was built on trust. James knew Emily would never stray, her devotion as fierce as her passion. Yet, as they sat in a dimly lit bar one evening after work, a new current stirred in James’s mind. He’d stepped away to the restroom, leaving Emily at the counter, her navy dress hugging her curves. As he returned, he caught sight of two men—tall, broad-shouldered, with skin like polished ebony—passing by the bar. Their heads turned, eyes lingering on Emily’s figure, particularly her taut, inviting backside.

James’s heart thudded, not with jealousy but with an unexpected thrill. He froze, watching from a distance, wondering how Emily might react if those men approached her. The bar was crowded, but the space beside her was reserved for him. The men hesitated, then moved to a booth across the room, their gazes still flickering toward her. James exhaled, his pulse racing, and rejoined his wife.

“Everything okay, hon?” Emily asked, her voice light as she sipped her wine.

“Yeah, just… got caught up,” James replied, his throat tight. He glanced at the men in the booth, their eyes still tracing Emily’s form. His mind spun with a forbidden fantasy: what if those men had made a move? What if Emily, his faithful wife, faced a bold advance? He knew she’d turn them down—her loyalty was unshakable—but the thought of her caught in such a scenario ignited something primal in him.

That night, back in their bedroom, their lovemaking was electric, more intense than it had been in months. James’s hands roamed her body with urgency, his thrusts fueled by the image of a stranger’s hands on her. Emily, breathless beneath him, laughed softly afterward, her green eyes glinting. “Wow, James, you were like a man possessed tonight. My wild stallion.”

Guilt pricked at him. As he’d moved inside her, his eyes had fluttered shut, picturing one of those men from the bar taking her, her moans echoing for someone else. The fantasy had driven him to new heights, but he couldn’t shake the shame of it. Emily, oblivious, curled against him and drifted to sleep.

In the weeks that followed, the bar incident lingered in James’s mind. Each time they went out—dinner at a cozy bistro, a stroll through the mall, or a movie at the local theater—he found himself scanning the crowd for men like those from the bar. Muscular, commanding figures who might turn Emily’s head, or at least spark the fantasies that now consumed him. He imagined her fending off an advance, her polite rejection firm but laced with curiosity. Other times, his thoughts darkened, picturing her overwhelmed, taken by force. The images sent his blood racing, and their sex life surged with renewed vigor, though he often retreated to the bathroom afterward, unable to sleep, his hand working furiously to quell the visions.

Work had been grueling for James, a months-long project draining his energy. He’d neglected Emily, too exhausted to match her usual enthusiasm in bed. On two occasions, he’d failed to perform entirely, leaving them both frustrated. Emily, ever understanding, supported him through it, but he could sense her restlessness. Now, with the project complete, he vowed to make it up to her.

“I’m taking you away for a four-day weekend,” he announced one evening, his hand resting on her thigh as they drove home. “The city, a fancy hotel, the works. We’ll make up for lost time.”

Emily’s face lit up, her fingers intertwining with his. “Oh, James, that sounds perfect. I’ve been dying for some adventure.”

She’d prepared for the trip with enthusiasm, slipping away to boutiques for lacy, daring outfits that made James’s pulse quicken just thinking about them. But beneath her excitement, Emily carried her own secret. The past few months had tested her too. Her craving for intimacy, awakened in her late teens, had grown into a constant hum, one she’d vowed to satisfy only with James. Yet, in moments of weakness, she’d entertained fleeting thoughts of straying—just to scratch the itch. She’d fought them off, but the guilt lingered.

One memory haunted her. Driving to a nearby strip mall, she’d stopped at a light and watched a young man cross the street, dribbling a basketball. Tall, lean, with skin like midnight, he’d moved with a confidence that made her breath catch. Her thighs had clenched involuntarily, a rush of warmth flooding her core. She’d circled the block, passing him again, her fingers gripping the wheel as she battled the urge to pull over and offer him a ride. She knew where that would lead. Shaking her head, she’d floored the gas and driven away, ashamed of her lapse.

Now, as they checked into a luxurious downtown hotel, the promise of their weekend adventure hung in the air. They unpacked, showered, and dressed for dinner, Emily in a sleek black dress that clung to her curves, James in a tailored blazer. As they drove to a high-end restaurant, James’s hand slid over the console to rest on Emily’s thigh, his fingers brushing the hem of her dress.

“Let’s go all out this weekend,” he said, his voice low with intent. “Push the boundaries. Try things we’ve only whispered about.”

Emily’s lips curved into a sly smile. “You want to get naughty, huh? I’m game.”

Their dinner was filled with laughter and wine, the tension of the past months melting away. But as they drove back to the hotel, a red light brought them to a stop beside a flickering neon sign. “The Starlight Theater,” Emily read aloud, her tone teasing. “Isn’t that the place always in the papers for those… adult films?”

James’s heart skipped. “Yeah. Ever been to one?”

She laughed, nudging him. “No, but… why not? Let’s be bad tonight, James. Take me to a dirty movie.”

His throat went dry, but he turned at the next intersection, parking near the theater’s grimy entrance. The Starlight was in a rundown part of town, the sidewalk littered with debris, hookers and their handlers working the corners. The seedy atmosphere sent a thrill through James, mirrored by the spark in Emily’s eyes as they bought tickets, avoiding eye contact with the cashier.

Inside, the theater was dark, the air thick with the sounds of moans from the screen. They found seats in an empty upper section, the flickering light revealing a crowd of men closer to the front. As their eyes adjusted, Emily gripped James’s hand, her breath quickening at the explicit scenes unfolding before them. A muscular man onscreen loomed over a petite woman, and James’s mind replaced her with Emily, his arousal immediate and intense.

“God, look at that,” Emily whispered, her voice husky. “He’s… huge.”

James swallowed, his pants tight. “Want some popcorn, hon? Maybe a drink?”

She nodded, her eyes still on the screen. “Sure. Hurry back.”

He made his way to the lobby, his mind racing with the images he’d just seen—and the ones he couldn’t stop imagining.




Chapter 2


James pushed through the heavy doors into the Starlight Theater’s lobby, the stale air and flickering fluorescent lights a stark contrast to the plush hotel they’d left behind. His heart still raced from the images on the screen—Emily’s whispered reaction to the raw scene playing out, her voice thick with intrigue. He headed to the restroom first, needing a moment to collect himself. The bulge in his pants was evidence of how deeply the night’s adventure was affecting him.

Standing at the urinal, James froze as two men entered, their presence filling the small, grimy space. Both were towering, easily over 6’5” and built like linebackers, their dark skin gleaming under the dim light. One took the urinal next to him, the other stood close behind, ignoring the empty stalls. James’s pulse spiked, a mix of fear and something else—something he didn’t want to name.

“Hey, Tyson,” the man behind him said, his voice low and rough. “Ain’t this the guy who came in with that gorgeous blonde up in the back?”

The man next to James, Tyson, chuckled, glancing his way. “Yeah, that’s him. Gotta be crazy, bringing a fine piece like that to a dump like this.”

James’s throat tightened. “She’s… she’s my wife,” he stammered, his voice barely audible over the sound of his own heartbeat.

The man behind him leaned closer, his breath warm on James’s neck. “Your wife, huh? Name’s Darius. This here’s Tyson. What’s yours, man?”

“J-James… James Carter,” he managed, zipping up with shaking hands.

Darius’s grin was wide, almost predatory. “James, this ain’t exactly a safe spot for a lady like her. Especially leaving her alone up there. Me and Tyson, we’re regulars. Hate to see new folks like you get trouble. How ‘bout we join you, keep an eye out?”

James’s mind screamed to refuse, to grab Emily and bolt, but his legs felt leaden, his curiosity a traitor. “I… I need to get popcorn and drinks,” he said, hoping to stall.

“Perfect,” Tyson said, clapping a heavy hand on James’s shoulder. “We’ll take some too.”

In the lobby, James ordered a box of popcorn and four large sodas, his hands fumbling as he balanced the tray. Tyson and Darius flanked him, their presence overwhelming as they munched on popcorn, guiding him back into the theater’s darkness. The moans from the screen grew louder, the flickering light casting shadows over the sparse crowd. James led the way up the stairs, his stomach knotting as he approached Emily.

She looked up, her green eyes widening at the sight of the two strangers. James slid into the seat beside her, setting the tray down, while Tyson took the seat on her other side and Darius settled directly behind James, his knee brushing James’s shoulder. Emily’s hand found James’s, her grip tight.

“Hon,” James said, his voice unsteady, “this is Tyson and Darius. They’re… regulars here. They just want to make sure we’re okay.”

Emily’s breath hitched, her body stiffening. “James… I’m scared,” she whispered, leaning close.

He squeezed her hand, his own fear mingling with a twisted excitement. “It’s okay, hon. They’re just… looking out for us.”

On the screen, two men were entwined with a petite woman, their movements raw and unrelenting. Darius’s voice cut through the moans. “Damn, Tyson, look at those guys stretching that girl out. Bet she’s never had it like that.”

Emily’s grip tightened, her voice a shaky whisper. “James…”

James glanced down, his breath catching as he saw Tyson’s hand resting on Emily’s thigh, just below the hem of her black dress. The fabric had ridden up, exposing a sliver of pale skin. Emily’s legs were pressed together, but Tyson’s fingers moved slowly, caressing, pushing the dress higher. She called out softly, “James… James!” but he sat frozen, his eyes locked on Tyson’s hand.

The hand grew bolder, slipping under the dress, inching toward the edge of her panties. Emily’s body tensed, her nails digging into James’s hand. “James… oh God, James,” she gasped, her voice a mix of panic and something else—something that made James’s cock twitch painfully.

Tyson’s fingers traced along her panties, and Emily’s thighs parted slightly, almost involuntarily. A soft moan escaped her lips, barely audible over
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