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Chapter One
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“How about that one?” Chelsea Davenport pointed to a college-aged man, his smirk as he talked to the cashier at the hamburger joint at the mall letting Chelsea know he was flirting pretty hard and getting nowhere. While other people stood around the mall’s food court, trying to decide what they wanted for dinner, Chelsea sat there selecting her next fantasy for when she masturbated. 
Darren followed his wife’s finger, noticing the blond younger man she pointed out. He was definitely younger than Darren expected, but then again, that was probably the appeal for her. The man wore jeans that hugged his ass and showed the strength of his legs and a T-shirt that announced he had a chest Chelsea would love to have her hands on while straddling the man’s waist. “Do you think he’s even out of college?” 
She shrugged. “Who cares? The idea isn’t to marry him, just to ride him into oblivion. Do you think he could pound me without coming too fast? Young bucks tend to be quick to shoot, if you know what I mean.”
Darren chuckled as he gave a shake of his head. “Young bucks are just excited they’re getting laid. They haven’t had enough time to learn control.”
“True,” she said with a sigh. Then she turned and faced her husband again. “So, do you think this is something we could do? You know, without all the jealousies and emotional junk you would think goes with it. Sex for the sake of sex.”
He opened his mouth, about to say something glib, but decided her question needed serious thought and not a nonchalant answer. She was being serious, so he needed to be just as serious. He forced himself to pause and really think over her question. Over the past few weeks, Chelsea had asked the same question, each time with more urgency. This fantasy was becoming an obsession and, if he were honest with himself, he wasn’t sure how he felt seeing her so eager to have sex with a stranger. The past few times they had sex, she had talked her fantasy out, small whispers in his ear about how she wanted him to watch her with another man, how she wanted to feel another’s hands on her body, another’s lips on her flesh. At first, he didn’t understand it, this desire that gripped her. Yet, once she sat down and explained the thoughts behind her fantasy to him, he glimpsed a little of what was going through her mind. “It’s all about firsts. The first kiss, first embrace, that first glimpse of their naked body. We’ve been married fifteen years and, outside of this adventure, if we take it, there are no more real firsts. I want that excitement again. I want to feel that giddy feeling when a lover sends me a dirty message of what he wants to do to me later and then let him do it. I want the excitement of the taboo, of doing something everyone else thinks you shouldn’t. It’s not about love or emotions but about the rush of adrenaline that comes when you’re doing something totally naughty. I want that.” She had spent quite a while assuring him she was happy in their marriage, that she didn’t want to leave him or even that she needed this adventure. If he said no, then no it would remain. 
He didn’t say no, though. He didn’t exactly say yes, either. That didn’t stop her from running with it, however. That night, she had stroked his cock as she whispered what she envisioned if they went with their desires, and he had to admit, it was the hardest his cock had been in a while. The stories kept coming, the scenarios, the sex. Chelsea was on a mission to see this through and took every opportunity to bring it up, pointing to possible couples or even single people who might help them with their fantasy. The more she spoke about it, the more excited it made him, and soon, he was just as eager as she was to see the fantasy become a reality.
Darren took a sip of his sweet tea, stalling for more time as his thoughts formed in his head. Fantasizing about something was not the same thing as actually doing it. There were plenty of things that could go wrong. While it sounded hot thinking of Chelsea being ravaged by another man or even a couple, Darren was smart enough to know there would be jealousies, as well. Would he be able to handle those emotions when they hit and not allow his feelings to ruin their plans? “I won’t know until we try it,” he said. “I don’t think either of us will know what we will feel until it actually happens.”
She arched an eyebrow at him. “So, does that mean you want to try it?”
He chuckled again. “I know you want to try it.” Then he gave a nod of his head, his lips pressed into a thin line as he made up his mind. “Sure. Let’s jump in and see how deep the water is. We can always stop, right?”
She reached across the table, placing her hand on top of his. “I promise. This is just for fun. Nothing else.” She grinned like a school girl, and it warmed Darren’s heart. “Now, let’s go to that lingerie store at the other end of the mall and pick out some sexy outfits for my soon-to-be new lovers.” She waggled her eyebrows at him, and he could only laugh as he tried to ignore the swelling in his pants. 
He cleared the table of the trash from their lunch as they stood, and then, together, they walked out of the food court and into the main mall corridor, Chelsea’s mind on what she would buy that would show off her assets, and his mind on whether or not he made the right decision. It would go one of two ways—either strengthen them or hurt them. He would have to keep a close eye on his wife who tended to jump headfirst without looking. Well, he was used to keeping an eye on her when she became carried away with one of her ideas. Still, none of those had the possibility of ruining their marriage.
Darren, what the hell did you just agree to?
[image: image-placeholder]CHELSEA SPENT THE NEXT two hours trying on different outfits that tempted and tantalized the eye. Having Darren there helping her pick out the outfits was fun, knowing the clothes were for someone else’s eyes. All right, she would wear them for Darren as well, she knew, but the main reason was to entice a possible playmate. Her heart raced in her chest like a teenager on too many energy drinks. She couldn’t help it. She was excited. This was something she had fantasized about for longer than Darren and she had been talking about it. She had wanted it since college. She wanted to be able to sleep with whoever she wanted and yet, still come home to the same man who would own her heart. She wanted to be shared and wanted Darren to be shared. It would definitely liven up their vacations.
She wasn’t worried about jealousies, at least not from her end. She had been in this type of relationship in college, and it never phased her. She loved having sex and the way it made her body feel and watching her partner being satisfied was the lube that made the experience all slide together. Darren, on the other hand, was not so open with intimate things. She knew it was fine to talk and tease about with him, but she worried whether he would be able to handle it in the end. Would he be able to separate the emotional from the physical? She hoped so. She really hoped so.
Once they had their purchases paid for and bagged, they headed for the car, but as soon as Darren had her outside, it appeared he had other plans. He gripped her hand, pulling her after him as he led her off to the side to a small sidewalk she had never paid attention to before. “Where are we..?” she started, but then stopped as he glanced back at her, that mischievous glint in his eye that always made her pussy drip. She grinned and allowed herself to be pulled.
The sidewalk was just for show and led nowhere, although the mall had maintained the landscape and added solar lights to brighten the path, even though the lights were dim. Darren pulled her until they were out of sight and then set the bags of clothes on the concrete as he spun her toward him. Pulling her to his chest, she felt his hand slide down her back to cup her ass, squeezing tightly. “Adventures, huh?” he asked, and then devoured her mouth with his as she felt him raise her sundress, baring her ass. Then, he broke the kiss, grabbed her shoulder, and spun her around so that her back faced him. Bending her over, he yanked her dress to her waist as he slid a hand between her legs, rubbing her now-soaking sex through her panties. She could hear the sound of his zipper and felt her breath catch in her throat as she thought of where they were and the dangers of being caught. She did a quick scan for security cameras but then forgot about them as she felt his cock spear into her, spreading her open before him as he claimed his wife.
Bracing herself with her hands on her knees, she groaned as her cunt opened for him, swallowing his thick cock until she felt the slap of his balls on her slick lips. He gripped her waist, his fingers digging into her as he slammed into her over and over, each thrust driving into her harder, faster, his need urgent and hungry. 
Chelsea shoved herself back onto her husband’s cock, and then she imagined the college kid they saw in the food court and pictured him behind her, saw his grin as he pounded her married pussy, her wetness coating his hardness as he ravished her. She groaned, her sex dripping as she felt the cock pounding into her, felt the throbbing as her pussy walls sucked and pulled it deeper inside of her. She cried out and then bit her bottom lip to cut the sound off. She didn’t need to be caught right now. What she needed was exactly what she was getting, to be fucked, used, and to come. God, she wanted—no, needed—to come.
Darren’s grunts filled her ears as his cock twitched and throbbed within her, making her whimper through lips pressed tight together as she shoved herself backward onto his cock. Faster, he thrust into her. Harder, he pounded, until she felt that familiar twitch of his cock that told her he was about to fill her with his cum. She could feel her own orgasm swelling, feel her muscles tighten as she fucked him as hard as he fucked her, felt the shuddering of her body. Her mouth popped open, and she cried out as every nerve-ending in her body felt as if they exploded, her orgasm ripping through her like a storm on a quiet night. Darren grunted, his cock throbbing as he filled her with passion, his fingers digging into her, marking her flesh.
Then, too soon, she felt him slip from her hungry pussy and slip her dress back into place as he helped her to stand straight again. He yanked her back against him, and she could still feel the hardness of his cock against her ass. “Did you want that young man to do that to you? To bring you out here and use your body for his release?”
Chelsea closed her eyes as she moaned out, “Oh god, yes. That’s what I want. I need it.”
Darren kissed the side of her head as he squeezed her once more. “Then, you shall have it, lover.” He kissed her again and then grabbed her hand and led her back out into the open and toward the car. 
And toward their next adventure.




Chapter Two
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They escaped the mall and headed for the car—and Chelsea’s computer—her pussy throbbing and not just from the fucking Darren gave her in the little alcove just a few moments ago. She was eager to do some research and discover if there were swinger groups in her area. She already knew that if her fantasy was going to happen, then she would have to be the one doing the legwork for it. Darren may have said yes, but that didn’t mean he was eager to begin their little adventure. No. She would have to be the one to shove the door open wide for them and usher in this new path they both wanted, that made her pussy tingle with each thought as to the adventures that lay ahead. 
She giggled as she slid into the passenger seat of their car, excited to finally be putting action to her dreams.
“Someone is allowing her enthusiasm to take over.” Darren shook his head as he started the car. “You scare me sometimes.”
She patted his hand, her smile stretching across her face and filling her heart. She was lucky to be married to such a man as Darren who would give her what she craved. She would have to make sure it went well, for both of their sakes. “What can I say? Being naughty is exciting.”
“You haven’t been naughty yet.” Then he glanced over at her, one eyebrow raised in suspicion. “Have you?”
“Not yet, I promise. But the anticipation is making me crazy and very wet.”
He reached out, taking her hand in his and squeezed it. “We do this together. Right?”
“Always.” She squeezed his hand back, assuring him of her heart’s intent.
He just nodded as he shifted the car in drive and eased out of his parking spot.
Turning back to the passing view outside of her window, Chelsea couldn’t stop thinking about what was coming, the adventure that would soon happen between her legs. She had so many fantasies that kept her reaching for her vibrator when Darren wasn’t home. She was eager to see some of them come true. She just hoped she hadn’t made it bigger in her head than it would be in real life. She had read the books, the stories of others who had ventured out of their marital bed and into another’s arms for an evening. It all excited her, and she craved that excitement.
As soon as she was home, she tossed the bags on her bed and plopped down in her desk chair. She was ready to begin her search. As soon as her web browser was up, she typed in swinger groups and was surprised there were so many sites where people could hook up for casual sex. It was like a smörgåsbord of lust. There was something out there for everyone, no matter how dark or taboo. She didn’t want dark and taboo. Not yet, at least. She just wanted sex. Lots of sex.
“That didn’t take long,” Darren said as he stepped up behind her, a cold beer in his hand. “You’re more eager for this than I thought.”
“I can’t help it. It’s exciting. Look here.” She pointed to the screen. “There’s something called a meet and greet at a local bar.” She turned to him, her green eyes holding the sparkle of her excitement. “It’s tomorrow night. We can go and check it out. Not even tell them we’re there unless we want to. You know, some undercover stalking before we decide to go further under the covers.” She grinned at him, unable to keep the excitement from her voice. 
“Isn’t that sneaky?”
“Who cares? I’m sure they’re used to it. People like us, who are nervous about stepping into the swinger waters, probably go and watch for a bit before stepping into the pool. What harm could it do?” She stared into his eyes as she said it. She knew what she was asking of him, but she also knew it excited him as much as it did her. He knew what a horny woman she was when he married her. Her wanting to venture into the swinger lifestyle was not a shock to him when she finally managed to bring it up.
He took a sip of his beer, a stalling tactic, she knew. After he swallowed, he just smiled down at her, his eyes already revealing that she would get her way again. He could never deny her. She was spoiled, and she loved it. “Well, then, I guess we need to go see what type of people show up. I could use a drink out, anyway.”
She couldn’t keep the grin from her face as she reached out and squeezed his arm. “This is going to be fun. You’ll see. And if we don’t like what we see, we can just enjoy our drinks and then come home.”
He shook his head. “If we go out, you’re having sex with me in some exotic spot.”
She waggled her eyebrows at him. “With pleasure.”
He leaned down and kissed the top of her head. “Have fun. I’m going to see what’s on the television.” He turned and walked away, leaving her to do her researches and fantasies. 
She used the time to set up a profile for them on one of the sites, Timeforfun, the handle she chose for them. Now, what picture do I choose? She rummaged through their photos until she found one that revealed her cleavage and the promise of treasure below. She wanted to entice. Otherwise, what was the point of doing it? She took her time filling in all the likes and dislikes, what they enjoyed and were looking for sections of the profile, describing themselves as accurately as possible. No sense lying when they were going to meet these people face-to-face, if not body-to-body. Once the profile was complete, she sat back and read through it once more for glitches. Satisfied that everything was perfect, she clicked the submit button. Now she just had to contain her excitement until tomorrow night.
She glanced behind her to where she knew Darren sat in the living room watching some crime drama on TV. I know exactly how to release some of this energy, she thought with a mischievous grin. Pushing herself away from the desk, she went to disrupt her husband’s relaxation.
As expected, Darren sat in his recliner, beer on the end table beside him as Criminal Minds droned on in front of him. She didn’t slow as she approached him, pushing the recliner down with her foot when she reached him. She needed this release, their little tryst at the mall only stirring up her fantasies instead of cooling the pooling heat between her legs. He glanced up at her, one eyebrow arched as she lowered herself to her knees in front of him. “I hope you weren’t really watching that,” she said as she reached for the button on his pants.
“Even if I were, I’m sure with that smirk on your face, I’m going to much prefer watching you.” His dark eyes twinkled as she unzipped his pants, reached in, and pulled out his quickly hardening cock. “Especially when you’re down there like this.”
She grinned as she stroked him. “I’m dripping just thinking about what we’re planning. I want it, Darren. I want to be fucked while watching you fuck another woman.” She continued to pump her hand up and down on his cock, feeling his thickness grow in her grip. “I want to cry out as another man pounds me. My pussy is so hungry for it, it’s driving me crazy.”
Darren slid down a little, giving her better access for what she wanted. “You always did like being such a naughty woman.” He waggled his eyebrows at her. “It’s one of the reasons I married you.” His grin grew, and she knew he wanted their adventure as much as she did.
“Are you ready for it? Ready to see another man use your wife? Take me, bend me over, and drive his cock into my cunt?” She stroked him as she spoke, tempting him, as she saw the pre-cum leak from his tip. Leaning down, she licked it up, gliding her tongue over the head of his cock, tasting him as well as her from earlier. God, the combined taste drove her crazy. She dropped her head onto his cock, swallowing him as she swirled her tongue around his shaft, running it across his veins and the throbbing head of his shaft.
He groaned, his hips rising slightly to meet her mouth. “Oh, god, yes. I want to see it, see you being fucked, taken, used. I want to hear you cry out as his cock plunges deep into your wetness.” She felt his hand fall to her head as he spoke, his voice growing heavy with his lust. “I know you want it, want others to fuck you, to give yourself to them.”
She lifted her head and stood, pulled her clothes off in quick jerks before helping him with his pants, biting her bottom lip the entire time. When his cock was completely free and she was naked, she turned and lowered herself onto him, gripping his manhood and guiding it into her cunt. “Is this what you want to see?” she asked. “Me bouncing up and down on another man’s cock? Your wife giving herself to him completely? God, I know I want it.” She bounced up and down on Darren’s rod, feeling it spread her open as she gripped his thighs. She closed her eyes, picturing the scene she was describing, picturing the college kid from the mall, imagining his hands on her hips, guiding her as she rose and fell onto his cock.
“You’re picturing it now, aren’t you, my little slut?” She felt him dig his fingers into her hips, guiding her down onto his cock faster, a sure sign he was close to coming.
“Yes,” she moaned as she swallowed his manhood with her pussy. “Oh god, yes!” And then her body shook, her arms almost giving up on her as she fought to hold herself up, her orgasm rippling through her in constant waves. “Yes!”
She felt him grip her tighter and then pin her down on top of him as his cock twitched inside of her, his hot cum filling her passion. She moaned, relishing the sensations that coursed through her body at that moment, picturing how many more she would feel as they opened themselves up to new adventures.
When her orgasm subsided, she sunk down onto him, allowing his cock to fill her completely as she leaned back onto his chest. She felt his arms wrap around her, his fingers toying with her swollen nipples. She relaxed into him, her breathing still ragged pants from their sex. “These quickies are fun but we need more,” she said with a slight chuckle.
He kissed her shoulder, his lips warm on her bare flesh. “Agreed. Shall we head to bed?”
“As long as you don’t plan on sleeping.”
He nibbled her skin. “Nah, I’m thinking there’s too much energy in you, right now, for sleep, and with your fantasies, I’m sure new life can be found between my legs.”
She squeezed herself into him, pressing into his arms tighter. “Count on it.” Her fantasies would keep him hard and her wet; of that, she had no doubt. She couldn’t wait for the meet and greet tomorrow night. Her pussy ached for this adventure.




Chapter Three
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Chelsea sat in the front seat of their car and stared at the front of Tucker’s Hideaway, wondering why in the world a group of people would choose a bar with a name like that to say, “Hey, we’re swingers; let’s screw.” She should have known better when she read the address and had no idea where the bar was. Now, she was in the middle of nowhere at a bar in the darkest part of town that looked like it needed demolished. Not just the building, the whole area. “Why are there no streetlights or even emergency lights on the outside of this place?” she asked, staring up at the building through the windshield. “Do you hear banjo music?” 
Darren leaned toward the steering wheel so he could see out the windshield at the front of the bar as well. “How much research did you do on this place?”
“Apparently, not enough. I don’t think we’re going to be able to observe for a while without being noticed.”
She felt his eyes on her, but avoided turning his way. “You still want to go in there? Chelsea, this place reeks of trouble.”
“You’ve watched too many Criminal Minds episodes. It’ll be fine. What’s the worst that can happen?”
“That’s never a good question to ask before walking into a dive like this.” She heard him take a deep breath. “All right, if you’re sure about this, we might as well get it over with so we can make good our escape. I’ll check for back doors once we’re inside.”
“Oh, behave. This will be fun.” I hope.
The wooden steps that led up to the front door were ancient and creaked with every step they took and the hand railing seemed like it needed to be held up more than it would hold someone up. Neon lights flashed, announcing the different beers they served inside—both of them. The glass on the front door, a small pane barely wide enough to peek inside, was covered with grunge that made visibility inside impossible, anyway. Darren stood, hand on the doorknob, as he peered at his wife, doubt all over his face. “Are you sure you want to do this?”
Chelsea swatted his arm. “Just go inside. It’s going to be fun.”
He took a deep breath as he opened the door, gesturing her to go first. He obviously didn’t share her optimism.
Inside, Tucker’s Hideaway was dark, which Chelsea thought was probably a good idea since the interior was scarier than the exterior. The bar was a wooden booth, almost like they had built the building around it to shelter an already built tiki bar. The furniture consisted of rickety tables and chairs and wooden booths without cushions. As soon as they opened the door, everyone turned and stared at them, even the robust woman behind the bar.
“There’s still time to turn and run,” Darren whispered in her ear.
“Hey, there,” a small lady with dark red hair and a dusting of freckles across her cheeks called out to them as she crossed the filthy floor to where they stood.
“Too late now,” Chelsea whispered back to him as she plastered a fake smile onto her face. “We’re stuck.”
“Now you seem concerned.”
Chelsea extended her arm to shake the other woman’s hand but the small redhead ignored the gesture, and instead, came in for a tight hug. She was just a little shorter than Chelsea, so the top of her head just about knocked Chelsea in the chin as she pressed her boobs against the newcomer. Not knowing what else to do and not wanting to seem rude, Chelsea embraced the other woman, hugging her back. As she did, she peered over the lady’s head at the others in the room and suddenly felt as if she was fresh meat for a wolf pack. Perhaps I should have listened to Darren.
“I’m Aggie,” the tiny redhead said. “Welcome to Tucker’s Hideaway. We just love this place, because it’s usually so quiet, and we’re free to talk openly.”
Chelsea smiled at the woman. “I’m Chelsea and this is my husband, Darren. I’ll admit, I never even knew this place was here, and it looks like it’s been around for years.”
Aggie took the statement as a compliment and beamed with pride. “Oh, it has. We’ve been coming here for years. It doesn’t have all the amenities of a full-service bar, only serving beer and bottled pre-made drinks, but it’s quaint and quiet. No one is going to look at us oddly for being a little open and loving. C’mon,” she said, taking Chelsea’s hand. “I’ll introduce you to the others.”
So much for observing quietly in the background. Darren is going to kill me. “That sounds good. Thanks.”
The others seemed to belong to Tucker’s Hideaway and have probably been fixtures since the first clapboards were erected around the bar. Aggie took them to the first booth where three people sat and Chelsea hoped they were just regulars at the bar and not part of the group. She was disappointed. “This is Charlie,” Aggie said, pointing to a balding man who was missing his right leg. “He’s a founding member of the group. And this is Betty,” Aggie gestured to the only female in the booth, a thin gray-haired woman with a cigarette dangling from cracked lips. Her eyes were bloodshot and her skin seemed frail like parched paper. “And this here is Bernie.” She gestured to a short, middle-aged man wearing a frumpy outfit that seemed three sizes too big for him. This was not the group of people Chelsea hoped to meet on their maiden voyage out into the swinger community. Aggie turned to the three seated in the booth, all of whom raked Chelsea with their eyes. “This is Chelsea and Darren Davenport. Obviously, it’s their first time with us.”
And probably our last, Chelsea thought as she forced a smile onto her face.
The others all said hello, but no one moved to shake hands. They just stared as if wondering why Chelsea and Darren had ventured into their bar and were talking to them. Chelsea just waved, and Aggie dragged her to the next group of people. As she followed, and not by choice, Chelsea began to look for that back door Darren spoke about before they entered the bar. Maybe she could pretend to go to the bathroom and sneak out the back. Surely, Darren would figure it out eventually and meet her outside.
“So, how long have you two been in the lifestyle?” Aggie asked as she led them to another table.
“This is actually our first adventure out,” Chelsea said, glancing back at Darren as she spoke. The look on his face told her that it might very well be their last adventure as well. She just smiled at him, putting on her bravest face. She could see in his eyes that he wasn’t buying it. Neither was she, to be honest.
[image: image-placeholder]ONCE THEY HAD MADE the greeting rounds, Aggie led them to the bar where they could order drinks. Darren was disappointed the place only served beer and pre-made drinks in a bottle. He sorely needed a whiskey. He knew he should have gone with his gut instinct outside and just driven them home. He could tell by the look on his wife’s face that she hadn’t a clue as to what she had gotten them into and was just winging it. Her winging it was scaring the hell out of him. People vanished from places like this, never to be seen or heard from again, and that wasn’t just the Criminal Minds show screaming the warning at him, either. He knew Chelsea was desperate to start this new adventure, but he didn’t think she was this desperate.
“Coors Lite, please,” he said to the bartender and then gestured for Chelsea to order.
“Mike’s Hard Lemonade.”
“So, your maiden voyage, huh?” Aggie said, sticking to the two of them like glue. “I’m glad you chose us to be your first venture out. This is just a meet and greet but Tim and Carol Conway hold parties at their house. They couldn’t be here tonight. Something about work and an emergency with the networks. Tim’s an IT guy, so he seems to always be busy.”
The bartender handed them their drinks, and Darren took a long pull of his beer before turning around to join the conversation. The others Aggie had introduced them to all seemed to have some odd quirk or two about them, and he had to admit, this wasn’t what he had envisioned at all. He knew he sounded like a snob but he was hoping to meet more normal people, people who showered or seemed to care about their appearance. There was just nothing attractive about some of these people to make him want to get up close and personal with them. If he was truly honest with himself, these people scared him. A harsh judgment, he knew, but it was the truth. While he wasn’t really expecting Ken and Barbie types, he did expect clean clothes and showers. It was probably a good thing the bar lights were dimmed down, because he was afraid what full light would reveal.
“How about you?” Chelsea asked Aggie when Darren finally turned back around to join the conversation. “How long have you been in the lifestyle?”
“About five years, I guess. I honestly didn’t know there was a lifestyle until an old boyfriend introduced me to it. Once I was in, I didn’t want to get out. I mean, the adventures, the passion, the sex without judgment—what’s not to enjoy about it?”
“The others of your group,” Darren started, and then gestured to the others without trying to seem too obvious about what he was doing, “are they all… This age range? We were kind of hoping to meet some people closer to our ages.” And hygiene.
Aggie looked around, frowning. “Yeah, I know it’s a scary bunch.” She turned back to Darren and Chelsea. “The parties that Tim and Carol throw have a wide range of people from all different ages and background, with their own kinks and likes. I’m sure you’ll find someone there to connect with who will get your juices flowing. The two things I love about this lifestyle is that there’s something for everyone and the acceptance everyone has for each other.”
Darren nodded, knowing full well he wasn’t that open and accepting. There were lines he didn’t want to cross and standards he wanted to maintain. He didn’t think there was anything wrong with that, necessarily. There was a difference between wanting to be friends with someone and hopping into bed with them. While Chelsea and he were green at this, it didn’t mean they had to sleep with everyone, did it? Was there a rule somewhere that said once you’ve dipped into the pool, you have to swim with everyone? He glanced around Tucker’s Hideaway and shivered. God, I truly hope not.
Chelsea and Aggie continued talking, Chelsea agreeing with the nonjudgmental aspect of the lifestyle and hoping it was the case with everyone. There were things Darren knew his wife wanted to explore, and she wouldn’t be free to do that if she thought someone was going to make fun of her or look down on her. Chelsea Davenport loved her image and wouldn’t risk it just for a little kinky fun. Of course, they were standing in an ancient bar with some scary individuals, so Darren wasn’t
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