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  Chapter one
Arrival at Blackwood Manor


The fog was thick, smothering the countryside and swallowing up the rented Jaguar as Junior Smith pulled up to Blackwood Manor. The gravel crunched under the tires, loud in the silence. Junior looked over at his wife, Carina, sitting stiff in the passenger seat, her green eyes locked on the hulking shape of the manor. Carina was 36, but her body had only gotten better with age—hips and tits that made men stare, and that wild auburn hair she let spill over her shoulders. Today, though, she was tense, her breathing shallow. Junior knew that sound. It was the same nervous excitement he heard in bed when they talked about the things they wanted but never dared to do. 
Junior, 38 and lean with dark hair silvering at the temples, felt his own pulse quicken as the manor came into full view. Gothic spires pierced the mist, and the facade of weathered stone seemed to whisper secrets of bygone eras. This was no ordinary weekend getaway; it was the culmination of months of planning, of teasing conversations that had evolved from playful hypotheticals to something far more tangible. They'd rented the place through a discreet agency specializing in immersive historical experiences, complete with period furnishings and hired staff to maintain the illusion. As the car rolled to a stop before the grand oak doors, Junior killed the engine, the sudden silence amplifying the distant call of a crow. He reached over, his hand brushing Carina's thigh through her wool skirt, feeling the heat of her skin beneath. "Ready for this, love?" he asked, his voice low, laced with that mix of possession and anticipation that always made her shiver.
Carina looked at him, lips curling in a smile that was all nerves and hunger. 'As ready as I'll ever be,' she said, her voice shaky but eager. She kissed his cheek, her breath hot on his ear. 'Just remember, this is your show. I do what you say.' The words made Junior's cock twitch. Fifteen years married, and only now were they dragging this filthy fantasy out into the open, thanks to too much wine and a night when neither of them could sleep.
The doors swung open as if on cue, revealing two footmen in livery that looked straight out of a Victorian novel—starched collars, polished buttons, and expressions of practiced indifference. They were actors, of course, part of the package, but their presence immediately set the tone, pulling Junior and Carina into the role-play before they'd even stepped inside. One footman took their luggage, the other offered a gloved hand to help Carina from the car. She accepted it with a graceful nod, her skirt swishing as she stood, the fabric clinging just enough to outline her hips. Junior watched, a flicker of jealousy already igniting in his chest, even though this was just the beginning. The man was a stranger, hired help, but the way Carina's fingers lingered on his glove for a second too long—it was a preview, a taste of what was to come.
Inside, the manor unfolded like a dream from another time. The entrance hall was vast, with marble floors echoing their footsteps, walls paneled in dark wood that smelled faintly of beeswax and age. A grand staircase swept upward, flanked by portraits of stern ancestors whose eyes seemed to follow them. The air was cool, carrying hints of lavender from fresh linens and the subtle smokiness of a distant fire. Junior felt a thrill run through him as they were led to their suite on the second floor—a sprawling set of rooms dominated by a four-poster bed draped in velvet, a sitting area with wingback chairs, and a dressing room stocked with the costumes they'd requested in advance. The footmen deposited their bags and withdrew with bows, leaving the couple alone at last.
Carina went straight to the wardrobe and pulled out the dress—green silk, off the shoulder, the kind that would squeeze her waist and push her tits up for everyone to see. She stroked the fabric, eyes shining. 'God, Junior, look at this,' she said. 'It's going to make me look like I'm begging for it.' Her voice was low, teasing, and Junior couldn't help himself. He grabbed her by the waist and pulled her close, feeling her heart hammering through her blouse.
"You're going to wear it tonight? For dinner?" he asked, his lips brushing her neck, inhaling the familiar scent of her perfume—jasmine and something earthier, uniquely her. She nodded, arching into his touch as his fingers traced the curve of her spine. "Why wait? Brian and Ron will be here soon. Might as well start the immersion early." The mention of their guests sent a fresh wave of heat through Junior. Brian Harlow and Ron Valdez—trusted friends from their social circle, men they'd known for years through work and mutual acquaintances. Brian, tall and broad-shouldered with that confident air of someone used to command, and Ron, with his olive skin and charming smile that hid a sharper edge. They'd been vetted carefully, conversations turning suggestive over drinks, boundaries tested until all parties were clear: this was consensual, exploratory, a shared fantasy.
Now that they were here, it felt real. Junior squeezed Carina's waist, already picturing her in that dress, laughing at Brian's jokes, letting Ron touch her. 'Lace me up,' she said, and started stripping, slow and deliberate. Her blouse slid off, showing her lace bra, then her skirt dropped, leaving her in just her underwear. She stood there, flushed, letting him stare. Junior's breath caught—he'd seen her naked a thousand times, but it still hit him. He helped her into the petticoats, then the corset, yanking the laces tight until she gasped and grabbed the bedpost.
'Tighter,' she said, her voice rough. 'I want to feel it.' Junior pulled the laces until her waist was tiny and her tits were practically spilling out, nipples poking through the silk. His cock was rock hard, just from dressing her. 'How's that?' he asked. Carina twisted, testing it, her movements stiff. 'Perfect. I feel like a whore on display.' She grabbed his crotch, feeling how hard he was. 'Already desperate, huh?' Junior groaned, but she just laughed and pulled away. 'Not yet. Wait your turn.'
They finished dressing—Junior in a tailored waistcoat and trousers, cravat knotted precisely—and descended to the dining room for a light tea while awaiting their guests. The room was intimate, a long mahogany table set with china and silver, candles already lit against the encroaching dusk. As they sipped Earl Grey, Carina's foot found his under the table, her stocking-clad toe tracing his calf. "Tell me the rules again," she said, her eyes locked on his, green depths swirling with desire. Junior set down his cup, his voice steady despite the throb in his veins. "Everything consensual. Safe word is 'scarlet' if anyone needs to stop. Once the ball begins tomorrow, you're Lady Carina, free to entertain as you wish. I'll watch, intervene only if needed." He paused, his hand covering hers. "But tonight... tonight's just dinner. A warm-up."
Carina's lips parted, a soft exhale escaping. "And you'll be hard the whole time, won't you? Watching me flirt, touch..." Her words hung in the air, thickening it with tension. Junior nodded, the jealousy coiling tighter, intertwined with arousal. It was the core of their fantasy—the voyeuristic thrill, the edge of loss that made possession sweeter. Before he could respond, a knock echoed from the hall. The footman announced the arrivals: first Brian, stepping in with his easy stride, blond hair cropped short, his broad frame filling the doorway. He carried a bottle of champagne, his smile widening as he took in Carina's gown. "Well, damn, Carina—you look like you stepped out of a painting. Junior, you lucky bastard." He clasped Junior's hand firmly, then leaned in to kiss Carina's cheek, his lips lingering a fraction too long, his hand on her bare shoulder.
Ron arrived moments later, dark wavy hair tousled from the drive, olive skin glowing under the candlelight. He was more verbal, immediately quoting a snippet of Byron as he greeted them: "She walks in beauty, like the night..." His eyes raked over Carina appreciatively, and she blushed, a genuine flush that spread down her neck to the swell of her breasts. "Flatterer," she teased, offering her hand, which he kissed with theatrical flair. The four settled at the table, the footmen serving a simple meal of roast pheasant, vegetables, and wine that flowed freely. Conversation started light—Brian sharing a story from his recent business trip, Ron complaining about city traffic—but the undercurrent was palpable. The period costumes amplified it; Carina's corset forced her posture upright, her breaths shallow, drawing eyes to her chest with each inhale.
Brian was the first to get dirty. 'This place is wild,' he said, staring at Carina. 'And you in that dress—fuck, it's almost illegal.' Carina just smiled, playing with her glass. Ron started in with the poetry crap, something about secret fucking in drawing rooms. His foot touched hers under the table. She didn't move away, just pressed back, testing him. Junior watched, his fork halfway to his mouth, jealousy burning in his gut. His cock was hard, and he couldn't stop picturing what might happen tomorrow.
As dinner progressed, the touches grew bolder. Brian reached across to refill Carina's glass, his fingers grazing her wrist, the glove's silk against his skin. "Soft," he murmured, and she laughed, a throaty sound that sent shivers through Junior. "The gloves? Or me?" Ron leaned in from her other side, his breath warm on her ear. "Both, I'd wager." The air thickened, scented with wine and the faint musk of arousal. Carina's cheeks were pink, her nipples visible through the silk now, hardened by the cool air or the attention—Junior couldn't tell. He forced himself to join the banter, but his voice was rough, betraying him. "Gentlemen, remember—propriety until the ball." But even as he said it, he felt the lie; the game was already afoot.
After the plates were cleared, they migrated to the library, a cozy room lined with leather-bound books and a crackling fire. Brandy was poured, the amber liquid glowing in crystal glasses. Carina perched on a settee between Brian and Ron, her gown fanning out, while Junior took the wingback chair across, pretending to browse a volume of Dickens. But his eyes were on her, always on her. The conversation turned intimate—reminiscing about past flings, hypothetical what-ifs. "Ever wondered about those Victorian parties?" Ron asked, his hand resting casually on the settee back, fingers inches from Carina's shoulder. "All that restraint hiding pure debauchery." Brian nodded, his eyes locked on Carina's. "I'd love to see you dance in that dress. Care to demonstrate?"
Carina stood up and grabbed Ron's hand. 'Why not?' she said. Ron hummed some tune and spun her around, his hand low on her back, pulling her in tight. Junior gripped his glass, watching Ron's fingers spread out, claiming her. Then she switched to Brian, who held her even closer, his chest pressed to her corset, their hips grinding together. Carina was breathing hard, eyes half-closed as Brian whispered in her ear. Junior couldn't hear, but she gasped and melted against him.
The dance stopped, but the heat didn't. Brian's hand slid over Carina's thigh, making her bite her lip. Junior felt sick and turned on at the same time. This wasn't just a game anymore. Carina looked at him over Brian's shoulder, eyes daring him to call it off or let it go further.






  
  Chapter two
The Masquerade Begins


The ballroom at Blackwood Manor was alive with the kind of energy that made your skin itch, like the walls themselves had soaked up every filthy secret and perverted act that had ever happened there. Candlelight flickered everywhere, bouncing off the floor and making everything look like it was moving, restless, hungry. The air stank of beeswax and roses, but underneath it all was something raw and animal, a tension that clung to the four people in the room. In the corner, a string quartet started up a waltz, their music winding through the air, setting the stage for whatever depravity the night would bring. 
Carina had spent hours getting ready, turning herself into something to be looked at and wanted. She stood in the doorway, her red dress hugging her body so tight it looked painted on, black lace barely hiding the fact that her tits were about to spill out. The corset squeezed her so hard she could barely breathe, her chest heaving with every shallow gasp. Her hair was piled up, feathers and a black lace mask hiding her eyes but leaving her mouth—painted bright red—completely exposed. She felt naked, the heavy skirt brushing her legs, no petticoats underneath because she wanted to be easy to get at if someone decided to take her. Her eyes found Junior by the fireplace, staring at her like he owned her, and the look he gave her made her shiver.
Brian looked like he was about to bark
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