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The ghost at the bar


Agood run at the roulette table dispels most of my anger at Madeline's behavior. The wheel of fortune is breaking my way from the start, the little white ball following my chips up the street almost like I'm pulling it on a leash. The click-click-click of the wheel matches my pulse, and almost every time the ball falls into a red or black pocket, I add to the pile of chips in front of me.

I was angrier at Madeline than I should have been, especially after she explained the situation with Bill's medication and his desire that she go off the leash for the weekend. It was definitely crossing all sorts of lines, even for Madeline, to not only hire a stripper on the first night of our girls' weekend at the casino, but to start giving that stripper a blowjob right after his act, but I'm used to Madeline pushing boundaries — it's one of the things I love about her. Even though the sudden change in her focus for the weekend from gambling to sex means some logistical challenges, like having her swap rooms with Petra in case she ends up at our suite with company, it doesn't have to change my focus. Let Madeline pursue cock like a ravenous fiend; I can still spend a happy weekend at the roulette table and enjoy the buffet.

What made me angry wasn't so much the impropriety — I kind of loved her shamelessness in going after Jake the Lumberjack's cock with Petra and me right there on the couch — as the fact that in that moment, she resembled me in a strange and troubling period of my life more than ten years ago. If someone had stepped in then, had stopped or even just slowed my descent, how much grief could Kenny and I have been spared? But at the same time, if I had missed that grief, would I have become the person I am now?

And so I turn my anger into recklessness at the roulette wheel — instead of spreading my bets, hedging a big play on red with a bunch of smaller plays on black numbers and then pulling back most of my winning chips for later, I go all in on big odds plays and let my winnings ride. I'm gambling the way I've seen Madeline play blackjack, dancing on the knife's edge of going bust, and it's paying off for me the way I've seen Madeline's madness pay off for her. Maybe some of her crazy luck rubbed off on me during that weird scene in the hotel suite.

I can't maintain the pace, though, not without feeling my throat constrict every time I watch the ball bounce its way toward its final resting place. It's going to give me a panic attack if I keep it up, so when I land an especially bold split, I consolidate my red and blue chips into a tidy stack of greens and go to the bar for a rest.

I spot Petra standing at the end of the bar, chatting with a man dressed in a blue blazer; a diamond stud sparkles in one of his ears. His hair is a little on the gray side, silver threads woven through thick, curly brown, and I catch a glimpse of a trimmed beard on his chin. Petra insisted that she, unlike Madeline, was absolutely not going "off the leash," but if she were going to step out a bit tonight, she'd certainly be doing so with a handsome silver fox.

Petra catches my eye and starts to wave me over with a hand held waist high, below her silver fox's line of vision — it appears that his eyes are focused intently on Petra's face, not even dipping below the neckline of her shimmering red dress. I wave her off — she needs to do a little flirting, I think, on what could very well be her last chance to flirt before the wedding. That's the other thing that I wish had been different for me: I chose to sow my wild oats after Kenny and I got married, which made what happened that much more intense.

I spin on my heel and head back the way I came, aiming for the opposite end of the bar. I can find a stool, order an old-fashioned, and spy on Petra a bit without getting in her way. If she needs to be rescued, I'll be able to swoop in; and if she decides to follow Mr. Blue Blazer back to the gaming tables or, heaven forbid, toward the elevators in the lobby, well, I'll have that to file away to ruminate on while I sip my drink.

I give my drink a stir, take a sip through the little brown straw, and am about to pluck the cherry out when I catch sight of Mr. Blue Blazer's face and freeze, my heart icier than the rocks in my lowball glass. A ghost whom I thought I had exorcised when Kenny and I moved from the north side to the south, when we turned away from a tempting and terrifying proposal, is standing an inch or two from Petra, his fingers grazing hers on the polished surface of the bar: Martin Harrison, not exactly rising from the dead but certainly rising from the ashes of a life I thought I was happy to let burn out a long time ago.

Now I'm not so sure how happy I really am with how it all ended.

Martin is definitely wearing the last ten years more easily than I am. His silver-flecked hair shines in the dim light, and his blue eyes still have the twinkle that I found so devastating when I first met him. I can see little wrinkles around the corners of his eyes when he smiles at Petra, but otherwise his face is the same one that drifted in and out of my dreams almost nightly for a year, and even now will occasionally wander into my thoughts uninvited.

I can't be certain, but judging by the color of the liquor in his glass, he's still drinking Godfathers, the scotch and amaretto mix that I thought was so daringly elegant when I first met him and his wife Cynthia. Kenny and I leaned toward beer in those days, mostly because it was cheap; our friends Tom and Jane, who were the gateway for Martin and Cynthia, served fruity rum punches and salty margaritas, basic summertime patio drinks.

Of course, it wasn't just better booze that Martin introduced us to that summer. If that were it, the only impact would have been on our liquor budget. No, Martin opened an entirely new world for us, a world of freedom and pleasure, a place where nothing was too much and everything was too little, a world without half measures. It was a delicious, terrifying, intoxicating world to visit, but in the end, Kenny and I opted for a different world, where desires are carefully measured and limits are clearly marked. Does Martin, I wonder, still live in that other world?

There's no way I can stay in the bar and watch Martin from afar; my hands are trembling too much to hold my drink. I drain my glass in one two-handed gulp, drop a green chip on the counter to cover the booze and a far-too-generous tip, and hurry out to the elevators. I need to go back to the room and think things over. As I pass the reception desk, I notice a stack of brochures with "SExC" printed across the front of them; I grab one, hoping it will explain the vise that's squeezing my chest.

I want to call Kenny when I get back to the suite, but when I look at the clock on the microwave, I see that it's after midnight — he's almost certainly asleep, with Tina and Natalie tucked safely into bed. Madeline, I'm sure, won't be coming back to the room tonight — she was looking quite comfortable with the couple from the blackjack table, and they were looking hungry for her. Should I have tried to pull Petra away from Martin, give her some sort of heads up, at least? Maybe I'm overreacting — I haven't seen Martin and Cynthia for more than a dozen years, a lifetime ago. I know that I've changed since then, to the point that I'm a completely different person; surely they've changed as well. And Petra is a big girl, capable of holding her own, and much more mature than I was when Kenny and I fell under their spell that long ago summer.
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taking the first swing


Martin and Cynthia weren't there at the start, though they were at the end. Kenny and I were newly married, living in a rental house on the north side, excited to be grown up and on our own at last. We were so incredibly young and naïve — if I could meet my younger self now, I'd be tempted to warn her away from everything that happened that summer, though I believe we needed to go through that crucible to come out where we are now, stronger and better than when we went in.

Before Martin and Cynthia, it was Jane and Tom. They lived across the street from us in a little blue bungalow with a tidy front yard and a high back fence, a few years older than us and seeming like the couple we hoped to grow up to become. Jane came over the day we moved in, while we were still lugging boxes from our rental truck, with a tin of brownies and a pitcher of lemonade. It was the end of May, usually still a cool month, but it was unseasonably warm that weekend, more like early July, and the lemonade was a very welcome surprise. I didn't realize then that it was also their first gambit in a summer of seduction.

We took a break from moving to sit on the open porch with Jane and the lemonade. Kenny found glasses and plates in one of the boxes we had moved to the kitchen, and I broke out a pint of ice cream I bought on the way to the house with plans to celebrate with it that night after moving in. I was glad to celebrate early, and with a new neighbor who could give us an orientation to the block and clue us in on the local gossip, which she did with laughter and gusto.

Soon she was inviting us over for dinner and to meet her husband, Tom. We were exhausted from the move already, and not up to socializing that first night, but accepted the offer to come over the next night after we'd made some progress settling into our new home.

Looking back on it now, I can see that the seduction began with the lemonade and brownies. They seemed so innocent, generous, and neighborly, the kindest of gestures to a young couple moving in across the street, and I still believe that my initial assumptions weren't entirely wrong. Tom and Jane were good neighbors, even right to the end, no matter how strange things became.

We had dinner with them the next night, a simple cookout of burgers and slaw on their back patio to take advantage of the warm weather, and invited them over to our place the following weekend. The hot weather continued, and the cookouts became a routine between us. We never gathered at our place again — compared to their beautiful patio with its high privacy fence and comfortable chairs surrounded by a beautiful perennial garden and shaded by a stately old maple tree, our yard felt dingy and weedy.

The second time we were at their house, Tom broke out a photo album of their recent trip to a tropical resort, Isla de los Secretos. This was at a time when it wasn't terribly unusual for someone to make a physical album — today that might have been an immediate warning flag, since everyone's pictures are in the cloud and on their phones, but it didn't seem so weird a little more than ten years ago. Most of the pictures were what you'd expect: perfect blue waters and golden sand, palm trees swaying in gentle breezes, happy people lying in the sun. Kenny and I had never taken a tropical vacation, and took the photo album as a sure sign of Tom and Jane's wealth and success.

Mixed in among the innocuous pictures, though, were black and white photos of a more risque nature. None were what I would call pornographic, certainly, but they were definitely erotic — bare breasts and buttocks framed by tropical flowers or dappled in a chiaroscuro of shadow and light, a glimpse of bare bellies with just a hint of hair in the shadows, a naked back dotted with drops of water; there were no visible faces, and I'm sure at least three or four different women and as many men had posed for them. I glanced at Jane as we flipped past the pictures, but her face never gave the slightest hint that these photographs didn't belong among the more innocuous pictures. All she said when I paused on one particularly striking photo of a woman's bare ass beneath the silvery glow of the moon in a black velvet sky, "Tom started developing his own black and white pictures a few years ago, down in the basement; I think he's getting really good at it."

Back home, Kenny and I giggled about the black and white pictures, which seemed almost corny. We speculated whether Jane had modeled for them — the one of the woman under the moon seemed to have the same rounded contours as Jane, and I was pretty sure the bare back in another belonged to our hostess. And we giggled about how solicitous Jane seemed to be of Kenny, hanging on his every word and asking him questions about the most mundane things, sometimes letting her hand sit on his knee a little longer than was entirely comfortable after he told a joke. They talked about Isla de los Secretos so much that we had a running joke of our own, saying to each other, "This one time, at los Secretos," in our best "American Pie" imitation any time we talked about Jane and Tom.

In retrospect, I see things adding up until a little pile became a heap, but it was hard at the time to see the heap forming until one evening, a few weeks into our friendship, the heap became a mountain.

Jane got up to get grab something from the kitchen, while Tom freshened our drinks from the pitcher that was sweating on the table. It was a sweet, fruity drink — hints of mango and banana behind the dominant pineapple, slices of orange and lime floating among the ice, with the heady notes of rum rounding it out. The booze and the heat were starting to go to my head a little bit, and I stretched on the wooden lounge chair, letting my sandals fall off my feet.

"This punch is really good," Kenny said, spinning his glass so the ice made a quiet clatter.

"Isn't it?" said Tom. "We got something similar at the bar at that resort, Isla de los Secretos, we stayed at over Christmas." Kenny and I shared a quick glance, Kenny mouthing "this one time at los Secretos," while I covered my smile with my sleeve. "There's some secret ingredient that I can't quite nail, though — something botanical. So I'm just going to have to keep experimenting until I find it."

"I'm certainly happy to be your guinea pig," I said, closing my eyes against the sun that was dipping below the fence. We were in the middle of the city, but with the humid air, the yellow-orange glow of the setting sun, and the glass of rum and fruit sweating in my hand, it wasn't hard to imagine I was on a tropical beach. I willed the hum of traffic from the nearby highway to become the quiet roar of waves washing across sand, and the complaining caw of the crows in the trees to be the calls of tropical birds in a rainforest canopy.

"It's more than just botanicals that are missing here," I heard Jane say, her bare feet padding quietly across the wooden patio floor. "The whole vibe at Secretos is so different from up here — so relaxed and vibrant and free."

"It's easy to feel that way on a tropical beach," I said, falling deeper into my reverie. "No need to worry about the rent, the utilities, the commute ..."

I was so far into my fantasy, so successful at transforming the city heat and hum into a seaside retreat, that I almost didn't register the gasp from Kenny. I shaded my eyes with my hand and reluctantly opened them, knowing that my carefully assembled beach vacation would vanish in the harsh urban light. But when I saw what had made Kenny gasp, a whole different fantastic vision flooded my mind.

Jane was sitting on Tom's lap, a glass in her hand and a smile on her face, completely naked. Her firm breasts glowed in the waning light, a sheen of sweat reflecting the setting sun, dark nipples stiff. The sweat trickled between her breasts toward her belly, leading to a thin, dark strip of hair above her sex. She had an arm thrown around Tom's neck, and she nuzzled her mouth against his ear while Tom lazily stroked her thigh with his hand.

"I hope you don't mind," Jane said, her eyes twinkling. "It's so hot tonight, and I was thinking about the clothing optional beach at Secretos — how nice it was when the weather was hot to just peel everything off and let the heat wrap around you."

"I suppose that would be nice," I said, stealing a glance at Kenny. Kenny was either trying not to stare at Jane's tits, or trying not to look like he was staring at Jane's tits — in either case, he was failing to hide his aroused bafflement. He had to hold his glass in both hands to keep the punch from sloshing out when he sipped.

"And it's such a nice feeling to be naked outside around people," she said. "No pretenses, no masks, nothing to hide."

"Well, I've got plenty to hide," I said. "If I had half your body, I'd be letting it all hang out. But as it is, I've got twice your body."

"Oh, hardly!" Jane waved her hand dismissively at me and leaned in to kiss Tom on the side of the mouth. He ran his hand up her thigh and over her hip, fingers kneading her flesh. "I think you'd look great naked at Secretos." She gave Tom an open-mouthed kiss; I could see her tongue dart past his lips, and his tongue dancing on her teeth. "I think you'd look great naked here," she said, a little quieter, breathily.

I laughed and sipped my drink. "Not as great as you," I said. I looked over at Kenny, who was looking at me, his eyes wide; I think he wanted me to bail him out — say our goodbyes and thank Jane and Tom for a lovely evening, and then take him by the hand and lead him home. And maybe I should have; if I had done that, a lot of things would have turned out differently.

But I didn't.

Instead, I watched Tom's hand creep up from Jane's hip to her side to her breast, fingers sliding out to the hard tip of her dark brown nipple. I watched Jane turn her back to us, straddling Tom's lap, her ass tightening as she slid across his crotch. I watched Jane tug at Tom's belt and unbutton his shorts, and I watched Tom lift his ass off his chair and slide his shorts and boxers down below his knees. From where I was sitting, I couldn't see his cock, but I could see his balls framed by Jane's ass cheeks, full and heavy and sparsely covered by dark, curly hair.

And I watched Jane lean against Tom's chest, her hands on his shoulders, and I watched her settle onto his lap with a sigh, Tom's cock seated in her cunt. And I watched Jane rise and fall on Tom, her ass clenching and her legs tightening, and I watched Tom rise to meet her falling motion, his fingers splayed across her back.

I had seen people fuck before, but never in person. "9 1/2 Weeks" and "Fatal Attraction" had been in heavy rotation at middle school sleepovers once we had figured out how to use my friends' parents' ancient VHS players, and in college I had watched some vintage porn DVDs in an ironic mood with friends, and some very hot bisexual threesomes streaming online in a non-ironic mood alone. None of that prepared me for watching Jane fucking Tom on their backyard patio that hot June evening.

Being in the presence of a fucking couple electrifies the air around you. I could feel my skin tingle and my hair standing on end, as if a lightning bolt had just scorched the air above us. It causes a scary kind of tunnel vision, in which everything is tuned out and the action on display feels slowed down and intensified — when I watched porn, I could look away for a moment and come back to it, I could alter my attention and rest my eyes. But watching Jane and Tom, I could hardly even blink — I needed to see it all, every lift and fall, every thrust and twist.

In absolute terms, they probably didn't fuck for very long: from the moment Jane settled herself onto Tom's cock, to the moment she lifted her ass and he slipped out, a trickle of jizz following his cock's exit, probably no more than ten minutes had elapsed. But from where I sat, absorbed by the action, they were fucking for an eternity and a day.

Jane collapsed against Tom's chest, and he held her close, his hands sliding up and down her back and stroking her ass. She kissed his collarbone and neck, and then looked back over her shoulder at us.

"I hope you don't mind," she said, a breathy gasp in her voice. "The hot weather just makes me so horny, and sometimes I can't help myself."

"Oh, no, it's just fine," I said. I could feel the color rising in my face; my nipples were hard inside my shirt and my pussy was damp enough that it was uncomfortable. I glanced at Kenny and saw that he was red faced, too, with his hands positioned over his lap to hide what I assumed was a raging erection.

"You know, we want you to feel totally free here," Jane said. She slid off Tom's lap, exposing his cock, which was slowly shrinking but still thick with arousal. "If the mood strikes you, you're certainly welcome to ... you know ..."

I glanced over at Kenny, biting my lip. Part of me — the warm, wet, pulsing part of me between my thighs — wanted to climb on top of Kenny and show them we could fuck, too, certainly as passionately and probably for longer. Kenny had — still has — incredible staying power, able to hold his erection and delay his climax well past my own orgasm, and the wet and pulsing part of me wanted to show off. But Kenny still had a deer-in-the-headlights look on his face, and he gave a quick shake of his head when I caught his eye.

"Thanks, but ... not tonight?" I said. "Maybe ... maybe some other time ..."

"I hope we didn't scare you off," Tom said. He was sitting up now and adjusting his cock, pulling his shorts up, but not quite ready yet to tuck it away.

"Sometimes we come on a little strong," Jane said. "But there's no pressure, right? We're just happy to share with friends, as much as they're comfortable sharing."

"Oh, totally," Kenny croaked. He was clearly not comfortable. "You know, maybe not tonight ... I think Casey and I need to talk it out a little first ..."

"I completely understand," Jane said, walking over to Kenny's chair and kneeling beside him. She rested her hand on his and squeezed.

We didn't even make it up to the bedroom when we got home. We barely made it through the front door before Kenny was on me, mouth and hands desperate for my flesh, and I was just as desperate for his.

The door slammed as he peeled off my panties, hiked up my skirt, and pushed his fingers deep into my sopping pussy. I groped for his belt, tottering on one foot while I wrapped a leg around his waist. He pawed at my tits, popping buttons from my blouse that clicked across the tile floor when he pulled my shirt open and lifted my bra. His shorts and boxers snagged at his knees, but that was far enough to free his cock, which pulsed in my hand as I guided it toward my opening.

Kenny came after only a few thrusts, filling me with hot jizz, but kept on fucking, pushing me against the wall so hard the back of my head banged in time with his driving hips. I wrapped my legs around him and groaned through a climax, and then another, shuddering against his body.

When he finally let me down again, my legs were weak and the back of my head felt bruised but wonderfully buzzy. I stumbled when I tried to walk, almost dropping to my knees, and giggled when Kenny took my arm, feeling completely fuck-drunk. He guided me upstairs and properly undressed me so we could cuddle and talk and fuck some more.

"What the fuck was that?" Kenny asked when he crashed onto the pillow beside me.

"I don't know ... it was weird ... but it was fucking hot!"

"I feel like they were warming up to it, for weeks," he said, looking up at the ceiling. "The hot tub, the drinks, the talk about that nude beach ..."

"A little nudity is one thing," I said, "but straight up fucking in front of the guests?"

"Weird, but fucking hot ..." he said, echoing me and seeming to mull it over. "I mean, maybe we should be honored ..."

"Seems like a weird way to honor someone."

"I mean, that they're so ... comfortable with us? I don't know, Casey, it didn't seem like they were pressuring us into sex."

"They were definitely inviting us into ... something."

"So, would you fuck Tom?" he asked me.

"I don't know — would you fuck Jane?" I was deflecting his question, partly because my answer about Tom was a definite "maybe" but my answer for Jane would have been a resounding "yes". Her firm tits, her tight belly, that strip of dark hair above her slit — I was going to be imagining Jane's body for a long time.

"Maybe? I don't know if that's what the invitation was. She's never seemed that flirty to me."

I rolled my eyes. Kenny was largely deaf and blind to flirtation — I had been flirting with him for weeks after we first met, and if I hadn't made the first move, I'd still be pointlessly flirting two years on. Jane had absolutely been flirting with us both, maybe subtly, maybe to some other end than landing one or both of us in the sack, but flirting all the same.

"I'd fuck her," I said, letting out a long breath of air and closing my eyes.
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parallel play


The agreement we finally reached that night, after several rounds of cuddling and fucking and talking, was that neither of us would fuck either of them, at least for now, but that we would reciprocate with our own demonstration if the moment arose again. Maybe Jane's display had been a one time thing, a weird moment triggered by heat and alcohol and her own horniness; if it never happened again, Kenny and I agreed that we'd let it slide.

But if it did happen again? We were determined we'd give as good a show as we got.

We didn't have to wait long. Tom came by our house the next Friday evening with an invitation to grill at their place on Saturday — "Bring a side," he said to Kenny, "we'll supply the meat," and winked. My mind immediately interpreted that with the crudest intent possible, and I felt a tingle run through my body, watching Tom walk back across the street.

Needless to say, we fucked like rabbits that night. Kenny's staying power was amazing — he folded me double, my knees against my tits and my feet on his shoulders, and hammered me into the mattress until I begged him to stop, and then turned me on my side and spooned me with long, loving stokes until I saw colors I didn't know existed.

I tried to think of mundane things on Saturday while preparing for the visit with Tom and Jane. I decided on coleslaw for the side — potato salad seemed too heavy if the evening went the way I hoped it would — and I mixed up a little cooler jug of lemonade with vodka, partly as a callback to that first pitcher of lemonade that Jane brought over the day we moved in. While I shredded the cabbage and carrots — I decided to make the coleslaw rather than buy it, partly to burn off nervous energy — my mind kept wandering back to watching Jane riding Tom's cock, and I worried if I could go through with it if the opportunity arose.

Kenny and I had decided, after some experimentation, that having me ride him would be the best demonstration of our fucking. It wasn't really in our repertoire — most nights we opted for spooning if we were tired, and plain old reliable missionary if we were horny — but Kenny likes to play with my tits when I'm on top and he tends to last a good long time. I selected a short yellow dress to wear, figuring that I could keep it on or take it off depending on how I felt — I was a little intimidated by Jane's body, with her firm breasts, flat tummy, and lean thighs, and I thought I might prefer to stay at least partially covered.

"Are you ready for this, baby?" Kenny whispered to me as we walked across the street on Saturday evening. My hands were shaking so hard that I was afraid I would drop the bowl of coleslaw, so I had Kenny carry it while I swung the green cooler jug of lemonade by my knee.

"I think so," I said, giving his arm a squeeze. "I hope so. I'm so fucking horny ..."

"Me too," he said, bumping my hip with his. "No matter how this night goes, I'm going to fuck you so hard you're going to see stars."

For about an hour and a half, while the sun set and the hot summer air turned a little cooler, it was just a normal cookout with the neighbors. We talked about various home projects and chores, the terrible showing of the local baseball team in the last month, the usual gossip and gripes of life in a medium-sized city. Tom ran the grill, turning out delicious burgers blended with spicy cheese, and Jane kept the drink glasses topped off with my lemonade and her rum and fruit juice mix. Everyone seemed to like my coleslaw, though my cooking skills being accepted was the least thing making my head spin and stomach jump.

They had strung the top of their high fence with twinkling lights that came on as sunset faded to twilight, and they cast gentle shadows across the patio. Jane cleared the plates as we settled onto the patio loungers; I was a little disappointed when she came back from the kitchen fully clothed, but she flashed me a wicked grin that made my pulse jump as she settled beside Tom, nudging him over to make room for her.

"So," Jane said, "you haven't mentioned our little display from last week all night." She ran her fingers up and down Tom's bare knee, grazing the hem of his shorts. The bulge below his belt was unmistakable, and he made no effort to hide it. "I guess it didn't scare you away ..."

"Hardly," I said. "It was quite the display — it gave us all sorts of ideas when we got home."

"Oh? What kinds of ideas?" she asked, arching an eyebrow.

I glanced over at Kenny — was this our cue? Were we ready to give our show? My throat was tight, my hands were clammy, I felt like I was being called on to give a performance for which I hadn't prepared but on which everything, everything, depends. Despite all my brave talk and intentions to impress and shock our hosts, I was frozen on my lounge chair.

But Kenny came through, to my surprise and delight. He reached over, fingers brushing the inside of my thigh, and slowly dragged his hand under the hem of my dress, fingertips brushing my panties before retreating.

"Your display inspired us all week," Kenny said. He gently squeezed my thigh and brushed his nails under my dress again, this time letting his thumb linger on my crotch. I could feel the heat and moisture rising, and let my legs part, one foot dangling off the edge of the chair. "You had us fucking like bunnies from the minute we got home."

"Really?" Jane said. "Tell us about it."

Kenny hooked his thumb into the leg of my panties and tugged to expose a glimpse of my pussy. I hitched up my dress and leaned back on the lounger, letting my thighs fall apart. Kenny gave a tug and started to work my panties down my legs; I lifted my ass so he could slide them to my knees.

I was a little self-conscious, exposing my bush to Jane and Tom. Unlike Jane, who had a carefully trimmed strip of dark hair from belly to slit, I had a wild thatch of tangled blonde hair that I rarely tended. I had given the sides a touch-up when I shaved the night before, but I didn't want to risk rash or razor burn before this evening. The one time I shaved, for a boyfriend before Kenny, I had been cursed with an itchy crotch for a month, and vowed never to do more than light trim ever again. Luckily Kenny loved my bush — still does, all these years later, twisting the hair and running his fingers through it when he goes down on me, sometimes whispering, "So soft," when he's spooning me from behind and reaches a hand around to stroke my mound.

"Kenny took me right inside our door," I said. I lifted my legs to let Kenny slip my panties free, and then sat with my knees up and thighs wide. With my pussy on full display, the cool night air tickling my belly, I felt wanton and free. Kenny dragged a finger between my lips and it came away wet and glistening in the dim light.

"He pushed me up against the wall," I continued, "and yanked my panties down. My pussy was so wet, his cock went right in, and he slammed me so hard my head hit the wall."

"Do you like it rough?" Tom asked.

I closed my eyes; I couldn't look at them and talk dirty, I was afraid I would start to lose my nerve.

"I do when I'm really turned on," I said. Kenny's fingers were tickling my thighs and belly, circling my pussy with the lightest of touches. "I like to get pounded into the mattress with my knees up, and feel Kenny's balls slapping against my ass."

At that, Kenny let out a little sigh and slid a finger between my lips. I shifted my hips to invite him inside, and he gently parted my entrance and slid the tip of his finger into my channel. With a groan, I tilted my head back and relaxed into Kenny's confident hand.

"He fucked me so hard," I continued, eyes still tightly closed, "that I came four or five times right there, just riding wave after wave while he filled me up. I don't think I've ever come so fast or so hard. Then he took me upstairs and just kept pounding, he rode me all night while I was thinking about you riding Tom's cock. I was picturing Tom's cum dripping out of your pussy while Kenny filled me with his jizz ..."

I was panting, and it was hard to talk. Kenny had both hands at work now, one set of fingers tickling my clit while the others plunged into my channel, pushing into the spongy bundle of nerves just an inch or so inside, the button that always launched an explosion in my core.

When I came, I came hard, with a shuddering gasp that turned into a muffled scream when I threw my arm over my mouth. I shook under Kenny's expert hands, bucking my hips against his thrusting fingers, and let out a stream of expletives when I was able to catch my breath. It wasn't the show we were planning, but I felt like it was up to the standards we had set for ourselves.

I opened my eyes and found that Tom and Jane were in the middle of a show of their own. Jane knelt beside Tom, her mouth sliding up and down the shaft of his cock, making it slippery with spit, while Tom's gaze was fixed on my still-pulsing pussy. Jane's eyes were closed, deep in concentration. I slid a hand down to join Kenny's fingers, smoothing my nectar-soaked curls and urging Tom's eyes to admire my wet lips and the bold little nub of my hard clit.

Kenny was staring as hard at Jane's mouth on Tom's cock as Tom was staring at my pussy. I reached over to find that his cock was straining against the fabric of his shorts, as hard as the night we came home from Tom and Jane's first show for us. It erupted like a spring when I undid his shorts, and he moaned when it was free, a shiny drop of pre-cum catching the twinkling patio lights.

Kenny's cock quivered in my hand when I stroked his length; it was hot and hard and I needed it inside me. With shaky legs, I rolled off my lounge chair and straddled Kenny on his, reaching behind me to guide his cock against my pussy. A tingle coursed up my belly when I pressed the head against my clit, and he reached his hands down to cup my ass cheeks and lift me toward him. I pressed my lips hard against his while I aimed his cock toward my opening, and I shot my tongue into his mouth as I settled onto his shaft.

After that, our visits to Tom and Jane's became a regular thing. Not just on the weekends, but sometimes in the middle of the week, we would go across the street, hearts pounding and palms sweaty, and join our neighbors for a fuck. If the weather was nice, we fucked on the patio, either on the lounge chairs or splayed out on cushions laid on the floor. When it rained, we retreated to their guest room, where they kept a king sized bed and a shelf of supplies: lube, condoms, cock rings, vibrators, even some soft rope, padded handcuffs, and a riding crop for some more adventurous explorations.

For those first two months, Kenny and I kept a firm boundary between us and our hosts. We could fuck side by side, sprawled across the bed, hips touching and limbs tangled, but it was strictly couples action: Kenny fucked me while Tom fucked Jane, though Jane and I did sneak some kisses, tickles, and gentle strokes between ourselves.

I learned a lot watching them fuck, and not just about fun positions (Jane liked to lie flat on her tummy, legs tight together, while Tom mounted her from behind, his belly against her ass; when Kenny and I tried it, I was delirious with the delicious friction of the sheets against my clit and Kenny's cock between my lips). What struck me most was the communication between Jane and Tom: when things were working well, they gave each other constant feedback and encouragement; if something was uncomfortable or the heat was starting to dissipate, they were quick to call for a change, resuming their fucking in a more pleasurable shape. Kenny and I had always been silent, though attentive, before; taking a cue from our hosts, our lovemaking became much more vocal and satisfying.

We could probably have continued like that forever, or at least until the end of our lease on the little north side house, a happy foursome enjoying each other's company and engaging in satisfying parallel play. Maybe things would have progressed between Jane and me to some bolder touches — I loved to feel her breath on my pussy when she rested her head on my belly after she came, and I longed for her tongue to sneak toward my cleft — but for a long time we stayed in that delicious stasis.

Nothing lasts forever, though, and my curiosity got the better of me one Sunday afternoon, starting the inevitable collapse of those happy months.
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two on one


Iknew going into our marriage that Kenny played D&D. It's not like he really kept it a secret: he had a t-shirt in regular rotation that had a red dragon coiled around a horde of multi-sided dice, he was well-versed in all variety of fantasy books and movies, and he had a standing game twice a month at his buddy Dan's place on the west side of town. He missed a few games because of the move and our new-found hobby, so when he started talking about how he really wanted to get back on the table top routine, I encouraged him.

"Man cannot live by fucking alone," I told him. We were lying in bed on a lazy Sunday morning, unpacking last night's session with Jane and Tom, which had involved the introduction of cock rings, which were a revelation to both of us.

"Man can sure try, though," he said with laugh, giving me a kiss and gently squeezing my tit. "How exactly did we get so far down this weird path, anyway? Are we swingers now?"

I shrugged and kissed him back.

"I don't think so," I said. "I mean, we don't fuck anyone else, we just ... watch?"

"And get watched."

"Yeah, that's my favorite part," I said, running the back of my hand up and down his thigh. His cock twitched inside his pajama shorts. "Feeling their eyes on us while you pound me, while I suck your cock ..."

"I don't know," he said, catching his breath when I slipped a finger through his shorts' fly flap and traced a light line up his shaft. "I think they like watching a little too much. It feels kind of weird sometimes."

"That's because it is weird," I said, "and that's the thrill of it. Breaking the rules, getting dirty and kinky, having a wicked secret — that's what turns me on."

"If I'd known you were this naughty," he said, sliding his hand under my t-shirt and tweaking my rock hard nipples, "I would have married you a lot sooner."

"If I'd known I was this naughty," I said, putting my whole hand through the fly so I could wrap my fingers around his cock, "I might have been a little wilder before I got married. I'm glad I married someone who's just as naughty as me."

Kenny, it turned out, may have been naughty, but he didn't hold a candle to my naughtiness. No sooner had he decided to start attending his D&D game again, in addition to our new games with Tom and Jane, than I started to wonder what it might be like to have a session with our neighbors on my own. Not that Kenny cramped my style at all — far from it, his already impressive lovemaking was reaching Olympic levels with all the "training" they were doing. But I wondered all the same what it would be like to be an unattached third to Tom and Jane's two — would I be left out in the cold by the passion they had for each other, or be the focus of their attention, a plaything for their desires? I wanted to be a plaything ...

Over the days leading up to Kenny's crosstown D&D session, thoughts of visiting Tom and Jane without him became increasingly intrusive. I would daydream at work, sitting at the loan desk at the bank during the slow hours before five o'clock, imaging Tom and Jane running their hands all over me, kissing every inch of me, licking the salt from my skin. Vivid dreams dragged me from sleep in the middle of the night: me sprawled and tied down to the bed while a dozen avatars and Tom and Jane stared at my naked, helpless body; me riding against Jane's thigh, my pussy smearing her skin with nectar; Tom and Jane taking turns devouring me, faces between my legs and eyes fixed on my convulsing face. When I couldn't fall back asleep, I would tiptoe downstairs and lie on the couch, masturbating until I sank into a fitful, shallow swoon.

How I hid my obsession from Kenny, I have no idea; he never noticed my distractedness, my fidgeting, my constant need to peek out the living room window at their tidy little house across the street. His game was on a Wednesday night, which wasn't even a typical night for our filthy get together; we planned to reconvene on Saturday as usual, to sample a new version of Jane's punch that she thought was closer to what they'd had that one time in de los Secretos and to try out some blindfold play afterward. My libido wasn't getting short shrift because of his game night; but my libido was suddenly hankering for something new on the menu that I was terrified to mention to my husband.

While Kenny packed up his bag of books and papers and dice, I paced from the kitchen to the living room and back, my mind and heart both racing. As far as Kenny knew, I was planning a quiet evening at home: toss a frozen dinner in the microwave, maybe pour a glass of wine, watch some TV or read a book, probably be fast asleep before he got home.

I was sitting on the couch, clammy palms squeezed between my knees, trying not to look over my shoulder and through the curtains at the little bungalow across the street, when Kenny leaned down to kiss me goodbye. I was sure he could taste my wicked intent on my lips, but somehow he didn't detect my evil intentions.

"Kill a nice big dragon for me," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

"I think Dan is planning giants for us tonight."

"Kill one of those, too," I said. "I'll probably be asleep when you get home."

I watched our green hatchback drive down the street and turn the corner, and I waited. All day I had been trying to come up with a plan for an illicit evening with Tom and Jane. They wouldn't be expecting my visit, and I racked my brain for an excuse to knock on their door. Maybe I could go over to borrow a cup of sugar? Or pretend I had a piece of their mail that had been misdelivered to us, as sometimes happened since our house numbers were just one apart?

I could just chicken out, stay home, work out my horniness by myself with a vibrator and a dirty story or two. In a few days we would resume our regular visits, engage in our little exhibitionist foursome frolic, and I would certainly find relief in that. But I was suffering from a new itch that wasn't going to be scratched that way.

Finally I decided to just go over, bang on their door, and blurt out the first thing that came to mind. Going with a pretense at this point was ludicrous — Kenny and I visited Tom and Jane with only one purpose in mind, and there was no reason for them to believe I would have any other motivation. Dressed in a skirt and blouse that could be easily removed if the opportunity arose, I hurried across the street, jaw set in determination, willing myself to be calm despite the tension building in every muscle.

My first knock on their door was too soft, barely a tap; and my second, when I brought my shaking hand under control, was too loud, like a gunshot on the quiet evening street. I made two more better-controlled raps against the wood before Tom, bare-chested with a towel around his waist, opened the door, a broad grin on his face.

"I want to watch," I blurted out. He took my trembling hand in his and led me inside.

Jane was standing in the kitchen, sipping from a glass, wearing nothing but one of Tom's button down shirts and a pair of blue panties. The shirt was open, revealing her belly button and cleavage, and her black hair hung in tousled waves over her shoulder. An undone red tie dangled from the collar, its tail at her cocked hip. She grinned at me over her glass, eyes sparkling.

"You missed the opening act," she said. "I wasn't expecting an audience tonight, so I was just modeling some of Tom's suits for him."

"She looks a lot better in them than I do," Tom said, standing behind me with a hand on my shoulder. I flinched a little — he seldom touched me when Kenny and I were over together — but then I remembered that this was what I wanted, what I had been desperate for all week in anticipation, and I leaned back into him. He put his other hand on my waist, and I could feel his bulge beneath his towel and against my ass.

"Since you said you want to watch," Tom said, his mouth close to my ear, "maybe Jane can continue her show?"

"I'd be happy to," she said, setting her glass on the counter. "Why don't you two get comfortable in the living room and I'll be right out."

I followed Tom into the living room. The lights were off and the curtains were drawn, filtering the early evening light into a twilight of shadow. Pieces of men's clothing — trousers, shirts, jackets, ties — were scattered around the room, lying on the floor and draped over the chairs.

Tom took a seat on the couch and patted the cushion beside him. I took a deep breath and sat, close but not quite touching, reminding myself that I had come over here with a purpose in mind, though that purpose was still somewhat unclear to me. Tom settled back against the couch and undid the loose tie of his towel, opening it to reveal his erect penis.

I had seen Tom's cock many times over the last several weeks, both rock hard and ready to fuck, and shrunken and spent, shiny with Jane's nectar and saliva. Somehow, though, I had never really looked at it as I was looking at it now on their living room couch. It was a little thicker than Kenny's, with a rich purple head the color of a fresh bruise and a wrinkled knot of skin where the shaft met the glans. In the dim light it looked silky, with a light sheen that made it glimmer — not a wet sheen, though, more a luxurious luster like satin. He had a tangle of black hair at the base, but his heavy balls were smooth, and I couldn't help imagining my tongue circling those egg-sized globes. When I lifted my eyes from his cock to his face, I caught his wry smile and felt the blood rise in my cheeks.

It seemed like he was about to say something, but there was movement in shadows that pulled our attention away. Jane had walked into the room, wearing a gray man's suit — presumably Tom's — with a pale blue blouse and a yellow tie with a loose, messy knot. Her blonde hair was tucked up under a black fedora that didn't quite match the suit, but was somehow sexier for its subtle clash. The suit was too big for her, hiding her curves and flowing over her legs and hips when she walked — no, strutted — into the middle of the room.

Jane cocked a hip and stopped, smiling at us. And then she started a slow and deliberate striptease, coquettishly flashing bare hip and haunch beneath the smooth gray fabric, revealing and hiding her nudity in little flashes. Many years later I would watch Jake the Lumberjack, Madeline's surprise stripper, in a similarly dim hotel suite, and though Jake's performance was far more polished and designed to arouse than Jane's, I would continue to hold Jane's as the pinnacle of exotic dancing in my mind.

I glanced over at Tom, but his eyes were fixed now on Jane's dance. One hand held the base of his cock, fingers curled around his balls, and the other danced across the head, fingers tickling the purple glans. A trickle of silvery pre-cum leaked from the slit, making the head of his cock shine. My pussy tingled, and I tugged at the hem of my skirt, longing to slide a hand into my panties but strangely embarrassed; Tom and Jane had watched Kenny fuck me many times, knew the sights and sounds and smells of my body almost as well as I knew them myself, but sitting on the couch fully clothed beside Tom's nakedness, watching Jane reveal her body an inch at a time, made me feel as if a spotlight were shining directly on my shame.

When Jane was naked except for the black fedora, she dropped to her knees and crawled to the couch, her eyes fixed on Tom's cock. She crouched at his feet, her tongues circling his toes and her fingers flicking across his ankles. I watched as she worked her way up, her lips tracing the contours of Tom's calves and knees, her tongue making a slippery trail up his thigh toward his crotch. He let go of his cock when she reached for it, stretching his arms wide across the back of the couch, brushing my shoulder when he stretched. I shivered but didn't pull away.

Jane licked lazy circles around Tom's bare balls, and my tongue mirrored her movements against my lips. I leaned closer to watch Jane work, lips and tongue slickening his shaft and wetting his glans. Her tongue circled the slit of his cock's head, spreading the pre-cum before she puckered her lips around it and sucked the tip. I mirrored this motion, too, against my thumb, imagining the faint salty flavor from my skin to be the tangy taste of Tom's cock.

I tucked me knees up under me and leaned closer, one thumb in my mouth and one hand resting on Tom's thigh, mesmerized by Jane's mouth taking Tom's cock a centimeter at a time. Tom threw his head back and let his arm drop from the couch and over my arm; I leaned into him, letting him loosely embrace me, his fingers against my ribs. Jane closed her eyes, concentration furrowing her brow, and sucked, her cheeks hollowing.

Tom tensed, his fingers splayed against my side, and gasped, lifting his ass off the couch. Jane pulled her mouth away from his cock with a triumphant look on her face, a ribbon of cum falling from her lips. Tom reached out a hand to pull the hat from Jane's head, and her blonde hair fell out over his thighs when she dropped her mouth to his balls, taking each in turn between her lips.

"Now you," Jane said, looking up at me from Tom's lap while her fingers reached out to dance across my knees.

Part of me wanted to pull away, wanted to get up from the couch and flee this scene — when I got to the door I had said to Tom, "I want to watch," and I had. I had watched Jane sensuously disrobe from Tom's suit, had watched Jane give Tom an amazing blowjob, had watched Tom delight in the attention to his cock. Mission accomplished!

But of course I didn't want to just watch; none of my fantasies over the course of the week had involved watching alone. I wanted to participate; I wanted Jane's mouth on me, Tom's hands on me; I wanted to be more than an observer. So when Jane's fingers pushed against my knees, I leaned back and let my thighs part, I lifted my ass from the couch when she slid her hands under my skirt, and I presented my wet, open pussy to her when she pulled my panties off and ran her fingers through the tangle of my thatch.

Jane's lips were so much softer than Kenny's, and her tongue was a little more nimble, though she didn't yet know the things I particularly liked: the lazy circle around my clit, the lips sucked into a mouth, the playful bites down my mound. But she explored widely and boldly, and hit on some new sensations no previous lover had tripped: teeth lightly scraping the hood of my clit, fingers drawing out the nectar to be hungrily lapped by a curling tongue, soft, warm breaths blown across my wet pussy.

I wondered what flavors must be mingling in Jane's mouth, so recently filled with the salty, musky seed that erupted from Tom's cock, and now tasting my tangy juices. In college I had fooled around with girls a little — nothing like the wild encounters Madeline would later tell me about, but a little more than just some shy touches and kisses — but none of them ate pussy the way Jane ate pussy. She devoured me like a starving woman with a banquet laid out in front of her, and she refused to stop after my first, second, and third orgasm; it was only when I screamed at the start of my fourth and pushed her head away that she finally relented, and looked up at me with a face glistening in the fading light.

"Oh fuck," I groaned, leaning into Tom, who had been watching his wife inhale me while gently tugging at his half-hard cock. He held me against his chest and stroked my hair. Jane laughed and pulled herself up onto the couch, sitting on the other side of me and joining her husband in petting my tingling scalp.

"What time is it?" I gasped, suddenly mindful of the empty house across the street.

"Almost eight," Tom said.

"Shit," I said. "Kenny gets home at eight thirty ..."

"Kenny doesn't know you're here, does he?" Jane asked. There was a conspiratorial tone in her whisper.

"He ... no ..." My face burned hot with sudden shame. "No, I didn't tell him ..."

Jane kissed my lips; I tasted my piquant flavor on her mouth.

"You're a naughty girl," Jane said. "A naughty, naughty girl ..."

"Oh fuck," I mumbled. "Fuck fuck fuck. I can't ... please don't tell him!"

Jane pressed a finger to my lips and slid up to stare into my eyes. I was struck by how blue and bright they were.

"It's our secret," she said. "But you'll have to come over to play again on your own, we have new games to try."

I made it back across the street with time to take a shower, rinsing off as much of the scent of our secret meal as I could, and climbed into bed with a book. I was just starting to nod off when Kenny got home, a little later than he planned, but when he slid under the covers beside me I snapped awake, and aroused. Kenny fucked me hard that night, oblivious to the source of my need but happy to find me in a state of ravenous hunger.

And so I found a new habit: Kenny's D&D game became a weekly thing that he almost never missed, and while he was slaying dragons across town, I was crawling through increasingly dark dungeons across the street. We still fucked together at Tom and Jane's as before, but those foursome frolics felt increasingly vanilla to me: surely this was a commonplace activity that just wasn't discussed in polite society, we couldn't be the only neighbors who enjoyed a little show and tell, because it felt so normal and sometimes even a bit dull. It was the threesome tangles that I lived for.

When we visited Jane and Tom together, it was in the spirit of neighborliness: neighbors who fuck, but also chit chat and grill on the patio. When I visited Jane and Tom alone, it was in the spirit of exploration, of pushing the edges of sensation.

On my second visit, Jane introduced nipple clamps. She had me and Tom lick and suck her nipples until they were long and stiff, and then attached little butterfly clips to them. She grimaced and grinned with them fixed in place, and groaned when Tom and I took turns licking her breasts. After Tom pushed her over the precipice with his vigorous fingers, she attached larger, softer clamps that resembled clothespins to my nipples; I could only wear them for a minute or two that first night before screaming for Jane to take them off, but in time I wore them longer and enjoyed the battling sensations of pain and pleasure when we played with them attached.

Tom, for his part, excelled at wearing the nipple clamps, even letting me tug on them while Jane sucked his cock.

We also played with Jane's collection of dildos — I loved the one with the little clit tickler at the base — and with all manner of ropes and cuffs. When I started going across the street during Kenny's night out, I was worried that Tom's cock was going to be a problem: I know it sounds hopelessly bourgeois and conventional, considering everything I was doing at the time, but somehow another man's cock seemed like too bright a line for me to cross. I couldn't have imagined the range of things we could do without actually fucking (though I did once get absolutely railed by Jane with a strap-on dildo, after which I was almost reluctant to fuck Kenny when he got home).


[image: ]
the lingam revealed


Petra is snoring in the other bed when I wake up. I didn't hear her come in, so she must have stumbled back pretty late. She has one arm thrown over her eyes and the other dangles off the edge of the bed, and a grimace passes over her mouth when she stirs; I wonder what kinds of dreams are troubling her mind.

The dreams that troubled my mind all night, when I finally got to sleep after gnawing at the bones of those weeks with Tom and Jane for the thousandth, maybe millionth, time, were all about Martin and Cynthia. When Kenny and I made our getaway, I vowed never to think about them again, though of course that was impossible: the offer they had made was so tantalizing that I thirsted for it even after we had decided to take a completely different path. In my dreams I was in Tom and Jane's house again, listening in rapt wonder as Martin and Cynthia described the path to Kundalini. Kundalini, the Coiled Snake, the final chakra, the divine orgasm. And then the dreams turned terrifying, the snake all too real, uncoiled, devouring me and my life with Kenny and the girls, and I woke soaked in sweat but also horny as hell.

I slip out of the bedroom and go to the kitchenette to start some coffee, and then sit on the couch with the brochure I picked up on my way back to the suite last night. It's a glossy tri-fold with a picture of the hotel on the front; inside, it's illustrated with line drawings of scantily clad women twining around each other like flowering vines. Block letters at the top proclaim "Swingers' Explorers Club Casino Takeover Weekend" and below is a schedule of events, including conferences with titles like "Exploring Your Yoni and Lingam Energy," "Inviting a Third," "Five Rules for Unicorns," and "Hosting Your First Ethical Gangbang."

I smile, almost in spite of myself. So this is where Martin and Cynthia have landed, after all of that talk about starting a commune where we could devote ourselves to the divine erotic, or the erotic divine, or some such mumbo jumbo. Their vision has devolved into a sex club with yoga trappings and an all-you-can-eat buffet.

The description of the "Yoni and Lingam" session certainly sounds like Martin and Cynthia: "Come and explore the erotic potential of meditation and embrace your sensual divinity. The first session will focus on the lingam, with practices for tantric orgasm retention and tapping into the masculine transcendent. The second session explores the well-spring of feminine power and how to energize your inner goddess."

I almost fling the brochure across the room in disgust and annoyance; at the time I thought of them as gurus, but now Martin and Cynthia just seem like another pair of grifters: no more dangerous than the usual scam artists if you're wise enough to shield your heart from them. I've got mostly impenetrable shields now — "Adamantine Shield of Preservation, Armor Class +10" or something like that, Kenny would probably say. They can't get to me anymore.

Though it might be fun, I have to admit, to see if they recognize me, or if there have been so many Caseys and Kennys since then that I'm anonymous again. And maybe the "lingam and yoni" sessions could be entertaining — I imagine that they would make poor Petra squirm, and that would be worth the entertainment value.

By the time Petra gets up, I've finished a couple cups of coffee and done a full circuit of the hotel television lineup, which isn't great. She staggers into the living room, stumbles back to the kitchenette to bang around for a coffee cup, and then flops down on a chair with a loud sigh.

"Good morning, sunshine," I say in as cheery a voice as I can manage. "Did you clean up at the tables last night?"

"Sort of?" she says, her voice a dry and crackly croak. "I broke even and won a side bet."

"Oh, with that handsome devil with the beard and ear stud?" It was the beard that made me gasp when I saw him last night; I remember the wonderful texture of it against my thighs so long ago ... "I'd think you'd have no problem beating him; he was probably looking at you more than at his cards. That dress is your secret weapon — wear it tonight and you'll clean this place out."

"He was the one distracting me, with his sparkling cufflinks and debonair ways. I'm not used to that kind of suave — Phil is a little more rough-hewn than that."

"Putting it mildly; does Phil even own a tie?"

"Just one that I know of. The pattern is made of D&D dice; I don't let him wear it in public."

"So this SExC thing we keep hearing about," I say, tossing the brochure her way. "It's not a tech conference. At all. Take a look."

I sit back and watch her take it all in: the lewd drawings, the provocative seminar titles, and finally the name that I'm sure she'll recognize.

"Holy shit," she says. "Martin - " she taps the brochure. "Martin Harrison — he's giving the 'Lingam Energy' conference. That's my Martin."

"Your Martin?" I raise my eyebrows in mock surprise. "Did you get a little of that lingam energy from him?"

"Absolutely not!" she says after a pause. "I'm practically a married woman! But he said he could get us passes to his talk."

Passes? Petra must have made more of an impression on Martin than I had expected. Part of me wants to level with her, explain that there's a darkness there that she can't possibly have seen after just one encounter with him, but I take a deep breath instead. It's been over ten years, and the danger has almost certainly passed if Martin and Cynthia have been reduced to giving masturbation classes at a swinger convention in a downstate casino hotel.

"Well, if the tables are slow," I say, "maybe I'll take him up on that offer. I'm always looking for tips on how to energize Kenny's lingam."

That's when the door to the suite swings open and Madeline stumbles in. She's got her dress twisted so one of her tits is about to pop free, and her shoes are dangling from her hands. I'm pretty sure she was wearing hose when we left for the casino last night, but now her legs are bare.

"Holy fuck," she announces when she sees us, "did you know there's a swinger convention here?"

The convention has completely transformed the hotel when we get downstairs. The lobby is crowded with people in all manner of outfits — kink and leather gear, tuxes and gowns, basic casual tourist clothes — and "SExC" banners and balloons hang from every wall and doorway. The dining room is packed to overflowing — no chance of getting breakfast any time soon — and the game room is almost deserted.

We give the slots a try — none of the card tables are even open — but it's a sad and boring alternative to real gaming.

"This blows," I say after feeding yet another token to the one-armed bandit and watching the spinner clock me another loss. "Let's go see what your boyfriend's swinger seminar is like."

"Not my boyfriend," Petra says, a defensive tone in her voice. She doesn't know how lucky she is that he's not.

Back in the lobby, we find the registration table. While Petra goes up to talk to the woman sitting behind a tablet, I scan the lobby for any familiar faces. Martin, I assume, is already giving his presentation, and I imagine that Cynthia must be with him. I half expect to see Tom and Jane, another pair of ghosts, but they don't make an appearance. Part of me is relieved — I have no idea what I would say to them now, or if they would even recognize me — and part of me feels a pang of regret like I haven't felt for years.

I hear the woman taking registration information say something about "party passes", and repeat the phrase to her as a question.

"They get you onto the fifth floor after nine tonight," the woman says. "There are room parties, and sort of a disco vibe in the hallways. It's the thing that a lot of the members are here for."

Well — that could be interesting indeed. I grab the yellow wristbands that she offers us, and then follow Petra toward Ballroom C, where Martin's seminar is already underway.

My second ghost sighting of the weekend is less scary than the first, because I'm expecting it. The ballroom is filled with people sitting in rows of folding chairs, all turned to face a massage table with a black curtain draped across it. Lying on the table is a naked man, visible from the waist down, an impressive erection rising from his groin, and straddling the man's waist is Cynthia, bare-breasted and terrifying in her sensual power. Cynthia Papadopolous, the coiled serpent herself, ten years older but just as beautiful and dangerous as the night I met her.

The cock, I am quite certain, belongs to the other ghost haunting this weekend, Martin Harrison. It has a distinctive and delightful bend at the end, a turn of the head that makes my pussy tingle despite my best efforts to tamp down those old memories.

"Holy shit," I whisper to Petra, on the verge of confessing my past with this couple, but I hold it back, instead saying as lightheartedly as I can, "now that's a lingam!"

Almost all of the seats are taken; we spot a couple of open chairs in the front, just inches away from Cynthia and Martin's cock, and make our way to them. Cynthia pauses in her demonstration of holding Martin's shaft and smiles at us; I search her face for a sign of recognition, but there's none — she either doesn't remember me, or is the better poker player of the pair.

It could just be that my hair is blonde again. I had started dying it different colors not long after I started my secret experiments with Tom and Jane: pink, purple, green, blue. My supervisor at the bank had been a little distressed when I came to work with a rainbow on my head, but when I showed her there was nothing in the employee dress code forbidding dyed hair, she had to accept my new interest in color. The first night we met Martin and Cynthia, my hair was an iridescent aquamarine, like a mermaid's flukes, and it shone in the candlelight that illuminated Tom and Jane's living room.

It was a Saturday night, typical for our sessions across the street, but Tom and Jane had let us know the weekend before that this was going to be different from our usual meetings because of some guests they were excited for us to meet. Martin and Cynthia had been at Isla de los Secretos — of course! — and were making a stop in the city on their way up north to look at some property they were considering for a new project.

"They'll totally blow your minds," Tom had promised.

Considering the mind-blowing he and Jane had provided me a couple of nights before, while Kenny was at his game session, Martin and Cynthia would have to be something special indeed. Tom and Jane had trussed me up with white, soft, cotton rope like a Thanksgiving turkey, feet and hands behind my back, and laid me on their king size bed while they had a slow, sensuous fuck just inches from my face. I could see and hear and smell every movement of Tom's cock as it slid in and out of Jane's pussy, I could watch her lips cling to his shaft as it slid almost free and then see her clit pulse when he slid back into her depths, and my own pussy wept with desire, but there was nothing I could do about it. I squirmed and struggled, desperate to stroke my clit and pinch my nipples, but at most I got just the slightest friction by arching my back and pressing into their smooth, cool satin sheets. When Tom came inside Jane with a long, deep moan, I was close to tears from frustration. And then they rolled me on my back, loosened my bindings, and devoured me, lips and tongues making shiny trails all over my body as I came and came and came. I swear my scalp was still tingling from those orgasms when Kenny and I walked across the street to meet Martin and Cynthia for the first time.

Jane met us at the door wrapped in a blue silk sheath, her hair tied back with a silver cord. Her eyes sparkled, and she greeted us each with a kiss and a squeeze of the hand.

"They're here already," she whispered, taking Kenny by the elbow and guiding him inside. "You should get comfortable and come join us in the living room."

It was late August, the end of our summer of sex and the start of what I hoped would be a fall full of frolics — it felt like we were on the verge of something, both in our meetings as a foursome and in our threesome, making different but equally profound breakthroughs together. Tom and Jane held out Martin and Cynthia as the gateway to sensuous discoveries we couldn't even imagine.

The sun was setting earlier now, and the early evening light was largely blocked by the heavy curtains drawn across the front windows. Tom and Jane had covered the floor of the living room with blankets and pillows, and candles clustered on the hutch by the kitchen and the coffee table pushed into the corner, casting flickering shadows.

Tom sat in the center of the room, naked, legs crossed and eyes closed, his breath slow and steady. Next to him sat a woman I had never seen before: olive complexion, shiny black hair falling in ringlets down her bare back, round, firm breasts rising and falling with her breath. Facing them was a brown-haired man with a closely trimmed beard, a diamond stud glittering in his left ear and a look of serene peace on his face, eyes closed. He was naked as well, with a thick cock at rest below a tuft of reddish-brown pubic hair. Jane shucked off her silk covering and tossed it onto a chair, then settled herself onto a cushion on the other side of the woman, their knees almost touching.

Kenny shrugged and started to undress, folding his clothes neatly and setting them on a little table in the hall outside the living room. I suddenly felt a little skeptical of the scene — it looked like the start of a yoga class, but naked, and slightly comical. After the trussing and fucking with Tom and Jane earlier in the week, nude yoga would be a bit of a letdown. But I undressed, too, and followed Kenny to the cushions piled behind Tom, Jane, and the strange but beautiful naked woman.

For a long time — it felt like hours, but I'm sure it was just minutes — we sat in silence, letting our breath settle. I imagined that we were supposed to be meditating, so I tried to block thoughts from entering my mind, which was difficult: if I opened my eyes, I was looking at the dimpled back of the strange woman, and it was all I could do to prevent myself from reaching out a hand to touch its silky softness, slide a palm between her shoulder blades, and tangle my fingers in her thick black ringlets. My threesome evenings with Tom and Jane had introduced me to fucking a woman, and I wanted badly to expand my range to another. I tried not to think about how this new woman would feel under my body, how her pussy would taste against my tongue, how her fingers would feel exploring my skin; I glanced over at Kenny and saw that his cock was rock hard, no doubt plagued by similar visions.

The man seated in front of us — Martin, I deduced, though we hadn't been formally introduced at that point — suddenly opened his eyes and made a small gesture with his hand. The woman whose back I had been imagining under my fingers stood and walked to the front; I got a view of her stunning ass, a perfectly succulent peach that I longed to sink my teeth into, as she took a few steps and then sat beside the man, facing him. He turned to face her, and they twined their fingers together, lifted their shoulders, and closed their eyes, breathing slowly and deeply.

I looked over at Kenny, who looked at me and shrugged. Tom and Jane were staring at Martin and Cynthia, not facing each other but still holding hands, apparently in awe. To me they were a pair of attractive, naked people sitting cross-legged in a darkened living room, but Tom and Jane apparently saw so much more in them than I did.

After another eternity, or possibly five minutes, Martin and Cynthia exhaled with great force and then turned to face us, beatific smiles on their lovely faces. They raised their arms, fingers still tangled together, and bowed their heads for a few moments before looking up at us again with their blissful smiles.

"Thank you, friends, for joining us," Martin said. "This is a journey we are taking together, and I hope that these first steps on the journey have been enlightening." He looked at Jane and asked, "Jane, did you prepare the food?"

Jane nodded, and stood without a word, scurrying off to the kitchen. While Kenny and I shifted uncomfortably on our cushions, Jane returned with a platter of plain wheat crackers and sliced raw radishes and broccoli.

There was to be no fucking that night.

I'm so absorbed in my memories of my first, rather disappointing, encounter with Martin's lingam that I almost don't hear Cynthia say, "Would you like to touch?"

I look up with a start and scan her face; it's still a blank mask, showing no sign that she has the slightest idea who I am. I glance at Petra, who glances at me, and we both look back at Cynthia, who is holding Martin's cock with one hand at the base, gently circling the glans with her fingertips of the other.

"Yes, you, either, both — you're very intent," she says. "Maybe you'd like to feel the lingam's power? I assure, he doesn't mind."

Well, based on my recollections of Martin, he most certainly wouldn't mind a hand or two on his cock. I look at Petra, who hesitates, almost cowering in her seat. With a sigh, I say, "You don't need to ask me twice," and step up to the table to grasp Martin's shaft.

It's just as I remember it — ten years have barely affected the virility of his pillar. If anything, it's stronger and even a bit larger than I recall — maybe a side effect of all the naïve pussies he's plowed in the last decade? I trace the curve of the shaft, remembering the way it felt inside me that night, the places it reached me, and not just physically. My feelings for this cock, and its owner, are complicated.

"It's so silky smooth," I whisper, locking eyes with Cynthia, hoping for the faintest glimmer of recognition, "and so strong. Wow."

When she responds with nothing but her blissful smile, I shrug and take my seat again. Petra gets up and takes a tentative few steps toward the table, extending her hand to gently grasp Martin's cock. A look of wonder passes over her face, as though she's never touched a cock before, and I have a sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach: she's falling under Martin's spell already, after just a round or two of his fancy cocktails and his flaunted sexual enlightenment game.

When Cynthia launches into her discussion of semen retention — a major topic of those visits when Tom and Jane were being sucked into their orbit — I tune her out: been there, done that, didn't get the creampie. Petra, though, is hanging on every word, absolutely mesmerized by her technique. And I have to admit, her technique is good — probably better than it was ten years ago, when she made Kenny blast off in ten seconds flat and gave me a leg-shaking orgasm with just her fingers.

I'm letting my mind wander to that orgasm when I hear Cynthia say, "Ladies, you may want to scoot back an inch or two so you're out of the splash zone," and look up to see that she's pumping Martin's cock like a cheerleader giving the football captain a handy after the homecoming game.

We're not actually in the splash zone — Cynthia has Martin's cock pointing back toward her — but it is an impressive eruption that she coaxes from his cock. His toes curl and his thighs shake as thick ropes of cum shoot out against Cynthia's tits and belly, and he lets out a roar from behind the curtain that bisects the table. When he fucked me ten years ago, on that momentous evening that changed everything for us, he didn't let out a roar, didn't erupt with a fountain of jizz — not that I would have noticed, I was so deep into the overwhelming cosmic experience. I'm a little jealous, actually — I don't think things would have turned out differently if he had pumped his load into me when he came, if he even did come; but it would have added some contrast to the otherwise clean and clinical experience of my sexual enlightenment.

Petra is squirming in her seat at the sight of Martin's climax, her fingers digging into her knees. I'm sure that she would rather be squeezing some other parts; I have to admit that I've got the tinglies, too, in spite of myself. If I didn't know Martin the way I do, I'd almost certainly find his performance to be the height of sensuous delight.

When he sits up, pushing the curtain away so he can look out at the audience, he catches Petra's eye and gives a rakish grin. He looks right past me, with no acknowledgement at all. Maybe it's the hair — if I'd come in aquamarine, maybe he'd have recognized me. But I suspect that it's the decade that has passed: I'm certainly not as slender now as I was then, after two kids; my hair has become a bit brittle and less lustrous, my face has lines that tell stories of late nights and early mornings with a growing family, my tits have fallen prey to time and gravity.

"I need to hit the ladies' room," Petra whispers. "I'll be super fast."
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I'm pretty sure I can guess why Petra is hitting the ladies' room, and it's not because she drank too much coffee at the makeshift buffet. While she scurries away to take care of business — there's quite a line of ladies with nervous looks on their faces and twitches in their fingers making their way down the hall — I go looking for Martin and Cynthia. They've disappeared, though, no doubt cleaning up from Martin's display and preparing for Cynthia's.

I walk a circle around the table and the hanging curtain that's been pulled aside. Someone has taken away the jizz-splattered sheet, and the table's black cushion smells of rubbing alcohol and lavender, a scent that brings a flurry of memories into my head. I need to put my hand on the table to steady myself.

The first night with Martin and Cynthia ended in disappointment and crudites, but the second night, things got much more interesting. Tom and Jane greeted us at the door draped in red fabric, smiling broadly. Jane took my hand and said, "Tonight is going to be amazing, I'm so glad you were able to come!"

"I'd better come," I whispered into her ear, giving it a playful nip with my teeth. "I expect orgasms here."

She laughed, but it sounded a little uncomfortable, like I had made an inappropriate joke. As though anything I said could be inappropriate in the company of this woman, between whose legs I had buried my mouth just a week ago while her husband drizzled honey over her belly and cunt. Washing my face clean before Kenny got home had been a challenge — I was surprised at all the places honey could get, especially when Jane pressed her thighs against my cheeks and bucked her hips in climax.

"Martin and Cynthia are going to give us something better than orgasms," Jane said as she led me into the living room. It was set up as the night before, the floor covered with blankets and pillows, the darkened room dimly lit with flickering candles. A brass brazier sat on a small table near the cushion where Martin had sat the night before, a little cloud of sweet jasmine incense rising from it.

"There's nothing better than orgasms," I replied. Kenny and I disrobed and took our seats, but not before I gave Jane's ass a playful squeeze. I was afraid she might swat my hand away, given the new tone she was taking with Martin and Cynthia, but instead she leaned into me with a wet, lingering kiss and gave my nipple a pinch.

Tom and Jane sat next to us, their robes removed and lying in pools at their feet. We sat for several minutes, four naked people cross-legged in a dark living room, nothing but the sound of our breath and the scent of jasmine to disturb the still air. Something felt different from the previous night, more charged and electric, and I squirmed a little on my cushion. Kenny seemed to feel it, too, his cock already half hard.

When Martin and Cynthia entered the room, their naked bodies were glistening as though they had been drizzled with oil. Martin's cock, which had stayed at rest all through the previous night, was fully at attention, stranding up at an impressive angle, shimmering in the candlelight. Cynthia's nipples were hard brown bullets capping her high, round breasts. Both were smiling, hands grasping hands, color high in their cheeks and chests; they looked like they were interrupted mid-fuck to visit with us.

"Tonight we're taking another step on the path," Martin said as he settled onto his cushion, thighs wide so his cock stood like a flagpole between them. "Inside each of us is the kundalini, a coiled snake of power and creativity, pleasure and enlightenment. For most people, the snake stays coiled their entire lives, coming to life only in dreams. But if we become conscious of the power within us, we can awaken the snake and seize its power."

Martin's snake certainly appeared to be uncoiled; while he spoke, his cock rose and fell with his breath, seeming to lengthen and thicken. I imagined my hand wrapping around it, feeling it pulse against my palm, touching its silky smooth glans with my fingers, guiding its power toward my own coiled and throbbing seat of power. I glanced at Kenny's lap and smiled to see his cock was rising in answer to Martin's, as though called like to like. A little dollop of pale liquid shone at the tip of Kenny's penis, and I closed my eyes, imagining its tangy taste against my tongue.

Cynthia sat cross-legged next to Martin, her hands resting palms up on her knees, her eyes closed and face relaxed and serene. Except for her glistening bare skin, she could be preparing herself for a yoga asana. Despite the shadows cast by her thighs, I could see her clean-shaved pussy gleaming in the muted light, and I felt it calling to mine the way Martin's cock called to Kenny's, causing me to shift on my cushion, longing to be touched.

I closed my eyes, but I couldn't dispel Cynthia from my mind no matter how hard I tried. Every time I focused on my breath filling my chest, I pictured Cynthia's breasts rising and falling in a steady rhythm. When I felt my belly tighten as I pushed the air out, I imagined Cynthia's belly rising to meet mine as I stretched myself across her body, licking my way up to her mouth while running my fingers up her flanks and toward her stiff nipples. I squirmed in my seat, every tickle of the cushion on my ass a torture.

When I opened my eyes, Martin and Cynthia were sitting face to face again, knees touching, fingers entwined, foreheads pressed together. This was how things ended the previous night, right before the raw vegetable tray, and I was prepared for more disappointment, when Cynthia suddenly rose up on her knees and moved closer to Martin, spreading her thighs over his legs. His hands moved down her back and rested at the top of her ass as she settled herself into a straddle on his lap. Martin's cockhead was pressed against her belly, and it rose and fell with her breath.

I glanced over at Kenny, and saw that he was watching this change in posture with as much interest as I was, his cock rising and falling in time with Martin's. Tom and Jane, seated on my other side, were still in their meditative, eyes-closed state, Tom's cock resting heavily on his thigh.

Martin and Cynthia sat in this position for ages, it seemed, before Cynthia lifted herself up on her knees and swiveled closer, her far hand disappearing for a moment between her legs. When she settled again, Martin's cock had disappeared, and both of them let out a long, heavy sigh. My pussy twitched, and I felt my clit stiffen.

They proceeded to have the slowest, gentlest fuck I could possibly imagine, their movements almost imperceptibly slight. Their eyes remained closed, foreheads together, arms on each other's backs, as Cynthia lifted her hips a millimeter at a time in a languid rhythm. Sometimes a sharper breath would shake one or the other, but they quickly settled; a smile crossed over Martin's face once, and I saw Cynthia shift her hips to the side, causing him to gasp before catching the rhythm of his breath again.

Kenny's breath was not nearly as disciplined and steady as Martin's. I glanced over to see that he had screwed his eyes tightly shut and was digging his fingers into his thighs until his knuckles were white, but his cock twitched to a steady beat. Tom and Jane were oblivious to the languorous fucking on display, dutifully meditating beside me.

I licked my lips and reached my hand out to touch Kenny's thigh. He gasped, eyes flying open, and smiled when my fingers curled around his heavy balls. Kenny reached toward me, and I slid closer to him, stretching one leg out in front of me to open myself to his seeking fingers.

Our movements were nowhere near as controlled, disciplined, and subtle as Martin and Cynthia's meditative fucking. Kenny and I were both aroused to the point of desperation, and if we had been taking care of our own business, I'm sure we both would have got ourselves off in an instant. Instead, we delighted in teasing each other, bringing the other right up to the precipice and then backing off. I kept Kenny on the knife's edge, attuned to his breath and the subtle pulse of his cock, easing my grip on his shaft and retreating to his thighs or belly whenever I sensed he was getting too close. And Kenny was doing the same to me, his fingers dancing circles around my clit and dipping quickly into my wet channel before scraping down as far as my knee, making me push my hips forward in search of those talented digits.

I continued to watch Martin and Cynthia closely, too, despite the distraction of Kenny's fingers. Their movements were becoming more intense, though no faster or larger. I could see the muscles in Cynthia's back and shoulders ripple when she pushed her hips closer to Martin's, and I could see Martin's thighs tense and fingers tighten against Cynthia's ass when she pulled away. Their breathing remained steady and deep, but seemed louder, until it was like a wind roaring in my ears, though that might have been the blood buzzing from my pussy to my brain in a desperate effort to climax despite Kenny's exquisite torture. My entire body tingled, from scalp to toes, and I could see the tiny hairs standing up on Martin's and Cynthia's limbs, too, no doubt a sign of their own sublime shivers.

Kenny's breath caught in a harsh gasp, and I looked over to see the agony on his face spreading to the muscles in his neck; he looked like an Olympic lifter straining under a world record weight, struggling to hold back his inevitable climax. I panicked, suddenly realizing that Kenny was going to make a mess no matter how well I aimed his cock, and then it would be obvious to everyone that while we were supposed to be meditating like obedient Tom and Jane, we had been goofing off during the sacred demonstration of cosmic love or whatever bullshit Martin and Cynthia were selling us.

So I did the first thing that popped into my mind: I bent at the waist and pushed Kenny's cock into my mouth, sucking hard at his head while I pumped his shaft. He exploded with a groan, filling my mouth with his warm cum, and I struggled to swallow every drop.

When I lifted my head from Kenny's lap, Cynthia was starting to quiver against Martin, her breasts pressed against his chest and her head thrown back. She started to moan, a low keening sound that grew louder and higher pitched as she leaned back away from Martin, her stiff nipples pointing toward the ceiling. Kenny's fingers, shaky but still confident, suddenly slipped back between my legs, and I joined Cynthia in her climax. I don't know if hers was better than mine; I do know that mine was absolutely wonderful, drenching the cushion beneath me with my nectar.

I'm so absorbed in my memories that I can practically taste Kenny's spunk on my tongue, hear Cynthia's wailing cry as she comes, feel my pussy clench around Kenny's hand with my climax. With a shiver, I open my eyes and find that I'm alone in the ballroom, a shaky hand resting on the massage table. I hurry out to the hallway to find Petra.

Petra comes out of the restroom red-faced but a little more relaxed. I give her a cheeky grin and she looks away.

"Feeling better?" I ask. "Took you a while ..."

Petra blushes. "There was a line. I was pretty fast once I got a stall. You ... um ... you don't need to ... ?"

There's a strong tickle between my legs that those memories aroused, and part of me would like to take care of business, too. But I wave my hand and say, "Honey, I've been married a long time; edging is a way of life for me. I'm sure I'll have a good fap this afternoon, though — your boyfriend has a very nice cock."

Madeline is in line at the check-in table when we approach the lobby. She's leaning against a tall, short-haired blonde wearing a short leather skirt, ruffled red blouse, and knee-high black boots with a spikey heal. When Madeline sees us, she waves us over.

"You need to meet Kelsey," Madeline says, presenting her companion. She towers over us both, smiling benignly.

"I've heard a lot about both of you," Kelsey says, extending a hand to each of us. "How are you liking your first SExC?"

"It's ... interesting," Petra says.

"Enlightening," says Casey. "We just got out of the lingam massage session, and it was ... wow."

"Oh, Martin!" Kelsey says, her face lighting up. "He's one of the founders of SExC, he and his wife, Cynthia. They're fabulous. And if you think that demonstration was something, you're going to need to see their fifth floor room tonight. Did you get party passes?"

This is quite some intelligence to receive. When we parted ways with Martin and Cynthia, they were working on a project to buy an old summer camp on Lake Makanogin, up north, with plans to turn it into a "sexual healing" resort (though it felt much more like a sex cult to me and Kenny). I'm not sure if starting a swinger club is a step up, down, or sideways from that. I reach into my pocket and pull out the two yellow wristbands we got at the registration table. Kesley's eyes light up.

"Oh, yellow wristbands! That means you can go right into Martin and Cynthia's space tonight, lucky ducks — I'm going to have to upgrade if I want to do that."

"Hey, does that mean I get a yellow one, too?" Madeline asks.

Petra shrugs. "I guess? Martin said all three of us get access."

Madeline squeezes Kelsey's ass; she has to reach up a little to do it, as her chin barely reaches Kelsey's chest. "I'll spot you the upgrade," she whispers, and Kelsey laughs, bending down to plant a kiss on top of Madeline's head.

I lead Petra toward the lobby, where there's a makeshift gift shop: a series of wire shelves set up near the hotel desk, making a sort of path that winds its way to a young man in a bowler hat with a tablet and credit card reader. The shelves are filled with the sorts of things that Tom and Jane kept in their playroom, and memories of our threesome explorations flood my mind: vibrators, nipple clamps, cock rings, lubes, condoms, paddles, handcuffs, ropes ... The tingle between my legs has gone from a pleasant tickle to a desperate hunger.

I find a vibrator that's almost identical to the one that I loved most in Jane's collection: long and slim, with a clit tickling appendage sticking out at an angle from the base. When Jane used hers on me, she would give her wrist a little twist on the way in, making the butterfly-shaped tickler circle my clit until I was a fiery puddle of need. Just touching this vibrator, letting the tickler spring up against my palm, is enough to bring me to the precipice of climax.

I look over at Petra and ask, "See anything you like?"

"I don't know," she says; she looks overwhelmed by everything on display, her eyes almost wide with fright.

"Vibrator for me, and a couple of cock rings for Kenny," I say, grabbing two black latex rings out of a box. I put the rings on my fingers and wiggle them in front of Petra's face. After we fled to the south side, I stayed away from toys for a long time, but last year, after Kenny had a couple of disappointing sessions where he lost his mojo before we were through, I got him a cock ring, which more than solved the problem before it disappeared into whatever black hole sucks up mismatched socks and coffee spoons in our house. "We got one of these a while ago and I absolutely loved it, but I don't know where it went. It kept Kenny hard as a rock."

"You're sharing a whole lot of information, Casey." Petra laughs nervously. "Like, a lot more than usual."

I'm suddenly a little worried that I'm on the verge of giving away secrets that I've kept from Petra, and myself, for a decade. The Casey who had regular orgies with her neighbors and almost went mad on an ill-advised sensuous quest isn't the Casey whom Petra knows. While I've never been especially shy with Petra and Madeline, I also have been careful to keep my extensive experience with the dark side of sexuality hidden away.

"What can I say?" I say. "This is really fascinating, and kind of a turn on. The whole SExC thing annoyed me at first, but now I'm glad our girls' weekend is turning kinky."

"How kinky are you planning to go?" Petra asks. "I mean, you didn't sound like you were going to go off the leash like Madeline."

No, I think, I'm not going off the leash. But if I were offered a leash right now, and a crop and cuffs, by someone like that young man in a bowler hat checking out customers on his tablet, I'd be very tempted to go down on my knees and beg for release.

"Oh, I'm pretty vanilla," I say, hoping Petra doesn't realize I'm lying through my teeth, "but very kink-curious. I think I'm going to watch and learn, and then bring some stuff home to Kenny that's going to blow his fucking mind. And you, bride-to-be? Your clock is winding down, are you going to have one last hurrah before you shut the door forever on extracurricular activities?"

"Watch and learn doesn't sound like a bad plan," Petra says. "I sure did learn a lot watching today ..."

"And he sure gave you a look at the end — those eyes were stripping you down to the skin."

Those eyes that didn't even show a glimmer of recognition when they passed over me. I feel a bitter taste in the back of my throat, bile rising up — I want to spit the taste out, I want to scream and cry and rip Martin's eyes out. Martin was the turning point in my life, the vortex that sent me spinning out of control before I righted myself, with Kenny's love and kindness, and escaped into the world where I live now. Except now I've stepped back in the world I fled, and I feel both lost in it and absolutely ravenous for its delights.

"I don't think Cynthia has any need to worry about competition from me," Petra says. "Those tits ... oh my god, I would kill for tits like that."

I remember the feeling of Cynthia's tits in my hands, firm and heavy, and her nipples against my fingers and tongue. I remember her pressing her hand between my legs as she pushed me down onto the cushions and stretched her body on top of mine. She stretched herself on top of me, fingers exploring my folds, her mouth breathing hot air against my ear as she whispered, "Just relax," with that strange, mesmerizing accent of hers, while I whimpered.

"Yeah," I say, shaking my head to dispel Cynthia's ghost, "well, your legs and ass would give her some competition. I say you shoot your shot, what have you got to lose? My lips are sealed."

I look around at the clothing on the racks: tiny skirts, rubber panties, assless chaps, it's like the dressing room of some crazy, kinky stripper. At work, Petra hides her curves under pantsuits and conservative dresses; but last night, in her casino gown, she managed to lure Martin without even trying. Clearly my days of seducing the king of the swingers are far behind me, but Petra could stand to loosen up and go a little wild; it would do her some good.

And me, too, to live vicariously through her adventures — I want to see if she resists the allure any better than I did. She's older now than I was when I met Martin and Cynthia, and more self-assured. I want to see if she can do in a night what it took me a whole summer to do: sample the tastes of a world of debauchery, and then choose the blander but more nourishing flavors of the straight world.

"You probably didn't pack anything appropriate for the fifth floor," I say, grabbing a leather miniskirt from the rack and holding it against Petra's belly, "so here's your chance to pick up something nice for yourself."

"Fine," she says, snatching the miniskirt from me. "I'll take this, and then let's go grab some lunch before the crowd hits the restaurant; I'm starving."
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We just barely beat the crowd into the restaurant and grab a hearty lunch to make up for our lousy breakfast. We pass through the mostly-empty gaming hall after lunch, but there's nothing here that grabs my attention. But now I'm not thinking of winning at roulette — I have a bigger game to win now, and I'm setting up my next move in my head, shuffling pieces on the board in a strange chess game with rules that change at every turn.

People are starting to scatter into the conference rooms again. I glance over the brochure and ask, "What's next? 'Five Rules for Unicorns'? 'Recipes to Rev You Up'? 'How to Land the King of the Swingers'?"

"You made that last one up," Petra says, snatching the brochure away. "Anyway, obviously, we need to go to the 'Yoni Energy' session — balance out the big dick energy, right?"

"Oh, that was a big dick indeed," I say, giving Petra's ass a playful swat.

"Phil's is bigger," Petra says, my face turning red.

"Really?"

I don't tell Petra that it wasn't Martin's size that mattered, it was his skill — he could direct his cock into places I didn't realize existed, he controlled every movement with the attention and care of surgeon excising the pulsing, throbbing hunger at my core. I don't even have a memory of his size, only of the way he filled me: he was bigger than the universe in those moments, and I was too small and weak to contain him.

"Phil's hung like a horse," Petra says. "No competition."

The ballroom is already crowded — word must have got out about Martin's performance in the first session. We take the same seats we had for the first session, right in front. I wonder if we're in Cynthia's "splash zone" — she wasn't a squirter when we were together, but people change.

The quiet buzz of conversation in the ballroom suddenly stops, replaced by applause as Martin and Cynthia enter, hand in hand, smiling and waving. The lights dim. Martin is shirtless, his bare chest shining in the dim light, and barefoot, wearing white harem pants. Cynthia is topless, perfect breasts casting shadows over her tattooed belly, with a white sarong wrapped around her middle. Her smile is beatific, remote, the expression of a goddess who knows her power and is in complete, serene control of it. My stomach knots at the sight of her, repulsed and attracted at once.

Martin lifts Cynthia onto the table and kisses her firmly on the lips, then gently lowers her to lie on her back. He draws the curtain across her middle, concealing everything from the waist up, and stands beside her knees. I watch Martin rub his hands together, the friction warming his skin, and I feel the warmth rising again between my legs and up my belly; the memory of those hands on me is so real that I can feel his nimble fingers now on my knees, and I squirm in my chair.

Martin didn't touch me until the third night of that strange week. The first night had been the sexless meditation, and the second Kenny and I had watched Martin and Cynthia's slow fuck; afterward, the taste of Kenny's cum still tangy on my tongue, we all sat on the cushions, still naked, around a platter of fresh fruit (a definite improvement over the sliced vegetables the night before). With the juice from a plump peach trickling down his wrist, Martin described his vision of the camp at Lake Makanogin.

"It's an old summer camp," he explained, "four bunkhouses, a lodge, some sheds and a boat house. It's been closed for a dozen years, but there's a new camp on the lake that's still pretty popular. There are some sailboats still there, and gear in the sheds, and the lodge building is still in good shape."

"And you want to run a summer camp?" Tom asked.

"More like a retreat center," Martin said, "for adults. For explorers. I want to have a place where open-minded, adventurous people can gather and learn and find pleasure, away from prying eyes."

"It sounds wonderful," Jane said. "I used to go to a summer camp on Squally Lake when I was a girl. That was where I first ... you know ..." She turned a little red and reached for a plum.

"Oh, do tell," I said, a little surprised at her embarrassment.

"It was no big thing," she said, waving her hand dismissively. "I mean, no different from what I'm sure a hundred girls had done before at that camp. It was the summer between high school and college, and I was working as a counselor in the crafts lodge. He was a few years older, ran the aquatics program, I used to slip away on my breaks to spy on him on the beach — oh, those pecs, and that tight little ass under his trunks ..." She closed her eyes and smiled. "We got friendly over the summer, and then one night more than friendly when he invited me for a midnight swim. He deflowered me under the stars, to the sound of loons calling across the lake — it was kind of magical, really. I wonder what ever happened to him ..."

Tom leaned over and kissed Jane's neck, and she turned her face to kiss his lips. I was a little jealous — my deflowering story took place on a bunk bed in a cramped dorm after a frat party my freshman year in college, and all I remember was how uncomfortable it was; I was kind of relieved that my partner, a junior from my accounting class, finished in record time and I could slip off to the shower while he snored and get myself off the way I liked.

"When are you going to open this retreat?" I asked.

Martin shrugged. "It depends on the financing, really; we're working on some loans, and we're starting to sell memberships. I'd like to have a solid core of people who are committed to coming to the camp a few weeks a year, maybe even join early to be on work crews to get it up and running. I'd love for the four of you to think about joining, it's exactly the sort of thing you'd enjoy. We could do so much more with our own space — not that Tom and Jane's living room isn't perfectly lovely, of course."

"I think that sounds wonderful," Jane said, a dreamy smile on her face. "It's just the kind of thing Tom and I would love, and so much closer than Isla de los Secretos. Casey, Kenny, what do you guys think?" she asked, resting her fingers on my knee.

Kenny and I were saving up for a down payment to buy the little house we were renting, and had decided to forego vacations and big expenses for a while. Money wasn't tight, but we hadn't budgeted a lot of slack into our finances: we wanted to stop paying rent and start paying on a mortgage in the next year or two.

I shot Kenny a quick glance; he gave me a tight-lipped smile.

"It does sound nice," I said, "we'll think about it."

A gasp from Petra snaps me out of my memories. I look up and see that Martin has untied the sarong from around Cynthia's waist, letting it fall loose on the table. Cynthia's pussy, shaved smooth and glistening with the clear lotion Martin has scooped up from a wooden bowl on the bench beside her, is exposed in all its glory. Memories flood back again, of licking those silky lips, holding her throbbing clit between my teeth while someone — Martin? Kenny? Tom? — pounded into me from behind. But that came later, after the first touches from Martin and Cynthia on the third night of our journey with them.

I can see that Petra is mesmerized by Martin's demonstration of the mysteries of Cynthia's body; she has her hands on her knees, and she's leaning forward, staring as his deft fingers stroke and caress every inch of exposed skin, leaving glistening trails behind that sparkle in the spotlight. With great care, he pulls apart her lower lips, stroking the petals gently, then draws back her clitoral hood.

"This," he says, laying a pinkie against the point of Cynthia's clit, "is the tip of the iceberg. The clitoris is actually much, much larger inside, with two legs that straddle the vagina."

His fingers lift Cynthia's clit, and she makes a low moaning sound. I close my eyes, remembering when Martin did the same to my clit.

It was on that third night. Kenny and I arrived tingling in anticipation: the previous night had been almost unbearably arousing. After we got each other off watching Martin and Cynthia fuck, we couldn't wait to get home for a repeat performance. Ours was no slow, graceful fuck, though; I rode Kenny like a thing possessed, my fingers drawing blood from his chest while I slammed against him, screaming when I came. We didn't talk about Martin's plans for a sex resort; part of me was intrigued, wanting to get closer to the wellspring of sensuality that this mysterious couple represented, but part of me was queasy at the idea of going out into the wilderness with them. The idea feels dangerous and seductive.

On the third night, the living was brightly lit, not thrown into mysterious shadow like the previous two nights. There were still cushions and blankets on the floor, though, and Martin, Cynthia, Tom, and Jane were all naked already, standing in the dining room with glasses in their hands as though at some sort of nudist cocktail party. Jane handed each of us a glass — "It's my fruit drink," she said, "but without the rum" — and motioned for us to join the circle.

We undressed, setting our clothes in a neat pile on a dining room chair, and joined Tom and Jane. I put my arm around Jane's waist and gave her a peck on the cheek; she leaned into me and stroked my hair — dyed a shocking fuchsia that night — with her free hand.

"Tonight," Martin said, "we will explore each other. Acceptance and knowledge of your own body is essential to enlightenment, and exploring our bodies together will make their strange properties familiar. You can, of course, refuse another's touch if you're not comfortable, but I hope you'll find the courage to enter the body's mysteries as a group."

I glanced at Kenny; he still didn't know about all the explorations I had already done with Tom and Jane, how far I had already journeyed down the path of making the strange familiar. Together we had traveled strange paths indeed, mapping the boundaries of pleasure and pain, seeking the limits of touch, finding new sources of delight at every meeting. As far as Kenny knew, our group activities hadn't really changed since that first night on the patio when we had fucked for each other, but not with each other. Martin was offering something that was very different from what he had experienced so far, and possibly beyond what he felt comfortable doing.

"I'm alright with that," I said, trying to put a little hesitancy in my voice. I put my arm around Kenny's waist and pulled his hip against mine. "I mean, if you're alright with it, baby."

Kenny took a deep breath and looked around. His cock had started to swell when we joined the circle, and now it was betraying his desires by rising toward full erection.

"I ... I think that will be fine," he said. He bent down to kiss the top of my head. "This has been really amazing so far, I'm ready to keep going."

We gathered in the living room after finishing our drinks, but this time sitting in a circle: I had Kenny on one side of me, Cynthia on the other, with Martin across from me. Martin led us through the usual breathing exercises, having us hold hands and feel the energy flow between us.

From holding hands, we moved to touching arms and shoulders, running fingers over backs and bellies, touching knees and ankles. We found where our neighbors were ticklish, and where we were ticklish ourselves — I didn't know that being touched at the back of my knee made me squeal until Cynthia's fingers found that spot, and she returned to it again and again, a wicked grin on her face, until I pushed her hand away and leaned red-faced and giggling against Kenny.

And gradually, an inch of bare skin at a time, our touches became more intimate. When Cynthia's fingers first brushed against the crease of my inner thigh, perilously close to my vulva, I squirmed and then relaxed, closing my eyes. I let her fingers move over my belly and then down to the top of my pubic line, teasing at the curled thatch of my hair. By then I already had my hand on Kenny's thigh, and moved that hand down to tickle his balls while letting my other hand explore Cynthia's tight abdomen and firm thighs.

My fingers brushed against another hand between Kenny's legs, and my eyes flew open. I looked over to see Jane smiling at me, her hand cupping Kenny's balls; I let out a breath and joined her in rolling Kenny's testicles between our fingers. Martin's hand was on Jane's tit, thumb and finger tugging at a hard nipple. Tom, meanwhile, was exploring Martin's chest with one hand and Cynthia's breast with the other, a faraway look in his eyes; his cock bounced against his belly with each breath.

Soon we had all moved closer together in a tight circle, knees overlapping and hands busy everywhere. I reached across the circle to touch the head of Martin's cock, and Kenny leaned over me to find space against Cynthia's thigh beside mine. Together we slid our fingers along her delicate petals, tugging gently at the coral lips, feeling the moisture spread over her soft, bare skin. Jane had given up all pretenses and was stroking Kenny's cock, giving it a little twist on the upstroke that made him gasp. We groped and fondled and giggled in a merry circle jerk of joy.

Martin suddenly rose to his knees, his cock standing straight out from his groin, and moved closer to me. He put both hands on my thighs and pushed me further open, his eyes locked on mine. I let him spread me apart, stretching my legs out in front of me, and he lay on his belly with his head resting on my thigh and his fingers tugging at my pubic hair.

Cynthia slid herself down to rest against my other thigh, kissing her way down my belly until her tongue grazed my mound. Then, together, Martin and Cynthia stroked and caressed my pussy, fingers working in tandem. I leaned back on my elbows, fascinated by their explorations; Tom, Jane, and Kenny all gathered close to watch, too, and the feeling of all those eyes on pussy made me sweat and shiver.

They found a rhythm between them, Cynthia sliding two fingers in and out of my channel while Martin stroked my clit with his thumb, that had me gasping for breath. I felt like a concrete slab was resting on my chest, constricting my lungs, and I felt like electric cables were coursing raw power through my legs. My mouth hung open, and I panted, desperate for air, desperate for release; my eyes were losing focus, my audience became a blur, and suddenly an express train roared through my head and exploded against my pussy. My legs shook, my stomach tensed, and I didn't realize for a long time that I was yelling as the climax crashed into me. I fell back against the cushions, legs splayed and arms hugging my torso; the orgasm was so hard it was almost painful, and I felt tears on my cheeks.

Martin gently brushed the tears from cheeks and kissed my chin, while Cynthia sat up and pressed a hand against my belly, which rippled and shook with the last waves of climax that were washing over me.

Cynthia reached out with her other hand and found Kenny's cock, hard and weeping. She began to stroke it, fingers circling his glans when they reached the tip and tickling his balls when they reached the tip. She put her lips against my ear and whispered, "I know what you two were doing last night; you're so naughty."

I felt Kenny's hot cum splash against my belly, and he let out a moan as Cynthia stroked until there wasn't a drop left to extract. He slumped against me, and I cradled his head while he nuzzled at my breasts.

Petra's heavy breathing snaps me back to the present. She's shifting uncomfortably in her seat, fingers white-knuckled in their grip on her thighs. Martin has progressed in his work on Cynthia, and it seems to be having as much of an effect on Petra.

Martin has turned his hand so the fingers are pointing up, two of them deep in Cynthia's pussy, and he flexes his wrist. Cynthia's knees lift and I hear a gasp from behind the curtain; Martin smiles at the audience.

"I believe I've located the spot for Cynthia," Martin says. "This is a very sensitive and arousing location. If you and your partner are lucky, and apply some effort, you can stimulate this spot during penetration. It helps if there's a curve to the penis; you'll find that there are some toys for sale in the gift shop with just the right bend."

He presses his palm against Cynthia's belly while he pushes the fingers inside her vagina up. Her legs shake and she braces her feet on the edge of the table, opening herself to give a clearer view. I can see the nectar flowing down Martin's fingers, staining the sarong spread out beneath her a darker shade of white.

Martin's palm is pressing down more firmly on Cynthia's tummy, and his fingers are pulsing inside her. His loose white pants can't conceal the erection pushing against the fabric, and I can see the outline of his cock from base to head. Cynthia's breathing is coming in short, sharp pulses, and her lifted, parted knees move in time with her gasps. I squirm now, too, vividly recalling that night they first brought me over the edge with their talented fingers.

Cynthia's breath suddenly stops, and her entire body contracts; her thighs look like knotted ropes and her abdomen ripples. Martin pauses, too, holding the front wall of her vagina pinned between the fingers inside her and the hand on her belly, and I see his muscles tense as well. The loose fabric of his harem pants pulses with the twitches of his cock, and he has a look of total concentration, his eyes locked on Cynthia's belly.

And then she lets out a roar behind the curtain and releases the hold on her muscles, shaking and lifting her ass off the table in undulating waves. Martin is laughing as he tries to hold her in place, and I can see the effort in the way his bare shoulders and chest flex. It's a roar like the one she let out the first time Kenny and I watched them fuck, and a roar like the one I would let out on our fifth and final night on the journey with Tom and Jane and Martin and Cynthia.

When Martin's fingers slip out of Cynthia's pussy, they're slick and gleaming. Her lips are loose and open, still a rich, dusky shade. I remember the way those lips looked when my face was buried between her legs, desperate to eat my way through her pussy to her soul.

"Sometimes a rest is called for," Martin says, "and sometimes the massage can continue after climax — be attuned to your partner, and to yourself." He looks at Petra with a grin, and I see the color rise in her face.

Cynthia lets out a sigh, and Martin parts the curtain so she can sit up. Her chest is flushed, her nipples are hard, and her smile is broad and beaming. She looks around the room with sparkling eyes.

"So, are you going to scamper off to the bathroom again?" I whisper, nudging Petra in the ribs with my elbow. She flinches and looks away.

"Maybe," she whispers, "maybe I need to take a nap ..."
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the games we play


Petra and I leave the ballroom while Martin and Cynthia stand by the massage table, chatting with audience members who start to line up to talk with them. Petra is unsteady on her feet, and I let her lean against me.

"You're welcome to borrow my new toy if you clean it up after," I whisper.

"No, I think maybe a little time in the game room is called for," Petra says. "I need to clear my head."

"That was something, wasn't it? I wish Kenny was here to see it. Not because he'd get off on Cynthia, because he would, but because he could definitely use some pointers in the fingers department." Which isn't entirely true — Kenny does a fine job with his fingers when they're called into action. But no one has ever topped Martin and Cynthia's combined forces. "That Cynthia is one lucky gal ..."

"Well, I think they're showoffs," Petra says, sounding flustered and irritated. "I mean, getting a whole crowd of people to watch them getting each other off — don't you think that's weird?"

Oh, Petra, you dear, sweet, innocent creature. You don't know the first thing about weird, nor about how far those two will go to get each other off. The stories I could tell ... and that I decide I will definitely not tell, because I think Petra needs to experience some stories first hand.

"Petra, this whole situation this weekend is weird," I say. "I mean, we've got Madeline scampering around with a 'unicorn' wristband, we've got a whole lobby full of cavorting deviants, we've been invited to some sort of sex party tonight — watching two beautiful people doing sexy things to each other is definitely weird, but it fits with the vibe. I'm going to lean into it and have some fun, maybe learn a thing or two."

"It's just ... this isn't what I was planning. At all."

I shrug. "Me neither. But I declare this a lost weekend — I will never mention this to you again as long we live, but I'm going to have fun with it. You should, too."

The game hall is busier than it was this morning; there's even a decent crowd gathered around the roulette wheels. I watch Petra wander toward the slot machines, looking a little dazed, while I step up to the roulette wheel feeling like I have luck tucked into my pocket beside those yellow wristbands.

My run at the roulette wheel is simply phenomenal. I don't play as risky a game as I did last night, when I was feeling Madeline's dangerous luck; instead, I play the numbers like a spreadsheet, calculating quickly the splits and runs that are going to let me ladder my winnings. I'm methodical and focused, getting that tunnel vision that benefits me so much at work when faced with tricky actuarial tables or untangling a client's financial affairs. I'm so focused on spreading my bets and calculating my odds that I don't notice the person standing behind me until I feel their hand on my shoulder, and I'm so startled I let out a little shriek.

"Casey Simon," a voice smooth as scotch whispers in my ear. "Or Casey Magnus, is it now? I thought it was you. I didn't realize you were hiding behind a new name when your friend asked to be put on my guest list."

I turn to face Martin, who has had time to change into slacks and a sweater, far more presentable in the game hall than his loose harem pants, but I can still feel his coiled, sensual energy. His eyes are as icy and deep as I remember them, as cold as those nights after we'd made our escape when he still came to visit me in my dreams. It would be easy to fall into them again, to surrender to the spell that caught my younger self in his web. But I'm not my younger self.

"Martin Harrison," I say, keeping my voice as steady as I can by digging my fingernails into my palms until pain shoots up my wrists. "Still as charming and vile as ever."

"Charming, yes," he says, a smile crossing his face but not reaching his eyes, which remain icy and focused on mine. "But I don't think I've ever been vile."

"I beg to differ."

"Oh, I like it when you beg, Casey Simon," he said.

The smack of my palm on his cheek is louder than the buzz and din of the game hall; it's louder than a bomb, the most earth shatteringly loud sound I have ever heard. But Martin hardly flinches; he doesn't even bring his hand to his cheek.

"We've missed, you Casey," he says, his voice softening. "I wish that things had worked out differently; I thought we were having fun."

"It was fun for you," I say, feeling a quaver in my voice despite my best efforts, "but it wasn't fun for us."

"You and Kenny certainly seemed to be having fun. I know Cynthia was having fun, right up until the end."

And he's right, it was fun, right up until the end: dirty, raunchy, horny fun, but with a strange current of darkness running just below the surface. If it had stayed at the tone of that glorious circle jerk, that playful evening where everyone's hands roamed free and we explored and tickled and played, then it might never have ended. But that was never the end goal of Martin and Cynthia; they weren't content with fucking our bodies, they had their sights set on our minds, and our souls.

"But it ended," I say, "it had to end."

"I beg to differ," Martin says. "On bended knee with my hand on my heart, I beg to differ. Because it didn't really end at all."

"Yes it did. It ended when we left. It ended when you disappeared with Tom and Jane. What ever happened to Tom and Jane?"

Martin smiles and spreads his hands. "We parted ways. Perhaps they returned to the city? Or went to live at los Secretos? They really did love los Secretos ..."

"It ended; all of that's behind me. I'm not the same person — the same girl — you manipulated all those years ago."

"Indeed you're not," he says, gently laying a finger against my cheek. "You're a powerful woman. A powerful woman whose kundalini has uncoiled; you've experienced things that people who have practiced for years, decades, can only dream of. That night was a blessing, Casey, a gift from the universe."

I push his hand away and ball my fists again.

"Enough of the bullshit, Martin," I say, flecks of spittle on my lips. "It was bullshit then, and it's bullshit now. It was fucking, pure and simple, raunchy, dirty fucking. My only enlightenment was deciding to get the fuck out of whatever cult you were trying to form."

"Your enlightenment," he says, calmly, slowly, "is still guiding your every step. You just don't see it."

He takes my clenched fist between his hands, lifts it to his mouth, and gives it a gentle kiss. I want to use my fist to smash his handsome, wicked face, but instead my fingers slowly unfurl, spread and soften, and Martin presses his lips against my palm.

"Namaste, Casey," he whispers, closing my fingers back into a loose fist. "Namaste."

"Fuck you," I whisper to his back as he turns and walks out of the casino hall without a backward glance. My body is tingling, head to toe, with an electric buzz not unlike what coursed through me on the fifth night at Tom and Jane's house.

Martin took my luck with him when he left the roulette table. The white ball ignores my pleas, and I watch a pile of my chips disappear behind the croupier's stick. Rather than lose it all, I consolidate my winnings into a black chip and some greens and head toward the lobby. Cutting my losses and running away seems to be the thread that holds my life together.

I'm almost to the elevators when I hear a voice call my name, and I freeze. The voice is unmistakable, the accent light but exotic, and for a moment I'm back in Tom and Jane's living room — not the night Cynthia first touched me, but the next. Which was by far the dirtiest, raunchiest, horniest night of them all, before it all got too strange and intense.

The previous night, the night of the hands, had been a turning point for me and Kenny. Where all of our nights with Tom and Jane had been parallel play — maybe a little kissing between me and Jane, but mostly just watching each other fuck our spouses — that third night with Martin and Cynthia had crossed boundaries that Kenny thought were firm until he bumped up against them and found them remarkably porous.

Having Cynthia jerk him off had been a shock — I half expected him to push her hand away when she grabbed his cock, but I also wasn't surprised that he didn't. I certainly didn't push her away when her fingers explored my petals. And he quickly discovered that the boundary could be crossed both ways; he gave me a sheepish look when he snuck a hand between Cynthia's legs, and when I gave him a smile and a nod, he leaned into her with both hands. She guided him, gently but firmly, with her fingers and hips, and let him know when things were working with little gasps and nips at his ear with her gleaming white teeth. I was on the verge of another orgasm myself, stroking my clit while watching my husband push Cynthia over the edge with his eager fingers; it was Martin, though, who brought me to the finish line, kneeling behind me with his cock pressed into my back and his fingers flying across my clit.

We went home that night in a state of intense arousal despite the orgasms we had enjoyed, and stayed up half the night exploring each other in ways we had never done before. I touched parts of Kenny I'm sure my fingers and tongue had never felt before, at least not in an erotic way — his ankles, his knees, his elbows — and he drew entirely new sensations out of my body with each caress.

I didn't know what to expect when we got to Jane and Tom's house the next night, but we were both hoping for more of the same. We stripped quickly and gleefully as soon as we got through the door, and went to meet the others, who were again standing around the kitchen table, drinks in hand, chatting and laughing.

Their chatter and laughter stopped as soon as they saw Kenny and me, as though we were interrupting a private conversation. I reached for a glass of Jane's fruit drink, but Cynthia's hand intercepted mine. She took me firmly by the wrist and leaned in to give me a hard kiss on the mouth, her tongue pushing past my teeth so fast it made me gasp. Her other hand grabbed my naked ass and pulled me against her hip.

I was taken completely by surprise, and my eyes flitted back and forth, trying to see the reactions of the others in the kitchen. Kenny's face looked as shocked as I felt; Tom and Jane stood hip to hip, grinning, Tom's fingers tugging at Jane's erect nipples. I couldn't see Martin.

Cynthia suddenly turned me and slammed me against the kitchen wall hard enough that I heard plates and glasses rattling in the cupboards. She was a little shorter and lighter than me, but stronger; I could feel powerful muscles coiled in her neck and back when my free hand slid over her body. Cynthia pressed her hip into me and lifted my leg to wrap it over her waist; my pussy grazed her skin, and I felt a tingle of desire run through me. I closed my eyes and surrendered to Cynthia's hot, urgent mouth.

"Shall we move to the living room?" I heard Martin's voice ask. I opened my eyes and saw him leaning close to Cynthia, his hand playing with her thick black curls.

Cynthia didn't answer — her tongue continued to invade my mouth, holding mine captive with its strength — but she slid me along the wall toward the doorway. I brought my foot to the floor and stumbled backward into the darkened living room, almost tripping on the cushions scattered across the floor. She used my imbalance to bring me first to me knees, and then onto my back, her hands against my breasts, roughly squeezing and tugging while her mouth worked its way down my neck and chest and belly.

There was no preamble, no gentle exploration, when her mouth got to my pussy. Her lips locked immediately on my clit, already hard from this sudden passion, and she sucked hard, making me gasp; the pleasure was almost painful. I wrapped my fingers in her raven hair, but I didn't need to guide her mouth — she knew exactly where to go, what to lick, what to suck, and in an instant I was coming, hips bucking against her face while her strong fingers dug into my ass.

I expected to have a moment to catch my breath, to lie back and luxuriate in the wave of climax that was retreating, leaving me a stranded starfish at low tide, but that wasn't Cynthia's plan. She licked and nibbled her way up my body, her hard nipples tracing a line across my skin, and she resumed her invasion of my mouth, this time with my own tangy flavor on her tongue.

When she reached the top, she grabbed me by the shoulders and pulled so I rolled on top of her. I let her guide me into position above her, my thigh between her legs, her warmth and dampness rising against me, my breasts pressed against hers. She put her hands on the top of my head and pushed; I followed her silent command and licked my way down her body the way she had licked her way down mine, tasting salt and arousal on her smooth, warm skin.

I reached her pussy and began to explore, gently licking the petals and scraping a fingernail across her engorged clit. Cynthia was having none of that, though; she sat up, grabbed my head in her hands, and pulled my face hard against her. I let out a muffled gasp, barely able to breathe in her musky embrace, but I set to work with my mouth and tongue, trying to match the pace that Cynthia had deployed on me.

Just as I was starting to get into a rhythm that was making Cynthia's firm belly ripple with her ragged breath, I felt hands grab my hips and yank me up onto my knees. I tried to turn my head, but Cynthia's hands held me fast, and her legs wrapped over my back, pinning me in place. Lips moved gently over my ass, teeth grazed my skin, and I moved my knees apart so I could push back against the mouth that was working its way toward my still-tingling pussy.

Soon a tongue was flitting from my asshole to my pussy, finding sensitive, ticklish skin at my perineum. This had never been a focused target in any of Kenny's usually quite thorough cunnilingus, and the sensation was bewilderingly wonderful. I tried again to turn my head, but Cynthia pulled my hair and held me tight to her pussy, so I tried to focus on her desire while quickly succumbing to my own.

Suddenly the mouth disappeared from my pussy, replaced by fingers that were sliding along my slit, opening me for deeper exploration. I took Cynthia's clit in my mouth and sucked, eliciting a sigh from her, while the fingers slid into my channel, scraping the sensitive spot just inside and making my knees almost buckle. Two fingers filled my pussy, sliding languorously in and out, while another hand slid around my waist and found my clit.

I was well on my way to a second orgasm, barely able to concentrate on eating Cynthia, when the fingers suddenly retreated. I started to protest, pushing my hips back, seeking contact, but then just as quickly I was filled again, but this time not by fingers.

"K-kenny?" I gasped into Cynthia's pussy. I tried to turn my head and look over my shoulder, but Cynthia held me firmly in place, pushing my face hard into her crotch.

The cock behind me slid easily into my sopping channel, stretching and filling me as it made its way inside. Fingers kneaded my hips, and the fucking took on a hard, urgent rhythm. I heard grunting behind me — not Kenny's voice, so not Kenny's cock. I tried to lift my head but couldn't; all I could see were Cynthia's thighs and Cynthia's pussy, and if I lifted my eyes, I could see Cynthia's face, smiling wickedly down at me.

If it wasn't Kenny fucking me, then it must be either Tom or Martin. Our agreement had always been that only Kenny fucked me, and though the cock in my pussy felt wonderful, I wanted desperately to get Kenny's approval for this breach of our arrangement. I tried to speak, but Cynthia's hold on me was firm and insistent, and the cock behind me was driving me hard against Cynthia's body.

"How does that feel, Casey?" I heard Martin's voice ask.

His words weren't punctuated by the grunts I heard behind me, so it must be Tom's cock that was deliciously stretching my cunt. I tried to turn my head, straining my muscles with all my might, but another pair of hands had joined Cynthia's to keep me in place.

"Does it feel good, Casey?" Martin asked. His mouth was close to my ear, and I could feel his warm breath, smell the fruity flavors of Jane's drink.

When I didn't answer, fingers pulled my hair hard enough to make me gasp, and he asked again, a hard edge in his voice: "Does it feel good, Casey?"

I tried to nod but couldn't; I groaned into Cynthia's pussy as the cock — Tom's cock — hammered me. At that moment I didn't care whose cock it was, it did feel good and I wanted more of that feeling.

"I think she likes it," Cynthia said, her voice breathy.

"I know she likes it," Martin said. "This one is hungry ... hungry for cock, hungry for cunt, hungry all the time. Aren't you hungry, Casey?"

I felt a hand sliding up and down my back, almost soothing, while the pounding behind me grew harder. I was almost knocked off my knees by the force of the fucking and had to brace my hands on either side of Cynthia's hips to keep from falling over. My licking was suffering from a lack of concentration, but I still made an effort to keep my tongue flicking across Cynthia's wet petals.

"You feel an emptiness inside you," Martin whispered, "that you think can only be filled by sex. Isn't that true?"

I whimpered a little into Cynthia's groin, acknowledging this insight. Even before Kenny and I met Tom and Jane, I had felt a need for constant stimulation, constant contact with flesh. That was what made it so easy to fall into their orbit and become their plaything. Kenny was a gentle and attentive lover, but Tom and Jane found those parts of me that needed something rougher, and they catered enthusiastically to those desires.

"You crave sensation," Martin continued, "you fear the void. You're afraid that if you're not filled you don't exist, and not existing terrifies you. And so you fuck."

A hand landed on my ass with a loud, stinging smack. The delightful burn was almost enough to send me over the edge, but a tug at the hair on my head kept me on the far side of orgasm. It was Martin's fingers tangled in my rainbow-striped hair, and Martin's face that was close to mine when he roughly pulled me away from Cynthia's cunt.

"But you can't fuck the void away, Casey," Martin said, his icy blue eyes burning into mine, "because you are the void, and you cannot be filled."

He pushed my face hard into Cynthia's pussy and held me there until I was gasping for breath, while Tom's pounding rhythm became a frenzy. Cynthia lifted her hips and ground her cunt against my mouth. I felt a tear trickle down my cheek, but I closed my eyes and worked my jaw tirelessly against Cynthia's wetness.

I tried not to think about Martin's strange, almost threatening words. Yes, I loved to fuck, I needed to fuck, but that was nothing strange or wrong. Why shouldn't I enjoy my body, and help other people enjoy theirs? Why shouldn't I take pleasure when it was offered, especially if it ... chased away the empty feeling that threatened to consume me when I wasn't fucking. My chest constricted, and I felt a panic attack starting to wrap its fingers around my throat.

But no, those were Martin's fingers around my throat, and Martin's fingers on my clit, flicking furiously over my sensitive bud while Tom fucked me. And Cynthia's hands on my head, urging my face lower.

"Do you want to come, Casey?" Martin whispered, his fingers circling my throat.

I groaned into Cynthia's pussy. I did want to come, I wanted desperately to come, but my tummy was so tangled in anxious knots that it was impossible to come.

"How badly do you want to come, Casey?"

I made muffled noises that I hoped sounded like, "So badly, I want to come so badly." Cynthia dug her heels into my back, making me push my ass into Tom's piston of a cock. A hand came down again with a hard smack on my ass, and I grunted at the sting.

"Do you need to come, Casey?" Martin asked. He yanked my head up by the hair and turned my face toward him. He looked almost angry, like he was disgusted by my desperation, and his disapproval made my clit tingle.

"I need to come," I gasped, "I fucking need it, I need it so bad ..."

"Will you die if you don't come, Casey?"

I groaned. Maybe I would, in fact, die if I didn't come; the pressure building in my belly and groin felt like it would turn me inside out if it wasn't released. Could you die of not coming?

"Will the void swallow you up, will you fall into the darkness, do you want to be released from your desperate, stinking flesh, Casey?"

And I did. More than anything, I wanted to be consumed, to merge into nothingness as an orgasm rippled through me. Martin ran a hand over my back and across my hips and then reached underneath to find my clit. He pushed against it with his thumb and turned it in a slow, wide circle while Tom bent over and slowed his pace, his breath hot on my back.

"God yes," I gasped, "please, make me come ..."

"Coming won't save you, Casey, coming won't make the ache go away ..."

"I need to come," I gasped, "I'm so close, I need it ..."

"The ache will just come flooding back, more desperate," Martin whispered. "Relief is only ever temporary, Casey."

His words were just a quiet buzz to me, a mosquito distracting me from my agony. All that mattered was the ache, the throb, the desperate need for release. I pumped my hips back against Tom, who was quivering against me, his cock twitching in my cunt.

"Please," I begged, "please, make me come!"

"Then come," Martin said, a tone of disgust in his voice.

He pushed my head down hard into Cynthia's pussy and tugged at my clit, and it was as if he had pulled out a drain plug. My orgasm poured out of me, and I screamed into Cynthia's cunt, my cry barely muffled by her soft, wet folds. I felt Tom's fingers dig into my hips and he roared, his cock shaking inside me. My body shook, my knees and elbows collapsed, and I fell onto Cynthia, quivering from head to toe.

Cynthia's lips are soft and cool on my cheek, not at all like the hot, hard kiss with which she greeted me that night. She steps back, hands on my shoulders, and looks me up and down. She's changed from her nectar-soaked sarong into an elegant black shift that accentuates her perfect breasts, and her black hair is tied back with a white ribbon.

"I recognized you right away," she says, "during Martin's session, but I didn't want to embarrass you in front of everyone. And then you disappeared! What brings you to our conference?"

"It's ... it was an accident," I say, flustered at her cheerful tone. It's almost as if she's forgotten those strange, wonderful, terrible nights, or as if I simply dreamed them, and all these years I've been haunted by nothing more than a nightmare no one else shared.

"Well, it's a happy accident, then! I'm so happy to see you again, after — what, ten years?"

"Twelve," I say. "Or almost twelve. A long time."

"Wow, twelve years ... I don't think I've seen you since — "

"Since your husband fucked my mind out of me and I had to spend a week and a half curled up in my bed wishing I was dead," I say.

"Oh ... my ... I suppose I don't remember it that way ..."

"We all have our amnesia moments, I suppose," I say, trying to push past her and get to the elevators. "It's been a pleasure, Cynthia, but I really need to go now."

"Wait!" she says, her hand squeezing my shoulder. "Wait ... you'll be coming tonight, won't you? I would like to pick up where we left off ..."

Her squeeze turns into a languid stroke, and I feel the tingling warmth of her skin through my sleeve. My breath catches in my throat, and I'm torn between wanting to flee, and wanting to embrace her, throw her down on the floor right here in front of the elevators, and fuck her like there's no tomorrow.

"There's no picking it up," I say, taking as deep a breath as I'm able. "What's past is past. But yes ... maybe ... we'll see ..."

"And your friend?" Cynthia asks. "Petra? I hope you'll come with Petra ..."

"She wouldn't miss it for the world."
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the divine roar


The door to the room I'm sharing with Petra is closed when I get to the suite. I push it open a crack and see Petra sprawled on the bed in a nest of towels and sheets, naked and asleep. She's gorgeous — black hair fanned out across the pillows, long limbs thrown over the mattress, high, firm breasts, a flat belly, bush tastefully trimmed. Gravity and time haven't had a chance yet to work their damage on her. If my body still looked like that, I'd be putting it to good use this weekend, wedding plans be damned.

From the faint scent of sex in the still air in the bedroom, it seems that Petra has put her body to at least some use. The demonstrations by Martin and Cynthia had a big effect on Petra — bigger than they had on me, but maybe I'm jaded, having had much closer demonstrations of both of them in my past. I unbutton my jeans and slip a hand inside; my pussy is wet, and my clit throbs when my fingers brush past it; I suppose they've had a bigger effect on me than I realized.

Part of me wants to slip into the room, lie on my bed, and get down to business. I did get that fancy new vibrator, after all, and the visuals Petra's offering are very nice indeed. Maybe she'll wake up while I'm mid-wank, and be drawn into my sensuous vortex; Madeline, I know, fooled around with girls in college, maybe Petra has a little experience there, too? Or at least some curiosity?

But no, jilling off to my sleeping friend seems like a step too far, even for me. And I want to keep this edge going, let the desire continue to build, because I'm sure that something is going to happen at the fifth floor party tonight. I go back into the sitting room, drop heavily onto the couch, and flip through the television channels, looking for the least sexy things on offer.

The blur of bad reality, cooking, and home remodeling shows, interspersed with ads for kitchen gadgets and allergy medicines, does nothing to settle my mind. My mind has been pulled back in time almost a dozen years, and that's where it wants to stay, worrying over the past, trying to find a new narrative that can pull together a different version of the story of my life. For the last decade, I thought my story was "the great escape": I was offered a tempting fruit with a deadly core, and with Kenny's help I fled into the life, waking from a beautiful nightmare into the sunshine. But what if it's the sunshine that's the dream? What if the last ten years have been a pause, just a momentary interlude before the beautiful nightmare begins again?

That night that Tom and Martin conspired in my orgasm, after I had recovered my senses enough to remember where I was, I looked desperately around the dim living room for Kenny. Did he see Tom fucking me while my face was buried between Cynthia's legs? Did he hear my wild scream of climax into her cunt? Surely he saw Cynthia drag me out of the kitchen, and he must have noticed Tom and Martin following her. But I didn't see him anywhere in the shadows.

While I was sitting up, tucking my knees under me as I pushed myself up from the cushions, the tangy taste of Cynthia still on my lips, I saw Kenny and Jane emerging from the kitchen. Kenny had a sheepish smile on his face, one hand on Jane's hip and the other trying to cover his heavy cock that shone wetly in the light in the doorway. Jane was smiling broadly, dabbing at her lips with a finger and leaning on Kenny's shoulder. That explained why my husband hadn't come to my rescue: he was in the kitchen getting his cock sucked by our hostess.

When he saw me, Kenny blushed, and I almost burst out laughing; a secret blowjob seemed like a tiny transgression compared to the intense fucking I had just received. I patted the cushion beside me, and he let go of Jane and took a seat next to me. When he leaned in to kiss me, I slipped my fingers around his penis, feeling it slick with Jane's spit, a trace of cum still lodged in the ridge of its head. I'm sure he could taste Cynthia on my lips; his tongue greedily circled my lips and slipped into my mouth, no doubt seeking more of that rich flavor.

The others settled around us. I looked over at Tom, but he looked away, unwilling to catch my eye. Jane was lazily tugging at his cock, which had shrunken back to its resting state. I hadn't felt Tom's jizz when he came, so he must have been wearing a condom when he was fucking me. Jane caught my eye and she smiled at me, eyes sparkling; I was quite sure she knew what had been happening in the living room while she sucked my husband's cock; she had probably conspired to keep him busy while Tom, Martin, and Cynthia took me. I wasn't sure whether to feel betrayed or grateful, so I just gave her a small nod and leaned against Kenny's shoulder, comforted by his warmth and stability.

Martin was talking again about "kundalini," stringing together words about "liberation," "the creative spirit," "untangling the knots of attachment." Honestly, they were just so many noises to me; my brain was still buzzing with what had just happened, my body still tingling from one of the most intense orgasms I had ever experienced, and my soul was seeking calm and comfort in Kenny. Kenny had his arms around me, and I rested my head softly against his shoulder, eyes closed, trying to find peace in the steady rise and fall of his breath.

I heard shuffling, and opened my eyes to see Jane standing and walking toward Martin, Tom's hand gently falling down her back and buttocks as she stepped away from him. Martin, seated cross-legged on the cushions, lifted a hand to her, and she took it, sitting with her knees touching his and her back held high and straight. Jane and Martin held hands, closed their eyes, and began to breathe together. I unconsciously matched my breath to theirs.

After a few minutes, Martin gave Jane's hands a gentle pull, and she lifted herself onto her knees and moved closer. She spread her legs around Martin and settled onto his lap, her breasts pressed against his chest. Martin ran his hands up and down her back, and then pulled her face to his for a long, deep kiss. I wondered if he could taste Kenny's spunk on Jane's tongue.

I glanced over at Tom, who was looking intently at Jane and Martin, and saw Cynthia moving closer to him. When she was seated beside him, he turned his head toward her, and she brushed his hair back and pressed her lips to his forehead. He closed his eyes and sighed as her hand slipped between his legs, bringing his resting cock quickly back to life.

A sharp gasp brought my attention back to Jane and Martin, and I saw that she had lifted her ass off Martin's thighs, reached her hand between their bodies, and was guiding his cock toward her entrance. For his part, Martin sat impassive and still, his breath unchanged, his eyes shut tight, his hands resting loosely on Jane's hips. Jane shifted against him, rising up and down against his chest, and in the shadows between them I could see Martin's erect cock sliding along her belly and thighs as she sought the path that would bring it inside. Finally she had his cock positioned and she sank heavily onto Martin's lap, letting out a long, low moan. I thought I saw a faint smile cross Martin's lips, but otherwise he was perfectly still and unchanged.

Jane started to rise and fall against Martin, her hands on his shoulders. He squeezed his fingers into her hips and held her down, making her movements smaller and tighter. I could see the strain in her face and neck as she tried to control her motions. Clearly she wanted to fuck Martin with wild abandon, the way I had seen her ride Tom's cock so many times over the summer; Jane loved to be on top and in charge, and at her most passionate she was a glorious sight to behold. But Martin was having none of that: I could see her skin dimpling under his fingers as he tightened his grip, and she grunted in frustration before settling into a pattern of tiny gestures with her hips.

Cynthia, meanwhile, had stroked Tom's cock back to its full glory. He sat slack-jawed, head thrown back, while she ran her hand up and down his shaft, finishing each upward stroke with a twist of her wrist that sent her fingers in a circle around his glans. I didn't realize then that someday I would sit in a casino hotel ballroom and watch her do that same move, but more refined, on Martin's cock. I wonder when she landed on that as her signature handjob motion, and if it has any greater significance than its clear effectiveness on the cock she's caressing.

Kenny pulled me tighter, and one of his hands fell onto my breast. My nipples were hard, and he gave them a gentle tug; I leaned into him and kissed his neck, then let a hand brush his cock, which had fully recovered from Jane's fellatio. He sighed and shifted his hips to encourage my exploration, so I brought my fingers down along his shaft and tried to mimic Cynthia's motions on Tom's cock; I was clumsy and hesitant compared to her fluid, languid motions, but I was still having the effect that I was looking for.

My head resting against Kenny's chest, I turned my attention back to Martin and Jane. Jane appeared to have settled at last, making the same kinds of tiny, almost imperceptible movements that we had seen Cynthia make some nights before, though punctuated by occasional gasps and attempts to increase the urgency of her fucking. Martin was clearly in control, holding her still and guiding her hips into tighter and tighter circles. His face never changed from its smooth, meditative demeanor, his eyes never opened, no sound came from him except the slow and steady breath that caused his chest to expand against Jane's breasts.

There was nothing slow and steady about what Cynthia was doing to Tom, though. A groan brought my attention back to them, and I saw Cynthia pressing one hand against Tom's chest, pushing him back, while the other was a blur around his shaft. She shoved him onto his back and straddled his waist, her mouth hungrily sucking at his lips while she teased the wet folds of her cunt with the head of his cock. Tom lifted his hips, trying to force his way inside, but she deflected his thrust so his shaft slid along her cleft and against her clit. She held him firmly on his back, breasts pressed into his chest, while she let his rising hips slide his shaft along her pussy until his balls nestled against her ass.

Tom let out a long moan when Cynthia rose up and finally slid his cock inside her. She straddled him, hands on his hips and head held high, and began to fuck herself up and down his shaft in strong, steady thrusts. I could hear the wet slap of her skin striking his when she came down against him, and I could see his wet and shiny shaft between her legs when she rose up. There was a look of triumph on her face, as if she were a victorious warrior queen seizing the prize she had won in combat. And there was a look of wonder, and maybe just a little fear, on Tom's face as he lay back against the cushions, arms outstretched in surrender.

Kenny's fingers had drifted from my breasts and over my belly and between my legs, and were gently sliding along my mound toward my clit. I wanted desperately to have him inside me, to feel his familiar, loving thrusts and have his comforting weight resting against me. I held his shoulders as I lay back, guiding him down onto me, spreading my legs wide to invite him to enter me. My pussy was so wet, so recently opened by Tom's cock and Martin's fingers, that Kenny slipped easily inside and up to the hilt, and I wrapped my arms and legs tightly around him, trying to pull him so close that my muscles burned from the effort.

From my position under Kenny, I could see both of the other couples fucking beside us. Martin and Jane continued their slow, almost motionless coupling, though I could see the strain still in Jane's face as she struggled not to slam herself into Martin and ride him as mercilessly as Cynthia was riding Tom. Cynthia held Tom down by his shoulders, staring into his face with a hungry mouth and piercing eyes, her hips a blur above him. She took shallow, panting breaths, and Tom gasped each time her hips slammed against him. There was strain in his face, too — clearly he wanted to come, but I could see the fear in his face tottering over to terror as Cynthia's face seemed to take on the visage of a fearsome, vengeful goddess.

Kenny, meanwhile, fucked me just the way I wanted: gently but firmly, with steady strokes that filled me completely and drew my arousal in a slow and delicious climb. He pressed his lips into my neck and stretched my arms over my head, fingers twined between mine. Skin to skin, we were as close to a single being as we could possibly be, melting together in a haze of tender love.

Cynthia's roar shook me out of the warm and cozy feelings that were lulling me beneath Kenny. I looked up to see her riding high on Tom's hips, her stomach rippling and her shoulders shaking, face contorted into a dark mask of beautiful agony. Tom had a look of unalloyed horror in his eyes, as if he feared that he was going to be consumed body and soul by this writhing goddess impaled on his cock. Cynthia arched her back, throwing her head toward Tom's feet, and let out another roar, her clit grinding against Tom's groin. Tom shook from toes to head, eyes wide and arms stretched out like a crucified sacrifice, and let out a roar of his own, though not nearly as mighty as Cynthia's. When she lifted her hips high, I could see a frothy foam where his shaft entered her, and then she slammed herself back down and ground against him with another growl.

Cynthia's divine shout must have triggered something in Jane, because she started to hum, and then moan, and finally let out a cry of her own that rose in pitch as her body shook against Martin. Martin sat still as a statue, legs crossed and hands on Jane's waist, as she leaned back, breasts pointing toward the ceiling, spasms shaking her body. Finally she fell backward, slipping free of Martin's embrace, and curled into a ball on the cushions, quietly sobbing. Martin sat in his meditation, cock stiff and shiny, face impassive.

Through all of this, Kenny kept up his slow, steady lovemaking, holding my sweat-slick body against his, cock filling me completely. I pulled him close, eyes squeezed shut, and willed the world to fall away until there was nothing but my husband's love in the entire universe.
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anticipation


The room service menu includes an array of frozen dinners, which is ideal for my current situation: I don't want to go down to the buffet and risk another encounter with Martin and Cynthia right now, but I'm absolutely famished. I call in an order for a selection of meals — I don't know if Madeline is coming back tonight, if ever, but I suspect that Petra is going to be hungry when she gets up. When room service comes, I wait a few minutes after they knock before retrieving their delivery; I'm in no mood for interaction at the moment.

I hear the bedroom door open just as I'm finishing one of the frozen dinners — an orange chicken with rice and egg roll; the egg roll was a little cold in the middle and the rice was a little crunchy, such are the tradeoffs we make for convenience. It was at least somewhat filling.

"Well hello there, sleeping beauty," I say when Petra stumbles out of the bedroom, delightfully disheveled in a t-shirt and panties. I had quickly buttoned my jeans when I heard the hinges groan; hopefully she doesn't suspect that I was lazily rubbing my clit, imagining not only some moments from my past but also her splayed body in the middle of the bed, cradled in a nest of nectar-soaked sheets and towels. "I peeked in when I got back, and you looked just too peaceful to disturb. All rested up?"

"My head kind of hurts," she mumbles as she clatters around in the cupboard for a glass.

"Gotta hydrate," I say around a forkful of chicken. "Especially if you're, um, flooding the zone ..."

Petra turns bright red, staring down at the glass she's filling in the sink long after the water has turned cold.

"The towels were sort of the giveaway, sorry," I say. "I'm not judging — lucky you!" And I mean it; I wish I had been able to relieve the tension that's been building in my belly since getting back to the room.

"I haven't had a hangover like this since college," she mutters, "and I haven't even been drinking."

"There are a couple of frozen dinners in the freezer," she says, "get something in your tummy and grab a couple aspirins and you'll be fine. We've got a few hours before the party."

"I don't know if I want ..."

"Of course you want to go to the party," I say. Oh, we are definitely going to this fucking party ... "We've come this far on this strange journey; now is definitely not the time to bail."

Petra pulls a dinner out of the mini fridge and puts it in the microwave, then staggers back to the bedroom, slamming the door behind her. She doesn't emerge when the microwave dings, so I pull the dinner out and set it on the counter. I sit back down on the couch and wait a few minutes for Petra to return, and when she doesn't I undo my jeans again and slide my hand back inside for a slow, gentle stroke, promising myself that I'm not going to come, not yet.

The next day after that epic fucking, when Kenny rode me to a long, gentle climax while Martin and Jane, Cynthia and Tom, watched, was a Monday, and I had to be at the bank at eight. I was being trained in at the loan desk, my continuing education credits logged into the HR system and the next step in my career just starting. I was still splitting my time between the teller's station and shadowing the loan approval process, getting a tantalizing taste of a future that wasn't all about counting bills and printing checks, and I felt strangely energized that morning despite a ridiculously short time asleep. Ten years on, I certainly wouldn't have functioned so well on so little rest.

I was sitting at the car loan desk, looking over a training document about the verification process, when I felt someone looking at me. When I lifted my head, I saw Cynthia standing nearby, a black leather document case tucked under her arm and her hip jutting out as she smiled at me. It took me a moment to recognize her in a long gray pencil skirt and pink blouse with a bow at her throat, as I had really only ever seen her naked.

"Casey," she said, a bemused tone to her voice, "I did not know you worked here! How delightful!"

"Cynthia," I said, standing up from the desk and brushing my palms down the front of my slacks. I felt the warmth rising in my face; no one in the bank lobby could possibly know that the last time I had seen Cynthia I was splayed out on the cushions on Tom and Jane's living floor, shuddering through the receding waves of climax as Kenny emptied his balls into me, and she was lying beside Tom, her fingers lazily circling his cock. But seeing her in this context, in my day-to-day life world and not the kinky, twisted, dangerous world of my nighttime obsessions, made me uncomfortable.

She took my hand when I extended it, and I was surprised to feel a hint of the electric charge I always got from her touch even there in the brightly-lit bank.

"Martin and I talked with Tom and Jane after last night," she said, holding my hand between both of hers, "and we're planning to go up to Lake Makanogin next weekend. Surely you and Kenny are interested, too?"

I took a deep breath. Kenny and I had talked a little bit about the plans that Martin and Cynthia were hatching for their retreat center, and agreed that it sounded both intriguing and somewhat suspicious. We had heard enough about time share scams and multi-level marketing to be wary of anyone offering great investment opportunities in vacation properties; of course, we weren't actively fucking anyone besides Martin and Cynthia who were making those kinds of offers, which made the situation a little odd.

"Maybe," I said. "I need to check our calendars, you know?"

"Oh, I understand," she said, giving my hands a squeeze. "It is short notice, and it is a long trip. But it would be wonderful to have you."

Then she leaned in close to me, her lips almost touching my ear.

"I had such a good time last night," she whispered. "Your tongue was marvelous; I hope you will be as enthusiastic tonight."

I felt my face burning, and I looked away. My supervisor, Kim, who was working the real estate desk that morning, was walking across the floor toward us, so I stepped back and gently pulled free of her grasp. I winked and smiled, afraid to speak, as Cynthia followed my supervisor toward an office off the lobby.

"Do you know her?" Kim asked about twenty minutes later, after walking Cynthia to the main entrance and bidding her goodbye with a firm handshake.

"A little bit," I said. "She's ... friends with my neighbors."

Kim nodded, then said, "They've got some tricky financing on that property up north. They definitely don't have the credit or collateral for it themselves, but they're doing some sort of subscription thing to raise the money."

"Oh yeah," I said, "I think my neighbor mentioned that ..."

"It sounds ... interesting." Kim shook her head, starting back toward the office she and Cynthia had just left. "But I'm afraid the bank's going to end up owning that old summer camp in a year or two."

I hear the bedroom door open again, and I quickly pull my hand out of my jeans and arrange myself casually on the couch. Petra comes back out, still wearing just her panties and t-shirt, and slips into the bathroom without giving me a glance. After a minute I hear the shower start, and I relax again, propping one foot up on the seat of the couch to give my fingers better access when they slip back inside my jeans.

Kenny and I talked a little about skipping the next night at Tom and Jane's place when I got home that evening; it had been a long day at work for us both, and maybe a quiet night in after the last four wild nights would be wise. I didn't tell him about what happened to me while Jane was sucking him off, not in so many details; he asked how things had progressed with Cynthia while he was away, and I answered with a sly grin and said, "Deliciously; and how were things with Jane?"

He blushed at that and started mumbling an apology. I put my hand on his hip and gave him a long, probing kiss.

"I don't mind," I said when I pulled back. "Really, I don't mind at all. This is all so crazy, and getting crazier, but I want to see it through."

"So you want to go tonight after all?"

I let my fingers glide down his stomach and along his crotch; his cock was hard inside his slacks, and I wondered what was going through his head. Was he remembering fucking me while everyone watched? Or the secret blowjob in the kitchen? Or anticipating tonight's events?

"Yeah," I said, pressing myself up against him so I could feel his erection against my belly. "I want to see it through."

"And what if ... I mean, last night, Jane and Martin ..."

"Would you like to fuck Jane?" I asked, tugging at his belt.

"Maybe ..."

"Do you think her pussy is as warm and wet as her mouth?" I asked, fingers fumbling with the button and zipper on his fly.

"I ... jeez, Casey, um ..."

He was becoming increasingly inarticulate as I slid his slacks and boxers over his hips and ass, freeing his cock. I ran my fingers gently over its length, feeling the first warm, sticky drops of his pre-cum oozing out of the slit.

"I'll bet Cynthia's a better fuck," I said, giving his cock a long, firm stroke. "I can tell you her pussy tastes delicious, and when she comes, she squeezes all those muscles hard. I'll bet that would feel great around your cock."

I slowly lowered myself to my knees and looked up at Kenny while I stroked his shaft and cradled his balls.

"You'd love to fill her cunt with your jizz, wouldn't you?" I asked, then licked his cock from balls to tip, taking in the salty, musky taste of his arousal. He groaned and ran his fingers through my hair — a dark purple today, to cover up the fuchsia that was getting a little shopworn. "I'd like to lick your jizz out of her. I'd like to suck on her freshly fucked pussy while Martin pounds me from behind. That's what I'd like."

And I swallowed him, lips tight around his head, tongue lapping at the oozing liquid at the tip, and stroked his shaft until he exploded in my mouth.

The shower stops when I'm right on the edge of bringing myself off. My clit buzzes under my fingertips and my nipples tingle when run my hand over my shirt. With a frustrated sigh, I sit upright and button my jeans. Petra comes out of the bathroom with a towel around her middle and another wrapped around her head; her legs are long and smooth, and I want to run my hands along them. I blink back the urge.

"Are you going to wear that new little skirt?" I ask.

"I guess so," she says. "I'm not sure what else I've got. Does this thing have a dress code?"

"More like an undress code," I say with a chuckle. "You'd probably be perfectly acceptable totally nude."

She laughs. "Yeah, I don't think that's happening. I'm keeping the clothes on, thanks very much."

"That's a pity," I say, letting my eyes roam up her body; the towel doesn't do a very good job of covering her long, lean curves.

"You're really getting into this," Petra says. "I'm a little surprised."

"I'm full of surprises. You haven't seen the half of it yet."

While Petra goes into the bedroom to change, I pace in the living room. I paced nervously before going to Tom and Jane's on that fifth and final night, too, so nervous I was afraid I might throw up. After I swallowed Kenny's cum, he tried to return the favor, his hands and mouth all over me, eager to strip me bare. I pushed him away, though, held my legs tightly together, told him to wait — I was saving up my energy, I said, I wanted to go across the street with my arousal at its peak. Maybe I should have let him take me, should have invited his tongue and fingers inside to let out some of the steam that was boiling dangerously inside my belly. Maybe that would have changed things.

And maybe tonight I should let off some steam, too, before going up to the fifth floor to face whatever excess is waiting for us. I press my palm against the window and look out at the cars flying by on the highway just beyond the parking lot, but all I see in my mind's eye are Petra's long legs, Cynthia's open cunt, Martin's spurting cock. Time is blurring for me, too, as I feel those events from a dozen years ago uncoiling in my belly, reaching tendrils into my mind like a vine that has been growing wild and unseen all these years.

When Petra comes out of the bedroom in a red silk blouse and the short leather skirt, I hurry into the room and close the door. The smell of sex still lingers in the air; Petra has tossed the towels from her bed into a pile on the floor, and I can see that they're soaked. I'm a little jealous — squirting has never been in my repertoire. The Martin and Cynthia show must have really turned her inside out.

I strip off my clothes, and sigh when my hips and tits are freed at last. My pussy is tingling from my teasing, and I lightly stroke my bush as I go to the closet where I hung my clothes for the weekend. Part of me wants to go to the fifth floor party completely naked, and I get a buzz thinking about the shocked look that would surely cross Petra's face at the thought. Instead, I pull down a loose, summery yellow dress made of light cotton that swings when I walk. I slip it over my head, enjoying the way the soft fabric brushes my stiff nipples and slides over my hips. I decide that a bra and panties are unnecessary tonight — I'm looking forward to being naked under this dress.

I was wearing a similar dress, but green, when Kenny and I crossed the street to Tom and Jane's for the last time. Whatever became of it, I don't know; I suspect it was left behind in the chaos. And I didn't want it back anyway, not as a memento of that time. I do recall, though, that it felt soft and loose against my hips when I walked hand in hand with Kenny into the house, and that it didn't stay on for very long.

After the previous night, I was expecting an escalation into a full-blown orgy, and I was ready to give and get all action I could imagine. Instead, the chaos of last night had been swept away, and the living room was cool and dark, lit by flickering candles, and the other two couples were already deep in meditation, spaced around the room as though each was held in a bubble of peace. It was not nearly as sexy as I was hoping.

Martin nodded when we entered the room, face impassive and eyes closed; it was such a small gesture it may have been entirely my imagination that he made it. Kenny and I found our seats, a respectable distance apart from everyone else, and I regretted passing Kenny's offer to get me off. My stomach was knotted with pent-up sexual rage.

Martin led us through a series of breathing exercises, as much through his subtle movements and example as through any words. We let air fill our lungs until they were impossibly full; we held our breath beyond the point of discomfort and well into pain; we exhaled so completely that I feared we would never be able to breath in air again. Through it all, I fidgeted uncomfortably, my body a tangle of conflicting desires. Breathwork usually expelled the tension from my body, but this made my nerves jangle and my skin itch.

My nerves feel jangly and my skin itchy now, standing in the hotel suite in my summery dress, waiting to go up to the fifth floor and possibly face some demons. Or possibly face the realization that I haven't actually traveled very far from where I was that night, that the over-sexed, hedonistic, frankly unhinged Casey has been lurking in my quiet married-with-children life just waiting for a chance to burst free. This certainly seems like it might be her chance, and I'm both appalled and delighted that I'm not taking it away from her.

"Are you ready?" I ask the woman in the mirror hanging inside the closet door. "Are you really, truly, ready?"

I put my new vibrator into a little sunflower print shoulder bag, alongside my room card and phone, and step out of the bedroom.
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such delights


As soon as the elevator door closes behind us, I turn my back toward Petra and give my dress a quick lift, just enough to flash my bare ass.

"Commando," I say. "I'm feeling daring tonight."

Petra blanches a little, looks into the corner of the elevator car, and part of me wants to push her further. I want to pull the dress off over my head and toss it on the floor, spin around completely naked with my arms spread wide, and then scamper down the hall as soon as the doors open, a free spirit seeking higher and higher sensations. It is only by breathing deeply and feeling my feet planted firmly on the floor that I'm able to resist my impulses.

The elevator doors open onto a scene of absolute chaos. A perfectly normal hotel hallway has been transformed into a perfectly made scene of debauchery. People in all manner of dress and undress are clustered between the rooms, chatting and drinking and flitting in and out of doorways. There are elegant evening gowns and plush furry suits; little black dresses and rubber jumpers; austere tuxedos and pink tutus. It's a dizzying and disorienting sight, as if all of the darkest dreams that trouble my sleeping brain have come to life and gathered here to greet me.

But I am determined to face those dark dreams. I march down the hallway, Petra scurrying to keep up, looking up and down and around at all of the decorations on the doors — fans made of condoms, colorful pineapple and unicorn collages, rainbow-hued streamers and balloons. I smell incense and jasmine in the air, which transports me immediately to those sessions in Tom and Jane's living room, and I have to shake my head to clear the memories.

"It's kind of overwhelming," Petra whispers.

"That it is," I say, taking in a deep breath of the heady scents. "I'm all for getting a little overwhelmed."

After what happened to me that night, I spent a lot of time reading and thinking about kinds of revelation and enlightenment. I read stories about nuns and monks who were surprised or shocked into enlightenment by a sudden event — a clap of thunder, a falling stone, an erupting geyser — while most of their peers toiled for years, for decades, at tedious mantras and meditations to achieve the same ends. I felt like that was what happened to me: I was shocked into an awakening for which I had not prepared, and my mind and soul couldn't take the strain. Since then, my experiences had stayed bland and mundane: up for work, drop off the kids, shuffle the papers in my office in the bank, pick up the kids, fix the meals, do it all again. The domesticity kept the chaos at bay; it also kept the enlightenment at bay. And now I want to see if exposure to the madness I'm walking into might shock me into an enlightenment that I can control.

We stop in front of a door covered in a rainbow of balloons that's standing half open. I peek inside, and see that it's a suite like ours — two closed bedroom doors, and a sitting area. The furniture has been pushed back to the walls to open up the floor, where a group of people are happily, noisily, and nakedly playing Twister.

The tangle of limbs reminds me of the orgy night at Tom and Jane's. The players are giggling and snorting at their contortions, asses to bellies and noses to crotches. Sometimes one of them gets a little frisky, sneaking a lick or a tickle at something dangling nearby, but the woman with the spinner — an olive-skinned woman with braided black hair is sitting cross-legged — referees the action, preventing the players from taking the Twister game to the next level. I want to yank off my dress and dive into the fray, let those bodies brush against me, feel the electric charge of their arousal.

"Looks like fun, doesn't it?" says a voice beside me.

I turn to see a woman in a black rubber cat suit, complete with a hood topped with pointy little cat ears and a long, flexible tail that she's spinning in a lazy circle, one hip cocked provocatively. She has little cat whiskers drawn on her face, and her brown eyes spark.

"Wow, look at you," I say, making no effort to conceal my gaze — you don't wear a rubber cat suit unless you want people to look at you, and I'm definitely going to give her what she's asking for. There's not a curve of her body that's hidden by her suit — if anything, they're enhanced by the sheen.

"You like?" she asks with a feline purr. She turns around so I can get a good view of how the rubber looks stretched across her ass. "Would you like to touch?"

"Oh, very much," I whisper. I reach out a hand, not sure what to expect. The materials is smooth and a little cool, and dry to the touch despite its glimmer. I slide my palm along her haunch and over her buttocks, giving the tail a little tug. Then I stand behind her, my body pressed to her back, and slide my hands up over her belly and cup her breasts. I put my face against her neck and inhale the distinct clean, astringent scent of the material. The rubber is too thick for me to feel her nipples, but I imagine they must be firm under there — mine certainly are, poking into the light fabric of my dress. I close my eyes and imagine myself naked and glistening with oil, sliding myself all over this rubber-suited kitten.

I reluctantly let go of her breasts and take a step back. The woman turns and looks up at me with eyes that are equal parts quizzical and aroused.

"You seem pretty into this," she says, putting her hands around my waist and cupping my ass, pulling me closer to her. "Do you do much rubber play?"

"Never," I say, surprised at the dry crackle of my voice.

"Interesting ... maybe you'd like to meet up later, explore my suit a little? I've got some more toys you might like ..."

She leans in to kiss me, and I put my hands on her hood-covered cheeks; my fingers slip over the smooth material while her tongue slips into my mouth. I wonder what her suit would feel like against my lips, taste like against my tongue; my pussy tingles at the thought.

I break away from the kiss but keep my hands on her cheeks, looking into her playful brown eyes.

"Maybe," I say. "I might like that. I'm here with a friend, but I don't know how the rest of the night will go."

"I'm Sadie," she says. "If you ask around, I'm easy to find."

"Where did you get that suit?" I ask. "Not that I think a suit like that would work with my curves ..."

"Your curves are fabulous," Sadie says. Her gloved fingers bunch up the fabric of my dress and brush against my bare ass, and I swear I'm right on the verge of climax just from her touch. "It's custom made, but they have some rubber stuff in that little gift shop in the lobby."

"Oh, the gift shop," I say, wiggling my ass to dislodge her hand and taking a step back. I don't want to escalate things too far this early in the night, and if I'm not careful I'm going to start exploring my newly discovered rubber fetish right here by the Twister mat. "I picked this up at the gift shop, it reminded me of one that was a favorite a long time ago."

I reach into my handbag and take out my new vibrator. Sadie takes it and turns it over in her hands, sliding her latex-sheathed fingers along the long, shiny shaft. She presses her thumb against the tickler jutting out from the base, and squeals when it buzzes in response. I imagine her straddling me, her shiny thighs against mine, rubbing that vibrator all over my body, and shiver. Then I catch Petra out of the corner of my eye, moving toward us, and I take a deep breath to compose myself.

"Hey, Petra," I say, "I was just showing Sadie here my new toy. Isn't her outfit to die for?"

"Pretty great," she says, looking Sadie up and down. There's a faintly disapproving look in Petra's eyes — I don't think a latent latex fetish is lurking in Petra's groin.

"Thanks," Sadie says, playfully slapping me with the tip of her tail. "It's a bitch to put on, I must have used a pound of talcum powder, and it's really sweaty — I'm hoping to have it peeled off me later tonight." She makes a meowing sound and giggles.

"Oh, I think someone is going to have a good time peeling you," I say, thinking to myself, and maybe it will be me ...

"Someone, or someones, if you know what I mean!" Sadie bumps a hip against me and purrs, and I bump back.

Petra leads me out of the room and back into the hallway.

"Apparently Madeline is becoming a legend here," she whispers.

"Oh, I'm not surprised," I say. "That little firecracker throws herself head first into everything she tries. Remember that Christmas she got a cookie spritzer? Kenny gained five pounds before we worked through all the tins she dropped off at our house."

"Yeah, well, this seems different from a kitchen gadget. I hope she doesn't do something she regrets."

"Madeline is amazingly regret free," I say. "I wish I could be half as blithe as she is. I think maybe you're projecting some of your own fears? Are you bracing yourself for regret?"

Petra sighs. I can tell that she's a tangle of emotions like me, but different emotions: she's fearful, but curious; her defensive walls are up, but she's peering through the keyhole of the lock, wishing she could explore some of the delights on offer. I'm the one with regret in the mix, but I can't tell yet if it's regret for things I did, or things I didn't do. Sadie's rubber suit, for example — with all the paddles and ropes and nipple clamps I played with at Tom and Jane's, how did rubber suits never appear? Would things have been different if I'd discovered latex before I discovered Martin and Cynthia?

A blue blur catches my eye, and I turn to see a blue woman dancing next to a room decorated with pink, blue, and green balloons. Then I realize it's Madeline, covered head to toe in swirls and whorls of blue body paint, wearing nothing but a plush pink and white unicorn horn and a radiant smile. She sees us and waves us over.

"I'd hug you," Madeline says, "but I don't think I'm completely dry yet. You like it?"

She pirouettes to show off her paint job. There's an even base of sky blue from her bare feet to her forehead, with circle and lines of darker blue running up and down her body. A splash of little purple stars runs across her small breasts, and a lightning bolt flashes across her belly.

"It's ... wow," Petra says.

"You should stop by this room later," Madeline says, waving her hand toward the nearest door. "It's going to be pretty wild!"

In addition to the pink, blue, and green balloons, the door is decorated with silver and gold glittering streamers, and cutouts of rainbows and prancing unicorns. A sign written in colorful magic marker is taped to the center: "TONIGHT ONLY - UNICORN RIDES!"

"There are three of us," Madeline says, "unicorns, I mean. I'm the blue one — obviously! — and then there's Patricia in pink and Julia in green. Kelsey's husband Pete arranged for the body paint, I think it looks pretty great."

She spins again and springs up and down on her toes; her tits aren't big, but they still jiggle nicely.

"Maybe I will," Petra says.

Madeline has clearly discovered both an itch and something that will scratch it. I wonder if this has to do with that gangbang seminar she was interested in? Or has she found a brand new kink, something I can't even imagine but that lights her up like a Roman candle? She's absolutely glowing with anticipation, and I want to wrap her in my arms and absorb some of her wild energy; was this the vibe I gave off when I was first exploring the boundaries of sensation with Tom and Jane?

I sigh and continue down the hall, leaving Madeline to revel in her new discoveries. Maybe I'll come back this way later, maybe I'll find Sadie and her cat suit and Madeline in her starry paint and discover a new fetish no one has dreamt of yet. Petra hurries to catch up with me.

"So, where's your boyfriend's room?" I ask when she's beside me.

Petra rolls her eyes and shrugs. We turn the corner and find a velvet rope slung across the hallway between two brass stands. A topless woman wearing a white sarong around her waist, her brown hair piled high on her head and held in place with gold combs, sits on a high stool behind the rope. She says nothing, but glances at our wristbands, nods with a smile, and steps down to unclip the barrier and let us pass.

"I guess this is it, huh?" I whisper, my heart suddenly pounding like a sledge hammer. Final boss, I hear Kenny's voice breathe in my mind. Final boss.
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in the serpent's lair


The lights here are dim and warm, and there's a faint scent of sandalwood and cinnamon in the air. The aroma triggers memories in me, and I stiffen. Quiet sitar music is coming from one of the three doors at the end of the hall; we can hardly hear the bustle of the wild rooms behind us in this space that feels like a sanctuary, but not a safe one; my skin prickles with fear.

Petra goes up to the first door behind the velvet rope and puts her hand against it; it swings silently open at her touch. The lights are off, but candles on tall stands scattered around the room cast a dim glow. There are cushions and rugs scattered around the room, but no people.

"We'll be using this room later," says a voice behind us, and I jump, startled. It's the woman who opened the velvet rope for us, standing close enough that her hip brushes Petra's. "Martin and Cynthia are still in the meditation room if you wish to join them."

She puts a hand on my shoulder, and another on Petra's, and guides us gently toward the second door. Petra throws a worried look at me, but I'm in no condition to reassure her. Instead, I keep my face impassive and let the hand on my shoulder guide me, surrendering the way I did that final night. The woman turns the door handle with long, delicate fingers, and bids us enter with a slow sweep of her arm.

When I step through the doorway, I step back a dozen years. This room is dim and candlelit, just like Tom and Jane's living room was; there are pillows and blankets scattered across the floor, and people sitting cross-legged, eyes closed, breathing slowly and deeply. I know that these people are strangers — they're not Tom and Jane — but my brain is having trouble accepting that fact.

And at the center, on what appears to be a raised circular mattress covered with a lavender and gold blanket, sit Martin and Cynthia, cross-legged and facing each other. They're holding hands, eyes closed, and breathing deeply, Cynthia's bare breasts rising and falling. Martin has a silver sheet draped across his lap, but I can see the shadow of his cock beneath it, a long, strong line lifting the fabric when he breathes. Cynthia is naked, and her bare yoni shines in the flickering light.

This is exactly the scene that unfolded that last night with Martin and Cynthia. After the strange breathwork, which left me dizzy and disoriented, Martin and Cynthia turned to face each other. I expected them to fuck — I wanted, no, needed, them to fuck, to give me the release I craved and an excuse to start fucking myself. I would have gladly climbed onto Kenny, pushed Tom down and mounted his shaft, even wrestled Jane onto the pillows and pushed my pussy into her face, just to feel contact and get relief from the pressure that filled my core.

But no, there was no fucking, not yet. Martin and Cynthia simply sat, still as statues, staring into each others' eyes. I saw Tom and Jane turn toward each other out of the corner of my eye, so I shifted my hips to turn to face Kenny. It took him a moment to respond in kind — he seemed lost still in his breathing — and when he faced me he was sluggish, with heavy eyelids and drooping mouth.

I reached my hands out to touch Kenny's knees, and he stirred a little, his eyes opening for a moment, but then he dropped into a stupor again. His cock had shrunk to its most restful state, shrinking back into its nest of tangled hair, and when I reached between his legs to touch it, it didn't even stir. I put my hand around it, cupping his balls as well, but it was like holding a soft, warm beanbag — I couldn't even feel the pulse of blood I was used to when I had his cock in my hands.

Over my shoulder, where Martin and Cynthia sat, it was a completely different story. Martin's cock stood at attention, shining in the candlelight like an emperor's scepter, pointing toward Cynthia's shoulder. Cynthia made a quiet humming sound when she exhaled, and I could see her chest flushed with arousal. How, I wondered, had they neutered my husband while exuding so much sexual energy themselves? I imagined they might be exerting some sort of vampiric force, devouring the energy around them and turning it to their own delight.

Except that couldn't be the case, because I looked over my other shoulder and saw that Jane had already straddled Tom, the way she had straddled Martin last night, and they were settling into the same slow, stately fuck that we had all seen Cynthia and Martin enjoy. I squeezed Kenny's cock and balls, twisting them in my hand, but I got no response at all. My face felt hot and tears of frustration welled in my eyes.

I realize that Petra and I are the only people standing in this meditation room, and I quickly take a seat, spreading my dress over my knees. Cynthia and Martin haven't noticed me, or if they have noticed me, they haven't acknowledged me. Which is worse, not to be seen, or to be seen and ignored? Clearly the latter, so I hope it's the former.

Petra sits, too, tugging at her skirt and trying to make herself comfortable. Many of the people here are naked, or nearly so, just like all of us were that night twelve years ago. She should just take her skirt off, she'd be more comfortable. A little semi-public nudity would certainly do her some good; it's not like half the people we've encountered here aren't bare-assed.

Twisting Kenny's cock was having no effect at all. I leaned in to give him a kiss, licking my way down his throat, circling his nipples with my tongue, gently fondling his cock, but to no avail: Kenny's penis slumbered through it all, and his face showed no awareness of my efforts.

The raging fire between my legs was finally too much for me to take, and I let go of Kenny's limp cock in disgust and turned to look at Tom and Jane. They were barely moving, barely breathing, Jane's legs wrapped around Tom's waist and his arms around her shoulders, holding each other so closely they seemed merged into a single being. I could hear their soft breathing, the steady pounding of their hearts, and I was absolutely incensed with resentment: how were they engaged in a glorious, cosmic fuck, when Kenny and I were trapped outside in a mundane and sexless oblivion?

I crawled on my hands and knees toward Martin and Cynthia; neither seemed to notice my approach. Kneeling between them, I listened to their breathing, looked at their faces, felt the warmth radiating from their naked bodies. And then, rage turning my nerves to lava, I dropped to all fours and swallowed Martin's cock as deep into my mouth and throat as I could draw it.

I expected a gasp, or at least a change to his slow, steady breathing, but he had no response. So I sucked, as hard as I could, feeling his glans expand at the back of my throat when I drew the blood up from the base to his head. I relaxed my throat, took a deep breath, and sucked again; I felt a quiver down the length of his shaft, but no change in Martin's breath. His cock tasted salty, musky, a little sour; I ran my tongue up and down the shaft, circled his head, took him in until I almost gagged so I could touch his balls with the tip of my tongue, but there was no reaction beyond the steady pulse of his heart circulating blood through his cock.

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" I gasped when I took my mouth off Martin's cock. His face showed no response; he was in perfect repose, a faint smile on his lips; I wanted to smack him.

I began to furiously stroke his cock, gripping it so tightly my fingers ached. I had a single goal in mind — making Martin break his placid repose and respond to my urgent needs — and I didn't care how I reached it. And while Martin's cock stayed rock hard, his face remained soft and infuriatingly serene.

Suddenly I felt hands on my ass, fingers digging in hard, and a tongue probing between my legs, as firm and stiff as Martin's cock. I gasped and looked over my shoulder to see Cynthia kneeling behind me. She looked up from my ass; I expected to see the same wicked grin she greeted me with when she dragged me out of the kitchen, but instead her face was furious, a mask of rage and fury. She dove back down, fingers so tight on my ass they hurt, and ran her tongue from my cleft to my asshole with a long stroke.

I moaned and took Martin's cock into my mouth again, stroking it while I sucked. Cynthia's tongue probed and swirled, making my pussy weep with joy, and I pushed my ass back against her mouth. I didn't care how terrifying the expression on her face was, I only cared that her tongue was bringing me toward the release I craved.

When I was just about to come, though, she stopped and slapped my ass so hard the sound rang out like a gunshot in the darkened room. I gasped, and she slapped again.

"Don't you dare come," she hissed, reaching up to grab a hunk of my hair and jerk my head back. "Don't you dare."

I tried to nod, but she held my head so tightly I could barely move. She squeezed my ass hard with the other hand, and then brought her palm down again with a stinging slap. I felt tears in my eyes — more from frustration than from her blow — I choked back a sob. Cynthia pushed my head forward, and I took Martin's spit-slick cock into my mouth again.

While I sucked Martin's cock, Cynthia alternated between probing my cunt with her tongue and running her fingers over my petals and clit. Every time I would approach climax, though, she stopped and either pinched my ass and gave me another slap. My buttocks burned from her repeated torments, and my pussy sobbed for release, my nectar and her spit dribbling down my thighs. Martin's cock pulsed in my mouth, throbbed against the back of my throat, filled me so I could hardly breathe, but his face remained a mask of calm.

Cynthia grabbed my hair again and pulled me up onto my knees. She put her mouth close to my ear, so close I could smell my musk on her breath.

"It's time to uncoil you," she whispered. Her sharp teeth grazed my ear and then nipped at my neck. I gasped, half expecting her to tear my throat out with them.

She pushed me forward, and I stumbled on my knees toward Martin. Cynthia lifted my ass so I could clear his knees, and I knelt with my dripping cunt hovering over Martin's cock. With Cynthia's hands on my back to support me, I put my arms over Martin's shoulders and stretched my legs out to either side of him, settling so his shaft rose up against my cleft and the head of his cock brushed my belly.

My breath was shallow and ragged, and my heart slammed inside my chest like a terrified bird seeking to escape its cage. Fear and lust struggled for dominance in my mind, making my stomach lurch. Cynthia knelt behind me, her breasts pressed into my back; I could feel how hard her nipples were.

"Your power is here," she whispered, pressing her fingers into the base of my spine, "a coiled serpent waiting to spring free. We've been waking, gradually, coaxing it into the light; are you ready to set it free?"

I nodded, squeezing my eyes shut. Her fingers caused an electric buzz to course through my nerves, making my toes and fingers tingle. She brought a hand between Martin and me, her fingers alternating between his cock and my clit in a slow, intricate dance. Every time I shifted my hips, she gently corrected me with her other hand, holding me still. My thighs burned with the strain of holding this position, and my arms over Martin's shoulders started to ache. Martin's face remained tranquil, eyes closed and mouth held in a relaxed, blissful smile.

"The lingam enters the yoni," Cynthia whispered, "like a lock entering a key, opening the treasure box of enlightenment. The box holds the universe, and the universe fills you as you fill it. There are delights here, but also horrors; pleasure, but pain. Enlightenment is not for everyone; for most people, the coiled serpent slumbers their whole lives, only occasionally stretching and stirring before curling back into its bed of dreams. Are you one of the few who will experience the roused serpent of enlightenment, the raging dragon of power?"

I squeezed my eyes shut, feeling a tear trickle down my cheek, and nodded. Her words made no sense to me — they still make no sense to me — but the burning aches and raging need in me cried out for relief. Whatever Cynthia promised, I needed, and I would gladly do anything to achieve it.

The hand that had been flitting over cock and clit suddenly grasped Martin's shaft and pressed it against me. She lifted my ass with her other hand and with a slow, steady motion guided him into me. I groaned, feeling his cock fill me as I had never been filled before, stretching my channel as it pushed toward my cervix, and I settled onto his thighs with a shudder.

My hips wanted to move, wanted to fuck Martin with raw abandon. I pictured myself riding him to climax after climax in a frenzy of lust. But as soon as I tried to lift my ass, Cynthia pressed down firmly on my things, holding me in place.

"Still," she whispered, "as still as a reflecting pool, as still as a mighty mountain, as still as the panther tensing to leap on its prey. Let the key turn in the lock, slowly, and hold still."

I groaned, and she brought a hand up to cover my mouth, her fingers squeezing painfully into my cheeks. She hissed into my ear, "And silent. Still and silent. Let the lingam work, draw its power into you, but stay still, and stay silent."

Cynthia held me still against Martin for what seemed like hours. Every time I tried to move, she held me in place; the frustration built up to the point that it became its own kind of pleasure, my need feeding on itself. Martin's cock pulsed inside me, in time with his slow, steady breath. I put my forehead against his and looked into his face, hoping to see some glimmer of recognition, but there was nothing.

"Draw the power up from your belly," Cynthia whispered, "feel it flowing through you, waking you, opening you, uncoiling you."

She pressed her palm against my tummy and dragged it up toward my breasts. I could feel the energy from Martin's gently pulsing cock follow her fingers and spread through me, making my scalp tingle and my ears burn. It was as if she was stroking Martin's shaft with her hand on my skin; I felt him grow inside me, stretching me and filling me, radiating heat through my core. My clit hummed against the base of his cock.

Suddenly Martin's eyes flew open, and he made a long, low, moaning sound. I felt his cock jump inside me, the head pressing into the wall of my vagina, and his hands, which had been resting limp against my thighs, suddenly dug into my hips and pulled me against him. Terror flooded me when I felt his body, which had been relaxed and languid, suddenly stiffened, every muscle a taut cable of unimaginable power. I wanted to pull away, run to a darkened corner and hide, but Cynthia held me fast, her mouth against my throat.

"Accept the caress of his unwinding snake," Cynthia whispered, "and let it nudge your own to arise."

Martin was clearly having an orgasm, but without the warm flood inside me that I expected to feel. I clenched my pussy, hoping to pull his seed out; his cock responded with more pulses that shook through my body, but there was no satisfying explosion of cum. He suddenly relaxed, let out a long sigh, and his eyes fell closed again, leaving me feeling tense and dizzy.

And then it happened. I'm still not entirely certain why it happened the way it did — maybe all the experimentation with Tom and Jane, the nipple clamps and leather cuffs and flogging paddles, opened me to new sensations; maybe the strange breathwork and meditation that Martin demanded prepared my body to accept the power of his lingam; maybe Cynthia's hands on my shoulders and lips on my neck were what I needed to send me careening into the void.

And I'm not even sorry that it happened, despite everything that followed. I do wish it had happened with Kenny instead of Martin, though in that moment I think any key would have opened my lock and thrown my latches wide open.

It started at the base of my spine, at the precise spot Cynthia touched while she guiding me onto Martin's cock, and spread like veins of fire through my limbs, up my back, and out the top of my head. The heat was intense, burning me from the inside. I thought that the column of flame that shot up from my scalp must have ignited the ceiling into a raging inferno, because I suddenly heard fire engine sirens roaring toward us, but then I realized that I was the siren, emitting a piercingly loud wail as the dragon that had lain curled and silent at the base of my spine suddenly took flight with a deadly roar.

When the fire finished consuming me, there was nothing left of me but ash and cinders. There was no me anymore — I was everything and nothing, the boundaries that defined me blasted away and exposed for the fiction they had always been. I was Martin's cock, Martin's cock was mine, I was Cynthia and Jane and Tom and Kenny, I was the spider huddling in its web in the corner of the room and the empty glass in the kitchen and the wind with its first hints of autumn whistling past the trees outside. I must have fallen off Martin's lap at some point, because I was vaguely aware of myself curled into a ball on the floor with Cynthia's hand on my back, and then Kenny's concerned face close to mine, Tom and Jane still locked in their embrace but staring at us, and Martin, impassive, motionless, eyes closed and cock erect. And then I was aware of nothing for a long, long time.

A bell sounds, low and melodic, dragging me from my memories. I shake myself and look around, see Martin and Cynthia still seated on their dais, Petra finding a comfortable position on her cushion despite her skirt riding up her thighs, the candles throwing soft light into the shadows. Madeline suddenly flits through my mind — tiny, blue, beckoning — and I stagger to my feet and stumble to Petra.

"Hey, Petra," I whisper, voice quivering. "I'm going to take off and check on Mads; you stay here if you want."
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Ihurry down the hallway, looking for the room with the "UNICORN RIDES" sign. The hallway is much less crowded than it was — it seems that most people have found rooms in which to play, and many of the doors are closed, but I can still feel the sparkling, crackling energy in the air.

The door to the suite where the naked Twister game was being played when we arrived is open, and I peek inside. The Twister mat is still there, but it's definitely not regulation Twister that's being played. Bodies writhe and twist, hands and mouths exploring and fondling, a mad daisy chain of groaning, sweating passion on the floor. I want to throw off my dress and dive into the middle of it — this is the kind of playful, whimsical fucking I should have been looking for all along, not the serious, humorless quest for enlightenment that Martin and Cynthia were offering. But I have a mission, so with a sigh I move on.

The "UNICORN RIDES" sign is still on the door, but hanging a little cockeyed; there are people milling around in the sitting area of the suite, many of them naked men. Some, I notice, have streaks on blue paint on their bellies and cocks.

I push my way through the crowd and peek into one of the bedrooms. Inside is a contraption made of ropes and cables and straps, and hanging inside it like an exhausted fly trapped in a spider's web is a naked woman painted a shocking shade of pink; her hair hangs limp and sweaty, and there's a look of pure bliss on her face. Two men in black jeans and pink t-shirts are gently untangling her, holding her up in their strong arms. This, I assume, is Patricia, having completed a triumphant and complex acrobatic routine; I wish I had seen it.

Inside another room is a huge bed, with a crowd of men and women standing around it. Most are naked, some are masked, and there are all shapes and shades and sizes — tall and short, heavy and lean, light and dark — but all of them are intently watching whatever is happening on the bed. I shoulder my way closer and see a blue blur in the middle of the bed, lying beneath a dark-skinned man whose muscular buttocks rise and fall in a steady rhythm. I can't see her face, because she's surrounded by cocks vying for access to her mouth, but I'm fairly certain that I'm watching Madeline's gangbang. My heart races and my face flushes.

The man pumping away on top of Madeline suddenly arches his back and lets out a grunt, then rolls onto his back beside her. I can see the reservoir at the tip of the lime green condom that he's wearing is full of jizz, and he has his fingers wrapped tightly around the base of his cock to make sure it stays in place as his cock twitches and starts to go soft. I catch a glimpse of Madeline's smooth pussy, glistening and pink, the blue paint on her vulva and belly largely smeared away, but it's just a glimpse, because another man has taken the recently vacated spot and is fucking her with total abandon.

"God that's amazing," I hear a man's voice say beside me. I look over and see a green-painted man standing by my shoulder, his cock in his fist. Some of the paint has worn off his cock, revealing a tawny olive shaft and plum purple glans.

I casually reach my hand down and join his fingers, stroking the tip while he slides his foreskin along his cock's length. It feels spongy and smooth, and a little moist at the tip.

"Have you fucked her?" I ask.

"Nah," he says, "I fucked the other two, but I'm pretty exhausted. I think I'm just going to watch."

"Looks like you've got some pretty good stamina," I say. "This doesn't seem like an erection that's been fucking all night."

"Meditation," he says. "I'm good at edging, takes me to a place outside of space and time when I'm fucking."

"Oh, I think I know that place ..." I say, rubbing my palm on the tip of his cock.

Indeed, I spent at least two days in that place — a sort of limbo zone, neither here nor there, somewhere between waking and dreaming, haunted by visions of fiery gods and twining serpents. When I finally came out of it, I had no waking memories of it, but for years my dreams were stalked by the things of that place.

I've managed to piece together a little bit of what happened over the next few days from what Kenny told me, and what I surmise from our flight from our first little house. I've never seen Tom and Jane since, and my meetings tonight with Martin and Cynthia haven't shed any new light on my past; if anything, it feels a little murkier than it was before.

My wailing scream woke Kenny from whatever strange daze had come over him. "It wasn't like I was asleep," he explained later, "or awake; I was aware of being unaware, if that makes sense; I didn't like it."

"You looked like you were being electrocuted," he said when he told me what he saw when his eyes opened. "You were jerking and screaming, and I swear you were floating a few inches off the floor, but maybe that was because it was dim. By the time I could stand up and rush to you, you had fallen on your side, your knees curled up to your chin, and you were jerking and twitching. Your skin felt hot and dry, and your hair made my hand tingle when I touched it, like it was full of a static charge."

He pushed Cynthia away when she tried to come close to me, blocking her with his broad back and shoulders, and checked my pulse. I was breathing, but my eyes were dilated, pupils forming black disks that obliterated my irises. He wrapped me in a blanket, tossed me over his shoulder — something I don't think he could do now, and was surprised to hear he had done then — and ran naked across the street with me. After he got dressed, he called an ambulance — he explained that I had been trying to plug the coffee maker into the outlet in the kitchen and an electric arc knocked me on my ass, a reasonable enough story for an old house like ours. They kept me under observation in the hospital for three nights, but never found anything to contradict Kenny's story.

Meanwhile, Kenny jumped into action to make sure Martin and Cynthia would have a hard time pulling us back into their orbit. His aunt had a rental property on the south side and was looking to turn it over with a contract for deed. His story about the electric outlet made useful leverage with our current landlord, who was worried about a lawsuit — apparently he had paid off an electrician buddy for his rental inspections and was worried that would come to light if we pressed the issue — and it only took him two days to get the houses swapped and move everything across town in a rented truck.

I had told him about Cynthia's visit to the bank branch where I worked, and that was where Kenny played some real magic, convincing my supervisor Kim that transferring me to a branch near our new home would be in the best interest of everyone. Apparently, he schmoozed her with some prime collectible bobbleheads of local sports legends — acquiring them involved some interesting swaps involving comic books, movie posters, and a vintage animated electric beer sign — and promised that I would give her a glowing review as soon as I was settled into my new position, which I did about a month later.

He also started the process of getting my last name changed to his. I had stubbornly clung to my birth name, insisting that I was still the same person after we got married and that if Kenny didn't have to change his name, then neither did I. And Kenny had always been fine with that. But the name change would throw up one more barrier to make it that much harder for Cynthia and Martin to track me down.

Kenny told me that Tom and Jane tried to come to our house several times during the first two days, first imploringly, then angrily, and finally threateningly. They demanded to know where he was keeping me, told them they were going to call the police and file a missing persons report, and then begged him not to take me away. Kenny claimed that he faced their indignation with stoic silence, and I have no evidence to the contrary, but it would certainly be the first time he met threats with calm deliberation; I have to imagine there were some creative expletives exchanged.

He never saw Martin and Cynthia again, at least not directly. The night that he was finishing his move, when there was nothing left in the house but some cleaning supplies and a bag of laundry, Kenny saw a van pull up in front of Tom and Jane's house. He watched Tom and Jane scurry out to it with packed bags that they threw into the back, and then they climbed into the van as it drove away; he never saw them again. His theory was that they were on their way to the old summer camp on Lake Makanogin; whether they ever came back remains a mystery to us, because we've avoided going to our old neighborhood ever since our escape.

"That feels pretty nice," the green-painted man says with a sigh. I snap back to the present and look down at my hand; it's now wrapped around his cock, and I'm stroking it slowly and firmly from base to tip, marveling at its smooth, silky texture. I imagine that if he's been fucking all night, it must have picked up some good lubrication, which is definitely contributing to a hand job that we can both enjoy.

For more than a year after we escaped to the south side, I couldn't touch Kenny's cock. The mere thought of it made my skin clammy and my heart race, and I felt like I was going to have a panic attack. If he brushed against me in his sleep at night, his dreamtime wood touching my hip, I had to get up and go sleep on the couch downstairs. I would accept the occasional hug, but a pat on the shoulder was definitely better as far as physical contact went; I was afraid that I might burst into flames again at his touch, or collapse in a twitching tangle on the ground. Something had been ramped up inside me, made too sensitive, and sometimes even the air from a fan blowing on my body was too much stimulation.

Everything came out about Tom and Jane, of course, when I got to our new home; there was no way I could possibly keep that a secret, as it had certainly contributed to what happened to me. Kenny was hurt at first, and jealous, but also amused: "I was off killing orcs, and you were at home tangling with a succubus and her paramour; I could probably have earned a lot more experience points skipping out on game night."

The lack of sex and the disclosure of infidelity should probably have spelled the end of us, and I was fully prepared to slink away with my tail between my legs. But Kenny stuck with me, loved me back to some semblance of healthy, gave me the time and space I needed to heal. Soon after my first tentative steps back toward intimacy, we found ourselves expecting our first child, and that marked the final turn in my life.

Or so I thought. Maybe, I think as I stroke a green-painted stranger's dick in a strange hotel room while watching my friend's gangbang, I haven't really turned very far at all.

"Your cock is nice and slippery," I whisper into his ear. "And I like an uncut dick; it's got some good texture."

"Thanks," he says with a catch in his voice. His hand was around my waist, but now it's on my ass, and he's slowly bunching up my dress between his fingers. When he slips his hand down to cup my cheeks, I hear him chuckle upon encountering bare skin.

"I opted for easy access," I say. "But not as easy as you, apparently."

"I know the guy who painted the unicorns," he says. "I thought it would be fun."

"And was it?"

"Fuck yes," he says. His fingers dance between my legs, probing my labia. I widen my stance so his finger can slide along my cleft, pulling moisture and warmth from my core. I look at Madeline on the bed, a different man between her legs now than the last time I checked, her face a perfect vision of bliss. The man's fingers have slipped into my channel, and he's moving in time with the rise and fall of Madeline's current lover, who is enjoying a much more leisurely fuck than the last one.

His breathing is ragged now, and I'm enjoying the throb of his cock when I put a little twist on my tug. His foreskin stretches across his glans on my upstroke and then bunches at the base on the down; I've only played two uncircumcised penises, both a long time ago in college, and I'm finding this stranger's uncut cock quite enjoyable to work with. I keep my pace steady and firm, just like the man who's currently riding Madeline.

"I think you're getting close," I whisper in his ear. My tongue licks his earlobe, tasting a faint sweetness from the paint. "You're not into semen retention or anything?"

"What?" he asks, his hips starting to move in time with my hand.

"I ... knew a guy once," I say, "really into meditation, had orgasms without cum."

"Weird ..."

"You don't know the half of it. So I guess we need a plan for your jizz, don't we?"

"Yeah ... soon ..."

"We can't have you blasting off on the floor, that seems impolite — though I guess this rooms going to need a serious cleaning tomorrow. And just firing off into the crowd seems worse."

"No ... very bad ..." His eyes are closed, and his hand between my legs has started to falter in its rhythm. My pussy buzzes still at his touch, but he's no longer driving me toward the cliff.

There are some complex maneuvers happening on the bed now. A man has slid underneath Madeline, and appears to be probing her asshole with his fingers and cock. Meanwhile, another man is stepping up between her thighs, cock in one hand while the other spins circles around her clit. She leans her head back and groans, throwing her legs wide, as the man beneath her pushes his way into her rectum, and then the man between her legs works his way inch by delicious inch into her pussy. If I didn't see it myself, I would never have believed that tiny little Madeline could be so completely stuffed. I stroke the green man's shaft faster.

"Oh fuck ..." I hear him gasp, and I draw my attention away from Madeline's exquisite torture and see that my green friend is well past the point of no return.

I drop to my knees in front of him and handle his imminent explosion the most efficient way I can think of, with my lips wrapped around his silky glans and my tongue snaking down the underside of his shaft while I squeeze his ass with one hand and stroke his cock with the other. He tangles his fingers in my hair and pushes his hips forward until my nose touches his groin, and fills my throat with a mighty roar. I can hear a gasp, then a moan, and finally another roar behind me as Madeline throws herself off her own mountain of pleasure. My pussy tingles, and I feel the crackle of sexual energy all over my skin.
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Istumble to my feet; the green man and I lean against each other for support. He brushes a sweaty strand of hair back from my face and kisses me, his tongue probing my mouth for traces of the cum I swallowed. There's not much left to share — his aim was true, and my throat was greedy. His fingers tug my dress up, and I raise a leg to let him probe my wet pussy.

"That was amazing," he says when he breaks off our kiss. "Let me get you off."

My pussy, which he is expertly exploring with a thumb stroking my clit and two fingers taking turns slipping in and out of my channel, wants to scream, "Yes!" But instead I say, "No — I'm saving it for later, for someone special."

He slides two fingers at once inside me and spreads them slightly, giving me a delicious stretch, and kisses my throat. I groan and lean against him, then reluctantly pull away, straightening my dress when his hand comes free.

"Whoever it is, they're very lucky," he says. "I'd like to see the orgasm you're building up tonight, it's going to be a volcano."

"I have a history of those," I say with a laugh, and then lean in to give him one last kiss before going over to Madeline's bed.

Madeline is lying back in the arms of a man in a pink t-shirt with "UNICORN WRANGLER" stenciled on it in purple. Her skin is flushed under her blue paint, sweat making her black hair stick to her face, but her smile is radiant. The other unicorns, painted green and pink, lie on either side of her, equally radiant, equally sweaty.

I don't want to interrupt this private, almost sacred, moment between these sisters in magnificent lust, so I sit quietly at the end of the bed, next to Madeline's feet, and watch. They're all beautiful, glowing with the pleasure of all that concentrated attention. Their bliss is infectious, and I can't help but smile.

It looks like Madeline is about to fall asleep, so I reach out and touch her toes. She squirms a little, and I climb up onto my knees between her feet and tickle her a little. Her eyes flutter open and she looks down her blue belly at me, recognition coming slowly.

"Casey?" she croaks.

"My god, Mads," I say, walking my fingers up and down her knee. "What have you done?"

"Everything?"

She collapses back on the Unicorn Wrangler's thigh and laughs, her little tits jiggling.

I see Madeline's tall friend Kelsey standing nearby, arms folded under her breasts and a big smile on her face. I motion her over, and she joins me on the bed. She takes Madeline's foot in her hands and squeezes gently; Madeline spreads her toes and sighs.

"Can you help me get her home to my suite?" I ask Kelsey. "I think she needs some rest."

I direct Kelsey into the room Petra and I are sharing and turn down the sheets on one of the beds. Madeline tumbles from Kelsey's arms onto the pillow, and sighs when I pull the soft sheet up over her body. My kids are too big now to be tucked into bed every night, and there's something about tucking Madeline in that makes my heart flutter.

"What about Petra?" Madeline mumbles.

"I don't think Petra's coming back tonight," I say, with a catch in my throat. I'm a little worried that I left Petra alone in the serpent's lair. But I shake it off; she's a big girl, older than I was then and more confident, and up until we went into Martin and Cynthia's room she was insistent that she was not going off the leash.

"And if she does," I say after taking a deep breath, "she can have the solo room. I'll just feel a lot more comfortable with you in the same room as me, in case you need anything."

"I love you, Casey," Madeline says, reaching for my face.

I hold her hand against my mouth and kiss her palm. She tastes of sweat and the tangy, sweet flavor of her melting blue paint. I want to swallow her up and savor her wonderfulness.

"I love you, too, Mads, you beautiful fool," I say, letting her hand drop onto her belly. Almost before it lands, she's asleep, snoring softly.

While Madeline sleeps, I strip off my dress and step into the shower. The warm water sooths and surrounds me, and the fruity scent of the hotel's shampoo clears my head of the musky, murky visions that have been crowding my mind since I saw the ghost of Martin in the casino bar.

Kenny and I settled into a typical routine of married sex after the kids arrived: stolen moments when the girls were at sleepovers, late night tumbles when the house was dark, a handful of tried-and-true positions that were efficient if not necessarily exciting. The sex never felt like a chore, but it did often feel like it had to be shoehorned into a busy household schedule after an exhausting day of work, and sometimes it was just easier to ride out an urge if one of us was feeling frisky and the other couldn't catch the right vibe. When we remembered to fuck, it was always enjoyable, but who wants to put fucking on the calendar?

One of the things I actually missed about those strange nights with Martin and Cynthia, before things went so terribly wrong, was the time that it took. Their space existed outside the cares of the world, beyond clocks and calendars, and there was all the time in the world to luxuriate in the senses. I can remember every smell, every taste, the feeling of the cushions and blankets on my skin and the sounds of all of our breaths and heartbeats in that quiet space. These days, when our schedules and moods are in sync and the conditions are right for some privacy, Kenny and I have to get down to business with no time to meander, explore, or play. And if I take anything positive from this strange weekend, it's going to be the need to find a way to play.

Madeline is still sound asleep when I step out of the shower, her face relaxed but her eyes darting back and forth behind her lids. I wonder what dreams she's tracking with them, what visions are filling her mind: will she have only joyful, exultant dreams of being filled to capacity and carried to ecstasy after her wild night? Or will nightmares creep in at the margins, shadowy visions of dread and bitterness, like the ones that haunted me? Cynthia's rage-filled face still invades my dreams, though more rarely now.

I watch her sleeping for a few moments, then turn off the bedside light and climb naked into my own bed. At last I have some time to myself, time to process everything that's happened this weekend, but I don't want to process it with my over-worked brain. No, I'm going to process this weekend with my body.

Matching my breath with Madeline's quiet snores, I let my fingers glide over my skin, from shoulders to breasts to belly and back, slow and gentle. The water from the shower is drying and cooling me off, raising little goosebumps all over. I tingle where my nails scrape, and I feel my nipples stiffen. I let my fingers brush my nipples, gently slipping from base to tip, drawing them to peaks. I imagine Kenny licking them, his tongue circling the areola before flicking over the top, and I squirm.

My pussy wants attention, is weeping with desire, but I deny it my immediate touch. Instead, I gently touch my hips and the outside of my thighs, feeling the warmth of my fingers and the softness of my flesh. I'm a good twenty pounds heavier now than I was at the start of my journey, and at least ten heavier than I want to be, but right now I'm enjoying the luxurious sensation of my ample curves. I'm sumptuous, lavish and round, surely a rare delicacy that deserves to be savored.

I lift my knees, feeling the cool air against my ass, and let them fall apart. My pussy begs louder for my touch, and I give it the slightest brush, just fingertips flitting over my lips; it's enough to make me gasp. This night has definitely turned my libido up several notches and started a smoldering fire in my belly. I let my finger graze my clit, just the tiniest bit, and I can't hold back a soft moan.

Just as I'm about to give in and give my pussy the adoration it demands, I hear Madeline stir and sit up. I scramble for the sheet and pull it over myself, turning my back to her. Her feet make almost no sound when they hit the floor, but the bed creaks as she stands and pads toward the bathroom.

I wait until I hear the door close and then roll back over, ready to resume my explorations, but with the sheet pulled over me. My fingers slide through my bush, giving little tugs to the dense hair, and find their way back alongside my clit. Holding my hands together, index fingers on either side of my throbbing bud, not quite touching, I slowly rub from mound to cleft, feeling the heat rising under the sheet. I close my eyes and enjoy the delicious tease of touching so close to my clit that I feel it bend toward a finger, desperate to be stroked. I let out a gasp when I make contact, feeling the spark run through my limbs.

Suddenly I sense Madeline standing next to the bed, and I freeze, fingers mid-stroke. I close my eyes tighter and try to relax, hoping to convince her that I'm asleep. She lifts the blanket and climbs into the bed beside me.

"Can I sleep here?" she whispers.

"Of course," I say, sliding over to make room. I imagine that she's a tangle of conflicting emotions after her adventure, and needs the comfort of another body beside her to fall back asleep.

Madeline moves a little closer, her bare hip brushing mine. I slide over a little more to give her room, but she slides into the space I vacated. I shift, she shifts, until I'm almost on the edge of the bed. I've got no place further to go, so I lie stiff and tense; her closeness, her nakedness, her warmth, are making me tingle all over. Madeline turns on her side and throws a leg over mine. She puts a hand on my belly and sneaks her fingers down until they meet my silky hair.

"Did you have a good time tonight?" Madeline asks, nuzzling her head against my neck.

"Well, not as good as you, apparently," I say with a chuckle.

"How much did you see?" she asks.

"Enough," I say. "I guess you were wrapping things up by the time I got there, but there was still someone on top of you — I don't suppose you caught his name?"

"Nameless and faceless," she says. "It was an endless parade."

"What are you going to tell Bill?"

"Everything — those were his instructions." She slides her fingers up and down the space between my mound and my belly button. "I'm especially going to tell him about the guys who fucked my ass," she whispers, her lips grazing my earlobe. "When Bill's cock is working again, that's one of the first things I'm going to have him do."

"Your ass?"

"At one point," she says, letting my fingers dip back toward the soft hair above her cleft, "I had a cock in my ass and in my pussy, at the same time ..."

"Really," Maddie says. And I remember it well — the careful positioning of two cocks to fill Madeline was an impressive undertaking. I inch a little closer to her, and I feel her pussy brush against my hip. "And how was that?"

"Fucking amazing," she whispers. She moves her face closer to me and flicks my earlobe with her tongue, then gently nibbles at it and sucks it into her mouth. I want so badly to put my hand on my clit while her breath is hot against me.

"How many men do you think fucked you tonight?" I ask, closing my eyes and thinking about watching Madeline deftly handle at least four. I sneak my far hand back between my legs and start to apply delicate pressure.

"No way to know," she says. "I'm going to have to ask Debbie if anyone kept count — I couldn't see a thing around all the bodies."

"You never do anything in half measures, do you?"

I turn my face toward her and let my lips brush hers. She returns the kiss, more firmly, and slides her fingers lower where they encounter my hand already occupying the space between her folds. Her fingers join mine, sharing the burden of stroking my labia.

"When I'm in, I'm all in," she says.

When she touches my clit I moan, rolling my head back. I start to slide a finger into my soaking channel while Madeline strokes my clit. She rolls on top of me, pressing her little tits into me, and kisses me while strumming my button.

I pin Madeline with my thighs, and she lets out a little giggle but doesn't pause for an instant with her fingers on my clit. I'm furiously sliding fingers in and out of my pussy now, and squeezing Madeline's firm little ass with my free hand.

"Oh fuck, Mads, you're amazing," I moan.

"I know," she says, sucking at my lips and nipping at my tongue. Her fingers have found the perfect rhythm, and she's pushing me up and over the top.

When I come under Madeline's little body, it's almost the opposite of the obliteration of self that I felt on Martin's cock. Holding her tight against me while I come, I have never been more certain of who I am, and where I am: I'm Casey, lying in a hotel bedroom under Madeline, and I'm having an orgasm. Even in the dark, Madeline glows, a starry night of bliss in my arms. Holding her is like embracing the night sky. I wrap my arms around her and hug her close, our hearts pounding together.

"I have something to show you," I whisper to Madeline when I've caught my breath.

"Oh, do you?" she says with a giggle. "Because I have things to show you."

"Mine's better." I roll her over and straddle her waist, reach under the pillow for the vibrator I got at the gift shop. I lock eyes with her, and then let my eyes roam down her body. My heart leaps at the thought of fucking her with my vibrator, feeling it buzz inside her with my hand on her belly, and then holding her close as she falls asleep in my arms. She smiles and spreads her legs, a finger above her clit, urging me to consummate our passion.


The Contours of Desire
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The story concludes, where it began, on a remote forest lake, in " The Contours of Desire" – expect reckonings and reconciliations on a snowy shore!
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.
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Also by Cornelia Quick: Mapping the Boundaries of Love
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Passions run high when Petra, Phil, Jessie, Madeline, and Casey explore the limits of desire in these five stories of erotic romance: A Dip in the Lake, Off the Leash, Madeline’s Awakening, Casey’s Story, and The Contours of Desire, available on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited

Are you a binge reader? Get all five novellas in a single collection, Mapping the Boundaries of Love, also available in paperback!
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!

OEBPS/image_rsrc126.jpg





cover.jpeg
an erotic confession

Crrnetia Quick





OEBPS/image_rsrc125.jpg
3rotic awa ke@

\t\






OEBPS/font_rsrc120.ttf


OEBPS/font_rsrc11Z.ttf


OEBPS/image_rsrc122.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc124.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc123.jpg





