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Come back with stories


I'll be the first to admit that sucking off the stripper, whom I hired, in front of Petra and Casey just hours after our girls' weekend at the casino started was more than a little gauche. And letting him eat me out in the bedroom while they went for supper was definitely a step too far. If it had been either of them behaving that way, I'd definitely be pissed off.

But it's been so long since I've been in the presence of an erection, and Jake was really good looking, with that waxed mustache and broad chest and yummy, yummy cock just begging for a lick, especially when he drizzled maple syrup on it. His mustache tickled my thighs while his tongue was tickling my clit, and I had to close my eyes to keep from giggling at the sight of it bouncing up and down while his jaw worked against my pussy.

When I came — a toe-curling, butt-clenching, leg-shaking orgasm — I squirted enough juice to make his mustache droop, and now he has to apply a healthy dollop of wax to get it erect again. While he attends to his mustache, I attend to his cock, standing behind him with my hands around the shaft, watching him in the bathroom mirror.

"I told you I've got to keep it a little more chill for the matinee," he says when he's done applying his mustache cream. He puts a hand on mine to slow my strokes, and puts his other hand on my naked ass. I push my pussy up against his thigh, letting him feel how slick I am after his delightful ministrations. "I'm booked most of tonight and all day tomorrow, and if I start shooting my load now, I'm not going to be able to meet my obligations."

"What if I hire you instead?" I ask, letting my nipples brush his arm. "What's the rate for a private weekend?"

He laughs. "Baby, as much as I'd love that, there's no way you can afford it, even if you dominate every blackjack table downstairs. This weekend is going to set me up for a nice, long vacation."

We noticed when we checked in to the hotel that there's some sort of conference going on. There was a sign over the desk that said, "Welcome SExC", and all of the ballrooms off the lobby had signs in front of their closed doors reading, "Reserved for conference Sat-Sun". I have no idea what a "SExC" conference is, but we deduced that it must be some tech thing: there's no way you would call your conference "SExC" if it was even remotely "sexy," and only IT boys would spend the time to come up with an acronym like that. So long as they don't hog the tables downstairs, I don't mind sharing our weekend with a conference. But having a stripper claim to be booked up because of it is a little weird ...

"I don't get it," I say, "what is it about this conference that's so lucrative for a stripper? I've never heard of the IT boys being much for strippers, much less male strippers."

"You're cute when you're clueless," he says, leaning down to plant a kiss on the tip of my nose. "But rest assured, a gal like you is going to have no problem getting all your itches scratched this weekend, and you won't have to pay a penny."

He pulls his cock out of my hands and turns his back to me so he can put his codpiece back in place, then starts reassembling his lumberjack costume. I sit on the couch and watch as all that gorgeous skin gets covered up again. The orgasm he gave me offered no release — it just got me revved up and needing more.

"I don't think I'm interested in fucking IT boys," I say, "no matter how itchy I am."

"Well, I can't speak for IT boys," Jake the Stripping Lumberjack says as he picks up his cardboard axe and heads toward the door, "but I'm pretty sure the people at the conference will be very interested in fucking you."

Bill is absolutely the best thing that ever happened to me — he's the steady rock to my moody and sometimes wild waves, and knowing I can crash on him when the buzzing in my head gets to be just too much has kept me rooted, or at least less chaotic than I would have been without him. And until the last few months, he was able to keep up with my admittedly voracious sexual appetite, and then some. I fucked my way through college and the first year or two after, wearing out a dozen guys (and a few gals) with my insatiable needs. But try as I might, I couldn't wear Bill out — he kept coming back for more, and sometimes I was the one who begged for a pause to the action.

But then he had a heart scare — we were out walking the dog, and he suddenly had chest pains and had to sit down on the sidewalk. When he couldn't stand back up, I ran home for the car and drove him to the hospital. They did the full battery of tests, wired him up to beeping machines and poked and prodded at him with needles, and came back with a whole list of things that had to be taken care of to keep his ticker functioning.

One of the things they gave him was a prescription for his blood pressure, and while it was definitely working for its primary goal, it had the serious side effect of all but shutting down Bill's sex drive. It wasn't just that he couldn't get hard anymore; it was that he didn't even want to get hard — sex had no appeal for him at all.

For a couple of weeks I just rolled with it, figuring that it would pass soon enough, and that I'd much rather have an under-sexed Bill than no Bill at all. But it didn't clear up on its own, and my frustration was coming out in more ways than just needing to replace the batteries in my vibrator more often. I was short and snippy with him, never satisfied with anything he did around the house, and I caught myself fantasizing all the time about the mailman, the grocery bagger, even the next-door neighbor who mowed the lawn before nine in the morning on Sunday and rattled his metal trash cans in the alley before dawn on garbage day. What if I snuck out while he was rattling those cans, flashed him my tight little ass, and lured him behind the garage?

The happy hour with Casey that I almost ruined by trying to drag the bartender into the restroom for a desperate snog was my wake-up call. He wasn't even that cute, but he was there and presumably equipped with the necessary parts. Casey pried me away from him and gave me a stern talking to, and I took my desperation to Bill for the talk I should have had long before.

"I've got an appointment in a couple weeks to talk about the prescription," Bill said, "but that's the soonest I can get in. And I don't know how soon things are going to get better."

"So this could go on for months? I don't know if I can take it, Bill — I'm constantly buying batteries for my little Plastic Fantastic, I need to be fucked or I'm going to go crazy!"

"Seems like you've already arrived at crazy," Bill said, giving my hand a squeeze.

We were lying in bed, him in his blue pajamas with his limp cock protruding from the fly, and me buck naked — I had tried to get him engaged with a little striptease, and then some gentle licks at his cock that turned into frantic sucking when it just wouldn't stiffen enough to fuck. I had finally flopped down on my side of the bed, arms folded across my little tits, not sure if I wanted to scream or cry, but definitely on the verge of both.

"We used to fuck all the damn time!" I shouted, pounding the mattress with my fists. "You couldn't keep your hands off of me!"

"Baby, I wish I could give you the plowing you deserve," he said, rolling onto his side and smoothing the hair away from my face. "I wish I could climb up onto your hot little bod and ram you into the headboard until you can't walk straight. Believe me, as soon as the meds get sorted out, you're going to beg me to leave you alone and I absolutely will not."

I reached up to wipe a tear away from my cheek; I was annoyed at myself for being mad at Bill about something he couldn't control, and for being so needy. I was a goddamned adult, I could control my urges for the sake of my husband. Or at least I thought I could, until that happy hour incident.

"Bill, I ... I have a confession to make," I said. "At that happy hour I went to last night with Casey, there was this really cute bartender that I was flirting with, maybe a little too aggressively ... I kind of cornered him on his way out of the bathroom, sort of ... pushed him back in ... I might have squeezed his package a little bit ... well, a lot ..."

"Seriously?" Bill said, and laughed. "You're out there molesting people just because I can't get wood?"

"Um ... maybe? Yeah, I guess I am." I smiled sheepishly and looked away from him.

"And how far did you get with this poor innocent bartender in the bathroom?"

"Not very. Casey saw what was going on and went in to pull me out. She wasn't too happy with me."

"I never would have figured Casey for a prude," said Bill. "How far were you planning to go?"

"I don't know ... I hadn't really thought that far ahead."

"Were you up for a little kissing?" he asked, stroking my arm.

"Well, sure, who isn't?"

"Maybe some light petting? Some fumbling around over your clothes?"

"Bill," I said with a laugh, "I'm not in high school anymore."

His hand had left my arm and his fingertips were drawing circles around my left nipple, which was starting to stiffen. His touch was feather light, barely a tease, and it felt so nice ...

"So right to second base?" Bill asked. He cupped my tit and gave it a firm squeeze. I squirmed, feeling that squeeze all the way down to my pussy. "Hands up under your shirt, over your bra, tweaking your hard little nipples?"

"I like having them tweaked," I said. Which Bill knew, of course, because that's what he was doing now, one hand alternating between tugging on each nipple in turn while the other was wrapped over my head, pulling my face close to his.

"I'll bet you would have let him suck on your nipples if he wanted to," said Bill. His own mouth was moving in that direction; he let his tongue flick lightly against my nipple, and I groaned.

"It's not that I would let him," I said, "it's that I would demand it; he wouldn't have a say in the matter."

"Really? So you're forcing this poor bartender to suck your tits?"

"I'm holding his head against me," I said, wrapping my fingers in Bill's hair and pulling him against my breasts. He took as much of my tit into his mouth as he could — they're not very big, so he could fit a lot in there — and sucked hard. I moaned, and said, "And I'm telling him to suck harder ... oh yeah, harder than that ... maybe use his teeth a little ... yes, just like that ..."

Bill straddled me, knees on either side of my hips, and moved from tit to tit, nibbling and sucking. He held my hands up above my head and pinned me under his weight. I pushed my hips up against him, hoping to make contact with a miraculously stiff cock, but alas, it was still soft.

"Would you let him keep going down?" Bill asked. He was resting his chin between my tits and looking up at me with a rakish grin.

"Fuck yeah," I said, shimmying my torso under him. "I'd put my hands on top of his head — " which I did to Bill's head — "and push him right down where I need the attention."

Bill rasped his tongue down my belly, flicking it into my belly button and making me squirm and giggle. His hands followed behind, fingers circling my nipples, palms pressing into my breasts. I lifted my knees and pressed myself into his chest; I hoped he could feel how slippery I was already, desperate for Bill's tongue to explore my delicate folds.

"Tell me more," Bill said, looking up from between my legs. His chin pressed against my mound and his fingers kneaded my hips. My fingers twined in his hair, trying to push him lower, but he held firm, hovering so very close to where I desperately needed his mouth. "Tell me what you were doing in that bathroom."

"He's got me lifted up on the sink," I said, "hands sliding up my legs under my skirt ..."

Bill worked his way lower and slid his palms along my thighs. I could feel his warm breath on my pussy.

"He puts his palm against my crotch — he must feel how wet I am, soaking right through my panties ..."

Bill had his hand on my pussy, pressing firmly, fingers splayed across my mound. He fondled the narrow strip of pubic hair I keep in a line from my belly to my cleft, and I could tell how slick and shiny it was, even before Bill put his mouth to me.

"He says, 'You're so wet, baby, did I make you wet like this?' And I say ... I say ..." Bill blew a soft puff of air on my thigh, and then slid his hand away from pussy so his tongue could touch the petals, just for an instant. "Oh fuck!" I gasped. "I say ... I say, 'Oh fuck, I'm drenched, I need you to suck my clit.'"

"Moving a little fast there, Mads," Bill said with a chuckle. "We're going right from feeling your wet panties to sucking your clit?"

"Sucking my rock ... hard ... clit," I said, pumping my hips at his face with each syllable. "I'm in charge of this scene, right? And if I want my clit sucked, he'd better fucking suck my clit!"

"You're the boss," Bill said, and dove between my legs. His lips locked around my nub, and his teeth scraped as he drew it into his mouth. I gasped and wrapped my legs around his head and I came so fast I was afraid I was going to pass out. My head tingled like I just had a low-voltage jolt of electricity applied to my body.

"Oh fuck," I gasped again. Bill was smiling up at me — there was no hiding that orgasm, however fast it arrived, not with the way my legs were shaking.

"You're not done, are you?" Bill asked. He lowered his face again and licked a circle around my vulva, sucking at my sensitive lips.

"No," I groan, "fuck no ... So in the bathroom, the bartender pulls my panties down, slides them off my feet and drops them on the floor. They're so wet I swear they splash when they hit. And he kisses up my legs, he bites my thighs ... " I let out a little "ouch" when Bill's teeth nipped at my thighs — it sounded good when I was I telling it, but it came as a surprise when Bill actually followed my directions.

"And he runs his tongue up my slit and circles my clit ..." But my clit was a little sensitive after that hard climax, and I flinched when Bill's tongue slid across it. He backed off and planted a gentle kiss on my mound, then brought a finger to my channel, testing the entrance.

"Maybe he finger fucks you?" Bill suggested, his nail dancing across the inside of my petals.

"Oh yeah," I said. "Yeah, that would be nice ... He puts his hand on my pussy and it's so wet his finger just slides right in ... and then two fingers ..."

"Moving fast again, Mads," Bill said, but he did as he was told, sliding another finger alongside the first. And I was just as wet in real life as I was in my fantasy, and my pussy opened hungrily to Bill's fingers.

"I tell him ... I say, 'Bang me, slam me with your fingers ...'"

Bill's hand was a blur between my legs, working my nectar into a froth, his palm smacking against my clit with each thrust. I spread my legs wide, feet planted on the mattress, and raised my hips to meet Bill's hand. He was staring down at my pussy, mesmerized by the frantic fucking his fingers were providing. I was breathing hard, practically panting, focused on the pressure building up in my belly that indicated another orgasm was on its way, this one even more explosive than the first.

"Suck me again," I gasped. "I tell him to suck me again, I tell him I need his mouth on my clit, I need his tongue, fucking suck me again ..."

And Bill dove between my legs again, his mouth locking around my engorged button, never slowing the mad thrusts of his fingers. I squeezed my eyes shut, and I clenched my pussy around Bill's fingers. When the second orgasm hit, I couldn't breathe, and I was afraid I was going to pass out. Maybe I did pass out, because when I opened my eyes I was lying on my side, Bill spooning behind, his hands pressed firmly but gently against my belly.

"Oh baby, I love you so much," I said, feeling tears welling up in my eyes again. I pushed my ass back against him, hoping against hope to meet the rock hard cock that I missed so desperately. But I found only softness.

"I love you, too," he said, leaning over me to give me a long, deep kiss. I could taste my musky arousal on his lips and tongue, and the flavor threatened to rekindle the fire in my belly. My second climax had knocked the wind out of me, but I was pretty sure I could reach a third if given a little rest.

"You're going away on that casino trip next weekend, right?" he asked, his fingers massaging my shoulders and back.

"Yeah, with Casy and Petra," I said. "It's sort of a getaway for Petra before the wedding, she's been really tense lately."

"Not as tense as you've been."

"Well, you definitely helped me relax. I feel a lot better after that treatment."

"That was the plan," he said. "But I was thinking ... that story you were telling me about getting eaten out in the bathroom ..."

"Just a story," I said, feeling my eyes getting heavy. The combination of Bill's gentle touch and two world class orgasms in ten minutes were dragging me slowly toward sleep.

"A fucking hot story," Bill said. "If I could get hard, I would have had an iron rod between my legs. I thought maybe you'd bring it back to life ..."

"If telling you a story was all it took," I said, "I'd tell you filthy stories all night."

"I wish you were getting the action you need. I know you're not happy with the situation."

"Baby, it's not your fault — I'd rather have a husband with a limp dick than no husband at all. And your tongue seems to work just fine ..."

"Thank god for that. But I was thinking ... well, what if you took advantage of your casino weekend to relax a little more?"

"I'm planning to," I said, feeling the drowsiness pull me down. "Sleep late, play blackjack, eat everything at the buffet ..."

"But what if ..." His hand suddenly moved from my shoulder to my breast, and he kissed the back of my neck. "What if you came back with stories to tell me?"

"What kind of stories?"

"Stories about bartenders going down on you in the bathroom," he whispered into my ear, "and croupiers banging you behind the game table. What if you went off the leash, just for the weekend? What if you lived on the wild edge?"

"Seriously?" I said, suddenly feeling very awake. "That's a little crazy ..."

I rolled onto my back so I could look him in the face; he was smiling, eyes bright. There was arousal in his face, even if it wasn't reaching his cock.

"You said you were already crazy ..."

"I don't know if I'm that crazy."

"You were right on the edge of that crazy with the bartender," he said, "and the way you told the story, I think you'd like to be there again."

"Well ... maybe ... I don't know."

"Think about," he said, kissing my lips and reaching across me to find a blanket to pull over me. "Just think about it."

"Bill and I discussed it," I te ll Casey and Petra when I get downstairs for dinner, "and he said that I can be off the leash this weekend — no questions asked, just to be safe and remember he loves me. Really, he's the best husband ever except for this one little problem, and I'm totally going to take advantage of his permission while I've got it."

I don't tell them all the details of the discussion Bill and I had — the multiple discussions, actually, the stories I told him while he devoured me, every story a little more daring, a little more raunchy, than the one before. And even though I want Casey's and Petra's approval, or at least acceptance, that part of my plan for the weekend is to collect some stories to tell Bill, I don't need their permission.
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Double down


We head back to the room after we made good use of the casino buffet — I worked up quite an appetite with that first little action with Jake — to get ready for a night at the tables. Before Bill suggested I have a wild weekend to bring back stories to share, I had been planning to spend the weekend cleaning up at the blackjack tables. I love the thrill of the game, dancing on the edge of going bust for as long as I dare — I usually play dangerously, recklessly, often taking a hit when I should stand instead, but sometimes my reckless style pays off.

But now I'm thinking of other reckless games I could be playing. Jake was definitely a reckless game, which I believe I won — I didn't get quite everything I wanted from him, but I got a lot, and I've definitely been warmed up for a wild weekend. At dinner, we agreed that we'd rearrange rooms: originally I was going to share a room in the suite with Casey, giving bride-to-be Petra a single, but considering the circumstances, giving me the single makes more sense.

"Just put a sock on the doorknob," Petra says, "so we know if you're not alone."

That was our signal in college, when Petra and I roomed together. We had a blue men's sock that somehow got mixed up in our laundry, and we used it whenever we had company over and didn't want to be disturbed. I used the sock a lot more frequently than Petra did, but she popped it over the knob a fair share. When I saw the sock on the knob I was always pleased, actually — Petra could be a little intense, a little judgmental of herself and others, and for a couple days after she got laid, she was a much more pleasant and relaxed person.

She could probably stand to get laid this weekend, to be honest.

Bill selected some of my wardrobe for the weekend, pulling out some sexy outfits that I'd forgotten I even owned. His favorite was a black dress with the most daringly plunging neckline in history. It's not so much a neckline as a body line, because it's a V shape that starts at my neck and ends in a point at my belly button, revealing skin all the way down. There's no way I can wear a bra under it, so it's a good thing I barely have tits. The skirt is short, falling just below my ass; if I have to bend over, I'm definitely going to be giving a show. Which is why I'm wearing the tiniest thong I could find underneath it — no half measures tonight!

Casey gives a whistle when I come out of the bedroom. She's looking pretty good herself, actually, in a purple dress that hugs her wide hips and makes a lovely shelf for her tits, as though offering them up on a tray. We have nearly opposite body shapes — Casey has curves for days, with a natural swing to her hips when she walks, and tits that plumped up when she had kids and never shrank. I would love to borrow some of her ass to pad out my bony back side, and while I don't mind being mostly flat chested, I can definitely understand why someone would appreciate Casey's pillowy breasts; I can imagine napping against them, cradled in her warmth.

"When you're off the leash, you're off the leash," Casey says with a laugh. I blush a little, but do a pirouette to show off my sexy outfit.

Petra is leaning against the kitchenette counter, looking mighty fine herself in a short red dress that does wonders for her already impressive legs. She's a tall girl — taller than her fiance Phil when she's in heels, and she definitely towers over me and Casey. In college she was always hunching over to make herself seem smaller, which only made her seem bigger, somehow. It's nice to see her embracing her height.

Petra seems a little tense, though, fidgeting with her red clutch. I notice that she's not wearing her engagement ring — I can see the faint line on her left hand where it usually sits — and file that away as something to ponder later. She had been insistent at dinner that she was not going off the leash like me, but the red dress and missing ring make me wonder.

"Ready to break some hearts and bank accounts?" Casey asks, putting her hands on her hips and giving them a shake.

"Oh yes," I say, "neither men nor money are going to be safe at this casino tonight."

A man and a woman are at the blackjack table already when we get to the game room. They're obviously a couple from the way they're standing, but they're an odd couple: she's tall, with long limbs and an elegant neck, her blonde hair cut short, dressed in a long black dress that clings to her hips and makes her look that much taller; he's built like a fireplug with legs, the top of his head barely clearing her shoulder, with a broad back under his pressed white shirt and tree trunk thighs in his black slacks. She has her head leaning against the top of his, arm around his waist.

I wait until the current hand is over — the house wins — and step up to the table. The night is still young, and it's just a red $5 chip to join, so I fish a few chips out of my clutch and spread them on the table in front of me and toss one into the betting circle.

They tell you to assume that the dealer has a ten in the hole when you're deciding on your bets and whether to take a hit. That seems like good advice, which is why I don't take it. I prefer to assume that the dealer has a low card in the hole and I'm the one dancing on the edge of blackjack or bust.

The couple at the table seem to be taking the conservative strategy, both standing long before I would. The woman is watching my play with a mix of shock and awe. When I bust, I let out a groan as the dealer scoops up my chips; when I win, I do a shimmy-shake dance, let out a hoot, and scoop the pot into the pile in front of me, ready to toss it all back in the ring on the next deal. It's too early to be doing any accounting, but my sense is that I'm breaking even or slightly up so far, and having a whole lot of fun.

"Are you here for the conference, too?" the woman asks between deals after I've added another stack of chips to my hoard.

"What, me?" I say, wrinkling my nose. "Hell no, do I look like a conference type?"

"Well, kind of," the woman says.

I have no idea what to make of that. The dealer is dealing, though, so I turn my attention back to the game.

I bust on this hand — spectacularly — and let out a loud sigh as the dealer sweeps up my chips.

"You do know what the conference is about, right?" the woman asks.

I look up at her and notice how strikingly beautiful she is, in addition to strikingly tall: piercing blue eyes, aquiline nose, full red lips. She makes something in my belly stir — I haven't hooked up with a woman since college, and haven't really missed the feminine touch since meeting Bill, but this lady would definitely have turned my head in my more omnivorous days.

"It's some tech thing, right?" I say.

She laughs and puts her hand on my shoulder. I feel the tingle in my tummy get stronger as it drifts south.

"After this hand," she says, "let's get a drink and I'll clue you in. You might find it interesting."

"You're swingers?" I say, still trying to wrap my head around the concept. On the last hand at the blackjack table, I hit 21 on my third card when I should absolutely have stood down — queen of diamonds, six of hearts, and five of clubs — and raked in a tidy pile of chips. But now I feel like I might have hit the biggest jackpot of my life.

"That's one way to put it," Kelsey says, sipping her drink through a little green straw. We're sitting at the bar, where they've bought me a drink, even though I'm the one who cleaned up at the table. "'SExC' stands for 'Swingers' Exploration Club'; there are local chapters all over, and we get together with like-minded people about once a month, and then every year there's a big get-together like this weekend." She squeezes her husband Pete's thigh. "This is our second annual convention, and we're really looking forward to having some fun."

"Wow," I whisper, taking a sip of my Manhattan. This is feeling more and more like a surprise jackpot. "How long have you been ... um, doing it?"

"Three years," Pete says. "It was Kelsey's idea — she saw some documentary and started obsessing about it, and it seemed like the only way to get it out of her system was to give it a try. I thought we'd be one and done, but I guess it stuck."

"I get a little tunnel vision on new hobbies," Kelsey says, smiling around her straw. "When I find something interesting, I tend to go all in until I'm absolutely exhausted with it."

"Oh, same!" I say, putting my hand on her thigh. "Last year I really got into spritz Christmas cookies — I must have made a hundred batches and passed them out all over the neighborhood before my friends, Casey and Petra, staged an intervention and took my spritzer away." I look down at my hand on Kelsey's thigh, just above her knee and touching a little bare skin under the hem of her dress. "I guess swinging and spritz cookies are kind of different obsessions ..."

"I think they could go together, though," Kelsey says. She puts her hand on my thigh — higher up, sliding my dress up a little — and gives me a gentle squeeze. "I think they could be fine at a holiday swinger party."

"You could get together and decorate them as a group activity," I say. "Naked, of course ..."

"Maybe decorate each other ..."

Kelsey leans in close, putting her other hand on my other thigh. My heart is racing and I feel heat rising in my face.

"That would be fun," I whisper as I lean in to give her a quick, daring kiss beside her mouth. Kelsey leans in closer still and puts her lips hard against mine. Her tongue flicks out in an exploratory sortie, and determining that there's no resistance, plunges into my mouth, nimble and strong.

I swear her tongue is snaking down my throat and all the way to my pussy; how else can I explain the way my clit throbs? I lean in as far as I dare, feeling my stool tipping; Kelsey puts a hand against my tit to steady me, her fingers slipping inside the opening of my dress to brush my nipple before retreating. My stool drops back with a bang and I sit up, startled.

"I think we should move upstairs," Pete says, stroking the back of Kelsey's neck. "You two go first, I'll settle the tab."

"Good idea," Kelsey gasps.

She grabs my hand and yanks me off my stool, then practically drags me toward the lobby; I have to jog a little to keep up with her seven-league stride. She slaps the elevator call button with her palm, and then pulls me against her in a near-crushing bear hug, lifting me off my feet. I giggle and gasp, feeling tiny in her arms. When the elevator bell dings and the door opens, she spins me around and pulls me in, pushes me against the wall with her knee between my legs, and I grab her by the back of her head to pull her face to mine. Whether or not there is anyone else in the elevator, I have no clue and no care.

Kelsey is already fucking me with strong, agile fingers, my legs in the air and my head thrown back over the edge of the bed, when Pete arrives. My dress is in a little black pile by the door; one shoe is dangling from my toe, the other I think went under the bed when Kelsey threw me onto the mattress. I glance up long enough to see Pete step through the door and close it behind himself, and start slowly undressing, watching Kelsey ravish me. Then I let my head fall back again with a long, low moan.

I feel the mattress shift as Pete climbs onto the bed and I look up again. He's kneeling behind Kelsey, his hands on her hips; she still has her dress on, but it's twisted, with one of her tits threatening to spring free. He slides her dress up over her waist, but Kelsey doesn't slow her thrusts; she's absolutely hammering my pussy with her fingers, letting her palm slap my clit when she pushes inside me. The sound is wet and mesmerizing, and my belly tightens, an orgasm building inside me.

"I want you to come," Kelsey growls, staring into my eyes. I'm hypnotized by the blue of her eyes, deep wells that I'm tottering into with each shove of her hand between my legs. "Come on my fucking hand."

Kelsey's a lot rougher than the women I fucked in college, who were mostly inquisitive and exploratory and needed a lot of petting and stroking and gentle kissing before they'd let me get to their pussies, and were often tentative at best when they got to mine. There is absolutely nothing tentative or inquisitive or even vaguely gentle about Kelsey — she has her mind set on making me come. And so I do — I come on her fucking hand, hard and loud, my second orgasm of the day and my first with another woman for years.

She's about to say something — maybe congratulate me on the force of my climax? threaten to make me come again? — but suddenly gasps. I pull myself up so I'm leaning on my elbows, Kelsey's hands pressed flat to the mattress on either side of my hips, and I see that Pete is kneeling behind her, pumping rhythmically against her ass. He gives me a grin over Kelsey's shoulder, and she collapses on top of me, her mouth between my breasts. I cradle her head and smile back at Pete.

Kelsey grunts with each thrust. I pull her dress down over her shoulders and unclasp her bra. Her tits press into my belly, and I reach down to find her stiff nipples. Pete is pounding her almost as hard as she pounded me, his face red and sweat beading his forehead. I can hear the slap of his belly on her ass, the wet stroking sounds of his cock inside her pussy, Kelsey's panting breaths against my chest, and it's making my pussy tingle again.

"Fuck fuck fuck," Kelsey mumbles against my breasts. "That's so fucking good ..."

I stroke her hair, damp with perspiration. Her gasps and mumbles are getting faster and louder, until she's shouting wordlessly against me in time with Pete's hammering blows. I put my hands on her back and feel the tension and power in her muscles; she's starting to shake, her body like a high tension wire in a windstorm. When she comes, she roars, pushing against me so hard that I almost slide off the bed. Pete gives her ass a flat-palmed slap that rings out like a gun shot, and she lets out a mighty "Fuck!" before collapsing against me, her body quivering.

I think Pete must be done fucking Kelsey, but I'm wrong — incredibly wrong. As soon as she stops twitching, he grabs her around the waist and flips her over, tossing her against the headboard. I get a good look at him — broad chest, thick arms, a tangle of black hair between his legs, and a cock that's not too long but very, very thick. Pete looks like a fireplug, and his cock looks like a little fireplug: big enough around that I'm sure I'd have to stretch my fingers to encircle it, and shaped like a battering ram. It's shiny with Kelsey's juices, and with a dollop of pre-cum leaking from the slit in its head.

Pete pushes Kelsey's legs up against her chest, exposing her pussy; there's a delicate fringe of blonde hair on her mound, and it shines in the dim light from the nectar seeping from her depths. I scramble up to the head of the bed and kneel beside Kelsey to watch Pete line his cock up to her slit, teasing with the thick head, and then plunge into her with a grunt.

Kelsey bucks her hips to meet Pete's thrusts, her chest heaving. I reach down to pinch her nipples, then tug her dress up and over her head, letting it drop on the floor beside the bed. Kelsey gasps in time with Pete. I press my hand against her belly, tight and hard with her exertions.

"Ride my face," Kelsey says to me, reaching a hand up to grab my thigh. "I need to eat your pussy while he fucks me."

And who am I to argue? I swing a leg over Kelsey and settle myself onto her mouth, facing Pete. When her tongue finds my clit, I sigh and settle my ass back, lowering my face toward her belly.

I can see Pete's cock sliding in and out, in and out, froth forming where he's churning Kelsey's juices with his shaft. Her delicate lips grasp at his length. I lash my tongue out, flicking it across her clit and across his cock, tasting her tangy musk and the salty sweat dripping down from Pete's belly. Kelsey's hands are on my ass, pulling my pussy closer to her mouth, her heat melting me.

Pete is starting to grunt now, and I look up to see his face contorted with strain — he trying desperately not to come. With a wicked grin, I wrap my hand around the base of his shaft — my fingers and thumb struggle to touch around his girth — and start to stroke against his thrusts. My other hand comes to rest on Kelsey's hard clit, and I strum it with my fingers. It pulses and twitches and Kelsey moans into my pussy, her tongue sliding wildly over my folds and into my channel.

Pete starts to quiver, his thrusts getting slower and deeper. He suddenly reaches down for my head, grabs me by the hair, and pulls me up so I'm looking into his wild eyes. He pulls his cock free of Kelsey's pussy, and I stroke it as it erupts against my throat and chin. His cum is hot and silky when it splashes me, and I let go of his cock to scoop it up and lick it from my fingers while continuing to stroke Kelsey's clit.

And then Kelsey erupts, screaming into my pussy, her legs shaking. The vibration of that shout is enough to push me into my third orgasm of the day, the second with Kelsey, and I collapse against her sweaty body while my climax rocks through me.
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Good morning, Unicorn


It takes me a few minutes to register where I am when I wake up. My head is resting on Kelsey's belly, rising and falling with her sleeping breath, and Pete is lying behind me, an arm and leg thrown over me. I can feel his sleep-hard cock against my ass. I push back against him, and he stirs just a bit.

After Pete came on my face, he scurried to the bathroom to grab a damp washcloth. I giggled as I wiped at his jizz, making more of a mess in my efforts to clean up. Kelsey knelt behind me and licked my face, which was a much more effective and enjoyable clean-up technique.

"That was amazing," I said. "Are your swinger weekends always like this?"

Kelsey laughed and flopped back into the pillows. I fell next to her and cuddled against her side while Pete stretched out on her other side, lazily stroking her belly.

"Not usually that hot," she said. "To be honest, it's usually just a little light petting and messing around with other couples in the room, and then we go home and fuck out our frustration. Our local scene is kind of dull."

"That's why we like to come to the SExC convention," Pete said. "This is definitely a wilder vibe."

"And to think you're not even with the convention!" Kelsey exclaimed. "Seriously, Madeline, what the fuck is your story?"

"I'm just a gal off the leash," I said with a giggle, and explained my situation.

"So, kind of a hotwife thing?" Pete asked. "Your husband wants you to fuck other people and tell him the stories when you get back?"

"I guess so," I said. "I didn't think there was a word for it."

"Doesn't the husband have to pick the guys she fucks?" Kelsey asked. "I mean, to be a canonical hotwife."

"I think technically, maybe?" said Bill. "So, cuckold?"

"That's when the husband doesn't know about it," Kelsey said, "or maybe suspects it, but isn't sure. There's sneaking around with the cuckold kink, I think."

"Well, Bill didn't pick you guys," I said, "but I'm definitely not sneaking around."

"Maybe you're a unicorn," Kelsey said, turning to face me. She ran her fingers through my hair and kissed my lips. "That's what I thought at the blackjack table — classic unicorn. I didn't know you were married, of course."

"What's a unicorn?" I asked.

"A single woman looking to hook up with a couple, no strings attached," Pete said. "They're called unicorns because they might not exist, and if they do, they're super rare. But everyone wants to catch one."

"Well, if I'm a unicorn," I said, stretching my arms and legs and arching my back, "then I definitely exist, and you've certainly caught me."

"I'm definitely glad we caught you," Kelsey said, stroking my hair. "You're exactly the kind of fun we came here to find."

That's when Pete went rummaging through his bag and came up with a black sharpie and a pink wristband that has "SExC" printed on it. He flips it over and uses the sharpie to write, "Honorary Unicorn" on it, then hands it to me.

"They gave us a couple of extra wristbands when we registered," Kelsey said, "in case we find any like-minded people. You seem pretty like-minded."

"We'd be honored to have you as our guest," Pete said, lying down again next to Kelsey. He reached over and stroked my side.

"If this is how you treat your guests," I said, "then I'm honored to accept this wristband." I took it from him and put it on, peeling the paper off the glue with my teeth. "And now, maybe you could fuck me again?"

And one might think, after a night of fucking with my two new friends, that I'd wake up satiated and a little sore. Well, one would be right about the sore part, but wrong about being satiated — I wake up between Kelsey and Pete almost as hungry as when Kelsey first threw me on the bed and started pounding me with her fingers.

I reach behind me and find Pete's morning wood. His balls are heavy and tight, and I roll them between my fingers. His breathing quickens, but a glance over my shoulder suggests he's still dreaming. I glide my fingers over his shaft and along the head, silky soft but sticky in spots where it still holds traces of a long night of fun.

My pussy tingles even though it aches from the attention it received. Pete's cock stretched me deliciously last night, and Kelsey couldn't keep her fingers off my clit. At one point, I finally had to curl into the fetal position, a giggling, sticky mess, and beg them to fuck each other and give me a rest. I drifted off to sleep to the sound of their lovemaking and dreamt of being caressed and stroked by a thousand loving fingers.

I test my pussy with a finger and decide that it's rested enough for another round. One hand on Pete's cock and one between my legs, I slowly rev the machine back up. Pete's breathing is faster now, and he puts a hand on my hip. I glance back and see a sleepy grin on his face as he wakes from one dream into another.

I lift my leg and push back, guiding Pete's cock toward my opening. I'm wet and soft, and his head parts my petals, teasing along the channel, slipping in and out. My fingers press his cock against my clit, and I close my eyes, enjoying the tingle.

Pete's hand on my hip starts to move, and his fingers squeeze. He presses his lips against my back and traces my shoulder blade with his tongue. I arch my neck as he pushes his cock into me, and let out a satisfied sigh; he fills me completely, stretching me open with his girth.

"Good morning, unicorn," he whispers, fucking me slowly and gently.

"Good morning yourself," I say, reaching my arm over his head. He nibbles my shoulder and throat, and I hook my leg back over his thigh to let him slip deeper into my pussy.

I feel fingers brush my mound and tug at my strip of pubic hair, and look up to see that Kelsey is awake now, too, brushing sleep from her eyes with one hand while exploring the junction of Pete and me with the other. She kisses my lips and finds my clit at the same time, and I moan into her mouth.

They work together like a precision to machine to give me the most wonderful wakeup fuck I've had in years, Pete behind me keeping a steady rhythm while Kelsey's fingers and lips explore my body. She sucks my nipples, strokes my belly, and strums my clit, making every inch of my skin buzz and tingle. I'm held fast between them, warm and engulfed, snared in a rapturous trap. When I come, the tingling starts in my scalp and spreads to my toes, an electric hum that makes me gasp and giggle.

"Oh fuck," I whisper when I'm finally able to breath. Pete's cock slips out of my pussy, still hard, and he kisses his way down my back while Kelsey kisses her way up my front. "You two are incredible."

It's hard to extract myself from Kelsey and Pete's bed, but I need some food, and I need to check in on Petra and Casey. I promise to find my new friends after breakfast for more fun, and to let them give me a tour of all the wonders that SExC offers, and slip my dress over my head.

Petra and Casey are up when I get back to our suite, sitting on the couch and looking at some sort of brochure. I'm a little unsteady on my feet, and I stagger toward the kitchenette, hoping they've made some coffee.

"Holy fuck," I say, banging around in the cupboard for a coffee cup, "did you know there's a swinger convention here?"

"Just from the brochure," Petra says, holding out the paper she and Casey were looking at. "Apparently you got some first-hand knowledge?"

"Kind of ..." Kind of? Abso-fucking-lutely, I mean ... "I met some people. It was a little wild." I flop down on the couch beside Casey and put my feet up on the coffee table. "Actually, it was a lot wild. And they invited me to their parties as an honorary member."

I explain the "unicorn" concept as best I can — I'm not sure I understand it completely myself — and find out that Petra has already met someone from SExC, too, apparently one of the founding members. I look over the brochure, which lists some seminars and learning sessions, a happy hour, and the big party on the fifth floor that Kelsey and Pete said was the highlight of the weekend.

One of the sessions is titled "Hosting Your First Ethical Gangbang." I've got a rough idea of what a "gangbang" is, but I don't know what would make one more "ethical" than another. But the image I had while drifting off the sleep in Kelsey and Pete's bed, of being caressed by a thousand fingers, seems like something in the same category. Is that a dream I could make come true this weekend?

"I think you should pace yourself, Mads," Casey says when I tap the title of the gangbang session. "You need to walk before you can run."

"I'm a fast learner," I say. "And I intend to fly this weekend. After I sleep."

And I stumble to my room while Casey and Petra get ready for breakfast, not even bothering to turn down the covers or take off my dress, and I'm fast asleep before I hit the pillow.

I emerge from a dream in which I'm being carried aloft on a thousand fingers, my bare body exposed to the warm sun while the hands below me worship my skin. When I blink my eyes, I find that I'm sprawled in the sunlight streaming through the window. My phone just pinged with a message, and I roll over to check it.

"How's your trip going?" says the text from Bill. "Any stories yet?"

"Just a couple," I tap back, "but I think you'll like them. Their names are Kelsey and Pete."

"That's a twist I can't wait to hear about!"

"Oh, you'll be hearing a lot - I've got more adventures planned."

"I love my dirty girl and her adventures."

"I love you too baby, you're the best."

Bill closes with a string of heart and flame emojis just as another text arrives. I don't recognize the number, but I'm fairly certain it's from Kelsey:

"Meet us in the lobby in ten minutes and wear something sexy"
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The gangbang information gangbang


The lobby, which was largely deserted when we arrived yesterday, is abuzz with activity when I step off the elevator. There are balloons and banners everywhere, welcoming us to SExC, and crowds of people in every imaginable costume milling about near the registration desk and the entry to the ballrooms and conference area. I see women in floor-length gowns, and in leather corsets; men dressed in shiny black rubber from head to toe, and in business casual outfits that wouldn't be out of place on a Friday afternoon at the bank. A shirtless man with an intricate sailing ship tattoo across his back is chatting with a woman wearing a powder blue tuxedo and a thin mustache drawn over her lip, while a pair in what look like amusement park mascot costumes — a wolf and a rabbit, the rabbit with ears that make them seven feet tall — stroll past. It's a freak show — a glorious, beautiful, amazing freak show, and I'm thrilled to be mingling in it.

I push my way through the crowd, looking for Kelsey. A woman wearing nothing but bright yellow and green body paint brushes past me; I look down where her hand grazed my bare leg below the hem of my skirt and see a faint streak of green. "I want to be painted," a little voice in my head whispers, and I nod in agreement with myself.

Kelsey is pretty easy to find thanks to her height — she may not be as tall as the rabbit that walked by, but she towers over a lot of the crowd. She's standing in a line leading to a registration table, head and shoulders over everyone else, wearing a bright red ruffled blouse, a short leather skirt, and knee-high black boots that boost her another couple of inches. When she sees me, she waves me over, and I hustle to meet her.

She wraps her arms around me and lifts me off my feet, and then kisses me hard, her tongue probing my mouth. I run my fingers through her short blonde hair and press myself against her long, lean body. When she puts me down, her face is flushed and her eyes are bright.

"I missed you," she says, squeezing my hands in hers.

"It's only been a couple of hours."

"Too many hours. Pete railed me after you left, you got him mighty worked up — I should probably thank you for that."

"Well, you're welcome," I say, going up on my toes to plant a kiss on her chin. "I think that's probably a service a unicorn should offer."

"We should have found ourselves a unicorn a long time ago."

I spot Casey and Petra coming down the hall from the conference rooms. Casey is smiling broadly, but Petra looks flushed and flustered. I jump up and down and wave them over.

"You need to meet Kelsey," I say when they reach us. Petra is tall, but not as tall as Kelsey — it's a little strange to see her having to look up at another woman.

"I've heard a lot about both of you," Kelsey says, extending a hand to each of them. "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?"

Casey reaches into her pocket and pulls out two yellow wristbands. Kesley's eyes light up.

"Oh, yellow wristbands! That means you can go right into Martin and Cynthia's space tonight, you 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?" I ask.

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

I reach up and squeeze Kelsey's ass. "I'll spot you the upgrade," I whisper, and Kelsey laughs, bending down to plant a kiss on top of my head.

Casey and Petra say their goodbyes and head toward lunch. I'm feeling a little hungry myself, but I'm happy to stay with Kelsey for now.

"You're the only upgrade I need," Kelsey says after Casey and Petra have disappeared. "And the Martin and Cynthia stuff can get a little ... intense."

"Intense like Kelsey and Pete intense?"

"No, intense like ... " She looks up at the ceiling, lost in thought for a moment. "Pete and I really liked you right away, your sass and your style and your enthusiasm, and we wanted to fuck you even before we got to the bar. But honestly, we just wanted to fuck your body. Martin and Cynthia, they'll fuck your mind, too, if you get too close, and not always in a good way."

"Well, you definitely did a good job fucking my body," I say. "Some pretty intense fucking, too."

"I hope there's more of that to come," Kelsey says, pinching my ass. "But no mind fucking — we're all about the sexy fun, but we don't want to get in your head. Martin and Cynthia really are fabulous, and they've done so much for the SExC community, but at the same time ... maybe I don't need that upgrade after all."

After Kelsey gets herself and Pete officially checked in, we head toward the little gift shop area — a series of shelves and hangers with a variety of sex toys, costume pieces, lubes and condoms and cock rings. Pete is checking out an impressive-looking dildo — a pink shaft with a sharp bend at the business end and a bulge that appears designed to tickle the clit at the base — but he sets it down when he sees us.

"All checked in," Kelsey says, bending down to give him a kiss.

"Thanks, babe," Pete says. "What's next up on the agenda?"

"I want to see a seminar," I say. "I feel like I've got a lot to learn."

"The 'Rules for Unicorns' session?" Kelsey asks, folding her brochure to the schedule page.

"Nah, I think I've got the hang of that," I say, bumping my hip against Pete's. "I want to check out this gangbang thing."

"Gangbang?" asks Pete, raising an eyebrow. "That seems ... advanced?"

"That's what my friend Casey thought, too. But I had this dream last night, while I was cuddling with you guys, and it's had me flustered all day. I'm curious, that's all; I want to see what it's all about."

"That's what we're here for," Pete says, "curiosity and exploration."

"Still," Kelsey says, wrinkling her nose, "a gangbang? That's ... a whole lot of cock."

"I like cock," I say. "And I like attention. One at a time is pretty great — maybe it just gets better the more you add?"

"I like the way you think," Pete says, putting an arm around my waist. "I've been trying to convince Kelsey to give it a try, but she's not biting."

"Two seems like the max for me," she says. "I mean, I'm not great at multitasking, and I'm just going to get distracted."

"Oh, I don't want to do any tasking at all in my gangbang," I say. "I want the guys to be doing all the work. What's the point otherwise?"

"Good luck with that!" says Kelsey. "I'm lucky to get Pete to load the dishwasher."

"Hey!" Pete protests. "I may not be great at the housework, but I think I pull my weight in the bedroom."

"You do a fine job in the bedroom," Kelsey says, stooping to give him a kiss. "But I think even you would be tempted to coast if there were a bunch of guys there to pick up the slack."

Most of the people is the conference room for the "Ethical Gangbang" seminar are women. Pete wandered off before the seminar, saying he wanted to check out the unicorn session in case there was anything mysterious he should know about the mythical creature he and Kelsey had acquired. Kelsey and I sit off to the side, with me squirming in my chair, somewhere between nervous and excited. Kelsey seems perfectly unflustered by the situation.

"So you've really never wanted a gangbang?" I ask her in a whisper.

"No, not really," she says. "I've had a couple of threesomes with two guys, and they were a lot of work — I had to concentrate on so many things that I didn't come until they were done and Pete went down on me."

"But what if you didn't have to do any work?"

"What, just lie back and take it?"

"Just lie back and be worshipped," I say, looking up at the ceiling and letting my eyes go soft. I'm about to tell her about the dream I keep having, of all the fingers caressing me, when the lights go dim and a woman bounces to the front of the room in a circle of light to a high-energy pop tune blasting from speakers behind her.

She's a curvy, dark-haired woman wearing a pink t-shirt, black gym shorts, and white trainers, with a silver coach's whistle around her neck and a utility belt around her waist. Across her t-shirt, which is filled out nicely by her ample tits, are rainbow-colored letters spelling "Gangbang Coordinator." She could easily be running a fitness class or coaching a dodgeball team with the energy she's giving off, jumping from foot to foot and clapping overhead in time to the music. She keeps clapping until most of the audience is clapping along, too, and her face lights up with infectious joy.

When the music stops, she introduces herself as "Debbie Dare, Gangbang Coordinator and Orgy Coach", stretching her t-shirt out to show off the letters. Then she shouts, "Who here wants a gangbang?"

I shoot my hand up enthusiastically; I see a few other hands go up around the room, most a little more shyly than mine. My face feels a little warm at revealing my new obsession to a room full of strangers, but I decide that since they're strangers I'll probably never see again, and they're also in a seminar about gangbangs, I might as well let my freak flag fly.

"Who here has had a gangbang?" Debbie asks. All the hands go down.

"They're harder to come by than you'd think from watching porn," she says. "And that's because they're a whole lot of work to get right. Most gangbang plans fizzle out because the guys get cold feet, or soft dicks, or the gal decides that it was a better idea in her head than when she's confronted with all that meat. And that's okay — not every fantasy has to become reality; fantasies can stay in our imaginations and still be super hot. There's nothing wrong with thinking about getting railed by twenty dudes when you're being railed by one."

Kelsey squeezes my knee at that, but I'm still on board with trying to make this fantasy a reality. I lean forward in my seat.

"In case you're still thinking that manifesting a gangbang is part of your personal path to happiness, let me give you my checklist. I'm not saying you can't have a successful gangbang without following these rules, but you'll definitely improve your chances if you pay attention.

"First, don't try to organize it yourself — you can't be in the middle of the scrum and still be a ref. Get a friend, or hire a pro like me. Second, vet the dicks — your spank bank fantasy can be about getting banged by a dozen strangers, but in reality, someone needs to know the guys involved, even if it's not necessarily you. Third, set hard limits — everyone needs to know going in what holes are barred, where you can be touched, if condoms are required, whether you want everyone all at once or one at a time. And make sure those limits are enforced — that's where you need your coordinator, because you're not going to be in any position to enforce things yourself. Fourth, know when to say when — have a safe word to slow things down or make them stop, and don't be afraid to use it. And finally, aftercare is key — whether it's salve for your bruises or kisses for your lips, a nice cuddle up or some space to stretch out, you're going to need some time to recover from your gangbang and process the whole scene. It can take days or weeks to come to terms with a good gangbang — don't rush the process."

And then she launches into a rapid fire discussion of each of her points; I listen with rapt attention, wishing I had brought a notebook. Getting this gangbang fantasy off the ground is starting to sound even more daunting than I had imagined, but I'm hardly dissuaded — in fact, the filthy details that Debbie provides about all the variations available are making me wet. I squirm some more on my chair, uncomfortably aware of the heat between my legs and wanting very badly to apply my fingers while imaging all of the things that someone like Debbie could make possible for me.

"Don't forget the gear, either," Debbie says, jutting her hip to the side to draw attention to the belt that she's wearing. "I never go into a gangbang situation without some very important equipment — I'm kind of a nasty Batwoman with a utility belt.

"First, of course, is the lube." She taps a holster on her right hip, from which a pump trigger protrudes. She gives it a push, extruding a viscous dollop into her palm, and then rubs her hands together until they shine. "Lube is absolutely critical at every stage of the gangbang — if you run out of lube, you're basically done, so don't skimp.

"And condoms," she says, opening a pouch and pulling out a little square foil packet. She tears it open with her teeth and extracts a transparent blue rubber, stretching it out and releasing it with a snap. "Now, you might be living on the wild side and looking for some of that hot jizz action, but I highly recommend putting a love glove on the dicks you invite. Things are going to get awfully sticky awfully fast otherwise, and in the heat of the moment you might find that some of your cocks aren't as under control as they'd be in a one or two on one situation. Also, no matter how good your vetting process is, there's still risk involved for everyone when there are biologicals flying around — I almost never do a gangbang without a strict condom policy.

"Stay hydrated," she says, taking a water bottle out of another holster. "I like to keep a table just outside the action with water and snacks, but if you're the main attraction you might not be able to get to it. Don't be afraid to ask for water, and remind your coordinator to check in with you and give you a soaker every now and then.

"And finally," Debbie says, tugging at a slot on her belt and extracting a string of towelettes, "the cleanup. I like to offer these disposable towels with a little aloe coating — I'm a fan of these biodegradable ones, because they leave less waste and they don't have any weird chemicals snuck into them, but regular drug store towelettes work just fine, too. Even if you're keeping the dicks covered, there's going to be some mess — you're using lots of lube, right? And if you're like me you get pretty creamy when you're turned on, and if things are working out right you're then you're going to be really turned on. A quick wipe down between partners will make you a lot more comfortable and encourage you to keep going. Which leads us to the rest of the aftercare process."

And then she launches into a three-point plan for physical, emotional, and spiritual aftercare. It's just too much information and arousal all at once — is Debbie performing a sort of gangbang information gangbang? — and I feel my attention drifting. I put a hand on Kelsey's thigh and squeeze; the touch helps to ground me.

"This is pretty intense," Kelsey whispers in my ear. "Are you sure this is what you want?"

"Oh yes," I whisper back, "really fucking sure. The intensity is the attraction."

After Debbie finishes and takes a few questions, the lights come up and people start getting up from their seats. I make a beeline for Debbie, ready to beg her to be my gangbang coordinator tonight, no matter what the price — I may never get another chance, so I might as well shoot for the person who is clearly at the top of her game.

There are already three people in line in front of me, and I jitter back and forth with Kelsey behind me, her hands on my shoulders to try to calm me. But I cannot be calmed — the electricity coursing through me is almost unbearable, it's like I've discovered my true calling in life and I can't rest until I've achieved it. My pussy aches at the thought of what lies before me if I take this path.

When it's finally my turn, I rush up to Debbie Dare and practically shout, "I need you to be my gangbang coordinator right now!"

Debbie blinks, a little startled, and then laughs. She puts her hand on my arm, and her eyes widen — she must be able to feel my all-consuming need through the shivers running through me.

"You're shaking," she says, squeezing my shoulder. "Do you need to sit down?"

"No, I need a gangbang," I say. "I don't think I've ever needed anything so much in my entire life. I had a dream last night, thousands of fingers all over me, stroking and pinching and caressing, and there were mouths and tongues and ..."

"Shush," Debbie says gently, pressing a finger against my lips. "Is this your first time at SExC?"

"Oh yeah," I say, "I didn't even know SExC was a thing before last night. How did I not know it was a thing? This is my thing!"

I realize as I'm saying it that I sound unhinged, but there's no denying that I am indeed unhinged and so I'm determined to lean into my madness if that's what it will take to get what I need.

"She's our unicorn," Kelsey says over my shoulder. "My husband and I met her at the blackjack table last night — she's a lot of fun."

"And having this lovely couple isn't enough for you?" Debbie asks. "Because that tall drink of water would sure be enough for me." Debbie winks at Kelsey, and I hear Kelsey giggle behind me.

"Kelsey is amazing," I say. "It's not that she and Pete aren't enough — it's that I need something ... different?"

"Different how?" Debbie asks.

"Like I was saying, this dream I had — with all the fingers and tongues. They were lifting me up in the air, hands all over my body, every part of me being touched and tickled at the same time ..." When I close my eyes, I can feel the sensations of the dream so strongly that I have to bring a hand up to my face to be sure that there aren't fingers all over me right now.

"I've definitely heard that one before," Debbie says with a grin. "You might be in luck. The conference asked me to find a willing gangbang participant — "

"Oh yes," I say, bouncing up and down on the balls of my feet, "yes, that's me, I'm your willing gangbang participant!"

" — and I've filled that slot already, so to speak ..."

I feel my throat constricting in panic — was I too slow getting up to her? Should I have pushed people out of the way so I could have been the first to volunteer?

"Actually," Debbie says, "that slot's been filled twice. First by Patricia — " she nods at a plain, skinny young woman with long straight blonde hair in a flowing peasant dress standing nearby — "and then by Julia — " she nods toward an olive-skinned brunette in tight jeans and white t-shirt standing near the doors, talking to an older couple. "Interestingly," Debbie continues, "they were described as 'unicorns', too. Who would have thought, three unicorns down for a gangbang at one SExC conference? You'd be surprised how many times I do one of these presentations and no one expresses an interest right away."

"So how do I get you to — " I start. Debbie presses her finger against my lips again.

"I've never done a gangbang trio," she says, "and I'm really intrigued by the challenge. Give me your contact info, and I've got some forms for you to fill out."

The constriction in my throat and chest relax immediately, and I feel my knees buckle. I lean back against Kelsey, who puts her arms around my waist for a tight but gentle embrace. Debbie reaches into a satchel on her shoulder and hands Kelsey a stack of papers.
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Starry night


"Iwasn't expecting to have homework," I grumble. I'm stretched out on my belly, naked, on Kelsey's bed with a ballpoint pen in my hand and Debbie's forms scattered around me. Kelsey, also naked, straddles my legs and is massaging my ass, pushing the knots out with her thumbs and digging her fingers deep into the soft flesh.

"Well, Debbie did say boundaries need to be defined," Kelsey says. "And you can't expect to get what you want unless you ask for it."

I sigh and roll onto my back. Kelsey leans down to plant a kiss on my tummy, her tongue tracing little circles around my belly button. It tickles, and I giggle and lift my knees, which only encourages her. She lets her fingertips dance lightly over my ribs and up to my armpits, drawing a squeal out of me as I try to roll over. But she holds me tight, her knees pressing into my hips, and goes right for the most ticklish spots around my collarbone.

"Stop stop stop!" I gasp, trying to catch my breath between giggles. Kelsey's fingers dance down my chest and around my nipples, causing them to stiffen almost immediately.

"Don't stop that, though," I whisper, closing my eyes. I bring my fingers along the inside of her thighs and brush at her wispy pubic hair.

"So is tickling on the menu for your gangbang?" Kelsey asks, picking up one of Debbie's forms while continuing to trace a circuit around my nipples.

"Maybe?" I say. My fingers graze her petals, and she spreads her legs a little wider to let me explore her delicate flesh.

"It's a yes or no," Kelsey says.

"Well, I want hands all over me," I say, "so I guess sometimes that's going to tickle, but I don't want tickling to be the focus. So no."

"Pinching?" She tweaks my nipple — it stings, but it's a good sting. When I'm really turned on, as I am right now, I like a little pain to sharpen my senses.

"I'm going to say yes," I say.

"Biting?" Kelsey leans down and gives one of my tits a playful nip; it's not the first nip she's given me, though, as evidenced by the marks of her teeth on my hips and ass and shoulder.

"Also yes." My fingers have found her clit, and are tracing a squiggly line back and forth along its edge.

"Slapping?" She gives my tit a playful swat; if they were bigger they'd probably jiggle, but her palm just bounces against my flesh.

"Not a fan," I say, "unless it's my ass when I'm getting fucked from behind. Is there a box for that?"

"Sadly, no."

"Then I'll pass on the slaps, but I might ask for it if the mood hits me."

"I think that's probably okay," Kelsey says, putting a mark on the form. She moves her hips in a circle as I slip a finger inside her pussy; she's wet and tight, and I want so badly to finish this paperwork so I can fuck her before my gangbang.

"We're almost done," she says, moving her hips up and down so my finger slides in and out of her slick channel. I bring the fingers of my other hand to her clit and rub it in slow, gentle circles; Kelsey groans and closes her eyes, then settles into a steady pace on my hand and turns her attention back to the questionnaire.

"Okay, the good stuff ... vaginal?"

"Yes."

"Anal?"

"No."

"Oral - giving?"

"Yes! I love sucking dicks. And pussies."

"Oral - receiving?"

"What do you think?"

"I think I'm going to suck your clit the next chance I get, so it better be yes. All men, all women, or a mix?"

"All of the above, the more the merrier."

"Do you want them one at a time or all at once?"

"I want to be buried in a dog pile with fingers and tongues and dicks touching every inch of me, inside and out."

"Sounds like 'all at once.'"

"Any other questions?" I ask, letting a second finger slide inside Kelsey. She bites her lip and sets the papers aside.

"Yes," she says, her breath ragged. "Just one. When are you going to give me a proper fucking?"

"Right now," I say, and she shrieks in surprise when I swing my leg out to knock her off balance and then sit up and push all my weight into her belly. She topples over, giggling, and I raise her left leg in one hand and start plowing her pussy relentlessly with the other, staring into her eyes as she climbs toward climax.

Pete comes into the room while Kelsey is making good on her promise to suck my clit. I have my feet on her back, thighs pressed against her head, and I'm groaning as her tongue swirls among my petals. He climbs up onto the bed and lies down next to me, kissing my throat and stroking my breasts.

"I've got a surprise for you when you're done," he whispers.

"I don't know if I can take many more surprises." I gasp when Kelsey's lips wrap around my clit, and she sucks the little nub between her teeth. Yes, I'm definitely okay with biting, at least the gentle nibbles that Kelsey is performing.

"You're going to like this one," Pete says. "It's going to make tonight even more fun. Let's grab some supper and I'll introduce you to my buddy Mark."

"Any more fun might kill me!"

"At least you'll die happy, then."

He slides up the bed and sits behind me, legs stretched out on either side of me, cradling my head in his lap. I can feel his erection pulse against the back of my neck. He strokes my cheek and hair, reaches down to tug at my nipples, slides his hands up and down my body, nails gently raking my skin. All the touches should be distracting, would normally be getting in the way of my orgasm, but somehow they seem coordinated with Kelsey's expert oral ministrations. I feel a tingle start in my feet and rise through my body until my scalp buzzes, and when I start to shake, Pete wraps his arms around me and holds me tight. It's such a strong orgasm that I shout, a barking, gasping cry that's pure joy and abandon. I'm sure I can be heard down the hall, in every room on this floor, and I don't care — let them hear my pleasure and envy the orgasm that's turning me into a quivering mess in Pete's strong, gentle embrace.

"Mark and I go way back," Pete explains as we turn the corner past the ballroom where Debbie gave her presentation and go down one of the hotel's back hallways. The hallways are eerily quiet; most of the conference goers are either in the dining room, or have retired to their rooms to get ready for the legendary fifth floor party. In this section of back hallways, the carpeting has given way to concrete floors that give off a ringing click as walk along them. "We worked summers at an auto body shop in high school — that's where he picked up his skills."

There's a sharp, clean, chemical odor coming from the open doorway ahead of us, and I hear a hissing sound followed by a high-pitched giggle. We step into a large storage room, brightly lit with florescent lights; stacks of chairs and tables have been pushed to the walls and are covered with white sheets. In the middle of the room, standing on a sheet so splattered with many colors of paint that it's hard to tell that it was originally white, is a naked woman, holding her hands up over her towel-wrapped head while a man in black jeans and a white t-shirt circles her with a small hose in his hand attached to a tall black cylinder. The hissing sound is coming from the hose, which is spraying a fine green mist over her body. Half of her skin is a vibrant emerald hue.

The man sets down the cylinder and hose when he sees us, and comes over with a grin. He shakes Pete's hand and then embraces him in a hug.

"This is Mark," Pete says, his arm thrown over the man's shoulder. Mark is taller and thinner than Pete, with a shock of black hair and a pair of horn-rimmed glasses that make him look a little like a beatnik with his t-shirt and jeans. "He's the one who's got the surprise for you, actually — I'm just helping make the connection."

"You painted the yellow woman?" I ask, lifting the hem of my skirt to show the faded streak of yellow paint on my thigh.

"That's right," Mark says. "She wanted to look like a sunbeam — I think I got pretty close."

"Oh yes," I say, "she was definitely sunny. Will you paint me for my big event tonight? I want to be as blue as the sky."

"That's the plan. Pete suggested it, and I talked to that Debbie lady, and we came up with what I think is going to be a fun idea to make it even more special. Why don't you have a seat over there — " he nods toward a pair of chairs in the corner — "and I'll get started on you as soon as I've finished Julia, probably in about twenty minutes or so."

I look at the half-painted woman and recognize her as one of the other unicorns from Debbie's presentation. She grins at me — a bright smile and sparkling eyes set in a beautiful face. Her breasts are high and round, and her ass has a shapely curve. I smile back at her and feel my pulse quicken; we're going to get railed together, I think, and wonder if I'll be able to watch her gangbang while I'm having mine.

Kelsey and I sit in the chairs and Pete stands behind me, his hands massaging my shoulders. We watch Mark circle Julia with the paint sprayer, building up layers of green until she looks like a sparkling gem from her neck to her toes. He uses a sponge to carefully dab paint on her face, blending the color smooth with circular motions. Then he opens a plastic box with little compartments of bright colors and circles Julia with sponges and brushes, adding whorls and streaks of ruby red and vibrant yellow around her breasts and hips and belly. When he's finished, he undoes the towel wrapped around her head, and her glossy black hair falls in cascades to her shoulders. She smiles, her white teeth shining behind red and green lips, arms held high.

Mark guides Julia to a large fan in the opposite corner of the room and instructs her to stand in front of it to help the paint set, then walks over to me. He's wiping his green-tinted hands on his jeans, which show streaks of many colors — I wonder how many painted bodies are roaming the halls of SExC?

"Please stand up, Madeline, and get undressed," he says, "I need to see my next canvas."

I jump to my feet and quickly kick off my shoes, pull off my shirt, shimmy out of my skirt, and and step out of my thong. Arms held over my head, I do a slow turn to show him my entire body. I've never been terribly shy about nudity, but I find that I am oddly delighted to be naked among strangers now.

"Well, I'm not going to need to use a lot of extra paint," he says with a laugh.

"I'm small but mighty," I say, flexing my arms to show my firm little biceps.

"She packs a lot of power into that little body," Pete says.

"I can imagine," he says, slowly walking around me, running his eyes up and down. He skims my ass with a fingertip and gently lifts each breast. My nipples stiffen at his touch.

"Can we lose this?" he asks, giving my little landing strip a tug. "The paint will adhere better the less hair you have, and we can get a nice, smooth effect."

I haven't been shaved smooth since college, when I had a boyfriend who complained about getting stiff little hairs caught between his teeth when he went down on me. My pussy itched for a week, and his cunnilingus skills weren't greatly improved by the loss of my hair, so I got rid of the boyfriend and grew back my bush the first chance I got. Since then I've had a few hairstyles — a full bush in my final years in college, a little tuft soon after I graduated, even a cheeky little heart when I first started dating Bill and I wanted to give him a fun Valentine's Day surprise. But I haven't been bald for a decade and a half.

"I guess so," I say. "This is all about the adventure and trying new things ..."

"I'll help," Kelsey says eagerly, standing up.

"Great, I've got razors and cream over there," Mark says, nodding toward a small tub and a chair near the fan where Julia was drying. "I'll get the paint set up while you're taking care of the fur."

Kelsey and I walk over to the chair. There's a plastic box under it containing a few safety razors, a tube of moisturizer, and an old fashioned can of shaving cream. I sit down on the chair and spread my thighs, wrapping my feet around the legs of the chair.

Julia is facing us, and she's getting quite an eyeful of my open pussy; I grin at her and give my clit a playful tap. She smiles and spreads her own legs, revealing the pink beneath the emerald green paint, the same shade as the inside of a conch shell and just as smooth and shiny. I think I'm going to like getting railed with her.

The hissing sound of the shaving cream can draws my attention back to Kelsey, who is kneeling in front of me. She squirts the white foam onto her hands and spreads it around my pussy and up my mound, coating my landing strip. The shaving cream gives off an oddly masculine scent; I usually shave with a thinner cream that smells of lemongrass and coconut.

"Ready?" Kelsey asks. I nod, and she drags a safety razor up from my cleft toward my belly, the tip of her tongue sticking out between her lips in concentration. She swirls the razor in the tub of water after the first pass, and draws it out for another. This time she uses her other hand to gently part my labia, and I tense my ass to keep from squirming under her touch.

I don't have very much hair, so it really only takes a few strokes of the razor to shave me clean. Kelsey is thorough, though, not only with the razor but with her gentle touch. Her finger slips deeper into me, its passage smoothed by the shaving cream that covers her hands. The cream feels cool and slick.

"Let's take a look," Kelsey says, "and get some salve on it."

She dips a washcloth in a smaller bowl of clean water, and wipes at my pussy. The water is warm and clean, and my pussy tingles at her touch. I close my eyes and scoot my ass closer to her; Kelsey slips a second finger into me and strokes the outer wall of my channel. Then I feel a cool tingle as she applies a balm to my newly bare skin, working it into me with firm, circular movements.

I open my eyes and see that Julia is kneeling behind Kelsey, her eyes focused with raw hunger on my pussy. She has a hand on Kelsey's shoulder and is squeezing it between her fingers while Kelsey massages me.

"Your pussy is beautiful," Julia whispers. She has a slight accent. "What is your gangbang fantasy tonight?"

I close my eyes and imagine myself held aloft by a dozen hands, all stroking and squeezing me, and tongues tracing up and down my body. I imagine cocks vying for harbor in my mouth and pussy, and mouths caressing my belly and breasts and clit. The sensation is overwhelming even though it's only in my mind.

"I want to be touched everywhere at once," I say, "I want to be engulfed in sensation and smothered in attention."

"That sounds beautiful," Julia says. "I want to be fucked like a dirty whore."

I laugh at the contrast in our fantasies. "I want to watch you get fucked like a dirty whore," I say. "I hope you get pounded until you can't walk straight."

She closes her eyes and sighs. "Oh yes, pounded — like I am a railroad spike and their cocks are giant hammers. I want them to pound me like that."

"Is the depilation done?" Mark asks, coming over to check our progress.

"Smooth as silk," Kelsey says, giving my pussy a pat with her hand.

"Then we're ready to make some magic," Mark says, taking my hand and guiding me toward the sheet in the middle of the floor.

Pete helps Mark with the canister as he makes a few test sprays with the nozzle on the end of the hose, sending a fine mist of blue paint onto the sheet. He fiddles with the nozzle, tests again, and then hands Kelsey a towel.

"Wrap Madeline's hair," Mark says. "Madeline, can you stand with your feet apart and your hands in the air?" I do as I'm asked, and he whispers, "Perfect," aims the nozzle toward my feet, and starts to spray.

The paint is surprisingly cold and sticky when it first hits me, and I flinch involuntarily. "Hold still," Mark says, "I need to get a nice smooth base. No ripples."

He walks around me with the canister dangling by his knees and the nozzle trained on my body, moving up and down in a slow, sweeping movement. I look down and watch the blue paint coating me, light at first and then richer and deeper with each sweep. My legs, my belly, my tits, are all disappearing under a dark blue glaze. It tickles when the spray hits my ass, and I laugh out loud when Mark gets to my armpits.

When I'm fully coated from neck to toes, Mark retrieves his box of paints and brushes and sponges and walks in circles around me, looking me up and down.

"I feel like a 'Starry Night' theme would work," he says. "Some whorls and streaks here — " his finger hovers over my belly " — and shadows here — " he points to my bald, blue mound — "and sunbursts up here and here" — he indicates my shoulders and tits.

"Oh, yes," I say. "That sounds delightful."

He starts on my stomach with a sponge dipped in white paint, drawing a whorl around my belly button, another on my hip. He circles me, dabbing at my ass and my back, and my shoulders. Then he applies dabs of yellow to my tits, and silver to my collarbone. He kneels before me and gently rubs black paint along my mound and down over my pussy; his sponge feels ticklish against my vulva, and I shift from foot to foot, enjoying the sensation.

"And now your lovely face," he says, standing with his nose almost touching mine. He uses long strokes on my cheeks and neck, and gentle pats on my closed eyes, covering my face in the same deep,dark blue that covers my body. He adds a yellow flare to one eyelid, and a white whorl around the other. When he finishes, he steps back, hands on his hips, looking me up and down.

"There's a mirror by the fan," he says. "Have a look and let me know if you want any touch-ups, then dry up a little. The paint's going to be tacky for a couple of hours, but it should be ready in time for the big event."

I scurry over to the fan, Kelsey and Pete following me, and stand the long, narrow mirror against the wall. Mark's paint has transformed my body, turning me into a magical and mysterious artwork. I close one eye to flash the star at myself, and I turn my hips to admire the wispy clouds and spray of stars climbing my ass to my hip.

"It's beautiful," I say.

"You're beautiful," Kelsey says, taking the turbaned towel from my head. I shake out my hair, careful to keep my still-damp fingers away from my head. "I can't wait to see people fucking a work of art."

On a trip to New York City once, I visited "Starry Night" at the Museum of Modern Art — it was lovely, I thought, but a little smaller than I expected. Petra had a poster of it in our college room that was quite a bit larger than the original. I hold my arms out and spin in front of the mirror — I'm a bit larger than the original, too, and a whole lot more fuckable.

As I'm admiring Mark's painting on my body, Debbie comes into the room. She's still wearing her "Gangbang Coordinator" t-shirt, and now she also has a ball cap with a rainbow unicorn horn sticking out of the top. She looks me over and whistles — "God damn, Mark, you're turning my little unicorn party into an art gallery!"

Mark gives her a hug. "This is the last painting for the night — I think she turned out nicely."

"How long until she's dry?" Debbie asks.

"A couple of hours."

"Then we should be good," she says, glancing at her watch. "We'll have time to check out the space, do a little prep work, get everyone's opening night jitters under control."

She turns to me and asks, "You're still good to go, Madeline? You call the shots here."

"More than good," I say. "I can't wait to get going. You got all my forms?"

"Yep, I've been going over the things you girls are looking for in your experience, and I think I can deliver. My team is recruiting cocks as we speak."

"This is a bigger production than I would have expected!"

"Lots of moving parts in a gangbang," she says, "and three gangbangs at once — it's nuts!" She throws her hands up and laughs. "I ran a scene with two gals once in Toronto, almost broke my brain running that one — this time I've got a lot more help."

She motions for Julia to join us and says, "I'm taking the unicorns up to the fifth floor. The rest of you can join us in a little bit."

"I thought there were three of us," I say as Debbie leads me and Julia toward a service elevator down the hall from Mark's makeshift studio.

"Patricia's already in the room," Debbie says. "Her scene requires a little more technical work." She ushers us into the waiting elevator car and pushes the button to close the doors. "We've got a nice big space to work with in the suite we've got. You gals are going to have a blast tonight!"
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Three unicorns


Debbie leads us down the hall, past room doors decorated for the party. There are colorful fans made of condoms, hearts and flowers, pineapples and flamingos. A few people are milling around and passing from room to room, some in fancy dress, some in silk pajamas, one in an elaborate pirate costume complete with a cutlass thrust through the crimson sash around her waist. Debbie stops in front of a door with a rainbow-colored sign reading "TONIGHT ONLY - UNICORN RIDES" and pushes it open, then beckons Julia and me to follow.

"'Unicorn rides,'" I say. "Are the unicorns riding, or being ridden?"

Debbie winks at me and says, "Maybe a little of both? It's your night!"

The room is laid out like the suite I'm sharing with Petra and Casey, but which I've barely visited since meeting Kelsey and Pete. There's a large room with a window looking out over the parking lot toward the highway; the sky is just starting to darken toward dusk. Off the room are two doors leading to bedrooms, and a bathroom between them. An open kitchenette with a microwave, countertop, and little refrigerator sits opposite the window.

But the suite has been completely transformed from the way ours is set up. All of the furniture in the main room has been removed, replaced by the biggest bed I've ever seen, piled with colorful pillows and covered in a crisp white sheet. Cushioned benches line the walls, facing the bed. A table with a rainbow cloth draped over it sits near the bathroom door, with rows of plastic water bottles and a pile of energy bars on it. There's a stack of little green tubes on the table, and when I investigate, I find they're lube. There's also a bowl of multi-colored condom packages next to the lube — Debbie has definitely been lining things up for an interesting evening.

I imagine myself stretched out on that bed, arms and legs thrown wide, open to the world. I want to embrace the world and have the world embrace me — I want to be engulfed and caressed and fucked by the universe.

Shuffling and giggling sounds are coming from one of the bedrooms, and Julia and I follow Debbie to the door. She opens it a crack to peek inside and then pushes it open so we can follow her into the room. The sight she reveals is quite striking.

The room is dominated by what appears to be a giant birdcage, with curved black bars that reach almost to the ceiling. Suspended inside it, by black straps with silver buckles, is a woman painted a shocking pink, her hair dyed a deep shade of purple; multicolored stripes run up and down her thighs and arms. The straps hold her legs wide apart, giving us a view of a lighter pink and delightfully puffy pussy. The giggles are hers, coming out in sparkling cascades as she tugs at the straps holding her arms behind her, causing the cage to shake and her body to sway.

"Behold, Patricia," Debbie says with a sweeping gesture. It's only then that I recognize her as the plain, quiet girl from Debbie's seminar. "How are you enjoying your contraption, Patricia?"

"I fucking love it!" she shouts. She strains at the straps holding her legs in place; I can see her muscles tense and tighten, but the straps barely move. When she relaxes, she lets out a heavy sigh and falls back into the straps holding her arms.

"You can see why Patricia had to get up here before us," Debbie says. "We needed to get this thing adjusted for her height and weight, and let her get used to being in it."

"I'm a little jealous," Julia whispers to me, her fingers lightly touching the back of my neck. I feel an electric thrill at her touch.

"Me too," I say, staring at Patricia's open pussy and ecstatic smile.

I notice that there are three other people in the room, back in the shadow corners. They step toward the cage and start to work the straps, slowly lowering Patricia to the floor, steadying her arms and legs as her feet swing underneath her. All are men, tall and broad chested, wearing pink t-shirts with purple lettering: "UNICORN WRANGLER."

"There's one for each of you," Debbie explains. "They're going to be monitoring your experience, making sure everyone follows your rules and ensuring that you're having a good time. Remember, you shouldn't be doing any of the work of making this happen — that's rule number one."

I lick my lips as I look over the unicorn wranglers. How does a guy get a job as a gangbang bouncer? Apparently by being handsome and toned, and looking good in a tight t-shirt and jeans. I wouldn't mind being wrangled by any of them, or by all of them.

"So, let's get the schedule and rules and stuff out of the way," Debbie says, "and then you three can do some exploring before the event. There's a lot going on during the SExC party, and it would be a shame to miss it — just don't wear yourselves out before your time, okay?"

And she launches into a rundown of our impending gangbang, in the same rapid-fire and enthusiastic style with which she gave her presentation. I don't know how much of it we're expected to remember — will there be a quiz? She talks about safe words and enthusiastic, ongoing consent; she explains how they selected the other participants for tonight, and lets us know that we can say no to anyone for any reason or no reason at all. We all nod; I'm overwhelmed by the amount of information Debbie is giving, and by her speedy delivery — there'd better not be a quiz, because I'm not sure I would pass Gangbang 101.

She looks down at her watch and says, "It's eight o'clock. The real party doesn't get going until about nine o'clock, and I want us to get started by ten. So you can cool your heels here for a little bit, or go exploring now. Just be sure you're back by — "

And then she catches herself and laughs. "Fuck, you're all naked as jaybirds under that paint! No watches, no phones, you've got no idea what time it is! Okay, you go exploring and I'll send the wranglers out to find you before showtime. It shouldn't be too hard to find you, even in the SExC crowd."

I go out into the main room and look at the bed again, with its inviting pillows and white sheets. My paint still feels a little tacky, so I sit on one of the benches against the wall. Patricia and Julia sit on either side of me, hips touching mine.

"That thing is amazing," I say to Patricia.

"Isn't it?" She's beaming, a smile stretching from ear to ear, transforming her plain features into a glowing beauty. "I saw one in a video once, and it's been in my spank bank ever since — whenever I stroke off, I think about being strapped into one. Now I guess I'll be able to stroke off thinking about the time that I really got fucked inside a birdcage."

Her head falls back, and her pink fingers slide over her mound, which has a swirl of pale blue and a delicate green flower painted on it. I put a hand on her thigh, the blue seeming even darker and richer against her rose-colored skin, and say, "Tell me how you want your gangbang to be."

I can see a hint of red under the pink paint on her face, and she closes her eyes. "I want to be suspended in the cage," she says, "with people on either side of me, swinging me gently back and forth. And then a man stands in front of me, catching my pussy with his hands each time I'm pushed forward. He uses his fingers to open me, slowly, making me soft and wet, and when he's ready his cock slides into me. The people swinging me are doing all the movement — the man inside me stands perfectly still while they move me back and forth, back and forth, fucking me on his cock ..."

My fingers have joined hers between her legs, and I'm helping to hold her open while she slides a finger into her wet channel. She lets her head fall back against the wall and her mouth goes slack. I find her stiff little clit and gently flick it in time with her slippery strokes.

Suddenly I feel fingers dancing across my own pussy lips, and I glance over to see Julia smiling at me. Her hair is strikingly black against her green paint, and her eyes are dark, burning embers in her emerald face. I part my thighs and bring my other hand between Julia's legs, finding that smooth pink flesh that she flashed at me earlier.

"Tell me about your gangbang, Julia," I say.

She lets out a sigh, shifting her hip against mine to give me better access. I gently pinch her petals and run the tip of my finger up and down the length of her lips.

"When I was a girl in Madrid," she says, "there was a prostitute who worked the corner near our apartment. I saw her standing there every night as soon as it got dark, wearing short black skirts or tight green trousers, her red hair always tied back with a green ribbon. My grandmother called her a filthy whore and told me that if I didn't go to church and do well in school, I would end up just like her. But I thought she looked so glamorous, with her high heels and silk blouses and gold earrings, and she seemed so free of all the burdens and fears that I felt, and I didn't understand why I wouldn't want to be like her someday.

"But I did what my grandmother told me — I went to church, I did my studies, I never kissed boys or stayed out late. Even when I went to university in Barcelona, I kept my nose in my books while my friends were out on Las Ramblas partying. But I would still dream sometimes about that woman — that filthy whore — who was daring to be something unconstrained, something daring and free." She lets out a sigh when my fingers brush her clit, and she pinches mine in return, making stars flash behind my closed eyelids.

"I've been working in America for a few years now," she continues, "making good money, helping my grandmother back in Spain to move into a nicer house than the dingy little apartment we lived in when I was a girl, doing all the right things and none of the wrong things. But when I saw a flyer for this SExC thing, tacked to the bulletin board in a coffee shop, I remembered that filthy whore, that free and daring filthy whore who was living a wild life I would never risk, and I decided that I would drive here and be her, if only for a weekend."

Julia lifts her far leg and puts her foot on the bench, opening her pussy wide for my fingers to explore. I drape my leg over her knee, stretching both hands out to stroke my fellow unicorns. Patricia's fingers have joined Julia's between my legs, and she's gasping as I strum across her stiff clit and drenched petals.

"We three are the luckiest gals in the world right now," I say. The delicious tingle between my legs is spreading through my body. I look down to watch Patricia and Julia competing to be the first to slide a finger into my channel; Patricia wins, but Julia slips a finger in beside hers. My nipples are achingly erect, and when Julia bends down to lick one, I explode in a quivering climax that makes Patricia laugh and nuzzle my neck. Her own orgasm is not far behind, and I feel her vagina pulse against my hand.

When we emerge from our suite, we find the fifth floor hallway is buzzing with activity. People are passing from room to room, chatting and touching and kissing, wearing everything from elaborate costumes to even less than we three painted unicorns. Doors that were closed when we entered are open, and we walk up and down the hall peeking inside: there's a game of naked Twister in one room that seems in danger of turning into an all-out orgy, there are people meditating in yoga poses by candlelight, there's a miniature disco ball spinning in a darkened room full of bodies grooving to a funky beat. It's overwhelming and beautiful.

"What do you think?" a woman's voice asks beside my ear. I turn to see Debbie's smiling face.

"It's ... wow," I say.

"This is one of the most amazing things you'll ever see," she says, raising her voice over the din, "so many people being so free and happy. I remember my first SExC, it terrified me! But it was a good scary, and I kept coming back until it become a thing I love to experience every year."

She hands me a plush pink and white unicorn horn with a yellow ribbon dangling from it. I put it on my head and Debbie helps tie the ribbons under my chin, then steps back and looks me up and down.

"You look amazing," she says, "a magical blue unicorn. Oh, you're going to have so much fun!"

Debbie disappears into the crowd, and I wander up and down the hall, slack-jawed in wonder. People brush against me, some reaching out to touch the horn on my head, some brushing against my blue hips and ass. I catch glimpses of the other unicorns from time to time, flitting in and out of rooms, giggling and dancing. I start dancing, too, finding my own rhythm, arms over my head and ass swinging from side to side, my whole body tingling with anticipation.

Then I spot Casey and Petra in the crowd; they look even more stunned than I felt when I first stepped into the fifth floor hall. I'm dancing in front of our suite, arms over my head and hips rolling, and when I catch their attention, I wave them over.

"I'd hug you," I say when they get to me, "but I don't think I'm completely dry yet. You like it?"

I pirouette to show off my paint job. Their eyes roam over the swirls and whorls and stars that cover the blue night sky of my body, and I see a delightful mix of of wonder and surprise in their eyes.

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

"You should stop by this room later," I say, pointing at the "UNICORN RIDES" sign. "It's going to be pretty wild!"

"There are three of us," I explain, "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."

I spin again and spring up and down on my toes, making my little tits jiggle.

"Maybe I will," Petra says, eyes wide. Casey has moved a little further down the hall, so Petra bends over to give me a quick kiss on my blue cheek and hurries to catch up with our friend. I put my hand against the spot she kissed, and wave after them. They're bound to find some kind of adventure down that hall; I've already found mine, and I can't wait for it to begin.

"Madeline." A man's voice is whispering in my ear. I turn and see one of the Unicorn Wranglers — tall and blonde and smiling, putting a large, steady hand on my shoulder. "It's time; will you follow me?"

My heart is pounding, and I can't decide whether I feel faint and afraid, or excited with anticipation. I take his hand and let him lead me through the door.
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The room with the huge bed is empty. Julia is standing in the doorway of the room with Patricia's birdcage, her back turned to me. I walk silently through the suite and stand beside her, putting my arm around her waist. Patricia's gangbang has started already, and appears to be going exactly as she desired.

There are three people — two men, one woman, all naked — standing inside the cage with Patricia, gently pushing her back and forth on her straps. Their fingers run over her body, their mouths trace her lines. She moves her head from side to side, seeking their mouths and hands, licking and sucking when she makes contact before the moment of her swing takes her from them.

A fourth person — a tall, dark-skinned man with the largest cock I've ever seen swinging between his muscular thighs — steps through the cage's door and kneels in front of Patricia. When she swings close, he reaches up to grasp her legs and pull her close, his face sliding up the inside of her leg before he pushes her away and into the arms of his co-conspirators.

Julia drapes an arm over my shoulder, her hand reaching around so her fingers can graze my nipples. I lean into her and hold her tight.

"Beautiful," Julia whispers in an awe-filled voice. "I have never seen anything so beautiful ..."

The man between Julia's legs holds her tight and presses his face to her core. I see Julia's smile contort into a grimace of joy when his mouth finds her sensitive folds, and I hear a wet slurp as the man sucks at her juices before pushing her away again. Her pussy shines in the dim light with his spit and her nectar, and she throws her head back in an ecstatic wail.

"Julia, are you ready?"

I look over and see that Unicorn Wrangler — tall and dark, his white shirt stretched taut over a sculpted chest, a silver whistle hanging around his neck — has taken his place beside Julia. He rests a hand lightly on her shoulder. I can feel Julia trembling against me, vibrating like a reed in the wind. She looks at me, eyes wide with a mix of fear and desire, and I hold her face between my palms and give her a long, slow kiss, my tongue diving deep into her mouth.

"You're a dirty whore, Julia," I whisper, pinching her cheeks, "and don't you forget it."

"I am," she whispers back. "I am a filthy puta begging to be fucked in every hole."

"Find me when you're done, I want to hear everything."

She lets her fingers linger on my arm as her wrangler gently guides her toward the other bedroom. There's a queue of men waiting outside the door — I count at least five, all naked and hard, cocks in their fists and fire in their eyes. I shiver all over thinking about how wonderfully she's about to be pounded.

Patricia's lover is on his feet now, having been devouring her pussy with his mouth while I watched Julia being led away to her fantasy fulfillment. The three lovers who were guiding her swing are holding her still while the man between her legs takes his cock in hand and lines it up. From where I'm standing, I just barely see the tip, a rich chocolate shade, nuzzled against her pink mound; it glistens and throbs. Once it's aimed at her core, the trio slowly guide her forward, impaling her; her face is a twisted mask of joy at the penetration. Then they slowly pull her off, and I can see the glossy shine along his shaft. I grunt at the same time Patricia does and bring my hand between my legs to give my petals a tug.

"Hey, Madeline," a voice beside me whispers, and I startle, quickly taking my hand away from my pussy. I look up at my wrangler, the tall blond who collected me from the hallway. He's smiling, clearly amused to catch me stroking myself while watching Patricia get fucked.

"Um, hi," I say, smiling sheepishly. Why I should be embarrassed to be caught masturbating, I have no idea — really, that's the least activity that I'm about to be doing in front of who knows how many strangers.

"Are you ready to start?" he asks, extending a hand.

"Oh, yes," I say, feeling my belly tighten in anticipation. I give him my hand — the hand that was just tickling my vulva — and he lifts it over my head and gives me a twirl and a dip like we're in the middle of a ballroom dance. I squeal in surprise and delight when he scoops me up in his arms, and I wrap my hands around his shoulders while he carries me to the giant bed and lays me tenderly among the pillows.

The lights are dim, and there are glowing candles in wrought iron stands scattered around the room. In the shadows, I can see figures seated on the benches, just barely out of focus; if I squint, I can count six or seven, some men, some women. I lie back, spreading my arms and legs wide and losing myself among the soft, silky pillows.

I feel weight on either side of me on the mattress, and when I turn to my left I see a familiar face smiling at me: Kelsey has stretched out beside me, and gently runs the tips of her fingers up my hip and across my belly. Fingers touch my shoulder on the other side, and I turn to see Pete lying next to me.

"We wanted to help you start things right," Kelsey says, leaning in for a kiss. Her smooth, naked warmth comforts and caresses me. Pete rakes his fingernails over my collarbone and across my breasts, then brings his lips to my nipple for a gentle suck.

"Thank you," I whisper. Kelsey's fingers brush a tear from my cheek, and she kisses away another that has started to pool in the corner of my eye. I take a deep breath, not wanting to cry at the beautiful surprise.

"Anything for our unicorn," Pete says, kissing his way across my belly. I tangle my fingers in his hair and trade more kisses with Kelsey.

I'm so busy kissing and fondling Kelsey and Pete that I don't notice the weight shifting by my feet before I feel a third pair of lips start to creep up from my ankle to my knee. I look down, and a green-eyed woman smiles up at me, her long red hair like a halo in the candlelight. She closes her eyes and focuses on my knee, giving it ticklish little licks and bites. Then she starts to move up while Pete moves down, and they meet on my mound, where they alternate between kissing my smooth-shaved skin and kissing each other. Kelsey pulls my face close, devouring my lips, nipping at my tongue.

Suddenly I'm aware of another body beside me, taking the place that Pete abandoned in his crawl down my belly, and I glance back to see a bearded man cuddling against me. The stiff hair on his face scratches the back of my neck, and I feel his cock pressing into my hip. I shift my ass so I can push against his erection, and he gently presses it against me, the spongy head smooth on my skin.

The bed shifts again, and again, and I'm aware that there are more people climbing up onto the mattress, crowding around me. Fingers slide and press, tongues trace slick trails up and down my limbs, lips tug at my hair and fingers and toes. I reach my arms out to embrace heads and arms and shoulders, my fingers encountering knees and hands and asses. I'm blanketed in flesh and hair and bone, every inch of me touching some other person — it's like my dream, but somehow stranger and more intense.

Pete and the woman who made her way up from my feet press their cheeks together between my legs and probe me with their tongues. They press my clit between them, rolling it back and forth between their mouths. Someone slips a finger inside me and presses up against my vaginal wall, and I lift my ass off the mattress with a groan. Suddenly a hand is on my ass, holding me up, and then another; more hands slide between my back and the mattress while fingers and mouths work at my nipples and belly. I feel slick with sweat and spit.

"How's it going so far?" says a voice above my head. I roll my eyes — I can't turn my head or lift my shoulders, so sheathed in flesh am I — and I see my wrangler kneeling next to me.

"Oh god it's good," I whisper. "Can I have a towel?"

He laughs and reaches behind him, producing a small white towel that he uses to dab at my arms and chest and belly. The soft fabric feels delightfully dry and a little abrasive. He wipes the sweat and spit from between my breasts, and runs a circle around my belly button.

"Are you ready to take it up a notch, or do you want to stay at this stage a little longer?" the wrangler asks.

"Um ... what's the next notch?" I ask.

"A little light fucking," he says.

"Oh ... I think I would like to be fucked," I say, "but touched, too, like now ..."

He turns his head and says, "You heard the lady."

There's a general shuffling around as the people I'm sharing this bed with move into new positions, bending over me and pressing, tickling, stroking with their fingers. I feel a weight between my legs, but I can't see anything but the people who are fondling my breasts and belly. Then I feel the familiar poke and prod of a cock exploring my entrance, teasing my clit, probing my lips. And then it's sliding into me, slippery and strong, and I grunt. I try to bring my hands down to my pussy, but my arms are pinned back on the bed.

Someone is fucking me wonderfully, with long, slow strokes; I can feel him push against my clit as he bottoms out, and then slide almost all the way out before plunging inside again. Hands are supporting my ass and hips, holding me up to meet him at a perfect angle for maximum depth.

I close my eyes and throw back my head, mouth open, and I feel something brush against my lips. With my tongue extended, I discover another cock, sheathed in a thin condom that has a slightly vanilla flavor. I wrap my tongue around it and pull into my mouth, sucking on it in time to the thrusts between my legs. When I lift my hand, I encounter the warmth and wetness of a pussy, fringed with soft hair. I work my fingers around its folds, pulling moisture from its channel.

My pussy is suddenly empty, and I'm about to demand that the cock get back where it belongs, when I feel another cock enter me. This one is a little thicker and a little shorter than the last one, and it's moving with a faster, more urgent rhythm. The hands under my ass squeeze in time to the thrusts and lift me a little higher. I suck harder at the cock in my mouth, and I feel it pulse between my lips.

The thrusting between my legs gets faster and harder, and I hear a gasp and a grunt as my lover shudders against me. Hands are squeezing my hips, but I don't know if they're his or someone else's. Then my pussy is empty again, but not for long. I lean back and fall into a rhythm of sucking cocks that are presented to my mouth, while a succession of cocks relentlessly pounds me.

I quickly lose count of the penises that have filled my pussy — is my wrangler tracking the statistics? Since I can't see who's fucking me, my view blocked by the mouths and hands and bodies all over me, it's entirely possible that there are repeat performers. All I know is that one minute my pussy is full and stretched, the tingles of climax starting to build in my toes, and the next I'm achingly empty, hungrily lifting my hips, before I'm filled again. The only problem is that I'm having to start the climb up the path to orgasm again after each new cock brings me tantalizingly close.

I let out a frustrated groan at being empty once again just on the verge of orgasm, and I flail my hands in irritation. My wrangler leans close to me, clearing a path for himself through my lovers. His breath is soft and his eyes are gentle, and if I could free my hands I would pull his face to mine and demand that he fuck me — I'm certain he could make me come.

"I need to come," I gasp. "I'm so close, but they keep pulling out ..." I feel like I'm near tears with frustration.

"Then we'll fix that," he says.

He disappears for a moment, and when he comes back, he has a white cylinder in his hand with a round knob on one end. He presses a button on the end, and the device starts to hum; he puts the knob against my shoulder so I can feel its constant, gentle vibration. Almost immediately, I feel the muscles relax and I swoon back against the pillows.

"I'd like to use this," my wrangler says, "on your clit. Is that okay?"

"Fuck yes," I say.

He grins and slides the knob down over my belly, clearing a path through the fingers that are all over me, and that quickly return in the device's wake. When he reaches my clit, the sensation is almost too much, and I shrink back from it, momentarily dislodging the cock currently in my pussy. Through the scrum of bodies that has parted briefly to make way for the vibrator, I see that it's a tall, bearded man — not the one who lay beside me earlier, this one has a tight blonde beard, the first was dark-haired — who is kneeling between my thighs. He quickly slips his cock back into me, fucking me with long, slow strokes, while the vibrator grazes my clit, its pressure gradually increasing.

The tingling builds and builds, hands and mouths return to my belly and breasts, fingers tease my ass and thighs, cocks jockey for my mouth. My toes start to curl, my thighs tighten, and I push my back into my nest of pillows as my orgasm rips through me. Someone is screaming, and it takes me a moment to realize it's me, wailing at the ecstatic explosion wracking my body.

Once this wall has burst, I'm on a broad plateau of orgasm — I can't tell if I'm coming again or coming still when the next cock slips into me. The quiet hum of the vibrator accompanies to grunts of my lovers and the creaking of the bed as the intensity of the fucking increases to match my rippling, shaking, constant climax.

One cock has pulled free, and another lover takes his place between my legs. I feel the slickness of the lubricated, latex-sheathed head swirling around my lips, probing my channel, and then suddenly it makes a move for my puckered asshole, which has been pulsing along in time with my pussy. I let out a gasp, and before the cock can make any progress into my rectum I hear a shrill whistle.

"Flag on the play!" the wrangler shouts. I feel people rolling free of me, and I see my wrangler guiding the man who had been trying to fuck my ass off the bed.

But the probing at my ass had sent a new kind of tingle through me, and I'm suddenly reconsidering my boundaries. I had checked "no" for anal on Debbie's form because of a particularly bad college experience, when a one-night stand had tried to slip his cock lube-free into my ass — he didn't get very far, but the pain of that attempted breach had been excruciating, and had put me off fucking for a week and off anal forever. Or so I thought.

As the crowd returns, the fingers and tongues resuming their caresses, and as a new lover takes his place between my legs, I signal for my wrangler again. He puts his face close to mine, and I ask, "Can I ... change my mind?"

"Do you want to use your safe word?" he asks, concern lining his face.

"No ... not that ... can I decide ... I want ... what if I want to be fucked in the ass?"

He laughs and caresses my cheek. "Nothing is written in stone," he says. "You can change your mind about anything at any time. Do you want to be fucked in the ass?"

"More than anything in the world," I gasp. I move my head to coax his fingers into my mouth, gently licking and sucking at them. He plants a kiss on my forehead and disappears.

I feel a sudden warmth and wetness on my ass, and lift my head to see that my wrangler is kneeling between my legs with a shining handful of lube. He smears it all over me, gently probing my pussy and asshole with his fingers while my lovers watch. I see three men kneeling on the bed near my knees, two women on either side of me, and I sense others just out of my range of vision. I lie back, legs spread and eyes closed, luxuriating in the wet caress between my legs.

The wrangler hands the vibrator to one of the women and returns to my side. He cradles my head while one of the men takes his position between my legs, cock in hand. It's not a huge cock — it's long and narrow, perfectly suited for the task at hand. I crane my neck back to look into my wrangler's eyes as I feel the probing at my puckered hole start again, invited this time.

"Relax," my wrangler whispers, stroking my sweaty hair and gently touching my cheek. "Just relax and let yourself open."

The pressure against my asshole increases, and I can feel the cock's head passing the tight ring of muscle. I gasp and involuntarily clamp down, pushing it out. My lover uses a finger to massage my rosebud, and presses his other hand against my vulva. The woman with the vibrator gently strokes the knob against my clit, and I groan as my climax resumes. My lover slips a narrow finger past the entrance to my rectum, and I arch my back to draw him further in. He slides it in and out, and I feel my resistance fading as I open, slowly, inviting his finger deeper.

My wrangler kisses my forehead and strokes my face and neck. My lover pulls his finger free and tries again with his cock. Softened by his finger, my asshole yields to his slow progress, and I feel the glans pass the ring and start its glide into my rectum. Tears well up in my eyes from the pain and pleasure, and my wrangler kisses them dry while my lover gently fucks my ass.

We have a new rhythm established now — one cock fucks my pussy, and the next fucks my ass, while the vibrator buzzes against my mound and my clit. My wrangler continues to cradle my head, wiping at the tears of pleasure that course down my cheeks, while mouths suckle at my breasts and teeth nip at my belly. I fall into the pillows, swallowed in a sea of sensation, drowning in an ocean of orgasm.

I feel myself lifted off the bed, and a body slides underneath me. Hands wrap around my waist and lips graze my back, and I feel the cock below me probing my now blooming rosebud. When it's firmly seated in my ass, I feel hands push my thighs further apart until they burn with the stretch, and a cock starts to probe the opening to my pussy. I glance up at my wrangler, and a look of concern flashes over his face.

"Is this okay?" he asks.

I nod and reach my arms up to touch his face. The cock coaxing its way into my pussy makes its entrance, slowly because the channel is being constricted by the cock filling my ass, but insistently. I pull my wrangler's face down to mine and kiss him hard on the mouth, my tongue sliding past his teeth as the cock in my pussy fills me to overflowing.

I have the strangest sensation of flying and falling, my head both disorientedly dizzy and perfectly clear. The cocks filling me are my wings, lifting me higher and higher in a spiral of delight; my wrangler's hands on my head are there to buoy me up; the lips and fingers caressing my body are the wind rushing past me as I take flight. My dream of welcoming the world into me, of me being caressed inside and out, embraced and absorbed, has come true in a blinding burst of sensation. My roar of delight is swallowed by my wrangler's mouth pressed tight to my lips, and his strong arms carry me spinning and spinning to rest in a feathery heap.
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My mind is slow to climb out of its cocoon of drowsy delight. My body is sore and tingly; I am sated as I've never been before, as though I've feasted at the most delightful meal, prepared by loving hands, and am ready now to be carried to bed. I feel the weight on the mattress shift, and I turn my head to see Julia's smile.

The green paint on her face is streaked and smeared by sweat and tears, but her eyes radiate joy. She reaches out to pull strands of hair from my face and gently kisses my cheek.

Lips brush my other cheek, and I turn to see Patricia, equally radiant, equally smeared. She lies beside me, pressing her still-painted breasts against mine, and kisses my lips. A tingle tickles my belly at her kiss.

"My filthy dreams came true," Julia whispers in my ear. "Did yours?"

I try to speak, but I can't find the words. The sensation of falling and flying is still buzzing through me, and I'm sure if I tried to sit up I would topple over. All I can do is smile and nod.

Fingers gently tickle my toes, and I squirm and look down at my belly. Some of the paint has rubbed off — are there blue-bellied, blue-cocked men roaming the halls now after joining me in ecstasy? Kneeling between my thighs is Casey, grinning and shaking her head at me. I feel a little like Dorothy waking up after her visit to Oz, except that I'm waking into a world even more vibrantly technicolor than the one I left, and my strange companions seem even stranger and more magical than before.

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

"Everything?" I croak, and fall back into the pillows, looking up at the ceiling but seeing the writhing limbs and supple tongues that caressed me along my strange journey.

It's Kelsey who carries me to the suite I'm sharing with Casey and Petra, her strong arms cradling me. I let my legs dangle against her hips and wrap my arms loosely around her neck. She nuzzles me, purring gently into my throat, as we make our slow progress down the hall and to the elevator.

Casey directs Kelsey into the room she and Petra are sharing and turns down the sheets on one of the beds. I tumble from Kelsey's arm onto the pillow, and sigh when Casey pulls the soft sheet up over my body.

"What about Petra?" I mumble.

"I don't think Petra's coming back tonight," Casey says. "And if she does, 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," I say, reaching for her face.

She holds my hand against her mouth and kisses my palm.

"I love you, too, Mads, you beautiful fool."

She lets go of my hand and it drops limply onto my belly. Sleep overtakes me, sweet and dreamless.

A dream of standing in a waterfall startles me awake, and realize that I need to pee. I swing my legs over the edge of the bed — my feet feel like they're made of lead — and stumble out to the bathroom. When I turn on the light, I'm met by a startling face in the mirror: streaked blue and yellow, black hair tangled and sweaty, eyes red and heavy-lidded. I give myself a laugh and sit on the toilet to empty my bladder; it feels almost as good as the endless orgasm that carried me away on my gangbang bed.

When I pad silently back into the bedroom, I hear Casey breathing. At first I think she's in a deep sleep, on the verge of snoring, but then I catch a ragged, panting edge to her breath. When a quiet gasp catches in her throat, I grin, sure that I know exactly what she's doing.

Rather than climb back into my own bed, I quietly pull down the comforter on Casey's and slide under it. Casey gasps, suddenly aware of my presence, and lies perfectly still. I can hear her breathing shallowly in the dark.

"Can I sleep here?" I whisper, moving closer to her.

"Of course," she answers, sliding over to make room. No doubt she's had plenty of nocturnal visits from her girls begging to share her bed after a nightmare, and I'm just one more interruption in a tried-and-true pattern.

I invade the space she ceded, and continue to push closer. She slides over further; she must be on the very edge of the bed now. I keep moving closer until my bare hip presses into hers. Casey tenses, holding her breath; I turn on my side and throw a leg over hers, feeling naked skin against my thigh. I put a hand on her belly and sneak my fingers down, looking for the waistband of her panties; I find her silky hair instead.

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

"Well, not as good as you, apparently," she says with a chuckle.

"How much did you see?" I ask.

"Enough," she says. "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," I say. "It was an endless parade."

"What are you going to tell Bill?"

"Everything — those were his instructions." I slide my fingers up and down the space between her mound and her belly button. "I'm especially going to tell him about the guys who fucked my ass," I whisper, my lips grazing her 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," I say, 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," Casey says. She inches a little closer to me, and I let my pussy brush against her hip. "And how was that?"

"Fucking amazing," I whisper. I move my face closer to her and flick her earlobe with my tongue. When she doesn't pull away, I gently nibble at it and suck it into my mouth. Casey's breath is jittery and shallow.

"How many men do you think fucked you tonight?"

"No way to know," I say. "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?"

Casey turns her face toward me and lets her lips brush mine. I return the kiss, more firmly, and slide my fingers lower where they encounter her hand already occupying the space between her folds. My fingers join hers, gently drawing moisture from her channel.

"When I'm in, I'm all in," I say.

Casey moans when I find her clit and give it a gentle stroke. She has her own fingers between her lips, slipping inside and spreading her petals. I pull myself on top of her, stretching myself along her soft, full breasts and curvy hips, one hand stroking her cheek as I kiss her mouth and one continuing to strum her sensitive nub.

She lifts her knees and pulls them tight against my hips, holding me firmly in place. The hand not slipping in and out of her pussy comes up to stroke my ass, pulling me hard against her.

"Oh fuck, Mads, you're amazing," she moans.

"I know," I say, sucking at her lips and nipping at her tongue. She pushes her hips up to rub against my hand, and I press hard against her clit. Casey shudders and gasps, and I feel her belly tighten against mine as she comes against me.

When she catches her breath, she wraps her arms around me and hugs me close, my hard little nipples pressing against her soft, full breasts. I can feel her heart pounding.

"I have something to show you," she whispers into my ear, her fingers stroking and twisting my tangled hair.

"Oh do you? Because I have things to show you."

"Mine's better." She pushes her legs into my hips and shifts her ass to roll over on top of me. Then she straddles my waist and reaches over my head and under the pillow, emerging with a long pink cylinder. She twists its base and it starts to purr, and I see that it has a little rounded bump shaped like a thumb sticking out about a third of the way up the shaft.

"I got this at the gift shop in the lobby," she says, letting its vibrating tip tease first one of my nipples, and then the other. "I was planning to try it out before you interrupted me."

I squirm under the electric buzz of Casey's vibrator, feeling the tingle stretch from my nipples to my clit. She runs it in circles around my breasts and then over my belly, stopping just above where my little landing strip used to start before Kelsey shaved it off.

"So I'm going to try it out on you instead," she says. In the dim light, I see a wicked grin on her face, framed by her tangled blonde hair.

Casey leans over to kiss me, then slides her mouth over my chin to my neck, over my collarbone to my breasts, working her way lower, leading with her tongue, letting the tip of the vibrator follow. Goosebumps rise on my arms and legs, and I shiver at the stimulation.

When she reaches my mound, she pushes my legs up in the air and licks long and slow from my puckered rosebud to the cleft of my sex, and then back down, dappling my sensitive flesh with the dew of her tongue. Then she gently pushes my thighs apart and commences to absolutely devour my pussy, making happy humming noises as she eats.

"Oh fuck, Casey!" I gasp, grabbing her hair and holding her tight against my crotch. "I didn't know you were a muff diver!"

I feel her laugh. She licks along my folds and looks up at me.

"There's a lot you don't know about me," she says, stroking my bare vulva. "And there's no muff to dive into down here. Have you always been shaved smooth?"

"First time in a long time."

"It's quite a night for firsts." She resumes her licking and sucking, and I'm on the verge of a climax — I've lost count of how many I've had since Jake ate me out in this very room — when she stops and sits up.

"I think everything's wet enough now," she says, circling my channel with her fingers. She presses the still-buzzing vibrator against my thigh, making me squirm. "Are you ready?"

I nod and whisper, "Yes."

My pussy has been so filled and fondled all weekend that it should be numb, or even sore, but Casey's vibrator lights me up like a firecracker. It slips easily into my sopping channel, its vibrations echoing through my core, and then the little thumb sticking off its side pushes into my clit. The combination sends me over the edge with a roar, but Casey continues to fuck me with firm, steady strokes until I come again, and again, and finally have to push her away with my feet and curl into a quivering ball with my knees tucked into my belly.

She switches off the vibrator and falls, laughing, onto the bed beside me, putting her arms around me. Casey is warm and soft against my back, and I cuddle against her, feeling loved and cherished in her embrace.

"Sleep well, Mads," she whispers into my neck as I feel sleep creeping up on me again. "You've earned a rest."


Casey's Story
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The adventure continues with " Casey's Story": still waters run deep, and some fires burn for years. Learn the secrets that Casey has been hiding from her friends as a life she thought she had left behind returns to haunt her …
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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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Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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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!
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