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The dance of the lumberjack


Casey scored the last two-room suite at the casino hotel. "Apparently there's some big event this weekend," she says as we pull into the parking lot, "they have two whole floors set aside for it. I squeezed in just before they locked the reservations."

"What kind of event?" I ask.

Casey shrugs. "Who knows, dentist convention? Maybe a big undertaker's trade show with coffins all over the place?"

"Maybe one of those comic book cons?" Madeline asks from the back seat.

"Nah," says Casey, "Kenny would be here in that case; he's playing D&D with his buddies in the rec room all weekend, so I'm pretty sure there's no nerd con within a hundred miles."

"As long as it doesn't interfere with the blackjack tables and the cheap drinks," Madeline says, "they can have any kind of event they want."

I glance at my watch while Casey goes into the hotel to check in and Madeline pops the trunk so we can unload our luggage. It's only two o'clock; the casino is about an hour and a half from the city, so even with a stop for lunch it only took a couple hours to get here. Phil is probably still on the road; the place he's going camping is further away, in the opposite direction. He said that cell service is really spotty up there, but I send him a quick text anyway: "arrived safe and sound hope you have a fun weekend! lots of love!"

The wedding is only three months away, and while I'm a little stressed about all the event planning things, it's a nagging feeling in the back of my head that I'm taking too big a step that could be a big mistake that really has me worried. Phil and I have been a couple for over five years, and we've been living together for two, so getting married should be no big deal — we're just making official what's been the reality for a long time. And I love Phil more than I've ever loved anyone before. But there's something that feels weird about declaring that I've found the person I'm going to spend the rest of my life with, and locking that in forever — forever is a mighty long time.

This casino weekend is supposed to be a chance for me to get away from the wedding stuff for a few days, and for Phil and me to have a little space. As much as we love each other, we really have different interests and personalities, and we've been getting on each other's nerves lately with the wedding planning seeping into all aspects of our lives. I have no idea what he's going to do in the woods, and I really don't care as long as I don't have to be there. And I'm pretty sure that a weekend with Casey and Madeline would be torture for Phil — he's always polite around them, but he makes himself scarce whenever they're around, having no interest in their chatter about "Real Housewives" and shoe sales. Sometimes they can get on my nerves, too, but a few days of girl talk and casino games are going to be a welcome reset.

Madeline pokes me in the ribs as she goes by me, pulling her suitcase behind her. "Hey, Petra," she says, "are you going to stare into space all weekend or haul ass to the casino? There's games to be won!"

"Yeah, on my way," I say, and retrieve my bags from the trunk.

The suite is really nice, and quite a score for the price Casey got. It has two bedrooms — one with two queen beds, one with a king — and a big bathroom with a whirlpool tub. There's a lounge area with a couch and chairs and a big screen TV, and a little kitchenette with a sink, microwave, coffeemaker, and mini fridge. The view is of the casino parking lot and highway, so it's not exactly scenic, but that's the only strike I can see against the place.

"The bride to be can have the solo room," Casey announces. "The married ladies are already used to sharing a room with someone who snores."

"I don't snore," Madeline says with a huff.

"You do when you've been drinking," I say.

"Yeah, whatever. As long as I get my own bed I'm good — I can't wait to stretch out like a big old whale and have all the blankets to myself!"

I laugh at this. There's absolutely nothing whale-like about Madeline — if anything, she's more of a goldfish, tiny and fine-boned with short black hair and a perky little nose and absolutely no ass or tits. She could stretch out on a single bed and still leave plenty of room.

Casey and I are definitely more on the whale end of things, or at least large porpoise. Casey has a mom bod, which makes sense considering that she has two cute little girls at home with her husband Kenny this weekend — her curves filled out with the first kid, and only became more luscious with the second. She was anxious at first about losing her pregnancy weight, but now she leans into being the buxom belle at the pre-school pickup time, turning a lot of dads' heads with the swing of her ass. I'm just tall, with a good head over Madeline and a few inches over Casey; I was always self-conscious about it growing up, especially in middle school when I towered over the boys like a freak giantess, but I've come to terms with it. When I wear heels, I'm about an inch taller than Phil — he doesn't seem to mind, but I do plan to wear flats with my wedding gown, so I don't have to bend down for the kiss.

"Did you find out what kind of convention we're sharing the hotel with?" I ask Casey as I flop down on the couch.

"Not really," she says, "but I think it's some sort of tech thing. There was a sign by the reception that said 'Welcome SExC'" — she spells out the letters — "and you only call your group 'sexy' if it's definitely not."

"I hope the little nerds don't hog the blackjack table," Madeline says.

"I don't think they start arriving until pretty late," Casey says. "It looks like the conference rooms are booked tomorrow for whatever 'sexy' events they're doing."

"As long as they're busy in the conference rooms," Madeline says, "we should be fine; I don't want to have to shiv any tech boys to get to the lucky table, but I'm not saying I won't."

After we unpack in the suite, we head down to the casino to get the lay of the land. It's still early, and there are only a few people at the slots and tables. Madeline eyes the blackjack tables — she can be a fiend for the cards — and Casey does a slow circle around the roulette wheel, which currently has just one player and a very bored looking attendant. I've seen Casey at a busy wheel, the whir and click egging her on as she makes her calls, and I hope she gets a chance to lose herself in the buzz of it this weekend.

I'm more of a poker player myself. I like to settle in to a long game, read the other players, work out a strategy. Nothing especially high stakes, but enough that there's some tension. There are no poker games going on at the moment, but according to the schedule posted at a table in the back, there's one starting right around supper time, and then hourly games into the wee hours of the morning.

The casino is a little too quiet, and the bar beckons with its comfy chairs and rows of colorful bottles. Madeline excuses herself to find the restroom, while Casey and I find seats at the end of the bar. The bar is pretty quiet, too, but I'm sure it will pick up once the SExC crowd arrives. I don't know what the tech boys will be drinking — probably something mixed in an energy drink — but a sweet martini sounds good to me. Casey orders herself an old-fashioned, and a Manhattan for Madeline, who's taking a little longer on her errand than I would have expected.

"You'll never guess what I've done," Madeline says as she scurries to the bar, giggling a little, her cheeks flushed.

"You've signed up for a one-way trip to Mars," I say.

"No."

"You joined a cult," Casey says.

"No!"

"You won around-the-world balloon trip tickets and you're leaving at dawn," I say.

"Oh, just quit it!" Madeline punches me lightly in the shoulder. "I shouldn't have said anything, it's a surprise. You'll be surprised. Maybe shocked and scandalized, too, but for sure surprised."

We have two rounds at the bar, but since it's not yet dinner time, we call it good — we've got the whole weekend ahead of us, we need to pace ourselves. We head up to the room to relax before supper.

I make some tea and sit on the couch while Casey flips through the channels on the TV. It's the usual hotel room line up — basic cable, a couple of movie channels, the pay-per-view menu with its list of recent blockbusters and provocatively titled erotic movies that almost certainly don't live up to the billing. She lands on some home-improvement channel, and we relax into watching a surprisingly hunky handyman explaining how to put up a fence.

"Mmmm, he could fill my post holes any time," Casey says when the camera lingers on the handyman's denim-covered ass.

"I'll bet he's got a nice ten pound hammer," I say over my cup of tea. I look over at Madeline, expecting her to join in — she's usually the first to escalate the jokes to a truly filthy level that never fails to make me blush — but she's not paying any attention to the TV. Instead, she's nervously looking at her watch and pacing around by the kitchenette with a little bottle of water.

"Something wrong, Mads?" Casey asks.

"No, no, everything's fine," she says, taking a sip of her water.

Casey shrugs and turns back to the TV. The handyman is squatting down at the base of a fencepost with a level, and his tool belt has dragged his jeans down enough to expose the small of his back and a peek of his boxers' waistband. She nudges my shoulder and says, "I want to see the outtakes from this episode; do you think those trousers kept moving south?"

Just then there's a knock at the door, and Madeline drops her water, barely catching it before it all spills. "Shit shit shit," she says, and rushes to answer.

"Did you order room service?" I ask. We were planning to go down to the buffet in about an hour — one benefit of a casino stay is the massive quantity of free or cheap food situated close to the games, so ordering in seems counterproductive.

"Um ... sort of?" she says.

She swings the door open and there's a tall, broad-chested man leaning on the jamb in a red buffalo plaid shirt and tight jeans, holding what appears to be a fake axe over one shoulder and a small backpack over the other. He has an impressive mustache — black and dense and waxed into subtle curls at the end — and a black knit cap pushed back on his head so his thick, curly black hair sticks out in front.

"Howdy, ma'am," he says, "did someone here need a bush trimmed?"

Madeline giggles, and her face is beet red. She hurries the man inside with her hand on his shoulder and bumps the door closed with her hip.

"Um, guys," she says, standing next to the ersatz lumberjack with her arm around his waist like they're old friends, "this is, um ... Jack?"

"Jake," he says.

"Jake. This is Jake, he's a ... performer ..."

"You could say that," he says with a grin. He has his arm around Madeline's waist, too, but he has to bend down to reach — the top of her head barely clears his massive chest.

"Anyway, he had some free time in his schedule, so I hired him to come up for a quick ... um ... performance?"

"You hired a stripper?" says Casey, arching an eyebrow.

"Um ... yes?"

Casey sighs and crosses her arms, leaning back into the couch.

"Are you gals SExC?" Jake the stripping lumberjack asks.

"Excuse me?" says Casey.

"No no, not sexy," he says, "I mean, obviously you're that." He winks and twirls his mustache — I don't think I've ever seen anyone actually twirl their mustache. "I mean the convention."

"No," says Madeline, "we're just here for a girls' weekend; we didn't even know anything was happening at the hotel."

"Makes sense," Jake says. "My dance card is pretty full the rest of the weekend. Things aren't really supposed to start happening until tomorrow morning, so your friend hired me to do a sort of warm-up routine if that's okay; steep discount, matinee pricing. I can show you gals a good time before you get into your weekend at the casino."

I'm a little puzzled why a male stripper would be hanging around a tech conference, or why he'd be booked up because of it, but he is kind of cute and I don't mind a show. I've only ever seen two strip shows — one was one of those big traveling extravaganzas with lots of lights and special effects but not really much for sexiness, and the other was the stripper at Madeline's bachelorette party, who was kind of sleazy and spent most of his time trying to whip his dick in people's faces. Jake seems more professional than that, at least, and we've got about an hour to kill.

"I'm game," I say, then look over at Casey. Casey still has her arms crossed over her chest, and she's scowling, more at Madeline than at Jake.

"Fine," she says. She picks up the remote and switches off the TV. "We're not going to see any ass on 'Money Pit Marathon' or whatever."

Madeline claps her hands and scurries over to the couch, squeezing in between Casey and me. Jake walks over to the little kitchenette and starts unpacking his backpack: a bluetooth speaker and phone, a couple of red bandanas, a little jar of maple syrup, a miniature spotlight. He makes sure the lights are off, but since it's still just late afternoon and the curtains let light in from outside, the room is more dim than dark. He clicks on the spotlight anyway and aims it at a spot on the floor in front of us, then fiddles with the speaker and phone for a minute until some smooth electronic house music starts to play. Then he stands in the spotlight, takes a deep breath, and begins to dance.

His dance is actually pretty good. His movements are fluid and strong, not overly dramatic; the spinning around with the axe is a little corny, but clearly part of the lumberjack bit and it doesn't last very long. He also loses the flannel shirt early on, showing us a tight gray t-shirt that highlights his pecs and abs. Jake is in pretty good shape, and obviously puts a lot of effort into toning his body. I can't help but feel a little tingly.

Pretty soon, Jake loses the t-shirt, too, tossing it to Madeline, who catches it and squeals. Then he comes over to the couch and extends his hand to me. I look away shyly, but Jake's eyes are warm and inviting, and finally I take his hand and let him pull me to my feet. He embraces me loosely and turns me around the room in a slow, swaying dance, one hand on my shoulder and one on my back. I put my hands on the small of his back and feel the firm muscles shifting under warm skin as he moves; I cannot deny that the tingles are stronger. Then he guides me back to the couch, gives me a gentle kiss beside my lips, and helps me to my seat. I can't help grinning.

He motions for Casey to join him for a dance, and I'm afraid she's going to slap his hand away, but after a few seconds she stands and lets him take her in his arms. Hers is a more stiff and formal stance, though, almost like she expects him to waltz, but he takes her lead and moves her around the room with stately grace. She's smiling when he brings her back, and even accepts a light peck on the cheek.

When he gets to Madeline, she's up like she's spring loaded, pressing her chest against him and running her hands up and down his back. He responds in kind, pulling her tight to him, his hands cupping her jean-covered ass as Madeline puts her arms around his neck and pulls his face down for a hard, passionate kiss. They don't so much dance as stumble, hands roaming and tongues jostling, and when Jake's mouth works its way down Madeline's neck, she throws her head back and moans, raising one leg to wrap around his thigh.

Madeline is flushed and panting when Jake gently returns her to the couch, and even he's more than a little red faced. He resumes his dance with a slow strut and some deep bends, and then unbuckles his belt and slowly pulls it out a loop at a time; Madeline is squealing and clapping, Casey is glowering at Madeline, and I'm dividing my attention between Jake and my friends.

When he has the belt free, he does some moves with it stretched out over his head and behind his back, making his pecs vibrate, and then he tosses the belt to me. He puts his thumbs through the loops on his jeans and gives a firm tug, and suddenly they pull apart along a hidden seam in the legs, leaving him dressed in only his knit hat, a black codpiece, and black boots. He's also wearing a wicked smile, and he twirls his mustache as he twirls himself, letting us see his hard, muscular ass, which is hairless and buffed to a radiant shine. Madeline is practically drooling and leaning forward to be as close to that ass as she can get; Casey is leaning back scowling, arms crossed.

Jake does some squats and lunges that make his codpiece shimmy and Madeline squeal. He makes a close pass to the couch, and Madeline reaches out a hand to drag her fingers along his ass and up to the straps that hold his codpiece in place, but he evades her grasp when she tries to grab and presumably undo one of the straps. He returns to the spotlight's circle, strikes a dramatic pose with his arms over his head that accentuates his lean muscles and black package, and then the music stops and the spotlight goes out, leaving silence and the twilight dimness of the hotel room.

Madeline cheers and claps, and Casey and I applaud. Jake does a little bow and smile, then starts to pack up his gear.

"That was really nice," Casey says. I look at her to try to detect sarcasm, but I don't see any snark in her face — it seems like she did actually enjoy Jake's show.

Not as much as Madeline did, though; she's on her feet in a flash and standing next to Jake while he packs up, a delicate hand on his thick biceps. She hands him the t-shirt that she had caught during the performance and pouts a little when he slips it on over his head.

"What's the maple syrup for?" Madeline asks, putting a finger on the little jar just as Jake is reaching for it.

"Oh, that's for the ... um ... maple candy cane." Jake is blushing a little, which seems unlikely for a stripper.

"I don't remember seeing a maple candy cane," Madeline says. She puts a hand on Jake's back and lets a finger graze his still-bare ass.

"I don't typically do that in the matinee shows," Jake says. "It's more of a late night thing, when it's a little crazier."

"You don't think we're crazy enough?"

Jake leans down to kiss Madeline's forehead, but she tilts her head so his kiss lands closer to her mouth. He puts an arm around Madeline's waist to pull her closer, and her belly grazes his codpiece, making it shake.

"I think you're pretty crazy," he says, his mouth close to hers, and gives her a firm, open-mouthed kiss. Madeline moans and leans into him.

"Get a room, you two," Casey says, taking the remote and flipping the TV back on. The handyman show is over, and now there are people measuring a wall and hanging a big abstract painting on the screen.

"We've got a room," Madeline says, not pulling her face away from Jake's kisses.

"A different room."

Madeline turns to look at Casey, her face flushed and eyes a little dilated. I haven't seen her like this since she and her husband Bill were first dating and they would make out whenever a group of us were together, sometimes sneaking away for a few minutes, only to return disheveled and grinning.

"I hired Jake," Madeline snaps, "and if I want to pay for the maple candy cane, then I'm going to pay for the maple candy cane."

"Fine," Casey says, flipping through channels on the television. She doesn't stop on any station long enough to catch more than a flash on the screen and a buzz from the speakers.

Madeline turns back to Jake, snaking her hands up under his shirt while she kisses him. He has his hands on her ass, lifting her onto her toes as he kneads her through her jeans.

Suddenly Madeline brings her hands to the straps around his upper thighs and gives a tug, and the codpiece comes loose. In the shadows between Jake and Madeline I see his cock spring free, half hard and pale, the purple head rubbing against Madeline's fly. He makes no effort to reassemble his costume, and as he kisses her his cock stiffens and starts to point skyward. I half cover my face but I can't look away; Casey's eyes are locked on the TV, her face like thunder, as she clicks, clicks, clicks through the channels.

Jake lets go of Madeline and pulls back, a perfect cock-length away from her. He takes the little jar of maple syrup off the counter and opens it, then dips a finger into it to pull out a sticky strand of amber liquid. He rubs the liquid around Madeline's parted lips, and she darts her tongue out to taste it. Then he scoops up more of the syrup and runs a long, sticky line of it along the shaft of his cock and circles his finger around the glans.

Madeline smiles, her hand reaching down to take hold of Jake's cock, smearing the syrup along its length. She drops to her knees in front of Jake, grinning up at him, and then bobs her head down to suck his cock deep into her mouth, a little of the amber syrup pooling on her lips.

She has her hands on his ass, squeezing his cheeks with her fingers, and I can tell from the way her cheeks dimple in that she's sucking hard. Jake wraps his fingers in her hair and holds her head steady, ever so gently rocking his hips back and forth. I look over at Casey, but she's still staring at the television, clicking through channels, face set with an annoyed frown.

"That's enough, baby," Jake says, breathing hard and pulling his cock free of Madeline's mouth. Madeline tries to follow, a string of spit connecting her lip to the head of his cock, but Jake holds her back with his hands on her shoulders. "This is a matinee show, I need to be in good form for the rest of the night."

Madeline pouts and turns her head to run her tongue on Jake's bare arm. "I like your maple candy cane," she says, "it's hard and sweet."

Jake laughs and reaches for his dangling codpiece. Before he can strap it back in place, though, Madeline reaches out to cup his balls in her hand, giving them a gentle squeeze. Jake lets her fondle his balls for a few seconds before pushing her hand away.

"I'll bet I've got sweet flavors you can taste," Madeline says with a sexy pout. "And I think you've got a few more minutes on the clock for this performance."

Jake looks over at the clock on the microwave. "Maybe I do at that," he says.

"I think Jake needs to pack up, Madeline," Casey says, not looking up from the television.

"Fifteen minutes?" Madeline pleads.

"Ten," says Casey. "And you owe me."

Madeline springs to her feet, wraps her hand around Jake's cock, and disappears into the bedroom. The door slams behind them, and I hear both of them giggling inside.

"Casey," I say, looking over at my friend on the other end of the couch. "What the fuck?"

Casey snaps off the TV with a flick of her wrist and says, "I'm hungry, let's go eat."

I can hear Madeline's moans coming from behind the bedroom door as we leave the room.

"What the fuck?" I repeat when we get in the elevator.

Casey shrugs. "I don't know; there's something going on between her and Bill, but I have no idea what. We were out for a happy hour last week and she was all over the bartender until I finally had to pull her off him to get us home."

We're through the buffet line and settling at a table when Madeline comes into the dining room, hair mussed and face flushed. She sits down, grabs a dinner roll off my plate, and starts to apply butter.

"So what was that all about?" Casey asks. "Are you going to be fucking random guys in our room all weekend? Because that's not what I signed up for."

"I didn't fuck him," Madeline says.

"Like hell — there was a lot of moaning coming out of the bedroom when we left for you two to be playing Go Fish or something."

"No P in V action," Madeline says. She gets a slightly dreamy look on her face. "But he ate me out something fierce."

I'm sure my face is beet red; Madeline is always extremely frank in her discussions of sex, but this feels like a step beyond her usual quite minimal boundaries. Not to mention the semi-public blowjob she was giving Jake, which was far beyond anything she did even in our wilder college days.

"It's this new medication Bill's on," Madeline says. "He started on it for his blood pressure a couple of months ago, and not only can he not get a boner, he doesn't even really want to get a boner. His doctor is working on the dosage to see what they can do about it, but it's been a very dry spring in my bedroom."

"And you don't have a vibrator?" I ask, recalling a few times I had walked into our dorm room to the sound of a battery-operated boyfriend taking Madeline through her paces.

"Of course I have a vibrator! I'm burning through the batteries. Look, Bill and I discussed it, 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."

"That's fine as far as it goes," Casey says, "but we need to set up some boundaries. Like, maybe don't be giving a stripper a blowjob in the kitchenette while I'm watching television?"

Even Madeline seems a little embarrassed at that. "Yeah, I guess I got carried away."

"Maybe you want my room for the weekend?" I ask as I'm cutting my steak. "I mean, I'm not planning to go off the leash, and Casey probably doesn't want to walk in while you're ... um ..."

"But you're the bride to be!" Madeline says. "I don't want to kick you out of the big comfy bed."

"Hey, I'm going to be in the big bed alone. If you've got a chance to share it ..."

"Thanks, maybe I'll swap."

"The walls are still awfully thin," Casey says. "And you can be kind of vocal ..."

Madeline nods. "True enough. I'm a screamer. Okay, I'll keep it toned down."

"Maybe we need a signal that you're not alone?" I say. "Like remember in college when we used to use that blue sock?"

When Madeline and I roomed together in the dorms, we had a blue men's sock that somehow ended up in our laundry that we used as a signal that we were getting busy. We'd slip it over the doorknob so whoever was returning to the room would know to go spend a little more time in the library. It was usually Madeline who was putting the sock on the doorknob, and usually me who was chilling in the dorm lounge for a while waiting for the coast to be clear, but it was a good system that avoided more than few awkward interruptions.

"Sock on the knob," Madeline says. "I remember it well. Okay, I get the message — I need to be a little more respectful of the shared space, and keep things a little cooler than this evening's show. You know, it's not like I'm planning to be hosting my own personal gangbang the whole weekend, I'm mostly here for the girl time and the blackjack."

"But if the opportunity arises ..." Casey says.

"I'll be good," Madeline agrees, and gets up to go to the buffet line.

"How about you?" Casey asks me when Madeline's gone. "You're not officially wearing a leash for a few more months, so technically you don't even have to take one off."

I stare down at my plate. Watching Madeline go to town on Jake's cock did give me some tingles, as did that brief dance with Jake. If I had been alone with him, I could very easily have been swept up in the moment. Phil and I have a pretty good sex life, regular as rain and generally satisfying, but I won't deny that my eye wanders from time to time and wonders at what the other options would be like. Especially lately, when I'm feeling like the upcoming wedding represents a door that's about to slam shut.

"I think I'm good," I say. "I mean, Jake was pretty hot, but things are good with Phil. And I'm not nearly as oversexed as Madeline."

Casey laughs. "True enough there — I've never known anyone to run that hot. Kenny and I can go a couple months between screws without either of us noticing, though it is pretty nice when we get back into the habit. But if you do decide to sample a little strange, I'm not going to tell — what happens at the casino stays at the casino. Just put a sock on the doorknob."
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Calling my bluff


After dinner, we go back up to the room to change for our night at the casino, and for Madeline and me to swap rooms. No one had really unpacked yet, so it's just a matter of swapping suitcases.

In the room I was going to share with Casey, neither bed has been disturbed. As we pass between rooms with our suitcases, Madeline pulls me aside and whispers, "Jake ate me out on the chair, not the bed, and I used a towel, so you don't have to worry about any ... you know, wet spots?"

"Thanks," I say, eying the chair in the room's corner. It's a deep, soft armchair, and I picture Madeline reclining in it, legs stretched out over the arms, pussy wide open, with Jake kneeling in front of her. I can practically hear the slurping and moaning, and smell the musky scent of arousal. I feel warmth and dampness between my own legs and take a deep breath, trying to push the image out of my head.

I brought a few outfits I thought might be nice for a night of poker and slots, different from my usual casual outfit of jeans and a t-shirt, or pantsuits for work. One is a red thigh high dress with a scoop neck and velvety sheen; I think it sets off my long black hair nicely, and with my long legs, it's sure to turn a few heads, if that's what I'm looking for. I slip on black shoes with just a little bit of a heel — not so much that I'm going to tower over most of the people in the casino, but enough to make the lines of my body just a touch longer.

I fiddle with my engagement ring — a decent sized rock in a setting that Phil and I picked out together last winter when he popped the question. It wasn't so much a pop, really, as a gradual negotiation — we both knew the direction we were going in, and were working our way toward making the inevitable a reality. We were out getting groceries one snowy Saturday in January when he suggested we stop at the jewelery store across the street, and an hour later we walked out with the receipt for a ring that he picked up and presented the following weekend at a B&B getaway. I really love the ring, but I'm worried it will get in the way of me handling cards. I'm also feeling just a tiny bit frisky in my dress, to be honest; so into the room safe goes the ring.

I'm about to toss my phone in the safe, too, and feel a little twinge of longing — I can sense the miles between Phil and me. Even though he's in a cell phone blind spot, I fire off a quick text: "Miss you baby — hope you're having fun! On my way to the casino to win a little cash for my trousseau." The safe makes a whirring sound when it locks, and I give the door a little tug just to be sure it's tight. I'm both relieved and anxious when it refuses to yield, my ring and phone both sealed away for the night. I check that I have my room key and some cash in the little red clutch that matches my dress, and give a backward glance at the safe as I leave the bedroom.

When I come out of the bedroom ready to go, Casey gives me a whistle and says, "You're sure you aren't going off leash? Because I think you look dangerously hot in that dress."

"Thanks," I say, blushing. "You look good, too."

And she does. Casey rarely dresses up when we go out, and she's so self-conscious of her weight, but the purple dress she's selected hugs her curves in just the right ways. When she leans over the roulette table tonight, the croupier is going to get an eyeful.

Madeline emerges in a tiny black dress with the neck cut in a V almost to her belly button, as only someone with such tiny tits can safely wear. What she lacks in curves, she makes up for in attitude — for someone so petite, Madeline has a way of dominating any room she enters with her energy and confidence. And both are cranked to eleven tonight in her evocative strut.

"Ready to break some hearts and bank accounts?" Casey asks, and we're off to do both.

When we get to the casino, we each split off to our own favorite game — Casey to the roulette wheel, Madeline to the blackjack table, me to the poker table — with a plan to meet up at the bar in an hour. There are many more people in the casino now than there were when we arrived, some dressed up nicely but most looking a little schlubby in jeans and sweatshirts. I don't mind that I'm looking good tonight, though; I rarely get the chance to go out like this, and it's fun to be attracting some glances as I walk past the slots to the poker tables.

There are three tables with games in progress, so I stand off to the side and wait for an opening. A staff member comes by offering wine, so I take a glass to sip while I watch.

"You know someone who's playing?" a voice beside me asks. I turn to see a handsome man with a neatly trimmed brown beard, probably about ten years older than me, wearing a blue blazer and open collared white shirt. A diamond stud in his ear catches the dim light, sparkling like a little star.

"No," I say, "I'm waiting to play myself."

"Oh, sorry," he says, "I didn't mean to presume. It's just that I don't see many ladies at these tables."

I sip my wine, looking him up and down. He's quite handsome, with a strong jaw under that beard, and wide shoulders — maybe not as wide as stripper Jake's, but still impressive. His outfit is calculatedly casual, but I can tell by the sheen of his shirt that it's not at all cheap.

"It's my first time at these tables," I say, "but I fully intend to dominate them."

"Well, I like your confidence, young lady," he says. "Would you care to put a side bet on it?"

"Sure," I say. "Drinks at the bar on the one who takes home the least. After three hands?"

"A good start," he says, and extends his hand. I take it and give it a firm shake. "Martin," he says. "It's a pleasure to meet you."

"Petra," I say, "likewise."

We stand shoulder to shoulder, watching the tables. I can feel the warmth of him next to me, and I try to focus on watching the tables and sipping my wine rather than thinking about his hips and shoulder so close to mine.

"Are you here for the conference?" he asks.

"Oh, no, we didn't even know about that," I say, keeping my eyes straight ahead. The glitter of the stud in his ear in the corner of my eye tells me he's looking at the tables as well. "I'm here for a girls' weekend with my friends."

"Interesting," he says. "I'm presenting a couple of seminars for the conference tomorrow. If you're interested, I can get passes for you and your friends. The topics are fascinating, at least to me."

He doesn't strike me as a tech conference type, but maybe he's more on the business and investment side. In my job at the bank, I rarely interact with any tech types except the IT help desk and the occasional business analyst who's gathering requirements for some software project or other that never seems to launch.

I'm about to ask him what the seminar topics are — I've sat through enough interminable project meetings to know that's not something I want to do on a weekend getaway — when there's a buzz from one of the tables indicating a new hand. Three people get up from their chairs to go, so Martin and I swoop in to grab two of the vacated spots. The dealer announces the game is five-card draw, and I make a little groaning sound.

"Not your game?" Martin asks as he settles in beside me.

"I'm fine with it," I say. "I'm just more used to playing stud."

"I'm sure you are," he says. "Me, I prefer the mystery of the draw — I like reading the other players more than counting the cards."

We settle into our seats and I watch the dealer deftly pass the cards to the six of us — Martin, me, three men, one other woman — at the table. I keep my hands folded in my lap; it's bad luck to touch the cards until they've all been dealt, or so I've been told.

I pick up my hand and give it a quick scan; it's not great — a pair of sixes, a jack, a seven, and a three, suits scattered. Others at the table are arranging their hands into groupings of one sort or another; I don't do that — it gives too many clues as to what I might be holding. It's not hard to keep five cards' worth of arrangements in my head. I notice that Martin is holding his hand stacked, with a Mona Lisa smile on his bearded face.

Two of our table mates fold. I toss the seven and three and accept two new cards — might as well stay in for one round with a pair. I get a two and a queen, and try to hide my disappointment behind a smile that I hope is as enigmatic as Martin's. He takes one card, and gives me a quick smile. When the woman at the table raises a green chip, I fold — no point throwing good money after bad. Martin is out, too, so we're at an equal loss and no closer to deciding on who's buying drinks.

The dealer calls another game of draw, and this time the cards are more favorable for me — a pair of jacks and a pair of sevens, plus a lonely six. I raise a green chip when it's my turn, and Martin checks. When I discard the six, I get a seven, and I push down my delight at seeing this full house to keep it off my face. Martin has discarded two cards but stays in. I'm so focused on Martin that I forget that there are four other people at the table, so I'm taken by surprise when one of the other men lays down four eights; it's all I can do to suppress a groan as I see the pot that I was sure was going to be mine disappear. Martin catches my eye and shrugs; we're both down the same amount after two hands. We may need to go into extra innings to decide on drinks.

Martin leans over and whispers something to the dealer, who announces a change in the game: a round of five card stud. Martin grins at me, and watches the cards fall: one down, one up. I have a four of clubs showing, and I peek at my face-down card to find a jack of hearts. Martin is showing a ten of spades. Around the table someone has a two of hearts, so they make the bring-in; a little pile of red chips forms in the pot.

On the next round, I get the jack of spades, and I swallow down a smile. Martin has a seven of clubs, and on the strength of just the two cards of his I see, I'd probably bow out if I were him and be prepared to buy this sassy girl some drinks. But he tosses another red chip in when I make my bet as the high card at the table. The woman folds.

The third round gives me the four of hearts, and I fix a scowl to my face; my hand looks pretty good to the table and pretty great to me, considering that I don't see any other royalty face up. Two players fold, leaving just three of us at the table. Martin shows a seven of clubs, a ten of spades, and now a queen of clubs; in his position, I would probably cut my losses on what's showing, but maybe he's holding something that ties that motley crew together? I ponder my bet, wondering if throwing in a green $25 chip would spook the table; I toss in two red chips and smile when the third player folds. It's just me and Martin now.

The last card is face down, and I wait a long beat before I peek at it. A jack of diamonds winks back at me, and I imagine what he'd look like with Martin's diamond stud glimmering in his earlobe. Stoic and stately, I set a green chip in the pot and watch with benign disinterest as Martin glances at his cards, then at mine, then matches my chip.

His grin dares me to raise. Why would he do that? Does he have a pair of aces face down? I don't recall the dealer saying there were any wild cards in this game; is there a house rule about wild cards that I missed? This is still a pretty low stakes game — I've got less than fifty dollars of my chips in the pot, and if I lose I'm not down by enough to spoil the weekend. If I win, I'll erase my losses from the last two hands and also win the more important side bet.

I take a deep breath and toss a red chip into the pot. Without a pause, so does Martin, and I feel my heart clench. My red chip should have made him drop any pretense of bluffing his way to a win; what game is he playing? Is this even poker anymore?

My next red chip is followed by one from Martin. His sparkling eyes denote playfulness, but also wilfulness — he's daring me to continue this tête-à-tête and ratchet up the pot. Maybe he thinks he can just outlast me? Shake my resolve? I start to doubt the cards that I've got face down — am I certain it was a jack who smiled up at me on the last turn? Did I just imagine the card I wanted, and there's really a face down three in my hand? I sneak a glance; indeed, the jack of diamonds is lying there, as handsome as his two brothers who are looking up at me from the face-up array.

The dealer makes a coughing sound and taps his nails on the table. Flustered but resolute, I toss a green chip onto the pot and flash Martin a smile — my first smile at the table. With a magnanimous sigh, Martin flips over his two face down cards, revealing — two kings, hearts and diamonds, their smiles as imponderable as Martin's. He spreads his hands above the cards, which are easily beaten by my full house, and the dealer sweeps the pot across the table toward me.

"So what are you drinking, Petra?" Martin asks, pushing himself back from the table.

"Martini, sweet, with an orange peel," I say while the dealer prints a receipt for my chips from his little card reader.

"You knew what I had in my hand the whole time," I say as Martin orders our drinks.

He's leaning casually against the bar, one foot propped on the rail with a hand in his pocket. The light is a little better here than at the table; I can see threads of gray woven through his hair and close-cropped beard. Maybe he's more than ten years older than me? He's verging onto silver fox territory; his eyes twinkle as brightly as the diamond in his ear.

"Oh, I didn't know for certain," he says, passing my martini to me. "I surmised, suspected, formed a strong hypothesis."

"So why didn't you fold?" I ask.

"Where would the fun be in that?" he asked, smiling over his glass. He has a lowball filled with ice and a rich mahogany liquor, a little red cherry impaled on a green sword lodged against the edge. "I enjoyed watching you worry."

"That kind of fun can get expensive after a while."

"If I can't spend money making a pretty girl squirm," he said, licking the liquor off his upper lip, "then why have money at all?"

"So this conference," I say, "is this something that happens every year? I guess it's not a circle I run in, I've never heard of it before."

"Every year, regular as rain," he says. "There are people who spend the whole year reliving the last one and dreaming of the next."

I imagine that's the case. The IT guys at the bank get jazzed about the conferences they go to, and always come back with swag — you can tell who's at the top of the heap by the collection of coffee cups, pens, and lanyards in their cubicles. I've never seen anything that said "SExC" on it, but I'm definitely not in the know about the tech conferences.

"And your girls' weekend?" he asks. "Is that an annual thing, too?"

"Oh, I wish it was," I say. "No, maybe every two years — it's hard to get everyone's schedules to line up, with kids and husbands and all that."

"Ah," he says, and I can't help but notice the way his eyes drift to my left hand, which is holding the stem of my glass, and then back up to my face. "Any kids and husbands and all that in Petra's life?"

"No, none of that for me," I say. "I'm the wild single girl on this trip. Though it's Madeline who's the wild one this weekend — be on the lookout for a dark-haired little spitfire, she's a gone off the leash."

"Does she normally wear a leash?" he asks. "I have a neighbor who enjoys a little leash play; sometimes I see his wife walking him in the backyard and he seems quite content in his leather collar and not much else."

"Oh," I say, and I'm sure my face is turning red. "Oh, um, no — I meant metaphorically, I don't think she and Bill ... oh, no, not at all ..."

"What our friends do behind closed doors is none of our business," Martin says, grinning, "unless they invite us in. Or parade it around the backyard."

"So, is there a Mrs. Martin?" I ask, trying not to think about Bill being led around on a leash by Madeline, or vice versa; somehow I think Madeline would most enjoy being the one holding the leash.

"There is indeed," he says, and I feel a strange mixture of relief and disappointment. "In fact, my wife Cynthia is co-presenting with me. You really ought to come, I think you'd find it interesting."

I wrinkle my nose and sip at my martini.

"It's not too technical, is it?" I ask. "Your presentation?"

"Only as technical as it needs to be. A general audience should have no trouble following. You may learn a few things that you can carry into your own life."

"Well, maybe," I say. "But I'm not in IT."

"I see," he says. "Well, neither am I; we've found something else besides poker that we have in common."

He reaches into his shirt pocket and takes out a business card. It's a rich cream color, with "Martin Harrison" and a phone number in raised black script, nothing else. He takes out a pen and scribbles a signature on the back. His fingers brush mine when he hands it to me, and I don't think it's an accident.

"I'm going to tell the conference people to reserve three VIP passes under my name," he says, "but in case something gets lost in the process, just show them this card."

"And you think I'll actually enjoy this presentation?" I ask. "Enough to skip time at the poker table?"

"I'm quite sure of it. No one who comes to one of our presentations leaves without something they can use to make their life a little better."

"Well, here's to making your life a little better," I say, lifting my glass in salute and the draining it in one gulp. The sweet vermouth tickles on its way down my throat, and I can feel the gin already warming my belly. I set the glass on the bar and say, "Buy me another and I'll come."

I glance over toward the entrance to the bar from the game room and catch a glimpse of Casey strutting through, a broad smile on her face. She must be cleaning up at the wheel. I'm about to motion her over when she spots me, and she stops, her smile getting even broader, and then flashes me a thumbs up before turning on her heel and moving toward the other end of the bar.

Martin buys me another martini, and after that one of what he's drinking — a Scotch whiskey with a splash of amaretto, which makes for a smokey, sweet flavor that lingers on my tongue after a sip. Martin has moved a little closer to me, his hip brushing mine while he sips his cocktail. He's a little taller than me, and I have to bend my neck just a little to see his sparkling blue eyes. He's telling a story about another conference they attended, where the hotel failed to set up the room properly beforehand and he had to use one of the hotel's tables instead of the one he brought himself.

"It was incredibly uncomfortable," he says, "cold and hard. If Cynthia wasn't so talented and professional, it would have been a complete disaster. I've learned now to do a walk through of the room an hour before so I know everything is in order."

I nod, feeling a little dizzy. Somewhere I missed something — why would he be worried about an uncomfortable table at a tech conference? What's he doing with a table that he would even notice it was hard or cold? I realize that I haven't really been listening to his words at all; I've been watching his lips, framed by his beard that looks both rough and smooth at the same time, and hearing the tone of his voice that pairs nicely with the whiskey and amaretto, but my brain gave up trying to understand anything he's been saying a long time ago. Probably about the time it failed to register that I'm near the end of my second whiskey drink, my tongue delighting in the sweet and smokey flavors mingling in my mouth.

"Either I'm boring you to sleep," Martin says, "or you're well past your bedtime."

I blink and startle when his finger brushes my hair back behind my ear. Was I starting to doze off?

"I'm ... I think I should probably call it a night," I say, blinking rapidly to startle myself awake. "It was a long drive, and I'm pretty tired."

"It must be exhausting to take all of an old man's money," he says. "Let me walk you to the lobby. You've got your key?"

I sway a little as I stand straight — I realize that I've been leaning into Martin, my knee against his, and I'm off balance when I put my feet on the floor. Martin puts an arm around my waist, and I lean into him to steady myself. My clutch is danging from my wrist, and I tug at the zipper with unsteady fingers and feel inside: my key card is there, and the little folded bundle of cash.

"Let me leave the tip," I say, pulling out the cash and starting to untangle it.

Martin puts his hand on mine and gently slides the cash back into my clutch.

"Already taken care of," he says. "Come, let's get you tucked in — I don't want you to oversleep and miss my presentation."

"No, certainly not," I say as he guides me away from the bar, his arm still around my waist. I lean into him, my head on his shoulder, and let him lead the way.

"You're sure you can get to your room alright?" he asks. "Do you have the number?"

"Oh, sure, sure, I'm fine," I say, still leaning into him even though we've stopped walking and are standing by the elevators.

I suddenly regret letting Madeline have the single room — could I coax Martin upstairs to give me a proper tucking in? His hand feels strong and firm against my hip, and I'm sure it would feel even better against my breast, against my ass ... I close my eyes, picturing his handsome, bearded face hovering above me, eyes bright with passion, imagine his body pressing into mine, feeling the weight of him on top of me as he moves against me, stiff against soft, hard against wet, filling me ...

His lips are firm against mine, parted slightly so my tongue can trace his teeth, and I suddenly realize that this isn't part of my fantasy — I'm standing beside the elevators in the casino hotel lobby with my mouth against Martin's — kissing a stranger — with my fingers twining the thick hair at the back of his head, pulling him closer. His hands have moved from my waist to my ass, pulling me close enough that I can feel his bulge through his slacks against my mound, and I want to wrap my legs around him and mount him right there. Who started the kiss? Did I start the kiss? Did the kiss start on its own, spinning up like a summer storm when our swirling systems came into contact?

I gasp when I pull away, my face burning. He's smiling, eyes bright, one hand still on my ass and the other gently touching the corner of my lip. I turn my head to kiss and then lick his fingertips; I can't look into his eyes, but I can't resist the salty taste of him. A little of the amaretto sweetness lingers on my tongue — did a drop of it come away from his finger?

"I would be happy to make sure you find your room," he says. The elevator bell pings, and he's guiding me toward the door. I want him to get in the car with me, I want him to press me up against the wall and hike my dress up over my waist, bring those strong, nimble fingers between my legs to smear my wetness and make me slick all over. I want him to fuck me, hard and merciless, while I moan into his open mouth.

"No," I gasp, "I'm fine, I'm just ... a little dizzy."

I put a hand against his chest to push him back, but I also put my lips against his for one last kiss before the elevator doors start to close. They bounce open one time before we break our kiss, and then I fall back into the car and watch Martin disappear behind them. The elevator lurches into motion, and I have to lean against the wall to keep from falling, whether from the movement of the car or the tingling, burning feeling between my legs, I can't tell.
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SExC


Ihad so many filthy, sexy dreams that I'm surprised when I wake up alone, sweaty and achy and tangled in the sheets. I should be waking up curled up against Phil, or sprawled under Martin, or — as in one vivid, memorable dream that sends a shiver through my core and makes me ache between my legs — sandwiched between them after they pounded me into oblivion. Part of my mind is clinging to a strange vision of the three jacks from my winning hand, come to life with raging cocks and agile tongues, ravaging me in a pile of poker chips. If I wasn't so stiff and sore from too much to drink and a poor night's sleep, I'd probably take matters into my own hands and rub one out to the events of that dream.

Casey is already up when I stumble out of our bedroom. A little man is sitting inside my head with a velvet-coated hammer that he's using to gently tap, tap, tap my forehead, and something small and vile has curled up in my mouth to die. Somehow those cocktails I drank with Martin that seemed so delicate and sophisticated have turned to diesel fuel in my stomach. But the tingle he left on my lips and between my legs — that still feels nice, but also very, very wrong.

"Good morning, sunshine," Casey says from the couch, where she's flipping through the television channels — fifty seven channels and nothing on, just like the man said. "Did you clean up at the tables last night?"

"Sort of?" I say; my voice sounds like it's coming from the bottom of a gravel pit. I see that Casey has brewed coffee, and I grab a cup before flopping down on a chair across from her. "I broke even and won a side bet."

"Oh, with that handsome devil with the beard and ear stud?" Casey winks at me over her mug and clicks the television off. "I'd think you'd have no problem beating him; he was probably looking at you more than at his cards. That dress is your secret weapon — wear it tonight and you'll clean this place out."

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

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

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

"So this SExC thing we keep hearing about," Casey says. "It's not a tech conference. At all. Take a look."

She picks up a brochure from the coffee table and hands it to me. It's a glossy tri-fold with a picture of the hotel on the front; when I open it, though, I see that it's illustrated with line drawings of scantily clad women twining around each other like flowering vines. Block letters at the top proclaim "Swingers' Explorers Club Casino Takeover Weekend" and below is a schedule of events, including conferences with titles like "Exploring Your Yoni and Lingam Energy," "Inviting a Third," "Five Rules for Unicorns," and "Hosting Your First Ethical Gangbang."

"Holy shit," I say.

"Right? Apparently we picked an orgy weekend for our trip. I suppose the crowds at the tables are going to be small because the crowds in the rooms are going to be big."

"Martin," I say, tapping the brochure. "Martin Harrison — he's giving the 'Lingam Energy' conference. That's my Martin."

"Your Martin?" Casey arches an eyebrow. "Did you get a little of that lingam energy from him?"

I think back to the kiss, to the feeling of his cock through his slacks pressing into my belly while he wound his fingers through my hair. Oh yes, there was more than a little lingam energy there ...

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

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

The door to our suite suddenly swings open, and Madeline staggers through, shoes dangling from her fingers and her dress twisted so her left tit is in danger of popping out. She looks exhausted, but also ecstatic. There's a pink band around her right wrist.

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

"Just from the brochure," I say, holding it out to her. "Apparently you got some first-hand knowledge?"

"Kind of ..." She has a wicked grin on her face. "I met some people. It was a little wild." She flops down on the couch beside Casey and puts her feet up on the coffee table; I was pretty sure she left last night wearing hose, but she's bare legged and barefoot now. "Actually, it was a lot wild. And they invited me to their parties as an honorary member."

She holds out her wristband. It has "SExC" printed in white script on one side, and when she rotates it I see in black sharpie, "Honorary Unicorn."

"Apparently I'm not a real unicorn," she says, "because I'm married, but since Bill isn't here, they weren't sure if I counted as a hotwife, either. This wristband lets people know I'm game for a little fun if there's a couple looking for a third. Like Kelsey and Pete, for example." She winks at Casey and stretches her arms over her head. "Kelsey has a wicked tongue, and not just because she swears like a sailor ..."

"So no blackjack for Madeline the Unicorn this weekend?" Casey asks.

"Oh, lots of blackjack," Madeline says. "I'm in it to win it. But I might take some breaks if the opportunity presents itself."

"Interesting," says Casey. "Petra's an honorary swinger now, too, by the way."

"I am not."

"Well, your new boyfriend is the king of swingers," Casey says with a smirk. "Surely that counts for something."

"He's not my boyfriend," I say, "he's ... a boy who's a friend. A man who's an acquaintance. We had a nice time playing poker, and we shared some drinks; he was charming and invited me to his conference talk."

"Oh, which one?" Madeline asks. She scans the brochure and taps one description. "Is it this one, the 'Ethical Gangbang' one? Because I might want to check that one out ..."

"I think you should pace yourself, Mads," Casey says. "You need to walk before you can run."

"I'm a fast learner," she says. "And I intend to fly this weekend."
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Wand of Light


Igo into the room I'm sharing with Casey to get dressed for breakfast. The safe is still closed; I tap in the code I set last night and reach in for my phone and ring — both still secure. I take out my phone and check for messages from Phil, but of course, there are none.

My heart races while I tap out a quick message that he won't see until he gets back to civilization — "I'm sure you're up by now doing your hiking stuff — I'm getting breakfast with Casey and Mads, wish me luck at the tables!"

Then I toss my phone back into the safe with my ring and lock the door. I feel like if I keep these links to Phil in a dark, quiet place, I can pretend this weekend doesn't matter in the long run.

Casey and I leave Madeline to rest after her night of debauchery and head down to the lobby to find some breakfast and have some early games. When we get off the elevator, we find that the hotel has been transformed overnight from a slightly sleepy little casino to a hub of activity. Heart-shaped balloons dangle and float all over the lobby, and there's a huge banner reading "WELCOME SExC CASINO TAKEOVER" hanging above the check-in desk. The clerks are scrambling with door keys and credit cards, working through a line that stretches out the door. There are people of all descriptions, in all manner of dress, mingling and chatting and laughing. I see people in evening finery, and people in tiny bikinis and short-shorts; I see a few women who appear to be wearing nothing but body paint in bright colors with floral and paisley swirls and tangling vines; a shirtless man wearing tight black trousers displays an intricate sailing ship tattoo on his back and a pair of pirates' cutlasses on his arms. Not to mention the large number of people who seem perfectly normal, like Casey and me, wearing jeans and t-shirts and polos and skirts, but all greeting people with hugs and kisses — some on the cheek, and some quite wetly and passionately on the mouth — like they're long separated family.

"Do you think these are the SExC crowd?" I whisper to Casey as we make our way through the throng toward the restaurant.

Casey rolls her eyes at me. "Who else would they be? At least they're all out here — I hope they're staying out of the casino."

They certainly aren't staying out of the restaurant. Every table is taken, and the hostess by the entrance tells us it will be at least a half hour before we can be seated. Our stomachs are grumbling now, though, and she directs us to a table of muffins and donuts for hotel guests a little further down the hall. It's not the breakfast I was expecting — last time we came to the casino, we had custom-made omelettes, and I ate my body weight in bacon — but it will do for now.

"This kind of sucks," Casey grumbles. I mumble my assent around a mouthful of dry powdered donut.

"Do you want to see if there's someplace else for breakfast?" I ask.

"Nah, I'll grab a couple muffins and head back after we check out the tables. A round of roulette should distract me from the fact that I'm starving."

We continue down the hall and into the main gaming room. The comforting sounds of the dinging slot machines and whirring roulette wheel greet us as we enter, but compared to the lobby and restaurant, the game hall feels deserted. No one is sitting at the poker tables yet, and I don't feel like playing solitaire; Casey heads over to the roulette table, but with only one other player, it's missing the buzz and tension that she loves about the game.

"Slots?" I ask, swinging over to the roulette table with two plastic cups of orange juice. It's a little early yet for a screwdriver, but the juice feels good heading toward my belly; my hangover is dissipating bit by bit.

Casey shrugs. "Not my favorite. But what the heck? It's still early, and I'm sure the crowds will pick up in a couple hours."

Feeding quarters to the one-armed bandits is entertaining for only about fifteen minutes, though. It becomes tedious when it's clear that these aren't the world's loosest slots, and we're down about ten bucks when Casey calls an end to the suffering.

"This blows," Casey says with a groan. "Let's go see what your boyfriend's swinger seminar is like."

"Not my boyfriend," I repeat, following her out of the game hall.

The crowd in the lobby has thinned out quite a bit, but there's still a lot more buzz here than there was in the casino. There's a table set up by the hallway to the ballrooms with a big registration sign on it, with a woman tapping on a tablet and handing out wristbands seated behind it. Casey and I get in the queue.

"Martin Harrison said we should stop by if we want to see his seminar?" I say when we get to the table. I feel in my jeans for the business card Martin gave me last night; it's tucked into the little coin pocket.

The woman, a middle-aged blonde with big hair and suspicious eyes, looks us up and down. "Names?"

"Petra Davis," I say. "And Casey Magnus."

She taps at the tablet, frowns for a second, taps again, and then smiles.

"Yes, Mr. Harrison has a note here on his registration. Three seminar passes for today, and three party passes for tonight." She gives a little wink when she says "party passes."

"What are the party passes?" Casey asks.

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

She tears two green wristbands off a sheet, and then two yellow ones, and hands them to us. "Green for today, yellow for tonight. Where's your third?"

Casey rolls her eyes. "Still sleeping it off. And she'll probably score her own party pass. But I'll send her down if she wakes up."

The woman directs us down the hall to Ballroom C, where Martin's seminar is already underway. The hallway is even more deserted than the casino, and I feel like I did in college if I was late for a lecture and trying to slip in unnoticed — butterflies in my stomach, mouth dry, I push the door to the ballroom open and slip inside.

There are rows of chairs set up, almost all full, facing a raised platform at one end of the ballroom. On the platform is what appears to be a massage table, with a red curtain cutting it in half. In front of the curtain, a woman is straddling the table. She has long black hair that falls in loose rings down her shoulders, glowing olive skin, and a loose white sheet wrapped around her waist. Her breasts — firm and round, capped with dark brown nipples — are bare. Her smile is beautiful and terrifying at the same time.

The sight of a bare-breasted woman sitting on a massage table would be enough to take my breath away, but wait, there's more! Because she's not just straddling the table — she's straddling a man on the table. And I know it's a man because his cock — a solid tower of glistening muscle capped with a round, purple head — is standing up in front of the woman's sheet. His legs dangle from the end of the table, and his hands are on her thighs, resting lightly. The curtain cuts across his chest, so his face is hidden from view.

"Holy shit," Casey whispers, "now that's a lingam!"

Eyes turn to look at us; red-faced, I grab Casey's hand and look for a pair of seats. The only ones that appear open are in the first row, right in front of the table. I take a deep breath and lead Casey to them, and sit as quickly and as quietly as we can.

I look around for Martin, but I don't see him. I double check the brochure to make sure we're in the right room — "Exploring Your Lingam Energy, Martin and Cynthia Harrison, 9 AM Ballroom C," the same time and place that we've landed. Then a realization dawns on me and I start to blush — is Martin presenting as the lingam currently on display?

The woman was apparently in the middle of a lecture of some sort, but she pauses until we've taken our seats. I nod apologetically at her, and she smiles at me — the smile is warm, but also assertive, welcoming, but welcoming like the smile a spider might give to a fly by its web.

"The word 'lingam,'" she says, picking up where our entrance had interrupted her, "can translate to 'wand of light.' The Shiva lingam is one of the sacred symbols of the divine: power, creation, pleasure. And in the lingam massage I will demonstrate for you, we will bring the divine energy to our sensuous world."

Her accent is interesting — Greek, maybe? — and her voice is melodious. I could get lost in the sound of it, and in the sight of her beautiful body; I like a man's body — I definitely like the sight of that lingam the woman is holding gently at the base, whether it's Martin's or not — but I'm certainly not blind to the wonders of a body like hers. Her belly is tight, her skin glows, her breasts are as perfect as I could imagine; that enigmatic, dangerous smile sits in a broad and beautiful face, and her dark eyes sparkle.

She nods at someone standing off to the side of the ballroom, and the lights suddenly dim. A single spotlight shines on the erect cock and the woman's hands. Her fingers are perfectly manicured, long and agile, and her long, gently curved nails are painted in a rainbow starting with a fiery red at the pinkies and ending in a sky blue on her thumbs. She has her fingers wrapped around the shaft of the cock, thumbs pressed gently against the head.

"The intention of lingam massage," she continues, "is focus and relaxation — it's a form of meditation. It is not a race to ejaculation like a handy in the back seat of your father's Buick." There are some giggles and guffaws from the audience. "A good session might last an hour; a great session might last all day. The sensation of time should fade away, replaced by an overwhelming peace. Just like in meditation, we focus on the breath throughout the massage — won't you breathe with me now?"

She leads us through a series of breathing exercises: breathe in and hold, then exhale; breathe in through the nose, out through the mouth; breathe deeply and exhale loudly — "Lion's breath!" she shouts, making a fearsome face while she pants; it's hard not to laugh. I look over at Casey, expecting to catch an eye roll and a smirk, but she appears to be totally into it. And totally into the cock in the woman's hands, her eyes very clearly locked on the proud staff.

"My Kenny would blow his load in about five seconds if I did that to him," Casey whispers to me as we watch the woman on the table slide her hands up the shaft, base to head, one after the other in a continuous upward movement. She has a bowl of a clear, viscous liquid next to her, into which she dips her fingers periodically, making the cock shine. "I'm totally going to do that when we get home."

I've never considered massaging Phil's cock; usually it's just kind of there, a tool of our pleasure but not really a focal point. Which might be unfair — Phil gives amazing head, he can go down on me all night and drive me up and down waves of climax until I can't walk straight. Maybe I'll break out the lube when we get home and try some of these techniques, too.

"You need to be attuned to your partner's breath," the woman says, "and help him to maintain the strength of his lingam without going over the edge. Remember, ejaculation is not our goal. Before I learned these techniques, I thought that women always had the best orgasms, because we can come and come and come, but men, they make their mess and roll over and go to sleep." There's another wave of chuckles from the audience. "But a master of his lingam can reach heights of orgasm without ejaculation that would make the most multi-orgasmic owner of a clitoris red with jealousy.

"In fact," she says, that wicked smile growing brighter, "I believe my partner is reaching one now, judging by his breath."

I watch in wonder as the cock in her hands pulses, the head a deep shade of violet. She lets her hands fall against his thighs, but the shaft stays erect, pointing monumentally at the ceiling. It glows in the spotlight, glistening like wet marble, truly a wand of light. His feet twitch, and I hear a faint gasp from behind the curtain.

"Watch," she whispers, lifting his balls. She points, and Casey and I both lean forward to see the muscle between his balls and anus pulsing. "Kegels aren't just for the ladies," she says. "If you own one of these — " she puts her finger on the head of the cock — "then you need to be doing your pelvic floor exercises, too. Everyone, practice please — I want you to squeeze ... squeeze ... squeeze ... and release ..."

"My midwife told me to do these after the girls were born," Casey whispers to me while I tense the muscles between my legs, a little uncomfortable to be sitting in a ballroom full of people doing the same. "I could probably crush a bowling ball with mine; I push Kenny right out when I come."

I blush and stare down at my feet; Casey can be spicy, but not usually this spicy.

"Would you like to touch?" the woman asks. I look up, startled, and Casey and I glance at each other, at the woman and the lingam, at each other again. She's laughing. "Yes, you, either, both — you're very intent, maybe you'd like to feel the lingam's power? I assure, he doesn't mind."

"You don't need to ask me twice," Casey says, hopping out of her seat and stepping up to the raised table.

While the woman balances a finger on the tip of the cock, Casey reaches out a finger to touch the shaft. She slides it gently from base to head along the exposed bottom of the shaft, and then reaches her hand around to slide it over the top. Her jaw is slack and her eyes are wide with wonder.

"It's so silky smooth," she whispers, "and so strong. Wow."

Casey returns to her seat, wonder still on her face. The woman smiles at me and nods; I hesitate for a moment, feeling every eye in the ballroom on me, and then slowly approach the table.

I reach my hand out cautiously, feeling the heat that the cock — Martin's cock? — is giving off when I'm still hovering an inch or so away from it. My thumb and forefinger don't quite touch unless I squeeze when I put my hand around the base, palm resting lightly on his balls. His balls feel like hard-boiled eggs, and the sack is slick and shiny with oil. I slide my hand slowly up the shaft, feeling the silky skin gliding against my fingers.

It's been years since I've touched any cock but Phil's, and I don't usually touch Phil's, either, except if I need to help guide it into me. In college, I gave a few hand jobs, usually quick and sweaty dorm room activities that ended in a sticky tissue and a kiss on the cheek. I figured that a long term relationship, well on the way to marriage, meant that I wouldn't have to handle or suck a cock ever again — with regular access to actual sex, why would a man want anything else?

But touching this lingam, this wand of light, has me rethinking my relationship to the penis. I can feel it pulsing under my hand, somehow strong and delicate at the same time, and I feel powerful myself holding it, knowing that I can wield this tool for pleasure. My pussy tingles, and it's all I can do to resist bending down to give the cock — Martin's cock? — a kiss on its velvety purple head.

"Thank you," I whisper, to the woman and to the cock, and stumble back to my seat. She smiles back at me.

"Ejaculation is not the goal," the woman says, "but it is permissible. It is a wonderful way to release tension, and to share in your partner's pleasure. Today has been a little stressful already — there is a lot of planning involved in making something like SExC work for everyone's pleasure — so I would like to conclude with another breath exercise, and with ejaculation. With my partner's approval, of course."

The man's hand reaches up to cup one of the woman's full breasts, thumb and finger giving a gentle tug to the nipple; it slides down her side and slips under the sheet around her waist, and she gives out a gasp and adjusts her hips. His hand slides further under the sheet and she lifts herself off him to give him more access.

"The yoni energy demonstration is after lunch," she says, her breath heavy, "but it seems my partner wants to practice a little."

She leans back and closes her eyes. I can see the hand under the sheet is moving in slow, wide circles. The tingling in my pussy is getting stronger, and I ball my fingers into fists because I want to reach them between my legs and can't in this crowded ballroom, sitting next to Casey.

"Box breathing," the woman says with a gasp, "is a very good pattern to help relax the mind before ejaculation. Push all the air out of your lungs ... " She breathes out sharply. "Count to four ... inhale, slowly, deeply, four counts ... hold for four counts ... exhale ... four counts ..."

The ballroom is filled with the sounds of everyone breathing in unison, a steady, peaceful rhythm. I close my eyes, feeling my shoulders relax, and spread my fingers on my thighs. My pussy isn't tingling as much now, but it's still buzzing pleasantly.

"Count to four ... exhale ..." the woman whispers. "Ladies, you may want to scoot back an inch or two so you're out of the splash zone," she says to Casey and me with a little bit of laugh.

I open my eyes; I don't want to miss this. The sheet around her waist has slipped, barely clinging to one thigh, and I can see the man's hand clearly between her legs, sliding up and down a smoothly shaved pussy. She has a purple dharma wheel tattoo on her groin, and it pulses in time with the slow, steady movements of his hand.

She has one hand braced against his groin, fingers resting on his balls and thumb hooked around the base of his cock. She's leaning into him, and leaning into his hand, her eyes half closed. Her other hand slides up the shaft of the cock, pausing when it reaches the head to dance her fingers across the crown, and then back down, firmly, pushing the skin toward his balls. She repeats this movement over and over and over, hypnotically.

I squeeze my thighs together; my clit feels hard against the fabric of my panties, and if I pulse my thighs together, I can get a little friction. I glance over at Casey, but she's focused entirely on the woman and the cock, fingers clenching her knees, leaning forward. I lean forward, too, which pulls the fabric of my jeans a little tighter against my crotch; I try the pelvic floor squeezes that the woman led us through before, and I feel the heat rising between my legs.

"Here it comes," the woman says, a note of glee in her voice. I hear the man moan behind the curtain, and see his legs quiver. The woman wraps both hands around the shaft, one on top of the other, and aims the head of the cock toward the ceiling. I squeeze my pelvis hard and hold, gritting my teeth.

The man lets out a roar, and a thick white stream erupts from his cock. It flies higher than the woman's head before splashing down against her belly; she leans forward as if to meet its descent and lets out a moan of her own. The man's hand between her legs squeezes tightly against her sex; I imagine a finger slipping into her pussy, into my pussy, scraping gently against the inner walls. I hear gasps around me from the audience; I wonder how many of them are squeezing their muscles, too.

He moans again, and another pulse sends a jet of cum just as high as the first. The woman squeezes his cock — her knuckles are white — and a third stream splashes against her breasts. The man's legs are shaking, and his hand between her legs has stopped moving.

She takes the sheet from her thigh and uses it to wipe the shiny seed from her breasts and belly; she smears the remains with her finger, working it into her skin like a lotion, and then brings her finger to her smiling lip and licks it. My breath is ragged; I want to shove my hands between my legs, I want to strip off my jeans and let my hand fly across my clit. My stomach hurts.

The woman nods at someone at the edge of the ballroom, and with a whirring sound the curtain behind her slides open and the lights come up. The man — Martin, with that trimmed beard and handsome smile, diamond stud in his ear catching the light with a dazzling sparkle — sits up on his elbows, and then wraps his arm around the woman's waist. She leans back into him and bends her neck to give him a kiss.

"Be sure to come back after lunch," he says, a little breathlessly, "when Cynthia will be my assistant when I demonstrate the yoni energy massage. I think she's earned a little pleasure, don't you agree?"

The audience erupts in applause, and the woman — this must be his wife Cynthia — nods her head and smiles. Martin kisses her neck and casually fondles her breast; his cock has lost some of its grandeur, but is still a stiff and shiny pillar.

"Well, shit," Casey whispers. "That was a lot more interesting than roulette."

I squirm in my seat, trying to appear normal despite the heat rising in my face and the throbbing between my legs. I look toward the stage and catch Martin's eye; he smiles and winks at me, and my pussy weeps with desire.

"I need to hit the ladies' room," I whisper to Casey. "I'll be super fast."
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Release without relief


I'm not as fast as I had hoped, because I'm not the only person from Martin's seminar who needs to pay a visit to the privacy of a bathroom stall. All four of the little closets are occupied when I get to the restroom, and I hear at least two people panting. In one of the occupied stalls, only one foot is visible on the floor — if I have to guess, the other foot is propped up on the toilet seat to give her better access to the goods. I bite my lip and stand at the sink, keeping an eye on the stalls in the mirror, waiting for my opening while my stomach clenches.

A door finally opens, and a woman in a short skirt and red blouse hurries out, eyes on the floor. I'm in the vacated stall in a flash, jeans around my ankles; I don't even bother to sit, I just lean one hand against the stall and bring the other between my legs. My pussy feels warm to the touch, and sopping wet. I close my eyes and stroke, holding my breath and tensing my muscles.

While I stroke, I imagine cocks: Phil's cock, long and bending slightly to the left; Martin's cock, strong and silky smooth; cocks from college, short and stout or long and thin. I imagine them pressing into my cunt, stretching me open; I imagine them in my hand, slippery with oil and hot in my fingers; I imagine them exploding with a fountain of jizz like Martin's, splashing my belly, splashing my face.

And when I come, I groan, unable to stifle my voice. My legs shake, and the stall rattles while I push against it. Everyone in the restroom knows exactly what I'm doing, and I don't care.

I take a minute to catch my breath and let my heart settle; it was such a fast, sharp orgasm that I still feel a little unsatisfied, but at least the edge of my arousal has been blunted. Head high, eyes forward, I walk out of the stall and to the sink. Someone else has scurried into my vacated stall before I even have the water on to wash my musky scent off my fingers.

Casey is waiting outside the restroom when I come out. She grins and raises an eyebrow, and asks, "Feeling better? Took you a while ..."

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

She waves her hand dismissively. "Honey, I've been married a long time; edging is a way of life for me. I'm sure I'll have a good fap this afternoon, though — your boyfriend has a very nice cock."

"Not my boyfriend," I mumble. But holy fuck, I wish he was.

"They've got a gift shop set up in the lobby," Casey says, guiding me down the hall by the elbow. "I want to see what they're selling."

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

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

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

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

"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 the two yellow wristbands we got at the table. Kesley's eyes light up.

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

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

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

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

The "gift shop" is a series of wire shelves set up near the hotel desk, making a sort of path that winds its way to a young man in a bowler hat with a tablet and credit card reader. The shelves are holding a variety of sex toys, lubricants, and novelty items. There's a circular clothing rack near the cash register with the strangest array of outfits I've ever seen — tiny panties on plastic hangers, shiny outfits made of some sort of stretchy rubber, leather skirts, complicated tangles of straps and buckles and belts that make me dizzy to imagine.

"That's what I'm talking about," I hear Casey mutter under her breath. I look over to see her holding a bright pink vibrator, long and slim, with a trigger-like appendage sticking out from the base. She gives the appendage a flick with her finger and it bounces like a spring. "See anything you like?" she asks, putting the vibrator under her arm and picking up a box of flavored condoms.

"I don't know," I say; it's a little overwhelming. I have a vibrator at home, tucked into the bottom of my underwear drawer, but I almost never take it out; I don't know if the batteries even work anymore.

"Vibrator for me, and a couple of cock rings for Kenny," Casey says. She has two black latex rings on her fingers, which she wiggles in front of my face. "We got one of these a while ago and I absolutely loved it, but I don't know where it went. It kept Kenny hard as a rock."

"You're sharing a whole lot of information, Casey," I say with a laugh. "Like, a lot more than usual."

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

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

"Oh, I'm pretty vanilla," Casey says, "but very kink-curious. I think I'm going to watch and learn, and then bring some stuff home to Kenny that's going to blow his fucking mind. And you, bride-to-be? Your clock is winding down, are you going to have one last hurrah before you shut the door forever on extracurricular activities?"

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

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

I feel my face burning. If the roles were reversed, I'd certainly have been undressing Martin with my eyes; as it was, I didn't have to exercise my imagination at all, and now I can't stop the fountain of cum erupting from his cok from replaying in my mind over and over again.

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

"Yeah, well, your legs and ass would give her some competition. I say you shoot your shot, what have you got to lose? My lips are sealed."

She pulls a few of things off the clothing rack to hold up to me: one of those strange buckles and belts contraptions, a little faux-leather miniskirt, a short black dress with a zigzag of laces running up the back that would expose me from neck to ass if I wore it.

"You probably didn't pack anything appropriate for the fifth floor," she says, "so here's your chance to pick up something nice for yourself."

"Fine," I say, snatching the miniskirt from her. "I'll take this, and then let's go grab some lunch before the crowd hits the restaurant; I'm starving."
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Return to the Source


We just barely beat the crowd into the restaurant and grab a hearty lunch to make up for our lousy breakfast. The casino is still lifeless, but I'm not in a good head space for any game that requires concentration. Casey breezes through the gaming room, gives a longing look at the empty roulette table, and then hooks her arm in mine and spins me back toward the lobby.

"I think we'll find more games to play out here," she says, "or at least games to watch."

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

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

"Oh, that was a big dick indeed," Casey says with a giggle, giving my ass a playful swat.

"Phil's is bigger," I say, my face turning red.

"Really?"

Not really — thicker, maybe, but Martin's is longer. I think Phil's balls might be bigger, but I'm not sure — honestly, I don't spend a lot of time handling the goods. But Casey doesn't need to know any of this.

"Phil's hung like a horse," I say. "No competition."

The afternoon scene in Ballroom C is similar to the morning: floor crowded with chairs, massage table in the front, an open red curtain hanging across the table. There are no presenters at the front yet. Casey and I take the seats we had for the first session, front row with a good view of whatever we're going to see; I feel more nervous now, actually, than I did about the first presentation.

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

When they reach the table, they bow, hand in hand, and then Martin lifts Cynthia up onto the table. He kisses her lips firmly, hands on her hips, and lays her gently onto her back. He pulls the curtain across her, hiding everything from her waist up from view; I feel a little sad that her breasts are concealed now, they really are something wondrous to behold.

"Before you begin," Martin says, "it's important to warm your hands — cold fingers are going to end the pleasure before it even begins." He rubs his hands together for a few seconds, then lays them on Cynthia's thigh.

"And also, of course, lubricant — things are going to get awfully went and messy, and that's a good thing."

He reaches under the table and retrieves a wooden bowl — it looks like the same bowl that Cynthia had beside her during her massage of Martin's lingam. When he pulls his fingers from it, long strands of clear, shimmering, viscous liquid follow, stretching back into the bowl until they break apart. Martin allows some of the liquid to drizzle onto Cynthia's belly, and she wiggles on the table.

I watch Cynthia's belly rise and fall with her breath under Martin's hand, her legs swaying slightly as they hang off the table beneath her sarong, and I match my breath to hers. Martin's hand slides up to her belly, moving in slow, gentle circles, smearing the lubricant until her belly glistens, and I imagine it on mine. The tingling feeling is coming back, and I squirm a little in my seat.

Martin slowly unties the fabric around Cynthia's waist, lifting it an inch at a time, revealing her thighs first, muscular but relaxed, and then letting it fall over the edges of the table. I let out a long sigh when Cynthia's pussy is exposed — clean-shaven, silky smooth, prominent inner lips already extending beyond the outer lips and glistening in the warm spotlight. Is she as aroused as I am? I imagine so. I squirm some more, no doubt glistening myself.

"Behold," Martin says, resting one hand on Cynthia's pubic mound and drawing a circle in the air around her pussy with the other. "This is the source of everything — our pleasure, our power, even our pain. It is a path to enlightenment, or to damnation, depending on how you approach it. And for us today, it's a path to delight. My goal is to show you a few ways to walk that path that will bring you and your partners more pleasure than you can imagine."

Martin's demonstration of the mysteries of Cynthia's body is mesmerizing. His deft fingers stroke and caress every inch of exposed skin, leaving glistening trails behind that sparkle in the spotlight. With great care, he pulls apart her lower lips, stroking the petals gently, then draws back her clitoral hood.

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

His fingers lift Cynthia's clit, and she makes a low moaning sound. My clit is pulsing in my panties, and I want to mirror Martin's fingers' motions with my own. Martin lifts a generous scoop from the bowl with two fingers and smears it across Cynthia's thighs and lower lips, making everything shine.

"You can see how the skin changes color as blood flow increases," Martin says. I lean forward, hands on my knees; I can see that her lower lips have taken on a darker hue. Do mine do that? I've never looked ... Shifting in my seat has put a new pressure on things down below, and I let out my breath and close my eyes.

Phil has probably had more intimate views of my pussy than I ever have. I've held a mirror down there before, trying to figure out my own anatomy, but the perspective in the reflection was always confusing. And my fingers have never been able to sort out everything that's going on; I know what I like when I touch myself, and I definitely know what I like when Phil's tongue is busy between my legs, but my vulva and vagina have always been vaguely mysterious to me.

There is no mystery at all now to Cynthia's, though, and I am mesmerized. Martin's fingers gently tug the soft petals of her lips, wetting them with lubricant, and Cynthia moans behind the curtain. I lean closer, and I can smell the musk of her arousal; I've smelled my own arousal, of course, but there's a different note in Cynthia's, something more loamy and rich. My mouth is starting to water, like it does when I smell a delicious meal, and my stomach is in a tangle of knots.

"Moving inside," Martin says, running a wet finger around the entrance to Cynthia's vagina, "we'll go very slowly and explore the channel. Don't force your way inside, wait to be invited — it can take a while for the flower to open, but it's better to let it bloom on its own time than to demand an audience with the goddess."

My flower definitely wants to bloom; I can feel dampness soaking into my panties. Martin draws slow, tight circles around the entrance with the tips of his fingers, pausing at the top to stroke her clit, and I see her door gradually opening. The tip of his finger disappears for a moment into her dark channel, and then reappears to spread moisture around her lips. I suppress a groan.

"There's a spot," Martin says, "an inch or two inside the vagina — everyone is a little different, so you'll need to take your time and explore your partner and yourself — that feels like a little sponge when you touch it. It's on the front wall."

His hand turns so the fingers are pointing up, and he flexes his wrist. Cynthia's knees lift and I hear a gasp from behind the curtain; Martin smiles at the audience.

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

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

Once, and only once, I felt Phil's cock hit that spot. His cock has a slight bend to the left, but usually it straightens once he's inside me. We were spooning, me on my side and Phil behind me, rubbing my breasts and belly while he fucked me with slow, gentle strokes; it was a Sunday afternoon, soon after we moved in together, and we had already been at it for about an hour and I was ready to take a nap. He was sleepy, too, and I felt him roll on his hip, almost slipping out of me, when the head of his cock slid across that spot and sent an electric jolt through me. I reached behind me to hold him in place, and pressed my ass back against him to maintain that contact, but it was gone as quickly as it had arrived, leaving me aching for more. I still come back to that moment when I masturbate, trying to locate that magical spot with my fingers so I can guide Phil back to it some day, but I've never been able to find the same sensation.

Martin's palm is pressing down more firmly on Cynthia's tummy, and his fingers are pulsing inside her. His loose white pants can't conceal the erection pushing against the fabric, and I can see the outline of his cock from base to head. Cynthia's breathing is coming in short, sharp pulses, and her lifted, parted knees move in time with her gasps. Oh god I want my hands between my legs so badly; I slide back in my chair, certain that I'm leaving a streak of wetness on my seat, and cross my ankles, trying to still the throbbing.

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

And then she lets out a roar behind the curtain and releases the hold on her muscles, shaking and lifting her ass off the table in undulating waves. Martin is laughing as he tries to hold her in place, and I can see the effort in the way his bare shoulders and chest flex. Watching Cynthia come with such wild abandon is almost enough to trigger a climax for me, too; I wrap my ankles behind the legs of my chair, grip my seat with my hands, and raise my hips.

Her climax seems to last for minutes, a great crashing wave that rolls and rolls. Martin holds his hands in place for the entire time, and I wonder if his wrist is getting sore. I close my eyes and grit my teeth. When she finally relaxes, sinking back into the table with a long breath, feet dangling loosely once again, I lower myself onto my seat, jealous of her release, desperate for my own.

Martin's fingers slip out of Cynthia's pussy, slick and gleaming. Her lips are loose and open, still a rich, dusky shade. He slides his hands down her thighs and over her belly, careful to stay away from the too-sensitive flesh that is still shimmering and twitching as the wave of her climax rolls away. I clench my thighs together and bite my lip.

"Sometimes a rest is called for," Martin says, "and sometimes the massage can continue after climax — be attuned to your partner, and to yourself." He catches my eye and smiles, and I feel the color rising in my cheeks.

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

"So, are you going to scamper off to the bathroom again?" Casey whispers, nudging me in the ribs with her elbow. I flinch at the contact — I feel tense, jittery, and strangely nervous.

"Maybe," I whisper, "maybe I need to take a nap ..."
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Finding the Spot


Ifollow Casey out of the ballroom, eyes down to avoid looking directly at Martin or Cynthia. They're standing beside the table, chatting with some people who have come up from the audience, and Martin is wiping his hands on a towel. Cynthia has tossed her sarong, soaked with lube and her nectar, onto the floor and stands naked, her hip against Martin's — I am amazed at how bold and confident she is, and wish I could be half that self-assured.

"You're welcome to borrow my new toy if you clean it up after," Casey says with a wink and a grin. I blush and look straight ahead.

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

"That was something, wasn't it? I wish Kenny was here to see it. Not because he'd get off on Cynthia, because he would, but because he could definitely use some pointers in the fingers department." Casey has a wistful look on her face. "That Cynthia is one lucky gal ..."

"Well, I think they're showoffs," I say, trying to put a little irritation in my voice. "I mean, getting a whole crowd of people to watch them getting each other off — don't you think that's weird?"

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

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

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

The game room is a lot busier now than it was this morning. I suppose most of the conference sessions are over, so the SExC crowd is looking for something to do. The roulette table is calling to Casey with its clatter and buzz, and she peels off to take her spot by the wheel. My mind isn't in the right space for poker or blackjack — I don't think I can even count to twenty-one, and the thought of concentration on cards makes my head hurt. So slots it is.

I pull my room key out of my back pocket and tap it to the token dispenser, selecting twenty dollars' worth to be billed back to our reservation. I find an open machine, sit at the stool, and start plugging the quarter-size tokens in, staring at the spinning dials.

The only problem is that when I wrap my hand around the lever, all I can think about is wrapping my hand around Martin's cock. When I tug the lever, I'm stroking his shaft, feeling it hard and strong under my fingers. I keep my hand on the lever while the dials spin, teasing up and down its length with my fingers, circling the knob at the end the way I want to circle the knob of Martin's cock.

"For fuck's sake," I mutter at myself when I realize I'm giving a hand job to a slot machine. The worst part is that I'm turning myself on again, the gentle up and down glide of the handle's shaft against my palm sending tingles to my pussy and making my nipples stiffen.

With a sigh and a groan, I step down from the stool. The one-armed bandit's spinners click into place, but there's no clatter of tokens or buzzing bells — apparently I'm not capable of giving the slot machine a successful hand job.

I look back toward the roulette table; Casey is completely absorbed in play, and apparently doing well based on the grin she's wearing. I pocket the remaining tokens and head toward the lobby; maybe I will go back up to the room, take a few minutes to myself, take the edge off my arousal — it can only clear my head.

Martin and Cynthia are in the lobby when I get there, standing by the little gift shop chatting with another couple. Martin is still wearing his white harem pants, but he's thrown on a red collared shirt, unbuttoned well below his collarbone. Cynthia is wearing a flowing black shift that falls almost to her ankle, with a scooped neck that accentuates her round, firm breasts. She has her long black hair tied back with a white ribbon, and she stands barefoot and perfectly at ease, leaning comfortably against Martin's shoulder.

I try to sneak by without being noticed, willing myself into invisibility, but Martin catches my eye before I reach the elevator and breaks off his conversation to saunter toward me. Cynthia follows, arm around his waist.

"I see you came to our second session," Martin says, putting his hand lightly on my shoulder. I try not to flinch at the buzz I feel at his touch. "I hope you enjoyed both as much as we did."

"It was ... very informative, I guess." I shift uncomfortably from foot to foot, trying to smile. I can't look at them without picturing each of them lying on the massage table, fully exposed, fully aroused, and I can feel the warmth climbing up my body again.

"Good," Cynthia says. "I hope you and your friends will be coming up to the fifth floor tonight. It should also be fun and quite informative." There's a twinkle in her eye, and she brushes my other shoulder with her fingertips. I want to leap out of my skin, I want run screaming down the hall, I want to grab Cynthia's face between my hands and press my lips so hard to her mouth that it hurts.

"Um ... maybe?" I say. "I'm pretty sure Madeline will be there. I feel a ... um ... headache coming on, I might need a rest ..."

"Sometimes I get a headache at these events, too," Cynthia says. "There's so much stimulation, so many things to see and hear and do, I just need to lie in the dark and breathe."

"Oh, you do more than just breathe in the dark," Martin says, and leans in to nuzzle Cynthia's neck. "I've heard your so-called breathing, and it sounds a lot like ..."

"You're such a cad," Cynthia says, giving Martin a light slap on the cheek. "What a lady does in her private time is no one's business but her own. Am I not right, Petra?"

I smile uncomfortably. "Yes, right, no one's business at all ..."

"Enjoy a little rest," Cynthia says, brushing my shoulder again, letting her fingers trail down my arm, raising goosebumps as they slide. "Perhaps a nap and pleasant dreams ... we do hope we'll see you tonight."

The elevator bell dings, and I rush onto it before the people exiting it have fully cleared the door. I push my floor button as hard as I can, as if more force will make the elevator rise faster. Martin and Cynthia stand side by side, smiling, as the elevator door closes. Whether their smiles are kind or feral, serene or ravenous, I can't tell. All I know is that I need to get to our suite as fast as possible.

It takes me all of two minutes to reach my first orgasm of the afternoon, and my second of the day. I'm still wearing my shirt and socks, jeans and panties tossed in a pile beside the bed, knees up and head back and fingers a blur between my legs. There are no images in my mind, no thoughts in my head, just the buzz and tingle of my hands stroking and probing. When I come, it's an almost painful release that makes my legs quiver and my breath catch. I lay gasping like a fish dragged from a lake, arms and legs splayed, chest flushed.

For my second, I want to take my time. I strip off my shirt and socks, and go to the bathroom for towels and the little bottle of body lotion the hotel provides. Lying in my nest of towels, I spread the lotion over my breasts and stomach, pulling my nipples erect and pressing my fingers into the soft flesh of my belly. It's a little greasier than my lotion at home, and I'm sure it's nowhere near as luxurious as what Cynthia and Martin spread all over each other, but it still feels nice; I close my eyes and breathe in the scent of cucumber and mint.

Cynthia had insisted on focusing on the breath, making the erotic massage a form of meditation; I slow my breathing and listen to my heart, willing my pulse to relax, to extend, to become as still as possible. I try to clear my mind, to think of nothing except the feeling of my fingers exploring my breasts and ribs and tummy; every time a thought wanders in — Phil's cock bending to touch the wall of my vagina, Martin's cock erupting with its geyser of cum, Cynthia's vulva glistening under Martin's delicate touch — I push it away.

My skin has absorbed most of the lotion that I started with, so I have to break my meditative mood to get more. I pour some onto my palms and rub them together, warming my skin, and then slide my hands over my thighs, careful to stay clear of my vulva. I want to stroke the delicate folds of my pussy lips, but I also want this to last. I want to tease myself and deny myself another fast, easy release.

Thoughts are bubbling up too fast for me to push them away, so I decide to just let them appear and pass through without lingering on any one image for very long. It's mostly Cynthia who invades my mind: Cynthia straddling Martin, long fingers wrapped around his shaft, belly taut and smile enigmatic; Cynthia lying prone on the table, legs spread, lips glistening, breath filling her lungs and causing her full, round breasts to rise and fall. I imagine cupping those breasts with my hands, feeling her nipples press into my palms, firm and flexible. Taking each nipple into my mouth, I let my tongue explore every tiny bump and crevice. I kiss my way down her breasts, licking and nipping gently at her warm skin, tasting salt and cinnamon. Her musky arousal draws me like a moth to a flame; I am powerless to resist the aroma, and I work my way lower. We're lying on a bed, a wide bed covered in satin sheets, lights dim — candles? yes, candles, giving off a warm glow and delicate scent of jasmine — and I stretch myself out between her legs, parting her lips with my fingers, exploring her blossoming flower, my breath tickling the sensitive flesh.

My fingers have found their way into the loose tangle of my pubic hair; I feel the sticky dampness spreading from my lips, and I use a finger to gently spread the moisture. I probe the opening to my channel and feel my clit stiffening; just like with Cynthia's yoni massage, I feel my petals lengthen and soften, inviting the tip of my finger to explore. I sigh, imaging that my finger is Cynthia's supple tongue tracing lazy circles and dipping into my nectar like a hummingbird at a clump of honeysuckles.

Then I imagine my tongue darting into Cynthia's folds, seeking her warm musk. I've never made love to a woman — I've never even kissed another woman in a sexual way — but in my imagination I know exactly what to do, I am an expert at finding the most sensitive places between Cynthia's legs, and I'm able to prod and probe and make her squirm against my face. When Phil goes down on me, he hums, the vibrations sending tingles through my body, and so I hum in my imaginary cunnilingus, making Cynthia's pussy throb.

My fingers slide further in, searching for that spot that Martin demonstrated and that I felt once with Phil. In my imagination, though, it's not fingers that are penetrating me, but a cock — Martin's cock, long and smooth and strong, its velvety head running the length of my vagina. He's kneeling behind me while I devour Cynthia, his hands on my hips so he can pull me into thrusts, each one deeper than the last. His hips push me down into Cynthia's pussy, my cheeks bathing in her juices as I lick and suck.

And that's when I find it; my finger just grazes the spot, and it's like I've grabbed a live wire and am dancing uncontrollably as energy surges through my body. I bend my wrist and find it again — how could I ever have missed it? — and press down hard with my other hand against my belly. I put my feet flat against the bed and push up, arching my back. My breath is coming in quick gasps, I can't get air into my lungs, and I'm starting to feel dizzy.

Just when I think I can't take another second without passing out, my orgasm slams into me like a speeding truck, knocking all the wind out of me and dislodging something deep inside me like a cork exploding from a champaign bottle. A stream of liquid splashes against my hand, warm and pungent, and I can't help myself crying out in equal parts alarm and pleasure. I'm squirting, a possibility I had never even considered — squirting across my hand and onto the towels. My arms are shaking so hard that I have trouble keeping my fingers inside my pussy, and I finally give up, just lying back and letting my orgasm flood my senses.

I think I might have blacked out for a minute, because I come to lying on my side, legs tucked up to my belly, shivering. I kick the damp towel under my ass onto the floor and grab for the comforter, wrapping myself into a cocoon as I drift into a deep, dreamless sleep.

"Well hello there, sleeping beauty," Casey says when I stumble out of the bedroom in a t-shirt and panties. She's sitting on the couch with the last bits of a microwave dinner on her lap, flipping through channels — no doubt looking for that handsome fellow with the sagging tool belt again. "I peeked in when I got back, and you looked just too peaceful to disturb. All rested up?"

"My head kind of hurts," I mumble, making my way to the kitchenette sink and clattering around in the cupboard for a glass. My mouth and throat feel parched.

"Gotta hydrate," Casey says around a forkful of her supper. "Especially if you're, um, flooding the zone ..."

My face is burning and I stand facing the sink, letting the water run until it's cold.

"The towels were sort of the giveaway, sorry," Casey says. "I'm not judging — lucky you!"

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

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

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

"Of course you want to go to the party," Casey says. "We've come this far on this strange journey; now is definitely not the time to bail."
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Meeting the Unicorn


When Casey and I step off the elevator, we're greeted with a scene not unlike the one we saw in the lobby this morning, but cranked to 11. People in all manner of costumes — and entirely out of costume as well — are milling about in the hallway, chatting, embracing, holding drinks. There are beautiful evening gowns, and stunningly strange costumes made of nylon straps and leather belts; leather cat suits and billowing summer dresses; tuxedos and harem pants and even a woman in a pink ballerina's tutu. A tall, blonde man wearing nothing but a feathered mask, his cock swinging freely as he walks, brushes past me, accompanied by a woman wearing a backless red gown that clings lovingly to her curvy hips and breasts.

On the way up on the elevator, I was worried about our contrasting clothing choices. I'm wearing the skirt I bought at the gift shop, which barely covers my ass; a red silk blouse, unbuttoned as far down as I dare, revealing some of the lace of my black bra; black stockings, and red heels. Casey is wearing a flowing yellow sundress that maximizes her curves and barely contains her tits, and white sandals, and has a sunflower print bag on her shoulder; on the elevator, she turned her back to me and lifted the hem of her dress to flash the bottom of her bare ass at me: "Commando," she announced, "I'm feeling daring tonight." Given the chaotic but strangely beautiful clash of outfits on the fifth floor, I clearly had no cause for concern.

"Well, this is quite a show," Casey says. "Well worth the price of admission."

She leads the way down the hall, head on a swivel, taking in the sights and sounds and smells. There are little tables set up outside some of the rooms; I glance down and see that they have neat little clusters of water bottles, condoms, and tubes of lube on them. Most of the doors are decorated with balloons and paper streamers of various colors; a few have pictures of pineapples, flamingos, and unicorns fixed to them. One has a giant fan made of condoms, with "No glove, no love" written below it in a sort of "live laugh love" font. I smell incense and jasmine in the air.

"It's kind of overwhelming," I whisper to Casey.

"That it is," she says. "I'm all for getting a little overwhelmed."

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

An olive-skinned woman with braided black hair is sitting cross-legged on the floor with the spinner in her lap, giggling as she directs the tangle of naked bodies, two men and two women — "Ok, Josie, left hand on a yellow dot — no, your other left! Tyler, right foot, blue dot!"

The one who must be Tyler — a handsome looking young man with blonde hair and a half-hard dick — laughs as he twists himself around to stretch his foot toward a blue dot. He has to stretch his leg over Josie, who is twisted into a pretzel below him, and his cock brushes her cheek. She giggles and turns her head to give it a lick.

"Hey, you two!" the woman with the spinner shouts. "Keep it clean or get a room — none of that hanky-panky on the Twister mat before midnight!"

"Sorry," Josie says, clearly not sorry.

"The rooms are all full," Tyler says with a pout. His half-hard cock is now fully hard, and I'm feeling a little tingly myself from watching this game play out.

"They'll open up soon enough, the night is young," the woman with spinner says as she gives the plastic arrow a flick with her finger. "Kevin, right foot, green dot."

I walk around the mat, where Kevin is positioning his right foot so it brushes against the breast of a blonde woman in a back bridge on three dots, and go to a table by the window. There are little plastic cups of white wine, plates of crackers and cheese, and a bowl of fruit on the table. I'm still full from our room service supper, but I grab a couple of crackers just to have something to do with my hands.

"Oh, a friend of Cynthia and Martin!" says a woman's voice behind me. I turn to see a beautiful black woman in a silver lamé dress that shines against her mahogany skin, hair piled high and braided with gold and silver threads. "Thanks for visiting our little space — I'm sure it doesn't compare to the end of the hall, but we're really happy to welcome you!"

She extends a hand, and I take it clumsily. Her fingers are silky soft, but surprisingly strong.

"I'm Brandi," she says. "It was my partner's idea to do the Twister thing — I wanted something a little classier, she wanted something fun and quirky, so we compromised on Twister and canapés; the rest of the hors d'oeuvres should be out of the oven in a few minutes." She nods toward the kitchenette.

"Petra," I say, "and I think your suite is awesome. The Twister does look like a lot of fun."

"Yes," Brandi says with a sigh, "but it requires a lot of active monitoring if you don't want it to turn into a full-on orgy too early in the night. Another compromise — good clean fun until midnight, good dirty fun after that."

I look over at the Twister mat, where the woman with the spinner is spanking Tyler's ass; he's nuzzling the breasts of the woman who is doing a back bend, while Josie licks her thigh. No sooner has Tyler been prodded back in line, than the woman doing the back bend reaches up to wrap her fingers around Kevin's cock, giving it a quick tug that the Twister referee has to break up with a squeal of laughter.

"You've got that deer in the headlights look," Brandi says, putting an arm gently on my shoulder. "I thought from the wristband that you were a veteran, but maybe not?"

"Oh, definitely not," I say. I grab one of the cups of wine and take a sip. "We're supposed to be here for a casino getaway weekend, and had no idea this was happening."

"So how do you know Cynthia and Martin?"

"I met Martin last night," I say, "playing poker. He called my bluff, but not until after I won, if that makes sense."

Brandi laughs. "You must have made quite an impression on him! You're one of Madeline's friends, aren't you?"

"You know Madeline?" I ask.

"Honey," Brandi says, giving my shoulder a squeeze, "by the end of this weekend, everyone is going to know Madeline. She's going to be a legend in SExC lore for years to come."

I thank Brandi again for her hospitality, and walk back toward the Twister mat, looking for Casey. I find her talking to a woman in a black rubber cat suit, complete with a hood topped with pointy little cat ears and a long, flexible tail that she's spinning in a lazy circle, one hip cocked provocatively. Casey has taken the vibrator that she bought out of her hand bag, and the cat woman squeals when she presses her thumb against the little trigger and makes it buzz.

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

"Pretty great," I say, looking Sadie up and down. Though she's covered from head to toe in shiny black rubber, there's not a curve of her body that's concealed.

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

"Oh, I think someone is going to have a good time peeling you," Casey says.

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

"Apparently Madeline is becoming a legend here," I whisper to Casey as we make our way toward the door.

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

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

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

I sigh. We're threading our way through the crowds, exploring the rest of the fifth floor. Every room seems to have a different theme — one is set up like a dungeon, with whips and ropes decorating the door; one has quiet, meditative music lilting from inside, and when I peek in I see a naked woman sitting cross-legged on a yoga mat while three couples lie side by side, their skin glistening in the warm candlelight; another seems to be a miniature discotheque, complete with a mirror ball that hangs just a little bit too low, full of people bumping and grinding to a funky beat. This is a space perfectly designed to generate regrets, but I don't know which will be worst — regretting getting swept up in the sensual chaos, or regretting staying apart from it?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Maybe I will," I say, trying not to think too hard about what a "unicorn ride" might involve — is the unicorn riding, or being ridden, or both? I see Casey has moved a little further down the hall, so I bend over to give Madeline a quick kiss on her blue cheek, careful not to smear the paint, and hurry to catch up with my other friend.

"So, where's your boyfriend's room?" Casey asks.

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

"I guess this is it, huh?" Casey whispers.
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Shavasana


The lights here are dim and warm, and there's a faint scent of sandalwood and cinnamon in the air. Quiet sitar music is coming from one of the three doors at the end of the hall; we can hardly hear the bustle of the wild rooms behind us in this space that feels like a sanctuary.

Unlike the doors we've been passing this evening, these doors are plain and undecorated. I go up to the first and put my hand against it; it swings silently open with a gentle touch, and I peek inside. The lights are off, but candles on tall stands scattered around the room cast a dim glow. There are cushions and rugs scattered around the room, but I see no people.

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

She puts a hand on my shoulder, and another on Casey's, and guides us gently toward the second door. I throw a worried look at Casey, who shrugs and lets herself be directed. The woman turns the door handle with long, delicate fingers, and bids us enter with a slow sweep of her arm.

This room is dim and candlelit, too, but populated. I can see eight or nine people in the shadowed space — there may be more that I can't see in the dark edges of the room — all sitting cross-legged on the floor, surrounded by pillows and blankets. Except for the fact that about half of them are naked except for their yellow wristbands, this could easily be the start of a yoga class at one of the neighborhood studios back home.

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

Casey and I find seats on the edge of the circle of people surrounding the couple on the mattress. She sits easily and comfortably, spreading her sundress over her lap and setting her bag by her knee; my miniskirt and heels, however, are not well designed for a meditative pose. I take off my shoes, spreading my toes in relief, and sit as best I can, tugging at the hem of my skirt as it rides up. It's dark enough that I don't think anyone can see me flashing my black panties as I struggle into a cross-legged seat, but my face still burns with embarrassment.

I close my eyes and try to settle into my seat, the way I do before a Saturday morning class at Sadhana Bliss Studio. But it's even harder to settle my mind, with the flurry and chaos of this day swirling inside it, than it is to settle my body, which longs for the loose sweats and baggy t-shirt that I usually wear to yoga class. Had I been told that there was going to be yoga, I might have dressed differently ...

The only sound in the room is the gentle, steady breathing of the people around me. I focus on that; every time a distracting image pops into my head — Martin's silky but strong cock, Cynthia's glistening pussy, Madeline's blue ass, Kelsey's long legs — I push it away and focus on my breath. When Phil slips into my thoughts, it's harder to push him away; I feel my jaw tighten, thinking about him in the woods at the other end of the state, no doubt basking in the solitude and silence.

A bell sounds, bright and soft; I follow its fading tone with my breath, trying to ride its waves deeper into relaxation. A few people stir around me, and I feel movement nearby, but I keep my eyes closed and my shoulders relaxed. Nothing exists except my breath.

"Hey, Petra," Casey whispers, her lips practically touching my ear. "I'm going to take off and check on Mads; you stay here if you want."

I nod but don't open my eyes. I feel Casey's hand on my shoulder and lips on the top of my head, and then she's gone.

The bell sounds again, or maybe it's a different bell — the tone is lower, rounder, like the singing bowl at Sadhana Bliss that signals the end of shavasana. My mind must be trained like a salivating dog to wake up at that tone, because my eyes flick open and I feel my breath change. I glance around and see that the room has fewer people in it than before — only four or five other people are sitting cross-legged in the shadows cast by the flickering candles. All appear to be naked.

On the raised bed, Martin and Cynthia have moved closer together; their knees touch, and their fingers are interlaced. The cloth over Martin's middle has slipped away, and I can see his erect lingam rising from his lap.

My fingers have unbuttoned my shirt before I'm fully aware of what I'm doing. When I catch them in the act, I pause, conscious of my movement; when I look around, though, I see that no one else is aware of me — everyone is in a state of perfect stillness.

I take a long, slow breath, letting my lungs fill and lift my shoulders, and then let the breath empty. While my breath escapes, I shrug off my shirt, unclasp my bra, and lift my hips to slide my skirt down my legs. The air is cool on my bare skin, and I feel my nipples stiffen. I look around to be sure that there are no eyes on me, then hook my thumbs into my panties' waistband and tug them down and off, adding them to the pile of clothes beside me.

My cushion is soft and warm, and without my skirt binding my thighs, I'm able to settle into a deeper relaxation. I rest my hands on my knees, palms up, and feel my breath flow through my body. The sounds around me disappear as I sink deeper into my breath; I hear only my heart, slow and steady, and I feel only my weight against my cushion.

The singing bowl chimes again, louder and deeper, and my eyes flutter open. Martin and Cynthia are standing now and facing us, hand in hand, smiling in the easy, relaxed way that Cynthia smiled after Martin brought her to climax in the ballroom. His cock defies gravity, standing out from his body and angled toward the ceiling, and I'm suddenly very aware of my nudity. I let my hands slide off my knees and settle in my lap, providing a tiny bit of cover.

"Thank you for joining us for the first stage of our meditation," Martin says. "Those who wish may join us for the second stage; those who do not are welcome to continue your meditation here, or go forth in peace and joy."

Cynthia puts her hands together in a prayer position before her face and bows her head. I see others around me do the same, so I follow suit, feeling the heat rise in my face when my hands move away from providing cover.

The woman with the white sarong and gold combs in her hair walks through the room and opens the door, gesturing with her arm. One meditator stands, then another, until there are four naked people walking slowly and silently out of the room. I look around and see three others still sitting, immobile as statues. I freeze, shoulders tense, uncertain what I should do next.

Martin and Cynthia have stepped down from their raised cushion and are walking hand in hand, weaving between the seated people and empty cushions. When they near me, Cynthia looks down at me and smiles; as they pass me, her fingers trail across my naked shoulder, raising goosebumps all along my torso. I turn my head to follow her, and she pauses at the door and raises a beckoning finger.

I can suddenly hear Casey's voice — "I'm going to lean into it," I hear her say. And I know that I have to follow.
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Ifollow Cynthia and Martin into the room that Casey and I had peeked into when we arrived. It's darker now, with a single candle casting flickering shadows across the cushions and blankets that cover the floor.

The four people who preceded us into the room have already taken up positions among the cushions. Two women, one with silky brown skin and black hair coiled on top of her head, one pale as linen with fiery red hair, sit face to face, knees touching and fingers laced together. Nearby are a man and a woman; she's sitting on his knees, facing him, arms around his shoulders and legs around his waist, her long black hair falling in cascades down her naked back. Cynthia leads me to a nest of blankets and settles herself into a seat, then pulls gently on my fingertips to guide me down to join her.

Her fingers brush my knees, and I feel the goosebumps rising again. I close my eyes and try to find my breath, but when her fingernails scratch my thighs, I gasp, my eyes fly open, and I hear her sigh. Her fingers return to my knees, drawing small circles with her butterfly-light touch.

"Relax, Petra," she whispers. "This is a safe place for us."

I take a deep breath through my nose and let it out through my mouth, the way I learned at yoga class. Cynthia's touch becomes a little firmer on my knees. I close my eyes again.

Cynthia takes one of my hands in both of hers, cradling it palm up and then gently probing my palm and the pads of my fingers with her fingertips. It's like she's drawing a map of my body on my hand — I can feel a tingle in the crown of my head when she massages the tips of my fingers, and when she draws a delicate line to the heel of my palm, I feel the tingle run down my spine and into my seat. She takes my other hand and reverse her finger's journey, drawing an electric current from my seat to my head with her finger sliding along my palm. My breath grows easy, and I can hear my heart beating a slow, steady rhythm.

"Good, Petra," she whispers. "Good."

She turns her hands so that now I'm tracing a line on her palm. I try to trace as slow a line on hers as she did on mine, but it's more difficult than I had imagined. She uses her other hand to guide my finger, her open palm a brake against my movements. After a long time, I finally get it right, and I hear her sigh when I reach her wrist and start a slow return to her fingers. The tingle I felt is now a low, constant buzz.

Cynthia shifts closer to me, her knees touching mine. She laces our fingers together and pulls me gently toward her; I hinge forward on my hips and our foreheads meet above our laps. I listen to her breath and match it as she draws our hands straight out beside us, drawing us closer. She puts her chin on my shoulder and I rest my ear against hers; I can feel her heart beating close to mine, feel her warmth rising, feel her breath against my back.

She lets go of my hands and places her palms on the small of my back. I tense at the touch, but she squeezes gently, fingers pressing into muscle, kneading the tension away. I rest my palms against her thighs and lean closer as Cynthia's hands work their way up and down my spine, first firmly, then softly, warming my skin. I lean further forward, and my breasts sway gently into hers; I feel my nipples tighten at the touch, and I gasp, but Cynthia continues to focus her attention on my back and shoulders.

"So much tension," she whispers.

"It's been ... I'm ... my ..." I struggle to find words to describe the feelings that have overwhelmed me since I first met Martin — was it only last night? It feels like ages ago ...

Cynthia presses a finger against my lips to silence me. Then she presses her lips against mine, very gently, and I sigh, feeling a wave of release loosen all along my spine. She resumes her gentle massage, pulling the tightness out of my body and replacing it with warm, gentle ease.

When her hands slide up and over my shoulders, then gently down across my breasts and to my waist, I resist the urge to pull away. Instead, I lean into her, letting my breasts brush hers again, and then press into her, soft against soft. Cynthia's fingers squeeze my hips, my thigh, my knees, and she presses her mouth against mine again.

This time, though, her tongue parts my lips, very gently prying them open. I invite her tongue inside with mine, and they dance together between our teeth, twining around each other like mating serpents. My hands creep up her torso to brush tentatively against her firm, round breasts; when she doesn't pull away, I become bolder, stroking her nipples with my thumbs. When I feel her nipples stiffen against my fingers, I feel my clit stiffen between my legs.

Cynthia's hands slide up the inside of my thighs, pushing them further apart, and then press against my belly. Her mouth leaves mine and works its way down my throat, her tongue leading the way. When her mouth finds my breasts, I groan, my head thrown back to give her easy access to my chest. Her fingers tickle the line of hair below my belly, gently tugging, and slip down to find my nectar flowing freely between my legs.

Her tongue is on my nipple and her fingers are pulling tenderly at my delicate petals. My flower is blooming, opening, aching for her touch. A finger grazes the sensitive tip of my clit and I gasp.

And then I feel a mouth against the back of my neck, and two strong hands on my shoulders. I turn my head and see Martin's face beside me, eyes bright and lips turned up in a smile. I seek his mouth with mine, and his tongue pushes my teeth apart.

Martin presses his weight against my back, causing me to lean further into Cynthia. I have to move my hands from her breasts to her hips to keep my balance. She sits up and spreads her legs around my knees, her fingers still at play with my delicate lips and throbbing clit, and brings her mouth to my throat. Martin pushes into me, and I feel his cock against my spine, pulsing as his teeth nip my neck.

When Martin grasps my hips to pull me up to my knees, Cynthia falls back, pulling me gently by the shoulders until I'm lying against her. She raises her legs to wrap around my waist and pulls my face to hers for a deep, wet kiss. I can feel the heat of her yoni beneath, radiating against my belly. Martin stretches on top of me, his cock nestled between the cheeks of my ass and his lips kissing up and down my shoulders and neck. I am enveloped in their heat.

I am so wet, so open, that I don't notice Martin's cock spreading my labia until the head has grazed past the spot I discovered this afternoon and is sliding slowly toward my cervix. I let out a gasp of ... surprise? delight? fear? Cynthia holds my mouth against hers, her fingers laced around the back of my head to hold me tight. Martin may be fucking me, but it's Cynthia who is making love to me, her fingers dancing over my shoulders and haunches, her mouth sucking at my lips.

With a moan I fall against Cynthia, breast to breast, and raise my hips. I haven't been fucked by anyone but Phil for more than five years; I haven't wanted to be fucked by anyone but Phil until this moment. And now, somehow, there is nothing else in the world I do want except Martin's long, firm strokes inside my vagina and Cynthia's gentle, loving touch on my skin.

Martin holds me by the hips, fingers digging deep and cock plowing deeper. Cynthia slides back and I rest my head against her belly, eyes closed and mouth slack, letting out a gasp with each of Martin's thrusts. Cynthia's fingers stroke my hair, and she coos gentle, soothing sounds.

With my cheek on Cynthia's stomach, I let her set the rhythm and pace of my breath. I want to push back against Martin's thrusts, meet him inch for inch, but Cynthia holds me still with her hands pressing my head down against her.

"Be still," she whispers, "be still."

I close my eyes and dig my fingers into the blankets; nothing exists except the delicious pressure of Martin's cock inside me, the fullness stretching my channel. When he pulls back, the head of his cock touches that magic spot, and I shiver. Martin must feel its effect on me, because he slows, his thrusts becoming shallow, his cock pressing down against the front wall of my vagina. I moan with my mouth pressed against Cynthia.

"Be still," she whispers, "relax, be still ..."

I am still, but I can't relax; every muscle tightens from my toes to my fingers, and I'm moaning instead of breathing. Martin's cock pulses inside me, barely moving. When he brings a hand over my belly and finds the swollen nub of my clit, I let out a gasp and feel as I've been lifted into the air on a fountain of lightning. Every muscle twitches, every hair stands on end, and I scream a loud and wordless shout against Cynthia's taut belly.

In that moment, I feel more awake than I have ever felt before. I am aware of Martin's cock inside me, and of Cynthia's belly below me, but also of the blankets under my knees and in my fists, the gentle draft blowing across my back, the tangy, musky scent of Cynthia's skin, the soft sounds of love coming from the couples sharing this sacred space with us. I am aware of these things, and I realize suddenly that I am these things; the barriers between myself and the world, the artificial walls I've constructed to say "this is me" and "that is not me," are smashed by the roaring, raging climax that explodes through my body.

The next time a thought enters my mind, I'm lying on my back with Cynthia brushing my hair gently with her hand and Martin lying beside me with his fingers drawing circles on my belly. I gasp, feeling like I haven't drawn a breath for long minutes, and I feel hot tears on my cheeks. Cynthia traces the track of my tears from my eyes to my chin, then leans down to kiss the top of my head. I let out a low, gulping cry and sob while they embrace me, folding me gently into their arms and cradling me with the love.
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Ispent the night cradled between Martin and Cynthia, alternating between sobbing and sleep. They stroked my hair, they held my hands, they kissed my tear-streaked cheeks and lips. Cynthia held my face in her palms while Martin lay behind her, and I fell asleep to the soft, warm sound of his cock slipping in and out of her wet pussy.

When morning comes, I wake stiff and sore, my cheek against Cynthia's thigh. She stirs but doesn't waken when I lift my head and roll onto my other side. The blankets are warm where Martin lay, but he's no longer beside me. I stagger to my feet, almost stumbling, and make my way slowly toward the door. The man and woman I saw last night are no longer in the room, but the pair of women lie limb-tangled and still only a few feet from where Martin, Cynthia, and I spent the night.

I find Martin in the antechamber to the suite, sitting on a low couch beside the woman with the white sarong and golden combs, still naked, sipping coffee. His cock is at rest against his thigh, and his eyes sparkle when he sees me emerge.

"Petra," he says, reaching out his hand toward me. I stumble toward him and tentatively hold out my fingers to touch his, and then pull back. My heart is racing and my mouth is dry.

"What ... what did I do? What did we do?" I croak.

"Only what you desired," Martin says. "Only what you chose."

The girl with the golden combs rests her head on Martin's shoulder and strokes his thigh. His cock stirs, and she lets a finger graze its head. Martin pats the cushion beside him in invitation, and I am sorely tempted to sit down on the other side of him, maybe have a friendly competition with this other woman for his, or his cock's, attention. I have yet to take it into my mouth, taste its salt and musk, and I'm starting to salivate at the thought of sharing it with the woman beside him.

I shake my head, both to clear the fog of sleep and lust from my mind, and in denial of that part of me that has taken this strange turn away from the path I was sure was mine. When I step backward, I almost trip over my feet, and I turn toward the room where I sat in meditation just hours, but entire ages, ago. My skirt and blouse are where I left them, piled beside the empty cushion; I grab them, leaving my shoes and panties, and sprint naked into the hall, not caring who sees me.

My key card is still in my skirt pocket, and the door to our suite opens with a comforting whir. I stumble in and make my way toward the room I share with Casey, throwing a quick glance toward Madeline's room — her door is open, and I sense that it's empty.

The other room isn't empty. Casey is splayed on the bed, an arm thrown over her eyes, one leg hanging off the edge, naked. Curled against her, tangled black curls spread across Casey's soft bosom, is Madeline. Her blue paint is smeared and coming off in patches, and there are blue streaks on Casey's belly, hips, and thighs. I press my hand to my mouth to suppress a gasp, and tiptoe to the shelf where the room safe sits.

I have to punch in the combination twice with shaking, weak fingers. Inside are my ring and my phone; I pull both out and turn to the door. I hear stirring in the bed, but it's only Madeline snuggling closer to Casey's hip, seeking warmth and comfort like a coiled cat.

My phone says it's still not yet seven in the morning. Phil is an early riser, though, so it's possible that he's already broken camp and hit the road, driving south. He might already be out of the woods and within range of a cell tower.

I look at my phone, I look at my ring; I squeeze my ring in my fist, feeling the sharp facets of the diamond pressing into my palm. Tears well up in my eyes, and my breath hitches. What have I done? What have we done? Casey was so sure that we could wall off this weekend from our normal lives, Madeline was convinced that she could go off the leash for a few days and that everything would snap back to normal the moment we returned home. Would the blue paint she left on Casey leave a mark deeper than the skin? What scars and bruises were going to remain?

I tap a message into my phone and hit send, too fast for me to reconsider, because I know that I will reconsider if I have the chance and will dangle in this terrible lost weekend limbo until the thread is forced to snap: "we need to talk"


Madeline's Awakening
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The story continues with Madeline's Awakening; when presented with the temptations of the swingers' convention, what will Madeline risk to make her filthiest dreams come true?
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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.


[image: ]
Also by Cornelia Quick: Mapping the Boundaries of Love
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Passions run high when Petra, Phil, Jessie, Madeline, and Casey explore the limits of desire in these five stories of erotic romance: A Dip in the Lake, Off the Leash, Madeline’s Awakening, Casey’s Story, and The Contours of Desire, available on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited

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