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		CHAPTER ONE

		

		

		

		I LIKE THE idea of a self-licking lollipop. Especially the sound of the words. I heard the term recently on a podcast and I was so taken with the phrase that I missed what they were actually talking about.

		

		I Googled it later and it’s a basically a self-fulfilling prophecy. You know, you do a thing that leads you to do another thing that leads you back to doing the first thing over and over - a cycle. It can be a bad cycle, ‘vicious,’ or a good cycle, ‘virtuous.’ There are tiny, private and harmless versions like biting your nails which leads to hangnails which leads to more nail biting, and epic literary versions like Oedipus killing his father, and versions of it that last several lifetimes - karma.

		

		But a self-licking lollipop. The phrase is so piquant, almost salacious, that it just captures the messy, navel-picking, neurosis of human behavior perfectly. Once I heard the term I started seeing examples of it everywhere. Then I saw it in myself.
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		CHAPTER TWO

		

		

		

		WE’D DRAWN THE black out curtains and the room was confusingly dark when I woke. I looked at the bedside clock, 2:37. My eyes adjusted and I could tell there was light coming from under the bathroom door at the far end of our room. I closed my eyes and waited for Chris to come back to bed.

		

		I started awake. Room still black. Faint light from the bathroom. Clock, 2:51. I moved the covers back and slipped from the bed, walking toward the bathroom expecting Chris to be feeling ill. The door was ajar and just as I was about to knock and call his name my eye caught his reflection in the bathroom mirror.

		

		His big body was leaning over the vanity, his knees bent, his head down looking at his phone. His thick cock was in his hand and he was stroking it furiously, silently. Startled, I turned to walk away. I paused.

		

		With curiosity, and a strange feeling of betrayal, I turned back to look again. One finger slid along the screen of his phone and his knees dipped. His strokes became shorter and his body began to tense in preparation of an orgasm that was overtaking him.

		

		He cupped a hand and pointed the head of his penis into in. His strokes slowed and he began to ejaculate into his hand. I could hear him breathing rapidly through his nose, his mouth opened and his head tipped forward. He milked his shaft into his hand. A twinge of desire fluttered through my gut.

		

		Within minutes he was slipping quietly back into the bed. I lay awake next to him. I wanted to ask myself why but I knew better. I wanted to feel, not exactly betrayed but, maybe worse, ignored. But I couldn’t. I wanted to cry that we had come to this. I didn’t.

		

		I lay awake for a long time feeling sad. The only thing I felt I had a right to.

		

		I fell into an uneasy sleep.
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		CHAPTER THREE

		

		

		

		I WAS SITTING in a chair shaped like a bird outside the El Abre hotel in Las Vegas reading work email on my phone while waiting for my husband Chris to pull up in our rental. Water was cascading down a long wall behind me creating a pleasant white noise bubble around me.

		

		It was my birthday and we had come to Las Vegas to celebrate for an extended weekend. Cheap airfare and nice hotels and fun restaurants made it seem like a good way to celebrate forty-five years.

		

		Physically, forty-five was okay. Three or four days a week at the gym kept me fit. My ass was staying tucked and my legs looked great actually - maybe my best physical feature. At 5’ 8,” I was long and I was maintaining 125 lbs., more or less. And I basically felt confident, I knew who I really was. Maybe for the first time in my life.

		

		I could feel the low morning sun on my face. It was early December but the temp was already around 50, pleasant for 8 a.m. We were on our way to Red Rock for horseback riding so I was togged out in sturdy but stylish boots, yoga pants under a light pant shell, a quarter zip over a base layer and a cute pink and green upper shell with a light scarf loose around my neck. I had my hair pulled back into a ponytail. My hat, sunglasses, and a small backpack sat on the ground next to me. I’ll say it, I was cute.

		

		“Are they running on time?” said a voice next to me. It was a sweet, high, baritone, slightly dry and salty on the long ‘i’ of time. I could have listened to it read the phone book.

		

		I looked up to see a well-dressed man in a light green sport coat over a white dress shirt open at the collar and tight, dark jeans and dress shoes. A messenger bag hung from his hands as he sat in the bird chair opposite mine. He was about 6’ 2” and trim. Athletic. He had deep, warm brown skin and tightly cropped hair.

		

		And as I took him in, I saw he was quite handsome with bright golden brown eyes, a light, tight scruff on his face, and the most pleasant smile. Maybe in his late thirties. And after a moment I could smell him, just a hint at first. It was part cologne but also him, his scent. It was an almost sharp, clean essence - vigorous and natural. It filled my nose and as it settled in my brain it became slightly spicy, arousing, almost seductive.

		

		“I’m sorry?” I said, smiling back at him unexpectedly distracted by his whole presence.

		

		Faint dimples appeared on either side of his mouth as the wattage of his smile dialed up. His face was kind and earnest. He looked at me as if I were the only person on earth. As I looked into his smiling face something clicked like a combination lock finding home. A circuit was created, something new came online inside me. A tiny electrical burst bloomed across my diaphragm and faded. I liked him. I trusted him. I wanted to reach out with my hand and touch his face. I wanted to take a long walk with him. We could have probably been old friends.

		

		“You look like you’re waiting for a coach to take you off into the desert for an adventure,” he said, gesturing ‘out there’ with his outstretched arm. “A stylish adventure at that,” he said as his eyes moved slowly down to my boots and back up to my face.

		

		“Oh, yes,” I replied, my own smile intensifying as I felt a blush rising along my neck and cheeks, “I’m waiting for my husband. We’re off to Red Rock for horses. He’s the coachman today I guess.” I looked out into the roundabout for the rental. “He must’ve been held up.”

		

		“Oh, I hope not.” He replied raising his hands in the air as if being robbed at gunpoint, old-west style. “That’s terrible,’ he said chuckling, shaking his head. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean...” We both laughed.

		

		He extended his hand to shake. The topography of muscle and bone and veins under the shiny skin of his hands was pronounced and fascinating. They were the hands of a man who worked, yet they were manicured. I reached out and took it, he squeezed briefly and released it saying, “I’m Marcus.” His hand was large and strong and warm.

		

		“I’m Daphne,” I said.

		

		“Well, Daphne it's a pleasure. Are you staying here, at the El Abre?” He asked.

		

		“Yep,” I said dopily, “It’s ma birthday,” I said with a giggle suddenly feeling girlish and giddy and a bit off balance by my own reaction. What the hell?

		

		“Today? Today is your birthday?” He said, pointing at the ground and leaning toward me. I nodded. And suddenly I detected just the hint of an accent. “Well happy birthday Daphne,” he said.

		

		“Thank you,” I smiled, trying to think of something else to say. “I like your bag.” I said, pointing between his legs.

		

		He looked down at the bag and chuckled. “Oh, thank you. Funny, I just got this.” He said and looked back up. “You know for years I just carried a backpack. Buuut, things change. And lately it didn’t seem to fit anymore.” He said, shrugging.

		

		“Did you hit a growth spurt?” I said facetiously, raising my eyebrows, looking him up and down.

		

		He pressed his tongue into his cheek and suppressed a grin. “I might have done.” He said, enjoying the flirting. “But no.” He said, fixing me with a faux serious look. “My career has taken me far away from backpacks.” He said with a dismissive gesture.

		

		“All the way to messenger bags?” I said, my finger pressing against my upper lip, literally pushing down a smile.

		

		“Yes,” he began to chuckle. “But,” he said, raising a finger into the air to make a point archly, “Not as far briefcases. Yet.” We both laughed.

		

		“So what do you do? Between backpacks and briefcases.” I said, wanting the flirting to continue. Wanting his smell to continue. Wanting to walk back into the hotel with him and sit at the bar for the rest of the day listening to his voice tell me the story of his life.

		

		“Ah, yes. What do I do?” He said. “The essence of an American identity.” He said, looking to the roundabout. “I manage a few restaurants and bars in town. I use to cook but, I don’t do that as much anymore.” He said, almost wistfully.

		

		He leaned back and reached into his jacket pocket, pulled out a business card and handed it to me. I looked at it. It said  - Marcus S. Coursi, General Manager, Hospitality Venture Group with a phone number at the bottom.

		

		“If you give this card,” he said touching it with his index finger in an almost conspiratorial tone, “to anyone at the front desk,” gesturing through the doors, “it’s good for a free meal. Just tell them where and when and they’ll arrange it for you.” He said with a more detectable accent, something European. “Now before you say you can’t accept it, I just want to say it’s my gift, my birthday gift to you. Daphne.” The smile again. The fluttery feeling. His smell.

		

		“Well...thank you,” I said looking into his eyes as they searched my face. I smiled. He smiled back holding my gaze.

		

		“Wonderful,” he said and touched my knee briefly then gestured to the roundabout. “And this will be your coach, I’m sure,” he said.

		

		“Huh?” I said dumbly.

		

		I looked up to see my husband pulling up in the rental.

		

		“Oh yes,” I said. “My husband. It’s my husband. It’s Chris.”

		

		I stood and gathered my things. Marcus stood and waved to my husband. He offered his hand again to shake, I took it, he squeezed briefly and let it go. “Chris,” I heard him say, sotto voce. Just then I dropped my sunglasses. I turned to find them, searching the ground around me and as I found them I saw Marcus' hand pick them up.

		

		“You’ll want these,” he said and held them out to me. “Very bright today.” He said, pretending to shield his eyes from the sun. That smile again. He took my hand, placing the sunglasses in my open palm. I looked into his face smiling, blushing furiously. “Thank you.” I said, wanting to say more. He nodded slightly, smiled warmly and gestured toward the car with his eyes.

		

		“Have a wonderful day with the horses,” he said as I walked to the car.

		

		As I closed the door to the car Chris leaned over to kissed me on the cheek.

		

		“Who was that?” He said looking through the passenger window.

		

		“Oh, that’s Marcus. His name is Marcus,” I said, handing over his card, reaching for my seatbelt. I turned to wave to him but he was getting into a car. I turned back. “He says we can use this for a free dinner. He runs some restaurants in town. I told him it was my birthday and … he just gave me this card” I said, smiling brighter than I intended and feeling a little foolish, maybe a little guilty.

		

		He looked at the card briefly and handed it back as he started to drive.

		

		“We have reservations for tonight, babe,” he said.

		

		“Right, well maybe another night. Maybe tomorrow night,” I said as we drove away from the hotel.

		

		Chris looked over at me. I looked at him. He kept looking at me.

		

		“What?” I said.

		

		“You told him it was your birthday?” He chuckled. “Marcus, huh? What else did you two talk about?” He asked, pausing and looking at me, “You seem...funny,” he said, grinning slightly.

		

		“What? What’s that smirk?” I said and turned to look out the window into the clear, bright morning sky.

		

		I knew the smirk. He could tell from my body language, my tone of voice, or who knows what, that I found Marcus attractive. Chris was very good at picking that up, sometimes before I knew it. Some kind of superpower. He liked it when I found other men attractive. It didn’t happen often and he knew it embarrassed me.
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		CHAPTER FOUR

		

		

		

		HE STOPPED KISSING my mouth, pausing with my lower lip between his teeth then started moving down. Kissing my neck, brushing his lips along my shoulders, my chest. He was on his hands and knees over me as I lay on the big bed.

		

		My eyes were closed and I could feel his breathing on my skin. I could smell him. He smelled horny, physical, aggressive. His fingers lifted and pinched the clasp on my bra and it popped open exposing my breasts. His lips enclosed my erect nipple and a sensation shot through me like a current. I arched and gasped. His tongue swirled around the tight, tiny areola, sucking gently, intensifying the sensation, ejecting a moan from me.

		

		He continued down my body, kissing my stomach, sucking and swirling his tongue around my belly button. His hands came to my hips and his tongue slid down to the top of my panties, licking back and forth along the waistband.

		

		Am I really letting this happen I thought? My mind was whirling with doubts, doubts that were submerging in rapidly rising passion. My eyes opened and I looked down. I could feel his tongue searching along my waistband, pushing it down. This is the time to stop this, I thought.

		

		His tongue reached the top of my mound and brushed against my pubic hair. His hand slid up from my hip and his thumb found my clit, pressed and began to circle. My head fell back and another moan escaped me. My hands came to the back of his head and my hips flexed up. I could feel his fingers curl around the edges of my panties.
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		CHAPTER FIVE

		

		

		

		“DAPH?” CHRIS SAID.

		

		“What?” I said, distracted by an email thread from work I was trying to follow on my phone. “Sorry, what?”

		

		“The sign, what does that sign say? I can’t read it.” He said, leaning over the steering wheel peering through the windshield at a rusty sign at the side of the road.

		

		“Um, Red Rock Trail Rides I think,” I said.

		

		“This must be us.” He said and turned onto a gravel road.

		

		I pressed my palms onto the tops of my thighs and arched my back to stretch. I realized I was moist. I cursed under my breath. I could feel my heartbeat between my legs. What’s this? Thump, thump, thump my heart beat.

		

		How is this happening? How am I horny all of a sudden? Is it traveling? Something I had for breakfast? Was it that guy, Marcus? Really? A cute boy talks to me for five minutes and I turn into a randy little school girl? “Horses, horses, horses,” I thought. “You’re a grown woman. Get a grip.”

		

		“What?” said Chris distractedly.

		

		“Nothing,” I said.

		

		It had actually only been a few months since I had been on a horse. My girlfriend Amy keeps a couple of “old-lady” mares at a stable back home and I go out with her several times a year. These horses looked like “little-old-lady” mares. Ponies that worked for a living.

		

		Bill, the stable-hand, helped me adjust the saddle on a small Palomino walker. “You’re a long-legged thing ain’t ya?” He said to the ground as he adjusted the length of the stirrups. He looked up and smiled through his thick mustache. He spit tobacco juice into the dust and said, “Let Jenny know if you need those adjusted.” Jenny was our guide for the day.

		

		He handed me the reins. “This is here is Petunia. You said you know how to ride. I believe that. You seem to handle yourself and Petunia likes you. She’s a good judge of character. She won’t give you any trouble.” He patted her neck. “She knows the way.” He said and looked up at me and winked. “You have yourself some fun darlin’.”

		

		“Thank you, Bill,” I said and gave him my warmest smile. Bill was flirting with me. Two boys in one day. I marveled and laughed to myself. He touched the brim of his hat, tapped Petunia on the rump and she moved forward.

		

		Soon Chris and I and a group of six other tourists were on the trail swaying back and forth in our saddles. As we rode my legs gripped and released my horse. I could feel my heartbeat in my pelvis. I was still moist.

		

		We climbed single file at a walk through the scrub and rocks along a well-worn path. Jenny was talking up front but I couldn’t make out anything she was saying. Chris rode in front of me and was talking to her. He rarely, if ever, rode horses and he looked slightly uncomfortable sitting bolt upright and trying to find the rhythm of the animal’s gait.

		

		He was shaped like a barrel of muscle, wider at the shoulders, with powerful arms but thick all the way to his hips. He wasn’t what I thought of as a big guy. Just stocky. He was maybe 5’ 10” and 215 lbs, heavier than when we met, a bit of a belly, but he was active. Eventually he seemed to relax and settle into the ride.

		

		The air was starting to warm and every once in a while I caught a whiff of that pavement-after-a-rain smell and wondered what it was. It hadn't rained here in months it seemed. I had been in the desert before but it had been years and the terrain seemed raw and strange and fascinating. Long-legged birds skittered between bushes calling to each other. The rocks and hills and bluffs were painted with beautiful shades of tawny ochres and reds, and short scrubby cacti dotted the hard landscape. Large dark birds circled in the updrafts above us.

		

		Petunia plodded along under me, swaying and undulating. As she climbed over the steeper bits of the trail I leaned forward and could feel my still swollen vulva press against the saddle. As she descended the steeper bits I leaned back and could feel my swelling vulva press against the saddle. My legs squeezed her for grip when I needed and released when I didn’t. The hot, pulsing sensation between my legs was growing, at once annoying and pleasant. Mostly, I felt embarrassed and not a little confused.

		

		At one point Petunia had to descend several steep steps and I leaned back and grabbed the saddle horn. I gripped hard with my legs as she tilted and jolted under me, my thighs flexing, my kegels tightening, my pelvis banging against the saddle. For just a second I thought I was going to orgasm. My face and neck grew hot. The feeling passed and I chuckled to myself. That would have been too much. Like a scene out of a cheap erotica novel. After about a half hour of riding the sensation seemed to settle into a generally pleasant, if slightly engorged, buzzing sensation.

		

		For lunch we stopped at a clearing on a high ridge. Below us in the distance was Las Vegas. We all walked around stretching our legs for awhile as Jenny set up lunch.

		

		Chris and I sat together on a rock that was, more or less, flat.

		

		“How’s your birthday?” He said.

		

		“This is awesome. So fun.” I said. “I’m glad we did this. Thanks for setting it up.” I said and leaned over to kiss him. He held the kiss and pressed his lips against mine and began to open his mouth. I reciprocated briefly and pulled back. Our eyes held each other then looked away.

		

		He grinned and looked back at me. “What’s going on with you?” He said. “Your mouth tastes horny. Your breath smells like sex.” He said.

		

		I blushed and rolled my eyes. “I know. I know. I don’t know what’s going on. Must be all the fresh air.” I smiled and looked away, taking a bite of my sandwich.

		

		He kept looking at me with a grin. I made a face like “What?!” and blushed again and chuckled. He laughed reaching over he grabbed my thigh and moved his hand up and down my leg.

		

		“You’re funny.” He said. “Not sure I’ve ever seen you like this.”

		

		I smiled with a mouth full of sandwich and shrugged hopelessly. The feeling between my legs had triggered a scattered admixture of emotions. My eyes started to well and I blinked and looked away before he could see.

		

		“Well save some for later,” he said and smiled rakishly then tucked into his sandwich.

		

		I nodded vigorously like an idiot and kept chewing.

		

		“Want a Coke?” He said and got up and walked toward Jenny.

		

		“Yes blease,” I said with a mouth full of sandwich.
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		CHAPTER SIX

		

		

		

		I LIFTED MY hips as he pulled on the sides of my panties. They slid down over my legs revealing a mound covered with a light spray of fine blonde hair. My long legs dangled over the edge of the bed.

		

		This was happening. Nothing between us now. My heart thudded in my ears. I lay there, ceding control.

		

		My arms stretched over my head. He stood for a moment over me, looking down, his eyes traveling across my exposed body. A playful grin crept across his face. Then he knelt down. I closed my eyes. I felt his head between my knees, his mouth and tongue kissing and licking the insides of my knees. Oh god. This was going to launch me.

		

		His hands moved under my knees, lifting them and spreading my legs as he continued to kiss and lick and nibble the tender skin inside my thighs. Oh … oh my god. I inhaled deeply and arched my back. A tight, hot ball of electricity was spreading from my tailbone through my pelvis and up my back.

		

		His mouth continued moving slowly up the insides of my thighs sucking and licking and nibbling the tender flesh setting off tiny tremors of pleasure.

		

		I could feel his breath quicken. My legs continued to part. My knees were rising and I knew my full sex was exposed, swollen and wet. He inhaled deeply and exhaled hot breath in a groan. I could feel it on my exposed pussy. Fuck.

		

		His mouth and tongue continued to explore closer and closer, licking the hollow at the top of my thighs. My breathing became ragged and quick. The swirling ball of electricity in my pelvis was blooming rapidly, urgently.

		

		He pushed my legs up further. “Oooooh,” I exhaled. His tongue darted and licked along the ridge between my thigh and ass cheek moving from side to side almost brushing my anus.

		

		His mouth was millimeters from my pussy now. I could feel his breath on my bare labia. The moment to stop this had passed. I wanted him now to take me wherever he was going to take me. My heart banged in my heaving chest. Then he placed the middle of his tongue softly against my exposed clitoris drawing it up till the tip passed over it. I shuddered and exhaled with sharp “Aah.” I could feel the pressure and singing tension of an orgasm nearing explosion.
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		CHAPTER SEVEN

		

		

		

		“SO WHAT’S GOING on in there?” Chris said. “You seem a long way away.”

		

		We were driving back from the ride to El Abre. I had been checking email on my phone again and was now staring out the window watching Red Rock fade into the distance.

		

		“I’m not really sure honestly,” I said looking back to him, smiling wanly.

		

		“You look tired. You could probably grab a nap before dinner tonight. It’s only two right now, plenty of time.” He said.

		

		“That sounds nice.” I said. And then it came out. It just came out. “I had an orgasm out there.” I said. “In the desert. On a horse named Petunia. You fucking believe that?” I said with a desultory chuckle.

		

		“You what?” He said.

		

		“Yeah.” I said, feeling foolish, betrayed by myself. “Out there on the trail. On the way down. I was leaning back as she was descending some rocky steps, I was gripping her with my thighs, my pussy banging into the saddle horn and it just ripped me. My arms went weak, my legs went weak. I thought I was going over into the rocks. Didn’t you hear me cry out?” I asked. “For fuck’s sake, I thought everyone heard it.”

		

		He laughed. “Wow. I thought you were just having fun with it.” Another laugh. “I guess you were.” He said.

		

		My pussy was still a little swollen, tingling and wet inside my yoga pants. It was going to be a mess.

		

		“What happened? I mean, that doesn’t seem like you. You’re not exactly walking around having orgasms all day.” He said.

		

		He was right. Orgasms didn’t typically come easy for me. They required focus, time, and stimulation, usually in the form of a fully charged vibrator. A glass of wine didn’t hurt either.

		

		“I don’t know Chris.” I said, resignedly. “I’ve been horny all day. Ever since we drove out this morning.” I said, stopping too late.

		

		“This morning huh? What was that guy’s name at the cab stand this morning? Marcus?” He said, looking at me with a grin.

		

		I could feel hot, prickly tears welling in my eyes. I lifted my chin and sniffed deeply, pushing the tears back. This was exactly what I didn’t want to talk about.

		

		This had been a recurring fantasy for Chris for as long as I’d known him, to watch me making out with or even fucking another guy. I dismissed it as a joke the first few times he mentioned it. Something he would say to get a rise out of me. To embarrass me or make me feel prudish. But he persisted over the years, bringing it up fairly regularly. Pushing the idea harder sometimes than others.

		

		It started years ago not long after the early thrill had faded. We’d be out, going from club to club, drinking. dancing, people watching, having fun. Then he’d ask me to sit alone at the bar of a club while he watched from across the room as guys hit on me. Bought me drinks. Asked me to dance. Danced with me. Tried to take me home. Once, I even got asked to come into the men’s room and fuck. It got him so hot.

		

		A couple of times he arranged for us to meet with some guys he’d met on Ashley Madison or somewhere. I’d wear the sluttiest outfit I had, usually just a little black dress and heals and we’d go to a hotel bar. He’d have me wear a gold anklet with hearts on it and sit at the bar. Chris would sit a few seats down. He would describe me to them and tell them to look for the anklet. Within minutes of me sitting down at the bar, JB or Kurt or Lance or Derek would be introducing themselves and sitting down next to me.

		

		From there it varied only slightly. JB and Kurt took my hand and kissed the back of it, sat down and ordered me a drink. Lance took my hand and kissed me on the cheek and ordered me a drink then sat down.

		

		Lance was the only one I was really even remotely attracted to. He was an older guy but just plain hot. Regular features, grey at the temples. He was confident, handsome, interesting, funny. From a distance he could’ve been gay. Up close he was not. He wanted to know all about me and he seemed to have no doubt that he was going to get laid. I saw the bulge in his trousers and as I looked up he caught my gaze and held it. He was daring me to reach over and touch it. The thought skipped quickly through my mind. A tingle shot through my diaphragm. But I never seriously considered going up to the room with him.

		

		The intense focus on me and attention they paid me was arousing I have to admit. How could it not be, especially after a glass or two of wine? But the conversation always went over the top into very explicit territory. They all wanted to show me their big dicks, they all told me how they’d lick my pussy so good. Conveniently, they’d all had vasectomies and clean bills of health.

		

		Kurt actually booked a room in the hotel and he had a roller bag full of harnesses and paddles waiting for us upstairs. It usually took about an hour of this kind of conversation and I would get uncomfortable. Aroused but uncomfortable. At that point I would take my clutch from the bar and put it in my lap - the signal to Chris for intervention.

		

		The last guy, Derek, came up to me at the bar, took my hand, turned it over and licked my palm then leaned in and tried to stick his tongue in my ear while whispering, “I’m gonna wreck you, baby.” He had a tat sleeve, a gold choker and clearly lifted weights. He was the only one who actually showed up with a hard-on. Chris came over without a signal.

		

		After these meet-and-greet sessions Chris and I would go up to the hotel room we’d rented for the night and he’d get off three or four times. Hornier than I’d ever seen him. It was kind of amazing, almost like he’d taken some kind of drug.

		

		I Googled it at one point to find out what sort of kink it was. To see if it was even a thing. Apparently it is. Hot-wifing it’s called. There are dozens of flavors of it but it all basically comes down to a guy wanting to watch his wife or girlfriend being intimate, at some level, with another guy, or guys, for reasons that are in no way clear to me or to the DSM-6 for that matter.

		

		After the Derek incident I wasn’t interested in meeting anymore of these guys. I liked that it really turned Chris on. It was a great fantasy for him. But it wasn’t much of a fantasy for me. I had him, I had a vibrator. I was satisfied. I refused to play along anymore.

		

		Almost immediately, sex with Chris dropped off. Attention of any kind dropped off. His work hours increased, gym hours increased. Time between us continued to shrink. The subject never completely went away. Occasionally there was an overt request to “just sit at the bar,” other times there was just drive-by innuendo. Like today with Marcus.

		

		The thing was, I noticed other men, even enjoyed harmless flirting but never thought about anything happening with them. Never fantasized. But that was something I couldn’t even mention anymore for fear of opening myself to a whole new assault from Chris.

		

		It felt like it had gone from fantasy to something more real, something I couldn’t go through with. It seemed like it had gotten dangerous. Not really physically dangerous but emotionally. What about jealousy and betrayal? What about anger and hurt and, worst of all, resentment? Hell, for that matter, what if he lost me to one of these Lotharios? Well, not them maybe. But what about someone like … Marcus?  

		

		“I hate to burst your bubble dear but it’s probably perimenopause. Not exactly kinky.” I said looking directly at him.

		

		“Fuck that.” He said grinning wide. “You came on a fucking horse. I don’t care what it is, that’s fucking hot.” He laughed. “No wonder you look tired. You were riding Petunia for hours. Fuckin’ hell.” He said grinning wistfully as he looked out the windshield.

		

		He looked back, “How many times?” He said.

		

		I looked at him. “How many times what...oh” I said, getting his meaning. I looked away.

		

		“Oh shit.” He said. “More than once then. Wow. This is new science, Daph. This is hot. You never come more than once. That’s it. We’re buying a horse!” He laughed.

		

		I could feel myself getting pissed. To him this was just a new kink to explore. A new hole, a new toy. A new fucking way for him to get at me, to embarrass me. To get some kind of … leverage or something. To get me to do something I didn’t want to do. Wasn’t it? Isn’t that what was happening right now with him sitting over there thinking he peeled back a layer on me? Opened a space in me that he could use to, to … to do what? I didn’t know. The thought came to a dead end. The tears were coming again.

		

		“What do you want Chris?” I said, looking at him, defiant, tears overflowing my eyes. “What do you want? Why do you do this?”

		

		He looked over and saw the tears. “Daph, oh, Daph, Christ.” He said, his face suffusing with concern. He pulled the car to the shoulder and stopped. He leaned over and put his arms around me. “Daphne, what’s wrong babe?”

		

		He pulled back and I wiped the tears off my cheeks. “I don’t know,” I said. “I really don’t know. I’m angry at you. And I’m not exactly sure why. I think maybe I’m actually angry with myself.” I said and started to cry again. “And I don’t know why. But you’re not fucking helping,” I blubbered, exhausted. His arms encircled me again. “I don’t know why.” I whispered. But maybe I did know a little. Not completely, but a little maybe. And maybe I wasn’t sure I wanted to really, really know why. I think it scared me.

		

		“Look,” he said, “I shouldn’t joke about it. I mean I’m always sort of ribbing you about sex. About looking at other guys. Or guys checking you out. Always pushing it.” He said. “Stupid double entendres and shit like that. I’m sorry.” He said. “I don’t do it to embarrass you. I don’t do it to manipulate you. I do it…” he stumbled not knowing what to say next.

		

		“We can be happy, we can be...more,” he said. “I don’t know.” He paused, lost for how to put it together in words that didn’t come down on me, didn’t hurt me. “You always seem to nibble at sex. You never seem to take a full bite. I want the full bite. The whole pie. I want it messy and dripping down my chin.”

		

		“But it’s like … it scares you or something. I mean you clearly like it when you’re into it. But you’re so reserved, so self conscious. I push, I guess because, selfishly, I’m hungry for more. And not just sex but intimacy, needing, longing, closeness, exploration, understanding maybe. I want to be alive before I’m too old. And I want you to be there with me, in it. A part of it. I want you to be it. The center.” He said, looking into my eyes. “And I don’t know how to do that. I don’t know how to get you there. To bring you there. Does that make any sense?” He asked, pleading.

		

		“Maybe.” I said. “I don’t know Chris. I just… Let’s go back to the hotel.” I said, exhausted.

		

		He leaned over and kissed my mouth opening his mouth slightly. My mouth opened and his tongue touched my tongue. He pulled away and started driving.

		

		“You still taste horny. God, that’s hot.” He said.

		

		“Oh for fuck’s sake.” I said. He chuckled.
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		CHAPTER EIGHT

		

		

		

		HOT WATER FELL on me like rain from the huge round shower head. The release was hypnotic, almost mechanical, methodical, incremental. The warmth enveloped my naked body. I felt secure, safe, calm. The ropes of confusion and anxiety of the day were unwinding and falling away.

		

		I heard a knock at the bathroom door and turned to see it open. I could see through the steamed glass shower wall Chris’ naked hulking form. He opened the shower door and poked his face through.

		

		“Would you mind some company?” He asked.

		

		I smiled. “Not at all.” I said as he stepped in.

		

		He came to me and wrapped his arms around me. My face dropped onto his chest, my eyes closed. I breathed him in. He pulled me closer and I could feel his fully erect cock against my belly. I lifted my face to him, his hands slid to the top of my ass and he leaned in to kiss me. I opened my mouth to him and our tongues touched, playing slowly. His taste was hormonal. Tingles erupted between my legs, low in my spine. I leaned my head back exposing my throat. His mouth kissed and sucked and bit my neck.

		

		This is what I wanted. His mouth on me. His hands on me. His cock pressed up against me. He kneaded the cheeks of my ass, squeezing them and spreading them apart. The tingling expanded through my vulva, my anus pulsed, an orgasm was building. He continued to suck and lick my neck.

		

		My eyes closed and my head lolled under the running water. His fingers slid down the crack of my ass to my anus, his thick middle finger pressing against it, sliding over it, back and forth. I exhaled a moan. I reached down between us and grasped his cock with my hand and began to slowly stroke it. He grunted into my neck.

		

		His mouth moved to a nipple and his finger slid from my anus to my vagina. My labia were swollen and sensitive, his finger sawed slowly back and forth over the slippery ridges searching for the entrance.

		

		“Oh my God,” he said as he licked at my nipple. “Your pussy is so swollen.”

		

		“You feel so good. Don’t stop.” I whispered, “Don’t stop.” I moved my hips against the motion of his finger. I could feel an orgasm building rapidly.

		

		“Don’t put it in yet, not yet, oohh, not yet. Keep doing that, Don’t stop.” I said breathing in and out, waiting for the right time. I wanted his thick finger inside me when I came. So close now. My hands moved from his cock to his shoulders to steady myself. This was going to be a big one. It was racing up from deep inside me, tremors moving up my taut thighs. My heartbeat thudding in my pussy and anus.

		

		“Oh Chris, ohh. Ohh, fuck, fuck. Okay, okay.” I moaned as the tension grew and the wave approached.

		

		“Here it comes, ohh fuck. Ohh fuck. Do it now. Fuck, oh fuck, yes,” I moaned louder and louder. My knees buckled as the contractions racked me. His finger slid into me and pressed hard against the front wall of vagina. My hips bucked against his hand. My face was smashed against his chest, my mouth open, breath rushing in and out of me. The contractions slammed into me and faded, over and over in waves.

		

		My legs gave out completely and his finger slipped from my pussy. I fell slowly to my hands and knees, panting, breathing, reeling as the orgasm peaked. My hand went to my pussy, my clit between my fingers, rubbing, squeezing, rubbing and squeezing, prolonging the peak. Then it began to subside slowly, slowly. The contractions weakened and faded like a tide going out.

		

		Finally, I sat back with my knees folded under me, water running through my hair, down my face. I looked up at Chris. His cock was in one hand and the expression on his face was shock mixed with confusion as if he were trying to make sense of a strange new lifeform that had suddenly appeared and orgasmed in his shower.

		

		I began to laugh. I leaned back and laughed from my chest, tears mixing with the water running down my face. I pushed the hair out of my eyes and looked up at him again. His face wore a quizzical grin, his eyebrows raised, his hand no longer touching his barely-hard cock.

		

		“Hey babe. You okay?” He said as he started to lean down to me.

		

		I rose to my knees. My face at his crotch, my hands on his thighs. I looked up into his face. “Perfect.” I said. I opened my mouth and tugged him toward me.

		

		He stepped closer and placed one hand behind my head and guided his cock into my mouth with the other. It began to grow immediately. I pushed forward until my nose was buried in his wet pubic hair. My mouth was open painfully wide and the head of his dick was pressing against my gag reflex. I pulled back taking it out of my mouth.

		

		I reached up and took hold of it at the base. Chris’ cock was thick but not long, the head was a broad and defined helmet shape. I pressed my thumb along the bottom of the shaft and brought the head to mouth. A huge rivulet of pre-semen oozed onto my tongue, I tasted it then swallowed. It was mildly salty and slick, almost silky. It tasted like the inside of him. Like his essence.

		

		He groaned and flexed his kegel muscle forcing another drop to the tip. I looked up and our eyes met. I licked the drop off the tip of his cock and tasted it again. He groaned again and his head rolled back. My pussy was suddenly tingling again. I wanted him to come in my mouth. I wanted to swallow it. I wanted him in my belly. In all these years I had never swallowed his come. Now suddenly I craved it. My heart began racing at the thought.

		

		My pussy and anus were pulsing again. I ran my tongue along the bottom of the shaft. I closed my lips around it and forced my head forward. I began to suck. Both of his hands were cradling my head, my hair tangled in his fingers. His hips were fucking his cock into my mouth. He was hard like a tightly flexed muscle and I could taste the copious pre-come he was leaking into my mouth.

		

		My free hand went to my clit and began to strum it. I slid my finger into the swollen opening of my cunt and rubbed my clit with the palm of my hand. My orgasm was rushing toward me. The broad head of Chris’ cock was pressed against the back of my throat now, spreading my jaws as wide as they would go. I sucked, my finger buried in my pussy.

		

		Chris’ breathing stopped, his ass clenched and then he groaned loudly as his hips flicked his fat cock violently deep into my mouth. It swelled and my throat was flooded with hot, slick fluid pulsing out of him. The deep musky smell was flooding my nose. I swallowed, then again and again.

		

		Then suddenly an orgasm exploded between my legs. I grasped at his cock trying to keep it my mouth sucking as hard as I could as my body convulsed with wave after wave of orgasmic contractions. His semen oozed out around the corners of my mouth. I tried to keep sucking and swallowing. The taste and smell was earthy and musky and rich and I wanted it all down my throat.

		

		Finally, my orgasm started to subside and I could feel the final spasms of his cock dribbling his seed into my mouth. I pulled it out and began licking and kissing it, running my tongue to his scrotum and up to the tip licking the final drops oozing from the slit in the head. Then suddenly he sat down. He was next to me on the floor of the shower, water running over us. Our mouths came together and our tongues mingled, tasting each other.
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		CHAPTER NINE

		

		

		

		CHRIS SHOWERED. I sat in the lounge chair in our room forty floors above Las Vegas, an island in a desert. I had turned it to face the huge, nearly seamless sheets of tempered glass that was our exterior wall. I was wearing the t-shirt Chris had worn all day and drinking from a little bottle of mini-bar white wine. The shirt was thick with his familiar smell. I pulled it up to my nose and inhaled.

		

		I swiped and flicked from app to app on my phone looking for a distraction. My thoughts kept pulling me away from the little screen so full of answers waiting to be found, information waiting to be to consumed, shared moments waiting to be liked. Finding. Consuming. Liking. What a lot of work. I turned it off and set it on the table. I took a swig of wine and gazed out the huge window filling with night and tiny lights blinking awake below me.

		

		I’d had three orgasms today; one on the trail and two in the shower. I wasn’t actually sure how to count the one on the trail. It could have been several that blended together or just one long one. I didn’t know. Not exactly my field of expertise. This is not who I thought I was. I knew there was a whole other world of female humans out there, unlike me, who were on a first name basis with orgasms.

		

		They were bright, happy souls who’d been separated from the rest of us even before we were born and endowed with special knowledge and gifts, I had always assumed. They knew. They’d read the manual. Daily, multiple, vaginal, clitoral, anal, fornix, Grafenburg. I'm sure there was probably even a secret Alexa command for orgasm.

		

		One a week was what I had sort of come to expect from myself. If I pushed it. I often went weeks, or lately, months without one. Months. Ugh. It was true. I could go months without an orgasm. Like a camel crossing the desert. I laughed. I could just hear dry British voice over a helicopter shot of a train of camels shuffling through endless dunes. “The bactrian camel can travel great distances through harsh desert terrain without having a single orgasm.” Amazing.

		

		The orgasms, obviously, weren’t the problem. When are they? They were a symptom. And symptoms are scary. Hey doc, I’ve got abdominal pain, diarrhea and vomiting. Those are symptoms of something serious. What about bleeding from my mouth, nose and rectum? Those too are symptoms. Gangrene? Symptom. Symptoms are never good. Swig.

		

		So what are orgasms a symptom of? Now there’s a question, I thought.

		

		The last time Chris and I had sex the leaves were turning. It was late September. It was our twentieth anniversary. We were staying on Michigan Avenue. We’d had a nice dinner and too much to drink. We got up to the room and made out on the bed for awhile. Chris got up to go to the bathroom. I got undressed and put on a black lace camisole. Anticipating post-coital sleep, I went over to the thermostat and turned the temperature down to 65 and the A/C fan kicked on. Chris came back and asked if I wanted another drink as he fixed one for himself.

		

		“Sure,” I said, not really wanting one. “Be right back.” I said.

		

		I went to the bathroom. I peed. I took off my mascara. I brushed my teeth. I washed my face. I turned out the bathroom light and went back to the bed.

		

		Chris had fixed himself another drink and was sitting on the edge of the bed, shoes off but still fully clothed. I got into bed, turned out my lamp and pulled the covers up to my chin expecting he would come to me and we would continue to kiss our way to intercourse.

		

		He turned to look and me. I smiled, raising my eyebrows. He turned away and downed his drink. He stood, placed the empty glass on the dresser, slipped on his shoes and went down to the hotel bar.

		

		I lay there in the bed, turning from side to side, almost angry, trying to puzzle it out. Why had he just left like that? Was he was mad or just tipsy? What did I feel? How I should feel? Did it matter? And finally, feeling, sadly, nothing really but tired, I fell asleep.

		

		That was the last time we had sex. But we didn’t. But we had a fun night out. We kissed. We walked together holding hands and we almost had sex. But we didn’t. The last time we actually had sex was last summer. Six months ago. He licked my pussy for awhile, fucked me doggy style for awhile. Neither of us came and then we went to sleep. That was the last time. And what was that but two people mailing in a payment on the mortgage of a marriage that neither of them really inhabited anymore?

		

		Sitting in front of the window, looking into the night, particles of cosmic sadness passed through my body. My vision started to blur, my eyes getting hot. I blinked and big, fat tears rolled down my cheeks. My chest felt empty and weak, filled with the hollow expectations of a life I thought I was living.  I wanted to cry for the wasted time, for the self-denial, for myself, for feeling like wanting to cry. So what are orgasms a symptom of? I thought.

		

		“Hey you, you wanna be my girlfriend?” came Chris’ voice. He was moving around the room, sipping a cocktail, changing channels on the TV, getting dressed. Then he was behind me, his hands on my shoulders, squeezing.

		

		“You gonna go to dinner dressed in a t-shirt?” He said. His hands slid to my breasts, cupping them, his thumb and forefinger raising my nipples, then his mouth was on my neck.

		

		I took another sip of wine, my hands covering his, and I gazed out into what was now a full ocean of night lapping against the island of light at my feet, just waiting to swallow me. A thought occurred to me unbidden, Marcus was out there somewhere.
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		CHAPTER TEN

		

		

		

		WITHIN A MONTH, I was back at the El Abre. CES, the Consumer Electronics Show, is always a Tuesday through Friday carnival during the second week of January. For me, it was mostly a series of meetings to hear sales pitches from vendors, grab coffee with vendors and have a couple dinners with vendors. Work. I flew in late on Monday with three co-workers; Jim, Jim and Tori.

		

		We checked in slowly, obviously at the same time as everyone else from the farthest reaches of the globe, and one by one we trundled off to our rooms dutifully agreeing to meet back in the lobby at 7 p.m. to grab dinner. The thought of shuffling along the street trapped in a horde of humans going to the same restaurants to wait in the same lines for the same tables for what would seem like forever gave me a headache. I wasn’t coming back down tonight.

		

		In my room I unpacked four days worth of clothes into the dresser and closet. At the bottom of my suitcase were a couple of items I’d purchased and packed without letting myself contemplate why. Now, here they were and here I was and I was going to have to face them. Right?

		

		I stared down at a sexy black low-rise thong, a pair four-inch, black ankle-strap sandals and a just-too-short-for-your-age-but-okay-in-Vegas little black bodycon dress lying in the bottom of my suitcase daring me to take them out and acknowledge their purpose. A nervous pang shot through my gut as I picked up the dress and held it out to consider it for a moment. I dropped it back into the suitcase and moved to the bathroom to lay out my toiletries.

		

		I looked into bathroom mirror, pulled back a hank of my reddish blonde hair and ran my hands down my body from tits to hips turning slightly to consider my tummy and rump, “You can wear it.” I said to my reflection, chin up, more confidently than I felt. “No problem.”

		

		I came back into the room, ignoring the suitcase, and set up my laptop to charge. “You can wear me.” The dress whispered to me. “But will you?”

		

		Sitting at the desk, I reached into my purse and found the business card I’d tucked in there next to lipstick and powder. I pulled it out and looked at it for a moment then laid it on the desktop. I ran my finger over the phone number printed at the bottom, contemplating what story it would unlock if tapped into my phone.

		

		Suddenly, I felt alone, on my own, in this room far from my home and my life and my normal. And I was surrounded by evidence, like charms collected on a quest, of a growing obsession that I couldn’t ignore much longer.

		

		I stood and went to the minibar. I pulled out a little bottle of white wine then put it back. I paused, considering for a moment, then picked up a tiny bottle of gin, poured half into a plastic cup and drank it in a gulp. I poured the rest into the cup as the liquid burned pleasantly in my throat.

		

		I sat down at the desk and opened my phone. Group text to Jim, Jim and Tori: “Sorry all, I’m wiped. Gonna turn in early. See you bright and early!” I knew Tori would be pissed, leaving her to hang out with the Jims on her own but it was sort of a right of passage. I put my phone down and picked up the card. I sipped the gin.

		

		Group reply from Tori two minutes later: “Sorry, me too guys. Mañana.” I grinned. Good girl, Tori.

		

		“Okay girls, see you in the morning,” came the reply from the Jims.

		

		They were nice enough - scratch that, they were boring as fuck and made no effort to be otherwise. And tagging along with them as an act of some sort of modern, corporate fealty on a Monday night in Vegas, trapped in the shuffling horde, especially for Tori who was half their age, was a mind-numbingly boring prospect.

		

		The night would be one soaked in whisky (the Jims’ tolerance was spooky), filled with beef and decorated with endless chatter about golfing, golf equipment, golf courses and people who play golf. I’d had that night with the Jims several times. Kill me.

		

		I put the card down and stared at it remembering the brief encounter I’d had with its owner. Marcus S. Coursi, General Manager, Hospitality Venture Group. I’d spent, what, fifteen minutes with him? We talked about nothing and flirted a bit. Well, more than a bit.

		

		But something about him had gotten to me, had gotten into me. It was as if I’d breathed in a Marcus Molecule and it had bonded with a Daphne Molecule and altered my brain chemistry. Protein synthesis and dendrite activation and serotonin receptors and, poof, my brain was different. That was possible, right? Like taking psychedelics and having a religious experience that changes your outlook forever.

		

		Okay, probably not that. But I couldn’t explain what it was. I had connected to him and something in me had changed. I needed to know why and how. I sipped the gin. “Marcus S,” I said aloud, wondering what the S stood for. Samuel? Sinclair? “What did you do to me?” I said to the room.

		

		My phone vibrated with a text from Tori: “Emoji with tongue sticking out and laugh emoji.”

		

		I texted back: “Hands clapping emoji.”

		

		She texted: “Martini glass emoji.”

		

		It vibrated again, this time a text from Chris: “You make it okay?”

		

		I texted back: “Thumbs up and blowing kisses emojis.” Then another: “I’m wiped. Prepping for tomorrow then early bed. Call you tomorrow.”

		

		The reply came: “Emoji of a peach. Tomorrow then.” I stood up to go for a second bottle of gin, sipping the rest from the cup, savoring the sharp juniper burn in my nose and throat.

		

		After we got home from Vegas last month, Chris didn’t mentioned Marcus at first. Not once. And we fucked almost every night. We were so hungry.

		

		Then, after about week he brought it up, asking if I thought Marcus had anything to do with “my new condition.” Instantly I became indignant. Insecure with anger and embarrassment. Everything shut down between us. One afternoon he came up behind me as I stood at the kitchen sink, slid his hands under my arms and cupped my breasts - a move I loved and one he’d made a hundred times over the years. I went rigid, just standing there, water running, and he pulled away.

		

		Yet, every chance I got, I touched myself. Brought myself to orgasm. It seemed I was wet or nearly wet all the time. Between meetings at work once, I went to the bathroom, closed the stall door and lifted my skirt standing with one hand against the wall. I pushed my fingers down inside my underwear and found myself swollen and slippery. I brought myself off within a minute.

		

		And every night when I came home Chris looked for an opening and found none. He would just withdraw, confused. I couldn’t talk to him about it. I wanted to but there were too many words to say and too many words in the way and not enough strength to unwind the time that had gathered between us, to clear the space we needed to even try to understand. I wanted to weep. He never again asked me what had changed, he just looked at me with a fleeting curiosity in his eyes and smiled. He waited at a distance.

		

		I think he knew what was happening even if I hadn’t completely figured it out myself. He knew it was a puzzle I needed to solve on my own before I could talk about it. And I think he knew if he pushed a conversation again, any chance we had at coming back together would collapse and wash away before it could root and take hold. He knew I was coming back to Vegas and I think a part of him hoped I would find some kind of answer.

		

		I drained the second bottle of gin into my cup, dropped a couple of cubes into the cup and stirred with my fingers. I sipped again and was feeling the warm, pleasant glow of the alcohol spreading through me, lubricating my thoughts.

		

		I licked my fingers, kicked off my pumps, hiked up my dress and pulled my panties to the floor. I moved toward the chaise longue in front of the huge window wall, grabbing my phone and the card, feeling the cool air swishing between my legs.

		

		I lay back on the chaise with my knees raised, tenting my dress, holding the card with both hands in front of my face trying to remember his voice. His earnest, almost boyish smile. And his scent. I closed my eyes and lay my head back dropping the card to my chest, inhaling deeply, trying to remember.

		

		My fingers found my nipple and began to pinch and pull. His face floated into focus then his scent emerged, unlocked from some limbic synapse it raced across my brain shaking open the chemical cages of pleasure. And then it began, the tingle at the base of my spine slowly spreading between my legs.

		

		I pressed my hands along my thighs to my knees and grasped the fabric of my dress, pulling it to my waist, exposing the fork of my thighs. My legs parted and my hand covered my vulva, my fingers exploring. My body was racing ahead, as my finger parted my labia I realized I was already wet.

		

		I slipped the pad of my finger gently back and forth along the length of my cleft, up, over and around the hood of my clit, savoring the building sensation. My legs spread as I imagined his body pinning me to the chaise, his mouth on mine, his tongue searching hungrily. I could taste the desire in his breath and my hips began to move, ever so slightly against my finger.

		

		Slowly, my finger traced the contours of my sex, exploring the valleys between my labia, circling the hood of my clitoris. I could hear his hot whispers in my ear preparing me, “Are you ready?” He exhaled, “I need you now,” inhaling me, “I need you Daph.” He grunted. The taut ball of nerves in my perineum ruptured and the contractions began to wrack me. “I need you Daph,” peeled through my brain and tiny tingles erupted over my whole body. “I need you,” the plea echoed through my mind. My knees came together and my head jerked forward. “Fuck.” I barked through ragged breath. My knees slumped to the chaise.

		

		In the ebbing afterglow, my breathing returning to normal, I knew I had to call him.
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		CHAPTER ELEVEN

		

		

		

		“YOU’VE REACHED THE voicemail of Marcus Coursi,” said the electronic version of the smiling voice I remembered. “Please leave a message and I will get back to you as soon as possible.” Then an almost computerized female voice, “Please leave a message after the tone.” Tone. I hung up.

		

		It wasn’t the kind of conversation I wanted to start with a voicemail. There were too many unknowns; would he remember me, if he did remember me, would he think it was weird that I was calling him? The answers to which were almost certainly, ‘No, probably not,’ and, ‘Yes, quite fucking weird, actually.’

		

		But if it was interesting weird instead of fatal attraction weird there might be a chance to… to what? Explain? Not exactly. To meet again. And then, I wasn’t sure what. To ask him what virus he’d used to infect me with this obsession. Probably best not to use the ‘O’ word, ‘obsession’ or the other ‘O’ word, come to that. “Hi, thanks for meeting. So, I’m a grown-ass, middle-aged woman who met you once a month ago for fifteen minutes, during which time my life seems to have changed completely and now I’m obsessed with you, can you explain that?” Have to work on that.

		

		My phone began vibrating. His number. Adrenaline exploded in my chest. Shit.

		

		I picked it up. “Hello, this is Daphne.” I said. It kept vibrating. I looked at it. I slid the ‘answer’ button. “Hello? This is Daphne.” I said.

		

		Without a pause came a laugh, “Daphne. Oh my God how’ve you been?” He said, realizing who it was. “How was the riding out at Red Rock?”

		

		I was immediately relieved and began to laugh, “Oh, it was, it was great. I’ve never… It was great. We had so much fun.” I said. “And I’m so sorry we weren’t able to take you up on your offer, so generous, your offer of dinner. I wish we could’ve but…” I started to trail off, heart pounding, unable to think of the next thing to say.

		

		“No worries. No worries. Any time you’re back in town, the card is still good. The offer stands.” He said. “You guys aren’t back already are you?”

		

		“Actually,” I said, “I am in town. I’m in for CES. It’s a work thing. A few of us just came in this afternoon.”

		

		“Wonderful. How many are you? We’ll get you all taken care of.” He said.

		

		“Oh no,” I said, “I wouldn’t dream of that.” I thought of the Jims, “Kind of a nightmare actually. No, I was hoping to…” I paused. And here it was…what, exactly, was I hoping? “I was wondering,” there was no way around this, “if I could buy you a drink.” I winced. I had just driven off the road and into the Desperation Territories. “I’d like your opinion on something.” I said. Better. “I have an idea I’d like to discuss.” I said. Even better. Back on the road, hands on the wheel, ten and two. Crazy dust cloud in the rearview but back on the road at least.

		

		“Well. Opinions and discussing ideas. How stimulating.” He said, playfully. “I’d love to meet and hear all about it.” He said. “When’s good?” He asked.

		

		Back to me. I couldn’t believe I hadn’t thought this through. I looked at the clock beside the bed.

		

		“Umm,” I stalled. The clock read 7:44. Still early. “How’s your evening look?” I said, plunging ahead. Tonight? TONIGHT!? I thought. You’re going to fucking do this tonight? Do what? Yes. What? Shit. I don’t know, I’ve never done this. Tonight is fine. Right?

		

		“Tonight, let me check. Hold on,” he said. Then after a pause, “I’ve got some time between eight and eight-thirty or at ten I’m basically open for the rest of the night.” He said. Then without pausing, “Why don’t we say ten? Where are you staying?”

		

		Ten. Calculating backward … 8 a.m. meeting at the convention center, fifteen minutes by shuttle means leave the hotel at 7:30, an hour to get ready means up by 6:30 which means six hours of sleep if I get back by midnight at the latest. And how long could this take? Plus I got plenty of rest last night and, who am I kidding, I’m not going to sleep tonight anyway.

		

		“Ten sounds great.” I said, smiling into the phone. “Oh, and I’m at the El Abre.” I said. “Still here.” raising my eyebrows, “Just kidding. I went home. But I’m back. It’s such a great hotel.” I said leaning a little too far into the goofiness, rolling my eyes, “Good lord. Sorry.” I said with half a chuckle.

		

		“You’re funny. I remember that about you.” He said. I could hear the smile on his face. “Let’s meet at the Lift Bar, its right next to the elevators in the casino. I’m looking forward to seeing you again Daphne.”

		

		“Lift Bar at ten. Perfect. Great. See you then Marcus.” I said and hung up. I needed to throw up.
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		CHAPTER TWELVE

		

		

		

		THE DOOR TO my room closed behind me with a click and the hallway seemed to suddenly stretch out for miles in front of me, my heart banging away inside my chest. Breathe. In through the nose, out through the mouth. Now walk.

		

		By the time I reached the elevator I felt better, calmer. The heels felt good, the dress felt good. There was no bra I could wear with this dress but everything was staying in place, even the hem was staying just above my knees. Elegance and confidence to spare.

		

		I pressed the call button on the elevator and one of the doors behind me opened immediately. A man and a woman in their early thirties got out in the middle of a discussion. He held the door for her and she walked out, she kept talking as she looked me up and down and fixed me with a level stare.

		

		He followed and also looked me up and down giving me a grin that was far more friendly and continued holding the door as I entered. I thanked him as we brushed past each other, his gaze moving from my ass to my eyes, an expression of lusty admiration passing over his face. “Thank you.” I said with slightest smile I could manage.

		

		Turning to press the button on the control panel, my eyes lifted to look back into the eyes of his waiting companion. I let my smile fade and I looked up as the doors closed.

		

		I turned to look at myself in the mirror inside the elevator. The dress hugged me perfectly without being too tight. My already long legs looked almost ridiculously long, my calves were flexed, my little boobs had just enough shape, showing maybe a hint of nipple. I didn’t look twenty-five, I looked forty-five and pretty fucking good. This was going to fun.

		

		Leaving the elevator bay I turned right and walked past a patisserie until I came to a little lounge. I walked in slowly looking around. No one looked like Marcus. As I walked toward the bar I saw a table card that read, “El Abre Ultra Lounge.” Shit. I pulled my phone out of my clutch to check the time. 10:02. Fuck.

		

		“Hi.” I smiled at the bartender. “I’m looking for the Lift Bar.” I said, eyebrows raised hopefully.

		

		“Sure.” He said, “It’s right next to the elevators.” pointing back the way I had come.

		

		“I must have missed it.” I said. “Thank you.” I smiled, turning to leave.
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		CHAPTER THIRTEEN

		

		

		

		MY EYES FOUND him the moment I walked into the bar and my stomach flipped. He was sitting next to a small table away from the main bar sipping from a tall glass of clear liquid dressed much the same way as I remembered  - tightly tapered dark dress pants, a glacier white dress shirt open at the neck and a dark purple sport jacket. He saw me a moment later and stood, watching me walk toward him.

		

		Suddenly, I was aware of the sway of my hips, my heels striking the floor and my breasts bouncing ever so slightly under the fabric of my dress. He drank me in, a big smile spreading across his face, pushing his cheeks up, creating crows feet next to his eyes. If he’d been wearing a hat, he’d have pushed it half way back on his head.

		

		As I came to him, his hands came out to me palms up and I placed my hands in his. He leaned in, pulling me to his body, his mouth below my ear. My head tilted automatically, exposing my neck to him. He inhaled deeply and whispered, “I remember you.” His open lips touched my neck and closed against my skin triggering a tiny involuntary moan high in my throat.

		

		My eyes closed, I breathed him in and his scent raced through my brain lighting fires, ringing bells, screaming at my neurons with new information, “Wake up! Wake up! He’s Back! It’s the Marcus Molecule!”

		

		The world spun away from me, knocked off its axis by the collision of his lips with my skin. A delicious, crippling current shot up through the base of my skull and fizzed across my scalp temporarily short-circuiting the autonomic imperative to breathe. He drew back from me and his smile reconnected my breathing circuit. I inhaled as if coming up from deep water. I needed to sit.

		

		“Marcus,” is all I could manage, more breathily than I intended. I crossed my legs and giving my hem a little tug, I looked at him levelly trying to get back on axis. “What a friendly welcome.” I said with a wide-eyed smile. “How’ve you been?” Shifting in my chair I realized I was moist.

		

		He laughed, “Not bad. Not bad.” He said earnestly leaning back in his chair, clearly amused by my reaction to his greeting.

		

		A server appeared and asked for our order.

		

		Marcus looked at me, “I’ll have a gin martini with a twist.” I said.

		

		“Vodka on the rocks.” He said, turning his high wattage smile full on me. “My God Daphne, You look terrific.” He said with a laugh, gesturing to my dress and heels. “No horseback riding tonight, then.”

		

		“Ha! No. No riding tonight.” I laughed, blushing fiercely. “What a sight that would be.” I said.

		

		Now it was his turn to fix me with a level gaze, one eyebrow lifting slightly.

		

		“No.” I said, holding up a hand, “That would be a hot mess. The very definition of a hot mess.” I said.

		

		“If you say so.” He said, with a rueful smile. “So how are Chris and the ... ?” He said trying to shift into polite territory.

		

		“No.” I said. I cut him off, shaking my head.

		

		“Oh-kay.” He said, nodding, slightly confused. He continued, “Okay. Your idea then. Let’s hear about it.”

		

		“Idea. Right.” I said, exhaling. Shit. How to do this? I had so many ideas I wanted to talk about with him and none of them came with an easy opening. Maybe just dive right in with the big one; What did you do to me? See where that goes. I mean, total vulnerability followed by almost certain humiliation, how bad could it be?

		

		The server arrived with drinks.

		

		“Thank you, Amber.” He said, smiling up at the server as she set the drinks on the little table.

		

		“You’re welcome, Marcus.” She said with an impish, sidelong smile and walked off. I watched her perfectly shaped butt undulating under her tight skirt as she moved away. I looked at him. He shrugged and grinned, holding his drink up to toast.

		

		“We’ve worked together.” He said. We touched our glasses and sipped. “You were saying…”

		

		“Was I?” I grinned. “Right. Well actually there’s no idea.” I said, wrinkling my nose and grinning. I sipped, pausing for effect. “It was just a ruse to get you here, and ply you with drink until you’ve lost your ability to make good decisions.” I said. “At which time I drag you back to my room and seduce you.” I said, taking another sip, looking at him over the rim of my glass.

		

		He immediately turned in his chair, raised his hand beckoning and called, “Amber, I’m going to need another round.”

		

		He turned back and we both broke into laughter.

		

		He pointed to me and said, “Ohh,” holding up his thumb and forefinger about an inch apart in the universal gesture of ‘so close.’ I drew my fingers across my forehead and flicked away imaginary perspiration and mouthed the word ‘whew.’

		

		More laughter, each of us rocking back and forth in our chairs the laughter rolling out of us like steam escaping from an over-heated tank.

		

		Then I stopped cold, the laughter instantly suppressed, “Seriously though, let’s go,” I motioned with my eyes over my shoulder and started to stand, “Bring your drink, it’s getting late.” I tapped the non-existent watch on my wrist.

		

		A fresh round of laughter crashed over us.

		

		As the laughter subsided and we caught our breath, our cheeks and eyes congested with levity, we traded furtive glances. His eyes smiled, “I like you,” he said, taking a pull of vodka. He leaned back in his chair, grinning broadly. “You are bloody funny.” He said, his elbow on his chair, his forefinger against his temple. “Who the fuck are you?”

		

		Who am I? I was momentarily thrilled. He wanted to know about me. My favorite subject. But then I began to feel that maybe I wasn’t ready to hand over that kind of control just yet. What if my answer wasn’t funny enough or interesting or sexy enough? And besides, I had my own questions, some of which were about the very subject of who the fuck I was, or thought I was. Very touchy subject lately.

		

		“Ah, yes, who the fuck am I?” I said, setting my drink down. Big breath. “Maybe I don’t know.” I said, with a whimsical tone, just the remnants of laughter still on my lips. “Actually I do,” I said with a bit more resolution. “I do know who I am. I’m just not sure where I am right now.” I said. “I’m figuring it out, but … I’m figuring it out.” I nodded.

		

		“Where are you?” He said. “Hmm. Can you … describe your surroundings?” He said with a laugh.

		

		I turned away, searching the room. “Well,” I said, turning back to him, “I’m with you right now. Which is where I want to be right now. Having a wonderful time. And … it looks like a place,” I said, looking around, “I don’t go very often, or, haven’t anyway. But I like it. I like the view, the way it smells. The possibilities. And the way it makes me feel. Like I might find answers.” I said.

		

		Before he could ask me what answers I was looking for I said, “Actually, I have a question. Have you ever…” I paused. Am I really going down this road? How far? How far did I need to go?

		

		“What does the ‘S’ stand for?” I said.

		

		“The ‘S?’” he said.

		

		“The ‘S’ as in Marcus S. Coursi.” I said. “You know...your name?”

		

		“That’s not what you wanted to ask.” He said. “I’ll tell you. I’ll tell you what the ‘S’ stands for but first, you tell me what you were going to ask me before you chickened out just then.” He said.

		

		I looked past him, my elbow on the chair, my finger on my temple pressing so hard it began to hurt. Another big breath.

		

		“Okay,” I said, then held up a finger with one hand while I took a big sip of gin with the other.

		

		“Ever heard of the self-licking lollipop?” I said, matter-of-factly.

		

		“A which?” He said, truly puzzled.

		

		“A self-licking lollipop. Also known as the self-licking ice cream cone.” I said, automatically illustrating the difference by flipping my hand back and forth at the wrist. “I feel like I’m in the process of moving from one lollipop to another at the moment. Since I met you, actually.” I said, happily making perfect sense to myself.

		

		With the confused chuckle of someone presented with a riddle from a child he said, “Could you be just little less opaque?”

		

		I reached for my drink and realized it was nearly gone. Better slow down. I sipped and leaned forward, putting the glass back on the table. “What cologne do you wear?” I said, raising my face and inhaling.

		

		“Cologne?” He said, thinking for a moment. “I... don’t wear cologne. Just deodorant.”

		

		I leaned back in my chair, beginning to feel the lubrication of the gin. “Really?” I said, my eyes searching the room. So that smell, that’s just you, I thought.

		

		He leaned back and crossed his arms, then gestured for me to continue. Okay then.

		

		“Have you ever opened a book,” I said, becoming more serious, ready to tell him my whole story now, desperate to know if he could see into me, help me orient myself to him being in the same world as me. Help me understand if he was the cause of … my symptoms. If he could understand what I was about to tell him, “that you’ve never read, to a random page and just started reading?” I said.

		

		His arms unfolded and his finger began trailing back and forth across his lower lip as he listened.

		

		I continued, “No idea who the characters are, or who you should care about, or what’s happened to that point in the story and certainly not even a clue about how it might end?” I paused. “But you opened it to a really good part, maybe the best part, and after just a few lines it’s drawn you in.” I said, watching him. “And now you’re well and truly fucked, because you can’t go back and start at the beginning.” I paused, tears threatening, “You can only read on from here to the end.”

		

		I looked over to my glass, then picked it up and turned it over, draining the remainder into my mouth.

		

		I looked back to him and I as he began to form words I said. “Why did you come tonight?” Looking at him with an honesty that made him shift in his chair.

		

		He turned away, his hand coming up to the top of his head, his fingertips plowing furrows through the tightly trimmed hair at the top of his skull. Then he looked up.

		

		“I have opened that book.” He said. “I opened it once a long time ago and I swore I’d never do it again. It almost broke me.” He said. “But I realized that every book worth reading, every song worth listening to, every film worth watching is already in progress. Every person is already in the middle of living.” He said. “And I’m living. I’m alive. I’m worth reading.” He paused. “And now, If I find a book …” And here the analogy became flimsy for him. “If I find someone I want to love, then I do. Sometimes it’s terrifying, but I want to live.”

		

		A beat of silence past between us.

		

		He continued, “Everyone seems to think finding the right book is the hard part. Figuring it out is the hard part. No. That’s easy. It happens all the time. We’re sort of built for that. Doing whatever you need to do to be alive, to be alive to yourself, that’s the hard part.” He said. He drained the rest of his drink.

		

		“Why did I come tonight?” He grinned, “The moment I saw you sitting in that ridiculous bird chair out there I wanted to know you. And then you drove away and … I thought I’d never see you again.” He said, then breathed in, filled his lungs completely and exhaled the answer, “I couldn’t stop thinking about you. And then you came back.” He looked away briefly then back for my reaction.

		

		His answer, so unexpected, knocked everything loose inside of me like a small earthquake. Questions began falling off the shelves of my mind. Did I believe him? Had he really been thinking about me the way I’d been thinking of him? Why would he lie at this point?

		

		I began to dismantle him with my eyes, looking for clues, examining everything, every piece of him; his eyes, his mouth, his hands and face. How he sat. His coordinates in the universe. Could I reach him and what would it cost me? Was this man the force that had taken up residence inside me for the last month? Was he some kind of answer I thought I was looking for? Was he a question I needed to ask? Was he another lollipop that licked itself? Was he vicious or virtuous? Was he a book that I had carelessly opened and now couldn’t put down?

		

		“I love my husband.” I said, using words that I knew to be safe to stabilize myself, to get my bearings.

		

		“Yeah?” He nodded.

		

		“But this is not about love.” I said. “Love is not enough somehow. And I don’t know why. Isn’t it supposed to be enough?” I asked.

		

		“Why did you call me?” He said. He leaned forward. “You want me to tell you how it ends? A nice tidy ending that you can take back with you? End of chapter. Back to your life. Then you’ll know, you’ll understand right? The problem is, the more you understand, the less you live.” He said, his eyes digging into me.

		

		“When did it start being okay to stop wondering at yourself? To just let yourself live Daph?” He said.

		

		“Like when we were kids.” He smiled broadly. “When living was wide open wonder.” He leaned back. “We loved ourselves. Right? And the world seemed to love us back.” He paused, looking into me. “I think this is about love Daphne. I think love is just bigger and tougher and more complicated than you think.”

		

		I shook my head my like a child refusing to open her mouth for another bite but I couldn’t stop it from coming out. “I can’t stop thinking about you.” I said. “And I think I need to keep … I need to know you.” I said. “At least for a few more pages.” I laughed.

		

		I looked over at the empty glass on the table willing it to fill with gin. No luck.

		

		“Okay,” he said. “But I you need to tell me about Chris.” He turned and motioned to Amber.

		

		“Okay. That’s fair.” I said. “Alright.” Big breath.

		

		Amber set two glasses of water on the table and swished away.

		

		I told him everything. Chris’ hot wife fantasies, the hotel bar meet ups. The fact that I even found it all pretty arousing. I told him about the distance that had grown between us. And then, I told him what had changed in me the day I met him. The orgasms. Even the one with Petunia. That it was beyond me to explain. That I couldn’t share it with Chris. I told him that I was even wondering if my marriage was over, something I hadn’t admitted to myself until right now. I was angry, I was confused. But most of all, I wanted answers.

		

		He listened intently. His elbow on the chair, his finger in his temple.

		

		“Petunia?” He said. “Wow.”

		

		“I’m desperately attracted to you.” I said. “But I’m not sure how to live with what that means.”

		

		“How long have you been married?” He said.

		

		“Twenty years.” I said, grinning ruefully.

		

		He paused to consider. “Do you trust him?” He let the question hang for just a beat, “Do you believe what says about why he wants to watch you with other men? About what his reaction would be?”

		

		I had never really answered that question. Twenty years. Did I trust him? I had always filled in the blanks before I could think about it; heart-ache and divorce and embarrassment. Being alone and starting over. Failure. Abject fucking failure.

		

		“And if you do trust him, if you believe him, what are you afraid of?” He said.

		

		I pulled at my lip and looked around the room, thinking. “I do trust him.” I said. Discovering it to be true. “I believe what he says. I think he may end up feeling things more intensely than he’s anticipating, or feeling things he didn’t anticipate at all, but yeah, I trust him.” I said. “If, something like that happened.”

		

		“So what am I afraid of?” I said. “Well,” I laughed. “I guess I’m afraid of not being normal, of being … depraved.”

		

		We both laughed at the frailty of the words when spoken out loud.

		

		“I mean, how do I be the mom at home, the professional at work…?” I trailed off, chuckling again. “I know. Everyone’s weird. Kinks I don’t want to think about honestly.” I said. The thought of the Jims came into my mind. Gross.

		

		“What if I fall in love?” I said.

		

		There it was. I felt it. The hard question, the one with messy answers.

		

		“What if you do?” He said. “There’s a lot of room inside love for people who are willing to live.”

		

		“Is there?” I said.

		

		“I’ll show you.” He said.

		

		He stood up and held out his hand. I looked up at him for a moment then stood and took his hand in mine. He pulled me to him, our eyes locked and my stomach flipped. He paused with his lips an inch from mine, his hand slid around my hip. We traded breath. His mouth opened slightly, he leaned in and his mouth touched mine and I could feel the heat of him through the thin fabric of my dress as our bodies came together.

		

		This new man, this strange new man pressed lips I did not know against mine. They slid new and alive against mine for the first time in this moment and an intersection was created where none had been only moments before.

		

		My mouth opened to mimic his movements and I tasted him, his breath, his saliva, his chemical intent. His body pressed tighter as he pulled at my hip, his mouth and tongue slowly sampled me. Between my legs a tingling bloomed into a low, warm thrumming and I bloomed, open entirely to him, to the answers that would come.
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		CHAPTER FOURTEEN

		

		

		

		“WATER? WINE? GIN?” He said. “Anything?” He looked up from behind the marble bar that separated us in his little kitchen.

		

		His apartment was a small but stunning two-bedroom Sky Suite at the El Abre. “Unfortunately it’s temporary.” He said as he’d unlocked the door and shown me inside.

		

		“White wine?” I said. Water was probably wiser but my heart was hammering with the reality of being sequestered inside his apartment with intimate probabilities everywhere I looked. I took a seat at the bar as he poured two glasses of wine.

		

		“How are you?” He said. He set the wine in front of me and took a sip from his glass.

		

		“A little nervous, if I’m honest.” I lied. I was terrified and clutching tightly to the last few strands of calm I could find.

		

		“Unless we’re going to chill and watch Netflix.” I said.

		

		“We can if you like.” He said.

		

		“Actually, there’s a show I’ve been meaning to start. Just looking for the right time.” I said. I pursed my lips and shook my head, looking around the apartment. “Now’s probably not the right time.” I chuckled weakly.

		

		His golden brown eyes smiled. “I’ve something that might help.” He said. He reached for a dark wooden box on the bar and slid it between us. He took out a white plastic tube about the size of a small cigar.

		

		“Have you ever seen one of these?” He said. I shook my head. “It’s a cannabis vape pen. You inhale until it vibrates, perfect dose. It’s a blend called ‘Bliss.’” He said, took a drag and handed it to me.

		

		I took the pen, looked at it then arched my eyebrows at him. “Bliss huh?”

		

		“Up to you,” he said smiling, “Might calm you a bit.”

		

		I put the pen to my lips and drew until it buzzed against my lips. I held it like a joint between my thumb and forefinger, holding my breath like I was at a Pink Floyd concert then exhaled, laughing. A small white cloud of vapor emerged from my mouth. “Oh my God.” I laughed and set the pen back in the box.

		

		He came around the bar and walked toward me holding out his hand.

		

		“Severus.” He said.

		

		I cocked my head indicating I had no idea what he was talking about.

		

		“My middle name is Severus.” He said. “My dad was a Roman history nut. That’s a whole other story though. Anyway, the ’S’ is for Severus.”

		

		“I like it.” I smiled.

		

		“Take my hand, I want to show you something.” He said. I picked up my clutch and glass and he led me to a room at the end of a short hall.
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		CHAPTER FIFTEEN

		

		

		

		TWO WALLS, FILLED with the lights of the city, came together at a right angle. His bedroom. I walked around the low, king bed and over to where the windows joined and peered out not saying a word. Behind me, he placed his hands on my shoulders and slid them slowly down my arms, taking the wine glass from me hand and setting it on a table next to me.

		

		Then his hands were on my hips and I could feel his hot breath on my neck. “I love your scent.” He said. My head tilted as if programmed and his lips began to brush over my skin from my neck to my shoulder. His big hands slid down my hips over the thin, slick fabric of my dress, he pressed his body to mine and his hands traveled forward to my tummy then slowly up to cup my breasts. I could see my chest rising and falling in the glass as my breath came faster.

		

		The lights of the city seemed to blaze up through the window coating me in a beautiful pulsing of warm, happy colors. His lips continued to explore my neck and shoulders creating ripples of warmth that emanated from his every touch and a thrum of joy cascaded through me. I recognized the sensation. I hadn’t been high in years and I let it take me.

		

		His kissing intensified, his mouth opening to nibble and lick my skin, his hands explored my breasts finding the nipples with his forefingers. He pulled me closer to him. I could feel his erection pressing into my ass, instinctively I pushed back into him, my eyes closing at the intimacy of the contact. My hands covered his and I pulled them away as I turned to face him.

		

		Our mouths came together in a slow, hot tangle of tongues searching and probing as his arms encircled my waist and his hands began to travel lower over my buttocks. The hot, fluid motions of mouths moving against each other seemed to last forever and the sensation on my lips was mesmerizing. My hands came to his face and I pulled him tighter to my mouth as my tongue probed deeper tasting the sweetly sour wine and his desire.

		

		My whole body was flush with a need to explore him. I wanted to eat him, to lick him. I needed to taste him. The throbbing between my legs was growing into a beautifully agonizing pressure. I wanted him in my mouth. I wanted him inside me. I wanted him around me and on me, moving against me.

		

		His long middle finger was stroking the cleft between my buttocks through my dress. The bare sensuality of the touch urged my desire. I needed to feel the warmth and friction of his skin against mine. I began to unbutton his shirt as he continued to caress my ass, sucking and biting at my neck and shoulder as he peeled off his jacket.

		

		I pulled his shirt out of his pants, opened it and began licking and kissing his chest, breathing him in. It was covered with dozens and dozens of tight dark whorls of hair. I opened my mouth against his brown skin to taste him. My hands moved to the bulge in his pants, I wrapped my fingers around it squeezed, drawing moan from him.

		

		“I want to taste you,” I whispered in a ragged breath. A deeper moan came from him this time. With his hands on my ass, he pulled me against him pushing his erection against my belly, his face buried in my neck he whispered, “Are you sure you want this?” Meaning both this, what was about to happen, and this, the swelling mass between his legs that was definitely part of what was about to happen.

		

		My answer formed perfectly deep in my mind but the words came slowly, so slowly toward my mouth, through the haze of the cannabis. His lips closed over the skin of my neck, released and repeated again and again sending tiny cascades of happiness through me. When the words finally arrived at my lips, I smiled languidly turning my face up to him and said, “Who is that?” I motioned with my head toward a chair in the corner.
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		CHAPTER SIXTEEN

		

		

		

		BETWEEN LONG, SLOW kisses on my lips he said, “That’s Jason. He’s my roommate. I think he wants to watch.”

		

		I looked over to see if the figure was still sitting in the chair where I thought I had seen him. I looked back into his eyes. “He’s beautiful,” I said, “like you.” Our mouths opened to each other again, his hands gently kneaded my buttocks. The steady heat of our bodies pressing together seemed to fill the room, imbuing everything in it with a euphoric glow.   

		

		Slowly, I stepped back to look at him, to see him. I needed to see him in front of me, here, in this glow. His tall dark shape was a hard, muscled wedge planted in the floor giving off waves of heat and scent and power I could taste in my nose and on my tongue. I reached inside my clutch and pulled out my phone, propped it against a lamp on the dresser and touched the record button.

		

		When I turned back his shirt was off and he was stepping out of his pants. He stood to face me with an impossibly large bulge in his underwear. It strained against the fabric of his briefs as he came to me and wrapped his arms around me again. My arms came up to circle his neck and I pulled his mouth to mine. His hands slid down over my ass and his fingers slipped under the hem of my dress and began to draw it up. A thrill streaked up my body as he began to expose me inch by inch. My breath came in short gasps, my teeth biting into his shoulder. My eyelids lifted and I looked up to see Jason walking back into the room wearing only briefs, struggling to contain his own erection. Strains of music followed him into the room.

		

		As the hem of my dress reached my thighs, Marcus hooked his thumbs around the waistband of my thong and pulled them down slowly over my hips to my knees, to my calves then to my ankles kissing my legs along the way. I stepped out of the them, my heart hammering in my chest, the room thick with the warmth of human intimacy.

		

		I looked for Jason. His long dark form sat naked now, upright in a chair, eight feet from us, one hand on the armrest, his enormous dark shaft was fully erect, lying on the seat cushion between his legs. His fingers rubbed softly over the head that extended beyond the uncircumcised foreskin. He seemed slightly taller than Marcus with long, lean ropes of muscle holding him together. His head was bald and shiny. His skin was taut over his frame and dark as matter, inescapable, deep. He was watching us with gravitational intensity. I turned my back to him, showing him my ass. I looked back at him with a mischievous smile. His lips parted in a wide, white grin.

		

		The sweet, tingling pressure in my groin was now throbbing, telegraphing pleasure up my spine into the base of my skull.

		

		As Marcus rose with my thong dangling from his finger, he stopped at my breasts and tugged the front of my dress down. My little boobs emerged and the nipples hardened almost instantly. His hands pressed into the small of my back and his mouth hungrily enclosed one nipple, then the other, sucking hard and lightly biting the tips. My head tipped back and a high moan burst from me at the sensation.

		

		My hands came to the sides of his face and I pulled his mouth to mine. “I want you in my mouth.” I groaned. He tossed my thong to Jason. It landed between his legs. His fingers picked it up delicately, he smiled broadly and brought them to his face. He inhaled my scent deeply as his other hand wrapped around his cock. He began to stroke himself. Oh fuck.

		

		I turned back to Marcus, my hand went to the back of his head to pull his mouth to mine. My pussy was burning with a fierce urgency. My other hand went to his flank, sliding down to find the waistband of his briefs. It slid inside and moved deeper to find his cock. The head was slick and I squeezed it again then began to move my hand along the shaft in short gentle strokes. Our tongues lashed against each other, our breath coming fast and frantic.

		

		I looked over to Jason. His eyes were locked on us. He was stroking himself in short, gentle strokes mimicking the motion I was applying to Marcus. Pre-come was dripping over his knuckles as it leaked in a stream from the glistening head.

		

		I turned back to Marcus. I placed my hands on his hips, slid my fingers under the waistband and began to slide his briefs down, my hands gliding over his perfectly muscled buttocks. I squeezed them as hard as I could and pulled them apart, digging my nails into the solid flesh as I nibbled at his chest. As I continued to push his briefs down, his manhood emerged from the waistband and hung down, thick and dark.

		

		I pushed his briefs down along his thighs, past his knees and to his ankles kissing his belly. I reached out and grasped him, stunned and fascinated by the size, my fingers barely able to encircle the shaft. I squeezed it gently drawing a drop of fluid to the tip. The head was broad, the ridge flared. It was shaped like my husband’s but dark. And it sat atop a thick, devastatingly long shaft. He lifted my face and hungrily covered my mouth with his.
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		CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

		

		

		

		I PLACED MY hands on his chest and pushed him toward the bed.

		

		“Are you sure he’s only going to watch?’ I grinned.

		

		“He won’t do anything you don’t want.” He said.

		

		He sat on the edge of bed, his knees wide apart, his cock hanging heavily from his groin. It was much darker than the rest of his body. I stood over him and looked down, staring at it, transfixed. I was suddenly very unsure that I could please him. How would we ever fit together? Surely he was built for someone else. Someone stronger, younger.

		

		“I get the feeling you two have done this before.” I said.

		

		“Once or twice.” He grinned a bit sheepishly. “Does that bother you?”

		

		He put his hands behind him and leaned back looking up at me with a warm smile on his face. I knelt between his legs, my hands sliding up and down his muscular thighs.

		

		“I’m not sure.” I said, actually unable to fully process all the possibilities around me. Exploring one man outside marriage was one thing. What was this? Was it more? Was it worse? Better? A nervous panic shot through my chest. Did it matter at this point?

		

		“Was she nervous?” I said.

		

		“Yes.” He said. “But she found herself.”

		

		The sexual smell of his groin reached my nose. I inhaled. The wad of heat in my pussy throbbed.

		

		I looked over to Jason. His hand was wrapped around the shaft of his cock, stroking it. My thong lay on his chest. Time slowed as I watched him move his hand up and down along the dark, glistening length of it, squeezing and pulling. The missile shaped head disappeared behind the foreskin then reappeared like the titillating trick of some kind of exotic toy. Then our eyes locked and he smiled. I smiled back instinctually. He drew his grip to the head of it and the clear fluid of a man ready to mate began to dribble down the side. He ran a finger under the fluid, catching it, raising it to his mouth, wiping it on his tongue.

		

		I looked up at Marcus who had been watching me. I groaned deep in my chest. He smiled and reached down to grab his own cock, lifting it toward my face. He cocked one eyebrow, questioningly.

		

		I looked into his eyes. I parted my lips and lifted my chin. My heart hammered in my chest, my body glowed with a pleasant heat.

		

		I watched my hand move toward it, then saw my fingers slowly wrap around it, grasping it. I gathered his large, heavy scrotum in the other, his head tilted back to groan then forward again to look at me, to watch me. It was strange and warm and heavy in my hand. I hadn’t touched another man’s cock in what seemed like forever. It was bizarre and foreign and imminent.

		

		I could see it was my hand around the shaft, my hand cupping the balls. But my logical brain hadn’t made the leap to what was about to happen. Instinct nudged me and my mouth opened slightly, about to explore a new strangeness, a new life. I ran my thumb along the underside of his shaft from base to tip and produced a huge pearl of pre-seminal fluid that began to flow slowly across the broad head of his cock. I leaned forward and licked it off eliciting another groan.

		

		“Mmmm.” I moaned.

		

		He inhaled and exhaled heavily.

		

		I wrapped the fingers of one hand around the base and the other half way up the shaft and began slowly, lightly moving my hand up and down the length. It seemed real and unreal in the same moment. Huge and hard and alive but foreign and exotic and unknown.

		

		I guided the tip toward me, my mouth opened. I laid the head on my tongue and began to swirl it against the sensitive spot right under the head. His hand came to the side of my face as his fingers guided my hair behind my head. I took him into my mouth.

		

		I began to suck gently. I pushed my head down on him but could get very little of him into my mouth. His breathing intensified. I ran my lips and tongue up and down along the underside of his cock still sucking through pursed lips. Another drop of pre-cum appeared at the tip and I took into my mouth again. It tasted like any other cock I had sucked but more urgent, more vital. I wanted to please him. I wanted him to come.

		

		I sucked harder now, bobbing my head rhythmically, my tongue swirling against his frenulum. I stroked slowly with both hands. He leaned forward and gathered my hair with both huge hands behind my head. His heels pressed against the bed, his grip on my hair tightened, his hands rigidly cradled my skull. I slowed and began to lick and stroke him then took him back into my mouth, sucking gently.

		

		The pressure in my groin was now throbbing in my anus, aching for release. I spread my legs and began slowly humping my hips against nothing. Then suddenly I felt hands on my hips, sliding up my back and down over my ass to my thighs with a delicious oily glide. I couldn’t process what was happening. The hands disappeared and I thought I was hallucinating.

		

		Then they were back, gliding over my ass and thighs again. They moved under me, over my stomach and around my breasts coating me in slick, warm oil. They returned to the globes of my ass again and one slippery hand slid under me, finding my vulva. Long, strong fingers slid through the folds of my pussy, around my clit and back up to my anus. An orgasm was gathering at the base of my spine.

		

		I looked up to Marcus, his cock still filling my sucking mouth. His eyes looked over my shoulder and back to me. Slowly, reluctantly, I took his dick from my mouth and looked back at the hands that were caressing my cunt.

		

		Jason knelt behind me, a questioning but playful look on his face. He looked almost innocent, young and lovely, kind. He must’ve been in his late twenties. A flicker of panicky protest flashed through me and was gone. My eyes closed and my head dipped as his fingers played in the folds of my swollen pussy. Then one of his long, strong fingers began to orbit my clitoris and I could feel the release beginning.

		

		I turned slowly back to Marcus, looked into his eyes and opened my mouth over his slick, swollen cock. I sucked harder and faster, jerking my hand along his shaft, taking him as far into my mouth as I could. He seemed, impossibly, to swell, and I knew he was going to climax.

		

		I pulled back slightly, still sucking hard, my bobbing head working my tongue over him, lapping against his shaft. He inhaled sharply and without a sound escaping him, his cock began to spasm. A second later his seed burst into my mouth. Hot, ropey jets of semen pulsed out of him and I began to swallow frantically. His deeply earthy, saline flavor flooded my mouth and sinuses.

		

		He exhaled loudly, “Ahhhhh.” His cry thrilled me and I could feel an ecstacy rushing toward me.

		

		At that moment Jason slid two long fingers deep into me, still circling my clit with hhis thumb. His tongue began lapping at the top of my ass cleavage. I began to shudder. My whole body gathered to the force of the coming contractions swirling inside me. Then they spilled over me in heavy crashing waves. I humped selfishly against his fingers, moaning involuntarily as his fingers fucked slowly in and out of me matching the rhythm of my hips.

		

		I sucked deeply on Marcus holding him in mouth, stroking upward against his shaft until our spasms subsided. I pulled him from my mouth and licked tenderly at the swollen head then began licking the length of him, taking his scrotum into my mouth. I guided the head back into my mouth and rolled my tongue over it and kissed the tip. I pulled away and looked for Jason. He still knelt behind me, two fingers in his mouth, slowly stroking his leaking cock with the other hand.
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		CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

		

		

		

		I LOOKED BACK to Marcus in a warm, joyful daze. He stood. He reached down and placed a hand on either side of my head, looking into my upturned face, and pressed his cock against my lips. I opened and he pushed into my mouth as far as it would go, holding it against the entrance of my throat, a long, low grunt coming from behind his exposed white teeth. Then he released me.

		

		He sat. His mouth came to mine and his kissed my lips tenderly, his hands cupping my face. He pulled back and grinned.

		

		“You okay?” He said. I smiled and nodded, licking my swollen lips.

		

		“Can I watch?” He said. His eyes flicked to Jason and back to me. I looked over to Jason. His cock was rigid in his hand and slick with pre-come. I looked back to Marcus, a grin on his lips.

		

		“Okay?” I nodded slowly from within in a hazy glow.

		

		He nodded in return. “Okay.”

		

		I grinned impishly.

		

		I turned back to Jason and looked into his face. He leaned over and put his lips against mine. Our mouths opened automatically and his tongue probed deeply. His mouth tasted like sex, hormones. I could taste the driving, irresistible machinery of male desire coming to peak power. My hand reached out and my fingers wrapped slowly around his long, hard, black shaft.

		

		He stood and helped me to my feet, his cock still in my grasp. I giggled and released it. We moved to the bed and he knelt. I crawled over and knelt in front of him, our mouths coming together in a wild, hungry exchange. I pulled back, looked down and reached for his hard cock. The skin around it was tight and slick with his own fluid. I went down on my hands and knees bringing it closer to my face. I looked back to Marcus and he was kneeling behind me, his oiled hands swirling over my ass coating me with an oil that smelled like a forest.

		

		He smiled and whispered, “Are you having fun Daph?”

		

		I smiled and nodded the same dopey nod I had the day we met when he asked me if today was my birthday.

		

		“I’m not sure what’s about to happen.” I said.

		

		“Looks like you’re about to suck Jason’s dick.” He said. He lowered his face, his hands spread me open and he pushed his tongue into my pussy. My lids closed over my eyes as his tongue fucking into me lit a new spark.

		

		I looked up at Jason, into his beautiful smiling face, his cock hard and slick in my hand and said, “Hi, I’m Daphne.” I laughed. His hand came to my face and his smile grew.

		

		“Marcus told me you were beautiful.” He said in a thick european accent. He leaned down to kiss my lips. I began stroking him. I lowered my mouth and licked the fluid leaking copiously from the tip. His shaft was dark as earth, his sexual scent was strong and deeply musky. I opened my mouth over his cock and took him to the entrance of my throat, sucking hard, my mouth slicked with his pre-cum. He groaned deeply.

		

		Marcus stopped licking me and moved up behind me, his thighs touching mine, his cock sliding back and forth in the cleavage of my ass. I could feel it getting harder and I began moving against it, the tingling pressure beginning to build again. I wanted him inside me. He pulled back and ran the broad, hot head through the folds of my vagina and pressed the tip to its entrance. I pushed back against it but he pulled away and kept gliding the length of his shaft back and forth over my anus.

		

		Jason’s hands were now behind my head holding my hair back, his hips gently flexing his shaft into my sucking mouth. I could tell he was getting close to release. I got up on my knees, letting his cock fall from my mouth and put a hand on his chest to push him back. He lay back against the headboard and I crawled forward between his legs smiling up at him. I bent down, wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock and began licking him in long, slow strokes.

		

		“Where do you want to come?” I said.

		

		Marcus was still slowly sawing his cock through the furrow of ass, his oily hands caressing my hips.

		

		Jason smiled broadly and chuckled. He looked into my eyes, stroking himself and said “In your beautiful mouth. Like my friend.”

		

		I reached for his cock again and said, “Why would I do that?” I said licking the slick, oozing head.

		

		“Because I need it. Because you are ready for it. And because it will be beautiful.” He said.

		

		He leaned forward and kissed my mouth. Then he lay back, reached down and grasped the shaft and pulled up forcing a fresh gush of fluid to spill over the head. I licked it off.

		

		I looked back at Marcus. He smiled and said, “I think it will be beautiful.”

		

		“Me too.” I said.

		

		I began licking him with a broad, flat tongue, up and down its length, squeezing it at the base. Then I pointed it up and took him into my mouth again. I sucked hard, bobbing my head over him, stroking the shaft with my hand. His hips began to flex again, his hands surrounded my head. He grew thicker and I knew it was coming. I slid a hand under him, past his scrotum and found his anus. He groaned. I pressed a finger hard against the opening, rubbing furiously as he began to pulse.

		

		Again, my mouth was flooded with a raw, earthy fluid as strong jets of semen erupted from him. I swallowed madly but his come began to ooze from the corners of my mouth. More and more of his juice flowed into my mouth as I swallowed. Finally I had to breathe and I released his still pulsing cock to gasp for breath. The final pearly white gobs flowed out of the tip and dribbled down the side. I quickly sucked him back into my mouth and swallowed the remainder, nursing gently on the head.
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		CHAPTER NINETEEN

		

		

		

		I ROLLED ONTO my back and my hands went to my pussy, rubbing hard against the stinging pressure building there.

		

		“I think you need something.” Jason said.

		

		My eyes drifted toward him, the strong taste of his semen still in my mouth. “Uh huh.” I said. “Any ideas?”

		

		Marcus got up and walked out of the room. Jason rolled over to me and covered my mouth with his. His hand came to my nipple and he began rolling it between his fingers. His tongue pushed deeply, searchingly into my mouth. I realized he wanted to taste his own come.

		

		Marcus returned with a bottle of wine in his hand, drawing on the vape pen. He crawled up on the bed and handed it to Jason who took it and drew on it. He rolled back to me and put his mouth over mine and began to exhale. I drew in his breath. His tongue probed and swabbed my mouth. He pulled back and placed the pen at my lips. I sucked until it vibrated. I raised my mouth to Jason and is mouth closed back over mine, I exhaled into him.

		

		Marcus offered me the bottle and asked, “Wine?”

		

		I sat up. “Yes, please.” I said. I took a long draft and handed it to Jason who drank deeply and set it on the nightstand. I lay back waiting for the bliss to come over me again. I looked over at the two beautiful men in the bed with me, closed my eyes and shook my head. A thick buzz flowed over me.

		

		I sat up and pulled my dress over my head and tossed it to the floor. When I looked back Jason was sucking on Marcus as he leaned back against the headboard. Marcus looked over at me and just smiled a stoned smile. I wasn’t sure how to make sense of what I was seeing but the sight enflamed me. I leaned back on one hand and moved the other to my crotch. Jason let the cock fall from his mouth and rolled away from Marcus onto his back and took another hit from the pen. Both cocks looked fully hard again. Jason rolled onto his side and pointed at my pubic hair, his eyebrows raised as if to say, “May I?” I nodded, continuing to run my finger between my pussy lips. His fingers began twirling through the fine spray of reddish strands.

		

		“You’re very fair. Very white.” He said in voice so low and so slow I giggled.

		

		“And very high.” I said, giggling again. “Where are you from Jason?”

		

		“From everywhere, but I grew up in Copenhagen. So dismal.” He said. “But many of the women there are beautiful like you. Creamy skin, freckles. I love them. We make a beautiful sight when we fuck.” He said. “They are so white and I am so dark. The contrast. The taboo. Very erotic.” He said, and moved toward me. “Maybe we will fuck beautiful tonight.”

		

		The movement of his lips and the sound of his accent as he spoke pulled me deeply into a stoned trance. “I want to fuck beautiful.” I said, smiling.

		

		He began crawling to me and his mouth was on mine, his tongue in me before I could react.

		

		I put my hand out and gently pushed him back.

		

		“You like men too?” I said.

		

		“I like all kinds to fuck. I am a very horny person.” He said.

		

		He was looking directly into my eyes, stroking his stiffening cock.

		

		“You like to suck Marcus?” I said.

		

		“Sometimes. He tastes wonderful.” He said.

		

		“Will you show me how you like to suck him?” I said.

		

		He looked at Marcus and grinned. Marcus blinked and Jason crawled slowly back to him.

		

		“You like to watch?” He asked.

		

		“I would like to, yes.” I nodded.

		

		His hand began stroking Marcus. I slid closer to get a better view. Jason’s hand slid to the base of Marcus’s cock angling it toward his mouth.

		

		His mouth engulfed Marcus. He forced his head down on him until his nose touched the tight patch of pubic hair at the base. He repeated this over and over, his hand squeezing tightly and moving along the shaft. Marcus’ head tilted back. Again, the sight so foreign and extreme, pulled me into a fascinated trance.

		

		I crawled closer, my fingers inside me now. I reached out with my free hand and took hold of Jason’s shaft. He shifted to give me access. I began stroking it.

		

		He began sucking at just the head of Marcus’ dick. His eyes looked over to me and seemed to smile. My pussy was ringing with heat and desire again. Jason reached under Marcus and pushed a finger into his ass. Marcus stiffened and began breathing rapidly.

		

		Jason shifted again and flexed his hips toward me. I released my pussy and crawled to him on my belly. I took the head of his dick into my mouth and sucked hard, swirling my tongue under the head. More pre-come was draining from it, lubricating my mouth. I looked up to watch Jason sucking on Marcus.

		

		Marcus placed a hand on Jason’s head and flicked his hips. Without stopping his motion he began to swallow. Tiny mewling sounds escaped from his chest. Then Marcus pushed Jason’s head away. His cock popped out.

		

		“Daphne.” He said urgently. I rose up and took him into my mouth, sucking gently, capturing the last few spurts. Jason’s mouth was next to mine licking at the shaft. Marcus exhaled, his cock spent and softening. Jason rolled away and found the bottle of wine.

		

		I crawled up Marcus in a glow. Our mouths came together tenderly, softly as I held his deflated cock in my grip. His arm enfolded me and we lay together for what seemed like a lifetime, wrapped in a kind of bubble of low intensity euphoria.

		

		Minutes or hours later he shifted. “Right back.” He said. I rolled away and watched with a sort of ache in my chest as he walked out of the room.

		

		I looked at Jason. “Is he okay?” I said.

		

		“Oh yah, he’s getting water I think.” He said.
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		CHAPTER TWENTY

		

		

		

		MARCUS CAME BACK with three bottles of water and set two on the side table. He opened one and drained half of it then sat next to us on the bed.

		

		I lay back on my elbows and looked at the two of them. Jason ran a finger along the flaccid shaft of Marcus dick and popped it in his mouth. I laughed. Marcus pushed him away.

		

		“That was amazing.” I said. I returned my fingers to the tingling spot between my legs as I lay naked and free between them.

		

		Jason came to me again and began twirling my pubic hair through his fingers again.

		

		“You have a beautiful cunt. So small. Very delicate.” He said.

		

		“I’m glad you like it.” I said.

		

		He smiled. “It needs some love I think. We need to feed it. It wants life in it.” He said.

		

		His hands pushed my knees apart, sliding up the insides of my thighs.

		

		“What is this?” He said. His finger circled a small, dark brown birthmark about the size of a dime, shaped like a diamond, high on my inner thigh.

		

		“Something dark on Daphne. A devil’s mark.” He said. “I love it.” His tongue traced circles around it and he kissed it.

		

		He reached out a finger and lightly traced the ridges of my wet and swollen labia. “Marcus,” he said. “She is suffering. We must rescue her.”

		

		His eyes met mine and his head lowered between my legs.

		

		“You smell wonderful. So innocent and fresh.” He said

		

		His tongue flicked out and touched my clit, his eyes fixed on mine. Then his mouth opened and covered my vulva, his tongue burrowed into me. I arched and gasped.

		

		“So sweet.” He said.

		

		His tongue began swirling over my clit in tight, muscular circles. His hand slid up between my legs and his long finger entered me. My hips began to move just as he withdrew his finger. “No,” I said, reaching for his hand. I wanted his finger inside me. I wanted more inside me. And then it slid under me, found my anus and pushed into me.

		

		“Ohh.” I cried out.

		

		His tongue began to lick my clit in hard, flat strokes. His finger slowly but firmly fucked my ass. The base of my spine was alight with electricity.

		

		Marcus crawled over to me and put his mouth on mine, his tongue swirling deeply. I could taste a new level of sexual intensity in his saliva, could smell it in his breath. My hand instinctively reached for his cock and began stroking it. I lay back. He crawled over me and his cock brushed my cheek. I turned to take him into my mouth. He spread his knees and began to fuck my mouth. He reached back and pinched a nipple between his thumb and forefinger and began to roll it back and forth, pinching and pulling it just at the edge of pain. His cock was pushing into the opening of my throat and my eyes began to water.

		

		Just as Jason’s mouth and finger was bringing me to the verge of another orgasm. He stopped and got out of the bed. He came back with a bottle of oil, presumably the bottle he’s used on me earlier. Marcus pulled out of my mouth got up to go to his dresser. Jason’s hands were now sliding over me again, lubricating my thighs, my ass, my pussy. He flipped me over and poured oil on my back and began to massage from my shoulders to my ass, sliding his fingers between my ass cheeks, spreading me open, kneading my flesh. Everything was happening in slow motion now, my head pleasantly thick with THC and desire. Every touch and stroke felt accentuated and exaggerated.

		

		Two slippery fingers slid into my anus as deep as they could go, probing slowly in and out. Then three, stretching me with something that might have been pain on a different day, it a different place. His voice came to me in a low, slow-motion drawl of indistinguishable sounds. I giggled. I heard what sounded like laughter from them.

		

		Then Marcus was next to me. I rolled to my side to look up at him and Jason’s finger withdrew. It looked like he was trying to unwrap a piece of candy. I stared at his fingers moving in a blur I could not understand. Then I realized he was tearing open a condom. I looked down at his dick. It was hard and huge again. I marveled. I reached out for it.

		

		“This.” I heard myself say from far away but, somehow, very close and much quieter than I intended. I sat up slowly. Jason was now sitting next to Marcus also opening a condom. I reached for his hard cock too. They were both thick and hot in my hands.

		

		“These.” I said, looking from one to the other. They both leaned in to kiss me, licking my face and nose and ears. I giggled and stroked them and watched as they began to roll the rubbers over the full, glistening, dark heads. Impossible.

		

		“These,” I repeated, “Are so fucking beautiful. What are you going to do with them?” I giggled again. I was so fucking high now. I felt so close to them, so much love for them. I wanted us all to be together, I wanted them both in me. I wanted to fuck them over and over.

		

		I put my hand over the condoms and pulled them off. “I don’t want that.” I said. “I don’t.” I leaned forward to kiss each of them, then leaned down and licked each of them, lingering to suck on Marcus.

		

		I looked up into his eyes. “Okay?” I said. “I want to feel you. All of you. Both of you. I want to feel you come inside me.” He smiled and nodded, leaning in to kiss me deeply.
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		CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

		

		

		

		HE CONTINUED KISSING me and lay me down on my back positioning himself between my legs. He licked and bit my nipples forcing me to arch my back as he ran his fingers over my clit. He moved his face down to my sex, lifted my knees, licking me hard and deep, sucking my clit between his teeth. A squealed escaped me.

		

		Jason reached out and began rolling a nipple between his fingers. I reached for him and began stroking him again. My body was buzzing with a deep joy, the base of my skull was tingling, sending pulses of pleasure into my brain. I felt I might levitate. Then I felt Marcus lift my thighs up to my sides and guide the head of his cock against the opening to my pussy, rubbing it up and down lubricating both. He moved it up, sliding the length of it over my clit.

		

		I looked down and saw the huge tool between his legs sliding up to my tummy and back. My hips began to move against it, willing it into me. Then it disappeared below my mound and I felt the broad head come to rest against the opening to my cunt. My fingers found his thighs, digging gently into the hard muscle, urging him into me.

		

		The thought of his thick, hot energy finally sliding into me, opening me, filling me, sent a shudder through my body. “All of it.” I moaned and moved my hips against him.

		

		My heart was again hammering in my chest, the buzzing pressure growing in my anus. He spread my legs wide, pressing them into the bed on either of side of me. He began to enter me. I was so wet and oily and swollen that his head easily stretched me open and entered me. I inhaled sharply at the sensation. He pulled back and pressed forward again sliding in a bit farther. I moaned. “Ohh, uh.” I breathed. “Oh it’s fucking huge. It feels so huge.” I said, grasping the sheets, reveling in the fullness.

		

		Jason knelt next to me, his cock in his hand, the slick, dripping head touching my lips. I opened my mouth to take him, my tongue swirling out to lick it. He leaned over me on all fours, spread his knees and lowered himself into my mouth. My hand came up to grasp the shaft and guide him in. I began to suck instinctively. His hips began to move, stroking insistently deep into my mouth.

		

		At that moment Marcus raised his hips forward and lowered himself, spreading me open, pushing himself further into me. The pressure was overwhelming. I squirmed under him as he pushed inch by inch, deeper into me then withdrew. The friction of our sex sliding together grew into a rioting warmth. He pushed back into me again, deeper and deeper, until I could feel his balls resting against my ass, filling me. I had never felt so full. I moaned against the cock in my mouth.

		

		He paused for a moment as the head of his cock found bottom, filling my A-Spot. He stayed deep in me, rocking his hips slightly from side to side. A sharp pain streaked through me and resolved into a tiny hum of pressure building with the ecstatic pleasure boiling at the base of my spine.

		

		Jason shifted and began to withdraw from me, pausing over my open mouth while I opened my eyes and milked his pre-come onto my tongue. He chuckled. “You are a devil.” He said.

		

		Marcus released my legs and leaned over to put his weight on me. His mouth came to mine and be began kissing me. He raised his hips slightly and then flexed deeply back into me creating another spark of pain that quickly turned to pleasure. He withdrew half way, my legs wrapped around him and pulled him back into me. He began to fuck his totality rhythmically, in and out of me, pushing full into me on each stroke, generating pain, pleasure pulses. His whole body flexed to fuck me, his pace slowly increasing.

		

		“Look at me.” He said.

		

		I looked into his eyes and I began to come. Each wave, each contraction heightened by his plunging cock. My hands grabbed for his ass, then his shoulders. His weight pinioned me to the bed, his cock fucking into me in powerful strokes. The contractions kept coming, the waves of orgasm kept shooting through me. I arched and closed my eyes.

		

		“Harder. Fuck harder.” I gasped.

		

		At that moment an explosion of light bloomed behind my eyes generating a sensation that I could taste. A sublime, whirling palette of citrus and soil, creosote and ginger and semen flooded my mind.

		

		We fucked rhythmically, instinctively against each other lost to the pure pleasure of the union, perfectly connected to each other as we climbed through a landscape of pleasure generated by flesh and bone and blood banging perfectly together.

		

		Then Marcus’ mouth came to my ear and kissed the lobe gently, then bit.

		

		“Daph.” He whispered. “I’m going to come inside you.” My arms wrapped around his broad, muscled shoulders.

		

		He pushed deep into me and swelled, his body became rigid, his cock began to jerk and spasm. He began flowing into me. His seed spilled out of him, and began to fill me. The thought of his essence flooding into me brought fresh, wringing contractions. I began to jerk and squeeze him, pulling him into me, onto me. I looked up into his face and pulled his mouth to mine. My tongue probed him, tasting his most basic, virile intentions at the moment of peak intimacy. A feeling of love washed over me.

		

		He buried his face in my neck. “Daphne.” He said.
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		CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

		

		

		

		HE LAY STILL inside me, our hearts beating against each other. Our breathing calmed and our lips slid against each other, kissing tenderly, searching.

		

		Then slowly he withdrew and crawled away. Almost immediately Jason was between my legs, his mouth on my pussy, his tongue probing deeply for the come of his friend. His mouth was full of semen as he crawled forward and my legs spread open to him.

		

		My hands came to my breasts and I began squeezing and pulling at my nipples. The head of his cock pressed perfectly against the wet, swollen folds of my cunt and paused at the entrance as he rocked my hips up. I lifted my head to look at him.

		

		The moment our eyes met his abdomen contracted, his hips shifted and another strange, new cock slid fully to the bottom of my slippery cunt, his balls pressing against my anus. My head fell back as he filled me. He leaned forward and our mouths came together. It was full of Marcus’ semen. He let it drain into my mouth and laughed. I pushed it back into his mouth with my tongue and we each swallowed as we kissed. He slowly began to fuck in and out of me with long, strong, fluid movements.

		

		He licked at my neck humming as his tongue tasted my skin. Then he began to bite. He gathered skin between his teeth and pulled back until the fold was almost out of his grasp then bit down almost hard enough to draw blood. Exquisite twinges of agony flared and disappeared with each bite.

		

		I crossed my legs over his buttocks and my fingers interlaced behind his head. My eyes closed with the deep pleasure of our oiled bodies moving rhythmically against each other as he slid his length in and out of me. “Beautiful.” He whispered, “Beautiful. Look.”

		

		I opened my eyes slowly and followed his gaze. In the reflection of the window I saw myself, clinging to a long, beautiful black man as he fucked rhythmically into me, my milky white legs spread open to him, pulling him into me, my long white fingers gripping his neck. My head fell back, my eyes closed and my spine lit with ropes of fizzing pleasure fueled by his strong, steady strokes.

		

		After what seemed like a blissful lifetime of pure, connected intercourse he rolled to his back pulling me on top of him. I mounted, keeping him inside of me and continued our deep, breeding rhythm.

		

		Then Marcus crawled up behind me. He poured the forest scented oil between my shoulder blades creating a slow rolling stream that flowed down my back, between my ass cheeks and onto Jason’s scrotum. Two then three of his long, strong fingers began working the oil into my ass, stretching me. Preparing me. Soon I could feel the head of his cock pressing gently then insistently against the tiny hole of my anus.

		

		His hands glided up my back to my shoulders and his fingers curled over my collarbones. He began to pull. The pressure became intense and finally the head slipped past the tight ring of muscle that had been keeping him out. A white hot spike of pain flared brilliantly in my anus. I sucked in sharply between clenched teeth as I continued to ride Jason’s cock in and out of me. Then he pulled out, the tip resting against the stretched opening. He began to push again, the pressure grew and grew until the head slipped back into me.

		

		Now there was intense pressure and a burning heat instead of pure, searing pain. I began to push back against him, eager for the madness of their complete penetration. Jason’s fingers dug painfully into my hips as his grip on me tightened, keeping himself buried inside me.

		

		Marcus pulled me further onto him and began rocking in and out. He paused, releasing his grip on my shoulders, his oily hands gliding over my skin to my tits, pulling hard my on nipples, drawing whimpers from my gaping mouth. He held the head of his long, thick cock just inside my asshole. Breathing heavily, his fingers curled over my collarbones, his grip tightening once again.

		

		He began to pull against my shoulders as his hips thrust unstoppably forward forcing his entire cock deep inside me. My eyes slammed shut and I stifled a scream. He held it in place, deep in my core and the pain began to subside. I struggled to find my breath against the overwhelming fullness.

		

		He began to move in and out. I found the rhythm of the two men as they synchronized, sawing alternately in and out of me producing a furious friction heat that spread down my legs and into my chest. Marcus’ hands found my breasts again and began to alternately pinch and pull on my nipples with hard oily fingers creating exquisite sensations of pain.

		

		We three moved together connected in a passionate harmony of copulation. We rocked in rhythm with each other, time fading away. Our tempo increased in perfect synchrony generating pure bliss from our fusion. My mind opened to a realization of what we were creating, of what was flowing unselfishly between us as we were locked together in a machine of intimate union.

		

		I begged for it to never end and as the possibility of infinite love flickered brightly through me. I began to come. A slow, deep vibration spread through my pelvis and burst through me like a shattering succession of blast waves over a battlefield. The fricative heat of our bodies in deep motion contact with each other overwhelmed me. My mouth came open and my breath caught in my chest as the vibration grew into violent, rhythmic contractions. Their lips moved tenderly over my skin.
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		CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

		

		

		

		JASON’S HANDS CAME to my face and I opened my eyes and looked into his. His lids blinked heavily over his eyes. His mouth opened and I covered it with mine, our lips sliding gently together, our tongues lashing lazily against each other. I knew where he was going and I lay down on him, convulsing, burying my face in his neck, softly whispering into his ear, “Come in me. Come inside me now. I’m ready.”

		

		His arms wrapped around me, his fingers dug into Marcus’ hips, pulling us together. He thrust up into me as far as my body could take him. The brief pain of his stab set off more contractions. I pushed up to look into his face, his eyes locked on mine. His shaft swelled and he began to come. His body trembled and his eyes flickered shut.

		

		“Oh, yes.” I whispered into his mouth. “You’re so beautiful.”

		

		Marcus’ hands reached for my shoulders and he pulled himself into me. I think he could feel Jason’s cock pulsing inside me and he began to shudder and cry out. His body went rigid. He throbbed inside me and his semen spilled into me once again.

		

		“Oh, yes.” I hissed.

		

		His climax triggered as second wave of powerful contractions in me. I collapsed onto Jason, my mouth hungry for the sweat-slicked skin of his neck. I reached back to touch Marcus. He lay down on me, his mouth open against the skin of my shoulder, his heaving breath on my skin. We lay like that, wrapped in a glow of euphoria, unstrung, breathing.

		

		Marcus finally lifted himself, his softening cock pulling out in a long, pleasant withdrawal. He sat next to us and I lifted myself off of Jason experiencing another long, pleasant withdrawal. Their semen slavered from me in heavy white gobs onto his stomach. I ran my fingers through it and brought it to his mouth, smearing it on his lips and tongue. Then I tongued his mouth and kissed his grinning lips.

		

		I sat in front of Marcus and pulled his face to mine. I kissed his lips and whispered, “I want to live, Marcus.” Tears rolled down my face and he kissed them into his mouth. His hands caressed my shoulders, our lips came together again and I could taste the salt and faith of my tears on his lips.

		

		“I know.” He said.

		

		His lips touched mine, he kissed me gently, tenderly, his fingers in my hair.

		

		He pulled back with a curious look on his face. “What’s the lollipop?” He said.

		

		I looked as deeply into his face as I could to parse the words he’d just spoken and couldn’t.

		

		“What did you say?” I said.

		

		“The self-licking lollipop. You said it before. What is that?” He said.

		

		“Um,” I said. “It’s um…” I reached for the word, for the meaning. “It’s a trap. You get trapped doing the same thing over and over even if it makes you miserable. It takes over and won’t let you out. It breaks you into … into only what it needs … to keep going, to stay alive.” I said.

		

		“Ah.” He said. “I understand.” He whispered my name and touched my face, his lips touched my lips.

		

		He slid off the bed and offered me his hand, leading me toward the bathroom. I turned back to Jason and bent my index finger to beckon him.

		

		I stood between them in the shower as they gently washed me and held me and healed me.

		

		I sat down on the bed, a towel wrapped around me, the bottle of wine in my hand. I noticed the vape pen on the night stand and picked it up. I took a pull from the wine bottle and set it down then crawled to the center of the big bed with the pen. I put it to my lips and inhaled until it buzzed. Within seconds the Bliss buzzed up around my head and I lay down, pulling the towel away, dropping it to the floor.

		

		I could hear Marcus and Jason walk into the room talking in tones that wouldn’t register as sensical. I drifted away.

		

		I woke later to find myself sandwiched between them, lying on my side. I could feel Marcus’ fingers brushing absently along the contours of my hip. My arm was tucked under me, the other wrapped around Jason’s torso, our fingers intertwined.

		

		I started to drift away again but Marcus stirred behind me. His hand was under my knee then and his face was between my thighs. He lifted my leg, spreading me open. He moved to place his mouth over my cunt and began lapping gently against my swollen labia. Jason turned toward me.

		

		“What is happening over here?” He said.

		

		His lips came to mine. “I think we are going to fuck again.” He said. “It’s been too long, huh?” He continued to kiss me. I closed my eyes and began to giggle.

		

		“I think I will be sick tomorrow.” I said, mimicking his accent. His hand came to my cheek and his tongue entered my mouth, they tangled, each playing again with a favorite new toy.

		

		I rolled over onto all fours. I looked back at Marcus and spit on my fingers then slid my hand along my belly to my pussy, pushing them inside myself. He crawled up behind, licked his fingers and wiped them on my labia.

		

		Jason knelt in front of me again, his cock already dripping pre-cum. Amazing. I opened my mouth for him and placed the head on my tongue. I began to suckle gently on him. Marcus slowly worked his length into me from behind and began to rock gently in and out of me. I winced at the tenderness of my pussy once again invaded by his size. The pain faded into a glowing warmth.

		

		We began to move in time against each other, familiar, connected. We fucked like that, in thrall to each other, for what seemed like hours, their seed spilling into me. I felt completely alive.
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		CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

		

		

		

		I FLEW HOME on Friday afternoon which, in January in the northern hemisphere, means it was dark as night and cold when I pulled into the driveway in front of my house. I sat for a while inside my car and looked into the house. The shades were drawn and a faint glow of light bled through from deep in the house meaning Chris was eating dinner in front of the television. He was waiting for me.

		

		I had sort of rehearsed this several times in the last few days. Drop my bags in the living room, saunter into the TV room, open my phone to the video with Marcus and Jason, hand him the phone and follow wherever the consequences led. I let the scene loop several times in my head trying unsuccessfully to predict the consequences.

		

		I opened the garage door and pulled in.

		

		I walked upstairs into the living and dropped my bags. Chris was in the TV room watching a game, an empty plate and fork beside him on the couch. I walked into the room.

		

		“Who’s winning?” I said.

		

		He glanced up and smiled, “How was Vegas?” He said and turned back to the TV.

		

		“Fine, you know, long but fine.” I sat in a chair next to the couch.

		

		“You see anything new and exciting? Bring home any freebies?” He said still looking into the TV.

		

		“Yeah. For sure,” I said, “one or two things. I’ll show you some video I took later.” My heart fluttered.

		

		He nodded without looking at me, “Cool.” He said. A commercial came on and he looked over at me. “Funny, some of that stuff out there changes the world sometimes but most of it we never see again.”

		

		“True.” I said.

		

		“You look tired babe. You should go to bed early. I’ll make you a welcome home breakfast in the morning.” He said.

		

		“Look how special I am.” I said, grinning.

		

		“I missed you.” He said.

		

		He looked back to the TV. In a second I decided. This was a conversation we needed to have right now. There was no waiting until later. It was now, or never.

		

		“I know.” I said. “I’ve been gone a long time.”

		

		He looked into my face, searching.

		

		“I love you.” I said.

		

		And before he could say “I love you too.” I said. “I saw Marcus while I was out there.

		

		His eyes widened and he sat back slowly, he did not look away.

		

		“We hung out every night, actually.” I said. My turn for a deep breath. Swimming in deep water.

		

		Red splotches began to appear at his neck and the top of his chest. He shifted and adjusted his groin. I glanced down at his crotch and back to his face. I smiled.

		

		“You okay?” I said.

		

		Another deep breath. “I’m not sure.” He said. “What … did you … talk about?”

		

		“Oh, we talked about a lot of things.” I said, trying to read him. “Things you and I have talked about. Things we haven’t. He’s very … deep.” I said.

		

		He swallowed. I could tell his throat had gone dry. A bulge had appeared in his shorts and he tugged at the fabric.

		

		“Really?” He said. “So you two got to know each other.”

		

		“We did.” I said.

		

		I opened my phone and pulled up the video from the first night - the only night I recorded. I sat down next to him on the couch.

		

		I looked into his face and placed my hand over the bulging fabric between his legs. “Have you ever heard of a self-licking lollipop?” I said.

		

		“A what?” He said.
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		THANK YOU

		

		

		

		THANK YOU FOR reading Red Rock. I hope you’ve enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. If you did enjoy it, please give it a rating and follow my author page. That would be wonderful.

		

		XX,

		

		Kelly

		

		Kelly Lovall, Author

		

		
			kelly.lovall@hotmail.com
		

		

		If you enjoyed “Red Rock, A Hot Wife Blooms in the Desert” you may also enjoy “Julia Perfect, A Wife’s Journey of Discovery.” Here’s an excerpt from that story:

		

		***

		

		I crossed the lobby, my heels clicking quickly over the marble floor, and entered an open elevator. The door stayed open. I waited, fumbled the card key for our room out of my bag, dropping it to the floor. Still, the door stayed open. Confused, I looked up at the display at the top of the big metal key pad filled with numbered buttons. The big blue ‘L,’ lit up on the display meant what? Lobby, of course. I was at the Lobby level but the door remained open. Out of Service? I dropped the card key again. I reached for it seeing the room number written on the paper envelope, 2112, and I saw my hand trembling as I picked it up.

		

		The door still wasn’t closing. I reached for the ‘close door’ button and realized I hadn’t pushed the ’21’ button. Fuck me. I pushed the button and as the doors were about to close, David stepped in.

		

		He said nothing but came to me. His hands grasped my hips as he pushed me into the corner, his mouth came to mine, smashing together, his tongue searched my mouth. Our faces twisted and buckled against each other, searching, hungry. A fierce little fire lit behind my navel sending hot, urgent pulses into my pelvis. The door closed. We gasped in short, sharp breaths.

		

		My hand blindly searched the front of his pants for his zipper. I tugged wildly. His hands were lifting my dress, clawing at my panties, his cock was out, full and hot and slick. He guided it to the wet spot between my legs. The burning ball in my belly was growing. I needed him inside me now.

		

		I felt the head of his cock slip under me and I tilted my hips, lifting my leg to his waist, his hand slid under my knee and lifted. I felt us align. He began to push. I opened my eyes, tilting my head back to look into his face.

		

		“Give my your hand.” I hissed.

		

		I took it by the wrist with both hands and pressed it against my throat.

		

		“Fuck me.” I said.

		

		He entered, our eyes locked. I pulled with all my strength at his wrist. He drove into me. The fullness. My head fell back against the wall. I looked over David’s shoulder at the big blue display as the numbers changed. Was there a camera in there? Of course there was. Who was watching? Who would see this? Someone. Everyone? The internet? Luke? The bartender? Panic squeezed like a fist around my heart. Luke’s face; his eyes, lips grinning lasciviously, dismissively, swam into view as David drove into me. A wave of heat rippled through me, flooding my pelvis, burning my cheeks. I closed my eyes, squeezing them tight against the thoughts; the swirl of manic desires and hysterical fear.

		

		“Squeeze.” I croaked.

		

		Tentatively, David’s hand began to close around my throat, his hips fucked his prick in and out of me, my head banged against the wall. I struggled with all my strength to breathe. More panic. My hands gripped his arm with all the strength I had. The ball growing in my belly suddenly ruptured, spilling violently into my legs and spine and brain. Tiny, strangled chirps flowed out of my mouth with each thrust. He tensed and held himself deep inside me, his grip tightened briefly around my neck then released, his face fell to my shoulder and his mouth sucked violently at my skin as he pulsed into me.

		

		“Julia.” He hissed.

		

		***

		

	OceanofPDF.com

OEBPS/Images/image-OE8MCPQT.png





OEBPS/OEBPS/cover.jpg





