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		Chapter One

		The Return

		

		These woods sparkle in the early morning light with dew still clinging to the trees, the grass, and even the air. I see it now after so many years away and understand why a piece of this place remains inside me like a treasure I carry in my pocket wherever I go. I hardly think of it most days. But on some days, when the scent of rich earth rises from the ground of a city park or the breeze of the season wafts through the air, I’m taken back. Sometimes, it’s the fleeting glimpse of a man who reminds of the ones I knew here that triggers my memories – and then off I go, flung back into that former life. The memories are mostly sweet, filled with a passionate longing for the best of times. I tend to forget how it ended. I tend to romanticize the life I spent here, even though I know that my years in these woods were a lot more complicated and deeply layered than I tend to remember them during brief moments of recollection.

		The glass house beyond Damon’s remarkable Lodge appears so much smaller than I remember it being. Perhaps because it’s been boarded up, its glass walls covered with weather-stained plywood, ugly now but so beautiful then, when my little house was open to the world, appearing like a beautiful jewel tucked in amongst the trees. When I lived inside its tiny confines, the large windows reflected back the light – the sun, the trees, the snow in winter, the bright new leaves of spring, and the radiant ones bursting with orange, scarlet and yellow in autumn. In the evenings when the light receded from the woods, the lights from inside the house shined out to the world, and I, going about my business inside appeared like a moving picture show before an audience of viewers there to watch the drama unfold.

		I think of all the days I spent in the glass house. There were drab ones I hated when the gray shades of winter varied little. They seemed to go on forever. In winter the glass house felt cold, even when the fireplace blazed and the air was warm. I was often naked, even during those cold winters. Damon never exactly told me to spend my time without my clothes, but once he’d installed the telescope at his bedroom window, a wicked little side of me enjoyed teasing him from afar. I suppose it became our foreplay. By the end of the day, the rising arousal between us made sex late in the evening a spectacular event. At least for the first couple of years. Those were the good times.

		Damon wasn’t the only one to witness my naughty exhibitions. Should someone walk the grounds surrounding Lodge, I could be seen moving about inside in all my naked glory. I knew there were men looking in on me. Along with his current tribe of best friends, there were the workmen, the gardener, postman, USP driver, buddies from the Gulf War, and men dating as far back as his childhood. He never discarded a friend and all were welcome. Even the rivals and adversaries he gathered along the way. He would have denied he had detractors, but I imagine there were a few. The way he lived his life, there were certain to be a few discarded and disgruntled souls left behind in the wake of his fast-paced life.

		When I was aware of a man watching me, I’d find their response to me quite interesting to note. When I was in the mood for it, I’d catch their eye and grin slyly. I was their wet dream locked in a gilded cage. Appalling to some but wonderful to me.

		I liked to think that I was the pretty, blond-haired, blue-eyed princess trapped inside those glass walls with no means of escape.

		It was not just erotic desire that arose inside me as I displayed my body to the world, but a desire for all of life, which was to me a deeply passionate, even spiritual feeling. I opened to everything the world threw at me, even on those depressing winter days. Sometimes I wrote best when my body shivered. The stark reality of the season seemed to fuel some of the darkest desires I would know.

		What a terrible and wonderful domain I enjoyed! I knew that Damon had diminished me to some degree when he built that house. It held me, contained me and left me exposed. But it also freed me. In stripping down to simple essentials that I myself defined, I was free to pursue what I loved. The writing flowed so easily when inspired by an unfettered soul. For a while, the glass house was all I dreamed it would be and I lived a life I loved.

		But by its very nature, life is impermanent. Dreams shatter. Our known worlds fall apart with the broken pieces scattering themselves in a messy disarray. To rebuild becomes an undertaking requiring new dreams and a fearless sense of courage.

		I like to think I found a new dream when my life with Damon fell apart. Although I’m not sure it was courage or just desperation that moved me back to Minneapolis. I was born there. My parents lived there still. It was the easiest most expedient move I could make when my life exploded.

		I tried to remember the good times. With a wistful tear in my eye, sometimes a laugh, I’d think of Rudy and me playing cribbage into the wee hours as we sipped beer and whiskey on long snowy nights. I’d recall Jerry’s exuberant sense of celebration and all his sexual gymnastics. I’d even think of Damon wandering outside the little house catching glimpses of me naked. How I loved winking back at him.

		How glad I am to have those happy recollections, which are still so poignant and lovely. They tend to soften the wound in my heart that rises when recalling the day Damon, ruthless with his hammer and nails, boarded up the place. It had been an act of vengeance. “No one will enter here again!” he said, anger pouring out from him steamy and hot.

		I don’t know why he didn’t just dismantle the house piece by piece. Rip it from its foundations. Erase it from our memories as if it never existed. I do know that I couldn’t remain on the property after he turned that little beauty into an ugly blot on a pristine landscape. I no longer wanted to be anywhere near Damon’s domain once all his secrets were revealed to me. Perhaps the fact that he left the glass house there at all was the worst of his crimes. It would have been better if he’d allowed the forest to swallow it up. But no. That would not have been Damon’s style. He wanted those that might stumble onto his property to see what remained. What he’d left abandoned to the elements in a fit of rage.

		

		Damon was the kind of man to make a statement. A man who needed to be heard. He was rash and impulsive. Egotistical and brilliant. An Irishman with a hard soul, stunning blue eyes, blue like the sky in the high mountains, and chestnut hair that always looked a little unkempt. He had guts and brawn and a spirit that rose far above any of the company he kept. He was known as a latter day Earnest Hemmingway, a man’s man. Adventurer, mountain climber, surfer, bi-plane pilot; snowboarding, windsurfing and hang gliding his way across the globe. In his down time he wrote of his expeditions, penning NY Times bestsellers, which became inspiration for a series of popular Netflix documentaries. Think the Anthony Bourdain of the Adventure world.

		Damon did damn-well anything he pleased and was the best at everything he tried. I learned that first hand when at thirty-three, still struggling to make it in my career, I interviewed him for a magazine article for which I earned a great deal of praise and several awards, all of which propelled my career as a journalist to heights I never imagined – at least for a season or two; until I got caught up in Damon’s life.

		Our chemistry clicked. I adored him and his life. And he? He swept me into his world, another adventure to grab and celebrate while I was still fresh and new to him. We ended up married. Odd for a man who conquered women the same way he conquered the rest of his life. I knew he wouldn’t be faithful. But he did faithfully attend to me when I was with him. He loved the kind of sex I loved, knocked down my inhibitions, and made me a slave to his simple desires, which I was more than happy to be.

		At least until it was over.

		We never did divorce. Which I’m sure he used to his advantage whenever another of his female conquests got too close to his heart and threatened, as I had, the independence he required to be the man he was.

		

		Ten years hence – I didn’t quite know what to feel on walking the property with Damon’s attorney, Tony Capella, by my side. For a time, he kindly left me to stroll about alone. I appreciated that. It was hard enough to be physically close to the handsome Italian, with his dark hair, dark complexion, and compact muscled body. He projected authority – a quiet, inner authority. And though his manner was steady, stern and uncompromising, beyond his outward behavior, there was a wise, kind and sensitive man. A good friend whenever I needed him in the past. And a good friend now; the only person I would have called on to help me navigate the legal as well as the personal issues surrounding the unexpected death of my estranged husband and the estate he left to me.

		At one point that afternoon, I broke down, falling into Tony’s arms weeping, overcome by the conflicting emotions that hit so hard that I could barely remain on my feet. It was all too much at once. My brain was racing, my nerves on edge, my heart thumping in my chest, which made the warmth of Tony’s body against mine a settling force. He surrounded me with a display of gentleness and calm that, at least for a few minutes, swept my anxiety aside.

		“It’s okay, Carrie. It really is okay,” came the only words of comfort he could think to say. Acts of kind compassion are not the strong suit of a man who is so black and white in his dealings with the world. But those simple words and his embrace were all I needed to put my tears away.

		At last we turned away from the glass house and headed back to the Lodge to go over the legal matters involved with my inheritance. I did not look forward to the night ahead. Legal mumbo jumbo gives me a headache. I get bored, distracted and eventually resentful of what I always think of as a monumental waste of time. But some things have to done. And this affected my future in ways I had yet to learn.

		Damon’s grand Lodge was a formidable, spectacular structure of wood stone and impressive design, perched at the top of a rise. It contained within its expansive log walls a host of memories – some good, some bad, and some deserving to be forgotten altogether. I’d always felt a degree of intimidation inside what seemed to me too massive and too grand a place to call home. It had been built in the 1920’s and reflected the time in its architecture. The rustic logs were juxtaposed with Craftsman’s style details, stained glass lamps, finely woven carpets and chandeliers made of Elk horn. There were five large bedrooms upstairs; downstairs an enormous great room with a massive stone fireplace and a dining hall that looked out on the lake below. The kitchen was as massive as the rest of the rooms and always spotless. When Damon wanted to cook he wanted his kitchen perfectly in order. Like the rest of the Lodge, it was a show piece of period design. The cabinetry and appliances had been well-maintained and never updated. With the exception of a large walk-in refrigerator, the 1920’s kitchen was exactly as it was installed when the Lodge was built.

		With the first whiff of pine scent on entering the Lodge, a feeling of melancholy rose up through my body. It would soon pass on, but it already had a profound effect on my mood.

		This was clearly Damon’s home. Even as Tony and I entered through the back door, I could feel the man’s personality envelop me – he was in the air I breathed, clinging to everything I touched and a piece of everything my eyes gazed on. His scent came out so strongly, I would have thought he might suddenly appear in the doorway as grand as ever, welcoming me home.

		Home. Humm.

		Hard to believe the place had ever been my home.

		I was shaking, almost on the verge of collapsing as the past swept through me in one single gust of remembrance. Whether Tony was actually aware of my fragile condition, I don’t know. But I was grateful when he led me by the arm through the kitchen and the dining room, then into the Lodge’s main room.

		He motioned me to one of the smaller leather arm chairs that were sitting before the fireplace – I believe it was the one I claimed when I lived there. Cozy, but not so massive that it swallowed me whole, as the other overstuffed easy chairs would do. He poured us each a glass of whiskey and after handing me my drink, he sat in the chair to my right. On the table before us was a large folder of paperwork. I shuddered at the sight of it and what it meant, dreading the hours ahead.

		I would have rather spent the evening getting a little drunk and sharing stories of our shared past. That I could have dealt with. Though that was definitely a bad idea. Tony might not have admitted it, but I could feel within the generous hug he offered me outside, the same delicious arousal that had made us lovers for a time. A familiar burning sensation rose up through me. With very little effort, I could have shed my clothes and crawled to him on hands and knees, then run my hungry hands over his lean and muscled body. I imagined taking Tony’s hand and rising from the floor, pulling him with me. I would lead him up the staircase to the first available mattress where, within in minutes, he would have fucked me as hard and dirty as he had before.

		“Carrie…” I heard my name and suddenly sat upright, shaking the fantasy from my mind. The chemistry between Tony and me always leapt beyond what was prudent, and it was doing so now. I knew with a fair degree of certainty that he would have joined me if I’d made a move.

		I took a breath. I took several breaths.

		“You’re nervous,” he observed. “Drink your whiskey and settle yourself. This is just paperwork.”

		Oh, what he didn’t realize…was my response to that. But I said nothing.

		“You know, the glass house need not remain,” he said. Hearing the comment, I jerked in my seat and turned to meet his eyes.

		“Why would you say that?”

		“I can sense what you’re thinking.”

		Really? Was it possible he sensed my arousal?

		“Yes, well, it is a bit of an eyesore now. But there’s no reason it needs to stay that way. I have money now. Right? I could restore it.”

		“That you could,” he agreed, though he sounded doubtful. “But let’s not get ahead of ourselves. We need to get this business settled first.”

		“Sure. You’re perfectly right.” I sat back, took a sip of whiskey and settled in for the long and boring discussion of finances.

		Over the next two hours, I found it difficult to keep my mind on business. Images of Tony and me from the past continued to come to mind, causing a flutter in my belly that was distinctly sexual. The flirtation. The meaningful eye contact. The private joke, the suggestive body language. Just like old times. Thankfully, I was smart enough to stop myself from acting on the urge to be with him. This was not thirteen years ago. Times had changed. Tony had a wife he loved at home. I had the man I lived with back in Minneapolis. Tony and I would not be reliving those naughty, sexual episodes. They might be a fine fantasy for bedtime masturbation, but the circumstances of our lives were far different from those days, when Damon’s robust vitality and inclination toward sexual perversity caught fire amongst his odd company of close friends. For me, that wild sex life turned my idea of marriage on end. Damon and I tossed aside the traditional rules for that holy institution. We made up our marriage as we went along, allowing our hedonistic desires to lead us into pleasures only few adventurous sorts would dare attempt.

		I was caught up in a world that thumbed its nose at convention and normalcy. That world was a little bit bad. A little bit wicked. And utterly entertaining.

		

		The Orgy

		

		My scandalous, naughty, imprudent sex life began with an orgy …

		

		We were all a little drunk and a little stoned…in the great room of Damon’s Lodge celebrating the success of his latest adventure. A cozy fire blazed in the fireplace – that beautiful monstrosity of a fireplace. The usual crowd was there: Tony, Liam Rudy and even Jerry, who had flown in from Dallas that morning. I’d met them all shortly after Damon and I married, and we’d entertained them at the Lodge, either singly or as a group, on several occasions.

		Damon brought out his specialty homemade pizza from the 700 degree brick oven. He was in his element now, the room fixing intently on him, as was the custom during these impromptu gatherings. He was as charming as ever that night. The story of his latest adventure would be told in a way that had us laughing or in awe. Sometimes both. However, on that particular night, his zealous energy seemed to wane toward the eleventh hour. I’d seen it coming on earlier in the day. Although we’d only been together two years, I knew the signs of his fatigue far sooner than most. Irritation. Weariness. The pregnant sigh. However, if I should mention that maybe it was time to go up to bed, he’d quickly deny that he was tired and the party would go on until he finally ended it. Not before.

		

		In the evening with the blazing fire casting its mellow light on the area around it, the room became quite cozy – a masculine sort of cozy. There was nothing frilly about the rooms in the Lodge. Shortly after Damon moved me into his home, I introduced a relatively sedate bouquet of flowers just to soften the intense masculinity. They were promptly relocated to my bedroom, where he declared that they were much better suited.

		Most of that evening, apart from enjoying his amazing pizza, was taken up in the usual pursuits. Liquor, cigars, raunchy jokes, and laughter. The five men vigorously argued politics, during which Damon would take every side, never revealing where his true feelings lay. Politics was just a game to him. Not my area, he would say when confronted with discrepancies in his logic – and there were many. But no one faulted him for that.

		I never quite fit into those evenings. They were all about the repartee between men, which I did not understand. Nor did I understand why his Lodge was always open to his friends any time of day or night. I never knew when I’d run into some friend or stranger helping himself to a plate of leftovers in the kitchen or find someone crashed out on a couch or watching a late night boxing match in the media room. There was very little privacy in that house, which meant that I often retreated to my bedroom upstairs, where I had everything I needed – desk, TV, bed, couch, luxurious bath and mini-kitchen – so I could avoid that late night crowd in the main kitchen. Some nights, a guest or two arrived upstairs to check on me. Sometimes, I’d let them in just to be nice. More often, I ignored them. By the time they got there, they were usually drunk, which added an element of expectation for sex, and I had no desire to take them to bed.

		On that particular night, I stayed to enjoy the effervescent mood in the room. Plus, I particularly liked this group of friends.

		Jerry was the only one who didn’t live in the neighborhood – although it was common for him to crash at the Lodge for days even weeks at a time. He pretty much had a room of his own, which meant that I’d come to know him well. He’d stay until on until some whim or new idea or just because he needed a change in scenery, he’d move on to someone else’s doorstep. Not that he couldn’t have afforded a place of his own. It was said that he was worth millions.

		I liked him a lot and he did adore me. So easygoing, so different from Damon in that respect. None of the bravado, just a handsome good old boy, who wasn’t all that old – about forty-five, I think. We were sitting together on one of the comfy leather couches, with me tucked into the corner, Jerry’s sparkling hazel eyes fixed on me. He was flirting. I was flirting back, teasing him with my smile, while feeling a beautiful buzz and an air of familiarity that bordered on intimate.

		It took a while for me to realize that Jerry was slowly moving closer. At first, there was his hand on my knee. Then it moved to my thigh. At one point, we found ourselves staring into each other’s eyes. I watched his full lips move as he spoke to me. Don’t even remember what he said, but I had the strongest desire to lean in and kiss him. But I held back; I wanted him to kiss me first. Wanted him to kiss me so much that I could feel the desire pounding in my heart and right down to my thigh where his hand rested, softly massaging the flesh. I must have willed it to happen, though I hardly recall his approach. What I do remember is how his lips felt against my lips when they finally met. There was the taste of pepperoni and beer on his breath, and the feel of that breath against my skin. The kiss lingered for a time, while we decided what to do.

		At last, with self-conscious grins on our faces, we broke apart and looked around the room. Everyone was staring at us, fixated on our tiny scene.

		I felt my physical arousal bounding forward.

		“Hey, sorry,” Jerry flashed a smile at Damon as he backed away from me.

		There was a light in Damon’s face I’d never seen before. I could tell he was thinking, considering. “How about you kiss her again?” he finally remarked.

		Soon as he said that, the fear, that had my belly clenched with anxiety, fell away.

		Jerry and I both stared at Damon, wonderingly.

		I believe it was Liam who offered me another drag on his joint, which I readily accepted. I certainly needed it. Soon as the drug hit my system, it slowed my pounding heart and the erotic thrill of the last few minutes.

		I waited for Jerry to kiss me again, and so he did, with his hand moving to my breast.

		I sighed deeply, trying to take in what was happening, but I was too far gone to make sense of it. At last, I gave in. My head fell back against the couch and my body opened to the moment. That was all the permission Jerry needed to move his hand beneath my sweatshirt where he found me naked underneath. A bit of surprise registered on his face, to which I looked back at him, smiling coyly.

		In the instant that his fingers found my naked tit, the thrill of his touch raced up my spine. It tickled my crotch. Teased the top of my head. And moved through every nerve. Body buzz or arousal? I couldn’t be sure, but I was hardly thinking straight. Liquor. Pot. Desire. All of them converged at once. This is crazy! I kept telling myself. But I did nothing to stop Jerry’s advances.

		From the corner of my eye I saw Tony sitting back observing. Just observing. His keen eyes riveted on the two of us. Liam, joint still in hand, moved back in, leaning over me, suddenly kissing me hard on the lips and forcing his tongue between them. Despite my continued concerns about the sexual turn this evening had taken, my mouth opened wide in reply Liam’s kiss. There was nothing to stop him or Jerry from continuing. Not one word from Damon. No sign of disapproval. If anything I saw encouragement in my husband’s eyes. I wasn’t sure what to make of that. I was high and feeling the most pleasant state of arousal. The fact that I was the only woman in a room with five men didn’t seem to faze me.

		Before I knew it, Jerry had my leggings pulled down to my ankles and Liam was lifting my sweatshirt up over my head. Suddenly I was naked in the company of five men. That should have been cause for alarm. But I was far beyond alarm. I’d become their mischievous vixen. An impish slut. Their seductress. Though I had only an inkling of the power I wielded over them, I loved how I felt.

		Reclining further back against the sofa, I opened my thighs to Jerry’s advancing fingers as they made their way to the soft, moist folds of my cunt. I could have centered my attention there, but above me, Liam pulled my head back with his fist entwined in my hair. He kissed me hard again, and continued kissing my lips as he reached down to grope my lily white breasts. While he them squeezed roughly, Jerry’s fingers found my clit and pinched it till I felt a twinge of pain. When I gasped, his fingers moved into the slit below. My attention moved back and forth from one man to the other, hardly able to keep up with their unwavering determination. They were a perfect match. Jerry was tender for the most part, his fingers delicate, while Liam was aggressive, rough and demanding. I wanted them both, and didn’t want either of them to stop.

		I glanced at Damon from time to time, waiting for him to say something that might end this sweet pleasure. Instead, he was content to watch as he leaned against the fireplace with a subtle grin on his face. I wasn’t sure what was behind that grin, but I understood that he wouldn’t interrupt, at least not yet.

		As for me, I didn’t want the sex to stop. My body hungered for their hands and mouths. Every inch of me throbbed with lust.

		“You want us to fuck her,” I heard Jerry’s voice emerge through my sexy daze. It wasn’t a question, but a statement of fact.

		“That I do,” Damon answered with a degree of resolve that surprised me. Never had I expected he’d practically give me to his posse of friends as if I were a whore, bought and paid for. But there was no mistaking what he had in mind. His voice was soft and mellow and filled with lust, seducing the room to act on desires we all shared. I doubt any of us expected this to happen, though I had to wonder if Damon had it planned. To have him watching over the scene with a gleeful glint in his eye seemed weird and astonishing – and slightly troubling. Just another piece of Damon’s unpredictable character coming to light? I couldn’t say.

		When, with a final pleading look at him for guidance, I received an approving nod, I let go my concerns. By then, there was too much physical stimulation for me to stop of my own accord and I let Jerry and Liam have me. And yet, with eyes closed, it was Damon’s cock I imagined coming after me. I could see it swell, the head bobbing before my face. I salivated at the thought of it.

		However, it was Liam’s cock that got to me first. When I opened my eyes to see that unfamiliar organ fully erect and moving toward me, I knew I wanted it in my mouth. It was new and strange to me. There was something about the scent of it. The scent of Liam. That and the sight of his engorged prick made me open wide to take him in. I let his cock head linger between my lips, and then ran my tongue around ridge. Then I began sucking the staff below and drew it deeper toward my throat.

		“What a raunchy whore are. You suck his cock,” suddenly Damon was at my ear, whispering instructions.

		Although I needed no encouragement. Taking Liam’s erection seemed as natural as fucking my husband.

		In the morning, would I regret what I did now? The thought popped into my mind but was quickly dismissed. My answer would have to wait until morning; I was far too gone to think of anything but Liam’s cock and Jerry’s probing fingers at my pussy.

		Yes, Jerry’s fingers … I could have come from their tease alone. But Jerry wanted more. Pulling his fingers from my pussy, he pushed me against a pillow he shoved behind my back. With Liam’s cock still in my mouth and my thighs open wide, Jerry’s mouth descended to my crotch where he teased my clit and ran his tongue into my wet home. I could hardly keep Liam’s cock inside my mouth with my body moving erratically down below. But I managed. Liam made sure of that.

		Even when Jerry took my swollen clit between his teeth and bit down, I kept sucking that stiff erection. At times, I had to back away to catch my breath, but Liam wouldn’t let me stop for long. Sensing his mood and his determination, I knew that he was about to come.

		And so was I…

		In response to all the stimulation, a powerful spasm suddenly burst through my body. Then more spasms ripped at my crotch, as Jerry’s mouth did things to my pussy I’d never felt before. Even when Liam’s cock rammed its way into my mouth again and my attention was diverted, my body continued to spasm – so hard that I could feel approaching finale about to hit.

		I was nothing but a mouth and pussy to husband’s friends. A cock in my mouth. A tongue in my pussy. Some new heaven I never knew existed claimed all my attention.

		“You cum, slut,” Damon whispered into my ear again. “Just let it go…”

		Let it go…

		I hovered on the brink of orgasm for several minutes. Then without warning, Jerry had my pussy cumming hard against his mouth and lips; at nearly the same time Liam’s cock erupted, ejaculating all over my face.

		I opened my eyes to see Liam’s cock dripping come, a smug look of satisfaction on his face. “Good blowjob, bitch.”

		I could have spent some minutes observing the man in his gloating glory if Jerry hadn’t chosen that moment to rise up on me and shove his prick where his mouth had been.

		He fucked me in earnest. Some women would think him brutal, but I could handle him. It’s what I wanted after all, to get fucked. It would make one nasty show for the watching men, and deliver me the physical bliss my body craved.

		I hardly knew the woman I’d become, and I didn’t know what to make of her. But this wasn’t the time for serious deliberations.

		As Jerry banged his way to a powerful climax, my body continued to shudder. The spasms persisted until I could take no more.

		Jerry left me with cum dripping from my pussy and moved to some far corner of the room. Liam had already disappeared into the shadows.

		I collapsed exhausted into the comfort of the couch, thinking I was finished for the night. However, when I opened my eyes, Rudy was sitting next to me, running his hand along my hips. Something more stirred inside me. Impossible as it seemed

		“You up for more?” he asked. It was not in Rudy’s personality to take what wasn’t offered.

		“Oh, please yes,” I heard myself reply. I hardly knew what I was asking for, but I wanted him too. My fondness for this backwoods gentleman made him my favorite of Damon’s friends, but I never would have had sexual thoughts toward him if I were sober – so I thought at the time. In the head-space I was in, I couldn’t imagine denying him. In one nimble move, Rudy had me straddling his lap with his unexpectedly large cock planted in my pussy. With our crotches locked together, we quickly found an easy rhythm that sent fresh waves of pleasure through my wasted body.

		There was something in his hands that was especially pleasing – the way he held me, stroked me, pressed his palms against my bare skin. When he placed those large hands on my ass cheeks and parted them wide, the fucking picked up speed. I grasped him tightly to me, clawing at his back. There was pain inside that pleasure, and urgency, and a new respect for a man who was not as mild mannered as I believed him to be. He was as single-minded as Liam and Jerry had been.

		How was it possible that I could still be so aroused? I had no clue. But I was.

		At one point, I wasn’t sure I could take much more, but when I faltered, when I thought it was just too much, there was Damon, like some demonic sprite whispering encourage-ment in my ear… his voice so soft. Like an echo. A dream. A knowing spirit from another world, “Even if it hurts, my slutty bride, especially if it hurts. Because it hurts.”

		I’d never heard Damon say such things. I didn’t know if I should be thankful for his encouragement or concerned.

		Because it hurts. Why would he say that? Did I crave that too?

		Before I had my answer, I heard myself moaning and screaming and crying into the restless air with yet another orgasm upon me.

		It was only as Rudy was gearing up to cum that I realized that some man’s fingers were in my ass, pushing their way into the tight space. They began to move in me as if they owned the space. It hurt, but not so much that I made him stop. Whoever it was must have been working my backdoor for some minutes to have those fingers as deeply inside as they were now. Anal had rarely been easy for me. For just a minute, I thought his entire hand would shove its way inside. Thankfully, that was not his aim.

		In the moments that followed, Rudy’s dwindling cock finally slipped out of my pussy. I was lifted up and thrust over the back of an adjacent chair. I looked back. There was Tony about to enter me from behind. More? Oh, my lord, I wasn’t sure I was up for more. But as Tony nestled in against my rear with his cock penetrating my ass, I felt someone’s fingers pinching my clitoris.

		Dear god. I can’t take anymore!

		But I was off and running again, my body seizing up taut several times, setting off a series of convulsive contractions. These were less forceful now. But even after Tony had spent himself inside my ass and pulled out, the tremors continued until I had no strength left in me.

		With no hands or mouths or cocks to please, I collapsed into the couch and I remained there in a semi-delirious state, eventually drifting off to sleep.

		When I finally awoke, I was lying on the sofa where I’d been sitting with Jerry at my side – it seemed like just a few minutes ago. A soft, warm blanket covered me and I was awash with a pleasurable feeling of peace.

		“Did I sleep long?” I asked rather dreamily to know one in particular. I wasn’t sure if the orgy of sex and been real or just a fantasy. But as I gazed around the room, the faces, the chuckles and the satisfied smiles I saw confirmed that this had been no hallucination.

		It was on Damon’s face where my eyes finally came to rest. He was reclining in his favorite chair, a cigar in one hand, a glass of his favorite Rittenhouse Rye Whiskey – the only kind he ever drank – in the other.

		He looked as if he’d just scaled his favorite mountain, parasailed in the Andes or triumphed in the Americas Cup. Except that his expression was somewhat muted by the fact that it was an achievement he would have to share. With me.

		

	
		

		Chapter Two

		

		“So, Carrie, what this all comes down to…” Tony began his summation as he sat back gazing at the table full of legal paperwork before us, “This, all of this belongs to you.” He looked up to the rafters of the Lodge, then out the window to the grounds beyond. Then his gaze came back to me. “Yours to do with as you please.”

		I remained mute for quite some time until finally Tony asked, “You have any idea what you want to do?”

		“Not exactly. Not at all in fact. I’m just getting over the fact that Damon’s gone. As in really gone, left the planet. Beyond my reach. Beyond all our reach.” It sounded so improbable to say these words, as if it was impossible that Damon Hunter was capable of dying.

		Speaking thoughtfully, a bit whimsically, he replied. “I suppose he’s somewhere in the stratosphere looking for his next adventure.”

		“Yes. I suppose.” Here I was the one with the somber expression. And he the one with the lighthearted look on his normally solemn face.

		“You need time. Time to think this through. There’s no need to do anything. It’s here if you want it. Here if you decide to sell. That’s one thing about property. It remains when all else is gone. You can even strip it down to nothing, take all that Damon built here and plow it under, and the earth will spring back to life.”

		I liked that Tony could succinctly come to the heart of any matter with a few words. Those words were all I needed for today.

		“You plan on leaving in the morning? I believe you’re booked on flight at noon tomorrow.”

		“Actually, I think I’ll stay on awhile.”

		He looked mildly surprised.

		“As long as you like. Just know that you might have a few visitors.”

		“I’d probably welcome that,” I smiled, thinking of the men who might appear. “And you, don’t be a stranger. You can even bring Lonnie along if you like.”

		“Sure,” he said as he gathered the papers into a neat pile. “I’ll put these in Damon’s study?” he inquired.

		“Yes, do that. I think I’ll sit here awhile.”

		“Good. That’s good.” He rose to his feet. “I put food in the fridge if you get hungry and the Jeep’s filled with gas if you need it.”

		“You’ve been such a good friend.” I stood, giving him another warm hug.

		“Sure,” was his response. “I’ll let myself out.”

		I watched him walk away, open the Lodge’s front door and head out into the night.

		

		After Tony left, I sat back smiling, amazed by the fact that he sensed I would be staying on. If only he weren’t married, my mind drifted toward the possibility of Tony and me. But I shook off that thought immediately. As much as I’d always been attracted to him, Tony was not the man I needed. Plus, he had a wife and a decent marriage. I’m certainly not a woman to come between a man and the woman he loves.

		I wasn’t sure I needed a man anymore.

		

		The glass house under construction…

		

		“And you’re happy here?” Right out the blue Damon asked, as I sat by one of the big windows in the great room and stared out to the yard and the hills on the other side of the valley. It was the perfect time of day, when the afternoon shadows played tricks with my view of the landscape. Always put me into a contemplative mood. Disturbed by the interruption, I looked up flustered, and more than a little put out.

		Honesty is not always the best thing when dealing with Damon when he’s in a ‘mood’, as he was then, restless and perplexed by lord knows what. I grinned, as I’m prone to do under such situations, “Of course, I’m happy here.”

		He cocked his head and stared at me intently as if he were drilling right to my soul. My body shuddered.

		“You’re not being honest,” he finally decided, and then stared at me some more.

		“Well…” I fished around for something to say.

		“Well what?” He hated when I hesitated. “I can tell there’s something on your mind. You’ve been edgy and distracted. You can’t fool me.”

		I was surprised that he picked up on my current state of mind. I was rather impressed.

		“Well, since you asked…” I fidgeted a bit then finally spit out, “sometimes, it’s a little difficult for me to think inside this house.”

		“What? Really?” He looked totally baffled. “Why’s that?”

		I shrugged. “It is so about you. Of course it would be. It’s your home away from the work you do. The place you crash. Why not make it exactly the way you like it.”

		“But you don’t like it.”

		I hesitated for a moment then finally spit out the truth. “It’s not that I don’t like the Lodge. I do. It’s spectacular. But it’s so…so… Masculine. So big.”

		“Masculine? What does that have to do with it?”

		“I get stifled here. My creativity dries up. I can’t seem to find the spark I need.”

		Damon looked at me doubtfully – like he couldn’t understand what I meant.

		“I know, it sounds silly. You wouldn’t think I’d have any problem. But when I try to write, I just get frustrated and give up. All I can think of is escaping back to the city and my old apartment.”

		“Your apartment?” He stared at me incredulous.

		“Yes, my apartment! I never had a problem working there. Leaky ceiling, kids in the hallway, peeling paint and all.” I sighed. “But that was my single life. I’m here with you now with you.” I tried to reassure him. “Besides, the apartment is far too small for you and all your grand ideas. This is you…” I didn’t finish my thought.

		It took some time for him to reply and when he did, rather than be miffed by what I’d said as I expected, he probed further, “So what kind of place do you need?”

		“Well…I don’t know. I’m not really sure.” There I was, put on the spot with Damon looming down on me. I hated when our conversations came to that.

		“Well then, think about it now,” he said.

		He wanted an answer now? I hated when he was like this. The impatience was pouring off of him and onto me. I had to give him something. Anything, so he would back off.

		“Tell me,” he pressed further.

		I could feel my blood pressure start to rise. “Oh, I don’t know,” I shook my head, then rushed in with the first thing that came to mind. “It would certainly be something less grand than this.” I waved my hands toward the mammoth rafters, the animal heads, the antlers and chandeliers as tall as the height of a normal room. It was all so big, on the same large scale that Damon lived his life. “It would be open and bright, with big windows looking out to the trees. But intimate. Everything simple and at my fingertips. I don’t want to walk half a mile to brew myself a cup of tea. I don’t need big expansive rooms. Or lots of furniture. All this grandeur.” I shrugged as the idea of my ideal living quarters began to appear my mind, and I liked the thought. “Maybe just one big room.”

		“One room? Really?” Like he couldn’t even imagine it.

		“One room is enough for me.” And then it all came clear to me, “Of course, the bath would be separate. But my bed, a couch, a couple of easy chairs, a desk, a place to eat and cook – table for four maybe, because I’m not one to entertain a crowd. Oh, and one wall of paintings and photographs, personal stuff, but not too much. No clutter. Everything else would be open to the world. I want to gaze out and rest my eyes and think.” The idea of it made me smile. “Yes think, free from distractions.” I stopped there, realizing how quickly the image of that room had come to me. “And no leather,” I jumped in again. “And plants. There has to be something growing around me, not just outside, but inside my house.”

		I sat back in that overstuffed leather chair feeling satisfied that I’d adequately answered his question. Nothing left to say.

		Damon stood over me still, although his impatience had disappeared. Apparently I’d answered his question thoroughly enough. I combed my brain for other things to add. I didn’t want to leave anything out, but nothing further came to mind.

		After some thoughtful moments of quiet, he finally nodded his head, which would be all the response I’d get. At last, hands in pockets, he sauntered away, saying nothing more. He didn’t seem remotely interested in continuing the conversation.

		

		Three weeks later, a construction crew arrived on the property and began excavating an area in the woods, directly across from the Lodge’s front entrance. Damon had left two days before on another lengthy excursion, and had mentioned nothing about a construction project. I was totally baffled.

		For several mornings, I bundled up and drank my coffee on the porch, watching the crew do their work. They surveyed a section of the woods that looked out towards the meadow and horse pasture. The lake lay beyond that. It was a beautiful spot.

		It took a week for the men to clear a site, and then the building began at a steady pace.

		I’d completely forgotten my conversation with Damon weeks before about my one room house. It never occurred to me that this addition to the property had anything to do with me. One morning, I spotted Liam talking with the crew, pointing here and there, quite involved with the project as if he had something to do with the construction. He only nodded to me as he left. If he’d stopped by the porch I would have questioned him, but he seemed to be in a hurry, and the chance to speak with him didn’t occur again. A few days later, Rudy showed up.

		“You have any idea what Damon’s doing here?” I asked.

		He shrugged. “I don’t try to figure out that man. He lives in his own world. Said something to me once about building a recording studio on the property. Maybe it’s that.”

		The subject was dropped, though we chatted a while more, quite a pleasant conversation, in fact. Rudy was good company. He asked me about my writing, and I told about the interview I was working on, and a new documentary about France. I even mentioned an idea for a novel that had been hanging around my brain for months. Even Damon didn’t know about that.

		While I often thought about the orgy, nearly two months ago now, nothing was mentioned about it. However, just being in Rudy’s company brought back the erotic feelings that had arisen in me during that remarkable night. I sensed he thought of it too. But that was just a one-off. Wasn’t it? Surely, nothing would come of it. What could?

		Even Damon had been silent about that night. There were a few comments from time to time, only to reassure me that he’d enjoyed the experience. But nothing changed in our sex life. That had always been good.

		

	
		

		Chapter Three

		

		Two weeks after my evening going over paperwork with Tony, he arrived at the Lodge again.

		“Still here, I see,” he said, as I greeted him at the back door.

		“Cup of coffee?” I let him inside.

		“Thanks, but I just came by to drop these off.” He stared off toward the glass house, watching as the two workmen I hired circled the structure. “You going to tear it down?”

		“Nope! I’m going to restore it, just as it was before.”

		He looked at me sharply. “You really are staying on? What happened to Minneapolis?”

		“It’s still in Minnesota as far as I know.”

		I could see that he wanted more of an explanation.

		“I’m taking a longer break than I’d planned on. Mr. Minneapolis wasn’t too happy about that fact. But when I thought of returning, I couldn’t bring myself to make that trip. Not when I feel so happy here. Probably happier than when I lived here with Damon. When it crossed my mind to restore the glass house I knew I had to stay. Don’t expect me to explain it all. It’s what I need to do.”

		I didn’t tell him that I’d been feeling a sudden, and quite delightful surge of libido being back in the mountains, which was no mystery to me after what happened in the glass house. I’d left in anger, enraged and betrayed by the husband I loved. But that did not negate the delicious eroticism that the trees, the hillsides, the waters and big skies aroused in me – or the fact that sex was never better than here. There was something magical taking place for me when I lived in these mountains. During that time, closed doors in my mind opened and some of my best writing fell into place, effortless and beautiful. The accolades I earned from that work gave me the courage to strike out on my own and make a new life when Damon and I suddenly split-up.

		Could the magic of those five years be reawaken? I have no idea. What I know is that this property feels like home. Even the Lodge feels like home, I’m willing to admit. Because Damon is gone? I don’t know. I don’t even want to tackle that question.

		I turned toward Tony with what I did know, “I’m living my life on intuition and inspiration. Until they send me elsewhere, this is where I’ll stay.”

		He considered my declaration. “It’s your place. Your life. Do what pleases you.”

		He had a way simplifying even the most difficult decisions – one of the many things I liked about the man.

		“I will, and for now, this pleases me.”

		He offered up a rare smile and walked down the steps.

		

		Tony

		

		Tony was the first to invade the glass house after it was built and christened. There’d been a champagne toast in the surrounding garden the week before. Just the six of us from the orgy were there. I’m not sure if there was anyone else to invite. Jerry had arrived unexpectedly the day before – when did he not arrive unexpectedly? Damon had wanted to celebrate inside the tiny house, but I refused, reminding him that this was my space not his. I’m not sure he liked that, but he didn’t object.

		The lights were beaming bright from inside the house and into the woods as day turned into evening. My little studio gleamed like a jewel rising out of the surrounding woods. Something magical was in the air, although I’m not altogether sure if anyone else felt that magic. It seemed as if my life was beginning again – and so it was. Champagne overflowed in the tall crystal flutes. We laughed – I don’t know what about, but that hardly mattered. I got a little teary eyed as Jerry and Damon toasted the occasion, and they all babbled on about how I really must have gotten under Damon’s skin to have him build this divine little retreat.

		Finally, I said, “Enough! Go enjoy yourselves in the Lodge while I enjoy the quiet inside my house.”

		

		When Tony arrived several days later, he actually knocked on the door as gentleman would – Damon just barged right in when he wanted something from me, which had only happened a couple of times so far. I suppose my husband figured that my little house was his, at least in part, even though he promised that he wouldn’t interrupt me while I was working – so long as I slept with him whenever he wanted me in his bed. Most nights when he was home, I slept in the Lodge with my naked body curled against his. When he wasn’t home, I rarely slept in the Lodge. The arrangement seemed to satisfy both us both.

		On the afternoon that Tony arrived, I’d just finished a lengthy piece of writing. I was elated and in the mood for celebration. When it comes to celebrations, it might have been more fitting if Jerry had been the one to inaugurate my new little home. He was always up for a party. Instead, there was a more sedate Tony standing at my front door with, of all things, a casserole in hand.

		“Welcome to the neighborhood,” he said as he passed the warm dish to me.

		I was surprised by the gesture, and found myself laughing.

		“It’s okay, isn’t it?”

		“It’s lovely, thank you!” I beamed as I set the dish on the kitchen counter, and then gave him a grateful hug.

		If that hug had broken apart even a second sooner, my fate in the glass house might have been quite different. But there was a lingering moment when the rush of electricity between us was more than either of us expected. I felt his body pulse against mine and couldn’t seem to pull from his grasp. There was a quickening in my belly, which while awkward at the outset, was unmistakably arousing. Obviously Tony felt that arousal, too. He slowly backed me to the kitchen counter, his hand in my hair, my lips parting and ready to meet his. When I hit concrete countertop, there was a brief moment of hesitation when either of us could have stepped away. However, it seemed that neither of us was capable of halting the visceral passion that drove us to each other.

		The kisses that followed were long and deep with tongues penetrating and mouths fixed. Our crotches pressed tightly together gave rise an urgent necessity. It was a raw and unsettling the force that continued to expand.

		“Please, don’t stop?” I whispered almost thoughtlessly.

		He suddenly whipped me around so I was bent over the counter. Pushing my floor-length flowered skirt to the floor, he exposed my naked behind.

		“My, you are quite the slut, aren’t you?” he murmured in my ear. He said it with a degree of admiration that made the comment sound like a compliment.

		I responded by shoving my wiggling crotch against his groin. Yes, I was every bit the slut!

		Because it was handy, I suppose, he picked a carafe of olive oil and drizzled some between my ass cheeks. I knew where he was going – just as he had during the orgy. He rubbed the oil deeply into my crack, aiming for the tight rosette he previously fucked. The foreplay was brief, only what was necessary to have me lubricated and ready. As his hand slid away, his cock slipped into my rear door, penetrating as far as his hard erection would go. Then with a demanding force and very little finesse, the fucking rhythm began and swiftly built to a critical peak. I rarely come quickly when fucked in the ass; it usually takes a lot more teasing than we engaged in that day. But everything about him from the feel of his hands clutching my ass cheeks to his breath upon neck to the rapid action of his cock pummeling my back door brought us to an abrupt and explosive ending. At the moment I came, every nerve in my body fired off at once. How Tony did it, I have no idea. But he seemed to hit every sexual hot button as if he’d been screwing me for years.

		I’ve always wondered if my screaming and Tony’s guttural groaning could be heard from outside the glass walls. Certainly we could be seen if there was someone passing by. I shuddered from that thought alone.

		When the physical climax hit, I thought we were finished as soon as the spasms began to ease off. However, in one final move, Tony reached around and found my throbbing clit. He pressed it between his fingers, pinching firmly until I was spasming crazily again and wiggling my rear end into his groin. At last, his cock slid out.

		Although the sex was over, we remained locked together for several minutes before we finally broke apart. When we did, a very different sort of longing rose up inside me. I have no idea what that was. There certainly were no words to describe the feelings that passed between us. Perhaps something from another lifetime bleeding through into this one. Perhaps. Its very nature defies explanation, but I’d been deeply satisfied by that random fuck, as if it were meant to be.

		“Oh, my god!” I whispered under my breath. “What did we just do?”

		I turned to face Tony, blushing like a tender bride, though I was not tender nor was I a bride. We were face to face, our bodies still so close that I feel his breath on my cheek and the heat emanating from his body.

		“I fucked you in the ass,” he stated simply.

		“Yes, I know.”

		“And it was good.”

		“Of course it was.”

		His next remark brought me up short.

		“You’ll have to tell him.”

		Tell him? Damon?

		The thought hadn’t even entered my mind.

		I gazed back at him doubtfully, to which his eyes narrowed, looking so intimidating that wanted to back away, even though I was still backed up against the kitchen counter. “You don’t tell him, I will.” I had no doubt that he would.

		“Of course I will.” Even I could hear the hesitation in my voice.

		“I mean it!” he said, just to be sure I knew that he was serious.

		He waited a moment, then swiped a kitchen towel from the drain board, turned me about and wiped away the cum leaking from my ass.

		“So, what does this mean? You and me… ” I wondered aloud as I turned back.

		He thought a moment. “It means we were horny. It means that fidelity is not all that important to either of us.” He shrugged. “It means that we enjoyed the last half hour. At least I did.” His face had finally softened and his meager smile broadened into a full grin.

		“What do you think he will say?”

		“What did he say after the night in the Lodge?”

		“That it was one of the ‘damn finest evenings’ he’d had in a long time. Did he say anything to you?”

		“He said he was surprised you’d gone that far. But glad you did.”

		“He actually said that?”

		Tony lifted a lock of hair that had fallen in my face and pushed it back, gazing at me tenderly. “Damon finds women most beautiful when they’re having sex. I don’t think you need to worry. He’s not a prude and he’s not a jealous man.”

		It would take awhile for that thought to settle with me. There was so much about Damon that I really didn’t know or understand.

		“Well, okay then. Damon and I will talk about it when he comes back.”

		“No,” Tony shook his head, “You tell him tonight before you chicken out.”

		“I don’t know if I can reach him,” I protested.

		“You can reach him.” As if he could guarantee that.

		He stepped back and pulled himself together, zipping pants, straightening his belt, combing back his hair. He was one sexy man. I didn’t love him. But I loved his cock in my ass. And I loved the simple way he dealt with me.

		“If he answers his cell, I’ll tell him.”

		“He’ll answer. Just don’t give up on the first try.” He was so sure. “Just do it,” he added for emphasis. “This whole thing will drive you crazy until you do. I know you that much, Carrie Hunter. Besides, he needs to know.”

		Was he feeling guilty? I wondered.

		He left no room for arguments. But he was right; I’d be crazy if I waited until Friday when Damon was due home. He was in Idaho, scouting out a trail he wanted to hike and I had no idea if I could reach him. Although I wanted to.

		

		Tony was right. The response from Damon to my confession bordered on total glee. I mean, he could have been just a little jealous, but I felt no trace of that from him.

		“Are you sure?” I needed to question him several times before I believed him. Especially since I couldn’t see his face over the phone.

		“You going to divorce me and marry him?” he finally asked. I knew he didn’t mean the question seriously.

		“Absolutely not!”

		“Okay. That’s all I need. You’re mine in all the ways that really count. Sex is just sex. I don’t care if you fuck the lot of them; just tell me about it afterwards. It’s actually kind of hot thinking about you taking on men in your new little house with those big glass walls. As long as you’re ready for me when I want you, I’m happy, sweet little slut that you are.”

		“Well, I’m not going to make a habit of fucking your friends!”

		“Really?” He sounded disappointed. “Why not? If it pleases you.”

		“You can’t mean that!”

		“Sure I can.”

		“Doesn’t that make me a cheap slut?”

		“Oh, you’re far from a cheap slut. That glass house of yours cost me a fortunate.”

		If he’d been with me, I would have playfully pummeled him with my fists. He’d be laughing. Then I’d be laughing and we would have ended up screwing. I wished that he had Damon been there.

		“Now, all I need to do is install a telescope in my bedroom so I can keep an eye on you when I’m there.”

		“Would you really?”

		“Just joking. But now that I think of it maybe I should.”

		A part of me was totally unhinged by what had happened from when Tony walked into the glass house door and the conversation with Damon ended. I kept trying to make the idea of screwing his friends wrong – as if I would really do that. And yet, at the same time there was something totally satisfying about the freedom that Damon was willing to give me – if he actually stuck to his word. What scared me was, I sensed he would. Damon didn’t lead an ordinary life. Why would his sex life be any different?

		Getting fucked in ass by Tony was the christening my glass house needed. Perhaps it should have been Damon doing the honors. But that’s not how the first fuck inside those glass walls took place. There was much to think about afterwards.

		How was it that when it came to sex I could cast off my inhibitions so easily in the company of men? Perhaps it a particular kind of man. The dominant kind. The ones who push their way through hesitation, resistance and inner misgivings to get to the truth of what a woman wants. At least what this woman wants. It didn’t sound very 21st century. Definitely not politically correct.

		Was I victim to men? Had I been abused? Was I putting myself in some kind of danger with this slutty behavior? Or was I the submissive kind of woman who gets off on Old World fantasies? And on bringing them to life?

		

		While I wasn’t searching for some profound understanding, when Tony left that day, I realized that with Damon building my little retreat, he’d burst wide open a door to a very different sort of marriage than I originally imagined. Not that I had some fixed idea about marriage. But I had to wonder – Did Damon plan for this sort of thing? Or had it happened spontaneously?

		When Damon and I decided to wed, it was a spur of the moment sort of thing. I don’t think either of us had given it much thought. It simply seemed the right thing to do. Like we fit together. Like we belonged in each other’s lives. I still believe that, even given all that happened in our marriage, from our impromptu wedding to its shocking demise.

		

	
		

		Chapter Four

		

		The renovations continue ...

		Putting my little house back together was far more complicated than tearing away the plywood that covered the glass. While I was elated to see that the windows remained intact, the interior of the house had suffered in ten years of neglect. The heating and plumbing systems had taken a beating over those years. There’d been leaks through the chimney and skylight, which destroyed the wood flooring and damaged the appliances. The electrician I hired to check out the electrical system was certain that it needed to be replaced. While I’d managed to salvage many of the personal items from the back wall, a number of pictures were trashed.

		When I finally stood back and surveyed the extent of the damage, I seriously considered abandoning the project. The price tag seemed too high, even though I had all the money I needed. I had plenty of money of my own, and royalties from Damon’s books were still flowing in amounts much larger than I expected. When I looked at the numbers, along with all his ongoing projects, I realized that he’d managed to turn himself into a sort of cult hero for the adventure-seeking crowd. Clubs had sprung up, with both men and women attempting to replicate some of the voyages, explorations and athletic feats he’d written about. I found all that astounding. It gave me a different feeling about Damon than I’d nurtured all the years we were apart. If he managed to spark the passions of others, kindled even half the spirit in which he led his life, then that was a legacy that allowed him to live on.

		

		Seeing the amount of work involved in restoring the house, I considered tearing it down and starting from scratch, but that idea never settled very well with me. Even salvaging the windows and some of the beams for a new house wouldn’t have been enough to please me. It wouldn’t be the same, as if the air inside those walls was sacred – which makes no rational sense. But it fit the feeling I had about my old glass house. I wanted it restored. I wanted it exactly as it was when originally built. Only the damaged back wall and the artifacts of my life it displayed would change.

		Thus, the renovation project began in earnest.

		I loved waking in the morning to the sound of hammers and the shouts workmen. There was something about seeing the bustling activity through the Lodge windows that took me back to when the glass house was first built, when I was filled with a sense of awe. I treasured that feeling and I treasured what was happening now.

		

		Jerry

		

		After Tony, Jerry invaded the glass house next.

		And his was a true invasion, bigger than that first brisk sex with Tony.

		Jerry arrived with a virtual liquor cabinet of booze and assorted delicacies from his latest trip to Borneo. He brought with him the same sexy spirit that kicked off the orgy. His hazel eyes flashed. His brown hair was a mess. His smile was broad, his energy upbeat, and he had me laughing the moment he walked through the Lodge’s front door on that Sunday afternoon.

		“I had no idea you were planning a visit!” I exclaimed as soon as I saw his face and felt his wild spirit infect me. “You do know that Damon isn’t home?”

		“Really?” Jerry shrugged. “All the better. I can have you to myself.”

		“Oh you can?”

		“Well,” he looked a little chagrinned, but not too much. “You know…”

		“Okay,” I hesitated – I was worried what that meant. “Damon is due in tomorrow night.” I couldn’t help but flirt a little, and could have teased him more. Instead I played it safe, suggesting that he settle himself in his usual bedroom inside the Lodge.

		“I’ll join you here once you settle in,” I told him. “I need to take care of a few things at my house.”

		With that, I headed to the glass house, assuming that Jerry would be headed toward the stairs. However, I wasn’t in the glass house a minute when I heard him coming up the stairs and waltzing into my personal space, backpack dangling from one shoulder, his arms full of liquor. He left it all on the floor by the staircase, except for one bottle of champagne. He went fishing through my kitchen cupboards for something to pop the cork, while I stood back in awe of his bright essence swirling around me and out to every corner, nook and cranny of my tiny house.

		“Here’s to your new abode!” he exclaimed as he poured champagne into wine glasses he found on the counter.

		“It’s ten o’clock in the morning!”

		“Really?” He looked befuddled for a moment as if that certainly wasn’t an issue with him. “Well not for me,” he announced. “I’m sure it’s evening wherever I started this day. Besides, we need to christen your house properly.”

		“You don’t remember? It’s already been christened.” I wasn’t even referring to Tony, who’d ten days before arrived with his casserole and left with a satisfied dick.

		“Oh, c’mon. I’m here. I’m in a great mood, and I won’t settle myself down to sleep unless I lubricate myself with a few stiff drinks. The champagne is just for starters.”

		How could I not welcome him? His exuberance was infectious, and having been abandoned by my missing husband, how could I resist Jerry’s charm? I knew exactly what would happen before the day was over, and began to relish the thought. A single glass of champagne and my plans for the day would be forgotten.

		As the bubbles tickled my nose, I watched Jerry circle through my house. He looked everywhere, spending at least twenty thoughtful minutes going over the paintings I loved, the photographs of my life, and all the artifacts of thirty-six years that I wanted nearby. Then he turned his attention to the house itself, taking in all the finer points of the unique structure with some admiration.

		“So, Liam designed this?”

		“He did.”

		“Not bad,” he said as he observed the skylights, the fireplace, the bamboo floors and the kitchen. To my mind, Liam had integrated the elements of my home into a piece of modern art, brilliantly fitting the structure into the landscape of the property as Frank Lloyd Wright might his architectural masterpieces.

		Once Jerry finished his perusal, he returned to me, filling my glass with more champagne.

		“He’s to be commended,” Jerry said, referring to Liam. Or was it Damon?

		I suppose we talked about my house, about when Damon was due back from his trip, although it was all through the veil of liquor that was soon pumping through our veins. After the champagne, there were two bottles of exotic liquor he’d found on his travels and bottle of whiskey.

		“In case we need more,” he said, grinning in that goofy way of his that suggested he was more than slightly buzzed. Damn! He was sexy when he was like this!

		I watched him head off in the direction of the old phonograph player sitting on a table by the back wall. It was a treasured relic from my childhood. Nearly every day, music from those ancient records filled the space, and my mind headed back in time, picking up memories right and left – all of which were lovely and bittersweet. But not today. Today, I focused on Jerry’s tight ass swaying in that direction.

		He browsed through the records, finally pulling out my favorite ‘fuck me’ music as if he knew exactly what I wanted. Tina Turner’s sexy voice soon filled the space and the energy rose around us, hot and sexy.

		Just one look into Jerry’s eyes and any misgivings about what we would do that day just didn’t seem to matter. It was as if the hours that lay ahead had already been written and I was just following a script.

		

		I wasn’t all that concerned about fucking another of my husband’s friends. Damon had already weighed in on that. To be honest, I don’t recall that there were any spoken vows in our marriage ceremony, just an agreement to have and to hold until death do us part. That had ended any concerns about fidelity.

		With booze flowing through my body and a lovely feeling of lust making every nerve tingle with want, I yielded to Jerry again. The sexual tease that had begun the moment he entered my house began in earnest. We danced chest to chest and crotch to crotch, then shed our clothes one piece at a time. First his shirt…and then mine. Then with our eyes locked in a fixed embrace, he shed his pants and I shed my leggings … until there was nothing left to discard. After tossing the clothes to the side of the room, we continued dancing.

		We worked well together skin to skin, with the sweat of our flesh mingling and our mouths opening to enormous kisses.

		Finally we landed in bed.

		I wondered what Damon would say if he’d seen us dance ? Or watched Jerry and I buck naked, roaming around on my pretty patchwork quilt? What if Jerry’s cock were in my ass? Or I was on my knees taking his erection inside my mouth?

		It scared me having so much liberty. How far would I go…? I let my thoughts linger on that idea for all of ten seconds, then went down on Jerry’s cock, opening my mouth and taking in as much as I could.

		I drank in his smell — the aroma of soap and sweat and that earthy male scent I find intoxicating.

		Jerry was not into drawn out, teasing moments. Impatient on his own behalf, he shoved my head down further on his cock until I finally gagged. He held me there for several seconds, then let up briefly, only to push me back down again. If only I could take it all, I silently whispered to myself as I attempted to relax my throat. I don’t think that if I were ragdoll relaxed I’d have been able to take all of his cock, but that didn’t keep me from trying.

		“Down your throat, slut,” he moaned as I continued to draw his penis deeper. “Yeah, that’s it.”

		When I finally forced my head back up, he was staring down at me with an evil grin.

		“What? I’m just a slut to you?”

		“You’re more than that, baby cakes,” he smirked. “I’m gonna take you in every place there is to be taken, twice before I finally crash.”

		“Yeah, right.” Here I’d thought his energy had begun to waver after so much liquor.

		“What is it with you – no sex in a month?”

		“Hell no. I could never go that long between lays, but none of the others are you.”

		“Oh? Something particularly special about me?” I grinned.

		“You don’t know what it’s like to fuck you. Must be hard to live in a body as perfect as yours. You with an unmatched sex drive.”

		Unmatched. Really?

		The heavy beat of the music was still working its way inside us. We groveled about the bed with him on top, then me on top, then Jerry again. I hadn’t enjoyed that kind of wild romp in a long while.

		Then, with a suddenness that had me feeling a little dizzy, he pulled upright on the side of the bed, dragged me toward him and flung me over his lap. For a few moments, he massaged my ass cheeks but that didn’t last long. He got rough with me, spanking my ass cheeks with the palm of his hand like some old world patriarch. Not only that, his mood had shifted. No more gleeful lover, but a stern and unflinching disciplinarian.

		“Some women need to be spanked,” he announced, taking the fantasy one step further. “They need it to be humbled. They need to be taken and just used. Blown out of the water, out of being nice and politically correct.” All this seemed strange coming from Jerry. “You’re one of those women, Carrie.” When I looked back at him, his face reflected that hard attitude. No flashing smile this time. I didn’t know what to think of him. He was a man of such shifting moods that it was hard to keep up.

		“Dang, Jerry! This is starting to hurt!” I finally protested. “I mean really hurt.”

		“So?” he replied as if he didn’t really care.

		This wasn’t just foreplay now, nothing about the spanking felt playful as it had at the start. And it wasn’t all that erotic, although there was something strangely satisfying about the way he made me hurt. The bare handed blistering stung like the devil and several times, I wanted to pull right off his lap. But I stayed. Despite myself, I was becoming aroused. If he had stopped just to placate me, I would have been disappointed.

		This was so mixed up!

		Pain is such a tricky thing. Was this the good kind of pain – if there is such a thing? The effects were startling. It brought out the she-beast in me. I wanted to claw at him, bite him, run my teeth along his cock – a little too hard. I wanted to pinch his nipples until they were raw, and feel his organ stiffen inside my cunt as I pinched those tiny buds.

		But that was my fantasy. The afternoon was not about me. It was all about surrendering to what Jerry wanted, and what his crazy mind could think up next. Once I figured that out, any resistance I might have had fell away.

		In a twist I hadn’t expected – as if I could have anticipated anything that went on that day – I suddenly found myself face down on the mattress with Jerry spreading my ass cheeks wide and going down on my asshole with his tongue. I’d never experienced such a thing before so this was unexplored territory for me. It felt as if he might fuck me to orgasm with just his mouth going down on my ass.

		Words like naughty and dirty and pervert rose up from some well of propriety still at play inside my psyche. Words that could judge me, although I only laughed at them now. If only Damon could have seen us! Maybe it was just the liquor that infected my brain. Or maybe I really loved all this nasty sex.

		“You like my tongue in your ass, don’t you?”

		“Yeah. I think I do...”

		“Then how about you do the same for me? Huh?”

		For a moment, I couldn’t think of anything more vulgar than that. But when he flipped over onto his belly and raised his round ass high enough for me spread his ass cheeks, something I hadn’t counted on stirred inside me. I stared as his asshole for some time. Too long, apparently. “Do it! Put your face in my ass and get working, slut!”

		I didn’t give it another thought. The harsh command sent my face diving into the crevasse.

		The taste of him was not as offensive as I expected it would be. In fact, there was no taste. Just the sense of something earthy and savage. What a fine mind-fuck! What a loathsome thing to do! To do it and love? Seemed impossible.

		The best part – my body was laid out on that big king-sized bed with my pussy pressed against the quilt. As my tongue advanced on that tight little hole, my crotch rocked back and forth stimulating my engorged clitoris.

		What a strange desire! I would never go there, I would tell myself when the possibility had been presented to me in the past. How wrong I’d been. I’d sunk deeper into the slut side of me and wondered where Jerry would take me next?

		My mind began spinning. Nasty scenes flashed before my inner eyes. I was in the middle of another orgy with dozens of men surrounding me. Using me. I surrendered to them all and perhaps more shockingly to a woman I hardly knew.

		What would Damon think of me now? Shocked? Turned on? Offended? I liked to think he’d be jacking off as he watched.

		“Deeper!” Jerry snapped off his next order.

		My first response was to respond to his command. But it simply wasn’t possible to do more than I was doing.

		

		“Wish I could,” I answered, rising up.

		It wasn’t a moment later that I was on my back again with Jerry next to me, his fingers drilling my cunt, sex juice pouring from my hot snatch. First two, three, and then four fingers. Far more than what I thought it could take. It hurt. Hurt badly. But I didn’t care. I wanted him inside me. I wanted that hurt. I wouldn’t have cared if he’d slid the whole of his hand inside. “Oh my god, yes yes yes…” I heard myself scream. By then, I was too driven to think straight.

		Thankfully, the inebriated Jerry was still cognizant of his hand and the potential it had to rip my cunt wide apart. That realization made him stop the pounding, and withdraw his soaked fingers from my pussy.

		He flipped me over once again, rose up behind me, pulling my ass up with his hands. Parting my cheeks, he entered my cunt with his cock in one decisive shove. I remember his huge erection pummeling me during the orgy. But the fucking was different this time with him behind me. He clutched my left ass cheek with one hand, while the palm of his right hand spanked my right ass cheek.

		“Goddamn that hurts!” I cried, to which Jerry changed sides, spanking my left ass cheek with the same ferocity as he’d spanked the right.

		Despite the pain and hurt, I could feel the impending climax beginning to rise from some deep place within. When my pussy tightened around Jerry’s huge erection, I wanted to squeeze every bit of cum from his body. I wanted to leave him wasted and wanting more of me. And for me, I wanted every bit of desire satisfied in this one remarkable moment.

		

		Jerry’s wasn’t a silent orgasm. His scream was as big as his life and the boisterous spirit that propelled him forward. He was as much a slut as I was. That was clear.

		Next thing I knew, I had collapsed against the quilt with a recovering Jerry panting beside me. We were hot. Sweaty. Dripping with cum from pussy and cock, and finally rearranging our bodies into a reasonably comfortable position as we came down from that incredible high.

		Although there was desire still rumbling around inside us, we were spent and hardly able to move. Minutes later, we crashed into an exhausted slumber.

		

		I had no idea what time it was when I finally came to. I opened my eyes, although it took some minutes to become accustomed to the bright room. I turned to check the bedside clock. Noon. Two hours. Two hours! From the time he entered the glass house, seduced me with champagne, his effervescent spirit and a libido that needed to be satisfied, was a mere two hours!

		Amazing!

		We’d drank, we’d teased, we’d fucked, we’d slept. Nothing that I hadn’t done before, but there was a twist to this that was all Jerry.

		As I slowly disentangled myself from Jerry’s sleeping form, I rose from the mattress, feeling light-headed and a little off. It was probably just the booze. I stood for awhile surveying the room, just to get my bearings. Clothes strewn across the floor. Champagne glasses on the table. The turntable still spinning silently. Sunshine streamed through the windows casting streaks of light against the floor. I wasn’t sure what to make of that peaceful disarray, but I liked how I felt.

		I walked to the phonograph player, set the needle on the cradle and turned off the machine. Then I moved to the windows, my feet almost sliding on the smooth bamboo. I gazed out with my eyes rested on the peaceful setting. The trees were green and lush. The lake below sparkled in the sunlight. The sky was an almost florescent shade of blue. I took a deep breath to anchor myself to the earth and decided that I was not as drunk as I had been. That was good.

		My body ached, although it was pleasant ache. My spanked ass was sore, and that was pleasant, too. My pussy felt as if I’d just given birth – though I really don’t know what that would have actually felt like since I’ve never given birth. It seemed to have been stretched as far as it could possibly go – which reminded me of Jerry’s fingers shoving their way inside, with my wondering if his whole hand would fit.

		So much of what we’d done seemed reckless and even brutal. I’d never considered myself a prude, but I never imagined that I would become the kind of woman who would do the things I did that day.

		

		I was anxious for Jerry to awaken, although I figured that he’d probably sleep until evening. What if he wanted more of me? I wasn’t sure I had more to give, or the will to give it at this point. I was profoundly satisfied, but not eager for another wild go round.

		What a morning it had been!

		I watched the breeze stirring the leafy canopy above and then let my eyes rest on the landscape before me. The lake was rippling with tiny waves. The forest looked like an impression-ist painting, blurred by an atmosphere that was thick with moisture. There were clouds gathering in the distance. Would it rain? Would a thundering storm rise in the late afternoon? In the midst of my musings, there was a moment when for just an instant, I thought I saw someone slip into the woods. A hint of red. A boot. The backside of a man perhaps. I couldn’t be sure who or exactly what I’d seen, but there was little doubt in my mind that someone had been crossing through the property.

		Had they been watching Jerry and me in the midst of sex? If so, what did they see? Were they aroused? Disgusted? Did they want to join us? And exactly who was it?

		I wondered what kind of theatre Jerry and I had made of our screwing. I imagine that it had been amazing to watch. Although it’s possible that there was nothing to see at all. That by the time the voyeur was passing through, we may have been finished and were just two naked souls sleeping it off in bed.

		

		It was difficult to put into words what I felt right then, although one thing was quite clear to me. The purpose of my tiny home in the woods had expanded. From this day on, I could hardly imagine the glass house being just a pleasant retreat from my husband’s testosterone world. It had become far more than a place to write where I could be with myself alone.

		Damon had created this. Was there an ulterior motive behind his plan? I had to wonder. First Tony. Then Jerry. I couldn’t quite imagine Rudy knocking on my door with the expectation of sex. But Liam? He was definitely a wild card. There was a dark side to him. A side that seemed to know me in a way I’m not sure the others did. I had a feeling that eventually, he would be at my door. I shuddered to think of what he might demand of me.

		What had my house inspired?

		And what of the man who created this perfect place for my libido to play?

		Damon, above all the others, was the enigma. The riddle. The mystery I could not solve.

		I wanted him home in the worst way. I wanted to settle into his arms and be loved as he loved me. I wanted him to keep me safe from myself.

		But would he?

		

	
		

		Chapter Five

		

		Blake was on the phone with me from Minneapolis every day wondering when I’d be home. It never occurred to me to tell him that I wasn’t coming back. I suppose because I wasn’t yet ready to admit that our relationship had hit such a major stumbling block that I had little interest anymore. It was much easier for me to delve into the restoration of the property I’d inherited. The project here excited me and Minneapolis no longer held any allure, especially when it meant facing my long time boyfriend with the truth. After seven years together, I’m not sure he was anymore committed to our relationship than I was. But the thought of my leaving him was a bit much for his ego. And then, there was all that money I’d inherited. I’m sure he had his eyes on that too.

		Apparently, my excitement about the glass house intrigued him. I never should have talked about it with him in the first place, but I had. It was the excuse I used to delay my return and divert him from anything pertaining to us.

		But when he announced plans for a visit, I sat back stunned. Shit, shit, shit! No! No! No! I screamed to myself so loudly, I’m surprised he didn’t hear my silent shrieks over the phone. No way did I want him here! This was my territory! Not just the glass house, but the entire hundred acres of woods and trees and clear water. All this was sacred to me. Last thing I needed was Blake traipsing through life trying to make it his home. Never!

		The intensity of my feelings stunned me. Obviously, my heart had hardened to the man. He’d have to know, eventually, but that was not a subject address right now – especially over the phone.

		

		I never expected that I wouldn’t see Damon at least one more time. Always in my dreams there’d be a day when I could face the man again, and everything that had driven me away from him would be sorted out. We would mend. We would heal. Only then would we decide what to do with our tattered marriage. However, that opportunity had passed me by, and I regretted that now.

		Damon’s sudden death had upended everything in my world, and I struggled to understand exactly what it meant for me. There was so much to absorb. The grief. The loss. The hurt. Not to mention the property, the renovations. My future. All of it rushed in on me so fast, and I needed time. I hoped Blake would give me that. Although he seemed as intent on visiting as I was on having him stay away.

		Liam in the woods …

		

		I hiked the woods along my favorite trail, which led several miles into the most savage of Damon’s property and the places I loved best. I’d spend the night on the ridge in the open air or in the yurt Damon had constructed long before I knew him. I wanted to cozy up for a long night before a fire, eating hot dogs off the grill and drinking a mug of hot chocolate laced with booze. There’d be the sliver of a moon and stars and empty skies overhead, the sounds of the night to keep me company and the cool clear air. With Damon away this was the next best thing to curling up naked against his warm naked skin. Maybe even better – given the way I felt right now. I needed to be alone.

		About halfway to my destination, I stopped by the stream to fill my water jug, and then sat for a time listening to the sounds of water bubbling through the rocks. What peace. What a slice of heaven. The last few weeks in the city had been hectic. Magazine editors. My publisher. Three book readings. I’d been running from morning to nearly midnight every day, and that fast pace left my head spinning.

		“Haven’t seen you here in a while.”

		I immediately recognized Liam’s familiar voice. I didn’t bother to turn around.

		“Need a night out,” I told him.

		“I’m sure you do. The writer and her managed life just aching for a little peace and quiet.”

		All true. But the way he said it – so condescendingly. Almost like an accusation.

		When I couldn’t stand his the feel of his eyes on the back of my neck, I finally turned around. Better that than being just plain rude. He stood some fifteen feet away, looking much as he always did. Tall, lanky, weirdly attractive in his own sort of bohemian way, from the curly dark hair he rarely bothered to comb to the round, black Harry Potter glasses perched on his nose.

		Liam was oddly attractive, although he was so much more than his physical appearance suggested. Layered. Complex. Studious. Rather snooty in fact, I was reminded in one quick instant. He had opinions and judgments about the matters of the world, people, events, politics, academia, economics and art. He was disgustingly right on about many matters. Although on some topics, I thought he was just a jerk looking to be different. I have to give him credit; he did a good job managing his image, like an apple he polished every day.

		Liam was indeed brilliant. I couldn’t argue the point. He could intellectually run circles around everyone who knew him. He studied issues. He studied people. Studied the world with a critical eye, and he was normally right in his judgments. You could have dismissed him if he was just your basic clueless asshole touting uneducated opinions. But Liam, no. There was no use challenging him because he was so often right.

		It was good to know that despite his remarkable intelligence and his wit, he had his failings too. He had little grace, almost no compassion and even less tolerance for those he considered not quite up to his level. He put up with people at best, rarely disguising his irritation with the mundane. He had no interest in the uneducated opinion.

		Oddly enough he was quite enamored with Damon, and he was tolerant of Damon’s friends. He found Jerry a useful foil. Tony was nearly as brilliant as he was so there was little for him to criticize there. And no one, no one, including Liam would ever say a bad word about Rudy. I was often surprised by the almost affectionate attitude he had toward an uneducated man from the back woods. Rudy was an earnest man, straight forward and supremely civil. He had all the qualities that Liam lacked: grace, compassion and tolerance. And a degree of charm that made friends of the world. Perhaps Liam was in awe of Rudy and how easily he navigated his universe, although it was difficult to think that Liam could be in awe of anyone other than himself.

		While I acknowledged and pretty much accepted Liam’s arrogance, I was also aware of the strange attraction I had toward the man. I think Liam might have felt that attraction too, even though neither of us would ever speak of it. We were masters of the sidelong glance, the sneer, the long stare and the flippant retort, all of which was normally followed by a predisposition to walk away from any real conversation. Whatever would we say to each other?

		“How odd that we should cross paths,” he said after a long minute of quiet.

		“Why would that be so odd?”

		“When have we crossed paths before?”

		“Never,” I admitted. “Perhaps there’s something about us that repels the other.”

		“Or quite the opposite,” he added.

		The opposite? That would mean we were alike in some basic way. How could that be? I wanted to deny it, but even though I’d never admit it to Liam, I could see there were similarities between us.

		While I sat firmly on my rock trying my best to appraise his mood, he stood by a tree, one hand casually propping himself against it. He cast me a meaningful smirk, and then shook his head, “There’ll be a reckoning for you, Mrs. Hunter.” He jabbed at the dirt beneath his boots, then looked up smiling – as if I should know what he was thinking.

		“Oh, for heaven’s sake, Liam. Leave it alone!” I snapped.

		He laughed and shook his head once again. I just didn’t ‘get it’ I could hear him saying silently.

		Even if the man intrigued me, I wasn’t in the mood for the mocking banter.

		I could see that he was about to leave – with my blessing – when he turned back around.

		“Someday you’ll see it, Carrie. Someday.” For just an instant our eyes met, and what passed between them punched me in the gut it was so strong. The attraction we ignored. And something else. Something I couldn’t name, but something that Liam understood about me. I didn’t like it at all. I was happy when he finally stalked off.

		

		Rudy

		

		When Rudy came to my door a few days later, he carried a pizza he’d just made, a deck of cards and a cribbage board.

		“Up for a game or two?” he asked.

		“I’m up for anything with you,” I said smiling, so happy to see his face. “I wondered if you’d ever darken my door.”

		“I might have sooner but –”

		“But what?”

		“Don’t like to interrupt when you have visitors.”

		I gazed back, bemused. I have few visitors, except for…” the memory of Jerry’s three day celebration suddenly came to mind.

		I blushed.

		“It’s quite alright, Carrie. Seeing you with Jerry – that was a fine thing.” He eyes lit playfully, which only further embarrassed me. “You needn’t worry. I just came here to win a few game of cribbage and eat pizza. That is, if you’re up for it?”

		“Oh, I’m totally up for it.” I opened wide the door and took the pizza from his hands. “Damon’s in the Lodge with his phone attached to his ear, trying to work out the arrangements for Malaysia. He’s either coaxing some favor, yelling at his agent or fuming at me – as if I had anything to do with any of it. I got the hell out.”

		Rudy laughed, took back the pizza, which he placed on the kitchen counter. He turned on the oven, pulled a couple of plates off the open shelves, and then settled himself at my dining table, shuffling the cards.

		“The pizza. New recipe. I need your opinion. Your honest opinion.” He cut the cards and smacked the deck in front of me, “Deal. I’m feeling lucky tonight.” His eyes twinkled with merriment.

		We sat at the table like old friends. After the first hand, he rose to his feet and searched the kitchen shelves for two glasses, pouring scotch for himself from a flask that he withdrew from his pocket, and a couple ounces of whiskey from the bottle I kept on the counter. It was a night for strong drink, cards and pizza. Nothing more. If the man had any troubles, I never knew, but I suspected there was something that drew him to me that night. He’d never say and I wouldn’t ask.

		It was a Wednesday night near the end of winter, but as cold as any night so far that year. The flames in my fireplace leapt up lashing the stones and sending waves of heat through the glass house. On nights like this, I would have pulled the drapes over the windows and cozied in, but there were no drapes. No way to cover up my personal life from the viewing eyes of friends, strangers or my husband.

		When I’d asked Damon about the omission, he said that drapes were unnecessary.

		When I asked “Why unnecessary?” he just smiled. I didn’t ask again. He closed doors gently, but don’t dare try to open them again – or revisit a decision made.

		

		After than night, Rudy arrived at the glass house nearly every Wednesday with dinner in hand, a deck of cards, and a cribbage board. The games would meander on with a gentle sort of sparring between us. Neither of us concerned with who won and who lost. We ate, we drank, and when we’d had enough, usually around midnight, he grabbed up the cards and cribbage board and retreated down the road to his cabin.

		Some nights we played rummy, though the results of those evenings were not quite the same. Who won and who lost were sadly predictable. I’d lose game after game, and would be left feeling annoyed, frustrated and completely baffled that I couldn’t figure out what he did right that I failed to see. X-ray vision? Incredible insight? Or just plain luck? More likely, Rudy was just smart at cards. He could decipher my next move, remember every card I played, and always knew when to lay down his hand and when to pick up the pile. It became a challenge for me to beat him, and on a few occasions I did. When I’d finally had enough of the humiliation, I’d call a halt. We’d go back to playing cribbage, which I won often enough to keep me satisfied.

		Rudy never asked, demanded or cajoled me into anything sexual on those nights. But there was something both raw and gentle growing between us. I can’t really name what it was, but I knew it was there, and so did he. I began to look forward to those nights for just that something raw and gentle, even though nothing ever came of those feelings.

		I had a husband. He had a mistress – or at least that’s what everyone believed, even though no one ever met the woman he referred to as Millie. Rudy respected relationships and he respected me. He never judged me, never shook his head in disgust when there was a man with me in my glass house. Some nights he watched us from the other side of the glass. Some nights he left right away. And on a rare night if Damon was home, he’d share his food with him. They didn’t play cards, but they exchanged a few jokes and Rudy would leave early.

		It took some months before I realized how intensely sexual my evenings with Rudy had become. Because we never acted on our arousal, we swept it aside as if it didn’t exist. But it did exist. And our affection for each other grew strong. I remain baffled as to how we could stay celibate when it was so easy for me to cross the line with the other men.

		

	
		

		Chapter Six

		

		The day that Blake arrived, I was pissed. I didn’t want him here. I had asked him to wait a few more weeks to visit. There was too much to be done for me to give him the attention he wanted. But no. He couldn’t wait another week. I should have known he’d take it upon himself to ‘surprise’ me as if I’d welcome the surprise.

		He arrived as if he was planning for a long distance backpack trip. New parka. New hiking boots. Pants. Socks. Hat. Gear that filled three duffle bags. He must have spent a fortune outfitting himself for the trip, even though there’d been no discussion of our hiking anywhere.

		Now that he was here, I just wanted the visit over and done. However, he failed to mention a departing date, and that had me worried.

		Plus there was an important discussion we needed to have. I wasn’t ready for that – not yet.

		Oddly enough, Tony was at the Lodge when Blake’s rented SUV pulled up in the yard. As I was about to sign another file of legal documents, Tony and I watched my boyfriend pull himself from the vehicle and stroll about the yard, appraising the Lodge, the glass house and the immediate surroundings.

		I was so pissed that I wanted to storm right out and tell him to get back into the SUV and take the next plane to Minneapolis. I imagine it was Tony’s presence beside me that prevented that. He could see me fume, but simply shrugged.

		“I take it that’s Blake?”

		“Sure is.” I did nothing to disguise my irritation.

		When I made no attempt to move, Tony finally said, “So maybe you’d better welcome him?”

		I thought about it for a minute and finally relented. “Sure. Right.” I rose from my chair and headed to the main door. When I glanced back to see Tony still sitting, I nodded him my way. “I’d rather not do this alone.”

		Tony had no idea why I met the Blake’s unexpected arrival with such distaste, but he followed me to the porch and stood beside me as I made the introductions. After a perfunctory hug between my boyfriend and me, I stepped back beside Tony, and rattled on about the work I needed to get done. And “Geez what a surprise, Blake!” Finally, reluctantly adding, “Timing isn’t good, but we’ll make do.”

		What Blake took from the lackluster greeting he received, I really don’t know. I could see he was baffled and a little put off. I can’t blame him. How would he know that with just one glance at him, I confirmed what I’d been thinking since our last conversation? There was no affection. No love. No excited flutter in my heart on gazing into his face. We’d simply run our course and had only to admit that to ourselves. I already had.

		Even the usually clueless Blake could sense that something was wrong.

		“You fucking that guy?” he asked me later.

		“What makes you think that?”

		He shrugged, looking a little helpless. “You were more interested in him than you were in me. A guy’s gotta wonder. I’m sorry if the timing was bad. I just figured you’d want to see me.”

		“Well, I didn’t. Not now.” The words were harsh and came out even harsher than intended.

		Blake deflated like a punctured balloon, with the hurt on his face so obvious that I felt sorry for him. “I’m sorry, Blake. The truth is, I’m pissed at you. I wasn’t ready for your visit and I told you that a dozen times.”

		“I get that. That’s actually why I came now.” He’d cooled. The hurt gone from his expression, which was now hardened by the truth. “I’ve suspected that something has been going on with you, and I need to know.”

		“Well, don’t worry about Tony. He was once a lover. But not now. He’s just a friend and my attorney. Besides, he has a wife and that’s a line I will not cross.”

		“So, is there anyone else?” he asked.

		“No.” I shook my head. “I haven’t had any interest in sex. There’s been too much to do. Too much to think about.”

		We stood staring at each other with nothing to say, although the hardness between us seemed to soften some, and I finally suggested that I take him on a tour of the Lodge. He seemed greatly relieved and more than willing to follow me through the magnificent rooms. It was an easy diversion given how grand a home it was. He took in the details of the place with a good deal of awe, as I would expect. It was a common response. Damon’s home, like his life, was too big for words.

		“Wow. I never imagined it would be this grand,” he shook his head.

		“Awesome, isn’t it?”

		“And you didn’t like it?” He seemed baffled, as he referred to old discussions we had about why I left my husband ten years before.

		“Oh, I liked it. It was just not me. You know that. I couldn’t write here.” I knew he didn’t understand, and that was reflected his expression. “You didn’t know Damon. But this was all him. Just look at the pictures and you’ll get a sense of who he was.”

		“But it’s more you now?”

		“It’s different without the marriage.”

		“How’s that?”

		“The way I feel about it. I’m not penned in. I can change things as I choose. I can make it mine, which was not possible when Damon was alive.”

		“And that glass house?” he nodded toward the woods where the crew of workers had arrived to install the new plumbing.”

		“I had to restore it. That was mine when I lived here – at least that’s what I thought.”

		He kept staring toward the ceiling, hands his pockets, strolling again through the main room. Then he turned back to me. “You miss him, don’t you?”

		I looked Blake in the face, allowing myself to think back, way back to when times were good with Damon, before the hurt and the betrayal. “Yes, I do.” I thought further. “I guess I needed to stay awhile and realize that. I needed to be with him, if just to feel these walls surround me one more time. I need to grieve him, Blake.”

		“Okay.” He nodded, understanding more than I would have given him credit for. I sensed that he was ready to leave right then.

		“But you stay a few days,” I offered. You’ve come all this way, enjoy it here. I can grieve later. The grief is certainly not going anywhere. Not right now.”

		

		Liam

		

		During the five years the glass house was my retreat and my sexual playroom, Liam’s visits were few. But they were significant.

		The first was definitely the most remarkable for the way it breached a barrier inside me that I had painstakingly guarded. It was Liam’s to breach. His alone. I sensed it the day we met in the woods, when a small fissure in that barrier between us became apparent. Somehow, in some crazy way, Liam, of all people, saw that fissure and knew how to break it open.

		I don’t believe for a minute that he poked at it for altruistic reasons. He was curious. Nothing more.

		His innuendo that day in the woods was frightening for me, although I didn’t want to admit that at the time. I’d brushed that conversation aside with the hope that we’d never revisit those feelings. However, that wouldn’t have been something that Liam could easily do. He’d always been dogged in his determination to see through to its natural end any matter he regarded intriguing. No matter how I felt about it. He claimed the upper hand, the superior position. And he would win. He had to. He had to prove how right he was about me.

		That is what brought him to the glass house for the first time, nearly a year after we’d all joined in to christen it. I’d ‘entertained’ Tony on a few brief occasions. And Jerry, three times that I recall. And of course, there were the regular, no sex, cribbage and dinner evenings with Rudy. Perhaps a dozen of those. Even Damon darkened the glass house door on occasion, although it was obvious that he was more comfortable with our having sex in the Lodge. If I’d been really paying attention, I would have realized that Damon resented my glass house. He resented the piece of me it took from him – that corner of my life I wanted to keep to myself, and far from his reach. Considering all the ways he pushed me toward my other lovers, I’m not sure he approved of that either. He certainly led me to believe he did. He said so many times. But there were small things over time that made me think that he wasn’t entirely happy with all my savage fucking. He could be moody. Dismissive. Even sharp with me after a night spent with one of my lovers. I found it hard to live with the contradictions in his behavior. And usually chose to ignore them.

		

		By the time Liam arrived on my doorstep, I figured he wasn’t interested in anything other than unsettling me with words and insinuation. I was relieved when I came to this conclusion, even though something inside me kept returning to the possibility of sex with Liam and what it might be like. Since that day in the woods, he’d seemed to climb into my fantasies. Invade my dreams. His face appeared to me out of nowhere, reminding me of that niggling something I’d cast into the basement of my psyche. That piece boarded up and locked away.

		But there he was one night, coming through my door quite abruptly about nine o’clock. It was a Friday evening. I remember that. Damon was home, working. Knowing how he’d be swept up in his other life, we'd agreed that I’d enjoy myself in the glass house far more than I would in the Lodge that night. I hugged him around the shoulders as he sat at his desk, kissed him hard on the mouth when he finally turned toward me, and suggested that I might just sneak back in later to fuck him.

		He laughed, kissed me again, and then turned back to his computer with phone in hand.

		

		After returning to the house, I did a bit of tidying up and was just settling in to a very naughty murder mystery I picked up at the library when Liam knocked on my door. I didn’t know it was him, in fact, I thought it might be Rudy, since it had been well over a week since we’d spent an evening together.

		Seeing Liam on the other side of the door, I stood before him stunned. He wore his usual air of casual indifference with hands in his pockets, his head cocked and his expression as baffling as I would expect. My immediate response was physical, some stirring deep in my gut – and not necessarily unwelcome. Still, I didn’t appreciate him disturbing my plans for the evening.

		

		Liam didn’t say a word when I opened the door, nor did I. But eventually, I did step back – the only invitation he needed to enter the house.

		He was agitated to start, a departure from his typically confident swagger. This made me even more nervous than I already was. Alone with Liam. In my house. The possibilities frightened me.

		It seemed silly to be so on edge, but I definitely was.

		I watched closely as Liam brusquely surveyed the house from the inside. I had little doubt that he’d seen it plenty of times as it was under construction. After all, he had designed it. However, his only view of the finished structure was from the yard and woods, on those nights when the lights were beaming outward and he could see me, naked or clothed. He’d be the kind to watch, just watch. I already knew that. He may well have been the man who I spotted that day… that flash of red I saw disappearing from sight before I could tell who it was.

		Much as Jerry had done when he first entered the little home, Liam stared at the beams above, the back wall of personal artifacts and made his way around the center island with a keen but cursory glance, taking it all in. Unlike Jerry, he made no comment. The only things that drew his interest were the old phonograph player and the rack of records. He flipped through the stack, and apparently found what he wanted as if expecting it to be there. He opened the lid, placed the record on the turntable, and set the needle into the groove. The beat of drums. The familiar melody. He sure knew how to set a mood. I can’t say I disapproved of his choice in music. The sultry tones and sexy beat registered in my crotch, although he’d turned the volume so low that it could hardly be heard.

		At last, he sat down in the same easy chair Jerry sat in when he visited. By then, it was a relief to have him sit. All that pacing stopped and his restless energy seemed to ease off the more he settled there. I had no idea what the hell I’d do with him in my space. He wasn’t likely to talk. We wouldn’t play cards. We wouldn’t be drinking and smoking dope and having a sexual free-for-all the way Jerry and I would have. I doubt there’d be any laughter at all.

		As soon as I discarded those possibilities, it dawned on me why he’d decided to darken my door that night. He was looking for sex. He just wouldn’t ask. How could I not have seen it the moment he arrived? The erotic energy between us that we’d been trying to squelch for months was so palpable now that it couldn’t be ignored.

		Our eyes met as the realization dawned on me. The elephant in the room was suddenly visible to us both. He wouldn’t speak of it by name, but I could see in his feral and critical eyes what was on his mind. He was like a menacing predator stalking me, and in the process finding what he wanted. He’d simply continued what had begun between us in the woods.

		I had no idea what to do with myself so I just stood before him, motionless and wary, letting his examination of me continue without my saying a single word. His inspection stripped me of my clothes. Dissected my brain. Climbed right inside me and walked around, knocking down doors. Oh this was not good! I thought.

		Seconds passed. A minute perhaps. My heart began to stir uncomfortably. I felt as if I could barely breathe. Everything about me was rattled by Liam’s keen and perceptive eyes, which grew more intense the longer he observed me.

		Though numb and still filled with apprehensions, I couldn’t bear the silence any longer and finally found my voice. “Why are you here? What do you want from me?”

		He thought for another long while, holding me in his grasp by invisible tethers. I was about to turn my back on him, when he finally spoke – such a master of timing Liam was. “I want you to expose yourself to me.”

		“Expose what?” I practically exploded on him. I’d had enough of the obscure commentary about my character, and was about tell him to leave.

		“Take off your clothes,” he said without even the slightest ruffle in his well modulated manner.

		I jerked back hearing the sharp demand in his tone, and for the next 15 seconds did nothing. I wasn’t sure how to respond. Something between my brain and body had disconnected. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t decide a thing. In fact, I really, really wished he weren’t there.

		What I could do was act on his command. I could remove my clothes. I’d done this before. For Damon. For Jerry. Even Tony had managed to strip me with a simple order. But none of those occasions was like this one. I was a ready participant caught up in the moment with my other lovers. We acted on desires we mutually accepted. We danced. We drank. We joked and laughed. Smoked a bit of weed. Then eventually fell into sex as a natural result of the seduction that had gone before.

		I knew that I had a hand in what took place. That I maintained a degree of control.

		There were nights when I was alone when I danced naked before the windows, when pot or liquor had me high and my inhibitions were cast aside. I was in command, flaunting myself like a slut, though reasonably certain that I was seen only by a small handful of men I knew well. On the other hand, I didn’t really care who watched me from the yard. Even if there were strangers among my admirers, I wouldn’t have minded. I felt safe and in control, in an exhibitionist’s dream world. Free to be myself. That was the beauty of this house. The only door locked from the inside. Only I had a key.

		But that was not the case on this particular night. I didn’t feel safe and in control. Not with Liam sitting back coolly in my reading chair demanding compliance from me he had not earned but would have nonetheless.

		He was still a great unknown to me. Without my under-standing how, he’d managed to strip me of control. Stripped me of my freedom. So why not strip me of my clothes?

		I wore nothing but a long blue skirt and a gauzy white sleeveless shirt, which would make removing my clothes a simple act. There was no doubt in my mind that I’d comply with his request – or was it an order? In his mind, I’m sure it was. Nonetheless, I stretched out that moment so long I’m surprised Liam didn’t repeat himself.

		Finally ready, finally sure that this was what I wanted, I reached for the bottom of the shirt and I slowly pulled it up as if I had all the time in world. I exposed my belly and then my tits, and in a lazy erotic fashion as if this were a seduction, as if I’d agreed to what Liam had in mind, the slip of material came off over my head and trailed delicately off my fingers and to the floor. My eyes were riveted on Liam’s eyes and his were on mine. Clearly, we’d established that something was going on between us, erotic and needy, something that couldn’t be stopped.

		I almost lost myself in the moment as I stood staring through his glasses into the depths of his dark eyes.

		“Go on,” he prompted at last.

		With a whisper of a smile forming on my lips, a teasing and flirtatious smile, I put my hands to my hips and pushed the soft blue fabric down, letting it settle on the floor in a puddle at my feet.

		Although my skin was hot and sweaty, my body trembled as if it were cold. All of my senses had been heightened and acutely sensitive to even the most subtle atmospheric changes – the thick scent of my moist pussy rising to my nostrils; my heart beating fast inside my chest; my belly screaming with desire. The flood of energy that hit me made me dizzy – enough that it was difficult to remain steady on my feet. I was clearly under his command, while he sat back observing, content to let me suffer the scrutiny of his critical gaze while I waited for him to speak again.

		The longer he stared the more aroused I became.

		I breathed deeper. I seethed with lust. Whatever he wanted. Whatever Liam wanted. The chorus repeated in my mind. I couldn’t understand why this was happening or what terrible hold he held over me. Nothing about it made sense. I didn’t like the man one bit. But I wanted him.

		Standing before him stark naked, I’d never felt so exposed to any man. I was small and insignificant in his eyes, as if I were just a slave for his fascination. His pleasure. His whims. His capricious impulses. And this was what I wanted? I had to ask myself.

		Apparently it was.

		Perhaps what Liam didn’t realize was that I could see beneath his imperious scrutiny and cool reserve how much he wanted me. I was pleased by that. He needed me and that was enough to win my compliance.

		After fending off feelings of desire for him, I finally accepted the truth. I yearned for whatever hard, rough, mean tricks he wanted to play. I wanted to climb beneath the surface of this man and see into his sexual soul. Perhaps that was it – I wanted to conquer him as much as he had conquered me.

		My efforts to remain open to his game did not go unrewarded.

		“Crawl the room, Carrie,” he finally spoke. He said it with a sneer, wounding me with the harsh delivery. I paused, momentarily startled by the effect his order had on my body. Despite the part of me that would have laughed him off and spit back some snarky retort, the confrontation had quite the opposite effect than I anticipated.

		Within seconds of his demand, I was on my knees, circling the large room, my knees hitting wood in every forward move. I was nearly half way around, on the far side of the central island where he could not see me, nor I him, when I heard his boots strike the hardwood floor behind me. He was right behind my swaying ass, stalking me like a stranger.

		Indeed, he was a stranger to me. I knew almost nothing about Liam, except that he’d designed this house at Damon’s request – perhaps for just this very kind of activity. Was that what Liam was thinking when he drew up the plans? Was he not just the architect of the structure, but the architect of my desire who would bring the darkness out in me? My mind swirled with thoughts that could have taken me down some shadowy and sinister roads.

		My body twitched. I could feel it shaking. But before I lost it completely, I felt the harsh snap of a whip hit my right ass cheek.

		The sting had bit so hard that I nearly collapsed to the floor. “Shit! That hurts,” I cried.

		“Don’t you dare buckle under, bitch!” he barked. His words bit as hard the smacks of the whip and he continued to strike my flesh – ass, thighs, my hunched shoulders. The pain was harsh and it should have hurt like hell. In a sense it did, but I didn’t want him to stop. For reasons unknown to me, I relished this terrible abuse and wanted more.

		I remember my body language. Of course I flinched when the whip struck. But I moved in a way to provoke his response, with my bare, stripped ass dancing cat-like before his eyes. Were there a doorway or a piece of furniture to rub against, I would have pressed my moist cunt to the surface, and glancing back at Liam’s placid face, urged him to do every wicked thing he desired.

		I was in his head-space, totally mesmerized by the man. He’d kicked my objections to the curb, winning my surrender far more easily than I would have expected. I didn’t want this to be easy for him. However, any objection I might have had took a backseat to my lust – which had been burning in my gut since I first laid eyes on the man.

		He’d finally conquered me as I longed to be conquered.

		As the nasty cuts bit into my skin, I knew in the morning my flesh would be welted with stripes. I wanted that too. I wanted evidence to present to Damon.

		How strange was that?

		Right now, Damon could be watching us through this bedroom telescope. Eyes riveted on the cruelty and passion Liam and I shared.

		What would he think of that?

		We’d nearly circled the circumference of the room when Liam barked out another command.

		“On the bed, bitch. Face up. Legs spread. And keep your fucking hands above your head and out of my way.”

		I feared what he had in mind, but as soon as the command registered in my brain, I scurried swiftly to obey. I’d seen how he held the whip he’d used on me, from the taut grip of his fist to the muscled forearm flexing with strength and resolve. He intended to punish me. That was clearly evident, and that was exactly what I wanted. Hard as the punishment was likely to be, I wanted to feel the pain of it through every nerve. I wanted to suffer! How could that be? I didn’t know why I craved such an appalling thing, although even then, I could sense in the far reaches of my memory a haunting desire reaching out to me, advising me not to resist.

		Sure, I’d had spanking episodes with Jerry, when my wildly crazed lover would take a stab at dominating me. It was fun, a little outrageous and did exhilarating things to my body and brain. But that was not the experience I was having now. This was no joke. No game. No mere kinky diversion. The feelings Liam and I shared came out of an obscure and terrifying place. It came from darkness and mystery and a need I’m not sure either of us wholly understood. I had no clue how the evening would play out. I’m not sure Liam did either. There was nothing to stop us but our own fear, and I didn’t see that as an issue.

		I lay back on my king-sized bed with my head on the pillow raised enough to see Liam’s face. My arms were above my head, my hands holding onto the antique frame. My legs were spread wide leaving my body exposed from my bare tits with their ever-perky nipples to the bushy crotch between my legs. I didn’t shave or sculpt my pubic hair as was the current trend. I preferred it as God intended. He looked intrigued. It must have been too dark and we were all too drunk on the night of orgy for him to get a clear glimpse of my snatch. But he had a clear glimpse now.

		I caught a whiff of my pussy’s dark fragrance wafting in the air – I’m sure he caught its heady scent as well.

		The look of wonder on Liam’s face sent me deeper into the challenge of him and me. He may have been the one controlling the night, but I had the power to sway him.

		I saw him clearly and he saw me. There’d be no secrets between us now.

		

		Liam might have been better served if he’d commanded me to lie face down. In that position with my eyes hidden, I wouldn’t have seen the truth of him for myself. Of course he wouldn’t have known that he’d be revealing his secrets to me within the next hour. But in fact he did. I witnessed his transformation with my eyes wide open. I saw how his expression evolved as he punished me. How confusion, awkwardness and turmoil played out on his face. I saw a man he took great pains to hide. The uncertainty. The questions. The fear. Yes fear!

		Hours even days later, I thought of that remarkable encounter, and realized what that fear was all about. He feared the raw, the wild, the nearly out of control piece of himself inside his soul. It was all there in those beautifully terrifying moments of my punishment.

		However, perhaps the greatest revelation from that day was seeing a man who was scared of what he’d unleashed. He knew how to punish and punish harshly, but beneath that, there was a man who knew to hold back and restrain himself. A man who knew when to stop in order to keep me safe. A man with a degree of empathy few people ever witnessed from him.

		He didn’t expect that of himself.

		I watched the whip come down against my tit, and turned my head and winced. When he aimed the whip lower on my thighs and pussy, I cringed as the sharp pain shot through my body. My back arched involuntarily, as if I were begging him to whip my tits again.

		I was begging.

		I’d been afraid when he began to use that dreadful whip, lashing out against my exposed flesh. There was a fierceness about the act that had me crying, writhing in pain and feeling as if I’d be torn to shreds by the time he finally stopped.

		Even then, with my tacit consent, I begged him to continue.

		Between one flurry of strikes and another, he would pause to admire his handiwork. When he started in again, he’d have me crying even more until he paused once again. During those brief intermissions, a surge of desire rose up through my body, a feeling of profound satisfaction. The writhing wasn’t so much from pain, but a feeling of bliss and wonder that enveloped me for a few brief moments. It would abruptly end when the whip cracked against my tit again or caught the edge of my pussy.

		This back and forth went on for a long while, until I began to wonder if Liam would ever stop this miserable game. It was then that something inside the man began to change.

		A softening. Infinitesimal as it was to start. Then a quieter kind of spirit. His anger and fear seemed to have fled and I was surprised that what emerged was a less arrogant Liam who only thought he knew it all, when he knew very little of the human psyche and very little about me. Liam revealed as much of himself to me that night as I revealed to him. He couldn’t avoid the truth. Exposing the lust in me and seeing it clearly for himself, he couldn’t avoid exposing himself – his lust, his need, his darkness, and his fear of the hollow man in him who was afraid to love.

		In that way the two of us were much alike. But we were also quite different in one respect. I never rejected love…

		And I didn’t reject Liam that night.

		When the whipping was over, when we’d had enough of the hard attack, his last act was to forcefully flip me over to my stomach, raise my ass to the height of his erection and plunge it into my pussy in one fierce and demanding thrust.

		His cock was large and difficult to manage at first, but my body expanded on its own ready to welcome him, along with the finale of our encounter.

		Such a sudden transformation it had been – from brute to lover all in one swift act.

		I was there with him, witnessing the changes as he groped me with a more tender hand than previous, thrusting with abandon but no meanness, and infusing every powerful shove of his organ into my depths with something more than a harsh demand for my submission.

		I knew then that he wanted me for more than just my body, which was why, as he neared that desperate orgasmic cliff, he stopped and turned me around again so that we would do this face to face. I would see his expression when he entered my cunt, peer into his anxious eyes, and consent with a degree of love to have him hold me as tightly as he might have ever held a woman. From that moment to the end our encounter, we moved deliberately, gently, in a steady, even rhythm that would take us toward a simultaneous climax. Our mutual ending was not as savage, not as raw as I would have guessed it would be. Pleasure spilled over us in waves. Our bodies moved in a beautiful tandem. He came shuddering, while I came with my juices pouring out to him while his cum poured into me.

		When the fucking was over, we collapsed together on the bed, panting breathlessly, our bodies still entwined. It would have been such a lovely intimate moment, but there was something more arising in the quiet aftermath of sex, quite unexpected. It seemed as if his spirit was reaching out to me with great urgency – signaling an underlying need arising from him that I’m not sure Liam understood. I didn’t understand it either, but I could feel it. Loneliness. Loss. Defeat. An ache so deep that an overwhelming sense of despair settled around us both. I hoped it would pass, but with that not the case, when I could no longer handle Liam’s desperation, I rolled off of him and rose to my feet, heading to the bathroom.

		Thinking back, I wished I’d stayed there with him. I’ve wondered ever since that night what he would have said had I remained with him and open enough to hear his thoughts in that twilight state after sex.

		However, by the time I returned minutes later, he’d tucked his vulnerability back inside its cloak of arcane manners and mystery and became the Liam I knew better. I can’t say I liked that we lost that tiny gain in our relationship, but perhaps it was easier for us to return to the better known places in the drama of Liam and Carrie. He could restore his dignity and self respect. I wouldn’t have to worry about finding a way to fit the new Liam into my life. After all, I had a husband, a man I found so easy to love and accept. Despite his oddities, quirks and our harried lives, Damon and I fit together and thrived. My other lovers, even Liam, were the spice that kept my active libido satisfied, while Damon satisfied himself with adventures and lovers I would read about only in his books.

		Overtime, Liam and I would let the feelings that were raised that night disappear into shadowy memories. We’d doubt that we’d ever opened the doors to something extraordinary. We’d forget how sweet the sex had been or that there’d been love flowing freely between us – for a mere ten minutes maybe. We wouldn’t want to remember too much and find ourselves wondering about what might have been.

		

		Liam and I saw each other in the Lodge, on the trails or in town on occasions after that night. We barely spoke, if we spoke at all. Sometimes it would be just a flirtatious glance, sometimes no expression at all as if we were passing strangers. When we did speak, we were typically sparring a bit over some trivial matter – like the watch I was looking to buy in the jewelry store, an article I might be browsing in the newspaper, menu items posted on the blackboard in front of the diner or a landscape shot he found me eyeing with my camera along some woodsy trail.

		I might attempt a smile on hearing Liam’s cryptic comment or snarky observation. Just as often, I greeted him with a blank stare. Though it seemed as if nothing happened during these brief exchanges, the obsession between us would commence.

		While he didn’t always follow these chance meetings with a visit to the glass house, he just as often did. It could be just hours later, a day or as long as week, and there he’d be at my doorstep.

		I’d open the door to his quick knock and the same silent conversation would end with my turning about and heading up the stairs, knowing he would follow close behind. Just the brief eye contact on that first glance would ignite the flame of our sexual hunger. He’d sit in my reading chair, remotely observing me with the desire in us smoldering until it was urgent enough for him to order me to strip. Once I was naked, we’d be onto whatever fantasy suited Liam’s agenda for the day. He’d command and I’d obey – that scenario was pretty simple. Our sexual fires would heat to a furious peak and we’d fuck, hard and rough – going on for what seemed like hours, though it was likely no more than twenty/thirty minutes of mindless and very nasty sexual gymnastics. We accepted these rendezvous as if they were something we were destined to play out. We’d slake the hard lust. We’d finish physically satisfied. We’d be glad we clashed and saw it through to the inevitable climax, but we’d never get as real as we’d been that first night. Liam would never be so vulnerable or exposed. And, quite honestly, I was afraid to bring that side of us to light again. I had no idea what I could do with it.

		I’ll never know what might have happened. What we had between us might not have been anything spectacular beyond what we’d already experienced. In fact, it could have been a grand let down if we’d attempted to take our passions seriously. But I didn’t want to find out. I suppose I never really trusted Liam all that much.

		I often think we’ll meet in another lifetime and make a bigger show of our affections. But by the time all hell broke loose between Damon and me and I split, I’d had enough of Liam in this lifetime to last me for a few more reincarnations.

		

	
		

		Chapter Seven

		

		In the days following Blake’s arrival, we hiked several of my favorite trails. In the spirit of making the best of it, we went to town, loaded up on groceries and fed ourselves well. Blake loved to cook, and just seeing the Lodge’s gourmet kitchen had him salivating over the possibilities. I handed him an apron, showed him Damon’s collection of cookbooks and he was all smiles, ready to tackle some challenging recipe, which I knew he’d do with spectacular results. His ego was on the line. And for Blake that was everything. As if he had to prove to me what a great guy he was.

		At least he was out of my way when he was in the kitchen. That allowed me to continue with the renovations without much interruption. I managed to contact several suppliers, arrange for new cabinetry that almost matched the original, and troubleshoot problems with the new lighting.

		At night, there was sex. Not great sex. Just average sex, which was pretty much the same as it had been in Minneapolis. I hadn’t realized just how ordinary our sex life had been until Blake and I were making love in my bedroom at the Lodge. We were so far from our life in Minneapolis that nothing seemed right about going to bed with him. From Blake’s first, rather awkward moves to the lackluster finale, the contrast between sex with Blake and wildly savage sexual life I’d enjoyed in Damon’s world was painfully obvious.

		I enjoyed every lover who came to my glass house in my five years there, from Damon to Liam to Jerry to Tony, and the few others who drifted in and quickly split. There was an edgy and dramatic thrill with each man. Sparks flew. Lights flashed. Sex was a Technicolor masterpiece painted in bold relief with few restraints. A regular Jackson Pollack work of art. At least that was how I thought of it. Always a little threat, a bit of danger, a moment of profound connection, an opportunity to climb inside a man and walk around as if I were meant to be there. I felt immensely powerful. A woman who could take any man to bed and make him desperate to return for more.

		Sadly, Blake was a pale reflection of the men I’d loved. With Blake, I’d exchanged the fireworks of glass house sex for steady and predictable. I suppose that was what I needed at the time. But after the first couple nights with him at the Lodge, it became clear to me that we were woefully mismatched, not just sexually but in temperament, attitude, our view of life and the world. Once that came clear, I could barely stomach the thought of climbing between the sheets with him again.

		

		On the fifth day into Blake’s visit, I opened the front door of the Lodge and saw a man standing just off the porch with his back to me, staring at the glass house thoughtfully. His was a familiar figure – I knew this man! The shock of his appearance stunned me for a moment, almost immediately stirring feelings that I’d not felt since I arrived. It was more than just lust in play, though there was plenty of that. My heart warmed in a way that it hadn’t in a long while.

		I considered him for a nearly a minute, simply enjoying the sight of that solid, steady, resolute man, then at last I raced down the steps. “Hey, you are here!” I exclaimed.

		Rudy turned around.

		Filled with delight, I flung myself at him, falling into the muscled arms that hugged me tightly in return. When we backed away, I said, blushingly, “I wondered if you’d show up.” I was as giddy as a kid at Christmas.

		I watched how his eyes surveyed the contours of my face, and the body below dressed in blue jeans, a tight t-shirt, and one of Damon’s faded flannel shirts overtop. There was something intimate in his brief perusal of me that took me back to the last time we were together. The bittersweet memory of that day always put me on the brink of tears. It was no different now.

		“Heard you were here,” he said.

		“I am here. Have been for several months,” I replied.

		It was a tough meeting – for us both I imagine. There was so much to process in the mere seconds that followed that first moment of reconnection. How we’d been together. The nights we shared. The tenderness. The titillation. The glorious explosion neither of us expected. The way we parted.

		I’d been here nearly three months. Why show up now and not before? I didn’t ask for an explanation, nonetheless, he offered one, meager as it was.

		“Had my own troubles to handle.”

		“Sure. Of course.” I managed to say.

		“Heard about this too,” he said, breaking our stare and turning his attention toward the renovation.

		We stared at it together for some minutes. I couldn’t think of a thing to say, though a want rose up in me that mimicked feelings I’d had when we were last together. I was afraid of that. That was ten years ago. We could hardly pick up the pieces now. I needed to put those feelings aside. This was no more than a friendly visit.

		“Would you like to see it from the inside?” I asked him.

		“Sure.”

		Mistake or not, I chanced to gaze back at the Lodge’s front door and saw Blake standing there watching us intently.

		That glimpse was enough to shock me back to reality. I wondered how long he’d been there. What had he seen?

		I recovered quickly, calling to him: “Hey Blake! Come here. Someone I want you to meet.” I motioned him our way.

		The meeting was awkward between the two men, as was the tour of the construction project. I’d insisted that Blake tag along, which was probably a mistake.

		Once inside the house, Rudy observed the renovations carefully with a studied eye, considering every detail. He remembered it as it existed before, and the differences between then and now, commenting on each one. He seemed impressed. Blake listened, silently seething.

		With the tour over, we returned to the Lodge, where I poured us all a cup of coffee and we sat in the great room making clumsy attempts at conversation that went nowhere. The two men lived in different worlds, and it was clear they had no interest in getting to know the other. Finally, Rudy stood up preparing to leave.

		Blake had injected himself into the situation just enough to keep the conversation away from anything personal. I’m sure Rudy would rather it be just the two of us. I would have too, although who’s to say we wouldn’t have had the same awkward conversations, punctuated by the same uncomfortable silence? The connection Rudy and I once shared had been severed a long time ago. No simple encounter could restore that bond.

		Blake finally excused himself and returned to the kitchen to check on the breakfast casserole he had baking in the oven. This gave me a few minutes alone with Rudy to say goodbye.

		“I’ll be here a while,” I told him at the door. “In fact, I think this is where I want to stay.”

		He nodded. “Good to know. Here I figured you’d given up on us.”

		“I’d thought so too. I didn’t realize until I got here that I might not be done with this place.”

		“Meaning, you and Blake plan to live here?”

		“Oh, I don’t think so!” I almost snapped my reply.

		I’m sure he was confused.

		“I mean, my plans just aren’t all that certain. I’ve had a lot to think about since I’ve been here.” There was so much more I could have said. If only I could have told him everything that was going through my mind. But the days when I could rattle on with Rudy for hours at a time were gone.

		“I can imagine. I did want to say that I’m sorry about Damon.”

		“I am too. I miss him here. The world doesn’t seem the same.”

		“Yeah,” he nodded. “I get that.”

		We seemed to be in the same wistful place. But there was really nothing more to say.”

		“Drop by again, please…” I finally added.

		“I will,” he said. He leaned in and kissed me gently on the cheek, then turned around and walked off the porch toward his battered red truck.

		

	
		

		Chapter Eight

		Damon & Jerry

		

		We were hiking the ridge high above the Lodge, in a remote and nearly inaccessible area of Damon’s property. In the previous year, after searching for access to the highest point, he’d found a rugged trail that led to the crest of the mountain where the view was the kind written about in blogs and the subject of YouTube videos delving into those out-of-the-way locations few have the opportunity to experience. I’d shied away from accompanying him and Jerry that afternoon. Frankly, I was scared of that precarious trail, and more importantly, worried that I wouldn’t be up for such an arduous hike. Damon decided otherwise. At his insistence, and with a good deal of reassurance from Jerry, who had been with Damon when he found that trail, I agreed to go – even though I shivered in my hiking boots the entire way.

		The two had cleared a slightly wider path the spring following Damon’s initial discovery. Frankly, I’m not sure there was a path at all; although he swore that he could see it. What it took to make that climb was guts and determination, and a talent for finding footholds in the mountain that would allow an experienced climber to find a way to the ridge. I was not an experienced climber, so Damon coached my every step.

		It was autumn now. The aspens were quaking. The colors of the forest had changed until what had been green and bright all summer long now glowed – casting a golden radiance throughout the thick woods. The air was clear – but as old as the season with the scent of decay and ending. Oddly enough, the smell of it left me with a feeling of exhilaration that propelled me forward, despite ongoing reservations concerning my safety. I didn’t doubt that Damon and Jerry could handle the climb; they’d done it before. But the inexperienced me needed to forcefully shove my fears aside and press on, pouring every bit of nerve and bravado into the act of getting to the top.

		By the time the three of us finally conquered that mountain and were standing on the crest looking down at the earth below, I realized for the first time the value of attempting such a trek. I could understand why Damon put his safety on the line every time he ventured out. The risk. The challenge. The thrill of conquering the unknown could be addictive – a cocktail better than drugs.

		I arrived back at the Lodge feeling glad that Damon and Jerry insisted I join them. Just once in my life, I needed the experience of pushing myself to the very edge of my known universe. But just that once. Thank god I didn’t need a steady diet of adrenalin fueled exploits to feel alive as my husband and Jerry did. Besides, I was plenty satisfied with what I could experience on firm, solid ground.

		Just inside the Lodge, we removed our day packs, our boots, gloves and canteens, then slumped into easy chairs to recover from the long day. We’d started out before dawn. It was now 5:30 in the afternoon. The shadows were lengthening across floor. I loved the look of the great room at that hour. There was always something enchanting about the atmosphere at that time of day.

		I would have remained there just to enjoy the feeling and recall the exhilaration of climbing up that mountain. However an enormous wave of fatigue suddenly rushed through me and I knew that I was done for the day. I needed to escape the small talk, the planning for the next expedition, and all the backslapping praise the two men were heaping on themselves for their brilliant discovery of that precarious trail.

		“I’m headed to across the yard,” I announced at last, and with a stunning degree of effort – I didn’t know if I had any energy left in me – I rose to my feet. Leaving my gear sit by the door, I left my one world for another – with my great big bed calling to me. Neither man took much note of my exit, which I was glad to see. Save Damon insisting that I sleep with him that night, which he thankfully didn’t do, the only place I wanted spend the rest of my day was curled up in my favorite place. I left them to their conversation, which I assumed would go on well into the night.

		As soon as I stepped foot in the house, I turned on the heat and headed to bed. I expected to be sleeping within minutes. However by the time I lay down, the great fatigue that weighed me down at the Lodge had all but disappeared. I was wide awake. My body was tired in some respects but revitalized in others. More importantly, my nerves had come alive – probably from all that exertion and high mountain air. Everything in me tingled, and the most extraordinary feelings of lust rose through my body. The sensations were too powerful to ignore.

		I was still dressed and was hardly ready for anything sexual, even if it was only to masturbate. I rose from the bed, and in the darkness of the glass house stripped down to naked. A savage feeling of freedom swelled within me as I plopped back down on the mattress, with my fingers immediately reaching down to the center of my sex.

		I was wet. My pussy feeling raw. It didn’t take long before my roving fingers were dipping between my legs and into my pussy. This was some ending to the day, I thought as I let them toy with that damp and throbbing portal.

		I was thinking cock when none was there – but that didn’t matter. My body rapidly moved toward its climax, propelled there by all the naughty fantasies that kept popping into my head – of lovers and mystery guests, and being used in the most scandalous ways. All standard fare for me, but as they had on so many nights, those fantasies worked their magic.

		To my surprise, I actually drifted off for a while. I’m not sure how long I dozed. However, I abruptly awakened to the sound of someone walking across the glass house floor. I immediately froze! Lights were still burning inside the Lodge where I figured the two men were still there jabbering away. Or was it possible that one of them was stalking me now?

		“Jerry? Damon?” I called out.

		No answer.

		The sound of boots on the creaky floor continued until the intruder turned the corner and looked toward the bed where I lay naked on the top of the quilt with my fingers at my crotch.“Need some help?” Jerry’s voice reached out through the darkness.

		A full moon cast a glow across the bed – a streak of light that hadn’t been there when earlier I drifted off. Now it illuminated my lily white skin and the glossy blonde hair scattered across the pillow.

		Before I could answer him, he was between my legs, pushing my hands from my crotch and planting his mouth over my warm, wet cunt.

		“Don’t touch!” he ordered when I tried to reach back, and he slapped my hands away. “Above your head and keep them there.”

		This was a different sort of Jerry from the infrequent lover I’d known over the last few years. Not the jolly old, happy-go-lucky sparring partner who intimately knew every fissure and crevice of my body… who danced with me … who joked and laughed with me, who got naughty, and down and dirty with me in the most erotic and entertaining ways. Sure, there were times when Jerry would be aggressive, when he spanked me and played the Dom in charge. But his was different. We weren’t high and we weren’t drunk – there wasn’t even the slightest smell of liquor on Jerry’s breath. We were totally sober. And that changed everything.

		There was no affectionate foreplay. No wildly, rollicking romp. In fact, a darkness emanating from Jerry had seemed to invade the room. He when down on my pussy with his teeth and lips grabbing onto my clit and shaking it like a dog would shake a bone. The sensations of lust I’d quietly enjoyed minutes prior suddenly expanded into something crazed and savage. These were feelings I usually experienced with Liam not Jerry, but that hardly mattered now. I was too far gone to think of anything but surrendering to the mood of the moment. And so, I surrendered to him. Willingly. Gratefully. Although not without a degree of concern I’d never felt with Jerry before.

		His tongue dove into the mouth of my vagina where, in a vigorous caress, he brought me to the brink of climax. However, before I reached that explosive end, he backed off and the intense sensations eased. He looked up at my face with eyes that practically glowed. They sent a wave of fear through every nerve in my body. It felt as if he was daring me to object. I shuddered to think of what was going on in his mind. But then seconds later, he broke the stare and his face dropped down between my thighs and he attacked my clit again. Again my belly swelled with need. Again he brought me to the brink of climax. Again he backed off. By then, I was breathless and frustrated.

		“Let me get off, please!”

		But Jerry ignored my plea. A third time he repeated the tease, bringing me to the brink of orgasm and then leaving me almost frantic to cum.

		Somewhere during that crazy madness, Jerry had shed his clothes. His muscled body now hovered above and he glared at me. Rather that drop down to my crotch as he had before, he began making his way up my body with his mouth and teeth working their way from swollen clit to navel to nipples to mouth where his tongue dove in like a marauding warrior slaking his lust on ill-gotten gains.

		As his cock finally entered my cunt, I grabbed onto his body and held him tightly against my chest. We battled like adversaries, with bodies clawing, and scratching and biting at each other in an angry and tortured way, so unlike our previous times together. I was so overcome by the strange twist that Jerry’s character had taken that I began to weep. If he noticed the tears he didn’t acknowledge them. Why would he when I was egging him on, fueled by the rapacious need he’d raised in me?

		Jerry was a man of enormous emotion – most of that emotion I handled well.

		But not this night.

		I was scared of him. Seemed impossible that I could ever be scared of Jerry, but I was.

		No doubt that fear is an aphrodisiac. There was a thrill in this sex unlike anything I’d experienced in a long while. Even Liam couldn’t raise this kind of feeling – he was far more controlled and cerebral.

		Jerry was neither controlled nor cerebral. I couldn’t imagine what had brought out this mean beast in him. I had to trust that regardless of his dark mood, the Jerry I knew better would prevail and the darkness would pass.

		Until then, he would have his way with me. He drew me into this dark and restless world, assuming my compliance, and I readily gave it.

		While raping my mouth with his burrowing tongue, he continued to slam his dick inside my pussy. It wasn’t long before I was on the verge of climax once again. But damn, if he wasn’t still cognizant enough to pause fucking long enough for the climax ease away!

		

		Our fucking continued in the same erratic way until Jerry suddenly surrounded me with his arms and rolled us over so that I was on top and he was beneath. Make no mistake; we hadn’t changed our identities in this romp. He remained firmly in command while I went along on his bizarre sexual journey.

		With his hands firmly grasping my hips, he danced my pussy about the head of his cock. Meanwhile his tongue explored wherever it chose to go, from my mouth and lips to crook of my neck, where he bit down hard. I swore he aimed to leave big red hickeys. But it felt so amazing that I refused to stop him.

		So I’d have hickeys! I’d wear scarves!

		The energy between us was intense, soon mounting so rapidly that I knew Jerry was about to cum.

		But then, there was a sudden shift — a moment when we realized that someone else was in the room.

		I could feel their presence behind me.

		My legs were spread, my ass was high and open, and into the last available portal, I felt the erect head of another man’s penis.

		The shock of the entry almost caused me jerk away…

		Instead, I took a gulping breath and caught the familiar scent. Like the out-of-doors. Like the earth he loved. Like rare wine. Taboos. Indecency. And breaking rules. It was all there in that redolent gust of air. Damon.

		The dark mood of the glass house dramatically altered as soon as he entered me, although something was still not right. I was in no way eased or less afraid. Both men were provoked about something but neither said a word. I could make no sense if it, but that was just as well, my sex was still ramped up and my body had much to do in order to accommodate Damon’s erection inside my ass. Two cocks riding side by side in very close spaces was not something I’d experienced but once before – and then it ended with no one getting off.

		I wasn’t certain that I liked the feel of two men using me at once. It was too much. Way too much for one body to endure. But I wasn’t given much choice – as in none at all, unless I wanted this day to end badly, which I knew it would if I balked.

		To accommodate them both, my body shifted, and shifted again, with my insides rearranging themselves in order to make room for them both. While I managed the feat, I can’t say it was easy or felt quite right. But I wasn’t fucking for my pleasure anymore. It was all about Damon and Jerry. In that alone, I found some strange satisfaction, although it was nothing physical.

		Jerry was the first to come. He’d been on the verge of climax when Damon arrived, and once the three of us settled and a new rhythm began, Jerry’s body began to tense in anticipation. I bore down, wanting to milk the juice from his body. Moments later, he ejaculated, screaming into the steamy air as he did.

		As soon as Jerry’s orgasm began to ease off, Damon kicked up his demanding thrusts. He didn’t often use my ass to cum, and knew to be careful – except for that night. I honestly don’t think he cared how I felt as he pounded himself into me. I could tell he was edgy and stressed – not entirely different from Jerry. You’d have thought the day with all its magnificence would have softened them both. But there was no softness in my bed when my husband grabbed my ass cheeks in his fists. He slapped them with the intent to hurt me, then finally slammed himself deep in my rear and came. Came hard. Hard enough to hurt. I was relieved when he finally pulled out.

		I wasn’t sure what I’d face once both men had satisfied themselves.

		We certainly weren’t in the mood to snuggle. And no one was saying a word.

		Before I’d even caught my breath, Damon was leaping from the bed on his way to the bathroom. Jerry followed seconds later, rising to his feet and pacing the room. You’d never have thought he’d just come.

		I never expected to feel so unsettled after what I’d just endured. But so I was.

		Soon as I heard the toilet flush, I leapt to my feet, passing Damon as he exited the bathroom.

		An awkward quiet settled over the glass house as I sat down to pee. I appreciated the silence after the melee in my bed. I was in no mood to rush. I needed some time before I faced whatever I’d find when I finally emerged.

		However, that quiet mood ended abruptly when the two men began to converse.

		I was out of earshot, as far as Jerry and Damon were concerned. What they didn’t realize was that the unique acoustics in the house allowed even quiet conversations in the living area to be heard in the bathroom. There was no ceiling to block the sound.

		“I’d like my wife with me tonight,” I heard Damon clearly. His voice was as prickly as his mood.

		“Sure. She’s yours,” Jerry answered. “But pissed, Damon? Seems a little bit late in the game for you to be pissed about your wife and her lovers in the house you built for that very purpose. Sure seemed as if you had a good time.”

		There was no apparent response from Damon.

		“Besides, you get your jollies one way or another if you know what I mean. All recorded. That’s quite a set-up.”

		Quite a set-up? My body and brain were suddenly on high alert.

		My mind started to spin trying to figure out what Jerry meant. I hurried to wipe. To flush. To take a quick peek in the mirror before I opened the door. However, by the time I left the bathroom, Jerry was already headed down the steps. I tried to call him back, but he didn’t so much as give me glance back, let alone put on his clothes, other than his jeans.

		I made my way to Damon who was sitting in my reading chair, gazing out toward the Lodge, his mood still grim and agitated.

		“You okay?” I asked.

		“Fine. Just fine,” his words were clipped and cryptic. When he looked up and saw the question marks in my eyes, he immediately changed his tune. “Great fucking. What a damn fine wife you are.” He tried to sound cheery but that was just a thin veneer. His displeasure was unmistakable. He rose quickly to put on his clothes, then tossed mine to me. “Let’s sleep in the Lodge. I’ve had enough of here tonight.”

		“You sure you’re okay?”

		“Of course, I am. Why would I not be?”

		“You don’t seem quite like yourself.”

		“Maybe I’m not. It’s not every night that I fuck my wife’s ass with my best friend’s cock inside her pussy.” His smile almost looked genuine. But he was still off.

		And so was I. Off.

		Quite a set-up. Jerry’s words still nagged at me. What the hell had he meant?

		Damon and I spent the rest of the night, comfortably cozied up side by side in bed. We exchanged only a few words – about the climb that day – before we drifted off to sleep. He was already out of bed by the time I woke the following morning.

		

		***

		When I came down for breakfast nothing seemed out of sorts. Jerry was his jolly old self, sparring with Damon over breakfast. The two were making plans for hiking the far side of the lake. Before I had a chance to speak to them, Damon, finished with his meal, pushed himself away from the table. Jerry was putting on his jacket.

		“You don’t mind taking care of the dishes?”

		“Not at all.”

		“Good girl.”

		I sat with my coffee and muffin in front of me, hoping for some sort of conversation that would address what happened the night before. But my questions would have to wait. It was obvious that both men were anxious to be on their way.

		Damon smiled broadly and gave me a warm kiss. I could have used a lot more than that. I needed a little intimacy. I needed to be reassured. I would have given anything to have gone back to bed with him. But off they were.

		I was left alone to my own devices. I suppose that was fine; I had plenty to keep me occupied.

		

	
		

		Chapter Nine

		

		“You want to stay here, don’t you?” Blake asked.

		We’d just finished dinner, and were lingering over a second glass of wine – a real find he’d pulled from the cellar. He’d grilled some of the best steaks I’d had in a long while. An amazing potato casserole. Tossed salad. All perfect.

		“You mean live here?” I asked him.

		“Exactly.”

		I sat back in my chair searching for the right thing to say. This was no casual question. I knew that. Honest. Straightforward. He was asking plainly, needing an answer as honest and straightforward as his question was. He deserved that much from me.

		“Yes. I do want to stay. At least right now I do.”

		“And not return to Minneapolis?

		I nodded.

		“And you don’t want me here.”

		He was stating a fact so I didn’t bother to reply.

		I sat there a long while, fishing for an answer, going over the many possibilities for a reply. With my mind drawing a blank, Blake jumped in. “You don’t see me in the picture, do you?”

		I looked him in the eye. He could see the truth there, but I didn’t leave him to wonder. “No, you’re not in the picture. Sorry, Blake. I think this had to happen.”

		“What do you mean, had to happen?”

		“If it hadn’t been Damon’s dying, it would have been something else that broke us. Fact is, we were already broken. We haven’t been happy for quite some time. We both know that.”

		“No, I don’t know that,” he immediately objected. But rather that being pissed off, as I would have expected, he remained calm. Just a man, seeking answers. “Maybe I’m just dense, but I thought we were happy. Maybe a blip on the path occasionally, but we were still together until your husband died. I was about to suggest you get a divorce.”

		That surprised me. “Really?”

		It seemed like the natural progression in a relationship. I’d assumed we’d getting married.”

		Whoa! That was a leap I never even considered.

		“I’m sorry, but marriage wasn’t something I’ve ever considered. I haven’t known what I wanted since I bolted from here ten years ago. I’m still trying to figure that out. I tried to make a life with you in Minneapolis. But it never felt quite right. I’ve been trying to force myself in a picture of happiness that just wasn’t me.

		“Now that Damon’s gone and I’m here, I feel like myself again. I feel a spark back in my life. I don’t know where it’s going to take me. But right now, this is where I want to be.”

		“Without me.”

		I nodded. “Yes. Without you. I’m sorry I couldn’t have figured this out sooner.”

		That was how Blake and I ended – over steak, potatoes and salad in a mountain Lodge, drinking one fine bottle of wine. It was a pretty ending on the surface. Did it break his heart? I don’t think so. I know I’d shaken him. But did he really suffer for my having exited his life? I doubt he did, although I can’t honestly say for sure. He said little after I broke the news. It took just minutes to have his feelings tucked back inside where they usually hid. He’d go back to Minneapolis and carry on. No doubt he’d have another woman on his arm within a month.

		For me? I was relieved to have this piece of my life settled. I liked to think it was the same for him.

		He left the following morning.

		

		Betrayal

		

		With Jerry and Damon out the door and on their way to wherever, I was alone with the day to myself. I wasn’t sure what I planned to do with the hours ahead, but I needn’t worry. The lingering discontent from the previous night set into motion events that snowballed from one thing to the next to the next … until that proverbial “all hell broke loose.”

		Fortuitous or a mistake? Not really sure which. Doesn’t matter now – nor did it even then. My life and Damon’s were destined to fall apart. I think I knew that from the start of our marriage; I just hadn’t expected the falling apart would come so soon. Or maybe I knew that too? Hard to say. I didn’t think too deeply in those days. Life was one constant rush of turbulent energy, fueled by the firestorm that was my husband. Once swept into the sphere of his influence, it wasn’t easy to disengage. His was a self-propelling phenomenon, driven by forces that I have yet to understand – and likely never will.

		Damon’s charisma animated my life, introduced me to a world of exploits far beyond my own imaginings, and created a seductive retreat where, with his blessing, I entertained his friends as my lovers. He gave me stories to write, contacts that moved me into a career I could have only dreamed of, and granted me freedom from the tedious, the dull, and wearisome rituals of normal married life. One thing my life could never be while in Damon’s domain was ordinary. But for all the romance, passion and wild spirit of those five years, by the time I got to the threesome with Damon and Jerry, I was uneasy and needed something to change – even though I couldn’t put a finger on what it was that set me so on edge.

		My night with the two in the glass house only amplified the feelings of disquiet

		After breakfast, I showered and dressed, thinking that I should probably clean up the house, and maybe write a bit. But before I could head downstairs, I looked into Damon’s bedroom where we’d spent the night. I stopped for a moment and just stared at the scene before for me. I may have remained in the doorway an entire two minutes. Still. Observant. My breath caught in my throat. I felt intensely afraid – but for no reason I could ascertain.

		At last I wandered in. The housekeeper wouldn’t be here until later in the week, so I made the bed and hung up Damon’s scattered clothes, trying to put in order the remnants of our tumultuous night. If only I could restore order to my troubled mind as easily as I could restore order to my husband’s unkempt room.

		As I worked, I fought to lay my troubles aside. I planned on tackling the mess of stuff still sitting in the front hallway where we’d shed our gear the day before. With Jerry and Damon gone, I knew that if it was going to be cleaned up and put away today, it would be up to me to get it done. Besides it was therapy. Domestic chores are not my strong suit, but when I’m feeling uneasy, it sometimes helps to do something, anything, including housework, to keep me moving rather than stewing in a gloomy mood.

		However, rather than heading downstairs, I found myself poking about Damon’s bedroom, unable to tear myself away. At first I just strolled around, fingering papers on the small table by the window, then inspecting a few new artifacts Damon had picked up on his most recent trips. I gazed at his desk, which was littered with sticky notes, scraps of paper, rocks and shells and foreign coins, items that had no permanent home. Most would end up in the trash.

		The only item of real interest to me, the one that seemed to be calling to me, was the telescope that stood beside the desk. I’d seen it every time I’d been in the room when it was just another fixture no different from the lamps and chairs, the desk and the bed. My eyes would glance over it and then move on.

		This time, I paused and let my gaze linger for awhile on the impressive piece of equipment. The knobs, the dials, the long scope and the lenses. There was a whole case of lenses sitting on the floor beside the tripod – although I very much doubted that Damon had used the telescope to gaze into the night sky. The lens was aimed directly at the glass house, as I figured it usually was. What else would Damon use it for but to spy on me entertaining my lovers? I’d known what he was doing as soon as he set it up in his bedroom and it seemed a bit late in the game to be rattled by that fact.

		However, the longer I stared at the thing, the more unsettled I became.

		The glass house seemed so small, the way it was tucked into the trees. Its windows flickered with reflections. There was even a glow about the house that made it appear other-worldly. A sense that the small structure shimmering there in the morning light wasn’t exactly real, that at any moment it might disappear, having been nothing more than an illusion. I wondered how it looked at night in the light of the setting sun or the nighttime sky, or with the shifting stars and the cycles of the moon. It would be an interesting phenomenon to study, though I’m sure that was not what Damon studied when he sat at the window looking out.

		My entire body shuddered as I thought of him where I was now. Was he dressed? In a bathrobe? Wearing nothing at all? Did he jack off as he looked me? Laugh? Salivate? What did he think? What was his mood? How had I not considered these things before now?

		These were mysteries to me, and I was anxious for answers. After all these years it had finally dawned on me to wonder about Damon’s part in the slutty activities that took place in my glass house.

		Even now I blushed, thinking of all the times that Damon spied on me. We had talked about those evenings, even laughed about them – normally during the morning-afters when the fresh glow of a night’s activities put me in a lovely mood. More than once, that lovely mood morphed into something sexual between Damon and me, which usually ended with me bent over the kitchen counter with his cock hammering cunt or asshole, while my screams filled the air – something else to add to the sound of bacon frying bacon and smell of fresh brewed coffee.

		So what exactly was it that he witnessed all those many times he watched me through his telescope?

		I wouldn’t have known, since I’d never looked at the glass house through that high-powered lens. Never had I bothered to see that world from Damon’s vantage point or consider what he might have felt seeing his wife cavorting with his friends. That alone was astonishing. I’d brushed aside the implications of our actions. I believe he did too. Like so many things in our marriage, we failed to look deeply at our motives and wonder why we agreed to such a peculiar arrangement. It was a fit fantasy. But we’d made it real!

		The glass house. The revolving door of lovers. And a telescope.

		Why in the hell did I need to have so many lovers? was perhaps the first question I should have asked myself. However, at that moment, I was focused entirely on Damon, feeling anxious and afraid. My sudden concerns over the odd nature of my marriage seemed to drive me forward like a locomotive hurtling itself into the dark night.

		I sat on stool, where I assumed Damon would sit, and after adjusting the telescope to my height, I peered into the viewer.

		My immediate reaction on seeing the world from this point of view was a degree of shock. The clarity! The proximity! The immediacy of my tiny abode, which seemed to be so far from the Lodge in reality, but through this lens, felt close enough to touch!

		I shuddered in awe.

		It seemed so real…as if I could have walked right though the glass and joined in with whatever was taking place. I wondered now – was that what brought Damon to the glass house the previous night? Had he seen Jerry fucking me? Me fucking Jerry? Had he seen me on top of his friend with my naked rear open wide, almost begging a cock to breach the puckering backdoor?

		I recoiled at the idea and immediately shoved the telescope aside, staring at the glass house unaided. It stood there as it should, far across the yard, looking remote and inaccessible – exactly as I thought of it in my mind’s eye.

		In that moment, I realized the staggering truth – that Damon, in a brilliant stroke of genius, had breached the barrier between my world and his and made them one.

		I wasn’t sure I liked this at all.

		I felt violated, as if my private life, my most intimate moments had been hijacked by something beyond me.

		But how was that? How could I be violated when I was a willing, co-creating participant in the scheme? It never felt as if I had a choice in the way it all played out – but never once had I balked, complained, objected or denied any of my lovers the sexual thrills they were after. The night of that spontaneous orgy (and was it spontaneous at all?) had set in motion something that would completely alter the course of my life for five years.

		It took just one brief conversation with my husband to conjure up the glass house. It seemed to appear out nowhere, as if there was some magical power at work. It had come to me so easily. Perhaps too easily.

		But rather than it being a generous gift, a happy accident of circumstances, I began to wonder – had Damon been sitting inside my head for months, viewing my thoughts and recording my raw sexual fantasies, and plotting how he could use them. Had his genius mind known how I would react to the sexual freedom I’d feel inside those glass walls?

		By the time the thought of that surfaced, my body was anxious and on fire. My mind spinning dreadfully fast, venturing into a degree of paranoia I’d not experienced in a long while. I questioned Damon’s motives about everything that had happened with us in the last five years. What was I was to him – wife, concubine, slut, whore?

		What did it say about me that I would spend the better part of my days inside a glass house that my husband had erected for me? That there inside those transparent walls – without blinds, curtains or shades – I’d spend hours of my day half-clothed and fucking my husband’s friends anytime they cared to knock on my door?

		What kind of woman did it make me?

		As my mind swirled in disarray, considering those questions, the hammer of judgment that lay unused until that moment, came down so fast that I nearly collapsed beneath the blow. Within seconds, I wrapped old inhibitions around me like a cloak of condemnation and regret; and with that my anxiety rose even higher. My body burned hot. My heart pounded inside my throat.

		I was into full throttle panic and revolt.

		There was more; there had to be more! By then, I couldn’t stop myself. I hadn’t a sane thought in my head.

		I took another long look at that telescope. I’d seen it hundreds of times, but never really bothered to see it fully – to see that attached beneath the apex of the tripod there was a small device. Inspecting it with a closer eye, a horrifying thought began to dawn in my addled brain.

		Could that be?

		A recording device?

		All recorded. Quite a set-up. Jerry’s words from the previous night punch me in the gut once more.

		I knew Damon watched me with my lovers. That was his reward if there was a reward to be had. But recorded! Had he recorded my trysts? Jerry? Liam? Tony? Even Rudy? – Although there was never anything to see between Rudy and me.

		He wouldn’t do that! He wouldn’t dare!

		Or would he?

		My throat and my gut constricted even more. I could barely breathe. I was as close to a meltdown as I’d been in years – since the day Damon had rescued me from the crazy whirlwind that my life had become, traipsing about the globe to shag the next story. In those days, I’d fuck strangers in order to calm my nerves. For a brief time after the orgasm the strategy actually worked. For a day or two, the focus and calm I needed would settle in. But by the third day after, the self-destructive cycle would begin anew.

		With Damon, I found a degree of sanity and a place where I could settle.

		But what had I done? Exchange one brand of madness for another?

		I continued my inspection of Damon’s bedroom, focusing on his massive closet. I didn’t expect anything to be there; nonetheless I shoved his clothes to the side, uncovering the door in the back wall of the closet. I knew it was there, but had forgotten about it. Just storage. Nothing more. Usually just his old gear. More accessible closets downstairs and in the hallway were storage for his newer equipment.

		I released the hatch, slid the pocket door wide open, and then turned on the light, seeing before me an array of things I expected to see. Walking sticks. Skis. Boots. Coats hung on hooks on the right hand wall. Most of it neatly arranged; other things just shoved inside. Along the wall opposite was a set of shelves with a variety of items stored there.

		I’d given it scant attention before but decided to inspect it with a closer eye, afraid of what I’d find, but determined.

		Amongst a number of tapes and DVDs of his expeditions, TV shows and YouTube videos, were about a dozen DVDs marked by names… ‘With Tony’ followed by a date … ‘With Jerry.’ The date also included. All of them uniformly marked.

		No! No! I shook my head.

		I grabbed the one with ‘Liam’ printed on the spine in bold black felt pen, the date from nearly a year ago. Moving back into the bedroom, I inserted it into Damon’s DVD player, turned on the TV and sat down on the bed to watch.

		The picture came up instantly, sharp, focused and Technicolor quality as if the video had been professionally produced. And there it was. Me in all my naked glory crawling the floor of the glass house while Liam sat back and watched. Later Liam stalking me with his whip. Still later, my giving him a blowjob, still later, Liam fucking me in the ass. The shots were so close up you would have thought there was a photographer standing in the room with his camera expertly focused. All the nasty things Liam and I did together were recorded for posterity – or simply Damon’s private use – on that DVD.

		And the others?

		I gazed back into the closet seeing that shelf of DVDs.

		A sudden feeling of rage rose up into my throat. My eyes stung with tears.

		And then, quite suddenly, without any conscious thought I found myself in front of Damon’s laptop, which was conveniently sitting on the desk beside the DVD player. I entered the computer without any security to block me, and quickly made my way through his files. I was halfway between shattered and outraged, as thoughts of betrayal poured into me at a rapid rate. I searched through his emails and clicked on websites he frequently visited. For ten minutes I invaded his privacy. And for what? To allay the worst of my fears? To prove a point?

		I was beginning to feel a sense relief not finding what I feared the most, when one particular email popped up. Part of me didn’t want to look, would have preferred to ignore my concerns as I’d done so many times in the past. But this time I’d gone too far to stop.

		And yes, there it was! The attachment. The title of it undisguised. The date indicated a night with Jerry from about two years before. The recipient of that email was unknown to me. Certainly not a name I recognized and this may have been the worst part.

		There before me was evidence of schemes so damning and demented that for a long while I sat back paralyzed.

		He’d sent a video of me to a stranger! Why? What possible reason would he have to send a stranger a recording of his wife screwing another man? I fought for some explanation I could accept. But none came to mind that didn’t damage my image of the man I thought I loved; that didn’t demean my marriage and tear away the love and mutual respect I thought we shared.

		My body weakened under the heavy weight of this news, and I collapsed back on the bed, curling up on my side in fetal position. I was nearly comatose from heartache and rage.

		I don’t recall how much time passed. It seemed a long while before my thoughts kicked in again.

		What hell would I do?

		What possible explanation could Damon have that would make this right? That would ease my distress? Quell my anger? Keep my marriage alive? I couldn’t imagine even one.

		My years with Damon suddenly fell away. All that remained were tattered memories. Images from those first days with him came to mind, of wild sex and crazy nights partying with friends of Damon’s who were unknown to me. It was an odd way to fall in love. Yet, behind all the bed hopping, there was always the subtext of romance. Teasing. Flirting. Stolen kisses. Private jokes. Bouquets of wildflowers in the afternoon. The aroma of coffee and pastries delivered to our door on sunny mornings, where on balconies looking out at the world, we watched Rome, Vienna, Istanbul and what had once been Saigon wake up to a new day. We loved, partied and fucked our way through the world with no thought to consequences.

		We were in the midst of it. The obsessed traveler and me – the chronicler of his exploits – sharing the world in ways few would ever have the opportunity to experience.

		We were the lucky. The fortunate. The dreamers and doers, without a care in the world.

		It was a world that was sure to disappear in time …

		And now that time had come, on that sunny morning in Damon’s Lodge when the glass house crashed into wounding daggers that would cut deep for a long while to come.

		

		***

		

		Damon brushed off my rage as if had no justification. I was overacting. Horrific? I was exaggerating. He actually laughed at me, until I stood before him with tears running down my cheeks. Silent. Wounded. Scared. I had nothing more to say. He wasn’t hearing me anyway. Why bother? But I refused to let him brush this off.

		He tried to take me in his arms, but I held him off and stepped back.

		“What? You’re really all that pissed?” he looked at me in disbelief and confusion. Like ‘what had gotten in to me…’

		He went on to justify his actions – “You were the one doing the fucking!” I could have hit him when he said that, but I just stood there. “I thought you loved your little house,” he went on. “You seemed perfectly delighted to enjoy its benefits, knowing full well from the start that I could see every little thing you did.” The look on his face so was arrogant. It only made me more furious.

		Because I refused to respond to him, he finally shrugged his shoulders, “Everything comes with prices, little girl…”

		I’d been dismissed and that ignited my rage again.

		“You thought it was okay to record me without my knowledge? Share the videos whoever you damn well pleased…?”

		“Oh, fuckin don’t be so damned dramatic!”

		“You really expect me to accept this like it’s no big deal? Really?”

		He shrugged again.

		I stared at him unable to speak, then finally turned around and walked out of his bedroom and into mine. I quietly shut the door behind me and sat for a long while on the bed. Motionless. Unable to move.

		

		Next morning, I woke to the sound of trucks and voices, and a noisy commotion going on in the yard. I got up to look out the window and saw that Damon and a couple other men I didn’t know were right outside my window, in the process of lifting plywood sheets from a heavy duty pick-up truck and hammering them over the glass house windows. I couldn’t believe my eyes, that Damon’s vengeance was so swift and so cutting. My gut turned over for the hundredth time in twenty-four hours seeing the place I loved boarded up like the derelict buildings in the city.

		How could he even! I wanted to run from the house and tear the men from their work. I wanted to fight him. Pummel his chest. Spit in his face. Spew every terrible, hateful thought that was gathering in my mind. But of course I never would.

		Either I was gutless not to plead my case or, more likely, I knew that I could never win the fight. I could see Damon laughing at me. The self-righteous, condescending Damon wounding me with his words. In the past, I’d seen my husband’s dark side rise up with all the vitriol and passion of an angry beast, but it had never been aimed at me. Not as it was now.

		My eyes began to burn. Tears streamed down my face. And the white-hot rage at the sight of my beautiful home being defaced continued to burn inside my gut. The very meanness of the act astounded me. I’d thought we’d both cool down. We’d talk. He’d say something to mollify the wound I felt and we’d find a way to repair the hurt that had come between us. But that was just a silly innocent’s foolish fantasy, given the swiftness of his decision to board up my house.

		Callous. Insensitive. Hurtful. His response to my outrage delivered a damaging blow to our relationship. I worried that it could never be repaired. Worse yet, I wondered in the days that followed if there’d ever been any love real between us at all.

		

		Rudy

		

		It would be a long day of hammering, which wouldn’t stop until the whole building had been turned into a hideous plywood box. The incessant noise pounded in my ears. The determination of this violent act of revenge hurt in every corner of my body. If he’d destroyed glass house, had plowed it under, I wouldn’t have been as shattered as I was at seeing the sight of something that had been so beautiful ruined by the ugly war that brought about Damon’s ruthless reprisal.

		Nearly three hours into the day, I finally slipped away in the midst of all that pounding, unable to bear it any longer. I wasn’t sure where I was headed. I just knew I had to get out.

		I opened the door of my Jeep, pausing long enough to catch Damon’s eye. What I wanted from that glance I really don’t know. But he made no move to come my way. Just stood there staring at me. I was right not to confront him.

		With that undeniably clear to me, I climbed in and took off down the narrow road at the back of the property. He might wonder why I chose that route. But even I didn’t know.

		

		After driving the mountain roads for nearly an hour, I stopped to pee at a gas station, the only place of business in a tiny town I rarely passed through. As I made my way out the door, I grabbed a coke and hotdog that I really didn’t want, but thinking I should be famished, and probably was, I devoured the food sitting in my car – too quickly as it turned out. For a few minutes, I thought I might throw it all back up, but thankfully, my stomach eased. After tossing the trash into a bin, I headed off again having no idea where I was going. Next thing I knew, I was pulling up to Rudy’s cabin.

		I’d only been in Rudy’s home a few times in the years I’d lived at the Lodge. None of those visits was memorable, just ordinary occasions when Damon and I dropped by for one odd reason or another.

		But it was a pretty sight seeing the quaint cabin now. A sight for sore eyes, some would say. Built of logs, smoke rising from the chimney, a pair of rocking chairs on the front porch, the lustrous glow of autumn in the surrounding woods – I was smitten by its simple beauty, and for the first time that day, I felt my body soften and my brain slow down. It felt right to come here. I hadn’t been sure when I first drove in that I wouldn’t change my mind and head back down the highway. But as soon as I laid eyes on Rudy coming through the front door, I knew I would stay. I may have unwittingly known right then what would happen in the next twenty-four hours, but at the time I had just one thought in my brain.

		Rudy didn’t ask questions when I fell into his arms and cried. Nor did he say much when he put his arm around me and led me into the cabin. He didn’t ask questions, didn’t need explanations. He was simply there, firm, steady and kind. And that was all I required.

		“How about a game of cribbage and a cup of tea?” were the first words I recall him saying once my tears had passed.

		“Yes. That would be perfect,” was my answer.

		

		We played cards, game after game of fifteen-twos, fifteen-fours, pegging our way around the cribbage board until late in the afternoon when I realized that I was played out. Rudy had waited patiently through all those games. No questions asked. No wondering looks. Just a soul content to sit it out with me in relative silence. He even left it up to me to stop when I was ready to stop.

		Finally certain that this day needed to move on, I put the deck of cards into its box, and the cribbage pegs into the slot underneath the board. That done, I sat back in his kitchen chair, smiling at him across the old oak table, and while feeling definitely self-conscious, was finally able to tell Rudy everything that had happened in the last 48 hours.

		I ended my woeful monologue with the question: “Did you know about the taping?”

		I had wondered about this during that long drive along the mountain road. Who knew and how much? Jerry knew, I was sure of that. But for reasons still unknown to me, I couldn’t hold it against him. He would have told me it was no big deal and shrugged it off – then hugged me hard and suggested we fuck some more. Maybe it was no big deal, but I certainly wasn’t thinking that at the time.

		Liam and Tony? Perhaps they knew, but I couldn’t be sure. And I seriously doubted that Damon would mention it to Rudy.

		“No. I didn’t.” I could tell he was disturbed by what I’d told him. “Although I did know about the telescope and what he used it for.”

		“So did I. Just not…” I didn’t know how to finish the thought and just let it drop. “Do you think I’m right to object?”

		“I think you have every right to be pissed off.”

		I stared into his deep brown eyes, mesmerized by the kind compassion they displayed. But there was more than just kindness and compassion.

		A connection. A flicker of some substance. And lust.

		Did he feel that too?

		“You know, we’ve never had sex in the glass house.”

		“No, we haven’t. No offense to you, but I’d rather keep my sexual activities private.”

		“Except the night of the orgy,” I reminded him.

		“Yes, there was that night.” I couldn’t be sure he was all that happy with the memory given the way he pondered the thought. “Still can’t wrap my mind around that one.”

		“No?”

		He shook his head.

		“You regret it?”

		“No. Far from it. Just wish it had been private. Although considering the circumstances, that wouldn’t have been possible.” I could have bathed myself in the kindness he offered me.

		The beautiful glow of the afternoon surrounded us in a seductive light – I always loved this time of day. It was always a good time to write. And good for other things as well.

		For the first time since I arrived at Rudy’s cabin, I felt awkward. Even a little embarrassed. I felt stripped, as if all my secrets had been exposed – which was pretty much the case.

		“Another cup of tea?” he asked.

		I shook my head. “Something stronger, maybe?”

		“Whiskey. Right?”

		I nodded.

		A small smile formed at the edges of his lips. “Sure. I just opened a new bottle.”

		Rudy rose to fetch two glasses and the bottle of liquor. The air seemed to drip with lust, feeling hot, seductive and filled with promise.

		My body bristled as I watched him amble about his cabin for what he wanted and then stroll back my way. I don’t think I’d ever stopped to think about how sexy Rudy was. He’s a simple, understated kind of man. Nothing like the boisterous Jerry, a cool commanding Tony or Liam so full of schemes and mystery. And of course Damon – Damon was all of the above – a changeling for whom the world begged. His intellect, his exploits, his unflappable charisma. His was a life to be emulated. He lived for the applause and adoration. Given all that had happened in the last day, I didn’t know if my husband was real at all or just a caricature of a man, nothing more than a showman.

		When I gazed at Rudy’s something seem to stir inside of us, which was far different from our usual interactions. The feeling was distinctly sexual for me, although I had no idea if Rudy was reading from the same page I was. I would not make the first move. I wouldn’t flirt, nor would I tease, nor would I display any of the sexual personalities that had served me with my lovers.

		In fact, I hadn’t realized until I was sitting across from him, that I’d adopted different sexual personas for each of my lovers. With Tony, I was the girl off the street to take in the alley – though we never fucked in an alley. With Jerry, we loved and played and fucked like crazy fools for hours. With Liam, I became his compliant submissive.

		Rudy had always been in a different category from the others, and from Damon. A sacred one that I didn’t want to mess with – although I’d never considered why that was. There was no new personality. I didn’t dress for him. I didn’t play a part. I didn’t attempt to impress him. It was just Rudy and me. Unadorned. No pretenses. No games. Never a challenge – not until now.

		We sat together for some time getting a little bit buzzed. At least I finally understood what set our relationship apart from all the others. During those nights when we played cribbage and rummy and talked well into the night, something solid and enduring had been created. It had all led to this – this beautiful moment we now shared. I knew that in Rudy I had a soft place to land when the shit hit the fan in my marriage, when I felt groundless, empty and confused. When I needed someone to simply sit with me and help me feel real and whole again.

		“So what is it that you want?” he asked. It was a wake up question that took me off guard. I jerked upright just hearing the sound of his voice.

		“What do I want?” What I really wanted to do was to go to bed with him. To curl up beside him naked and let the rest of the world go to hell, for all I cared. Was that what he was asking?

		“Just tell me,” he kindly urged.

		“Well…In the long term, I honestly don’t know what I want. I know that my relationship with Damon is finished. It’s so over.” I considered what else I could say, fishing for words that just weren’t there, and then, because I was a little drunk and couldn’t stop myself, I looked in his eyes and said, “Right now, all I want to do is lie naked in bed with you…”

		I threw the idea in the midst of the gentle mood of that afternoon and hoped that Rudy wanted the same thing.

		He gave nothing away immediately, though he considered me for a long time with the kind of scrutiny that made me wish that I had said nothing about going to bed with him. I sweated out the next minute following that impulsive revelation, wishing that I could take it back.

		My heart was bleeding. My hopes frayed. I figured that he’d gently tell me that he thought it was a bad idea, given all that was going on in my life. I almost wanted to agree with him.

		But when he reached out and took my hand, I felt its warmth climb right inside my body and settle there, warming me from hand to heart to fingers, toes and pulsing crotch. I finally relaxed and we moved into his bedroom without another word said.

		

		He sat on the side of the bed. I stood between his open thighs. For a moment we remained like that just looking into each other’s eyes. At last, he undressed me with great care. His hands were authoritative and bold as he lifted my sweater up over my head and then pushed my jeans to the floor. Every bit of me was visible to his tender eyes. Tender, but strangely commanding.

		My body shook.

		“You cold?”

		“No,” I answered. In fact, my body burned with desire; how could I be cold?

		As he rose to his feet, I stepped back and watched him remove his clothes. Shirt, jeans and underwear fell to the wooden floor. We were both naked now. I was cold and shivering from fear. I knew that some different kind of loving was about to happen but I couldn’t imagine how this would play out. Perhaps that was why I felt both petrified about the next few minutes and eager to begin.

		We’d stepped into something that neither of us would have expected when we woke that morning. I don’t know how he felt at that moment, but I was in awe, and profoundly aware of his naked body and mine in such close proximity. Close enough to feel heartbeats, blood rushing our veins, and the pulse that begins high between the thighs.

		At first, I couldn’t stop myself from staring at his cock and balls. They seemed to teem with urgency and need. I could barely look away.

		I don’t even remember how he looked in the dusky light of Damon’s great room the night of the orgy. Was he naked? I don’t recall. Standing before him now, I saw him, really saw who he was. I saw all of him – more than just his sexual equipment, which was a fine sight in itself, but also the firm muscles of his thighs and upper arms, the hair on his chest, the soft glow of his body and the entire aura that surrounded him. He was an earthy and unsophisticated man, masculine in every way. I found that a bit frightening. I suppose because I had no idea what to expect.

		That Rudy saw me in the same stripped-down way was a fact that had me shivering self consciously and very much afraid. Always in a woman’s mind we wonder if we are enough for a man in that first glance. I watched carefully as his eyes moved their focus from my face to my naked breasts to the tufts of soft pubic hair between my legs. I hadn’t trimmed it lately and it seemed to stand out from my body in a particularly blatant way.

		Did he like what he saw?

		I shuddered as I waited for him to make the next move. When he finally said, “Climb on in. You’re looking a little cold,” I smiled.

		Opening the bedcovers, I slipped my legs inside, fell into the mattress, and pulled the sheets and blankets over me all the way to my neck. How strange it was to have been as furious as I’d ever been just hours before – feeling wounded, broken-hearted and betrayed – now experiencing this delicate and sensuous moment. I’d been angry and defiant when I drove into Rudy’s yard. Now, as I lay beneath his old blue patchwork quilt, I was excited, yet curiously at peace.

		Rudy was right. I was cold. Shivering in fact. A shivering that didn’t stop until he finally slipped into the bed from the other side and moved his body next to mine. His arms enclosed me; our legs entwined. We’d gravitated toward each other, shifting our bodies into a position that seemed so natural that it felt as if this were the hundredth time we’d lain this way.

		For a long while we held each other, letting the warmth from our bodies expand to penetrate skin and bone and muscle. Our heat warmed the entire bed and my shivering body finally relaxed. For the first time that day I felt a degree relief from the terrible mess my life had become.

		

		I hardly recall the moment that everything shifted; when lying naked side by side just wasn’t enough. He moved a bit, then I did too, and another kind of energy surfaced. Rudy’s cock had grown hard in those quiet moments beneath the quilts. Realizing that, I reached out and pulled him closer.

		Soon the urgency of the moment replaced tenderness with need. His erection pressed against my thigh, pulsing, demanding, driving my sexual heat to the same degree I felt coming from him, I knew he would enter me soon. Just the thought of that spread a fresh flame of lust through my hungering flesh. All that had occurred in the last several hours had come to this, two bodies skin to skin, communicating in silence feelings too complicated to put into words.

		As we began to move against each other, our hands amplified the rising fire. We explored all the places that were familiar to us from other lovers, but entirely unique in the arms of a new lover. While I was eager to squeeze his hard ass, feel the solid muscles along his back and examine every inch of his flesh, where it was smooth and it was rough, I remained unusually restrained. This had everything to do with the enormous power Rudy had over me. I was shocked by my response to him, but it was very real. He was an entirely different species of man than I was accustomed to – and quite unlike any other in my life.

		As we grappled with each other between those sheets, the tiny world inside that warm cocoon became hot and confining, and Rudy suddenly threw the covers back. He rose up on top of me, heavy, forceful, dominating without meanness. But firm and sure, knowing exactly what he’d take from me and what I would give to him in return.

		When the solid muscle of his erection entered between my legs, I spread them as wide as they would go so that he could thrust to the depths of my sex. I wanted to swallow that erection whole, take it into me, cunt, mouth, ass, didn’t matter where it penetrated, I simply wanted him inside me. Close like this. Tearing me apart, tearing out the hurt, the grief, the anxiety and the sadness of that terrible day when I’d lost so much.

		I wanted him to heal me, which I don’t believe he could ever do – not his task to undertake, even though he would take me far that day.

		As he moved in me, I looked into his eyes and saw him watching me with an unaccustomed degree of attention. While I was scared of that hard gaze, I didn’t want to look away. I couldn’t look away. Finally, he broke the stare to look down at my breasts. He watched the way his erection entered my pussy and moved inside me. I looked down there too, not sure what to make of the view. Like a porn flick I’d seen some time ago. Not the clinical ones, but a raunchy, dirty, sweaty and totally animal kind of porn flick. Had I ever been this attentive to the details of sex during the act? Or appreciated the immensity of the physical experience?

		

		When at last Rudy collapsed down into my chest, I felt submerged in him. We were close – but not close enough for him.

		With eyes still trained on me, he carefully lifted each of my arms and placed it above my head as if he planned to bind them together.

		“Bring your legs together,” he whispered in my ear. And my body answered as directed.

		How strange it was to lie beneath him as I was, my legs straight out in front of me as he straddled my hips and held my lower limbs tightly together between his powerful thighs. His erection remained just inside my slit, slowly massaging my sex inside and out, the labia above, the clit between and the sensitive places just inside my pussy where the orgasm would begin. I lay inside his arms, inside his legs, inside his muscled, brawny and commanding body as if I were his.

		I could barely move in this position, and had reasonable cause to be frustrated because he wouldn’t allow me to use my hands. I ached to touch him, to explore his skin, to run my fingers over his taut muscles. To give back some of what he gave to me.

		However, the position he demanded of me required my acquiescence and nothing more. That was difficult for me. For the last five years, I’d been a ravenous little slut, all about pleasuring the men I took to bed. It was role I played with many variations.

		But this was so very different.

		Never had I been made love to like this before.

		Was it love I felt? And how would I know if it were?

		With Rudy, my fixed ideas of sex and love had vanished. All of this was so new and unfamiliar. There was nothing for me to do but to accept the moment for what it was and enjoy this fine captivity.

		Accepting that, I let go my expectations, and as I did, my eyes began to flood with joyous tears. An overwhelming sense of gratitude moved through my nerves and flesh and all five senses. I heard him moan … felt his sweat against my sweat … smelled the musky scent of sex and tasted that aroma on my lips. The sight of his handsome face made me want to take it in my palms and kiss his lips, his nose, his cheeks his eyes. Everywhere.

		I felt love.

		

		It was an afternoon I would long remember – a time so right and just and lovely that it needed to be remembered. Rudy as lover, friend and savior of my sanity, reminded me that I was a woman in need of love. I was more than just a plaything to slake the lust of a horny man. I deserved something extraordinary like this.

		

		The moments of rapture beneath his body were not all that happened between us that afternoon…

		Rudy was hardly done with me in the first half hour.

		Nor was I finished with him.

		I came several times with him on top of me, his cock burrowed in my cunt between my tightly closed legs. I sweated and cried and groveled against him while his erection moved rhythmically in me and I came again.

		“Awwww, my god!” I gasped aloud.

		I finally wilted beneath him.

		Having satisfied me so thoroughly, I’d expected Rudy to rush to his own finale. Instead, he pulled off of me and moved down between my thighs. They opened naturally as his tongue eagerly searched out my clitoris with intent to please me more. Sometimes it was a delicate lick. Sometimes he grabbed onto my clit with his teeth. Sometimes he sucked the little bud until I fell into another kind of rapture. Another kind of orgasm.

		Even then, he didn’t stop. With my clit still throbbing from one climax, he pulled the clit-hood back with his fingers, exposing the bud jutting from the center. My clit was so sensitive that every lick was painful. Though there was pleasure in that pain and sensations that were almost too much to bear.

		I tried pleading with him, in hopes that he would ease off, even just a bit. But the respite he offered didn’t last long. He went back to torturing my clit again. Each time he licked that bud, I felt another inner spasm. My desire was rising yet again, aggressive and persistent.

		“Lower please!” I urged him.

		“Shush…” he softly said, and he continued with his tease. Although it wasn’t but a few moments later that his mouth moved lower down toward my slit. As soon as he licked that sensitive spot just inside the door of my pussy, my body seized up and I was frantic to cum.

		My hips bucked back and forth and my fists grabbed the loose sheets beside me. This man had some amazing kind of sixth sense about my physical pleasure. When at last, he thrust his tongue as far into my pussy as it could go, the cumming came on with such a violent blast that I seemed to lose it for a short while. I was gone in that moment, and the one that followed and every moment after as his mouth moved back and forth from clit to cunt to clit again…until the release exploded wildly through every nerve.

		Other than the initial desperate urging at the start, in matter of my orgasm, I couldn’t lead him. I couldn’t control him or tell him what to do. But there was no need. He knew me. Unconscious perception? A mystical connection? Magic? From what source his genius originated, I had no idea, but that hardly mattered. He knew how to make love to me – a woman he barely knew. He was quite unlike any lover or the husband I had known.

		Although I’d already orgasmed many times that afternoon, with this latest tease, I began to feel sensations in my lower body quite unlike any I can recall. A release. An opening. To this day, I can’t quite explain what came over me. I let go in a way that was different for me, and entirely unexpected. When suddenly my juices were splashing onto Rudy’s face in copious amounts, wave on wave jetting from my crotch and flooding the bed beneath us, I was shocked. After the first surge of liquid shot out, Rudy latched on and drank from me in much the same way I might have taken his cum in my mouth at the climax of a blowjob. I don’t know exactly from where those juices originate, other than some place deep within, a hidden spigot no one else had ever tapped.

		Wonder. Exhilaration. Gratitude. Not sure which adjective applies, as the emotions within me were difficult to name. Perhaps there is no name for what I felt. That would be fitting.

		When his head came up with my juices glistening on his mouth and dripping from his chin, I looked down at him, grinning. “My god! What was that?” I exclaimed.

		“You tell me.” Rudy smiled with a degree of delight I’d never seen from him.

		“You ever before…?”

		“Never,” his reply.

		I collapsed back into the mattress.

		And we left it at that.

		

		It seemed I’d cum a thousand times in those short hours. Yet he had not. Not yet.

		That wasn’t right, with all the pleasure he’d given me.

		“I should go down on you…” I finally broke the silence.

		“Damn right, you should,” he came right back. There was still a smile in his expression but there was a command in his voice. “But it’s not your mouth I want.”

		I turned on my side, and looked at him resting next to me.

		Not your mouth I want. His words repeated in my head. Just the implication of that statement rocked my body with another sort of lust.

		Rolling onto my stomach, I stuffed a thick pillow beneath my hips and waited for him. I knew what he wanted without his having ask.

		I didn’t wait long.

		There’s nothing quite a like the feeling of an ass fuck to take a woman down to the surrendering part her soul. It’s a feral, raw and animal experience, but there’s a fine line between brutality and finesse when taking a woman this way. Rudy understood this.

		I’m not sure my other lovers, including Damon, did.

		I wanted to pleasure Rudy any way he chose and that’s what I would do. But there was something more surfacing now that I hadn’t expected.

		As soon as I realized what we were about to do, a nasty side of me crawled out from under its hidden home. I knew the feeling was in response to the cruelty that Damon leveled on me that day, and I needed this now. I craved it far beyond what I would have expected. The feelings were harsh and angry, and may not have made much sense. But I really didn’t care. For me, this was my revenge against Damon’s hateful rage and his brutal dismantling of my world.

		He would never know what I did with Rudy that afternoon.

		But I would.

		I would know that on the day Damon practically drove me from his home and destroyed mine with ruthless satisfaction, I would fuck another man, let another man take my body at will and I love that man. No glass windows. No cameras. No leering voyeurs.

		Just my lover and me in the cozy quiet confines of his humble home.

		Revenge.

		He’d never know. But I would know. And so would Rudy.

		

		Rudy fingered my ass with a delicacy that defied what would come after. He carefully teased rosette and when I began to respond, he moved his fingers deeper.

		Perhaps he knew how I’d suffered through anal fucks where there was little skill or mercy in the act. Perhaps not. Perhaps it was just in his nature to be cautious.

		But right from the start, he got it right. He didn’t make me feel as if fucking my ass was owed him. Or assume that I eagerly waited for his prick to slam into the tight hole. He knew that it took a degree of skill to reach that happy high.

		He waited for my body to respond to his foreplay. He made me ready, made me want him in me. By the time he was ready to enter me, I was begging him with my swaying hips and pitiful cries, pleading for him plunge himself inside and fuck me.

		This wasn’t a selfless act on his part. Far from it. Rudy wanted the action of my pulsing anal muscles to get him off, and he would have that.

		Without the pain I often suffered, he drove his stiff cock beyond the opening. I cried out, feeling a sense of exhilaration with that first thrust. It took some moments for us to adjust. At first, even the slightest movement of his organ inside me caused discomfort. But the discomfort quickly disappeared and feelings of pleasure rose up fast. He thrust more deeply, and as he did my body opened for him.

		This was a new kind of pleasure I felt. Something fierce. And something loving. Something unspeakable. I could try to describe it, but there were just no words for the feelings that arose as Rudy cock drilled its way into me. I wanted to hold onto those feelings. I wanted to nurture them inside me so I would never forget them. I knew the moments of connection would be fleeting. The sensations would die. I could only hope that somewhere within me there’d be a tiny place where the memory would remain. So that on another day, I might recall what happened between us that afternoon.

		I wanted him to remember it too.

		

		I’ve often wondered if they heard us all up and down the mountain when we came – Damon and the workers that helped him dismantle my life, Liam, Tony, Jerry, the neighbors tucked in their houses and cabins, the bartender and waitress in town, the lady behind the cash register at the grocery store.

		Rudy had been fierce and demanding like the rest of my lovers when it came to the big finale. He thrust his organ into me, ground his ass against my rear, and finally held me there, as he drove his seed into me with a ferocity that’s required of such powerful sex.

		There was wonder. There was satisfaction. There was pleasure and the feeling that something profound had just taken place. But there was no pain.

		Once the tension in our bodies eased, we fell into a heap of arms and legs and other body parts. We’d find ourselves awkwardly entwined when at last we emerged from that blissful state and returned to the real world some minutes later. Minutes? That’s just a guess. Who knows how long we lay there to catch our breaths? It was still light out in the woods surrounding the cabin. That’s the only clue I’d have about how much time had passed.

		

		I’ve thought long and hard about that afternoon. How close I came to feeling so perfectly fucked that I would never need the attentions of another man as long as I lived. Of course, I wouldn’t stop fucking men. My love for sex was too deep a need in me to ignore, but I doubted that I would ever again have a man who made love to me the way Rudy did that afternoon.

		He came to me with a kind of tenacity… the idea that he was all about me. As if he could devour me, consume me… in the process of making love pull me into him so closely, so deeply, that I couldn’t pull myself from his fierce grasp – or even want to. Fiercely tender. That would be how I’d feel about him and his regard for me. So wholly loved … hands communicating life and love, energy and wholeness, running across skin, over tired and hungry flesh, tantalizing nerve endings until I would explode. I fell into his arms that afternoon, and then into his body. With Rudy, I found myself in the middle of everything, in the middle of life. Whole and alive. Even if this were the only time I would make love to him, it would clearly be making love. No other description of the experience would be sufficient. He left an imprint on me in indelible ink. I knew that as soon as we woke and shared our final moments together.

		

		***

		

		I had two great things to grieve that day. The loss of my known world. And the fact that I would need to leave Rudy’s cabin and return to the fucked up real world at home – or what had been my home.

		Regret filled my heart as I sat on his bed in the dwindling light of day and looked at Rudy, all sweaty and disheveled.

		I didn’t want to leave. But it was time to go. There was no use putting off the inevitable.

		With that a given, I finally pulled myself from bed.

		“You want me to go with you?” he asked as he watched me dress.

		I shook my head. “You can’t. I don’t want Damon’s wrath coming down on you too. He doesn’t need to know about this today…” I stared at Rudy’s beautifully messed up bed with a degree of sadness that was hard to shake. Then I looked up at him, offering a weak smile. “Besides, I know what I need to do. And I can do it now. I know it doesn’t make any sense, but this, what we did here today, gave me the courage I need. Even a little hope.”

		He nodded. I think he understood.

		

		Dusk had crept over the property as the Jeep drove into the yard. With the remains of my glass house set so far into the trees, I could barely see it. Which was good. I had no desire to let the picture of its shocking fate haunt me.

		Oddly, I glanced toward the other side of the yard where the trails head down toward the lake and then up the ridge. A glimmer of something in the fading light had caught my eye.

		Liam. Remote as ever standing at the edge of the trees as if waiting for me to appear. We exchanged a look. I had the strange sensation that he knew about Rudy and me, unlikely as that was. Liam’s not a man to sneak around in woods, peeking in windows. If I’d known it would have been the last I’d see of him, ever – that he would die tragically the following year – I might have felt the need to fashion some sort of goodbye – which he would have shrugged off. But of course, I couldn’t know then that he would die so young, and leave so much undone in his short life.

		We had our last look. A brief one. A chilling one in fact. Perhaps a prescient one considering how our lives would play out. But as soon as I saw him head into the valley, I turned toward the Lodge and went upstairs to pack my things.

		

	
		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Renovations Completed

		I stayed through the spring and summer to oversee the renovations, until the glass house was back to its original design with a few minor exceptions.

		I found myself working there during the day, but sleeping in the Lodge. It was comfortable there too, now that it was mine. I put a number of artifacts from Damon’s life into storage, adding to the interior a number of pieces that were distinctly my own, although they complimented the Lodge’s unique style. The feeling of warmth inside the house had a lot to do with all the wood, the large beams and the massive fireplace when it was burning brightly.

		The glass house by contrast seemed more cold and lonely than it had been before when so many people came and went, from Damon’s posse of friends to the lovers and other men who occasionally dropped by my door.

		In truth, I imagine that the property still suffered from the lack of Damon’s infectious spirit. My dilemma over what to do with my heritance was quickly resolved when I realized that the Lodge and its grounds were meant for people to enjoy. For hiking in summer, skiing in winter, for sailing on the lake, bonfires on the beach, and gatherings in the great room where the big leather sofas and chairs still waited for the next crowd of visitors. Although it could never be as it was when Damon was alive, the Lodge needed people, activity, ideas and the lively conversation my husband inspired. Even though our relationship was so troubled at the end, I really didn’t want his home to lose its purpose. Along with the books and the TV series, the Lodge was Damon’s legacy. A testimony to the large life he led.

		On the more practical side, as lovely a retreat as it had been for me, I could hardly rattle around those big rooms in the Lodge alone. Nor could I hold up in the glass house by myself.

		With those thoughts in mind, plans for the next phase in the life of the Lodge quickly presented themselves. A corporate retreat, Bed & Breakfast, wildlife refuge, meditation sanctuary, spa…I had lots to consider. The idea of such a venture was exciting, and that became what kept me on the property, at least in part.

		

		However, before I could set any specific plans in motion, I got an urgent call from my agent. A plum assignment in Africa, to document a number of villages that with the infusion of capital from the West were thriving… schools, hospitals, farms, commerce originating not from Western ideas, but those of the indigenous people that had lived there for generations. It was the kind of story I loved to tell and I couldn’t turn it down.

		Within a week, I left it in Tony’s hands to hire a caretaker and headed off, ready for a change in landscape. While I was away, I’d let my plans for Damon’s property slowly germinate into the right sort of project. While, I never expected to be gone for the next seven months, that was how long it would take for me to tell the story of the renaissance going on halfway around the globe. I fell in love with these villages and their people. I took part in their lives, nurtured by their spirit as much as my own renaissance of spirit. I took to the place and its people so much that a huge part of me wanted to stay after my assignment was complete.

		Even though the lure to stay in Africa was great, the Western mountains were calling me back home. Home. What a strange term that seemed. Home was not something I often considered. But all the associations I had with the word worked like magic, until with eyes filled with tears, I said goodbye to my African friends and headed back to the States.

		

		When I arrived at the property, not much had changed since I’d left. It was spring again. To think I’d missed the entire fall and winter. The snow was nearly gone. Wild flowers bloomed. The air smelled of all that was new and alive.

		I lived mostly in the glass house, continuing to write about the African villages and the people I’d met. I took down most of the wall of artifacts I displayed there and replaced them with trinkets and photographs from Africa. They would never let me forget the time I spent there. The walls and spaces inside the house warmed with the infusion of these simple items, and wild colors of the continent.

		I loved it. And I loved being there, day and night.

		I could gaze at the Lodge and make plans for its grand opening. Following my original inspiration, I decided to rest the Lodge and grounds as a retreat space for yoga, meditation, environmental trainings and whatever sort of activity that fit the spirit of Damon’s life.

		My life was full. Complete as it needed to be. And I was happy – but for a longing I’d put aside to pursue other things. The longer I slept in the glass house, the more that longing pulled me forward.

		When I heard the knock at the door that night, it jerked me from my writing so fast that for a moment I was back to the time twelve years before when visitors often interrupted my evening plans. I figured it was Tony wanting another signature on the documents he'd been preparing for me.

		But instead of Tony, I opened the door to find Rudy standing on my doorstep.

		My hand went to my face in surprise. “Oh my, you’re here,” I said, a little dazed. He was washed clean, his cheeks smoothly shaved, and was wearing jeans, boots and a plaid, flannel shirt.

		Not much had changed in his appearance since our brief meeting nearly a year ago when Blake was still in my life.

		He looked down, then up at me, stating the obvious. “So, I am.” There was a smile on his face and bottle of whiskey in his hand.

		I opened the door as I might have in the old days and let him follow me up the stairs.

		“Guess you’d like a drink?” I was already headed to the kitchen to find a couple glasses. “A little cribbage?”

		“The drink, yes.” He handed me the bottle. “Cribbage no.” This I didn’t anticipate and his reply threw me off. I must have looked a bit rattled because he added next, “You didn’t expect me, did you?”

		“Well, that meeting last year didn’t go so well.”

		He shrugged. “Different time. Different circumstances.”

		“I’d thought it was just a courtesy call.”

		“I wanted to see you and I did. Wanted to learn what I needed to learn.”

		“Which was?”

		His reply came off his tongue with hardly a moment’s hesitation. “That you’re still the woman I want to make love to at night and wake up with in the morning.”

		I heard his words clearly, but had to repeat them to myself several times before they sunk in. I stood there so long, dazed and speechless, that Rudy finally had to intervene…

		…With a laugh first. Then his palm came to rest gently on my cheek. There were fireworks in that touch. A regular light show of the spectacular kind set off inside my body. That warm cheek blushed. And he slapped his palm against my face. Lightly. Firmly.

		That was the trigger. The lightning bolt in fact.

		He withdrew his hand and looked around. “I see you installed blinds. Finally,” he said. As if they should have been there all along? “Close ‘em.”

		I made my way around the room, drawing the louvered blinds until the glass house windows disappeared behind them, and there was just us. Just us, the bed, the fireplace blazing and two shot glasses filled with whiskey. He handed me one. “To fucking. You and me. In your bed.” He held me immobile with his eyes, in a way I could never have anticipated. This was not the Rudy I’d known before. Not the Rudy who held me while I cried and fucked me one late afternoon when my life fell apart.

		I loved that man. But I loved this Rudy. too.

		All the thoughts of him that I had ignored and pushed away for the last year – and the ten years before – along with all the raw emotion I dared not feel roared into me in a single instant.

		Who was this man that could do this to me? I felt the strength of him. The certainty. The roughness. The edgy magic. The sexual mystery. The potency and vigor. To think how I’d brushed him off as a kind and gentle minor player in my life.

		No more.

		“You won’t need clothes for this,” he added directly.

		It wasn’t a direct order, but I knew what he meant.

		Luckily there weren’t many clothes to remove. Sweat pants and a t-shirt. Some days I didn’t bother with underwear and this was one of those days.

		Once I stepped from the sweats, he pulled me around, placed his hand at the back of my neck and marched me around the center island to my bed, which was still unmade from the night before. Shoving me over the end, he sidled up against my rear, and rubbed his clothed crotch against my naked ass.

		Hovering over me, he whispered my. “If there’s a woman who needs to be fucked in the ass, repeatedly, it’s you.”

		I was briefly taken aback by the unexpected comment.

		“Why’s that…?” I whispered back so softly that I wasn’t sure he heard me.

		“Because it’s what you love. Like being a little abused. A little hurt and a bit humiliated. And mercilessly teased until you’re begging, Carrie. Am I wrong about any of that?”

		My mind was reeling and absurdly delighted by all he implied. “No. Not at all,” I answered breathlessly. Oh, how I wanted him!

		“Didn’t think so,” he replied.

		How he managed to shed his clothes during all of that, I’ve never figured out, but he did. Till he was as naked as I was, and his hard cock was thumping against my exposed ass cheeks. Sex juice was already leaking from my pussy. Enough for a handful to lubricate my bum hole. Enough for him to easily shove himself inside me with no further foreplay.

		I gasped when he entered. And gasped more as he slapped my cheeks and began to move inside me.

		He grabbed my ass cheeks tightly in his clutching hands and banged his way to a mutual finish that had him cumming deep, and me, well… I came too, aided by a little oddly gentle fingering at my pussy hole. Those fingers were just enough to set off a dozen pussy-clenching spasms. By then, I was gone – grinding my rear into his groin, mad with lust, and crazy with spasm after spasm shaking me to my core. All that had built up since the last lackluster sex I’d had with Blake came pouring out that night.

		When he pulled out, I crawled up on the bed and he followed close behind me. The room was warm, smelling of pine and lavender that I’d plucked that morning from a batch of herbs that were drying on the porch.

		We didn’t need any covers in a room so filled with scent and heat.

		I was ready to snuggle. Ready for answers. Ready for intimacy. Ready for everything possible with this man. But before that, he had a final demand.

		“It’s not all that soiled. How about you clean it off,” he said referring to his cock, which had just minutes before been inside my ass. “With your mouth,” he added.

		At one time, the idea would have disgusted me, but I didn’t hesitate with Rudy. I met his dwindling erection with my mouth, covered it fully, took it as far down my throat as it would go, and laved it with my tongue. Tasting my body. Tasting his cum. Tasting the feel of satisfaction. A feeling that spread through every corner of me.

		“You are an amazing woman,” he whispered so softly that I barely heard. He ruffled my hair with a tender hand, and then finally pulled me up so we were side by side, nestled in each other’s arms.

		

		“You are someone to be reckoned with,” I said, when I finally emerged from the stupor that infected my brain in the quiet moments that followed sex.

		“Is that so?”

		I looked into his eyes. He looked into mine.

		I shook my head in amazement. “I never even expected you would want me again.”

		“How’d you figure that?”

		“Well, I deserted my life here for ten years. I certainly couldn’t expect you to wait for me. Then that aborted visit last year…”

		“So? It’s not like I didn’t have a life while you were away. Three women, one wife, a new business. A lot’s happened in ten years. Some good. Some bad. But we’re both here now.”

		“That we are.”

		“Frankly, I never expected you come back here for any reason and decide to stay. That is if you’re actually staying?”

		“Decide to stay?” There was no question about that now. “Yes. I’ve decided to stay.” Until I actually voiced that thought to Rudy, I hadn’t been sure. But I was sure now.

		He looked pleased.

		“Well, then. We’ll be screwing around a whole lot more,” he said.

		“I imagine so.”

		

		That was how our reunion began. That night, we drank whiskey and played cribbage until we were sick of it. Until we were ready to go to bed. I like to think that something had been settled that evening, although I wasn’t exactly sure what it was. There was a lot to think about. A lot to discuss. How we would fit our two very different lives together, if that’s what we intended to do, remained a mystery.

		This was a new beginning for me, and I liked the way it had gone so far. I loved Rudy as much as I’d loved any man, including Damon, and looked forward to the next day with him. And the next.

		That was reason enough to grow roots and plant them in these mountains, making this place my home.
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