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Chapter one
Mauquon Mansion of ... Terror?


"Are you sure we're not lost?" Gabbie asked from the passenger seat.

The smooth blacktop had given way to gravel a few miles earlier, and now the van was winding its way along an increasingly narrow road with bare-branched trees looming ever closer. The headlights cut through a low bank of fog that had rolled in from the river at the base of the ravine just beyond the trees; the cloudy sky let only a few beams of the low-hanging moon reach the ground.

"We are most certainly not lost," Ron said. "We took the Shebewauk exit, just like it says on the flyer, and we've gone about ten miles south."

"Are we going south," Bobby asked from one of the back seats, "or east? It feels like this road is going to run out any moment."

Ron's eyes glowered in the rear-view mirror.

"The road twists," he said with more than a little pique in his voice, "but we're going mostly south. I didn't see any other turns after the exit, did you?"

"Well, no," said Bobby, "but I wasn't really paying attention."

Bobby, dressed in loose green hospital scrubs, had his arm around Heather's shoulders. Heather, wearing tight khaki shorts and holding a cream-colored pith helmet on her lap, had a hand on Bobby's thigh and was running her fingers up and down the loose fabric covering Bobby's crotch. She gave Ron a wink and a grin, and turned her attention back to Bobby's growing erection.

"The flyer says twelve miles south from the Shebewauk exit," Gabbie said, "and then across the covered bridge. I haven't seen a covered bridge."

"Because we've gone ten miles," Ron said, "not twelve."

The pre-swing trip to the haunted house had been Gabbie's idea, prompted by the old blue, green, and orange panel van that had come into Ron's possession at the dealership as part of a trade-in. She had stopped at the lot on her way back from the gym, taken one look at the old van sitting among the sports cars, and squealed, "It's the Mystery Machine!"

It wasn't quite the Mystery Machine, but Ron supposed it was close enough. The van still had its original pair of bench seats in the back and swiveling bucket seats in the front, and even sported an eight-track player on the dashboard. It still smelled faintly of marijuana — and not especially high-quality marijuana — from its stint as a band bus in the '70s, the resin of a thousand roaches still clinging to the low carpet covering the floor, and the odometer showed a distressingly high number of digits, but the crew in Ron's garage declared it fit for the road and likely to pull in a good price from the right customer.

When Ron had suggested inviting Heather and Michael, their neighbors from down the street, for drinks and playtime with Bobby and Mia — "I had a lot of fun with Heather at Easter," Ron said, "and I seem to recall you enjoyed a little cuddle time with Michael after the egg rolling" — Gabbie clapped her hands and said, "Let's go to that new haunted house Mauquon first, I think some scares might get things a little extra sparky — we can go in the Mystery Machine!"

"Do we have to go in costume?" Ron asked. "Because I'm calling dibs on the blonde guy. I will not be a stoner or a Great Dane."

"But you like doggy so much," Gabbie said, bumping her ass against Ron's hip. "Costumes, yes, but you can be anything you want."

And so Ron found himself dressed in loose black trousers and a white ruffled shirt, with a black pirate's hat sitting on the engine box that jutted out between the bucket seats, navigating down a seemingly deserted country road on a dark October night. A metal hook clipped to one shirt cuff clattered against the steering wheel as he guided the van along the twisy road. He wasn't much of a haunted house guy himself — honestly, he watched most scary movies through a screen of fingers over his eyes, and preferred his Halloween entertainments on the silly or sexy rather than creepy side, but Gabbie had insisted that the Mauquon Mansion of Terror would not only be fun, but would get her in the mood for an especially thrilling night of delights. Gabbie's matching pirate queen costume certainly put some lift in Ron's rigging, with its short black skirt, tight white shirt tied up under her ample breasts, and her blonde hair tied back in a saucy pony tail under a red bandanna.

All the convincing Mia required for the spree was the news that Michael and Heather would be joining them. She had watched Gabbie enjoying Michael's company at Easter, but didn't get a chance to partake of his especially talented tongue that afternoon. Not that she missed out, of course, and she was very pleased with the talents Heather demonstrated tongue-wise, but going on the moaning cries Gabbie had made under Michael's dedicated attention, his skills were something not to be missed. If she had to go on a little jaunt to a Halloween house first, dressed in her favorite sexy nurse costume, that was a small price to pay. And Bobby was game for whatever tickled his wife Mia's fancy, so he was happy to throw on a set of green scrubs, toss a fake stethoscope around his neck, and don a name tag proclaiming himself "Dr. McSexy."

Heather and Michael were as excited about haunted houses as Gabbie — the Mauquon Mansion of Terror was already on their list for the season, after the Hayride from Hell has been such a thrill. Michael was wrapped up in white gauze bandages from head to toe as a mummy, while Heather wore khaki short-shorts, a tight blue blouse, and a tan pith helmet as the sexy archeologist who had discovered him and roused him from his slumber into a modern world of erotic delights.

"That looks like a covered bridge," Ron said, bringing the van to a stop. A dark and dilapidated structure stood in the headlights, the roof sagging above a black and cavernous void into which ran the road. Just at the edge of the lights' reach, the ground fell away steeply, presumably tumbling to the winding river below.

Bobby leaned forward, hands on the back of Ron's seat as he peered out the window.

"Is that ... do you think it's safe to cross?" Bobby said in a hushed and worried tone.

"There are no signs saying it's not," Ron said, "and the brochure does say we need to cross a covered bridge. Gabbie?"

"What, I'm a bridge engineer now?" she said, crossing her arms under her breasts.

"No, but you're the best thing we've got to a guide on this little quest," Ron said. "You've got the brochure."

"And we're at twelve miles?"

"Near enough."

"Then I say proceed," Gabbie said, jutting her chin forward. "But slowly."

Ron inched the van out onto the bridge deck, listening for any unusual creaks and groans. He turned down the volume on the stereo console — he had found an Edgar Winter eight-track at the thrift store, and had subjected his passengers to "Frankenstein" on a ponderous loop for most of the half hour drive. They were halfway across before he realized that he was holding his breath; Bobby, Gabbie, and Heather all were as well. The darkness inside the covered bridge seemed to swallow the dim light cast by the headlights, blacker than black, but Ron had a disquieting sense that there was something in the shadows just out of his range of vision watching the van's slow progress. With not much more than twenty feet remaining, Ron pushed hard on the gas pedal, and the van lurched forward, throwing gravel back against the bridge in a hail-like spray when the tires found purchase on solid ground again.

"I guess we're here," Ron said when the van came to a stop. Looming about them was a massive gabled structure, windows burning with a dim orange light and giving a vaguely eye-like impression, as though the mansion were a displeased face glaring down at them. He glanced over and saw Gabbie shiver and then compose herself.

"I suppose we are," she said, putting as bright a note as she could into her voice.

Ron looked in the rear-view mirror and took a quick head count. Bobby and Heather were both sitting bolt upright, looking straight ahead with wide eyes; there appeared to be no dalliance beneath his line of vision. Michael sat upright, too, but with a dreamy look on his bandage-framed face, eyes closed, apparently oblivious to the little drama of the bridge. He didn't see Mia at all.

"For god's sake, Mia!" Ron barked. "Can't you wait ten minutes?"

Mia's head shot up, her black hair hanging over her eyes and her nurse's cap askew.

"It was more like thirty," Mia said, running a hand across her mouth, "and I get carsick. I need to have something to keep my mind off the motion."

Ron rolled his eyes while Michael squirmed, apparently readjusting his wrappings. Heather looked over her shoulder at her husband, and when her head turned back toward Ron, she wore a lecherous grin.

It was a week before Halloween, and the flyers for the Mauquon Mansion of Terror had been floating around town all month, but the mansion appeared deserted. Gabbie had expected a crowd — at least a short line of costumed customers waiting to partake of the promised terror — but the six of them were the only people climbing the steps to the mansion's door. Maybe it was just far enough out of town that people weren't willing to make the trek? The Hayride from Hell was popular, but it was half the distance. The fog rolling up from the river was chilly and damp, and Gabbie shivered as she led the way to the mansion.

Gabbie slammed the brass ring held in a demon's twisted grin against the heavy wooden door three times before they heard the hinges groan. A tall, broad-shouldered figure filled the door frame and loomed above them, and the three couples took a step back on the stone stairs, necks craned up.

"Yes?" came the figure's voice, deep and sonorous and more than a little menacing.

Gabbie stepped forward, the Mauquon Mansion of Terror brochure held tightly in her fist.

"This is the ... Mauquon Mansion of Terror, right?" she said, her voice unsteady despite her best efforts.

The figure — a man at least six and a half feet tall, head perfectly bald and gleaming white, dressed in a severe black suit — stood silently for what felt like ages.

"We are in Mauquon," the man said in that rumbling voice. "Or near enough."

Gabbie thrust the wrinkled brochure out in front of her.

"We're here for the haunted house," she said.

"Indeed," the man said. "Please, do come inside."

The man stepped back inside the doorway and bowed deeply at the waist, his arm motioning toward the interior of the mansion. Gabbie looked at Ron, Ron looked at Gabbie, and Gabbie stepped forward. The rest followed her with more than a little trepidation.

The doorway opened into a grand foyer, with marble floors and dark wood paneling that seemed to absorb all the dim light cast by flickering candle-shaped sconces on the walls. Gabbie and Ron stopped a few feet inside; Michael, Heather, Bobby, and Mia bumped up against them and huddled close. The tall man stepped out of the shadows and stood in front of them, smiling down with a strangely hungry smile.

"So ... um," Gabbie said, fumbling with the flyer — its colors were running with the sweat of her fingers — "it says the admission is ten dollars per person, and we've got, um, six ..."

The man's smile broadened, showing gleaming white teeth behind his thin lips.

"We will waive the admission tonight, I think," the man said. "It's still early in the season."

"But, it's the twenty-sixth," Ron said; Gabbie jabbed him gently with her elbow and gave him a dark look over her shoulder.

"Still early," the man repeated. "The spirits here are not yet fully aroused, so your visit may not be as ... haunted? ... as you would desire."

Gabbie looked over her shoulder at Ron; Ron shrugged — saving sixty bucks wasn't a small thing. You can buy a lot of lube and condoms for sixy bucks ...

"So, um," Gabbie continued, trying to smooth the flyer in her hands. "I guess the ... um ... the tour of the mansion is supposed to be ... scary?"

"Enlightening," the man said. "The tour is enlightening, perhaps provocative. I am sure that you and your friends will depart utterly transformed. Please, will you follow me?"

The tall man walked into the shadows at the far end of the foyer; Gabbie looked back at Ron again, eyebrows raised. Ron shrugged and smiled and started after the tall man; the rest followed him.


Chapter two
A Gentle Touch


The walls of the drawing room beyond the foyer were hung with tapestries colored in rich reds and greens, depicting unicorns and lions cavorting against backdrops of stylized trees and forest pools. A billiard table sat in the center of the room, a velvet green pond in the dim space, and a tall bookshelf stood against the far wall. Ron, Gabbie, Michael, Heather, Bobby, and Mia huddled close together, some holding hands, leaning shoulder to shoulder. The tall man stopped in the middle of the room and turned to address them.

"My employers," he began, his voice growing even deeper, "have, alas, been called away, or they would gladly have greeted your arrival. But rest assured that you are welcome in their house, and the pleasures they promise will surely be offered tonight."

Ron shifted from foot to foot, his arm around Gabbie's waist. Gabbie rested her head on his shoulder and sighed.

"They recommend," the tall man said, "that visitors begin with a game to acquaint themselves with the property. It's a simple diversion, surely no more than a quarter hour of your time before we begin the tour in full."

"Is this part of the schtick?" Mia whispered to Gabbie.

Gabbie put a finger to her lips and smiled. To her, at least, it was feeling a bit more like a haunted house now.

"I'm sure we're all up to a game," Gabbie said. "I mean, we all like games, right?"

She turned to look at Mia, Bobby, Michael, and Heather; they all nodded, though not all equally enthusiastically.

"Very well," the tall man said. "Then we shall play a simple sort of hide and seek game that I think you'll all find quite diverting."

The tall man explained the rules, which to Ron sounded very much like the game of "sardines" that he played sometimes as a kid, a simple hide and seek variation. The tall man would have everyone draw slips of paper from a bag; the person who chose the slip with the black dot was "it", but was not to disclose their draw to anyone. The players would then scatter throughout the house when the tall man turned off the lights.

If, in their circuit through the house, they encountered another player, they were to announce brightly, "Smee!" Anyone who didn't choose the slip with the black dot was to give a hearty response of "Smee!", in which case the players were to move along on their merry way. But if the person who chose the black dot was accosted with a call of "Smee!", they were to freeze in place in absolute silence. And the person who found them, too, was now to pause and wait in silence for more of the players to find them. The game was ended when everyone was waiting together in darkness and quietude.

"Simple enough," Gabbie said. "How do you win?"

The tall man shrugged and smiled, his dark eyes sparkling.

"Sometimes simply playing a game," he said, "is victory enough."

The tall man drew a black bag from his pocket and held it out to his guests. Each stepped up to draw from it one at a time.

When the lights went out, plunging the drawing room into darkness, everyone gasped. Ron took a step, bumped into someone, called out "Smee!" and then heard a cry of "Smee!" from across the room. He tried to follow the voice, but bumped into a wall. Ron threw his hands out, seeking some orientation, and found a doorway, which he walked through.

The doorway led into what seemed to be a long hallway. Ron put his hands out to either side, moving back and forth from wall to wall. There were no additional doors, just a passage that led straight ahead through Stygian darkness. Ron followed his feet, hands in front of his face.

"Fuck!" he called out when his feet struck an unexpected obstacle. He stepped backward, then advanced until his feet were stopped again. The obstacle felt soft but heavy, immovable but yielding. Was there a person sitting on the floor in the darkness?

"Smee?" he whispered, quietly. There was no answer.

He shuffled his feet forward; the soft but unyielding shape was still in his way.

"Smee!" he called, much louder.

No response.

Ron dropped to his knees and slid along the floor until he came into contact with the object that had blocked his passage. Hands out, he felt an arm, a shoulder, a head. He ran his fingers through shoulder length hair, and then let his hands slide down along a clearly feminine shape, sitting against a wall in perfect darkness.

"Smee?" Ron whispered again.

Still no response.

Ron sighed and sat down beside whoever it was. Clearly, if he understood the rules correctly, he had located the person who had pulled the black dot from the strange tall man's bag; whether that meant he was winning or losing was unclear.

"Hey," he whispered, his hip against the hip of the person seated in the darkness. "I guess we're stuck here for a while, huh?"

No answer. Though it was pitch black, Ron was pretty sure he was seated next to Mia: small shape, shoulder-length hair, a smooth, short dress, the figure beside him matched no one else in the group. And Mia, normally a delightful little rebel, was suddenly a stickler for the rules. Ron sighed and settled back against the wall beside her.

Ron listened to Mia's quiet breathing in the total darkness and matched its pace. He fell into reverie, thinking back over his various encounters with Mia. She and Bobby were the first couple they had played with when Gabbie had first broached the subject of trying out a little light swinging a couple of years ago. "Just to spice things up," Gabbie said, "see how other people do it, you know?"

And Mia had certainly shown them a thing or two about how other people do it. She was a little dynamo of lusty energy the first time they got together, matched by an app Gabbie had been playing with for finding other couples interested in some adult playtime. That first encounter was a "soft swap" — no more than kissing between the unmarried parties — but there was nothing "soft" about the pounding Bobby gave Mia once things had warmed up. Mia wasn't shy about demanding what she wanted, and what she wanted most of the time was a thorough fucking and a toe-curling orgasm.

The first time the four of them had progressed to a full swap, Mia rode Ron's cock like a deranged cowgirl, one fist pumping the air while her little ass rose and fell at a furious pace. All Ron could do was lie back and enjoy the feeling of her slippery channel sliding up and down his cock while listening to the more gentle, measured tones of Bobby making love to Gabbie.

Just a month or so ago, after Gabbie was knocked out of commission by a spoiled batch of potato salad, Mia had arranged for an outdoor gangbang at her house. Ron had brought Gabbie's cousin's son along, and Mia had insisted on giving the young man an experience he would never forget. There was definitely nothing shy about Mia when it came to sex.

Which was why Ron was surprised to find himself still fully clothed after sitting next to her in the dark after several minutes. Mia wasn't one to miss an opportunity for a little hanky panky.

Maybe she was waiting for him to make the first move? Ron let his fingers brush against Mia's thigh, encountering the smooth fabric of her skirt. He slowly bunched the material in his hand and started to slide a hand toward bare skin, but Mia pulled away and pushed his hand back.

Ron sighed and settled against the wall. Thinking about past romps with Mia had roused his desires, and he felt his cock stiffening inside his loose pirate trousers. He shifted to give it a little room to breathe, and it rose slowly against his thigh.

With the darkness enveloping him, Ron felt his sense of hearing heightened. He heard movement from the next room — one of the other players shuffling around in the darkness? It was against the rules to call out, but he wanted desperately to yell, "In here! Come sit with us!"

He tried getting Mia's attention again, reaching a hand across to rest on her knee. She brushed him back again, but her fingers lingered on the back of his hand and plucked at the loose fabric of his trousers before returning to her lap. That seemed slightly promising, at least, but still far too demure for Mia.

Mia was usually a nudist, unable to keep her clothes on for more than a few minutes when they got together. When she and Bobby came over to Ron and Gabbie's place, she normally left her clothes in a pile by the front door — there was no unwrapping her hidden charms for Mia. The thought of her pert little tits, her wonderfully tight and round ass, her smooth belly that begged to be licked on the way down toward her trimmed treasure box, made Ron's cock bounce inside his pirate costume.

He reached across again, and Mia's hand intercepted his in the air, pushing it back with surprising strength. But instead of retreating, her hand landed on Ron's lap, an inch or so from his swelling shaft, and rested lightly. That was better, he thought. He shifted his thigh, moving a little closer; Mia ran her fingers in a circle on his leg.

Mia was typically as fast to get to the action as she was to get undressed — foreplay wasn't her strong suit, though she was a killer at after play, happy to take as much time as needed to rouse a satisfied cock from slumber. Normally she would have had Ron's cock halfway down her throat by now, if she wasn't riding him into oblivion; this teasing game was very much out of character.

Ron reached across again, and Mia pushed him back again, but now the hand on his thigh was gently leaning into his erection, fingers dancing softly on his leg. Ron willed her fingers to dance closer to his cock; he closed his eyes, feeling his penis strain against the fabric of his trousers.

Finally, her hand moved over his shaft, sliding from base to head before returning to its resting place on his thigh. Ron let out a long sigh. His cock raged inside his trousers.

Mia's fingers tugged at the fabric again, and Ron realized she was looking for a fly. But there was no fly on his pirate costume, just a flat front of loose fabric. Her hand wrapped around his shaft, sliding the smooth fabric along his length, but he wanted to feel skin on skin. She brought her hand up to his waist and tugged at his belt.

Ron quickly unbuckled the belt and lifted his ass off the floor so he could tug the trousers down. His cock sprang free, and he rested his bare ass on the wooden floor, the legs of his trousers bunched around his knees.

Mia's fingers explored Ron's belly, tickling their way toward his crotch, tugging at his pubic hair, circling the base of his shaft. Her fingertips grazed his balls, and he felt them tighten. He reached for Mia's thigh again, and she repelled his advances.

Ron's cock throbbed with need while Mia teased her way around his balls and then let one slender finger slide from base to tip along the sensitive underside of his shaft. The finger made its return course along the top of his cock, then came to rest by hooking around the base, joined by her thumb in the loosest of circles.

When the loose circle of finger and thumb slid slowly up the length of his cock, Ron let out a quiet moan. Mia pressed a finger of the other hand against his lips, leaning over him so her breasts brushed his arm. Ron reached out for her, but she quickly returned to her seat beside him.

Her finger and thumb moved up and down his length, barely touching Ron's sensitive skin. He felt pinprick sensations up and down his spine, and his scalp tingled. Mia's touch tonight was unusually gentle — normally she liked to grab a cock with both hands and crank it with gusto, daring the target of her attention to hold back his release while she pumped. Gabbie, on the other hand, liked a little teasing; maybe Mia was trying out some tricks she'd learned from watching Gabbie?

But no, the trick she pulled next was definitely not one that was in Gabbie's repertoire, though he was certainly going to suggest it the next time he had an opportunity. With a slight twist of her wrist, Mia drew her finger and thumb up until they rested on the ridge of his glans, and then she brought the fingers of the other hand to the tip, where they did a slow and stately dance on the smooth, spongy head. She gently tightened the grip of her encircling fingers and brought his cock back so it pointed at his chest and let the dancing fingers explore up and down his shaft and over his head.

Ron's breath was shallow now, almost panting, and he could feel his balls tightening. Mia's fingers danced faster, making his cock tingle and twitch. He felt the spunk rising in his balls, gathering force for an eruption.

"Oh fuck, Mia," Ron gasped. Her dancing fingers shot up to his lips again, pressing hard. He closed his eyes and concentrated on holding his climax at bay; her fingers returned to their tantalizing dance, moving quickly up and down his shaft with the lightest of touches.

Ron balled his fists against his thighs and lifted his ass off the floor. When he came, he saw lights flashing behind his tightly closed eyelids, and felt tingling up and down his spine. His toes curled inside his shoes, and he let out a long, low sigh as hot jizz splashed against his bare legs. Electric tingles coursed through his body and he shuddered at the rush of sensation.

"Oh fuck, Mia," he gasped again; she leaned across him and pressed her cool, dry lips to his mouth and then sat again, one finger gently circling his shaft, spreading the cum that dribbled from the head along its length.

He was still sitting with his back against the wall, trouser legs around his knees, half dozing in post-climactic bliss, when he heard Gabbie's voice calling from an adjacent room: "Ron? Mia? Michael? Where did you guys disappear to?"

Ron shook his head and coughed to clear his throat.

"We're in here, baby," he called. "Is the game over?"

The door flew open and, with a click, light flooded the room. Ron shielded his eyes from the sudden glare. He looked across a dusty space filled with sheet-covered furniture to see Gabbie, Bobby, and Heather standing in the doorway. He scrambled to pull his trousers up while Gabbie giggled.

"So while we're wandering around this place looking for you," Gabbie said, her hands on her hips, "you're sitting in here having a nice little wank?"

"No!" Ron said, feeling his face burning. "No, I was — Mia was — "

He glanced over at Mia, but she wasn't there; the dust on the floor beside him seemed completely undisturbed. Ron put his hand out where Mia had been sitting only moments before and felt only air.

"Put that thing away," Gabbie said, waving toward Ron's wilting cock, "and help us find Mia and Michael; I want to get out of this place."


Chapter three
Ghost Train


When the lights in the drawing room went off, Gabbie ducked through the closest doorway, clutching the slip of paper with the heavy black dot that she had pulled from the tall man's bag. He hadn't explained how to win the game, but she was determined to at least make the game as challenging for the others as possible.

The door led to a long hall lit by a single sconce at the end, with a half dozen closed doors along the inside wall and tall windows on the outside. It was dark outside, the moon obscured by fog, turning the windows into mirrors. Gabbie caught glimpses of her reflection as she made her way down the hallway, giving her the uneasy sensation of being followed.

The first two doors she tried were locked. The third swung open with a squeak, revealing a narrow flight of stairs leading up. Gabbie threw a glance over her shoulder, catching her reflection looking back, then hurried up the stairs, closing the door behind her.

A dim, uncovered lightbulb at the top of the stairs cast long, distorted shadows. Gabbie stopped on the landing and looked up and down the dark hallway before deciding to turn left, toward a dim yellow light in a window at the far end. She strained her ears, listening for footsteps, laughter, any sign that the others were approaching, but the only sounds were the quiet groan of the floorboards under her feet and a wind-blown branch tapping an off-tempo rhythm against the window.

There were more doors along this hallway, and Gabbie tried three, finding them locked. The fourth knob, though, turned with a creak, and she slowly pushed the door open, squinting around the edge into a shadowy room.

It appeared to be a small bedroom, with a narrow bed at one end, a wardrobe at the other, and a small armchair tucked into a corner. Probably the maid's quarters, she thought, from the mansion's halcyon days; it was a cozy little space. A single covered lamp glowed on a simple wooden nightstand beside the bed, casting long shadows across the floor.

Long yellow drapes covered the window between the bed and wardrobe, brushing against the dusty floor. Gabbie approached them cautiously — they hung still and heavy, but an image of someone lurking behind them, holding his breath and waiting to leap out, sent a shiver down Gabbie's spine. She grabbed the heavy fabric in both hands, feet poised to flee, and pulled drapes apart.

There was nothing behind them, of course, except the wavy glass of an old windowpane. The dim light made the glass mirror-like, and she saw her own face superimposed over a vision of dim trees clustered on the slopes of a hill behind the house and the shadowy shape of the bedroom's door. It was a disorienting, dizzying mix of shapes and shadows. Gabbie reached out a finger to touch the cool glass, and slid it down along the dusty frame to the sill. No one had cleaned this room in a long time, at least not thoroughly; it seemed that years of grime — decades, perhaps — had accumulated behind the curtains.

Gabbie was about to turn away from the window when she heard movement outside the room. The doorknob rattled, and she held her breath. The game was afoot ... but she was still unclear about the rules for winning. Did she want to be found or not? Did she need to lure the others like hapless victims into her web, or hide and let them stumble around this old house in vain?

She decided to hide, at least for a few minutes, and see how this first encounter played out. Gabbie ducked behind the yellow curtains, standing on her toes as close to the window as she could to make her feet less visible, and held her breath.

The doorknob squealed and clicked, and the door swung open with a creak, then slammed shut. Gabbie could hear someone shuffling around the room — heavy footfalls, so probably one of the guys, but she wasn't sure if it was Ron, Bobby, or Michael. Ron had been wearing boots with his pirate costume, and Bobby sneakers with his scrubs; she wasn't sure what Michael had been wearing with his mummy bandages.

The bed groaned under someone's weight, and at the same time the wardrobe door squeaked — so there were two people in the room. Gabbie listened hard, trying to tell them apart by their sounds. She wanted to peek out through the gap in the curtain, but she didn't want to draw attention to herself: so far, it seemed, no one had noticed her. A sly smile crossed her lips; maybe winning meant not being found until everyone tired of the chase?

It was impossible to see through the heavy fabric of the curtains, but the yellow light on the nightstand cast shadows that she could see moving across the floor at her feet. Based on the movements of the shadows and the sounds of shuffling feet, Gabbie knew that they were making a circuit of the room, checking under the bed and in the wardrobe, and it was only a matter of time before they drew back the drapes and found her. Her heart raced and her smile grew broader, waiting for the cry of "Smee!" which she intended to answer with a smirk and a wink.

And then the light went out, plunging the room into darkness, and Gabbie cried out in surprise.

She immediately snapped her palm against her mouth, but it was too late: any chance she had of staying hidden now was surely lost. Her heart pounded so hard that she heard only the blood rushing in her ears, though surely she should be hearing footsteps approaching her hiding place. A heady mix of fear and arousal coursed through Gabbie's veins, making her body hum with anticipation.

A pair of hands suddenly grabbed her shoulders through the drapes, and Gabbie let out a shriek. Then she remembered that she was supposed to stay silent, and took a deep breath, quivering within the grip of ten firm fingers that squeezed her arms tightly. She waited for the owner of the fingers to declare himself with a querying, "Smee?", but the person on the other side of the curtain was silent.

Gabbie was about to whisper, "Don't you remember the rules?", when she felt another pair of hands through the curtain, these attached to arms that encircled her waist and pulled against a tall, broad-chested body.

That's Bobby for sure, Gabbie thought, as she relaxed into a familiar embrace. She had been held like this many times by Bobby in the years that she and Ron had been playing with him and Mia. Bobby was a good lay, but he was also a good cuddle, and lying in his arms after a vigorous romp was one of the great rewards of their lifestyle.

The hands on her shoulders turned her so she faced the window, while Bobby pressed against her, his hands sliding the curtain's rough, heavy fabric against her bare belly. Gabbie sighed and tilted her head back; the drapes stretched between her mouth and Bobby's, and she sneezed sharply at the dust and then giggled when Bobby's fingers pulled the curtain aside so they could run over her bare skin.

Then she felt the other hands sliding down her back and over her ass, tugging at her short black skirt. Gabbie pushed her hips back and sighed when the hands ran over the generous curves of her hips and buttocks, fingers pushing and pinching at the soft flesh under her skirt. Ron, she thought, I'm certain those are Ron's fingers.

More than once, Ron and Bobby had joined forces to bring Gabbie to heights of pleasure. She liked their contrasting styles: Bobby tended to be slow and gentle, building her desires with delicate fingertips brushing her skin and butterfly kisses that barely grazed the sensitive nerves of her throat and breasts. Ron, meanwhile, was urgent and insistent, especially when there was another man touching his wife. His touches were firm, and his teeth often scraped and nipped her skin when he applied his mouth to her.

As he was doing right now ... She felt hands push her skirt up above her thighs, and then lips nibbling at the backs of her legs. A tongue flicked against the ticklish spot behind her knee, and she flinched but stayed silent; they might not be following the rules, but she was going to play her part.

The fingers on her belly skittered up and found the loose knot holding her shirt tied beneath her breasts. They fumbled for a moment, then tugged and let the tails of the shirt come apart. Gabbie let out a gasp when the hands pulled the shirt open and cupped her breasts; her nipples stiffened against his palms, and she arched her back.

While one pair of hands fondled and stroked her breasts, drawing her nipples out to hard points, the other pair reached under her skirt and found the waistband of her panties. Just like Ron to cut right to the chase, Gabbie thought, as he gave a firm tug and pulled them down around her ankles. Gabbie lifted a foot so he could pull them free of one leg, and kept that foot lifted, knee against the windowsill, when she felt a hand slide up her thigh and brush against her sensitive labia.

"Oh fuck," she gasped when a finger parted her lips and traced a long line toward her clit. Bobby's hand slid over her mouth and pulled her head back while Ron's fingers explored her folds, drawing moisture from her core.

Gabbie reached a hand behind her, feeling for Bobby through the drapes. She found his solid belly and slid along the rough fabric toward his waist. Where she expected to encounter the loose-fitting scrubs he was wearing in the van, she found instead a raging erection on the other side of the fabric — he was already naked, and ready for action. She wrapped the material around his cock and stroked while his hands squeezed her tits.

Ron's fingers, meanwhile, were replaced by his tongue. He probed her depths, his tongue swirling around her clit and then pushing inside her channel. She felt his teeth through his lips, pressing into her folds while his tongue explored; Gabbie squeezed Bobby's cock harder and leaned her head against the cool glass of the windowpane.

Gabbie was reminded of her occasional Freeuse Fridays. Once a month or so, she liked to hang a lockbox with a key on the door, put a bowl of condoms on the table in the foyer, and send out the word to her circle of playmates that she was open for business. Friends and neighbors stopped by, singly or in pairs, sometimes even a trio, to distract her while she went about her chores and daily tasks. Bobby always paid a visit, and Michael, too. Once, quite memorably, Mia had dropped by and sat in the kitchen sipping coffee and chatting while Gabbie was getting railed by her neighbor Evan. And then Mia had borrowed Gabbie's strap-on for a little railing of her own; she was surprised at the vigor the little minx applied to fucking her, slamming her hips against Gabbie's ass until she had to beg for a rest.

She was not at all surprised by Ron's vigor, though. After tonguing her to a twitching state of arousal, his kissed his way up her ass to her back and her neck and suddenly he was inside her — no knocking at the door for him, his cock barged right inside for a delightfully bold, "Honey, I'm home!"

Gabbie wondered if Ron and Bobby had known somehow that she was hiding in this room, and had planned all along to have their way with her here, already stripped and hard with anticipation. She hadn't heard them speak at all; had they disrobed even before entering the room? Had they been roaming the halls of the Mauquon Mansion like a pair of horny ghosts, erections bouncing in front of them as they sought their prey?

While Ron slammed against her, hands squeezing her ass, Bobby pulled the curtain aside and brought his lips to her left nipple and sucked. An electric jolt shot through her, and she started to moan as she felt her belly tighten. Bobby's hand pressed into her mouth, and she bit down on on his thumb.

Ron's thrusting cock and Bobby's sucking lips were too much for Gabbie to resist. She pushed back against Ron and forward against Bobby, suspended in ecstasy between them, and roared against Bobby's hand as her climax shook her body. Her heart pounded and her legs quivered.

Suddenly Ron's cock slipped free of her pussy, and she gasped, reaching behind her to coax him back — she was sure that she could climb that peak again with a few more vigorous thrusts from her husband. But Ron was beside her now, turning her so her back was to the window, and Ron and Bobby lifted her off her feet and held her on the narrow windowsill, legs wide.

Bobby stood between her legs while Ron stood beside her, hands steadying her on her precarious perch. The drape fell behind Bobby, covering all three of them as though in a cocoon. Outside, the moon still hid behind fog and mist, so only enough light filtered through the window for Gabbie to make out the dark shapes of her lovers.

What she couldn't see, though, she could definitely feel. Bobby moved closer, the head of his cock pushing along her slit and teasing her clit, while his hands sought her breasts. She reached her hands out for Bobby, but Ron caught them and held them over her head, his mouth nuzzling at her throat, his tongue drawing circles on her tingling skin. Gabbie groaned and turned her face toward him.

Bobby pulled back, and suddenly his cock was pushing into her channel. Gabbie arched her back against the cold, smooth glass and wrapped her legs around Bobby's waist. He moved in and out of her with long, unhurried strokes; Gabbie's heels bounced against his ass while he fucked her. Her lovers shared her breasts, fingers and mouths moving in arousing patterns across her nipples. She felt another orgasm gathering like a storm swirling in the sky on a humid summer afternoon.

When a finger — two fingers? whose fingers? — brushed her clit, the storm broke with a raging fury and Gabbie cried out, her wail muffled by the heavy drapes that surrounded them. She bucked against Bobby, almost losing her balance against the windowsill; only Ron's strong hands on her leg and ass kept her perilously seated. Her knuckles rapped against the glass as she shook through her climax.

When her shaking subsided, Bobby slipped free, pulling back against the fabric that draped over them. Ron stroked her back and breasts as he guided her to her unsteady feet; her knees buckled, and she dropped to the dusty floor. Gabbie reached out, seeking Ron and Bobby — she imagined taking their cocks into her mouth in turn, she was famished for their silky texture and wanted to feast on them — but her hands grasped only the rough curtains.

She blinked in the darkness, disoriented; the last tingles of her orgasm were fading away, leaving behind — emptiness? fear? Gabbie suddenly felt a chill that made her shiver almost as hard as her climax.

"Gabbie?" she heard a voice — Bobby's? — call from behind the room's closed door. "Mia? Ron? Where are you guys? We've got to get out of here!"


Chapter four
Whose Hand? Whose Mouth?


Heather tried the second door on the long hallway; the knob turned with a groan, and the hinges complained, but it opened easily enough. She slipped inside a dark room, fumbling along the wall for a switch. When she bumped into a table, she let out a gasp, and her hands caught a lamp just as it was tipping over. Her fingers found a switch and gave it a twist.

The little table lamp threw out dim light, but it was enough for Heather to see that she was in a well-appointed bedroom. A four-poster bed, purple curtains drawn around it, stood on the other side of the room, with an ornate side table beside it. A wardrobe with a gilded mirror stood opposite the bed, reflecting the feeble light and throwing shadows on the vine-and-flower-papered walls. She walked quietly around the room, looking up at portraits hanging on the wall of men and women in formal dress from a previous century, and at a landscape painting of a covered bridge — maybe the same bridge, now dilapidated and threatening to collapse, that they had crossed to get here? — hanging above a cold brick fireplace. Heather imagined herself an archeologist, like the one whose costume she wore, stumbling upon a hidden chamber, seeking to decipher the secrets of the people who had left this place.

She had been wandering up and down the halls for what felt like ages, stumbling around in the dark, surprised not to have bumped into any of her friends. Going into the rooms — there were so many doors! — had seemed intrusive to her, somehow an invasion of the house's privacy; why else would all the doors she passed be closed, except to bar entry to the uninvited? But then she reckoned the others must be going into the rooms, otherwise she'd have passed them in the corridors.

No one seemed to have entered this bedroom, though — it had a still and undisturbed quality, as though it hadn't been entered in ages. But it also had an anticipatory air: Heather felt as if something was waiting, something lonely, and tingles ran up and down her spine. She turned back toward the door, suddenly anxious to leave this room behind, when she heard the knob jiggle.

"Shit," she whispered, looking for a place to hide. She caught sight of the four-poster bed with its drawn curtain and hurried toward it.

Before she could pull back the curtain, though, the door swung open and someone stepped into the room. Heather let out a little cry, which was answered by a call of "Smee?"

Heather laughed with relief when she saw Bobby standing in the doorway in his green scrubs, stethoscope dangling around his neck.

"Smee!" she replied, crossing the room to throw her arms around him and plant a kiss on his cheek. "I'm so glad to see you, I was afraid everyone had abandoned me in this spooky old place!"

"You're the first person I've seen since the lights went out," Bobby said, putting his arms around her waist and returning her kiss.

"Where do you think everyone else is?" Heather asked, resting her head on Bobby's chest. Her pith helmet slipped on her head, and Bobby lifted it off, letting the auburn hair that was piled inside fall to her shoulders, glimmering in the dim light. He ran his hand through her hair, and she shivered against him. "Did something ... get them?"

"They probably found whoever's 'it'," Bobby said, "and they're all fooling around in some dark room without us."

"Do you really think they'd start without us?" Heather asked. She slid her hands down Bobby's back and past his waist, fingers resting gently on the swell of his ass. "That would be rude."

"Our friends can be a bit rude," said Bobby. He pulled Heather a little closer.

"Maybe we should go find them," Heather whispered. She kissed Bobby's collarbone, letting her tongue flick out for a quick taste of his skin. "Otherwise they might think we're rude."

"We certainly wouldn't want that."

Bobby hooked his thumbs in the belt loops on Heather's shorts so he could bring her tight against him. She felt the pulse of his cock against her groin. The waist band of Bobby's scrubs offered little resistance to her fingers, which slipped inside and slid over his ass; she let out a happy gasp when her fingers grazed bare skin.

"Doctors go commando?" she asked, giving his ass a pinch.

"It seemed more efficient when I was getting ready," he said.

"I think we should take advantage of your foresight," Heather said, giving his scrubs a firm tug, "before we resume our search."

Bobby's cock sprang out into the air, but it didn't stay exposed long; Heather wrapped her long fingers around the shaft and gave it a gentle squeeze.

"I suppose we've got time for a little examination," Bobby said. He leaned down to kiss Heather's lips and began moving her gently toward the curtain-shrouded bed. "Won't you step behind the screen for a moment?"

Bobby pulled the heavy velvet curtains aside, revealing a brocaded bedspread and a pile of pillows. Perhaps owing to the drapes surrounding it, the bed wasn't dusty like the rest of the room — indeed, it looked like it had just been made up, the crimson fabric stretched smooth and the pillows invitingly soft. Giggling, Heather fell back on the bed, pulling Bobby down with her.

"So, doctor," Heather whispered into Bobby's ear. "I've got this problem ..."

"Do tell."

She pushed her hands under his shirt, feeling bare skin, and gently scraped her fingernails along his back.

"I have this terrible itch that just won't go away," she said. Bobby's cock nestled against her belly and his hands worked up and down her sides, tugging her shirt loose and starting to work the buttons open.

"That sounds terrible," Bobby said, nibbling at her throat. "Have you tried applying any ointments to it?"

"Well, I would, but my fingers just don't reach," she said.

"Hmmm ... you seem to have relatively long fingers ..."

"Not long enough, I guess. I think the application needs to be done with something ... longer ..."

She slid her hands over his bare ass, then brought one between them to slide a finger along his shaft. His cock pulsed at her touch, and she shifted her hips so he slid a little lower.

"Well, I'll have to see if I have the right tool for the job," Bobby said.

"Oh, I think you do," said Heather. When his hands fumbled for the button of her shorts, she helped to guide his fingers, and lifted her ass so he could tug them over her hips.

"Archeologists go commando, too?" Bobby said. Heather could hear the smile in his voice as his hand brushed over the soft auburn hair on her mound.

"I'd rather spend time unwrapping my mummy than unwrapping myself," she said. Bobby nipped at her throat while he pulled her shorts past her knees; with a kick she let them drop to the floor, then wrapped her legs around his waist.

"So tell me more about this itch," Bobby said, sliding down her body. He finished unbuttoning her shirt and pulled it open so he could fondle her breasts, tweaking her stiff nipples between his fingers and thumb and lifting the soft flesh against his palms. Heather lifted her shoulders so he could slip the shirt down her back and off her arms, letting it fall crumpled on the floor beside her shorts.

"It's just dreadful," she said, pushing her mound against his chest as he slid lower. She pulled herself further up on the bed, holding her thighs apart. "Sometimes the tingling is more than I can bear, and I try to reach it with my fingers, but it's just too deep ..."

"Maybe you should show me how you do that."

"I suppose I can do that."

When Bobby settled his face against her thigh, Heather slid a finger through her tangled thatch and along her coral lips. She could imagine the dew rising from her depths and glittering in the dim light cast by the lamp, and she closed her eyes. When her finger grazed her clit, an electric buzz shot through her, and she let out a quiet moan. She could feel Bobby's warm breath against her folds.

"I see the problem here," Bobby said. "We need to work on opening you up so I can reach the spot that's giving you distress."

"And how will you do that?" Heather asked.

"I have my ways," Bobby said.

Heather gasped when Bobby's tongue followed the path her finger had blazed, warm and supple between her folds and then strong and agile in its dance around her clit. Bobby's hands slid up her belly, to her breasts, then back down to her ass and raised her to his mouth so he could feast. She moaned and stretched her arms over her head as Bobby's mouth and hands worked wonders on her body.

Heather and Michael had been playing with Gabbie's group for a few months, ever since she became obsessed with that swingers' lifestyle documentary and prodded Michael with suggestions until he surprised her with an invitation to Gabbie's Easter party. Ever since throwing themselves into this world of erotic adventure, Heather had been getting used to a range of sensations that were entirely new; one that she especially liked was being touched and tickled and licked all over by a whole host of unseen hands and mouths while she lay back with her eyes closed and absorbed the feelings. She did that now, slipping into the reverie of contact, eyes closed and arms spread wide.

But then she realized she wasn't stretched out on the cushions in Gabbie's playroom, consumed by a crowd of lovers; she was lying on a strange bed in an even stranger house, and only Bobby was there to arouse her. And Bobby had only two hands, so how were they fondling her breasts and stroking her ass and tickling her thighs ...

"Where are your hands?" Heather gasped, eyes fluttering open.

Bobby lifted his mouth from its voracious work, his lips and chin gleaming in the dim light. Heather felt the sensation of being touched everywhere all at once fade abruptly.

"Where do you want them?" Bobby asked.

"Everywhere," Heather said with a sigh, lying back down.

And as directed, Bobby's hands resumed their touches, pinches, tickles, and strokes, raising tingling sensations all over her body, while his mouth licked and sucked at her core. It was probably because of the dim light, she thought, and the strange setting, that her brain had misinterpreted Bobby's touches. There were only two hands at work, easily accounted for, pinching her nipples and then squeezing her thighs, until suddenly she was certain that a hand was stroking her head and teasing her neck and she let out another gasp.

"Did you touch my hair?" Heather asked, scooting further into the shadows cast by the curtains around the bed.

"What?" Bobby asked, sitting up between her legs. "I ... do you want me to?"

"Yes," Heather said, "yes, I want you to fuck me hard and pull my hair."

She rolled onto her belly and lifted her ass toward Bobby. A change in position, she reasoned, would put an end to the strange sensations.

"Well, let me see if I can find that itch," Bobby said, putting his hands on her hips and lifting her higher.

"Oh," she gasped when the head of his cock parted her lips, "oh, yes, I think you're getting close to it."

Bobby slipped a little deeper with each shallow thrust. Heather stretched forward, feeling the smooth fabric and rippling brocaded flowers of the quilt against her belly. Bobby's lips moved up and down her back, kissing from shoulders to ass and back again; how he was stretching himself to fuck her and kiss her at the same time, she wasn't sure, but the sensation was so delicious that she didn't care.

He tangled his fingers in her hair and tugged while his hips slapped harder against Heather's ass. His cock head slid over an especially tingly, itchy spot in her channel, making her sigh; oh yes, the doctor was finding exactly the spot. She lifted her head and arched her back, and Bobby pounded harder, both hands pulling her hair like they were the reins on a surging horse.

Both hands in her hair, yet somehow he was fondling her breasts? He pinched her nipples, drawing them out to hard and tingling points, and he slapped her ass, sending a sharp sting through her flesh that mingled deliciously with the pleasure. A finger grazed her clit, and Heather groaned at the buzz her rigid nub emitted. Somehow Bobby was a hundred-handed god of fucking, stimulating every inch of her body inside and out, keeping a steady, driving rhythm behind her while stroking her nerves to a raw state of excitement. A great wave of passion was pressing against the dam of her belly, ready to burst through at any moment.

When, impossibly but delightfully, she felt a tongue flick across her nipple and trace a wet line down her belly, Heather let the wave crash through all of her barriers. She howled in ecstasy, head thrown back and legs shivering, feet beating against the bed, every nerve singing with release. Bobby slammed unrelentingly against her, driving his cock into her depths, while she shook through her climax.

"Oh fuck, Bobby," Heather sighed when she could breathe again. "How did you do that?"

"Do what?" he asked. He was still fucking her, but slowly, gently, his fingernails scraping lightly down her bare, sweat-slick back. She pushed back against him, feeling the wave slipping back out to sea but gathering for another surge — not a tsunami again, but a gentle rolling tide of bliss.

"With your hands," she said, stretching her arms in front of her, breasts against the bed, "and your mouth, and your cock ..."

Bobby increased his pace again, still gentle but more insistent, and Heather groaned. The tingling touch of fingers returned, dancing over her skin, drenching her brain in bliss.

When a tongue traced a warm circle over lips and delicate fingers pushed her hair back from her face, Heather let out a cry of blended pleasure and terror, crying out, "Whose mouth? Whose mouth?" as her climax surged.


Chapter five
The Hook


When the lights went off, Mia didn't hesitate for a heartbeat: she grabbed Michael by the arm and pulled him toward the exit, reaching up to put her hand over his mouth. When she had him out in the foyer, she stood on her toes — he was such a tall mummy! — and replaced the hand over his mouth with her lips.

Michael returned her kiss, winding his fingers through her hair, then stepped back.

"What are you doing?" he whispered.

"Kissing you, silly," Mia said, going back up on her toes and licking a line from his chin to his lips. Michael put his hands around her waist and pulled her close; Mia felt his cock stiffening under his costume of long underwear and white gauze.

"What about the others?" Michael asked.

"I'll kiss them, too," Mia said, "but later."

"But what about the game?"

"I've got a better game in mind — I want to finish what we were doing in the van."

Mia reached her hand between his legs and squeezed. That was all the convincing Michael needed.

The driver's side door of the van was locked, but the back door wasn't. Michael yanked it open and boosted Mia inside. She scrambled across the floor while Michael climbed in after her and closed the door behind him.

"Rumor has it," Mia panted as she lifted her ass off the carpeted floor and tugged at her underwear, "that you've got a very talented tongue."

"So I've been told," Michael said. Mia's earlier blowjob had loosened the gauze wrapped around his middle, but the winding strips from his waist up were still mostly intact. He pulled at the strips below his waistband, tearing some in his haste, and yanked at the long underwear underneath. His cock sprang free, gleaming in the dim light.

"I'm going to need you to demonstrate, then," Mia said, tossing her panties behind her and hiking her dress up. She lay back on her elbows, legs spread to expose her glistening cunt. "Miss Kitty needs a kiss."

"I can do that," Michael said.

He gave his cock a pump with his fist, then crawled across the floor and settled himself between Mia's thighs. His fingers slid up her legs and past her trimmed thatch. Mia could see his eyes were fixed on her cunt, and they looked hungry. He blew a puff of air against her, which made her squirm; she bit her lip and pushed her hips forward.

The rumors, it turned out, were at least partially true. Michael did, indeed, have a long, supple, and very talented tongue; he used it to ease Mia's lips apart, lapping at the nectar that drooled from her channel, and then to draw lazy circles around her clit. But it wasn't just his tongue that was talented; his entire mouth was a finely tuned pussy eating machine.

First his lips planted gentle little kisses around her clit, tickling her sensitive nub. Then his teeth gently nipped at her inner thighs, scraped across her glistening labia, and sent shockwaves through her body when they nibbled her stiff button. Michael pulled her close to his face with his hands under her ass, and he began to devour her, making moaning, sighing, humming sounds as he worked his mouth all over Mia's pussy. He drove Mia up and over the peak of climax almost immediately, but he didn't let her rest in post-orgasmic bliss for even a second; he caught her fall from the pinnacle of delight and lifted her even higher, suspending her at unbearable heights on the tip of his tongue.

Back at Easter, when Heather had gone down on her with great gusto, Mia had supposed that she must have taught Michael a thing or two about cunnilingus — her technique was superb, and it looked like Michael's was, too, based on Gabbie's reactions. But now she suspect that it was Michael who brought the talent to bed and had passed some pointers on to his incredibly fortunate wife.

"Fuck fuck FUCK," Mia gasped, pulling strips of gauze from Michael's head while he ate her. She let out a scream when he pushed her to a shivering climax, and pulled his face up by the hair.

"Okay, you've made your point," Mia panted, urging Michael to scramble up her body by tugging at his nectar-slick chin. "I need to change this up or I'm going to pass out."

"Would that be so bad?" Michael asked. He pressed his lips against hers, and she tasted her tangy aroma on him.

"It would be," she said, "because I need to ride you now, and I can't do that unconscious."

Mia pushed at Michael's shoulder, and he rolled over, pulling Mia on top of him. Her feet barely passed his knees when she was stretched to her full length. She nibbled and sucked and licked at his mouth, reveling in the flavor her pussy had left there while he devoured her.

But she felt a raging fire in her belly that she know could be quenched only one way. Mia pushed herself up so she straddled Michael's waist, and took a firm hold of his cock with both hands. She smiled down at him, tossing her head back to swing her black hair out of her eyes.

"You just lie back and let me do the work," Mia said as she lifted her hips and teased Michael's cock head against her clit. Tingling waves of pleasure shivered through her.

"As you demand, Nurse Mia," Michael said. He put his hands on her thighs as she rose up to her knees, aimed his cock, and settled herself on his length with one slow, steady motion.

Mia was so wet that Michael slipped effortlessly inside, and she let out a moan. He filled her completely, the velvety head of his cock brushing against the little bundle of nerves at the front of her channel. She put her hands flat against his gauze-wrapped chest and began to pump firmly.

Mia had found the perfect rhythm to keep her on the verge of climax without sending her over when Michael suddenly squeezed her hips with his hands to slow her movements.

"I think the van is rocking," Michael whispered.

"I should hope so," Mia said, pushing Michael's hands away and holding them above his head. "Because I'm fucking you pretty hard."

"No, seriously," Michael said, pulling his hands free and putting them on her hips again. "I think there's someone out there."

Mia felt his erection flagging, and she sighed and lifted her hips so his cock slipped free.

"Fine," she said, "I'll go check. But you get that dick back to full staff so you can finish me off or you're going to have a very angry nurse on your hands."

"Wait, I can ..."

Mia leaned down to plant a kiss on his lips.

"I've got this," she said. "And I'll be right back."

She swung herself onto her knees and pulled her dress down with a wiggle of her hips, then crawled over to the back door. The latch was stiff, but after a few firm pulls, it gave way and she swung the door open.

Mia poked her head out and looked around; the fog from earlier in the night had cleared, and the moon illuminated the gravel driveway. She hopped down to the ground and started around toward the driver's side.

The mansion loomed darkly above her, seeming larger and emptier than when they had arrived. It was strange, she thought, that the Mauquon Mansion of Terror would go to the trouble of printing up flyers to distribute all over the area, and even pay for radio spots that she'd caught in the last few days of September, but had no signs on the property itself. She'd been so busy sucking Michael's cock when they arrived, it hadn't registered with her just how quiet and empty it was — shouldn't a haunted house be hopping the week before Halloween?

A cool breeze blew up from the river, and Mia shivered, hugging her arms around her torso. A skimpy nurse's costume was no match for the chilly night. It was plenty warm in the van, especially with Michael the Mummy's body heat, but maybe they ought to slip back into the house and find the others. They must still be playing that silly Smee game — she saw only a single, yellow light burning on the top floor of the mansion.

Mia saw nothing unusual on the driver's side of the van. Her ears strained to pick up any sounds, but all she heard was the gentle whistle of the breeze through dry October leaves and the gurgle of the river flowing beneath the covered bridge about fifty feet behind the van. The silence was ominous: Mia liked a good haunted house at Halloween, but in her experience they were almost always loud, the air around them filled with recorded moans and groans, the occasional shriek from a delightfully frightened guest, and good-natured giggling and chatter. The Mauquon Mansion of Terror was bringing a completely different vibe: Mia felt goosebumps rising along her arms, and an icy tingle on the back of her neck.

She spun suddenly on her heel, certain that something had moved behind her, but found only darkness stretching before her. Mia laughed nervously at her jumpiness, and felt her nipples stiffen against the smooth polyester of her costume dress. Gabbie was definitely right about a haunted house visit helping to rev the gang's engines: the wires that handle fear were definitely all tangled up with the wires that handle arousal, at least in Mia's body, and she was getting all sorts of delightfully mixed signals at the moment. Maybe she should just get back in the van with Michael and give its suspension a good workout ...

Mia turned her back to the mansion, and got the pinprick chills again, as if its single yellow light were an eye staring into her soul. She hunched her shoulders and hugged herself tighter, and moved around the front of the van, her feet making scuffling sounds against the gravel. Michael had better be getting that tool back in working order.

The moon fell brighter on the passenger side of the van, making the shadows beneath it that much darker. Mia had a sudden image of hands reaching out from under the van to grasp her ankles and drag her under, and she skittered back a step, peering hard at the darkness behind the wheels. Maybe Michael was right — could there be someone, something, lurking in those shadows, waiting to pounce and devour the lovers in the van? Maybe it had already gotten Michael, and when she opened the door to the van, she would find some hideous, tentacled thing where she was hoping to find Michael's stiff cock instead ...

Mia squatted down and bent her head to look under the van, hands on the gravel. She blinked and stared, but saw only inky blackness. But surely if there was something under the van waiting to lunge, it would already have done so? No, there was nothing; Mia felt a wave of relief, which was almost as refreshing as the wave of climax she intended to ride in just a minute or two.

She inched closer to the van, still low to the ground, ready to spring back at the first sign of a zombie finger or alien appendage. Mia glanced over her shoulder, just in case the monsters were pulling a sneaky flanking move, but saw only the shadowy mansion and its single yellow light. She let out a sigh, and a giggle, and reached out a hand to the passenger door to help herself back to her feet.

And then she screamed, a sharp piercing shriek that started from her toes and roared from her throat, because glistening in the bright moonlight, hanging from the door handle, was a gleaming metal hook.


Chapter six
Tales Told in the Dark


"I'm really sorry about the hook," Ron said. "It must have come off when I was opening the door for Gabbie."

"You'd better be sorry," Mia said. "I've got half a mind to rip your balls off."

And she was certainly in a position to carry out her threat. After a harried flight from the Mauquon Mansion of Terror, costumes askew, faces hot with passion, blood cold with fright, the three couples had retreated to the playroom at Gabbie's house where a frenzy of fucking fueled by fear had settled into a tranquil tangle of sweaty limbs. Mia's face rested against Ron's thigh, her fingers lazily stroking his cock, still slick with Heather's juices.

"What I don't understand," Ron said, "is how you got from the room where you were hiding and out to the van without anyone seeing you leave."

"Hiding? Me?" Mia laughed and propped herself up on her arms. "Ron, I wasn't in that house five minutes after the lights went out — I wanted to shag Michael, not play hide and seek, so I dragged him out the first chance I got."

"What? You weren't 'it'?"

"No, dummy, I was it," Gabbie said. She was resting against Bobby, exhausted from riding him to a toe-curling climax, relaxed now in his gentle embrace. "I found a curtain to hide behind in the dark, but someone sure discovered me. I thought it was you, but it must have been Bobby and Michael."

"Not me," said Michael, looking up from behind Mia, whose pert little ass he had been gently licking, watching his creamy seed trickle from between her legs. "Mia dragged me out to the van to have her way with me."

"And I was giving Heather an examination down the hall," Bobby said. "But she was sure someone else was in there with us, and that's why we left in a hurry."

"Maybe it was that tall, creepy butler?" Mia asked.

"What, with me or with Heather?" Gabbie asked. "There were two for sure with me. Come on, Ron, it had to be you — I know your cock."

"I found Mia ... wait, not Mia?" Ron sat up and looked down at Mia's grinning face. "It sure felt like Mia, but it was dark and she didn't say anything ..."

"That's not like me," Mia said, giving Ron's cock a stroke. It stiffened between her fingers despite its earlier exertions, and she ran her tongue over the slippery head. "I'm very vocal."

"Except when your mouth is full," Gabbie said, leaning over to slap Mia's ass.

"So we were all getting busy," Michael said, sliding up along Mia's back and lifting her leg to hook it over his waist, "but not with who we thought?"

"Seems that way," said Gabbie. She ran her hand down Michael's ass while he slid his cock along Mia's wet pussy. Gabbie gave him an encouraging push, and he slipped inside, making Mia moan around Ron's cock.

"What did you say Heather saw?" Ron asked.

"She didn't see anything," Bobby said, glancing over to where Heather lay curled against his hip, "but she said someone was kissing her while we were in the bedroom, but there's no way it could have been me. It freaked her out, and that's when I came looking for everyone."

"She seems fine now," said Gabbie, reaching over to touch Heather's sleeping face. Strands of her auburn hair were plastered to her forehead with perspiration. Her face, which minutes before had been contorted in pleasure while Ron pounded her while she gasped and bucked, was relaxed now, a calm and blissful pool.

But behind those tight-shut eyelids, Heather's mind churned. She roamed the halls of the Mauquon Mansion, ducking in and out of doors, encountering in the darkness hands and mouths desperate for her flesh. She ran from embrace to embrace, drawn and repulsed at once by the desperate, grasping fingers. Something had come awake — something in the house or something in her, she couldn't be sure — and it was no longer satisfied to walk those halls alone.


Cait's First Gangbang
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Sign up for my newsletter and get a bonus Fox Run Swingers' Story, Cait's First Gangbang!

When opportunity presents itself, Cait seizes the day.

Having Roger join Cait for some fun after cleaning up Gabbie's kitchen was a fine thing indeed, but turning it into a threesome with her husband Gary was even finer. When presented with Bobby and Ron, how could she pass on making a grand morning of it?


About Cornelia Quick
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

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

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

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


The Betwixtmas Switch
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The Betwixtmas Switch

All bets are off the week between Christmas and New Year's in this spicy tale!

Mia and Vanna are on a gals' getaway vacation at Isla de los Secretos, where anything goes all the time; Vanna struggles to maintain her boundaries while Mia goes off the rails.

Meanwhile, back home, Vanna's husband Roger is being introduced to the Fox Run Swingers' Club by Mia's husband Bobby.

There's a little -- actually, a lot -- of everything in this sexy story. The Fox Run Swingers believe that fun is best enjoyed with friends, and they're a very friendly bunch whether they're meeting in twos, threes, fours, or more.


Mia's Patio Playtime
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Mia's Patio Playtime

A bad potato salad leads to a good time at the cookout.

What was supposed to be a run of the mill swap for members of the Fox Run Swingers' Club turns into an exciting new challenge for Mia when Gabbie has to take a rain check and Ron invites some extra guests. Is she up to this ambitious undertaking? And are they?


Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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