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This short story is the fifth and final in a five-part short-form erotica anthology. The series focuses on first time gay male scenarios in the first two episodes, and the last three focus primarily on mmf threesomes, with the development of a further opening relationship in parts four and five. Each episode is available as a single purchase, and the full set of five episodes is also available as a discounted five-part anthology. All characters depicted are entirely fictional, and all are over the age of eighteen. All engage in every act entirely consensually, and none of them are related, either by blood or by marriage. That out of the way, I hope you enjoy! 

Level one initiates in the Red Room.

Those words continued to ring through my mind as our blindfolds came off, and the lights came up.

Everything was happening so fast now. Only hours earlier, Riley, Jess and I were perfectly happy and monogamous with each other in our little three-way relationship that we’d built for ourselves. Maybe monogamy isn’t the right term. Digamy, is that a word? I guess so, spellchecker seemed to like it. I don’t know exactly what it means but it seems to fit. 

Well, anyway. 

In the scant hours that we’d spent here in the city that served as the host for our national championship football game, we’d joined the Liste Noire, an ultra-private, top secret sex club for the super-rich and powerful, and attended our first sex party. There we’d had sex with each other, that blissful three-way lovemaking that we always had with each other now, and we’d enjoyed the sight of other sexy people making love around us. But from there, we’d immediately been offered access to a more intense level of membership. Maybe it was that we were travelling and dealing with the nerves of being new celebrities and having the most important game of our lives directly ahead of us... maybe it was just the intensity of the setting and the lusty vibe of the night... but the three of us had agreed right there on the spot.

Cautious, careful, respectable mature Evan Jones, that guy who I used to be, would have said maybe, sure, we’ll think about it, we’ll talk it over, let me get back to you. The Evan Jones who’d been so certain a few months ago that he was a fine, upstanding traditional heterosexual monogamist, that man wouldn’t have been caught dead in such a place. But this Evan Jones, this current version of me, whoever he was, had simply agreed right there on the spot. In all fairness, so had Jess and Riley. 

Had we made a mistake? I supposed it was probably too late now. We could have gotten out of it, I supposed—our lovely hostess who’d greeted us when we arrived, she had made it quite clear that everything at the Liste Noire was perfectly consensual. But backing out now wasn’t a personal option that I felt okay with, and I very much doubted that Jess or Riley would have been okay with it either. I think we’d pumped each other up, silently goaded the others into saying yes. We all wanted it. We all wanted to see where this was going to go.

The first place it went was blindfolds. 

That door had opened, the one I couldn’t see when we’d first entered the Red Room, and six people had entered. It was three men and three women, all aged somewhere in their twenties and thirties, all in the top one percent of human sexiness. All six were dressed impeccably luxuriously, like celebrities going to an awards show, and all six of them wore masks reminiscent of Ancient Mediterranean gods, lusty and colorful and decadent. The six of them paired off, one man and one woman each, and approached each of the three of us, gently wrapping a blindfold around our eyes and wrapping our hands behind our back in the same, silky felt cloth of which the blindfold was made. Then, without a single word, they led us out the same door through which they had entered, and we were off.

The three pairs who had blindfolded and bound each of us flanked each of us as we walked, one man and one woman each. I suppose I was a bit nervous, completely naked as we were, walking in completely unfamiliar environs... but I was also absurdly turned on by that fact. It was only moments before my cock was ragingly hard again. The woman who was on my left side, I heard her make an appreciative little sound when my erection was back at full-mast. As we walked, she gave me a light stroke, running her pinky finger under the light dampness at the underside of my tip.

We walked for quite a while, though it was difficult to judge precisely how far. It was a huge house, and blindfolded, it was hard to judge distance and time. I was vaguely aware of passing light sources, but other than that, it was our guards’ light touch on my shoulders and bound hands, and the feel of the cool marble under my bare feet. At some point we were outside again, the cool breeze of the night a lovely caress on my naked skin. But then we were back inside, the warmth of the interior suffused with the scent of exotic incense and perfumes. Riley, Jess and I never said a word as they led us across the property; it just seemed like a time when we were supposed to be silent. I knew they were there only from the sound of their own bare footfalls on the stone floor, keeping time with my own.

And then, we were stopped. 

The blindfolds came off. The lights came up. 

It was a new chamber, ovular in shape, even more decadently and opulently furnished than the Red Room had been, though the furnishings were oddly arranged around the chamber’s perimeter, leaving the central area mostly, though not quite entirely open. At its center was not a bed, per se. More appropriate maybe to call it a cushioned dais, pentagonal in shape, raised perhaps only half a foot from the surrounding marble floor, its silky white covering glittery in the harsh lighting above us. At the center of this dais was a circular... table, I supposed? It was about waist-high and quite wide, softly-cushioned at its top, with a row of wrought-iron rings around its base. 
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