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PROLOGUE
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This book is the fifth (and currently last) in the Trailer Park Nights series and they are an on-going story.  For that reason, we recommend that you read the previous books before this one in order to fully understand the relationship of Randy, Linda, Merilee, and their interactions with the surrounding characters. If, however, that is for some reason not possible, we offer this prologue as a brief introduction and explanation of the events leading up to the beginning of this portion of this story.
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Book Four, Chapter Nine


“What the hell have I done?”
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I could not wait until the next week, so I broke the rules and called Linda on Friday. After being lewdly propositioned by someone calling herself the “bitch slut queen” who insisted that I really wanted to talk to her and not Linda, I finally got through to a very sedate and pleasant Linda. She told me that she was off on Wednesday of the coming week and that she would welcome the chance to visit Marianne and Jordan. We talked briefly of our work weeks and of missing each other. She sounded a bit tired, so I did not try to extend the conversation.

****
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With the memories of our past weekend still fresh in my mind, this weekend was a real drag for me. I busied myself by cleaning the place and even going to the coin operated laundry in town. I tended to wear clothes once, then recycle them a second or even third time, but once the clean underwear was gone, I had no choice.

The laundromat was a bit like slow motion dentistry, frightening and painful but necessary. I sat in the noisy, steamy room wishing that the dryer would work faster and flipping through several ancient torn up magazines.  I even started to have seduction fantasies about a large middle-aged woman who busily fed quarters into a row of washing machines. I could picture me whisking her back into the utility room and bending her over a mop sink for a quickie while her numerous loads of wash churned on out front. If Linda had been there, it may have been worth a try, but with my two day growth of beard, recycled clothing, and general lack of personal hygiene I thought it best not to embarrass myself. She did have such a nice big butt.

The rest of the weekend was TV and snooze. Even that reminded me of how much lazy days were better with Linda. If you’re going to snooze, it just works better curled up next to a nice warm woman.

****   
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By Wednesday I was primed and ready. I flew home from work and stopped only long to freshen up and put on some of my new ‘pimp’ clothes before jumping back into the car and speeding off for University City. It was nice to make the trip with some daylight left. The twisty-windy road could be challenging in the daylight and even more so after dark.

I knocked on the door several times before Linda opened it and came out.  She wore a leather coat that extended to her knees and covered whatever she was wearing. I kissed her as I opened the car door and she slid into the seat.

As I got in behind the wheel, I could see her patterned stockings and high leather boots.

The drive to Marianne and Jordan’s was about twenty minutes. As we neared the lake suddenly Linda spoke up.

“You missed the turn. You should have turned back there.”

When I looked around, I realized that she was right.  I turned around and went back, all the while asking myself how would she know where to turn?  I had to know.

“Linda, how did you know where to turn? You’ve never been here before have you?”

She suddenly appeared to be embarrassed. “Actually, Jennifer and I were here on Saturday. Marianne called and invited me to a party and I accepted.  I asked if Jennifer could come, and Marianne invited her too. Marianne gave us directions and we came down after work.”

“Why didn’t you call me? I could have met you there”

“If you had told me that you were there on Thursday, I would have.”

Oh SHIT. How will I get out of THIS one? “I’m sorry honey, it came up at the last minute. I was going to say something after we got there.” She’ll NEVER believe that.

“Why didn’t you tell me when you called on Friday?”

I am SO screwed. “I meant to, but Jennifer distracted me, and then I forgot.”

“Yea right.  Look, if YOU can dance, I can dance, are we clear here?”

She was right, but I still felt stung that she went out without me. Maybe she felt the same way when she found out about me. I better let this subject die.

We pulled into the driveway and parked in the turn around. Jordan met us at the door, kissing Linda and shaking my hand. He took our coats and invited us into the kitchen. Then I got a look at Linda. WHOA.  She wore a really short leather skirt and a see-through blouse with a lacy bra underneath. Linda did not have a lot of cleavage, but what she had was right there to be seen. Combine that with patterned black stockings and high leather boots and she looked HOT.

Marianne was waiting for us in the kitchen and hugged us both. She wore a knee length denim dress that was unbuttoned to the navel.  She obviously wore nothing under it. The two women were complimenting each other about their clothing as we sat down on the high stools. Jordan joined us and poured a glass of wine for each. He sat next to me and surreptitiously slid me one of his marvelous pills.

Marianne invited Linda to tour the house while Jordan and I remained in the kitchen. I had remarked about Marianne’s physical stamina, and he offered an explanation. According to Jordan, the drive to excel had always been as much a part of Marianne as her eye and hair color. They had met in college, and it was ‘lust at first sight’. As with everything else she did, Marianne wanted sex to be the best it could possibly be. She studied the subject extensively and made exercise of her sexual muscles a part of her daily exercise routine. The ‘Kegel squeeze’ was as much of her program as leg lifts and abdominal crunches. Jordan described Marianne as, “being able to squeeze the juice out of a baseball bat with her pussy”. Those exercises had also made her orgasms unusually intense and pleasurable. Jordan told me, “Marianne calls it her reward for hard work and clean living”.

It was about twenty minutes before Linda and Marianne returned. Jordan refilled the glasses and suggested that we go downstairs. Our little parade ended at the ‘playroom’ where Jordan brought out an armful of white bathrobes. I could not keep myself from watching Marianne unbutton her dress the rest of the way and let it drop to the floor. I drank in as much of her beautiful body as I could before she covered it with the robe. Jordan and I also shed our clothes and put on robes, but Linda, for some reason, went to the bathroom to change. I found her sudden modesty surprising.

With drinks in hand, we followed Jordan to a rear deck where he uncovered what looked like a huge steaming bathtub with swirling water.

“This is a ‘hot tub’. They’re very popular in California. Marianne and I enjoy drinking a glass of wine and just soaking at the end of the day. It helps to ease out the day’s tension and we sleep better.”

Linda and I followed Jordan and Marianne into the warm, churning water.  The water was a bit hotter than I prefer and it took a few minutes to become accustomed. Once Linda and I adjusted we found it relaxing just as Jordan had described. It was an odd experience, sitting outdoors in the darkness on an early spring evening when the air cooled rapidly. The air was probably in the mid-forties, but the hot water embraced us like a blanket. It also appeared to make each sip of the cool sweet wine taste better. I laid my head back against the padded rest and closed my eyes. It would not have taken long for me to fall asleep. No wonder Jordan said that they sleep better. That was until I felt another body move around to sit next to me.

I straightened up to find Marianne next to me. Her legs fit against mine and her breasts rubbed against my ribs. Her eyes had that shiny ‘predator’ look and her smile was captivating.

“Do you like this?”

“Oh I LOVE this. I can see why you enjoy it.”

I could feel her hand on my leg.  Across from me I could see Jordan and Linda locked in a kiss.

“The water just soaks all the tension out of me. Depending upon the weather, Jordan and I are out here almost every night. Even in the snow we’re out her.  We might not stay long but we’re out here.”

Her hand started to move up my leg. I could feel her breast pressed against my arm. I put my arm around her and pulled her against me. She pressed her lips to mine. Her lips were soft and yielding and she tasted of the wine. Her wet body molded to mine. I worked my hand between us to capture her breast. My tongue moved into her open mouth. Her hand briefly rubbed my balls before moving to circle my hardening cock. Our faces parted and I looked into her face now so near to mine.

“Your body is so perfect. I can’t help myself but to stare at you.”

“Then don’t fight it, look at me, I like it. I display myself for you.  Having you watch me excites me. Can you feel how hard my nipple is?”

“It’s like a stone, the same way you make my cock.”

“I want to suck your cock, move up onto the edge of the tub.”

I was not going to decline such an offer. I stepped up onto the seat and raised myself up out of the tub, turning around and sitting on the cold edge.  She moved over to me and took my cock in her hand before it disappeared into her mouth. My cock was so warm from the water that her lips actually felt cool.

I closed my eyes to completely absorb the pleasure that her lips and tongue were administering. Her skill was unquestionable, and it left me wanting to grab her head and push myself deeply into mouth. I heard noises nearby and opened my eyes to see Linda giving the same treatment to a happy Jordan who also sat on the edge of the tub. It was the chill of the cold night air against my wet body that nipped away at my enjoyment. I resisted for as long as I could until I heard Jordan say, “Damn, it’s COLD up here. How about we take this inside?”

Marianne and Linda both drew back as Jordan and I slid back into the steaming water. As tempting as it would have been to stay there, a more thrilling adventure awaited us inside. The white bathrobe felt good in the chilled air as we made our way back indoors. The hot water had made me feel relaxed and left my skin sensitive.

Once we were back inside the robes flew into a pile. Linda and Marianne were immediately on the large bed and in each other’s arms while Jordan went to turn on the lights and audio. When the bright lights went off the room was again immersed in swirling light and the sounds of sex.

Jordan sat beside Linda while I went to Marianne. They lay across the bed with tongues and hands busily exploring. Marianne broke away and lay flat on her back and turned Linda the same way.

“OK boys, it’s time for a little tongue tickling from you.” She sat up long enough to get pillows for Linda and her, then stretched out again facing Linda. Jordan and I required no further instruction. We each knelt at the side of the bed, grabbed a girl by the ankles, and pulled her to us until their legs were over our shoulders and our faces were between their legs. The moaning and gasping was like an orchestra as the girls continued kissing and massaging breasts. I think that somewhere in our male minds, Jordan and I were competing to see who would bring ecstasy to a woman first. Caught up in the world of light and sound, the writhing and moaning became more intense until Linda began to grab at Jordan’s head while her body stiffened and shook. I had to concede round one to Jordan, although it was just a few minutes later that my Marianne was frantically jerking and convulsively kicking her heels into my back. It seemed a shame to waste an orgasm that powerful by not being inside of her when it happened. Oh well, I’ll catch the next one.

After a brief pause for a sip of wine and a refill of glasses, the girls were now side by side, face down, with their inviting butts high in the air. The position made for hard and deep thrusts. Now, in addition to the on-going sex sounds, the sound of smacking flesh in stereo echoed through the room.  It was fun to pound for a while, then change partners, and switch back again.  That seemed to be a position that favored Marianne, for this time she was first to sing the song of the angles. I must admit, however, that she was with Jordan when it happened. Jordan 2, me zero. I took out my revenge upon Linda by driving into her hard, deep, and fast until she succumbed with a shattering orgasm. So THERE.

We lay there relaxing in a pile of flesh when Jordan spoke to Marianne.

“Do you think Linda would like to play ‘muffin in the middle’?”

“I’m sure she would, it’s GREAT fun.”

Linda looked confused as Jordan got up, moved from the bed, and over to an open area of the room. There he stood on a chair and lifted out one of the ceiling tiles. As he stepped down, he lowered a strange looking contraption that looked like a cross between a canvas lawn chair and a trapeze. It was black with a canvas body and a large number of straps that tangled into a mass of nylon. He patiently separated the straps until they hung in an orderly manner.  He adjusted the device to hang at the level of his waist.

“Are you ready Linda?”

Linda looked confused and highly skeptical. She turned to Marianne, “What the hell is that?”

“It’s a sex swing dear. It cradles you like a webby porch swing and it lets you lay there and get severely sexed.  ‘Muffin in the middle’ means that the men stand around you and spin you from one to the next. It’s REALLY fun, especially with a blindfold.  I like it with four or five men, but two are fun also. You can be face up or face down. And set it for whatever position you prefer.”

A smile came over Linda’s face. “Where do you GET this stuff? That thing is flamin’ WILD. I’ll probably end up so tangled the fire department will have to cut me out.”

“Oh nonsense. Want to give it a try.”

“I suppose, but if I get tangled, I want YOU cut me out and not some fire department guy.”

“Agreed, but we’ve never had a problem.”

Linda walked over and Jordan helped her sit in the chair, then laid her back and arranged the foot, knee, arm, and head straps. We laughed as Linda swung back and forth, then spun slowly around while her hands clutched at the straps. The nervous look on her face was unlike Linda.

“I feel like I’ve been captured by some kind of spider. I haven’t been in anything like this since grade school recess.”

“Honey, this is nothing like grade school. Now just lay back and get comfortable. Jordan will make any adjustments you wish.”

She had Jordan tighten a couple of straps and loosen another until she seemed to relax. She floated briefly getting used to the strange sensation.

“Hey, this isn’t bad, I could probably fall asleep after a couple more glasses of wine.”

“Dear, you won’t want to sleep when the action starts. Would you like the blindfold?”

“No, not this time.”

“Are you ready to play?”

Linda smiled, “Sure, bring ‘em on.”

Marianne was first to step up, kneeling between Linda’s legs and holding on to the straps. She obviously knew how to manipulate the swing to rock Linda against her tongue. Before long Linda’s eyes were closed and her mouth hung open. Jordan walked over beside Marianne, and she began to stroke his cock. She would pause briefly to take Jordan into her mouth before returning to Linda. Soon Jordan was up and tight. Marianne stood up and Jordan took her place. He moved in between Linda’s legs and slid easily into her.  He used the straps to pull her against him and to turn her left and right slightly as he worked.  Linda looked as relaxed as a baby in a cradle, softly moaning while Jordan slid in and out.

Marianne came over to me.  “What do you think?”

“That thing is SO cool, I LOVE the gadgets that you have.”

“There are many more we haven’t shown you yet. Let me get you ready so you can be next.”

She pushed me back onto the bed and took my cock into her mouth. It took only a few minutes before my cock was rigid again. Once I was hard, she stretched out beside me and lay there slowly stroking me.

“Give him a few more minutes, then you walk to the other side. He’ll pull out and spin her around to you. You do her until time to change again.  She’ll like the feel of different cocks changing regularly.”

Just as I was about to get up, she put her hand on my shoulder and stopped me.

“I have something special that I want you to do for me tonight.  For both Jordan and me actually.  I’ll explain later.”

WHOA. Another ‘something special’.  Every time I’ve heard that I had a good time. I would crawl through broken glass in a burning house for ‘something special’ from Marianne.

She removed her hand, and I stood up and moved across from Jordan.

As soon as I was in position, Jordan pulled out of Linda and spun her around. Linda cried out “Oh shit, I’m spinning.” before I caught her and moved between her legs. Jordan and Marianne were right again, the swing made sex so effortless. I did not have to support myself, or balance in some awkward position, or hold up part of Linda. All I had to do was rock her toward me as she floated. It was like sex in zero gravity.

I was completely preoccupied with Linda, but after a few minutes I noticed that Marianne and Jordan were missing. Maybe they just went to the bathroom. When they returned, I could see that Marianne was wearing some kind of a device around her hips. When I could see it clearly, it was a strap-on artificial penis. I had never seen anything like it. It was longer and thicker than either Jordan or me, and it bounced freely as she walked. With her, she carried the small bottle of lube that we had used on Thursday. She and Jordan talked for a few minutes, then she came over and stood across from me. As I watched she opened the bottle, poured some into her hand before she lubed up the plastic penis. Then she nodded to me. Well, that’s the cue.  I withdrew from Linda and slowly spun her around.

Linda had not been able to see Marianne until she caught her legs and stood there with the large dildo.

She cried out, “Oh My GOD.” just as Marianne thrust the slippery appliance into her.  “Sweet Jesus that thing is huge. Oh shit.”

“Do you want me to stop dear?”

“Oh hell no, cram and jam baby.”  Linda grabbed the straps and hung on as Marianne’s ‘mighty machine’ drove into her. It must have had the desired effect for within a few minutes Linda was bouncing, jerking, moaning, and gasping. When she settled, Marianne withdrew and moved up to her head to stroke her hair and exchange a kiss. I took over her wine glass and she managed a sip.

“Do you know how hard it is to drink in this position?”  We laughed and lifted her more upright so she could take a drink. “Thanks, I was getting dry.”

“No dear, you’re still nice and wet.” She swung clumsily at us as we withdrew to the bed. Jordan stepped up between her legs and renewed the game.

Marianne and I sat on the bed together. I could not stand it anymore.  “You know Marianne, you look really good with a big rubber cock.”

She stood up and strutted it for me, back and forth. Then she started shaking it at me and hitting me in the leg. In her deep ‘man voice’ she boomed, “Yea bud, this baby gets me lots of pussy, know what I mean.”

She really did look silly with that thing bouncing around. She walked away to the adjacent bathroom. When she returned, she still has the harness, but the ‘attachment’ was considerably smaller. It was still ‘anatomically correct’, just smaller than the beast she had been wearing. She sat next to me again.

“Damn, that thing shrinks a lot when you take a leak, don’t it?” She slapped me on the shoulder. “The other one was for the front, this one is for the back.”

I did not know exactly what she meant and did not want to ask. By then it was my turn again and I walked up to Linda. Jordan spun her around and I took over. Linda had been in the swing for almost an hour, and I was surprised that she did not want out. Maybe she was more comfortable than I figured. She lay there with her eyes closed, looking relaxed, and having a good time. I set a nice steady pace that seemed to work for both of us, then I looked over at the bed.

Jordan was on his hands and knees while Marianne stood behind him on the floor. As I watched she poured some of the lube into the palm of her hand and wiped it through Jordan’s ass.  Her fingers began to work into him.  I could not believe what I was seeing. I leaned forward and tapped Linda, her eyes sprung open. I motioned toward the bed.

“Look at what they’re doing.”

She stared for a minute then turned to me with a look of disbelief. “She’s fingering his ass.”

I nodded in response.

Jordan lay with his face in his hands. I could hear soft moans as Marianne worked her fingers deeper into him. While we watched, Marianne steadied the dildo with her hand, positioned it against Jordan, and started to push forward. Jordan’s head raised up slightly and he let out a muffled cry.  Marianne poured more lube onto his ass and continued to push. Slowly the lightly colored dildo disappeared into Jordan as he moaned and clawed at the bed covers. Once she was inside of him, she stopped until his hips began to rock, then she started to move in and out. I looked down at Linda. Her eyes were wide open in amazement.

“Christ she’s fucking him, would you look at that.”

Jordan’s face showed some degree of pain, but he continued to push back against her. Then I saw Marianne reach around and take his cock in her hand. They struck an easy rhythm that allowed her to slowly stroke him as they moved together. Jordan’s face would pop up with a grimace, then his mouth would hang open with a moan. By now Marianne was driving fully into him and he seemed to receive it well. After a few minutes Jordan held up his arm in a wave and Marianne stopped, slowly pulling from him. He collapsed on the bed and rolled over. Marianne stretched out face down next to him and they kissed. I could hear a few whispered words and a laugh.  Then they both sat up and chatted while she stroked his stiff cock.

We had both looked away so that they would not catch us ‘peeping’, although I do not really believe that they would have cared.

“Do you believe it? You don’t see THAT every day.”  I just nodded my response.

Jordan stood up and walked toward us with Marianne close behind.  Apparently his session of ‘bummy busting’ had not doused his sexual appetite. He stood across from me, and I spun Linda over to him. Marianne immediately took my arm.

“Come with me sweetie, we’re gonna’ have some fun.” We walked around to Jordan as he stood thrusting into Linda. When we arrived, Jordan stretched out over Linda, and she wrapped her legs about him. Their hips continued to grind together. Linda began to react to him with moans as her hips squirmed under him. Marianne stood directly behind Jordan and pulled me closely to her.

“Watch this baby.” She poured more lube onto her hand and rubbed it into Jordan’s ass, then she rubbed the dildo. As I watched she moved forward and slid the device into Jordan’s open butt hole. She was as casual as if she were shopping for clothes. Jordan let out a cry and worked harder into Linda as Marianne pushed fully into him. She held my arm tightly and turned to me.

“Do you remember on Thursday when we worked together to make you cum?”

“Of course.”

“Well Jordan really likes having me up his ass while he’s in a woman. It makes him cum REALLY hard and it feels wonderful for him.”

She continued to pump into Jordan as she poured more lube into her hand. Then I felt her hand close around my cock. The cool slippery lube felt great as she slowly stroked me. My cock became rock hard again.

“He’s getting close now and I want to make it good for him. Does my hand feel good to you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, “VERY good.”

“I want you to cum for me just as you did on Thursday. I want you to make a flood of steaming cum, will you do that for me?”

“Oh yes, anything you want.”  Her hand was making me wild, and I could feel the build-up start.

“Yes, my darlin’, move over here with me.” She moved slightly to the side, and I moved behind Jordan.

“Now fuck my hand baby, fuck it slow and easy.”

I began to thrust through her hand as she continued to whisper into my ear. She moved behind me and reached around as I continued to pump her hand.

“That’s it honey, fuck it. Now fuck it hard.” I could feel her nudging forward as Jordan began to gasp and whimper. “Push it baby, push it.”

I could feel her hand but suddenly it was all around me, warm and slippery. Again she nudged me forward as I thrust hard.

“Yes baby, fuck me.” Her slippery hand was rubbing my balls but I had the feeling that something was not right. Suddenly I could feel Jordan’s ass cheeks against me and her hand was gone.

“Oh NO. This can’t be happening.”

“Fuck me good honey. Yes, that’s it.  Oh YES baby.”

“NO.  I can’t do this. Oh God.”

Marianne was behind me pushing my hips into Jordan as she rubbed my balls and whispered into my ear.

“It feels so good. Oh God baby fuck me. It feels so good.”

It was as if someone else controlled my body. My cock was inside of Jordan while he was inside of Linda. I could hear him in the distance crying like a wounded animal as his hips frantically bounced between Linda and me. I could hear Linda cry out and Marianne’s seductive words in my ear. It was all so surreal as my climax started. I could feel stream after stream shoot from me as I involuntarily grabbed Jordan’s hips and pushed deeply into him. Even in my ecstasy a voice in my head droned on. This is wrong. This is wrong. This is wrong.

Afterward Marianne guided me to the bed. As I sat there, she chattered on about how good it was and how much Jordan loved to feel a real cock inside of him. “Feeling hot cum inside of him just sets him off and he explodes. I can’t give him that, but baby you did, and it was so good for him.” She kissed my cheek and continued to talk even as I sat feeling as if I was in shock. I watched as Jordan carefully helped Linda out of the swing. She embraced and kissed him before coming over to me.

“I really like that swing.  We have to get one of those.”

“Yea.”

“What’s the matter with you? You act like you’re sick or something.”  Marianne and Jordan sensed that Linda and I were talking and wanted to be alone. They put on their robes and started upstairs.

“What the hell have I done?”

“What do you mean?”

“What the hell have I done? I just fucked a man in the ass. That’s really sick.”

“Oh bullshit. You fucked Mavis in the ass, and Janice as I remember.”  “That was different.”

“How? How was it different?”

“They were women, it’s OK with women.”

“It’s the same organ with the same function, and it wasn’t designed to birth children. Ass is ass.”

“NO. NO. NO. It’s not normal for a man to be with another man. I feel like a homo.”

“You’re not a ‘homo’. If it bothered you, then don’t do it again. It’s just another experience in life. If you didn’t like it, then forget it and move on.”  I felt as if I were being pulled in two different directions. “But you just don’t get it do you? I DID like it. THAT’S the problem.”

Linda was suddenly silent. We were alone in the room with the swirling lights and the sounds of sex. Suddenly the place looked and sounded like hell.
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Chapter One


“SCARRED.”
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My mind was a mess. The thoughts raged through me of everything from, you’re a queer boy now. to It’s just another path to explore. Linda continued to talk to me but all I heard were words in the distance. I was dressing in ‘autopilot’ mode when I felt a hand slap me hard behind the shoulder blade.

“What the hell is wrong with you? You’re acting like a fuckin’ zombie.”

My back stung. “Damn Linda.! That hurt.”

“I’m trying to talk to you and you’re off in a cloud somewhere. Was Jordan’s ass THAT good?”

I jumped up and whirled to face her as my hand drew back intending to slap her trashy little mouth. My actions surprised even me, and I froze with my arm in the air. Linda looked shocked.

“Don’t you ever THINK of hitting me! I had one sonofabitch who hit me, and I’ll never have another! You ever hit me and I’ll put a knife through your heart!”

I slowly lowered my arm. “I’m sorry honey, I would never hit you. You words hit a very raw nerve.” My senses were beginning to return.

“Well, I had to do something to get your attention.”

“Jesus babe, I just did the ultimate ‘NO’, I just bum-fucked a man.”

“So what? SO FUCKING WHAT!” She was in my face and angry. “Are you gonna’ move to New York City and live in a homo commune? Are you? Do you suddenly have lust for hot, sweaty men? S0...FUCKING... WHAT!”

Her arguments were logical and convincing. I had no sudden desire for other men. It was just an experience like the first time Rose had ‘popped’ my prostate, or the first time I had anal sex with Thelma. Somehow I thought the fires of hell would swallow me up if I touched another man. Was I now scarred? Did I have a large red letter ‘H’ sewn to my shirt? Had I crossed a bridge I couldn’t cross back? Linda’s arms wrapped about my neck.

“Randy, honey, it’s OK. You are still the same guy you’ve always been. Jesus if I had thought tonight was going to explode your head we would have stayed at my place.”

“You’re not turned off by what I did?”

“Hell no baby. I’d love to sit and watch some guy suck your dick. Then I’d love to watch you bang him in the ass. You know how I am, I love to watch. Do you remember that movie we watched with the ‘she-man’ or whatever you called it? That made me really hot. Watching all those men sucking and fucking, I had dreams about that for weeks...still do.”

“Really?”

She moved back and stared intently into my eyes. “My only regret is that I didn’t get to watch you with Jordan. Hell, call him back down here. I want to watch you do him right now.”

She made me smile, “Linda, you’re one kinky little bitch.”

She smiled back, “Damn right I am. And I get worse every day I’m with you. Now how ‘bout I suck you hard and you go pork Jordan over in the bed?”

“I don’t think you want to do that hon’, at least not until I wash.”

Her smile faded, “Oh yea, I forgot that. UGH.”

“Anyway, I think I’m pretty much wasted for the evening.”

Linda started to rub my crotch. “I’ll bet between Marianne and me we can make that thing hard again.”

“I’m sure you could, but it’s late and we all have work tomorrow.”

“Fuck work, I keep picturing you with another guy and I’m dripping.”  “Linda, you’re a machine. Cool that thing down, we have to go home.”

“Next time I watch.”

“I’m not sure there will be a next time.”

“What’s that mean?”

“Just because you like to watch doesn’t make it right for me. I’ve got a lot of thinking to do.”

“Well do your thinking and get over it. Don’t you dare ruin my fantasy.”

I just smiled and we finished dressing.

****
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When Linda and I came back upstairs, Jordan was sitting at the breakfast bar and Marianne was standing near the sink. Marianne walked to me and kissed me.

“Thank you, you made this evening special for both Jordan and me.”

I still felt a bit of resentment toward her for deceiving me. I quietly nodded an acknowledgement.

“Come have a drink,” Jordan called across the room.

“No thanks, we...”

Linda interrupted me. “Yes I’d like a drink, a white wine please.”

“Randy, you’re a bourbon and water, right?”

“Yes Jordan, thank you.” Linda had inexplicably decided we should stay.

Damnit Linda, I’m tired and I’m not feeling very social.Whatever possessed you to do this? I followed Linda over to the table where Jordan sat. Shortly Marianne joined us with the drinks. She sat next to Jordan.

“Here’s to good friends and good times.” Jordan and Marianne lifted their glasses in a toast. Linda and I did the same before sipping. When the glasses returned to the table the air became suddenly silent. For several minutes the silence filled the room. It was Jordan who spoke first.

“Randy, I sense that there’s something on your mind.”

For as much as I tried to remain quiet and civil, suddenly all of my pent-up rage boiled to the surface. “How could you do that to me? I feel like a fucking faggot.”

The table exploded. Linda shouted my name. Marianne jumped to her feet screaming, “How DARE you!”

Jordan reached out his arm to her. Marianne fell silent and sat down. Jordan spoke calmly and deliberately. “Tell us what you’re feeling.”

All the emotion inside of me burst to the surface. “I’m not a queer. I don’t kiss and fuck men. If anybody I work with finds out what just happened, they’ll start calling me “butt boy” and “fruit fly”. They won’t even want to be in the shower with me. Christ I’ll have to quit my job and leave town.”

Jordan remained icy and calm. “And how would that happen? Who’s going to tell them?” He turned to Linda. “Linda, will you tell them?”

Linda looked over at me with a biting stare, “Of course not.”

“Marianne, will you tell them?” Without waiting for an answer, he continued, “I won’t tell them, and I assume that you won’t tell them. So who’s going to tell them? Randy what you do in private is your business and no one else’s. You can get all pissed off if you want to, but you weren’t harmed in any way by what happened here tonight.”

The room fell silent, and all eyes turned to me. I found it hard to argue with what Jordan had just said. My rage was gone now, and remorse had begun to set in.

“I don’t want to be pissed off. We really like you and Marianne, but things I’ve believed my whole life were just shattered this evening and it’s hard to just snap back.”

“Randy, a little bit of play with a man does not make you a homosexual. The homosexual lifestyle is vastly different from anything you have experienced with us. You’re not ‘scarred’ or ‘marked’ in any way, you’ve simply had experiences that breech a set of artificial boundaries that someone created inside your head as you were growing up. What you must decide now is whether or not you wish to retreat behind those boundaries. If you want to continue to explore, the door here is always open to you and Linda. Marianne and I have spent years exploring our sexuality and plan to continue with great fervor. If you don’t share our enthusiasm, we harbor no hard feelings and wish you well.”

I began to remember why I admired this man. “Jordan...Marianne, I’m sorry for the way I reacted. You’ve both been very nice to us, and you deserve better.”

Jordan continued, “We’ll stay in touch. You think about how you want to approach your sexuality and we’ll accept whatever decisions you make.”

I felt embarrassed by my earlier outbursts. “Thank you both. I have a lot of thinking to do.”

We finished our drinks and left with a round of cordial hugs and handshakes.

****
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I had hardly started the car before Linda spoke up. “Wow, you were a trip.”

“I’m sorry. I guess that I just wasn’t ready for what happened.”

“You’re making such a big deal out of it. It’s just sex, no pain, no injury, just sex.”

“But me with another man...Oh shit. I would never, ever have considered doing that.”

“Did it hurt you?”

“No.”

“Or him? Did either of you explode...or turn green...or grow fangs and want to drink blood?”

“No of course not.”

“Then get the fuck over it. He enjoyed it, Marianne enjoyed it, you enjoyed it, hell, I would have enjoyed it if I had known what was happening. And, by the way, you ARE going to do it again, but that time I get to watch.”

“Like hell.”

“You think long and hard. You’re the one who started this sex train of mine and if you decide to jump off now, maybe I’ll have to find another ‘engineer’.”

“Good luck with that. You and I are made for each other. You’ll never find another man who is as ‘in tune’ with that sexual appetite of yours as I am.”

“I know that, so don’t make me try. Stick with me and let’s find and explore every corner of the dirty, sexy underworld we both drool over. What we have is just too goddamned good to throw away.”

“Yes.”

Suddenly she was against me; her lips tracing up and down my neck, her tongue finding my ear. Her hand rubbed my stomach and started downward.

“Pull off the road anywhere. Fuck me right now.”

“Linda we’re almost back to the main road.”

“Then pull over now before we get there. I want your cock now.”

“Honey I still have Jordan on me. I don’t think it would be wise to...”

“Oh FUCK, I forgot. Damn.” She slid back over to her seat and pouted.

“I’m sorry.” She sat silently as we pulled back onto the main road and headed back toward the city and her trailer.

After a few miles of silence, a twisted idea crossed my mind. “Hey Linda. If you ever need a new ‘engineer’ for your ‘sex train’, I’m sure Gary Burke, you remember, Janice’s Gary, would take the job. He’s already hot for you, and he could teach you how to chew tobacco...and you could use the same dentist...and...”

The car weaved down the road as I blocked and dodged her flailing fists.
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Chapter Two


“REPRODUCE?”
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With the lengthening spring days, I decided to drive into town after work and treat myself to a magazine. The Point Martin News was as close to sleazy as Point Martin permitted. It could not compare to the adult shop out on Uniondale Road, but it was dimly lit and not particularly clean. The regular newspapers, books, and magazines were stocked close to the cashier, and the further along the creaky wooden floor you ventured, the naughtier the magazines became. After the outdoors magazines faded to electronics magazines, and the electronics magazines faded into home improvement magazines, a short rack of “True Detective” magazines were followed by “Muscles and Health”. At the end of the line and in near darkness were the men’s magazines, with their pictures of young women with big hair in various stages of undress. Contrary to most young men, I preferred magazines with more stories than pictures. I found much more excitement in sexual fantasy situations in text form than I could by simply staring at female software. A few pictures always helped, but it was the ability to mentally become involved in a good sexy story that sparked my imagination. That trait was probably what held me so tightly bonded to women like Rose and Linda, women who had the ability to turn an average boring evening into an exciting and memorable encounter. And so, after perusing the usual selection of pervert fodder, I selected the most recent edition of my favorite dirty story magazine and parted with my two and a half dollars.

With ‘plain brown wrapper’ in hand, I had just left the news shop when a familiar face appeared on the street. Dressed in jeans with a mannish flannel shirt and a denim vest was Terri, one of the two women Linda and I had met a few weeks past. In the fading light her soft brown hair fell to her shoulders and framed her round face. She recognized me immediately.

“Hi Terri, it’s nice to see you again.”

“Well, if it’s not mister ‘yes I’ll call you but never does.’”

OUCH. Not a great start. Ignore it and see what happens. “You look wonderful, how have you been?”

“Just fine thanks, but if you had called me, you would know that.”

Dodge, dodge, dodge. “I’m sorry Terri, but Linda has worked every weekend and without her I don’t go out much. We haven’t had a free...”
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