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Tammy leaned her head against the window and watched the lights of the city go by outside the car. She was exhausted, nearly to the point of dropping to sleep at any moment. But sleep evaded her. A deafening silence filled the car, relieved only by the faint singing of the tires against the dark asphalt street.

Her lips tingled and there was a vague ache between her legs. But despite the abuse she had put those nether regions through, she was not in any real discomfort.

Her heart hurt. Her soul hurt. She felt as though she had caused a chasm to yawn between her and Joel.

But how could she have helped it? She made her choice. She did what she did. And Joel, for whatever reason, had not even tried to stop it.

She wanted to turn her head. Look at him. What was he feeling right now? But she could not look.

I didn't want to hurt him, she wailed inside her head. 

She sighed. She had surprised herself tonight. She and Joel had been together for almost ten years. He had been her one-and-only. In all that time, she had hardly looked at another man. She had never had a man inside her until their own wedding night. To be sure, he had played around a bit with a few boyfriends and friends with benefits, but she had vowed to keep her center pure for her husband

But now?

All five of them?

The very thought made her vagina quiver. She felt a renewed wetness between her legs. Thank god I'm sitting on a towel! The thought of those... she drove the thought away! How could I let myself do that? It must have been a trick!

But she knew it was no trick. When the opportunity had presented itself, she had taken it. And they had taken her. One after the other. Then all at once.

Tammy closed her eyes. Unbidden, the image of Jamal's huge... She felt her mouth flood with saliva. She wanted it in her mouth again. And in her... And in her...

She shook her head and opened her eyes.

If only Joel hadn't gotten a hard-on while staring at that other woman. She would never have stared at Jamal's enormous rod! So really, she reasoned, it was Joel's fa—She shook her head again. She couldn't blame him. How could she blame him for getting hard? That woman's pussy was right in front of his face.

Just as Jamal's cock had been right in front of hers.

If only that bitch, and now ex-friend of hers, Berry Levy, hadn't directed them to... to that place to try to restore their marriage.

For a moment, she raged inside her mind. She raged against her friend. She raged against her husband. Most of all, she raged against herself. But it a few moments, the anger drained away.

It was all over. Her friendship with Berry, whom she had known since high school was over – how could she trust her ever again. Her marriage was certainly over. How could she trust Joel, if he never stepped in to stop her? How could she trust herself for... for... all that?

Unbidden, the image of all those hard, obsidian, rods in her mouth, in her hands, in her...

No. It wasn't anyone else's fault. It was something she must have wanted all along, but never realized it. Now it had happened, and at a deep level, for herself, she was glad it had happened. But it might be the end of it for her and Joel. She shook her head once more. 

She glanced over he shoulder at her husband. Joel, stony-faced, stared at the road ahead. Maybe in more ways than one, she thought. She sighed. Maybe it wasn't over, but she was afraid it was.. Still, she laid her hand on the console between their seats. She wondered if he would ever hold it again.

After an eternal moment, she put her hand back in her lap.

Unbidden, unwanted, the tears welled up in her eyes.

Yet, between her legs, another part of her reminded her of the intense pleasure of the past several hours.
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Part One: Embarking on the Unknown
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“Is this the place?”

Joel nodded vaguely. “I think so.”

Unconsciously, Tammy pressed close to her husband. This was not the kind of neighborhood they usually traveled through. Although no one did more than glance at them as they walked from where they parked the car to the address, both Tammy and Joel imagined they were being scrutinized by the people they passed. Even though it was pretty much a neighborhood like any other, the buildings were a little run-down and most of the people were African American or Latino, with a sprinkling of immigrants from the Global South.

Joel and Tammy lived in a more insulated world.

Above them was a lighted sign. It read, 'Bed-Stuy Yoga.' around the word were a few silhouetted figures in yoga poses. Below the words was the Sanskrit symbol for the sacred 'Om.' Blow the sign was a plain, wooden door.

“Do we go in?” she asked.

Joel shrugged, hefting the large gym bag holding their gym clothes and yoga mats. “This is the place Berry told us about,” he said. “She said this place would help us.”

“It's been a year since I've been to a yoga class.”

He nodded. “Me, too.” He looked down at her, being about six inches taller than his diminutive spouse. “You know I love you, right?”

She nodded.

“I'll do anything to bring that fire back.”

She nodded again. She stared up at his eyes and put her hand on his arm. “Me, too.”

“Okay,” he said. He pressed the bell beside the door. There was a harsh buzz and they heard the lock release. He pushed the door open. They went in. There were stairs inside the door, old, but clean and well polished. They ascended. At the top was another plain, antique, wooden door. Like the stairway, it was well polished and clean. Next to it was a small sign: 'Bed-Stuy Bikram Yoga.'

Joel looked at Tammy again. “Ready?”

She nodded..

Joel opened the door.

They stepped through.

The office, to their surprise, was old-school elegant. Antique, oak wainscoting and creamy plaster walls. A small, antique desk faced the door, and beautiful, very dark-skinned woman, with short, natural hair faced them. She was dressed in loose-fitting exercise clothes. “Good evening,” she said in a mellifluous contralto. “May I help you?”

Joel cleared his throat, momentarily unable to speak. Tammy glanced at him, slightly annoyed. Then she said, “Hi. I'm Tammy.”

“Hi, Tammy,” said the receptionist.

“And this is Joel,” said Tammy. “We're the Thomas. We called earlier.”

“Yes,” said the receptionist. “We spoke then.”

“You're Maria?”

“Yes,” said the woman behind the desk. “You said you were interested in joining our Bikram class tonight?”

“Um, yeah,” said Joel.

“You mention that Berry Levy referred you to us?”

Tammy nodded. “That's right.”

“She must be a good friend,” said Maria. “To refer you to us – and we only take students by referral. And all our students are those seeking to better their personal relationships. It is our teacher's special lineage in yogic studies.”

“Is that so?” Tammy elbowed Joel to shut him up.

Maria noticed. “Yes,” she said. “All Jamal's students are helped move beyond personal conflict and come to a new balance with themselves and world.”

“If it can help,” said Tammy. “Right, Joel?”

Joel massaged his side. “Yeah,” he said. “That's why we're here.”

“Excellent,” said Maria. “As I discussed earlier, the first class is free If you commit, you will be charged fifty dollars a session going forward.”

“Fine,” said Joel. He dug in his pocket for his wallet. “You take cards?”

Maria nodded. “All major cards are accepted.” As Joel inserted his card into the reader, “ she said. “When you are ready, the locker rooms are through that door.”

“Fine.”

There was a pause, then Maria said, “You understand that this is natural yoga?”

Tammy smiled. “That's what our friend told us,” she said. “Natural, Bikram Yoga.”

Maria glanced at Joel and shrugged. “Okay.”

“Okay,” said Tammy with another smile.

Maria smiled back. “Excellent,” she said. “Enjoy yourselves!”

It was only a few minutes later that Joel and Tammy emerged into the large, wooden-floored yoga studio. The room was already fairly full of tall, healthy-looking, dark-skinned men and women. They sat amiably about the floor. Some were chatting quietly. Others were stretching and limbering themselves up. The room was hot, as expected, with a dry, sauna-like heat. Several people looked up at them, but none made any comment or or gesture and instantly returned to their conversations. Both felt a little uncomfortable, but they soon realized that it was from within themselves that the discomfort came, not the room.

The two rows were women, while the men sat in the rows behind them. There was a space in the second row, and Tammy sat there. Joel sat down on the smooth, polished floor behind her. A woman smiled and waved to Tammy. The man next to Joel nodded to him. Joel nodded back.

They looked at each other, and relaxed a little.

A moment later, a hidden door at the front of the space opened. Everyone, but Tammy and Joel jumped to their feet. They looked at each other, then pushed themselves off the floor and joined the rest. 

The teacher had arrived.

Tammy's eyes were riveted on the teacher – what had the receptionist called him? Jamal? He was very, very tall, nearly six-foot-six. He was lean, but not emaciated. Like the rest of the men in the room, he was very dark-skinned. His hair was neatly cut and waved. His face was like a turret, with high cheek bones, a firm brow and a strong jaw. His nose was aquiline. His lips were classically full and dark. Tammy felt herself tremble when his bright blue eyes passed over her.

She was abruptly curious to see if his body was as craggy and lean as his head. But she was disappointed as the man wore a long, flowing
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