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1.

“Are you nervous?” Thomas
Snyder asked his wife, Jillian, as they finished getting dressed
for their night out. “Having any second thoughts?”

“Not at all,” Jillian
grinned, flashing her husband a sexy face. “Are you?”

“Not me, but I just
thought since you’re so of a local celebrity that you might be
concerned about someone recognizing you.”

Jillian looked herself over in the
mirror. She’d selected a tight red that dress that highlighted her
curves and heavy breasts. A nice, healthy amount of cleavage,
tanned and plump and sarcous. It had taken over an hour and a half
to get her hair ready, and now it was layered and voluminous around
her heavily made-up face. Dark, purple lipstick that was almost
black. Green eyeshadow. And just in case she got nervous, a lacey
black eye mask in her handbag. She wasn’t nervous – she was
excited. Jillian looked sexy and she knew it. Did she think anyone
would recognize her? Doubtful. She’d only been working on air in
Chicago for about a year and didn’t much think of herself as a
local celebrity, at least not in a city so large as the windy
one.

“No one is going to
recognize me, Thomas,” Jillian turned to her husband, wrapping her
arms around his waist. “If it makes you feel any better, I’ll wear
the mask.”

“That’s up to you. I just
hope you get what you’re hoping for. And not some shlub with half a
hard-on and no stamina.”

Jillian released a fit of anxious
giggles that felt good to release. She squeezed Thomas harder. “And
I hope you get the hottest girl at the party.”

“I already have the
hottest girl at the party. That’s why this whole thing benefits you
more than it does me.”

“It was your idea, need I
remind you.”

“You got me there. Come
on, let’s get going. Grab your coat or we’ll be late.”

In an upscale Chicago suburb the last
thing you might think to find is a swinger’s party. But amongst the
endlessness of suburbia, past a finely manicured lawn, inside a
home that looked much like any other, there was a sexual secret
waiting to be uncovered. Thomas and Jillian had been talking about
experimenting for a while, spicing up the bedroom, and trying not
to get too jealous when it came into the territory of sleeping with
other people. Thomas was the one who caught wind of this particular
gathering, something upscale, for people around their age – early
30s. The friend who told him about it had assured him that these
were just ‘normal’ people looking for a good time. That is, there
was nothing to worry about.

In addition to her incredible red
dress that evening, Jillian wore a fluffy, faux-mink coat that came
down past her knees. She kept it open, of course, so as not to hide
the goods below. But the coat was necessary. As were Thomas’s car
keys. These things would be the deciding factor in just how freaky
the evening became.

They pulled into the circular driveway
of 1090 Cherry St. at approximately 9 pm. It was a palatial home
from the outside. Suburban, yes, but wealthy. Large. The invite
said the party started at 8:30, but Jillian and Thomas had planned
on being fashionably late. There was a lanky man in a suit
directing parking along the wide, half-circle driveway where many
vehicles were all positioned. Thomas parallel parked behind a
Mercedes and shut the car off.

“Are you ready?” Thomas
asked. “We don’t have to stay if it’s weird.”

“I’m sure it will be
fine.” Jillian’s voice was smooth even – she wasn’t rattled easily.
Her strong personality and gorgeous looks had carved her a path in
the news media industry. Some freaky sex party wasn’t going to
rattle her. Still, she was anxious. That only meant that she was
ready. “Let’s go see what it’s all about.”

Thomas kissed her.

“Don’t forget the keys,”
Jillian smiled.


2.

The owner of the home greeted them
moments after they knocked on the large oaken front door. His name
was Charles Lamont, he was dashing Caucasian gentlemen who wore
only a fuzzy purple robe and matching sandals. It was clear he was
already drunk, quite jovial, and only had eyes for
Jillian.

“Welcome to my home,”
Charles sang, ushering Jillian and Thomas into the foyer. “Please,
come this way. Might I ask your names?”

“I’m Maya,” Jillian
smiled. “This is my husband Asher.”

“Oh how sexy,” Charles
said. “Maya and Asher. Dare I say the two of you, and
especially you,
darling, will be the talk of the party.”

They followed Charles over to a door
alongside the entryway, and when he opened it, inside was a
long-racked row of different coats. Ladies’ coats. Jillian turned
and allowed Charles to remove hers, feeling the man’s knuckles on
the inside of her shoulders when he took and removed it. With a
quick thrust of a coat hanger, Jillian’s coat was placed at random
inside the closet. Then he closed the door.

“There we are,” Charles
smiled, staring at Jillian and practically ignoring Thomas. “Now no
one will know which coat is yours except for me. And I won’t be
participating until later, and of course, unless you want me
to.”

Thomas spoke at last, the annoyance in
his voice obvious. “We’ll try out luck with the coat and keys,
thanks. Speaking of which, where do I put these?”

“Right this way,” Charles
said, his tone somewhat defeated. Across the foyer, atop a side
table, was a fishbowl filled with car keys. Charles offered it to
Thomas, and Thomas dropped them inside. “Excellent. Now, Maya and
Asher, let’s go mingle.”

The space for entertaining was wide
and high-ceilinged. The clink of glasses, the low twinkle of jazz
music, and the murmur of conversation filled the place. Jillian
estimated there were probably already close to twenty people now
that she and Thomas had arrived. Their entrance did not go
unnoticed by most people at the party. Every male eye, of which was
about half the population, darted to the curvy figure in the red
dress.

Jillian took in her own first
impressions of the ‘dating pool.’ The men were handsome enough,
though few of them really stood out to her. Jillian felt a tinge of
disappointment. She didn’t know exactly what she’d been hoping for,
but the guests at this party came off to her as incredibly basic.
Together, she and Thomas approached the bar and ordered a pair of
martinis.

Men made their advances. She could
tell that Thomas was more nervous than her. But he needn’t have
worried – none of the average Joe’s trying to strike up
conversation interested her much at all. On the contrary, Thomas
was the first of them to show genuine attraction in another party
goer – a woman named Sherry who approached and sparked
conversation.

Jillian let them talk. She wasn’t the
jealous type, and she knew that one way or another, she’d be
getting hers that evening. She drifted away from the bar with
Thomas noticing. The moment she was alone, more of the men became
more daring. But it was hard for her to fake interest. Each one of
them presented themselves, and her first thought was to imagine
herself fucking them. It just didn’t quite fit. If things didn’t
take an upturn soon, she thought, perhaps her and Thomas might even
be leaving a tad early.

And that’s when
he came in. Graceful,
large, and dark. He came alone, only Charles Lamont to show him the
way in. The man wore a suit, fitted, with a blinding gold watch on.
His hair was short cropped but rich. His eyes far away. The moment
he saw Jillian standing befuddled between two white suitors, he
approached her and offered his giant catcher’s mitt of
hand.

“And what might your name
be, beautiful?”

“I’m Maya. And
you?”

“Marcus. Hmm. Maya and
Marcus. Goes well together, doesn’t it?”

“I think so.”

“Did you come alone,
Maya?”

“I’m with my
husband…”

“And where’s
he?”

Jillian pointed.

“Looks like he’s making
plans without you, Maya.”

“Is he now? Maybe I should
make some plans of my own.”

“Perhaps you
should.”

“I don’t make it here
often,” Marcus admitted. “I’ve got a son in middle school, and he
takes up most of my time. But when I do come here, I like to make
it count.”

“I bet you do,” Jillian
smiled.

That’s when the lights dimmed, and
Charles Lamont clapped his hands together. The music died down, so
did the chatter, and the twenty-five people inside the living room
turned to listen to him.

“I’m so glad you all could
make it
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