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PROLOGUE.




My family owns a small cabin on a lake in the
Adirondacks. There’s an old wooden swing hanging from a pine tree
branch at the border of the road and our property. It was always
old and in disrepair. When I was young, I asked my father to move
it closer to the lake so I could swing and play on it. He said no.
He said he and Mom liked it where it was because it was a good
marker for our cabin.

 


It was also a metaphor, but they didn’t tell me
that.

 




ONE.


It was a three hour drive from my college to my
house, but only two hours from my college to my family’s lake
cabin. After my last final freshman year, instead of driving home,
I drove to the cabin.

That was a mistake.

Early May is usually too cold to go swimming, but my
parents would still open up the cabin in preparation for Memorial
Day. I wasn’t surprised to see my mother’s car in the parking spot
on the opposite side of the road from the cabin.

Like many lakes in the Adirondacks, our lake had a
road circling it. The prime properties were right on the water, the
slightly lesser properties were on the opposite side of the road
with waterfront rights to a slice of beach or a dock. Our cabin had
a nice piece of property, and we also had parking set back a ways.
It was slightly inconvenient, but it let us have a larger
house.

The parking spaces we used were part of a small lot
shared by several cabins of families we were friendly with. I’m
sure I saw the other car there, but in my mind I didn’t acknowledge
it.

My plan was to do some relaxing, a little sunbathing
because it was finally warm enough, and maybe take the small boat
out on the lake to drive around for some fun. All those plans went
out the window when I walked into the cabin and saw my mother in
the middle of the living room fucking the neighbor.

Now, cabin is a bit of a misnomer. It’s really more
of a small vacation home intentionally built and decorated in a
rustic style. Even for a place that was supposed to mimic nature,
it was still uncomfortable, to say the least, to see my mother in
the all-natural with another man’s dick inside her. Another man’s
dick that wasn’t my father.

I knew it was my mother because she had her long
dyed blonde hair in its customary bun at the nape of her neck,
though a few strands had fallen loose. I could just see the side of
her face and she seemed in awful concentration or in awful pain.
Mr. Harrison was kneeling behind her. It took me a minute to figure
out who he was. For an older man, he was in good shape and his
black hair was going to gray, but neither of those were the tipoff.
When he turned his head just a bit I spied the ridiculous black
rimmed glasses he always wore. Apparently he always wore them when
having sex too.

It made me wonder if my dad took off his glasses
during sex.

Not that I wanted to see my parents fucking
either.

I watched for a long, uncomfortable minute. I didn’t
know what else to do. My mind had shut down.

They weren’t aware of me. They were too into each
other to acknowledge my existence.

That was good. I wouldn’t have known what to say to
her.

I would have remained frozen there until the end of
time if they hadn’t started talking. Or rather, it was my mother
who started talking.

“Ohhh, fuck, Augie. You’re cock is so fucking
big!”

He acknowledged her words with a simple, “Uh-huh.”
His ass never stopped moving back and forth.

“Cum in me,” she all but begged. “Cum in me and make
me cum. Fill up my hot cunt.”

That was more than I wanted to hear.

I silently slipped out and wandered to the edge of
the lake where I sat down on one of the chairs someone had
thoughtfully spread next to the small strip of sand. I don’t know
how long I sat there before Mikey from the Bariteaus’ next door,
came down and sat next to me.

“Hey Krissy.”

“It’s Kherli, Mikey. I’m not a little girl
anymore.”

“You should call me Mike then.”

I made a noise of acknowledgment and kept my eyes
focused on the sunfish sailboat being piloted back and forth across
the water. “How are things with you…Mike?” I asked because I didn’t
know what to say.

“Good, good. Just back from sophomore year at
Purchase. The ‘rents wanted me to open up the place. You?”

“My mom’s fucking Mr. Harrison in the living
room.”

I’m not very good at small talk.

Mike’s eyes went wide and he laughed nervously and
uncomfortably. “Please tell me you’re kidding.”

I couldn’t look at him. “Nope.”

“Oh.” He went silent. I turned my head to look at
him. Something was…off. His reaction wasn’t what I would have
expected.

“You don’t seem surprised.”

“Well…no.”

I glared at him. “Why not?”

“Uh…don’t take this the wrong way, but you know your
parents are swingers, right?”

“Fuck no! You’re fucking kidding, right?”

“Um…no.”

“What fucking proof do you have?”

Mike suddenly became much more interested in the
sunfish than I was. “Just about all the owners along this strip are
swingers, Krissy. I mean, Kherli. Sorry.”

I wasn’t sure if he was apologizing for my parents
or for my name. Still, it was easier to look out at the lake than
face my own problems.

“Swingers?”

“Uh…you know. People who change partners for sex
because…I don’t know why. They just do it. The older folks.”

“I know what swingers are, Mikey,” I told him,
exasperated, and intentionally using his childhood name “I’m
just…surprised.”

“Even after you saw your mother doing it?”

I wanted to smack him. “She was probably
just…cheating on my dad.” I snorted. “As if that is somehow
better.”

Mike was shaking his head slowly. “Yeah…no. She’s
done this before.”

I scoffed at him. “Like you would know.”

He remained silent. Something was wrong. “What
aren’t you telling me, Mike?”

“You aren’t going to like what I have to say.”

I turned back to him. “I just saw my mom fucking
someone other than my dad. I would have preferred not to see her
fucking anyone, including my dad. I already don’t like this day.
You can’t make it any worse.”

“I bet I can,” he said softly. “But I’d have to show
you. Not tell you.”

That was enough for me. “I changed my mind. I don’t
want to know.”

“Fair enough.”

We sat on the swing a few more minutes and it dawned
upon me that my mother and Mr. Harrison wouldn’t be able to have
sex forever. They’d finish eventually and they’d come outside and
find me. I changed my mind.

“Okay, I changed my mind again. Tell me.”

Mike shook his head. “I better show you. And you
need to come to our place for that.”

I should have said no. I should have gone back to my
car and driven home and pretended it never happened. I was only an
hour away from home. But instead I followed Mikey into his family’s
cabin where I had prepared myself to view a house of horrors.

It was worse than I could have imagined.

He led me to his small bedroom, which should have
been a warning sign, but not for the usual reasons. All the
bedrooms in the cabins along the lake are small
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