Epilogue
A Prelude to Perversion
I don’t know whether it was the ingredients, my hunger, or the fact that I popped my cherry less than an hour ago, but that was the best fucking pizza I’ve ever had. My stomach was about to burst and still, I wanted to keep eating. Shout out to Andrew for adding a Sicilian pie to the order. Definitely took the edge off of hanging out with a bunch of new friends while naked, save for my towel.
Then again, I was in good company regarding fashion. Bear, Teej, and Perci were still fully undressed. Dwight and Cairo were now topless. Andrew was the only one who had all his clothes on, though his fly was noticeably open.
With dinner served, the debaucherous energy of the night had taken a back seat to casual conversation. I brought up the topic of how they all knew each other, and it turns out there was a lot more to this circle of sinners than I had thought.
They called themselves a ‘TNG,’ which stands for ‘The Next Generation.’ I’m sure a certain sci-fi show popped into some of you readers’ heads, but I assure you, the name is pure coincidence. As Teej put it, this ‘TNG’ refers to ‘the next generation of kinksters, ages 18 to 35.’ Apparently, the main goal of the group is to unite and introduce kinksters to the community, but they also promote sex education, kink and body positivity, consent culture, and alternative lifestyles. Teej said there are plenty of similar TNGs across the States, and Teej and Dwight wanted to start one here on campus. So they handed out flyers and spread the word in certain online circles, and a few weeks later they had their first meeting.
I ended up having a lot of questions about all of that. Thankfully, everyone was more than willing to answer any qualm I had. Learned plenty about polyamory especially when I asked about Perci and Andrew’s open relationship. Honestly, it kind of blew my mind. Growing up, every popular YA novel almost always had a love triangle shoved into it. 
Yeah, the hero was busy trying to save the world, but would they fall for this person or that person? They can only choose one! Read to find out!
So it was such a foreign concept hearing someone say, “Hey, it’s okay to love more than one person!” And yet, Perci and Andrew made it make sense.
Once the pizza was put away, Teej, Dwight, and Andrew went back to groping and kissing each other, while Bear brought out a board game for the rest of us to play. I don’t remember the name but it involved “coming to the new world and gathering resources for your settlement.” And somehow, I ended up winning. Beginner’s luck, I suppose.
A few rounds later, Cairo suggested we should head back to campus. We all agreed after she pointed out it was already one in the morning. Time flies by when you’re fucking each other senseless, it seems.
Oddly enough, after I went and got dressed, when I came back, everyone was dressed except for Perci. I didn’t think much of it at first. Maybe she just hadn’t found her clothes yet. Yet looking back, I should’ve noticed she wasn’t looking for them… nor did I spot them lying around anywhere. Even as we piled out the door, she made no effort to make herself modest. Was she staying the night? No, she was following everyone out the door… still undressed.
The nuttiest part about it was everyone just treated it like it was normal. Everyone just stood there chatting about who would bring who where while she was tits and pussy out in the middle of the driveway. I didn’t stop staring until Andrew asked me what quad I lived in. I answered him by ignoring his question and asking about what the fuck Perci’s doing outside in the buff.
He told me she was an exhibitionist, someone who finds arousal in being naked and/or sexually active in places where it would otherwise be inappropriate. Since these parties last into the wee hours of the night, when everyone else is asleep, she’s made it a habit to not bother with getting dressed, with Andrew backpacking her threads instead. After all, she’s just gonna take them off again to go to sleep anyway.
New kink discoveries aside, Andrew and his garmentless girlfriend volunteered to drive me home. She even joined me in the backseat, her reasoning being we never had the chance for any post-sex cuddling, which was both accurate and something I was more than inclined to take part in.
To both our chagrins, the cuddling lasted a little under ten minutes, not as long as either of us had hoped. So, with one final hug, I said my goodbyes, and headed back into the building. I slept good and hearty that night, with deep dreams of bared fur and choruses of orgiastic moans. Shit, I had to check my sheets in the morning to make sure I didn’t have a wet dream.
Luckily, my bed was dry as a bone. Even so, laying there in bed, my recollection of last night drifted back into my consciousness. How could I not think about it? That party had me questioning everything I thought I knew about sex and relationships.
Now, I wanted answers, or at least a chance to relive the experience. Reaching for my phone and unlocking it, I opened up a new message and began to type:
“Hey Perci! Just curious, when and where do the TNG meetings take place?”
