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Swingers O Zone Bash!
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About This Book

For fans of Swinger's Club, an erotic romance, featuring Josh and Carrie's smokin' hot New Year's night!

“The O Zone? Where’s that?” Josh thought he had a handle on all the swinger hot spots in northern New York.

“It’s as far away as the Big Apple. I think it’d be great for New Years and a holiday.” Carrie replied. From the smiles their friends, Byron and Sylvia were sporting, it looked like they were interested too.

“Okay. So where is it?”

When Carrie replied Canada, he shook his head. What the hell do reserved and oh so polite Canadians, know about swinging?

“Look, Toronto’s getting a real reputation for good times! Did you see Letterman the other night?”

Even his good friend, Byron agreed with Carrie.

Josh is outvoted, and the couples are off to the O-Zone, Toronto’s premier Swinger’s Couples Club for a two day holiday. The first night, they take in a hockey game where the action on the ice is anything but reserved.

From a raucous hotel pre-party, to the Dirty… heck, Filthy Dancing at the club, it promises to be one hot night in the Great White North!

The body checking at the game gets eclipsed by a virgin MILF (what the heck is a virgin MILF?) who has some ideas of stick handling of her own. She has a cherry to lose, and Josh is her number one draft pick.

It’s hot and erotic when Carrie’s there for the assist! Josh scores and then shoots!

** This erotic romance is for adults only! Contains hot and steamy sex between two awesome characters.**
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The story centers around Josh and Carrie, who visit the club with their friends Byron and Sylvia. If you’d like to read about them and how they became swingers, their full story is captured in my novel Swinger’s Club, available at Amazon here.
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ONE

“No, not Eros Inc. We were just there on Dani’s birthday. Besides, I think they’re closed.”

Carrie stood up and began to clear the dinner plates from the table. “Oh, that’s news to me. What happened?” The two couples had just finished dinner and she was going to bring in coffee.

“I’m not sure,” said Sylvia. “Their website’s down, and there’re posts on the chat boards saying they’re closed.”

“That’s too bad; it was a great club for us.” Everyone at the table nodded.

On her way into the kitchen Carrie called over her shoulder. “How about a two day get-away for New Year’s Eve? All the family visiting’s done and we need some ‘us time’.”

Josh watched his wife playing hostess. There were times that she literally took his breath away. Not bad for being married ten years. But then again, since they’d entered the Swinging lifestyle, the closeness and communication between them had become stronger than ever. Mentally, he gave his head a shake. Who’d ever think fucking someone else while your spouse watched could strengthen your marriage? And their own sex life…well, they were two horny teenagers again.

Carrie still looked like a woman in her mid twenties despite the fact she was thirty-four. Being petite, only five two and working out on a regular basis helped with that. Combine that with her pixie face— those almond shaped eyes and heart shaped face framed by her pageboy hair style— it was no wonder that she was a hit at the club.

“Okay,” said Sylvia, toying with her wine glass. As usual, when Byron and Sylvia came over for dinner, she brought the wine for supper and it was always a good vintage.  “I’m game for a New Year’s get away, but where?”

Josh watched her drain the glass. She was a gorgeous counter foil to Carrie. Sylvia was blond and fair to Carrie’s brunette and olive tone. Sylvia was busty— almost voluptuous— to Carrie’s yoga class and gym fitness. Where Carrie was more reserved in public, Sylvia radiated sensuousness. Sensuousness? Ha! This woman could be bawdy! Maybe something happens to women in their early forties.

The friendship between the two couples began when Carrie and Josh relocated to Black Rapids from Syracuse. It was a big move, from New York to Ohio. In Black Rapids, Sylvia was the real estate broker who sold them their house. Right after the deal closed, she’d come on to Josh.  Carrie had been back in Syracuse supervising the movers, and Josh had come up for the final walk through before taking possession. As casually as inviting him over for a tennis match, she propositioned him.

She further shocked him when she told him she had her husband’s blessing—because they were Swingers, after all. It wouldn’t be an affair, it would be fun. He had gotten out of there as fast as he could. There was no way he was going to risk his marriage. Sure their sex life was a little flat… what could you expect after ten years?

As well as being a married couple, they were best friends. And best friends share everything. He told Carrie about Sylvia’s proposition, which led to another shock. Instead of being offended, Carrie, his reserved wife, was interested! They’d both agreed their sex life could use a shot in the arm, so they went to a Swinger’s club- Eros Inc.- to get their feet wet, and had a great time. It wasn’t long before they got together with Sylvia and Byron and had their first full swap experience. Which led to the current friendship between the four of them.

Josh smiled to himself. Who woulda’ thunk it?

Carrie returned with cups for coffee. She shot a look at Josh that registered. Yeah, the delicious dinner and wine had put him in a pleasant, relaxed mood but now it was time to give her a hand. He got up and went to the kitchen to get the coffee pot, sugar bowl and creamer.

“Well, since we don’t have the time to go south for a week to Hedonism, why not try a few days in Toronto?” said Carrie taking the pot from Josh, and filling the cups.

“Toronto? You mean up in Canada? Why not New York City?” said Josh.

“We’ve been to New York City for New Year’s Josh. I don’t want to freeze my ass off again in Times Square. Once was plenty for me. And Toronto’s just as close as The Big Apple. I’ve never been there, why not check it out?” Carrie looked over to Sylvia and Byron.

“Yeah, but it’s Canada, Carrie. You thought New York was cold… c’mon!” He leaned forward, arching an eyebrow. “I heard they go skiing in July.”

“No way.” said Byron.

“Wayyy… It’s a lot colder up there, let me tell you.” He took out his i-Phone and started tapping on it. He held it out to the group. “See? Here’s the current temperature in Black Rapids—28 degrees.” He went back to tapping on his phone. “Holy shit! See? I told you!” He held the phone out again. “And in Toronto right now, it’s minus 2!”

“Wait a second, let me see that,” Carrie took the phone from Josh. She glanced at it and snickered. “Reading’s not your strong point, is it honey?” She held the phone up and pointed at the screen. “See that, right next to the temperature? It’s the letter ‘C’.” She tapped the screen, the C changed to an F, and the temperature changed to 28.” She showed it to everyone and passed the phone back to Josh.

“Oh,” He slipped it in his pocket.

“Wait a second,” said Byron. “Letterman did a whole thing about the mayor of Toronto just a couple of weeks ago.”

“What about him?” Josh asked.

“He’s a party animal is what. Guy smokes crack, then he showed up drunk as a sailor a few public functions. Letterman did a hysterical bit on him. Y’know, Paul Shaffer, Letterman’s second banana is Canadian.” Byron scratched his head. “And yet, when all that stuff came out, the mayor’s approval rating went up!”

“You’re kidding!”

“Nope.” Byron sat back in his chair. “Hell, back in the day, half of the cast of Saturday Night Live was Canadian, man.” He looked around the table. “From Toronto. I think they might know how to party up there.”

Josh still looked skeptical.

Byron touched his arm. “I passed through Canada on business a couple of times.” He snorted. “God, they’re polite. You bump into one of them, and they say ‘sorry’. And they say ‘A’ a lot.”

“A? They speak English, right?”

“Yeah, like ‘Nice day, ‘A’?’, or ‘How you doing today, ‘A’?’ Stuff like that.”

“So we go to a Swinger’s club and we ask another couple, wanna fuck, A?” Josh let out a laugh.

“Wanna dance, A? Or can I touch your tits, A?” Byron joined in.

“Hey! ‘B’, as in ‘B’ quiet. I’m getting my laptop to look up some clubs.” Carrie squeezed Josh’s shoulder as she passed him on her way to the office.

“There’s hockey as well. Maybe we could take in a game,” said Byron. “They really take it seriously up there, man.”

“I don’t get hockey. Too confusing,” Josh admitted.

“Ahhh… once you understand the basic rules, it’s a lot of fun to watch. We should catch a game.”

Josh shrugged. “I don’t know…”

Carrie returned, sat down and opened the laptop as the others watched. She began a web search. After a few minutes she smiled. “Okay there’re a few clubs we could go to, and this one looks good. The O-Zone.” She clicked the mouse and began to read tilting the computer so that Sylvia and Byron could see. The site loaded, and a thumping techno beat came out of the speakers.

“Cool music,” Josh said, hovering over her shoulder to see the screen.

“Hey, check it out. They have a New Year’s special,” she clicked on the link and began to read the details. “Oh, this looks pretty good. Hotel room, club admission, shuttle service to the club, pre and post parties…”

“I’m in,” said Sylvia. “It’s like a hotel take over.” She looked over to Byron. “Remember that hotel take over we went to in Florida?”

“Yeah, but it’s not the entire hotel, just a few floors,” said Byron.

“Who cares? It’ll be fun!”

“It’s affordable,” Carrie said. She turned and looked up into Josh’s eyes.

Yeah, the music and pics were cool. Hell, he was getting hard just seeing the look in her eyes and picturing the four of them being there.

“Book it Dan-o!”  Byron was scanning the screen but his hand was idly rubbing Sylvia’s leg.

“Book it Dan-o? Who’s Dan-o?” Josh asked.

Sylvia giggled. “Oh Byron, sometimes the expressions you use show your age, y’know. Not that I mind. You’re the sexiest fifty year old I know. I wouldn’t trade you for two twenty fives.” Sylvia leaned forward and kissed her husband on the cheek.


TWO

“Wow! This city is way bigger than I would have thought,” said Josh. They were on the 427 Highway just minutes from their hotel. Josh was at the wheel of the rental car they’d grabbed at the airport.

“What were you expecting, dog sleds and ski-doo’s?” laughed Carrie. “Honestly Josh, you’re so parochial.”

“I didn’t go to Catholic school honey. And what the hell does that have to do with anything?”

Carrie was about to reply when the GPS announced their exit was approaching. As they got off the ramp, the unit spoke “Right turn in eight kilometers.”

“How far is that in miles?” Josh’s glanced at Carrie who was seated next to him in the front.

“About five miles Bro. Plenty of time,” said Byron from the back seat.

“It’s only a bit colder than it was back home. Still, I’m glad I have my fur coat.” Sylvia commented.

“You look fantastic in it.” Carrie turned to look at Sylvia. With her long blond hair and ivory complexion she looked like a fashion model in the blue fox.

“She surprised me once when she wore it, naked, sprawled out on the bed like Morgan Fairchild. It was like fucking a movie star.” Byron slid his hand beneath the coat’s opening onto Sylvia’s thigh.

Carrie’s eyebrows furrowed and she started to speak.

“She was an actress popular in the eighties,” said Sylvia. “Before your time. You two were still in diapers and I was starting school. I looked her up on the internet since Byron compares me to her all the time. She was pretty hot.”

“Hot? She was the focus of my teenage fantasies. No wonder I married you. You could be her double and she made an indelible impression on me.”

Carrie smiled watching Byron’s hand drift higher on Sylvia’s thigh.

“This is it, our exit up ahead.” Josh commented just before the voice of the GPS gave the command.

They drove for a short distance. “There’s the hotel!” Carrie looked out the window at the twelve story building. It looked okay and was pretty easy to find. After they checked in and had dinner, there’d be plenty of time to get to the Air Canada Centre for the hockey game. And maybe enough time for some afternoon delight before dinner…


THREE

When Carrie stepped out of the shower, soft jazz music drifted in from the bedroom area. She smiled as she toweled off and applied deodorant and a dash of perfume. It looked like she wasn’t alone in thinking about an afternoon delight. And her head wasn’t the only thing warming up as she dried and fluffed her hair.

She slipped out of the bathroom and there was Josh, sitting on the king sized bed, his back propped up by pillows against the headboard wearing only a smile. And the best part was that he was already hard, waiting for her. She scampered across the carpeted floor until she stood at the end of the bed and then loosened the towel from her breasts, letting it fall to the floor. Josh’s gaze slowly caressed her body from her full breasts to the shaven V of her crotch.

“Get over here. Now.” His voice was a growl but his eyes were playful.

So that was how it was going to be, huh? Her pussy tingled at the commanding tone. This alpha male with his sex toy was a game that they didn’t do often enough. It always got her hot.

With slow tantalizing movements she knee walked up the bed until she was near the top of his muscular thighs. His hard cock pointing north was large but seemed more so with the closely shaven pubic area—a sharp contrast to the fine hair that covered his legs. His hand was gripped around his cock, slowly stroking.  A drop of pre-cum glistened in the slit at the top.

“Suck me.”

Once more there was a thrill that shot through her lower stomach as she bent over to take him between her lips, facing away from him. The tip of her tongue coaxed more from him and she rolled it in her mouth, relishing the sweet saltiness. Her mouth glided lower, tongue flicking lightly across the sensitive underside of his shaft. When the head of his cock was halfway in, she stopped, breathing through her mouth and focusing on relaxing her throat muscles.

Her eyes started to water when she continued lowering her mouth onto his cock until her lips pressed against his pubic bone. Now slowly, she raised her head until she released his shaft. There was a thin viscous line of pre-cum that formed a bond between her lips and the thick head of his shaft.

His hand was on her thigh pulling her bum closer to his face. She shifted her weight and slid her ass to the spot next to his chest. As she sucked his cock into her mouth once more, his hands pushed her legs apart. She gasped and paused, her mouth full of his cock when his finger touched her clit. He was pumping softly into her mouth.

“That’s right baby, just like that.” His voice was soft even though his breathing had quickened. “God, I love to look at your pretty pussy when you’re sucking me.”

His words were gasoline to her smoldering heat and her head thrust down hard onto his cock. His finger was playing with her clit while his other hand snaked under her ass to her wet opening. It was so wanton to be sucking his cock, commanded to do so while he did whatever he wanted to her pussy. Sometimes, in her head she was a hooker he’d hired to do his bidding. She moaned as a small orgasm flooded through her clit.

Much as she wanted his hot cum in her throat, her cunt wanted his cock even more. Would he fuck her? Please God. And even though she could have stopped and climbed on top to get his cock in her, that wasn’t part of the game. The fact that he controlled the scene made it hotter.

His fingers were pumping into her and flexing to rub against her G spot. Just as she was about to come again, he lifted her ass in his strong hands, shifting her towards the bottom of the bed. He rose up and was above her, pushing her legs open and back. The velvet, purple head of his cock slid between her folds and then into her, hard.

He looked down at her for a moment, his cock buried to the hilt in her. She shuddered when he pulled out and drove into her once more, filling her cunt while his pubic area rubbed against her clit. A wave of ecstasy rolled through her as she clung to him, her fingernails digging into his back.

“Oh God, yes Josh, just like that, keep fucking me! I love you so much!” Words tumbled from her mouth as her cunt clenched him tight within her. Her leg muscles were shivering in a spasm as the orgasm claimed her.

After a few more deep thrusts, Josh’s voice became guttural, a series of grunts as he shot his load into her. This was the best when he came after she did, so she could watch his face. His eyes flashed. The only word to describe the emotion at such moments was joy, that her mate, her man was satiated and happy. The orgasms she enjoyed herself weren’t bad either…

He collapsed on top of her briefly before rolling onto his side and scooping her into his arms.

“God that was good!” He lifted her chin with his finger so that they looked into each other’s eyes. “I love you.” He whispered before kissing her deeply.

His body was warm against hers as she breathed in a mix of his spicy cologne and manly scent. “I’m glad we came.” She whispered.

“That goes double for me. I came in buckets.” His hand stroked her shoulder.

“No, I mean, came to Toronto, silly. I can’t wait till tomorrow night going to the O-Zone. Just think. Now we’ll be international swingers. Pretty exotic, wouldn’t you say?” Her hand slid across his chest and playfully tweaked his nipple.

“Not so exotic. It’s actually more like incest seeing that they’re kind of like our northern cousins. What time is it?” He lifted his hand and looked at his watch.

“You go with the incest; I’m sticking with exotic. Wonder if Byron and Sylvia had a romp on her fur coat?” Carrie sat up and turned the lamp on. Byron had set the mood by drawing the blinds and it was pretty dark in the room.

“We’ve got a half an hour till we meet them for dinner. Perfect timing.”


FOUR

“Any closer to the ice and we’d be on it. How’d you get these seats Byron?” Josh was seated next to Byron with Carrie snuggling into him on his other side. Directly in front of them was a wall of glass.

“Actually it was Sylvia’s connection. Some affiliate company in Toronto. It took some arm twisting but she got us great seats. I swear I can smell the sweat coming off the players on the bench.” He jerked a thumb at the players’ bench about twenty feet away.

Josh scanned the crowd. “Looks like a sellout to me.”

“Actually a game between the Toronto Maple Leafs and the Montreal Canadians is really popular. The guy at the hotel desk couldn’t believe we got tickets. There’s a hell of a rivalry between the two teams.” 

Carrie turned to look at the players outfitted in blue. The guys looked like gladiators in their pads and helmets—kind of like football players but without the tight fitting pants. Too bad.

The national anthem started playing and they stood up, looking at each other when the French chorus was sung.

Carrie elbowed Josh and muttered. “See! With that French, it’s International Swinging, not incest.”

After the anthem they took their seats again and leaned forward as the play began.

The puck was dropped, and a Toronto player had possession. He was flying down the ice towards the Montreal net when an opposing player crashed into him sending him sprawling. The crowd roared with gusto as he scrambled to his feet and play continued.

Josh’s eyes were wide. “Holy shit, these guys are fast!” He turned to Byron. “No whistle? That was inside the rules?”

“Yep. Clean hit,” said Byron not taking his eyes from the game.

“So much for polite, mild Canadians. He was nailed, man.” 

Moments later, a group of players were skating hard towards where they were seated, chasing the puck. All four of them jumped off their seats when the entire group crashed into the glass wall in front of them and skated away.

“Fuck! That was close. They crash into the side of the rink and then just skate away. Why aren’t they on their way to the hospital? I thought football was rough.” Josh’s blue eyes were bulging out of his head. “I thought they were going to come right through the glass!”

“Yeah, don’t mess with hockey players, that’s for sure.” Byron smiled and reached for Sylvia’s hand, her eyes glistening with excitement.

Carrie’s attention was on the player’s box watching the broad backs of the ones sitting there, waiting for their turn on the ice. A couple of men in suits stood behind the bench of players watching the game with intensity. Again the crowd roared, this time augmented by the loudest air horn she’d ever heard, startling her again. She peered to where the players were gathered on the other end of the rink. Oh no. Someone must have scored and she missed it! She looked up at the screen above the center ice and saw the replay. The crowd was delirious.

She elbowed Josh. “So they got a point?”

“It’s a goal. Point’s are basketball.”

She kept her face straight. “Noo… goals are soccer, Josh. You sure?”

He closed his eyes and nodded. “Yeah, I’m sure. Byron filled me in.”

Carrie laughed.

The play continued and Carrie was surprised that she was getting caught up in the game along with the others. There was something special about live sports—the entire arena crackled with excitement.

The puck was dropped again and was bashed around the wooden boards below the glass wall. A Toronto player and a Montreal player skated into it, jostling each other. Suddenly, they stopped and said something to one another. The next thing, they dropped their sticks and flicked their hands free of their gloves and were circling each other. The screams of the crowd was deafening as the two men rushed at each other like armored Sumo wrestlers, grappling, then punching each other in the head as they spun in a circle on the ice.

Carrie’s hand flew to her mouth. “They’re fighting!” she squeaked. “I mean, they’re really fighting!” One player’s nose was already bloodied, and he showed no sign of backing down as he continued to flurry his opponent with punches. The referees were trying to separate them, but it wasn’t working.

The Montreal player took a punch square in his face and his knees buckled. As he sunk to the ice, a teammate jumped in and began to battle the Toronto player anew.

The crowd went looney tunes as players from both benches swarmed across the ice in a melee.

“Oh my God. What’s going on? The refs can’t control them. Someone’s going to get hurt!” Carrie’s voice was loud before she covered her mouth with her hands, eyebrows knitted together.

“Welcome to hockey night in Canada lady. This is almost the best part.” An older man sitting behind Carrie spoke up.

She spun around, her mouth hanging open. “You LIKE the fights?”

“You from the States?” he said with a smile, keeping one eye on the small scale riot. It was beginning to calm down.

“Yes!”

“Look, Hockey is our religion and Gretsky’s our god. This is good old fashioned hockey.” He grinned back at her.

“I was told some guy named Cherry was the god,” she replied with a smirk.

“Nah, he’s a prophet.”

She turned to Josh who was watching the fight with rapt attention. “Do you think any of those guys will be at the O-Zone tomorrow night?”

He looked at her, concern in his eyes. “God, I hope not.”

Carrie felt Sylvia’s hand on her shoulder and her warm breath in her ear.

“I hope so! I’d do one of them in a heartbeat.” Sylvia’s lips brushed against her skin before Carrie eased her head away to return Sylvia’s smile.


FIVE

The following afternoon, Carrie and Sylvia sat in the lounge area of the hotel watching people check in. The guys had decided to take a swim in the hotel pool so there wasn’t much to do except people watch. Actually, it was pretty entertaining, sitting in their jeans and sweaters sizing up the people arriving, pondering if they’d see them naked later that evening.

“See the tall red head in the stiletto boots. We’ll see her later. She’s got to be one of us.” Sylvia’s eyes turned quickly and back again indicating where she was looking.

“Hmmm… she’s got a pretty face but the long coat hides her body. Husband’s not bad.” Carrie grinned at Sylvia.

The next couple through the door looked to be in their late forties and a little on the hefty side. The woman had a warm smile and twinkling blue eyes when she turned to look at Carrie. She was probably wondering if the same thing that Sylvia and Carrie were—would they see each other later?

Her husband was a younger version of Byron, dark with a charming smile.

There were a few couples in their twenties but most were in their forties and early fifties. When two couples that had to be in their sixties walked in, Carrie wouldn’t have been surprised if she saw them later that night. They waved and called out to other people registering. One thing she had learned in the lifestyle was that there wasn’t really an age limit on who went to a club; the variety made it more fun.

She saw Byron and Josh wearing towels around their waists, appear before the elevator. Josh held up his hands and flashed his fingers indicating that they’d be back in ten minutes. Good. They could continue the people watching for a little while. Glancing back at the arriving guests she saw that the guys were being checked out by a few of the ladies waiting for their husbands to finish at the front desk.

A throng of people came through the door. From the way they were joking around it was apparent that they knew each other. She looked at Sylvia who nodded her head. Yeah, they looked like they’d be fun at a swinger’s club and for all arrive at the same time, made it almost a sure bet.

“So much for reserved Canadians,” Sylvia chuckled. “I think we’re in for a good time.”

***

They decided to go to the reception on the eleventh floor to register and get the schedule for the shuttle bus. On the elevator, the four of them were eager to get the party rolling. Carrie was bouncing on her toes. The elevator car stopped one floor up and another couple got in, Carrie noticed them glance at the array of elevator buttons and grin.

“Guess we’re all going to the same place, eh?” The stocky blond man, who had gotten on with his wife commented.

“Yup. No more guessing. We’re swingers too.” Sylvia piped up.

“Where you from?” The woman asked. She was tall, almost six feet in her heels. Long red hair hung well below her shoulders.

“Black Rapids, in the States.”

“Americans? I thought so. I’m Kim and this is my husband John by the way.”

“I’m Sylvia, and this is my husband Byron and our friends Josh and Carrie. How’d you know we’re Americans?”

“I lived in Rochester New York as a child. I recognize the mid-west accent.” Kim grinned. “I know you think we have an accent, right? I became a Canadian when I married my sweetie.” Kim hooked her arm through John’s.

Arriving at the eleventh floor, they all got out. The O-Zone had booked four floors of the hotel as part of their New Year’s package. People were standing chatting, lining the hallway where a complimentary tray of hor d'oeuvres and bar had been set up. There was a small cadre of people waiting to enter a room to get their wrist bands and register for the party. Most people were still in jeans and travelling clothes but a couple of the ladies had changed into short, tight dresses. Dance music from a compact stereo system on the snack table filled the corridor.

As they passed one of the dressed up ladies, a blonde woman who filled out the cups of her bra amply, was eyeing Josh. Carrie smiled at the woman. Not only was she attractive but she had good taste. Yeah, with Josh’s strong jaw line, deep blue eyes and quirky smile, he was definitely eye candy. The blonde looked to be in her fifties.

“And how are you doin’?” she said to Josh, her tongue lightly caressing her lower lip.

Holding Carrie’s hand, he stopped. He looked the blonde over slowly, from her stilettos, up her dress to the top of her head and back to her face. “How’m I doin’? Not as good as you!” He grinned lecherously.

The woman laughed and took a sip of her drink. “I guess that will remain to be seen!” She pointed to a room door at the end of the corridor. “Registration’s in there. Charlene and Phil will look after you guys. Have fun!”

They turned and got into the short lineup. Josh ducked his head to Carrie’s ear. “Warmest—hell, hottest welcome to a party I’ve ever had,” he murmured.

She tugged his hand. “What can I say? She’s got excellent taste!”

Inside the room, they met Charlene and Phil. He was checking names off a list—a long list—and Charlene was attaching wrist bands. Judging by the length of the list, the club was bound to be packed. Carrie hoped they would be able to get a table.

“What time does the shuttle bus leave?” she asked Charlene while her wrist band was being applied.

“It shows up at 9:00 and then takes us back at 2:00 a.m.. If you want to stay later, they’re serving breakfast at 4:00, but you’ll have to cab back.”

Carrie glanced at her watch, it was just 5:00 p.m.. Outside in the corridor the volume of fun was increasing. These guys had been partying already, and the club was going to be open till 4:00? Whoa… talk about ‘hardy Canadians’…

“How far is the club from the hotel?” she asked. Josh was the maestro of the GPS unit; she didn’t have a clue.

“Not far, hon. Maybe a fifteen dollar cab ride at most.”

That wasn’t too bad. Well, they’ll figure out their plans as they go along. Josh got his wrist band, and they left the room.

Back in the corridor they saw Sylvia chatting with a guy near the bar set up. He grinned and leaned close to her ear and whispered something. Sylvia burst out laughing and put her hand on his arm. Byron was standing off to the side watching, a smile on his face. Josh peeled off for a minute, and Carrie tugged on Byron’s sleeve.

Carrie stepped closer to him and said quietly. “I see Sylvia’s already getting into this.”

“Yes, it doesn’t take much coaxing. What do you think so far?” He turned to face her and slid an arm around her waist and began to sway gently to the rhythm of the music.

“I like it.” She gestured to the corridor with a sweep of her arm. “Most of the people here seem to know one another.”

“Yeah, seems that way to me.”

“Yes, but they’re not cliquey at all, are they?”

“Anything but.” Byron looked over at Carrie. “You and Josh haven’t been to many clubs. Some of them can be, you know.” He pointed with his chin at Josh. “If this is any indication, we’re in for a good time.”

Nodding, she turned her head from Sylvia and the hot guy to Josh and the blonde woman chatting. If her husband was even half as hot, maybe they’d hook up.

Sylvia stepped toward them holding small plastic cups. She handed one to each of them and said, “Jello shooters. Try one.”

Carrie took the shooter and held it to her lips tipping it up.

“No, not like that. Hold it to your lips, stick your tongue in it and open your mouth. Watch.” Byron lifted his and demonstrated.

“It looks more like practice for you and Josh. Okay. Down the hatch.”

When Carrie tried it, the glob of jello landed with a plop inside her mouth and dissolved leaving a faint burn of alcohol mixed with the sweet lime jello flavor.

“Thank you ma’am, please may I have another!” Carrie walked over to the table where they were laid out. She tried a strawberry one, then a blue one. What the hell was blue jello?

A man with close cropped black hair and a Toronto Maple Leafs jersey sidled up to her.

He smiled at her. “Better go easy, dear. The party’s just warming up.” He picked up two shooters and downed them back to back and smacked his lips.

“But they taste so good!” Carrie plopped another in her mouth and swallowed it. Yeah, she better back off. The effects of the first couple were beginning to buzz a bit.

She looked around the table, then back to the fellow beside her. “Where do we pay for these?”

He laughed. “It’s on me, don’t worry.”

“Thanks, but…”

“I’m just kidding. The club is footing the bill for the pre-party.”

Carrie arched her eyebrows as she looked over to a bar setup on a dolly. ‘BARZILLA’ was stenciled on the front, and four bottles of alcohol were set up on shot dispensers. She looked back to ‘Mr. Maple Leafs’. “On the house?”

“Yep. They do it for every major event where they have a Stay and Play.”

“Hey Cory! Check this out!” Another guy from across the hall was gesturing and holding up his i-Phone.

“Oops. Gotta run. My buddy’s got a video of the brawl from the hockey game last night.”

“It was some riot.” Carrie gestured to Sylvia and Byron. “We were at the game. It was my first one. Does that happen a lot?”

“Not really, that’s why it’s making such a buzz today.” He patted her shoulder and joined his friend watching the video on the phone. Carrie walked back to where Sylvia and Byron were.

Josh and the blond woman took a step towards them.  “Carrie, this is Beth. Her husband’s taking a nap and we’ll meet him later. Byron, Sylvia, meet Beth.”

Beth’s handshake was firm and her smile friendly when she stepped closer to Carrie. Her blonde hair fell straight to her shoulders with auburn highlights. But it was her eyes that Carrie couldn’t stop looking into. They were actually an emerald shade, highlighted by aqua eye shadow. Hmmm… Josh is acquiring an appreciation for older women, huh?

“Josh tells me it’s your first trip to the O-Zone. Ben and I are members and this is our fourth New Year’s party.” She waved at a couple who got off the elevator. “You’re taking the shuttle to the club?”

“With all these people? Will there be room or does it do lots of trips?” Sylvia glanced around smiling at the odd person.

“There’ll be room, but some people will have to stand, probably. It’s a coach bus and we’re packed in there like sardines.” She gave a wicked grin. “Don’t be surprised to get groped like crazy! Kind of like starting the party early.” Glancing at her watch, she said, “Look I’ll see you later. I’ve got to get my man up and ready.” With a small wave, she hurried down the hall.

Carrie looked at Josh who was watching the sway of Beth’s hips as she walked away. “Yeah. She’s got the hots for you and a nice ass.”

His face flushed pink and he grinned. “Really? I didn’t notice?”

“You didn’t notice? Oh my god, Josh,” she put her hand to his forehead. “Are you sick? Are you dead?” They laughed. “Josh, she’s got to have fifteen years on you!”

“Yeah, I know! Isn’t that hot?”

“Well… I just didn’t think that you’d…”

Byron chirped up. “Hey, Carrie—I’ve got more than fifteen years on you, you know, does that bother you?”

She shot him a look. “No! You’re hot! And you being older… well, it’s never crossed my mind to tell you the truth.”

“Well then, what’s good for the goose is good for the gander, baby,” said Josh. “Besides,” he gestured down the hall. “Checking out Beth shows me what I have to look forward to with you!”

“Always saying the right things, dear.” She pecked him on the cheek. “This is so damn strange, you know.”

“What is?” the others all asked together.

Carrie put one hand to her cheek. She held out her index finger with the other. “One, I’m watching my husband making time with a beautiful blonde fifteen years older than him.” She held up a second finger. “Two, I’m surprised that her age is a turn on for him.” Holding up her third finger, she said, “And finally, he’s making time with another woman, and it turns me on!”  She shook her head. “If someone told me I’d be feeling that way—watching my hubby flirt with a woman at a party and get aroused…”

“Pretty cool, huh?” Josh slid his arm around her waist and Carrie nodded.

“Hey lovebirds,” said Sylvia. “I think Beth’s onto something though. Maybe we should go get some supper and then head up to our rooms to change.”

“Sounds like a plan,” said Carrie and Josh in unison.


SIX

A few hours later Josh looked around the crowded lobby. It was just 9:00 and the bus was due any minute. Even so, they could have been a crowd of kids waiting excitedly for a bus to take them to summer camp. Everyone was wearing warm coats because of the bitter cold night. Knots of people were laughing and chattering at each other and at other groups beside them. The atmosphere was electric. The energy in the lobby was high, increasing each time the elevator doors opened, releasing another group of revelers.

The elevator opened and Beth emerged holding hands with a man around Josh’s age. He was tall and quite slender. His tousled hair was frosted a bit with highlights. Funny, when Beth had said he’d been napping, Josh had pictured an older husband.

They came over and said hello.

“This is my husband, Ben,” Beth said. The two men shook hands. Out of the corner of his eye, Josh saw Carrie staring at Ben. When they moved off to say hello to other partiers, Carrie tugged on Josh’s hand. He bent over and she spoke in his ear.

“Did you see his eyes?” she said. “One’s blue and the other’s light brown!”

“Oh. I thought there was something… I guess that’s it.”

“And his mouth? Oh God, Josh, he reminds me of David Bowie!”

Soooo…his little minx was interested in Beth and her husband too. Alright!

A cheer went up when the bus pulled into the parking lot and the crowd surged to the lobby doors. The four of them bringing up the rear.

A gust of icy air shot through the wind tunnel the overhang of the hotel entrance created. He slid his arms around Carrie hugging her close to his body as they slowly shuffled forward toward the bus. He held her elbow as she navigated across the icy walkway on her stilettos. It was at times like this he appreciated being a guy, not having to wear spikes on his feet.

“I hope we can get on,” Sylvia murmured.

“Ahhh… don’t worry about it,” said Byron. “It’ll be like a New York subway at rush hour.”

“Except a lot more fun,” she quipped.

They eased up to the bus and boarded, practically the last to get on.

Two women came running out from the hotel and got on at the last minute. The driver closed the door and the bus began to roll, bringing another cheer. The two women behind Josh were standing a couple of steps below him. They began to knead his ass cheeks. He ground his hips, giving new meaning to the term bun warmer. Definitely not the subway!

He clutched the plastic grip of the overhead bins with one hand and steadied Carrie with the other as the bus lurched onto the main drag. Further down the aisle, Byron and Sylvia were chatting away with a group of people seated. One man stood and Sylvia sat down in his place.

Carrie snuggled in close to his body and turned her face up to look at him. “You smell good enough to eat.” She purred.

“Here’s hoping.” He hugged her tight to him.

In just minutes the bus was pulling into the parking lot area of the O-Zone, bringing another cheer from the crowd.

“They’re as hyped up as the crowd at the hockey game!” Carrie chuckled.

“Yeah, and not a fight to be had!” said Josh.

They got off the bus and Josh caught his breath. Christ, it was cold enough to freeze the nuts off a jeep! They scurried inside. Being last on the bus made them among the first through the doors.

A pretty brunette behind the counter smiled at them when they entered. “Welcome to the O-Zone. The coat rack’s over there.”

“If you get the drinks, we’ll grab a table near the dance floor.” Byron called out, handing Josh their coats.

“Good idea.” People were now streaming through the door, flashing their wrist bands at the woman at the counter and heading right into the club to claim their own spots. He hung up everyone’s coat, and taking Carrie’s arm they headed to the bar.

Carrie looked so damn sexy. She was wearing a red corset and matching stilettos. At the bottom of the corset was a short, very short mini skirt, barely covering her ass. Her thigh highs had red bows on the back. Her exposed skin was all goosebumps from the entranceway’s draft. He was grateful he was wearing his wool suit.

A table with New Year’s Eve regalia had been set up before entering the bar area. The guy manning it, probably in his early twenties, was checking Carrie out, inviting her to help herself to anything as he did so. He must have felt he died and went to heaven when he landed this gig—gorgeous women in an assorted state of undress passing by in an unending stream. The theme was a masquerade, and there was a wide collection of complimentary masks as well.

Carrie took a hat, noise maker and mask and headed to the bar. There was an opening and she slipped in between two men. Being petite and gorgeous has its advantages. The fellow on her right turned to glance at her and said something that Josh couldn’t hear. Whatever it was, must have been complimentary, judging by her wide smile in return.

Josh turned his head to take in the crowd, now with their winter wear hung up. A L L of the women were dressed to impress. Slinky dresses, corsets, clingy skirts and tops abounded. Add the heels and it was a sight to behold. Most of the men were in suits—he saw one guy wearing a tux, and a couple more guys in dinner jackets.

The dance floor was already occupied with couples dancing to a throbbing beat. Someone must have hit a button, because a jet of smoke came from a smoke machine to be cut by a series of multi-colored laser lights. The party was already going strong and they’d only arrived!

He looked over at a group of people near the dance floor. A red haired woman with an open backed dress, was kissing and playing with the bare breasts of another woman while their guys watched, appreciating the sight. Another couple approached them and now the three women were hugging. The first two women opened up the bodice of the third woman’s dress, each taking a nipple in their mouths as she stroked their hair as all three swayed in time to the sensual beat from the speakers. Hole-lee shit!

Carrie turned and handed him two gin and tonics before scooping up two wine glasses. Behind the three couples, was the dance floor, replete with a stripper pole and dance cage.  High cocktail tables ran the length of the dance floor. There was a walkway, and then a step up to where there were sofas and more tables.

Josh thrust a drink outward, pointing the walkway out to Carrie. This was where being six foot four came in handy, being able to scope out things. He followed Carrie while searching for Byron and Sylvia. They found seats at the back of the dance floor area, sitting at a table overlooking it. There were actually two rows of tables in this area, set on platforms that ascended in height. Clever. Even though they were in the back row, they still had a great view of the action on the dance floor.

And there was some action. He was watching a live version of Dirty Dancing. The night had just begun, but couples were grinding and thrusting like they were Dancing With Porn Stars!

Over on one side a tall couple clutched and stroked each other to the beat of Nine Inch Nails “I Want To Fuck You Like An Animal”. The woman, with long black hair almost to her waist leaned back on one leg, the other raised, toe pointing as her partner held her, dropping his head onto her chest. Even from the distance, Josh could see the smoldering expressions on their faces.

He looked over to another couple where the man stood with his hands in his pockets as his partner squatted down, nuzzling into his thighs as she caressed his ass cheeks. He flexed his hips into her face as she stood back up. As soon as she was upright, he bent over grasping one of her thighs, dry humping her in time to the song’s chorus.

A voyeur’s delight.

Josh stood next Carrie at the table when fingers trailed across the cheeks of his ass. Even through the wool of his suit pants, when the touch pushed into the crack of his butt, he started. He spun around, and there was Beth from the hotel.

“How you doin’?” He said with a grin.

“About as good as you!” she replied. She was being pulled along by her husband to one of the few remaining seats in the area and gave him a finger wave. He’d never done a MILF but he wouldn’t mid losing his cherry to that one.

At the table next to theirs, on the platform below, a couple in their 30’s sat nursing drinks and watching the dance floor. He was wearing a sequined tuxedo jacket, and she was wearing a floor length gown with a slit that ran up to her hips. A younger man in a white shirt and tight dark pants holding the hand of his wife or girlfriend approached them. He was probably in his twenties with the swarthy handsome coloring of a Latino. From the warm French kiss he gave the older woman, he was not only a friend but obviously a fan. His girlfriend was a vivacious brunette who approached the woman’s husband, kissing him warmly.

Josh leaned down to Carrie who was mesmerized by the crowd on the dance floor too. She didn’t even notice his exchange with Beth.

“How’re you doin’ bayybee!” he said.

She turned to him. “This sure isn’t Eros Inc!”

“What do you mean?”

She turned her gaze back to the floor. “I’m not sure. It’s hotter!” The dance floor was filling up rapidly as more and more people joined the throng. “I mean, everyone’s dressed to impress, sure… but…”

Josh eyebrows furrowed.

“I mean…” she pointed out one couple. The woman was overweight, as was her partner. The man grasped her hand, raising it above her head and she spun a fast pirouette, her skirt lifting and falling. “Look at those two. God knows, they’re not gym rats like us, right?”

“Yeah… so…?”

She turned back to Josh, eyes wide. “Yeah, so they’re so god damn hot!” She had to lean into Josh because the music was loud in their section. “I mean, look at how they’re looking at each other!”

Josh glanced over. The woman’s eyes were intent on her partner as his hands glided over her chest, her tummy and down her hips. A smile, an almost sly smile was on her face as she gyrated into his caresses. Josh nodded.

“I see what you mean.”

“And over there,” she pointed to a foursome of people in their twenties, maybe early thirties danced together on the platform below where they were sitting. Sure, they weren’t model svelte and a more accurate description would be that they were ‘big’ but it didn’t matter. Josh shook his head—‘big’? ‘Fat’? No… voluptuous was more like it. One woman with heavy thighs was wearing a miniskirt and fishnets. The sway of her hips was mesmerizing. Josh’s cock thickened imagining himself doing her doggy style, caressing her soft pliant flesh. The other woman was wearing a jersey dress that clung to all her curves and no bra. Her nipples peeked in and out of her halter top as she bent over and stood up in time to the beat.

They were sexy as hell.

“There’s something about this place, Josh… I don’t know… everyone’s sexy here!” She looked up at him, eyes sparkling.

Josh looked around the room. “I don’t know why, but you’re right… I think it’s the confidence everyone has, maybe?” His hand stroked her back as he looked at her. “You’re pretty confident too, y’know,” his eyes smiling. “That makes you damn sexy too…” He leaned into her and kissed her deeply, his tongue caressing her mouth.

“Hey you two! Where do you think you are?” called Byron. Josh looked up. Easy for him to say, fingering Sylvia as she sat next to him, her hand on top of his, making sure he was getting to exactly the right spot. Sylvia clutched the table top and gasped as she thrust her pelvis into Byron’s finger. After a moment, she grasped Byron’s hand and pulled it away.

“That’s all I can handle!” she gasped. Josh and Carrie laughed.

“Check out the stripper pole.” Byron nudged his arm.

A blond haired woman in a dark lace corset was showing the crowd that she owned that pole, twirling, her hair cascading outward as she swirled and hooked her legs around it. The music track had now changed to Aerosmith’s ‘Walk This Way’ and the dance floor filled.

Now Carrie and Sylvia rose and did their slut strut to join the others dancing. A few couples watched them go which wasn’t surprising. With the short low cut dresses they were wearing, all legs and boobs, they were as striking as anyone else.

The DJ has changed tracks to Donna Summers’ ‘Love To Love You Baby’, as they turned to each other and began to dance. Their hands roamed freely over each other’s body as they exchanged a deep kiss. Sylvia, the taller of the two, tugged the hem of Carrie’s skirt up exposing her ass. She cupped the cheeks in both of her hands, digging her fingers into the flesh, swaying Carrie’s hips in and out.

Carrie made the most of their difference in height, kissing Sylvia’s chest and lifting her tits from the constraining fabric to expose dark nipples, puckered with pleasure. Her tongue extended and circled the nipple before sucking it into her mouth as she ground her hip into Sylvia in time to the music.

Josh’s cock pressed against the fabric of his pants watching the show the women were putting on.

A movement to the left of the women now caught his eye. The blonde was once more on the stripper pole but this time the only thing she wore was a rhinestone G-string and impossibly high heels for the moves she was making. Her legs and ass were firm and shapely but it was her perfect breasts that riveted his attention. The small dark nipples perched on round globes that were high and firm.

Another dark haired woman joined her on the pole in a dance so suggestive that it wasn’t hard to imagine the two women tangled together on a bed. They caressed each others’ bodies, fingers going into one another’s crotch as they deliberately aroused their partner. Flicking his gaze back and forth between the two couples, Josh’s cock began to ooze pre-cum. When the dance ended and Carrie and Sylvia returned, he was ready to bend them over and fuck them blind.

Looking over to Byron and seeing his eyes glittering, he didn’t think it was such a bad idea.

An announcement over the speakers scuttled that plan though. A tour of the club was about to begin. Well, maybe it would be a good idea—anything to cool his jets. He rose and nodded for Carrie to follow him as Sylvia and Byron got to their feet. They weaved their way over to the spot where the tour was to begin. One of the staff was waiting for them. He had a cute, boyish face that looked almost innocent. Josh chuckled to himself at the irony—the theme of this night was ‘Carnival of Sins’ and their tour guide looked like a choirboy.

Their guide waved at everyone. “I’m Tim and I’m going to show you the ropes…I mean show you around. You probably know the ropes but if you’re really into ropes you’ll looove our dungeon.”

They have a dungeon here? Josh was surprised. He hadn’t spent the time Carrie had online looking at the club’s facilities. He looked over at Carrie who’s eyes, wide in innocence, mouthed ‘Who, me?’ He swatted her bum. This night could get really, really interesting!

“Okay, let’s get it on!” said Tim. He led the way to the rear of the club, past the dance floor and the area where they’d been sitting. They left their drinks at the table to stake their claim on it.

At the back of the club was another bar which was unmanned at this time. Fresh towels were stacked up off to one side, and a bowl of condoms was beside them. Corridors went from left to right.

“Left hut!” Tim called and stepped out ahead. Pointing, he said, “Here are the restrooms, in case you haven’t used them yet and didn’t know. Pointing at each of the three doors in a line, he continued, “Guys, Girls, and a Shower Room that’s Unisex.” He continued through the corridor past the facilities and rounded another turn, followed by the group of guests.

He gestured to a wall of lockers with benches in front. “Here are lockers for you to stow your gear when you decide to play. You can get a key and a lock at the bar we just passed.” The rest of the room had an assortment of different furnishings.

“Not just beds,” said Josh, looking at two hand carved thrones off to one side. There was also a group of beds in the room, all with crisp white sheets. Many of the beds had privacy curtains tied off onto posts.

Tim continued walking through the room and turned to face the group. “Now this is the first of our play areas.

“How many do you have?” asked Sylvia.

“A lot,” Tim smiled. “We have 10,000 square feet here, and I’ll be showing you most of it. Trust me, you’ll be able to find a spot to get it on,” he ended with a grin. “A cool thing about the O-Zone is our members don’t wait for a spot when the mood strikes them.

As the group kept walking, there were more beds placed at different heights in nooks along each wall.

“For those of you who are shy, there are curtains you can pull around the bed if you want privacy. Those beds are over in that corner. If you choose to play in one of the beds in the centre of the room, just know that anyone is free is watch. There are condoms and sanitizers as well. If you play on one of our leatherette pieces of furniture, just make sure to wipe it down after.”

Josh looked around and saw two white leather loungers, curved in an ‘S’ shape near the end of the play area as well as a round leather bed in the centre. The ‘S’ curved beds looked like they could be fun.

At the back of the play area was a pool table with two couples playing and a secondary bar serving drinks.

“It’s a whole lot easier to get to the other play area to backtrack instead of groping our way through the club, although that could be fun too.” Tim bobbed his eyebrows lasciviously and grinned before he sprinted through the group to again lead the way to the other side.

Again, the group passed the lockers, washrooms, towel bar and the entrance to the dance area. They walked down a hall that led to a large room that had been divided up into themed play stations. There was a dungeon replete with bars for walls and manacles mounted.

Tim stopped, and flipped a switch. “Now here’s a real swinger for you. It can be adjusted to stop at any height.” With a hum a padded swing descended, a hole in the center of the seat. “This can help you get the angle of the dangle just right!” Carrie turned around, her eyes wide and round, and looked at Josh. There was also a Love Swing hanging from another spot in the ceiling. That one had stirrups for legs.

Tim must have noticed Carrie’s reaction because the next thing he pointed out was a Sybian machine. It sat inside a small corral, surrounded by a four foot high fence.

“And for the ladies, our own version of the bucking bronco except it’s a fucking bronco. You Ma’am, would you like to try it out?”

Carrie turned pink but managed to answer, “Maybe later after more wine.”

“We have a supply of condoms that we ask you to use if you try this machine.” He then flicked a switch and the cock on the saddle began to rotate and vibrate. The floor under Josh’s feet actually rumbled when Tim turned the speed up.

After the Sybian was another play area. Beds again at different heights lined the wall along with molded leather plush chairs, designed to make positions in the Kama Sutra possible.

“Well folks, that’s it. There’re four hundred people here tonight and I guarantee you that you won’t have to wait for a spot to play in. Any questions?” He stood with his hands on his hips, all smiles—the perfect host.

“Only if you’re free to join our group in here later.” Sylvia stepped towards him and ran her fingertips down his arm.

“I’d love to but I’m on duty. If you want to stick around till I’m off…”

“When would that be?” Sylvia’s fingers trailed down over the front of his pants to his crotch.

“Probably five in the morning.”

“Sorry. Too late for me. Maybe next year.” Sylvia turned and rejoined Byron who was smiling at her overt flirting.

“Okay then. Party on!” With that Tim left the group to resume his duties at the bar.


SEVEN

When they returned to their table, Carrie noticed Beth and her husband necking on the sofa behind them. Her leg was draped over his thigh allowing his hand to play with her pussy, his fingers grazing on the outside of her panties. From the angle where she was sitting Carrie couldn’t help but see the tent in his trousers. She smiled. The nap definitely had done him some good. He was stroking her harder and harder as her hips were squirming. Her eyes were glazed as she reached orgasm, gasping as Carrie watched.

The D.J. had changed the mix to a sultry thrumming beat and Carrie ran her fingernails down Josh’s back.

He turned and leaned over. “Feel like dirty dancing?”

“I thought you’d never ask!” She grabbed his hand, yes, he was turned on—his hand was warm as he led her to the floor, finding an area that wasn’t too crowded.

Many women had shed their dresses and now danced in corsets or G-strings. When Josh took her into his arms and pressed into her, guiding her over the dance floor, his thick cock pressed into her tummy. He released his grip on one side and slid his hand down her side and between her legs.

This was heaven. The song playing was one of their favorites—Chris DeBurgh’s ‘Lady In Red’ and she closed her eyes, Josh’s fingers teasing her in time to the chorus. He pulled the elastic of her panty aside and teased the hard nub of her clit, gliding easily in her slick wetness. They’d stopped trying to dance and simply swayed in time to the music on the floor. She opened her eyes for a moment and looked around. There were other couples fondling and stroking each other in similar fashion.

Her own hand went to the bulge in Josh’s crotch and caressed it slowly in time to the music, up and down and squeezing the head. His cock became harder still, and the front of his pants was damp with pre-cum. Brazenly, right on the dance floor, she pulled down his fly and slipped her hand inside to cup his scrotum. They felt like two small tennis balls they were so tight. Good! Whenever his balls were tight, it always promised a good load of cum when he would finally get off.

She loved the taste and texture of his semen. Shit, who was she kidding— since they got into the Lifestyle, she learned she enjoyed men’s semen period. A small smirk pursed her lips, yes, that was true, but the come waiting in these balls were definitely her favorite flavor.

Josh was sooo ready… he began to flex his hips when her fingers encircled his shaft and she began to stroke him. She had been stroking him to the end of the song when he covered her wrist with his hand.

“That’s enough honey, or I’m going to blow right now,” he hissed through clenched teeth. His other hand was busy on her own crotch.

Which was enough to put her over the edge. Her knees trembled as she had an orgasm standing up. Shit! Cumming on the dance floor on New Year’s Eve! She felt so wanton…

“Great!” she grinned when she caught her breath, “I need to release my Inner Slutness!”

The DJ’s voice boomed over the music, stopping Josh and Carrie.

“Aaand now… the ball will be dropping in just fifteen minutes, so we have to play our theme song!” The opening chords to Billy Idol’s version of ‘Mony, Mony’ boomed out of the sound system.

A cheer went up from the crowd and the dance floor filled to overflowing. Looking out to the rest of the club, Josh saw people dancing while waiting at the bar, and at their tables surrounding the floor.

Carrie and Josh eyed each other, both looking confused, but started to dance.

If that’s what you would call being on a dance floor with over three hundred people jumping up and down to the beat of the music. Okay, no biggie. It was a great song that had made a comeback.

“Here she comes now sayin' Mony Mony

Shoot 'em down turn around come on Mony”

“HEY MOTHERFUCKER GET LAID GET FUCKED!” The entire crowd roared in unison.

“What the hell was that?” Josh shouted to Carrie.

She shook her head and held her hands up.

The song continued, the crowd laughing as they danced. A few bars later in the song, the DJ muted the track in time, and the crowd bellowed its mantra again.

Josh and Carrie burst out laughing looking at the surprise on each other’s face.

Through the rest of the song, every few bars, the crowd would again erupt with their special chorus, all the way to the end of the number. Josh and Carrie got into it, punching the air as they shouted out the phrase.

When the song ended, the crowd burst into applause.

Josh and Carrie looked at each other, shaking their heads.

“Ten minutes to midnight!” called out the DJ as they returned to their table.

“I think this is going to be some kind of night,” said Carrie, taking Josh’s arm.”

“It already is, baby. It already is.”

When they returned to the table, Sylvia and Byron were chatting with a couple they had been talking to back at the hotel pre-party. The four of them were laughing and flirting to beat the band. No mystery where this was heading!

“Josh, Carrie, meet Lanny and Cindy.” Byron said, extending his arm. The four of them shook hands.

“Nice to meet you. You guys were dancing pretty sexy out there. I got turned on watching you!” Cindy’s eyes twinkled and leaned in to kiss Carrie’s lips. She was wearing a formal coat with tails, and a bowtie above a black and red striped corset. With her long dark legs and the top hat tilted at a jaunty angle she looked like a young version of Lilly Marlene.

Carrie sized Cindy’s partner Lanny up. He was a head taller than Cindy and the athletic body of a full back. Or a hockey player maybe? Betcha’ he is… and Sylvia wants to get him into her penalty box!  She could barely repress a giggle as her hand was lost in his huge meat hook when they shook. He had laughing eyes above a large roman nose and the whitest teeth shone through his mustached face.

“We’re going to go to the playroom on the dungeon side. Are you guys up for that?” asked Byron.

“Maybe in a few minutes. It’s almost midnight Bro.” Josh’s eyes flitted to the sofa where Beth and her husband sat, their arms around each other.

“What better way to ring in the New Year than having a six-some, man?” Byron grinned, rose to his feet and lightly play punched Josh’s shoulder.

Tilting his head at Beth and her husband, still entwined, Josh said “I’m thinking ‘eight-some’, Bro.”

“Ahh! Well done, young Jedi!” sparkled Byron. “Bring ‘em over too! Sylvia and I want to be naked and fucking when the ball drops, though.” He looked at Carrie and Josh. “You guys okay with that?”

Carrie waved him off. “No problem guys, come on! Have fun and we’ll catch up.”

“Great. See you over there.”

Carrie took her seat and watched the four people leave. It was obvious that Josh was interested in including Beth and her husband in their playing which was fine with her. She glanced over at them and smiled trying to catch their attention. But it wasn’t necessary. Beth had gotten up and was almost at their table, followed closely by her younger partner.

“Hey, mind if we join you guys?” Beth slid onto the empty chair next to Carrie and flashed a smile.

Her husband Ben stood next to her his arm casually draped over her bare shoulder.

“We were hoping you would.” Carrie’s eyes roamed over the low cut neckline of Beth’s dress to her full hips. She could feel eyes appraising her and turned slightly to see Ben checking her out.

“It’s the countdown to the New Year! Ten, nine, eight…” The DJ announced while the music faded.

Carrie stood up and put her arms around Josh’s neck. “I love you. And it’s okay by me to play with Beth and Ben.” She saw his eyes light up as he grinned at her. He pulled her close and kissed her deeply, their tongues doing the tango of love when 2014 rolled in.

The room was filled with confetti, blown from who knows where, floating down over them like butterflies as they pulled away, gazed at each other and kissed deeply again. Byron had a point that swinging with another couple was a great way to bring the New Year in with a bang, but kissing the man that she adored when it happened, was the best.

When she pulled away, Beth’s hands were on her shoulders while she leaned in to kiss Carrie’s lips softly. Next, Ben was in front of her and his kiss wasn’t so soft. In fact it was downright passionate. These guys were ready to play, that was for sure.

“Now I just want you guys to know something,” said Beth. She looked between Carrie and Josh with her eyes steady.

“What’s up?” said Josh.

“Well… it’s this…” Beth glanced over to Ben, who nodded silently, urging her on. She turned her head and looked at the dance floor for a moment. It was filled with people dancing in the New Year.

Beth’s fingers were knotted. Oh man… she looked nervous!

“What’s the problem, Beth?” Carrie placed her hand on top of Beth’s. “Look, if you’re having second thoughts, then no harm, no foul, okay? We’d love to play with you, but if you’re not ready, that’s fine. If it’s not fun, why bother?” She tried to smile as sweetly as she could.

“No, it’s not that,” Beth shook her head. “Not at all.” She looked over to Ben, who remained silent. “We’ve been talking all night, since I met you guys back at the hotel. Talking about playing with you.” She turned to Josh. “You really, really turn me on!”

“Well… thanks!” Josh shot back a cheese grin.

“You have good taste in men, Beth,” said Carrie, turning from Josh to check out Ben again. He was at least ten years younger than Beth, and slender to the point of lithe. She was going to fuck David Bowie if all went well. His contrasting eye color was amazing, and he had the same shaped mouth. Ben smiled back.

“Go on, honey,” he said. “You wanted to do the talking on this.”

What was this all about, anyway?

“Okay… it’s this. Ben and I have been coming to the O-Zone for four years now. This is our fourth New Year’s Eve here, and we live in the area, so we come here about every so often for a night out.”

“I don’t blame you,” said Josh. “It’s a dynamite place.”

Beth nodded. “It sure is. Ben and I come here, dance, get all turned on, and fuck like bunnies in the back. Then we watch other couples go at it, get turned on again, and fuck like minks!” she grinned when she said that.

“Ohh-kaay…” said Carrie. “And the problem is…” her eyebrows were raised, urging Beth on.

Beth sucked in her breath. “Okay, cards on the table. We’ve been coming to a Swinger’s Club for four years, and have had a great time. But…” she gazed between Josh and Carrie. “We’ve never had sex with other people!”

Carrie’s jaw dropped open. Her mouth shut and then opened again, but she had nothing to say.

“But you think you’re ready now,” said Josh.

Beth nodded. He turned to Ben who nodded vigorously. Looking at them, Carrie realized the two men could have been roommates at University.

“And… you’d like your first time playing to be with us.”

They nodded again.

Carrie took Beth’s hand. “That’s sweet, Beth! I promise to not be gentle!” Beth laughed.

“Hang on a second,” said Josh, “I got a question for you guys. How much’ve you been drinking?”

“We got a nice buzz, but we’re not hammered, if that’s what you mean,” said Ben. “Why?”

“Look man,” Josh put his arm around Ben’s shoulder. “We’re flattered as hell, but I had to ask, okay? The last fucking thing I want is for you guys to wake up tomorrow with regrets, you know what I mean?” He gestured to the dance floor. “Carrie and I are full swap swingers with our friends, yeah. We’ve been to a few clubs as well as a bunch of house parties. We got into it pretty quickly, because that’s what we wanted. But…” Again he waved at the dance floor, and at the people at the tables and couches surrounding it, and the bar at the opposite end of the club. “But, I’ll bet you dollar to a donut…”

“Or a Timbit,” Ben said with a smile.

“What’s a Timbit?”

“Skip it. Tell ya later. Sorry man, go on.”

Josh shook his head. “I think we just had a culture clash for a sec.” He grinned. “Anyway! What I’m trying to say is that I’ll bet that half the people that come out to clubs like the O-Zone don’t play with others. Shit man, they call it a ‘Couples Club’ for a reason, you know.”

“We’ve been asked,” said Beth. “By some really nice people over the times we came here. But we were never ready until tonight.”

“Ready between the both of you, you mean, right?” said Josh.

Beth nodded.

“Who had the jealousy issues, Beth?” Josh asked as softly as the music playing in the club would allow.

Wordlessly, Beth pointed to her chest with a wan smile and nodded.

“What happened that changed it? This is important…”

“It was the way you looked at me back at the hotel…” she said. “There was no question that I turned you on.” Her eyes grew wide and she leaned into Carrie. “I hope that doesn’t offend you!”

“Silly! Not at all!”

“Look, I’m not going to toss numbers around, but let’s just say that I lost my virginity looonnng before Ben did, okay? And we’ve only been married for four years…”

“But a couple for eight, honey,” chimed in Ben. He looked to Josh, then Carrie. “She’s always been worried I’m going to have my head turned by a younger woman.” He shook his head smiling. “For a PhD in philosophy, she can be sooo dumb sometimes!”

“Turn me on? You’re stunning, Beth,” said Josh.

“I really felt that. You really find me hot.” Josh nodded silently.

“Me too, hon,” said Carrie.

Beth blushed and stared at the tabletop for a moment. She lifted her head. “Uhh… so now what do we do?”

“Well,” said Josh, “You guys obviously have given this some thought.”

“All afternoon and tonight, man.” Said Ben. “I masturbated her earlier just over there,” he tilted his head back at the couch they had been seated on. “And when I was doing her, I was whispering to her how bad you want to fuck her like an animal. She was watching your back and came like three times.” He inhaled. “It was so fucking cool!”

“Well, you’ve thought about it, discussed it between yourselves, and you’re not drunk.” Josh put his hand on the back of each woman seated at the table. “We just need a unanimous vote here then. I’m excited, and I’d love to play with you guys. Carrie?”

“With one addendum,” said Carrie with a sly smile.

“What’s that?”

“I get to kiss her first!” She leaned over and took Beth’s face in her hands. The two women gazed into each other’s eyes as Carrie licked her own lips with a slow, deliberate, lascivious tongue.

“You okay with this, Beth?”

Eyes wide, she said “I haven’t kissed a girl since college! But yes!”

“Ready or not…” Carrie leaned in and kissed Beth on the lips, holding her mouth there.

Beth closed her eyes as soon as their mouths touched and Josh could see her jaw open a little. He knew what Carrie was doing now. Their tongues entwined, Carrie’s entering Beth’s mouth softly at first, and as the kiss continued, Beth’s mouth began to flex as she brought her hands up behind Carrie’s head, pulling her in tighter.

“Whoaaa dude…” said Ben quietly. “This is hot!

Carrie’s hands moved from Beth’s face down to her side, stroking her torso from her waist to her breasts, slowly. She stroked with increasing pressure and brought her hands down to Beth’s hips, gliding over them to her thighs.

Beth broke the kiss, her face flushed. “Whew! Okay! Let’s go!” She stood up. “I feel like such a slut, and I love it!”

“Well, that’s because you are, baby,” said Josh, taking her in his arms. “Sexy, Lovely, Unadulterated Temptress!” He leaned into her and kissed her. She was all warmed up by Carrie, her mouth opened and he slid his tongue in as her own glided into his mouth. He opened one eye slightly to see Carrie and Ben swapping spit as well. Great!

Breaking their kiss, he said, “Well, my friends, shall we retire to the boudoir?”


EIGHT

When they entered the large playroom, clad only in the white terry towels, the action with their friends and the other couple was in full swing, pun intended. Josh noticed that Byron had chosen a bed adjacent to an empty one. Great! They’d be able to play with Beth and Ben and see all the action their friends were up to. Hell, it could become a full out orgy.

Sylvia was kneeling on the floor in front of Lanny, her mouth and hands on his cock, sucking him as one of his hands caressed her hair. His other hand was rubbing the soft, full breast of his wife Cindy who was on her back being royally fucked by Byron. Her legs were resting on Byron’s shoulders, pulling her pussy up to get as much of his cock as she could.

Carrie and Beth had stepped up onto the bed and were laying side by side, towels long gone, kissing deeply while caressing each other. This was a sight that Josh never got tired of watching—his wife making love with another hot sexy woman. He climbed onto the bed behind Ben who was also was enjoying the girl on girl action, judging by his rock hard cock pressing into his stomach.

Carrie’s lips trailed down Beth’s throat, lingering in the hollow where her neck and shoulder met. It must have been one of Beth’s erogenous zones; her head fell to the side as her legs opened, pushing her pelvis upward. With tantalizing ease, Carrie’s lips floated across the velvety skin of Beth’s chest till she was next to the small, pink, pebbly nipple. When her fingers pinched the nipple, Beth’s back arched while her hands pulled Carrie’s head harder onto her tit. Carrie’s mouth opened and her tongue snaked out to flick the hard tip of the nipple before she sucked it in between her teeth.

Beth was moaning now and Ben was stroking her outstretched leg with one hand while his other stroked his cock. When Carrie raised her ass, still bent and trailing her wet tongue down Beth’s abdomen, it was too much for Josh. He shifted on the bed, leaning closer to push two fingers between of folds of Carrie’s delicious twat, fingering his wife’s already slick walls. He heard Beth gasp; Carrie’s mouth had moved down and was covering Beth’s pussy, the lapping of her tongue against the clit, erotically audible.

Beth was breathing hard between soft cat-like mewls, grinding her pelvis into Carrie’s mouth. Ben shifted on the bed so that he was kneeling next to his wife’s head, still stroking his cock and moving it closer to her mouth. She turned her head and reached for him, licking the pre-cum from the slit of his cock before lowering her mouth. His eyes alternated between Beth sucking him and the tongue bath that Carrie was giving her.

Beth was bucking hard when abruptly, Carrie sat up. Her finger softly stroked Beth’s clit as she purred, “You don’t want to come yet. There’s a hot cock that’s dying to fuck you.”

Beth’s answer was a whimpering groan. “Oh God, yessss.” Fill my cunt with hot cock!” She sat upright, her eyes burning into Josh’s. “Fuck me!” She turned her head to Carrie. “Could you lick me while he does it?”

“You read my mind, hon.” Carrie’s hands slid under Beth’s waist urging her up. “Get on your hands and knees Beth and I’ll get under you.”

Carrie was taking control of this scene, something Josh hadn’t seen before. He liked this new side to her. When he glanced at Carrie, there was a slippery wetness around her lips from licking Beth.

Josh nudged Ben. “Glove up, buddy,” he said, handing him a condom he had grabbed on the way in.

“Shit, I haven’t worn one of these in years, man…” Ben seemed a little disappointed. “Hope I can stay hard…”

“Don’t sweat it, I got my secret sauce.” Josh held up a small tube of KY lubricant. “Put some of this one on your schlong before you put the rubber on, and you won’t even know you’re wearing one, man.” He drizzled an amount on his hard cock as he watched the women pulsate on the bed before him and passed the tube to Ben. He felt the lube warm when he covered his shaft with the pre-lubed condom.

In a moment, Ben was ready to go as well. He got a little soft as he rolled the rubber on, but stroked himself a few times and was iron again.

Beth was in position, doggy style, her hips arched upward, ready for Josh’s cock, Carrie slid under her at an angle, her legs open, waiting for Ben. She lifted her head to reach Beth’s pussy with her tongue. The sight of Beth’s round white ass, the narrow gulf between her cheeks and the rosebud puckered asshole was a beautiful sight. Josh rubbed his shaft against her pink slit and pushed his cock into her warm tight hole.

Ben knee walk to the head of the bed and got between Carrie’s thighs. He lifted her ass up and thrust his cock deep inside her, moaning as her wet tightness clutched at him.

Beth was panting from the fast pounding Josh’s cock was giving her cunt while Carrie used her fingers and tongue on her clit. “Yes! Fuck me hard! Eat me!” Her hips met Josh’s thrusts, yet Carrie clung to her clit, now sucking it into her mouth. Beth squealed and dropped her shoulders to the bed, her head turned sideways and eyes clenched shut.

Beth gasped and her body twitched, clenched tight as her orgasm hit her. “Oh, Oh, Oh. There! Right there! Right therrrree! Yesssss!”

Underneath her, Carrie began to fondle Josh’s balls as her own pussy was penetrated by Ben’s cock. She gasped as he filled and stretched her walls. Collecting herself, she began rubbing and squeezing Josh’s balls as he continued to fuck Beth’s pussy above.

“Ohhh God.” Josh muttered as the hot sensation flooded his groin.

Carrie started to moan with pleasure, begging for more of Ben’s cock as he fucked her. It was too much for Josh. The cum that had been building up all night was not to be allayed. His hips pumped into Beth on their own accord. He couldn’t stop or hold off anymore. Beth’s cunt was like a vacuum and he just wanted to fuck it, shoot his load. His squeezed his eyes shut and pumped into her, spurting a load of cum, then another and still another.

He let out a loud sigh as he bent over Beth, stroking her hair. He opened his eyes in time to see Ben pump his load into Carrie who was clutching Ben’s back with one hand while her other furiously rubbed her clit.

Oh shit it was a hot scene. He withdrew his still thick cock out of Beth. He took the condom off and leaned over Carrie, forcing his drizzley shaft into her mouth.

“Mmmm…” she hummed as she took his cock, laving the shaft with her tongue and sucking on his flesh.

Still on her hands and knees, Beth crawled to Ben. Getting behind him, she reached around as he fucked Carrie, and began to stroke his shaft and balls as he pistoned in and out of the small woman.

“Come in her honey, shoot you load and let me clean you off!” she hissed in his ear. “Pleeease baby, shoot into her and feed me your cum!”

That was enough to push Ben over the edge. With a snarl, he lifted Carrie’s hips off the bed, driving into her for all he was worth as he shot his load, spurting again and again, emptying himself.

He let Carrie down and sat back on his haunches, his cock sliding out of her. Beth stripped the rubber off. Like a starving woman, she took his dripping shaft into her mouth and sucked and licked it as he leaned back.

Beth took his knob into her mouth and looked up into his eyes. Ben trembled from the additional sensation.

“Ride it out, buddy,” said Josh. “Ride through it!”

“Oh God!” Ben twitched and vibrated as his wife licked and sucked his cock clean before pulling away from his knob with a pop. Her tongue licked slowly over her lips as she rose up to kiss him, thrusting her tongue into his mouth. He tasted his cum on her tongue and using his lips gently, sucked it off.

Carrie sat up and threw her arms around Josh, pulling him forward to kiss him. He could taste the last remnants of his own semen on her lips, mixed with Beth’s juices.

“May we cut in,” said Ben. Josh pulled away from Carrie as Ben leaned in, kissing her deeply. Not to be outdone, Josh lay down on top of Beth, grinding his softening cock onto her shaven vulva as she wrapped her legs around his waist.

When everyone came up for breath, moans and mewling coming from the bed beside them got their attention. As if they were a string of marionettes, they all turned their heads at the same time to the source.

In front of them was a live sex show as hot as what they just experienced.

Cindy, the statuesque redhead was reclined half sitting on top of her husband Lanny, whose back was against the wall. She was supporting herself with her arms and Lanny was her recliner.  From below, his cock was buried halfway up her ass, moving with slight, gentle motions in and out. From above her, Byron was sliding in and out of her pussy with long, steady strokes.

She began to emit small mewls as the men relentlessly filled and emptied her with their engorged cocks. Her small cries of pleasure served to spur them on; both men’s thrusts increasing in tempo and depth as she exclaimed louder and louder.

Sylvia was off to the side watching them. Her hand was in her crotch, stroking her own pussy faster and faster as Cindy began to orgasm.

With a sudden jerk, Cindy sat bolt upright, impaling her asshole onto her husband’s cock, forcing it in as deep as it could go. At the same moment, she grabbed onto Byron’s hip with one hand, fingers clutching like talons, pulling him deep inside as possible.

“That’s it! Thaaaat’s fucking fucking iiiit!” her voice a low growl. “Oh fuck yes! Get in! In! Iiin!” Cindy growling and clawing, Byron and Lenny grunting and heaving, the four of them became a pulsing set of hips, grinding themselves and each other over the borderline into orgasm.

“Oh yeah, ohhhh yeaaah!” cried Sylvia from the side, her thighs slamming over her hand, as she brought herself to ecstasy with them.

Spent, Cindy lay back onto her husband’s chest. She kept Byron inside her by pulling his hips towards her as she lay back. The three of them lay together gasping; Sylvia, also catching her breath rolled into them as well, her arm going around Byron’s waist as she leaned in kissing Cindy deeply.

“Whoaaaa…” Josh and Ben said together. They looked at each other and nodded. “Whoaaa.”

Breaking her kiss with Sylvia, Cindy said, “Thank you so much, Syl. I’ve wanted to try that for so damn long!”

“It was hot as hell for me to watch, hon,” she looked between the three of them as she spoke. “Byron and I have done it with friends, but to watch it is so damn hot too!” The three of them began disentangling.

“We’re going to hit the shower though,” said Lannie. He stood and wrapped himself and Cindy in towels. Grabbing their small toy bag, they got off the bed, nodding at the others with big grins. “See you guys back at the bar.” With a small wave, they headed off.

Josh had moved a bit during the performance of the other two couples. He was lying beside Beth with his arm over her waist. Carrie and Ben were sitting facing each other legs crossed, holding hands. The four of them watched Lannie and Cindy depart and then looked back to Byron and Sylvia.

“Mind if we join you?” Sylvia hopped over their bad and Byron plopped down next to her.

“Mmmm…” sighed Sylvia as she stroked Byron’s shoulder, “that was something to watch.”

“Well, you sorta got left out, hon…” he said, watching her.

Sylvia snorted. “Just because I didn’t get laid doesn’t mean I didn’t have a great time!” She shook her head. “It was like watching a porno movie. And besides,” she held up a We Vibe, “I had some help!”

Byron kissed her. “Ahhh the joys of modern technology!”

Beth had sat up, and Ben scuttled over next to her. Putting his arm around her, he asked quietly, “How you doin’?”.

She nodded quietly. “Better than I could have hoped, to tell you the truth.” A smile came over her face, her eyes crinkling. “It was awesome, Ben… better than I could have expected!” One hand flew to her mouth, and with the other she grabbed Ben by the bicep. “I mean… you… us…”

Ben broke out laughing and put his arm around her. “I know exactly what you mean, relax! I had an awesome time too, if that makes you feel better!”

“Well then, I think that makes eight of us,” said Josh. Everyone nodded with smiles ranging from wide to softly quiet. He glanced at his watch. “Shit, how time flies when you’re having fun! The shuttle bus is going to be here in about half an hour. How about we get our clothes back on and see if we can squeeze aboard?”

“Sounds like a plan, hon,” said Carrie. “We’ll have time for one last dance maybe and a nightcap.”

“Nightcap? You kidding? The hotel’s going to be partying,” said Byron.


NINE

Byron wasn’t exaggerating. An hour and a half later, they were in the corridor on the 11th floor. The bus ride back had been even more free spirited than the one they had taken to the O-Zone. The New Year was only hours old and this crowd wasn’t ready to call it a night.

The corridor was heavily scattered with guests, and drinks were flowing from Barzilla as well as from assorted rooms.

Someone had put a beer in Josh’s hand without him even asking, and Carrie was again at the Jello shots tray trying to figure out what blue jello tasted like.

“I got it! It’s blueberry! I didn’t know there was a blueberry Jello!” she said to Josh.

“It’s a rare day when ya don’t learn something!” Cindy grinned. She and Ben had introduced ‘Their American Lovers’ to a bunch of people, both on the bus and back at the hotel. Josh’s head was swimming trying to remember all the names. They had exchanged email addresses; the distance between Black Rapids and Toronto was considerable, but hey, you never know…

Josh noticed some couples must have gotten their second winds or something. Twosomes, threesomes and moresomes drifted off to different rooms, closing doors behind them. Other rooms were wide open, with people drifting in and out. The staircase door as well as the elevator doors kept opening and closing as merrymakers from other floors arrived. Some were heading off to bed, others were comparing the scene from one floor to the other.

Carrie let out a jaw wrenching yawn.

“Oh no, Carrie, it’s catching!” laughed Beth, putting her hand to her own mouth.

Josh looked at his watch. Where the hell did the night go? It was getting on to 4:00 a.m.. The party was approaching the 11 hour mark. He stifled a yawn of his own. He hadn’t gone this long or this hard since he was a kid in college. Glancing around the crowd he realized that some of the people present had their own kids in college! He shook his head.

Glancing over, he saw Carrie watching him. She tilted her head a teeny bit and bobbed her eyebrows. Josh nodded.

“Well, I think we’re going to call it a night, guys,” he said. Putting his arm around Carrie’s waist, he added, “What do you say, honey?”

“Sounds like a plan. While it’s a short flight, we do have a plane to catch.”

“Oh yeah, that’s right—you have to fly back to your home country,” Ben said with a smirk.

Carrie rolled her eyes. “Yes… ‘International Swingers’ has its downside I suppose.” She couldn’t hold back a giggle as she elbowed Josh. “See? International, not Canadian cousins!”

“Oh, I don’t know about that,” said Josh, taking Beth in his arms. “Maybe ‘Kissing Cousins’ or something,” he smirked at Carrie just before giving Beth a goodnight kiss that went far beyond a friendly smooch.

***

Back in their room, Josh was spooned into Carrie’s back. His arm was around her waist, tucking her firmly in.

His eyelids were growing heavy. “Man, what a great time…”

“MmmHmmm…”

“Too bad we gotta wait till next year to have such a gas…” What the hell, at least he could dream about it or something.

“I dunno ‘bout that,” Carrie yawned.

“Mmmm? Whaddya mean?”

“Well…,” she shifted her weight. “We can come back in about four weeks or so… s’posed to be even bigger… not here, but close…”

“Oh yeah…?”

“Yeah. You still have all those air miles from your job, riiiight?”

“Yeah… I have to use ‘em by April tax time or I lose ‘em…” He nuzzled into her ear. “What’re you plotting now, baby?”

“Mmmm… Valentine’s Day. It’s coming early…”

“Whaaa… I’m corn-fused…”

“The same guys that do the O-Zone are having a huge blowout in Niagara Falls for Valentine’s Day. It’s gonna be at the end of January tho’…” She took Josh’s hand from her waist and brought it up under her face.

“Niagara Falls?”

“Mmm… Hmmm…”

“Never been.”

“Me too… I mean… me neither….”

“Well, we got three weeks to recover…”

Carrie twitched her butt into Josh’s crotch. “Yeah… and let’s start with going to sleep then. Nitey Night, honey.” She kissed his hand and settled into her pillow.

“Nitey Nite, baby. Happy New Year.”

The End
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[image: First Time Swingers Bundle For Publication copy (Medium).jpg]

Click here to learn more!

You can see ALL of my work that’s available by clicking this link!
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By Mia Moore






