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If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!
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Chapter one
Mia's Patio Playtime


It never would have happened if the potato salad from the grocery store hadn't been spoiled.

Actually, it probably would have happened eventually, given the crowd that Bobby and I run with. But it certainly wouldn't have happened on that particular Sunday afternoon.

The day before, Bobby and I had gone over to Gabbie and Ron's for a cookout. It was a perfect summer evening — one of those top ten days that we get up here in the north that make the frozen hell of winter worth the suffering — and Ron wanted to show off the patio they had put in during the first weeks of spring. It was a lovely patio, with brick laid out in spiral patterns and a raised platform for Ron's grill and smoker, where he presided like a master chef while Gabbie mixed drinks and laid out a table full of sides: spicy tots, creamy mac and cheese, fresh steamed corn on the cob, and the potato salad that would cause things to spiral into wonderful craziness the next day.

The only thing that Gabbie and Ron's new backyard setup lacked was privacy. Their old patio, though crumbling with age, had been surrounded by a dense stand of arbor vitae that blocked the view from the neighbors. Indeed, the shrubs had been so tall and thick that they blocked most sounds, too, which was good considering Gabbie's tendency to vocalize. We had more than a few glorious cookouts at their place where we capped off the meal with a dessert of spouse swapping and mixed threesomes; there's nothing so nice as fucking alfresco, with the sun on your back and the wind in your hair while you ride a stiff cock to climax.

Putting in the new patio had required that the old hedge be torn up, leaving just a ragged stand of green in the back corner. Ron had ordered new arbors, but they hadn't been planted yet and would probably take a few seasons to reach their optimal cover. And he had started on a privacy fence, but rain two weekends in a row had prevented him from finishing it in time.

"Sorry, Mia," Ron had said when I pouted that there was to be no fresh air fuck that night. "We can play inside tonight, but we're just not going to be ready for an outdoor session this week."

"But I want the sun in my eyes when I take your big cock in my mouth," I said, running my hand up and down his arm. We had been swapping quite regularly with Gabbie and Ron for about a year at that point, and I wasn't joking about his cock — it had a hefty girth that pleased me quite a bit, and explained why Gabbie was always in such a good mood when I ran into her in town. Bobby's no slouch, of course, and he knows what he's doing with all the equipment he brings to bed, but sometimes a gal just needs a good stretch.

"Suck him off by the window," Gabbie said with a laugh. "The patio doors let in a lot of light."

"It's just not the same," I pouted.

"Maybe you guys can come over to our place tomorrow," Bobby said. He had been lounging on a deck chair during our whole interaction, sipping at a gin and tonic. "We've got an empty field in back, and the neighbors on both sides are out of town this weekend."

"Two nights in a row?" Ron said with a laugh. "That's kind of a demanding performance for this old bod. I need a couple days to recover after a session with Mia."

"I'll be gentle tonight," I said, leaning in to give him a peck on the cheek. "As long as you promise to be rough tomorrow night ..."

"Don't you believe a word he says," said Gabbie. "Mia energizes his pecker — he kept me up all night long the last time you two came over."

Ron blushed and waved his spatula dismissively. "I'm happy to do my best for Mia," he says, "as long as Bobby takes over the cooking tomorrow."

"And I'll do the sides," I said, digging a healthy scoop of Gabbie's mac and cheese onto my plate.

Gabbie's sides were always great at a cookout, and I happily scooped a little of everything. Everything, that is, except the potato salad — I spotted celery in it when I reached for a spoonful, and decided to pass; I'm not a fan of surprising crunches when I'm expecting creamy.

"No worries," Gabbie said, taking a big helping for herself. "I grabbed it at the supermarket — I didn't want to spend more time peeling potatoes than is absolutely necessary."

Supper was delicious, and so was dessert, even though we had to enjoy it indoors. Gabbie always sets out a lot of blankets and pillows on the floor for our swaps, and puts lube and water bottles out in easy reach — she's an incredible and thoughtful hostess. I did in fact suck Ron off by the big patio door, with the evening light streaming in and warming my bare tits, and while it wasn't as nice as being outside, it was still very enjoyable.

Bobby was giving Gabbie a good pounding next to me when she suddenly called a stop to his thrusts, her hand on his hips.

"Sorry, Bobby," she grunted, "something's not agreeing with me in this position — my tummy is a little unsettled. Can I ride instead?"

"Always happy to oblige," Bobby said, lying down with his cock pointing at the ceiling. I watched Gabbie swing her leg over his waist, grasp his shaft in her hand, and slide herself down onto him with a happy sigh. I love watching Gabbie ride. She's so curvy compared to me, with her wide hips and big tits and ample ass, and everything bounces provocatively when she's on top and in charge. Then I returned to working on Ron's cock, which was twitching happily in my mouth.

"Oh fuck," Gabbie said after a few minutes, and it didn't sound like a good "oh fuck" at all. "I'm sorry, Bobby, it's ... fuck, I really need to take a break for a minute, something's just not feeling right ... carry on without me, I'll be right back ..."

She pulled herself free of Bobby's cock and staggered out of the living room. I heard the bathroom door slam shut.

"It's okay, baby," I whispered to Bobby, turning my ass toward Ron while I bent down over my husband's cock, still slick and shiny from Gabbie's pussy. "I'll finish you off while Ron takes care of me."

I wiggled my tight little ass at Ron, who needed no more encouragement to shuffle over behind me, grab me by the hips, and slide his spit-slippery shaft into my pussy. I groaned around Bobby's cock at the wonderful stretch I had been anticipating all evening, happy to pick up the slack for Gabbie.

Gabbie didn't come out of the bathroom when Bobby and I went home. I texted her in the morning, but there was no reply. A little before noon, when Bobby and I were getting ready to shop for the night's cookout, I gave her a call.

She croaked something that sounded like "Hello" when she answered, so I knew she was alive, but it wasn't the ebullient, lusty greeting I was used to from Gabbie.

"Are you OK, Gabbie?" I asked.

"Fuck that potato salad," she groaned. "I thought the mayonnaise tasted a little off."

"Oh, shit, Gabbie," I said, "are you going to be OK to come tonight? We can do a rain check."

"I'm sure as shit not coming," she groaned. "I've had to be five feet from the bathroom all night. But I know Ron was looking forward to having fun outside, and your little face just lit up last night when Bobby invited us over ..."

"I can do a date night with Bobby in the backyard, Gabbie," I said. "I'll get my freak on one on one, and then check out your new fence when it's done."

"Honestly, I think I'll rest better tonight with Ron out of the house," Gabbie said. "He's been pushing water and saltines at me all night, and I just want to curl up in a ball and sleep."

"You're sure?" The thought of having both Ron and Bobby all to myself on a warm summer night was definitely getting me aroused. But I didn't want to cut Gabbie out; she was always such a generous friend.

"Absolutely certain," Gabbie said. "Take good care of my boy and send him home sleepy."

Bobby and I split up at the supermarket. He headed toward the butcher's counter and I hit the produce, looking for some things I could throw into a green salad. I was definitely going to steer clear of the deli counter — we didn't need another batch of potato salad from hell interrupting our fun.

My phone buzzed when I was picking out some red peppers, admiring the curve and shine of their glossy skin. It was a text from Bobby:

"Ron wants to bring a friend is that OK?"

I had already replied "sure" when my brain caught up to my fingers; for a regular cookout, I'm always up to having impromptu additions to the guest list, but then I remembered what else was on the menu for this dinner.

"but who?" I quickly added.

"Evan — from Gabbie's Easter party — wife is out of town and Ron says he's just moping around the yard"

I remembered Evan from Gabbie's Easter party. It was one of her better get-togethers for the Fox Run Swingers' Club, and that's a high bar to clear. We hadn't actually hooked up with Evan and his wife, Julie, but we had admired their form while Bobby and I were coming down from a wild romp with Gabbie on the living room floor. They had been on the couch — Evan, tall and slim with sandy blonde hair, seated, while Julie bounced on his lap, her short black hair frazzled and her eyes squeezed shut. She was facing us, so we could watch her tits bounce and see Evan's cock sliding in and out of her pussy. He held her hips and helped her rise and fall, her gasps getting louder and sharper with each rebound. Oh yes, I remembered Evan and Julie quite well.

"Delightful!" I texted. "The more the merrier!"

When we got home, I set to work preparing the salad. The red and yellow peppers really popped against the greens, and I put some walnuts in the oven with a little honey and salt to toast. I was reaching for the oil and vinegar in the cupboard over the stove when Bobby came in and put his hand on my hip. I pushed my ass back against him and wiggled it, feeling his cock stir in his shorts.

"Change of plans, baby," he whispered into my neck. He ran the hand on my hip down over my ass and gave it a playful pat.

"Oh shit," I said, "did Ron cancel? He didn't eat any of the potato salad, did he?"

"No, Ron's still coming. And Evan. But do you remember Sam, Gabbie's brother-in-law's cousin from Topeka?"

I racked my brain; usually I have a good head for names, but I was coming up blank on a Sam from Topeka.

"Remind me," I said, reaching an arm over my head to pull Bobby's face closer. He nibbled my neck and ran a hand up my side, stopping just short of my breast.

"Younger guy, I think he was in college when he came to Gabbie's Christmas party? He was a little over eager when he met Heather ..."

When I remembered, I laughed out loud. It was two years ago, at yet another one of Gabbie's blowout swinger club parties, and everyone was dancing in the living room to bad disco versions of Christmas carols. Ron's cousin Sam, a clean-cut kid with short black hair and cute red glasses, was dancing with Ron and Gabbie's neighbor Heather, who had lost most of her clothes at some earlier point in the night and was bumping against Sam's crotch in nothing but a green thong and foam reindeer antlers. Sam's eyes were wide, jaw slack, and he was clinging to Heather's hips for dear life; after a few minutes of Heather's grinding, he let out a gasp and had to excuse himself to the bathroom. He spent the rest of the night with a sheepish look on his face and a wet splotch on the front of his trousers.

"I remember Sam," I said. "And he's ... um ... eager to join us?"

"Ron assures me he's matured over the last couple of years."

"I don't know if there will be enough to go around," I said.

"Do we need to do another grocery run?"

"Not food, silly," I said, and turned to face him. "I don't know if there will be enough of me to go around!"

I pulled him down for a kiss. His tongue slipped past my lips and traced along my teeth, and I gave it a playful nip. He slapped my ass in response, and I wiggled against him, feeling his cock getting hard against my belly.

"Somehow I think you'll manage," Bobby said.

"I'll do my best. I want to be a good hostess."

My stomach was a tangle of knots a couple of hours before the guests were due to arrive, and I was stalking around the house, trying desperately to calm my nerves. Part of me was excited beyond belief, knowing that I was going to be the center of attention in front of four men filled with lust for my body; and part of me was terrified, not sure how I was going to stay in control of the situation and guide it to a happy conclusion for everyone. I had no doubt that Bobby and Ron would keep me physically safe, but would they guide the action to my pleasure or to theirs?

I had watched Gabbie take on four cocks once, during a freeuse day she declared on a lazy Sunday afternoon. I sat in the kitchen drinking coffee and chatting with her while the men — neighbors we knew well, a couple of whom I had fucked at one gathering or another — lined up behind her while she leaned on the counter, her skirt hiked up over her ass. One after the other, they slid into her pussy, grabbed her hips, and thrust roughly until they filled the brightly colored condoms Gabbie kept by the front door. A few times Gabbie paused our conversation with a sharp intake of breath or a fluttering sigh, but for the most part she was nonchalant, utterly ignoring the men.

Of course, that was a completely different scene Gabbie was running — the whole point was to be nonchalant, to let the men have their way with her while she went about her business. It's a thing she loves to do — "I like the challenge of staying composed," she told me once, "and I like the power of reducing the guys to quivering goo while I pretend not to care" — but it's not my kink at all. I didn't want to ignore Bobby, Ron, Evan, and Sam; I wanted to hold them under my spell, drive them mad with desire, and demand that they make me come in the most delicious ways possible.

I cornered Bobby on his way out of the kitchen with a pot of bratwurst and a tray of buns, hip checking him into the wall like a hockey player and sliding my hands under his shirt. He struggled to keep his balance, letting the bratwurst slosh in their still-cold water, but didn't resist when I stood on my toes to kiss him.

"You're nervous, aren't you?" he asked.

"So fucking nervous," I said, reaching for his belt buckle. "Am I insane to want to do this? I must be insane; you should commit me to a facility for the sexually deranged."

I undid his belt, pulled his shorts down around his ankles, and fished his cock out through the fly of his boxers. It was hard as a rock and silky smooth, a dribble of tangy pre-cum dotting the tip. I dropped to my knees in front of him to lick him clean and then sucked the head between my lips.

"Careful, baby," he said, trying to pull away. I put my hands on his ass and held him tight, working more of his cock into my mouth. "Don't wear me out too soon! I want to be at the top of my game when it's time to fuck you — I can't let the other guys think you can't get me up."

I reached a hand between my knees and slid my fingers under my panties' waistband. I was sopping wet, and a quick flick of my clit almost sent me over the edge.

"Let me take the edge off," I begged, "I just need to taste your cum and get myself off, and then I'll be fine."

He laughed and pulled free of my mouth, turning his hips toward the wall so I couldn't reach his cock. I bit his ass and reached my hands around to fondle his balls.

"Pleeease," I moaned, "I'm so nervous and so horny! Just let me come once, just a little bit ..."

"Not on your life!" Bobby exclaimed with a laugh. He shuffled awkwardly past me, hobbled by his shorts, hands full so he couldn't pull them back up. "I want you to be a fucking live wire, a firecracker with a short fuse, I don't want you to come until we get our hands on you, and then I want you to come like a fucking nuclear warhead."

"I'm going to leave a crater a mile deep when I come," I moaned. "And I'm taking all of you with me!"

"I hope so!" he said, bumping the back door open with his naked ass and stumbling out onto the deck. "I can't think of a better way to go."

I crawled after him on my knees, hand in my panties, a deranged caricature of raw want. Bobby bumped the door closed, set his burden down on the table beside the grill, and pulled his shorts back up after tucking his cock away. I pouted to see it disappear once again into his boxers.

About an hour before I expected Ron to bring our guests, I went upstairs to get ready. I showered and shaved — I wanted everything to smell powder fresh and feel silky smooth when the time came to reveal myself to my lovers. I rubbed a creamy lotion into my skin, and it was all I could do to keep my hand from straying between my legs to give myself the orgasm Bobby had denied me. But after some reflection, I agreed with Bobby's assessment: the more on edge I was now, the more explosive I would be when the fun started, and I wanted this to be a night none of us would ever forget.

After a little consideration, I plucked a simple, white, strapless dress from my closet. The fabric was diaphanous, almost translucent, and it flowed like water around me; I felt like a river nymph when I wore it, ready to lure unsuspecting men to their doom. I tied my long black hair back with a green ribbon — I didn't see a point in trying to do anything fancy with my hair, as I was hoping it would soon be a sweaty, tangled mess.

Deciding to forego panties was a somewhat daring decision, but one that I was very happy to have made. The dress didn't do a very good job of hiding my charms — it was slit far up my thigh and would easily swing in the breeze to reveal everything underneath, and the clinging, translucent material was wonderfully revealing. I decided the panties would only get in the way and were just one more thing to deal with; and besides, it might be fun to flash the guys a little during supper to give them a preview of what was to come.

I was brushing my hair over the bathroom sink and tying it back when I heard the doorbell ring. My heart thundered in my chest, and I had to hold the sink to keep from sliding to the floor. I took long, slow, deep breaths and splashed some water on my face, and decided to let Bobby take on the hosting duties for now — I was going to be doing plenty of entertaining soon enough.

I tiptoed out to the landing and peeked around the corner and down the stairs. I felt like I did when I was a girl on Christmas Eve, trying to glimpse what my parents were doing in the living room while keeping myself hidden; at least now I had sense enough not to sit on the top steps with my legs visible from the knees down. Bobby had already greeted our guests, and I caught just a flash of Ron's back and the top of a sandy-colored head — Evan's? — disappearing into the house.

I scurried back into the bathroom and stood on the toilet seat so I could reach the little window that looked out on the backyard patio. Smoke wafted up from the grill, carrying the smell of grilling meat and toasting buns. Bobby emerged from the house, an oven mitt on one hand and a spatula in the other. Ron came next, carrying a dark brown bottle of beer; he was wearing a brightly colored collared shirt, pink with purple and yellow flowers, and a pair of pale shorts. A man I vaguely recognized — it must be Evan — followed, wearing a blue t-shirt and khaki shorts, also holding a beer bottle. Finally a third man — slender, black-haired, wearing wire-framed glasses, a blue Oxford shirt, and tan chinos — came onto the porch. I smiled when I saw him — he seemed to have dressed up a bit for the occasion, not wearing casual clothes for a grill party but dressed more for date. He was trying to look relaxed and breezy, which only made his movements seem even more nervous. He almost tipped over the carafe of wine sitting on the table, and in his attempt to catch it, he knocked a stack of plastic glasses to the patio. I laughed into the inside of my elbow, charmed at his gracelessness.

I couldn't hear their voices, but I imagined they were talking about anything but me. Golf, maybe? Baseball? The weather, the grill, cars, work — all of those topics would certainly be on the menu. But the real reason that they were all here, and the woman they were all going to fuck later tonight? Like politics and religion, I was certainly off limits for their pre-dinner banter. That made me feel more powerful, like I was some unnamable, unspeakable cosmic force who would smite them down if they dared breathe my name.

I looked for signs of arousal. I had been with Bobby and Ron enough times, together and singly, to have a pretty good read of their levels of libido, and neither appeared particularly randy — this was just another swap for them, regular as rain. Evan seemed to be looking around nervously, but maybe he was just assessing the surrounding space. Sam, though, was fidgeting awkwardly with his fingers, rubbing one hand over the other in a sort of washing movement, and his leg occasionally shook under the table where he was sitting. He looked like he might jump right out of his skin at any moment; I was further charmed.

Deciding I had waited long enough to make my appearance, I hurried downstairs and then paused in the kitchen to gather myself. There was no turning back the second I walked out onto the patio — the main attraction would have arrived, every eye would be on my body, and I would need to seize control immediately or lose it forever. One option, I thought, would be to sweep in like a fashion diva, making broad gestures in a swirl of fabric, use shock and awe to conquer them before they knew there was even a battle at hand; Gabbie would certainly have made an entrance like that. Or I could slip out silently, find a quiet corner, and see how long it took them to notice me. That also wasn't my style.

I took a deep breath, then raised my arms in a sweeping motion over my head, shoulders back and legs wide. My yoga teacher would be proud of my stillness, of my unapologetic occupation of my space, of my total focus on my breath. My focus was on my breath because if I let it stray to anything else — the men outside, the warm sun on the patio, the insistent tingle that was returning between my legs — I would lose my will and probably flee the scene. And I was not going to retreat.

Composed and assured, I stepped casually onto the patio. Neither Sam nor Evan noticed me at first — they were too busy talking to each other. I walked past Ron, letting my hand trail casually across his waist, and then leaned against Bobby's back by the grill. I nipped at his neck, tousled his hair, and whispered, "I'm hungry, when will you feed me?"

I'm sure Bobby chose bratwurst for dinner to be cheeky. And I had no problem meeting cheek with cheek. I sat down between Ron and Sam, letting my loose dress drape against their legs, and waited patiently for Bobby to serve me. And then I picked up my bratwurst, dressed with mustard and relish and cradled in a soft bun, and gave its greasy length a long, sensuous lick.

I smiled over the bun at Evan, who turned bright red, and then took a bite, letting the grease dribble down my chin. Ron caught the oil on a napkin before it could drip onto my dress, and after I swallowed my bite, I leaned over to give him a kiss. He licked the shiny trail of juice from the corner of my mouth and gave my thigh a gentle squeeze.

Sam seemed very self-conscious about how to approach eating his bratwurst. In the context, there was really no way to be subtle about it — my opening lick had already established the phallic nature of the main course, and nothing could erase that fact. He tried, though, twisting the bun one way and the other, trying to figure out how to eat it without appearing to fellate it. Finally he set it on his plate, reached for a plastic fork and knife by the salad bowl, and started to saw at it, which sent a stream of hot juice spraying past his shoulder. I covered my mouth with my hand and stifled a laugh, not wanting to make him even more self-conscious.

"So Mia," Ron asked, "do you prefer your bratwurst cut or uncut?"

"Natural casings are best," I said. "I like a good, firm skin that holds all the meat and juice inside." I picked up my bun and guided it towards my lips. "Mouth feel is important, too," I said, preparing to take another bite. "I like some resistance against my teeth."

"Not too much teeth, I hope," Bobby said as he reached for the salad.

"Only enough to get the job done," I said. "Just enough for the flavor to explode in my mouth; I like it when the juices are hot."

Ron and Bobby were laughing, and Evan was starting to relax and chuckle a little bit. I don't know if he remembered Bobby and Gabbie and me watching Julie ride his cock at the Easter party — he was a little preoccupied at the time — but he was experienced enough in the scene to enjoy some risque banter.

Sam, though, was almost as white as my dress and staring at his plate. He had taken barely a bite of his bratwurst and hadn't touched his salad at all.

I put my hand on his knee and leaned close to him, whispering, "You seem really nervous, Sam."

He nodded, jaw set tight.

I squeezed his knee and gave him a quick peck on the cheek. "I'm nervous, too," I whispered, "and that's why I'm joking around. This is a new experience for me, too, but I think we're both going to have fun."

His jaw loosened a little, but he said nothing. I slid my hand further up his leg, giving his thigh a gentle squeeze; I could feel his chinos tightening with the tent that was forming at his crotch. I was a little worried we might have a repeat of the Christmas party emission, so I let go of his leg and patted his arm.

"I'm counting on you to make this a really good time," I said. "We'll have to relax for that to work."

"I'll try, ma'am," he said, still looking at his plate.

"Call me Mia," I said. "We're going to get to know each other really well pretty soon, so no formalities, right?"

He nodded and smiled and cast a quick, shy glance my way. His eyes were sparkling behind his glasses, and I knew he was going to be just fine.

After Bobby cleared the plates, Ron poured wine from the carafe and passed glasses around.

"A toast," he said, raising his glass, "to good friends, to warm summer nights, and to the cheapest wine Bobby could find that wouldn't burn through the carafe."

"And to Mia," said Bobby, "without whose generosity we wouldn't have gathered here tonight."

I smiled over the rim of my glass — Ron was right, it wasn't the best wine, and I made a note not to let Bobby pick it out without help ever again — and said, "And to all of you, who had damned well better be just as generous, if not more so."

Glasses were raised, glasses were drained, and that appeared to be the signal that dessert — meaning me — was about to be served. My heart pounded, my legs quivered, and I felt a warm tingle flowing from my toes to my crotch. I didn't know if I stood on the precipice of a complete transformation, if this was more like stepping onto a rollercoaster for a scary, thrilling ride, but in either case, I was ready to take the plunge.

"So, baby, how do you want to start this?" Bobby asked.

I pretended to mull it over, but actually I had already decided on my first course of action long before, shortly after agreeing to the expanded guest list. I needed to create a power imbalance — with four cocks arrayed against poor little me, I wanted to put them on their back feet right out of the gate and establish my dominance.

"Strip," I said after a long pause.

They looked at each other, then back at me; I sat with my elbows on the table, smiling casually.

"You heard me," I said, with all the authority I could muster, "strip."

Bobby and Ron were the first to stand and start peeling off clothing. Evan looked a little surprised, but quickly followed suit. I've seen Bobby's and Ron's cocks enough times that I could easily pick them out of a lineup — Bobby's is long and slender, with a slight curve to the left; Ron's is a little shorter but much weightier, almost as thick as my wrist, and has a gravity-defying way of standing out from his body when it's hard. I had only really looked at Evan's when Julie was riding it, and that's not an especially good view — really, all I saw at Easter were his balls and about an inch of shaft. Now that he had stripped for me, I could see that he had a nice plump glans and a silky-looking shaft, and I looked forward to putting it to use.

Sam watched until the others were naked, then started slowly unbuttoning his shirt. I sat and watched him, waiting patiently, while he slipped it off his shoulders and folded it carefully on the table. He had a very nice body — lean but not skinny, with a broad chest and dark nipples, a little soft in the middle, but in a delightfully squeezable way. He looked very young, and it had been a long time since I'd been with someone quite so young — in fact, probably not since I'd been that young myself, and unable to appreciate what a young man's body can do. Bobby and Ron aren't geriatric by any stretch, but they're both starting to feel aches and pains with prolonged effort, and need a little more time to recover after a good fuck. They have other talents, of course, that they can apply while they wait for their cocks to rally — their tongue and finger skills are second to none — but I didn't realize when I was fucking younger men how delightful it is to have someone who can just keep right on fucking after filling me with jizz. I was hoping that Sam would live up to that expectation.

When Sam had finally slipped out of his chinos and boxers, and sat shyly covering his crotch with his hands, I stood and walked to the back of the patio, twirling my dress as I went. The fabric waved and billowed in the warm breeze, and I felt the fresh air blow across my ass; I'm sure the men were getting more than an eyeful, but with the fabric swaying and swinging, they never got to feast on the same stretches of bare skin for very long. I stopped at the railing and leaned on it, my back to my audience, and looked out over the field behind our house.

About twenty years ago, this section of Fox Run was a farmer's back forty, kept fallow most years, or used to grow clover and alfalfa. Then it was abandoned for a decade — the story was that the farmer had died, and his heirs couldn't agree on what to do with the land — and it went feral, sprouting volunteer trees and shrubs, a lush blanket of golden dandelions, and stands of sunflowers scattered by passing birds. Deer and foxes moved in, along with butterflies and dragonflies. I love to sit here early in the morning or late in the evening, absorbing the hum and buzz of this little wild place. Maybe someday it will be tamed, paved over and turned into more houses, but someday hasn't arrived yet, and I hope it never does.

I sipped at my wine and watched a single red fox darting from bush to bush across the field. I wondered if she was hurrying home after a passionate assignation in some strange fox's den, or if she was on her way to some secret encounter on the edge of night. Wherever her course was taking her, she was following it with speed and certainty, and I envied her confidence.

"I think," I said with all the confidence that I could muster, "that you could come and ... introduce yourselves?"

I stepped back from the railing to let my ass stick out a little more and gave it a shake in case they were slow on the uptake. They were, after all, diverting a lot of oxygen from their brains to their cocks.

Bobby approached first, putting his hands on my waist and leaning down to kiss the back of my neck. He kissed his way down my bare shoulders, ran his hands over my back, and then knelt behind me. He pushed my dress to one side, exposing an ass cheek, and ran his tongue along the curve. I arched my back and moaned; it felt nice to be touched after the long day of anticipation and playful banter at dinner. He kissed his way lower, then turned his head so his lips and tongue could graze my pussy. I jumped at the electric shock that coursed through me at that sweet contact. And then he stepped aside, giving my ass a gentle squeeze as he stood.

My ass didn't stay untouched for long. Unfamiliar lips pressed first against one cheek, and then the other, shifting the fabric of my dress back and forth to gain access. I looked over my shoulder to see Evan's sandy head pressed into my ass, lips and tongue swirling. He gave my cheek a playful nip with his teeth, and I giggled; then he, too, snaked his tongue into my pussy, lapping at my nectar, and I moaned. When he stood, his cock grazed my hip, and I felt my vagina tense with anticipation. Evan planted a kiss on my mouth before he stepped aside, giving me a faint taste of my own musk.

Ron stepped up next, gave my ass a slap, and suddenly I felt the familiar girth of his cock sliding into my slippery channel. I gasped in surprise, and let him grab my waist and give a few firm thrusts before I half turned, put a hand on his hip, and said, "For fuck's sake, Ron, this isn't one of Gabbie's freeuse afternoons! Let's have a little build up before the fucking starts!"

"Oh, uh ... sorry," he said, smiling sheepishly. I let him have a couple more pumps — it did feel good, and part of me wanted to let go and let him pound me into oblivion — and then he reluctantly pulled free, knelt behind me, and planted a wet, loving kiss on my ass.

Sam approached cautiously. I looked over my shoulder and watched as he shuffled over, hands still clasped at his crotch, eyes on my ass. He slowly knelt so I couldn't see his cock, and ran his palms up and down my cheeks; his hands were soft and gentle, and I pushed back to encourage a firmer touch. He leaned in for a tentative, dry kiss, and then another, sliding his hands along my soft skin while his mouth followed. His hands slid down to my thighs, and then back up, fingers tentatively exploring the channel that Ron had so unceremoniously opened. His touch was gentle, if a bit clumsy, and it felt nice to have him exploring my pussy lips while his mouth became softer and moister against my ass. I cooed and arched my back, and he ran a soft tongue along the dimples on my back; he was going to be a very good student, I thought, and I looked forward to being his demanding tutor.

While the others were making their introductions, Bobby had been busy setting up a nest of blankets and pillows in the corner of the patio. When Sam stood, hands back in front of his cock, Bobby took my hand and led me to the makeshift bed. I stood on my toes, wrapped my arms around his neck, and kissed him while he held my waist and let his hands slide down to my ass. His cock was trapped against my belly, tangled in my flowing dress, and it pulsed when I pressed against him.

"Don't be shy," I said over Bobby's shoulder, "you can give me a hug, too."

I motioned with my head for the others to approach, but I didn't pull away from Bobby. The other three men circled us cautiously, a little timidly, and then Ron reached out a hand to graze my breast under my dress. He leaned in for a kiss on my neck, and I turned my mouth away from Bobby to find Ron's lips. Soon I was engulfed in firm, warm, naked man flesh, hands and lips roaming my body, cocks pressing against me on all sides. I found lips to kiss and fingers to entwine with mine at every turn, and the tingle between my legs became a throbbing that started at my clit but soon coursed through my entire body. Every inch of me was an erogenous zone, a shivering tangle of nerves that flared like a flame at each touch.

With a gasp I dropped to my knees in front of Bobby and took his cock in my hand. Looking up at him with glee and hunger, I swallowed his cock into my mouth, grabbing his ass as I sucked. Then I pulled away, letting a thread of spittle stretch from his cockhead to my lips. I lifted his cock in my hand and ran my tongue along the underside, up to where the head starts with a little tangle of wrinkled skin, and I licked the spot that drives Bobby wild. He groaned and pushed his hips forward, fingers playing with my hair.

"Next," I said, giving Bobby a slap on the ass. He shuffled to the side and Ron was right there to take his place, gravity-defying cock threatening to launch into space like a rocket.

I pulled Ron's cock down to my mouth and swirled my tongue around the head — Ron is a fan of a wet blowjob, the more spit the better, and I made sure his shaft was bright and shiny. Saliva dripped down my chin, and I used my finger to wipe it away and smear it on Ron's balls. Then I let his cock out of my mouth with a wet pop, slapped his ass, and waited for my next cock.

Evan was eager to be next in line. He stood in front of me with his hands clasped behind his back and his cock bouncing in front of my face. I took it in my hand and gave it a long, firm stroke; pre-cum glistened on the purple glans, and I gave it a playful lick with the tip of my tongue — salty and sour. I licked some more, working my tongue around the crown, under the smooth ridge of the glans, and then engulfed the head with a firm suck. He moaned, pumping his hips forward, and I grabbed his ass to guide him further into my mouth. His cock was a little tangier than Ron's, saltier than Bobby's; my stable of cocks had shrunk over the winter, to where I was mostly sucking just Bobby and Ron, and I vowed to play more widely in the summer.

When Evan stepped back, standing off to the side with his glistening cock in his hand, I looked around for Sam. He was in the far corner, hands over his crotch, watching me in wonder and fear.

"Come on, Sam," I said, beckoning with my finger, "it's your turn."

He hesitated, taking a few shuffling steps toward me. I smiled and held my hands out to the side — it was like coaxing a shy puppy to come out of hiding, and I found it incredibly cute. My pussy tingled: in my experience, nervous, shy puppies quickly become playful puppies with the right petting, and I looked forward to some boisterous nibbles and happy barks from this one.

"Come on," I said, tapping his hands when he stood in front of me, "let's see what you've got."

He looked away from me, face red, and moved his hands away from his crotch. I smiled, quite pleased with what he showed me: not as thick as Ron, but definitely weighty, and with a curve that pulled the head up toward his belly in a way that I knew would feel very nice against my G-spot. A thin coating of pre-cum glittered all over the head, and the tangy scent of his cock had a subtle sweetness to it.

I reached for it, and he gasped when my hands wrapped around the shaft. After a couple of quick pumps, I took it into my mouth, gently sliding my lips over the head and along his shaft, giving the tip a tap with my tongue. He groaned and stiffened, and I felt his balls tighten under my chin.

"I assume you've received a blowjob before," I said when I took his cock out of my mouth.

"Yes," he stammered, "but not like that ..."

I smiled and gave his cock a long, wet lick from base to tip and back down. When I was sucking young cocks like Sam's, I'm sure I had no idea what I was doing — it was always over so fast that I didn't have much opportunity to hone my craft. There's a certain charm to a fast blowjob followed by a long fuck — that was definitely the pattern of my youth — but a gal's not going to learn how to work on a cock properly if she's always in danger of an eruption.

"Let's take it slow, then," I said, "I want to use this later, I like its curve."

I dismissed Sam with a tap on the ass, and suddenly Evan was presenting his cock again. I laughed and pulled him close, giving it a playful kiss on the head before swallowing the knob. Bobby and Ron moved in closer, their cocks bouncing in the air beside me, and I reached up to stroke them while I sucked Evan.

Through some wordless communication — is there some sort of telepathy between the men at a gangbang that helps them to coordinate their actions? — the men formed a ring that moved clockwise around me. I knelt on my blankets and pillows, closed my eyes, and held my mouth open as cock after cock grazed my lips, brushed my cheeks, and slipped inside for a quick suck before moving on. After two or three rotations, I lost track of which cock was attached to which man, and my world became nothing but a constant parade of musky shafts and slippery heads.

I felt someone kneel behind me, mouth at my neck and cock pressed against my back. When his fingers slid down my front, pushed the fabric of my dress aside, and slipped down along the cleft of my cunt, I knew it was Bobby — I would know those deft fingers anywhere, that could unerringly find my clit when it needed to be stroked but also graze teasingly past it when it needed a lighter touch. Right now he was giving me the subtle touch, gently circling my button, butterfly-light, building me up until I was shivering head to toe while the parade of cocks continued past my mouth.

"Let me know when you're ready for the next stage," Bobby whispered into my ear. I had Sam's — no, Evan's? somebody's ... — cock in my mouth, so all I could do was nod and mumble.

Bobby's touch became firmer, and he parted my pussy lips, slipping a knuckle against my slit. I could feel the moisture flowing down onto his hand, I could smell my own arousal, and when he slid a finger into me it went in easily, two knuckles deep, and he swirled it in a circle, tickling the spongy wall of my vagina with his fingernail. My thighs shook, and if Bobby hadn't put his arm around my waist to pull me tight against him, I might have collapsed. It was taking all my concentration to hold back the flood of my climax; the cocks before me were getting poor service, I'm afraid, just dry kisses and tentative licks while I gasped for air.

"Oh my god," I groaned, "I need to be fucked, now!"

I heard Bobby laugh as he stood, bringing me to my feet with him. His fingers found the clasp of my dress between my shoulder blades, and it fell in a pool at my feet. He scooped me up in his arms and I pulled his head down to kiss him; I'm sure he could taste the mingling musk of the four cocks I'd been sucking. He carried me to the table, the rest of my lovers close behind.

The plates and bowls had already been cleared. Ron spread a blankets on the tabletop and arranged pillows while Bobby gently laid me down. I stretched my arms and legs wide, working out the kinks from kneeling in the circle of cocks, and looked around at the four eager men surrounding me.

"Sam first," I said, making eye contact with the youngest of the quartet. He gasped, eyes wide, and shook his head.

"Yes," I demanded, "you're about to pop off, and I'm going to come the second your cock touches my cunt — I want us to blow up together in a beautiful explosion. If we both survive, you'll get another round, and if not, well, there are worse ways to die ..."

He nodded and cautiously approached me, standing between my legs and staring down at my open, bare pussy. I could feel moisture pooling beneath me. Sam reached a shaking hand toward me, gently running his fingers up my thigh and over my belly — clearly someone had told him that it's impolite not to do a little foreplay first, but I felt that I'd had all the foreplay I needed, with the day-long anticipation and Bobby's expert hands while I sucked three cocks.

"Now," I said, eyes narrow. I brought my hands between my legs and stroked my slit, showing him how wet I was. "I don't need any warmup, I just need your cock."

Sam grabbed his cock and set the head against my channel, standing at the foot of the table while I dangled my legs over the edge. Bobby, Ron, and Evan crowded around, eyes hungrily fixed on my pussy and Sam's cock, their own cocks in their fists. Sam took a deep breath and pushed his hips forward, the silky head of his cock parting my lips and sliding smoothly inside. I felt his head push along the wall of my vagina all the way in, sending an electric current coursing through me. I lifted my knees, and reached down to grasp my ankles to bring him deeper.

I could feel Sam's body tense with each thrust, a look of intense concentration on his face. He wanted so desperately to hold back his orgasm, and I wanted so desperately to draw it out of him. I squeezed every muscle as tightly as I could, legs shaking with the effort, and roared, "Come, Sam, come in me! Holy fuck, just come!"

And he did, and I did too, a screaming, shaking climax that broke all the tension that had been building in me all day, and damned near broke poor Sam in two. He yelled and shook as loudly and as hard as I did, the muscles in his neck straining, his face red. I felt his cock twitch and spurt, once, twice, three times, bathing me in his warm seed, and when he pulled his cock out he twitched again, sending a long stream of jizz across my belly and onto my throat.

Bobby leaned down to kiss me while Ron slapped Sam on the shoulder, smiling broadly. Sam staggered back and caught himself on one of the chairs that had been pulled away from the table to give us room for play. He was breathing hard, a hand on his chest, and I feared for a moment he might collapse.

"That was so good, Sam," I said, "thank you."

Sam nodded, still catching his breath. I could feel his warm cum starting to trickle down my leg.

"More," I said to Bobby. "Let's keep going."

"You heard the lady," Bobby said. "Our work here isn't done until she says it is."

They descended on me in a flurry of mouths and hands and cocks, playfully jostling with each other for access to the most delicious parts of me. I was stroked and kissed and suckled on every inch of my skin, I had fingers prying into my cunt while tongues twisted over my clit, cocks filling my mouth and pussy at the same time. Strong hands lifted me off the table and helped me mount Evan while he sat on the patio bench, and I put my hands on his shoulders and rode him hard while Bobby and Sam took turns kissing my mouth and Ron leaned in to suck my nipples. Bobby pulled me down onto the ground so I could suck his cock while he lapped hungrily at my cream-filled cunt, and then Ron knelt behind me and fucked me with strong, steady strokes. My hair had come untied and hung in sweaty strands over my face, encasing Bobby's cock in a dark curtain as I sucked him. I lost track of time, and I lost count of my orgasms — one long, luxurious wave of pleasure swept over me as my lovers pounded and sucked and kissed me.

I gave Sam the first fuck, and the last as well. Nearing exhaustion, I rolled onto my back, my head cradled in Bobby's lap, and threw my legs wide. Sam crawled over, a wide grin on his sweaty face, all of his nervousness long since fucked away. He ran a finger along my slit, spreading the juice and jizz all over me, and then grasped his cock in his fist and pushed himself home.

Ron and Evan held my legs aloft, eyes fixed on the sight of Sam's cock moving in and out, in and out, causing the mixed fluids smeared on my pussy to froth with his churning. The curve of his cock did its wonders again, but this time I climbed a long, slow hill of climax instead of shooting off like a rocket. Bobby reached a hand between my legs and rubbed a gentle circle around my clit while Sam pumped, his eyes glassy and his brow furrowed.

"I'm going to come again," he whispered to me.

"I'm still coming from last time," I said, stroking his chest with my fingers. "You set off an explosion that's still rumbling through me."

"Oh fuck," he gasped, squeezing his eyes shut. "Oh fuck, I'm going to come ..."

"Let it out," I urged, "let it all out and fill me again!"

And fill me he did, with a flood of cum equally strong as the first. Evan and Ron let go of my legs so I could wrap them around Sam's waist, and I bucked my hips against him while I came.

Sam collapsed against me, heaving, and I ran my fingers up and down his back and through his sweat-soaked black hair. Bobby leaned down to kiss me, and I nipped at his tongue with my teeth, laughing in victory. I had done it, I had completed a sexual marathon, climbed an erotic Everest, and all because of a bad batch of potato salad.
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Chapter one
Mauquon Mansion of ... Terror?


"Are you sure we're not lost?" Gabbie asked from the passenger seat.

The smooth blacktop had given way to gravel a few miles earlier, and now the van was winding its way along an increasingly narrow road with bare-branched trees looming ever closer. The headlights cut through a low bank of fog that had rolled in from the river at the base of the ravine just beyond the trees; the cloudy sky let only a few beams of the low-hanging moon reach the ground.

"We are most certainly not lost," Ron said. "We took the Shebewauk exit, just like it says on the flyer, and we've gone about ten miles south."

"Are we going south," Bobby asked from one of the back seats, "or east? It feels like this road is going to run out any moment."

Ron's eyes glowered in the rear-view mirror.

"The road twists," he said with more than a little pique in his voice, "but we're going mostly south. I didn't see any other turns after the exit, did you?"

"Well, no," said Bobby, "but I wasn't really paying attention."

Bobby, dressed in loose green hospital scrubs, had his arm around Heather's shoulders. Heather, wearing tight khaki shorts and holding a cream-colored pith helmet on her lap, had a hand on Bobby's thigh and was running her fingers up and down the loose fabric covering Bobby's crotch. She gave Ron a wink and a grin, and turned her attention back to Bobby's growing erection.

"The flyer says twelve miles south from the Shebewauk exit," Gabbie said, "and then across the covered bridge. I haven't seen a covered bridge."

"Because we've gone ten miles," Ron said, "not twelve."

The pre-swing trip to the haunted house had been Gabbie's idea, prompted by the old blue, green, and orange panel van that had come into Ron's possession at the dealership as part of a trade-in. She had stopped at the lot on her way back from the gym, taken one look at the old van sitting among the sports cars, and squealed, "It's the Mystery Machine!"

It wasn't quite the Mystery Machine, but Ron supposed it was close enough. The van still had its original pair of bench seats in the back and swiveling bucket seats in the front, and even sported an eight-track player on the dashboard. It still smelled faintly of marijuana — and not especially high-quality marijuana — from its stint as a band bus in the '70s, the resin of a thousand roaches still clinging to the low carpet covering the floor, and the odometer showed a distressingly high number of digits, but the crew in Ron's garage declared it fit for the road and likely to pull in a good price from the right customer.

When Ron had suggested inviting Heather and Michael, their neighbors from down the street, for drinks and playtime with Bobby and Mia — "I had a lot of fun with Heather at Easter," Ron said, "and I seem to recall you enjoyed a little cuddle time with Michael after the egg rolling" — Gabbie clapped her hands and said, "Let's go to that new haunted house Mauquon first, I think some scares might get things a little extra sparky — we can go in the Mystery Machine!"

"Do we have to go in costume?" Ron asked. "Because I'm calling dibs on the blonde guy. I will not be a stoner or a Great Dane."

"But you like doggy so much," Gabbie said, bumping her ass against Ron's hip. "Costumes, yes, but you can be anything you want."

And so Ron found himself dressed in loose black trousers and a white ruffled shirt, with a black pirate's hat sitting on the engine box that jutted out between the bucket seats, navigating down a seemingly deserted country road on a dark October night. A metal hook clipped to one shirt cuff clattered against the steering wheel as he guided the van along the twisy road. He wasn't much of a haunted house guy himself — honestly, he watched most scary movies through a screen of fingers over his eyes, and preferred his Halloween entertainments on the silly or sexy rather than creepy side, but Gabbie had insisted that the Mauquon Mansion of Terror would not only be fun, but would get her in the mood for an especially thrilling night of delights. Gabbie's matching pirate queen costume certainly put some lift in Ron's rigging, with its short black skirt, tight white shirt tied up under her ample breasts, and her blonde hair tied back in a saucy pony tail under a red bandanna.

All the convincing Mia required for the spree was the news that Michael and Heather would be joining them. She had watched Gabbie enjoying Michael's company at Easter, but didn't get a chance to partake of his especially talented tongue that afternoon. Not that she missed out, of course, and she was very pleased with the talents Heather demonstrated tongue-wise, but going on the moaning cries Gabbie had made under Michael's dedicated attention, his skills were something not to be missed. If she had to go on a little jaunt to a Halloween house first, dressed in her favorite sexy nurse costume, that was a small price to pay. And Bobby was game for whatever tickled his wife Mia's fancy, so he was happy to throw on a set of green scrubs, toss a fake stethoscope around his neck, and don a name tag proclaiming himself "Dr. McSexy."

Heather and Michael were as excited about haunted houses as Gabbie — the Mauquon Mansion of Terror was already on their list for the season, after the Hayride from Hell has been such a thrill. Michael was wrapped up in white gauze bandages from head to toe as a mummy, while Heather wore khaki short-shorts, a tight blue blouse, and a tan pith helmet as the sexy archeologist who had discovered him and roused him from his slumber into a modern world of erotic delights.

"That looks like a covered bridge," Ron said, bringing the van to a stop. A dark and dilapidated structure stood in the headlights, the roof sagging above a black and cavernous void into which ran the road. Just at the edge of the lights' reach, the ground fell away steeply, presumably tumbling to the winding river below.

Bobby leaned forward, hands on the back of Ron's seat as he peered out the window.

"Is that ... do you think it's safe to cross?" Bobby said in a hushed and worried tone.

"There are no signs saying it's not," Ron said, "and the brochure does say we need to cross a covered bridge. Gabbie?"

"What, I'm a bridge engineer now?" she said, crossing her arms under her breasts.

"No, but you're the best thing we've got to a guide on this little quest," Ron said. "You've got the brochure."

"And we're at twelve miles?"

"Near enough."

"Then I say proceed," Gabbie said, jutting her chin forward. "But slowly."

Ron inched the van out onto the bridge deck, listening for any unusual creaks and groans. He turned down the volume on the stereo console — he had found an Edgar Winter eight-track at the thrift store, and had subjected his passengers to "Frankenstein" on a ponderous loop for most of the half hour drive. They were halfway across before he realized that he was holding his breath; Bobby, Gabbie, and Heather all were as well. The darkness inside the covered bridge seemed to swallow the dim light cast by the headlights, blacker than black, but Ron had a disquieting sense that there was something in the shadows just out of his range of vision watching the van's slow progress. With not much more than twenty feet remaining, Ron pushed hard on the gas pedal, and the van lurched forward, throwing gravel back against the bridge in a hail-like spray when the tires found purchase on solid ground again.

"I guess we're here," Ron said when the van came to a stop. Looming about them was a massive gabled structure, windows burning with a dim orange light and giving a vaguely eye-like impression, as though the mansion were a displeased face glaring down at them. He glanced over and saw Gabbie shiver and then compose herself.

"I suppose we are," she said, putting as bright a note as she could into her voice.

Ron looked in the rear-view mirror and took a quick head count. Bobby and Heather were both sitting bolt upright, looking straight ahead with wide eyes; there appeared to be no dalliance beneath his line of vision. Michael sat upright, too, but with a dreamy look on his bandage-framed face, eyes closed, apparently oblivious to the little drama of the bridge. He didn't see Mia at all.

"For god's sake, Mia!" Ron barked. "Can't you wait ten minutes?"

Mia's head shot up, her black hair hanging over her eyes and her nurse's cap askew.

"It was more like thirty," Mia said, running a hand across her mouth, "and I get carsick. I need to have something to keep my mind off the motion."

Ron rolled his eyes while Michael squirmed, apparently readjusting his wrappings. Heather looked over her shoulder at her husband, and when her head turned back toward Ron, she wore a lecherous grin.

It was a week before Halloween, and the flyers for the Mauquon Mansion of Terror had been floating around town all month, but the mansion appeared deserted. Gabbie had expected a crowd — at least a short line of costumed customers waiting to partake of the promised terror — but the six of them were the only people climbing the steps to the mansion's door. Maybe it was just far enough out of town that people weren't willing to make the trek? The Hayride from Hell was popular, but it was half the distance. The fog rolling up from the river was chilly and damp, and Gabbie shivered as she led the way to the mansion.

Gabbie slammed the brass ring held in a demon's twisted grin against the heavy wooden door three times before they heard the hinges groan. A tall, broad-shouldered figure filled the door frame and loomed above them, and the three couples took a step back on the stone stairs, necks craned up.

"Yes?" came the figure's voice, deep and sonorous and more than a little menacing.

Gabbie stepped forward, the Mauquon Mansion of Terror brochure held tightly in her fist.

"This is the ... Mauquon Mansion of Terror, right?" she said, her voice unsteady despite her best efforts.

The figure — a man at least six and a half feet tall, head perfectly bald and gleaming white, dressed in a severe black suit — stood silently for what felt like ages.

"We are in Mauquon," the man said in that rumbling voice. "Or near enough."

Gabbie thrust the wrinkled brochure out in front of her.

"We're here for the haunted house," she said.

"Indeed," the man said. "Please, do come inside."

The man stepped back inside the doorway and bowed deeply at the waist, his arm motioning toward the interior of the mansion. Gabbie looked at Ron, Ron looked at Gabbie, and Gabbie stepped forward. The rest followed her with more than a little trepidation.

The doorway opened into a grand foyer, with marble floors and dark wood paneling that seemed to absorb all the dim light cast by flickering candle-shaped sconces on the walls. Gabbie and Ron stopped a few feet inside; Michael, Heather, Bobby, and Mia bumped up against them and huddled close. The tall man stepped out of the shadows and stood in front of them, smiling down with a strangely hungry smile.

"So ... um," Gabbie said, fumbling with the flyer — its colors were running with the sweat of her fingers — "it says the admission is ten dollars per person, and we've got, um, six ..."

The man's smile broadened, showing gleaming white teeth behind his thin lips.

"We will waive the admission tonight, I think," the man said. "It's still early in the season."

"But, it's the twenty-sixth," Ron said; Gabbie jabbed him gently with her elbow and gave him a dark look over her shoulder.

"Still early," the man repeated. "The spirits here are not yet fully aroused, so your visit may not be as ... haunted? ... as you would desire."

Gabbie looked over her shoulder at Ron; Ron shrugged — saving sixty bucks wasn't a small thing. You can buy a lot of lube and condoms for sixy bucks ...

"So, um," Gabbie continued, trying to smooth the flyer in her hands. "I guess the ... um ... the tour of the mansion is supposed to be ... scary?"

"Enlightening," the man said. "The tour is enlightening, perhaps provocative. I am sure that you and your friends will depart utterly transformed. Please, will you follow me?"

The tall man walked into the shadows at the far end of the foyer; Gabbie looked back at Ron again, eyebrows raised. Ron shrugged and smiled and started after the tall man; the rest followed him.


Chapter two
A Gentle Touch


The walls of the drawing room beyond the foyer were hung with tapestries colored in rich reds and greens, depicting unicorns and lions cavorting against backdrops of stylized trees and forest pools. A billiard table sat in the center of the room, a velvet green pond in the dim space, and a tall bookshelf stood against the far wall. Ron, Gabbie, Michael, Heather, Bobby, and Mia huddled close together, some holding hands, leaning shoulder to shoulder. The tall man stopped in the middle of the room and turned to address them.

"My employers," he began, his voice growing even deeper, "have, alas, been called away, or they would gladly have greeted your arrival. But rest assured that you are welcome in their house, and the pleasures they promise will surely be offered tonight."

Ron shifted from foot to foot, his arm around Gabbie's waist. Gabbie rested her head on his shoulder and sighed.

"They recommend," the tall man said, "that visitors begin with a game to acquaint themselves with the property. It's a simple diversion, surely no more than a quarter hour of your time before we begin the tour in full."

"Is this part of the schtick?" Mia whispered to Gabbie.

Gabbie put a finger to her lips and smiled. To her, at least, it was feeling a bit more like a haunted house now.

"I'm sure we're all up to a game," Gabbie said. "I mean, we all like games, right?"

She turned to look at Mia, Bobby, Michael, and Heather; they all nodded, though not all equally enthusiastically.

"Very well," the tall man said. "Then we shall play a simple sort of hide and seek game that I think you'll all find quite diverting."

The tall man explained the rules, which to Ron sounded very much like the game of "sardines" that he played sometimes as a kid, a simple hide and seek variation. The tall man would have everyone draw slips of paper from a bag; the person who chose the slip with the black dot was "it", but was not to disclose their draw to anyone. The players would then scatter throughout the house when the tall man turned off the lights.

If, in their circuit through the house, they encountered another player, they were to announce brightly, "Smee!" Anyone who didn't choose the slip with the black dot was to give a hearty response of "Smee!", in which case the players were to move along on their merry way. But if the person who chose the black dot was accosted with a call of "Smee!", they were to freeze in place in absolute silence. And the person who found them, too, was now to pause and wait in silence for more of the players to find them. The game was ended when everyone was waiting together in darkness and quietude.

"Simple enough," Gabbie said. "How do you win?"

The tall man shrugged and smiled, his dark eyes sparkling.

"Sometimes simply playing a game," he said, "is victory enough."

The tall man drew a black bag from his pocket and held it out to his guests. Each stepped up to draw from it one at a time.

When the lights went out, plunging the drawing room into darkness, everyone gasped. Ron took a step, bumped into someone, called out "Smee!" and then heard a cry of "Smee!" from across the room. He tried to follow the voice, but bumped into a wall. Ron threw his hands out, seeking some orientation, and found a doorway, which he walked through.

The doorway led into what seemed to be a long hallway. Ron put his hands out to either side, moving back and forth from wall to wall. There were no additional doors, just a passage that led straight ahead through Stygian darkness. Ron followed his feet, hands in front of his face.

"Fuck!" he called out when his feet struck an unexpected obstacle. He stepped backward, then advanced until his feet were stopped again. The obstacle felt soft but heavy, immovable but yielding. Was there a person sitting on the floor in the darkness?

"Smee?" he whispered, quietly. There was no answer.

He shuffled his feet forward; the soft but unyielding shape was still in his way.

"Smee!" he called, much louder.

No response.

Ron dropped to his knees and slid along the floor until he came into contact with the object that had blocked his passage. Hands out, he felt an arm, a shoulder, a head. He ran his fingers through shoulder length hair, and then let his hands slide down along a clearly feminine shape, sitting against a wall in perfect darkness.

"Smee?" Ron whispered again.

Still no response.

Ron sighed and sat down beside whoever it was. Clearly, if he understood the rules correctly, he had located the person who had pulled the black dot from the strange tall man's bag; whether that meant he was winning or losing was unclear.

"Hey," he whispered, his hip against the hip of the person seated in the darkness. "I guess we're stuck here for a while, huh?"

No answer. Though it was pitch black, Ron was pretty sure he was seated next to Mia: small shape, shoulder-length hair, a smooth, short dress, the figure beside him matched no one else in the group. And Mia, normally a delightful little rebel, was suddenly a stickler for the rules. Ron sighed and settled back against the wall beside her.

Ron listened to Mia's quiet breathing in the total darkness and matched its pace. He fell into reverie, thinking back over his various encounters with Mia. She and Bobby were the first couple they had played with when Gabbie had first broached the subject of trying out a little light swinging a couple of years ago. "Just to spice things up," Gabbie said, "see how other people do it, you know?"

And Mia had certainly shown them a thing or two about how other people do it. She was a little dynamo of lusty energy the first time they got together, matched by an app Gabbie had been playing with for finding other couples interested in some adult playtime. That first encounter was a "soft swap" — no more than kissing between the unmarried parties — but there was nothing "soft" about the pounding Bobby gave Mia once things had warmed up. Mia wasn't shy about demanding what she wanted, and what she wanted most of the time was a thorough fucking and a toe-curling orgasm.

The first time the four of them had progressed to a full swap, Mia rode Ron's cock like a deranged cowgirl, one fist pumping the air while her little ass rose and fell at a furious pace. All Ron could do was lie back and enjoy the feeling of her slippery channel sliding up and down his cock while listening to the more gentle, measured tones of Bobby making love to Gabbie.

Just a month or so ago, after Gabbie was knocked out of commission by a spoiled batch of potato salad, Mia had arranged for an outdoor gangbang at her house. Ron had brought Gabbie's cousin's son along, and Mia had insisted on giving the young man an experience he would never forget. There was definitely nothing shy about Mia when it came to sex.

Which was why Ron was surprised to find himself still fully clothed after sitting next to her in the dark after several minutes. Mia wasn't one to miss an opportunity for a little hanky panky.

Maybe she was waiting for him to make the first move? Ron let his fingers brush against Mia's thigh, encountering the smooth fabric of her skirt. He slowly bunched the material in his hand and started to slide a hand toward bare skin, but Mia pulled away and pushed his hand back.

Ron sighed and settled against the wall. Thinking about past romps with Mia had roused his desires, and he felt his cock stiffening inside his loose pirate trousers. He shifted to give it a little room to breathe, and it rose slowly against his thigh.

With the darkness enveloping him, Ron felt his sense of hearing heightened. He heard movement from the next room — one of the other players shuffling around in the darkness? It was against the rules to call out, but he wanted desperately to yell, "In here! Come sit with us!"

He tried getting Mia's attention again, reaching a hand across to rest on her knee. She brushed him back again, but her fingers lingered on the back of his hand and plucked at the loose fabric of his trousers before returning to her lap. That seemed slightly promising, at least, but still far too demure for Mia.

Mia was usually a nudist, unable to keep her clothes on for more than a few minutes when they got together. When she and Bobby came over to Ron and Gabbie's place, she normally left her clothes in a pile by the front door — there was no unwrapping her hidden charms for Mia. The thought of her pert little tits, her wonderfully tight and round ass, her smooth belly that begged to be licked on the way down toward her trimmed treasure box, made Ron's cock bounce inside his pirate costume.

He reached across again, and Mia's hand intercepted his in the air, pushing it back with surprising strength. But instead of retreating, her hand landed on Ron's lap, an inch or so from his swelling shaft, and rested lightly. That was better, he thought. He shifted his thigh, moving a little closer; Mia ran her fingers in a circle on his leg.

Mia was typically as fast to get to the action as she was to get undressed — foreplay wasn't her strong suit, though she was a killer at after play, happy to take as much time as needed to rouse a satisfied cock from slumber. Normally she would have had Ron's cock halfway down her throat by now, if she wasn't riding him into oblivion; this teasing game was very much out of character.

Ron reached across again, and Mia pushed him back again, but now the hand on his thigh was gently leaning into his erection, fingers dancing softly on his leg. Ron willed her fingers to dance closer to his cock; he closed his eyes, feeling his penis strain against the fabric of his trousers.

Finally, her hand moved over his shaft, sliding from base to head before returning to its resting place on his thigh. Ron let out a long sigh. His cock raged inside his trousers.

Mia's fingers tugged at the fabric again, and Ron realized she was looking for a fly. But there was no fly on his pirate costume, just a flat front of loose fabric. Her hand wrapped around his shaft, sliding the smooth fabric along his length, but he wanted to feel skin on skin. She brought her hand up to his waist and tugged at his belt.

Ron quickly unbuckled the belt and lifted his ass off the floor so he could tug the trousers down. His cock sprang free, and he rested his bare ass on the wooden floor, the legs of his trousers bunched around his knees.

Mia's fingers explored Ron's belly, tickling their way toward his crotch, tugging at his pubic hair, circling the base of his shaft. Her fingertips grazed his balls, and he felt them tighten. He reached for Mia's thigh again, and she repelled his advances.

Ron's cock throbbed with need while Mia teased her way around his balls and then let one slender finger slide from base to tip along the sensitive underside of his shaft. The finger made its return course along the top of his cock, then came to rest by hooking around the base, joined by her thumb in the loosest of circles.

When the loose circle of finger and thumb slid slowly up the length of his cock, Ron let out a quiet moan. Mia pressed a finger of the other hand against his lips, leaning over him so her breasts brushed his arm. Ron reached out for her, but she quickly returned to her seat beside him.

Her finger and thumb moved up and down his length, barely touching Ron's sensitive skin. He felt pinprick sensations up and down his spine, and his scalp tingled. Mia's touch tonight was unusually gentle — normally she liked to grab a cock with both hands and crank it with gusto, daring the target of her attention to hold back his release while she pumped. Gabbie, on the other hand, liked a little teasing; maybe Mia was trying out some tricks she'd learned from watching Gabbie?

But no, the trick she pulled next was definitely not one that was in Gabbie's repertoire, though he was certainly going to suggest it the next time he had an opportunity. With a slight twist of her wrist, Mia drew her finger and thumb up until they rested on the ridge of his glans, and then she brought the fingers of the other hand to the tip, where they did a slow and stately dance on the smooth, spongy head. She gently tightened the grip of her encircling fingers and brought his cock back so it pointed at his chest and let the dancing fingers explore up and down his shaft and over his head.

Ron's breath was shallow now, almost panting, and he could feel his balls tightening. Mia's fingers danced faster, making his cock tingle and twitch. He felt the spunk rising in his balls, gathering force for an eruption.

"Oh fuck, Mia," Ron gasped. Her dancing fingers shot up to his lips again, pressing hard. He closed his eyes and concentrated on holding his climax at bay; her fingers returned to their tantalizing dance, moving quickly up and down his shaft with the lightest of touches.

Ron balled his fists against his thighs and lifted his ass off the floor. When he came, he saw lights flashing behind his tightly closed eyelids, and felt tingling up and down his spine. His toes curled inside his shoes, and he let out a long, low sigh as hot jizz splashed against his bare legs. Electric tingles coursed through his body and he shuddered at the rush of sensation.

"Oh fuck, Mia," he gasped again; she leaned across him and pressed her cool, dry lips to his mouth and then sat again, one finger gently circling his shaft, spreading the cum that dribbled from the head along its length.

He was still sitting with his back against the wall, trouser legs around his knees, half dozing in post-climactic bliss, when he heard Gabbie's voice calling from an adjacent room: "Ron? Mia? Michael? Where did you guys disappear to?"

Ron shook his head and coughed to clear his throat.

"We're in here, baby," he called. "Is the game over?"

The door flew open and, with a click, light flooded the room. Ron shielded his eyes from the sudden glare. He looked across a dusty space filled with sheet-covered furniture to see Gabbie, Bobby, and Heather standing in the doorway. He scrambled to pull his trousers up while Gabbie giggled.

"So while we're wandering around this place looking for you," Gabbie said, her hands on her hips, "you're sitting in here having a nice little wank?"

"No!" Ron said, feeling his face burning. "No, I was — Mia was — "

He glanced over at Mia, but she wasn't there; the dust on the floor beside him seemed completely undisturbed. Ron put his hand out where Mia had been sitting only moments before and felt only air.

"Put that thing away," Gabbie said, waving toward Ron's wilting cock, "and help us find Mia and Michael; I want to get out of this place."


Chapter three
Ghost Train


When the lights in the drawing room went off, Gabbie ducked through the closest doorway, clutching the slip of paper with the heavy black dot that she had pulled from the tall man's bag. He hadn't explained how to win the game, but she was determined to at least make the game as challenging for the others as possible.

The door led to a long hall lit by a single sconce at the end, with a half dozen closed doors along the inside wall and tall windows on the outside. It was dark outside, the moon obscured by fog, turning the windows into mirrors. Gabbie caught glimpses of her reflection as she made her way down the hallway, giving her the uneasy sensation of being followed.

The first two doors she tried were locked. The third swung open with a squeak, revealing a narrow flight of stairs leading up. Gabbie threw a glance over her shoulder, catching her reflection looking back, then hurried up the stairs, closing the door behind her.

A dim, uncovered lightbulb at the top of the stairs cast long, distorted shadows. Gabbie stopped on the landing and looked up and down the dark hallway before deciding to turn left, toward a dim yellow light in a window at the far end. She strained her ears, listening for footsteps, laughter, any sign that the others were approaching, but the only sounds were the quiet groan of the floorboards under her feet and a wind-blown branch tapping an off-tempo rhythm against the window.

There were more doors along this hallway, and Gabbie tried three, finding them locked. The fourth knob, though, turned with a creak, and she slowly pushed the door open, squinting around the edge into a shadowy room.

It appeared to be a small bedroom, with a narrow bed at one end, a wardrobe at the other, and a small armchair tucked into a corner. Probably the maid's quarters, she thought, from the mansion's halcyon days; it was a cozy little space. A single covered lamp glowed on a simple wooden nightstand beside the bed, casting long shadows across the floor.

Long yellow drapes covered the window between the bed and wardrobe, brushing against the dusty floor. Gabbie approached them cautiously — they hung still and heavy, but an image of someone lurking behind them, holding his breath and waiting to leap out, sent a shiver down Gabbie's spine. She grabbed the heavy fabric in both hands, feet poised to flee, and pulled drapes apart.

There was nothing behind them, of course, except the wavy glass of an old windowpane. The dim light made the glass mirror-like, and she saw her own face superimposed over a vision of dim trees clustered on the slopes of a hill behind the house and the shadowy shape of the bedroom's door. It was a disorienting, dizzying mix of shapes and shadows. Gabbie reached out a finger to touch the cool glass, and slid it down along the dusty frame to the sill. No one had cleaned this room in a long time, at least not thoroughly; it seemed that years of grime — decades, perhaps — had accumulated behind the curtains.

Gabbie was about to turn away from the window when she heard movement outside the room. The doorknob rattled, and she held her breath. The game was afoot ... but she was still unclear about the rules for winning. Did she want to be found or not? Did she need to lure the others like hapless victims into her web, or hide and let them stumble around this old house in vain?

She decided to hide, at least for a few minutes, and see how this first encounter played out. Gabbie ducked behind the yellow curtains, standing on her toes as close to the window as she could to make her feet less visible, and held her breath.

The doorknob squealed and clicked, and the door swung open with a creak, then slammed shut. Gabbie could hear someone shuffling around the room — heavy footfalls, so probably one of the guys, but she wasn't sure if it was Ron, Bobby, or Michael. Ron had been wearing boots with his pirate costume, and Bobby sneakers with his scrubs; she wasn't sure what Michael had been wearing with his mummy bandages.

The bed groaned under someone's weight, and at the same time the wardrobe door squeaked — so there were two people in the room. Gabbie listened hard, trying to tell them apart by their sounds. She wanted to peek out through the gap in the curtain, but she didn't want to draw attention to herself: so far, it seemed, no one had noticed her. A sly smile crossed her lips; maybe winning meant not being found until everyone tired of the chase?

It was impossible to see through the heavy fabric of the curtains, but the yellow light on the nightstand cast shadows that she could see moving across the floor at her feet. Based on the movements of the shadows and the sounds of shuffling feet, Gabbie knew that they were making a circuit of the room, checking under the bed and in the wardrobe, and it was only a matter of time before they drew back the drapes and found her. Her heart raced and her smile grew broader, waiting for the cry of "Smee!" which she intended to answer with a smirk and a wink.

And then the light went out, plunging the room into darkness, and Gabbie cried out in surprise.

She immediately snapped her palm against her mouth, but it was too late: any chance she had of staying hidden now was surely lost. Her heart pounded so hard that she heard only the blood rushing in her ears, though surely she should be hearing footsteps approaching her hiding place. A heady mix of fear and arousal coursed through Gabbie's veins, making her body hum with anticipation.

A pair of hands suddenly grabbed her shoulders through the drapes, and Gabbie let out a shriek. Then she remembered that she was supposed to stay silent, and took a deep breath, quivering within the grip of ten firm fingers that squeezed her arms tightly. She waited for the owner of the fingers to declare himself with a querying, "Smee?", but the person on the other side of the curtain was silent.

Gabbie was about to whisper, "Don't you remember the rules?", when she felt another pair of hands through the curtain, these attached to arms that encircled her waist and pulled against a tall, broad-chested body.

That's Bobby for sure, Gabbie thought, as she relaxed into a familiar embrace. She had been held like this many times by Bobby in the years that she and Ron had been playing with him and Mia. Bobby was a good lay, but he was also a good cuddle, and lying in his arms after a vigorous romp was one of the great rewards of their lifestyle.

The hands on her shoulders turned her so she faced the window, while Bobby pressed against her, his hands sliding the curtain's rough, heavy fabric against her bare belly. Gabbie sighed and tilted her head back; the drapes stretched between her mouth and Bobby's, and she sneezed sharply at the dust and then giggled when Bobby's fingers pulled the curtain aside so they could run over her bare skin.

Then she felt the other hands sliding down her back and over her ass, tugging at her short black skirt. Gabbie pushed her hips back and sighed when the hands ran over the generous curves of her hips and buttocks, fingers pushing and pinching at the soft flesh under her skirt. Ron, she thought, I'm certain those are Ron's fingers.

More than once, Ron and Bobby had joined forces to bring Gabbie to heights of pleasure. She liked their contrasting styles: Bobby tended to be slow and gentle, building her desires with delicate fingertips brushing her skin and butterfly kisses that barely grazed the sensitive nerves of her throat and breasts. Ron, meanwhile, was urgent and insistent, especially when there was another man touching his wife. His touches were firm, and his teeth often scraped and nipped her skin when he applied his mouth to her.

As he was doing right now ... She felt hands push her skirt up above her thighs, and then lips nibbling at the backs of her legs. A tongue flicked against the ticklish spot behind her knee, and she flinched but stayed silent; they might not be following the rules, but she was going to play her part.

The fingers on her belly skittered up and found the loose knot holding her shirt tied beneath her breasts. They fumbled for a moment, then tugged and let the tails of the shirt come apart. Gabbie let out a gasp when the hands pulled the shirt open and cupped her breasts; her nipples stiffened against his palms, and she arched her back.

While one pair of hands fondled and stroked her breasts, drawing her nipples out to hard points, the other pair reached under her skirt and found the waistband of her panties. Just like Ron to cut right to the chase, Gabbie thought, as he gave a firm tug and pulled them down around her ankles. Gabbie lifted a foot so he could pull them free of one leg, and kept that foot lifted, knee against the windowsill, when she felt a hand slide up her thigh and brush against her sensitive labia.

"Oh fuck," she gasped when a finger parted her lips and traced a long line toward her clit. Bobby's hand slid over her mouth and pulled her head back while Ron's fingers explored her folds, drawing moisture from her core.

Gabbie reached a hand behind her, feeling for Bobby through the drapes. She found his solid belly and slid along the rough fabric toward his waist. Where she expected to encounter the loose-fitting scrubs he was wearing in the van, she found instead a raging erection on the other side of the fabric — he was already naked, and ready for action. She wrapped the material around his cock and stroked while his hands squeezed her tits.

Ron's fingers, meanwhile, were replaced by his tongue. He probed her depths, his tongue swirling around her clit and then pushing inside her channel. She felt his teeth through his lips, pressing into her folds while his tongue explored; Gabbie squeezed Bobby's cock harder and leaned her head against the cool glass of the windowpane.

Gabbie was reminded of her occasional Freeuse Fridays. Once a month or so, she liked to hang a lockbox with a key on the door, put a bowl of condoms on the table in the foyer, and send out the word to her circle of playmates that she was open for business. Friends and neighbors stopped by, singly or in pairs, sometimes even a trio, to distract her while she went about her chores and daily tasks. Bobby always paid a visit, and Michael, too. Once, quite memorably, Mia had dropped by and sat in the kitchen sipping coffee and chatting while Gabbie was getting railed by her neighbor Evan. And then Mia had borrowed Gabbie's strap-on for a little railing of her own; she was surprised at the vigor the little minx applied to fucking her, slamming her hips against Gabbie's ass until she had to beg for a rest.

She was not at all surprised by Ron's vigor, though. After tonguing her to a twitching state of arousal, his kissed his way up her ass to her back and her neck and suddenly he was inside her — no knocking at the door for him, his cock barged right inside for a delightfully bold, "Honey, I'm home!"

Gabbie wondered if Ron and Bobby had known somehow that she was hiding in this room, and had planned all along to have their way with her here, already stripped and hard with anticipation. She hadn't heard them speak at all; had they disrobed even before entering the room? Had they been roaming the halls of the Mauquon Mansion like a pair of horny ghosts, erections bouncing in front of them as they sought their prey?

While Ron slammed against her, hands squeezing her ass, Bobby pulled the curtain aside and brought his lips to her left nipple and sucked. An electric jolt shot through her, and she started to moan as she felt her belly tighten. Bobby's hand pressed into her mouth, and she bit down on on his thumb.

Ron's thrusting cock and Bobby's sucking lips were too much for Gabbie to resist. She pushed back against Ron and forward against Bobby, suspended in ecstasy between them, and roared against Bobby's hand as her climax shook her body. Her heart pounded and her legs quivered.

Suddenly Ron's cock slipped free of her pussy, and she gasped, reaching behind her to coax him back — she was sure that she could climb that peak again with a few more vigorous thrusts from her husband. But Ron was beside her now, turning her so her back was to the window, and Ron and Bobby lifted her off her feet and held her on the narrow windowsill, legs wide.

Bobby stood between her legs while Ron stood beside her, hands steadying her on her precarious perch. The drape fell behind Bobby, covering all three of them as though in a cocoon. Outside, the moon still hid behind fog and mist, so only enough light filtered through the window for Gabbie to make out the dark shapes of her lovers.

What she couldn't see, though, she could definitely feel. Bobby moved closer, the head of his cock pushing along her slit and teasing her clit, while his hands sought her breasts. She reached her hands out for Bobby, but Ron caught them and held them over her head, his mouth nuzzling at her throat, his tongue drawing circles on her tingling skin. Gabbie groaned and turned her face toward him.

Bobby pulled back, and suddenly his cock was pushing into her channel. Gabbie arched her back against the cold, smooth glass and wrapped her legs around Bobby's waist. He moved in and out of her with long, unhurried strokes; Gabbie's heels bounced against his ass while he fucked her. Her lovers shared her breasts, fingers and mouths moving in arousing patterns across her nipples. She felt another orgasm gathering like a storm swirling in the sky on a humid summer afternoon.

When a finger — two fingers? whose fingers? — brushed her clit, the storm broke with a raging fury and Gabbie cried out, her wail muffled by the heavy drapes that surrounded them. She bucked against Bobby, almost losing her balance against the windowsill; only Ron's strong hands on her leg and ass kept her perilously seated. Her knuckles rapped against the glass as she shook through her climax.

When her shaking subsided, Bobby slipped free, pulling back against the fabric that draped over them. Ron stroked her back and breasts as he guided her to her unsteady feet; her knees buckled, and she dropped to the dusty floor. Gabbie reached out, seeking Ron and Bobby — she imagined taking their cocks into her mouth in turn, she was famished for their silky texture and wanted to feast on them — but her hands grasped only the rough curtains.

She blinked in the darkness, disoriented; the last tingles of her orgasm were fading away, leaving behind — emptiness? fear? Gabbie suddenly felt a chill that made her shiver almost as hard as her climax.

"Gabbie?" she heard a voice — Bobby's? — call from behind the room's closed door. "Mia? Ron? Where are you guys? We've got to get out of here!"


Chapter four
Whose Hand? Whose Mouth?


Heather tried the second door on the long hallway; the knob turned with a groan, and the hinges complained, but it opened easily enough. She slipped inside a dark room, fumbling along the wall for a switch. When she bumped into a table, she let out a gasp, and her hands caught a lamp just as it was tipping over. Her fingers found a switch and gave it a twist.

The little table lamp threw out dim light, but it was enough for Heather to see that she was in a well-appointed bedroom. A four-poster bed, purple curtains drawn around it, stood on the other side of the room, with an ornate side table beside it. A wardrobe with a gilded mirror stood opposite the bed, reflecting the feeble light and throwing shadows on the vine-and-flower-papered walls. She walked quietly around the room, looking up at portraits hanging on the wall of men and women in formal dress from a previous century, and at a landscape painting of a covered bridge — maybe the same bridge, now dilapidated and threatening to collapse, that they had crossed to get here? — hanging above a cold brick fireplace. Heather imagined herself an archeologist, like the one whose costume she wore, stumbling upon a hidden chamber, seeking to decipher the secrets of the people who had left this place.

She had been wandering up and down the halls for what felt like ages, stumbling around in the dark, surprised not to have bumped into any of her friends. Going into the rooms — there were so many doors! — had seemed intrusive to her, somehow an invasion of the house's privacy; why else would all the doors she passed be closed, except to bar entry to the uninvited? But then she reckoned the others must be going into the rooms, otherwise she'd have passed them in the corridors.

No one seemed to have entered this bedroom, though — it had a still and undisturbed quality, as though it hadn't been entered in ages. But it also had an anticipatory air: Heather felt as if something was waiting, something lonely, and tingles ran up and down her spine. She turned back toward the door, suddenly anxious to leave this room behind, when she heard the knob jiggle.

"Shit," she whispered, looking for a place to hide. She caught sight of the four-poster bed with its drawn curtain and hurried toward it.

Before she could pull back the curtain, though, the door swung open and someone stepped into the room. Heather let out a little cry, which was answered by a call of "Smee?"

Heather laughed with relief when she saw Bobby standing in the doorway in his green scrubs, stethoscope dangling around his neck.

"Smee!" she replied, crossing the room to throw her arms around him and plant a kiss on his cheek. "I'm so glad to see you, I was afraid everyone had abandoned me in this spooky old place!"

"You're the first person I've seen since the lights went out," Bobby said, putting his arms around her waist and returning her kiss.

"Where do you think everyone else is?" Heather asked, resting her head on Bobby's chest. Her pith helmet slipped on her head, and Bobby lifted it off, letting the auburn hair that was piled inside fall to her shoulders, glimmering in the dim light. He ran his hand through her hair, and she shivered against him. "Did something ... get them?"

"They probably found whoever's 'it'," Bobby said, "and they're all fooling around in some dark room without us."

"Do you really think they'd start without us?" Heather asked. She slid her hands down Bobby's back and past his waist, fingers resting gently on the swell of his ass. "That would be rude."

"Our friends can be a bit rude," said Bobby. He pulled Heather a little closer.

"Maybe we should go find them," Heather whispered. She kissed Bobby's collarbone, letting her tongue flick out for a quick taste of his skin. "Otherwise they might think we're rude."

"We certainly wouldn't want that."

Bobby hooked his thumbs in the belt loops on Heather's shorts so he could bring her tight against him. She felt the pulse of his cock against her groin. The waist band of Bobby's scrubs offered little resistance to her fingers, which slipped inside and slid over his ass; she let out a happy gasp when her fingers grazed bare skin.

"Doctors go commando?" she asked, giving his ass a pinch.

"It seemed more efficient when I was getting ready," he said.

"I think we should take advantage of your foresight," Heather said, giving his scrubs a firm tug, "before we resume our search."

Bobby's cock sprang out into the air, but it didn't stay exposed long; Heather wrapped her long fingers around the shaft and gave it a gentle squeeze.

"I suppose we've got time for a little examination," Bobby said. He leaned down to kiss Heather's lips and began moving her gently toward the curtain-shrouded bed. "Won't you step behind the screen for a moment?"

Bobby pulled the heavy velvet curtains aside, revealing a brocaded bedspread and a pile of pillows. Perhaps owing to the drapes surrounding it, the bed wasn't dusty like the rest of the room — indeed, it looked like it had just been made up, the crimson fabric stretched smooth and the pillows invitingly soft. Giggling, Heather fell back on the bed, pulling Bobby down with her.

"So, doctor," Heather whispered into Bobby's ear. "I've got this problem ..."

"Do tell."

She pushed her hands under his shirt, feeling bare skin, and gently scraped her fingernails along his back.

"I have this terrible itch that just won't go away," she said. Bobby's cock nestled against her belly and his hands worked up and down her sides, tugging her shirt loose and starting to work the buttons open.

"That sounds terrible," Bobby said, nibbling at her throat. "Have you tried applying any ointments to it?"

"Well, I would, but my fingers just don't reach," she said.

"Hmmm ... you seem to have relatively long fingers ..."

"Not long enough, I guess. I think the application needs to be done with something ... longer ..."

She slid her hands over his bare ass, then brought one between them to slide a finger along his shaft. His cock pulsed at her touch, and she shifted her hips so he slid a little lower.

"Well, I'll have to see if I have the right tool for the job," Bobby said.

"Oh, I think you do," said Heather. When his hands fumbled for the button of her shorts, she helped to guide his fingers, and lifted her ass so he could tug them over her hips.

"Archeologists go commando, too?" Bobby said. Heather could hear the smile in his voice as his hand brushed over the soft auburn hair on her mound.

"I'd rather spend time unwrapping my mummy than unwrapping myself," she said. Bobby nipped at her throat while he pulled her shorts past her knees; with a kick she let them drop to the floor, then wrapped her legs around his waist.

"So tell me more about this itch," Bobby said, sliding down her body. He finished unbuttoning her shirt and pulled it open so he could fondle her breasts, tweaking her stiff nipples between his fingers and thumb and lifting the soft flesh against his palms. Heather lifted her shoulders so he could slip the shirt down her back and off her arms, letting it fall crumpled on the floor beside her shorts.

"It's just dreadful," she said, pushing her mound against his chest as he slid lower. She pulled herself further up on the bed, holding her thighs apart. "Sometimes the tingling is more than I can bear, and I try to reach it with my fingers, but it's just too deep ..."

"Maybe you should show me how you do that."

"I suppose I can do that."

When Bobby settled his face against her thigh, Heather slid a finger through her tangled thatch and along her coral lips. She could imagine the dew rising from her depths and glittering in the dim light cast by the lamp, and she closed her eyes. When her finger grazed her clit, an electric buzz shot through her, and she let out a quiet moan. She could feel Bobby's warm breath against her folds.

"I see the problem here," Bobby said. "We need to work on opening you up so I can reach the spot that's giving you distress."

"And how will you do that?" Heather asked.

"I have my ways," Bobby said.

Heather gasped when Bobby's tongue followed the path her finger had blazed, warm and supple between her folds and then strong and agile in its dance around her clit. Bobby's hands slid up her belly, to her breasts, then back down to her ass and raised her to his mouth so he could feast. She moaned and stretched her arms over her head as Bobby's mouth and hands worked wonders on her body.

Heather and Michael had been playing with Gabbie's group for a few months, ever since she became obsessed with that swingers' lifestyle documentary and prodded Michael with suggestions until he surprised her with an invitation to Gabbie's Easter party. Ever since throwing themselves into this world of erotic adventure, Heather had been getting used to a range of sensations that were entirely new; one that she especially liked was being touched and tickled and licked all over by a whole host of unseen hands and mouths while she lay back with her eyes closed and absorbed the feelings. She did that now, slipping into the reverie of contact, eyes closed and arms spread wide.

But then she realized she wasn't stretched out on the cushions in Gabbie's playroom, consumed by a crowd of lovers; she was lying on a strange bed in an even stranger house, and only Bobby was there to arouse her. And Bobby had only two hands, so how were they fondling her breasts and stroking her ass and tickling her thighs ...

"Where are your hands?" Heather gasped, eyes fluttering open.

Bobby lifted his mouth from its voracious work, his lips and chin gleaming in the dim light. Heather felt the sensation of being touched everywhere all at once fade abruptly.

"Where do you want them?" Bobby asked.

"Everywhere," Heather said with a sigh, lying back down.

And as directed, Bobby's hands resumed their touches, pinches, tickles, and strokes, raising tingling sensations all over her body, while his mouth licked and sucked at her core. It was probably because of the dim light, she thought, and the strange setting, that her brain had misinterpreted Bobby's touches. There were only two hands at work, easily accounted for, pinching her nipples and then squeezing her thighs, until suddenly she was certain that a hand was stroking her head and teasing her neck and she let out another gasp.

"Did you touch my hair?" Heather asked, scooting further into the shadows cast by the curtains around the bed.

"What?" Bobby asked, sitting up between her legs. "I ... do you want me to?"

"Yes," Heather said, "yes, I want you to fuck me hard and pull my hair."

She rolled onto her belly and lifted her ass toward Bobby. A change in position, she reasoned, would put an end to the strange sensations.

"Well, let me see if I can find that itch," Bobby said, putting his hands on her hips and lifting her higher.

"Oh," she gasped when the head of his cock parted her lips, "oh, yes, I think you're getting close to it."

Bobby slipped a little deeper with each shallow thrust. Heather stretched forward, feeling the smooth fabric and rippling brocaded flowers of the quilt against her belly. Bobby's lips moved up and down her back, kissing from shoulders to ass and back again; how he was stretching himself to fuck her and kiss her at the same time, she wasn't sure, but the sensation was so delicious that she didn't care.

He tangled his fingers in her hair and tugged while his hips slapped harder against Heather's ass. His cock head slid over an especially tingly, itchy spot in her channel, making her sigh; oh yes, the doctor was finding exactly the spot. She lifted her head and arched her back, and Bobby pounded harder, both hands pulling her hair like they were the reins on a surging horse.

Both hands in her hair, yet somehow he was fondling her breasts? He pinched her nipples, drawing them out to hard and tingling points, and he slapped her ass, sending a sharp sting through her flesh that mingled deliciously with the pleasure. A finger grazed her clit, and Heather groaned at the buzz her rigid nub emitted. Somehow Bobby was a hundred-handed god of fucking, stimulating every inch of her body inside and out, keeping a steady, driving rhythm behind her while stroking her nerves to a raw state of excitement. A great wave of passion was pressing against the dam of her belly, ready to burst through at any moment.

When, impossibly but delightfully, she felt a tongue flick across her nipple and trace a wet line down her belly, Heather let the wave crash through all of her barriers. She howled in ecstasy, head thrown back and legs shivering, feet beating against the bed, every nerve singing with release. Bobby slammed unrelentingly against her, driving his cock into her depths, while she shook through her climax.

"Oh fuck, Bobby," Heather sighed when she could breathe again. "How did you do that?"

"Do what?" he asked. He was still fucking her, but slowly, gently, his fingernails scraping lightly down her bare, sweat-slick back. She pushed back against him, feeling the wave slipping back out to sea but gathering for another surge — not a tsunami again, but a gentle rolling tide of bliss.

"With your hands," she said, stretching her arms in front of her, breasts against the bed, "and your mouth, and your cock ..."

Bobby increased his pace again, still gentle but more insistent, and Heather groaned. The tingling touch of fingers returned, dancing over her skin, drenching her brain in bliss.

When a tongue traced a warm circle over lips and delicate fingers pushed her hair back from her face, Heather let out a cry of blended pleasure and terror, crying out, "Whose mouth? Whose mouth?" as her climax surged.


Chapter five
The Hook


When the lights went off, Mia didn't hesitate for a heartbeat: she grabbed Michael by the arm and pulled him toward the exit, reaching up to put her hand over his mouth. When she had him out in the foyer, she stood on her toes — he was such a tall mummy! — and replaced the hand over his mouth with her lips.

Michael returned her kiss, winding his fingers through her hair, then stepped back.

"What are you doing?" he whispered.

"Kissing you, silly," Mia said, going back up on her toes and licking a line from his chin to his lips. Michael put his hands around her waist and pulled her close; Mia felt his cock stiffening under his costume of long underwear and white gauze.

"What about the others?" Michael asked.

"I'll kiss them, too," Mia said, "but later."

"But what about the game?"

"I've got a better game in mind — I want to finish what we were doing in the van."

Mia reached her hand between his legs and squeezed. That was all the convincing Michael needed.

The driver's side door of the van was locked, but the back door wasn't. Michael yanked it open and boosted Mia inside. She scrambled across the floor while Michael climbed in after her and closed the door behind him.

"Rumor has it," Mia panted as she lifted her ass off the carpeted floor and tugged at her underwear, "that you've got a very talented tongue."

"So I've been told," Michael said. Mia's earlier blowjob had loosened the gauze wrapped around his middle, but the winding strips from his waist up were still mostly intact. He pulled at the strips below his waistband, tearing some in his haste, and yanked at the long underwear underneath. His cock sprang free, gleaming in the dim light.

"I'm going to need you to demonstrate, then," Mia said, tossing her panties behind her and hiking her dress up. She lay back on her elbows, legs spread to expose her glistening cunt. "Miss Kitty needs a kiss."

"I can do that," Michael said.

He gave his cock a pump with his fist, then crawled across the floor and settled himself between Mia's thighs. His fingers slid up her legs and past her trimmed thatch. Mia could see his eyes were fixed on her cunt, and they looked hungry. He blew a puff of air against her, which made her squirm; she bit her lip and pushed her hips forward.

The rumors, it turned out, were at least partially true. Michael did, indeed, have a long, supple, and very talented tongue; he used it to ease Mia's lips apart, lapping at the nectar that drooled from her channel, and then to draw lazy circles around her clit. But it wasn't just his tongue that was talented; his entire mouth was a finely tuned pussy eating machine.

First his lips planted gentle little kisses around her clit, tickling her sensitive nub. Then his teeth gently nipped at her inner thighs, scraped across her glistening labia, and sent shockwaves through her body when they nibbled her stiff button. Michael pulled her close to his face with his hands under her ass, and he began to devour her, making moaning, sighing, humming sounds as he worked his mouth all over Mia's pussy. He drove Mia up and over the peak of climax almost immediately, but he didn't let her rest in post-orgasmic bliss for even a second; he caught her fall from the pinnacle of delight and lifted her even higher, suspending her at unbearable heights on the tip of his tongue.

Back at Easter, when Heather had gone down on her with great gusto, Mia had supposed that she must have taught Michael a thing or two about cunnilingus — her technique was superb, and it looked like Michael's was, too, based on Gabbie's reactions. But now she suspect that it was Michael who brought the talent to bed and had passed some pointers on to his incredibly fortunate wife.

"Fuck fuck FUCK," Mia gasped, pulling strips of gauze from Michael's head while he ate her. She let out a scream when he pushed her to a shivering climax, and pulled his face up by the hair.

"Okay, you've made your point," Mia panted, urging Michael to scramble up her body by tugging at his nectar-slick chin. "I need to change this up or I'm going to pass out."

"Would that be so bad?" Michael asked. He pressed his lips against hers, and she tasted her tangy aroma on him.

"It would be," she said, "because I need to ride you now, and I can't do that unconscious."

Mia pushed at Michael's shoulder, and he rolled over, pulling Mia on top of him. Her feet barely passed his knees when she was stretched to her full length. She nibbled and sucked and licked at his mouth, reveling in the flavor her pussy had left there while he devoured her.

But she felt a raging fire in her belly that she know could be quenched only one way. Mia pushed herself up so she straddled Michael's waist, and took a firm hold of his cock with both hands. She smiled down at him, tossing her head back to swing her black hair out of her eyes.

"You just lie back and let me do the work," Mia said as she lifted her hips and teased Michael's cock head against her clit. Tingling waves of pleasure shivered through her.

"As you demand, Nurse Mia," Michael said. He put his hands on her thighs as she rose up to her knees, aimed his cock, and settled herself on his length with one slow, steady motion.

Mia was so wet that Michael slipped effortlessly inside, and she let out a moan. He filled her completely, the velvety head of his cock brushing against the little bundle of nerves at the front of her channel. She put her hands flat against his gauze-wrapped chest and began to pump firmly.

Mia had found the perfect rhythm to keep her on the verge of climax without sending her over when Michael suddenly squeezed her hips with his hands to slow her movements.

"I think the van is rocking," Michael whispered.

"I should hope so," Mia said, pushing Michael's hands away and holding them above his head. "Because I'm fucking you pretty hard."

"No, seriously," Michael said, pulling his hands free and putting them on her hips again. "I think there's someone out there."

Mia felt his erection flagging, and she sighed and lifted her hips so his cock slipped free.

"Fine," she said, "I'll go check. But you get that dick back to full staff so you can finish me off or you're going to have a very angry nurse on your hands."

"Wait, I can ..."

Mia leaned down to plant a kiss on his lips.

"I've got this," she said. "And I'll be right back."

She swung herself onto her knees and pulled her dress down with a wiggle of her hips, then crawled over to the back door. The latch was stiff, but after a few firm pulls, it gave way and she swung the door open.

Mia poked her head out and looked around; the fog from earlier in the night had cleared, and the moon illuminated the gravel driveway. She hopped down to the ground and started around toward the driver's side.

The mansion loomed darkly above her, seeming larger and emptier than when they had arrived. It was strange, she thought, that the Mauquon Mansion of Terror would go to the trouble of printing up flyers to distribute all over the area, and even pay for radio spots that she'd caught in the last few days of September, but had no signs on the property itself. She'd been so busy sucking Michael's cock when they arrived, it hadn't registered with her just how quiet and empty it was — shouldn't a haunted house be hopping the week before Halloween?

A cool breeze blew up from the river, and Mia shivered, hugging her arms around her torso. A skimpy nurse's costume was no match for the chilly night. It was plenty warm in the van, especially with Michael the Mummy's body heat, but maybe they ought to slip back into the house and find the others. They must still be playing that silly Smee game — she saw only a single, yellow light burning on the top floor of the mansion.

Mia saw nothing unusual on the driver's side of the van. Her ears strained to pick up any sounds, but all she heard was the gentle whistle of the breeze through dry October leaves and the gurgle of the river flowing beneath the covered bridge about fifty feet behind the van. The silence was ominous: Mia liked a good haunted house at Halloween, but in her experience they were almost always loud, the air around them filled with recorded moans and groans, the occasional shriek from a delightfully frightened guest, and good-natured giggling and chatter. The Mauquon Mansion of Terror was bringing a completely different vibe: Mia felt goosebumps rising along her arms, and an icy tingle on the back of her neck.

She spun suddenly on her heel, certain that something had moved behind her, but found only darkness stretching before her. Mia laughed nervously at her jumpiness, and felt her nipples stiffen against the smooth polyester of her costume dress. Gabbie was definitely right about a haunted house visit helping to rev the gang's engines: the wires that handle fear were definitely all tangled up with the wires that handle arousal, at least in Mia's body, and she was getting all sorts of delightfully mixed signals at the moment. Maybe she should just get back in the van with Michael and give its suspension a good workout ...

Mia turned her back to the mansion, and got the pinprick chills again, as if its single yellow light were an eye staring into her soul. She hunched her shoulders and hugged herself tighter, and moved around the front of the van, her feet making scuffling sounds against the gravel. Michael had better be getting that tool back in working order.

The moon fell brighter on the passenger side of the van, making the shadows beneath it that much darker. Mia had a sudden image of hands reaching out from under the van to grasp her ankles and drag her under, and she skittered back a step, peering hard at the darkness behind the wheels. Maybe Michael was right — could there be someone, something, lurking in those shadows, waiting to pounce and devour the lovers in the van? Maybe it had already gotten Michael, and when she opened the door to the van, she would find some hideous, tentacled thing where she was hoping to find Michael's stiff cock instead ...

Mia squatted down and bent her head to look under the van, hands on the gravel. She blinked and stared, but saw only inky blackness. But surely if there was something under the van waiting to lunge, it would already have done so? No, there was nothing; Mia felt a wave of relief, which was almost as refreshing as the wave of climax she intended to ride in just a minute or two.

She inched closer to the van, still low to the ground, ready to spring back at the first sign of a zombie finger or alien appendage. Mia glanced over her shoulder, just in case the monsters were pulling a sneaky flanking move, but saw only the shadowy mansion and its single yellow light. She let out a sigh, and a giggle, and reached out a hand to the passenger door to help herself back to her feet.

And then she screamed, a sharp piercing shriek that started from her toes and roared from her throat, because glistening in the bright moonlight, hanging from the door handle, was a gleaming metal hook.


Chapter six
Tales Told in the Dark


"I'm really sorry about the hook," Ron said. "It must have come off when I was opening the door for Gabbie."

"You'd better be sorry," Mia said. "I've got half a mind to rip your balls off."

And she was certainly in a position to carry out her threat. After a harried flight from the Mauquon Mansion of Terror, costumes askew, faces hot with passion, blood cold with fright, the three couples had retreated to the playroom at Gabbie's house where a frenzy of fucking fueled by fear had settled into a tranquil tangle of sweaty limbs. Mia's face rested against Ron's thigh, her fingers lazily stroking his cock, still slick with Heather's juices.

"What I don't understand," Ron said, "is how you got from the room where you were hiding and out to the van without anyone seeing you leave."

"Hiding? Me?" Mia laughed and propped herself up on her arms. "Ron, I wasn't in that house five minutes after the lights went out — I wanted to shag Michael, not play hide and seek, so I dragged him out the first chance I got."

"What? You weren't 'it'?"

"No, dummy, I was it," Gabbie said. She was resting against Bobby, exhausted from riding him to a toe-curling climax, relaxed now in his gentle embrace. "I found a curtain to hide behind in the dark, but someone sure discovered me. I thought it was you, but it must have been Bobby and Michael."

"Not me," said Michael, looking up from behind Mia, whose pert little ass he had been gently licking, watching his creamy seed trickle from between her legs. "Mia dragged me out to the van to have her way with me."

"And I was giving Heather an examination down the hall," Bobby said. "But she was sure someone else was in there with us, and that's why we left in a hurry."

"Maybe it was that tall, creepy butler?" Mia asked.

"What, with me or with Heather?" Gabbie asked. "There were two for sure with me. Come on, Ron, it had to be you — I know your cock."

"I found Mia ... wait, not Mia?" Ron sat up and looked down at Mia's grinning face. "It sure felt like Mia, but it was dark and she didn't say anything ..."

"That's not like me," Mia said, giving Ron's cock a stroke. It stiffened between her fingers despite its earlier exertions, and she ran her tongue over the slippery head. "I'm very vocal."

"Except when your mouth is full," Gabbie said, leaning over to slap Mia's ass.

"So we were all getting busy," Michael said, sliding up along Mia's back and lifting her leg to hook it over his waist, "but not with who we thought?"

"Seems that way," said Gabbie. She ran her hand down Michael's ass while he slid his cock along Mia's wet pussy. Gabbie gave him an encouraging push, and he slipped inside, making Mia moan around Ron's cock.

"What did you say Heather saw?" Ron asked.

"She didn't see anything," Bobby said, glancing over to where Heather lay curled against his hip, "but she said someone was kissing her while we were in the bedroom, but there's no way it could have been me. It freaked her out, and that's when I came looking for everyone."

"She seems fine now," said Gabbie, reaching over to touch Heather's sleeping face. Strands of her auburn hair were plastered to her forehead with perspiration. Her face, which minutes before had been contorted in pleasure while Ron pounded her while she gasped and bucked, was relaxed now, a calm and blissful pool.

But behind those tight-shut eyelids, Heather's mind churned. She roamed the halls of the Mauquon Mansion, ducking in and out of doors, encountering in the darkness hands and mouths desperate for her flesh. She ran from embrace to embrace, drawn and repulsed at once by the desperate, grasping fingers. Something had come awake — something in the house or something in her, she couldn't be sure — and it was no longer satisfied to walk those halls alone.
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Chapter one
Vacation Pictures


Iwas more than a little jealous of Mia. With her tiny tits, narrow hips, and tight little ass, she could get away with wearing a microkini that had less fabric in it than a handkerchief and did little more than to draw attention to its general absence of coverage. With my curvy hips and big breasts, I needed a lot more bikini to be decently covered even by Isla de los Secretos standards.

"You turn plenty of heads, Vanna," Mia assured me as we walked along the beach in front of the bungalow her husband had rented for us. "I barely cast a shadow; you generate a tsunami when your hips sway!"

I grinned and gave my hips a little extra wiggle. True enough, I suppose, I was drawing some eyes in my direction.

"But what can I do about it?" I asked her with a faux pout. "Turning heads turns me on, but at the end of the night, I’m all alone in the bungalow with Roger back home and not here to satisfy me."

"Well, not alone," Mia said with a grin, walking her fingers up my arm. "You always have me."

"Ha! Hardly – you’re off your leash this week. I’m never going to see you after dark."

Mia’s grin turned absolutely wicked. She fiddled with the little charm bracelet around her wrist that her husband Bobby had given her before the trip – a silver "V" shaped like a stylized fox’s head. The "V", Mia had told me at the airport, stood for "vixen" – a "vixen" in Mia’s circle was a woman openly on the prowl for intimacy outside her marriage, with her husband’s explicit permission. "It’s my backstage pass," she had told me with a wink when she showed it to me. "This is my week to play. All Bobby expects in return is documentation."

Roger and I had been friends with Mia and Bobby for a few years, and had heard many of their stories about daring excursions into the farthest realms of pleasure: their threesome hookups, their swinger parties, their freeuse weekends at the Isla de los Secretos resort. They were quite frank and descriptive, but also casual in how they told the stories, as though it was no big deal to spend a weekend having sex with whoever you fancied. After an evening with Mia and Bobby, Roger and I fucked like rabbits, whispering all manner of nasty fantasies to each other, but in the cold light of day, the madness faded away.

"You should ask Roger to let you off your leash," Mia said. "We could have a lot of crazy fun together this week."

"Oh, I couldn’t do that to Roger," I said.

Mia laughed. "I’m not doing anything to Bobby this week! I’m doing it for Bobby! Well, and for Lady V, who’s going to be having a lot of fun if I have my way."

I looked her up and down, barely able to see her creamy microkini at all, the fabric color blended so perfectly with her skin; she might as well have been walking naked down the beach.

"I’m quite sure you’ll have your way," I said.

Our bungalow sat on the beach; it had a wraparound porch, with one end facing the perfectly blue Caribbean Sea, and the opposite opening onto an enclosed pool surrounded by the resort’s buildings. We shared a little living room and kitchen on the beach side, and we each had a tiny bedroom on the pool side. It was simple, and it was perfect for a getaway vacation. I had no more plans for the week than to follow the sun from the beach to the pool, go out dancing at the clubs in town with Mia at night, and repeat it all again in the morning. It was that strange, almost pointless week between Christmas and New Year's — we flew out insanely early the morning after Christmas, and would return on New Year's Eve — and we had escaped the snow, ice, and cold back home.

It was still before noon when we got to Secretos, so rather than unpacking, we hurried out to the beach, splashing in the waves, watching the frigate birds catch the wind and the fishing boats bobbing far out beyond the bay. We both caught some eyes from the older American couples out for a beachside stroll, wearing windbreakers against the breeze coming in from the sea. Though brisk, the breeze was still much balmier than what we had left at home, and the water itself was already warm, so I was perfectly comfortable in my bikini. I noticed that Mia’s little breasts were topped by hard nipples that seemed to be putting some strain on her flimsy microkini, and there was a little gooseflesh pimpling her belly and arms – there’s not an extra ounce of body fat on Mia, and it doesn’t take much to make her shiver. Worried that she’d get hypothermia on our first day, I shooed her back to the sand, where she could towel off and we could lie on the recliners under the palm trees.

I dozed off at some point, and woke a little after noon to see Mia talking to a tall, handsome man in a resort polo shirt and white slacks. He had a notebook and pen and appeared to be taking a drink order from Mia. When he saw I was awake, he approached me as well, and I ordered the rum and coconut special of the resort, with a spear of pineapple and mango. I wouldn’t normally drink before lunch – even before supper is very rare for me – but I could blame Mia for being a bad influence, since she ordered first.

Mia’s eyes lingered on the waiter as he continued down the beach. He had broad shoulders, a narrow waist, and a muscular ass that stretched his slacks quite appealingly. His complexion was a rich almond brown, and his black hair was cropped close and neat. Mia noticed me noticing her noticing him, and she gave me a wink and a wicked grin.

When he returned with our drinks, Mia talked to him a little longer before settling back on her lounge chair to watch the waves and sip her drink.

"His name’s Ramon," Mia said. "He gets off work at suppertime, but he has a break later this afternoon."

"You’re incorrigible," I said with a laugh. "We’ve been here less than a day and you’re already arranging a tryst?"

Mia shrugged. "I don’t think anything is arranged yet," she said. "I’m just doing a little reconnaissance."

The rum and sun must have knocked me out, because I woke up with a sense that the sun had drifted behind the bungalow. I glanced at my phone and saw that it was a little after two o’clock, and my tummy told me I had failed to eat lunch. When I looked over at Mia’s chair, though, I saw only her towel and her empty glass.

Figuring that she must have decided to let me sleep while she followed the sun to the pool, I gathered everything up, including Mia’s towel, and headed toward the bungalow. The breeze had shifted a little, and felt warmer and dryer than it had this morning; I was glad to be wearing as little as possible, and thought that once by the pool I might get cheeky and slip off my top – Isla de los Secretos wasn’t officially clothing optional, but Mia had told me they turned a blind eye to toplessness.

And indeed, when I got into the bungalow, I found Mia in the living room, already topless, and bottomless, and kneeling on the floor. Ramon, the waiter from the beach, was there as well, also naked, standing in front of Mia with an impressive erection. Mia was holding her phone at an awkward angle, trying to get a picture of Ramon’s cock in her mouth, while Ramon alternately stroked her cheek and fondled his balls.

I gasped and dropped everything in my hands, and turned toward the door muttering "Oh god I’m sorry so sorry oh god oh god …"

"Thank god you’re here, Vanna!" Mia said, laughing. I turned and saw that she had taken Ramon’s cock out of her mouth and was casually stroking it with one hand and reaching toward me with her phone in the other. "I was getting a crimp in my neck trying to fit this whole thing in the frame and in my mouth at the same time. Would you be a dear?"

"Umm … I … sure …" Stammering, I took the phone, waited until Mia had Ramon’s cock firmly seated in her mouth, and snapped a picture. Then I set the phone on the floor next to her and started back toward the door.

"Wait, wait, Vanna!" Mia called. "Bobby wants pictures, plural, not just a blurry snapshot! It’s the least I can do for him, after he sent us on this lovely vacation. Please, just a few more?"

"Umm ... well, I mean …"

She pouted at me, and bit her lip, and I laughed. If I were a guy, I’d probably have creamed my pants if she looked at me like that; as it was, I felt a little tingly down below – Mia had that effect on everyone.

"Fine," I said. "I won’t be your hotwife trainee, but I’ll be your documentarian." I picked up the phone and said, "Let’s make Bobby happy."

"That’s the spirit," Mia said, and went back to work on Ramon’s cock. Ramon, for his part, had simply stood there with his hand on his balls and his cock in the air; I wonder how many times a similar scenario has played out for him? Nice work if you can get it, I suppose.

I knelt next to Mia and snapped pictures of her sucking Ramon’s cock, taking it deep into her throat and releasing it, gasping for air, nibbling the length of the shaft and putting her tongue on the head. It was a fine cock indeed, long but not too thick, and uncut – Mia pushed his foreskin down to the base, and then stretched it as high as it would go along the slippery shaft. I’ve never had an uncut cock, and I really wanted to reach out a finger to touch it, but I reached a finger tentatively into my bikini bottoms instead; I was soaking wet.

"That’s enough of that," Mia said, wiping off her lips and sitting back on her heels. Her nipples were hard little pebbles, and her chest was flushed scarlet. One hand slipped between her legs and came up with a shiny finger, which she popped into her mouth with a grin. "I’m ready for action already, but Miss V would like to be kissed before things go too far."

She lay back on the rug, legs spread, and pointed at her perfectly bare pussy. The lips were flared, and I could see the sheen of sweat and nectar on them. "Get a good picture of this," Mia said, "Bobby likes before and after."

I knelt between her legs and took a picture, looking up along her pussy to Mia’s smiling face while she held the lips apart. I could smell her musky scent. Ramon gently shouldered me to one side and lowered himself face first between her legs. I tried to get some pictures of his long, thick tongue working over the folds and seeking out Mia’s nubbin, but he pressed his face close and Mia had her thighs tight against his cheeks, so I don’t think any of them came out.

"Oh fuck," Mia said, her legs shaking. "Fuck, it was a little one, but that was definitely an orgasm! Don’t wear me out too soon, Ramon!" She reached down to pull him up along her body by the shoulders.

"Get it going in," Mia said to me, pointing down at where Ramon’s hard cock was sliding up and down her wet slit. "I almost never get a good picture of it going in, Bobby will love it!"

"Umm, okay," I said, trying to find an angle. I had a sudden appreciation for how hard it must be to film porn, and why porn scenes always have such weird positions. I ended up lying on my belly, arms propped up on my elbows and the phone practically touching Ramon’s hips.

"Are you ready?" Mia asked me. "Because I’m ready!"

"I’m going to have to use the flash …" It was awfully dark down there, and I was afraid Ramon’s shaft would be lost in the shadows cast by Mia’s thighs.

"Then use the flash!"

"Ok, then, ready!"

The flash went off just as the head of Ramon’s cock parted her lips, and I got a couple more pictures of his first several thrusts. Mia grunted and wrapped her legs around Ramon’s waist, which blocked my access to the action.

Deciding that Bobby would need some wider angle shots to put the fucking in context, I straddled Ramon’s legs and framed a picture of his broad back covering Mia, one of her tiny tits just barely visible, her face contorted in pleasure. Then I walked back a few steps so I could get a picture of his ass, muscles clenched, as he rose and fell. When I lay down behind them, I was able to get a shot – with the flash – of Ramon’s balls as his pole sank into Mia’s cunt; I rather liked that one, it reminded me of a vintage porno.

"You’re really getting into this," Mia said between grunts.

I blushed. "It’s kind of fun," I said. I lay down next to her and took a close up of her face; she closed her eyes and groaned – Ramon must be hitting something just right.

"Then let’s have some more fun with it," she said, putting her hands on Ramon’s hips to push him off her. "Ramon, work me through the paces, I want to send my husband a full pictorial."

And Ramon did just that. He fucked her doggy style, her breasts pressed against the floor while he hammered her from behind, and I got some great shots of her face twisted in a sexy grimace. She rode his cock, first facing him and then facing me while I knelt between his legs; the pictures I got of his shaft as it thrust up into Mia's pussy were stunning, if I do say so myself. Somewhere along the line my own bikini came undone – oops! – and I shamelessly diddled myself with one hand while unsteadily snapping pictures with the other. Those shots, alas, may have been a little blurry.

It was while Mia was bucking on Ramon’s cock, looking at his feet and at my busy hands, that he started to pant loudly and then announced, "Oh fuck, I’m coming!" I lay down on my belly, nose practically against Mia’s clit, and documented his desperate attempts to pull his cock out. Mia wanted that cum, though, and she leaned forward, hands wrapped around the base of his shaft, and ground her hips down against him. I could see his shaft twitch as he emptied his tight balls inside her, and I got a good picture of his thick white cum leaking from Mia’s pussy.

"Thank you," Mia said to me, leaning forward to give me a kiss on the lips that made my pussy tingle. Then she leaned back, letting Ramon’s cock slip free with an oozing flow of jizz, and said, "And thank you, Ramon, that was a glorious start to my vacation."

Later that afternoon, before we ordered room service supper and got ready to go out to a club in town, we looked at the pictures on Mia’s phone, giggling at some of them, shrieking at others. There were almost a hundred of them – I hoped she had a good cloud storage plan – and it was going to be a fun chore to whittle them down to a handful to send Bobby. She selected a good before and after pair – one of her wet but unfucked pussy, one of her pussy still leaking Ramon’s cum – and sent them to Bobby as an appetizer.

"You know, Vanna, we could take some sexy pictures of you to send Roger, too," she said with a wink.

"That’s not the arrangement I made with Roger," I said. "It’s different for us."

"Sexy solo pictures?"

"Maybe …"

"Sexy pictures with me?" she said with a coquettish grin.

I blushed, thinking of that kiss, of the intimacy of so openly masturbating while watching her fuck, of the warm, musky smell I got when lying between her legs.

"Maybe," I whispered. "Maybe."


Chapter two
Making Cookies


"You're pretty fit for an old man," I said, sucking wind and leaning on the racquetball court wall with one hand.

Bobby laughed, wiping sweat out of his eyes with the back of his hand. "You young whippersnappers should know better than to come for us silver foxes," he said. "We've still got plenty of bite."

Bobby wasn't really that much older than me — maybe five years, certainly less than ten — and with only a few streaks of gray in his thick black hair and close-trimmed beard, he could pass for a much younger man. But he was fit, and apparently more fit than I was based on how that last volley went. I was faster than he was, but his stamina was amazing; he could keep pounding the ball against the wall all day, and if I didn't hit to the corners to make him run, I didn't stand a chance.

"You up for another set?" I asked. "Or are the staff at the nursing home waiting for you to get back?"

Bobby looked at his watch. "Actually, I've got an appointment later this afternoon. But since the gals are away and it's a dead week, we can reconvene tomorrow."

"Sounds good to me," I said, secretly relieved that he didn't want another round.

I was feeling pretty wiped out from the match, which I won, but barely, and was looking forward to getting home for some uninterrupted gaming. Vanna rolls her eyes and makes huffing sounds if I spend too much time on the console on the weekend. Sometimes she distracts me from gaming in other, more delightful ways — parading her luscious curves in front of the TV definitely throws me off — but I do actually like losing myself in the play and the story. I had taken the week between Christmas and New Year's Day off work, so with Vanna away I'd have plenty of time to indulge in the game console.

We had just finished our showers and were heading to the lockers, towels around our waists, when I heard a gasping sound echo inside Bobby's locker. Then it gasped again, and again, like there was a tiny woman inside his locker in the throes of passion.

Bobby laughed and spun the combination on his lock. "Text from Mia," he said. "I like having different tones for people. That one always reminds me of how she sounds when she's about to come."

I'm sure I blushed a little; Bobby and Mia are very forward about their sex lives, maybe a little too forward. They're always having escapades with each other and with a whole community of like-minded swingers, and whenever we get together, they share tidbits of their latest playtime. I have to admit the stories can sometimes be a turn on, but they're a huge turn on for Vanna, and work their way into our own playtime after we hear one.

"Would you ever?" I would sometimes ask Vanna when we were lying side by side in bed, sweaty after a workout fueled by one of Bobby and Mia's stories.

"Never," Vanna would reply, struggling to catch her breath and reaching over to hold my hand. "There's only you for me. But I do like the hot fantasies ..."

Bobby pulled his phone out of his locker and tapped his passcode, then let out a laugh and a little whoop. A grin split his face, and his eyes sparkled.

"Looks like Mia's already having fun on her vacation," he said. He held the phone so I could look down at the screen.

His phone showed a closeup picture of a shaved pussy, pink lips spread between two manicured fingers and hard clit poking out from under its hood. Droplets of moisture were visible around the lips — the resolution on phone screens has become simply amazing over the last few years — and I could feel the arousal coming off the pixels.

Bobby flicked his finger across the screen, and the picture was replaced by another of what appeared to be the same pussy, this time with a thick trickle of white cream — is that jizz? — escaping the soft pink lips. I felt my cock stiffen under my towel and gasped.

"That's Mia," Bobby said, "before and after. 'Are you staying warm? These pictures should heat you up,'" he read off the text under the first picture.

"Holy shit," I mumble under my breath, equal parts aroused and shocked. "Does she always text you like that?"

"Just when I ask her to," he said. "She promised to document her fun times this week, and Mia always keeps her promises."

His phone moaned several more times, and I couldn't help but associate that sound with Mia's face, picturing what she must have looked like when her pussy was being filled with cum. My erection was raging how under my towel, and I was a little worried I'd have to sit there for the rest of the day waiting for it to subside before I could get dressed. Bobby sat down on the bench and flipped through several more pictures, chuckling at each.

"Apparently my little hotwife has a documentarian," Bobby said. "That's going to make these pictures a whole lot better than before and after shots."

He turned the phone to me again, and I saw Mia's face, eyes closed and mouth twisted in ecstasy; one small, firm tit was visible under the broad back of the man who was on top of her, presumably fucking her. Bobby flipped to the next picture and confirmed that Mia was, indeed, being fucked — this picture showed a cock half in, half out of the shaved pussy from the first picture, hard clit riding the top of its shaft.

"She says Vanna's doing the photography," Bobby said, "but not to worry, she's promised not to join in."

"Oh," I said, not sure how to take that news. Vanna and I had talked about the risks and temptations of going on a vacation with Mia, and had agreed that she wouldn't join in with any of Mia's playtime unless we discussed it first.

We had talked about what Vanna's limits were before she left. She liked hearing Mia's stories about flirting with men even if it didn't lead to sex, and she thought she might try that. Mia had invited her more than once to watch her in action, and Vanna was very interested in that — we had some wild times talking about it, even though Vanna had never got the courage to actually accept the offer. Physical contact with a man, though — Vanna was adamant that she was stopping well before that, short of a gentlemanly peck on the cheek.

"That 'staying warm' comment crossed the line, though," Bobby said, putting his phone on the top shelf of his locker and pulling out his street clothes. "They're down on the beach, lying in the sun and sipping fruity drinks, and we're up here shivering in the cold. The absolute nerve!"

He dropped his towel and stepped into his boxers. I glanced away, but not before noticing that Bobby was sporting half an erection himself. I started getting dressed, keeping my towel around my waist while I worked my hard-on into my underwear with a grimace.

"Why don't you join me for my appointment?" Bobby said. "I think you'll find it enlightening, and I want your help with something."

Bobby gave me an address in the Fox Run neighborhood, and I followed his car through the snowy streets. We had another snowfall overnight — not a lot, more a nuisance than a blizzard, but it was a harsh reminder that Vanna was soaking up the sun while I was clearing the driveway. It made her feel that much further away, and I had to snap my thoughts back from worrying about what she was up to so I could concentrate on driving.

I pulled into the driveway behind Bobby. It was a big, beautiful house, typical of Fox Run, with columns before the front entrance and a large garage tucked tastefully to the side where the driveway circled around to a carport. Christmas lights twinkled around the windows and in loose spirals up the columns, and a big evergreen wreath hung from the center of the front door. Bobby got out of his car and walked to the door; I parked behind him and followed.

A gray metal lockbox with black combination buttons hung on the doorknob. Bobby punched a code into the buttons, opened the box to retrieve a key, and unlocked the door. He stood in the doorway and smiled back at me, arm beckoning in welcome. Intrigued, I followed. Bobby and Mia lived in a house equally as nice as this one, not far away from here, so it seemed odd that he might be looking to buy. But maybe this was an investment property he already owned, and he was looking to sell?

We stepped into a foyer with granite flooring and a dark wooden side table beside a staircase. There was a large glass bowl on the table with a handful of business cards in it, and an opaque glass jar next to the bowl. Bobby stepped over to the bowl and tossed a card into it, and then reached into the jar and pulled something out.

"Who's there?" a woman's voice called from deeper in the house. In a moment a woman came around the corner of a doorway off the foyer — long blonde hair, stunning smile, wearing a red and white apron with lace frill on the edges and a striped candy cane embroidered in the center. White flour dusted her arms and hands, and she appeared to be barefoot and barelegged under the apron. She looked a little older than Bobby — maybe close to forty — and was absolutely ravishing to behold.

"Hello, Gabbie!" Bobby called. "Just stopping by to pay a visit, and I brought a friend."

"Oh, Bobby!" she shouted, running up to embrace him. He put his arms around her waist and lifted her up to kiss her lips; she was petite in spite of her ample curves, barely over five feet tall, and looked like Bobby could easily toss her over his shoulder. "I'm so glad you could make it!"

"Well, Mia's down at Secretos," Bobby said, "so I've got a little more free time than usual."

"Oh, good," Gabbie said, squeezing Bobby's arm. "That means she hasn't worn you out already."

"I'm all rested up."

"And who did you bring along?" she asked, turning to look at me. She ran a delicate-fingered hand along my jacket sleeve and smiled up at me.

"This is my buddy Roger," Bobby said, "his wife Vanna is down at Secretos with Mia."

"So when the wives are away, the boys will play," Gabbie said with a wicked grin. "I'm very happy to meet you, Roger," she said, extending a hand.

I took her hand and lifted her fingers to my lips for a quick kiss. "The pleasure is mine, Gabbie."

"Oh, I think the pleasure will actually be mine," she said. "In fact, I will insist on it."

With that, she turned and walked back the way she came, and I saw with a shock that she was not only bare-legged under the apron, but bare-assed as well. In fact, she was bare from toes to head, with only the loosely knotted tie of the apron resting above a round, firm ass that moved deliciously when she walked.

She looked back over her shoulder and said, "You fellas get comfortable and meet me in the kitchen, I'm just rolling out some cookies for tomorrow night's party."

My eyes were glued to that beautiful ass as she walked away, and I could feel my cock stirring again in my pants. I heard rustling behind me and saw that Bobby had already hung his coat and was unbuttoning his shirt. He winked at me and said, "Get as comfortable as you like, Roger, you're about to see something pretty amazing."

I turned away when he started to unbutton his slacks, feeling the blood rushing to my face. Gabbie, I realized, must be one of Bobby's and Mia's swinger friends; but why had he invited me along? I slipped my jacket off and took several deep breaths, then turned back to Roger.

Roger was already naked, his cock standing out from a tangle of black and gray pubic hair. He was fiddling with something in his hands, and I saw that it was a condom package — he must have pulled it from the glass jar on the table. Roger looked up to see me staring and smiled, then unrolled the condom — it was a striking blue color — over his cock.

"Oh, before I get too carried away and forget," Roger said, turning to where he had folded up his clothes into a neat pile. He pulled his phone out of his slacks pocket, tapped on it a few times, and handed it to me. "I was hoping you could do me a favor and snap some pictures — I think Mia deserves a little tit for tat."

With that, he followed Gabbie, his erect penis swaying in front of him. I took Roger's phone and hurried after.

Gabbie's kitchen was large and brightly lit, with high windows that let the late afternoon sun stream through, and white and cream cabinets. She was standing with her back to us, rolling dough on a marble countertop. I could see her shoulder muscles ripple with each push of the rolling pin, and she wiggled her ass suggestively. The kitchen smelled delicious, the warm air filled with the scents of baking cookies and cooling pies. Trays of cookies and cut bars lined the other counters.

"I was wondering," Bobby said, "if it would be okay for my friend to take a few pictures. To send to Mia."

Gabbie looked over her shoulder and smiled. "Oh sure," she said, "you know the rules — only send to people in the circle, and tell them not to send them on. And know that I will rip the balls off anyone who doesn't comply."

"Duly noted," Bobby said with a grin while Gabbie turned back to her work on the countertop.

Bobby walked up behind Gabbie and put his hands on her shoulders, gently squeezing. She relaxed into him, arching her back slightly when he leaned down to kiss her neck. He reached around and squeezed her tits through the apron, and Gabbie moaned but continued to roll out her dough.

"Roger, can you snap a couple of pictures of this for me?" Bobby asked.

I pulled my eyes away from Gabbie and Bobby and looked down at Bobby's unlocked phone, then pointed it toward them. I watched through the phone screen as Bobby nibbled on Gabbie's shoulder and neck, and moved his hands over her ass. He must have picked up some flour from her apron, because when he brought his hand up to her waist, he left behind a large white handprint on one cheek. I took a picture of the handprint, and of Roger standing against Gabbie, his blue-sheathed cock nestled against the small of her back.

Roger suddenly bent his knees, grabbed his cock in his fist, and pressed against Gabbie. When he stood, he must have slipped inside her, because she stood up on her toes and let out a gasp. I was almost too stunned to remember to take a picture, but I captured the image of Roger gently pushing against Gabbie while she bent one knee, foot off the floor, continuing to work the rolling pin but not quite so deftly as before.

"I'm surprised you're doing this today," Roger said between grunts as he fucked Gabbie. "What with the party and everything."

Gabbie gasped and put her hands against the counter, then said, "I'm usually too busy being a hostess during the party to get much action in — I thought this might take the edge off."

"And does it?"

"Oh yes," she said. "It helps quite a bit ..."

"Um," I mumbled, stepping around to the side to snap a picture of Bobby's hands slipping under Gabbie's apron to cup her breasts. "Can I ask what's happening?"

"It's my freeuse day," Gabbie said, smiling over at me. "Friends know the combination on the lockbox, and they're welcome to come over for a quickie. I try to do it once a month or so, it keeps me limber."

"How many visitors have you had today?" Bobby asked. He squeezed Gabbie's tits and pulled her back against him for a couple of hard thrusts. "I saw a few cards in the bowl."

"Well, my husband Ron, of course," she said, holding up a finger. "I don't know if he counts — I didn't make him leave a card, though he did leave a deposit. And Jeremy swung by before work while I was having coffee. Bill and Timmy helped me roll out the pie crusts — quite a hammering they gave me! And John — he's new in town, maybe you haven't met him? — he was here just before you guys showed up. So five, counting Ron. I'm expecting a few more before Ron gets home, and maybe a couple after supper."

Bobby put his hands on Gabbie's hips and settled into a comfortable rhythm, while Gabbie took several deep breaths and composed herself, returning to rolling out the cookie dough. While Bobby fucked her with slow, steady thrusts, she reached for the metal cookie cutters at the edge of the counter and pressed little snowman and Christmas tree shapes from the dough. Sometimes she paused, gasping and raising a knee to let Bobby's cock slide deeper inside her pussy, and then she resumed her work. My cock was uncomfortably hard in my pants, and I squeezed it through my slacks while taking occasional pictures with Bobby's phone.

"I need to throw this batch in the oven," Gabbie gasped. "Roger, maybe you can lend a hand? I'm finding it ... difficult to move right now ..."

"Um, sure," I said, hurrying over to help her put the cut shapes on a cookie sheet. She let out a long, ragged moan while I took the sheet toward the oven, and I heard the urgent slap of flesh on flesh when Bobby increase the pace of his thrusts.

"Oh FUCK," I heard Gabbie shout when I closed the oven door on the cookies, and I turned to see her bent over the counter with both feet off the floor, suspended by Bobby's hands on her hips. He was plowing into her hard, fast, and deep, and she had her eyes closed and mouth open in rapturous delight.

I snapped a picture of her beautiful face contorted in pleasure, then stepped back to capture the scene of Bobby lifting Gabbie while he drilled her. He caught my eye and grinned, giving an approving nod toward the camera.

"Your friend," Gabbie gasped, "does he play, too? I've got other holes ..."

Bobby looked inquisitively at me, and I must have conveyed my shock, indecision, and fear with a glance, because he said, "No, he's just here to observe. He and his wife Vanna have a more exclusive scene going on."

"Pity," she said, "but that's fine. Surely he can play with himself, though? It would really help the scene, I think ..."

Bobby looked at me and arched an eyebrow. I looked back, puzzled at first, and then caught on to Gabbie's request.

"Um, okay," I said, setting Bobby's phone on the counter so I could undress. Gabbie watched hungrily, one hand on the kitchen counter and one between her legs, while I pulled my slacks and boxers down, letting my erection spring free. I'd been hard off and on since Bobby shared those first pictures of Mia, and my cock was leaking pre-cum while I took in my fist.

"Your friend has a nice dick," Gabbie said with a gasp. "His wife is a very lucky lady."

"That she is," Bobby said. He looked me up and down and nodded approvingly; it felt weird to have him watching me jerk off, but also weirdly natural — I was, after all, watching him fuck, so a whole lot of lines had already been crossed to get us to this point.

"There's some butter on the counter by the stove," Gabbie said. "Why don't you slick that rod up a little? It might be more comfortable, and I like to see some shine."

"Um, sure," I said, reluctantly pulling my eyes away from the scene of Bobby fucking Gabbie. There was indeed a stick of butter softening on the counter.

I used the knife sitting next to the butter to cut off a piece, and rubbed my hands together until it melted into a slippery golden goo. Then I put both hands around my cock and slid them up and down, spreading the butter all over. It felt warm and slick, and the buttery smell reminded me of popcorn and baking.

"Nice," Gabbie said approvingly; I wasn't sure if she meant my butter-slick cock or the fucking Roger was giving her, or the undertaking in the kitchen as a whole.

I held my balls in my left hand and stroked my shaft with my right. Gabbie and Bobby had turned so she was supporting herself with one arm on the counter, and Bobby was holding her by the waist with both her legs wrapped around him. I could see the muscles in her back straining with the effort of the position and with the powerful thrusts from Bobby, but her face was bright and smiling. The butter was frothing around my cock, gathering against the ridge of my glans.

"Your buttery dick smells yummy," Gabbie gasped. "Are you sure you don't want me to lick it off?"

I did, in fact, want her to lick it off; I wanted to shove it between her beautiful lips and smear butter all around her face. I wanted to put my cock between her tits and grease her chest with my shaft. I wanted to dip her in a vat of melted butter and suck it off her toes, fingers, and tits while smearing it all around her pussy. Whenever I smelled buttered popcorn in the future, I was sure I'd remember this moment and immediately get hard.

"Not unless I check in with Vanna," I said, reluctantly.

"You're so sweet," Gabbie said, then bit her lip. "Fuck, Bobby, right there — I'm going to come."

She let out a moan, and I watched in wonder as she erupted in orgasm. She screamed, she pounded her fist on the counter, her entire body shook; Bobby was holding on for dear life, his muscles straining to keep her from falling, his laughter rolling under Gabbie's cries.

My glassy-eyed stare and ragged breath must have been a warning that I was about to blow myself, because Gabbie said, as she came down from her climax, "You can come too, Roger, but not on my apron."

Bobby eased Gabbie to her feet and untied her apron. She knelt in front of me and pulled her apron over her head, exposing her full, plump tits, soft mounds capped with dark, hard nipples. She beckoned me forward with her eyes; I stepped close, my fist a blur on my shaft, and let my jizz fly. It splashed across her tits and throat.

"Thank you," Gabbie said, running her finger through a gob of cum that landed on her nipple and bringing it to her lips. "Why don't you get those cookies out of the oven while I attend to Bobby."

While I turned to the oven, Gabbie turned to Bobby, rolling the slick blue condom off his cock and pulling him into her mouth.


Chapter three
Ticklish Girl


Iwas lying on Mia's bed, dressed in just my black panties and scrolling through pictures of Isla de los Secretos on my phone, while Mia stood in front of the wardrobe, selecting a dress to wear for our night at the club. I suppose because she was so tiny, and her dresses used so little fabric, she could pack a lot more of them into her suitcase than I could of mine. At the moment, she was holding two little black dresses — one backless with a skirt slit almost to the waist, one with skinny spaghetti straps and a hem that fell about a half inch below her crotch — and alternating holding one and then the other in front of her naked body.

"Which one?" she asked.

I shrugged, barely looking up from my phone. "I'm not sure it matters," I said, "you're probably not going to stay in it for very long."

"True," she said with a grin. "I wish this were a clothing optional resort. Bobby and I went to one two years ago, and it was wonderful — nothing but naked skin as far as the eye could see, and I never had to decide what to wear!"

"And what am I supposed to do when you're off hooking up with guys at the club?"

"Well, you could take more pictures," she said. "Bobby really liked the ones you took this afternoon."

"I'll bet he did." I flushed a little at the thought of some of those pictures; I was caught up in the heat of the moment, as much a participant in the fucking as Mia and Ramon, snapping pictures with one hand and diddling myself with the other. I hadn't come, and I still felt a knot in my belly from the tension that had built there.

Mia came over to the bed and lay down beside me. She ran her hand up and down my leg and whispered, "Roger liked them, too."

"You sent them to ROGER?" I yelled.

"No, of course not! Bobby showed them to Roger — they were playing racquetball. He said Roger got a little flustered, and also a little turned on ..."

I wasn't sure how to process this. Mia and Bobby had always enjoyed shocking and titillating us — we were their straight friends who weren't too straight, "vanilla but with sprinkles," Mia liked to say. We weren't interested in the wild, swinging lifestyle ourselves, but we weren't against hearing some scandalous stories to fuel our fantasies once we got home. But sharing those pictures with Roger, pictures so incredibly intimate — the one of Mia's face contorted in pleasure while Ramon pounded her made my nipples harden and my clit tingle — seemed like a step well past shocking chatter.

"Did ... did he tell Roger who took the pictures?" I asked, covering my eyes with my hand. My face felt hot.

"Oh yes," Mia whispered. She walked her fingertips across my bare stomach. "That's how he got Roger to help him with these ..."

Mia reached across me, her firm little tits brushing my large and soft ones, and grabbed her phone from her nightstand. Then she lay down next to me, bare hip against mine, and started scrolling through pictures. She must have found one that she especially liked, because she let out a little laugh, shook her head, and then held the phone up for me to see.

It took me a moment to decipher what I was looking at. In the foreground was what appeared to be a woman's round, bare butt cheek, with a white handprint in the middle of it. Above the cheek, against the small of the woman's back, was a blue cylindrical object. I squinted and tilted the phone.

"That's Bobby's dick," Mia said, sliding her thumb and finger apart to enlarge the blue object. "It was our friend Gabbie's freeuse afternoon, and she likes to have people wear fancy condoms."

She swiped her finger across the screen, revealing the next photograph. This time I had no trouble making out what I saw: an attractive woman, presumably Gabbie, the owner of the ass in the previous picture, was bent double and staring into the camera with a look of wanton delight on her face. Her round tits were barely contained behind a white lace-trimmed candy cane apron dusted with flour. Behind her, bare-chested, was Bobby; I could see his hands on the woman's hips, the look of pleasure on his face, and could hear in my mind the rhythmic slapping of Bobby's hips against Gabbie's ass as he fucked her from behind.

"Holy shit," I gasped. "Holy — wait, was Roger ...?"

"Just taking pictures," Mia said, taking the phone from my hands. "Just like you did for me."

My head was spinning. We had heard so many stories about Mia and Bobby and their crazy escapades that seeing a picture of Bobby fucking wasn't really that shocking. But to think that Roger was there, inches away from the action, taking photographs ... And was he as aroused by the scene as I had been watching Mia? How much did he take part beyond just taking pictures? Did he imagine throwing himself into the action, the same way I had?

"You're sure he was just taking pictures?" I asked, my voice shaking.

"Absolutely," Mia said. She set her phone down and rested her head on one hand while she drew lazy circles around my belly button with the other. "Bobby said he was the perfect gentleman — he even put Gabbie's cookies in the oven when she was too busy getting railed to do it herself."

I laughed, partly from the absurdity of the scene Mia was describing and partly from the gentle tickles her fingers were causing as they danced lightly across my belly. Roger loves to help out in the kitchen — in fact, he does most of the daily cooking while I take care of the special occasion baking — so I'm sure he jumped at the chance to take care of Gabbie's cookies. But I'm sure he was thinking of putting something else in Gabbie's oven ...

"I'm really glad Bobby's having a good time while we're away," Mia said. She moved a little closer to me, and her fingers walked slowly from my belly button along the line of downy hair that marked a trail to the waistband of my panties. "I was worried he'd be bored and lonely. And you should be glad Roger is having some fun, too ..."

"Yeah, but it's ... I'm worried that Bobby's going to be a bad influence ..."

"As bad an influence as me?" Mia asked. And she leaned over to place a long, warm, wet kiss on my lips. I instinctively reached up and wound my fingers into her hair, pulling her mouth hard against mine, and then broke away with a gasp.

"Because I think I'm a far worse influence than Bobby," Mia continued, cupping one of my tits in her hand and bending her neck so she could flick the nipple with her tongue. "I'm pretty sure Bobby wouldn't do this to Roger," she said, and kissed her way down my belly, keeping one hand on my breast while the other tugged at my panties.

A few of times in college, I had made out with girls — sometimes as a show for guys we were interested in, and a sometimes to explore another woman's body in private. It had never progressed very far beyond kissing and fondling, though; while I had imagined what it might be like to have another woman's mouth against my delicate core, or what it would be like to breathe in her musk and taste her soft petal lips, I had never had the courage to press the matter. But now, with Mia sliding down my body and tugging at my panties, I was desperate for her touch. I lifted my ass off the bed so she could slide my panties down and lifted my legs so she could pull them free and throw them across the room.

"Your pussy is beautiful," Mia whispered, resting her head on my thigh and running her palm lightly over my pussy lips. "Your lips are longer than mine. I'll bet they look pretty wrapped around Roger's cock."

I groaned and lifted my hips, trying to get some firmer contact with Mia's hand, but she giggled and pulled away. She continued down my body, leaving light, dry kisses on my belly and thighs. Her hair skimmed my pussy, and the feather-light touch sent tremors through me. I wanted to pull her mouth to my cunt; I wanted to feel her tongue on my clit, but she continued kissing her way down my legs until she got to my feet.

"Are you ticklish?" she asked. But instead of waiting for an answer, she licked my left foot from heel to toe, and then snaked the tip of her tongue into the sensitive spaces between my toes.

I squirmed and suppressed a laugh. I tried to pull my foot away, but Mia held tight and licked my toes faster. The flick of her tongue lit sparks that coursed over my entire body.

"You are ticklish!" Mia laughed. She grabbed my right foot and did the same to it. I bucked on the bed, gasping, while Mia smiled wickedly up at me.

"Back of the knee, too?" she asked. Her fingertips skimmed the soft skin behind my left knee, sending more ticklish shivers through me. I tried to push her hand away, but she lifted my leg and brought her lips to the back of my knee. Her tongue flicked out and made me gasp.

"I love a ticklish girl," Mia said as she lifted my other leg to lick and tickle the back of that knee, too. I could hardly breathe, I was laughing so hard. Part of me wanted to squirm away, kick me legs free and curl into a ball to protect my sensitive skin from Mia's playful probing; but part of me was delighting in the sensation and attention. I was at Mia's mercy, and her cruelties were gentle and arousing.

"Ticklish girls are usually sensitive everywhere," Mia said. She held both of my legs up and gently licked up and down the backs of them, flicking her tongue against the sensitive flesh where my thighs met my ass. Then the tip of her tongue touched the most ticklish spot of me — the skin between my ass cheeks, how did she know? — and I cried out as she dug her fingers into my hips to keep me from squirming away.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh FUCK!" I yelled as she teased the crack of my ass with her tongue and the points of my hips with her fingertips. I was desperate for air, I was laughing so hard, and she could barely hold me in place for all my squirming.

And then suddenly it wasn't the crack of my ass that was being teased by Mia's tongue, it was the cleft of my pussy. And it wasn't shivers of ticklishness coursing through me, it was a wave of pleasure. Her tongue pushed my soft lips apart, and then she sucked the folds into her mouth and gently tugged, sending a spark that made me arch my back and moan.

"Sensitive everywhere," Mia whispered, and then she dove into my pussy with abandon.

Her lips, tongue, teeth were everywhere at once, a full frontal assault on my pleasure center. Roger gives good head, and he delights in eating pussy, but his wonderful skills were nothing compared to Mia's. Her cheek was soft against my thigh, and her tongue was firm against my clit. She made little humming sounds while she worked her mouth over my pussy, and then slid one, two, three fingers into my vagina and began to slowly, gently, but insistently fuck me while she took the hard nub of my clit into her mouth and sucked. I exploded against her mouth, roaring with pleasure as my orgasm slammed into me like a tidal wave.

I gushed like a tidal wave, too. I could feel my juices pouring down my thighs, and Mia laughed as she used both hands to spread them all over my pussy and belly. The warm smell of sex filled the bedroom, overpowering the gentle jasmine and freesia wafting through the open window.

"You didn't tell me you're a squirter!" Mia squealed, sliding up my body and lying on top of me. Her firm little tits pressed against mine, nipples hard, and she kissed me with her wet mouth, spreading my juices to my own lips.

"It never came up, I guess," I muttered; I felt my face burning with embarrassment — I love letting loose with a flood of juice against Roger's face, but he knows what to expect and loves it, too. Should I have warned Mia what she was about to unleash when she dove into my pussy?

"I guess it wouldn't, would it? You're delicious, I could eat you all day!"

I brought my hands to her ass and squeezed; such a firm little ass. I tried to slide her further up my body with my hands on her ass, but she braced her hands against the headboard and bent down to kiss me again.

"Let me eat you, too," I begged when I was able to pull my tongue out of her mouth. "I want your taste on my lips."

"Not yet," she said, pressing a finger against my chin and kissing the corner of my mouth. "I want to stay a little on edge for tonight. But I think it's time we took some pictures, don't you?"


Chapter four
The Matter at Hand


Although I came in Gabbie's kitchen, I was uncomfortably unsatisfied all the way home. My cock felt constricted and confined in my jeans, and I was dizzy and unfocused, as though the blood flow diverted to my raging erection was starving my brain of oxygen. I had to stop at a gas station halfway home to buy a chocolate bar and soda to try to clear my head.

My original plan had been to crash out on the couch with my game console, maybe throw a frozen pizza in the oven and crack open a few beers — probably not the most exciting evening in, but I'm normally a man of simple pleasures. The visit to Gabbie's freeuse weekend with Bobby threw me for a loop — I couldn't clear my mind of the image of Gabbie bent over the counter while Bobby pounded her, of her beautiful full tits dripping with my jizz, of her wicked smile when she turned to suck Bobby's's cock. If I closed my eyes, I could smell the warm butter I had slathered on my cock while stroking for Gabbie, and hear the smack of flesh on flesh when Bobby's hips met Gabbie's ass. My head was definitely not in the right space for stalking zombies, solving rune puzzles, or even chasing turtles through sewer pipes. I wouldn't be loading up any kinds of games on the console that night.

Fortunately, all I needed for some spicier fare was my game console's built-in web browser and a hidden folder of my favorite porn bookmarks. Vanna seldom touched my console except for the occasional retro game — she has a thing for Q*Bert and Burger Time, but I love her anyway — but I still kept my FanBlast and NudeTube links in a folder called "Baseball Highlights" where I didn't expect she would go poking around.

When I got home, I locked the doors, drew the shades, and hopped in the shower. The smell of butter on my cock was no longer quite so charming, and I was worried that it was going to start to turn sour. I took special care in the shower to scrub my cock clean, soaping my balls and using a washcloth to clean along the ridge of the head. The hot water soothed me, but did nothing to reduce the raging libido that made my dick as hard as iron. I thought about jerking off in the shower, but decided against it — I didn't think that it would actually relieve me to have too fast and efficient a wank, I needed to spend some time to work out all the unfulfilled desires coursing through me.

After I toweled off, I decided not to bother getting dressed — walking naked through the house was a nice little thrill. Vanna is definitely no prude, and enjoys a little domestic nudity herself, but if she was around while I paraded through the kitchen with a raging boner, occasionally giving my shaft an unconscious stroke, she'd definitely give me the evil eye. I decided that the frozen pizza and beer part of my original plans were worth salvaging — those pair as well with porn as with video games — so I threw a supreme into the toaster oven, got a six-pack of IPA out of the fridge, and went to the living room to wait for supper and queue up some entertainment.

It was almost eight o'clock at night now, and I'd had this erection off and on — mostly on — at least since going to Gabbie's house around four, and probably since seeing Mia's pictures around three. If I'd been popping little blue pills, I'd be on the edge of the warning period to have my erection evaluated. This was a purely organic hard-on, though, and I could trace its origins easily to Mia's pictures, Gabbie's tits, and the slippery dairy product I'd rubbed on my cock. I could also trace it to the weird mind games that I was playing with myself and, I was beginning to suspect, Bobby was playing with me.

Bobby had always dropped little hints about how much I would enjoy "the lifestyle" if I gave it a try. He and Mia had been part of one swinger group or another going on ten years, he said, and their sex life had been simply amazing because of it. Not only that, he insisted, their marriage was stronger than ever; they shared fantasies freely, they indulged in erotic play whenever the opportunity arose, and they never felt the pressure to perform if one of them had a kink that wasn't clicking with the other. While they were still their own favorite fuck buddies, they knew that they could get the odd itch scratched elsewhere without any drama. In fact, getting an itch scratched by someone else almost always led to getting that itch scratched at home, too.

I wasn't sure if Vanna and I had different itches from each other, though. We had a sexual routine that worked well for us — we made love a few times a week, we cycled through a pretty typical but highly enjoyable range of positions, and we weren't afraid to try something new now and again. Just recently Vanna had introduced blindfolds to the bedroom, and we took turns being surprised by the other's touches and licks in total darkness, and enjoyed the way the blindfolds heightened other senses. Maybe we were extremely vanilla compared to Mia and Bobby, but vanilla can be a very tasty flavor when properly prepared.

Still, I couldn't deny that Bobby's suggestions carried the most important allure: the desire for a taste of the strange. Vanna and I had been married for five years now, and had been together for three years before that, and neither of us had been all that adventurous before we met. I'd been with only four other women, and Vanna told me about three men from her past and I had no reason to suspect there were more. And while I still found Vanna incredibly sexy, I had to admit that five women is hardly a representative sample of the wider world. I didn't want to trade Vanna's love for anyone else, but I certainly wouldn't mind just a little sip at some exotic nectar.

That, I supposed, was where the porn came in. Vanna and I had watched a few erotic movies together — mostly the mainstream, soft-core things that turn up late at night on cable TV or on hotel room pay-per-view — but it wasn't her favorite activity. And the few times we'd tried watching something more hardcore together, she'd found it too clinical and emotionless. "It's just tab A in slot B," she said, "with the camera focused in on the dirty bits. Where's the context?"

Which, of course, was what I liked about porn: context-free fucking where I could watch people — not necessarily attractive, or sexy, or particularly arousing people, but different people — doing things together. I reveled in the variety: the big tits and small tits, the shaved pussies and full bushes, the tiny spinners and big beautiful women. And not just the women — while there was a lot less variation in the men, who seemed selected mostly for the size of their cocks and their ability to come on command, there was still enough to keep me interested. And while I had a dependable spank bank of favorite videos that I knew could always get me off, I also liked taking a random walk through the offerings, sampling a few minutes of MILF action here, stepsister there, before settling into a slow, steady stroke session to a swinger orgy or hotwife threesome or maybe even some amateur jack-off instruction.

I settled into the couch with a beer and the game controller and started scrolling through the newest offerings on NudeTube. A couple of my favorite actresses had clips I hadn't seen yet, so I watched through them, keeping my hand away from my cock — I needed to let this build up to a huge and satisfying release to be able to let my dick get some rest tonight.

There was a wide-hipped, round-titted MILF with long blonde hair who reminded me of Gabbie, and I watched her getting railed by a much younger stud by the pool while I sipped my beer and let my cock bounce against my belly. The pool setting reminded me a little too much of Vanna far away on her vacation, though, so I flipped to the next clip before the cumshot.

I found a pair of women making out in a bathtub, one curvy and blonde, one slim and brunette. They spread bubbles on each other's tits, the tips of their tongues dancing together. It was slow and sensual, just the thing to enjoy as an appetizer, but the models reminded me too much of my curvy blonde wife and her petite brunette friend, so I moved on.

The nuru massage video I found next was the perfect palette cleanser. Nothing in it triggered any thoughts of my current situation or the things I had witnessed today: a giggling naked redheaded woman was dribbling long, gummy strands of clear massage lotion all over a man's back as he lay face down on a rubber mattress. The woman rubbed her tits against his shiny back, and her trimmed red bush on his ass. The lotion clinging to her bush reminded me I hadn't grabbed lube — it would be an uncomfortable evening without grease for my pole, so I finished the last swallow of my beer and went to the bedroom for supplies.

While grabbing a tube of Provocative Peach — Vanna liked the scent and taste, and I didn't mind it, either, I thought it paired well with her musky flavor — I heard simultaneous dinging sounds: one was the pizza in the toaster oven, the other was a text arriving on my phone on the couch. I dealt with the pizza first, slicing it into triangles on the cutting board and throwing half of it on a plate. I had thought about setting up a custom text tone for Vanna like Bobby had for Mia — maybe not a gasping moan, but possibly a cheery bird chirp — but somehow I knew the message was from her.

"I miss you baby," said the text from Vanna. My cock twitched happily, and I sat down on the couch to take a bite of pizza and send a reply.

Before I could even tap out a responding, "Miss you too love," a picture arrived, and I almost dropped the phone.

On my screen was Vanna's pussy, spread wide, prominent lips parted and wet. It was the same view I had when I went down on her — the beautiful, delicate folds of her labia, the gentle curve of her belly above the sparse blonde bush, her soft tits and hard nipples, her smiling mouth. She had one hand tweaking a nipple, and one hand poised above her clit. Which made me wonder about the hand holding the phone — was she using a timer? Did she get help? Was Mia taking pictures of Vanna now?

"I'm wet thinking about you" said the next text.

"I'm so fucking hard," I texted back.

"Show me," Vanna replied.

"Fuck," I mumbled around a mouthful of pizza. I set the pizza aside, wiped my hands on a napkin, and tried to position the phone to get a picture of my erection. I had to hold it at the base to keep it from bouncing around, and even then the head was a little blurry in the best of several snaps I took. I sent the one that looked the least awful and then reached for the lube; if we were going to be sexting, I wanted to be greased up.

"That looks yummy," she texted back. "I want to wrap my lips around it"

Another picture arrived, this one a close up of Vanna's mouth. She was biting her lip — a move that always turned me on — and held a shiny finger to her chin. I wondered if that finger was glistening because it had been toying with the wet pussy in the previous picture. I squeezed a dollop of lube onto my cock and worked it over the head and shaft while I hunted for the heart emoji on my phone.

"More pics" Vanna demanded.

This time I could get a somewhat better picture, with my fingers wrapped around the shaft while lube dribbled over them. My balls were visible in the bottom corner and the purple head at the top, and the angle was quite flattering, I thought.

"God I want that monster inside me," Vanna responded to my picture. "I want you to fill me up"

Another picture arrived from Vanna — her pussy again, smooth and wet, hard clit pushed to the side by a slim, delicate finger. A slim, delicate finger that was definitely not Vanna's. Another finger — presumably also belonging to the person touching Vanna's clit — held her lips apart so I could see the rosy interior of her channel. I groaned and pumped my cock.

"Is Mia helping you," I texted with an unsteady hand.

"She's helping a lot such a big help are you stroking your cock"

I laughed — of course I was stroking my cock! "Yes baby thinking of your pussy"

"Mia has a talented tongue"

Another picture arrived — this time it was of Mia's face, angled toward the camera with her tongue out and just inches above Vanna's pussy. I closed my eyes and pictured Mia going down on Vanna, imagined the sound of her mouth devouring Vanna's wetness, gobbling up her nectar. I could almost smell the warm musk and taste the tangy juices that Mia would have been licking.

"I want to watch Mia's tongue on your pussy," I texted back while I stroked. I slowed my pace to keep my climax at bay.

"I want you to watch I hope you don't mind that we got a little frisky"

Did Vanna and Mia making love violate our agreement about boundaries on this vacation? Part of me — the porn-watching dude who warms up a wank session with a little girl-on-girl action — thought, "No way!" But had she crossed a line when Vanna touched Mia that way? I wasn't sure; my head buzzed, my cognitive processes definitely suffering from the diversion of oxygen-rich blood to my cock. In our fantasy play after evenings with Mia and Bobby, we had sometimes talked about how Vanna found Mia attractive; and she told me about some times she had made out with women in college as a show for a guy she was interested in. We hadn't discussed her being with Mia on this trip, but it had been lurking in the background.

"I think it's great if you had fun," I texted back.

"So much fun! Fuck baby she can eat pussy"

"Better than me?"

I hoped that didn't sound defensive; I'm proud of my pussy-eating skills, and I love it when Vanna tells me I'm the best she's ever had. But what if I no longer held the top slot?

"Different," she texted back after what seemed like too much of a pause. "I think she's practiced on more pussies"

"Did you eat hers?"

"Not yet maybe later she made me cum so hard"

I leaned back and stroked, working the lube over the head of my cock. At the moment, at least, I was perfectly okay with Mia going down on Vanna, and I was equally tolerant of the thought of Vanna returning the favor. Actually, I was enthusiastically behind the idea and happy to hear more details. Maybe I'd think differently when my erection had faded, but at the moment, I was in a very permissive mindset.

"I want you to make Mia cum," I texted. "And I want you to make me cum"

"I want to swallow you I want you in my mouth and I want you to fill me with cum"

I sighed and let go of my cock; it bounced briefly against my belly and then sprang to attention. My cock was harder than it had been in years, and I wished that Vanna was here to enjoy it with me.

"I need you so bad," I texted.

"I miss your body," she replied. "Send me one more pic then I've got to go"

I positioned the phone over my cock, holding it at the base, and took a picture looking down at the head. A drizzle of pre-cum, thinner and clearer than the lube that coated my shaft, dripped from the slit.

"Where are you going," I asked after I sent the picture.

"Dancing," she replied. And then sent three blue heart emojis, her usual sign off.

I fell back onto the couch and dropped my phone on the cushion. My mind raced with images of Vanna's pussy and Mia's tongue, of Mia's pussy leaking cum, of Gabbie's tits splashed with my jizz, of Gabbie sucking Bobby's cock. In less than twelve hours my life had turned into a porno movie, but I was jerking off to it instead of participating in it. My cock strained, uncomfortably hard, and I gave it a long, slow stroke.

On the television screen, the cute redheaded masseuse was frozen mid-slide, her breasts flat against the man's back and her hips lifted so her pussy hovered over his ass. He had a beatific smile on his face, and the head of his cock poked out to the side beneath him.

I pressed play so they could resume their lovemaking — more slipping and sliding, then kissing and fondling, and after a couple of camera cuts, the redhead was spread wide on the slippery mattress while the man hammered her with his rock hard cock. But it wasn't the couple fucking on the screen that I was seeing when I finally erupted with an orgasm that sent jizz splattering across my chest and belly and sucked the wind out of my lungs. I was seeing Vanna in the throes of ecstasy, Mia's face between her legs, and I imagined Mia's cute little ass lifted up and back for a perfect view of her pussy.


Chapter five
Azotea


Mia squealed with delight and hugged me when I showed her the picture of Roger's cock on my phone. I felt my face turn red; I hadn't told Roger that I was in the taxi with Mia while sending him my dirty texts and pictures, and I certainly hadn't asked his permission to share images of his erect penis with Mia. But Bobby had already shown Roger the pictures I took of Mia fucking Ramon, so it seemed only fair, and mostly harmless; I doubted that Roger would complain. He'd probably be turned on ...

"His cock is beautiful," Mia swooned. "Is it always that hard and shiny?"

"It did look a little harder than usual," I said. "I guess he's had a lot of sexy thoughts on his mind, what with your pictures and the visit with Bobby."

"Oh, Gabbie's freeuse day! I'm a little sorry I missed that, though I did enjoy making use of you earlier ..."

She squeezed my thigh and slid her hand up so her fingers tickled me under my skirt. I squirmed and tugged at the hem, trying to keep my panties covered; I could see the driver's eyes in the rearview mirror, glancing at us giggling and playing in the back seat.

"You're such a bad influence," I said, nuzzling against her neck and licking her ear. I suppose if the driver was going to watch, he might as well get a show — not enough so he swerved off the road, but a little something to remember late at night.

"And I've barely even started," Mia said, pulling my face to hers for a long kiss.

Our tongues wrestled for dominance while our hands roamed over dresses and under skirts. I let out a little gasp when I slipped my hand under Mia's skirt and discovered that she wasn't wearing panties. She opened her legs so I could work a finger over her slippery folds and tug gently at her sensitive flesh.

"I figured I'd leave the panties at the cabana," she whispered, "because I wasn't going to wear them for long anyway."

"Good plan," I whispered back, circling her clit with my thumb and slipping my pinky into the entrance to her channel. She moaned against me and arched her back.

I wanted to peel Mia's little black dress off, take her pert breasts into my mouth, and fuck her hard with my fingers in the back seat of the taxi while the driver watched. Alas, the taxi arrived at the club before I could work up the courage to act on my desires. Mia slid out from under me when the taxi came to a stop, wiggled her ass to cover herself with her barely-there-at-all dress, and kissed my lips.

"I think you're becoming the bad influence, Vanna," she said with a laugh. "You make me want to just pay for the cab to drive us around all night while you fuck me."

I could feel myself blushing; I'd think she was reading my thoughts, if my thoughts weren't so obvious, based on my actions.

"And what's wrong with that?" I asked.

"Well, I want to get some dick tonight, too," she said, and winked over her shoulder as she sashayed away, leaving me to settle up with the driver, who was leering after Mia's tight little ass.

The town of San Gerardo was a fifteen minute cab ride from the Isla de los Secretos resort, across a narrow bridge from the little island in the bay. It wasn't a big town, but it was big enough to have some night life when the local resorts were full of vacationers, most hailing from the States, Canada, and western Europe. There was a dance club on the plaza in the middle of town, a couple of restaurants, and sometimes a free dance party in the park, though that tended to break up early in the night.

Club Alcazar was in an old colonial administration building that had been gutted and converted into an open space with two dance floors, bars on the ground floor and mezzanine, and a rooftop garden with flowering palms, fountains full of cavorting marble nymphs, and a stunning view of the Caribbean Sea and the sparkling lights on Isla de los Secretos. When we arrived, salsa and merengue music poured out of the club into the street, and people were dancing in clusters waiting outside waiting to get in. Before we left the cabana, I was worried that we had selected dresses that were a little too wild; I was pleased to see that Mia and I weren't wearing the absolute shortest dresses there, but we were definitely at the skimpier end of the spectrum.

Mia marched up to the marble archway that led inside the club with a sense of determination and confidence, hips swaying in time to the music. Heads swiveled to follow her ass and thighs as she strode through the crowd, and I was surprised at how people stepped aside to let her pass. I followed in her wake, turning a few heads myself — I tried to mirror Mia's confidence in my little red dress and spiky heels, deciding that I could at least pretend to be the sexual dynamo on the prowl that Mia so obviously was.

"Patricio," she purred when she had made her way to the front of the line, leaning across the red velvet rope to run her hands up and down the arm of a tall, handsome man who was positioned behind a maitre d' stand just outside the entrance.

The man turned away from the couple he was letting into the club and took Mia into his arms, lifting her off her feet and spinning her around as though she weighed nothing at all. I caught a flash of her bare ass as she swung by, as did I'm sure everyone else outside the Alcazar; Mia was unphased and didn't even bother to tug at her hem when Patricio set her back on her feet.

"Mia! What a delight to see you!" he gushed. He held her by the shoulders and bent down to plant a firm kiss on her lips. Mia leaned into him, one foot raised, and squeezed his ass, then pulled away with a laugh.

"I'm down for the week with my friend, Vanna," she said, waving me over. "I want to show her a good time in San Gerardo, so of course Club Alcazar is the first stop on our tour."

Patricio took my hand and gently kissed the back of my fingers. He held my hand a little longer than felt entirely comfortable, and looked into my face with the most beautiful emerald green eyes. I felt my face grow warm under his gaze.

"I am honored to meet you, Vanna," he said; his voice was as smooth as añejo tequila. "Mia has marvelous taste in friends."

"Thanks," I mumbled, gently taking my hand back and looking down at Patricio's feet; he wore beautiful black leather boots, and I couldn't prevent my brain from conjuring up an image of him striding into the bedroom wearing nothing else, possibly with a riding crop in his hand. My brain was definitely in overdrive.

"I assume the upper rooftop is open tonight?" Mia asked. She raised one eyebrow in a conspiratorial gesture, as though that simple question was loaded with intrigue.

"It is indeed," Patricio said, "though sadly I won't be able to join you there tonight."

"A pity!" Mia said, stroking his arm again. "We're here for five more nights, perhaps you can be lured away some evening before we leave?"

"Oh, happily," said Patricio, resting both hands on Mia's hips. "I will certainly find you; the pleasure of your company is one of my greatest joys."

Mia went up on her toes and gave Patricio a long, deep kiss while his hands moved to her ass and squeezed. And then she pulled away, beckoned to me with a crook of her finger, and marched into the club as though she owned it. I hurried after her, throwing a glance back at Patricio, who was smiling while watching Mia's ass.

Inside the club, the music pulsed; I could feel the bass notes rumble through my toes and up my thighs. Bodies swayed and shimmied on the dance floor, couples pressing against each other and single women in tight dresses spinning to the beat. Mia made her way onto the floor and I followed close behind, curious and nervous about what her plan of attack might be; more than once she had expressed her intention to "get some dick," and I was worried that would leave me sulking in a corner with a fruity drink and an unsated hunger for Mia's body.

She stopped suddenly in the middle of the dance floor, turned to face me, and pulled my face to hers for a wet kiss. She left her leg to wrap around my waist, and I couldn't help but imagine her bare pussy pressing into my hip while I grabbed her ass to pull her tighter. The Mia broke off the kiss and started to shimmy in a circle around me, playfully bumping her ass against mine and trailing her fingers across my back and shoulders.

"What are you doing?" I whispered, moving my hips in time with the beat of the music and the sensuous dance that Mia hard started with me at the center.

"Fishing," she replied, running a finger down my chin to my neck and leaning in for another quick kiss.

And indeed, I noticed a few single men swaying in our direction, watching Mia dance against me, and circling us like sharks. Mia smiled at a tall, dark-haired man in a wide-collared red shirt and tight black pants, and he made his way over to us. He pressed against Mia, who pressed against me, and ran his hand over my back and then Mia's. I leaned into Mia for a kiss, but when he tried to kiss me, Mia intercepted his lips with her own and squeezed his ass.

The three of us continued to sway and grind, Mia letting her hands roam up and down his chest and abdomen while I rubbed her ass. The man tried to grab my ass, and Mia blocked him again. She put her hands on my ass and squeezed, then turned so the man could grind his hips against her back. Mia kissed me while he ran his hands through her hair.

When he tried to grab my ass again, though, Mia gave him a hard hip check that made him step away from us. She shot him a dark look, and he raised his hands defensively and slowly swayed away from us, back into the sea of dancers. Mia returned her attention to me, giving my throat a bit and a lick; my pussy was tingling, and part of me regretted wearing panties — Mia had the right idea, as usual.

Another man, a broad-shouldered blonde wearing a shiny silver shirt and tight white slacks, quickly took the place of the one Mia had chased away. He had been watching our dancing intently, and appeared to have picked up on the rules. While his fingers sometimes gently brushed my shoulders or hair, his attention was solely on Mia. He ran his hands up and down her back, squeezed her ass, nuzzled his face in her hair. Mia leaned against him while reaching back to gently rub my ass while she danced.

She undid one, then two, buttons of his shirt and slipped a hand inside, rubbing her palm across his nipples. He smiled and let a hand sneak under the hem of her dress toward her ass, and I almost laughed when I saw the look of shock on his face when he encountered bare skin instead of fabric. Mia did laugh, and brought a hand down between his legs to squeeze his crotch. I saw her eyes light up, apparently pleased by what she found there.

"Come with me," she whispered in my ear. She looped a finger in the man's belt loop and tugged as she shimmied her way off the dance floor; the man and I both eagerly followed her.

Mia led us to the glass elevator beside the bar. She pulled us both inside and pressed the button marked "A" — "Azotea," Mia whispered in my ear. "We're going to the rooftop."

When the door closed behind us, she pulled both of our faces down to hers. The man and I took turns kissing Mia, grappling her tongue with ours; our lips and tongues sometimes met, too, and when he put his hand against my back I didn't pull away, but let him pull me into a tighter embrace with Mia between us. The elevator rose slowly, and I felt dizzy watching the swirling bodies on the dance floor, the flashing lights as we rose past the mezzanine, the reflection of Mia's face in the glass as we ascended into the dark night, her eyes bright with passion.

The elevator doors slid open and we stepped out into the night. The air was cooler up here, away from the crush of bodies on the dance floor, and I smelled jasmine and roses and the fresh scent of the sea. We followed Mia across the courtyard, and I looked up at the stars twinkling in the velvety, moonless sky.

There were a handful of people on the rooftop courtyard. Most seemed to be enjoying the view: from up there you could look out across the dark Caribbean and see the faint lights of ships in the distance; you could look out to Isla de los Secretos, a pale diamond of light sparkling in the bay; you could look down on San Gerardo's dimly lit grid of streets. Some couples stood near the fountains that burbled among the palms and flagstones and kissed, embracing like the white marble nymphs that cavorted in the water. I breathed deeply and closed my eyes, taking in the sounds and scents of this small paradise on top of Club Alcazar.

Mia, however, was in no mood for relaxing in the calm atmosphere. She took my hand in one of hers, and the man's hand in the other, and led us briskly along the flagstone path to a bar that stood near the center of the patio. The man behind the bar put down the glass he was washing and smiled when he saw Mia approach.

"Senorita Mia!" he exclaimed. "I heard you were coming tonight, welcome back to Club Alcazar."

"Thank you," she said, tucking her black hair behind her ear. She leaned across the bar to give the man a peck on the cheek. "I'm here until New Year's, and you know I couldn't stay away from my favorite place in the world."

"We are always happy when you and your friends visit. Who do you have with you tonight?"

"My friend Vanna," she said, stroking my arm, "and ... um ... " She looked up at our handsome blonde friend, who rested a hand on each of our hips and smiled. "I don't think we've been properly introduced."

"But we have been improperly introduced," he said with a laugh, letting his fingers wander down from our hips to our asses and back up. "I'm Mike."

"You are so good at making new friends," the man behind the bar said. "I suppose you'll want the card?"

"Oh yes, please," Mia said with a gasp when Mike squeezed her ass. "And a round of drinks."

After serving our drinks, the bartender produced a silver card from below the bar and handed it Mia with a grin. She took it and turned it over and over in her hands; the dim light on the rooftop patio reflected off its shiny surface, throwing little rainbows across Mia's smiling face. Then Mia marched across the patio toward a darkened corner on the Caribbean side of the roof, mouth set in serious determination. Mike and I hurried after her; Mia was clearly in charge here, and neither of us dared to cross her.

There was a high wall in the shadows at the end of the patio, with a metal door partially concealed by flowering palms in an ornate stone planter. Mia pressed the silver card into a depression beside the door, and it swung open with the whirring of an electric motor. Golden light spilled out into the night from the open door, and Mia looked back over her shoulder with a grin before entering.

I was, frankly, terrified at that moment of following Mia through that door. Up until then, I had imagined myself as at least a minor character, if not one of the stars, in a porno movie — all the bumping and grinding on the dance floor had led me to assume that we'd be bumping and grinding up on the azotea, just with less clothing. But when Mia opened that secret door and stepped through, I was thrown for a loop; was I actually in a James Bond movie? A horror film? What waited beyond the mysterious portal?

When Mike charged through, though, his free hand reaching for Mia's ass while he sipped from the margarita in his other hand, I slammed the last swallow of my tequila and charged after them. If there was action to be had with Mia, I sure as hell wasn't going to let him by the only one to get it.

Just inside the door was a small lighted chamber, and a short flight of stairs beyond a brick archway. I followed Mia and Mike up the stairs, taking two at a time, and emerged with them onto a circular patio overlooking the sea. There was a wooden portcullis above us, jasmine twining about the slats, and a wide, low white couch covered in pillows of many colors and sizes. A bottle of tequila sat on a silver tray on the couch, with several small crystal glasses surrounding it. Stars twinkled above us and the black waters of the midnight Caribbean stretched before us. If the main part of the azotea felt like a secluded paradise above the din of the club and the street, this patio was a rarified Shangri-la yet more magical to behold.

There was no time to enjoy to peace and beauty of this secret oasis, though. Mia had already stripped off her dress, throwing it onto the floor, and was hastily unbuttoning Mike's shirt and slacks. I pulled off my dress as well, and stood behind Mia, stroking her breasts and nibbling her neck while she yanked Mike's slacks and boxers down to his knees, letting his hard cock swing loose into the night air. He groaned when she took it in her hands and pushed his mouth against Mia's.

Mia reached one hand behind herself to tug at my panties while she stroked Mike's cock. I shimmied my ass to help her slide them down, and then gasped when she grabbed my pussy in her fist, pressing my delicate lips hard between her fingers. She had been gentle earlier, after she tickled me and then ate me, but there was nothing gentle about Mia in that moment.

"Ground rules," Mia said, her breath ragged. "She's mine," she said, and squeezed my pussy harder as if emphasizing her point, "so hands off. And I'm yours, and I need you to fuck me hard."

These rules appeared to be copacetic with Mike, or at least he didn't protest them. Instead, he grabbed Mia by the ass, lifted her off her feet, and carried her toward the couch, his slacks still pooled around his ankles so he had to take tiny, shuffling steps. I stepped out of my panties and followed close behind, watching Mia wrap her legs around Mike's waist and attack his mouth with hers, tongue and teeth flashing in the dim light.

Mike dropped Mia unceremoniously onto the cushions, and she scrambled back into the pillows and reclined with her legs spread wide; her shaved, wet pussy glistened in the dim light. Mike fell onto his belly and crawled toward her, pulling himself up with his hands on her thighs and diving between her legs with gusto. Mia shrieked and pulled his hair, forcing his face tight against her cunt; I was a little afraid she was going to suffocate him, though I suppose that wouldn't be the worst way to go.

While Mike slurped hungrily at Mia's pussy, I settled down on the cushion to watch. His technique was certainly not as refined as Mia's, not even as thorough and loving as Roger's, but it was desperate and passionate and full of hunger. He ate Mia's pussy like he was a starving man offered a steak, gasping and moaning while his lips and tongue explored every crevice and fold. And it was clearly working for Mia: she gasped and groaned, her legs wrapped around his head and her fingers pulling his thick blonde hair, bucking her hips into his face.

"Oh FUCK!" Mia screamed — I'm sure they could hear her out on the azotea, out on the street, maybe even down in the club over the pulsing dance music. "FUCK FUCK FUCK!"

Her legs shook and her belly contracted, eyes squeezed shut and face twisted with ecstasy. Watching Mia come was almost enough to make me come, too; I slid a hand between my legs, feeling my wet pussy tremble in sympathy with Mia's orgasm.

Mike crawled up her body, his face slick with her juices, and kissed her hard while bringing his hard cock in line with her pussy. Mia put her hands against his shaft to slow his assault and looked up at me.

"My phone," she gasped, "where's my phone? I need a picture ..."

I slid off the couch and crawled across the patio to Mia's discarded dress. I found that she had a little pocket inside the skirt — clever girl! — and her phone was tucked inside. I pulled it out and saw that she had left it unlocked — always a step ahead — and quickly returned to the couch.

"Pictures okay with you, Mike?" I asked him. I took his lack of reply — his hips pushing against Mia's hands as she held him at bay — as sufficient consent. When I had the phone lined up, I gave a nod to Mia, and she brought her hands up to Mike's ass and pulled him against her. His cock slid easily into her sopping cunt while I captured the moment for Bobby — and possibly Roger? — back home.

I was mesmerized by their fucking. I lay on my side, hand between my legs, watching Mike's cock sliding in and out of Mia's pussy with a hard, steady rhythm. Mia grunted in time with his thrusts, hands gripping his ass, but Mike was silent, entirely focused on the task at hand.

"Harder," Mia groaned. "Faster ... deeper ..."

And Mike complied with her demands, fucking her like a finely tuned machine. I slapped my clit with each of Mike's downstrokes, imagining how it would feel to have his shaft deep in my own pussy. I was grateful to Mia for setting the ground rules, because I would almost certainly have thrown myself down beside Mia with my own legs spread wide and begged Mike to fuck me, too, if she hadn't made it clear that she was the only one Mike would be fucking tonight.

Mia's beautiful face was contorted with pleasure, and I took pictures of her ecstatic agony between kissing her lips and throat. Mike panted and groaned as he thrust in and out of her pussy, sweat beading on his handsome face. The sound of skin striking skin filled the air, and I felt my own climax approaching as I flicked my clit with my free hand.

"Your pussy," Mia suddenly groaned, reaching her hands out to grasp my face and pull it close to hers. "I need to taste your pussy."

She pushed up with her hips, dislodging Mike long enough to roll flat on her belly. He wasn't dislodged for long, though, and lay on top of her tight little ass, searching for her channel with his hard cock in his fist. I crawled up above Mia's head and lay in front of her, legs spread wide, and she dove into my pussy just as Mike found her entrance again and began to push her into the cushions, his belly against her buttocks.

"Oh fuck," I groaned, holding the phone in unsteady hands to capture Mia's face between my legs. Her bangs clung to her forehead in a sheen of sweat. I framed Mike on the phone, supporting himself with his fingers digging into Mia's ass while he pushed into her with all his strength. The tendons on his neck were like taut ropes, and perspiration glistened on his chest.

Mia's tongue found my hard clit, and she focused all her attention on my sensitive bud. Her tongue flicked it, her lips sucked it, her teeth grazed it, and I felt my climax barreling toward me like a runaway freight train. I wrapped my thighs around Mia's neck and let my orgasm crash into me, turning me into a gushing, quivering bundle of frayed nerves. She licked every drop she could catch on her tongue, moaning in delight at the taste of my juices.

As I let my body relax with the dissipating waves of my orgasm, I watched Mike's face. We locked eyes as he fucked Mia, his face a mask of pure joy. Mia pressed her damp chin against my thigh and panted in time with each thrust as Mike's breath became rough and shallow.

"Come in me," Mia sighed, her mouth against my thigh. "Fill me up!"

Mike squeezed her hips and let out a roar, throwing his head back to face the twinkling stars above us. Mia gently bit my thigh as he emptied himself inside her.

When Mike collapsed on top of her, Mia rolled to her side, letting Mike slide down her back and nuzzle against her. I slid down the cushions beside Mia, sandwiching her between Mike and myself. She panted, face flush, and kissed us each in turn.

"Rest," she whispered, her eyelids fluttering as she licked my lips so I could taste my juices — a little bitter, a little sour, musky with arousal. "I need to rest before we do that again ..."

Mia's breathing became regular and deep, and soon she had fallen asleep between Mike and me. Mike yawned and stroked her hip, letting his fingers brush my thigh where it was pressed against Mia.


Chapter six
Red, yellow, green


Ihad two more beers and one more wank that night. The edge of my arousal and anxiety had been blunted by Vanna's texts — somehow knowing that she had made love to Mia made me less anxious that she would stray with a man. I found a few new clips of Zoe Chapelle, one of my favorite performers, and did a luxurious deep dive into her back catalogue. The alcohol and masturbation caused me to drift off to sleep on the couch, and I woke with a start when a message pinged my phone at about seven in the morning.

I thought it might be Vanna, perhaps sending me more sexy pictures or an update of her night out with Mia, but the text was from Bobby:

"Gabbie wants you to come to her party tonight — don't worry, no obligations to take part in any activities. I think you'll have fun!"

My head was still a little fuzzy, but immediately filled with images of what I thought Gabbie's swinger party might be like. Would there be leather-clad waiters with silver trays of exotic liqueurs weaving through crowds of half-naked people? Masked participants gathered to watch a sensual flogging? Writhing, tangled limbs strewn across velvet cushions in a sweaty, ecstatic orgy? What exactly does one wear to a swinger party? Or doesn't it matter, because you won't be wearing it for long? My cock was springing to attention at the debauched tableau my mind was conjuring, which only made me more nervous about accepting the invitation.

Before I could respond to Bobby's text, he sent another: "Do you have an ugly Christmas sweater? There's a dress code!"

Ugly Christmas sweaters didn't factor into any of my swinger party fantasies, and I laughed. Surely no event that required an ugly Christmas sweater was going to threaten my world and well-being.

"Yes," I replied, "I do; what time is the party?"

Vanna sent me some pictures around noon — not more sexy pictures, but pictures of a beautiful sunrise over the Caribbean, soft red and yellow clouds against a perfect blue sea. They appeared to have been taken from high up, and I could see streets and stucco-clad buildings in the corner of one.

"Good morning sweetheart!" Vanna texted.

"More like afternoon, baby — how was your night out?"

"Amazing! Mia got us into a VIP lounge on the roof of the club and we danced all night. Saw the sunrise before we left — beautiful"

"So no more sexy pics?" I felt some relief to be getting innocent sunrise shots instead of more x-rated material, but also a little disappointment; there was a dark part of mind that craved more vicarious tales of passion.

Mia sent a heart eyes emoji, and replied, "Not going to kiss and tell today but I can't want to show you some things I learned"

"What kind of things?"

"I'll just say Mia has a lot of skills that she's willing to show off and I think you'll benefit greatly"

My cock stirred, asking to be released from its confines so it could enjoy Vanna's innuendo. I went to the kitchen instead to start putting together a sandwich.

"Does she have skills I could learn too? I want you to benefit from her knowledge"

"Oh baby I am benefitting in so many ways! It's hard to pay attention to what she's doing when she's doing it though — I guess you'll just have to ask her yourself about the thing she does with her pinky"

My cock was very interested in the possibility of inquiring after Mia's techniques, especially if Vanna was such an enthusiastic fan.

"I will have so many questions for her; maybe she can give me a live demo so I get it right?"

"Maybe so — I'd like that ..."

And then she signed off with her three blue hearts, leaving me alone with my half-made ham sandwich, an uncomfortable erection, and visions of Mia teaching me her sexy secrets on Vanna's willing body.

I had a few slices of last night's frozen pizza before getting ready for Gabbie's party, deciding I should lay a base of carbohydrates ahead of whatever might be served. Bobby said that there would likely be eggnog and mulled wine — I already knew about the pies and cookies, of course, and couldn't think of Christmas cookies without getting hard. The week between Christmas and New Year's was going to force me to double down on healthy resolutions, but I decided I might as well lean into the bad habits for a few more days before committing myself to a life of seltzer water and celery sticks.

My ugly Christmas sweater was in the bottom of a drawer upstairs, where it had sat since an office party three years before. It wasn't so much ugly as unfortunate, really — cherry red with a green zigzag pattern running through it, and "HAVE A HAPPY XMAS" on the chest in faux cross-stitch lettering. Compared to others that were at that office party, it was downright tasteful; Brab from accounting had shown up in a sweater that featured rutting reindeer on it, and his boss Angela insisted he obscure it with a garland of gold tinsel.

When I got to Gabbie's house, there were already six or seven cars parked around the cul de sac and two in the driveway. I recognized one of the cars in the driveway as Bobby's. The holiday lights strung around the windows and on the porch columns were twinkling, and the light shining out onto the snow from the windows was warm and inviting. I could hear laughter and music as I approached the door, and the cheery buzz of a holiday party filled the air.

I was reaching for the door knocker when the door swung open, and I was greeted by Gabbie herself. She was wearing a hideous sweater that was trying to be a Nordic design but with half a dozen clashing shades of green and red and — purple? — and black slacks. I was a little disappointed, and relieved, that she didn't greet me in nothing but a kitchen apron like at our first meeting.

When she saw me she shouted, "Roger! I'm so glad you came!" and threw her arms around me. I hugged her back, feeling her soft round breasts through our sweaters.

"Come in, come in, you're letting in the cold," she said, guiding me with a hand on my back. "Coats go in the front room, shoes by the door. And you need to grab your wristband."

"Wristband?"

The table where Bobby had left his calling card and grabbed a condom on our first visit was still in the foyer, but the glass bowl was gone, replaced by sheets of vinyl wristbands like you'd get at an event. There were three colors — red, yellow, and green — and I could see that a few had been torn off of each color.

"They help keep the conversation flowing by answering some basic questions at a glance," she said, and then tapped each sheet in turn: "Red means 'don't even ask, the answer is no'; yellow means 'please ask, I might say yes'; and green means 'please ask, but the answer is almost certainly yes.'"

"Ah," I said. "And the question that goes with that answer?"

Gabbie smiled wickedly, her eyes sparkling.

"There are a lot of variations on the question," she said. "But mostly it has to do with playing games, and not of the reindeer variety."

My face must have turned red; I could feel my ears burning and my heart racing. I looked over the table of wristbands, but they seemed blurry, and I worried that I was starting to slip into a panic attack at this sudden, seemingly monumental decision. Which color? Which answer? Which question?

Gabbie put her hand on my shoulder and squeezed gently.

"I recall from your last visit," she said softly, "that you were reluctant at first, but warmed up to the experience. If you're still in that space, and your agreement with your wife hasn't changed, I'd recommend red — red is still fun, there are lots of people to talk to and sometimes they even invite you to watch their games. If you've adjusted your agreement, though, maybe you'll try yellow, and go with the flow? For sure, though, baby, you are not a green — most people aren't at their first party."

"Okay," I croaked, taking a deep breath. "Um ... red, then."

"Perfect," Gabbie said, tearing off a red band and affixing it to my wrist. "I think you're going to have a lot of fun. Oh, also, cell phone off and in your coat pocket — pictures are encouraged for my freeuse day, but not everyone at the party is comfortable with anything that might leak. What happens here stays here, understood?"

"Understood," I said, kicking off my shoes and adding them to the pile near the door.

"Oh, and grab a couple of these," she said, holding out the glass jar from which Bobby had plucked his blue condom yesterday.

"But I'm a red," I said.

"Yes, but you might get an invitation to watch, and I don't want to have to steam all the carpets," she said with a laugh. "I've seen what a mess you can make."

My ears burned even hotter, but I reached into the jar and took three foil-wrapped condoms, then shuffled off to toss my coat on the pile in the little sitting room near the door.

I followed the sounds of the party to a large, well-lit living room off the foyer. A white-flocked Christmas tree stood in the corner, twinkling demurely, and a Bing Crosby holiday record spun on the old-fashioned wooden console by the floor to ceiling windows. It was dark outside, turning the windows into hazy mirrors that reflected the room back on itself with shadowy shapes. There were a dozen or so people in the room, sitting or leaning on couches and chairs, all wearing sweaters of various degrees of horridness, nibbling at cookies and sipping from mugs; it was a warm and fully innocuous scene.

I looked around for a familiar face, but recognized only Bobby, who was chatting with an attractive older woman with a blue and red sweater and black hair tied back in a ponytail. Then I glanced at wrists, trying to get a sense of what the consensus at the entry had been. I was relieved to spot at least two other red wristbands — one on a slender redheaded woman in a green sweater and gray skirt, and one on a gray-haired man wearing an orange sweater with a red-nosed reindeer on the front. Bobby, not surprisingly, was wearing a green wristband, and seemed to advertise that fact with his sleeves pushed up. The woman he was talking with was also wearing a green wristband. Most of the wristbands I could see, though, were yellow — so maybe not as timid as me, but also not as bold as Bobby.

I grabbed a small white mug from a tray on an end table and sipped at the sweet, warm mulled wine, then grabbed a cookie — it may even have been one of the cookies from the sheet I delivered to Gabbie's oven yesterday. Nibbling at the cookie, I made way toward Bobby.

"Roger, glad to see you made it," Bobby said. "I'd like you to meet Tasha."

The woman he was talking to turned to face me and extended an elegant hand. I fumbled with my mug and cookie, decided to stuff the whole cookie into my mouth to free up my hand, and took her fingers in mine. With my mouth full of cookie, though, I wasn't able to do more than nod and give her a closed-mouth smile while looking to Bobby for rescue.

"What he's trying to say," Bobby said, "is that his name's Roger; he and his wife Vanna are friends of ours; in fact, Vanna and Mia are off enjoying the sun and sand at Secretos while we're trapped in this frozen hellscape."

"Charmed," Tasha said, taking her fingers back. She was tall and slender, with bright blue eyes and long black hair tied back in a red ribbon that matched her sweater. Her sweater was not, in fact, ugly, it was actually tasteful, with a blue and red checkered pattern and a scooped neck. Her hair was streaked with white and there were subtle wrinkles around her eyes and lips — I guessed that she was probably about fifty, but a lithe and gorgeous fifty that outshone many twenty-year-olds I'd met.

"I think of Tasha as our mother in the lifestyle," Bobby said. "She was Mia's dancing teacher in college, and encouraged Mia to explore all of the ways movement can communicate sensuality."

Tasha laughed and playfully slapped Bobby's shoulder.

"I hope you mean 'mother' in a figurative sense," she said. "I'd prefer 'sexy aunt' if you insist on keeping it familial."

She had an accent that I couldn't quite place; it felt a little Slavic, but also a little French. When she laughed, her face had a sharp, fox-like appearance, and I imagined her as a dangerous, feral, but incredibly enticing wild creature.

"Our guide and guru, then," Bobby said, putting his arm around her waist. "And responsible for so much of our happiness over the last decade."

"You're responsible for your own happiness," she said, leaning in to give him a quick peck on the cheek. "Though I must say you've done a good job of finding happiness, and sharing it with others."

She looked down at my red wristband and said, "This must be your first of Gabbie's parties?"

"Um, yes," I said, "kind of ..."

"I might have introduced him to Gabbie yesterday," Bobby said. "It was a little rash of me, but after the pictures our wives sent us from their vacation, I felt I needed to up the stakes of our game."

"Naughty boy," Tasha said, "always playing with fire. That's why you're so well-matched to Mia, I suppose." She looked at me with some concern in her face. "I hope the experience wasn't too traumatizing?"

I laughed. "It was a little overwhelming," I said, "but mostly good, I think. I learned some things."

"Yes," said Bobby with a grin, "like alternate uses for butter."

I felt the heat returning to my face, but before Tasha could ask what he meant, someone else came up to greet Bobby, and I took advantage of the distraction to slip away. Explaining how I had used the butter in Gabbie's kitchen wasn't something that appealed to me at the moment.

When I swung by the table with the cookies again, I noticed the redhead in the green sweater sizing me up. I smiled at her and walked over to introduce myself, feeling a little less out of my depth approaching someone with a red wristband than a pair of people with green ones.

"I'm Caitlyn," she said when I gave her my name, "but call me Cait." She had an Irish lilt in her voice, and striking green eyes that matched her sweater. A reindeer cavorted across the front of her sweater, which hugged her small breasts firmly.

She nodded at my red wristband. "Is this your first of Gabbie's parties, or are you resting up after the holiday excesses?"

"The former," I said. "I'm a friend of Bobby's — my wife is on vacation with his wife this week. Is this your first party?"

"Goodness no," she said with a laugh. "It's the latter for me — I'd normally be matching my wristband to my eyes, but it's been a hectic day of travel for us and I want to just relax a bit. So you live in Fox Run?"

"Next town over," I said. "This is the nice side of the tracks."

"It's a lovely place," Cait said. "though a bit cold in the winter for my liking. My husband, Gary, hails from the area, so we're visiting his family for the holidays. He and Bobby have been friends for years, so I suppose that makes you and I friends by proxy already."

"I suppose so," I said. When I looked into her sparkling green eyes, and saw the glimmer of light in her curly red hair, I certainly wanted to be her friend.

"So you and your wife ... "

Cait paused, and I realized I hadn't given her my wife's name. "Vanna," I said.

"Thank you, Vanna ... so you and Vanna are friends with Bobby and Mia, but you're not ... friends with Bobby and Mia, if you catch my drift?"

My ears felt hot; I felt like I was going to spend the whole party blushing like an embarrassed seventh grader in his first sex ed class.

"Well, not exactly," I said. "I mean, Bobby and I paid a visit to Gabbie yesterday, but I didn't ... you know. And Vanna sent me some pretty sexy pictures from their vacation, I'm pretty sure she and Mia are ... um ... well, we sometimes fantasize about the stories Bobby and Mia tell us, and I think Vanna might be living out some of those fantasies but not all of them ..."

Cait raised a perfectly arched red eyebrow and smirked over a mug of mulled wine.

"There's a lot to unpack there, Roger," she said. "I'm not sure I even know where to begin ..."

I sighed. "Yeah," I said, "it's been a crazy couple of days."

"Indeed it has. And you're topping it off with a visit to one of Gabbie's infamous parties. I do believe Bobby and Mia have tossed you and your wife into the deep end of the pool, and are probably enjoying watching you flounder about as you figure out how to float."

"I think that might be the case," I said.

"Not surprising; they're like that, those two, always at the games. I hope you're holding up under the pressure."

I laughed; it seemed as if Cait could read my mind, or at least sense the strangeness of the situation. If I were less self-conscious, I would probably have told her in detail about the last two days, starting with the pictures in the lock room and ending at Gabbie's party, where I was standing in a room full of kind and welcoming swingers wearing a red wristband that broadcast my discomfort with the whole situation. I wanted to hug her.

"It's a little strange," I said. "Part of me is worried about Vanna being down at Secretos with Mia ..."

"Secretos?" Cait gasped. "Oh, you didn't say that was where they're on holiday. Goodness, I'd be a bit worried if Bobby took Gary down to Secretos for a boys' week off, and Gary has been involved in all manner of strangeness for years. My oh my, but those two are up to trouble!"

"Really?" I was actually worried now, not just mildly concerned.

"Mia and Bobby have been going there for years," Cait said, "and they have some connections. I don't suppose they've gone to Club Alcazar?"

"I don't know," I said, "they went dancing last night. Shit, I don't have my phone ... Vanna sent me some pictures of a sunrise, they looked like they were taken from a rooftop in a town or city?"

"Oh, indeed!" Cait let out a laugh. "Yes, the Club Alcazar rooftop is quite the place, especially the private lounge."

"Like, a VIP lounge?" I asked, thinking about Vanna's latest texts.

"I suppose it's very important," Cait said. "Or very improper. Makes Gabbie's parties seem quite prim and proper when it's really cooking there. Though I don't suppose that the week between Boxing Day and New Year's cooks especially hot ..."

"I don't know," I said, "some of the pictures Vanna sent were pretty hot, and the ones Mia sent to Bobby were even hotter."

Cait laughed and stroked my shoulder. "Oh, you poor dear," she said. "Your wife is off at hotwife boot camp with the most brazen vixen this side of the Atlantic Ocean! I suppose it's lucky you've got Bobby here to look out for you ..."

"I guess," I said, smiling weakly. "I'm not so sure he has my best interest at heart."

"Well, he has an interest of some sort," Cait said, "though I don't know as the heart is the organ he's concerned about. I can only imagine how your visit with Gabbie went! Gary visited her yesterday evening, and he came back to his cousin's house grinning like the cat that not only ate the canary, but fucked it sideways and upside down."

I let out an involuntary gasp, and looked down at my feet while sipping my cooling mulled win.

"Don't worry," Cait said, stroking my shoulder again. "I know full well what Gary was up to, and I'm glad for him; if I wasn't knackered from the flight, I'd have joined him myself. We're staying over after the party to help Gabbie clean up, and I'm hoping to cash in a rain check." She flashed me a wicked smile. "The wristband comes off when guests go home."

Before I could formulate a response, a woman in a bright red sweater with a lopsided evergreen on the front hurried over to Cait and whispered something in her ear. Cait grinned wickedly and said to me, "Bobby and Tasha are apparently planning to put on a show in the viewing room upstairs. I'm game to see it if you are. Join me?"

She held her elbow out toward me, and I felt that I had no choice but to loop my arm through it and let her guide me to the stairs.

"Gabbie has three bedrooms set aside upstairs," Cait explained as we followed a line of people out of the living room. "Two of them are private, or semi-private; they're for couples or small groups who want to play together, but aren't keen on an audience. Invitation-only audience at most. And then there's the viewing room — that's for the green wristband folks who wish there were a shade further along the spectrum for their particular interests. Everyone is strongly encouraged to come see the show, and sometimes even participate."

"Even with a red wristband?" I asked, suddenly feeling the weight of the band I was wearing.

"Nothing stops you from doing what you want to do, even with a red wristband," Cait said. "Especially if what you want to do is see a good show. And let me tell you, a Bobby and Tasha show is one not to be missed."

When we reached the top of the stairs, we followed the small crowd to the left and made our way into a large bedroom. There were chairs and cushions arranged in a circle around the walls, and a king size bed situated in the middle. People were already finding seats, and Cait guided me toward a chaise near the foot of the bed where we sat, hip to hip; I folded my hands in my lap and tried to will my cock to stay at rest, but to no avail. Cait kept our arms looped together by leaning her head against my shoulder, snuggling comfortably against me.

After a minute or two, the lights in the bedroom dimmed. We were all so focused on the bed in the center of the audience that we didn't notice the couple walking into the room through the same door we had all used until they were standing beside the bed, arm in arm, taking a bow.

They were naked, Bobby and Tasha, except for their matching green wristbands, smiling and standing hip to hip. Bobby's cock was at attention already, as if saluting the audience. Tasha's nude body was not only lean but muscular, tendons visible along her thighs and arms, belly taut. Tasha raised an arm above her head, stretching her side taught so her pert, firm breast rose with her gesture.

"Friends, lovers, guests!" she proclaimed. "It is such a pleasure to see you all here tonight. Some of you have traveled so very far to be with us in this strange, dark week between holidays; and we are very aware of friends and lovers who are separated from us tonight, physically but not spiritually distant. Intimacy is such a gift in days like these, and so Bobby has agreed to be my anchor in a piece I call 'Proximity.' I hope you will accept it in the spirit of gratitude and love in which it is offered."

They bowed again, hand in hand, and a smattering of applause broke out around the room. Cait clapped while keeping her arm hooked through mine, and snuggled up a little tighter.

Bobby and Tasha stood very still for a long moment; Bobby had his eyes closed and appeared to be concentrating very hard, while Tasha smiled enigmatically, striking a balletic pose with one arm hooked above her head. Then she began to move, slow and stately, circling Bobby, trailing her fingers along his chest and shoulders. Bobby for his part stayed perfectly still, his chest rising and falling with his breath, eyes closed and jaw slack.

After several orbits around him, Tasha suddenly stopped behind Bobby and brought her hands up under his arms, caressing his chest. Her fingers danced across his collarbone and shoulders, dipped down over his sides, tickled across his abdomen, and flirted with his cock without ever quite making content. Bobby's penis bounced in anticipation of a touch that never came. I could hear the audience holding their breath; I held my breath, too, while Cait stroked my arm in mirror motions of Tasha's hands on Bobby.

Tasha suddenly swept around in front of Bobby and gripped his waist, falling backward so her head hung toward the audience, almost touching the floor, and her legs slid between Bobby's feet. I could see Bobby's cock quivering above Tasha's belly, too erect to make contact. Tasha smiled, her face upside down, and her eyes twinkled at us.

Then she pulled herself up and embraced Bobby, standing on her toes to kiss his chin, lips, nose. Her belly pressed against his, and his cock was pinned between them. His hands reached down to grip Tasha's ass, and she pushed back against them so he squeeze her close. Cait sighed and rubbed my arm, causing my cock to stiffen almost painfully inside my slacks.

Tasha pushed herself away from Bobby and resumed her orbit, but now her fingers brushed Bobby's cock when she passed in front of him. Bobby stayed still, hands at his sides, but I could hear his breath sharpen when Tasha made contact with his penis. She stopped behind him again, and reached down to grasp his balls in both hands. I shifted my hips to let my cock find space to expand inside my pants, and Cait moved her hip against mine, letting her thighs move apart beneath her skirt.

Suddenly Tasha gripped Bobby's cock with both hands and began to stroke, slowly and firmly; Bobby let out an involuntary groan, and then fell silent, while Tasha let her hands slide slowly up and down his shaft. My cock strained against the seams of my pants.

"I'm game for a little rub if you are," Cait whispered to me. "You do you and I'll do me, if you catch my drift. Perfectly acceptable red wristband behavior, I assure you."

I looked over at her, and saw that her face was flushed and her full lips were parted. Her protestations of being exhausted from travel were melting in the face of Tasha and Bobby's performance. She smiled at me and lifted her hips so she could reach the zipper on the back of her skirt. When she had it pulled halfway down, Cait shimmied to let the skirt slide down to her knees, exposing the trimmed red bush below her belly. I gasped, and she grinned wickedly.

I pulled my eyes away and saw that Tasha had dropped to her knees beside Bobby and was stroking his cock slowly and firmly with one hand while cradling his balls with the other. She smiled at the audience and kissed his hip, then stood and stepped off to the side, spreading arms and legs wide as she turned in a slow circle beside Bobby.

"It's okay if you take it out," Cait said, gesturing at the bulge in my slacks. "They're expecting some audience participation. And it's not like everyone else isn't already going at it."

I looked around the room and saw that, indeed, cocks and pussies had been bared while I was watching Bobby's and Tasha's performance. People were quite openly stroking their various parts, apparently oblivious to their surroundings, eyes focused on the show.

I took a deep breath, lifted my hips, and undid my belt and zipper. I shifted from side to side as I slid my slacks and boxers down to my knees, and let out a nervous sigh when my cock swung free, happy to be freed of its confines at last.

Cait looked down and nodded approvingly. "I'd say that's a fine unit, Mr. Roger," she said. "It would do a lady proud to make its acquaintance."

"Um ... thanks?" I said. "Um, you're really pretty, too ..." I cringed a little, not sure what the right response to her comment was.

"Do you mean I'm pretty," she asked, leaning back and sliding her fingers through her fiery red bush, "or my pussy is?"

"Both?" I croaked.

"Good answer," she said with a smile, then leaned her head on my shoulder while she gently tugged at the curls between her legs.

Tasha was kneeling in front of Bobby now, hands sliding up and down his ass and back, and her head was bobbing gently. From the angle we were at I couldn't be certain, but it looked very likely that Tasha was sucking on Bobby's cock. The look on Bobby's face indicated that this was, in fact, the case.

I felt movement against my shoulder and looked over to see that Cait was sliding her palm steadily against her pussy. I took my cock in my hand and stroked, splitting my attention between watching Cait and watching Bobby and Tasha.

Bobby reached down and lifted Tasha to her feet. She stood on her toes and kissed him, forcing him back onto the bed. When he was prone, feet dangling over the foot of the bed, Tasha climbed on top of him, straddling his waist. From where we sat I could see her pussy lips, plump and wet, protruding below her ass, and I let out a groan. Cait smiled up at me and flicked at her folds with her fingers.

Tasha was holding Bobby's cock behind her, guiding its head in circles around her ass and pussy. I felt my balls tighten when she let the head slip between her lips and then fall out again, and suddenly remembered the condoms I had put in my pocket when I arrived. I fished one out, tore the foil wrapper open, and slid it over my shaft; it was bright green, matching Cait's sweater, and she grinned at it.

"Planning to spill soon?" she asked in a low voice.

"Maybe," I said, breathless. "Better to be prepared."

"Only polite," she agreed, then let her head fall back as she increased the pace of her own stroking. I wondered, suddenly, what Vanna would be expected to do in this situation — Vanna absolutely gushed when she came, regularly drenching me with her juices. Had Gabbie offered towels to any of her guests with such a tendency?

Bobby was sitting up now, his hands on Tasha's waist, and she was leaning back, face upside down and twisted in ecstasy. She raised and lowered her hips against him, and I could see Bobby's heavy balls nestled between Tasha's thighs as she fucked herself on his shaft.

"Fucking hot," Cait whispered. I looked down into her green eyes, and she smiled at me. Her fingers worked nimbly between her legs, and I had to scale back my strokes to keep from firing my load.

"Oh, there you are, macushla," said a male voice on the other side of Cait. I looked over to see a dark haired man squeezing in beside her, forcing Cait's naked hip closer to mine.

"You're saying it wrong," she gasped, "as usual. How've you been?"

"Enjoying the party, of course," the man said, leaning down to kiss Cait's lips. She reached a hand over to tug at his belt.

"I thought you were a red wristband tonight, love," the man said, nibbling at her lips.

"My wristband is always the brightest green for you, mo chroí," she mumbled. Then she looked up at me. "Roger, this is my husband, Gary." Then looking at Gary, who was helping her with her efforts to open his belt, "Gary, this is Roger, a friend of Bobby. It's his first time at one of Gabbie's parties, though not his first time at one of Gabbie's events."

"A pleasure," Gary said as he lifted his hips and slid his slacks down past his knees. Cait reached over to fish his cock out of his underpants, triumphantly freeing it and giving it a hearty stroke. "You're the butter fellow, right? Gabbie mentioned you when I visited yesterday ..."

I tried not to blush, but of course I had no control over the heat rising in my face. Even though I was sitting beside his wife, who was bare from the waist down, with my cock in my fist, the thing that really embarrassed me was that Gabbie had been telling tales of me stroking off yesterday with a fistful of butter around my shaft.

"I suppose so," I said.

"Don't worry, she does that to everyone at some point," Gary said. He was adjusting his hips to get comfortable while Cait pumped his cock. "With me it was extra virgin olive oil; my dong was slippery for two days after that."

Bobby had slid his legs out from under Tasha while Gary and I were talking, and now he was plowing her with long, steady strokes while she let her head and shoulders fall off the foot of the bed. I could hear the wet slap of his hips against her thighs, and I could see his cock sliding in and out of Tasha's pussy.

Gary reached his fingers between his wife's legs, pushing her hand aside while she stroked his shaft and leaned against my shoulder. I leaned into Cait and redoubled my own pumping.

Tasha was grunting with each of Bobby's thrusts, her eyes closed and her mouth open. Her tight belly rippled, and her strong dancer's legs pressed into Bobby's sides. Bobby's fingers dug into Tasha's hips, and he wore a look of total concentration, his eyes fixed on Tasha's breasts. The room was silent except for the sound of Bobby's flesh striking Tasha's, as though everyone were holding their breath.

Tasha let out a sudden roar, lifting her ass off the bed and throwing her arms wide, while Bobby answered with a roar of his own. His hand flew between his legs and pulled his cock free of Tasha's pussy, and a long arc of cum soared through the air, splashing against Tasha's throat. I could hear the tension in the room release, and there were some sighs and grunts among the audience that suggested that Tasha and Bobby had been joined in climax by a few of their watchers.

I was awfully close to filling my own condom when Cait suddenly grabbed my wrist. I glanced over at her, catching her green eyes; her lips were parted, and Gary continued to work his hand between her legs while she stroked his cock.

"Gary and I are going to the room next door," she said. "You're welcome to come watch us if you'd like."

I nodded; I would like that very much, I wanted to say, but I didn't think I could form coherent words at the moment. I stripped off my slacks, draping them over my arm, and followed Cait and Gary into the hallway wearing nothing but my socks, my ugly Christmas sweater, and my bright green condom.


Chapter seven
Permission requested


It was still dark when I woke on the roof of Club Alcazar; the stars in the black, moonless sky twinkled above me. Mike was snoring beside me, one arm draped over Mia's hip, his face nuzzled into her tousled black hair. Mia was curled against him, her ass pressing into his half-hard cock, a dreamy smile on her face. I wondered what images flowed through her mind as she slept.

I rose and walked to the edge of the roof. There was a low wall surrounding the hidden space, but it was otherwise open to the sky. A warm breeze blew in from the sea, and the air smelled of jasmine and musk. It felt good on my naked skin, drying the sweat between my breasts and on my belly.

Mia sighed in her sleep, and I turned back to look at her. She had stretched her arms above her head, and Mike's hand rested now on one of her breasts. Her hair was damp with perspiration, sticking to her forehead, and her chest was still flushed from her exertions while fucking Mike. I went back to cushions and sat by Mia's head, careful not to wake her, smoothed some strands of her hair away from her forehead. I bent down to give her a tiny kiss on her head, then sat up to admire her.

Mike stirred, too, and I looked down to see that his hips had shifted so that his cock, now fully erect, rested on Mia's hip. It still glistened in the dim light from Mia's juices, and a white crust of cum had dried on the purple crown. I thought of the pictures of Roger's cock that he sent me while we were on our way to the club, turgid and gleaming with lube. Mike's cock was a little wider but not as long as Roger's; it looked like it would stretch me nicely while entering my pussy, but it might not reach the places deep inside that Roger's cock always stroked when we fucked.

Still, it was a handsome cock, a perfectly fuckable cock, and I was aroused by the sight of it. I reached down and gently grazed it with my finger, pulling back when it twitched. I laughed at myself — frightened a twitching cock, as if it were a deadly snake or live electric wire! — and reached out to touch it again, more firmly this time. The flesh of the shaft was a little sticky from fucking, and slid easily along its rigid length when I circled it with my thumb and first one finger, then two, and then my entire fist, holding it very lightly and moving my hand slowly so as not to wake him.

I scooted down the cushion, rubbing Mike's cock while sliding a hand along Mia's flank. She stirred a little but didn't waken when I reached her hip. With her top knee bent and her bottom leg stretched long, I could just barely see her pussy peeking out below her ass. A trickle of Mike's cum had leaked from the lips and was drying on her thigh. I scraped at it with my fingernail, flaking the white scale, and brought it up gingerly to my tongue to taste — it was salty and sweet. I bent over Mike's cock and licked the head, where a drop of clear pre-cum was just emerging from the slit; that tasted musky, and a little like Mia.

Then I turned my attention to Mia's pussy, running a finger slowly up and down the seam to her channel, feeling the warmth of her lips and the dampness that had seeped from her while Mike fucked her. With each stroke they yielded a little bit more, until I was able to work a fingertip just inside her opening and feel the heat of her pussy. I still had Mike's cock in my hand, and I was just trying to figure out if I could bring these wonderful, delicate, yet strong pieces together again without waking their owners when Mia stirred and stretched, lifting her leg to allow my to slip my finger in past the first knuckle.

"Mmmmm ... Bobby?" Mia moaned, eyes closed.

"No," I whispered, bending to kiss her shoulder. "Vanna."

Mia smiled but kept her eyes closed, and moaned again, letting my finger slip just a bit deeper.

"Bobby wakes me up like this sometimes," she said, "when he's horny and I'm still asleep." She brought her knee up to her chest, and I slipped my finger all the way into her pussy, feeling the soft channel squeeze around me. "Sometimes he fucks me when I'm half awake, and I have the most wonderful dreams."

"Then let me do that," I whispered, sliding my finger in and out, hearing the wetness grow and spread. "I want to fuck you while you sleep."

"I'm too awake for that now," Mia said. She lifted her leg back, bringing a foot over Mike's calf and opening herself wider. "I want to be fucked, though. Is our friend awake?"

I looked up at Mike's face; he was still asleep, slack jawed and completely at peace, even though his cock was rigid in my hand. His head rested on one shoulder, and he had an arm across Mia's belly.

"Sound asleep," I said, "but I think we can wake him up."

I lifted Mia's top leg, moving her back against Mike, and then positioned his cock toward her pussy lips. The angle was wrong, though, and I was only able to brush it against her thighs. Mia sighed and shifted, trying to help me aim his tool. Between the two of us, we got his spongy purple head between her pussy lips; I held his shift and pulled it, trying to work it into her one millimeter at a time.

Soon, though, Mike's cock was moving without my help. I looked up and saw that his eyes were open and a smile had spread across his face. He brought his hand up from Mia's belly to one of her little tits and rolled her nipple around with his fingers while he picked up the pace of his fucking.

"Thanks for the assist," he said, smiling up at me. "It felt really good to have your hand on my cock."

I smiled, feeling a little embarrassed — we hadn't interacted very much, even when he was fucking Mia while she ate me. But I recovered quickly enough, and reached between Mia's legs to find and squeeze his balls. He let out a groan and thrust harder.

"It felt good to have your cock in my hand," I said.

"It feels better to have your cock in my pussy, though," Mia said. "Shut up and fuck me."

We fucked until dawn, Mia and Mike and me. While Mike spooned Mia, I lay on the cushions with my feet toward Mia's head and my face between her legs, licking her clit and Mike's balls in turn. Mia pulled my cunt to her mouth and sucked my lips and nub, moaning when Mike increased the speed and depth of his thrusts.

When Mike finally signaled that he was about to come, I pulled his cock out of Mia's pussy and swallowed the head. He erupted in my mouth, and I savored the tangy, salty blasts while tasting Mia's pungent juices on his shaft. I wasn't sure if that was crossing a line in my agreements with Roger — it probably was, but by then I had danced blithely across so many lines that I didn't think a mouthful of cum was going to make much difference if the details ever got to my husband.

We slipped out of Club Alcazar before the town was awake, and decided to walk the mile or so back across the bridge to Isla de los Secretos. Our club shoes were definitely not up to the little stroll, so we walked barefoot, trying to stay on grass and sand as much as possible. What a sight we must have been, with our sweaty hair, rumpled dresses, and glowing just-fucked-and-blissful smiles, walking arm and arm in the morning light. But I didn't care what we looked like, because what I felt like was wanton, wicked, and perfectly satisfied.

We slept away the rest of the morning, crashed together on my bed in our dancing dresses. I was too exhausted to even attempt to fool around with Mia, and also too satisfied from the fucking we'd done at the club. I'm sure that if Mia had tried to have her way with me, I would have let her, but I would probably have fallen asleep under her fingers and tongue; as it was, Mia was asleep before her head hit the pillow, snoring lightly while I stroked her back and drifted into hazy, sexy dreams of my own.

I woke a little after noon and slipped away to the shower to wash the sweat and sex from my body. The warm water was refreshing, running over my skin and sloughing off the musky aroma of the night. I wondered what Roger was up to, and while I dried off, I sent him a picture I had taken of the sunrise from the roof while Mia and Mike were finishing up their final fuck. I didn't have many sexy pictures to share from last night; I had been too busy to take any.

Roger tried to draw me into another sexting session, but I signed off before it got hot. I felt bad teasing Roger while I was going up to, and over, the edge of the barriers we had set. He didn't seem to mind me fucking with Mia, but I wasn't sure how he would feel if he found out about Mike. I had stroked Mike's cock, and taken his cum into my mouth, and he had sucked on my tits once while Mia ate me; it was really only a few more steps to lying back and letting him fill my pussy with his cock, and I might have done just that if we hadn't snuck away from the club when we did.

Part of me hoped Roger would be the first to cross the line so I would only be following in his wake. He had come pretty close when Bobby took him to visit Gabbie — not as close as I had come, but still closer than I would have expected. Mia told me that Bobby was planning to invite Roger to Gabbie's party that night, where there was sure to be ample opportunity for him to fail to resist temptation. I silently willed Bobby to pull him across the line so I wouldn't have to push him.

When I returned to the bedroom, Mia was sitting up in bed with her phone, smiling and tapping at the screen. She looked up when she saw me, eyes sparkling, and said, "Patricio is coming over tonight."

"The maitre d' from the club?" I asked. "He was really handsome."

"Oh, yes, indeed," she said, looking dreamily at the ceiling. "He's handsome and hung, and he knows how to use it. Also, he's bringing a friend."

"Well!" I said. "Aren't you the lucky lady. I assume you've had two at once before, but it must still be exciting."

"Oh, no," Mia said. "I mean, yes, I've had my share of threesomes and moresomes, I love being the center of attention. But no, his friend isn't for me — his friend is for you."

I gasped, feeling a flutter in my chest — I couldn't tell if it was from delight, or fear, or anger.

"I can't," I said for the tenth, or maybe the twentieth, time. If we weren't lying out by the pool — with fruity drinks delivered by Ramon, who looked longingly at Mia's ass while she winked at him over her shoulder — I'd probably have shouted it.

"Can't or won't?" Mia asked, a snarky bite to her voice.

"What's the difference? I'm not fucking Patricio's friend."

"I didn't say you have to fuck him," Mia said. "I mean, you didn't fuck Mike, and he seemed perfectly fine with your level of engagement."

"Yeah, but that was two on one. One on one is ... different."

"How?" Mia rolled onto her back and stretched. She had tossed her bikini top away shortly after we arrived on the pool deck, and untied her bottom so the strings dangled loosely by her hips. Only a wish and the lack of a strong breeze kept any of her covered.

"Last night was you and Mike, and I was just along for the ride. If we're splitting up and I'm just with Patricio's friend, then I can't pretend that I'm following your lead and just messing around; I can't pretend that I'm really fucking you, which Roger seems perfectly okay with me doing. I'll be clearly fucking him while you're fucking Patricio."

"You don't have to fuck him, though," Mia said. "You gave Mike a handy, and sucked him off."

"No, I guided his cock into your pussy, and I let him come in my mouth. Not the same things at all."

Mia laughed and sipped her straw. "You are splitting some hairs very finely indeed, Vanna. Would Roger draw a line between sucking Mike off and letting him come in your mouth?"

"I don't know. Probably not."

"And does he know about what you did with Mike, even if it wasn't technically a blowjob?"

"Well, no ..."

"And will he know?"

"I don't know! I don't know if he'll know! It doesn't seem like you and Bobby are great at keeping secrets, what with flashing around pictures of your pussy at my husband."

"Which you took."

"Because you asked me to! I don't know what the fuck's going on here, Mia!"

"We're having fun," she said, pouting a little. The turn of her lips made me tingle; I wanted to lick that look off her face, and then work my way down her body to lick a new look of beautiful agony onto it. "We're two sexy ladies on a tropical vacation the week between Christmas and New Year's — it seems like if anyone should get a pass for whatever they do, it would be us."

"I think you're trying to seduce me," I said, and then grinned at how silly that sound. And then stopped grinning because, actually, it also sounded exactly like what Mia was doing.

"I already did that," she said, and then reached a hand over to touch the side of my breast. "And I'll do it again, and again, and again, because I can't get enough of seducing you."

"I mean," I said, "you're trying to lure me into your hotwife lifestyle, and you won't be happy until I'm as sex-crazed and horny as you are."

"And you won't be happy," she said, "until you're as sex-crazed and horny as me. And I think you're well on your way."

"I won't fuck Patricio's friend," I insisted.

Mia sighed and closed her eyes. "They're picking us up at seven for dinner. You can decide then what you want to do with Patricio's friend. I'm sure he's a gentleman who will be perfectly happy with a peck on the cheek. All I can tell you for sure is that I'm riding Patricio's cock all night long."

Mia was certainly right about Patricio and his friend Javier being perfect gentlemen. They arrived promptly at seven in Patricio's black sedan and transported us in chivalrous style to a seaside restaurant in San Gerardo.

I sat in back with Javier, who kept his hands on his lap for the short ride from Secretos and made small talk with me about how I was enjoying my stay so far. Mia, meanwhile, had her hands all over Patricio's thighs, to the point where I was afraid she would cause him to lose control of the car. There's nothing gentlemanly about Mia.

The dinner was lovely — fresh-caught, pan-seared red snapper, fragrant rice, and pillowy tortillas with a tangy white wine, rounded off with the softest, creamiest flan I've ever eaten. Patricio and Javier, who operated reef diving tours, were sweet and charming, spending more time asking us questions and listening to our answers than discussing themselves, which was a welcome departure from what I recalled from my long-ago dating days. Even Roger, who was less self-centered than any of the other men I dated, was very good at soliloquies in his youth.

After dinner, Patricio got us a bottle of extra añejo tequila and four glasses, and we walked along the beach outside the restaurant. Mia and I kicked off our shoes to walk barefoot in the sand, and the men rolled up their trouser cuffs so they could wade in the water with us. The stars were just starting to twinkle in the sky, still moonless that night, and Javier pointed out constellations and talked about how his father had taught him to navigate his fishing boat by the stars.

I was enjoying his stories so much that I didn't notice that Patricio and Mia were no longer beside us; we stopped and turned back, and saw them about fifty yards back. Mia had dropped her shoes and her glass, and had one leg raised and hooked over Patricio's hip. Patricio had pulled her short dress up over her ass, exposing her tiny black panties, and was squeezing her cheeks while kissing her mouth. The bottle of tequila lay in the sand, tipped on its side, completely abandoned by the two lovers.

"Well," said Javier, "it appears that our friends are ready to move to the next phase of the night."

I felt myself blush, and said, "Yeah, about that ..."

Javier took my hand and raised it to his lips, looking down at me with his rich, dark eyes.

"I am fully aware that most women are not like your friend," Javier said, "and I have no expectations that you will be as free with your affections. Patricio and Mia, they have a history, yes? You and me, we have had a lovely dinner and charming conversation, and if that is all we have, then that makes this a wonderful night."

I sighed and stood on my toes to give him a peck on the cheek.

"You risk getting a lot more with words like that, Javier," I whispered.

Javier drove on the way back to Secretos, while Patricio and Mia piled into the back. We had barely left the restaurant parking lot before they were grabbing at each other's clothes, and Mia was naked before we were across the bridge back to the island. I swiveled in the passenger's seat and watched Patricio and Mia fumbling in the confined space, giggling at the awkward confinement that made getting hands and mouths engaged a challenge, but not an impossible one. Patricio suckled at Mia's nipples while she ran her hands along the bulge in his slacks, seeking the zipper with fumbling fingers.

When we parked beside the cabana, Mia tumbled immediately out of the car and ran to the porch, her dress and shoes and panties leaving a trail behind her. Patricio was a little slower to exit — he was trying to hold his slacks closed with one hand — but hasty all the same. I watched Mia throw the cabana door open, and the two of them pushed inside.

Javier laughed as he turned off the car, then got out to walk around and open my door. I took his hand as he guided me to my feet, and I gave him another gentle kiss on the cheek. He put his arms around me and said, "I believe the cabana will be occupied for some time. Shall we stroll the beach a bit?"

"I would love to," I said, taking his hand as we walked toward the waves lapping at the sand.

We resumed our talk about the stars, and the waves, and diving in the reefs about a mile out to sea. Javier invited me to come along on a tour before we left for home, and a gratefully accepted — a week of fucking with Mia was fun, but exhausting, and breaking it up with some actual vacationing would be nice.

The surf churned warm and soft around our ankles as we stood arm in arm, looking out to sea. Javier put his arm around my waist and pulled me close, and I turned to face him, a hand on his chest. I stood on my toes to kiss him again — he was a little taller than Roger, and the angle of our kiss was different than I was used to; the difference was exhilarating. Our kisses progressed from soft and dry, to firm, to hot and questing, tongues twining. Javier's hand crept below my waist and he cupped my ass, lifting me against him; I could feel the bulge in his slacks against my belly, and I grabbed his ass to press it harder against me.

That's when we heard Mia yell through the cabana, "Holy fuck! Holy fucking fuck! Vanna, where are you? I need pictures!"

I laughed and broke off our kiss. Javier looked at me quizzically.

"It's a thing she's doing," I said with a shrug. "Kind of her kink, I guess."

Javier smiled. "Tourists are strange."

I took his hand and pulled him toward the cabana.

"Come on," I said, "it might be fun. At least you'll get a story."

"Probably not the kind of story I can ever repeat!"

Mia and Patricio hadn't even made it into Mia's bedroom. Patricio lay naked on the floor, his head resting on a throw pillow, while Mia bent over him, her head bobbing up and down. When she heard us enter, she pulled her head up and turned to look at me, eyes wild.

"My phone is on the couch," she said, "I need Bobby to see this."

I looked down to see what Mia was working on, and gasped. When she said that Patricio was "hung," she wasn't lying — his cock, shiny from Mia's spit, was easily the largest I had ever seen, in real life or even in one of Roger's porno movies. Mia had two hands wrapped around it, but her fingers couldn't meet when she circled its girth; three hands could easily have stacked themselves on the shaft and still left its bulbous, glistening head uncovered. How she intended to fit that monster inside her was beyond my comprehension — surely it would split her in two.

"I can barely get it in my mouth," she gasped when I knelt beside her, phone in hand. "Look at this thing!"

She opened her mouth as wide as she could and swallowed Patricio's cock head. He made a happy, purring sound while Mia tried to get more of it in, sliding her mouth down until she had consumed more than three inches of it; the head must be pressing against the back of her throat, and there was so much more of it to go. I snapped a picture, then moved around to Mia's side to get a picture of her hands wrapped around the shaft.

Mia pulled free, gasping for breath, face red. A ribbon of spittle hung between her lip and Patricio's cock.

"Fuck," she said. "I want it all, but I don't think I can swallow it!"

"It's okay, baby," Patricio said, stroking her leg. "It's my curse to never get a decent blow job."

"You shouldn't have to live like that," Mia said with mock pity. "What a terrible, terrible affliction!"

"I know," Patricio said, pouting. "It's tragic, really."

Javier laughed, and I looked up to see him sitting at the couch, a big smile on his face. He was unbuttoning his shirt, exposing a muscular chest with a jagged white scar above his left nipple.

"Don't give him any sympathy," Javier said. "He uses that line all the time — I think he likes to goad women into trying to swallow his whole cock."

"And what's wrong with that?" Patricio, asked, propping himself up on his elbows while Mia nibbled up and down his shaft. "I like to encourage people to do their best, to make a strong effort to reach their dreams."

"You mean your dreams," Javier said. He was unbuckling his belt as he spoke; he was moving awfully fast for the gentleman I had initially taken him to be. "Your dreams of being completely consumed in a warm, willing mouth."

"That lady from Belgium managed last summer," he said. "She might have been a sword swallower in a circus — simply amazing!"

"I can do it," Mia said from between Patricio's legs, where she was licking his balls and working both hands up and down his cock. "I can take it all. Vanna, I'm going to need your help."

"What?" I asked. "How am I going to help you swallow that thing?"

"It's all about the angle," Mia said. She stood and sauntered over to the couch, shooing Javier off. He stood and finished unbuckling his belt, eyes clearly focused on Mia's ass as she turned and sat on the couch, then spun so her feet went up the back cushions and her head hung over the edge.

"Support my head," Mia said to me, "and get the camera ready. Patricio, bring that thing over here!"

Patricio pushed himself to his knees and moved over toward the couch, his cock swinging. He held it by the base and tapped the head against Mia's lips; she lapped hungrily at it, rolling her tongue around the crown and sipping at the tip. Mia tilted her head back, and I put a hand against the back of her head.

While I supported the weight of her head, Patricio put his cock between Mia's lips and pressed slowly forward with his hips. I watched in wonder as it disappeared an inch at a time into Mia's mouth; I was so mesmerized that I almost forgot to take a picture of his shaft sliding between her lips.

Mia made a gurgling sound when the base of Patricio's cock neared her lips, and he pulled back, the head of his cock bouncing on her nose. Mia laughed and said, "So close! Let me try again ..."

She adjusted her head, letting it hang a little lower, and Patricio approached again. Bit by bit, his cock entered her mouth; Mia had her eyes squeezed closed, and I could see her struggling to breathe through her nose as the cock claimed more and more of the space in her mouth and throat. I watched in wonder as Mia's throat bulged with the cock's progress. When Patricio's balls touched Mia's nose, he let out a cheer and raised his arms in victory, then gently fucked Mia's mouth with a few thrusts of his hips before pulling free.

Mia choked and gasped, letting out a little cry when Patricio's cock made its exit. She spun her legs down and stretched out on the couch, and Patricio bent down to plant a kiss on her lips.

"I hope you got pictures," Mia gasped, "because I don't know if I can do that again."

"You and the Belgian sword swallower," Patricio said, "the two most talented women on the planet."

"Bravo, Mia, you made his tawdry dreams come true," Javier said. I looked up and saw that he was standing behind Patricio, naked, holding his erect cock in his hand. It was an impressive cock — if it weren't for the competition from Patricio in that room, I'd even call it huge — and it glistened with a smear of pre-cum on the head. My tongue traced my lips, imaging what it would be like to swallow it; I could probably take most of it without resorting to Mia's acrobatics, but it would be a challenge. A challenge worth accepting.

"You're the only one wearing clothes, Vanna," Mia said, tugging at the hem of my dress. "You're not shy, are you?"

Not shy anymore, that's for sure; in two days I had gone from relatively demure to a dedicated nudist. I pulled my dress up over my head and tossed it aside; I heard an appreciative sound from Javier when I freed my tits from my bra, and he knelt down behind me, reaching his hands around to fondle them. I leaned back into him and arched an arm over my head to pull his face down to mine for a long, probing kiss.

Javier pressed his cock against my back; I could feel its velvety head resting on my spine. He slipped his fingers into my panties, teasing along the waistband and tickling my thighs, and tugged them down to bare my ass. I groaned, enjoying how tantalizingly close to my pussy he was letting his fingers wander.

Mia, meanwhile, was in no mood for teasing. She practically launched herself off the couch and onto Patricio's lap, pushing him onto his back — for such a tiny thing, she was surprisingly strong, especially when she was after something she wanted. And what she wanted was Patricio's cock.

"I said I want to ride you all night long," Mia said, her hands on Patricio's cheeks as she pinned him to the floor. "And that's exactly what I'm going to do."

I watched Mia reach between her legs and find Patricio's erection, still shiny and slippery from the earlier throat fucking. She rubbed the head in circles around her pussy, slowly opening the soft lips. Patricio gripped her by the hips and shifted under her, trying to guide his tool toward her slit. I couldn't imagine that monster entering her tiny pussy without a fight.

"Fuck," Mia groaned in frustration. "I need it, but it's too big! Fuck!" The blunt head of Patricio's cock knocked at the door of her pussy, but it wasn't opening wide enough to let it through.

"Maybe Javier can warm you up," Patricio said with a laugh. "Javier, are you interested in helping out? Your cock should fit easier."

I reached behind me and grabbed Javier's cock, feeling more than a little protective of it. Mia had already claimed the big one for herself, and had enjoyed Ramon's and Mike's as well over the last couple of days. Even if I wasn't going to use it to its fullest, I felt like Javier's was my cock for tonight. And I had already decided there were a lot of things I could do with it short of fucking it.

"Come on, Vanna," Mia said, looking up at with her big, beautiful eyes; it was as if she could read my mind. "Don't be selfish — I just want to use it for a little while."

"Don't you think you should ask Javier?" I snapped. "It's his dick."

"Javier," Mia purred, "would you be a darling and put your big dick in my little pussy? I'm oh so tight, and I need some help opening it up for Patricio's hammer of the gods."

Javier's cock twitched in my hand; I suppose having Mia purr those dirty words would make any cock that much harder. He squeezed my tits and rubbed his shaft along my back, bending down to nuzzle my neck and lick my ear.

"Maybe if Vanna helps me put it in," he said, "and helps clean me off after I pull it out. But then I want to be sure Vanna gets a reward, too, for her generosity."

He licked my throat — he had a long, supple tongue, and I imagined what it would do between my legs. One hand slid over my belly and between my legs, and he drew slow, gentle circles around my clit. I found he was being very persuasive. Maybe I could be convinced to share.

"If your tongue can do those tricks between my legs," I said, "I suppose I can share your cock."

"You won't be disappointed," Javier whispered, then circled my ear with the tip of his tongue. I felt the tingle all the way down to my clit.

"Then hurry up!" Mia demanded.

Javier moved over to kneel behind Mia while she straddled Patricio. I knelt behind Javier and stroked his cock, then reached a hand out to feel Mia's cunt. She was sopping wet, and trembled when my fingers touched her. I slid a finger inside and stroked slowly in and out, and Mia pushed her ass back against my hand.

"Ready?" I whispered to Javier. From the way his cock quivered in my hand it was clear that he was beyond ready. One hand on his cock, one on Mia's pussy, I lined them up and guided Javier in. His cockhead disappeared between her lips, reappeared when he shifted his hips back, and then suddenly he was buried up to the hilt inside her. She moaned and collapsed onto Patricio, pushing her tits against his chest and raising her hips so Javier could pound her hard while I clung to his waist.

"How is she?" I whispered into Javier's ear. "Is she tight? Is she soft? Can you feel her squeezing your shaft?"

"So fucking tight," Javier said between grunts. "No wonder Patricio is having trouble getting in."

Mia grunted into Patricio's neck, and he ran his hands up and down her hips and ass while Javier fucked her. Patricio's cock bounced against Mia's belly with each of Javier's thrusts. I dug my nails into Javier's sides and let myself rise and fall with his steady beat. The sound of his flesh smacking Mia's filled the air. I closed my eyes and imagined what it would feel like to have his cock plunging into my pussy, and I groaned with frustration.

"Oh god that's good," Mia moaned. "Oh god that's opening me up. Fuck me hard!"

Javier's skin was slick with sweat, and his breathing was starting to turn into panting. I was worried that he was going to empty his balls into Mia, and then I'd be left with a resting cock to play with while Mia got a second hard shafting.

Sometimes when Roger is close to coming and I'm not ready yet, I bite his earlobe. I decided to try that with Javier, and he cried out in surprise and pain when my teeth pinched the sensitive flesh. It seemed to work, or at least he didn't come. He looked back at me with wide eyes, and I grinned, baring my teeth and pushing at his ass, urging him to keep pumping.

"Oh fuck," Mia moaned, "I think I'm ready for the next size up."

Javier reluctantly pulled out, and I immediately grabbed his shaft and gave it a long, firm stroke. It was slick with Mia's juices. While I pulled him back into my arms, Mia squatted above Patricio, holding her sopping pussy lips wide with one hand while guiding Patricio's cock with the other. She gritted her teeth and grunted as she worked the head against her opening; soon her pussy had consumed his glans, and she lowered herself onto his shaft, letting out a long, low cry as his cock filled her.

I pumped Javier's cock while watching Mia ride Patricio. Patricio held her waist and helped her to rise up and down; her eyes were closed, her brow beaded with sweat, the muscles in her back and thighs rippled with the effort. Rhythmic groans escaped her gently parted lips as she rose and fell, rose and fell, and I could see Patricio's huge balls tighten beneath her.

Javier's slippery cock was begging to be sucked; I wanted to taste Mia's juices mingled with his sweat and musk. I pushed him onto his back and dove between his legs, gobbling him hungrily while he wound my hair around his fingers. His flavor was intoxicating, and I wanted to savor it forever. I rolled my tongue around the crown of his cock and sucked, swallowing the tangy blend like I was doing shots.

"Oh fuck, Vanna," he groaned, "I'm going to come if you keep doing that."

I took his cock out of my mouth long enough to look at him and say, "Promise?" and then dove back to work. I could feel his cock pulsing in my mouth, and I stroked his shaft with my fist while holding his glans firmly between my lips. He bucked his hips, closed his eyes, and let out a deep, guttural moan as he flooded my mouth with his hot, salty seed. I swallowed him hungrily, not letting a single drop escape my lips.

Javier's abdomen rippled as the last waves of his orgasm surged through him, and his grip on my head relaxed. I slid up his body, feeling his slick cock slide between my breasts and down my belly, and pressed my mouth against his. In my experience, a lot of guys aren't too keen on deep kissing after they've blasted their load into a woman's mouth; Javier's tongue pushed into my mouth and circled my teeth, lapping up any residual blend of his jizz and my split. It made my pussy contract just to think of him hungrily devouring his own cum.

"Your turn," he whispered as he rolled me over onto my back and kissed his way down my body, suckling my nipples and tonguing my belly button as he made his way between my legs. I held onto his head and spread my legs wide as he dove into my pussy, tongue lapping greedily at my lips and seeking my clit.

When I turned my head, I had an intimate view of Mia's pussy sliding up and down Patricio's shaft. Her lips clung to his cock with each thrust, and I could see the stiff ridge of his shaft pressing against her clit when she reached his hips on a downstroke. I swear a bulge rippled across her belly when his cock was at his deepest; I could picture his cock filling her completely, stretching her vagina and touching every inch of her soft walls. The sounds she made were barely human — she was reduced to a primal bundle of nerves and need, her throbbing clit and gushing cunt the only things that existed in her world. Part of me was jealous of her absolute abandonment to the pleasure of being fucked; but I was quickly letting go myself as Javier devoured me, his lips and tongue and teeth everywhere at once.

"Oh fuck, Javier," I groaned, holding his head tight to my pussy. "I'm going to come, and when I come I'm ... um ... wet ..."

Javier's only response was to double down on his efforts to consume my pussy entirely. He hummed as he sucked my clit and slid two fingers into my cunt, bending them to stroke the wall of my vagina about an inch into the channel, and that sent me hurtling over the edge. I wrapped my legs around his head and pulled his hair as hard as I could and I came, hard and gushing and completely abandoned to the waves of pleasure that threatened to shake me into a million pieces.

When Javier was able to pull himself free, as I slowly descended from the heights of my climax with jittering spasms shaking my body, he slid up my body and pressed his mouth to mine. I suppose that there are a lot of women, too, who don't want to kiss their lovers after they've been eaten; I'm not one of them, I love to taste my own copious juices on my partner's mouth. I lapped the slick sheen from Javier's lips and cheeks, and he used his tongue to make sure all of my flavors found their way to my mouth.

"FUCK FUCK FUCK!" Mia shouted. Javier and I both turned our heads to see her bouncing on Patricio's cock, her thighs shaking with effort, and then throw her head back for a loud, roaring scream. Patricio was laughing and gasping, trying to keep her seated on his cock while her body convulsed. Then he closed his eyes, squeezed her ass, and let out a long sigh as he flooded Mia's pussy with his cum.

We were too exhausted to drag ourselves to either bedroom. Javier pulled pillows and cushions down onto the floor, and the four of us snuggled into a tangle of limbs and sweaty bodies. I buried my nose between Mia's breasts, smelling and tasting her musky arousal, while Javier spooned against me, his half-hard, cum-sticky cock pressed against my ass.

I decided then that I would fuck him, or Patricio, or somebody, so long as I got Roger's agreement. And I would agree to Roger fucking, too, when the opportunity arose, as it surely would with Bobby around.

I reached out for my discarded clothes, fishing around for my phone but trying not to disturb the pile of passion-spent bodies nestled around me. After a few minutes I found it, and pulled it close. Javier was breathing deeply and slowly against my shoulder — was he asleep? — but his cock twitched against my ass. It would be so easy to lift my leg just a little bit, to shift my hip and guide his cock toward my still-sopping, still-open pussy.

"Hey baby," I tapped into the chat box for Roger, "I think we need to talk about some things — I think we need to see if there's anything to these fantasies that could be real ..."

I hit send and held my breath, waiting for a reply. Would he call as soon as he saw the message? Would he agree that we were reaching some strange turning point, that a new world of adventure and passion was opening before us? Would he run away from it, terrified at what it might mean, or would he embrace it?

I stared at the phone, waiting for a reply, any reply, until sleep overtook me and I slipped into unconsciousness with Javier pressed to my back, Mia under my head, and Patricio snoring softly with his head on my hip.


Chapter eight
Permission granted


There was already another couple fucking on the bed when Cait, Gary, and I got to the next room. The woman was riding on the man, head thrown back and breasts thrust out, and she looked askance at us for a moment. With a sigh, she pressed her thighs against the man beneath her, and they slid over, making more room on the king size bed.

Gary and Cait embraced and kissed and slowly settled onto the bed, Cait beneath Gary. They hadn't bothered to dress again after doffing their clothes below their waists, and Gary's hard cock nuzzled against Cait's tangle of curly red pubic hair. I set on ass cheek on the bed beside them and watched intently as Cait and Gary kissed, tongues dancing and hands roaming.

The couple beside them seemed to be reaching their climax. The woman was grunting, hips swiveling against the man's, and the man's breath was ragged. I wanted to stroke my cock in time with their thrusts, but I made a conscious effort to keep my orgasm at bay. I could have blasted off watching Bobby fuck Tasha — my cockhead was slick with pre-cum from their show — and having avoided coming then, I wanted to wait until Gary and Cait had given me a show as well.

Cait dug her fingers into Gary's ass, pulling him to her so his cock slid through her bush and brushed against her belly. I could see the slick moisture rising from her slit, and the easy glide of his shaft against her pussy. My cock twitched, and it took all my willpower to keep my hand away from it.

"Put it in," Cait moaned, raising her hips against Gary's. "Put it in, damn it, fuck me with that thing!"

Gary pressed his mouth against Cait's, took his shaft in his hand, and guided it to her opening. She groaned as he entered her, and wrapped her legs around his waist. I gave my cock one firm stroke, and then pulled my hand away.

Gary and Cait were just starting as the couple beside them reached the end of their fucking. The woman was quivering on top of the man's cock, eyes closed and thighs shaking. The man held her hips, the look on his face one of total concentration. Her breathing was short and sharp, and she leaned down to press her tits against his chest while she pumped her hips in a fast, relentless rhythm. He raised his hips to meet hers, and when she let out a cry as her orgasm shook her, he squeezed his eyes shut, lifted his hips, and groaned. I gave myself another stroke, and then watched as he quivered and shook, letting himself erupt inside her cunt.

My cock begged to be stroked. I put both hands on the bed and knelt on the floor, watching Cait's face. She was beautiful in her passion, focused entirely on Gary's steady cadence. Her curly red hair fell against the sheets, and a glow rose from her skin.

The other couple had stopped their frantic movements and were settling into a gentle cuddle. They were watching Cait and Gary, too, and the woman reached over to put a hand lightly on Gary's shoulder. I was overwhelmed with a feeling of conviviality — there was no competition in the room, and no shame, only pure happiness in seeing that everyone felt pleasure and passion in the moment.

Gary's pace quickened, and Cait lifted her hips to meet his thrusts. She pulled his face to hers, and I stroked my cock in time to their fucking. Gary groaned, the muscles in his neck straining, and Cait dug her fingers into his ass. She suddenly shouted, holding Gary hard against her, and Gary raised himself up on his arms and shouted with her. I joined their release and filled the green condom while watching Cait's legs quiver around Gary's waist.

Cait lay still for a few moments, her breathing becoming more regular. She turned to look at me with a broad smile on her face.

"Two shows for one ticket," she said. "You're a lucky fella."

"That was amazing," I said. "Thank you for letting me watch."

"Thank you for watching," she replied. "It makes the fucking that much nicer."

We collected our clothes and made our way back downstairs. The party was breaking up, guests retrieving their coats and shoes, hugging and kissing Gabbie as they ventured back out into the cold and snow. I was walking reluctantly toward the coatroom, imagining the snowy drive home and the empty house waiting for me, when I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned to see Bobby behind me.

"Why don't you stay?" he asked. "Cait and Gary and I are going to crash here tonight and help Gabbie with the cleanup in the morning. Unless you've got someplace better to be."

"I should probably check if Vanna's called or texted," I said, motioning toward the coatroom where my phone lay in my coat pocket.

"Do that, then come back to the living room," Bobby said. "We're going to polish off the mulled wine before bed."

Most of the coats were gone by the time I got to the front room, so it was easy to find my coat, lying lonely on the end of a couch. I fished out my phone — low on battery, and empty of new messages. I thought about firing off a quick text to Vanna, letting her know I was thinking of her, but I didn't want to seem like I was clinging. We had agreed that she would have fun within the boundaries of our relationship while she was down at Secretos, and I didn't want to intrude on her adventure. Surely she was out dancing again with Mia, and probably nowhere near her phone anyway. I powered it down and tucked it into my pants pocket, then went back to join the rest.

Bobby sat on a couch with Gabbie and her husband, Ron, sipping from steaming mugs. Cait and Gary snuggled on a loveseat, still flushed and tousled from their powerful fuck upstairs. I took a mug from the serving tray and sat in an armchair facing Bobby.

"So, what did you think of your first swinger party?" Bobby asked me with a grin.

"It was — something. My head is still spinning."

"You're such a showoff, Bobby," Gabbie said, slapping his knee. "That whole setup with Tasha — how long had you been planning that?"

"It was pretty spontaneous, actually," Bobby said. "I didn't even know she was coming until she got here. But we hadn't done anything like that for months, so it was inevitable."

"Tasha's a bit of an attention whore herself," Cait said with a laugh. "The two of you make quite a fine pair. But bravo for the fucking, it was a work of art!"

"Thank you," Bobby said, bowing his head, "but I owe it all to my partner. And to my audience. You drew quite an audience yourself, you lady ..." He grinned at Cait over his mug, and I saw the color rise in her cheeks.

"I suppose your performance got us a bit hot and bothered," she said. "The private room was a little more crowded than I expected it to be after your show, though I don't think anyone was complaining too much."

"So Roger," Bobby said, turning to face me, "which performance did you prefer — Tasha and me, or Cait and Gary?"

I blushed and looked down at my feet. Cait's "performance" was certainly my favorite — it was intimate and beautiful, and her emotions were raw and powerful while Gary plowed her on the bed. Bobby and Tasha were too showy, obviously doing it as much for the attention as the pleasure; I didn't feel the same warmth and intimacy when they finished as I did after Cait and Gary came together.

"They were both really good," I said, "in their own way. I don't think I could ever do something like that."

Gary laughed. "Well, you did, sort of. Not everyone is comfortable having a wank in the playroom on their first visit." His accent, while clearly American, had adopted traces of Cait's lilt. "You need to be pretty comfortable in your own skin to do that."

"It was dark," I said, "and everyone else was doing it ..."

"All the same," Cait said, "it was a brave step for someone just dipping a toe in this steamy water. And I must say, I liked what I saw." She gave me a grin and a wink.

My face burned, but I felt my cock stiffening in my slacks. "Um, thanks," I said, "it's been a weird couple of days for me ..."

"I suppose not every week betwixt the holidays starts off with a buttery wank," she said, and I heard Gabbie stifling a guffaw.

"It was weird even before that," I said, "but tonight might have been weirder yet."

"So the 'buttery wank' is a kind of pivot point in your tale of lust," Cait said. "I do wonder how the rest of your story will unfold."

We broke up for the night soon after. Gabbie and Ron invited Bobby up to their room — "I missed the big show," Gabbie said, stroking Roger's thigh, "maybe you could give me a little replay?" Cait and Gary retired to the room where I'd watched them fuck — Gabbie handed a bundle of clean bedding to Gary, promising to give the room a good airing out tomorrow. Ron made up a cot for me in an upstairs office before hurrying off to join Bobby and Gabbie, who had already started the replay based on the squeaking mattress I heard from the room down the hall.

I was exhausted, and fell asleep quickly. The rhythmic sounds from Gabbie's room, muffled by the closed door and the comforter pulled over my head, invaded my dreams, in which I was plowing Vanna — no, Mia? Cait? Vanna, definitely Vanna — on a huge spinning bed while a faceless crowd clustered in the shadows.

I woke to the smell of coffee wafting from downstairs. It was still dark outside, though I could see a little gray light on the horizon out the window. I pulled on my pants and shirt, tucked my powered-down phone into my back pocket, and made my way downstairs; the house was dark and quiet.

I found my way to the kitchen, where I discovered Cait sitting at a small table, wearing a blue nightgown and wool socks, holding a mug of coffee in front of her face. Her curly red hair was tangled from the pillow, and her eyes still had the fog of sleep over them. She smiled when she saw me.

"I hope I didn't wake you," she said quietly. "I'm still adjusting to the time difference, and thought I'd get an early start on the task at hand. Grab a mug and have a seat."

I found a clean mug in the cupboard, poured some coffee, and joined her at the table.

"Coffee and not tea?" I asked.

"Gary is a terrible influence on me," Cait said, "with his horrible American ways. Also, there's not a leaf of tea to be found in this kitchen, and don't think I didn't look — one takes what one can get."

The counters and sink were piled high with plates and platters, glasses and mugs. There were a few minor spills on the floor, and the refrigerator looked like it could use a wipe down, but all in all, the mess wasn't terrible. I had certainly been faced with worse sights after a college party — apparently adults at a swinger party were more civilized.

"I think we can make quick work of this," Cait said, nodding toward the sink. "If the two of us take care of it before the rest are up, there's that much more time to play. After I finish my coffee, of course."

Cait's hip bumped mine while we stood in front of the sink, drying off the serving platters and stacking them on the counter. Most of the plates and silverware fit into the dishwasher, which was happily gurgling away after about a half hour of rinsing and loading, so only the overflow and odd-sized things needed a hand washing.

Just in case I imagined that bump to have been an accident, she bumped my hip again and grinned up at me. Her green eyes sparkled and her tousled red curls shone in the morning light streaming into the kitchen.

"So it was right here," she said, "in this very kitchen, where the infamous Butter Wank occurred?"

The ways she said it, I could hear the capital letters in "Butter Wank," as though it were a momentous historical event. And I suppose it was momentous, at least in my personal history.

I blushed and said, "Um, yeah, right over there, I guess." I nodded toward the oven; we had neatly stacked the cookie sheets and mixing bowls on the counter where the stick of butter had been sitting.

"And was the butter hard or soft?" she asked.

"Kind of soft," I said. "I had to use a knife to cut off a piece, but it melted pretty fast."

"I'm sure it did," she said. "It must have heated up quite quickly when applied. Any idea what brand of butter it was? We, of course, are a Kerrygold household, but it's not always available in the States."

"I don't really know — I suppose it was a generic, Gabbie was doing a lot of baking and probably going through a bunch of it."

"Hmmm, I wonder if a better butter would have had a more pleasant feel? Would you recommend butter as a personal lubricant?"

"No, absolutely not," I said with a laugh. "I mean, it did in a pinch, but by the time I got home it was slimy and starting to smell bad. No, butter is less than ideal."

"I'm a little surprised that Gabbie didn't have lube scattered about the house on her freeuse day," Cait said. "I'd have expected her to plan ahead, being an old hand at the matter."

I took a deep breath and asked, "Do you ever do a ... um ... a freeuse day?"

"Goodness no," Cait said with a chuckle. "At least not on Gabbie's scale — goodness, practically fucking the whole neighborhood, can you imagine? I mean, there are days Gary and I go about the house in the altogether and set to fucking whenever the mood hits. And we might invite another couple over for a bit of naked craic. But we're quite tame by the standards of someone like Gabbie or Bobby or Mia."

The mention of Mia made my heart jump a little. I wondered if she had been involved in anymore "naked craic" with Vanna. My cock stirred in my slacks, and I tried to shift it toward my leg to keep it from tenting too obviously. Cait caught my maneuvers, though, and gave me a wicked grin.

"Is all the chatter about wanks and lubes waking you up?" she asked. "Or has your langer been stirring all morning?"

"'Langer'?" I asked.

She laughed. "I'm a Cork gal, sorry. Your 'willy', then; did your willy rise and shine with you this morning, or is it just now having a stretch?"

"Well, it's usually a little bit awake first thing in the morning," I said, "I mean, that's normal ... but I guess the ... um ... loose talk ..."

Cait bumped me with her hip again, but it was my hip she connected with. She aimed her hip squarely at my crotch, and let it grind against my cock for a moment before swinging her hips back. My erection could no longer be hidden, so I didn't bother.

"Maybe willy would like to come out and play?" she asked, twirling a curl of her red hair around one finger and biting her lip. "Cleaning up always makes me a little horny, and I don't think the others will be awake for a bit."

I laughed, my heart pounding, and reached out my hand to timidly touch her waist. She leaned into me, pressing her tits into my chest, and went up on her toes to kiss me. Her tongue teased my lips while she reached a hand between us to gently trace the outline of my shaft through my pants. My cock twitched under her touch, and she giggled.

"I think willy would like very much to come out," she whispered. "He's practically knocking the door down."

My breath was fast and shallow. I kissed her hard, bringing my hands down to her ass. I bunched her nightgown in my fists and let my fingers trace the curve of her smooth, naked ass. She groaned and squeezed my cock harder.

"I don't suppose there's any butter out," I said into her tangled hair.

"I don't suppose we'll need it," she said, and pulled my hand around and under her nightgown so my fingers brushed her pussy lips. And indeed, there was no lack of natural lubrication happening there — I traced a finger around the opening to her pussy, pulling moisture out to drag up into her dense red bush.

She let my hand wander around under her nightgown without her guidance and quickly undid my belt and fly; there was no fumbling, her fingers were deft and certain, and in seconds she had pulled my slacks and boxers down to my knees. My cock sprang up into her ready hands, and she squeezed my shaft while biting at my lips with her hard little teeth.

"Fuck it's hard," she said. Her hands made a twisting motion as she stroked, one hand after the other rising from base to tip in a perpetual upward tug. "You're going to put it in me, right? None of that silly red wristband business this morning? Because I'm feeling like I need to be filled."

Oh fuck I wanted to fill her up, I wanted feel my cock parting her pussy lips and driving deep into her channel. I wanted to feel how tight and wet she was, wanted to feel her cunt squeezing my cock with every thrust. But oh fuck, what about Vanna? We had let our limits become porous, but how porous could they be before they weren't limits at all?

"I ... I don't know," I gasped. "I need to ... fuck, I need ..."

"I need, too," she said, pushing my bare ass against the kitchen counter and lifting a leg up over my hip. She teased her clit with the head of my cock; I could feel her slick nectar dribbling over the crown.

"Give me ... give just a minute," I groaned, putting my hand over the entrance of her pussy, in part to savor the soft wetness of her folds and in part to block my own cock from going where it so desperately wanted to go.

"Come to terms with your conscience, Roger," she whispered. "But do it quickly."

She dropped to her knees in front of me and suddenly engulfed my cock with her mouth. I groaned, wrapping her curls in my hands as her tongue slithered around the head of my cock.

Breathing hard, I struggled to find the pocket of my slacks and retrieve my phone. I powered it up, struggling to come up with a way to address this particular topic with Vanna. Should I come right out and ask if could fuck Cait? Should I grant her permission to go off the leash during this strange Betwixtmas and not tell her that it's because I want to go off the leash myself? Do I want her to go off the leash, or do I just want to fuck Cait? Would I regret doing this, or would I regret not doing this?

When my phone came up, I saw that a message had come from Vanna shortly after I had turned my phone off and made my to the living room to hang out with Gabbie, Ron, Cait, Gary, and Bobby. I tapped on it and took a deep breath when I read her words — "I think we need to see if there's anything to these fantasies that could be real ..."

Well, something very real about my fantasies was currently sucking my cock with incredible effect. Cait's mouth worked up and down my shaft while she fondled my balls, a look of total concentration on her beautiful face. With shaky fingers I started to tap out a response, but every reply somehow seemed wrong, incomplete, too subtle or too direct; having my cock in Cait's mouth wasn't helping my composition skills any.

That was when my phone buzzed, and I answered immediately.

"Baby," Vanna said as soon as the call connected. "Oh fuck, baby, what's — what's happening to me?"

"I don't know," I whispered, "what's happening to you?" I didn't want her to ask what was happening to me, because there was no good way to put it over the phone.

"Oh god, baby, it's all happening so fast, it's so strange, I ..."

"This week is crazy," I said, "it's crazy here, it's crazy there ... oh fuck ..." I gasped when Cait took my cock deep into her throat, her nose pressed into my pubic hair, and then pulled free with a wet popping sound. She smiled up at me and stroked my shaft before returning to nibbling up and down the sensitive underside.

"I want ... I think we should ..." Vanna's breath was ragged, I couldn't tell if she was crying or panting. "Can we just say ... can we call this week just a crazy thing that happens and it doesn't count and we go back to normal?"

"Yes," I gasped, "except I want to hear about it, too, you need to tell me your adventures, I want them to be big fucking adventures ..."

"Oh fuck," Vanna gasped, "oh fuck yes, right ... yes, I'll tell you, every fucking word, all of it, and you tell me yours and you fuck me silly the second I see you again ..."

"I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before," I gasped, looking down at Cait smiling up at me; I wasn't sure if I was addressing Vanna or Cait — really, I was addressing them both, because I intended both of them to receive the fucking of a lifetime.

"I'm holding you to it," Vanna said, "I'd better not be able to walk for a week."

"You'll be begging me to stop."

"Very ... fuck! ... very unlikely, baby ..."

And the call abruptly ended. My phone slipped from my hand and clattered to the floor, and I leaned back against the counter, head back, while Cait worked her magic on my shaft.

"Did you have a nice chat with the wife?" Cait asked. She gave my balls a playful lick and grinned at me.

I responded by picking her up under her arms, spinning around, and lifting her onto the countertop. Her ass knocked a platter off, which went clattering onto the tiles, but I didn't even look down. Instead, I pushed her thighs apart, grabbed my cock by the base, and plunged deep into her pussy with a single thrust.

Cait let out a yell, wrapped her legs around my waist, and tugged at the buttons on my shirt. She tore them loose rather than bothering to unbutton them, and pushed my shirt over my shoulders while I pumped steadily until her wet channel. I grabbed the hem of her nightgown and lifted it up over her head, and then buried my face between her tits. She dug her nails into my shoulders — I could feel her braking skin, raising a trickle of blood — and grunted each time my groin hit her clit. I could feel her feet, still encased in soft wool socks, bouncing against my ass as I pounded her.

"Holy fuck," she grunted, "that must have been one hell of a chat."

"Best chat ever," I gasped. I brought a hand down between us, wrapping my fingers around her clit and tugging as I fucked her.

"Keep doing that," Cait painted, "fuck, keep doing that, I'm about to come ..."

I gritted my teeth, trying to hold my own orgasm back. My stomach clenched and I squeezed my eyes shut. Cait was breathing hard, her hands on my shoulders and her legs around my waist, and I could feel her belly tighten.

"Right there," she panted, "right there, oh fuck right there ..."

And then she let loose with a howl as her pussy contracted around my cock, rippling up and down my shaft. There was no way my willpower could stand up to her climax, and I answered her howl with one of my own, flooding her pussy with convulsive bursts. She clung to my shoulders and gasped into my ear; my knees felt week, and I had to put my hands on her hips to keep myself upright.

"Fucking amazing," Cait said as she leaned in to kiss me. She plunged her tongue into my mouth, eliciting one final twitch of my cock inside her, and she giggled. "Just fucking amazing."

"Amazing indeed," said a voice behind me. I looked over my shoulder and saw Gary leaning casually on the kitchen doorway in his boxers and a t-shirt, smiling broadly. "That was a howler of an orgasm, macushla."

"You're still saying it wrong," Cait said. With a wriggle of her hips she dislodged my softening cock from her cunt, and then hopped down from the counter. "Now come over and let me have a go with your tool, too, I don't feel like I've finished yet."


Chapter nine
Permission granted 2


Iwoke up near dawn with my bladder about to burst. I disentangled myself from the arms and legs that were cradling me on the floor, found my phone, and scurried to the bathroom. Part of me wanted to see a text from Roger, and part of me didn't; my last message to him — "I think we need to see if there's anything to these fantasies that could be real ..." — had been ambiguous at best. How would he respond? How could he respond to a cryptic statement like that?

The part of me that didn't want to see anything from Roger was rewarded, and it wasn't as happy about the situation as I expected. I knew Roger had gone to Gabbie's party, though Mia had assured me that a "swinger's party" was a much tamer affair than my dirty mind could imagine. She told me about the wristband system, and was adamant that as a first-timer, Bobby would have selected the red one and been a wide-eyed, baffled observer of anything particularly wild. But I did expect a good night text, maybe a story about his night, possibly even a dick pic? I missed Roger's dick, however much I had enjoyed my time with Javier's.

I let the water run for a long time while my brain spun out story after story of what Roger might be up to under the influence of Bobby and Gabbie. But none of them were anywhere near as wild as what I had been doing while he was at the party; none of them involved guiding a cock into my best friend's pussy to open her up for an even bigger cock to come, or watching her acrobatic efforts at deep throating a massive penis. What right did I have to be worried about Roger, when he should really be worried about me?

When I returned to the living room, there was enough sunlight for me to see my three lovers more clearly. Mia was snuggled between Patricio and Javier, her leg thrown over Patricio's hip and her fingers tangled his hair, while Javier was pressed up against her back, his half-hard cock resting on her ass. They looked so peaceful, and also amazingly erotic.

I sat with my back against an armchair and watched them, letting my fingers dance lightly across my hardening nipples. Mia stirred, and I caught a glimpse of her pussy; a trickle of semen had dried on her thighs overnight, and I wanted to crawl over and lick her clean. Javier's cock stiffened at her shift, the shaft twitching before finding a new spot to snuggle against Mia's ass. I couldn't see Patricio's cock, but I imagined that it, too, was swollen with pleasant dreams and nestled against Mia's thigh.

My hand slid over my belly, and I sat with my knees up and thighs spread. I dipped a finger down to my pussy, finding it already moistening, and brought it back up to my lips; I inhaled the musk of my arousal and felt my clit stiffen. Javier's lips and tongue had done wonders last night, sucking my little bud and probing my folds, and I wanted another ride to ecstasy on his mouth. I also wanted his cock — it twitched again against Mia's ass, maybe it could ready my mind? I tried to send it my dirtiest thoughts, my deepest desires to caress its silky smooth shaft, roll my tongue across its spongy purple head, pull it into my mouth and suck out more of Javier's tangy, salty cum. Whether my telepathic thoughts reached his cock or not, I didn't know, but they were certainly waking my clit. I closed my eyes and strummed my pussy with one hand while fondling a tit and pinching a nipple with the other.

"You appear to have woken up warm," a voice said from the tangle of bodies, and I startled, pulling my knees together and hugging them to my chest in a pointless and frankly silly attempt at modesty. Javier had rolled over, his erect cock pointing toward me and a big smile on his face.

"I was just ... thinking," I said, feeling warmth in my face as I blushed. Why I felt any modesty at all after last night, I had no idea, but I couldn't help my sudden fit of shyness.

"I was thinking, too," he said, and brought his hand to his cock. He wrapped his fingers around the base and slid his hand slowly up to the head, then rolled his palm across the crown and slid down again; it was slow and sensuous and made my pussy drip in anticipation.

"What were you thinking about?" I asked, letting my knees drop as my shyness fell away. I leaned back against the chair and slid my ass a few inches closer to Javier, letting his eyes latch onto the wet folds of my cunt.

"Your mouthwatering flavor," he said, "and your tantalizing scent." He licked his lips; I imagined that tongue back between my legs, and I groaned a little while spreading my thighs a little wider.

"You have quite a delicious taste yourself," I said. I could still taste a little of Javier's salty, musky cum against the roof of my mouth, where he had blasted with such force that I had to struggle to swallow it all. It was different from Roger's cum, which tended to be more of a sweet and sour flavor, and not as salty. I wanted another taste of it.

"I don't suppose you're ready for breakfast?" he asked, sliding closer to me. His hand brushed my knee, and I felt sparks shoot up my leg and into my pussy.

"I might be a bit peckish," I whispered. I leaned over and moved closer to him, bringing my face toward his cock.

He grabbed my leg and tugged until I was lying beside him, head to toe, and he immediately plunged his mouth into my core. I gasped and silenced the cry I wanted to let out by taking his cock into my mouth. I didn't want to wake Mia and Patricio — I wanted to savor this morning meal with Javier alone.

I feasted on his cock while Javier feasted on me. He hummed as he ate, his hand stroking the curve of my ass while his tongue probed my folds. I could hear the soft, slick movements of his tongue and lips in the quiet room. His cock vibrated when I sucked it; I licked salty pre-cum from the slit and swallowed the musky sweat beading on the shaft.

Javier gasped, and suddenly pulled his cock from my lips and his mouth from my pussy. I groaned, reaching for his shaft with my hands — I was getting so close! — but he was already moving his mouth toward mine, kissing up my neck and biting at my lips.

"Your mouth is glorious," he said, "but I don't want to come yet."

He turned me onto my back and lay on top of me, his cock pressed against my belly. I could feel his balls on my clit, and I lifted my hips to try to get more contact. He held my face in his hands and kissed my cheeks, my chin, my mouth that wanted to swallow him whole. His weight on me felt comforting and sensual, wrapping me in warmth and strength.

"I want ...," I whispered, running my hands up and down his shoulders. "I want ..."

"What do you want, Vanna?" he asked as he planted light kisses all over my face. "Tell me what you want and I'll make sure you get it."

"I want ...," I gasped, but I couldn't form the words. What I wanted was his cock inside me, buried to the hilt and thrusting hard, I wanted him to fill my pussy and drive me to toe-curling, leg-shaking orgasm. I wanted him to fuck me, and fuck me hard.

"I need to check my phone," I said, digging my fingers into his shoulders. "Just for a second ... please?"

"That breaks the mood a bit, Vanna," he said, "to think you would rather play with your phone than my penis."

I groaned, very aware of his hard cock resting on my belly. There was nothing I wanted more than to play with his cock.

"Please ... and then I'll ... oh fuck, I don't know, I want ..."

He smiled and kissed his way down my body, suckling at my nipples. I arched my back, and then reached out with my hand to find my phone, which I had dropped while watching my sleeping lovers. When I switched over to the text I had sent to Roger, I saw the three little dots wriggling beneath it, indicating that he was forming a response. I caught my breath and stared at those dots, willing them to resolve into letters, while Javier's tongue traced a warm, wet line over my belly.

"Come on," I whispered at the blinking dots, "come on, Roger, come on ..."

Javier slipped a finger inside me and stroked the wall of my vagina, and smiled up at me when I arched my back and groaned. If he kept doing that I was going to come, hard, and then there'd be no controlling my impulses. I jammed my finger against the call button and waited for it to connect.

"Baby," I said as soon as the call connected. "Oh fuck, baby, what's — what's happening to me?" Javier had added his tongue to the tools he was using between my legs, and I squirmed at its ticklish touch.

"I don't know," he whispered, "what's happening to you?" What was happening to me, of course, was that I was being quite expertly eaten out, but I didn't want to put that into so many words.

"Oh god, baby," said, "it's all happening so fast, it's so strange, I ..."

"This week is crazy," he said, "it's crazy here, it's crazy there ... oh fuck ..." I heard Roger gasp, and I wondered what was happening and where he was — that didn't sound like a displeased "oh fuck" at all.

"I want ... I think we should ..." My breath was ragged, and I was having trouble forming words. Itwas as if Javier's tongue had stretched all the way through my body, pussy to mouth, and was holding my tongue captive. "Can we just say ... can we call this week just a crazy thing that happens and it doesn't count and we go back to normal?"

"Yes," he gasped, "except I want to hear about it, too, you need to tell me your adventures, I want them to be big fucking adventures ..."

"Oh fuck —" Javier's tongue wrapped around my clit like an octopus crushing its prey — "oh fuck yes, right ... yes, I'll tell you, every fucking word, all of it, and you tell me yours and you fuck me silly the second I see you again ..."

"I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before," he said.

"I'm holding you to it," I replied, "I'd better not be able to walk for a week."

"You'll be begging me to stop."

"Very ... fuck! ... very unlikely, baby ..."

I hung up without another word and tossed my phone away. I considered that sufficient permission for what I did next, which was to grab Javier by the ears and drag him up my body. I didn't have to drag for long, though, because he quickly scrambled up to plant a wet, musky kiss on my lips. His cock bounced against my pussy, and I reached down to stroke it and guide it home.

"You're sure?" he asked, staring into my eyes.

"Fuck me hard," I said, and bit his lip. "Fuck me silly."

Which he proceeded to do.

My pussy opened to his thrusts, desperate to be filled. His cock touched every part inside me that had been longing for a firm caress since Mia's afternoon romp with Ramon. My vision blurred and I lost my breath as first one, then a second, then a third wave of orgasm swept through me, and I heard Javier laugh with joy at the splashing, squirting stream of nectar that almost forced his cock out of me with the strength of my contractions. He persevered, thank god, keeping his cock deep inside me while I bore down on his with all my strength.

My waves of orgasm were starting to recede, leaving me stranded on a blissful cloud, when Javier reached between us and took his cock my the base. He tried to pull out, but I gasped "NO!" and dug my fingers into his ass so hard he let out a yelp. Then he smiled, stared deep into my eyes, and emptied himself inside me. I felt his cum splash against my cervix, warm and thick, and I shuddered as his cock twitched and shivered inside me.

I had been so absorbed in Javier's glorious fucking that I had failed to hear Mia and Patricio wake up. Now as I sank into sated repose, I heard soft grunts from where Mia and Patricio were lying. I looked over Javier's shoulder and saw that Mia was lying on her side facing me, one leg lifted high, while Patricio lay behind her with the head of his cock nestled against her pussy and a finger gently strumming her clit.

She smiled at me, and said, "So I guess you talked to Roger?"

"We came to a new agreement," I said, closing my eyes while Javier stroked my face. I could feel his cock slowly slipping free of my pussy, leaving a trickle of still-warm cum in its wake. "I think it's mutually beneficial from what I could hear over the phone."


Chapter ten
The Spirit of Betwixtmas at Home


Gabbie, Ron, and Bobby came downstairs while Gary and I were having our way with Cait. Well, actually, one doesn't really have their way with Cait — one has Cait's way with Cait, and you'd better be up to her demanding standards or you'll definitely hear about it. She was not at all shy about telling me that my efforts behind her while she knelt on all fours and sucked Gary's cock were insufficiently dynamic — "you're fucking me like an old man with a weak heart, Roger," she said — and insisted that I watch while Gary took my place and pounded her the way she wanted it.

The newcomers poured themselves coffee and sat the table to watch, smiling approvingly. Cait was on her back while I lapped at her fiery bush, and Gary knelt beside her so she could work her tongue over his knob. She was so focused on Gary's cock that she didn't realize that we had an audience for several minutes.

"Oh, you're up!" she said when she noticed the trio at the table. "Bobby, Ron, I'm so glad you're here — why don't you join forces and pop my gangbang cherry?"

"What do you mean, 'gangbang cherry'?" Gary said with a laugh. "What about the four blokes at the party in Belfast?"

"Doesn't count," she said. "One of them got nervous and shot himself in the belly before I even touched his langer, and one finished in my mouth before he got into my twat. It's got to be at least four lads giving me a ride, or it's just a plain old good time and not a true gangbang."

"Your wife has high standards," Ron said with a chuckle. "But I'm happy to oblige."

"And what about me?" asked Gabbie. "Am I supposed to just drink coffee and watch?"

"I think you could join in the fun as well," Cait said with a wicked smile. "Have you not had a gangbang?"

"Oh honey," Gabbie said. She stood and pulled her nightgown over her head, freeing her gorgeous breasts and shaking out her bed-tousled hair. "I hold all the neighborhood records; four is just a lazy morning session for me."

Cait directed the scene in the kitchen despite being on her back with her nightgown balled up for a pillow under her head. She urged us to keep rotating, touching and tickling and licking as she grabbed at cocks and balls with her hands and mouth. Gabbie was reduced to laughter when she found that Cait had no trouble handling all four cocks at once, leaving Gabbie few opportunities to force her way into the play. At one point she yanked Cait's hand off my cock and pulled me away to fuck her against the table, out of Cait's reach — "I want to be a good hostess," Gabbie grunted, hands on the table while I hammered her from behind, "but I need to get a little action, too."

By the time we had finished with her, Cait was a sweaty, sticky, cum-drenched, and smiling mess. Ron had covered her breasts with honey while Bobby was fucking her, and we all took turns licking the syrupy golden goo from her skin. There was honey on us all, and on the floor as well; to think that Cait and I had made the kitchen spotless only an hour or so earlier.

Gary helped Cait to her feet, and she wobbled a little, laughing. He held her in a tight embrace, hands on her ass, and then swept her up as though he was carrying his bride across the threshold. She threw her arms around him and pulled him down for a kiss.

"I'm going to go give this one a good washing up," Gary said with Cait in his arms. "I'll see if I can make her presentable."

"I'm a fucking disgrace!" Cait squealed. "There's not soap in the whole world to get me clean."

"I intend to try my best to scrub every inch of you all the same," said Gary as they left kitchen.

"You should stay the rest of the week," Gabbie said to me. She licked a drizzle of honey off my nipple, sending a wave of pleasure through me and making my cock, which I thought might never recover from this morning's adventure, twitch to life again. "Bobby's staying, and I'm trying to convince Cait and Gary as well — they're staying with Gary's cousins, who are a lot less fun than we are."

"I'd like that," I said. "If it's not an imposition."

Gabbie squeezed my balls and leaned in to kiss me, smearing more honey on me. I might never get the sticky mess off me.

"You'd better impose," she said, "I insist that you must be an insatiable burden for the next four days."

Vanna and Mia were to return on Tuesday — New Year's Eve — and somehow it was still only Friday morning. I had taken off the whole week from work, originally planning a lazy several days of video games and frozen pizzas, living the dream of a ten-year-old boy. I went back to my house to collect clothes and toiletries for my extended stay with Gabbie, living the dream of a horny sixteen-year-old boy.

It wasn't, actually, a non-stop fuckfest — there's still the matter of biology to factor in, even a healthy cock needs some time to recover. Much of our time was spent lounging in Gabbie's living room, chatting and nibbling at the cookies that continued to emerge from the kitchen on a regular basis. Gabbie's husband Ron still went in to his auto dealership for a few hours — apparently Betwixtmas week was a busy time for car shoppers — while Bobby and I made regular visits to the racquetball court. Without the racquetball, I would probably have gained ten pounds from the flow of cookies and cocoa — though the regular energetic sex would probably have helped keep the weight off.

Because while it wasn't a non-stop fuckfest, there was indeed a good deal of fucking. Gabbie liked to make the rounds of her guests when we got up, making sure no morning wood went to waste. I would lie on the guest bed Ron moved into the study, listening to Gabbie finishing up with Gary nextdoor, heart fluttering in anticipation of the knock on my door. She would enter naked and flushed, skin a little damp from sweat, and climb aboard my erection with a hearty "Good morning," riding me until I emptied my balls into her.

Opportunities for play emerged throughout the day — a quick cuddle with Cait as we passed in the kitchen might turn into a little cunnilingus; Gabbie liked a little bit of a spin cycle when she was doing laundry, sitting on top of the washing machine while it vibrated beneath her; a few times I found myself alone on the couch between Cait and Gabbie, and a sexy story from one or the other would devolve into a pleasant session of mutual masturbation.

I occasionally stumbled on other residents' activities — Ron and Bobby spitroasting Gabbie in the dining room, Cait riding Gary with their bedroom door wide open, Gabbie and Cait taking turns licking Ron's cock. Depending on my mood, I would either nod a friendly hello and go on my way, or stop and watch for a while. Sometimes I'd be invited to join in the fun. It was a strange and magical week, and I wished that it could go on forever.

Alas, time continued to move despite the strange timeless bubble of Gabbie's house, and Tuesday was fast approaching. Gabbie was planning a small party for New Year's Day rather than New Year's Eve — "a late lunch, with lots of eggs and toast to soak up people's hangovers," she said — so we busied ourselves with cleaning the house, preparing food, and making plans for collecting Vanna and Mia.

Vanna and I had exchanged regular text messages throughout the week, but had been careful not to divulge any details — I wanted to hear all of her stories in person, with her naked in our bed and in my arms, and I also couldn't wait to demonstrate some of the things that Gabbie and Cait had taught me. Cait in particular was a patient but demanding tutor — her standards for being eaten out were especially high, and I think my skills improved considerably over the week under her instruction. My jaw was certainly a lot stronger, if frequently sore.

"Can't wait to see you tomorrow, baby," she texted on Monday night. "I have so many stories for you"

"I have stories too," I replied. "And a big surprise"

"I hope the big surprise is wrapped up in your pants"

I looked down at my lap, where Gabbie was currently licking my cock from base to knob while I sat on the couch, and laughed.

"Not currently wrapped up," I answered, "but I'll put a bow on it for you"

"I love my naughty boy," she replied, closing with her three heart signoff.

The plan, to be honest, was one that Bobby and Ron cooked up, with enthusiastic contributions from Cait. It was Cait who insisted that she have an especially big role in its execution.

"So you're sure you can drive on the right side of the road?" Ron had asked, a little skeptical. "In the snow?"

Cait made a dismissive puffing sound and waved her hand. "Piece of cake," she said. "I learned to drive a stick on twisty paths full of sheep where you've no more than a few centimeters to get by a speeding bus. Your cars here practically drive themselves."

"I hope you're fully insured," Gary said with a laugh. "Cait can be a little careless on tight corners."

"Paint is not structurally integral to an automobile," she said. "A car should have some experience marks, gives it character."


Chapter eleven
The Spirit of Betwixtmas Abroad


Fucking Javier opened up a floodgate in me, and not just the one that drenched him from belly to balls when I came. I had spent two days watching Mia fuck her way around Secretos, my tummy tied up in knots — I wanted to be as wild as she was, but I also wanted to honor my agreement with Roger. With our agreement amended and that first, fabulous fucking behind me, I was ready to match Mia fuck for fuck; in fact, I thought I might even be able to surpass her vixenness.

I started, naturally enough, with Patricio. After a quick breakfast, Javier had to leave to take his first tourist group out for a snorkeling trip around the reefs, but he promised that I would get a special, private tour of my own that afternoon. I gave him a kiss and tug on his cock before he got dressed to go, but as soon as Javier was out the door, I was reaching for Patricio's monstrous tool.

"Don't bite off more than you can chew!" Mia exclaimed when she saw me trying to sneak a squeeze of Patricio's balls. "You might want to work your way up to this one."

She stood behind Patricio, her arms around his waist, and wrapped a hand around his cock to give it a firm tug. Her finger didn't touch her thumb when she circled it at the base, and when she put both hands on the shaft, one stacked on the other, there was still more than enough overflowing her grasp to make most women very happy.

Patricio was pretending that it was no big deal to have two women tussling for control of his cock; he sipped his coffee and looked pensively out the window while I dropped to my knees in front of him to lick the thick purple head protruding from Mia's fist. He tasted strongly of Mia's cunt, I flavor I was familiar with and quite fond of, whith a pungent, salty flavor of his own underneath. I took the whole head into my mouth, jaw stretched wide, and was suddenly even more impressed at Mia's deepthroating maneuvers the night before.

I pulled my mouth free and gasped for air. With a wicked smile, I asked Mia, "Will you help me, then? Can you help me get this beast inside me?"

Mia playfully slapped Patricio's cock against my cheek. Patricio made a startled sound, but then turned back to the window. He was very good at looking pensive, absorbed by the sun rising over the Caribbean, while Mia and I enjoyed our little scuffle.

"It's going to stretch you like you've never been stretched before," Mia said. "Are you really sure you want it? You might not be satisfied with any other cock after you've taken this one."

I thought seriously for a second — was this possible, or was Mia just engaging in some dirty trash talk? Girth was something I really didn't have a lot of experience with: Roger had good length, but was pretty average in diameter; the same with Javier. My favorite cock had belonged to a college boyfriend, Malcolm, but it was neither length nor girth that I loved about that ride — it was the surprising bend in his shaft, which caused the head to scrape against a spot in my vagina that made me gush like a fire hose. I put up with a whole lot of Malcolm's bullshit my junior year in college because of that particular curve.

"Girth isn't everything," I said. "Neither is length. This is a nice big cock, but I've been fucked by dicks that really sent me over the edge. This one looks like a fun challenge, but I'm pretty sure I'll get over it."

"You can say that because you've never fucked it," Mia said. She was pumping her hands on Patricio's shaft, drawing a dribble of pre-cum to the surface of his glans. "Do you know why I keep coming back to Secretos? It's so I can get plowed by this cock. I've never found one at home that can do for me what Patricio's does, and I absolutely crave it when I've been away too long."

"That's because you've never fucked Roger's cock," I said, then bent down to lick the tangy pre-cum from Patricio's slit. "This looks like perfectly good vacation cock, but I know what's waiting for me at home."

Mia laughed. "I haven't fucked Roger's cock yet," Mia said. "After this week, I'm pretty sure I'm going to get a taste of what you've been keeping to yourself."

My pussy tingled at the thought of Mia fucking Roger. I had teased him with the thought of him watching Mia and me fooling around, but what if he got to fuck Mia while she ate me? After our call this morning before Javier fucked me, I was quite certain that Roger was going to fuck someone this week — maybe Gabbie, the woman from Bobby's freeuse visit? — but Mia seemed like a next level experience for us both.

"Then I think it's a fair trade," I said. "You help me fuck Patricio, and I'll let you ride Roger all night long."

Mia pressed her little tits against Patricio's back, and whispered into his ear, "Is that okay with you, Patricio? Can I help you fuck Vanessa?"

Patricio's pensive gaze broke into a broad smile.

"Are you done with your banter, then?" he asked. "We all know I'm going to fuck your friend, Mia. Do you need to make it so dramatic?"

Mia answered him by falling to her knees beside me and joining me in licking his cock from base to head. We ran our tongues up and down his thick shaft, giggling when our tongues met at the crown, where we wrapped his spongy flesh with our lips. Patricio rested his hands on our heads and thrust his hips forward to meet our eager licks.

I was able to get about two inches of his cock into my pussy with Mia's help: I lay on my side with one leg raised, resting it on Mia's shoulder, while Patricio lay behind me. Mia stroked my clit and guided his thick head between my pussy lips.

"Relax," she cooed, "just relax and open, let him ease his way into your pretty little pussy ..."

I groaned, feeling sweat break out on my brow. Mia's stroking made me wetter, which helped Patricio slip his cock in past the ridge of its head, but also made my vagina contract, which threatened to push him right back out. Mia lifted my leg higher, and I felt the head pass into my channel with the shaft following behind.

I was too tight for Patricio to fuck me, though; I held his cock in a velvet vice, my leg shaking with strain — I should have been spending more time at the gym to prepare for my wild Betwixtmas vacation. As pleasurable as the experience was, Patricio was not in fact going to spoil me for other cocks.

"Enough," I finally panted, "enough, I'm going to declare victory — enough got in me to count."

Mia laughed and eased Patricio out of me, and then rolled him onto his back so she could ride him. Her ability to not only take that monster into her cunt, but also fuck him with a slow, steady rhythm, was truly amazing.

I mounted Patricio's face and held Mia by the waist while he licked my pussy. He ate me with almost as much skill, and just as much desire, as Javier had, his lips and tongue working hard to find the places that made me quiver. I rewarded him with a flood of nectar when I came, clinging to Mia and gasping into her mouth, and then I collapsed beside them to watch Mia finish her ride with a quivering climax of her own.

Mia and I sprawled on her bed after Patricio left, fondling and napping. I loved watching her sleep, little breasts rising and falling, and I loved gently running my fingers through the mix of jizz and juice that dripped down her thighs. Before Mia, I had never imagined that making love to another woman could ever compare to making love to a man; after Mia, I wanted to explore a whole new realm of passion.

Javier returned while Mia and I were sitting out on the beach. We had just polished off a hearty lunch of scallops and pasta, and part of me wanted a siesta in the warm sunshine, listening to the gentle waves lapping the sand, but Javier brought a bright, springy energy with him the restored my own vitality.

"I want to take you to Nonato Island," he said, kneeling in the sand beside my lounger. "There's a big reef out there that I think you'll like. It's a little bit of a ride, but well worth it."

"As long as you bring her back in time for dancing," Mia said, "you can do whatever you want with her."

"You're not coming?" I asked.

Mia grinned and flicked her eyes down the beach, where Ramon was carrying a tray of drinks to the guests at the cabana next to ours.

"Oh, I'm coming," she said, "and so is Ramon, but we'll be doing that in the cabana."

"You're wicked," I said. I raised a hand and Javier helped me to my feet. "Truly wicked."

"Yes I am," she said. "Don't hurry back, Ramon is going to be taking an extra long break this afternoon."

Javier's boat, "Reef Runner II", was docked at the marina near the Club Alcazar. It wasn't a big boat — enclosed cockpit for the captain, open seats in the back for ten or twelve passengers, a storage area below deck where I could see a pile of flippers and masks — but it was tidy and well-maintained. Javier extended his hand to help me onto the gangplank, and guided me into the little cabin where the controls were situated.

"What happened to 'Reef Runner I'?" I asked.

Javier chuckled. "I believe she's an abalone fisher now," he said, "or maybe shrimp. I sold her when the tours started making good enough money that I wanted more seats. Two runs a day, with all the seats full — not a bad living."

"And you're taking off one of those runs to take me out?"

He shrugged. "I'm a sucker for a pretty lady. And this is a slow week for me — I usually scale it back to just a morning tour until after the New Year."

Javier steered us out of the marina with one hand casually on the wheel and one on my waist. I leaned into him and watched as he guided the Reef Runner II out of the little harbor, past Isla de los Secretos, and into the Caribbean, an air of calm certainty about him.

Nonato Island was a shining white gem in the bright blue water. Its beaches looked like powdered sugar, and the palm-rimmed lagoon at its center looked like a cool, shaded oasis. Javier anchored the Reef Runner II off the island's shore and dropped an orange raft off the side. He jumped into the raft and then extended his hand to guide me down. I was certainly not as nimble as Javier on the little boat, and almost tumbled overboard; I gasped and giggled when he steadied me with an arm around my waist and lowered me to sit cross-legged on the raft.

"It's beautiful here!" I exclaimed when we landed. I stepped out onto the fine, warm sand and spun around, arms thrown wide, savoring the breeze in my hair and the sun on my face. "Why isn't there anyone else out here?"

Javier pulled the little raft up the beach and knelt beside it, starting to pull snorkeling gear out of the box at its stern.

"It's too far out for most of the snorkeling tours," he said, "and in the wrong direction — there are more little islands and reefs to the east, so that's where people go. And that leaves this jewel for our enjoyment alone."

I knelt beside Javier and put my arms around his shoulders. He leaned back and kissed my cheek, and I felt tingles running through my body. Being out on this isolated island with a man who wasn't my husband gave me a thrill — even knowing that it was with Roger's permission, and that he was apparently having adventures of his own at home, it felt like I was doing something sly and sneaky.

"Have you done this before?" he asked, holding up a snorkel pipe. I shook my head "no". "Then we'll start with a brief lesson before I reveal the magic show."

Javier was an expert and patient teacher, and soon had me floating in the warm, shallow water off the beach with my snorkel and mask firmly in place. I could have spent the rest of the day like that, watching the little fish and crabs swimming around in the sun-dappled sand with Javier's hands guiding me through the gentle waves, but he was insistent that we get on to the magic show as soon as I demonstrated my basic mastery of the necessary skills.

He fitted me with a flotation belt and guided me back onto the raft, pulled us out past the breakers, and hoisted himself on board. Before he took up the paddle, he leaned in to give me a kiss, which I received hungrily, my fingers behind his head to pull him close.

"This is going to be amazing," he said as he propelled the raft away from the island.

Javier was certainly not overselling the reef. It took us almost thirty minutes to reach it, Javier paddling us across the mirror-like sea until little Nonato Island was a shimmering white line behind us. He fastened a tether to my ankle, tying the other end to the raft — "Mia would be very unhappy with me if I let you float away," he explained — and then helped me down into the water. I held the side of the raft, paddling my flippered feet, and waited.

"You aren't coming in?" I asked.

"Not this time," he said. "I'll keep the raft steady while you explore."

"What do I do?" I asked.

"Exactly what you were doing in the shallows," he said. "Float with the current, gaze on the wonders — you'll see much more than little crabs swimming around here."

And he was right. As soon as I put my masked face below the surface, I was struck by a blast of scintillating color and rapid movement. A school of radiant fish swam past me in an undulating wave, flitting in and out among pillars and ridges of pink, yellow, and blue corals. I snapped my head up and looked back at Javier, who sat on the boat with a happy grin on his face.

"You see?" he asked. "There are so many wonders all around us, all the time, and we miss so many miracles. Feast your eyes, Vanna, fill them with visions to last you a lifetime."

And I did just that, floating above the reefs and watching the darting, shimmering fish, the strands of seaweed in every shade of green swaying in the current, the coral formations that seemed to change color and shape whenever a cloud passed across the sun. The tether gave me about twenty feet to roam, but Javier paddled slowly along with me, giving me free range across the reef. Every time I paused and looked back toward the boat, I saw Javier's smile.

Finally, exhausted by the sun and water and dizzy with the riotous colors, I floated myself back to the boat and clung to the side, giddy and gasping.

"Are you finished, Vanna?" he asked with a laugh. "So soon?"

"How long have we been out here?" I asked.

He looked up at the sun, shading his eyes. "An hour, maybe two."

"I'm exhausted," I said, "and starving."

"Then we shall move on to the next phase of our adventure," said Javier, reaching out his hand to take mine.

Back on Nonato Island, Javier lifted a box out of the raft and made his way up the beach toward the lagoon in the center of the island. I followed, feeling the burn in my legs from all the swimming I had done above the reef.

While I sat on a fallen palm tree on the edge of the water, Javier dug through the box, coming up with a yellow blanket that he spread across the sand, a bottle of wine, and a series of little boxes holding avocados, tortillas, chunks of cooked fish, and a variety of sauces and sliced vegetables. My stomach rumbled watching him assemble a plate of tacos for me, and I devoured them ravenously. Javier just laughed and made more.

"This has been simply amazing!" I said, lying back on the sand with a cup of wine balanced on my bare belly. "Are all of your reef tours like this?"

"They would be if all of my customers were like you," he said, stretching out beside me.

I could feel the heat in my cheeks at his compliment, and when his fingers brushed my ribs and slipped under my bikini top I almost swooned. He brought his face close to mine, and I grabbed his head, pulling him in for a hard, tongue-forward kiss. The glass of wine tipped and spilled across me, but I didn't care.

Javier made fast work of removing my bikini, and in moments I was naked beneath him, stretched on the cool sand in the shade of the palm trees. His mouth tasted of wine and salsa, and his fingers were nimble, stroking and plucking at me until every nerve sang out for more. I could feel his hard cock through his trunks against my belly, and I pushed at his waistband while lifting my knees to pull him closer. He laughed and wiggled free of his shorts, and his cock sprang free and pressed against my skin, hot and hard and smooth.

Javier made love to me on the sand, gently but urgently, his cock filling me while his mouth devoured me. When I closed my eyes, I saw all the colors of the reef swimming around me, and felt the cool water and warm breeze in Javier's thrusts. His shoulders felt firm beneath my fingers, and I clung to him through climax after climax, shouting as loudly as I could on that deserted island with only the waves and the birds and the fish beneath the water to hear my passion. Finally, when I thought I couldn't bear another moment of pleasure, Javier took my face between his palms, stared deep into my eyes, and emptied himself inside me with a long, animal moan. The blast of cum filling me sent me headlong into one final orgasm, making me shake and buck beneath his weight and cry out as I never had before.

Later, lying in Javier's arms with the picnic blanket thrown over us, he on his back and me stretched out on him, I traced the jagged white scar above his left nipple with my finger.

"What's the story behind this?" I asked.

He laughed and said, "It's the story of why Patricio is my best friend, and why I always bring special people out to this reef."

Early in his career as a snorkeling guide, he explained, when he still had the little Reef Runner I, he had come out to Nonato Island to explore its possibilities for tours, bring Patricio along. They had a long lunch on the beach, with probably too much tequila to go with their tortas, and while they were swimming out at the reef, Javier got tangled up in the tether line, unable to free himself. In a panic he found himself upside down, his snorkel filled with water, and he was sure he was going to drown.

"Patricio jumped in," Javier said, "carrying a big knife in his teeth like some sort of pirate. I'm sure it looked silly, but in the moment it was quite dashing. He cut me free and dragged me back to the boat, spluttering and gasping. His knife slipped while he was hacking at the ropes, and gave me this cut."

"How scary!" I said. "It must have bled a lot."

"Oh, it did, and the salt from the water made it sting. Patricio's kisses made it feel much better."

"Patricio's ... kisses?"

Javier laughed and smoothed back my hair to put his lips to my forehead.

"His kisses are quite lovely, as I'm sure you experienced yourself when I left you and Mia with him this morning. He shares them quite freely with everyone, women and men alike, and I would be foolish to turn them down in a situation like that."

"You're ... lovers?" I asked, more than a little startled but also aroused.

"Sometimes," he said. "I prefer the ladies, but, well, you've seen Patricio yourself ... you aren't shocked, are you?"

"Surprised," I said, tracing the scar with my finger again and feeling a completely different energy in it than before, "and also more than little turned on ..."

He reached a hand over my ass and between my legs, his finger grazing my folds, and he laughed. His cock twitched against my belly.

"Do you ever ..." I started, and closed my eyes, letting my mind run riot with filthy images. "Do you ever share a woman?"

"Sometimes," he said, his finger probing deeper between my moistening folds. "There was that lady from Belgium, for example ..."

"Tell me about her," I whispered into his ear.

"I'll do better than that," he said, flipping me over onto my belly and nudging my knees apart. "I'll demonstrate my half of the performance, during which I fucked her while she swallowed Patricio's enormous cock."

And with that Javier slammed into me and pounded me into the sand, my breasts pressed flat and my ass raised up. We were a little later getting back to the cabana than we had planned.


Chapter twelve
The sausage party


One would think, given the constant erotic play opportunities at Gabbie's house, that I would have little interest in porn during that Betwixtmas week. And one would be wrong.

True enough, being in the swinger house with Gabbie and Cait gave me more than enough partnered playtime, in addition to opportunities to watch live shows that were far above the quality of anything available on FanBlast or NudeTube. I should have been spending the time between sessions drinking water, loading up on carbs, and sleeping, like an Olympic athlete preparing for the next match. But arousal is like a ratchet that tightens on each turn without ever going loose; what I wanted after sex was more sex, and then more sex after that, in an escalating spiral of lust. And a quiet, private moment with a favorite video or two was a good way to level things out.

The Monday morning before Vanna and Mia were to return, after Gabbie had paid me a visit with an enthusiastic blowjob and while she was in Gary and Cait's room giving them a friendly romp, I went downstairs to find some coffee. Ron had already left for the dealership, and the house was quiet except for the sounds coming from Gary and Cait's room. Their enthusiastic gasps revived my cock, and I went into the living room half hard and fully naked.

My phone was in the pocket of the jeans I had discarded on the floor in the lead-up to the evening's activities, and when I fished it out, it still had about half its battery charge. I looked around and, seeing that I was alone, sat down on the couch and pulled up the bookmark folder I keep hidden among innocuous-sounding files.

The curvy MILF from the pool scene I had been watching when Vanna texted me so long ago came up, this time stretched out on a couch not unlike the one where I was sitting while a young man —presumably portraying her stepson, or stepdaughter's boyfriend, or perhaps a student, depending on which flavor of MILF porn this was — enthusiastically licked her pussy. My cock pulsed at the sight, and I gave it a few quick strokes before settling into a relaxed rhythm as I watched the young man work his way up her body, his mouth leaving a damp trail over her belly and tits, and position his impressively long and thick cock at the entrance to her vagina.

I was so absorbed in the action on my little screen and in my hand that I didn't hear Bobby come into the living room until he sat down next to me and asked, "Whatcha watching?"

"Holy shit!" I gasped, dropping my phone in my efforts to cover my cock. I grabbed a pillow from the end of couch and put it over my lap; it wasn't sufficient for the job.

"Relax, Roger," Bobby said, "it's not like I haven't seen it constantly all week. I think we're well past secrets."

"Well, yeah," I said, feeling my cheeks burning, "but you haven't seen me ... you know ..."

"Jerking off?"

"Yeah."

"You may be forgetting the butter incident."

"I'm never going to live down the butter incident, am I?"

"Not as long as I'm here to remind you."

Bobby lifted his ass and slid his boxers off, revealing his own half-hard cock. Then he pulled off his t-shirt and tossed it to the floor.

"Now quit hogging the porn," Bobby said, leaning toward me. "Show me what you're watching."

I reached under the arm of the couch and found my phone. The video had been playing while Bobby and I talked, and it was nearing its inevitable conclusion: the MILF was on her knees in front of the young man, his cock deep her mouth and her hands kneading his balls, and he was making the telltale sounds of the point of no return.

"Is that Bessa Lamb?" Bobby asked. I glanced over to see that he was tugging at his balls, urging his cock toward erection.

"Yeah," I said, quickly pulling my eyes back to the screen, where Bessa Lamb was taking her young stud's jizz on her face with closed eyes and a broad smile.

"She looks a lot like Gabbie."

"She does — those curves go on forever."

"I love the way Gabbie's ass feels when I'm squeezing it," Bobby said. His cock was fully erect now, and he was slowly sliding his fingers up and down the shaft. "And those tits — I could bury my face in those tits and let her suffocate me. I love Mia and her little tits, but sometimes the little voice in my head starts chanting 'boobs boobs boobs' ..."

"I've always been a leg man," I said, setting the pillow that had been covering my crotch to the side and relaxing back into the couch cushions. My cock was recovering from the shock and embarrassment, inspired by Bobby's inhibitions. "But you're right, Gabbie's tits are awesome — I think she beats Bessa Lamb."

"What else have you got?" Bobby asked.

I shrugged and waved my phone. "Whatever you want, I'm just on NudeTube. We've got the whole history of porn, from Kati Kumbuquets classics right up to gonzo clips shot this afternoon."

"What, you don't pay for your porn?"

"Well, no ... people pay for porn?"

"You mean," Bobby said, a scolding tone in his voice, "you don't get good porn unless you pay for good porn. I want to know that the performers and producers are compensated fairly for their work. Plus the quality is better and you get the whole movie."

"Five minute clips work for me," I said.

"You've trained your dick badly. Give me that."

Bobby held out his hand and I gave him the phone, a little nervously. He held it up to his face and tapped around on a website for a minute, then handed it back to me.

"This is the guy — Wolfgang Zemper, been producing porn since the golden age and does the best work you'll ever see. Performers dream of working on his shoots. Check it out, I'm sure you'll find some of your favorites."

I scrolled through head shots of actors and actresses, many of whom I recognized, several of whom were frequent contributors to my spank bank collection. When Zoe Chapelle's face — perky, smiling, framed by short blonde hair — appeared, I immediately tapped on it. A page with an embedded video opened.

"Fine choice, sir," Bobby said, settling back on the couch. "A fine choice indeed — this is a scene from a movie that stars the aforementioned Katie Kumbuquets in her triumphant return to adult films; I can't wait for the whole thing to come out."

"You've seen it?" I asked. "You don't want to watch something different?"

"Seen it, loved it, yanked my crank to it multiple times," Bobby said. "Hit play and enjoy."

I hit play and settled back, phone aloft and cock in hand. I was now fully relaxed with the idea of masturbating next to Bobby; it's amazing what a little arousal can convince you is just fine.

Bobby had good taste in porn, that was clear from the first moments of the scene: Zoe Chapelle, the bubbly, perky, loveable star of so many gonzo clips who seemed far too good to be down among the dregs of online porn, was preparing for a shower. The lighting, even on my tiny phone screen, was beautiful, and the framing was superb — this was Hollywood-quality film making, with cinematography that was almost wank-worthy in itself. When Zoe started masturbating — slowly, sensuously, starting with a soapy hand on her pert breasts and progressing gradually to a finger flicking her clit while she let the water spray onto her pussy — I tried to match her pace, stroke for stroke. And then Gary walked into the room, just as it appeared someone was about to walk in on Zoe in the shower.

"Oh for god's sake, what are you doing?" Gary demanded. He was standing in the entryway from the stairs, hands on his hips, wearing briefs and a t-shirt.

"Sorry sorry sorry," I gasped, reaching for the pillow again to hide my shame.

"You're watching porn on your phone when there's a perfectly good television over there?"

Gary waved at a large cabinet opposite the couch, then went over and opened it to reveal a curved black screen with a blinking red light at the base. He tapped a button on the side and it hummed to life.

"Give me your phone," Gary said, "and slide over."

Bobby slid toward me, his bare hip touching mine, and I moved to the end of the couch. Gary sat down on the other side of Bobby, tapped a few things on the phone, and suddenly Zoe Chapelle appeared on the television screen, sharp and clear and gorgeous as life, soap dripping off her tits and hips.

"Is that Zoe Chapelle?" Gary asked. "Fucking good choice."

"Why aren't you upstairs, with Cait and Gabbie?" Bobby asked.

Gary sighed. "They wanted some girl time. They wouldn't even let me watch — kicked me out before it even got good. You can probably hear them giggling if you listen."

"Sorry," I said, "that kind of sucks."

Gary shrugged and shucked off his underwear. His cock was already hard, and he tapped the phone to put Zoe into motion on the screen and settled back into the cushions.

"I can understand," he said, "there's a whole lot of dong here this week, I'm sure we're exhausting to be around. Besides, we can do a little bonding over shared interests — like Zoe Chapelle."

The scene progressed largely as expected, but at a higher quality level than such scenes are usually shot. A young man walked into the bathroom while Zoe was engaged in self love — "Tommy Dare," Bobby whispered, "I like him, very dependable performer" — but instead of being chased out, he was invited in. Soon the two were engaged in some very hot kissing and fondling, with many closeups of Zoe's soapy fingers circling Tommy's erect cock. Zoe leaned against the wall, her knee lifted and breasts pressed into the tiles, while Tommy approached her from behind. The camera work was beautiful, capturing every slip and slide of Tommy's cock as it entered Zoe, lingering on her pretty pink petals as they wrapped around his shaft. I had to slow down my strokes to avoid coming too soon — I had, in fact, trained my cock badly with short little clips instead of long, elaborate, and beautiful scenes, and I vowed to pay for at least some of my porn in the future.

"Holy mother of god, what are you three up to?"

I'm glad that I don't have an Irish Catholic background, because I'm sure that hearing Cait's roar of disapproval would have put me off wanking for the rest of my life. As it was, my cock quickly wilted to half mast and I reached for the pillow again regardless of how many times Cait had seen my penis.

"Is that Zoe Chapelle?" I heard Gabbie asked. I looked over to see Gabbie, dressed in a white satin slip, standing behind Cait in her short yellow night dress. "I like her."

"For god's sake, we leave you lads alone for five minutes, and this is what you get up to?" Cait demanded, fists on her hips.

"It was more like fifteen minutes," Gary said, "and we were bored."

"Holy mother of fucking god," Cait said, turning on her heel and starting back toward the stairs. "Come on, Gabbie, back upstairs with you, I've got some pique to work out."

Gabbie shrugged. "I do like Zoe Chapelle," she said as she followed Cait back upstairs. "Maybe we can watch together when Cait's calmed down."

Gary tapped my phone and the action on the screen started up again; Zoe had her legs wrapped around Tommy's waist while he pressed her back into the tiles. My cock was quickly returning to its ideal state.

"She'll get over it," Gary said, his fist sliding rapidly up and down his shaft. "She likes Zoe, too."


Chapter thirteen
Reunion


The flight was smooth as silk for the first half, and then turned into a rocky rollercoaster that kept jarring me awake. Mia somehow slept through it all, her knees tucked up on her seat and her head pressed against the window, lightly snoring. I suppose she was exhausted from the night before, but so was I.

We had made one last visit to Club Alcazar, where Mia somehow plucked Mike, the same handsome handsome blonde we had played with up on the azotea, off of the crowded dance floor and lured him to the elevator with her shimmies and shakes. His friend, a broad-shouldered black man with close cut hair and a pink silk shirt, was only to happy to come along when I beckoned him to follow me.

As the airplane shook and lurched, I closed my eyes and tried to transport myself back to Mia's rooftop getaway, where I spent a delightful night in a tangle of limbs under the stars. Jerome, Mike's friend, had a wonderfully dextrous tongue that got into all the nooks and crannies, and an attentive style of fucking. He held my face between his hands while he rode me, watching my eyes for the slightest movement as he shifted his hips and adjusted his speed. Wordlessly, I guided him into a rhythm that made the stars above me spin and the nerves all over my body sing.

The memory was almost enough to pull me out of the turbulent ride; but only almost. I was still exhausted and sore when we landed, and all I wanted was a long, hot bath and a long, quiet sleep in my own bed. And maybe a warm cuddle with Roger, who could lull me to sleep with a few stories of his own Betwixtmas adventures, guaranteeing me some sexy dreams.

The cold air in the jetway between the plane and the airport was a rude slap in the face. We were only in los Secretos for a week, but that had been enough time for me to forget all about winter at home. I shivered and pulled my sweatshirt close as I hurried up the path, trying not to think about the snow and ice that would greet us on the other side of the airport doors. Mia walked sleepily behind me, tugging a roller case.

We made our way to the luggage carousel and collapsed on a bench, feeling the cold and dark outside chasing away the warmth and light of the last week. Mia leaned against me and sighed, still looking a little sleepy. It looked like she was about to drift off to sleep again when her phone rang. She fumbled around in her purse and smiled when she saw that it was Bobby's number.

"Hey, baby," she said, lying back on my lap with the phone to her ear. "We just got in and we're exhausted; are you coming to get us?"

She was silent for a few minutes, listening, but a huge smile was spreading across her face. Mia leaned her head back to look up at me with her blue eyes sparkling.

"That's delightful," she said. "We'll watch for her. Love you lots, and see you soon!"

Mia tapped her phone to hang up and stretched on my lap like a sleepy cat. I couldn't help but stroke her hair.

"Our ride's on the way," Mia said. "It seems our Betwixtmas fun hasn't finished yet."

Cait spun around with her arms wide, showing off her uniform. Gabbie had tightened the fit of the black coat around her hips, and shortened the sleeves and trouser legs to fit her small frame. The silver buttons sparkled against the black wool. There wasn't much Gabbie could do to adjust the hat size, which was almost comically big on Cait's head, so she tilted it back and used hair pins to secure it as best she could; some strands of Cait's fiery red hair slipped free, that much brighter against the dark uniform jacket.

"You're the perfect little chauffeur," Gary said. "I'd let you take me for a ride any time."

"I'll stand for no hanky panky in my limousine, laddie," she said in as gruff a voice as she could muster, waggling her finger at him. "I run a tight ship, see, strictly business."

"Oh, you're all business, you are." Gary laughed and put his arm around her waist, dipping her back so she had to put her hand on top of her head to keep her hat from slipping off. He gave her a long, firm kiss. "If you weren't so cute in this uniform, I'd rip it off you and fuck you right here."

I had to agree with Gary — there was something about the way the chauffeur uniform Ron found for Cait draped itself on her little body, the way she seemed both engulfed in the black wool and transformed into a figure of authority, that delighted me. Images of her lying under Gary wearing nothing but the suit jacket and cap, the brim at a jaunty angle while Gary hammered away at her, flitted through my head and made my cock stiffen enough that I had to shift my leg on the couch to keep it from slipping free of my pajama pants. Cait caught a glimpse of my erection, though, and gave me a wink and a grin.

"I think someone's anxious for his bride's arrival," Cait said. She sat down on the couch next to me and rested her hand on my knee. "I can't wait to bring Mia and Vanna back so we can spread the attention around a bit more — I'm a wee sore from having to fend off all the cock this week with just Gabbie to help out."

"You've loved every second of it, you sassy little minx," Gabbie said from the chair across from us. She was wrapped in a pale yellow gown, knees tucked under her, sipping at a cup of coffee. "You'd have been boning all four of them non stop if I let you; if I wasn't here to supervise and take up some slack it would have been an endurance gangbang."

"Oh, but I did love my gangbang," Cait said with a sigh. She leaned in to give me a kiss on the cheek, which made my cock dance, and she giggled, giving it a brief squeeze through the thin fabric. "That was the finest Christmas gift I've received since I got my first bicycle."

Ron came into the room looking serious, holding out a set of keys to Cait.

"You're sure you don't want me to join you?" Ron asked. "I mean, it's still a little icy outside, and you're not used to driving on the right side of the road."

"I believe you mean the wrong side," Cait said, reaching up to take the keys. "I'll be fine, and I won't put too many dents in your lovely car. The uniform will surely make me a better driver, and lend me that air of authority that will move the traffic out of my way."

"You'd better get rolling, then," said Gary. "The airport's thirty minutes away and their flight arrives in less than an hour."

"I believe I can do that in twenty minutes," she said, standing up and giving Ron a wink. "Gabbie, don't wear the lads out before we get back, we'll need them in good repair for the welcome party."

"I make no promises," Gabbie said over the rim of her coffee cup. "Leaving me home alone with these four strapping hunks seems foolhardy."

Mia and I collected our bags off the carousel, cursing our packing decisions from a week ago — everything felt twice as heavy as when we left for los Secretos. I pulled the winter jacket and hat I had packed for our return out of my suitcase; pulling it on seemed like closing the door on the sun and fun we had been enjoying just hours earlier.

"Bobby says he got a special ride back for us," Mia said as she led the way toward the ground transportation exit. There was an extra spring in her step, as though her exhaustion of a few minutes ago had magically melted away. I had to scurry to keep up, my bags feeling like they were loaded down with bricks.

There were a few people holding signs, mostly men in suits, standing near the doors. "Vickerson Party," read one; "Sam and Ellen," read another. And then I spotted a smallish person in a black livery holding a white sign with "Vanna and Mia" written in a florid script, the dot on the "i" in "Mia" in the shape of a heart. As we got closer, I saw the person was a woman, about Mia's height, with a black cap on her head from beneath which a few strands of fiery red hair had crept. When she saw us, she smiled, a wide and sunny grin, and she bounced on the balls of her feet while she waggled the sign in her hands.

Mia set her bags down and moved to embrace the chauffeur, but she stepped back, the smile on her face suddenly turning to a scowl.

"Are you Vanna and Mia?" she asked with a lilting accent.

Mia looked puzzled for a moment, and then said, "I'm Mia, and this is Vanna. Are you the driver my husband Bobby sent?"

"Aye," the chauffeur said, "the same. Well, let's get on the road, shall we? We've a bit of a drive ahead of us."

She spun on her heel and marched toward the exit to the parking ramp. I gave Mia a questioning look, eyebrows raised, but she smiled and shrugged, grabbed her bags, and followed the chauffeur.

We arrived beside a black town car — not quite a limousine, but still an impressively luxurious ride. The chauffeur reached in her pocket for the key, and with a beep, the trunk swung open. She tossed our luggage in with remarkable ease — the bags looked almost as big as her, and she lifted them as though they were papier mâché props. With another press of a button on the keys she unlocked the doors, but then stopped before she opened them.

"I almost forgot," she said, reaching into her trousers' pockets. "You'll need to wear these."

She took out a pair of black fabric strips, then stepped behind Mia and put one of them over her eyes. The driver pulled it tight, and tied it securely behind Mia's head.

"What's this for?" Mia asked.

"Security," the driver said. "The property owner demands it."

"Property owner?" I asked.

"Oh, aye," said the chauffeur. She snapped her fingers in front of Mia's eyes to confirm that the blindfold was doing its job. "Right stickler on security that one, wants to keep his location top secret."

"Aren't we going home?" I asked.

"Well, you're going to someone's home," the chauffeur said, stepping behind me. I had to bend down so she could put the blindfold over my eyes. "Surely you'll be welcome there as a guest of honor, but until then, rules are rules."

She guided me into the back of the car, and I slid over on the seat to find Mia beside me. I fumbled around with my hand, and Mia took it between hers, giving me a reassuring squeeze.

"This is strange," I whispered.

"Bobby said it would be a special ride," said Mia. "Just sit back and enjoy it."

I heard the driver's door slam shut, and then the soft purr of the engine starting.

"Right," she said, "buckle up now, the roads are a bit slick. I got here in twenty three minutes, but I'm quite sure I can beat that on the return."

The tires squealed as the car rounded the tight turns down the ramp and out of the parking ramp, and I was suddenly very glad to be blindfolded. I leaned against Mia, squeezing her hand, as the car roared out onto the open highway.

The car rumbled up the driveway, engine howling until the last moment, and it let out a grinding complaint as it stopped. Ron was standing at the window, looking nervous; Bobby and I were sitting on the couch with Gabbie between us, taking turns kissing and fondling her to her delighted giggles. And Gary was in the kitchen boiling water for tea.

"I swear she just left," Ron muttered. "I don't want to imagine what she's done to the transmission."

"I'm sure the boys at the shop with make sure it's in good repair for next time you need it," Gabbie said. She had a leg draped over my knee, and I was stroking the inside of her thigh with my fingers.

I heard the car doors slamming shut, and a moment later the front door flew open and Cait stepped in. She pressed a finger to her lips to shush us, and then stepped outside again. Soon Mia and then Vanna stepped inside, followed by Cait with their luggage.

Vanna and Mia stood in the entryway, shivering a little, their eyes covered with black fabric. I wanted to rush to Vanna and take her in my arms, but that wasn't the plan, not yet. She looked beautiful and radiant, tanned and glowing from her week away. My cock stiffened, imagining the stories she would tell me soon enough, and the reunion that awaited us.

"Alright," Cait said, her voice full of authority, "watch your step, there's a flight of stairs here. Take the railing, nice and steady."

"Can't I take off my blindfold?" Vanna asked, her fingers reaching up toward her face.

Cait slapped her fingers away and said, sternly, "Rules are rules, ma'am, and you are not to remove that blindfold one moment before you're told."

I waited until Mia and Vanna had stumbled up the stairs with Cait behind them, then got off the couch and went to the staircase myself. Gabbie followed me and leaned on my shoulder while I listened to their footsteps go down the hall and heard the door of the guest room close behind them.

"You're pretty anxious to get to Vanna, aren't you?" Gabbie whispered in my ear. She ran her fingers over my t-shirt and toward the waist of my pajama pants.

"I am," I said. "It's only been a week, but it feels like a lifetime. So much has changed."

"For the better?" she asked. Her fingers were grazing the base of my cock.

"I think so."

"Good. I can't wait to welcome her into our little club."

Gary emerged from the kitchen shirtless and wearing sweatpants, carrying a tray with a pewter tea pot, white cups, and a pitcher of milk. He glanced up the stairs and asked, "Did Cait return?"

Gabbie nodded up the stairs. "She already led the guests upstairs. I'm going to guess she'll pass on the tea for now."

Gary sighed. "Well, I'll just heat up some more when she's done. But feel free to have a cup — it's a nice assam, very fortifying, you'll probably need your strength."

The door slammed shut behind us, and I heard the click of the bolt sliding into place. I wanted to grab at my blindfold and see where I was; the walls felt close, and the air was warm and fragrant with vanilla. When I reached my hands toward my face, though, I felt a sharp pain in the back of my thigh accompanied by a soft whacking sound.

"I said," the chauffeur hissed, her mouth close to my ear, "not one moment before you're told; and you have not been told."

I made a whimpering sound and brought my hand to the spot where she had struck me. The pain was quickly fading to a tingle, but the surprise of the blow had my heart racing. I thought I heard Mia giggle, and I reached my hands out to try to touch her, but I grasped only air.

"Undress," the chauffeur said. Her voice was a low growl, the musical lilt of her accent somehow menacing now.

"What?" I asked.

I felt a sting across the back of my other thigh, and I let out a gasp.

"I said, undress."

"Mia?" I whispered.

"Do what she says," Mia said. Her voice sounded like it was coming from the other side of the room. "Those are the rules."

"But I ... I don't understand ..."

The third blow hit my buttocks hard enough to send me stumbling forward, and I barked my shin against something. I felt around with my hands and encountered a blanket and pillows, probably a bed.

"Undress," the chauffeur hissed, "or it's more blows, do you understand?"

I nodded, feeling tears welling up behind the blindfold. I took a deep breath and slipped off my jacket and then pulled my sweatshirt up. It got tangled up in my hair, and I felt hands push my head down and tug at the hair, not too gently at all, until my head was through the neck hole and my hands were bound up in the sleeves. Fingers deftly unbuttoned my jeans and tugged them over my hips, and I felt my panties slide halfway down my ass with the smooth denim. A hand slid over my ass, gently and soothingly, and then suddenly struck my flesh with a flat palm and ringing sound that made me cry out more with shock than pain.

I struggled to free my hands, letting the sweatshirt fall in a ball onto the floor, then pushed my jeans and panties down past my knees. My shoes were still on, though, and I was hobbled and teetering with my pants binding my calves together. Small, strong hands pushed me face down onto the bed, and then lifted my feet off the floor. They yanked my shoes free, and I heard them crash into the wall behind me, and then pulled my jeans and panties down and off, leaving me face down and bare-assed on the bed in a room I couldn't see.

"You've a lovely arse," the chauffeur whispered. Her mouth was almost touching my ear, and her fingers traced over each buttock, slipping teasingly into the crack between them. "It would be a shame to bruise it up too much."

And then the sharp blow landed again, striking both cheeks, and I arched my back and drew in a sharp breath. I didn't want to cry out — I felt that would give her too much pleasure, too much victory — so I ground my teeth together and bunched up the blankets between my fingers.

"A little bruising, though," said the chauffeur, "will bring a little color to your pale, pale flesh. I thought you were on the beach all week — did ye not let the sun shine on yer bum?"

"She was a little shy at first," I heard Mia say. "But she came out of her shell eventually."

"Really? Tell me about this change that overcame our friend here."

"Oh, it was quite the transformation," Mia said. I felt her climb onto the bed and lie down beside me. I reached out a hand and brushed against her bare flank. "I think she was scandalized by my behavior the first day, but I did convince her to help out a little."

"Oh?" said the chauffeur. I felt the bed shift, and soon she was lying beside me, too. She ran her hand up my back, pulling my shirt up so she could slide her hand up between my shoulder blades. With a quick twist she undid my bra. "How did this shy lassie help out someone as naughty as yourself?"

"She took some lovely pictures to share with Bobby," Mia said. Her hand was gently caressing my ass while she spoke. "Honestly, I think she missed her calling — she has quite an eye for erotic photography."

"Oh aye," the chauffeur said, "I've seen some of those pictures — Bobby was quite proud." She put her mouth close to my ear while she let her hand slide under the front of my shirt, between my breasts and the bed, her fingers circling my stiffening nipples. "Well done, lassie," she whispered, "well done."

"And she took great pictures at the club, too, when we went up to the private room on the terrace. Wasn't that a beautiful night, Vanna?" Mia had her mouth close to my other ear while her fingers scraped lightly across my buttocks.

"And it's not like she was shy with me, mind you," Mia continued. "She gave me quite a vigorous, if brief, finger fucking in the back of the cab on the way to the club."

"Oh, I do like a good finger fucking," the chauffeur said with a sigh. Her fingers twisted my nipple, and I felt her mouth graze the back of my neck. "She any good at it?"

"A natural," Mia said. Her hand had slid over my buttocks and between my legs, grazing my dampening pussy with her fingers. I pulled one leg up onto the bed, opening myself so she could swirl her fingertips between my delicate folds.

The chauffeur pushed my shirt up until my tits were free, pressed into the bed, and then I felt her swing a leg over my back and straddle me. She leaned down to push my shirt and bra up over my head, and I felt the soft, smooth fabric of her jacket against my back, the silver buttons cool along my spine.

Mia continued to tease my pussy with her fingertips, and I moaned into the blanket. I heard the chauffeur giggle above me.

"It took a lot of convincing," Mia continued, "a lot of watching me getting railed, but eventually she came around. All it took was a little phone call."

"Oh, was that the phone call she made to Roger?" the chauffeur asked. "Early Friday morning?"

"I believe it was," Mia said. Her index finger was now one knuckle deep inside my vagina, and I lifted my hips to encourage her to slide in deeper.

"Wouldn't you know it," the chauffeur said, "but I was there when the call came in."

"Were you?" asked Mia.

"Oh I was indeed," the chauffeur said. "I was propped up on the kitchen counter, legs spread and cunt fairly leaking like a burst pipe, and poor Roger not knowing what to do, his langer rock hard and perfectly aimed but his heart with this lovely lass at los Secretos."

"So what happened?" Mia asked.

"Well, his phone buzzed, and he answered — which was rude, I thought, considering my predicament — and after a little hemming and hawing and 'I love you baby' into the phone, he slid that lovely cock right up me and gave me a wonderful morning shag." She nibbled at my neck, and I felt my nerves tingle all over. "I suppose I've got you to thank, Vanna, for that shag, and for the delightful pounding your man and the rest gave me soon after, and for a whole week of fucking and sucking. How should I thank you, I wonder, for allowing me the most delightful Betwixtmas of my life so far?"

"I've got some ideas," Mia said, and suddenly I felt four hands turning me over and running all over my skin, joined quickly by lips and tongues and teeth, and I gasped in pleasure and surprise while Mia and the chauffeur began to devour my entire body.

"Is it time?" Bobby asked, emerging from the dining room. He had one of Gabbie's Christmas cookies in his hand, a cascade of crumbs tumbling down the front of hi white sweater. "I swear to god, I'm going to eat my weight in cookies waiting around ..."

Gabbie snatched the cookie out of his hand and popped it into her mouth with a wicked grin.

"You and Roger could help me make more cookies while we wait," she said. "I think there's some butter in the fridge, a minute in the microwave should get it nice and soft ..."

"I'm not sure the butter was that great an idea," I said, feeling the heat rising in my face. I was pretty sure the teasing about the butter was never going to end, and if Gabbie and Roger had any input, my tombstone would probably be shaped like a butter dish.

Gabbie shrugged. "It was effective in the moment, and kind of fun. Definitely one for the story books."

I heard a noise in the foyer and saw Gary tiptoeing down the stairs with a big smile on his face.

"They've definitely escalated things," he said. "I can hear moaning through the door."

"So, is that our cue?" Roger asked.

"I say it's time to make our entrance," Bobby said, brushing the crumbs off his sweater before pulling it off over his head. "They'll be at it all day if we let them."

"Well, you could always entertain yourselves down here with me," Gabbie said, running a hand over Bobby's bare chest. "Unless you're getting bored, I suppose."

Bobby hooked an arm around Gabbie's waist and kissed her lips. "If you're bored with Gabbie, you're bored with life," Bobby said, "Or something like that. But I do miss Mia."

"As do I," Gabbie said, and returned his kiss. "Let's go see how far along the gals are."

Gabbie led the way up the stairs, with Bobby behind her, his hands cupping her ass. Ron and Gary came out of the kitchen, where they had been dipping into the cookies, too, to join us in our stealthy ascent.

There was really no need to be stealthy, though; by the time we reached the second floor landing, I could hear Vanna's moans and gasps coming from behind the closed bedroom door. They were a familiar and sorely missed sound, and my cock responded immediately by stiffening inside my pajama pants. The volume and intensity of Vanna's vocalizations told me that we could crash up the stairs like a herd of elephants and rattle the door like we were going to smash it down, and she wouldn't even notice.

Ron pushed his way to the door, fumbled in his pocket for a moment, and produced a brass skeleton key. The bolt gave a quiet thunk that was barely audible under Vanna's cries, and he turned the knob and pushed the door open. We all crowded around to peek inside.

This was the guest room that Gary and Cait had been sharing, with a kingsize bed dominating the center of the room and a tall window that let in the pale winter daylight. Splayed across the middle of the bed was Vanna, naked save for a blindfold across her eyes, her blonde hair fanned out across the comforter and her arms spread wide. Mia, just as naked as Vanna, crouched between her legs, tight little ass pushed up toward the door and face buried in Vanna's crotch. Cait, still in her chauffeur's livery but with her hat long gone, red hair cascading over her shoulders, hovered over Vanna's belly and reached long, delicate fingers toward Mia's hungry tongue.

Cait looked over her shoulder and caught my eye, then beckoned me forward with a twitch of her fingers hovering over Vanna's mound. I stepped into the room and looked in wonder at my wife being absolutely devoured by these two small but might dynamos. Cait sat up and made a gesture with her hand and silently mouthed something that I didn't understand; Mia looked up and reached toward me, grasping at the waistband of my pajama pants.

I pulled my t-shirt over my head and tossed it on the floor, then yanked down my pants and stepped free of them. My cock bounced toward my belly, fully erect at the delightfully decadent sight before me. Cait and Mia both smiled, and moved over to give me room to join them at the feast.

It took only a few minutes for Mia and the chauffeur to get me off once they started working on me in earnest. I had been a bundle of aching nerves from the first paddle strike against my thighs, and when they flipped me over and dove between my thighs, I was doomed to climax almost immediately. Oh, what a terrible fate ...

"Oh fuck," I gasped, "I'm going to come! Mia, look out!"

"She's a gusher," I heard Mia say. And when I let go with a tangy jet, my legs quivering, I heard the chauffeur laugh in delight.

"Fuckin' beautiful," the chauffeur said, and then I felt tongues and fingers return to their work between my legs.

Between the delicious licks of their tongues against my folds and the fingers exploring my channel, I tried to piece together what was happening. Clearly Mia and the chauffeur had some prior relationship — Mia had tipped me off at the airport when she smiled at the chauffeur and went in for a hug before being rebuked, but I hadn't given that too much thought, as Mia was generally a hugger. That Bobby was sharing those intimate, sexy pictures of Mia fucking on our first day of vacation, though, suggested that this was more than a passing acquaintance.

More intriguing, though, was the chauffeur's confession about the phone call. I remembered that phone call all too well — it happened moments before I let Javier fuck me for the first time, and it had been both a relief and a burden to think of Roger struggling to grant me that permission from so far away. That he was actually on the verge of plunging into this woman's cunt when my call went through, well, that was a wrinkle that made it all much more interesting.

I lay back on the bed, riding out one climax and preparing to climb aboard another, imaging what Roger had been doing with this stranger while I was away. She implied that it had been a week of wild sex, but wild sex with whom? Was Roger spending all his time with the chauffeur, tangled in a sweaty love nest while I fucked Javier? Or were there other people — Bobby, that Gabbie from the photos Bobby shared with Mia, strangers and neighbors and who could say who else, involved in Roger's sexual frenzy? Part of me was worried that Roger had been having more fun than me; part of me was glad Roger was having fun and couldn't wait to compare notes; part of me was having a whole lot of fun at the moment as Mia and the chauffeur lapped at my pussy, driving me up another orgasmic wave.

Suddenly I felt another set of hands on my legs, working up from my calves to my thighs, and another face nudging its way between my legs. I felt a stubbly cheek graze my skin, and a harder, more insistent tongue slip into my channel, and knew immediately that Mia and the chauffeur had been joined by a man. And then I felt a familiar move — a quick and slinky S-curve around my throbbing clit — and I knew exactly which man it was.

"Oh fuck," I moaned, reaching my hands down and finding one, two, three heads to scrape with my fingernails. "Oh fuck, Roger, baby, is that you?"

Wet and mumbled sounds like a happy pig at a trough were the only response, and I wrapped my fingers in what I presumed to be Roger's hair and tugged. The mumbled sounds got louder and the tongue between my legs got more insistent, and I leaned back, hips thrusting toward the face pressed into my mound, and came again.

"Oh god, Roger, fuck me," I gasped when I could get air into my lungs again. "You said you were going to fuck me silly, and I need it now."

His teeth nipped at my clit, and then his lips slid up over my mound and my belly, making their way toward my mouth. He tasted of my tangy nectar, hot and sweet, and I reached down to find the iron rod of his cock and guide it home to my wet and willing cunt. With a roar, he slammed into me, skin on skin, and began to pound me with all his might. I wrapped my legs around his waist, threw my head back over the edge of the bed, and pumped my hips against him. Mia and the chauffeur nuzzled and suckled at my breasts while Roger made good on his promise to fuck me silly.


Chapter fourteen
The welcome wagon


Imust have passed out for a minute after I screamed out my climax with Roger's cock slamming into me; I didn't gush as voluminously, but I still drenched Roger's belly. My blindfold remained securely in place, but I saw a kaleidoscope of colors and lights swirling all around me when Roger pushed me over the edge and sent me plummeting into an abyss of pleasure. Every nerve tingled and sang, and I panted and gasped like a fish yanked onto land.

Roger rolled off of me and lay panting at my side, while Mia and the chauffeur kissed my cheeks and lips. Mia tugged my blindfold free, and the brightness of the room blinded me for a moment so all I could see were indistinct shapes and shadows. I felt Mia's mouth against mine, and parted my lips to let her tongue, musky-tasting with my juices, slip inside.

"Oh fuck, baby, I missed you," I gasped when I could find my words, reaching out with my hand to find Roger's rising and falling chest, sweat-slick from his exertions on top of me. "I've got so much to tell you!"

He slid up beside me and took my face in his hands for a long, lingering kiss.

"I've got a lot to tell you, too," Roger said when he came up for air. "Stories for days ..."

He held me against his sweaty chest, and I curled myself around him, delighting in his familiar warmth. Fucking Javier and Patricio and Jerome had been amazing, but fucking Roger was sublime.

After a few minutes of cuddling, Roger asked, "So, how many, um ... did you ... how ... "

"Three," I said, sliding my hand over his belly and cupping his balls in my hand. Then I thought of Patricio's monstrous cock and his valiant efforts to fuck me with it, and I said, "Two and a half ... but the half was really, really big ..."

Roger sighed and cupped my pussy with his hand. I wondered if he was imaging all of the action I had been getting during our few days of freedom.

"How about you?" I asked. "I heard about at least one conquest ..."

I could see the chauffeur's smiling blue eyes and playful grin behind Roger; she was slowly stripping off her black uniform, revealing a lovely, compact body.

"Two," said Roger, "Cait — " he motioned toward the chauffeur — "and Gabbie. With you two away, it was sort of a sausage fest around here ..."

"I like sausage," the chauffeur — Cait — said, "and I definitely got my fill. And they got a fill of themselves even if we weren't around," she said with a wink at Roger, who blushed a little. I was going to have to ask him what that was about when there was a break in the action.

I heard Mia's giggle beside me and saw her suddenly lunge across my body and roll Roger onto his back. She straddled him and held his face between her palms.

"I'm happy to help you increase your count," she said, "if that's alright with your wife. Being trapped with Bobby for the week definitely deserves some compensation."

"Do your thing," I said, stroking Mia's thigh. I kissed Roger as Mia guided his cock into her pussy, letting out a long, low sigh as he filled her.

The bed shifted, and I looked up to see Cait, stripped bare, crawling toward us. She joined in with me kissing Roger while Mia rode him.

"Your man is a fine lover," Cait said. "Very attentive, and knows his way around a lady's body. You've trained him well."

I ran my fingers through Cait's red hair and kissed her full lips. She shifted and lay back on the bed beside Roger while I kissed my way down her creamy breasts, licking the hard nipples that capped her firm little tits, and she giggled when I licked circles around her belly button. Her musky scent and ginger bush lured me on, and she let out a gasp when I took her delicate petals between my lips.

"You know your way around a lady's body, too," Cait sighed, her fingers tangled in my hair. I hummed into her cunt while I lapped hungrily at her juices.

I felt hands on my upturned ass, and glanced over my shoulder to see that Bobby was kneeling behind me. I turned my attention back to Cait's pussy and pushed my hips back, letting my ass brush Bobby's hard cock. His fingers danced between my legs, sending shivers through me, and I braced my knees wide and swung my hips in invitation.

Where I found the energy, I have no idea. After the thorough licking I got from Mia and Cait, and the generous pounding from Roger, I should have been a quivering, exhausted puddle. But somehow, I was still buzzing with desire. I devoured Cait while Bobby slammed into me, his thrusts pushing me deeper into Cait's pussy and his cock filling me completely.

I felt the bed shift again, and looked over to see that the woman from Roger's pictures, the one Bobby had been fucking in the kitchen, had stretched out beside me. She pushed aside a lock of my hair and said, "Sorry to interrupt, Vanna; I'm Gabbie, and I'm very happy to meet you."

I glanced down her curvy body, and reached over to cup a full breast in my hand. Her nipple stiffened when I rolled it between my thumb and forefinger.

"Thanks for taking Roger in," I said. "I was worried he'd be lonely while I was away."

"My pleasure," Gabbie said. "No one should be lonely during the holidays."

"It's getting crowded in here," said a man's voice, and I looked up to see a broad-shouldered, smiling, naked man climbing onto the bed and kneeling between Gabbie's legs. "I'm Ron, Gabbie's husband. It's a pleasure to meet you."

"And I'm Gary," said a voice from behind Cait. I looked up to see a dark-haired man kneeling beside Cait, who was licking the shaft of his hard cock. "Cait's husband."

"Is that everyone?" I said with a laugh. "Are there more people hiding in the closet?"

"I think that's it," said Gabbie. She was lazily stroking Gary's thigh. "Honey," she said, looking down at Ron, who was running a finger through her curly blonde bush. "You did lock the door, right?"

"Everyone's accounted for," said Ron.

"Then I think everyone should shut up and fuck," Gabbie said.

The bed groaned with the passion it was supporting, and I was a little worried that it might collapse under our weight. Gabbie didn't seem worried, though, as she pressed her hip against me while Ron slid his cock into her, so I got back to work on Cait's pussy while Bobby increased the speed and force of his fucking. I nibbled and licked at the hard nub of Cait's clit, and Bobby slid a hand around my hip to finger mine while he slammed into my ass. Cait and Gabbie, meanwhile, traded Gary's shaft between them. The sounds, sights, and scents of so much lust in such a small place made me dizzy, and I had to close my eyes to stop the room from spinning out of control.

Mia was the first to come. She had been slamming herself against Roger with furious passion, her fingernails digging into his chest and her tight little breasts bouncing with each stroke. She suddenly threw her head back and let out a roar that drew everyone's eyes to watch her shake and strain through her orgasm.

Her rippling cunt must have been too much for Roger, because he dug his fingers into Mia's hips, raised his ass off the bed, and let out a roar of his own. I pulled my face away from Cait's pussy to kiss him while he emptied himself into Mia, smearing Cait's musky juices all over his lips.

"Oh fuck," I heard Bobby gasp behind me, and I glanced over my shoulder to see him pull his cock free of my pussy. His cum splattered, warm and wet, across my ass, and then he collapsed against Roger and Mia.

I rolled onto my side to make room for Gary, who slid beside me to give Cait's cunt a lick before climbing up her body and pinning her to the bed with his cock. I watched Gary and Cait fuck while stroking my clit; Roger reached a hand between my legs to assist, and I lifted my knee so he could slip his fingers inside me.

Ron and Gabbie continued to fuck beside Gary and Cait; Cait turned her head to kiss Gabbie, her eyes glazed with delight. Gabbie threw a leg over Cait's hip and reached across to stroke her nipples, which was just the added stimulation Cait needed to send her hurtling over the edge. She shook as she came, her breath jagged and her face contorted with pleasure. Gary let out a gasp and shuddered as he collapsed on top of his wife.

Mia cuddled against Bobby, her hair tangled and sweaty, and I pushed my ass into Roger's hip while his hand worked with mine to bring me closer to my climax. We all watched Ron and Gabbie, who fucked slowly and deliberately, as if completely unaware of their audience. Gabbie wrapped her legs around Ron's waist and pulled him close, eyes closed and head back.

I tried to stifle my groan as I came, but all my willpower had been washed away in the wild tangle of limbs on the bed. When I let out a moan and shook against Roger's hand, I saw Gabbie smile and let out a long groan of her own, her chest flushing with joy. Ron fell back on his heels, shiny cock bouncing up against his belly, and then directed a burst of jizz against Gabbie's bush.

"This has been the best Betwixtmas ever," I whispered when I could catch my breath.

Roger nuzzled my neck and wrapped an arm around my waist, pulling me tight.

"And it's still just New Year's Eve," he said. "We've got more holiday time to come."
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Chapter one
Roger


"So anyone can just ... do whatever to you? Any time?" I ask.

Vanna is lying next to me in bed, looking at the brochure for the new Secretos club, "(In)Discretos," Mia gave her at their book club meeting earlier tonight. Her fingers tremble as she flips the colorful paper over.

"That's what it says here," Vanna says. "'Freeuse participants choose to be available to the whims and desires of the resort's guests, pursuant to the regulations and limitations stipulated in the guidelines and waivers.'"

"There are guidelines?"

"That's what Mia says. Like the parties she and Bobby have sometimes, I think — wristbands, maybe?"

I think about that first party I went to at Bobby's, when Vanna and Mia were down at Secretos between Christmas and New Year's the year before last. Everyone was wearing ugly Christmas sweaters — at least at the start of the party, before most people's clothes came off — and colored wristbands. The red wristband, which I was wearing, said you were there to observe, and oh did I observe some things! The yellow wristband meant that you might be interested in partaking in the fun, but you needed to be asked first. And the green? Anything goes. And I do mean anything.

By the end of that week, when I stayed at Gabbie and Ron's house with Bobby, Cait, and Gary, I was well into a green state of mind. My head spins when I think about how wild things got in such a short time, and about Vanna's return from their vacation. Since then, we've been to more than a few of Mia and Bobby's parties, and had plenty of private encounters with all the Fox Run neighborhood couples who are part of their swinging circle, but nothing compares to that first, intoxicating taste of depraved debauchery.

"So what color wristband are you going to wear, Vanna?" I ask, sliding my hand under the covers and resting it on her thigh.

Vanna blushes and says, without looking away from the brochure, "I haven't even decided if I'm going to go."

"You have to go! Didn't you have fun the last time you went on a vacation with Mia?"

"Maybe a little too much fun," she says, turning the brochure over again. On the cover is a photograph of white sands, azure seas, and a bikini-clad woman emerging from the surf like a modern Venus.

"Your stories sure made it sound like fun," I whisper into her ear. I kiss my way down her neck to her shoulder, and she shivers.

"It was ... a lot. It all kind of happened too fast. Mia and her friends were very nice ..."

"Javier and Patricio," I say, feeling my cock stiffen at their names. I've never met them, but I've heard the stories of Mia's and Vanna's encounters with them, from both Mia and Vanna. My sense is that they were beyond nice, and showed both women the absolute limit of sensuality. Sometimes I have Vanna tell me about her boat ride to Nonato Island with Javier, and about Javier making love to her on the warm sands with the sun beating down on them, while I lick and kiss her most sensitive places. She sometimes moans Javier when her climax seizes her and she wraps her thighs around my head, which only makes my cock even stiffer.

"Yes," Vanna says, sighing when my fingers dance from her thigh to her hip and across her belly, gently raising her nightie until they brush the bare skin above her panties. "Javier and Patricio ..."

"What if Javier and Patricio are at this new resort?" I ask. I kiss down her shoulder, sliding down the strap of her nightie until one of her large, firm breasts slips into view. "What color wristband would you wear for Javier and Patricio?"

"I don't know," she whispers. "I ... I ... yellow, I think ..."

"Yellow?" My hand beneath the covers slips past the waistband of her panties, and my fingers stroke the silky blonde curls above her sex. "You wouldn't wear green and let them have their way with you?"

"What ... what if they wanted things I didn't?" she says.

"What could they possibly want that you don't?"

I lean over her so my lips can graze her nipple. It stiffens into my mouth, and I nip it gently, just the way she likes, making her moan and shift closer to me.

"I don't know," Vanna says, her voice breathy. "I have limits, you know ..."

I stifle my laughter by taking Vanna's breast into my mouth. It tastes sweet and soft, scented with lavender. I haven't found Vanna to have a whole lot of limits since her return from Secretos; if anything, she's challenged me to increase my range in the bedroom, as well as in Mia and Bobby's hot tub, Ron and Gabbie's rumpus room, and on various backyard patios during barbecue season ...

"What are your limits, Vanna?" I ask, letting my fingers roam lower. I can feel the heat rising from between her legs.

"I don't know," she says, her voice breathy, "but I have them ... I don't want just anyone ... touching me ..."

"Who do you want touching you?" My fingers slide lower, brushing teasingly across her delicate, panty-covered lips before walking back down her thigh. She lets out a hot breath and stirs beneath my touch. "Do you want Javier and Patricio touching you?"

"Maybe ..."

I hook a thumb in the leg of her panties and pull them to the side. She's wet already, slick against my palm, and pushes her hips up to meet my touch.

"At the same time?" I ask. She's quivering now, breath shallow, eyes closed. What are you thinking? I wonder. Are you seeing the same scenes as me?

Because the scenes I'm picturing are filthy beyond belief. I'm picturing Vanna pinned between Javier and Patricio, gasping and groaning as their hands roam across her body. I'm picturing their hard cocks — according to Vanna, Patricio's was so big she could barely take him when they fucked on Mia's bed at Secretos — throbbing in her hands. I'm picturing them taking turns with my wife, tossing her from hand to hand and bending her to their will, with Vanna powerless to resist, her body yielding to their hands and tongues and cocks. My cock is rock hard, desperate for the warmth of Vanna's pussy.

"I'm picturing you on your hands and knees," I whisper in her ear, drawing a circle around her pulsing clit, "with one cock in your mouth and the other pounding your pussy. Which cock do you want to suck, Vanna?"

"Javier's," she whispers. She runs her tongue across her lips and arches her back. "I want Patricio's fat cock stretching me out while I swallow Javier."

"You're such a dirty girl, Vanna," I say, rewarding her for that image by slipping a finger into her slick, warm channel. "Such a filthy freeuse slut ..."

"I can feel him pushing into me, squeezing my ass, but my mouth is too full of cock to make a sound ..."

I push a second finger in beside the first, and Vanna moans. Her muscles clench, holding me tight in a velvet vise. I slide across her and free her other breast from her nightie, taking it in my mouth.

"I want them to use me," Vanna gasps, "I want them to fill me and fuck me and use me ..."

"Dirty, dirty girl," I say as I push my pajama pants down, freeing my cock. I slide between her thighs, my erection pressing against her hip. She runs her fingers through my hair as I lick and suck her stiff nipples.

"Use me," Vanna moans, lifting her hips so my fingers slide deeper into her. I press against the walls of her pussy until she trembles. "Fuck me, Roger, fuck me like I'm a dirty toy ..."

I pull my fingers free, licking her tangy juices from them before I grasp my cock and nudge the tip against her delicate lips. Her pussy is hungry, though, and Vanna won't stand for teasing; she reaches between us and guides me inside, groaning as my shaft fills her. She holds me deep, her fingers digging into my ass, and then kicks the covers free so she can wrap her legs around my waist.

"Every inch," Vanna gasps as I start to fuck her in slow, steady strokes. She digs her fingers into my back and moves her hips to meet mine. "Every inch ... I want to take it all ..."


Chapter two
Vanna


The sun is warm on my shoulders, and the ocean breezes smell sweet, but I still feel a chill run up my spine when the island home of the (In)Discretos Freeuse Resort comes into view. I'm gripping the railing around the deck of the boat so hard my knuckles are white. Back home in bed, fantasizing about this trip while Roger encouraged me to conjure up increasingly debauched scenarios, I was sure that I would throw myself into the wild depravity the way I'm certain Mia will. Now, with the white sand beach and swaying palm trees just a couple hundred yards ahead, I'm not so sure.

"You look a little pale, Vanna," Gabbie says, resting a warm hand on my shoulder. I look over at her and try to smile, brushing my wind-blown hair from my eyes.

"I'm probably just feeling a little seasick," I say. The boat bounces as it crests a wave, and for a moment I can imagine that it's queasiness from the rolling sea and not cold feet about this whole adventure that's making me uneasy.

"You should have a little water," she says, pressing a plastic bottle into my hand. She holds my hair back as I sip from the bottle, and I do feel a little better, but mostly because of Gabbie's presence.

Gabbie is the mother figure of the Fox Run Swingers Club, the one who's always ready with a friendly word, an encouraging smile, and a plate of freshly baked cookies. When Mia and I were at Secretos two Christmases ago, she and her husband Ron invited Roger into their home so he wouldn't be lonely. (And he was hardly lonely for a minute there, with Gabbie and their other houseguest, Cait, a wild red-haired Irish lass, to keep him company.) When Roger and I started going to Mia's parties, and meeting other Fox Run couples for impromptu barbecue swaps and games of charades that descended into debauchery after a round or two, Gabbie made sure we felt comfortable setting boundaries and getting to know the circle of neighbors. If Gabbie weren't on this trip, I probably wouldn't have come; I love Mia to death, but she is hardly a calming or reassuring presence when she's chasing her dirty desires.

"I'm a little worried about Roger," I say when I've finished most of the bottle of water. "He's home alone for a week again, and I'm afraid he'll be bored and lonely."

"Oh, don't worry about Roger," Gabbie says. "I asked Ron to check in on him, invite him over for beer and cards a few times." She winks at me and flashes a wicked grin. "I seem to remember he did just fine the last time you left him on his own."

I feel my cheeks redden, chasing away the nervous chill that I've been feeling. Roger did more than fine, actually; he couldn't stop talking about his week with Gabbie and Cait when I finally dragged him home, unless he was pestering me to give him the details of my week with Mia, Javier, and Patricio, which he still hasn't tired of hearing even two years later.

And which I haven't tired of telling him about, making the events even wilder with every retelling until I don't know what's true and what's filthy, filthy fantasy ...

"But you won't be there to feed him cookies," I say, answering her smile with my own. "I'm afraid he'll starve to death with no one to watch over him."

Gabbie laughs and squeezes my shoulder.

"Ron got a new grill last week," Gabbie says, "and he's been testing out some new marinades. The refrigerator was so full of steaks and ribs and chops, I could hardly close the door! Roger had better help him eat all that! If anything, you're going to have to take him shopping for new pants with a bigger waist when you get back."

I smile at the thought of Roger bulking up on Ron's grilling. When I went to Secretos with Mia, I was worried that Roger would live on frozen pizza and spend all of his time playing video games, but Mia's husband Bobby kept him on his racquetball schedule until they both settled in with Gabbie and Ron. I'm sure Roger ate well at Gabbie's place, but Gabbie and Cait kept him more than active enough that he might have come back a little lighter than he left.

"I suppose I'm not really worried about Roger," I say; the dread returns when I see the island getting closer. "I'm more worried about myself. I mean ... I know you've had some 'freeuse' experience, but this is completely new to me."

"Oh, honey," Gabbie says, giving my arm a squeeze, "you've got nothing to worry about. Remember, you set the limits, even at a place like (In)Discretos. Just like they explained at the orientation."

I nod. Before we got on the boat, we had a brief orientation at the main Secretos clubhouse to explain how the resort's new island would work. Just like it suggested in the brochure, there are plenty of guidelines and stipulations — almost more rules than I can keep track of! The freeuse activity is limited to common areas of the island — clubhouse, pool, and beach — but everyplace else, normal rules of consent apply. Participants of any gender have to indicate their level of availability with a color-coded wristband, just like Roger suspected based on our experience at Bobby and Mia's parties: red for observers, yellow to require consent from every new partner, and green for full availability to all. On top of that, there would be a new island-wide safe word announced every morning that you could use to put a stop to any and all activity no matter what color wristband you chose; once the safe word was invoked, all activity within earshot had to stop immediately until two of the resort staff reviewed the situation. And breaking any of these rules just once meant immediate removal from the island and from Secretos as a whole, with the threat of a lifetime ban from any Secretos property upon a review of the incident.

"What color wristband are you picking?" I ask.

Gabbie shrugs. "I suppose I'll go with how the mood hits me through the week. I'll probably start with red just to get the lay of the land, then yellow until I know the rest of the guests a little better. I'm sure I'll be full green by the end of the week, though — I mean, that's what we're here for, right?"

My cheeks redden, and I nod again. There's really no point in being shy about it — like Mia said when we got to the resort from the airport this morning, "We're here to get thoroughly railed, ladies, and I'm not leaving until I can't walk straight!"

"How about you?" Gabbie asks.

"Oh, red, red for sure, at least today," I say. "It takes me a little while to warm up."

"Oh, don't I know it," Gabbie says. Her hand is still on my arm, but now her fingers are dancing across bare skin in a tantalizingly playful way. My cheeks turn even redder, but I also feel myself getting a little bit aroused, thinking about the parties and swaps Roger and I have had with Gabbie and Ron over the last two years. "Once you're warmed up, though, you run nice and hot."

"We'll see about that," I say with a nervous laugh.

A strong breeze blows across the little harbor as our boat approaches the island, kicking up waves and making us lurch and roll. I grab onto the railing, and Gabbie braces her hip against mine as she steadies herself, laughing when she nearly trips.

I hear a shout on the other side of the deck, and look over to see Mia bending over beside the gunwale. For a moment I think she's tripped, too, or maybe had a sudden stomach-lurching attack of seasickness. But then I realize what's actually happening: she's pulled her panties down from underneath her short skirt and is stepping out of them, holding onto the railing to steady herself.

Mia raises her hand in the air as if in victory, spinning her little pink cotton panties on her finger, and she shouts triumphantly as she lets them fly into the air. I watch them sail through the breeze and drop over the side of the boat. I feel my stomach clench again.

"I'm not going to need those for the rest of the week," Mia says, looking over her shoulder at me with a saucy grin and pushing her black, windswept hair away from her face. "It's time to get laid!"


Chapter three
Roger


After I get home from dropping Vanna off at the airport, I collapse on the couch, exhausted. I'm going to miss Vanna this week, but I'm also in desperate need of rest.

Leading up to her trip to (In)Discretos, Vanna has been absolutely insatiable. I can tell she's nervous, almost more nervous than she was when she went to Secretos with Mia the last time, and she's been trying to deal with it by dreaming up ever more raunchy fantasies with me. I've been coming home from work to find her lying naked on the kitchen table covered in whipped cream, or dusting the bookcase in a skimpy black and lace maid's uniform that she borrowed from Mia (it barely contained her breasts, but since it didn't stay on long, that wasn't really a problem), or bent over the easy chair with her skirt hitched up, demanding I use her all night long.

And then last night we went over to Ron and Gabbie's for a cookout, along with Mia and Bobby — Ron has a fancy new grill and smoker, and he was excited to show it off with far too much food for the six of us to eat.

"But what I really want to taste," Mia said after we'd been sitting on the patio in the warm late summer air, "is the treat your husband is hiding in his trousers."

She looked at Vanna and winked, a wicked grin crossing her lips.

"If that's alright with you, Vanna," Mia said, unfolding herself from her seat across the patio from me and walking slowly toward me. I was absolutely mesmerized by the gentle sway of her hips under her loose cotton dress, and with the way she tucked her hair behind her ear while locking eyes with me.

Vanna was sitting beside me, and I glanced over to see that she was just as captivated by Mia. Her hands trembled around her glass of iced tea, and she had to set it down on the arm of her chair to keep from spilling it.

I expected Vanna to say something like, "Not tonight, I'm going to eat my fill of his treats before we go on our trip": in addition to being especially amorous these past weeks, Vanna has also been more than a little possessive, blocking any of our friends from getting too close to me at our regular get-togethers, even if there was no swapping in the plans for the night. And when there was swapping, she insisted that we just watch as the rest of our friends worked their way through the circuit, hoarding me to herself.

I certainly didn't mind this sudden turn. When we first started swinging with Mia and Gabbie's circle of friends, after Vanna got back from Secretos, it was a little dizzying to keep track of everyone and all of their preferences. After sampling the smorgasbord and feasting on the delicious variety of delights on offer, I was more than happy to tuck into my favorite meal and enjoy the wild floor show all around us.

But instead of turning Mia away, Vanna said, "Go ahead, Mia, be my guest — what's mine is yours."

I threw a startled look at Vanna, and I was surprised to see the trembling in her hands had stopped and a smile to match Mia's was turning her lips in a sexy twist. Mia stopped in front of me, her hands on her hips, and grinned down at both of us. The setting sun behind her turned her skin a warm bronze and made her raven hair glow.

"You're not going to make me take it out myself, are you?" Mia asked, tilting her head so her bobbed hair hung away from her cheek. "Why don't you be a gentleman, Roger, and unwrap your tasty delight for me?"

I looked at Vanna again; she just nodded and smiled, then lifted a hand to turn her finger in the air, encouraging me to do as Mia demanded. I glanced around the patio and saw that all of the other eyes were on me: Ron had stopped flipping burgers, Bobby was leaning forward from his chair with his elbows on his knees, and Gabbie set the pitcher of iced tea on the table with a clatter of ice cubes and took a step closer to us.

Even though I had been naked with these friends countless times since that wild Betwixtmas, and they with me, I felt suddenly bashful with everyone focused on me. In the past, I had been able to lose myself in the tangle of bodies, anonymously nude in a sea of flesh, often uncertain where my body ended and someone else's began. But now I felt exposed, exhibited like some statue about to be unveiled, and I felt my cheeks getting hot. My cock, which had stirred to life when Mia started her slow sashay toward me, was suddenly uncertain, and I was afraid it would prefer to hide limply in the shadows rather than come out to play in all its rigid glory.

But, with shaking fingers, I reached for my belt and undid it. Mia continued to watch me expectantly, letting the little pink tip of her tongue dart between her lips, and that was enough to encourage my cock to stretch itself out a bit. As I fumbled for the button of my jeans, I glanced over at Vanna; she was flitting her eyes between Mia and my crotch, her own tongue sliding slowly across her glistening lip.

"Hurry up, Roger," Mia said, an impatient tone in her voice. She crossed her arms beneath her pert little breasts, and my poor cock was completely confused — it wanted to hide away from her scolding words, but it was definitely intrigued by the stiff nipples pressing against her dress.

I heard Gabbie giggle, which didn't help; or maybe it did help, because when she took a step closer and stood behind Mia, her golden hair aglow in the setting sun, my fingers finally managed to undo my button and pull down my fly. I lifted my ass from my chair and yanked my jeans and boxers down, and I let out a sigh of relief when my cock sprang into the evening air, stiffening quickly under Mia's gaze.

"There it is!" Mia said. She bunched the fabric of her dress in her hands as she dropped to her knees in front of me and slid closer. Then she looked at Vanna and said, "You've been keeping this beautiful thing away from me, Vanna. Why so selfish?"

I looked over at Vanna, who pursed her lips and furrowed her brow. And then at Mia, who was resting her hands on my knees now but smiling wickedly at Vanna.

"Well," Vanna finally said, her voice a little shaky, "it is mine, and I'm not going to be able to enjoy it while we're away ..."

"Is it really yours, though?" Mia asked. She reached her hands toward my cock and let her finger brush against the sensitive tip. It was all I could do not to let out a moan at her delicate touch. "I mean, we've all had a taste of it, Vanna, and you never complained before ..."

Vanna bit her lip, then said, "Just because I share doesn't mean I surrender control."

Mia laughed and reached her hand between my thighs to cup my balls in her palm. I did groan then, letting my head loll as she rolled my balls between her fingers.

"Getting you to 'surrender control' is what our week at (In)Discretos is going to be all about, Vanna," Mia said. "You can be a little too in control sometimes; you need to let go and let someone else drive, whether you're sharing this beautiful treat ..." — at that Mia wrapped her fingers around the base of my shaft and drew them slowly up my length — "or your own delicious delights."

Vanna's red cheeks glowed in the setting sun, and her eyes narrowed; it was one of her dangerous looks, the ones I get if I forget to take out the garbage or empty the dishwasher, and I would have been worried for Mia's safety if Vanna hadn't suddenly said, "True enough. Why don't you drive, Mia, I'm happy to watch."

I groaned when Mia's warm lips suddenly wrapped around the head of my cock while her fingers ran up and down my shaft, urging me to stiffen under her touch. I glanced over at Vanna, whose eyes had softened a bit but whose jaw was still set firmly. She shifted in her seat, leaning a little closer to me, and let out a long breath.

I'm surprised to find myself lying back into the couch cushions with my pants around my ankles and my hard cock in my fist. My memories of that patio blowjob, every eye watching Mia's lips move up and down my cock, her tongue running circles around the tip and then dragging down my shaft, are so intense that I can still feel her hot mouth on me. There's no denying that Vanna knows how to delight me with her lips and tongue, but there's also no denying that Mia has a special skill, no doubt owing to much practice, when it comes to exciting a cock.

I look at my watch, and do some quick calculations — as quick as I can do with my erection depriving my brain of so much blood. The girls should have landed about an hour ago, so they're probably on their way to Secretos by now. Vanna said that they would be taking a boat to the freeuse resort island after checking in at Secretos, so they're probably a couple of hours from the start of their adventure.

"I'm definitely wearing the red wristband," Vanna said while I was carrying her bags down to the car.

"For the whole week?" I asked. "Even if Javier and Patricio are there?"

She blushed and looked down at her feet.

"I'm sure they won't be there," she said. "I'm sure it's going to be a bunch of awful horny men who couldn't get laid if they weren't at a freeuse resort, and everyone's going to use their safe word the second anyone tries to touch them."

"So it's going to be a chance for all the ladies at the resort to get to know each other a little better?" I asked, winking at her.

Vanna slapped my shoulder and said, "If that's what it takes to avoid a bad time, then yes, definitely."

"I'd be happy to hear those kinds of stories, too, when you get back," I said.

Vanna slapped my shoulder again, a little harder.

"I wish you were coming with me, baby," she said, a tear glistening in the corner of her eye.

"I do, too," I said, setting her bag in front of the door. I took her in my arms for a long, firm hug, running my hands up and down her back. She buried her face against my chest and let out a long sigh.

"But you're going to have a good time," I said, reluctantly stepping back from our embrace, "and you're going to have so many stories to tell when you get back. Just like last time."

Vanna sighed and put her shoulders back.

"I know, but I'm a little nervous," she said.

My hand slides up and down my shaft, slowly, recalling Mia's talented mouth from last night while I think of Vanna: her smile, her laugh, her ample curves. With Vanna, Mia, and Gabbie all away, the Fox Run Swingers' Club activities are going to be quite limited for the next week: Mia especially gets the ball rolling when she has a hankering for a swap. It will probably just be me and my hand for a few days; and that might be good, considering how much action I've had over the last couple of weeks.

I'm just getting into a good, steady rhythm, feeling my balls tighten, when my phone buzzes beside me. I scramble for it, keeping one hand on my cock, and swipe the screen, both hopeful and worried that it's a call from Vanna.

But it's not: Ron's number pops up on my phone instead. I glance at my watch — it isn't noon yet, and I wasn't supposed to go to Ron's until tonight.

"Ron," I say as I answer, crossing my leg over my erection as if he could somehow see me, "how's it going?"

"Hey, Roger," Ron says, "something's kind of come up over here, and I might need some extra help. Do you think you could come over early?"


Chapter four
Vanna


While the porters unload our bags, the resort's concierge leads us down the gangplank to the dock. There's a path that leads up a little hill to a low, open-sided, thatch-roofed building with a wide wooden veranda that circles it. A large bar is visible inside, with a few guests in swimsuits or short skirts sitting on stools around it sipping at colorful drinks festooned with fruit and umbrellas. In a gilt frame at the corner of the bar is a white sheet of paper with the word "MARSHMALLOW" printed in large black letters.

"Marshmallow?" I ask, wrinkling my brow.

"Today's safeword," the concierge says. "The daily word will be displayed prominently throughout the resort, and you'll get a slip of paper slid under your door with it every morning. The orientation went over the resort's safeword protocols, I assume?"

I feel my cheeks burn and nod. Keeping on my red wristband is going to be the best plan of action for me, otherwise I'm going to be wandering around all day muttering the new safeword under my breath to be sure I remember it. This vacation was such a horrible mistake ...

"I'm glad they picked a word I can mumble when my mouth is stuffed with cock," Mia says with a laugh. She makes mumbling noises accompanied by wet, slurping sounds before doubling over with laughter. I don't know if it's possible to combust from a combination of fear and embarrassment, but I'm afraid I'm about to burst into flames.

The concierge, though, ignores Mia's outburst, and motions toward the swimming pool.

"The pool is open around the clock," he says, his voice steady and professional, "and is within the common space where the resort's freeuse rules apply, as is the bar and restaurant. There's a beach just past those palm trees with chairs and a volleyball net, also in play."

We follow him along a crushed stone path and through a screen of low, flowering bushes. Ahead of us is a circle of colorful huts — red walls and yellow shutters, palm-thatched roofs in brilliant green, porches where striped hammocks sway lazily in the cool breeze that blows from the sea. A large wooden sign stands just beyond the bushes, proclaiming "SAFE ZONE" in a looping script.

"The freeuse off-limits area begins here," the concierge says. "The guest cabins are not considered common areas, nor are the back-of-house spaces like the kitchen and laundry, located just down the path there." He motions toward another screen of flowering shrubs.

"So, no hanky panky in the cabins?" Mia says, sticking her lower lip out in a pout.

"No freeuse hanky panky," the concierge says with a wink. "All activity must be mutually and explicitly consensual, with the addition of the resort-wide safeword rule being strictly in force."

"Well, that's a relief," Mia says with a sigh. "I was afraid you were locking us away in a nunnery at night."

"Oh, nothing could be further from the truth," the concierge says. He motions toward a large cabin deeper in the shadows. "Come, this will be your cabin for the week."

"You'd make a terrible nun," Gabbie whispers to Mia.

"I think I'd make a wonderful nun," says Mia. "The kind of nun who seduces her confessor and helps awaken the carnal desires of her sisters. Surely, every convent needs a nun like that!"

The concierge steps onto the porch and swipes a card attached to a cord on his belt across the door's lock. I hear a click and a buzz, and then he pushes the door open and motions for us to enter.

"There's a mixer at noon," he says, "and there will be opportunities to sign up for activities."

"Activities?" asks Gabbie.

"Sailing, snorkeling, volleyball — the usual range of resort events," he says. "It's not just sensual delights all day long."

Mia lets out a sigh. "Well, the only activity I'm here for is the fucking. But if you two want to sign up for other activities, go right ahead."

#

The cabin has a sitting room and a little kitchenette, a bathroom and shower, and three small bedrooms off a short hallway. There are large windows with sheer curtains that let in a lot of light, and a big fan hanging from the ceiling that keeps a light, refreshing breeze flowing through the cabin. I breathe a sigh of relief: since the cabins are outside the freeuse zone, I might just stay here for the whole week and let Mia and Gabbie have their fun in the rest of the resort.

The porters bring our bags up onto the porch, and I claim the middle bedroom for myself. It has a glass door that opens onto a small porch overlooking a stand of palm trees, a vanity and chair in the corner, and a canopy bed with its yellow and pink curtains tied up on the frame. In the middle of the bed is a large white envelope and a little wooden box.

I sit on the bed and lift the lid on the box. It's filled with foil condom packs and a plastic bottle of lube. I fling the box away, spilling its contents across the pillows. Inside the envelope is another copy of the resort's rules and regulations, and three rubber wristbands: red, yellow, and green. I drop the yellow and green wristbands back into the envelope and tuck it under the pillow, and then pull the red wristband on. And there you'll stay, I think, raising my hand to admire the way it circles my wrist.

"Who's ready to get railed?" Mia yells from the sitting room.

"Can you let a gal put her feet up for a minute?" Gabbie yells back. "We've spent the whole day traveling!"

"I'm planning to put my feet up," Mia says, "straight into the air and wrapped around some stud's neck while he licks me silly!"

"Why so horny, Mia?" Gabbie asks. I hear her moving around in her room, unpacking her bags. "Isn't Bobby keeping you happy?"

"Oh, I'm very happy with Bobby, and the rest of the gang, too. But I've been looking forward to this trip — I'm tired of taking charge all the time, I want to surrender my body to someone who can take it for a nice, hard ride."

It's true that Mia does tend to take charge: she's the one who organizes most of the parties and get-togethers back in Fox Run, and sets the mood and the pace (usually a fast and furious pace) when the action gets started. I suppose that must get exhausting; I'm more than happy to follow along, and I can't imagine taking the initiative the way Mia does. But the thought of surrendering completely terrifies me, too, especially if Mia is also planning to yield her control. I've always trusted Mia to keep the swinging fun and safe, and if she's not in control, who will be?

"Vanna!" Mia calls. She raps a hand against my door. "Are you ready? Let's go check things out while Miss Sleepyhead naps away her chance to claim the first lay."

I sigh and look at myself in the mirror above the vanity. My hair is tousled, and my eyes look a little dull from the long day of travel; Gabbie probably has the right idea to nap. We have another hour or so before the mixer is supposed to start. But Mia knocks again, more insistently, and I force myself to stand.

"On my way," I say, making sure my red wristband is secure and visible. "Now is as good a time as any to get started."


Chapter five
Roger


When I knock on Ron's door, it's not Ron who answers — not Ron at all. I blink in surprise and gasp when I'm greeted by a curvaceous blonde with her curly hair hanging over her shoulders, wearing apparently nothing but a flowered apron that hangs loosely from her neck, barely concealing her round breasts and swinging from her hips as she opens the door. At first I think it must be Gabbie, but that's impossible, because I saw Gabbie at the airport early this morning when I dropped Vanna off. But it's someone who definitely fits Gabbie's mold.

"You must be Vanna's husband — Robert, was it?" she says with a hint of a Southern lilt in her voice. She extends her hand to me, loose-wristed, and I'm not sure at first whether I'm supposed to shake it or kiss it.

"Um, Roger," I say, taking her soft hand in mine and giving it an awkward shake. Her blue eyes sparkle and her mouth curves into a smile.

"I'm Tricia," she says, "but everyone calls me 'Trish'; Gabbie tells me you and Vanna are just the most charming couple ever."

"Thanks," I say, glancing around. My palms feel sweaty, and I thrust my hands into my pockets, sorry to release Trish's soft fingers from mine.

"Well, don't just stand on the doorstep gawking," Trish says, stepping to the side and motioning for me to enter. "Ron's out on the deck getting that new grill of his started up. I think he's planning an early supper tonight, because he's anxious to get to dessert."

Trish winks at me, and I feel an electric thrill run through me. There's something playful in the way she smiles at me, like she's keeping a delightful secret that is just as much fun to conceal as to share.

She turns on her heel and starts down the entryway hall, revealing that she is indeed naked beneath the apron. Her back is creamy and smooth, and the knot of the apron sits loosely at the crest of her full, round ass. I'm reminded that I met Gabbie almost exactly like this, when Vanna and Mia were on their Betwixtmas vacation and Mia's husband Bobby was introducing me to the rest of the Fox Run circle. Trish smiles at me over her shoulder, then sashays on bare feet deeper into Ron's house. I have no choice but to follow, stumbling a little when I feel my jeans growing suddenly tight.

#

"Apparently, Trish's visit is all Gabbie's doing," Ron says. He and I are on Ron's backyard deck, the noontime sun warm on my face and a can of beer cold in my hand. I'm sitting on one of his deck chairs while Ron fiddles with the controls of a large black grill that looks as complicated to operate as a spaceship.

"She just showed up on my doorstep this morning," Ron continues, "her bags in her hands, and announced that she'd be staying with me while the girls are away. To keep me company, she said. Trish is one of Gabbie's sorority sisters, and we were ... good friends Gabbie and I first got together, but I haven't seen her in years. And those years have definitely treated her well."

"She certainly seems like she'd be good company," I say, unable to get the image of that full, round ass swinging from side to side as she walked down the hall out of my mind.

"So you'd think," Ron says, turning a knob and flicking a switch, then scowling down at the contraption. "But something about it makes me ... nervous. I texted Gabbie right away, must have caught them just after they landed, and all I got for a response was a winking smiley face and 'good luck and have fun.' 'Have fun' makes sense — did you get a look at that ass? — but 'good luck'? Gabbie's up to something ..."

"Maybe she means you're lucky to have Trish as a houseguest?" I say. "If Vanna had sent someone like that to my door while she's away, I'd sure feel lucky."

Ron shakes his head and flicks another switch. He glares at the closed grill, then swats the top with the flat of his hand. I hear a quiet "poof" from inside, and then the hum and hiss of the propane. Ron lets a smile raise his mustache for just a moment, then he scowls again, this time at me and not at the grill.

"I don't think that's what she meant at all," Ron says. "I'm sure this is one of Gabbie's pranks and somehow I'm going to regret it. When I let her in, Trish just barged through the door, dragged her bags upstairs, and a couple minutes later came down stark naked, demanding one of Gabbie's aprons.

"And then," Ron continues, "she demanded I call you and Bobby over right away. Said it was part of the arrangement with Gabbie and I'd better not put up a fuss or she'd be deducting points from my score."

"Are you boys talking about me?" Trish says, sliding the glass door to the deck open and stepping out with a tray of chips and a bowl of guacamole balanced on her hands. She winks at me and bumps Ron's hip with hers as she passes him, and leans over the table as she sets down the chips and guacamole, giving her bare ass a little shake in my direction. I squirm in my chair and cross a leg over my thigh, trying to hide the stiffness developing in my jeans.

"Who else would we be talking about, Trish?" Ron says, smiling despite the annoyance in his voice. "A mysterious naked lady in my kitchen is definitely a topic for an interesting conversation."

"I do like to be a little mysterious," Trish says as she straightens, smoothing her hands down the front of her apron. I squirm again, imagining my hands riding the crest of those curves. "But all will be revealed soon enough, when the other fella — Bobby, is it? — gets here. Where's your other friend, Ron?"

"He said he's on his way," says Ron, turning back to the grill. He lifts the lid and peers inside, apparently checking the thermometer.

"Well, then I suppose I'll just have to be patient," says Trish. She puts her hands on the table and hops onto it, her bare feet dangling above the deck.

"This is a nice patio, Ron," Trish says. "Do you and Gabbie entertain here often?"

Ron makes an affirmative grunting noise as he reaches for a foil-covered tray on the grill's side table.

"I suppose Ron and Gabbie must invite you and Vanna over from time to time," Trish says, leaning toward me. The apron hangs loosely from Trish's neck, and one of her breasts threatens to escape from the side. "Gabbie seems like she'd be a very generous hostess."

I nod, feeling my cheeks redden. From that first meeting with Gabbie, when she offered me a lot more than just fresh-baked cookies, to the decadent week when I basically lived with her and Ron (and Cait and Gary and Bobby), to all the times she and Ron have invited Vanna and me over to share an especially spicy dessert, Gabbie has been more than generous. I wonder how many of those details Gabbie has divulged to Trish.

"Only a very generous hostess would arrange a special entertainment even when she's away," Trish says, kicking her bare legs back and forth. "Generous, and very creative."

"What's this all about, Trish?" Ron says as he lifts a steak from the plate with long metal tongs and lays it onto the grill. The meat makes a sizzling sound as it touches the hot metal, and Ron reaches for another. "What's with the secrecy and the ... um ... nudity?"

Trish shakes her head and laughs.

"I can't tell you," she says, "not until Bobby gets here. There are rules, Ron. A lot of rules. And I don't want to have to repeat myself."


Chapter six
Vanna


Ihurry down the path after Mia, who is moving like a woman on a mission. Which, I suppose, she is. She's still wearing her short blue skirt and a flowered pink top, and her sandals patter softly on the crushed stone walk. She swings her arms at her side as she walks, and I can't help but see the flash of the green band on her right wrist.

"It's a good thing Gabbie's resting," Mia says over her shoulder, "there will be less competition for us."

"You mean less competition for you," I say, holding up my own red wristband.

Mia lets out an exasperated sigh and stops just before we get to the exit from the cabin area. The back of the sign we saw when we arrived, that declared the "SAFE ZONE," has three stick figures that appear to be engaged in some carnal activities: one, with a ponytail sticking up from her head, is on all fours, with a second kneeling behind her and a third standing in front of her. Below the drawing are the words, "WARNING: FREEUSE ZONE AHEAD! DO YOU HAVE YOUR WRISTBAND?"

"Vanna," Mia says, her hands on her hips, "did you come all this way just to watch?"

"I'm ... I need to get my bearings first, I think ..."

"Bearings, schmearings! This isn't like last time at Secretos — Roger knows exactly what's going on here, and he fully approves!"

"I know," I say, remembering all that angst when I was drawn to Javier and Patricio, but worried about Roger back home. "It's not that, though; it's just that I'm nervous ..."

"Nervous about what? This is the perfect place to let go and get your freak on! All the guests had to go through a background check and health screening, they've got a ton of rules, and there's that whole safeword thing. It's obvious what everyone is here for — no-strings, random fucking — so you don't even have to negotiate! What could be easier?"

"I know," I say, looking down at my feet. I can feel my cheeks getting hot again, probably matching the color of my wristband. "But ... I don't know anyone here ..."

"You don't know anyone yet," Mia says. "We're about to get to know some people really well, though, and when we're done knowing them, we never have to see them again."

"I don't know if that's my style ..."

Mia laughs and reaches for my hand.

"I've seen you in action, Vanna," Mia says, making my hot cheeks even hotter, "and I'd say this is exactly your style once you get your groove on."

She gives my hand a tug, and I follow her past the sign and into the freeuse zone, my heart pounding with a strange mix of fear and arousal.

#

We do a circuit through the restaurant and bar, currently empty except for the bartender ,in a bright Hawaiian shirt relaxing on a stool, and a pair of waitresses in short blue skirts and white shirts setting placemats on the tables. I notice that the staff are all wearing red bracelets, and I wonder if that's a requirement or if some of the resort's staff also partake in the freeuse activities. Mia's head is on a swivel, her eyes flashing as she searches for other guests, ideally wearing green wristbands.

"Everyone's probably getting ready for the mixer," I say as we exit the pavilion.

"Yeah, but I need some pre-game action," she says, clearly annoyed.

"We're here for a week, Mia," I say. "You're going to get plenty of action!"

She huffs and starts toward the pool; I pick up my pace to keep up with her. Two men are walking away from the pool — tall, broad-shouldered, and bare-chested, one with tousled blond curls still wet from his swim, the other with close cropped dark hair and a neatly trimmed beard, both wearing white towels around their waists and green bands around their wrists. Mia stops directly in front of them, blocking their paths. They stop and glance at each other.

"How's the water?" Mia asks. She cocks a hip and crosses her arms across her chest, making sure her green wristband is clearly visible. I come up short behind her, watching over her shoulder as the men's eyes roam up and down Mia's body.

"Pretty nice," the blond says.

"The water's warm," says the bearded man.

"And wet," says Blondie, a grin spreading across his face. "Warm and wet."

"You don't say," says Mia. "Warm and wet. I like warm, wet things; I take it you do, too?"

"Oh, yes," says the Beardie. "The warmer and wetter the better, I always say."

"Then what are you doing leaving the pool?" Mia asks. "You're not staying in the warm, wet water?"

"Well, there's a mixer," Blondie says.

"We wanted to freshen up a little," says Beardie. "Before we meet everyone. First impressions, you know?"

"I'm getting a pretty good first impression," Mia says, "and you certainly don't need to freshen up for my sake."

"Well, that's very generous of you," says Beardie.

"Oh, you have no idea how generous I can be," Mia says, taking a step closer to them. She's almost toe to toe with Blondie. "I might be the most generous person you meet all week."

"Is that so?" says Blondie. He leans toward Mia and reaches an arm behind her, pressing his palm between her shoulder blades. Mia lets herself fall back into his hand. "I can be pretty giving myself."

"I thought that might be the case," says Mia. She uncrosses her arms and puts her hands against his chest; I see his nipples stiffen under her touch, which sends a jolt of excitement through me.

Blondie's hand slides down Mia's back and over the curve of her ass. She stands on her toes and places a kiss on his collarbone as his fingers walk down her skirt and start to bunch the fabric into a tight roll. When he brushes the bare skin beneath her skirt, he takes a sharp breath and his playful grin turns absolutely lecherous. The jolt I felt when I watched Mia touch his chest hits me again, making my knees wobble, and I step off the path to stand beside them, unable to take my eyes away from Blondie's wandering hands.

"You weren't lying about your generosity," Blondie says, his voice dropping to a rumbling growl. He has Mia's skirt lifted up to her hip, exposing her naked ass, and his fingers slide across her smooth skin, raising goosebumps in their wake. "I think you deserve some reciprocity."

"I like reciprocity," Mia purrs. She runs her tongue from his collarbone and down his chest, running a quick, wet circle around one nipple and then the other.

Blondie suddenly grabs Mia's ass with both hands, and she lets out a surprised gasp when he lifts her off her feet, his arms bulging. She wraps her legs around his waist and throws her arms around his neck, then presses her mouth against his. I feel the heat rising in my belly and wrap my arms around myself, mesmerized as always by Mia's shameless abandon.

Beardie flashes a grin at me and starts to move in my direction. Startled, I try to speak, and find my throat strangely constricted. He takes another step toward me, and I suddenly remember my wristband; I raise my hand, palm toward him, and at the sight of my red bracelet he stops short. His grin turns briefly to a disappointed frown, but when I motion toward Mia and Blondie and give him a wink, the grin returns, and he pivots to stand behind Mia.

While Blondie kneads Mia's ass and lets his lips wander over her throat, Beardie untucks her top and works his hands under it, up her flanks and across her belly and up to her breasts. Mia shivers at the unexpected touch and wraps her legs tighter around Blondie's waist.

A silent look passes between the men, and as if on some unspoken cue, Beardie brings his hands beneath Mia's arms while Blondie tightens his grip on her ass and together they lift her up, up, up, until Mia can throw her legs over Blondie's shoulders and press her belly against his face. Her delighted giggles turn to moans when Beardie flips her skirt up above her hips and Blondie presses his mouth between her legs. I can hear the wet sounds of his lips and tongue exploring Mia's warm, delicious folds, and it's all I can do not to fall to my knees and thrust my hands between my own legs.

Beardie's hands are still on Mia, sliding up and down her belly, roaming across her pert little tits. He bends her back, his fingers tugging at the hem of her shirt and lifting it up until it's nearly at her throat, and then she falls back in his arms so he can peel it off, dropping it to the ground between his feet. Blondie leans into his work between Mia's legs while Beardie draws her back until she's dangling upside down against Blondie's chest.

Beardie brings a hand to the knot of the towel around his waist, and with a twist he lets it drop. I press my palm to my mouth to stifle a gasp when I see that he's naked now, his hard cock rising from between his muscular thighs. He takes Mia's face between his hands and guides her down until her lips brush the tip of his cock, and in a flash she has it between her lips and is sucking greedily as Blondie's tongue flashes across her pussy. Mia is suspended between them, her legs locked behind Blondie's neck and her head cradled in Beardie's hands, devoured and devouring at the same time.

"Well, that was fast," I hear someone say beside me, and I nearly jump out of my skin. Gabbie is standing beside me, hands on her hips and a broad smile on her face. I see that she's wearing her yellow wristband.

"You scared me," I say, eyes darting from Gabbie to Mia and back again.

"It's pretty mesmerizing," Gabbie says. "She's sure something else, isn't she?"

Blondie's towel has slipped free now, too, fallen in a pile at his feet, and his cock is standing firm as well, pointing at Mia's bare back. His mouth is moving in slow, deliberate circles, covering every inch of Mia's pussy, while she sucks and slurps at Beardie's cock. Beardie quivers, his head thrown back, eyes closed.

"Anyway," Gabbie says, putting a hand on my shoulder. "The mixer's going to start in a few minutes. I'm sure Mia will join us when she's done."

I nod, slack-jawed, and stumble backward down the path to the veranda behind Gabbie, unable to pull my eyes away from Mia and her lovers until I nearly trip over the threshold to the building.


Chapter seven
Roger


"You're not even going to give us a hint at the rules, Trish?" Ron asks as he flips the four steaks spread out across the grill. They sizzle and send up the most delicious aroma, making my stomach grumble.

"Not the slightest little insinuation," Trish says, winking at me and leaning a little lower. I can clearly see the curve of one breast behind the top of her apron now, and its dark brown nipple.

"Do you have a guidebook or something?" Ron asks. "So we can be sure you're not trying to cheat us?"

"Nope," Trish says. "All the rules are in my noggin." She taps the top of her head with a finger and shakes her wavy blonde hair. "But I'm sure Gabbie wouldn't entrust me to your entertainment this week if she thought I would cheat you."

"I'm not so sure," says Ron. "Gabbie has a sneaky streak."

"That she does," Trish says, straightening and leaning her head back. The warm sun shines on her face, and she closes her eyes. "And so do I. So maybe you're right not to trust me."

"Well, we're agreed on that, at least," Ron says. He closes the lid of the grill and adjusts a knob.

"Is it getting hot out here?" Trish says, tilting her head toward Ron. "I'm feeling a little warm."

"Well, you're certainly dressed for warm weather," Ron says. "Or undressed is more like it."

"I just found my traveling clothes too restrictive," Trish says. "It's nice to be among friends so I can relax. But this apron is feeling just a little stuffy ..."

Ron sighs and turns back to his grill.

"Yes," he mutters, "aprons can certainly be stuffy, Trish ..."

While he's speaking, Trish bends her head forward and reaches her hands behind her neck. She lifts her hair and fumbles for the clasp that holds the apron around her neck, and with a click she undoes it, letting the front of the apron fall to her waist. Then she leans back again and lets the warm sun shine on two of the most perfect breasts I've ever seen: round and firm, creamy smooth and glistening with the faintest sheen of sweat, capped with rich brown nipples that are fairly begging me to wrap my lips around them and suck until they're stiff. I shift in my seat again, letting my erection slip down the leg of my jeans. Trish looks at me with an impish grin and runs her tongue across her full, red lips.

The sound of Ron's doorbell startles me from my blatant ogling of Trish's breasts. She giggles, which makes her breasts shake, which makes the erection in my jeans grow even more uncomfortable.

"Can you get that, Roger?" Ron asks, lifting the grill lid again. "That's probably Bobby, and we can finally get this show on the road."

#

I have my erection more or less under control, in a steady but not uncomfortable state of joyful tumescence, by the time I get back to the patio with Bobby. Ron is testing the steaks with the end of his tongs, and Trish is leaning back on her arms, head back and bare breasts high, luxuriating in the sunshine. She straightens when she hears us, and gives Bobby a grin, her eyes flicking up and down his body. He's clearly fresh from the gym, his gray-flecked black hair still damp from the shower, his gym bag slung casually over his shoulder. His blue cotton polo shirt stretches taut over his shoulders, and his bare legs look muscular and strong beneath the hem of his white shorts.

Bobby, as always, is completely unflappable and suave. I suppose finding a naked lady on your friend's patio is a near daily occurrence for Bobby; even though Vanna and I have been joining in with the Fox Run Swingers for a couple of years now, I still find the amount of bare flesh I'm exposed to surprising and arousing. He sets his bag down and steps up to Trish.

"I don't think we've been introduced," says Bobby, extending a hand toward Trish. "I'm Bobby, Ron's neighbor."

"I'm Trish. I've heard so much about you and Mia from Gabbie," Trish says, offering her own hand. "It's a delight to finally meet you."

Bobby takes her hand and lifts it to his lips. He places a chaste kiss on her knuckles, then turns her hand over and runs his lips over her palm and down to her wrist. I can see Trish's nipples suddenly stiffen, and my cock responds in kind, making me have to cross my legs again.

Trish giggles when Bobby releases her hand, and I see a flush of color rise from her chest to her cheeks. I suppose my cheeks are a little red, too, and not just from the sun.

"The steaks are about done if you like them medium rare," Ron calls over his shoulder, giving the meat one more flip. "Let's eat, and then Trish can tell us about these 'rules' she and Gabbie dreamed up."

#

We sit under the umbrella on Ron's patio table, Trish next to me with Bobby and Ron across from us. Trish sits so close to me that her bare hip brushes mine when she cuts her steak, and when she leans across me to take a scoop of guacamole, her bare breast presses against my shoulder. My erection is demanding a lot of the blood my brain needs to think about things besides Trish's breasts, and I decide it's better not to fight it: there's nothing in the world that demands my attention except the juicy steak and Trish's equally delectable tits. I imagine my mouth exploring every creamy curve, my tongue dancing across her stiffening nipples, while I savor the rich taste of my meal.

"So tell us about these rules, Trish," Ron says, setting his knife and fork down on his plate with a clatter. "What nonsense have you and my wife cooked up?"

Trish dabs at her lips with her napkin and smiles.

"You're not very patient, Ron," Trish says. "Though I remember you were always a little pigheaded back in school. We're going to have to work on your patience this week."

"So while our wives are off on a week of debauchery," Ron says, "you're going to be here working on our personal faults, like some sort of life coach?"

"A naked life coach," Trish says. Her hand suddenly lands on my knee and gives it a squeeze, making me jump and Bobby laugh. "Don't you want to be your best selves for your spouses after they're back from their wild trip?"

"When Mia comes back," Bobby says, "there's only one part of me she's going to be interested in, and it's not my personality."

"Well, maybe we'll work on that part, too," Trish says, leaning across the table and reaching out a hand to slide across Bobby's cheek. He seizes her hand before she can pull away and drags it to his mouth, running his tongue between her fingers while giving her a smoldering look. Trish squeezes my knee harder and shivers.

When Bobby releases her hand, Trish settles back on her seat with a shudder, closing her eyes as she composes herself. My eyes are drawn again to the pale pink flush that warms her throat and spreads across her breasts; it's easy to imagine her lying on a crisp white sheet with a satisfied, post-coital smile on her gorgeous face and a warm glow illuminating her curvy body, an image that does nothing to relieve the pressure in my jeans.

"We're going to play games this week," Trish says, "lots of fun games, and I'm going to keep score. There will be prizes" — she glances at me and winks — "and maybe trophies. You might learn a little something from the games, and you'll certainly have fun, I can promise you that."

"I like games," Bobby says. Then winks at Trish and says, "And prizes."

"Well, I don't," says Ron, leaning back with his arms crossed. "Because I'm convinced your games will be rigged. You were always up to no good in college."

"Are you still mad about homecoming?" Trish asks, tilting her head playfully toward Ron while the hand on my knee slides higher, gently kneading my thigh.

"It was very cold that weekend," Ron says, "and your nightgown didn't cover me very well at all."

"I suppose it was a long walk to back to the frat house," says Trish. "You should have thought about where you set your clothes when it's my laundry day."

"I guess I'm on board with games, too," I say, trying to keep my voice steady as Trish's fingers slide higher still, playfully dancing just inches from my straining erection.

"Well, that's three to one," says Trish. "Old sourpuss will have to decide for himself once he sees how much fun the rest of us are having."


Chapter eight
Vanna


When Gabbie and I enter the veranda, there are already about two dozen people there, sitting at tables or leaning on the bar, with roughly equal numbers of men and women. There are a few people younger than me, maybe college age; and a few older, maybe in their forties or fifties, including a handsome silver fox and who I presume to be his absolute MILF of a wife, with long black hair hanging in a braid on her back and curves that just won't quit. I can tell that this couple has caught Gabbie's eye, too, and I wink at her when I see her looking their way.

"I call dibs on being their toy for the week," Gabbie says in a low voice. "They look like they know their way around a gal's erogenous zones."

"And I thought you'd want to tap your inner cougar," I say, "and spend the week teaching the young ones how to play."

Gabbie sighs.

"I don't know if I've got the energy for that," she says. "I'll let you and Mia break in the young studs."

"Well, Mia has certainly started down that path already." My mind flashes on the image of Mia suspend between Blondie's mouth and Beardie's cock, her little body shivering in delight, and I can't help but shiver a little myself.

The quiet hum of conversation that fills the space is replaced with silence when the concierge, wearing a crisp, cream-colored collarless suit, steps up onto a little stage at the far end of the room and taps a microphone on a silver stand. There's a hiss of static, and then he speaks:

"Welcome to the inaugural week of (In)Discretos, the new tropical freeuse resort!" he says. He's met with applause and cheers, and he raises his hand to silence the accolades. "You've all had the orientation, and the rules are clearly posted, so I won't bore you with all of that again — you wouldn't be here at (In)Discretos if we didn't think you were the sort of person who would partake in our delights both enthusiastically and responsibly. I'm happy to see so many of you here, all wearing your wristbands, ready for the most decadent and delicious week you can imagine. We have many wonderful services to offer you, of course, but what will really make this week special is what you can offer each other. So play nicely, but play vigorously, too!"

There are more laughs and cheers, and the concierge raises his hand again.

"Before I let you sign up for our activities," he says, "and get to know each other a little better, I'd like to introduce Sofia, who dreamed up this island adventure in the first place and made all of this possible."

A tall, graceful woman with raven black hair piled high on her head strides into the room and mounts the stage. She's wearing a long, sheer gown that shimmers as she walks and clings to the curves of her hips and breasts. After giving a nod to the concierge, who smiles besottedly at her, she steps to the foot of the stage, forgoing the microphone, and raises her slender arms above her head.

"Welcome to my island, you nasty fuckers!" she yells. Uproarious cheers echo through the veranda, and she basks delightedly in them, a glowing smile on her beautiful face.

When the noise subsides, Sofia continues.

"This freeuse resort has been at least four years in the making. I had a vision for what Secretos could offer its more discerning guests, but it took a lot of convincing to get the directors on board with this expansion. They didn't imagine that there were so many people like you — horny as fuck and craving adventure — who would jump at the chance to spend a week with like-minded deviants. And now, here you all are, ready to bone each other senseless!"

There are more cheers, and Sofia claps her hands loudly for silence.

"To celebrate the grand opening of (In)Discretos, we'll be running a little contest. Posted behind the bar" — she waves her hand offstage — "is a chart with all of your names. Every morning, we ask you to leave a tally mark of the previous day's conquests. This is fully on the honor system, of course, but you wouldn't be here if you weren't ... honorable." She gives us a wicked wink, and a tittering giggle runs through the crowd. "At the end of the week, the guest who has used, and been used, the most, will be crowned the queen or king of (In)Discretos Island, and will be invited to return again next year to reign in glory completely free of charge."

While the guests cheer again, I look at Gabbie and say, "Well, I don't think I'm going to make a showing in this little game."

"Don't count yourself out," she says. "You might be slow to warm up, but you run hot once you're ready."

"Yeah, but I don't stand a chance. Just look at the competition here!" I wave my hand, indicating the beautiful people amassed in the veranda, all clearly here with not a single inhibition to hold them back.

Gabbie laughs and says, "And that doesn't compare to the competition not here. Have you seen Mia?"

I look around, but neither Mia nor her two new lovers are anywhere to be seen.

"I haven't," I say, suddenly worried. "Should we go check on her?"

I'm just getting ready to rush back toward the pool, certain that something horrible has happened to our friend, when I see Blondie and Beardie stumble into the veranda, grins on their faces and towels barely in place, with Mia between them, arms around their waists. When she sees Gabbie and me, Mia lets out a delighted squeal and hurries over to us, blowing a kiss over her shoulder at her lovers. Her shirt is on inside out, her skirt is twisted around her legs, her sandals are dangling from her fingers, and she's wearing the glowing smile of someone who has been recently and thoroughly fucked.

"Holy shit," Mia says, kissing first Gabbie's cheek and then mine, "this place is amazing. There's so much good dick! Did I miss anything?"

Gabbie rolls her eyes and chuckles, and I shake my head.

"Nothing important," I say. "Just your impending coronation, Queen Mia."


Chapter nine
Roger


"Do you think it's getting a little chilly out here?" Trish asks. Bobby, Trish, and I have moved from the table and back to the lounge chairs while Ron is polishing the grill cover and moving back and forth to the kitchen with dirty plates and grilling tools. Trish still has the top of her apron rolled down to her waist, and her breasts glow in the late afternoon sun.

"Seems fine to me," Ron says as he walks past us with his polishing cloth slung over his shoulder. "Maybe if you were dressed like a normal person ..."

"What, you don't like my outfit?" Trish says, running her hands up the sides of her breasts. I've given up all pretense of not staring at Trish's tits, and let my eyes trace every curve as her fingers circle her nipples, making them stiffen.

"Your behavior is intended to provoke and arouse," Ron says, pausing at the door, "no doubt in an effort to distract us and ruin our concentration, thereby giving you an unfair advantage in the so-called 'games' you're forcing us to play."

"Ron, I'm hurt." Trish puts out her plump bottom lip in a pout. "And also kind of flattered. I wasn't thinking strategically at all, I just like to be naked."

"A likely story," Ron huffs, pushing the door open again. "And, sadly, definitely in keeping with your character."

He pauses and glares over his shoulder at Trish, who meets his gaze with flashing eyes and an impish grin.

"Well, come on," Ron says, "get inside before you freeze your tits off. Not that I care about your comfort, of course; I just don't want to listen to you complaining all night."

#

"We should start the first game, boys," Trish says as she settles onto the couch beside Bobby.

She walks her fingers from Bobby's bare knee and up his thigh; Bobby sits cool as a cucumber, sipping at his beer. It's a good thing Bobby is sitting by Trish and not me, because I'm sure I'd embarrass myself with an involuntary groan at her touch. As it is, I'm shifting again in my chair to make space for my growing erection.

"Might as well get it over with," Ron agrees, flopping down on a chair across from the couch. "What's first on the menu of delights, Trish? Charades? Pin the tail on the donkey? Truth or dare?"

"Those all sound fun," Trish says, "but my plan is to start with poker. Strip poker."

Bobby laughs. "It looks like you've already won, Trish," he says, raking his eyes over her tits. "Or lost."

"Oh, I never lose," Trish says. "Ron's right about the games being rigged in my favor — whatever the outcome, I'm guaranteed a good time." She turns to Ron and says, "Would you be a sweetheart, Ron, and go grab my red bag? The one at the foot of the bed?"

Ron sighs and pushes himself up from his chair.

"Your wish is my command, Princess," he says, making his way for the stairs. Trish blows him a kiss from the couch, then returns to gently running her hand up and down Bobby's thigh while I try to keep my hands from shaking around my beer can.

#

When Ron returns with Trish's red suitcase, she slips from the couch and kneels in front of it on the floor. She opens it and takes out a stack of clothes — socks, panties, a blue skirt, a white blouse — and sets them on the floor beside her. Then she reaches into the front pocket of the suitcase and pulls out a red deck of playing cards held together by a rubber band.

"I suppose those are all marked," Ron says, settling back into his chair, "so you can further humiliate us with your wicked, wicked game."

"Oh, I don't need marked cards to beat you, Ron," Trish says, winking at him. "I seem to recall a strip poker game in college that left you a bit chilly at the end, while Gabbie and I were still wrapped up in our cozy sweaters."

I think I see Ron blush a little, but he composes himself and says, "The younger version of me was not a great poker player, I'll admit that. Some of us have matured since then."

"Well, we'll see if your card skills have improved," Trish says. "Honestly, I'm not optimistic for you."

Trish closes the suitcase and slides it away, then stands. She reaches behind herself, fingers working at the knot holding the apron on her hips. When she lets the flowered fabric fall to her feet, it's all I can do not to let out a gasp at the beauty she unveils. Trish's hips and thighs flare and curve, and the gentle arc of her belly invites my eyes to explore her shape. A thick tangle of blonde hair, slightly darker than the curls on her head, sits above a pair of full, pouting lips, and I can feel myself salivate at the thought of burying my tongue between them. She stands with her hands on her hips, grinning at the obvious effect she's having on me; Ron sits with his arms folded across his chest, glowering, while Bobby tilts his head and lets his eyes roam up and down Trish's body.

"We'll start with a simple five card draw," Trish says, "aces high, just to remind Ron of the rules." She winks at him, and Ron glowers more darkly. "If you lose a hand, you lose an article of clothing. If I win a hand" — she motions at the stack of clothes by her feet — "I put something on. Once it's off, or on, it stays that way. The game ends when one of you is naked or I'm fully — and sadly — clothed."

"Sounds good to me," says Bobby. "How do you decide who's the overall winner?"

"Oh, that will be obvious," Trish says. She lowers herself to the floor, sitting cross-legged with the deck of cards in her lap. "Ron, would you be a dear and come cut the cards for us?"

#

The game plays out more or less as I expected. Poker has never been my strongest skill, and with Trish's glorious nakedness to distract me, I'm quickly stripped down to my boxers and t-shirt. I have to keep my hands in front of my lap, cards fanned out and tilted toward my chest, to hide the erection that threatens to burst into view.

Ron sits sockless on the floor beside me, warily eying Trish over the tops of his cards. Bobby leans casually against the couch, shirtless but otherwise fully dressed. And Trish is now almost fully dressed, having sat in just her socks for a few hands before quickly winning back her panties and skirt. Her bare breasts are making it very hard for me to concentrate on my hand, much less remember the variations Ron called out when he dealt. Was it aces low? Jacks wild? Does it even matter when all I've got are low clubs and diamonds? My erection is demanding all the blood my brain needs to process anything at all ...

"Three jacks," Trish says, smiling triumphantly as she fans her cards out in front of her.

"Four nines," says Ron, a smirk lifting his mustache as Trish sighs.

"Straight flush," Bobby says, revealing a run of hearts from nine to five.

I groan, toss my lousy hand on the floor, and pull off my t-shirt. Trish shakes her head in mock consolation.

"This could be the last hand, Roger," Trish says as she reaches across the space between us and hands me the deck of cards. "Why don't you deal."

I take the cards with shaking fingers and clumsily shuffle. I'm sure that I can feel every eye on the poorly concealed bulge in my boxers. Even though I've been naked with Bobby and Ron plenty of times in the past two years — at Bobby and Mia's parties and at casual swap sessions at their homes — there's something humiliating about being nearly naked when everyone else is almost fully clothed.

Humiliating and, I have to admit, a little arousing. My balls tighten as I deal the cards, my palms slick with sweat.

"Um ... no draw, aces high, deuces wild?" I stammer.

Ron shrugs and says, "Pedestrian, but sufficient."

I pick up my cards and see that I have neither aces nor deuces. Nor any face cards, nor any pairs. All I have is a sinking feeling in my stomach, burning cheeks, and a raging hard-on which is about to be released into the open.

Trish reads my obvious look of despair — I clearly have no bluffing skills — and gives her head a slow, sad shake. I glance at Ron, but he's already laid his cards down and has started unbuttoning his shirt. Trish and Bobby lock eyes, both smiling.

"I'll show you mine if you show me yours," Bobby says, fanning himself with his cards.

"I think a little more of yours will be on display when these cards are revealed," Trish says, "and a little less of mine."

She lays her cards down, one at a time: a ten, a queen, two aces, and a wild deuce. Then she bats her eyes at Bobby and starts reaching for her shirt lying on the floor beside her.

"Not so fast, Trish," Bobby says, fanning out his winning hand: a queen, two aces, and two wild deuces. He winks and blows Trish a kiss.

"And so your first game concludes," Ron says to Trish, shrugging his shirt off his shoulders. "And a bit ambiguously: an obvious victory for Bobby and an obvious — and disgraceful — loss for Roger. But I wouldn't necessarily say that you've clearly won, Trish."

"Oh, I disagree," says Trish, pushing herself up with her hands and stepping over the scattered cards to Bobby. She reaches her hand down, and he takes it, standing himself. "Remember, I win every game. The only question is which of you also wins. And I'm sorry to say, Ron, you and Roger are both the losers tonight."

She suddenly leans into Bobby, pressing her bare breasts against his chest and wrapping her arms around his neck, and pulls him into a kiss. He seems startled at first, but quickly responds to her probing tongue with his own. His hands rise to her breasts, squeezing the firm but yielding flesh, and she lets out a moan that he hungrily swallows with his mouth.

"Bobby's prize is me," Trish says, breaking away from their kiss and breathing heavily, "and obviously Bobby is mine. Mutually assured pleasure."

Her hand boldly reaches between Bobby's leg and squeezes. He gasps, then lowers his mouth to her breast, taking a nipple between his lips. With one hand fondling his cock through his shorts, Trish's other hand pulls his head closer, fingers weaving through Bobby's black and gray curls.

"Get a room, you two," Ron grumbles, pushing himself up from the floor. "I'm going to go wash up the dishes and get ready for bed."

I watch Bobby and Trish make their way to the stairs, giggling and grabbing as they go. I had slipped off my boxers when Trish declared an end to the game, and I was making a valiant effort not to stroke my painfully hard cock while watching Bobby's hand climb up the back of Trish's skirt and tug at her panties while they climbed the stairs. Feeling a little dizzy, I stand and wander toward the kitchen, holding my boxers to ineffectually conceal my erection.

"You don't seem to like Trish much," I say to Ron's back as he stands over the sink.

"We have a history," says Ron. "And not an entirely happy one. There are reasons I haven't seen her since college."

"But she still gets along with Gabbie?"

"Two peas in a pod," says Ron. "A pair of well-matched vixens with mischief on their minds."

"Interesting," I say.

I can hear Bobby and Trish's footsteps upstairs, and the slamming of a door. Trish's musical giggles suddenly turn to moans, and my cock pulses. Ron turns on the water in the sink, partially obscuring the noisy creaking of bedsprings.

"You can crash here tonight," Ron says without turning to me. "I'm sure you remember where the guest room is."

I nod, even though he can't see me, then make my way down the hall to take care of the erection bouncing between my thighs.


Chapter ten
Vanna


"Fucking Chris and Charlie didn't even count!" Mia says, her brow wrinkled and a frown on her face. She's holding the little flyer with the rules for the contest — "Royally Screwed," it says across the front, with a drawing of a disheveled woman wearing a crooked crown and a satisfied smile — and pointing at the first line: "The contest begins at 2:00 PM on check-in day and runs until check-out at 10:00 AM." The clock on the kitchenette wall says it's not yet one o'clock.

"Chris and Charlie?" Gabbie says, coming out of the kitchenette with a tray of tall glasses and a bowl of fruit. "Which was which?"

"Charlie's the one with the incredibly supple tongue," Mia says, a dreamy look coming over her face, "and Chris has the softest beard; I could rub my thighs against it all day ..."

"Well, you'll just have to fuck them again," I say from the couch. I take one of the glasses from Gabbie and sip: it's a delicious blend of mango and orange, sweet with just a hint of sour. "They sure looked like they had a good time, I'm sure they won't mind a repeat performance."

Mia rolls her eyes and drops onto the couch beside me.

"I think the spirit of the game — and the resort — is that you should put a little space between repeat performances," Mia says. "Obviously, I'm going to have to fuck them again, just to keep my numbers up, but it seems wrong to fuck them again too soon."

"Such an interesting etiquette conundrum," Gabbie says, stifling a laugh. "How soon is too soon at the freeuse resort?"

"There are twenty-eight guests at the resort," Mia says, "fourteen men and fourteen women. We have seven days, so if you're going to fuck everyone, assuming you're going for men and women both, you've got to aim for four a day. And since it starts late and ends early, five is really the ideal target, but a hard pace to maintain. I probably shouldn't repeat my romp with Chris and Charlie until day six."

"Someone has been doing some math," says Gabbie with a chuckle.

Mia shrugs. "Sometimes my mind wanders when I'm getting plowed." She reaches over and squeezes my knee. "That assumes everyone is wearing the green wristband, of course. The math gets more complicated if we take red wristbands out, or have to deal with people who switch colors. I'll have to do repeat performances sooner if not everyone is in the pool."

"Sorry to make the math more complicated," I say, pulling my knee away. "I'm just ... getting used to the idea, okay? It's ... a lot."

Mia puts her head on my shoulder and sighs.

"I'm not trying to pressure you, Vanna," Mia says. "We all move at different speeds, and I respect that. Not everyone is a horny little slut like me."

"Oh, you're not a horny little slut!" I say, running my hand over Mia's silky black hair. "I'd never say that!"

She laughs against my arm.

"I kind of am, though," Mia says. Then her fingers find the ticklish spot behind my elbow, making me let out a yelp. "And I've seen you be a horny little slut, too, when the mood is right. Take your time, Vanna, I'll try not to run up the numbers too much while I'm waiting for you."

#

While Mia is in the shower, freshening up before the competition starts in earnest, I retreat to my room. I'm hanging up my sundresses and putting my panties in the chest of drawers when I hear a clattering sound. Looking down, I see that my little silver friend — a smooth, slim vibrator that shines in a pool of sunlight on the floor — has fallen from my bag. Even though my bedroom door is closed, I snatch it up quickly and tuck it under my pillow.

I'm sure Mia would make fun of me for bringing my vibrator to a freeuse resort vacation. "Why do you need a toy when you're surrounded by the real thing?" she'd say, probably with her fingers wrapped around whatever cock happened to be handy at the moment.

I suppose the vibrator is just another example of my need to be in control of the situation. No matter what is, or isn't, going on in my sex life, I know I can rely on my little friend to give me what I want. It's versatile in its simplicity — just three speeds controlled by a switch on the base, and one simple buzzing, pulsing sensation that makes its slim shaft shimmy when I hold it — and it has helped me explore sensations that I can guide my lovers in reproducing. Roger has never minded having my little friend join us in the bedroom, and we've even taken a spin or two with it on his body: tickling his nipples, probing his balls, bringing him to toe-curling climaxes when I roll it up the sensitive underside of his cock. My little friend is a tool for pleasure that's guaranteed to make everyone happy, no strings attached.

While I finish unpacking and strip off my shirt and bra, selecting a bikini to wear down to the pool — with my red wristband prominently on display! — I can't help but steal glances at my pillow and the slender, shiny tip of my vibrator peaking out. Watching Blondie and Beardie — or Chris and Charlie, I guess — take control of Mia's body and make her squeal with delight definitely got my engine revving. I may not be ready to participate myself, but that doesn't mean I can't get some vicarious pleasure from Mia's good time.

When I slip out of my skirt and panties and sit on the side of the bed to pull on my bikini bottoms, my little friend rolls from under the pillow, coming to rest against my hip. I reach over to pick it up, and as soon as my fingers touch its sleek, smooth surface, I feel a jolt of desire run through me. My body knows what that touch usually leads to, and it knows exactly what it wants.

"Maybe just a quick tease," I think. "Just a little ... amuse-bouche to get me in the mood to watch a little fun out by the pool."

I glance at the door to make sure it's closed firmly, then pick up the vibrator and flip the switch on the base. It immediately springs to life at its highest setting, sending vibrations from my hand all the way up my arm. Startled, I fumble for the switch and bring it down to its low-power mode, just a gentle throb that makes my skin tingle. I run my hand up and down its length, imagining that it's Roger's cock — Or maybe Beardie's, I think, remembering how Mia grasped his shaft and pulled it toward her upside down mouth while Blondie held her to his mouth with her legs locked behind his head.

I lie back on the bed, my feet dangling above the floor, eyes to the ceiling, and run the tip of the vibrator gently up my thigh, over my hip, and across my belly. I feel the ache growing in my core, the warmth spreading through my entire body. I roll it up over my ribs and nestle it between my breasts, sighing as the vibrations flow through my curves and make my nipples stiffen.

The tip of the vibrator barely grazes my left nipple, but it's enough to make me moan. My nervousness about this week has been masking a heightened state of arousal — all those beautiful people, ready to fuck; Chris and Charlie having their way with Mia; the promise of anonymous, mutual pleasure around every corner ... In no time at all, my pussy is absolutely drenched, and I haven't even brought the vibrator or my hands near it.

Through sheer force of will, I keep my hands and vibrator away from the part of me that is crying out the loudest for their touch. Instead, I tease my nipples with the tip of the vibrator, running my thumb back and forth over the switch so the gentle hum becomes an insistent buzz and then fades again. The torment is delightful, and I let another moan escape my lips.

Just a few more minutes, I think, just a few more minutes of teasing and then I'll get dressed and go out ...

I let out another moan, feeling the vibrator's buzz run through my entire body, and squeeze my eyes shut. I'm so close, so close, and just from teasing my nipples while I lie naked on the bed. Maybe if I'd been able to untangle my arousal from my nervousness, maybe if I'd dared to let my desire take the wheel, I could have been stumbling into the meeting like Mia, too, freshly fucked and completely satisfied ...

"Are you about done, Vanna?"

It's Mia's voice, coming from the doorway. I yelp and drop the vibrator, which buzzes like an angry wasp beside me, and I roll onto my side and tuck my knees to my belly. My skin feels prickly and hot, and my ears are burning.

"Don't you knock?" I yell, too embarrassed to look toward the door.

"I did," Mia says, "but you must not have been able to hear me over all the noise."

"What noise? I had it set on low ..."

Mia laughs, and I feel the bed shift as she sits beside me.

"What, your moaning?" she says. "That was hardly set on low — I'll bet they could hear you all the way to the boat dock."

"They could not," I say, curling myself into a tight ball. "There's no way I was that loud."

"Whatever you say, Vanna," Mia says. I feel her hand stroke my hair, coming to rest on my shoulder as she leans closer to me. "It was very nice moaning."

"Are you done teasing me?" I say. I can feel tears stinging my eyes.

"Am I teasing you? I thought you were doing a pretty good job of that yourself, but if you want me to tease you ..."

Her hand slides down my arm, and I feel the mattress shift again as Mia lies beside me, pressed up against my knees. I open my eyes and see her face close to mine, her dark eyes shining and her lips turned into a playful smile.

"I guess I was ... a little horny," I whisper.

"I guess," says Mia. She reaches back, and when her hand appears again, she has my vibrator wrapped in her fingers, still buzzing. "I don't know why that would be ..."

"This was a mistake, wasn't it?" I say. I feel a tear trickle down my cheek. "This is the wrong place for me to be, isn't it?"

"I think it's a perfectly fine place for you to be," says Mia. She brushes my hair back from my face with her free hand and kisses my forehead. "You've had a pretty intense morning, that's all; you just need a little release ..."

"That's what I was trying to get before you so rudely interrupted me ..."

The vibrator suddenly runs across my knee straight to another ticklish spot that Mia knows all too well, and I squirm and thrash, trying to escape her insistent touch. It's no good, though; Mia's small, but she's strong, and determined, and when Mia wants something, she makes sure she gets it. And apparently what she wants right now is to torture me.

"Let me help you a little," Mia whispers in my ear. The vibrator brushes against my belly as she rolls on top of me, her knees between mine. "You just relax and let me take care of you ..."

Suddenly her warm lips are wrapped around my left nipple, and I let out a surprised gasp. The vibrator slides lower, tickling my hip, as Mia shifts herself above me. My hands slide up her back and I tangle my fingers in her thick black hair, pulling her mouth tighter to my breast.

"Oh, fuuuuck," I groan when the vibrator dances across my belly, tantalizingly close to my pussy. Her mouth is on my other nipple now, licking and biting, while her free hand tickles up and down my flank and the vibrator moves lower, lower, lower ...

When the tip of the vibrator brushes against my clit, I let out a moan, lifting my hips to meet its touch. Mia pulls it away, leaving me quivering in space, desperate to feel the pulsing shaft, hungry to be filled by its throbbing length.

"Relax," Mia says again, putting all of her weight on me as she straddles me, "just lie back and let me use you to make you feel good ..."

I moan again when the vibrator presses against my clit; the sensation is sharp and insistent, almost too intense, but I don't want it to end, so instead of thrusting against Mia's hand I let myself sink into the mattress, hoping to receive more of her touch. My vision is getting blurry, but I can see Mia smiling at me as she guides the vibrator all over the blooming flower of my desire.

"Good girl, Vanna," Mia whispers. "Be a good girl and lie still for me ..."

Mia nudges my thighs further apart with her knee, and suddenly she's bracing herself for leverage as she pushes the pulsing vibrator into me. My climax rolls through me so fast and so hard that I can't catch my breath; all I can do is lie under Mia with my arms and legs thrown wide, with short, shallow panting shaking my breasts. There's no way to control the noises that want to explode from my lips, so I simply surrender and let a howl of delight echo through my little bedroom; if they want to listen to me come down at the boat dock, then they can be my guests!

Mia clings to me through my convulsive orgasm, her fingers squeezing into my hip as I shake beneath her. When the final wave washes through me and I can breathe again, I feel all of my muscles go slack and, with a shiver, I collapse onto the bed. The vibrator buzzes for a moment more, tickling its way up to my belly, and then I hear Mia click it off. Silence fills the room, and the warm sunlight pooling on my face threatens to send me into satiated unconsciousness.

"That should hold you for a little while," Mia says as she pushes herself up. She looks down at me and smiles at my blissful repose.

"Yes," I sigh, trying to sit up and failing. I fall into the mattress again, enjoying the warm tingle running through my body. "Yes, for a little while ..."

By the time Mia has left the room, closing the door behind her, I'm falling asleep with the now-still vibrator resting against my hip.


Chapter eleven
Roger


Iwake, naked and refreshed, to the smell of coffee and bacon, and hear someone clattering in the kitchen. I have a sudden memory of waking up in this same bed during that Betwixtmas week two years ago, when it was Cait who woke me up my first morning. It's such a happy memory that my cock, already sporting its typical morning erection, springs to life in joyful anticipation.

I look around for my clothes, but in my haste to address my arousal, I must have left them in a pile on the living room floor, where I lost them piece by piece to Trish's poker game. My cock likes that memory, too — it took me two sessions in my fist to finally get my excitement under control, though the first was over at lightning speed after all the teasing Trish delivered last night. In the closet, I find an old checkered robe of Ron's, and decide that will have to do for now, even though it's a size or two too large. With the belt secured and my erection tucked as well as it can be behind the robe, I make my way to the kitchen.

The sight that greets me does nothing to abate my general arousal. Trish is standing at the stove, the flowered apron tied loosely above the curve of her naked ass, humming to herself as she turns pieces of bacon in a sizzling pan. Her curly blonde hair is tousled from sleep, and the memory of the moans I heard from upstairs when she led Bobby to claim his prize comes flooding back. I can picture Trish spread out on the bed, her head turning from side to side on the pillow with her eyes closed and lips parted in ecstasy, while Bobby feasts at the sweet nectar between her thighs. I stare at the smooth, creamy skin on her back, imagining my hands sliding up and down her body while I explore her curves, and at the swell of her ass, which practically begs to be slapped and then soothed with gentle kisses, and it's all I can do to keep my robe tied shut. I want to press myself against her, feel her skin on mine, and taste her sweet flesh against my lips.

Trish must hear me standing in the entry of the kitchen — probably my heavy breathing, I imagine — and she turns her head to look at me, giving me a little wink. She has the glow of a woman who was thoroughly pleasured and swaddled in satisfied sleep, and there's a playful sparkle in her deep blue eyes.

"Well, good morning, sunshine," Trish says with a slight giggle in her voice. "Have you slept off your humiliating defeat in last night's game?"

My mood sours a little, and I try not to pout.

"I guess I'm not very good at poker," I mumble.

Trish clicks off the stove and sets the fork she was using to turn the bacon on the counter, then turns to me, wiping her hands on the front of her apron. I can see the swell of her large breasts behind the apron, and her hips roll gently as she walks toward me on bare feet.

"We've got a lot more games left to play, sugar," Trish says, putting her arms around my neck. She stands on her toes and plants a warm, soft kiss on my cheek. "I'm sure we'll find one that you and I will win together."

She steps back and runs her eyes up and down my body, and lets out a little laugh.

"That's certainly not your robe, Roger," she says. "You look absolutely lost in it."

I pull the belt a little tighter. My erection surged with Trish's kiss, and I'm glad the robe is too big; there's more material to hide my too-eager cock.

"I think I left my clothes on the floor after the game," I admit. I glance toward the living room, and see that someone — probably Trish — has made a neat, folded stack of them on the couch.

"The game did break up with a little haste, didn't it?" Trish says, turning back toward the stove and countertop. "I was so excited to share in Bobby's victory — I hope you and Ron weren't too put out."

She nods toward the little table in the corner of the kitchen and says, "Why don't you have a seat and some coffee, while I finish fixing breakfast? I don't think Bobby will be up for a while — he had a very long night — and Ron tends to be a late riser on Sunday. Or so Gabbie tells me."

I pull out a chair and take a seat, arranging my borrowed robe to hide the erection that shows no sign of relaxing. Trish brings me a mug of coffee, then goes into the kitchen to finish cooking the bacon. I sip my coffee and watch her work, enjoying the tilt of her hip and the curve of her ass. When she bends over to open the oven door, giving me a peek at her thick pussy lips, I nearly let a gasp escape my mouth; I would love to grip her pliant hips in my fingers and bury my aching cock in her while she leans over the stove.

She stands and turns, holding a hot tray of biscuits, and winks at me, no doubt very aware of the effect her display is having. I smile over the rim of my coffee cup. Trish sets the biscuits on the stove, brushes her hands over the apron again, and fetches a coffee mug of her own.

"We should get to know each other a little better," Trish says, pulling out the chair beside me and settling herself on it with one knee crossed over the other, "while we wait for the others to get up."

"Um ... sure ... that sounds good," I stammer.

Her bare foot is touching my knee, and she leans toward me so I can't help but see down the front of her apron into the soft valley between her breasts. She smiles, eyes sparkling, and sips her coffee.

"Tell me about how you met Ron and Gabbie," Trish says. "I hear it's quite a story."

#

"The chauffeur uniform was Gabbie's idea," I say, nearing the end of my Betwixtmas week story — we've already covered Bobby and me visiting Gabbie on her freeuse day while she made cookies, the ugly sweater party, the impromptu kitchen gangbang with Cait, and the general debauchery that reigned in Ron's house — and we're finally getting to the part where Cait retrieved Vanna and Mia from the airport after their Secretos trip. "Cait looked ... um ... delicious in that uniform, her red hair tucked up under the black cap and the vest pulled tight over her ... er ... breasts."

Trish has been listening intently, leaning a little closer over the course of my tale, her hand resting on my thigh. When I try to skirt over some of the details, like Gabbie making the rounds of the guest rooms in the morning to attend to our needs, or the way she liked to be taken on the top of the washing machine while she was doing laundry, Trish makes me pause with a squeeze of my knee and go back to cover the specifics. My cock is absolutely throbbing under my robe, and it's difficult to keep the facts in order, but Trish insists on a thorough account.

"That's quite a way to get to know someone," Trish says, shaking her head. "I'm not sure I can live up to the standards Gabbie has set."

"I think you're doing a good job," I say. Trish's hand has slid up my knee and under my robe, touching the bare skin of my thigh, and I have to bite my lip to keep from gasping. Her hand is so close to my cock, so close ...

"At least you're earning your keep by making coffee."

Ron's voice startles us both, and Trish's hand falls away from my leg. I look up through lust-blurred eyes to see Ron striding into the kitchen in striped pajamas, a scowl on his face. He only glances at me; the scowl is clearly intended for Trish.

"Good morning to you too, Mr. Grumpy Pants," Trish says, turning in her seat to face Ron. "I hope you slept well before you got up on the grouchy side of the bed."

"What little sleep I got, with all the racket down the hall," he grumbles, pulling a mug down from the cupboard. "I would have gone down to the guest room to bunk with Roger, but I figured he'd want a little privacy."

I blush and look down at my half empty coffee cup. It's true that I would have been startled, and frustrated, if Ron had interrupted my ... self-assessment.

"Maybe tonight," Trish says, turning in her seat to face Ron and propping her head on her elbow, "you'll win the game and your guests will have to put up with your noisy night." Trish bats her eyelashes and smiles.

Ron looks at her for a moment, slowly sipping his coffee. Then he turns to me and says, "Roger, will you be staying here this week? You're certainly welcome. As an invited guest."

I blink, feeling trapped in the middle of an argument I don't understand. I look from Ron to Trish and back again, trying to read the signals on their faces. Trish smiles sweetly at Ron, and Ron simply glares.

"Um ... yeah," I say. I had planned to take off from work starting Wednesday, putting in an appearance at the office on Monday and Tuesday, expecting to be eating at Ron's most nights and spending my evenings at home with beer and video games, enjoying a quiet bachelor week. I had not anticipated Trish at all, of course, and I certainly don't want to miss out on whatever her plans are, even if they didn't entirely meet with Ron's approval. "Yeah, if that's okay with you ..."

"As an invited guest," Ron repeats, his eyes still on Trish, "you may have full use of the downstairs bedroom. You may want to pack a bag from home, though, so you don't have to wander around in a borrowed robe that I should have thrown out ages ago."

I look down at the checked robe, noticing that it's more than a little threadbare and stained. My cheeks burn again, and Ron's words have managed to tame my erection, at least for the moment.

"Um ... thanks, Ron," I say, pushing my chair back. "I'll do that."

"Hurry back, hon," Trish says, turning to look at me through her long eyelashes. She runs the tip of her tongue over her lips, and I need to scurry away before my erection comes back with a vengeance, grabbing my folded clothes from last night as I hustle through the living room.


Chapter twelve
Vanna


When I arise from my stupor, still tingling from the orgasm Mia gave me with my little friend, the clock on the nightstand says it's after three o'clock. The cabana is silent except for the soft trilling of birds in the trees and a gentle breeze blowing through the open window. With a groan, I push myself to my feet and finish putting my bikini on, then pull a loose-fitting dress over my head and tie my hair back. More than an hour into the contest, I'm sure Mia has already leaped ahead in the rankings, and Gabbie has probably already wrangled the silver fox and his wife into her clutches. I don't intend to be in the running myself, but I don't mind observing the action.

I hurry down the path to the common area, feeling a shudder of anticipation and alarm when I see the warning sign with the silhouette of the woman getting spit-roasted between two men. I make sure my red wristband is on and visible, certain that I'm about to step into a wild and uninhibited orgy the second I cross into the public area of the resort.

Except that's not what I see at all. It looks like a perfectly normal beach vacation is underway for all the people I can see: there's a volleyball game (Chris and Charlie are playing against a dark-haired man and a woman with a blonde bob in a red bikini), a few people lounging near the swimming pool, and I can hear glasses clinking and low murmurs of conversation from the veranda bar. There are plenty of yellow and even a few green wristbands in view, but the nonstop debauchery I expected is nowhere to be found. Maybe all of my worries were for nothing!

And then I hear a familiar rhythmic grunting sound, and turn the corner of the path to see Mia gripping a palm tree, bent double with a tanned and sweating man behind her, thrusting his hips against her outthrust ass. She catches my eye and winks at me, then returns her focus to the activity at hand. Red-faced, I continue down the walkway to the veranda, looking down at my feet so I'm not tempted to watch Mia being railed on the side of the path.

When I get to the veranda bar, it takes a minute for my eyes to adjust to the shadier space. The large glass windows that surround the building are open, letting the island breeze blow through, but the thatched roof hangs over the eaves just enough to cast shadows that make the space much cooler and darker than the outside. The tables I'd noticed during the orientation meeting have a few people in groups of two and three sitting around them, sipping from large glasses festooned with umbrellas and chunks of fruit, but the bar itself is empty. I pull myself up onto a stool and rest my hands on the smooth, cool surface of the bar, breathing deeply to try to settle my racing pulse.

I don't know why seeing Mia getting fucked against the palm tree set me off like it did. That's obviously what she came here to do, and it certainly looked like she was having a good time doing it. And I've seen Mia in action more times than I can recall over the two years since our Secretos trip; at the parties Mia and Bobby host, and the barbecues at Ron and Gabbie's house, Mia is always the one to get the swinging ball rolling, enthusiastically throwing herself at whoever strikes her fancy in the moment.

And back home, I'd be tempted to join in. At the very least, I'd enjoy watching Mia in action. But for some reason, I'm an absolute wreck after stumbling on that dirty little tableau. Maybe it's because it was in public — but those are the rules of this game, right? The freeuse rules apply only in the common areas, not in the safe zone of the little cabana village. And it's not like any of the guests would be surprised to spot someone fucking beside the trail to the restaurant, that's what we signed up for.

That, and the surrender to chance and the desire of other people that the whole freeuse concept implies. For all of Mia's plotting how to run up her numbers and win the "Royally Screwed" crown, how much control does she really have? If Charlie and Chris want to have their way with her again — and why wouldn't they? — what choice does she have? As soon as that green wristband is on, you've surrendered your ability to say "No" (but apparently not "marshmallow," or whatever the word of the day will be).

And it's that surrender that terrifies me.

I'm so caught up in my thoughts that I don't notice that someone is pulling up the stool beside me until they settle into their seat, making the floor groan. I startle and blink, and look over at a tall, handsome man with wavy brown hair and soft green eyes. He gives me a friendly smile; I give him a cautious smile in return.

"Hi," he says, extending a hand toward me, "I'm Dave, and —"

I hold up my right hand, the one with the red wristband, and give it a snap just so there's no question of what I've chosen for my afternoon. He turns almost the same shade of red as my wristband, and I expect him to beat a hasty retreat, successfully fended off by the resort's layers of rules. But instead, he keeps his seat and holds up his own right hand to show me his red wristband.

"Oh," I say meekly, folding my hands in my lap and looking down at my twined fingers. Why would a man be wearing a red wristband? "Sorry."

"It's okay," he says. "I saw your wristband and thought I'd try to talk to you instead of trying to ... um ..."

"Fuck me?" I say, batting my eyelashes at him.

He laughs, the color in his cheeks turning a shade redder.

"Yeah," he says, "instead of trying to fuck you. I mean, with the contest and everything, it seems wrong to try to do anything else if someone is wearing a green, or even yellow, wristband. I don't want to spoil anyone's game, you know?"

"Oh, I get it," I say. "My friends are already plotting their every move. I'm pretty sure one of them has a shot at a world record for the week."

"Do they keep records for this kind of thing? No, don't tell me, I don't want to know; I'm definitely not going to look it up."

"If there's an entry in the Guinness book for most fucks at a freeuse resort," I say, "it probably has a picture of my friend Mia beside it."

Dave raises an eyebrow and tilts his head.

"Mia? The little brunette dynamo?" he asks.

"One and the same," I say. "Have you met her? Have you ... um ..."

"'No' and 'no,'" he says. "But my buddies Charlie and Chris have."

"Oh, they have indeed. I can testify to it as an eyewitness."

"Damn. That's a lot to take in so early in the week."

"You're telling me!" I laugh. Then I realize I haven't even introduced myself, so I hold out my right hand to him. "I'm Vanna, by the way. I'm here with my friends Mia and Gabbie."

"It's a pleasure to meet you," he says, taking my hand in his. His touch is gentle, his grip firm but light, and makes my skin tingle just a little bit.

"So, what's your story?" I say, pointing at the red wristband. "Did Charlie and Chris kidnap you and drag you to a freeuse resort against your will?"

"Oh, is that your story?" he asks with a wink. I feel my cheeks redden a little bit. "It was Charlie's idea — he just got divorced, and wanted to sow some wild oats. Chris is totally on board with it, obviously, and I thought I would be, too, but ... there's a lot of pressure there, right? Like, um, performance wise?"

I laugh and say, "I hadn't thought about that. I just assume that guys are constantly hard and ready for anything."

"You might think that," Dave says. "I might think that; I certainly thought that when I signed up for the trip. But when it comes right down to it ... I guess I'm more shy than I thought I'd be, and a lot more nervous."

"Same here," I say. "Back home, I'm ... well ... we're all ... um ..."

Dave tilts his head and smiles, listening intently, and I'm suddenly aware that I'm talking to someone who may not be fully immersed in, or even aware of, the kind of lifestyle Roger and I fell into after my trip to Secretos with Mia. Before that trip, when Roger and I just heard the tantalizing hints of the swinging world that Mia and Bobby dropped when we got together, I would have been completely scandalized by things that are perfectly normal to me now. Fuck your neighbor's husband? Why not? Watch your husband get his cock sucked by your best friend, then give him a long, passionate kiss when he's finished emptying himself into her mouth? We call that "just another backyard barbecue" in Fox Run!

"It's ... complicated, you know?" I say. "There's ... um ... we kind of have this ... er ... swapping thing going in our neighborhood ..."

"You're a swinger?" Dave asks, raising an eyebrow.

"Shit," I say, turning my face away and shielding my eyes with my hand. "Yeah, I'm a swinger. One of the swingiest swingers around. Well, not as swingy as Mia ..."

"I don't think I've ever met a swinger," Dave says. "Not that I'd necessarily know, I guess. One of my co-workers is in a polycule, and I didn't know about it for years."

"Not quite the same thing," I say, thinking of all the remedial lessons in ethical non-monogamy I've received from some of the other Fox Run Swingers Club circle. I'm still confused on the lines between polyamory, monogamish, throuples, and open relationships. I suppose Roger and I are in an open relationship, but we only fuck within the same circle, and fuck each other a lot more often than we fuck anyone else. "I guess it's a little complicated."

"Life is a little complicated," Dave says. "It makes sense that our relationships would mirror that."

"Very philosophically put," I say.

Dave laughs. "I'm a teacher," he says, "so I probably overthink things. I just think you should do what makes you happy, as long as it doesn't hurt anyone else."

"Like wearing a red wristband at the freeuse resort," I say.

"Exactly," says Dave. Then he taps on the bar, attracting the bartender's attention so he can order us a couple of tropical, fruity concoctions.

"Are you going to wear the red wristband all week?" I ask when we're served our drinks. I sip the bittersweet blend of pineapple and mango, enjoying the way the sticky liquid feels on my lips.

Dave shrugs. "Maybe, maybe not. I figure I'll spend a day or two getting used to the vibe, and jump into the pool when it feels right. You?"

I shrug. If all the guys at (In)Discretos were like Dave, I'd swap my red wristband for a green one in a heartbeat; I can't help but imagine what it would feel like to have his firm, gentle hands exploring my body, hear his deep, warm voice in my ear as he takes command of me, and surrender to his tender caresses.

"I'm playing it by ear," I say. "It's still early in the week, right?"


Chapter thirteen
Roger


When I get back to Ron's house with my duffel bag packed for the week, I find Bobby in the kitchen with a mug of coffee and a happy grin on his face. He looks well-rested — I guess Trish must have given him a break at some point in the night, or maybe just let him sleep in so he could recover from a night-long bout of passion. I drop my bag in the downstairs bedroom and pour myself a cup.

"So I don't suppose you're going to kiss and tell," I say, giving Bobby a wink as I sit at the table across from him.

"Holy hell, Roger," Bobby says, shaking his head. "Holy fucking hell. That Trish is a woman and a half; her mouth alone ..."

He trails off, closing his eyes and smiling wistfully. I feel my cock start to stir again, and I'm afraid I'm going to spend the entire week trying to cover up an erection. If Bobby is impressed with Trish's lovemaking skills — Bobby, who's married to Mia, the wildest lover I've ever experienced — then she must be like something from the filthiest of legends, a goddess who would make Aphrodite blush and send Zeus to bed exhausted. I suddenly find myself feeling more than a little intimidated.

"Is Ron around?" I ask.

Bobby shrugs.

"He said he had some errands to run," Bobby says. "He left about half an hour ago." Then he nods toward the patio door. "Trish is outside catching some sun. She said she wanted some privacy, but you can catch a good eyeful from the dining-room door."

Bobby gives me a lecherous grin, and I feel my cheeks burning. I throw a glance over my shoulder toward the patio doors, but I can't see anything from the kitchen table. Which is probably for the best, considering how aroused I am just thinking about Trish.

"Did she give any hints about tonight's game?" I ask.

Bobby shrugs again.

"Trish seems pretty good at keeping secrets," he says. "But I'm for sure going to do my best to win again, even if it kills me. At least I'll die a happy man ..."

#

A morning spent in the guest bedroom with my portable video console and a bag of chips helps to bring my erection under control. When I stayed at Ron and Gabbie's place over the Betwixtmas week, I had the attention of Cait and Gabbie, two very willing participants in all manner of play, so having a perpetual hard-on wasn't really a problem: my swelling would be relieved on a regular basis, and then immediately put to use again as soon as I recovered. With Trish's teasing ways, though, I'm going to need to slip into something non-sexy periodically to keep from turning into a frustrated lust zombie.

I'm on my way to the kitchen to grab a drink from the fridge when I hear the front door open and the rattle of keys dropping on the entryway table. As I pass the patio door, I glance outside to Trish lying in the sun, face down and naked, her bare ass glowing warmly. I hurry on with a sigh, feeling the arousal building again.

"I take it she's still here," Ron says as he strides into the kitchen. He has a large brown paper bag tucked under his arm, which he sets heavily on the counter with the rattle of glass coming from inside.

I nod and say, "She's sunbathing outside if you want to see her."

Ron rolls his eyes and shakes his head.

"I'll be happy to see her backside when she finally leaves," Ron says.

"You can see her backside now while she's tanning it," I hear Bobby say, and look up to see him entering the kitchen, too. "It's a magnificent view."

"I think we've all had enough of a view of Trish to last us a good long time," Ron grumbles. He opens the bag and pulls out two six packs of beer bottles — a German brand by the look of it, with a picture of a buxom blonde in a blue dirndl dress on the label.

While Ron kneels to put the beer in the fridge, sliding things around to make room, Bobby asks, "What's your beef with Trish, Ron? She's been very nice so far."

"She's deceptive," Ron says, looking up at Bobby with a scowl on his face that pulls his mustache down toward his chin. "She's duplicitous and deceitful and —"

"Highly desirable," Bobby says, arching his eyebrows. "If we're just sticking to the 'D's."

"Trish and I have a long history," Ron says as he stands and closes the refrigerator door hard enough to make the bottles inside rattle. "I have my reasons not to trust her. Believe me, I will have some words with Gabbie about this visit when she gets home."

"Are you spreading lies about me, Ron?"

I look over to see Trish stepping through the patio doors wearing an open sheer robe belted loosely at her waist that does nothing to hide her ample breasts. If anything, it accentuates them, clinging to her curves as she moves, her dark nipples clearly visible through the gauzy fabric. She walks toward us, hips swaying smoothly, and drags a hand across Ron's cheek when she reaches us.

"Did you get what I asked for, Ron?" Trish asks. She stands close enough to Ron that her breasts brush his shoulder, and I see him slide a hand down her back to rest on the curve of her ass. The touch surprises me, given Ron's apparent dislike of Trish.

"Your wish is my command, princess," Ron says.

"Good," says Trish, leaning up to plant a kiss on Ron's cheek. Then she steps back, letting Ron's hand slip slowly along her thigh before it drops by his side. "I'm going upstairs to freshen up a bit. We'll have our next game after supper."

#

"It's all about stamina," Trish says as she empties one of the beer bottles into a tall glass stein on the patio table. We've just finished a delicious meal of grilled sausage and potato salad — "the butcher's special recipe, closely guarded for generations," Ron said as he placed the seared wurst onto our plates — and the sun has started to set, but the air outside is still warm.

Before supper, Trish had come downstairs with a garment bag draped over her arm. She had changed out of her diaphanous gown and was wearing a dirndl dress like the girl on the beer label: a short red skirt that fell above her knees, flounced with lacy crinolines; a little white apron with lace trim at her waist; a black vest with red ribbons that held her breasts up as if they rested on a shelf; and a lacy white blouse that sat low on her shoulders and accentuated her cleavage with its ruffles and pleats. Her blonde hair was tied up in braids that circled her head like a crown, with red and green ribbons woven into the plaits.

"You boys should get dressed for dinner," Trish said, unzipping the garment bag and laying its contents out on the couch.

It took me a moment to recognize what she was asking us to wear: she had three pairs of short gray and brown lederhosen with tooled leather suspenders, green-and-red checked shirts, and long woolen socks with a red flower design running up their length. She fished around inside the bag again and retrieved three green Tyrolean caps, slightly rumpled in transit, a puff of white feathers pinned to the bands around the crown.

"Frohe Oktoberfest," Trish said, curtsying, with a sly smile on her lips.

"Trish," Ron said, looking up from the chair where he had sat reading most of the afternoon, "it's June."

"It may be June on the calendar," Trish said, stepping to him to kneel at his feet and rest her hands on his knees, "but it's beer o'clock in my heart, at least tonight. So suit up, boys, we're getting festive!"

Sitting on the patio in the lederhosen and hats felt ridiculous at first, but after a while, I got used to it. The soft leather shorts felt smooth under my fingers, and I was surprised at how supple and pliant they were when I moved, not at all like the pair of black leather trousers I once bought in college from a thrift store on a whim. Those had been tight and constricting, and made my legs sweat terribly; I wore them once and swore off leather forever after that. Not that I was planning to make lederhosen a regular part of my wardrobe — there aren't that many occasions for them, after all — but in the moment, especially with Trish swishing about in her low cut dirndl, topping off our glasses from a pitcher of golden pilsner, I had become a great fan of the get-up.

"What sort of stamina do you mean, Trish?" Bobby asks, winking at her from under the brow of his green Tyrolean hat. "I'd think my performance last night demonstrated that this is another game I'm sure to win."

Trish shakes her head and sets the last empty bottle down on the table.

"You had wonderful stamina in that regard, Bobby," Trish said, winking at him, "but this game is going to test different muscles."


Chapter fourteen
Vanna


"I'll see you at eight, then," Dave says when we get to the "safe zone" sign outside the cluster of guest huts.

"Eight o'clock," I say, giving him a big smile. "It's a date."

He takes my hand in his and lifts it to his lips, giving my fingers a gentle kiss that sends a shivering thrill through me. He smiles as he gently runs his fingers along my wrist before releasing my hand.

"And red wristbands, right?" he asks with a wink of his sparkling green eye.

"That's the dress code," I say, then blow him a kiss over my shoulder as I turn toward our cabin.

I must look like a love-struck teenager when I walk into the cabin with a heavy sigh, my heart pitter-pattering in my chest. I had such a nice evening with Dave: chatting at the bar, watching the sunset from the boat dock, and holding hands as we walked under the moon along the beach. We did have to dodge around two women on the edge of the surf who were locked together head to toe, rolling in the sand like a Sapphic version of that scene in "From Here to Eternity," and there were some moans and grunts coming from under the boat dock at one point, but for the most part, it was easy to pretend that we weren't having a strangely chaste stroll on a freeuse island resort.

"Someone looks like they had a nice night," Gabbie says from the sitting room couch, where she's sprawled with a paperback and a cup of tea.

"I met a really nice guy at the bar," I say, poking my head into the fridge in search of the juice we had when we arrived this morning. "We're going to go snorkeling tomorrow."

"Snorkeling, eh?" says Gabbie with a chuckle. "Is that what the kids are calling it these days?"

"No, snorkeling," I say, pulling out the juice pitcher and then rifling through the cupboards in search of a glass. "The actual in-the-water-with-a-mask kind. We're both in the red wrist band club, at least for now."

"Interesting," Gabbie says. "I suppose it's nice you found someone who shares your kink."

I sigh and pour myself a glass of juice.

"How did your night go?" I ask. "Did you make contact with the silver fox couple?"

"I did," says Gabbie. "We're getting together tomorrow, too, but not for snorkeling. Though maybe there will be masks, I'll have to ask — Frank apparently does a little dom-work back home and brought some of his gear."

"Interesting ... you'll have to give us the full report."

"Oh, you know I will," Gabbie laughs. "If I learn some new tricks, I'll definitely be bringing them back to Fox Run."

I'm about to respond when the front door swings open and then slams shut with a bang. I turn and see Mia stumbling into the cabin. Her hair is a wild mess, her shirt is on backwards, and she's naked from the waist down; what I assume is her skirt is balled up in one fist, and one sandal dangles by a strap from the other. There's a wide-eyed look of wonder and delight on her face, and also a sticky smear on her cheek that shines in the kitchenette's light.

"Holy shit," Mia croaks as she stumbles to the kitchen counter. She grabs the glass of juice I've just poured and, before I can protest, she tilts her head back and drains it. Juice dribbles down her chin, and she lets out a loud, satisfied sigh as she slams the empty glass back down on the counter.

"Holy fucking shit," she gasps again while I refill the glass and then reach in the cupboard for another one for myself. "I haven't been worked over like that since ... well, since ever, frankly!"

"You're an absolute mess, Mia," Gabbie says from the couch with a mixture of bemusement and awe.

"Aren't I?" She spins herself around and does a little bottomless curtsy. I notice that her pert little ass cheeks glow red, probably from being spanked, and there are shiny smears down the inside of her thighs, too, no doubt left by one or more lovers.

"Was it ... fun?" I ask. I've seen Mia after an especially vigorous workout before — her patio parties are notorious even among the Fox Run crowd — and I've never seen her beaming quite like this.

"It was amazing," she says as she staggers toward the couch. She stretches out the wrinkled skirt she's carrying and drapes it over the cushion before dropping beside Gabbie, who slides away from Mia, wrinkling her nose a little. "I put five notches in my belt — four guys and a gal — and I came so many times I'm still seeing stars. And judging by what they left behind — " she reaches a finger up to dab at the pearly smudge on her cheek — "I think they had a pretty good time, too."

She stretches her feet out in front of her — there's still a sandal on her left foot, though the right is bare — and closes her eyes, apparently basking in the afterglow. Gabbie shakes her head and makes a clucking noise, then reaches down to squeeze Mia's knee.

"Well, I guess you've earned a good night's sleep," Gabbie says.

"Sleep?" Mia opens one eye and grins. "Who said anything about sleep? I just came back to ditch my clothes, they just get in the way. There's a party down on the beach tonight that they're calling a 'mosh pit,' and that sounds like exactly where I want to be."

#

"You look fresh as a daisy," Dave says when I come down the trail from our cabin. He's waiting for me by the "safe zone" sign, leaning against the silhouette of the woman getting railed at both ends, wearing a colorful Hawaiian shirt, a pair of white linen shorts, and black flip-flops. His wavy brown hair is still damp from the shower, and there's a fresh-scrubbed glow to his skin.

I laugh and take his hand, standing on my toes to kiss his cheek.

"I feel a lot fresher than my roommate looks," I say. "I found her passed out naked on the couch this morning. She didn't even stir when I made coffee."

"Mia, I assume?" Dave squeezes my fingers and leads me toward the beach.

"The one and only. She was at some sort of 'mosh pit' thing last night."

"Yeah, Chris and Charlie went, too — they didn't come back until almost dawn."

"So probably a repeat performance with Mia?" I ask. "Does that count toward the crown?"

Dave shrugs. "I suppose every fuck counts; it could be quite a competition between the three of them."

"Maybe they can be co-champions," I say, "though knowing Mia, she'll find some way to pull ahead — she's pretty competitive."

"And you're not? I mean ... you're not feeling left out ...?"

I take a deep breath, enjoying the smell of the salty sea and the sweet blooming flowers. The breeze from the beach is cooler this morning than it was last night when Dave and I parted, and fresher — I feel my skin prickle a little, glad that I pulled on a sweatshirt before leaving the cabin. And that I've got Dave's warm body to lean against as we approach the boat dock.

"Not in the least," I say. "I'm happy to take things a little slower, and enjoy the ... other features of the resort. I don't need to be crowned 'Queen of the Sluts' to know I'm having a good time."

Dave lets out a barking guffaw, and I bite my lip, suddenly regretting my words.

"I don't mean that Mia's a slut," I say quickly. "I mean, she's my best friend in the world, and even if we do things a little differently, that doesn't mean —"

Dave squeezes my shoulder. "Chris and Charlie are my best friends, too, even though they're totally leaning into their own slut era. I just wanted to be sure you're okay with being in the red wrist band club."

I hold up my right hand to show off the red rubber band around my wrist.

"I'm happy to be in the club," I say. "And I'll let you know if I change my mind, as long as you do the same."

"It's a deal," Dave says. He leans down to plant a kiss on the top of my head, which sends a warm glow all the way to my toes.


Chapter fifteen
Roger


Trish has Roger, Ron, and me lined up on the patio in our lederhosen and Tyrolean hats, holding heavy mugs of beer straight out in front of us, elbows locked. She walks up and down in front of us, flouncing her crinolines and occasionally bending over so we can see the deep valley of cleavage that her little vest barely contains.

It doesn't seem like it should be so hard to hold a stein full of beer straight out in front of you. It can't weigh more than three or four pounds, and I lift a lot more than that when I go to the gym. But after just a few minutes, my arm is shaking, and I feel an ache that runs from my wrist to my shoulder that gets stronger with every second.

I glance over at Ron, and I can see the strain in his face, too. He smiles at me, but the smile barely moves his mustache and certainly doesn't reach his eyes. A bead of sweat is trickling down the side of his face.

"You boys are doing such a good job," Trish says, looking us up and down with a wicked grin on her lips. "I should have come up with a more difficult challenge for tonight."

"It's all about ... control," Bobby says. I glance to the other side to see that his face is red, and I can see the strain in his jaw, though his arm is shaking a little less than mine is. "I told you ... my stamina ... is good."

"Oh, don't I know it!" says Trish. She steps to him and runs her fingers under his chin, then leans in to kiss his lips. "Why, last night, you were like a freight train roaring through my poor little tunnel ..."

I hear Ron guffaw and look over to see him trying to keep from bursting out laughing. His stein shakes in his fist, foam sloshing over the sides.

"You've always had quite a way with words, Trish," Ron says. He raises his free hand to wipe the sweat from his brow and struggles to steady his quivering arm.

"Don't I?" Trish says, leaning in close to him. Her breasts brush against his chest. "I've always had a talented tongue, don't you think?"

"Well, it's been a while," Ron says, "but I do recall —"

Trish suddenly drops to her knees in front of Ron and presses her face against the supple leather of his lederhosen. Ron gasps, sloshing more beer from his mug, as Trish grasps the fly on the front of the shorts and gives a sharp tug.

"Trish!" Ron cries. "What are you doing? That's cheating!"

"How can it be cheating," Trish says, smiling up at him as she pulls the fly apart and reaches inside with delicate fingers, "when I'm the one who makes the rules?"

"Dammit, Trish," Ron growls, but his growl turns into a sigh when Trish's fingers emerge with his half hard cock. She leans closer, extending her tongue, and licks the thickening purple tip, a little string of saliva and pre-cum following her mouth as she leans back on her heels to admire him.

"I think this makes for a much more interesting contest," Trish says with a smirk, then shuffles over to kneel in front of me.

I squeeze my eyes shut and turn my face away, my arm quivering under the weight of the mug. My cock has been half hard all evening, just from looking at Trish's barely concealed tits and curvaceous calves, and now it's threatening to burst through my lederhosen without any assistance from Trish's eager fingers. Indeed, when she opens the front of my leather shorts and reaches inside, my cock leaps out as if it's on a spring. Trish almost topples over backward, catching herself with a laugh, and then pulls herself forward, using her fist around my cock for leverage. Beer spills down my arm and I struggle to right my mug before it tips over completely.

"Someone's eager for the contest to be over," Trish says, looking up at me with a grin. "But don't spill too early, Roger; the winner needs to keep things under control."

I grit my teeth and nod, then look away again when she gives the tip of my cock a playful kiss. My shaft bounces of its accord, and for a moment I'm not sure if it's beer or cum that I'm going to spill first.

"And Bobby," Trish says, sliding over to kneel in front of the third contestant. "How are you holding up?"

"Just fine, Trish," Bobby says. "I'm in it to win it."

His arm barely trembles, and his smile is loose and easy, unlike the rictus grins Ron and I wear. For just an instant, I honestly hate him — how can he be so unflappable under these conditions?

"Let's see what we're working with here," Trish says as she opens Bobby's lederhosen and reaches inside. She purses her lips and frowns, her hand retrieving a cock that's barely half hard.

"Are you still worn out from last night?" Trish asks, her bottom lip sticking out in a pout. "Or are you just jaded by all this attention?"

"Oh, I could never be jaded around you, Trish," Bobby says. "You're a most tantalizing and tempting game-mistress."

"Well, I'm glad to hear it," says Trish. "But it looks like you need a little help getting fully engaged."

Trish sits back on her heels and brings her fingers to the ribbon straining to hold her vest closed. She gives Bobby a wink, tugs at the bow, and pulls the vest open. Her breasts spill out, creamy and soft, the dark brown nipples firm, and she presses them together with her palms and gives her shoulders a little shake.

I swear I nearly empty my load at the sight, and have to look over at Ron to keep my composure. He's looking down his trembling arm at his mug, which must be half empty from all the sloshing, his face red with the strain.

"Well, that's a little better," I hear Trish say, and then Bobby lets out a sigh as the wet sound of her lips engulfing his shaft fills my ears.

#

Trish scoots in front of me again to give my shaft a long, slippery lick, then slides down to Ron again, giving him a playful tug. She returns to me for another sloppy kiss on the tip of my cock, then to Bobby, then to me again. I should point out that the situation is incredibly unfair, from a competitive standpoint: I'm getting twice the attention of Ron and Bobby, and I feel like I'm on the verge of exploding each time she touches me. But also, complaining about Trish's soft, warm mouth sliding up and down my shaft, her gentle fingers circling my girth and her hand firmly grasping my balls, feels ungrateful.

Each time Trish moves on to Bobby or Ron, I take a deep breath and focus on my arm, which has gone numb from the elbow to the wrist, while my shoulder burns as if it's on fire. The mug wobbles in my fist the tighter I hold it, but I'm afraid that if I relax my grip, it will plummet to the patio floor. Ron, I notice, is having even more trouble keeping his mug steady, with his arm slowly lowering even as his erection points higher with each of Trish's visits.

I decide that I'm competing with Ron for second place in this contest, because it certainly looks like Bobby is going to be triumphant again. Both his erection and his mug-holding arm are firm and unbending; his mug appears to still be full, with no beer spilling down his wrist the way Ron and I are soaked, and his erection, shiny with Trish's spit, shows no sign of flagging. I suppose having Mia as a wife probably keeps him in top shape — her insatiability is intimidating to say the least — and clearly he never skips arm day at the gym.

The only thing that gives Ron and me half a chance is that Trish is very clearly taking Bobby's steady state as a challenge. While Ron and I enjoy some playful licks and tugs, Trish doubles down when it's Bobby's turn for attention. She swallows his shaft until her nose presses against his belly, and she strokes him until her fist is a blur. Bobby, for his part, maintains a stoic demeanor, gazing steadily toward the setting sun behind the patio; only the occasional sigh escapes his lips.

I am not nearly as stoic as Bobby. When Trish's tongue circles the crown of my cock, I let out a moan and lock my knees to keep from collapsing. When her fingers dance along the sensitive underside, rubbing the slippery mix of spit and pre-cum into my skin, my body trembles and my beer mug shakes. Finally, when she swallows me with a gulping gasp, the tip of my cock dragging along the roof of her mouth, I can take no more.

"Trish ... oh my god, Trish," I blurt, shaking all over as I struggle to contain my impending climax. "I'm ... I'm going to ... I can't ..."

Her fingers dig into my ass, pulling me deeper into her mouth, and I explode with a full-throated cry. My mug crashes to the patio, the last measure of beer splashing against my shoes, while Trish swallows every drop of my seed.

I stagger back, my face red with shame, and I glance toward Ron, who is struggling to hold back tears of laughter. When I topple over, landing with a thud on my ass, my quivering cock rising from my open fly, Ron erupts — tittering at first, then giggling, and then letting out a guffaw while his arm swings down, dumping his mug's contents into my lap.

Trish is laughing, too, pressing her fingers to her lips as she wipes at the strands of spittle and semen spilling from her mouth. Her tits shake, shiny with some of my shamefully spilled beer.

"Well, I don't know if you won," Trish says to Bobby as she pushes herself to her feet and relieves him of his now-trembling mug of beer, "but it's pretty clear these two lost. Shall we go upstairs so you can claim your prize?"

"Oh, I don't think so," Bobby says, taking Trish in his arms and spinning her around so her ass is pressed up against his erection. She falls forward, hands on the patio table, while he flips her skirt up above her waist. "I think I'll claim my prize right here and now."


Chapter sixteen
Vanna


"Welcome aboard the Mermaid's Revenge," says the voice over the loudspeaker mounted to the railing on the top deck of the boat. I'm leaning on the railing, looking out over the still blue water, while Dave is at the bar on the lower deck getting us drinks. There are a few other people on the upper deck, some of them looking a little bleary-eyed from the night of revelry on the beach.

"This is Captain Rick," the voice continues, "and I'll be bringing you fine folks out to Nonato Island for a day of snorkeling, swimming, and ... well, whatever it is that brings you to a resort like this."

My heart quickens at the captain's words, because I remember Nonato Island very clearly from my first trip to Secretos with Mia. Mia's lover Javier took me there one day, when I was still getting used to the swinging lifestyle. After exploring the reef off the island's shore, he made love to me on the beach, the perfect end of a perfect adventure. I close my eyes and sigh, remembering the beautiful sight of the colorful fish weaving through the coral beds, and the ecstatic feeling of Javier's body bringing me to heights of pleasure beneath the tropical sun.

"You look like you're a hundred miles away," Dave says as he slides up beside me, an icy glass of mango juice in his hand.

I take the glass and taste a sweet, sticky sip of the juice, then let out a sigh.

"Not a hundred miles," I say, "more like ... ten? Fifteen? And about two years. I went out to Nonato Island when I visited Secretos with Mia. With one of her lovers, Javier ..."

"Oh, do tell," Dave says, leaning back against the railing. "Was it one of those wild swinger orgies I've heard about? Decadence on the beach?"

"Well, not exactly," I say, unable to hide my wistful tone. "There was no orgy — it was just me and Javier — but, well, I suppose we were a little decadent on the beach ..."

"Are you planning to relive that memory? Swap your red wrist band for green?"

I look up at Dave, trying to read his expression. He has a playful smile on his lips, but a hungry look in his eyes. I bite my lip, imagining what it might be like to relive that Nonato Island trip with him: rolling in the surf, fucking under the palm trees, drowsing lazily in the sun after sharing so much pleasure.

But no — I look around at the people on the boat. There are at least eight or nine of (In)Discreto's guests, plus the captain and his crew. When Javier visited the island, it was just us, the fish, and the waves; no one watched us making love, no one spied on our pleasure. If I were to fuck Dave today on that same beach, it wouldn't be the same experience at all — I'd be performing, letting complete strangers watch my most intimate moments, completely exposed in broad daylight.

And god forbid if I switched to a green wrist band! I'd have to let anyone else from the resort have their way with me, too, intrude on what should be a private moment between me and Dave. And a yellow wrist band would be no better, requiring me to negotiate with, and probably turn down, anyone who took a fancy to me in a moment of absolute vulnerability.

"No," I say, "I'm sticking with the red wrist band a little longer. Let's enjoy the snorkeling, soak up some sun, and get to know each other a little better."

A look flashes over Dave's face, and I can't tell if it's relief or disappointment. For just a moment, I consider taking it back, agreeing that I'll embrace the spirit of freeuse, provided that Dave is my first. I don't want to disappoint him, not after the wonderful evening we had last night.

"That's good," he says, leaning in to brush back my hair and place a soft kiss on my cheek. "We've got plenty of time for all that; I don't want to rush it. It's kind of fun to build up the anticipation."

I let out a sigh and feel a weight lift from my shoulders.

"Anticipation it is, then," I say, then pull him in for a kiss on the lips, teasing my tongue against his. "I promise to make it worth the wait."

#

On the way across the bay to Nonato Island, Captain Rick explains that the boat's upper deck and the island itself are considered part of the freeuse zone for the duration of our trip, while the lower deck and bar are a safe zone like the guest cabins at the resort. I notice a few lingering glances and playful winks among the other passengers, but nothing more than a playful slap or tender kiss passes between them — I suppose they must be exhausted from their excesses of the first night at the resort. Dave threads his fingers through mine, though, and we share a few more kisses as the Mermaid's Revenge cuts through the waves toward the island, now just visible on the horizon.

This boat is much faster than Javier's little Reef Runner II, and it seems like we're making landfall in no time at all. Dave guides me down the gangplank, his hand on my elbow to steady me as the boat rocks in the shallow water, and then I lead him across the beach. One of the crew members is unloading a box at the end of the plank, laying out the snorkeling gear — masks, pipes, and flippers — and Dave grabs us each a set as we walk by.

Memories of my trip here with Javier flood my mind. We pass the spot under the palms where Javier and I had our picnic of fish tacos and wine, and then the place in the sun where we made love, and I can't help but shiver in remembered delight. Dave's fingers tighten around my hand, and I lean against him as we make our way toward the far end of the island.

"The reef is over there," I say, motioning toward a secluded stretch of sandy beach shaded by palm trees that rustle in the gentle breeze. "You have to swim out a little way, but it's worth it."

We stop near the surf line and I kick off my sandals, then bunch my sun dress in my hands and lift it up over my head. I hear a gasp from Dave and look over to his eyes roaming over my body, barely concealed beneath a skimpy bikini. My cheeks flush and my nipples stiffen despite the warm sun on my skin. I look over at Dave and smile bashfully.

"I like what I see," Dave says, giving me a wink. "Curves for days ..."

"Thanks," I say, looking down at my bare feet in the sand. Last night I wore a loose cover-up, and it was dark, so Dave barely got a hint of my body's shape.

Of course, I barely got a hint of his shape, either — just his broad chest and strong arms, really — so I say, "Do I get to look you over, too, or are you going in the water like that?"

Dave chuckles, then starts unbuttoning his shirt. His hairless chest is indeed broad, lightly sprinkled with curly hair, and a little paler than the skin on his face and lower arms; I'm sure he'll darken a bit under the sun today. I bite my lip, imagining how that smooth skin would feel under my fingers, how it would taste under my tongue, salty and sweet ...

He tosses his shirt aside, then hooks his fingers in his shorts' waistband and gives a firm tug. The linen shorts slide easily down past his knees, revealing a tight pair of black racing trunks, cut high on the thighs and low at the waist. The shiny fabric hugs his hips, and I can't help but gawk at the impressive bulge between his thighs.

That must be padding, I think, unconsciously running my tongue across my lips.

"Happy?" Dave says, standing with his feet apart and his fists on his hips, striking a superhero pose.

"Oh, yes," I whisper, walking slowly around him so my eyes can take in his broad back, the muscular curve of his ass, his strong thighs. And, as I come around to the front again, that bulge ... "Yes, I think you'll do just fine."

#

For the next two hours, I'm able to put the bulge in Dave's trunks out of mind — well, mostly out of my mind. We wade and then float out toward the shallow reef off the island's shore, and I'm amazed again at the beauty of this place. There's an entire world hiding under the placid water, a vibrant universe of colors and shapes, and we're both mesmerized by the sight. It's like staring into fairyland.

All too soon, though, I hear the squawk of our boat's horn calling us back for the return to the resort. We make our way back to the beach, tired and hungry but invigorated, and Dave and I make our way to the landing, hand in hand, chatting about all the things we saw in our too-short visit to the reefs.

"I couldn't help but notice we were alone all morning," Dave says. "We weren't at the wrong reef, were we? Did we miss something?"

"That's the only reef Javier showed me," I say. "I'm sure if there was a better spot for snorkeling, he would have taken me."

As we come over the dune between the landing and the reef beach, though, it becomes clear that we did miss something. There are towels and blankets strewn around the beach by the boat, and pieces of clothing cast in the bushes or in tangled heaps under the palm trees. The people who were wearing those pieces of clothing when we crossed the bay are sprawled naked on the blankets or cuddled under the trees, most looking sated and drained, and a few still, somehow, two hours later, locked in amorous embraces.

"Well, that explains it," Dave says with a laugh. "I guess there are different ways to interpret a 'snorkeling' excursion when you're at the sex resort."

I feel my cheeks redden as we walk past a naked couple snuggled in the shade of a palm tree. The man's head rests on the woman's bare breasts, and his exhausted cock lolls against his thigh, still shiny. The woman winks at me as I carefully step around them.

"I was wondering where you two had gone off to," Captain Rick says as Dave and I drop our gear into the box beside the gangplank and make our way toward the deck. "I'm glad someone spent a little time in the water."


Chapter seventeen
Roger


Trish is already up and puttering around the kitchen when I wake up the next morning. I consider hiding in the guest room all day — maybe hiding there until Vanna, Mia, and Gabbie came home — but the smell of the fresh coffee and pancakes is too much to resist, even with the shame and embarrassment I feel. I pull on Ron's old robe again and wander sheepishly out to the kitchen to sit at the table and watch Trish finish making breakfast.

"I'm ... um ... I'm really sorry," I say when Trish turns to look at me. She's wearing nothing but Gabbie's apron and a coquettish smile, her bare ass on full display beneath the apron's knotted string. "About last night, I mean."

"What about last night?" she asks, turning back to the stove to flip the pancakes sizzling on the griddle.

"You know ... last night ... when I ... um ... finished ..."

She lets out a laugh and flips a pancake onto a waiting plate.

"You mean when you came in my mouth?" she asks as she carries the plate over to my seat and sets it down in front of me. "Sugar, that's totally on me — if I didn't want that stuff in my mouth, I shouldn't have been sucking on your unit. Besides, you gave me ample warning, like a gentleman."

She winks at me, and I feel even more embarrassment. I reach for a fork with a trembling hand and cut off a piece of the pancake; it's pillowy soft (just like Trish's tits, my brain offers, unhelpfully), and perfectly cooked when I pop the piece into my mouth.

"It was ... I feel like I've been a little less than up to my usual standards, you know?" I cut another piece of pancake, hoping that maybe if I keep my mouth full, I won't continue to make a fool of myself.

"Oh, hon," Trish says, taking a seat beside me and resting a hand on my knee. That hand doesn't help my hair-trigger erection one bit; you'd think after the load I let fly last night, I'd need at least a couple of days to recover ... "I don't know what kind of standards you hold yourself to, but you're doing just fine by my reckoning."

"Really? But Bobby ..."

Trish rolls her eyes and reaches for the coffeepot sitting in the middle of the table.

"Bobby might be a freak of nature," Trish says, "or maybe he's been training like a sex Olympic medalist thanks to that firecracker wife of his. Don't compare yourself to him, you're doing just fine. The contests have only just started, and you've got ample opportunity to show me what you're made of."

I laugh and take another bite of pancake.

"Yeah, Mia definitely demands some stamina," I say after I swallow. "I wonder how she's doing down at the resort — I imagine she's burned through quite a few lovers by now."

"She's probably got the whole resort begging for mercy," says Trish. "And I suspect the same of that wife of yours, if Gabbie's giving me the straight story."

The piece of pancake I've just put into my mouth sticks in my throat, and I grab for my coffee. While I splutter, I let my mind wander to Vanna. I've been trying not to think of her, and Trish has been pretty effective at keeping my mind in the present, but now I'm suddenly worried about whether she's having a good time at (In)Discretos.

We agreed before she left that we wouldn't text each other like last time she went on a trip with Mia. That had been a tense and wild week (author's note: that week is recounted in great detail in "The Betwixtmas Switch"!), with a constant negotiation of our relationship's boundaries while she was tempted at Secretos and I faced some unexpected temptations of my own at Ron and Gabbie's place, thanks to Bobby's invitations to explore the swinger lifestyle. After more than two years of playing with Bobby and Mia, Ron and Gabbie, and the rest of the Fox Run crowd, we were pretty sure where we stood: I could trust her to let herself go wild at the freeuse resort, knowing that her heart belonged to me, and she trusted me to join in whatever fun Ron and Bobby might cook up, sure that our reunion would be that much sweeter.

When we parted at the airport this week, Vanna still looked a little uncertain, but Mia assured me that she'd make sure my wife had a good time.

"You know how she is," Mia whispered to me. "Give her a day to dip her toes in the water, and in no time, she'll be diving right into the pool!"

But now I'm worried that she hasn't warmed up to things at the resort, and that she's not having the fun that Mia promised. Vanna and I had played around with the freeuse idea, but there's no way that our frisky antics in the kitchen or a surprise visit while she was in the shower were any real preparation for (In)Discretos. Here I am, enjoying Trish's teasing tongue and the sight of her luscious curves, while Vanna frets and worries about letting loose and following what I'm sure is Mia's wild and uninhibited example.

"I ... I sure hope so," I say when I can speak again. "She was a little nervous ..."

"Anyone would be," Trish says, standing and turning back to the stove, giving me another view of those luscious curves. "Now finish your breakfast and skedaddle, I've got a lot of cooking on my calendar today!"

#

I spend the morning hanging out in the guest room, trying not to fret about Vanna, and then the afternoon on the porch with Bobby and Ron, enjoying the warm sun and the pitcher of iced tea that Trish brings out to us. She has a saucy smile on her lips and gives me a wink while she pours me a glass. She's changed into a short skirt that rides up the backs of her thighs when she bends over, and a button-up shirt knotted at her belly that barely contains her breasts.

"I'll bring out some sandwiches in a bit," she says, "but make sure you save room for dessert — I've got something extra sweet planned for you."

"You know I've always got room for something sweet if you're serving it," Bobby says, reaching over to slap Trish's ass.

He's wearing a big the-cat-who-ate-the-canary grin, and I suppose he's entitled to it; my cheeks burn with envy at the same time my erection is twitching in my shorts despite my best efforts at control. Looks like it's going to be another early bed for me tonight ...

"Don't go grabbing before dessert is served, Bobby," says Trish, giving his hand a playful slap. "Just because you won the last two rounds doesn't mean you've got this one in the bag — we reset the table before every game."

"I think we both know how this game's going to go before we sit down to play," Bobby says, leaning back in his seat with his fingers threaded behind his head. "But I guess we can pretend there's a competition if that makes everyone feel better."

My whole body is burning, and there's nothing the cold iced tea is going to do to cool things down. I look down at my feet, seething; maybe I should just head back home for the week. I've got plenty of frozen pizza to tide me over until Vanna comes back. Don't think of Vanna, I remind myself, balling my hands into tight fists until my fingers ache.

"Pride goeth before destruction, and a haughty spirit before a fall," says Trish, really leaning into her drawl as she drags her fingers along Bobby's arm and then stands behind me, digging her fingers firmly but gently into my tense shoulders.

"He's just trash talkin', hon," she whispers in my ear, her lips soft and her breath warm. My arousal stirs again in spite of myself. "You've got this one if you just keep a cool head."


Chapter eighteen
Vanna


Dave and I have a nice stroll along the beach after a quick bite at the bar, enjoying the cool breeze and the gentle moonlight on the water. There's a luau planned for tonight — dancing and dining by the light of tiki torches that I'm sure is going to devolve quickly into a no-holds-barred orgy — but after a day in the sun at Nonato Island, I'm in the mood for an early turn-in.

"Same time tomorrow?" Dave asks when we get to the sign marking the safe zone. There's a sunrise paddle boarding tour around the island on the resort calendar, and a co-ed volleyball game for the afternoon that looks like fun, though I'm sure that will turn into a freeuse fiasco just like the snorkeling did.

"Absolutely," I say, going up on my tiptoes to give him a peck on the cheek. His hand drifts down my back and rests on my hip, holding me close just a moment longer so he can bury his nose in my hair and take a deep breath.

"And red wristbands, right?" he asks.

I bite my lip. I'll admit that I'm starting to warm up a little to the spirit of the freeuse resort — I'm glad we actually went snorkeling at Nonato Island, because the corals were so beautiful, and I've enjoyed spending pressure-free time with Dave, but there was something inviting about the wreckage of the beach orgy we stumbled on after our swimming. Still, I'm not sure I'm ready to surrender control; maybe the yellow wristbands are in order for tomorrow? If Dave asked, I'd almost certainly say yes, though I don't think I'm ready for the flood of propositions that switching colors would attract.

"I think so," I say, a little hesitantly. "I'm sorry if you think I'm a prude ..."

"I don't think that at all," says Dave. "We all run at different speeds. And I'm pretty sure you're more than worth waiting for."

I put my arms around his neck and pull him in for a kiss. Our lips press together and part, our tongues tangle and tease, and I feel warmth spreading through my core. I've got half a mind to pull him back to my cabin and drag him to my bedroom, to hell with what Mia and Gabbie might say.

"I'll make it more than worth the wait," I promise when he lets me go, his fingers lingering on my back.

#

"Oh shit, I'm sorry, I'm sorry!" I gasp when I step into the cabin, throwing my hands over my eyes and backing toward the door again.

The sight that greets me is totally unexpected. Gabbie is lying face down on the couch, her ass bare and raised. Mia straddles her feet, naked as the day she was born, gently kneading Gabbie's ass with her fingers. Gabbie's ass shines in the cabin's dim light — Mia appears to be spreading some sort of balm on Gabbie's skin — and it glows almost as red as the sunset Dave and I enjoyed from our seats at the bar.

"Don't get all worked up, Vanna!" Mia says with a laugh, turning to me while continuing to rub her hands over Gabbie's ass. "It's not what you think, you perv!"

"Who's calling who a perv, miss top-of-the-charts-on-day-one?" Gabbie says, then lets out a moan when Mia squeezes her cheeks. "There's dirty minds, and then there's Mia, who's in a class all her own."

"We're just taking care of a little first aid," Mia says. She gives Gabbie's glowing ass a light slap, which draws a groan from Gabbie's lips — and not a reluctant groan at all, I note. "Gabbie has had a busy day, too, even if she only put two marks on the leaderboard."

Dave and I had paused at the chart above the bar while waiting for our supper. Mia, not surprisingly, was in the lead, with six marks beside her name — above the five she had set as a goal for day one. Chris and Charlie, Dave's roommates, were close behind, with four each; I can't help but wonder if Mia was represented in the score for either or both. Two or three checkmarks seemed to be the average, and that's the cluster where I find Gabbie's name. Only Dave and I were missing a score, and given the competition, I didn't think we had a chance of catching up even if we both switched to green wristbands in the morning.

"Two marks on the board," Gabbie says, "but a whole lot of marks on my ass!"

"Oh, my," I say as I step to the couch and take in the criss-crossed hatch marks that cover Gabbie's skin. I notice some red marks that are definitely hand-shaped, a few wide, round bruises, and several long welts that stretch the width of her ass.

"Frank and June — the silver fox and his MILFy wife — have a little open air dungeon set up on the south end of the beach," Gabbie explains, wincing as Mia resumes her application of balm to her bruises. "I spent the whole day being delightfully mistreated by them."

"I hope you gave as good as you got," I say, taking a seat. Mia's fingers work in gentle circles around Gabbie's ass.

"You'd better believe I did," Gabbie sighs. "June says I apply the nipple clamps like a pro, even though it was my first time with that toy, and we both reduced Frank to a quivering puddle of goo when we stretched him between two palm trees and took turns paddling his ass. They're letting me take one of the paddles home; Ron's going to get a delightful surprise when he sees my souvenir!"

I suppose I shouldn't be surprised that Gabbie has discovered her inner dominatrix. She's the one who organizes most of our swaps and swings, setting the theme and providing the refreshments and doling out toys as the various games demand. I don't know how Ron is going to take to be paddled, but considering that Gabbie has him wrapped around her little finger, I'm sure he'll adjust.

"And how did you do, Mia?" I ask. "I saw your name at the top of the board tonight."

"It's absolutely amazing," she sighs, closing her eyes and pursing her lips in remembered delight. "I'm ahead of my plan already, and I might just double it tonight!"

"You're going to the luau?" I ask, somewhat surprised. I would have thought even Mia would have limits, and with the lead she's established, she could probably afford to sit this one out.

"I plan to be the hula champion," she says, raising her hands over her head and giving her hips a suggestive swing. "I'm going to ride some serious waves, if you catch my drift."

An image of Mia wearing nothing but a grass skirt flashes through my mind, her skin shimmering by torchlight as she beckons her admirers to bow before her, an evil smile on her lips. I have no doubt that she's going to double today's score before she's done for the night.

"And I'm going to bed," Gabbie says, hiding a yawn behind her hand as she rolls onto her back, wincing a little as her mistreated ass makes contact with the couch. "I need to recover if I'm going to be Frank's and June's plaything again."

"Ditto," I say. "About going to bed, that is, not about being Frank's and June's plaything tomorrow. Dave and I are going paddle boarding bright and early."

"Oh, is that what the kids are calling it these days?" says Mia with a wink as she stands and stretches, arching her back with her hands over her head. The sight of her lithe body — perky little tits, delightfully curved hips, and that playful tuft of black hair above her pussy — makes me belly tighten. It's no wonder she's drawing in so many people eager to put her to good use.

"Just paddle boarding," I say, averting my eyes and hurrying toward my bedroom door. I already have plans for a little time with my silver friend once I'm alone with the naughty thoughts that are running riot in my mind. "I'm doing one more day of the red wristband."

"Go at your own pace, Vanna," Gabbie says. "But also, don't miss an opportunity when it comes knocking!"


Chapter nineteen
Roger


"Come on in for dessert, boys," Trish says, leaning out the patio door. "I've got some tasty sweet things for you to sample."

It's afternoon already — I had drifted off to sleep under the warm sun — and my stomach makes a rumbling sound when I pull myself to my feet. While it may be a bit early for dinner, I suppose I wouldn't mind a midday snack; Trish has been keeping us both entertained and well-fed, and I'm not one to refuse any sort of invitation from her.

Bobby, Ron, and I follow Trish through the patio door and freeze as soon as we step into the living room. There's a clear plastic tarp draped across the floor, and three trays holding pyramids of pie tins against the couch. Trish sashays past the trays and takes a seat on the couch, smiling as she crosses her legs beneath her short skirt.

"I wasn't sure how hungry you fellas might be," Trish says, "so I made a bunch of pies. I do hope you like pie."

"Oh, you know I do," says Bobby with a wink. "I'd be happy to feast on your pie all night."

"Don't I know it," Trish says with a sigh. "Ron, Roger, do you fellas like pie, too?"

Ron nods, but raises a suspicious eyebrow. My eyes flit from Trish's calves to the stacks of pies — they appear to be lemon meringue, topped with a generous layer of whipped cream — and then back to her well-turned legs.

"I imagine," Ron says, crossing his arms over his chest and cocking his head to the side, "that there's another catch to this offering."

"Oh, Ron," Trish says, "you're always so distrustful. Can't a gal just offer some tasty pies to a trio of handsome fellas without some hidden agenda?"

"She could," says Ron, "but that's not your modus operandi. There's always a trick."

"Well, maybe a little trick," Trish says, winking. "The thing is, while I've got plenty of pies, I'm lacking in utensils. And I'm worried that this treat might get a little ... messy ... and I don't want us to have to take a break from our fun to do laundry, so ..."

"So?" says Ron, his eyes narrowing.

"So I think you fellas should slip out of those clothes," she says, "before you dig into dessert. And also, just to make it more interesting, we'll have a competition to see who can eat the most of these decadent treats in, say, fifteen minutes ..."

"And the prize?" Bobby asks, already pulling his shirt over his head.

"Well, isn't it obvious?" Trish says. Her fingers untangle the knot of her shirt, and then begin opening the remaining buttons. My pulse quickens as her breasts come into view, the nipples hidden behind the fabric, but the curve of their firm globes clearly visible. "The winner will retire to my room to join me for a private plate of sweets. And whatever else seems appropriate."

"You're brazen, Trish, I'll give you that," Ron says. When I glance over at him, though, I see that he's beginning to undress himself.

Bobby is already standing naked and smiling in front of the first tray of pies, so I hurry to catch up. I can do this, I think as my trembling fingers fumble for the button of my shorts. If there's one thing I'm sure I can excel at, it's eating pie.

#

"Look at my little piggies go!" Trish cries, her voice floating on a wave of giggles. I glance up from the pie tin — my third so far — to see her leaning forward from the couch, breasts swaying above me as she laughs. Bobby makes a grunting noise beside me, and I glance over to see his whipped-cream-covered face diving into his second tin.

We're down on all fours, hunched over the pie tins as if we're Trish's pets. It should be humiliating, I suppose, but I'm so focused on winning — and on the prize, which I've been eying so hungrily for two days now — that I don't care how ridiculous I must look. If this is what it takes to finally claim Trish, to feel those curves beneath my fingers and taste that sizzling hot mouth with my tongue, I'll gladly play the fool.

I probably have as much whipped cream on my face and chest as I've managed to actually eat, and my stomach is complaining about the too-sweet lemon filling I've swallowed. The pies, as it turns out, are really just tins of filling and cream, with no crusts at all, making them easy to finish off as quickly as possible. At least, easy for me: Ron has barely finished off his first tin, his mustache coated in a thick layer of white cream and yellow custard, and for all his showy grunting, Bobby isn't moving through his servings nearly as quickly as I am. I redouble my efforts, pressing my face into the gooey, sticky mess with all the gusto I can muster.

"Use your tongue," Trish whispers, leaning close to me as I lick at the corners of the tin. "Get all those sweet morsels in your mouth. Oh, I just love to see you enjoying your dessert, Roger ..."

"Are you playing favorites?" Ron asks, popping up from his tin. I glance over to see the globs of cream dripping down his chin and spilling onto his chest.

"Certainly not, Ron," Trish says. "I'm just admiring a job well done. Now get back to work, you've got a lot of pie to finish if you want to win this one!"

"I'm not entirely sure that I do," Rob grumbles, but bends back down to the tin in front of him. It looks like half his pie has spilled out onto the plastic tarp, forming white and yellow pools beside his hands.

I glance over at Bobby, and I'm heartened to see that his pace is flagging. His second tin is still half full of whipped cream, and his enthusiasm appears to be waning. He grunts, then groans, and rests his forehead against the plastic tarp, smearing whipped cream into his salt-and-pepper hair.

"You're not giving up that easily, are you, Bobby?" Trish says. "I'm a little disappointed!"

"I ... I think I should have got more sleep last night," Bobby grumbles, his words muffled against the plastic tarp.

"Well, I'm certainly not disappointed about that," says Trish. "Maybe a night off would do you some good, though."

Bobby groans again, collapsing completely against the tarp, lemon custard smeared across his cheek. I take a deep breath and press my face into my third tin, which is nearly empty now, snaking my tongue out to capture the last drops of cream.

"The timer's about to go off," Trish announces, standing up from the couch. Her shirt falls open, one dark-nippled breast slipping free. I push the empty tin to the side and reach for a fourth; my stomach is complaining about the pies I've already finished, and my face is sticky with yellow goo, but I'm determined to make this a decisive victory.

"Ten!" Trish shouts, standing above me with her hands on her hips. "Nine! Eight!"

"Oh, just call it," Ron moans. I look up from my fourth tin, the cream smeared across my lips, and see that he's lying on his back, custard-covered chest heaving. "I've got no fight left in me."

"Why, I'm disappointed, Ron," says Trish. "What ever will Gabbie say when she hears you didn't put your all into a pie-eating contest?"

"I'll have plenty of words for Gabbie when she gets home as it is," Ron gasps, throwing an arm across his eyes. "Do not think for a moment that I'm not making copious mental notes of your reprehensible behavior."

Trish bats her eyelashes playfully, then looks over at Bobby. Bobby lies still, arms spread wide, breath ragged, one empty tin by his head and a half-empty tin tipped over beneath his chin.

"Well, Roger," Trish says, reaching down to tip my face up with her fingers. "I think we should retire and get you cleaned up; you've made quite a mess of yourself."

I'm sure my grin must be a ridiculous sight, with the cream and custard ringing my mouth and smeared all over my face. But I don't think I've ever tasted a victory quite so sweet, or quite so sticky, and I'm excited to claim my prize.


Chapter twenty
Vanna


"You look fresh as a daisy, Vanna," Dave says when he comes out of his cabin to meet me at the safe zone sign where I'm waiting in my bikini for our paddleboard excursion. I smile and look down at my bare feet, feeling a flush in my face; if he only knew the filthy dreams that kept me entertained all night, being passed from hand to lustful hand all over the resort. It was very much a green wristband string of dreams, and I have to glance at my wrist to make sure I'm still wearing the red wristband we had agreed to on parting last night.

"Thanks," I say, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear and looking bashfully up at him. "You look great, too."

And he does — he looks absolutely delicious this morning, with his hair still damp from the shower and droplets of water sparkling like little diamonds in the tight curls sprayed across his chest. His skin has turned a golden bronze from our day on the island, and his green eyes catch the sunrise's rose-tinted rays like sparks. He wears a pair of long board shorts today, not the tight little racing trunks he wore yesterday, but it doesn't take much imagination to see the shadow of his cock behind the fabric; even at rest, I know it's an impressive specimen, and I can't help but lick my lips at the thought of tasting it.

Maybe I should run back to the cabin and grab my green wristband instead and start my debauchery right here, just past the safe zone sign ...

"That's what clean living will do for you, I suppose," Dave says with a laugh. "I slept like a baby last night, and didn't even hear Chris and Charlie coming back from the luau. I poked my head into their rooms before I left, and they definitely looked a little worse for wear."

I bite my lip, recalling Mia's plans to run up her score last night with a little naked hula dancing. I can't help but wonder if Chris and Charlie were pressed into service, their exhaustion owed in no small part to Mia's insistent passion. Both Mia and Gabbie were still asleep when I left — I could hear them both snoring through their doors — but I didn't peek to see what condition they were in.

"I suppose we early birds will have the resort to ourselves, then," I say, reaching for Dave's hand. He laces his fingers through mine and then pulls me in for a kiss before leading me into the freeuse zone and toward the little hut where the paddleboard tour is supposed to meet.

#

We don't actually have the resort to ourselves at sunrise, or at least not quite yet. Just beyond the volleyball net, we spy three people — two men and a woman — stumbling up from the surf, hand in hand, bleary-eyed and giggling. One of the men is naked, his cock swaying between his thighs as he walks, and the other wears a pair of soaking wet shorts. The woman is topless, her bare breasts glowing in the morning light, wearing just a tiny bikini bottom that's slipping low on one hip. They're all, unsurprisingly, sporting green wristbands.

The naked man nods at us as they approach, then bends down to whisper something in the woman's ear. She makes a wide-eyed expression and smacks a hand against the man's chest; the other man reaches a hand behind her and smacks her ass hard enough that we can hear the sound above the breeze blowing up from the sea. She lets out a surprised cry, then takes off running along the sand, laughing, as the men stagger after her. They disappear behind a stand of palm trees, their laughter — and then, quite suddenly, their moans — carried on the wind even though they're out of sight.

I glance up at Dave, and see that his eyes are still following the path the trio took as they disappeared, a wistful look on his face. I wonder if he's thinking what I'm thinking, which is, I bet it would be fun to go join them ...

Fun, but also a little scary. They're complete strangers to me — the woman is vaguely familiar, I'm sure I've seen her at the bar, maybe by the pool, but I don't recognize the men at all. Following them behind the palm trees, if I were wearing my green wristband, would mean surrendering control to them, offering my body for their pleasure even as they offered theirs for mine. I squeeze Dave's fingers in mine, and he glances down at me, a sheepish grin on his lips.

"Looks like they're having a good time," he says, and though he's trying to make it sound like a joking quip, I can't help but hear the subtext: Wouldn't you like to be having a good time like that, too?

I feel suddenly short of breath, my heart racing. I want to drag Dave back to the cabins, into the safe zone, where we can negotiate a different plan for the day, one where I find a way to surrender control. But I also want to run back into my cabin, lock myself in my room, and hide, safe in my solitude. My red wristband feels like a shackle at the end of my arm, a heavy weight that keeps me from flying free, but also like a tether that keeps me safe from the dangerous tides of passion rising around me. I'm rooted in place, unable to move, legs trembling.

"You must be Dave and Vanna!" a cheerful voice calls, breaking me out of my spell.

I relax my grip on Dave's hand and turn toward the sound. A young woman wearing white linen shorts and the lime green uniform polo of the (In)Discretos staff is striding across the sand toward us, the breeze blowing through her curly blonde hair. She smiles and stretches out her hand, first to me and then to Dave, when she stops beside us.

"I'm Dana," she says, "and I'll be taking you on the paddleboard tour. You're the only two who signed up — I guess the luau really wore folks out! — so it should be a fun private outing. Follow me and I'll get you kitted out."

She turns and marches toward the hut where I see a rack of boards and paddles. Dave's eyes follow Dana, clearly focused on the round shape of her ass beneath her shorts, and I have to admit that it's not a bad view at all. I let out a sigh, feeling my pulse returning to a more normal rate, and take Dave's hand again as we make our way toward the hut.

#

Dana is a delightful guide, especially when she slips out of her linen shorts and pulls off her polo shirt, revealing a bright blue barely-there bikini that clings to her high, firm breasts and the round curve of her ass. My eyes are drawn to her body as much as I'm sure Dave's are, but they also linger on a surprising detail around her right wrist: a bright yellow (In)Discretos band.

"Interesting," I mumble to myself as I set my board in the waist-deep water and pull myself onto it.

Roger and I sometimes rent paddle boards at the park lake back in Fox Run, but paddling in the surf is a different experience altogether. The waves roll under the board, forcing me to constantly shift my feet to keep my balance, and I have to move the long paddle from hand to hand to keep the board moving parallel to the shore. Dave is struggling even more than I am, and takes a tumble backward into the water soon after we start, coming up spluttering while Dana and I both laugh.

Eventually, though, it becomes much easier for both of us to follow Dana deeper into the water, where the waves are more steady, and she leads us in a long, lazy circle around the island. She points out the various kinds of palm trees and shrubs, the species of birds calling in the low canopy of leaves on the island's south shore (which must be near where Gabbie's silver fox, Frank, has his open-air dungeon), and notes the places where the resort plans to make improvements, like a new boat launch and event space.

We float into a calm inlet near the end of the circuit and take a seat on our boards, feet dangling in the warm water. Dave leans back on his board so the sun can shine on his face, and I'm drawn again to the broad expanse of his chest, the firm muscles of his shoulders. It's not hard to imagine myself straddling him, hands against his chest, thighs pressing into his hips, tasting the salt on his throat ...

I pull my eyes away from Dave and turn to Dana, who's also soaking up the warm sun, and blurt out the question that's been tickling the back of my mind this whole morning: "Why do you have a yellow wristband? I didn't know the staff were ... um ..."

"Participants?" Dana says with a smile, turning toward me and sitting up straight. My eyes catch hers — sharp, blue, intense — and my heart quickens.

"Um ... yeah ... participants ..."

Dana shrugs.

"Management is still trying to work out the details of where the staff fit into the whole freeuse vibe," she says. "Depending on your duties, you might be required to wear a red wristband — business only! — but some jobs let you have a little more flexibility. No green wristbands, obviously, or nothing would ever get done. Have you seen the bartender, Victor? No one would ever get a drink if people could just have their way with him."

I bite my lip and shiver. I have, indeed, noticed Victor more than a few times, with his sleek black hair and the intricate tattoos peeking out from his shirt, his smouldering eyes and wry smile. Good luck indeed getting his attention if he was on the menu: all the women at the resort, and probably half the men, too, would stand in line just for a nibble at that.

"And so ... um ... you decided on yellow ..."

Dana nods. "I alternate between the red and yellow, depending on my mood. When I saw it was just the two of you on today's tour, I figured why not dangle the invitation?"

"Oh," I say, feeling my cheeks burn. "But you didn't know we ... um ..." I lift my own right wrist to show the red band that suddenly feels like such a burden.

Dana's smile broadens, her eyes sparkling.

"Everyone does the resort their way," Dana says. "That's the whole idea behind the wristbands, it makes it easier."

"You're not disappointed?" I ask.

Dana shrugs. "Maybe just a little, but the day is young."

"So if we'd asked," Dave says, using his hands to guide his board closer until it bumps against mine, "you'd have been down for a little fun?"

"Oh, in a heartbeat!" says Dana with a laugh. "You're a cute couple."

"We're not really ..." I start, but then Dave cuts me off with his next question.

"You wouldn't mind giving us a little peek?" he asks, lifting his chin and grinning. "Like ... a little encouragement to consider other arrangements?"

Dana laughs, then reaches for the bikini strap around her neck. "I thought you'd never ask," she says, slipping it over her head and letting her top fall.

I glance over at Dave, who seems mesmerized by the sight of Dana's breasts: high and round, capped by firm brown nipples, they catch the morning light like distant golden hills. Dana tosses the bikini top onto the back of her board then reaches down to untie to knots at her hips. She lets the back of the bikini bottom fall, holding the front coyly against her belly, and grins at us. My pulse quickens and I let out an involuntary moan. With a flourish like a magician conjuring a dove from thin air, Dana lifts the bikini bottom away in one hand, revealing a silky smooth mound.

She arches her back and stretches, giving us a glimpse of the pouting pink lips between her thighs, and I hear Dave moan now, too. I reluctantly pull my eyes away from Dana and see him squirm on his board, a hand pressed against the growing bulge in his loose trunks. I groan again, feeling heat coursing through my body and prickling my skin.

We stare at Dana for what feels like hours, but must only be a few minutes. The vision of her body — smooth and firm, glowing in the sunlight — burns into my memory.

"We should probably get the boards back now," Dana says. "I've got another tour in a few minutes."

She shifts in her seat, tying the bikini bottom back into place — I hear Dave sigh, and I share the disappointment he must be feeling — but leaves her top abandoned on the back of the board as she rises nimbly to her feet and takes up her paddle again. Dave and I are less graceful getting back up, and I see that he's struggling to hide his erection, hunching forward and shifting his shorts. I suppress a giggle, glad that my arousal isn't as visibly obvious, though I'm sure the flush of my chest and the glow in my cheeks give plenty of clues to my state.

"I'll be working the paddle board hut the rest of the week," Dana says as we drag our boards back onto the beach, "so you should come find me if you're in the mood for another private tour."

She winks at us, then turns toward the three men waiting beside the rack. I can't help but notice their green wristbands. Dana's going to have a good time on this tour, I think as I follow Dave up the beach.


Chapter twenty-one
Roger


Trish throws a wicked grin over her shoulder as she makes her way toward the stairs, beckoning me to follow her with a wiggle of her finger. I look behind me at the wreckage in the living room, Roger and Ron lying naked among the cream and custard, then hurry to follow her. She gently lifts my erection toward my belly with the tip of her finger beneath the weeping purple head and guides me up the stairs and into her bedroom.

When Trish promised to clean me up after the pie-eating contest, she wasn't kidding. Instead of using a washcloth, though, she sets to work almost immediately with her tongue. She starts with the cream and custard that covers my face, standing on her tiptoes with her hands on my shoulders and her bare breasts pressing into my chest, and I can't help but moan when she presses her lips to mine.

She works her way down, cleaning my neck and chest, her lips surrounding each nipple and sucking them clean. I shudder, my hands running up and down her back, and she shrugs her open shirt off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor behind her.

Trish drops to her knees in front of me and looks up at me with a saucy grin, waves of curly blonde hair framing her face. I reach down and run my fingers through those curls, and she turns her head and sighs as my hand runs over her smooth cheeks. I can feel her warm breath against my skin, and when she leans forward to plant a gentle kiss on the tip of my cock, I nearly come undone.

She suddenly pushes me backward, and I stumble back a step, colliding with the bed. My knees buckle, and I fall back onto the mattress while Trish slides forward, hands on my thighs. She catches my pulsing cock between her lips and swallows me, taking me deep, and I collapse back, arms thrown over my head in surrender. Her mouth is warm and soft, and her teeth gently graze my skin as she moves her head up and down, up and down, her spit slickening my shaft.

"Too much, Trish," I gasp, reaching my hands down to hold her head still. "Too much! Unless you want this to be over too fast ..."

"I want what you want, Roger," Trish says, releasing my erection from her mouth. "Fast or slow, hard or soft ... you're the winner of the game, you set the pace."

I prop myself up on my elbows and look into her sparkling blue eyes. They're full of mischief and desire, and the curve of her lips promises a delicious garden of delights. I want to explore every inch of her body, taste all of her flavors, utterly possess her the way thoughts of her have possessed me all week, invading every waking moment and consuming my fevered dreams.

"Slow," I gasp. "Slow, soft ... wet ... I want to take my time with you, I want to know every curve and valley, and I ... I want you to come ... I want you to come apart into a million little pieces while I taste all of your delicious flavors ..."

"Ooh, I like how you put words together, Roger," Trish says as she slides her hands up my body and rises slowly to her feet. She climbs onto the bed and straddles my thighs, hitching up her short skirt to reveal her luxuriant blonde bush. "Let's see what else you can do with that talented tongue of yours."

#

Trish is even more delicious than the lemon pies, the pillowy pancakes, the refreshingly sweet iced tea. All of the flavors of her dance on my tongue — the salty tang of her neck, the sweet buzz of her stiff nipples, the musky nectar between her thighs. I hum and moan between her legs as I settle in to work, my mouth greedy for her silky folds and the pulsing bud at the top of her slit. When I wrap my lips around her clit and flick my tongue against its tip, she winds her fingers through my hair and lifts her ass from the bed to meet my face, and for a moment I'm afraid I'm going to drown in the juices that flow from her shivering pussy.

And then I hope I'll drown in those juices, because I can't imagine a more delightful way to die.

When her convulsing shudders begin to settle, I reluctantly pull my nectar-slick face away and slide up her body, enjoying the feeling of her smooth, warm skin against mine. I take each nipple between my lips, delighting in how they stiffen in my mouth, and I revel in the weight of her breasts against my palms, tracing their curves with my fingers.

Trish bends her knees and presses them into my flanks, then urges me higher with her hands on my neck. I kiss my way up her throat, over her cheeks, and to her lips, finding them parting beneath my tongue and inviting me to explore her warm mouth. I cup her head in my hands and twirl her silky hair around my fingers, devouring her mouth with as much gusto as I devoured her pussy. She runs her hands up and down my back, then grasps my ass, squeezing and pulling me closer. My erection presses into the folds of her thigh and throbs eagerly between her legs.

"I want to fuck you," I gasp, lifting my face so I can look into her piercing blue eyes. Her lips tremble and her breasts press against my chest.

"Then fuck me," she whispers. "Fuck me, Roger, fuck me good and deep ..."

I reach between our bodies, and find that her hands are reaching, too, grasping and stroking with urgent need. Her fingers wrap around my shaft, and my fingers wrap around hers, and together we guide my erection to her warm, wet, and welcoming entrance. She releases her grip as the tip of my cock parts her pouting lips and my shaft slides into her opening channel, and we both groan and shudder when my hips come to rest against hers.

"Oh, fuck, Trish," I groan into her open mouth. "Oh, fuck, this is so ... so ... so good ..."

And it is good, better than good. Fucking Trish is so much better than the wild fantasies that have troubled my sleep and made me a shambling wreck of needy desire. Her body yields to me, rising to meet every thrust, trembling beneath me. She holds me tight with thighs and arms, pulling me to her soft breasts and surrounding me with her sweet, musky scents.

"Slower," I rasp, struggling to control my urgent need to release my seed into her womb. "Slower ... I ... I ... I want this to last ..."

"Faster," Trish hisses into my ear, suddenly grasping my ass and pulling me deeper inside her. "I want to come again, and we've got all afternoon to do this over and over and over ..."

I grit my teeth and strain my jaw, trying to resist her thrusting hips, but it's no use. I relent to the pace Trish sets, speeding my drive into her even though I know I'm barrelling far too fast toward the point of no return. When she lets out a howl, her pussy rippling around my shaft, I have no choice but to join her at the peak of arousal and let my seed flow in pulsing jets deep inside Trish's pussy.


Chapter twenty-two
Vanna


Ispend the most restless night I've ever had after a day of wandering the resort with Dave. I can only assume that his night is just as troubled, considering the obvious erection that tented his shorts all day.

After our paddle boarding tour with Dana, we walked along the beach in heavy silence, hand in hand. I know what was running through my mind — Dana's lithe and willing body, Dave's hands trying unsuccessfully to shield his throbbing shaft from view, those three men waiting for their turns with Dana, eyes hungry — and I'm sure the same thoughts ran through his. My red wristband seemed to burn my skin, and I trembled every time I caught a glimpse of it.

Don't miss an opportunity when it comes knocking: that had been Gabbie's advice, and I had absolutely failed to take it. Dana was an opportunity that I had let pound on my door without daring to open it, and now both Dave and I were suffering the regret.

We were surrounded by opportunities here — nothing but willing partners as far as the eye could see, happy to surrender themselves to their most carnal desires and cast aside every inhibition in the service of pleasure. But every time I thought about swapping my red wristband for green, or even just for yellow, I felt a chill of fear. Could I really give up control, let myself be taken and used for someone's pleasure, give in to anonymous desire?

I feared the loss of control, the weightless fall into an abyss of pleasure, but also the shame and regret that would surely follow. Back home in Fox Run, Roger and I knew all the friends and neighbors we swung with: went to cookouts with them, saw them at the grocery store and the gym, participated in all the boring day-to-day things that didn't involve swapping and orgies and hedonistic fun. But here, it was nothing but the sex, nameless and shallow, just bodies using bodies.

Beautiful, willing, delicious bodies, a dark and hungry corner of my mind chimed in, and I shivered, glancing over at Dave. Beautiful, willing, delicious ...

"I'm really sorry," I whispered.

"Sorry?" said Dave, wrinkling his forehead in a puzzled expression. "Sorry for what?"

"For ... for missing the opportunity. With Dana."

Dave shrugged and smiled.

"There will be other opportunities," he said. "With Dana, with you, with anyone here who strikes my fancy, or yours. When you're ready." Then he looks down at me with questioning eyes. "Are you ready?"

I let out a sigh that came out as a sob, and I had to press the heel of my hand to my eyes to prevent tears from coming out.

"Not yet," I choked out. "Not yet ... but soon ... oh soon, I hope soon ..."

And now I'm tangled in sweat-soaked sheets, rolling from side to side, punching my pillow and gritting my teeth, with so many thoughts swirling in my mind, visions of what could have been. I see Dana again, naked and willing, her blue eyes laughing as Dave and I swim to her board and pull her down into the water with us, ready to devour her like ravenous sharks. I see Dana being passed hand to hand by the three men on her next tour, never even making it past the surf before they're filling her every hole on the wet sand, Dave and I standing hand in hand as we wait our turn with her. I see Dave above me, his face contorted in pleasure as he tries to hold back his climax, pounding himself into me.

Don't miss an opportunity when it comes knocking ...

I've done nothing but slam the door in the face of delicious, wicked, sensual opportunity, wasting my time and Dave's, too.

When we parted at the safe zone sign after our goodnight kiss, he raised an eyebrow at me in a wordless question. I stood frozen, terrified at what might come out of my mouth.

"Yes," I whispered, almost too quiet to be heard. "Yes, tomorrow ... I think I'll be ready."

His face relaxed for a moment, then a look of concern pulled his lips into a frown.

"Are you sure?" he asked. "I don't want to pressure ..."

"Yes," I said, more forcefully, pushing my shoulders back and lifting my face. "Yes. Wear whichever wristband you want tomorrow, and I will, too."

I could have hurried back into the cabin and found my green wristband, dragged Dave back to the beach, gone out in search of opportunity. The night at (In)Discretos is full of opportunities, after all.

But I was a coward, and now I'm left with a racing mind and an aching body. I throw my sticky nightshirt to the floor and spread my arms wide on the bed, trembling, hoping the cool breeze through the window can quench the heat that has seized me. But the heat is burning from within, a long-kindled ache that threatens to engulf me, and the coldest wind couldn't possibly relieve me.

My hands can, though, my hands slide down my slick belly and between my thighs and find the burning embers that trouble my sleep. I don't even need my little silver friend to find relief, I only need my fingers and my longing and my visions of Dave and Dana and the dark night filled with opportunity.

Opportunity that I will not miss again. Cannot miss again.

"Tomorrow," I sigh as the trembling climax courses through my body, making my belly ripple and my breasts heave. "Tomorrow ... tomorrow ... tomorrow ..."


Chapter twenty-three
Roger


Trish was true to her word about having all afternoon to spend in her bed. I recovered quickly from that first too-fast climax, coaxed back to rampant stiffness by her mouth and hands, and I had ample opportunity to sample all of her charms. We fucked fast and slow, soft and hard, and she laughed and moaned through more climaxes than either of us could count.

And then, as the shadows outside grow long and the light in her bedroom begins to wane, Trish props herself on an elbow and says, "That was a lovely tumble, Roger, and now it's time for you to go."

I must look comically startled, because she chortles and sits up, pressing a warm kiss to my cheek. Then she playfully pushes my chest and makes a shooing motion with her hands.

"Go on," she says, "playtime's over, and I've got to prepare for tomorrow's fun."

I feel a little crestfallen; Bobby, after all, spent two nights in Trish's bed, and I was looking forward to a night of holding her in my arms and exploring more of the infinite possibilities for pleasure her body offered. I slide off the bed and look around the floor for my clothes, then remember that I left them downstairs, and suddenly feel very naked and exposed.

"It was a good time, Roger," Trish says, sliding off the bed herself and crossing to me to give me another kiss. "You're a very talented lover, and I wouldn't mind another go with you if the chance comes up. But I'm a gal on a mission, and there's more work for me to do before I've accomplished my goal. Now, scoot!"

I stumble down the stairs after Trish closes the door behind me, and I catch the smell of Ron's smoker out on the patio. My stomach rumbles, reminding me that the cream and custard pies had not been especially filling, and that I'd probably expended a lot of calories rolling around the sheets with Trish. I can see Ron and Bobby through the patio door, beers in hand as Ron flips steaks on the grill, so I scoop up my discarded clothes, ignoring the whipped cream smeared on my shirt, and stagger to my room to get dressed.

#

"And how was your second dessert?" Ron asks as he slides a plate across the patio table, heavy with steak and potato salad. He raises an eyebrow at me, and his lips twist in a smirk.

"Um, nice," I say, not sure how I should respond; his expression is almost unreadable, somehow mocking and congratulatory at the same time.

"Did she demand you sign over your soul in return for lying with her?" Ron asks.

"Um ... well, no. I just had to win the little game, like Bobby did."

"Maybe offer your first-born child?"

"I'd really have to clear that with Vanna first ..."

"There's always a catch with her, Roger," Ron says, narrowing his eyes and leaning toward me with his elbows on the table. "Nothing with Trish comes without a price. I urge you to proceed with caution around that woman."

I glance over at Bobby, who's sitting in one of the deck chairs with his plate balanced on his knees. He rolls his eyes and shakes his head, smiling. Ron has a long history with Trish, of course, but Bobby has certainly made a significant connection with her this week. Or at least a significant physical connection.

And I definitely didn't detect anything out of sorts during my time with her this afternoon, besides giving me one of the most amazing sexual experiences of my life. She offered me nothing but pleasure and asked only for the same in return. This afternoon is going to live in my happiest daydreams for years to come, I expect.

"I don't know what your beef with Trish is, Ron," Bobby pipes up. "I'm having a good time with her. Sure, the little games are kind of silly, but she's the best lay I could expect to have while Mia and the gals are away. And she makes a mean stack of pancakes."

"It's all fun and games until she starts pitting us against each other," Ron grumbles. "She'll find the chinks in the armor, the hidden secrets and lies that will drive us apart, and soon we'll be so wracked with jealousy that the three of us will come to blows in our striving for her favors. She's a wicked, wicked Jezebel of a woman, and you mark my words, we'll all regret that we let her into this home."

I shoot Bobby an alarmed expression, and he rolls his eyes again. I wonder if he's already heard Ron's rantings about Trish, maybe while I was upstairs with her?

"For one thing, Ron," Bobby says, "I don't think there are any 'secrets and lies' between us. I mean, we fuck each other's wives on a regular basis and that hasn't caused any friction yet that I know of. Roger, are you aware of any 'secrets and lies'?"

I shake my head and take a bite of my steak: medium rare, just how I like it, with a perfect edge of char. Ron may have some crazy ideas about Trish, and maybe about the relationship between the three of us, but he knows how to run a grill.

"For another thing," Bobby says, "I haven't detected a lot of jealousy this week. I mean, I was definitely racking up the wins there at first, and I fully intend to win the next game, whatever it is, but I think Trish is playing fair with us. Roger, are you jealous?"

I think for a moment while I chew my steak. I admit that I was feeling a little down about myself when Bobby won the first two games, particularly when I lost so embarrassingly the second time, but I don't think I directed any of that toward Bobby. Or toward Trish, who was very kind about my poor showing and encouraging this afternoon when I got my turn in the winner's circle. I shake my head.

"And finally, Ron," says Bobby, "you're the one who invited Trish into the house — if you had a problem with her, it's on you for letting her in. We thought it was going to be a week of grilling and drinking beer, not screwing your old college girlfriend, and if I had to pick between the two, I'd put screwing your old college girlfriend well above the grilling." Then he taps his steak with the tip of his knife and says, "Though the grilling has been top-notch."

"Trish was not my girlfriend," Ron snarls, his face suddenly beet red, "not in college, not at any other time, and I do not wish to hear you insinuating that state of affairs. I welcomed her in only because she arrived on Gabbie's invitation, otherwise I'd have slammed the door in her face and washed my hands of her for another twenty years."

I freeze with my knife and fork poised above my steak, afraid to say a word, or even to breathe. Ron has always been very even-keeled and easy-going, even when under duress, and I've never seen him angry nor heard him raise his voice. And as his guest, I definitely don't want to offend him, though I'm finding it difficult to reconcile his version of Trish with the funny, playful, kind, and sensuous Trish I've gotten to know.

Bobby apparently feels no such compulsions. He lets out a laugh and drops his utensils on his plate with a clatter, then reaches for his beer. After taking a long sip, he says, "If there's any jealousy here, Ron, I think you're the one feeling it. I think you just need to get laid, and I'm happy to help make sure that happens."

Ron scowls and turns to the grill, suddenly very interested in the gauges and buttons on the lid. But I think I see the hint of a smile lifting his mustache, just for a moment.


Chapter twenty-four
Vanna


Ihardly slept a wink last night, but I'm wide awake before dawn. Mia and Gabbie came back to the cabin late again, giggling and whispering in a pointless effort to avoid waking me. For my part, I had to pause my almost non-stop jilling session, afraid they'd hear the creaking bedframe and my muffled moans. Waiting for them to finally start snoring was absolute torture with all the raunchy thoughts flying through my head, which only grew raunchier the longer I resisted the urge.

I tiptoe out to the kitchen and make myself a cup of coffee as quietly as I can, then sit by the front window, watching the shadows of the palm trees by the beach rustling in the sea breeze. There's a yellow band on my wrist this morning, replacing the red one I've been wearing, and it suddenly feels even heavier than the one that screamed, "Stop! Stay away! Do not approach!" Because now I'm wearing a sign of "maybe," a coy invitation to approach and flirt, but still face possible rejection. I've given myself the burden of choice, and it feels like an especially heavy burden indeed.

Last night, in the midst of my self-induced climaxes, I was certain I had the courage of my convictions: I would slap on the green wristband and march out the door and into the waiting embrace of the entire resort, ready to surrender my pleasure and my body to any and all. Then, when slipping on my sun dress — as panty-free and sassy as Mia in my efforts to be true to the spirit of (In)Discretos — I had a sudden change of heart and reached for the yellow instead. Now I don't know if there's any color at all that matches my true desires. Or if I even know what my true desires are.

And that's the problem with you, I think, the coffee gone cold and bitter as I mull over my dilemma for the thousandth time. You don't know what you want, and you overthink everything.

This was such a mistake ...

The first rosy glow of sunrise appears over the horizon outside my window, spreading its gentle light across the water and stretching toward the beach. I dump out my half-empty mug into the sink, square my shoulders, and march out the door with as much purpose and courage as I can muster.

I can do this. I will do this. I will not let opportunity knock without dragging it inside and riding it until I'm a sticky, sweaty mess.

#

Dave is already waiting by the safe zone sign, his back to the cabins, facing the sunrise. He's wearing a green linen shirt, hanging loose and unbuttoned to show his bare chest, and the loose board shorts he wore on the paddle board trip yesterday. His wavy brown hair is still damp from the shower, swept back from his forehead, and he seems to be vibrating with nervous energy.

I tiptoe behind him and reach my hands up to cover his eyes, whispering, "Guess who?" into his ear.

"Vanna!" he cries, spinning, then lowers his voice when turns around, mindful that many of our fellow guests are probably still sleeping off a late night of debauchery. "I was afraid you wouldn't come."

"Why wouldn't I come?" I ask. "I said I'd come, and I always have before."

"Well, yeah, but today's different. Today, um, we'll be ... you know ..."

"Leaving the Red Wristband Club?" I say with a wink.

"Yeah — leaving the club and joining the party," he says. His voice shakes a little. "You seemed nervous. Are you nervous? I'm kind of nervous ..."

"Chris and Charlie are having a good time, right?" I ask.

"Maybe too good."

"So why wouldn't you?"

"Well, but I'm worried ... that you won't ..."

"Dave," I say, crossing my arms across my chest, "I'm a swinger, remember? Just because I've been a little cautious about the freeuse thing doesn't mean I'm some kind of fragile flower. I like fucking."

His face turns red at that, and for a moment I feel like the tables have turned and he's the one who needs reassuring. I square my shoulders and stand a little taller. I'm a swinger, I think. I like to fuck. I'm good at fucking. I can do this.

"You're right," Dave says at last. "It's just ... weird, right? Like, we've been doing these normal things together at a freeuse resort, with all the craziness around us, and now we're going to dive right into the craziness ourselves, and I don't know if things are going to change between us."

"Why would they change?" I ask. "I still like you, we're still going to have fun the rest of this week, we'll just be able to ... well, fuck, right?"

"Right," says Dave. He bites his lip pensively. Then his voice drops and he looks into my eyes with a heat I haven't seen before. "I do really want to fuck you, Vanna, I've wanted to fuck you since I met you."

The heat runs straight from my face to my feet and makes a long, lingering stop at my core. I was a little afraid that jilling off all night was going to wear out my sex drive, but there's no danger of that now — if we don't get to it, and fast, I might burst into flames.

"I want to fuck you, too," I whisper. "So we should probably get to it, right?"

"Right," he says, letting out a relieved sigh. "Here's to joining the Green Wristband Club!"

He raises his right hand over his head in triumph, revealing his green band, and my heart almost stops in shock. Green wristband? We hadn't explicitly said which way we were going to go when we parted last night, green or yellow, but I thought sure we were taking the half step first and easing into the freeuse zone cautiously. I didn't expect him to dive headfirst with a green wristband!

"Shit," I gasp when I can speak again. "Shit, shit, shit ..."

"Is something wrong, Vanna?" Dave asks, his eyes wide with concern. He lowers his raised and reaches toward me, and I stumble backward.

"No! I mean, yes! I mean ... shit ... green ... green wristband ... green wristband?"

I'm babbling nonsensically, so I raise my hand — significantly less triumphantly — to show my yellow wristband. I feel like I might start crying.

Dave laughs and says, "Whoops, my bad! Yellow is great, Vanna, yellow is definitely the right move. Let me just go swap and I'll ..."

"No!" I shout, not caring if I wake someone sleeping off a stunning orgasm hangover. "I mean, yes! Yes, to you, yes, I want you to, I mean, no! I ... I don't know what I mean, Dave, I want ..."

He stretches his hand toward me again, and I nearly trip over my feet as I scramble backward.

"Vanna, I ..."

"Wait!" I gasp. "Wait, right here! Do not move!"

I point at his feet for emphasis, then spin on my heel and run back to my cabin as fast as I can.


Chapter twenty-five
Roger


Trish didn't come downstairs for supper last night, and when I make my way to the kitchen in the morning, I'm surprised to find it empty, with no coffee brewing or breakfast sizzling on the range. I'm suddenly worried that Ron chased her away last night, making good on his threat to slam the door in her face and be done with her for another twenty years.

When Bobby appears a little later, after I've figured out the coffee maker and successfully prepared myself a breakfast of toast and jam, I ask him if he's seen Trish. He shrugs, makes a grunting sound, and pours himself a cup of coffee before joining me at the table.

"You don't think Ron kicked her out, do you?" I ask, unable to mask the concern in my voice. I can't help thinking about the afternoon I spent in her bed, and wishing that I could repeat it.

"Kicked who out?"

Bobby and I turn to see Trish sashaying into the kitchen, a sheer negligee barely concealing her charms. She leans down to give each of us a peck on the cheek, then pours herself some coffee. After taking a sip and wincing — I guess my coffee making skills aren't up to her standards — she leans against the refrigerator, smiling down at us.

"I was worried that Ron sent you packing," I say. "When you didn't come downstairs last night after we ... um ..."

Trish gives me a playful wink and says, "You don't imagine a gal would be a little exhausted after that, do you? You put me through the paces, Roger, and then some!"

I feel my cheeks burning and look down at my empty plate and coffee cup. Bobby chuckles and slaps me on the shoulder.

"I had a little thinking and planning to do," Trish says. "Your ladies are coming home in a few days, and I want to be sure they get the welcome they deserve."

"Oh, I know what kind of welcome Mia expects," says Bobby. "Her vacations tend to last a little longer than planned. Remember when she and Vanna came back from Secretos?"

Oh, do I ever ... it was a homecoming for the record books, involving a fetching Irish lass in a chauffeur's uniform, a snowy limousine ride, and a long night of tangled limbs and hungry lips. (Author's note: all chronicled in "The Betwixtmas Switch"!)

"So you see my dilemma," says Trish. "I have quite a high standard to live up to, and without Gabbie here to plan it, the homecoming celebration falls to little old me."

"What infernal scheming is going on in here?" Ron rumbles, wandering into the kitchen in his bathrobe. He gives all of us a suspicious stare, then sniffs the coffee pot and dumps it into the sink, starting a fresh batch with proper measurements applied.

"We're just chitchatting, Ronnie," Trish says, turning to him and running a hand along his shoulder. "Making plans for the big homecoming."

"And you think you'll still be here for that?" Ron asks, narrowing his eyes at Trish.

"Oh, I wouldn't miss it for the world," she says, batting her eyelashes and grinning.

#

"Today's game is an oldie but a goodie," Trish says as she settles herself cross-legged on the living room rug, the wreckage of the pie-eating contest long cleared away. "But I've added a few twists of my own, of course."

She changed after breakfast from her filmy negligee (much the pity ...) and into a long pink poodle skirt and white blouse (unbuttoned to maximize her visible cleavage). She wears a pink scarf around her neck that matches the skirt, and has her wavy blonde hair tied back in a ponytail, secured with a pink ribbon.

"Are we expected to wear silly costumes?" Ron asks, glaring down at Trish with a scowl on his face.

"Only if you want to, Ron," Trish says. "Though I certainly wouldn't mind."

"And will this game be conducted in a fair and impartial manner?" he asks.

"Hon, all of my games are fair and impartial. Now, sit, please."

She spreads her hands out, beckoning us to join her on the rug. I glance over at Bobby, and we each take a seat facing Trish. Ron scowls and grumbles, then drops down between us.

"Spread out a bit, please," Trish says. "It will help keep things fair."

While Bobby and I scoot away from Ron so we form a half circle in front of Trish, Trish reaches behind herself and retrieves what looks like a small and battered leather briefcase. She snaps the dull brass latches and lifts the lid, then reaches inside to retrieve what appears to be an old glass soda bottle and a large foam cube with words printed on each face.

"What we have here," Trish says, "is a clever combination of two of my favorite games: sexy dice and spin the bottle. I really ought to patent this, it's so delightfully original."

Ron makes a harrumphing sound, arms crossed over his chest, but Trish continues undeterred.

"On each turn," she says, "I'll roll the die — " she lifts the foam cube — "which indicates a body part that will receive my special attention. And then I'll spin the bottle —" she lifts the bottle in her other hand — "to determine whose body part I'll delight. Then, the lucky recipient will roll the die to determine where I'll receive attention, and once I'm pleased with your efforts, we'll take another turn."

"And what determines the winner?" Ron asks, arching an eyebrow.

"Oh, hon," Trish says, "this is the kind of game where we all win. But I'm sure it will become clear who takes the grand prize at the end."

"This seems rife for favoritism and wicked manipulation," Ron grumbles.

"As are most things in this vale of tears. Are we ready to begin?"

Bobby nods vigorously, and so do I; Ron mutters, "I don't see as I have a choice," at which point Trish grins and tosses the die in the air.

#

On the first turn, the die lands on "Lips" and the bottle points at me. Trish leans across the circle and plants a warm but chaste kiss on my lips, which still manages to send a shiver down my spine. I roll the die, which lands on "Fingers," and take Trish's hand in mine, then lift it to my lips for a courtly peck.

"Well played, Roger," Trish says, then rolls the die to "Knee." She spins the bottle, which stops at Bobby, but before Trish can make her way across the circle to him, Bobby nudges the bottle with his foot so it points at Ron.

"Excuse me, Bobby," Ron protests, "but ..."

"Hush," says Trish, quickly changing direction. "There are rules to follow, Ron, as you've insisted."

Trish leans across the circle and gives Ron's knee a gentle squeeze. Ron scowls, lifts the die, and tosses: "Lips."

Trish claps her hands and leans toward Ron with her eyes closed and lips puckered. Ron sighs and runs a gentle finger from Trish's chin to her nose, drawing a circle around her lips as they pass. If she's disappointed at this chaste touch, though, Trish doesn't show it; she sits back down, rolls "Belly," and gives the bottle a spin.

I think I'm wise to Bobby's variation on this game, so when it looks like the bottle is going to stop in front of me, I give it a bump with my knee and make it swing back to Ron. Ron glares at me, and Trish giggles, then crawls toward Ron with her fingers wiggling in front of her.

"I remember someone used to be very ticklish," Trish says, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief.

"Someone is not amused," Ron growls, scooting himself backward. But not too far backward, I notice; he lets Trish lift his shirt and run her fingers across his belly button. Ron stifles a laugh, his ears turning red, and slides himself a little closer to Trish when she returns to her spot.

"Neck," Ron says, looking down at the die he just rolled. "Seems fair, because I remember someone else having a ticklish neck."

"Gives me the shivers just thinking about it," Trish says, shaking her shoulders.

She tilts her head to the side and lifts her ponytail, and Ron kneels behind her. He runs a finger along the side of her neck, and I can see her nipples stiffen behind her thin white blouse. Then Ron leans down and presses his lips to the spot where her neck meets her shoulder and kisses his way up to her earlobe. Trish lets out a sigh, eyes closed and lips turned up in a delighted smile.

"I remember how you used to smell," Ron whispers, just loud enough that I can hear him, "early in the morning, your hair still holding your perfume. It was delicious."

"And I remember how you used to taste," Trish says, eyes still closed. "Like cinnamon and salt."

And so the game continues, with Trish rolling the die, Roger and I nudging the bottle if it failed to point to Ron, and Ron and Trish slowly warming up to each other. Indeed, it's not long before the "warming up" becomes "heating up"; the second time Ron rolls "Chest," he has Trish's shirt open and his face between her breasts, mumbling about how they're "pillowy soft and sweet as sugar." And when Trish rolls "Thighs," she coaxes Ron out of his shorts and straddles his lap, his erection tenting his boxer shorts.

"You know, Ron," Bobby says after he's removed the ribbon from Trish's hair while nibbling her neck again and she has his shirt off so she can run her fingers through the hair on his chest, "we could just declare you the winner. You're clearly cleaning up at this game."

"I don't ... I don't think this contest has been fairly conducted," says Ron. He's cupping Trish's breast from behind, rolling her stiff brown nipple between his fingers while he kisses her neck and throat. Trish sighs and leans back, her hands fumbling to free his cock through the fly in his boxers.

"I disagree," Trish says, her voice breathy. She wraps her fingers around Ron's cock and slides her hand slowly up and down its length. "I believe this game is being played with the utmost integrity and honesty."

"Perhaps we should retire to your room," says Ron, "and continue this discussion privately."

"I wholeheartedly concur," Trish says, rising unsteadily to her feet and pulling Ron up with her.

Ron suddenly sweeps an arm against the backs of Trish's knees and lifts her up, her poodle skirt hanging like a veil below her. Trish giggles and throws an arm around Ron's neck. He leans down to kiss her lips — a long, firm kiss that leaves no doubt in my mind how their discussion is going to end — and carries her toward the stairs without a glance back to Bobby and me.

"Mission accomplished," says Bobby, rising and dusting his hands off on his thighs. "Let's grab some beers and watch the sunset on the patio."


Chapter twenty-six
Vanna


Ihave my room turned completely upside down — bedding scattered across the floor, drawers tipped and emptied, the dresses hanging in my closet draped over the chair — but I don't have my green wristband. I remember shoving it under the pillow with the yellow one on the first day, afraid to even look at it and imagine its implications, and now it's vanished into thin air. I press my hands to my eyes, trying desperately not to cry; to be thwarted just on the cusp of ecstasy!

Maybe the universe is telling me this is a bad idea, I think. Maybe I should put the red wristband back on and go sulk alone on the beach ...

"What's up?" Mia asks from the doorway, making me almost jump out of my skin. She's wearing a t-shirt that barely falls to her thighs, her black hair a tangled nest, eyes sleepy.

"My wristband!" I shout. "The green one! Where is it?"

Mia shrugs, which raises the shirt a little higher to give a fleeting glimpse of the curly hair between her thighs. Her nipples are stiff against the thin fabric, and I'm suddenly even more desperate to find my wristband so I can be a sexy, messy slut, just like my best friend.

"I thought you were wearing the red one," Mia says.

"I want green!" I shout. "We're going green! All I have is yellow!" I wave my hand at her, showing the yellow wristband that I mistakenly put on.

Mia shrugs again. "You can borrow mine," she says, reaching for the band on her right wrist.

"Yours?" I say, incredulous. "What are you going to wear?"

"Yellow, probably. You can still get railed with a yellow wristband."

"No, you can't!" I shout. "People need to ask! It's not the same! There's ... there's ... there's friction! If they have to ask, they won't, not if they can just take someone with a green wristband!"

"I only get the good kind of friction," says Mia, slipping the wristband past her fingers and tossing it to me. "Trust me, the yellow one isn't going to slow me down one bit. Maybe it'll be fun."

I catch Mia's wristband in the air; it feels light and airy, in insubstantial little thing that represents total freedom, total surrender, total pleasure ... A shiver runs through me as I swap it for my yellow wristband. I feel like I might be able to fly.

"Thank you, Mia," I gasp, pulling a startled Mia against my chest with a wild, desperate hug. "Thank you, thank you, thank you, Mia, you're the best friend I could ever have!"

"You're ... welcome?" Mia mumbles between my breasts. "You have a good time, Vanna, I'm going back to bed now."

As she stumbles back toward her room, her shirt riding up over her bare ass, I sprint to the cabin door, my feet seemingly inches above the floor.

#

"Vanna?"

Dave is still standing by the safe zone sign, exactly as instructed. He looks up as I run past him, and I catch a glimpse of his puzzled expression.

"Vanna!" he calls, but I don't look back. I step off the path and into the sand and run toward the stand of palm trees where that laughing threesome disappeared yesterday morning, as fast as my feet will take me.

My heart is pounding and my thighs burn with the exertion — running on the sand is a lot harder than I had expected. I nearly stumble as I approach the low flowering shrubs that shield the space from view, but catch myself before I crash through the branches and stop in a clearing. The palm trees ring the space like sentinels, as if they're guarding some sacred space.

A sacred space which I intend to profane.

I hear Dave crashing through the bushes behind me, his panting loud in the still morning air. I turn to see him standing on the edge of the clearing, his face red, his wavy brown hair tousled, his broad chest heaving. He takes a step toward me, but stops when I raise my hand.

My right hand. The one with the green wristband.

"I'm diving in head first," I say, "completely surrendering to the freeuse rules, but I want to hold on to this one shred of agency: I want you to be my first."

With trembling fingers, I grip the hem of my dress, take a deep breath, and pull it up and off, letting it fall onto the sand behind me. I stand in front of Dave, shoulders back and arms wide, completely naked except for my green wristband; I can feel the rays of the rising sun on my bare back, but they are nowhere near as hot as the gaze of Dave's eyes as they roam over my curves, lingering on my heaving breasts, my sweat-slick belly, the spray of golden hair on my mound. His eyes are wide, his jaw slack, and he seems frozen in place.

"Take me," I say, looking at him with bold and unflinching desire. "Take me now."

And he does. Dave closes the distance between us in two steps, pulls me into his arms, and presses his mouth to mine. All the air is sucked out of my lungs, replaced by a raging inferno of desire. I tremble in his embrace as his hands roam up and down my back, slide down to my ass, and lift my leg to hook it behind his hip. I can feel his erection through his shorts, pressing firm and pulsing against my belly; his breath is ragged and sharp against my throat as his lips drag across my skin.

Dave lowers me onto my discarded dress, spreading it beneath me like a blanket, then kneels between my outstretched feet, eyes roving across my body. I prop myself on my elbows to watch him slip his shirt off his shoulders. His eyes are wild with need, his tongue circling his lips; he's looking at me like I'm a decadent feast and he's a shipwrecked castaway.

"You look delicious, Vanna," Dave whispers as he lowers himself over me, his hands beside my hips so his body is tantalizingly close to mine. "I want to taste every inch of you."

"Then taste me," I reply, falling back onto the makeshift blanket of my dress and throwing my arms around his neck to pull him closer. "Devour me ..."

#

It must be my cries that attract the others.

I stifled the shout that accompanied my first climax — delivered by Dave's agile tongue and hungry lips mere minutes after he lowered himself between my legs — but I let the next two roar into the morning air. Dave is on me, in me, every inch of skin pressing into mine, filling me completely; I wrap my limbs around him, pulling him tight, my heels bouncing against his thighs with each powerful thrust of his hips.

"Fuck me, Dave!" I shout as my body shivers with pleasure, balanced on the knife's edge of another climax. My third? Fourth? I've lost count ... I'm not going to count ... I'm going to surrender ...

"You're perfect, Vanna," Dave gasps. His teeth graze my shoulder as he seeks better leverage on his knees, lifting my ass in his strong hands. His shaft drags across my thrumming clit with each upstroke, and I feel myself coming completely undone again. "So fucking perfect ..."

He suddenly pulls out of me, and I let out a cry of protest, but then Dave is gripping my hips and flipping me over onto my knees and pushing into me again. I arch my back and moan while he grips my ass and pushes into me, grunting low, bestial sounds with each thrust. I open my eyes as a climax wracks me again, and I see that we're not alone.

"Is this a private party?" the bearded man standing in front of me asks. He's wearing tight red swim trunks that do nothing to conceal the size and shape of the erection bulging between his thighs.

It's one of Dave's roommates, the ones who were fucking Mia on the first day at the resort — Chris? Charlie? I can't remember, and I don't care. I raise my right hand for just a moment, nearly losing my balance, and to show my green wristband.

"I'm free for you to use," I gasp. I hear Dave's chuckle behind me turning to a moan as his thrusts become faster and stronger.

The bearded man laughs and hooks his thumbs in the waistband of his trunks, whipping them down to reveal his cock: thick, long, rising toward his belly from a tangle of sandy curls. He pushes his trunks to his ankles and then kneels in front of me, taking his cock in his fist and offering it to me.

I lean forward, mouth open, greedy for a taste, but he leans back and lets just the tip drag across my cheek. I can feel the warm, sticky film of pre-cum smear on my skin and smell his musky scent; I reach with my tongue, but he's too far away, teasing me. The bearded man laughs, pushes his hips forward to let me have the barest lick at the spongy head of his cock, then pulls away again. I let out a frustrated groan, which quickly turns to a delighted moan when Dave slams against me, nearly knocking me off my knees.

"If you're not going to put that beautiful mouth to use, Chris," I hear a voice say behind me, "then move over and let me have a go. She's clearly hungry, and the gentlemanly thing is to feed her what she wants."

I glance up and see the blonde man from the first day striding past me, naked except for his green wrist band, his erection swinging as he walks. Chris and Charlie, I think, remembering suddenly how Mia described Charlie's supple tongue. Or was it Chris? My memories are fuzzy at best, my mind going blank with pleasure.

Does it even matter?

Charlie's cock presses against my lips, and I open my mouth wide to take him in. He holds my head between his hands until I'm lined up perfectly, and then he begins to fuck my mouth with slow, steady strokes. I circle the tip of his cock with my tongue on each shove inside, and let my teeth drag across the underside of his shaft when he pulls back, his skin tickling my lips. His musk is sweeter than the tantalizing taste I had from Chris, and I swallow hungrily.

"Oh, fuck, Vanna ..." Dave's thrusts have become stronger, more rhythmic, and I can feel his shaft swelling in my channel. I push my hips back, desperate for the depth, needing to feel every inch of him. But he suddenly pulls out of me with a groan, and I feel the heat of his seed splashing against my ass. I make a muffled sound around Charlie's cock, something between a groan of frustration and a victorious grunt.

"You can have her mouth," Chris says, slapping Charlie on the shoulder as he stands and steps behind me, "because it looks like her pussy just freed up."

I bristle, heat rising to my face. They're talking about me like I'm just a piece of meat, a thing to be used for their pleasure, a plaything to trade back and forth ...

But then I feel Chris pushing into the space that Dave just surrendered, and all objections dissolve. I am a toy for them, a freeuse toy, and I want them to have their way with me. Chris feels a little bigger than Dave, his thrusts a little faster, and I surrender to the delicious sensation of being suspended between two hard cocks, a tool for their pleasure.

"You're perfect, Vanna," Dave whispers in my ear, kneeling beside me. His fingers brush my hair from my face and he bends down to lick my throat. "So fucking perfect, the way you take those dicks ..."


Chapter twenty-seven
Roger


"Hey, Roger, you up?"

It's Bobby's voice on the other side of the door, accompanied by several firm knocks.

I am, in fact, up, in more ways than one. Bobby and I sat on the patio until after sunset last night, just enjoying the warm summer breeze, sharing an occasional chuckle at the sudden turn of events between Ron and Trish. Whatever grudge Ron was holding against Trish all these years seemed to have melted away thanks to the spin-the-bottle game and Bobby's clever idea.

But my sleep had been troubled by dreams — about my afternoon in Trish's bed, about that farewell blowjob Mia gave me before the gals left for their trip, about what Vanna might be getting up to at the freeuse resort — and I woke with a raging hard-on. Now I'm lying on my bed, lazily stroking my cock, debating whether I should have a good wank to start the day or save some of this arousal for whatever adventures might arise.

Bobby knocks again, and I let my hand fall to the mattress, my erection bouncing above my belly. It's probably impolite to keep someone waiting while you're enjoying a morning five knuckle shuffle.

"Coming!" I call (even though I'm not), and retrieve Ron's old robe from the end of the bed before opening the door.

Bobby is standing in the hall in his pajamas, holding a tray in his hands. I see a silver carafe and two white coffee cups, two plates with eggs and toast, and a butter dish. A little bouquet of cut flowers — I think I recognize them from the garden out back — sits in a water glass.

"Breakfast in bed!" I exclaim. "Bobby, you shouldn't have!"

He rolls his eyes and says, "Not for you, doofus; it's for the lovebirds."

"Really? What time is it?"

"Almost ten."

Crap. Almost ten? Just like my stay here the Christmas before last, while Vanna and Mia were at the Secretos resort, I've completely lost track of time, stumbling around in a fog of near-constant arousal. It's like being jet lagged, I suppose; sex lagged?

"I want to make sure they're keeping their energy up," Bobby says, turning toward the stairs. "And that they're still getting along; I don't want the detente we reached last night to collapse into open hostility again."

Considering the state Ron and Trish were in when they went upstairs last night, I can't imagine them resorting to their previous sniping, but I suppose it also can't hurt to give some support. I tie the belt of my borrowed robe and follow Bobby up the stairs.

#

The floor of Trish's bedroom is covered with the scattered remnants of last night's clothes: Ron's boxers lie beside Trish's poodle skirt, pink scarf, and white bobby socks. There's a pillow and blanket tossed on the floor as well, probably in an effort to clear the bed for action, and the lamp on the nightstand has been tipped over.

Ron and Trish lie on the bed in a tangle of sheets and limbs. Ron lies behind Trish, his arm dangling across her breasts, and Trish is twisted so one leg is tossed over Ron's thigh. They're both snoring lightly, apparently exhausted still from last night's activities. I imagine those activities extended well into the morning; indeed, we may just have missed round three or four (or more).

I tiptoe to the nightstand and slide the lamp to the outside corner, straightening the shade. Bobby sets the tray on the nightstand, then bends down to place a kiss on the top of Trish's head. She grumbles and stirs, slowly opening one eye, and lets out a sigh when she sees us standing beside the bed.

"Can't you boys entertain yourselves this morning?" she croaks. "I need my beauty rest ..."

"You're more than beautiful enough, Trish," Bobby says with a wink. "We've brought you some breakfast; I figure you two burned up some calories last night."

"And this morning," Trish says with a grin and a wink. "Lord, at my age, I ought to know better ..."

"I'm certainly glad you don't," Ron grumbles, lifting his head. He cups Trish's breast in his hand, rolling the nipple between his fingers; she reaches a hand back to slap him, gently, which completely fails to dissuade Ron's fondling.

Bobby sits on the end of the bed and puts a hand on Trish's ankle. She stretches and groans, then relaxes back into Ron's embrace.

"So, have you two settled old scores?" Bobby asks.

"Nearly so," says Ron. "I still think she's a brazen hussy with wicked intent, but I also think I like that about her."

"My wicked intentions are certainly one of my finer qualities," Trish says.

Bobby runs his hand up and down Trish's bare calf while Ron continues to stroke her breasts. He kisses her shoulder and nibbles at her neck, making her close her eyes and hum with pleasure.

"And you don't think she's trying to come between us anymore?" Bobby asks.

"Mmmm ..." Trish murmurs. "Actually, I'd kind of like to come between you, if you know what I mean ..."

"Brazen hussy," Ron mumbles. He slides his hand lower, spreading his fingers against her belly. Trish lifts her leg and cocks a foot behind Ron's knee, which encourages Bobby's roaming hand to slide up past her knee, over her thigh, and tug gently at the curly thatch of golden hair between her legs.

"Brazen and hungry," Trish says, licking her lips.

"We ... um ... we brought breakfast," I say, finding myself suddenly very aroused and a little embarrassed by the way my robe is lifting at the front. I try to drag my eyes away from Bobby's fingers, which are now lightly circling Trish's pussy, and find that I can't.

"I'll bet you did," says Trish, reaching her hand toward me. Her fingers find the knot of my robe's belt and nimbly untie it; my robe falls open and my erection springs free.

"Move a little closer, Roger," Trish purrs, tracing the length of my cock with the tips of her fingers, "and give me the breakfast I really want to eat."

My will is no longer my own. I shuffle a little closer to the bed, and Trish stretches toward me, guiding the tip of my cock to brush her full, soft lips. When she takes me into her mouth, I moan, deep and low; I think I hear Bobby and Ron laugh, but at that moment I simply do not care, surrendering to the soft, wet heat that engulfs me.

#

We fall quickly into a rhythm, Bobby, Ron, and me. It's a practiced rhythm, I suppose, one that we've found over the last two years that Vanna and I have been swinging with our neighbors. We know each other's strengths — particularly Ron's agile tongue, and Bobby's nimble fingers — and we find all the right positions to showcase them. Trish hardly has time to catch her breath between climaxes as we expertly and confidently move her around the bed, taking turns applying our talents to drive her to higher and higher peaks of pleasure.

"Holy fuck, Ron," Trish gasps as Bobby flips her onto her back and presses his face to her core. She tangles her fingers in his hair and arches her back, breathless with delight. "You've got some really nice friends ... a lot nicer than your college friends ..."

"These are gentlemen experienced in the ways of love, Trish," Ron says. He leans down to suck her nipples into wet, shimmering stiffness. "Certainly not like those sweaty frat boys of years gone by."

"If I'd known you'd find friends like these," Trish sighs, "maybe I'd have stuck with you and Gabbie a little longer."

Before Ron can answer, Trish swings her legs over and straddles me, grabbing my face between her hands and pressing her lips to mine. I lie back on the bed and run my hands down her back, squeezing the firmness of her ass, and she reaches between us to guide my cock to her entrance.

"Oh, Roger," Trish groans, rocking herself slowly back and forth on top of me, "you feel so good inside me ..."

I moan softly and push gently up from the bed, my hands squeezing her ass. It is truly heavenly to be slowly fucking Trish, feeling her soft body against mine, surrounding me with her warmth. I close my eyes and let myself float on a wave of sensation.

"Hey, Trish," Bobby says, breaking the spell, "is this hole open for business, too?"

I open an eye and see Bobby kneeling behind Trish, his eyes fixed on her ass and a lopsided grin on his face.

Trish sighs and looks back over her shoulder, saying, "If you're very slow, Bobby, and very gentle, and you've got that thing of yours extra slippery ..."

Ron, who has been reclining near my head, reaches across to the nightstand and fumbles in the drawer for a moment. He retrieves a little plastic tube and tosses it to Bobby, who catches it in the air.

"Everything is extra slippery now," Bobby coos, his hand working between Trish's ass cheeks. She winces, her pretty lips twisting in discomfort for a moment, then relaxes against me. "Hold her steady for me, Roger, I'm going in ..."

Trish lets out a cry, digging her fingers into my shoulders, then relaxes against me, her breasts heaving on my chest. I feel the already-tight sheath of Trish's cunt grow tighter still as Bobby pushes himself past her puckered starfish and into her back channel. Her grip on me is so firm now that I can't move at all; I wrap my arms around her waist, holding her hard against me, and kiss her trembling lips.

"So full," Trish moans, eyes squeezed shut. "So good ... oh, you boys sure know how to take care of a gal ..."


Chapter twenty-eight
Vanna


"How many?" I croak, barely able to form words. I'm stumbling up the beach toward the cabin, suspended between Mia and Gabbie, my feet dragging in the sand. My dress is draped over my shoulders, a sodden, twisted wreck, and I don't feel a whole lot different from it. Every nerve tingles, from the top of my scalp to the soles of my feet, thighs burning with every sluggish step.

"Seven," Gabbie says. "Or maybe eight? I lost count at some point."

"Seven for sure," Mia says, her voice confident. "That one guy — Jimmy, I think? — definitely went back for seconds. It's kind of his thing ..."

I let out a laugh — slightly mad, tinged with the fading glory of the orgasms I can't even begin to count — and slouch between my friends. My moans and cries of delight while Dave, Charlie, and Chris had their way with me drew more guests to the little clearing among the palm trees, until soon it felt like the entire resort was standing around us. I could feel their eyes on me as surely as I could feel the cocks, the tongues, the hands on and in my body as I surrendered control.

As one of my lovers finished, another would hurry to take his place, keeping me in a state of constant arousal. Their pace varied from frenzied to gentle, their touches by turns light and firm, and I rode wave after wave of sensation as they bent me to their will, twisting and turning and flipping me into every possible position. Everywhere my hands reached, I touched flesh; every time I opened my mouth, I tasted warm, salty musk.

And through it all, Dave knelt beside me, stroking my hair, whispering in my ear, "Good girl, Vanna, good girl ... you're perfect, just perfect, the way you take everything they're giving you ..."

I'm not sure when exactly Mia and Gabbie appeared, or what drew them to the scene, but I do remember looking up at one point, while I was on my hands and knees, back arched while one of my lovers took me from behind, and seeing Mia clapping and bouncing up and down on her toes, her dark eyes sparkling. I've been handled like this before at some of Mia's and Gabbie's swinging parties, passed around among our friends, but this was so different. Except for Dave, I knew none of the men who claimed me, who used me, who bent me to their pleasure. There were no words exchanged, no negotiations at all — it was simple, unrestrained lust, nothing but physical desire made manifest on the sand and under the warm morning sun.

And it was fucking glorious.

"That's a heck of a way to make your green wristband debut," Mia says with a laugh. "I'll bet it'll be the talk of the resort all day, this early morning gangbang!"

I feel my cheeks flush, and for just a moment my brain gasps, What have you done, Vanna? What have you done? I don't want to be the talk of the resort, to feel every head turn when I walk down the beach while people point and whisper, That's the one, that's the one who took seven cocks in a sunrise gangbang. I didn't even see half the men who took a turn with me, and now I'll be wondering every time I pass someone, Did you fuck me? Did you?

"They'll forget about it by noon," Gabbie says with a laugh. "It's a freeuse resort — there's practically a gangbang every hour, on the hour."

"True enough," says Mia. "I should probably freshen up for my ten o'clock, after we get some water into Vanna and put her down for a nap."

#

When I wake from deep, dreamless sleep, the light through my window is the brushed gold of late afternoon and my stomach is grumbling. I stretch on my bed, sighing at the feeling of soft sheets against my skin. My skin tingles, apparently scrubbed clean by Mia and Gabbie before they put me to bed, but my thighs still ache from the morning's exertions.

The green band is still on my wrist — it's the only thing on my body — and for a moment I consider swapping it for the red one that sits on my nightstand. You did the thing you set out to do, Vanna, I think, now you can declare victory and go back to normal.

But when I close my eyes, conjuring a vision of myself at the absolute center of attention, the focus of so much passion, I know that there's no going back to "normal." If I ever was at an even vaguely "normal" place. Yes, I did the thing I set out to do, and now I want to do it again, and again, and again ...

I drag myself out of bed and walk to the closet. Apparently Gabbie and Mia restored order to my room while I slept, hanging and folding the clothes I scattered in my search for my green wristband. Honestly, it was probably just Gabbie, the most domestic of the Fox Run Swingers — I can't imagine Mia wasting any time straightening when she could be out on the prowl. I find a striped cotton cover-up and reluctantly pull it on; I suspect I'll be pulling it back off soon enough.

My own green wristband, the one that I lost, is sitting on the nightstand beside the red one that I wore for so long. Since I'm still wearing Mia's green band, she must still be wearing my yellow one. Thinking that she'll almost certainly want her green wristband back — the thought of poor Mia out there with a yellow wristband is almost too horrible to contemplate! — I slip the extra band on next to the one I'm already wearing and make my way toward the door.

The cabin is empty, and I wonder if Gabbie has returned to her silver fox dom, and how Mia's yellow-wristband day is going. I grab an orange from the bowl on the kitchenette counter to quiet my rumbling stomach and open the cabin door, tingling with anticipation.

#

"Have you been waiting here all day?"

Dave is leaning against the safe zone sign, our usual meeting spot, looking out toward the beach, dressed in a green t-shirt and white linen shorts. He turns when sees me, a broad smile stretching his lips and lighting up his blue eyes.

"Not too long," Dave says, closing the distance between us in a single step and taking me into his arms. After a long, lingering kiss — probably the nicest kiss we've shared so far — he says, "I figured you'd be resting after that performance, but I was also a little afraid you wouldn't come back out."

I feel my cheeks redden, recalling my 'performance' on the beach, surrounded by what felt like the entire resort. But then I recall Dave's gentle hands stroking my hair, his whispered encouragement as I took lover after lover on the sand, and I let myself relax into his embrace.

"I'm ready to embrace everything about this place," I say finally. "Thank you for helping me let go."

Dave squeezes me, then lifts my right hand to his lips.

"I thought you might go back to the red wristband, too," he says. "But apparently you think just one green wristband isn't sufficient to broadcast your freeuse desires?"

I laugh and say, "The extra one is Mia's — she loaned me hers this morning when I couldn't find mine. And I can't bear to think of her out there with my yellow wristband on."

"Then let's go find Mia," Dave says, flashing me his own green wristband. "And Dana — we've got some unfinished business to take care of with her."

#

We pass the swimming pool on our way to the paddle board hut and see Mia sitting on a lounge chair, surrounded by kneeling men. Dave and I wander close enough to hear the men's beseeching tones — "Please, Mia? Please?" — and Mia's imperious sigh when she finally relents to let one of them press his lips to her belly. Then she shoos him away with a flick of her wrist and waits for her next supplicant to approach, begging to suck one of her toes.

"I think Mia's figured out how to put the yellow wristband to good use," I say with a laugh, then take Dave's hand and quicken our pace across the sand.

Dana is relaxing beside the rack of paddle boards when we approach, drawing circles in the sand with her fingers. When she sees us, she stands and smiles, beckoning us closer. And when Dave flashes his green wristband and a playful grin, she hurries inside the hut, pulls down the folding screen above the counter, and hangs a "Closed - Back Soon!" sign on the rack.

"I actually hope I'm not back soon, to be honest," Dana says when she approaches us with a thousand-watt grin to match Dave's. "I hope the two of you work me over for a good long time."

"That's certainly the plan," Dave says, giving Dana's little ass a slap as we follow her down the beach.

The spot that Dana has picked out for our rendezvous is pure perfection: a little secluded from the rest of the resort, tucked behind a low dune, it looks out over a quiet, shallow bay. She spreads a towel on the sand and kneels, beckoning Dave to approach. I stand behind him, hands on his shoulders, and watch as Dana tugs his shorts down to free his heavy, stiffening cock.

The sight of her lips wrapped around the purple tip, her tongue tracing the veins of the shaft, makes my knees weak. I lift Dave's shirt over his head and press myself against his bare back, tracing my tongue over his salty skin. He closes his eyes and lets his head loll, fingers dragging along Dana's cheek as she takes him deep in her mouth.

This morning's gangbang was a frenzied affair, and left me dizzy and aching and gasping for air. Making love to Dave and Dana by the gently rolling surf is slow and gentle, punctuated by sighs and giggles as we explore each other's bodies, savoring the sensations of bare skin under the warm sun.

Dana and I share Dave's cock, stretching him out on his back on the towel so we can lick up and down his shaft, our lips meeting at the tip in a kiss that makes all of us tremble. When he's had almost as much of that as he can take, Dave and I share Dana, feasting on the flowing nectar between her thighs. And then Dave fucks me, holding my ankles high while he fills me with long, steady strokes, and Dana straddles my face, grinding her beautiful bare pussy against my lips.

"I'm never going to catch up to Mia's score," I say later, my head resting on Dave's chest, Dana's on my thigh. "But I'm going to make sure my last days at the resort are as wonderful as they can be."


Chapter twenty-nine
Roger


"They'll be back any minute," Trish frets, knotting her fingers together in distress, "and I haven't put together half the welcome they deserve!"

Blue and white helium-filled balloons bounce and bob against the living room ceiling, matching crepe paper streamers cover the walls, and a huge "WELCOME HOME GALS!" banner hangs over the door to the kitchen. The smell of freshly baked sugar cookies fills the air, and pitchers of ice tea and lemonade sweat on the kitchen table. Out on the patio, there are garlands of wildflowers and a spray of roses on the table in an antique white milk pitcher. And we won't even get into the fresh pillows and blankets arranged in the sunken parlor room where Ron and Gabbie usually host their swinging parties, the scents of freesia and cinnamon tickling my nose when I pass by.

"Baby, if this is only half of what you had planned," Ron says, coming up behind her and wrapping her in his arms, "you've already done twice as much as you should."

Trish sighs and closes her eyes, sinking back against Ron's chest. The worry seems to melt away in his embrace.

"I guess I've just been too busy," she says, letting out a deep breath. "I thought I'd have more time to prepare."

Bobby wanders in from the kitchen, a sugar cookie in his hand. He gives Trish a kiss on the cheek as he passes and lifts his cookie out of the way of her grasping fingers.

"I've been pretty happy keeping you busy," Bobby says. "You've been more than accommodating."

"It's been my pleasure," Trish purrs, winking at him. She shimmies her shoulders, making her breasts swing delightfully beneath the sheer blouse and frilly apron she's wearing. "Now, stay out of the kitchen and don't steal any more cookies!"

After our naughty breakfast-in-bed with Trish, things devolved pretty quickly in the house from the tightly orchestrated games to a freeuse free-for-all. It was a lot like that magical week I spent with Gabbie and Cait: Trish spent the morning making the rounds to each of our rooms to make sure we were all up and staying up, and then we focused on entertaining her throughout the day, one, two, or three at a time. If there was any competition going on, it was a tacit contest to see who could draw the most moans, gasps, and sighs from Trish's lips, and that's the kind of game where everyone is a winner.

Ron has just startled nuzzling Trish's neck, brushing his mustache against her skin, when I hear the front door swing open and Gabbie's boisterous voice shouting, "We're home! Did you miss us?"

My pulse quickens and my mouth goes dry; it's only been a week, but it feels like I haven't seen Vanna for years. As much as I've enjoyed Trish's company, it's Vanna I want to see: I need to feel her in my arms, taste her sweet kisses, wrap my arms around her curves and hold her tight. I nearly trip over myself in my haste to get to the door.

Gabbie, dragging a suitcase behind herself, steps out of the way when she sees me hurtling toward the entryway. Vanna is close behind her, wearing a scoop-necked pink blouse and flowered skirt, her skin almost bronze from being kissed all week by the sun, and her blonde hair glows silvery in the light streaming through the door. She drops the bag in her hand when she sees me and hurries forward, meeting me in an embrace that nearly knocks us both to the floor. Her lips taste like golden honey, her skin smells like the purest sunshine, and her body melts into mine when I hold her to me.

"Geez, get a room, you two," I hear Mia grumble, and I look up to see her staggering past us, her black hair a tangle and large black sunglasses covering her eyes. There's something golden in her hand — is it a crown? it looks like a crown ... — and a peevish frown on her bright red lips.

Vanna giggles as Mia passes us, a beautiful, musical sound that I could listen to forever. "She celebrated her win a little too hard on the way off the island," Vanna says. "The Queen of (In)Discretos is a little tired and grumpy, I think. I'll explain later."

"I can't wait to hear all about her adventures," I say, burying my nose in her hair and breathing deeply of her scent. "And yours."

#

"And when Gabbie and I got there," Mia says, spinning the golden crown she was carrying on an upraised finger, "Vanna had already laid three of them low and was quickly bringing the next to the point of no return. It was fucking amazing — she must have been practically bursting with desire after sulking around for two days with that red wristband. Maybe I should try the Vanna Edging Method next time ..."

Mia winks at Vanna, whose face has turned bright red. She squirms in my lap and buries her nose against my chest while I stroke her back. We're sitting on the back patio, sipping lemonade and cuddling on the lounge chairs, while Mia regales us with stories from their trip. I can picture Vanna in that clearing on the beach, finally surrendering to the freeuse resort exactly how I knew she would, and it sends a spike of desire through my body. We're going to be retelling this story for a long time to come, I think, the perfect tale for warming up or winding down when we make love.

"And how were things back home, Ron?" Gabbie asks with a wink. She's sitting next to Mia at the table while Ron flips burgers on the grill. "Did my little surprise keep you boys on your toes?"

Ron's eyes narrow and his brows come together in a scowl. "Your little surprise," Ron says, "had Bobby and Roger wrapped around her finger about five minutes after introducing herself and her nefarious plans."

Trish comes through the patio door just then, carrying a bowl of potato salad and a stack of plates. While she arranges them on the table, she looks over her shoulder at Ron and says, "It took me about two days to get Ron wrapped around my finger, but I think he's permanently stuck on me now."

Ron opens his mouth to protest, but before he can get a word out, Gabbie says, "That's exactly according to plan. Back in college, Ron and Trish and I were sort of an item — before throuples and ménage à trois arrangements and polycules were all the rage. Ron got himself kicked out of the frat house over it; I guess his 'brothers' had a hard time accepting that a stone cold hunk like Ron could be pulling in twice the fun any of them could."

"And they were downright pushy about it," Trish says, rolling her eyes. "I mean, obviously I'm a gal with big appetites, but I still need a little wooing. What sweaty little trolls."

"And that's why you thought Trish would come between us?" Bobby asks.

"Trish did come between you," Trish says, leaning down to press her lips to Bobby's cheek. "Many, many times, in fact."

I glance over at Ron, whose scowl has been replaced by a smile, the relaxed demeanor he acquired after his night with Trish slowly returning. He winks at Gabbie, then at Trish, and says, "I'd kind of like to come between the two of you, if you know what I mean ..."


Chapter thirty
Vanna


Roger's breathing is slow and steady, his head heavy on my breasts. I run my fingers through his hair, savoring the familiar feeling of his body against mine, the familiar scent of his sweat as he cools from our exertions. I hear Mia stir and sigh, and turn my head to see her snuggled up against Bobby, both of them sound asleep.

Ron, Gabbie, and Trish disappeared together soon after Ron set the plate of burgers on the patio table, and before any of them had even taken a bite of the potato salad. I heard some gasps and moans from upstairs, the creaking of the bedframe and muffled laughter, and I don't expect to see any of them until morning. Not that Mia, Bobby, Roger, and I particularly missed them, since we retired to the rumpus room not much later.

"Rather than tell the stories about the resort," Mia said while Bobby scooped potato salad onto his plate, "I'd like to demonstrate some of the highlights."

"How are you going to do that?" I asked. "There were, what, twenty-eight guests?"

"Of whom I vigorously fucked thirty-three," Mia said, grabbing a burger from the pyramid Ron had placed on the table before disappearing with Gabbie and Trish. Bobby raised a puzzled eyebrow, to which Mia answered, "Staff, too," and started counting on her fingers: "The paddle board gal, the tour boat captain, the bartender ..."

"Hang on," I said, dropping my burger onto my plate mid-bite. I swallowed and dabbed at my lips with a paper napkin. "You banged the bartender?"

"Twice," Mia said, a proud sparkle in her eyes.

"I ... I thought he was off limits ..."

"Only during working hours," said Mia. "He doesn't work all the time, you know."

"So you didn't bang the bartender?" Roger asked, raising an eyebrow at me.

"No, I wish," I said wistfully, thinking about the tattoos that were visible under Victor's shirt and wondering what other delectable pieces of art graced the skin I couldn't see. "But I did score the paddle board gal." I leaned toward Roger with a playful grin. "Twice."

Soon after, we retired to Ron and Gabbie's rumpus room, where Mia continued her stories. She told us about Chris and Charlie on the first morning at the resort, before the competition even began, and about sampling the special delights offered by Frank and June, Gabbie's dungeoneering friends. ("We need to get some nipple clamps," she said to Bobby as an aside, and I could tell by the way his eyes lit up that he was taking detailed mental notes.) She demonstrated the technique she used to keep Too Quick Jimmy under control, squeezing Roger's balls when he appeared just on the verge of exploding in her mouth, and babbled incoherently about the snorkeling instructor while Bobby railed her on the cushions strewn about the floor.

"How about you, Vanna?" Roger asked while Bobby and Mia fucked vigorously on the other side of the room. "Did you have a good time? Did you find your limits, or did you find you don't have limits?"

I closed my eyes and sighed, thinking about what I learned about myself during that wild week. I learned that I'm slow to catch fire but that I'm a raging inferno when I finally start to burn; I learned that I have the best friends in the world in Mia and Gabbie, friends who are always there to lend a hand, or a wristband, when I need one; and I learned that I'm capable of big, brave, exciting things if let go of my inhibitions and embrace the adventure.

Listening to Mia and Bobby making love, though, their groans and grunts mingling in the rumpus room's dim light, and feeling Roger's lips on my skin, his fingers tracing circles on my belly as he gently undresses me, I think that the biggest lesson I learned is that sex is almost always good, but it's even better with the people you love. As much as I could surrender to Dave and Dana, Charlie and Chris, and all the other willing lovers I found at (In)Discretos (except for Victor the bartender, damn it, I might have to go back just for him ...), I'm best able to release all my inhibitions and trample across all of my boundaries with the people in this house.

Roger made love to me; no, even more, Roger fucked me, claimed me, marked me with his passion, driving me to pleasure far beyond the most explosive climaxes I felt on the sand, under the sun, and in the shade of the swaying palm trees. I came undone under his steady rhythm, and I took him apart, too, until he was just a quivering mass of nerves attached to a raging erection. And then we stitched each other back together again, arms and legs entwined, falling slowly into the warm embrace of sleep.

And the embrace of love, I think as my eyes finally close, fingers resting on Roger's belly. Home again at last.


Bonus Betwixtmas Switch Chapter!
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Sign up for my newsletter and get a bonus Fox Run Swingers' Story!

When opportunity presents itself, Cait seizes the day.

Having Roger join Cait for some fun after cleaning up Gabbie's kitchen was a fine thing indeed, but turning it into a threesome with her husband Gary was even finer. When presented with Bobby and Ron, how could she pass on making a grand morning of it?
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!


Dorothy's Farmhouse Flings
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Dorothy's Farmhouse Flings

Dorothy Warren and her husband Cal move from the big city to the small town of Milhawket to try to get Dorothy’s insatiable erotic appetite under control. But it turns out that the small town offers more temptations than either had imagined possible …



Insatiable Ingrid's First Shift: Up All Night
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Insatiable Ingrid's First ShiftI

ntroduces Ingrid, Nina, and Dr. Tikelmeister, setting the scene for sensuous adventures on Ward X!
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