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Preface


"The Fox Run Swingers' Freeuse Fling" is a sequel to "The Betwixtmas Switch," and part of the "Fox Run Swingers" series, which includes "Mia's Patio Playtime" and "A Touch in the Dark." While having read the other books in the series will certainly contribute to the enjoyment of this book, it's not absolutely necessary: there are plenty of hints in "Freeuse Fling" to get you up to speed on the dynamics of the Fox Run gang. But, in the interest of jump starting you into this story, here's a rundown to get you into the swing, so to speak:

Fox Run is a town between Milhawket and the big city (if you've read the "Dorothy's Farmhouse Flings" books, you're familiar with Milhawket). It's notable for having a disproportionately large population of swingers, wife swappers, and other such hedonists. Indeed, it seems like everyone in Fox Run either swings themselves or is good friends with a swinging couple.

Vanna and Roger are a young married couple who have recently joined the swinging lifestyle through their friendship with Mia and Bobby. Vanna went on a vacation to Secretos, a libertine resort, with Mia during the week between Christmas and New Year's the year before last, and while she resisted the lures of the flesh for a few days, she eventually gave in to temptation. At the same time, Roger was introduced to more of the Fox Run gang by Bobby, and after a wild "ugly sweater" party (at which the sweaters quickly came off), he moved into the house of Fox Run Swingers' Club members Gabbie and Ron, along with their Irish friends Cait and Gary, where he was introduced to a whole range of sensual delights.

Mia has a reputation for being especially wild and unrestrained, even for a swinger; Gabbie is a little more demure, preferring to play hostess until the party really gets going, though she certainly has no trouble holding her own in the thick of it. Vanna is still a bit shy, and timid about starting new experiences.

If anyone was going to recommend trying out the new (In)Discretos "freeuse" resort, the newest venture from Secretos, it was certainly going to be Mia. And because she's a powerhouse who's hard to resist, it's also no surprise that Gabbie and Vanna are pulled along in her wake.

Where the surprises lie will be in how each of them navigates the perils of a freeuse week, where anything goes with anyone at the resort. And even more surprising are the events back home, where Roger, Bobby, and Ron are hardly going to be idle ...


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.


The Betwixtmas Switch
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The Betwixtmas Switch

All bets are off the week between Christmas and New Year's in this spicy tale!

Mia and Vanna are on a gals' getaway vacation at Isla de los Secretos, where anything goes all the time; Vanna struggles to maintain her boundaries while Mia goes off the rails.

Meanwhile, back home, Vanna's husband Roger is being introduced to the Fox Run Swingers' Club by Mia's husband Bobby.

There's a little -- actually, a lot -- of everything in this sexy story. The Fox Run Swingers believe that fun is best enjoyed with friends, and they're a very friendly bunch whether they're meeting in twos, threes, fours, or more.


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?


Mia's Patio Playtime
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Mia's Patio Playtime

A bad potato salad leads to a good time at the cookout.

What was supposed to be a run of the mill swap for members of the Fox Run Swingers' Club turns into an exciting new challenge for Mia when Gabbie has to take a rain check and Ron invites some extra guests. Is she up to this ambitious undertaking? And are they?


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 …



About Cornelia Quick
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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!
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