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About This Book:

It was supposed to just be a week of wickedness; she didn’t expect this!

Coming down to Hedonism II this winter was a brilliant idea for Jess Adams. She’s forged some great friendships in the drenching, sultry and oh god, so fulfilling encounters she’s had!

The last thing she expected was to go on the sort of road trip with Steve he invites her on. He shows her a side of Jamaica not many tourists get to experience. An experience that opens a whole new world of possibilities.

For both of them.

What began as a ‘no strings attached’, vacation arrangement has grown to something deeper. Something more potent than the no holds barred pleasures she came seeking. Steve reveals his secret; but Jess is afraid to tell him the truth about her.

What happens after the vacation ends? Steve lives in Colorado with his two grown kids, and Jess lives in Black Rapids Ohio. This is getting more complicated than she ever planned for.

It would sure be easier for her to cut her losses if Steve wasn’t so damn yummy… and so damn good at making her ache in that wonderfully wicked way in all her right places.

Jess has to figure a lot of stuff out. She comes up with an idea, but it could backfire on her.

The bawdy and heartwarming conclusion of Cuddly Swingers!

A Note From The Author:

In this novel, my characters don’t always indulge in safe sex. Please, in your real life playing, play often and play safe!
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Chapter 1: Oops! ‘Scuse Me!

The entire lobby turned to where the noise came from, including Mr. Breaking Bad Steve.

He brightened up as soon as he saw me. He had hung up the phone, and came right over.

I backed away when he reached for me.

“Hey, what’s going on?” he asked.

“Don’t you touch me!”

From the look on his face you would have thought I slapped him with a five pound flounder. “What’s the matter Jessy?”

I was as much scared as I was pissed off. Pissed off won. I wagged a finger at him. “Don’t you ‘whassamatter’ me! I heard your phone call!” I looked around the lobby. People were now staring at us. Sure. Listen to a drug deal go down, and ignore it. But oooh! Some silverware hits the floor and a spat starts and you’re all ears! Screw them.

I turned back to Steve. “I heard enough! Some kees of white powder go missing, and you’re all pissed off. Then you’re making damn sure your connection still has all the pills you need! Ice and barbies. Yeah, and you’re all scared of the wrath of your kingpin the Princess! I heard quite enough!” I spread out my arms. “What is this place? Some kind of cover operation for drug lords or what?”

His mouth hung open as I let the accusations fly. When I stopped to catch my breath, he closed it.

“You eavesdropped on my phone call.”

“Not intentionally. I was going to surprise you until I overheard you.”

“I see.” He folded his arms. “So you heard about the ice.”

“Yep.”

“And the missing keys.”

I nodded. “And the other pills too.”

“Oh? What other pills?”

“The barbies. As if you didn’t know. And who’s ‘the Princess’ by the way? I read about some big drug lord who’s a woman in Mexico, they called her ‘Queen’.”

He grinned at me, then held up a finger. “I really, really don’t know what to say.”

My eyes started stinging. “I thought you were a nice guy.”

“I am.”

“I’m sorry, Steve, I can’t be involved with a guy like you.”

“I don’t blame you. A guy like you just described is beneath contempt.”

A small truck pulled up in front and blared on the horn. Steve turned his head and grinned and waved at the driver, who got out of the truck and stood by it. Turning back to me, he said, “Y’know, I think that there’s something you need to see.”

Pointing at the truck with my chin, I said “So, that’s your delivery to the Princess, huh?”

“Yeah. Come with me.”

“I’m not going anywhere with you! Are you crazy? I’m not getting mixed up with this!”

“Okay, if that’s how you feel. But at least come out here and take a peek at my contraband. You might be surprised.”

“Why the hell should I?”

Now his face got stern. “Because, Jessy you don’t know the whole story by a long shot. I’m not going to say anything, I just want you to see some things, okay?”

“Oh, like I’m wrong or something, huh?”

“Like I said; I’m not going to defend myself. I think one look will do all the explaining I could possibly want to do.” He looked at his watch. “And I’m really, really running late. The Princess is expecting me for lunch.” He turned towards the entranceway. “So you want to take a peek or not?”

I had my phone with me— I planned to take some pics when I went on my local tour. As he led me out to the truck I snuck it out of my purse and held it at my side.

There was a clean cut Jamaican standing by the truck. He was grinning.

“The stuff wasn’t stolen, mon, somebody in the warehouse moved it to another section,” he held out his hand and Steve shook it.

“Oh man, that’s great Martin. They haven’t had any for over a week. This should get them through for a while.”

“Well, until your next trip.” He wagged a finger at Steve. “And next time, call me first and you won’t have the problems you had.”

Steve now looked sheepish. “Yeah, yeah, I was trying to save a few bucks, and wound up wasting a lot of time and being frustrated.” He gestured to me. “This is Jess. She wants to see the shipment.”

Martin looked me up and down, then glanced over to Steve. With a shrug, he said “No problem, mon.” He unlocked the back door of the truck and lifted it, sliding it up on the runners.

Steve stepped up to the back of the truck and turned to me. “These are the missing kees,” he said laying his hand on a stack of boxes. “This is the ice,” he continued, pointing at a bunch of boxes were leaking frosty vapor. “It’s dry ice, actually.” He took a step to the side and climbed into the back of the truck. There was a third stack of boxes covered with a blanket. He grabbed an edge and said, “The Princess is planning a surprise, so she asked me to make sure these couldn’t be seen by curious eyes until we get them hidden away. These are going to be birthday presents.” He pulled the edge of the blanket revealing a colorful stack of toys.

Each one had ‘Barbie’ printed on the side.

“So… these are your Barbies, here’s your ice, and that is a hundred kilograms of laundry detergent,” he said pointing from one pile to the next.

I slipped the camera back in my purse and started to blush. Lifting my head back up, I said, “Oh.”

He gave a small laugh and hopped out of the truck. With a yank on the strap that was dangling from the back door, he pulled it down and locked it again. He turned back to me. “We still on for dinner?”

I tried to look as non-chalant as possible. “Of course.”

“Good.” He tilted his head to the side. “What do you have planned for today?”

“Umm… I was going to see if I could go on some sort of a tour or something. See what Jamaica's like outside of the resort compounds.” I pointed back into the lobby. “I was going to ask at the desk.”

“See the real Jamaica, hunh?”

“Yeah.”

“Want to go for a ride?”


Chapter 2: Scary Good

Steve

She looks so damn pretty standing there in her tourist clothes. She was drop dead gorgeous last night at dinner, and when she and those three guys went at it at the hot tub I thought I died and went to heaven. It was all I could do to leave her back in her room last night, but it had been a pretty intense couple of days for her, and I felt she needed a break more than another session of bone jumping.

Okay, I’ll admit it—I wanted the first time between us to be something more special. Casual sex is great and all, but I want to make love to her.

We made some great progress getting to know one another last night, but in a way, it was kind of superficial too. We both kept it that way, yeah, but if anything’s going to happen between us that’s going to be more than a series of jumps in the hay, we’re going to have to get to know each other a lot better.

And what would be better than her seeing my pet project first hand?

I watched as she digested what had just gone on, and asked her again, “Would you care to spend the day with me, Jessy?”

“Sure.”

No questions of ‘where we going to go’ or ‘what are we going to do’ or ‘how long’, ‘how far’. Just ‘Sure’.

Oh boy.

The hair on the back of my neck stood up. This thing between us… it’s scary good.


Chapter 3: Columbia Academy

Jess

When I said ‘Sure’, Steve nodded. And the back of my neck tingled.

There’s something more going on here than two people hooking up at a resort. This was scary.

He turned to Martin and said, “I’ll take it from here. You going to be able to get back to Negril okay?

Martin nodded. “Yah. I’ll probably get something to eat inside then call a cab.”

“Okay. Go to the front desk and ask for Kenneth. He’s the General Manager. Let him know who you are and how you’ve helped. He’ll comp you breakfast and probably have one of the hotel cars run you back to your office. I’ll bring the truck back tomorrow morning, is that alright?”

“Sure.” They shook hands, and Martin gave him the keys to the truck and headed back inside.

Steve looked over at me. “You got shotgun. It’s more than an hour drive, up into the hills, Jessy. If you need to pee, you might want to do it now.”

I tilted my head. “Steve-O, how many kids do you have?”

He chuckled. “Two. Twenty one and eighteen. It was that obvious?”

“Yeah.”

“And you?”

I was taken aback. “Do I have any kids?” I shook my head. “No.” Then I looked directly at him. “Not yet.” I wasn’t going to ask about ex’s or wives. Yet.

The moment hung in the air. With a little smile, he gave a small nod and said “Okay.” He walked around to the passenger side and opened my door. “So if you’re ready to go, let’s roll.”

As I stepped up into the cab, he put his hand on my ass. I froze.

Then I rolled my hips, stroking my butt across his hand, and climbed in the rest of the way.

Looking back down at him as he closed the door, he had a big smile now, and was nodding to himself.

I sat silently as he got in, started the truck and we drove off the grounds. My mind was racing with questions. I wanted to know where we were going, what were we going to do when we got there, how far away was this place, hell, where was this place? But I didn’t say anything about that.

I’d just trust him and see where this goes.

I gazed out the window watching Jamaica change before me.

He drove north along the coast, and we passed resort after resort. I could see the hotels, tennis courts and sometimes the swimming pools as they drifted by. We passed through a sub division that was as nice as any back home. Cars in the driveways and small children playing outside, watched over by mothers or grandparents. Further down this street we passed an elementary school. It must have been recess because the schoolyard was filled with boys and girls, all in uniforms running and screeching in that way only little kids can do.

I didn’t ask any details about what town we were in. I was simply taking in the scenery.

We rode in silence. It wasn’t a cold silence though. Sometimes you can just be quiet with another person. You don’t need to chatter all the time. And sometimes, in the quiet you learn about them anyway. As I watched the landscape roll under us, I kept glancing over to Steve. Most of the time he was simply watching the road. Once I watched him for a count of ten, and he looked over at me before I got to five. He flashed me a smile and looked back to the road.

He was comfortable in the silence between us too.

The road surface changed from pavement to gravel. “It’s going to get a little bumpy from now on,” said Steve.

“Okay.”

We didn’t pass a railroad crossing, but as soon as we passed the next house, I knew we were now on the wrong side of the tracks.

The first house was more shack than house. Weathered tar paper was stapled to dingy gray wood sheathing. The roof was rusting steel. Unlike the homes we passed earlier, this one didn’t have a fence around it. There were some chickens in an enclosure, scratching at the dirt.

There was a clothesline and a woman was hanging out laundry. She was wearing a faded floral print housecoat and was barefoot. Our eyes met as the truck passed. She looked about my age, and she looked… well, tired. It was reminiscent of those photos from the Great Depression you see in history books.

For the first time since I hit the lottery I felt guilty.

The road had become quite rutted and we were going a lot slower. I don’t know why, but when I was directly across from her, she beamed me a smile, and holding a worn sheet against the clothesline with one hand, waved at me with the other.

I smiled and waved back.

I turned to Steve. “Okay, they’re pretty friendly back at the resort. I get that. But did you see that?”

“What” he was watching the road.

“That woman back there. When we drove by she smiled and waved at me.”

“Oh. Yeah, that happens a lot. Especially in the countryside.” He shifted gears. “I don’t know exactly why, but I’ve found that people in general are friendlier the farther away from cities you get.”

I need to get out more.

We continued to drive down the country road, passing other shanty homes and farmers’ fields.

“Well, here we are,” said Steve, pulling into a driveway. There was a series of two story buildings arranged in a semi circle around a small parking lot. Each one was about the size of a one family home and was painted white. They had peaked roofs, of that same corrugated steel I had seen on many of the houses we had passed by. These roofs though, weren’t rusted, they were painted a bright red. At the center of the semi circle was a sign held up by two posts that read ‘Columbia Academy’.

At each end of these buildings were several more one story buildings, painted blue, and again with the red corrugated roofs. In front of each of these building were groups of Jamaican children ranging from about five years old through to teenagers. They were all wearing uniforms—brown pants and tan shirts on the boys and brown jumpers with tan blouses on the girls. Mixed in with the younger children were older ones, leading small groups. I watched on teenage boy leading a group of about fifteen six year olds in a game of what looked like Simon Says.

Laughter and shrieks filled the air.

I turned to Steve. “What is this, a school?”

He turned off the truck. “More than just a school. These kids live there,” he pointed to the buildings in the semi circle. “This is their home.” He turned to me. “It’s an orphanage, Jessy.”

I looked back out the windows of the cab from one end of the the complex to the other. I turned back to Steve. “You mean none of those kids have parents? No mommy and daddy?”

He nodded.

“What happened?”

“What do you mean?”

“Was there some earthquake or something? Where did their parents go?” I looked out the window again. “Steve! There’s so damn many of them!” Holy shit.

“Jess, this is just one of quite a few on the island.”

“Quite a few?” I turned back to look at him. “What do you mean quite a few!”

He sort of dropped his head and looked away for a moment. “The government alone runs eight or so, and there’s a bunch of others that are run by NGO’s, mostly churches, but concerned private citizens like Geoff.”

“Who’s Geoff?”

His face broke into a smile. “That’s Geoff.” He pointed out the window, “Let’s meet him.”

I got out of the truck as a man about Steve’s age had exited one of the buildings and was walking up to the truck. He was stocky built and half bald. His mocha skin was a little darker than the tan shirt he was wearing. He was dressed the same way as the students. He had a broad smile and gleaming teeth as he extended his hand to Steve as I came around the side.

When he glanced my way he froze. The expression on his face went from welcoming to shock. A whisper of fear stole across his face for an instant. His hand was still extended, but he gave his head a slight shake and took Steve’s outstretched hand.

“Welcome Mister Steve!” Turning to me, he said, “And who, pray, is this beauty?”

“Goeff Dixon, I’d like you to meet Jess Adams.”

“My pleasure, madam,” said Geoff, taking the end of my hand and shaking it. He gave me a quizzical look again.

“How do you do, Geoff. What’s the matter? You look like you saw a ghost or something.”

He glanced from me to Steve, who had a neutral face, and back again to me. “I’m sorry, Miss Jess. It’s just that you bear a striking resemblance to a dear friend…” he shot another look to Steve and back to me. “You could be her sister, I think.”

I smirked. “She must be a hell of a woman.”

Geoff turned his head away from me, back to Steve. “She certainly was,” he said. Turning back to me, he said “And she would have been just as sassy as you, Jess!” He smiled and held out his hand again. This time, as I shook it, I glanced at Steve who was smiling to himself.

The door Geoff had come out of flung open again and a young woman—or an older girl, she looked about 17 or so—came running out.

“What you be comin’ in here so late Mister Steve! You in a lotta trouble you know!” She ran up to him and jumped into his arms, grasping him around his neck, hugging him fiercely. “I thoughta’ you a got hurt or somtin’ you bad bad man!”

Like all the other people we’ve met so far, she was wearing a tan blouse and black pants. She was about my height, but svelte. Her hair was done in cornrows that hung to her shoulders. She was young, beautiful, exotic and full of life so naturally I resented her on sight.

But when Steve wrapped his arms around her and spun in a circle, my resentment exploded to hatred. So fast it shocked me.

“Now, now Princess, it ain’t a’ my fault—you be blamin’ de government before you be blaming ‘dis broken ol’ man!” He slipped into the patois of Jamaica like he grew up here. He set her down on her feet as a gi-nourmous young man followed the girl out the door. Looking up to him, Steve said, “Now Jacob, you be havin’ your woman mind her elders now!”

Princess raised a fist in Steve’s direction. “I be no man’s woman, Jacob be my man!” The young guy, around 20 or so, came up next to her and put his arm around her waist. As they fit in so well, my jealousy vanished, thank God.

The group of them was standing a few paces away from me. I wasn’t going to insinuate myself into this reunion, so I just stood there quietly.

“Now, Princess, I’d like to introduce you to a good friend of mine,” said Steve, turning towards me.

Princess looked in my direction, and let out a gasp, her hand flying to her chest. What the fuck is going on here? She walked towards me slowly, looking at me up and down. When she came up to me, her other hand slowly went up to my face and she softly cradled my cheek in her hand.

“Oh… Auntie Pammy” she said softly.

I covered her hand with my own. “My name is Jess, Princess.”

The girl looked at me for a moment, pure love in her eyes. I hadn’t seen that kind of love since my own Mom. She gave a hesitating nod and bit her lower lip. “O’ course. Jess. O’ course you be Jess.” Tears began to fill her eyes. And mine too; why I don’t know. Yeah I did—I missed my Mom. I put my arms around this young colt and held her to me and she burst into tears. I cradled her in, hearing her snuffle into my neck and looked up to the others. I didn’t have a clue what was happening here this bright morning, but I wasn’t afraid. Confused as hell, but not afraid.

Both Geoff and Steve were staring at the ground. The tall young guy was watching the two of us, a wistful look on his face.

After a moment, Princess let go of me. She fished a tissue from a pocket and wiped her eyes. “Ya must be ‘tinkin’ I a crazy girl.”

I looked up at the sky for a second before replying. “Nooo…” I looked back to her. “No… I don’t think so.” I nodded my head. “This is weird as hell, yeah, but I don’t think you’re crazy. No more than those guys,” I finished, gesturing at the men standing nearby.

Steve turned to Geoff. “I thought it was just me, Geoff.” Geoff gave him a ‘you gotta be kidding’ look, and Steve said, “Well, I guess I was wrong.”

“Yeah.”

“What are you two talking about?” I kept my arm around Princess’ waist. “What’s going on here anyway?”

Steve drew in his breath and exhaled. “You guys can unload this stuff, right?”

“No problem, mon,” said Geoff. “You taking her to the Library then?”

Steve nodded. Turning to me he reached out his hand. “Come on, Jessy, I think you need to see this.”

Princess gently disengaged my arm at her waist and said, “Yes Auntie Jessy, you go along with Mister Steve now. We’ll be seeing you in the dining hall later on.”


Chapter 4 Pammy’s Nook

Jess

He took my hand and we walked towards the buildings. We went through a corridor between two of them. There were classrooms in each of the buildings. As we passed, I looked in the windows. One class was very young, and the teacher was reading to them from a story book. The other classroom was older kids, and they were all busy with pencils and workbooks. On the blackboard the teacher was writing math problems.

Coming through the breezeway, was a playing field. It was pretty big. There were two soccer nets set up and another class was running laps around the perimeter, led by a stout woman in a golf shirt and shorts. At the other end of the field was a weird sort of baseball field.

Opposite the activity field was a wooded area with a large building. Where all the others on the grounds were constructed of cement block, this building was built of logs. It appeared older than the others. There was a sign above it that read ‘Pamela Doucet Library’. We crossed the playing fields towards it.

“Steve…” I said.

“Yeah. Hang in there. You’ll see.”

“Okay. But I’m starting to feel a little weird.”

He snorted. “You think it’s weird now…”

The front entrance was the narrow side of the building, because when we walked in, it stretched out probably a hundred feet or more. Glass windows went down both walls to the back. It must have been thirty or forty feet wide, and was over two stories tall. I looked up to the roof to see cross beams with lights hanging from them.

Book shelves ran the length of the building, and above the windows on the first floor was a wide catwalk, again lined with bookshelves. Reading tables were set up down the center, and one reading table had six computer work stations.

Just inside the entranceway was a desk and another workstation. The librarian who was seated there gave a wave and smile to Steve. He crossed over and said hello with a peck on her cheek.

“Come on,” he said. “It’s at the back.” We walked past the reading tables. Probably ten or twelve teenagers were busy working at the tables, and a couple was surfing online.

At the back of the library were three conference rooms, all empty. “They do tutoring here in the evening for students falling behind.” He gave me a wink. “It’s also been known as a place where the older boys and girls sometimes meet, if you know what I mean.”

The conference room at the far end had a plate on the door that said ‘Pammy’s Nook’. Steve took a key ring from his pocket and unlocked the door. We stepped in and he turned on the lights.

Soft yellow lamps on a few tables illuminated the room. There was a wing back armchair and beanbags scattered about. Behind the armchair was a mantelpiece with photos on it. “This is what you need to see,” Steve said, walking over to it.

The first photo was of Steve and I. My eyes flew open wide. Wait. It wasn’t me… but it was damn close. I turned back to look at him.

He sighed. “That’s Pam. She was my wife. She passed away five years ago. That pic was taken twelve years ago, when we first started to give a hand here to Geoff.”

Pam had my build, same color hair, and the same oval face I have. She was looking right into the camera, and I’ve seen that same crinkle nose in a lot of photos taken of me. She was smiling, and had her arm around Steve. A young boy and girl were standing in front of them, and they were standing in front of this very building, years ago. A family portrait.

“She got sick eight years ago, and passed away five years ago,” he said, putting a hand on my shoulder from behind me. “She discovered this place.” I turned around watching him gaze at the photo. “We were at Hedo, and she went on a day tour that got lost. They stopped here for directions and wound up staying for lunch.”

He waved his arm around the room. “All that was here was this log building that Geoff Dixon built himself and maybe ten kids.” He looked back to the picture. “Pam got all fired up. She had two kids of her own, but couldn’t turn her back on the place. We took care of the college fund for our own kids, and she went all in raising money for this place.” He smiled. “We started coming down as a family, spending a week here every year.”

He shoved his hands in his pockets. “Until she got sick. By then the new buildings were up and running, and Geoff was doing good running the place.” He sighed. “Pam came up with ideas to really help this place.” He squatted down and opened a cupboard under the shrine and pulled out a series of drawings.

They were architect’s renderings of buildings. Placing them on the counter, he continued. “This was going to become a sort of trade school for the kids in high school. We were going to teach trades and office skills and also do hardcore college prep for kids that wanted to continue their educations.” He hand stroked each picture lovingly. “We wanted each kid ready and able to live a good life from the moment they left here… at least have as good a shot as our own kids Dorothy and Danny have back home, you know?” He sighed. “The kids here paid up front with enough hard times just by being here.”

I nodded.

He put the sketches back on the shelf and closed the cupboard door. “But that’s all on hold. We only have half the budget in the bank, and it’s going to take another three years to raise the rest.” He gave a small laugh. “They say a million dollars isn’t a lot of money these days. Try raising it.”

“Sounds like a chunk of change to me. I’m a waitress in a diner, my income comes from one, two dollar tips.” Steve didn’t know a thing about Jess the multi millionaire, and I wasn’t going to play Fairy Godmother for him. Yet.

He put his arm around me. “That’s what you do, hunh?” I nodded. “But then… how were you able to afford that suite back at Hedo?”

“My best friend came down here a few weeks ago with her husband.” I swatted my ass. “She’s as… ‘cuddly’ as me, and we’ve both been self conscious about it. She came back a changed woman, and… well… I hit the lottery for some money, and decided to see for myself.” There, not the whole truth, but not a lie either.

He took my chin under a finger and looked in my eyes. “Your luck was my luck then, Jessy” he said and kissed me.

I put my hand on his chest and stepped away. “Steve! In front of Pam?”

He laughed. “We’d been swingers from the very beginning. She’s jumping for joy right now, trust me.”

“Still kind of gives me the creeps.” Even saying it, I stepped back into his arms and hugged him.

He started stroking my head. “Look, I’m a complicated guy, okay? I’m one horny son of a bitch who hasn’t gotten laid in over four years.” He gave a small sigh. “I’m actually nervous about you and me, to tell the truth.”

“Good. That makes two of us, Steve. It was a lot easier fucking the guys last night than it is hugging you right now.”

He gave a small laugh now. “And THAT was so hot! But…”

“But what?” I turned my head up looking at him.

“But… there’s more at stake for me than hopping into bed with you. I mean… this is going to last longer than this vacation I think. You enchant me, and I don’t want to screw it up.”

Enchant? He just told me I was enchanting? Oh this was goood… “How do I enchant you?” I’m not above urging compliments when the guy’s in the mood; it doesn’t happen often, let me tell you.

“You kidding? You’re pretty bright, you have a strength about you, and you’re hot as hell.”

“Only pretty bright?”

“No! I meant—” I shushed him with a finger on his lips.

“I’m just messing with you. You forgot my sense of humor.” He started sucking on my finger and sent a jolt right to my panties. I pulled my finger and it came out of his mouth with a ‘pop’. “Slow down, cowboy… save it for tonight.”

He nodded, then turned his head away and said, “That sounds like a plan.” He turned back to me. “I think it’s going to be the start of something a lot bigger than No Strings Attached sex though.”

I gave a short nod, and he continued. “But I need you to understand, I can’t support you.”

I should have won an Oscar for keeping a straight face. “What do you mean?” I said instead.

“Well, I’m doing okay, yeah, but between supporting this place here and the kids at home, I don’t know if I have the money to look after you too.”

I kept my face straight. “I’m not looking for a Sugar Daddy, Steven. I’m pretty sure I can hold up my end financially.”

“As a waitress? Really?”

I squinched my shoulders and gave a quick nod. “Sure.”

“And what if we have kids, Jessy? What then?”

“Well, I guess we’ll do what people in love have done forever—we’d figure it out.” I held up two fingers. “No more than two though.”

“Yeah, that sounds right.”

We both became very still. Very, very still as both of us stared at each other, our eyes growing wider.

What. The. Fuck. Just. Happened?

I felt my mouth starting to drop in perfect synchronicity with his as we stood in shock over what we were just talking about. All the air had just left the room.

I gave my head a shake at the same time he did.

“Right.” We both said it at the same time. We nodded to each other, and I joined him in an embrace. We stood silently in that room for quite a while.


Chapter 5: Small Acorns?

Steve

I held onto Jessy as chastely as I could. I knew in my heart and soul that if I so much as touched her skin, I’d jump her right then and there, and to hell with the students back in the library seeing or hearing anything.

I was so horny it scared me. I didn’t want to make love to her, I didn’t want to screw her. I wanted to fuck her through the floor. I wanted to climb so deeply inside of her we’d burst. My desire for her was more savage, more primal than any desire I had ever experienced before in my life. I wanted to grab her by the scruff of the neck and put the blocks to her, not giving a god damn about her pleasure or needs, just use that magnificent, lush body to please my own ends.

I wanted to claim her with my cock, fill her with my cum. If I could, I’d prick my finger with a needle and make her suck my blood. I wanted to fuck her up the ass, I wanted to fuck her pussy so hard it would hurt for a week.

I wanted her sweaty and aching, dribbling from her pussy, mouth and ass with my come and beg me on hands and knees for more.

And then give it to her, again and again and again.

Holding her in that hug, my cock began to swell. The rawness of my craving for her caught me off guard. I let go of her and kissed her forehead.

“Let’s get out of here before we get in trouble,” I said in a whisper. I was whispering because it was hard to breathe.

“Okay…” she had a bit of a question in her eyes, but didn’t say anything else.

As we left the library, I kept my hands in my pockets. I didn’t trust myself to touch her, and to be honest, I was positive that they would be shaking if I took them out.

We headed back to the administration building where Geoff and Princess were cataloging the delivery.

The rest of the afternoon, lunch with the students in the cafeteria, and my discussion with Geoff over the needs of the school for the next three months all went in a blur. When we went over the books together (I was put on the board of directors years ago, and every time I show up, he feels obligated to show me how well he’s handling the money for the place), I could only nod. Jessy was at the preschool/ daycare center. There were about six little ‘uns there, and she said she hadn’t spent any time with toddlers in a long, long time.

By the time my meeting ended, I had regained some self control, and felt okay with driving back.

Until I saw Jessy come out of the pre-school and walk towards me as I was waiting by the truck. My knees turned to water. I had never had her walk to me. Her hips swayed with each step just a little bit, rolling perfectly from one foot to the next. Her boobs, those generous orbs, shuddered just a little in perfect timing. A soft breeze caught her hair, wafting her ringlets off to one side. There was such a look of… well, joy, dammit, on her face. Her eyes were shining, and there was such a smile on her face.

“Ohmygod Steve-O! They’re soooo cuuute!” was the first thing she said when she came up to me. “They wanted to show me all of the things they had been working on today!” She held up a sheaf of papers and riffled through about eight finger paintings. “My first souvenir from Hedonism!” She laughed.

I smiled. “Yeah, I know how you feel, Jessy. Wait until you come back here again, and see how big they’ve gotten.” I shook my head. “I mean…”

“I know.” A small smile came over her and she glanced away. “I know.” Looking back at me, she said, “I guess we need to get back, hunh?”

“Yeah.” I patted my portfolio. “I got a new list from Geoff of what they need. Because Martin was such a great help with getting this shipment through customs, I’m going to go over it with him and see if I can just arrange shipping from the States.”

“Will we be coming back here this week?”

“Would you like to?”

She nodded.

“Sure.”

She jumped up and down clapping her hands like a kid herself. “Yay! When? When?”

“We’ll figure it out, Jessy.”

We both stood by the truck for a moment or two. The impact of this place, and what transpired between us was starting to sink in I think. She looked around us, taking in the buildings and the kids that were about.

“You know Steve-O, this is a pretty special place,” her voice was soft.

“Yeah.”

She turned back to me. “No, I really mean it. I felt… I don’t know… but I felt something the moment we turned in here from the road.”

Pam had said exactly the same thing years and years ago. “Yeah, I know. Like it’s hallowed ground or something.”

“Well, maybe, I don’t know. I just know I’ve never had that kind of thing happen to me before,” she had her hand covering her chest.

“Did it scare you?”

She shook her head briskly. “Hell no. It was…” she turned her head a bit and chewed the side of her lip. “It was comforting somehow.” She turned back to me, her eyes shining now. “It was like a piece to a puzzle dropped into place, but I didn’t even know a piece had been missing until it did.”

That was as good an explanation as I had ever been able to come up with. I nodded. “Yeah, I know what you mean.”

She stepped into me now, and put her arm around my waist. She turned her head up to me. “Ready to get wicked now?” she said, her smile now impish.

“Yeah… I think I could be talked into it.” I opened the door and we got in.

****

Steve

Jessy was a lot more relaxed on the ride back to Hedo than she had been on the trip in. When we were heading in, she sat upright in the shotgun seat, all belted in. Now she had slid halfway down the seat and put her feet up on the dash. What is it with women riding in cars that way? One hand was wrapping and unwrapping one of her ringlets and her other hand was just casually resting between her legs.

I kept glancing at her hand between her legs. I so wanted her to masturbate for me on the ride back. I got some odd tastes when it comes to sex, and one of my favorite foreplays is when a woman closes her eyes and masturbates for me, saying out loud what she’s thinking of.

I didn’t though. We kept the conversation light the entire trip in. Well, not really light. We didn’t talk about movies or anything like that. Actually, it was a lot more nuts and bolts sort of stuff. And not about us, but about the school.

She asked all sorts of questions about money. Not about my money— but about how much money Columbia Academy went through. She started off by asking how many kids lived there. I told her about 90 or so. Then she wondered how much it cost to feed them. Then clothing. When she started asking about the utility bills for the place, I drew the line.

“What’s with the verbal audit, Jessy?” I felt a little miffed because I was so damn horny. And coming out of my meeting with Geoff where we went over the quarterly financials always gave me an acid stomach. The place was running close to the bone. One bad storm and we would be screwed because there was pretty much zero cash on hand. The damn donations had dried up this year, and Geoff and I were finding it hard to figure out where else we could cut.

I preferred being horny.

“Nothing. Just making small talk,” she said. She had a sort of smart ass smile when she said it.

I let out a sigh. “Look, it’s not small talk. Let me tell you what’s going on. Right now, Columbia’s donations have dried up. The government kicks in a part of their budget, but they have to come up with the rest.” I turned my head to her. “And you really can’t charge orphans tuition, you know?”

She nodded. “You guys are covering it though?”

“Well, not really. We used to get more donations than we’ve been getting this year.” I ran my hand through my hair, missing my horniness. “The bottom line is that we’re going to start letting people go in the next month or two.”

“How short are you?”

Damn. Okay, you want to know, fine. “Right now we’re going to be a ton short. Fifteen thousand a month.”

“Oh, that’s all?”

“Jessy! Fifteen grand’s a year’s pay for one of the teachers for God’s sake! And that’s a month!”

“Well, maybe I can help?” she said in a small voice.

“Oh? How? Don’t get me wrong, Jessy, but you told me you’re a waitress. In a diner, not a posh restaurant. I figure you pull down, what—five, six hundred a week? It’s great you want to help, but this is a lot more than what you can afford.”

“Well, I know some people from my job. Maybe I can approach them? And put up a donation box at the restaurant?”

“Who do you know? Construction workers? School teachers? Look, we need to find people with deep pockets.”

“Or a lot of people with spare change.”

“Fifteen thousand a month is a lot of spare change.”

She rested her hand on my arm. “I know this old guy from Chicago. His name’s Donahue—shit, I call him ‘Mister Donahue’. He’s a good guy, and he’s some sort of hot shot banker.”

I laughed out loud. “Bankers! Ha! You mean ‘Banksters’ Jessy. As in ‘Gangsters’. I tried approaching a bunch in Colorado and got laughed out of their offices. Those guys have no heart, girl.” Some of the shit they said to me—why should they give a damn about black Jamaicans when they could care less about African American kids at home.

She sat up and put her hands primly on her lap. Damn. “Steve-O, you don’t know Mr. Donahue. I do. He’s a good man. A kind man. Let me see if he can help out okay?” She started waving a finger at me. “This waitress might be able to be a lot of help!”

She got me. “Yeah, I’m sorry, Jessy. I just don’t want you biting off more than you could chew.”

“Mighty oaks from small acorns grow, Steve.”

“Alright. Now I feel like a jerk. I should be thanking you for wanting to help.”

“That’s better. Yeah, you should.”

I glanced over at her. “Thanks Jessy.”

She smiled that odd smile again. “You’re welcome Steve-O. Now step on it. I need a shower.”


Chapter 6 Step On It, Steve

Jess

We sort of fell into a comfortable silence for a while, and that was fine with me. I needed to think things out.

I didn’t want to tell Steve about my bank balance. When he told me that they were short to the tune of fifteen thousand dollars a month I almost laughed out loud. Shit, I make almost a hundred thousand a month in interest! But before I step in and play some half assed hero, I had to touch base with Mr. Donahue. I think he’d have some good advice, and I didn’t want to distract Steve from ‘us’ and worry about what I would or wouldn’t do.

I’ve spent thirty two years being just Jess. And I’ve only been ‘Uber Rich Jess’ for a few months. I was sitting in a truck with a man who a couple of hours ago I was talking to about having his kids, and now I’m being cagey. I didn’t care for it, but I had to be careful.

It’s ironic. All the people I know worry about money on a regular basis. A car breaks down and my friend Lori’s household is thrown into disarray. A customer at the restaurant gets ill, and the first thing you ask when you hear about it is ‘Do they have insurance?’ Here I was, seriously contemplating tossing fifteen thousand dollars a month at a guy I just met.

I decided to put Columbia Academy on the back burner. No matter how it would work out between Steve and me, I’d still help out, but I was concerned that the money would cloud things between us if it came into play this early.

This was some vacation. And it is a vacation. A break. I didn’t come down here to adopt an orphanage. I didn’t have any intention to talk about having kids with a guy. I came down here… well, to feel beautiful. Something had happened to Lori when she came down here, and I wanted a piece of that.

Lori came back from Hedonism changed, but not changed. She didn’t lose a pound down here, she didn’t change her hairstyle, and she didn’t have any plastic surgery done. But she was changed. She said that a turning point for her was to parade around naked. Shedding her clothes bared her to the world, and she accepted who she was. All of who she was.

Well, damn it, I had been more like that than she ever was back home!

Wasn’t I?

But if that was the case, then why was Colin just the latest in the series of losers I had gotten tangled up with all my life? Was my standard for lovers set low because that was all I deserved? I was always willing to wait around for my boyfriend to call me, or stop by, or whatever. No, I was never a total doormat, but I always avoided putting demands on them. Why the hell was that?

Because they were the best I could do. Really good guys aren’t interested in a fat broad like me. Guys with a good job, a good head on their shoulders, who are good looking… those guys have never wanted anything to do with me. It was always guys with a drinking problem, or employment problems, or money problems or… hell guys with ‘problems’ that I felt attracted to!

Because they were fucked up assholes like me. Or in worse shape. How many of my ‘boyfriends’ lived with their parents at 30 years of age? Too damn many, that’s how many. And in just about every case, when I got sick and tired of their bullshit, their problems, I dumped them. Colin was just the last in a line. A too long line.

I glanced over at Steve, wondering what’s his problem that he’s attracted to me.

Wait a damn minute!

Maybe he’s just attracted. Sure, I reminded him of his former wife, but can’t that just be an indication of his taste in women?

Whoa, Jess. This is different.

This could really, really hurt if it doesn’t work out.

I chewed on that for a bit, and then looked over at Steve-O driving. His nose was perfect, not too big, not too small. It fit his face just right. It beats the hell out of me, but a guy’s nose is a feature that if I don’t find it attractive, I’m not interested. He was watching the road as he shifted up and down, navigating the turns as we descended from the hills. His face was pretty smooth, with the exception of the laugh lines around his eyes. God knows he’d good looking enough.

And he thinks I am too. I nodded to myself again. Because for now, that’s enough.

He caught me checking him out and glanced back to me.

“Like what you see, Jessy?”

“Yeah… yeah I do.” I half turned in the bench seat facing him. I started playing with my hair. “How about you?”

As we pulled out from the mountain road onto the main highway back to Negril, he licked his lower lip. “I’d like to see more.”

“Oh really?” I hitched over so I had one foot now up on the bench seat and the other resting on the floorboard, spreading my legs. “Something like this?” I began to stroke my thigh, my hand gliding over the fabric of my Bermuda shorts and down to my knee.

He pivoted his head towards me. I glanced up the road. Traffic was light. “I like watching you touch yourself.” Looking back to him I could see a bulge begin in his crotch. I reached over and stroked him through the fabric. Yep, he had a chubby. When I touched him, his hips clenched. Reclining back again, I began to rub myself.

It felt nice, and I kept doing it, feeling the response from my clit deepen. “What are you thinking right now?” I asked.

“I’m thinking how badly I want to fuck you.”

I closed my eyes, still rubbing myself. “How?”

He gripped the wheel so tightly his knuckles turned white. “I’m not going to say a word.”

“Then step on it Steve-O.”

“Yes ma’am.”

The rest of the trip back I rubbed myself with my eyes closed, telling him about my encounter with Carrie, and then with Frank. I had a series of small orgasms. They were like appetizers, whetting my desire for more.


Chapter 7: Ohhhh ‘Daddy!’

As soon as I opened the door to my suite, he grabbed me by the arm. Hard.

He looked into my eyes. “I think you need to know that I haven’t had sex in years, Jessy. It’s going to be rough.”

I clutched his crotch. “I can take it. Can you dish it out Big Boy?”

With a growl, he swept me off my feet and pushed through the door, kicking it closed behind him. He carried me like I was a doll. I let out a squeal of delight, surprise and a little fear as I hugged him around the neck. I had never, ever been carried across a threshold, or to a bed before in my life.

We didn’t make love. We tore at each other like savages at their last meal.

When he got to the bed he dropped me on it. Before I could sit up, or do anything, he clambered on top of me, straddling me. He took my hair in his fists and bending over, covered my mouth with his. I opened mine wide, and his tongue filled my mouth. He swabbed my mouth, tilting his head to the side a bit to gain as deep as access as he could. I sucked back on his face, sliding and lashing with my own tongue. A tiny runnel of wetness escaped out of the corner of my lips, running down my chin.

At the same time, his hands were clawing at my blouse, struggling to unbutton it. I reached up between us, and ripped it open, buttons pinging on the tiled floor. He pulled his mouth off mine and looked at me. His eyes opened wide when I did that. “You really want it to baby… that’s good.” His voice was guttural.

I decided to give it a shot. I squirmed my hips up into him. “Pleeease Daddy!”

The effect of that phrase was like a cattle prod. His head jerked back, eyes open wide and he inhaled sharply. “Oh shit, that’s hot, Jessy.”

I thought so. I threw our age difference on the table and made it something erotic. And, to be truthful, saying it and seeing his response enflamed me. I squirmed my hips again into his. “Oh Daddy!” I gasped.

He dropped his head into my cleavage, chewing and licking at the exposed flesh. “You’re going to be a good slutty girl, aren’t you?”

“Yes Daddy!” I began to work at his pants. I had never did a ‘Daddy’ thing before in my life, but the fact he was more than ten years older—shit, thirteen —made this hot. A jolt went right to my pussy when I said it, and the response from him was tectonic. I popped the button on his pants and ripped his fly down. He moved off of me, and tore them off to his ankles. He kicked off his shoes and pulled his golf shirt over his head.

I gasped. Oh fuck he was rock hard already! What I saw at the hot tub last night was only the coming attractions. He had a thick mushroom head on the end of his cock, and I wanted that in my mouth and up inside my pussy with an ache. I sat up, pulled at the remnants of my blouse, wriggled out of my bra freeing the girls, and pulled my shorts and panties off in one movement.

Naked now, I put my hands behind my head, splaying my hair into a halo behind me as I lay back down. Hiking my feet up on the bed, I spread my knees.

“Do me Daddy!” I gasped. Oh, I wanted him.

He fell on me like a falling tree. He knelt between my knees and hooked his hands under them. With a yank he pulled me towards that beautiful shaft.

“Do I need a rubber?” he hissed.

“No. I’m on the pill and everyone before you has used one.”

I hiked up onto my elbows to watch. Gathering himself up to my pussy, he put his fist around the base of his cock and began to rap it against my clit. Each thwack sent a shiver through me.

“I’m going to spank the inside of your cunt with this, Jessy. I’m going to spank your pussy.” Each word out of his mouth was punctuated by his knob bouncing off my clit.

I whimpered. I actually fucking whimpered. “Yes!” was all I could get out.

He licked his fingers and wet the head of his cock. He nestled himself up to me until it was right at the edge of my slit.

“Put me in you,” he said. “I want to watch you fill your cunt with my cock.”

I reached down and took his cock in my hand. I could barely get my fingers around it. His knob was purple-red. I grazed it up and down my slit, pushing it against my clit and began to fit it inside.

Oh fuck he was big. It wasn’t too long, but it was a thick one. I had to shift my hips, and for only the second time in my life, I felt a burn as he stretched me out, filling me up. I let out a small ‘Ungh’ as I strained to accept his size.

“You okay?” he said. “Am I too big?”

“Not… yet…” I grunted back. “Give me a minute…”

He pulled back a little, both of us gasping. He then pushed back in, paused and withdrew again. Each time he pulled back, I could only want him to return. He established a slow rhythm, cramming me full and emptying me. I dropped my knees; legs stretched out on the bed and threw my arms above my head in surrender. I started to rotate my hips upward to meet his downward thrusts. Oh god, it was so good… I clenched my eyes shut, savoring the full sensation within.

His arms were outstretched on either side of my head. I turned my head into his wrist and began sucking on it. If we were vampires, I would have bit through his flesh and drank him full into my belly, as he was filling me below my belly.

With a shove of his arms, he raised himself up above me. Leaning back, he hooked his arms under my knees and lifted them, folding them back to my shoulders. Uh fucking oh, I thought. This was going to be deep. He slowed his frantic pace now, sliding his length deeper and deeper into me.

“Tell me when it’s too much,” he said.

My eyes still shut, I nodded, clenching my mouth tightly. I was going to take it all, if he split me in two, I didn’t care.

Until he bottomed out. I couldn’t help it, but my eyes flew open, and my mouth opened, and I let out an ‘OW!’. He immediately pulled back a little.

“You okay?”

“Yeah. It was a surprise. Fuck you’re big.”

“Too big?” He was still fucking me with a gentler rhythm.

I kept my eyes closed. “No, Daddy. Special Big.” I twisted my hips. “Give it to me again. Give me more…” I bit my lower lip, praying I could take it all.

Relentlessly, he pushed into me again. This time though, when he was fully inside, icicles of electricity sparked from my pussy. My eyes flew open. “Oh yeah! That’s it!”

“Right there?”

He pulled out and hit me again. Frozen voltage exploded in my pussy, radiating outwards. “Yesss! That spot Daddy! Right the fuck there!”

“You. So. Got. It. Baby!” He pummeled that spot at the base of my hole with each word. Each time he filled me, a new jolt of a different color coursed through me.

Reaching over with one hand, he grabbed my wrist and put it between my legs. I began to stroke my clit as he went back to hammering my hole. Oh God… the combined sensations roiled into a ball of blue flame. Ice cold electrical blue flame grew and expanded inside me. An electrified comet was entering the atmosphere, and was headed on a collision course to our bed.

“Oh fuck, I love watching you Baby!” His voice was now harsher. He was almost there too. I felt his cock become even harder. I took my other hand and began to fondle his sack when it was close enough. I squeezed his balls like they were a pair of peeled boiled eggs—not too hard, just enough to encourage his climax. We were breathing and gasping as one.

“You got me baby! You fucking got me!” He let go of my knee again and grabbed me by the neck. “Look at meee!” he snarled.

My eyes flew open and I fell body and soul into his own eyes when the comet crashed and obliterated me.

I didn’t sigh through my orgasm. I didn’t gasp my way through it. I. Screamed. Really. Watching his eyes as he broached his own climax threw me into another dimension, and I screamed. It came out more like a war cry, my throat guttering the noise, but that man fucked me till I screamed.

My hands flew up and I held onto his forearms though the entire experience. My legs clamped around my Daddy’s ass, pulling him as deep into me as I could take, and it wasn’t enough. He could have burst through me, and it still wouldn’t have been enough.

“Yes Jessy! Yes! YES!” He shouted back at me as he filled me with his come. He drew out almost all the way, and shoved halfway back in, two, three, I don’t fucking know how many times. I realized he was letting the tightest part of my pussy milk him, and I bore down on his knob with all my strength. I wanted every drop inside me.

He collapsed onto his elbows above me. His firm abs covered my belly. He ground his hips up into me as I relaxed my own legs back onto the mattress.

“Oh wow, baby,” he gasped. “Holy fuck, wow…” he bent his head down to kiss me again, and this time, he petted my tongue with his own, stroking it gently. I cradled his head with one hand, stroking the back of his scalp.

“What a fucking chimney…” I was blathering, so the hell what? Steve looked at me with a question in his eyes, then just smiled.

“Yeah. A real brick shithouse alright,” he said.

We both laughed.

His abs were pressing into my stomach a bit too much and I wriggled under him a bit. Without taking his eyes from mine, he raised his hips up and clambered off to one side, resting more on my side. He draped one leg over mine, and rested his head in his hand, still looking down on me. With his other hand he began to stroke my stomach.

It felt nice. For the first time, I didn’t flinch, roll over, nor feel self conscious. I just plain liked it. When I realized how I was feeling, I smiled back to him.

“What made you say ‘Daddy’?”

I thought for a few seconds. “I’m not sure. It just felt right. It didn’t seem to weird you out.”

“No. Quite the opposite. It turned me the hell on.” I felt his cock twitch against the swell of my hip.

“Well, you’re more mature than me—”

“You mean ‘older’”.

“Yeah, I guess. But not a shitload older.” I shot him a grin. “Just old enough. But does the age diff bother you?” I wasn’t nervous asking which was a surprise to me.

“No. Actually, it makes it cooler. I have a daughter in her 20’s… so having you be ten years older than her makes it easier for me, to tell the truth.”

“Well, I have a father in his 50’s. I have you pegged in your 40’s?” He nodded. “Good,” I continued. “I’ll admit to father issues right away… my own’s a jerk.”

“And your mother?”

“Dead sixteen years.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah. She was great. But after she died, my father and brother became assholes. I moved out when I was 17.”

“How far away did you move? Another city? Another state?”

I shook my head. “No. I grew up in Black Rapids, and that’s where I still live.” I turned my head aside for a second. “But I haven’t seen either of them in eight years.” I looked back up at him. “And that’s fine with me.” I shrugged. “Maybe I have Daddy issues; sure wouldn’t surprise me.” I put my hand on his chest for a moment. “I never called a lover ‘Daddy’ before, if that means anything.”

He smiled gently. “Actually, it does. A lot.” A shadow crossed his face. “Uhh… did your father ever…”

I shook my head. “No. He never laid a hand on me that way, if that’s what you mean. He simply did all he could to let me know how worthless I was.” I looked away for a second and whispered, “Maybe I do need a Daddy figure…”

“Like a mentor?”

“Kinda. Yeah, like a guide.” The idea filled a part of me with warmth. I called him Daddy because I figured older guys got turned on by it. Now it was boomeranging back on me. “But more than that, too. Not a boss, or a parent…”

“Experienced in life?”

“Yeah!” I put my head back a little. “Now listen… I don’t, and I really mean ‘Do Not’ need a guy to take care of me financially, okay?”

“Okay… go on, I’m listening.” He tilted his head at me, looking right in my eyes.

“Exactly! That’s a big part of it! You are listening!”

“It’s not hard. I’m interested in what you say.” He looked off for a second and then back. “Just now, saying that you don’t want a Sugar Daddy, and putting that up front, I respect you for that.” He looked away again, thinking. “You can’t define something with a negative, though.” Looking back at me, he said, “So what else is there to being a ‘Daddy’?”

I chewed my lip. “You’re making me think right now. That’s part of it too.”

“I’m just asking, but I do know you can figure out an answer.”

“Yeah. You’re helping me be smarter or something.” I snapped my fingers. “Right! You want to help me be the best I can be! That’s a big part of it.”

“Okay… but Jessy, I’m not trying to change you though. I’m nuts about you just the way you are, right here, right now.”

I nodded. “Yeah. Encouragement, but wrapped around acceptance.”

He smiled and arched an eyebrow. “Inside lust.” His hand had wandered over the curve of my stomach down to my mons. With slow circles, he began to massage the top of my clit. My ass cheeks flinched on their own. He pushed a finger up inside me, and drawing it out, he placed it on my mouth.

I sucked his taste and mine, our commingled tastes off his finger. “Do it again, Daddy,” I said. When he brought his finger back up, I sucked it again. At the same time, my own finger went inside me and I put it against his lips. He licked it and took it in his mouth. I could feel his tongue scraping wetly under my fingernail.

“Yum…” he said.

We continued that ritual for a few moments, slurping our combined taste from one another.


Chapter 8: Time Flies

Jess

Well, all that happened six months ago. I’ve been to Denver every month since returning from Hedonism. It’s now August.

I haven’t told Steve-O yet that I’m wealthy. Money changes everything, and I’m scared what that knowledge is going to do to our relationship. I’m going to have to come clean with him about it, real soon though. He’s been hinting too much about ‘something more permanent’ for the last two weeks during our nightly Skype chats.

The only lie I’ve ever told the man was about how I’m able to fly out every month. I gave him a story that my mother was a flight attendant and died in a plane crash. While my father got all the money from insurance, one thing I got was free plane tickets for life. He bought it, and it made him stop nagging about how a diner waitress could afford the trips.

Yeah, I’m still working at the diner. It keeps me grounded being with hard working people every day. I listen to stories of struggle—I’m not positive, but I think it’s getting harder for people to make ends meet. I jot down on a pad who could use a Fairy Godmother, and once a week, Mr. Donahue calls one of them and takes care of their challenge.

They ought to make a TV show out of this kind of thing.

On the third trip to Denver, I met his kids. I’m fucking crazy about them. His son Danny is a hell of a kid. A bit of a party animal, but he wants to be a grade school teacher. “Not enough guys do it, Jess,” he said, “and it’s a great place to meet smart girls.” A real chip off the old block.

But its Dorothy I’m nuts about, and the feeling’s mutual. She was pretty standoff-ish the first two times I came out. She kept her eye on me whenever we were together, asking me all sorts of leading questions. A couple of times I felt like I was a suspect in Law and Order or something.

Finally I had it when I was out there for the third time. I flew in a day early and went straight to Steve’s home. I knew Dorothy’s schedule of classes at UCol by this point and knew she was probably sleeping in because she didn’t have any classes that day. And Steve-O was at work.

It was just about noon when I rang the doorbell to their home. It’s no palace, but a nice bungalow that Steve brags about being paid off.

Dorothy opened the door, and when she saw it was me, she cocked her head to the side. She must have been studying, because she was wearing her glasses. I halfway expected to see her in pj’s, but she was dressed. Tan slacks, a pale blue tank top that matched her eyeglass frames (and eyes too, I realized). Her blond hair was brushed back into a ponytail. She’d been up for a while.

“Dad said you were arriving tomorrow, Jess.” She opened the door all the way to let me come inside instead of just standing there.

“I know, Dorothy. I’m here to see you.”

“Oh.” She spread out her arm and said “You coming in?”

“What I’d like to do is take you to lunch. Just us girls.”

We both were watching each other like two MMA fighters. Well, maybe not. I wasn’t getting a vibe from her that she wanted to take me down. Maybe two cats on the street that bumped into each other at a dumpster. Sort of like ‘where is this going to go’ kind of thing.

She thought about it for a few seconds and said, “Sounds good. Let me grab my jacket.”

Ten minutes later we were in a swank restaurant. Linen tablecloths, silver flatware, and really great service. I found the place online and it was better than their website said it was.

We ordered, and while we were munching on breadsticks and antipasto, Dorothy looked at me sort of sideways. “So, what do girls talk about at lunch, Jess?”

I giggled. “Beats the shit out of me, I’m the one bringing it usually. I’ve never done this before.”

She giggled back.

“Look, Dorothy, I guess I better just jump in with both feet, okay?” Now I felt nervous. Bullshit, I was scared. “Your father and I have a really good thing going, and I just want to know how you stand with it all.”

“Oh. It’s that conversation.”

“What?”

She snorted. “I guess he’s asked you to marry him and you’re seeking my permission or something… no, I guess ‘blessing’ is more appropriate. My girlfriends at school with parents who’ve split up have talked about the Step Mother Lunch.”

I held out my hand. “Whoa! Your father hasn’t said one word about proposing.”

“Do you want him to?”

“No! I mean not yet! We’ve only know each other for a few months for God’s sake!” Truth be told, we talked about how we would need to know each other for a year before discussing ‘taking things to the next level’. I didn’t want to tell that to Dorothy though. Some things just weren’t her business.

“Well, if he asked, would you?”

“Get right to the point, hunh?” I drummed my fingers on the table for a second. “Should I?”

“You’re asking my advice?”

“Sure, why not? You know him pretty well on a day to day basis. What would you think?”

She grabbed a breadstick and snapped it in half. “I think if you didn’t say yes while jumping up and down for joy you’d be an asshole.” She offered me a piece in silence.

I took it, and we each nibbled simultaneously. “Why?” I asked after a while.

“Because he’s a really good man. He’s a great Dad, he was a wonderful husband, he’s good looking as hell and he’s in love with you.” She didn’t stop there. “My brother Danny thinks you’re the absolute shit, and I agree, okay?”

“Yeah, but I’m only a waitress…”

“Screw that shit, Jess. I don’t think you’re a gold digger. After all, it’s you who’s flying out here, and I know you lied to Dad about those tickets.”

“What?”

“Ever hear of a Google search?” She waved her hands. “I spent a couple hours online trying to see about free tickets for children of airline employees that died in crashes, and there ain’t no such thing.” She pointed her breadstick at me. “You’re paying for those tickets, but you don’t want Dad to know because he’d blow a gasket.” She sat back. “No matter what kind of deal you’re getting for them, you’re spending a bundle coming out here.” She shook her head. “I don’t know what you’re up to, but I think you’re trying to do the right thing by him. Because if you weren’t coming out here, he’d be flying out to you every month.”

“I don’t have two kids in college. Does your father know about your...” I wanted to say snooping, but instead finished with “research?”

“No.”

“So our little secret?”

“How about ‘confidence’? I like that word better.” She leaned in. “What other secrets do you have?”

I shook my head. “None. It’s the only lie I’ll ever tell your father.” I crossed my heart for emphasis. I leaned across the table to her. “Let me tell you a confidence, Dorothy. I don’t have to worry about money. I came into a bundle, and I’m able to pay for my flights noooo problemo, okay?”

She sat back in her seat, considering me. “And it’s a big bundle.”

I nodded.

“A scary big, lie about it amount of money, is that right?”

I nodded again.

“You hit Powerball last year, didn’t you?”

I felt the blood drain from my face and at the same time my stomach knotted. “How…”

She grinned. “I’m in a pool at school, a buck a week. Just for the hell of it, when I realized that you were paying for your own airfare, I thought maybe you hit the lottery or something. Lo and behold, a little more checking on the web found a hyoooge winner from Black Rapids!” She leaned in and cocked an eyebrow—just like her father. “A winner who remained anonymous.”

“And you kept this to yourself. Why?”

“Because if I was right, you totally rock. And you’d fess up when you were ready to.”

“I think I just did.” I clasped my hands on the table in front of me. “Dorothy, there’s only three people in the world that knows this, and two of them are at this table.”

She cut me off with a wave of her hand. “Don’t worry. I’m studying to be a therapist, and confidentiality’s a big deal.” She grinned. “All thouuuugh…. I’m expecting big stuff at Christmas!” and laughed.

Kid you’re getting a fucking car. Import, export, I didn’t give a shit. The girl’s getting a car.

“You’re pretty cool, Dorothy.”

“Thanks. So are you.” Her eyes started to film. “I…” she grabbed her napkin and covered her mouth. “I… I…”

Sometimes I’m so smart I scare myself, and this was one of those moments. I kept my mouth shut and let her work her way through it.

She collected herself and toyed with her water glass. “Sorry about that. I’m feeling kind of torn right now. I want to tell you stuff, but I don’t want you to feel obligated.” She looked up at me. “I don’t want this to put you under pressure.”

I bit my lip. I had no clue how to respond. So I told her so.

“Great. Ball is back in my court.” She took a deep breath. “You remind me of my mother. She wasn’t a lot older than you when she first got sick. You’re sort of her doppelganger.”

I felt my brows furrow. Was I just insulted? “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“Just that—you look and sound a lot like her. Like in the movies when two strangers meet who look alike. You’re not a twin, but wow, Jess, you really resemble my mom.” She held a hand out, palm up. “Not that you’re my mom… but you could be her sister.” She gulped now. “Or you could be the older sister I never had…” her voice trailed away. I stayed quiet, and she set her jaw and looked up at me with intensity. “If my dad ever re-marries… I hope it’s to someone like you.” She waved a hand sharply. “Aww shit, I’ll stop dancing around. I hope he re-marries you.”

She’s getting free gas for a year with that car.

Now it was my turn to take a deep breath. “How about this—how about even if it doesn’t work out between you father and me, you and I stay in touch?” Shit. Now my eyes were filming, and we hadn’t even been brought our orders. “I never had a kid sister.”

“Okay. Promise?”

“Yeah. Pinky hook promise.” I held out my hand, we hooked and snapped pinkies and what was done was done.

The rest of the lunch we talked about guys, clothes, and school. Steve-O had really been really encouraging me to go to college. I tried to duck and dive, but he was pretty insistent on it—even just some intro courses. He felt that my smarts would get honed or something. So I enrolled in school back home, and was going to start a business degree. I was nervous as anything, and Dorothy’s experiences gave me a good perspective. She said that hundreds of thousands of people get degrees every year, why couldn’t I be one of them?

I dropped her back off at her home. I’d call Steve-O that evening, and tell him I came in early and to meet me at my hotel. I hadn’t yet started sleeping at his house yet, but I think that’s going to change pretty soon.


Chapter 9: Banksters

I had just entered my room when my iPhone rang with Mr. Donahue’s ringtone. I answered it right away. We had started working on my pet project for the orphanage in Negril together and I was waiting to hear from him.

“Hi Mr. Donahue!” I said.

“Good afternoon, Ms. Adams. Do you have a few moments? We need to talk.” He sounded extra somber. Uh oh.

“Sure. As long as it takes. What’s up?”

“I’m phoning you to inform you that I will no longer be of service to you as account manager at Federated Bank.”

“What! Why? Did I do something?”

He gave a short laugh. “The why part is going to take some explaining, but yes, you did do something.”

“What’d I do?” A shock of apprehension went through me and my heart skipped a beat. I realized that this man had done more to help me in the last year than my own father had the last five years I lived at home.

“Well, our project on the orphanage has mushroomed, and I’m leaving Federated Bank in order to properly manage it.”

“What? What do you mean mushroom?”

“Well, as you know, I advised you to not diminish your personal resources in order to make up that shortfall. The Academy in Negril needed an infusion of $15,000.00 a month, which would be offset by a trust account with a balance of three million dollars. That balance would cover the fifteen thousand on interest with no problem if it was managed properly.”

“Yeah, I know. And you only let me put up a hundred K in that trust fund. You said you knew several of your clients who had asked you to look out for worthy causes. Did you run into problems?”

“Well, yes and no.”

“If this is a good news bad news thing, tell me the no part first.”

“The no part is that I had no problem raising the funds. In fact, when word got out that I was doing this, I’ve been inundated with donations.”

“Lotsa’ guilty rich folk, hunh?” I sniggered. Count me as one. I was so pissed off when he told me that he would only take the project on if I kept my own donation to such a small level. He told me that my emotions were too involved.

“More than you can imagine, Ms. Adams.” He paused for a second. “Much more. Currently the balance of the trust fund is almost sixty million dollars, and it will likely increase by the end of the year.”

“Sixty million! Holy shit!”

“Indeed. Which brings me to why I can no longer manage your affairs at the bank. I’m leaving banking in order to manage this fund properly.”

I was pretty surprised. “Why? I mean, that’s great and all, but you’ve been doing wealth management for a long time, Mr. D.. Why the change of mind?”

He sighed. “My grandson, actually. He’s nineteen and at college studying International Development. His full name is Brant Donahue III. He’s my namesake and the apple of my eye.”

“Okay…”

“Him and I have dinner together once a month. I drive up to his college and we go for a good meal. We were together last week, and had a terrible row over dinner. In fact, he walked out on me. He was terribly angry with me, and… well…”

“Oh. I’m sorry to hear this. What happened?”

“It’s a course he’s currently taking exploring the history of investment banking and its impact on third world nations. I had been telling him about the project you initiated and Brant grew furious. He said that it took a waitress from a diner to instill a conscience in me.”

Well, that sort of made me feel good. One of the unwashed having an influence.

“I had been rather plaintive about the growth in the trust fund and how it was taking up so much of my time from my other duties at the bank. Brant asked why didn’t I quit and take over the fund full time. I attempted to explain that I lacked the experience and training for such an endeavor.” He sighed. “He told me I was full of…” He paused. Jeez! This man can’t even bring himself to use the word shit?

“Then what happened?”

“Well, I was somewhat affronted, to say the least. And to have this said to me by my only grandchild—my namesake… I argued with him… or I tried to. He told me his studies had demonstrated to him conclusively that a great deal of the poverty experienced in the third world— or ‘developing nations’ as he calls them— are a direct result of actions and policies of the financial community.”

Sounded like a smart kid. Runs in the family. “So, then what happened?”

He inhaled and exhaled sharply. “When I tried to inform him that for me to do so would result in a significant decline in my own income he laughed at me. Laughed! And then… he performed a coup de grace. He told me he’d be prouder to have an impoverished grandfather than the ‘Bank-ster’ one he currently had. He said we care more about quarterly profits than the people whose lives we destroy in downsizing and outsourcing.”

“Pretty harsh, Mr. D.”

He barely heard me. “When I objected to the term ‘Bankster’, he laughed again, saying that the term actually is an insult to the Mafia. He said that investment bankers are a bunch of sharks with no code of honor other than worshipping the sign of the dollar. At least mobsters have a Family and a half assed code of honor.”

“Ouch.”

“Indeed. He got up to leave and told me that I should take a look at myself, and let him know what I find.” He sighed again. “Had anyone else but Brant said that to me—my wife, even my son, I would have dismissed them. Never underestimate the raw power of a grandchild Ms. Adams.”

“So what happened?”

“It was painful. I rented a cabin in the country for the next three days. No phone, no computer, just me and a spiral notebook and some pencils. It was a profound experience.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. I won’t bore you with the details. Let me say however, that my entire life has been one of stability. I’ve prided myself on my steadfastness. I’m 64 years old, and I guess I’m overdue for my midlife crises.” He laughed. “I want Brant to be proud of his Grandpa. Isn’t than absurd?”

“No, actually. I think that’s pretty cool, Mr. D.”

“Really?”

“Yeah.”

He snickered. “My colleagues here at Federated disagree.”

“Fuck ‘em.”

“Indeed.”

There was a pause. I didn’t know what to say next, so I kept my mouth shut. After a moment or two, Mr. D said “I will be contacting your Mr. Doucet shortly. This foundation I’m organizing will start with Columbia Academy of course, and I’ll need his advice and counsel on how to proceed. How should I tell him how I learned of its existence and challenges? Or have you told him of your windfall?”

Aww shit. So this is where it was going. “Can’t you keep me out of it? Just tell him that a client who wishes to remain anonymous and all that stuff?”

“I suppose. Are you still in a relationship with him?”

I smiled. “Yeah. And it’s going great.”

“It’s been several months now… perhaps you should inform him of your situation.”

Oh boy, that was tough. I protested, and we talked a lot more, but this time about me and my love life. Mr. D was a good friend and had some good advice for me to chew on. When I hung up, I was nervous as hell.


Chapter 10: Manna From Heaven!

After I hung up with Mr. D I called Steve-O. His phone was busy, and I left a voice mail:

“Hi Steve-O, it’s me. And you damn well better not be wondering who this is! Ha Ha. Anyways, I came into Denver a day early, and I’m at our hotel, Room 316. Let me know what’s up, and when you’ll be here. Trust me, I’ll be ready.”

I hung up, and spent the next hour primping and fussing and spritzing and makeup-ing.

I put on a black satin and lace full length nightgown. The bodice and front panels were lace (okay, with a touch of control top help at the midriff) and the floor length skirt was satin. The skirt had a side slit that went all the way up to my waist, just in case Steve wanted to get down to business before we got naked. I then put on a sheer peignoir over it and tied the belt.

And waited.

I called him back again, and his phone went to voicemail again. What the hell is up with the man?

I had a six pack of Bud Lite in a cooler, so I opened one and grabbed my eReader to read a sexy romance story. Since I got back from Jamaica, I really got hooked on them.

Just when the steamy smexy part started, there was a knock at the door. Finally!

I stood, cracked open a second beer, and opened the door.

Steve was standing there with a huge grin on his face. He took me in his arms and kissed me while we were still standing in the doorway.

“Holy Toledo, Jessy, this is great that you came early!” He stepped back and put his hands on my shoulders. “I’ve had the most fantastic day!”

Not a word about how hot I looked, and he didn’t even take the beer yet. Okay, the guy’s bubbling over. I stepped into the room and he followed. I handed him the beer, and he took a long pull, downing half of it at one shot.

He put down his computer bag and looked me up and down. Finally. Well, his eyes glinted, so all is forgiven. “You look delectable, Jessy.” He took off his jacket.

I spread the skirt out and gave a little curtsey. “Why this old thing?”

“Smartass.” He went over to the table where I had the beer and plopped down into one of the two chairs. “I gotta tell you this news! This is incredible!”

Well, if he was planning on getting me curious, he succeeded. I sat down opposite him. “What? What is it?”

“I’ve been on the phone all afternoon with some guy in Chicago. He called me because he’s setting up some sort of charitable foundation, and someone told him about Columbia Academy and the money crunch. He didn’t make any promises, but he asked a lot of good questions.”

Donahue. He sure moved fast. In spite of having a really good idea of the details of Steve’s chat, I kept my face looking curious. “So, what does that mean?”

“Well, he asked me a lot of questions about Columbia. How long it’s been in operation, how many staff, the grounds, who’s running the place and on and on. I told him I had all sorts of stuff on my computer and I emailed it to him.”

“Can he help?” As if I didn’t know.

“Yeah! I think he can! He said that he would need to go over the data, but his client that he knew told him that we were hitting a cash crunch. I told him we were, that we were running fifteen thousand in the red month to month.” He drained his beer. “Jessy, he wants me to come to Chicago tomorrow to pick up a check for a hundred and fifty thousand dollars! That’s ten months taken care of!”

“What? You’re flying to Chicago? Tomorrow?” That bastard Mr. D, running my weekend! “But…” I held out my arms. “Umm… I’m kind of here y’know!”

“No. You’re coming with me! He emailed me two plane tickets, and our flight leaves tomorrow morning. I told him that my girlfriend was here for the weekend and he said why don’t I bring her along?” He shook his head. “Can you believe this? I wonder who the hell talked to him about me and the Academy, but wow, you know?” He snapped his fingers. “Just like that, boom, we’re heading to Chicago.”

“Well, I always wanted to go to House of Blues.”

“Yeah! We’ll do that! But there’s more!”

“What else?” WTF was Mr. D up to now?

Steve looked thoughtful. “I think he’s going to offer me a job.”

“What?”

He nodded. “Yeah. He wants to look over my files, but he said I had been given a stellar referral by his client, and didn’t expect any problems. He said his client was… how did he put it? Yeah, ‘quite perceptive and intelligent’.” His face clouded.

“What’s the matter?”

“Well, it’s what else he said.”

“What?”

“He told me his client is a woman.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah, ‘Oh’. He really went to town singing her praises. He hopes that he can have her meet me in the near future.”

“Oh?”

His face took on a serious note. “I don’t know what’s with this guy, but the way he talked about her, it sounded like he was trying to set me and her up or something.”

“Oh really?” It was all I could do to keep a straight face.

“Hey, hey, take it easy.” He held up a hand. “That’s just the vibe I got off the guy. And it was at that point that I told him I wouldn’t be able to come without you accompanying me.” He looked thoughtful. “Now this is the funny part—he was all about building up this mystery woman from Chicago to me, but when I said that I needed to bring my girlfriend, he didn’t miss a beat and said he’d make arrangements for the both of us to head up.” He pointed a finger straight up in the air. “The funny thing is, right after that part, he went back to tooting his horn for that woman again.”

I couldn’t resist. “Maybe he wants the three of us to get together, hmmm…?” Hey, come on, we are in the Lifestyle, after all.

He laughed softly. “Yeah, right, whatever. Just as long as you’re in the meeting, I’m fine. I don’t want you worrying about some rich woman trying to beat your time, you know?”

Ding. Right answer. “I’m not worried about us, Steve.” I reached out and took his hand. “Not in the slightest.”

He gripped my hand in both of his. “ Out of nowhere, BOOM, manna from Heaven! I swear, Jessy, this is like hitting the lottery!”

I held his hands and asked him, “Tell me, Steve, what would you do if you had hit the lottery?”


Chapter 11:The Placeholder

“What would I do?”

“Yeah.”

He sat back. “that’s a cool idea. I like dreaming like this.” His face grew grave and he shook his head. “Well, if I hit for a million, I’d slap a ring on you so fast I’d break your finger.”

Now THAT I didn’t expect. He must have seen the shock on my face, because he kept on yammering while I was trying to recover.

“A million bucks would take any and all money worries off my plate, Jess.” He held up a finger. “If… hell, WHEN we get married, you’d want to have children of our own sooner or later. With a million bucks, I wouldn’t have to worry about being so old as a Dad. Their college would be taken care of, and there’d be enough for you that if anything happened to me, I’d know you’d be okay.”

Shit. If I was shocked a minute ago, I was absolutely gob smacked now. Marriage AND kids?

“But that’s not all. There’d be enough to take care of Dorothy and Danny. I’d be able to give them a head start on their lives , you know? Say for example Dorothy wanted to do something… oh I don’t know, dumb… like backpack across Europe or something after graduation. She’d have a hundred grand or something in the bank. It’d be a lot easier for her to postpone finding a job until she got that out of her system, you know?

His eyebrows shot up with a new realization. “Aaand… when she found a job, with a hundred K in the bank, she’d be able to hold out until she had a GOOD job.”

He sat back. “And as far as Danny is concerned… pretty much the same thing. A million bucks to me would give each of them wiggle room. Not a totally free ride, but some breathing space.” He looked up at me. “Do you have any idea just how scared of the future the kids of today are?”

All I could do was give a half shrug and half nod. What the hell did I know about ‘kids of today’? And I couldn’t say anything anyway. My mouth wouldn’t work. Marriage and kids?

A cloud came over his face and he looked away. “This is so stupid,” he said in a low voice.

I still managed to keep my mouth shut. It was an effort, because it just wanted to dangle on my lap.

He turned back to me. “Well this is really stupid.” He gave his head a shake. “Look, Jessie, sometimes being older makes you a fart. And I feel like one right now.” He stood up. “Wait here.”

I watched him stand, grab his jacket and pull open the room door. “I’ll be back in a flash.”

The door closed behind him and left me there dumbfounded.

The son of a bitch didn’t even give me a chance to catch my breath from his half assed proposal and lit out of here! On top of that, he didn’t give me a chance to tell him about the money! Jeez!

And where the hell did he need to run off to like that?

I sat there and collected my thoughts. Okay, when he comes back, maybe I shouldn’t spill the beans just yet. I mean, if I did, he’d second guess me; I sure would. He’d think that the reason I told him was because I wanted to land a husband. Damn!

I stood up and opened another beer and took a long pull.

This was supposed to be a great day! And I almost ruined it. Thank God I asked him that question. Because now at least, I knew the lay of the land. But damn…

I was damned if I did and damned if I didn’t. If I told him NOW, his revelation would hover over everything. And yet if I kept my mouth shut, when I did let the cat out of the bag, he’d probably be even more pissed off at me for not saying anything.

I flounced back down onto the chair.

Where the hell did he go anyway?

Jeez!

I sat there for maybe another ten minutes and there was a knock at the door.

I stood and opened it. Steve came in.

“Sorry, I left so damn fast that I forgot to grab a key card.” He had a look on his face that was strange.

“Steve, what the hell is going on?”

He shucked off his jacket and tossed it on the floor in the corner. He was standing about two feet from me. He put his hands on his hips and said. “Why the Hell not, Jess?”

“Huh?”

“You asked me what would I do if I had won a million dollars in the lottery— ”

“I didn’t say a million”

“Okay, whatever. Even if it was only the booby prize or something—a few hundred thousand bucks or whatever.” He shook his head. “Doesn’t matter anyway, I don’t buy the damn tickets.” He held up a hand. “But that did get me thinking.”

“And flying out the door. What—did you have to feed the meter or something?”

“No. I had to go shopping. There’s a dollar store across the street.”

“Hunh?”

“I needed a placeholder.”

“Hunh?”

From his back pocket he pulled out a plastic bag. Inside of it he pulled out one of those display card thingies. You know, a bunch of cheap assed toys that they have all over the walls in those stores. This one said ‘Princess Jewellery Collection’ and had a warning label on it that said ‘Small pieces for ages 6 and up’. He pulled off the plastic sleeve covering it and held it out to me. “Pick one.”

“Hunh?”

“The hell with it. I’ll pick one.” He looked them over. He glanced up at me and back down to the collection. “Okay, this one will do for now.” He tossed the rest of them into the waste basket that was near the table holding the beer. He held up between two of his fingers a shiny plastic ring. It had a sky blue piece of whatever where the stone would be.

It was pretty.

He dropped to one knee.

Oh. My. God. My hand flew to my mouth. “Wha— ”

“When you asked that question, what would I do if I came into some serious money, I told you the truth. The first thing I’d do is put a ring on your finger.” He eyes were boring into mine. “And that was stupid, you know that? Because the only thing that was between you and me actually building a life together was a number. Whatever that magic number would be, the only reason I wasn’t asking you to spend your life with me was because of some stupid dollar figure.”

“Hunh?”

He smiled. A beautiful smile. That smile guys get when they spent the afternoon working on a car and have just turned on the ignition and it purrs to life. That smile they get right after they come. That smile that says all is well with the Universe. You know, that smile.

And he smiled that smile at me. And he reached out and took my left hand. Slipping on that ring—the most beautiful piece of jewelry ever created—he said, “Jessica Adams, would you honor me by spending the rest of your life with me?”

I didn’t say a word. Not ‘Yes!’ and not ‘Hunh?’. I bent down to him and kissed him.

Now maybe most girls would get all misty and dewy eyed right now. I won’t lie and say that I wasn’t deeply touched, okay? And sure, I can cry happy as good as anyone else. I mean, I was just half assed proposed to! But I didn’t get all choked up—not by a long shot.

I got horny. Not ‘interested’. Not ‘excited’. I was downright horny. In that instant when he put that chunk of plastic on my finger, I wanted to mate with my mate. It was primal. And I didn’t give a god damn whether or not he was willing or able. I was getting laid.

So when I kissed Steve it was with an aching hunger. I held his face in my hands, one cupping his chin and yawned my mouth over his. My tongue invaded his face. I licked his lips over his teeth and snaked it inside his mouth like a little cock. I stood above him and fucked his face for a few strokes with my stiffened tongue.

He got the message right away. He grasped the back of my head, pressing our mouths together even harder. He rose to his feet and in a single move scooped me up into his arms.

I love it when he does that. Every time he picks me up he makes me feel petite. He’s the only man to ever do that to me since I was a child. He stepped over to the bed and gently laid me on it.

I reached up and began to unbuckle his belt as he shed his shirt and kicked off his shoes. I undid the button on his jeans and slid them down his legs along with his underwear. He was already firm, which was wonderful—great minds thinking alike.

We hadn’t said a word since he slipped that ring on my finger.

I scootched over and he peeled off his socks and clambered into bed beside me. I turned on my side facing him.

He chewed his lower lip as his gaze travelled up and down the length of my body. It was like he was looking at me for the first time, as ridiculous as that might sound. His eyes were devouring me. We had been a couple now for six months, and yet I could see his hunger for me.

Which was a mirror of the hunger I had for him.

I stayed silent, which for me is a stretch. I’ve only recently gotten used to being stared at. Up until I went to Hedonism, I always thought when guys were gazing at me they were thinking about how heavy I was. But at Hedonism, and all that happened there I learned to relax. That week, and up to now, when I’m stared at I realize that I’m being ogled, not judged.

And that feels pretty damn good.

As Steve’s eyes kept washing over me, I decided to amp it up. Lying sideways facing him, I bent my upper knee and opened my legs. The fabric of my peignoir and nightgown slid down to my crotch, covering it with a sheer curtain of lace. I slid my hand underneath and began to stroke myself gently.

I slid my finger across the top of my furrow, teasing myself as I watched Steve watch me. When my finger reached the top of my cleft I pressed down on my clit, rubbing a small circle. It was already swollen, and the teasing sensation felt wonderful. I closed my eyes for a second and bit my lip to stay silent.

I pulled my hand away from my crotch and began to rub circles on my lower stomach. That’s where his come was going to go. That’s where all the come from all the men I’ve fucked and will fuck goes. That thought has always excited me, ever since Steve said it for the first time.

My hand traced circles across my waist from one side to another. Steve was still watching intently. I traced my midriff in the same circles, pressing into my flesh. I pinched an inch or two of my belly for him and was rewarded with a hiss of him inhaling sharply.

I continued fondling myself for him, my hand now cupping one breast, then the other. I stroked my boobs through the lace. I felt my nipples, already puffed and slid my fingers beneath the lace. I rolled one between my fingers and pinched it. It was wonderful.

My hips began to gyrate on their own, and the movement caught his attention. His mouth curved into a grin. He reached over and began to stroke the side of my hip, from my waist halfway down to my knee and back up again. His strong hands fondled and luxuriated in my flesh, grasping folds between fingers before moving on.

I had never let him do that to me before.

Yeah, help me out with a gang bang? Sure. Piston into me like a pile driver? I’m totally there. But grasp and fondle my body like this? I’ll admit it—that was unnerving. Looking back, I laugh at myself over that now, but it was true. I could, and have, fucked like a cat in heat more times than I could count; but to have a man focus on that part of me that I’ve always (to be completely honest) hated about myself and be turned on was something I was still trying to get my head around.

But I’m a trooper if nothing else, right?

I closed my eyes so I could focus on the feel of his touch. And it felt wonderful. His hand grasped at me, and I felt his wanting through his fingers. Keeping my eyes closed, my hand reached out to his shaft and my thoughts were confirmed when I encircled his thickness.

He kept it up, massaging every inch of flesh he could reach. With each stroke he made me feel less fat; I became in my mind’s eye chubby, then plump, and finally…

Sexy.

I clenched my eyes tightly, but still a single tear squeezed out from one corner.

It was glorious.

I dropped my head down so he couldn’t see.

“Love me Steve. Love me hard” I said, flexing my hand on his cock for emphasis.

“I already do, baby.”

He brushed apart my laces and satins, and pulled himself above me. I released my grasp on him as he moved. I didn’t know what to do with my arms, so I lay back and crossed them above my head, the heel of my hand brushing that teardrop away as he gazed down at my spread open legs.

I bent my knees and with my feet on the bed, raised my hips up to him.

“Now, Steve!” I hissed.

He took his cock in his hand and guided it up to my swollen mons. I was already damp, and I didn’t need any other lubrication. I sorta wanted his first thrust to sting a little anyway.

He slid up inside me, filling and stretching my aching pussy, bottoming out within. It only rubbed sharply for a second, and when he pulled out, my internal wetness had him fully coated. I felt him place his hands on each side of my head as he pushed into me again.

My eyes still shut, I wrapped my ankles around his hips, pulling him as deeply into me as I could get.

“Hmmm…” he murmured, “You want it like that then.” He leaned back a moment, and taking his hands off the bed, he hooked me at the knees, bending my legs and curving my spine. My pussy was totally open to his cock now.

“Oh Christ, yes!” escaped my mouth when he punched into me. I was bent back like a gymnast, just a hole.

Just his hole.

He entered me and ground his hipbone into mine with each thrust. He swept in and out of me with a steady rhythm—not a peppering banging, but an unrelenting series of thrusts; like a locomotive piston that was just beginning to move. He was fucking me long and oh God, so hard…

“Play with your clit, baby, I’m gonna cum soon,” he gasped.

My hand flew down to my slit. With a couple of fingers, I caressed his cock, and with my thumb and index finger, I rubbed at my clit.

“Oh shit, Steve, that’s perfect!” I felt that wonderful wall of whiteness swell up in me, pulsing and growing.

“Oh yeah, Jessie!” he gasped. He was just about there. I bit my lower lip, coaxing my own cravings out of me.

Oh shit! Right there! I was right the hell there! My eyes flew open to see his eyes boring into me.

“Steeeeve!”

“Jessssie!”

My hand flew away from my pussy as I tumbled with him over the edge. I grasped him around the neck, raising myself up into him as we both erupted into that shearing burst of whiteness.

He turned his head into mine and our mouths met as we continued to release into and with each other. Our tongues laved each other as he kept pumping down into me and I kept thrusting up to meet him. It lasted a few moments as we came down from our ecstasy, it lasted a lifetime.

He unhooked my knees from around his elbows, and my legs flopped back onto the bed. He lowered himself onto his elbows, our hips still joined. He was still thick.

I always loved this moment —when he stayed inside of me until he grew soft. It took him a little longer this day, maybe; we continued kissing and grinding our hips.

He scooted off after a while, but pressed right up next to me as I still lay on my back.

“Hey…” he said. I turned my face to him. “I love you deeply, Jess Adams.”

“I’m so in love with you, Steve Doucet,” I replied with a smile.

A shade passed over his face for a split second. Crap. Busted. Then he smiled even wider.

“That’s not exactly the same, baby,” he said. I opened my mouth, but before I could say anything, he continued. “But it’s honest and true. And…” he reached up and tapped the tip of my nose with his fingertip. “Aaand… it’ll grow.”

I turned onto my side facing him. I nodded. “I think so too.”

“Good.”

I held my hand up that had the dollar store ring on it. I didn’t say anything.

“It’s a placeholder, Jessie.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“What that means is we’ll have to go shopping for a real one.”

“A real one what?”

“A real engagement ring when you’re ready to commit.” He stroked my side. “When you realize that there’s not much difference between being in love and loving forever.”

Now I felt confused as hell. “I…”

“Hey… that ring is me saying ‘I got dibs’. How’s that?”

There’s a hell of whole lot to be said for older guys. I didn’t know what the hell I was feeling, and with just a few words, he steadied all the confusion in my head.

I nodded. “That’s fair.”

“Yeah—it’s a little weird, maybe.”

“What do you mean?”

“You’re going to have to tell me when you’re ready I guess.” He looked away for a moment. “Or else you’ll be telling me you’ll need to move on.”

“I don’t see that happening, Steve. I just need to get my head around this.”

He nodded and turned back to me. “Yeah, I understand. You’re sort of in a doorway. You’re either going to cross the threshold, or close it. There’s really no third choice, is there?”

“How long do I get to stand there?”

He leaned in and kissed my forehead. “Baby, as long as you need to.”


Chapter 12: Change of Plans

Steve

We made love again that evening after dinner and it was great. I spent the night because we had to go to Chicago the next day to meet the Donahue guy who contacted me about that charity job he offered. While asleep, I was roused out of sleep by Jess getting up and getting dressed in the dark.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Shhh… I just have to head down to the lobby. I’ll be back in a minute.”

I sat up. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. I just need to get some… uhhh… pain killers.”

“You okay?”

She stood in the darkness, backlit from the bathroom light we left on. “Sure. Just… uhh… some cramps is all.”

She was lying. She’s a terrible liar. I decided to let it slide. “You’ll be back soon?”

“Yeah, just a minute or two, that’s all.”

I lay back down and she left the room. She was up to something, but what, I didn’t have any idea. It was funny though. I was curious more than nervous. I’m old enough to realize that everyone needs their privacy sometimes. No matter how much they love each other, we all need some personal space.

I rested on the pillow with my arms crossed under my head.

Maybe it was a chintzy thing to do, putting that dollar store ring on her finger. I’ll get her a real one as soon as she gives me the okay. I gave a snort. Usually it’s the guy who keeps the girl dangling!

I wondered if we’d have kids. I wasn’t sure if that was a good idea. At my age, having another couple of kids… well, I’d be in my 60’s when they finished college.

I had absolutely no doubts that Jess and I were going to spend the rest of our lives together. If we did have kids, she’d have to quit working. I was pretty sure we’d be able to swing it on just my income; by the time we had any kids, my own would both be out of college.

I thought about our romps today and got a chubby again. Jeeeezus! Since I met her, my sex drive had come back with a vengeance! From the moment I first noticed her at Hedo, up till right then in bed alone, that woman got my juices going.

I dozed off again, stirred when Jess climbed back into bed.

“You feeling better now?” I mumbled.

She kissed my cheek. “Loads. Night night.”

****

Jess had this secret smile on her face all morning. I noticed it as soon as we woke up, and asked her about it at breakfast. She waved me off and told me to be patient.

We hopped in a cab in the morning to head to the airport. When we got off at the airport exit, Jess leaned over to the driver and said “We have a charter waiting for us at the Executive Terminal.”

“Hunh? Donahue had said that there’d be tickets waiting for us at United, Jess.”

She looked over at me. “Change of plans, Steve-O.” She turned back to the driver. “You okay with the new destination?”

“Sure,” he said. “Have you there in just a few.”

Jess sat back next to me and took my hand. “Just go with the flow, Steve.”

I was in a pair of slacks and a button down shirt. Jess was wearing a black skirt and white blouse with pumps. Her legs were bare, and I stroked her knee. “You got me curious as hell.”

She nodded, but stayed silent.

We pulled up in front of a terminal building that was a hell of a distance from the main terminal at Denver International. It was also a hell of a lot smaller—the main terminal went on forever, but this building was maybe the size of three single family homes set side by side. While I was paying the driver, a guy came out of the double entrance doors pushing a luggage cart.

“Can I help you with your bags, Ma’am?” he said.

Jess turned to him. “We don’t have any luggage; we’re coming right back after our meeting.”

“Ms. Adams and Mr. Doucet I presume?” He was about 30 and was wearing a grey suit.

“That’s right,” said Jess.

“I’m Jason, the terminal manager. Your G is fueled, prepped, and ready to leave when you are.”

“Thank you, we can leave now.”

“Just follow me.”

“Whoa, whoa,” I said. “Just hang on a minute.” They both turned and looked at me. “Jess, what the hell is going on?”

She smiled brightly. “It’s a surprise, honey! I’ve never flown in a private jet before! Isn’t this great?” She took my hand. “I’ll explain the whole thing when we get on board, okay?” She tugged at my hand and I let her lead the way.

We followed Jason into the terminal. If you could call it that. It looked more like a lobby for a hotel. There was a reception desk with a woman behind it. The rest of the space was taken up by a collection of plush chairs, love seats and coffee tables. All together, maybe fifty people could wait in it.

Jason took us to the desk and introduced Joan. Turning to Jess he said, “All the paperwork’s done, your account exec at Amex set everything up. We just need to scan your card. Then you just need to sign the lease agreement and the passenger manifest.” She handed over a black credit card, and as Joan was running it through, she scribbled her name before I could say anything.

“Okay Jason, let’s take off.” She tucked her card in her purse and took my hand again.

“Very good.” I swear to God, the guy almost clicked his heels. We followed him again, and went out another set of double doors on the tarmac side of the building.

Parked on the taxiway was a black private jet with the engines running. There was a set of stairs extended at the side, and a young woman, about 25 or so was standing by it, smiling. Next to her were two men wearing pilot uniforms. They were smiling too.

They introduced themselves, and I’d be lying if I told you I remember their names. The young woman was our flight attendant, and the two guys were our pilots. We boarded.

It was just like in the movies, but better. There were only eight seats or so, and each one was bigger than a LazyBoy with off white leather upholstery. Towards the rear of the cabin was a loveseat and coffee table with two more of those big ass seats facing it.

“Feel free to sit wherever you’d like,” the flight attendant said. She stood by the door and pushed some buttons on the wall. The stairs retracted, and she shut the door to the cabin.

Jess leaned over and whispered something to her. Then taking my hand she guided us down to the loveseat. The woman went to the flight crew compartment and spoke to the pilots. As Jess and I buckled in on the sofa, she came back from the crew cabin and slid a folding wall across the width of the main cabin. I heard the engines wind up, and we began to move.

“We have a place in the departure lineup and we’ll be airborne in just a few minutes, folks,” came a voice from an overhead speaker. Flight time to Chicago is 90 minutes. Relax and enjoy the view.”

“What did you say to her?” I asked Jess.

“I just told her we had some important things to discuss, and that we required absolute privacy.”

I could feel the plane rolling and turning through the different runways. I always watched through the window of any plane I was on as we set up for takeoff. But this time I couldn’t be bothered. She had some ‘splainin’ to do.

“Jess, what the hell is going on?”

She sat forward, her elbows on her knees, staring off. “You love me, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Even though I’m just a waitress.”

I shook my head. “I don’t love you because of what you do, Jess; I love you because of who you are.”

“Why do you?”

“What?”

She reached out and tapped the surface of the coffee table, emphasizing each word with a tap. “Why. Do. You. Love. Me?” She looked over her shoulder up at me.

I waved my hands in front of me. “This is stupid.”

She sat up straight. “What?”

“When you get right down to it, why the hell does anyone love anyone else, Jessy? Honest to God, people have been trying to figure out that question for as long as there’s been boys and girls! Why do I love you today will be different from why I’ll love you in a year. Shit,” I took a breath, “I love you in a different way than I did just a month ago.”

She looked crestfallen, so I hurried on. “I could go on for hours about your hotness, your strength, your smarts and your good heart. But so what? That doesn’t answer the question either.” I leaned over and took her hand. “I love you because when I’m with you I love being alive more. I love you because since you came into my life, colors are brighter, good music is better, food is tastier.”

I dropped her hand. “But that’s not the answer either. Those are the effects of loving you, not the causes.” I shook my head. “Why do I love you? I don’t have a fucking clue, I guess.” I picked her hand up again. “All I know is that I do.”

We sat there as the plane’s engines spooled up and shot down the runway. We sat there silently, sort of leaning, as it climbed to altitude and leveled off.

She patted my hand the entire time. “That’s an honest answer if ever there was one, Steve.” She turned halfway in the seat to face me, knee to knee. “Now I have to be honest with you. You fell in love with me when I was ‘only a waitress’.”

“I never used that phrase you know.” It sounds so demeaning.

She nodded. “I know. But you see, the fact that I am, and you do, makes the rest of this easier on my mind. I am just a waitress.” She looked up at me with her eyes bright. “But I’m a waitress with one hell of a bank balance.”

****

By the time the plane landed she had filled me in on everything. Her lottery winning, her plot with Mr. Donahue and how that grew out of control when he put the word out to his other clients. She explained that I was really needed to help out with this new venture.

She told me that we’d never have to worry about money again. Hell, our grandkids wouldn’t have to worry about money!

My head reeled when Jess told me that my daughter Dorothy had this all figured out months ago.

Sure, I’m taking the job. It’s a dream job after all.

Jess is still a little gun shy about marriage, and so what? She did quit her job at the diner, and has moved out here to Colorado. She misses her friends back in Black Rapids, but not too much. Her best friend Lori’s pretty busy with her own family, and her other girlfriend, Marcie is at the same stage in life. The fact is that Jess had been working six days a week, and really didn’t have as much contact with them as she thought. They’d get together once every month or so—not every week like she thought—and she still does that, flying in for a day or two.

They think she’s got a great big Sugar Daddy paying for her flights. She’ll come clean with them when the time’s right.

As far as everything else is concerned—the school in Jamaica’s doing great, we’re going to open one more in Jamaica and then see where would be the next place to open one. Jess did enroll in college, but I insisted she only take two courses at first; she needs to get used to being in that environment.

She is wearing a real engagement ring now.

The rest, like life itself, we’ll figure out as we go along.

THE END
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