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Before We Begin…

An Invitation To Mia’s Readers Club!

If you enjoy my work, please feel free to join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I am able to stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!
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TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,

Love,
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Now… let’s go on a vacation!




Chapter 1

My hand trembled when I picked up the glass of wine. I took a large gulp, draining it, and looked at myself in the mirror. How had it come to this? Sure, most women gain a pound or two after they had kids, that try as they might, they just couldn’t shed, but not thirty!

Even as a child, I’d been a little heavy, or as my Mom called it ‘healthy’. Yeah right. Healthy as a horse and almost as big. And now I’m going on a swinger’s vacation, to Hedonism of all places! I closed my eyes and sighed. The beach there would be filled with all kinds of beautiful, skinny people and I’d be the beached whale, despite what Keith said. Of course, he’s just trying to be nice, so that I’ll actually go.

I opened my eyes and shook my head. I HAVE to go. I booked the tickets. Now I wish it had been me in that hospital bed, groggy with anesthetic about to go into surgery. If he’d asked ME what was on my bucket list, I’d have said a trip to New Zealand, not Hedonism.

When he pulled through the operation, I’d been so grateful that I made the reservation immediately. There’d be plenty of time to lose some weight, especially taking care of him, on top of the kids and house. I’d even joined a gym--fat lot of good that had done. The only thing I lost was the money for the membership.

My chin quivered and my throat was tight. The tears pooling in my eyes blurred the reflection in the mirror. Good. I didn’t want to see the roll of fat at my waist or the roundness of my hips supported by thunder thighs. God, only two days to go and then I’d be there. How many women will be hitting on him, looking at me standing next to him, curiosity in their eyes? How could such a hunk end up with a cow like her? I’d seen that look way too many times, here, at home.

“Lori?”

I grabbed a tissue, wiped the tears and mascara stains from my eyes and blew my nose. I’d been in here too long. “Be right out, honey.”

I took a deep breath and fluffed my hair with my fingers. My eyes were still a little red but maybe the light would be off and he wouldn’t notice. I opened the bathroom door and stepped onto the soft carpeting of our bedroom.

His dark eyes watched me walk to the bed and climb in beside him. From the look on his face, the tilt of his head, he knew I’d been crying. Shit. Here it comes; the reassurance that I’m sexy, he loves my womanly curves, my softness, yadda yadda.

Right on cue, his finger was under my chin, lifting my face to look into his eyes.

“I love you Lori. If this is upsetting you this much, maybe we should cancel.” His hand drifted to my cheek and tucked a tendril of hair behind my ear. For a nano second a weight lifted from my heart, if not my hips.

He loves me so much and showed it every day, bringing me flowers, writing love notes. And I could have lost him. Behind the tenderness and compassion in his eyes, there was disappointment. No, I wouldn’t do that to him. It’ll be hell on wheels, but I’ll survive.

“No, we’re going. This is something you want to do, even if it’s just once. I promised you this and I’m doing it.” My eyes once more stung with tears.

He pulled me to him and hugged me close to his body, rubbing my back with his hand. “God, I wish you could see yourself the way I see you. You’ve got a beautiful face and body. I wish more than anything else, you’d believe me.”

His cock was pressing into my stomach, proving he wasn’t lying. He kissed me, softly at first, lips just barely brushing mine. I pressed my mouth into his, wanting more of this sweet man, my husband of nine years. His hand was on my breast, kneading and rolling the fullness. His lips were firm against mine, his tongue a prelude to what his body yearned to do.

Yes. My breath hissed through my nostrils as I opened myself to him, sliding my leg over the taut muscles of his thigh. My hands brushed through the fine hair on his chest, over a hard muscled abdomen to grasp his shaft. He pulled away and his lips left mine, trailed down my neck to the breast he held. Oh God, his mouth and tongue were hot on my nipple, before he eased back, his breath puckering the dark areole as his tongue flicked over the hard nub.

My fingers streaked through his lustrous dark hair and scrunched it in closed fists. I was wet and needed him to touch me, fuck me, anything he wanted to do to me. I pushed my pussy forward to claim the thick cock in my hand, to take it inside me. But he teased me, held back. I was only allowed to press the knob of it against my clit. He knew me too well--making me wait.

I moaned as I rubbed the slippery surface of his cock against my hard bud, circled it and slowly drew it over the sensitive tip. My breath was fast as I teased his cock against it. Jolts of pleasure shot through my body and circled back to my opening. I needed him inside me. I strained forward and pulled his shaft there.

Instead, he placed his hand on mine, held it while he pulled his hips away from me. His mouth left my breast and kissed its way to my other breast; he pushed my shoulder, forced me to lie flat on my back. Tenderly, his tongue circled the pebbled nipple, gave this breast equal time. He looked up into my eyes and smiled, his tongue still teasing me.

My breath hitched in my throat when his lips trailed over my tummy and continued down. He rose and placed his knees between my outstretched legs, bent to kiss my upper thigh and the area where thigh and pussy meet. Oh God, he was driving me crazy! I edged to the side, so that my clit was under his tongue.

Instead, his fingers parted my pussy, to expose my firm, sensitive spot. He blew gently on it and kissed it softly.

“You’re so sexy spread out like this. Your pussy lips full and wet, waiting for my cock.”  His voice was a rumble in his throat. I wasn’t the only one ready for more.

I raised my head to see his face. His eyes were almost closed in lust, adoring my cunt. I squirmed upward; my clit was against his lips and tongue. How much longer was he going to tease me? I needed to be filled by him.

My eyes opened wide when he rose up on his knees and reached for the cell phone on the night table. What the hell?

“You don’t believe me that you’re sexy and beautiful--especially now, legs open, exposed and desirable.”

What the hell was he doing, getting up, turning the light on and standing at the foot of the bed. Oh God, no. He wanted to take a picture of me?

“Keith, no. I’m too—“

“No you’re not. For Christ sakes Lori, look at my cock. I get hot looking at you. Forget it when you’re lying next to me, I want to fuck you blind. Please, just one picture.”

I closed my eyes and nodded my head slightly, tried to hold my stomach in. A flash and then it was over, thank God. When I opened my eyes he was looking at the photo on the screen, a smile on his face.

“Fuck, that’s hot.” He set the camera down and this time when he returned, he was on me. His hand guided his hard cock to my opening. My legs were wrapped around his thighs as he thrust into me, again and again. My fingers slid between us to touch my clit as he filled me.

“God, I love fucking you Lori. Your cunt is tight. And.” Hard thrust.

“When.” Another harder thrust.

“I fuck you.” Oh God, I felt that one in my cervix. Ow.

“The sight of your big tits, jiggling.” Shit, could he go any deeper? It hurt so good!

“Oh God, I’m coooming!” I felt his cock thicken even more as his cum spurted into me. He drove his cock into me fast and hard, the way I liked it.

Oh God. It was too much. I was panting, caught up in waves of bliss, spreading out from my core.

“Ahhh… Lori…fuck.” It was almost a moan as he drove deep inside me. I could feel his legs tremble from the force of his orgasm

He fell forward onto me, his breath and heart beat thundered against my chest, in tandem with my own. My fingers grazed the satin skin of his back and I felt him shudder.

He kissed me softly on the lips and then held his breath, looking to the side for a moment. The next thing I knew he rolled onto his side of the bed, got up and went to his closet. He opened the door, stood on his toes to reach the top shelf and pulled a cardboard box down. When he turned, he held the box before him, an evil grin on his face.


Chapter 2

I sat up quickly when the box was dropped on the bed beside me. Magazines, porn magazines, spilled out almost covering the whole bed. I couldn’t believe what I saw. There were naked or scantily clothed women, BIG WOMEN, adorning the covers. My eyes flew to his face and back to the magazines. “What is this?”




“This is part of my past. My stash of porn from before I met you. I haven’t looked at these things in years.”

I watched him pick one up and flip through the pages, turning it around when he came to the centre fold. From the dreamy look in his eyes, they were still having an effect on him. I reached for one and held it before me. A curvy brunette sat, facing the camera, legs spread, but pussy covered by her hand. Her other hand was cupping her gi-normous breast. I was no light-weight, but she dwarfed me—at least thirty pounds heavier!

He actually had a stash of this kind of porn! And from the dates on the covers, ten years ago, he wasn’t lying. No, some of these looked well used. When I looked at him again, he wore a small, sheepish smile.

“This is kind of embarrassing for me—showing you my jerk-off stash. But I need you to believe me when I tell you, you’re hot.” He rose again and I watched him take the cell phone from the night table.

“Look. These women aren’t half as sexy as that.” He thrust the cell phone in front of my face.

There I was, legs all spread out, the pink of my pussy lips peeking out, bordered by a strip of dark hair. And my breasts, with the erect nipples looked large. Even my stomach and hips didn’t look bad. I glanced up at Keith again, and for once, I was totally speechless. All these times he’d said I looked sexy was the truth—for him at least.

He sat down next to me, his eyes gazed into mine, and a small smile played on his lips. God, he looked handsome! With the firm jaw line, full lips and small cleft in his chin, I wanted him again. Sometimes it just hit me like that--like seeing him for the first time.

“Do you think they’d make magazines like this, if there wasn’t a big market? I’m not the only one, you know.” His hand stroked my arm and he went to the other side of the bed and picked up the magazines. “I like the content, but I have a problem with their titles.” He riffled them one at a time into the box. I saw copies of ‘Voluptuous’, ‘BBW’ and ‘All Natural Big Girls’ drop in one at a time along with others.

“What do you mean?” I smirked. “At least it’s truth in advertising.”

“They don’t use MY word.” He pushed the box onto the floor and lay down next to me.

“Oh. Yes, well, it’s not a very sexy word.” He encircled his arm around me and drew me closer.

“Maybe not very sexy sounding, but it’s sure as hell more accurate.” He nuzzled into my ear, sending a mild shock down to my pelvis. Why in the world there’s a connection between the ear lobe and libido I’ll never know. I squirmed, only a little.

His hand stroked me. “It fits, and I like it. You’re not fat… you’re cuddly. And cuddly is sexy.”

“Keith. I’ve always known that you find me sexy. But seeing these magazines…”

I hesitated, and he stayed silent. It was two years of courtship, and now ten years married, and it’s only NOW that he showed me these magazines? Call me a prude, but I didn’t do much, if any, surfing porn online, let alone browse the racks at the local newsstand.

I rose up on my elbow and looked at him. His hand continued to stroke my waist. Alright then, so there’re a lot of men who liked big girls. Or as the mags called them, BBW’s. These women wouldn’t cry about going to a sex resort. No, they’d flaunt their bodies.

But I’m no centerfold girl. I couldn’t be like those women. No wonder I was jittery. The name calling, the being invisible goes a lot further back than when I met Keith. Although, meeting him that night did begin to put those demons in their place.

That night, which started out so bitterly? So cruel even.


Chapter 3




I was twenty-three, still living at home with my parents and working part time at the Seven Eleven. My friends Marcie, and Jessica were supposed to meet me at our favorite watering hole—Black Jack’s. The DJ there played music we all liked; the drinks were cheap and most importantly the lighting was dim.  We’d go every Friday night and if no one asked us to dance, it was no big deal. We’d dance with each other.




Marcie was about ten pounds lighter than me and about two inches taller. She was always asked to dance more than Jessica or I ever were but she didn’t lord it over us the ways some girls would have. Instead, when it was just us, she’d tell me how pretty I was compared to her, with my golden hair and deep blue eyes. That part was true but she left out the fact that my jean size was three times bigger than hers.

That night, I sat at a table close to the dance floor and bar waiting for them. There was a decent looking guy sitting at the bar and from the shape he was in, he’d been there a long while before I arrived. He turned and stared at me, nursing his drink, while I kept glancing at the door watching for my friends. He was starting to give me the creeps with the small smile on his lips, and his gray eyes never leaving my face.

“What’s yer’ name? Can I buy you a drink?” He looked at me like I was his next meal, one slim hip on the barstool, the other leg stretched out beside him. Tight jeans, cowboy boots and a white cotton shirt open more than a few buttons to reveal a dark tuft of chest hair.

“No thanks. I’m fine.” I peered over my shoulder to let him know I was expecting someone. He wouldn’t know if it was a girl friend or boyfriend and maybe he’d take the hint.

He set the drink on the bar and ambled to my table, standing way too close. “I would’a thought you’d jump at the chance to have a drink with me. You’ve got pretty lips.”

“Look man, I’m expecting some friends. Sorry, but I’m not interested.” I knew what he’d meant. Because I was fat, I’d be desperate to get a guy and do whatever to get him. Since high school I’d had to deal with that kind of shit. I wasn’t any Jennifer Lopez but I thought I could get higher on the food chain than this pig. I turned my head once more to scan the entranceway.

“YOU’RE turning ME down?” His words were slurred and he snorted. “You fucking tub of lard. Fuck—“

“C’mon, Buddy…Don’t be like that, man.”

My head and the drunk’s swiveled to see a tall, muscular guy magically appear. I’d seen this guy talking to the bar staff before and recognized him as the bouncer.

“No problem. She too fucking fat—“ The drunk was jerked to the side, his white shirt bunched in the bouncer’s massive fist.

“That’s it! You’re cut off and outta’ here.” The bouncer’s other hand was gripping the drunk’s arm and pulled him along after him. I watched him man handle the drunk all the way to the door, before glancing at the other people in the bar.

My face was on fire when I turned back to my drink. Even the cute DJ was looking at me. I took my cell phone from my purse to call Marcie, to let her know, I was leaving. There was no way after that scene, feeling like a ridiculous centre shot that I was staying! Maybe if I was thin and used to this kind of thing it would have been different. I could almost feel the snickers of the people in the bar.

“Are you okay? I’m sorry you had to put up with that.” The bouncer was once more at my table. He was one of the guys that was untouchable for me—way out of my league, with the classically handsome face and muscular lean body.

My face must have been as red as a tomato when I finally found my tongue. “I’m okay. He wasn’t the first jerk to ever do that.” I smiled and scooped up my purse, about to make a bee-line to the door. Gorgeous guys like the one standing next to me never had to deal with being a laughing stock. It would be outside their universe.

“He was an asshole. So drunk he couldn’t see straight.” His dark eyes were staring into mine and there was a furrow, a worry furrow?, between his eyebrows. His lips weren’t smiling. He looked like he felt sorry for me. This made it worse.

“Really. I’m fine. You must have work to do. Thanks anyway.” I sat still, not wanting to rise and possibly move the table with my stomach. Not in front of this guy. Why didn’t he just leave?

“I’m Keith. Sure you’re okay?” His head tilted to the side and now his lips pulled to the side in a small smile.

My knees went weak, noticing the dimple in his cheek and the fine laugh lines at the corner of his eyes. The sleeves of his denim shirt were rolled up to his elbow, revealing strong forearms with a sheen of fine dark hair. I met his look but was oh so aware of the tight fit of his jeans and the bulge at the crotch. Who was I kidding? He was just being nice, only eye candy for someone like me.

“So you finally got up the nerve to talk to her, Keith.” A thin waitress with short, curly hair and smiling dark eyes stopped at the table and grinned at him.

What was going on? I saw him glance away. My God, was he blushing? No, it had to be my imagination. There must be some sort of private joke between them and I was probably the butt of the joke, with a rather big butt.

“Darlene! Stop.” He scowled at her.

“I’m not stopping. For weeks you’ve been watching her come in here, mooning around with your tongue tied in a knot.” Darlene looked at me. “What’s your name honey? Let him at least buy you a drink.”

“Darlene!” He turned to leave.

“Darlene, what’s going on? Is this some sort of practical joke?” I could feel tears start to well in my eyes. The drunk wasn’t bad enough, now they’re making fun of me?

Keith swiveled to look at me with wide eyes. “No! No joke. How could you think that?”

Darlene stepped closer to me and placed her hand on my shoulder. “I think I see what’s going on. Keith, turn around and tell me what Lori’s wearing.”

My eyes went to hers and then watched him turn around. But not before I saw the eye roll and yes, he was blushing.

“She’s wearing a baby blue top with lace on the neckline and two gold bracelets on her wrist. Blue jeans with a low heeled sandal.” His voice could just barely be heard above the music.

“Of course he’d—“

“What was she wearing last Friday night?” Darlene tapped my shoulder to hush me.

“She had on a dress. It was black with a handkerchief hem line and dark boots with a three inch heel. Her hair was pulled up and she wore a wide, gold band necklace.”

My eyes felt like they’d pop out of my head as I watched him turn around. I could hardly remember what I’d worn last week but I knew he was right.

“Hey Lori! Sorry we’re late.” Marcie’s dark, curly head appeared next to Darlene’s.

I turned and watched her glance at Darlene and Keith. Her eyebrows were pulled together, looking at me.

“Are you okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.” Marcie eased past Keith and took a seat across from me.

“We better get back to work, Keith and let the ladies enjoy themselves.” Darlene put her hand on Keith’s arm tugging him away.

“What was THAT all about? He’s pretty hot.” Jessica slid by me, taking a seat close to the wall. She strained upward in her seat to watch Keith walk away.

A grin lit up my face and I leaned over the table. “You’re not going to believe it.”


Chapter 4

“I’m jealous that you’re getting away from this cold, shitty weather, but…” Marcia pulled her mouth to the side and looked down at worn, wooden table.

Not much had changed over the years at our watering hole, still a favored haunt in our weekly girl’s night out. 

I knew what she was thinking, the beaches and bathing suits.

“Fuck that! You’ve got it, flaunt it sister.” Jessica shot a look at Marcia and raised her glass of beer in a toast, grinning at me.

I managed a small smile but my gut was in a knot, more in line with Marcia’s thoughts. Only SHE knew what it was like growing up in a small town, always the last to be picked in any team sport and the first for crafts, where size and speed didn’t matter. As for high school and dating, the only guys who’d been interested were…let’s just say, rejects like me.

I’d met Jessica my final year of school and was drawn immediately to her take no prisoners kind of attitude. She was carrying an extra fifty pounds on her medium height body but instead of wearing clothes to hide that fact, like Marcia and me, she squeezed herself into tight pants and tops—especially low cut tops. She made no bones about the fact that she was curvy, sexy and a bit of a slut. The skinny cheerleader types were afraid of her because you never knew what would come out of her mouth.

Marcia looked up at me and rolled her eyes. “Lori’s not you, Jess. I checked out Hedonism’s website. There are a lot of skinny people on the beach there…”

“So maybe it’s time they showed real people on their website! The BBW’s, bald guys, middle aged and old people. Bet they’d have more people visit if they did.” Jess’s chin was thrust out looking from Marcia to me.

“Look you might be right Jess, but I’d rather not be the BBW poster child if it’s all the same to you.” I looked around, spotted Darlene and lifted my glass for another round. “Why, of all places, or things on a bucket list, did Hedonism have to be on Keith’s?”

“That’s a good question. Why Hedonism? With the nudism and free sexuality, I’ve wondered that. I mean, you two are pretty conventional, home in the burbs, two point two kids, he’s got a good job. Is he a closet nudist or something? Not that there’s anything wrong with that.” Jess leaned back to allow a second beer to be set in front of her, dark eyes squinting at me.

I waited for Darlene to leave before I answered. “No! He’s not some kind of nudist or pervert. It’s just an exotic place that he saw on some website and it caught his attention. He thinks it’s like the Garden of Eden or something. A paradise, where you can be free to do whatever you want, a Disneyland for grown-ups is how he described it.” Despite the set look on my face, defending my husband, my stomach fell to the floor. A paradise for him, but hell for me.

“Umm, what are you gonna do when there’s all these half naked people around you? From what I’ve read, a lot of swingers go there. What if he’s hit on? I mean, both of you are hit on?” Marcia tried to back pedal but it was too late. Blush and stammer as much as she liked; she’d hit the nail on the head for me.

Even Jess was silent for a few moments before recovering. “Well, it wouldn’t be on my bucket list that’s for sure. Let’s see, Johnny Depp, Robert Pattinson or Robert Downey Jr., which one of those guys would I lock between these thighs? Hell, maybe all three! At the same time!” Her outrageous red lips spread in a wide smile, while she fluffed her dark curls, preening. “Oh Mama!”

“They’d never know what hit them!” Marcia turned to face me in the dimly lit bar.  “Honestly Lori, if Rick almost died of a blood clot in his lung and asked me to go to Hedonism, there’d be no way. I’d put the pillow over his face and finish him in the hospital bed and live off the insurance--”

“Excuse me, WE’D live off the insurance. You’d never have the strength without my help.” Jess drained her glass of beer and slammed it on the table.      

Marcia pulled her lips together and held up a hand in front of Jess. “What I’m trying to say is, you must really love Keith to do this.”She waved her hand, pointing her finger at me. “And. You’ve got more guts than I have. But then again, you’re prettier. Must have inherited more of your mother’s side.”

“I don’t know about that, the guts or prettiness but I DO know, we’d better get going soon. It’s almost eleven and I don’t want to abuse the girl’s night out thing. Just one more beer for you and a coke for me.” Marcia would be fine with that. She had a husband and a three year old at home. I looked at Jess who was staring over my shoulder smiling, probably making eyes at some guy who just walked in.

“You two old married women go ahead. I think I’m going to hang around for a while and see what happens. The place is just starting to rock at eleven, not time for pumpkins and carriages.” She continued looking past me, still with a smile plastered on her pixie-like face.


Chapter 5

A car pulled out of a parking spot just outside the women’s wear store. Great. I’d been putting off shopping for the trip and now was D day. Through pursed lips, I let out a deep sigh. The things you do for love.

I got out of the car and went in. Would I buy sun-dresses, shorts and tops first? Work my way up to the ordeal of bathing suits? Sounded like a good plan. I walked to the dress section, specifically the plus size.

“Can I help you find something?”

I jumped and my head swiveled. The sales lady looked like only rabbit food ever passed her lips, wearing a body hugging dress. It was on the tip of my tongue to answer, ‘yeah, a new body?’ Oh hell, maybe with her help I could get this over faster.

“I’m looking for clothes for a southern vacation, resort wear.” I turned back to the rack and pulled out a yellow, empire waist, dress.

“That’s nice, but I think with your complexion and hair, that red, black or white would be more flattering.” She turned and fingers flew through the rack like a dealer in Las Vegas. With a smile on her pink lips, she glanced quickly at me.

“We’ve got some print dresses that are very flattering because of the lined patterns around the waist and hips. Here, let me show you.” She pulled out a couple of dresses that I would normally take a pass on. They were form fitting, as opposed to the tents I liked. My face must have showed skepticism.

“Honestly, these look great when you put them on. Let’s pick out some dresses and you try them.” In a flash, she had a dozen dresses in her hand and was leading the way to the change room.

I followed her like a Saint Bernard follows a perky little Chihuahua. She had no idea, the ordeal this was for me. She slipped the hangers on the rod mounted in the change room and brushed by me, leaving. When the door shut, I removed my winter coat, boots and sweater. I hated the florescent lighting, exposing every stretch mark and atom of fat rolling over the waist band of my jeans. Whoever came up with the bright, (a pun, I chuckled nervously), idea of putting those kind of lights in a women’s dressing room should be shot.

I slipped my jeans off and set them on the shelf, purposely not looking into the mirrors on two sides of the small room. Okay, I decided to try the form fitting dresses on, just to get them out of the way. Tugging at the waist to get it past my generous boobs, I felt like a sausage and probably looked like one too. When it was on, I looked into the mirror. My mouth dropped open.

Was that me? I actually looked like I had a waist line! Yeah, my hips were still big, but this time, it was just womanly, curvy. With the geometric pattern of black lines pointing in at the waist and out at the bust, it was an optical illusion. I turned to the side. Even then, my stomach didn’t look like it extended beyond the bust.

“How are you making out in there, Hun?” The sales lady was just outside the door.

“Great! It looks good.” I opened the door and stepped out into the hallway.

“Ohhh, that’s nice. The color and cut suit you.” She was grinning ear to ear. Even though she could have said ‘told you so’; she didn’t.

“I’ll take it! Maybe two more in different colors if you have them. You were so right about it being flattering. It’s flabo-flauge at its best.” My reflection in the mirror at the far end of the hallway was wearing a wide smile.

“Flattering, not flabo-flauge.” A line formed between her dark eyebrows and her mouth turned down at the corners.

“Trust me honey; it’s flabo-flauge, and just what I need for this trip to Jamaica. I will LIVE in this dress.” I grinned at her, about to go back into the change room and hand her the tent dresses.

“Wait. What about Queen Latifa, Adele, Kelly Clarkson, to name a few? The only difference between them and you is that they’re famous. They don’t camouflage. They flaunt it.” She looked at me like I had two heads.

“I don’t say this to be mean, but what would you know about women my size? Look at you. You’re the epitome of what fashion magazines flash around. Thin, with just the right curves.” It was easy to tout Queen Latifa or Kelly Clarkson, but try living it.

“My best friend is a big woman and yes, she’s beautiful too. So I know a bit about this. I also see lots of big women come in here to shop and believe me; your attitude is pretty common. No one is happy with their body, even me. I’m wearing a padded push up bra and special panties to make me look like I have a butt. I don’t have curves. I’m like a stick of gum.” She turned around and squeezed the lower side of her ass cheeks, quite pronounced in the pencil skirt.

“Okay. I got it. I’d still rather have your problem than mine. You can dress a fat body up to look good, but when the clothes come off…” This time I turned and went back into the change room. I could be at the gym 24/7 and still never be that skinny.

“I’m Lacey, by the way. How big is your budget for shopping for this trip? If you’ll let me, I’ll help you be the sexiest woman there. Would you like that?” Her voice was lower and softer when she spoke.

I looked at my image wearing the dress, she’d recommended. She’d been right about it. I looked good and sexy. Kelly Clarkson had nothing on me in this dress. I opened the door again and looked at her.

“I’m Lori. Work your magic Lacey. Get me a wardrobe. My husband’s doing well and has given me carte blanche on the credit card. If you can make me look good in a bathing suit, I’m buying you lunch.”

****

It was almost dinner time when I got home that day. Keith had picked up the kids and was starting to make supper when I walked in the kitchen.

“Hi. Sorry, I’m so late but I got caught up in shopping.” I held my breath waiting for him to turn around to see me. It was a new me who had walked in the door, transformed in new clothes, new hairdo, make-up and nails. The kids, seated at the table looked up at me like I was an alien.

“That’s okay Babe. I got it cover—“  He stopped, wide eyed and still as a statue, looking at me, from my hair to the new shoes I’d bought. Crash! That broken dish was the best compliment he could give me.

“Do you like it?” I clasped my hands together in front of me, picking at a hang nail.

“LIKE IT? I LOVE it!” He stepped over the pieces of the dish he’d dropped and stood in front of me. “Turn around. Let’s see the whole effect.”

“Wow! You were beautiful before, but now you’re gorgeous!” Being careful not to touch my new dress, he leaned forward and gave me a quick kiss.

My face was warm when I looked at him and swept forward to kiss and hug my kids. Kira, the oldest, continued staring at me, speechless.  “It’s okay dear. It’s the same Mommy. I just look a bit different. You’ll get used to it.”

I kissed Eric’s chubby cheek and turned once more to Keith. “I spent a lot of money, Keith.” I pulled a face, like I’d expect him to give me hell.

“Do you like the new look?” He stepped closer and placed his finger under my chin.

“Yeah.” I whispered, eyebrows high.

“Then that’s all that matters. You’re feeling that you look great, because you do!”


Chapter 6

The heat hit me like a wall when we stepped out of the airport in Montego Bay. The short cotton sundress, that I’d thought would be just the ticket felt clammy after about five minutes standing on the sidewalk, waiting. But at that minute and after four stiff drinks on the plane, I didn’t care. Keith, standing beside me was beaming, excited as a small boy going to Disneyland.

“Just look at this scenery Lori! The hills covered in green, everything so lush. This is gonna be a great vacation!” He squeezed my hand and grinned at me. “I’ve dreamed of coming here, the climate, the relaxed pace and well…Hedonism, for a long time. And to share this with you…I can’t tell you how happy I am.”

“It’s beautiful. Look, there’s the bus pulling up.” I pointed to a large white bus with the words Jamaica-Tour printed on the side. “I’m glad we opted for the bus instead of flying to Negril. We’ll be able to see more of the country, even if it’s an hour and a half trip.” I watched people picking up their bags, getting ready to board the bus.

“I’ll get the luggage. You get us a seat near the driver, so we can see more.” He rubbed my arm to get my attention. I stepped in line behind a woman in a big sun hat and dark glasses. When she turned her head, I got a better look at her. God, she was fifty, if she was a day!

Actually, I’d noticed a real hodge-podge of people on the plane. Most people were in their thirties and forties but there was also a good many, older than that. Some of them were what I’d pictured would be at a resort like Hedonism—good looking and thin—but most were the type of people you’d see anywhere. Maybe this trip wouldn’t be as bad as I’d thought.

***

By the time we got to the resort, the drinks in the plane were causing me to squirm in my seat. Instead of the dread I thought I’d be feeling, seeing the sign to the resort, it was only relief. Hedonism II – Be wicked for a week. Wicked would have to wait. 

A dark, pink palmed hand reached for my elbow as I descended the steps off the bus. I murmured thanks to the smiling black man and entered the resort check-in area. There were three ebony people in uniforms standing behind the counter waiting for people to check in. Music began to play while other smiling staff, holding trays of orange colored drinks, greeted people. I saw a sign ‘Ladies’ and rushed to it.

When I emerged, Keith was chatting with a man and his wife, waiting to be checked in. They looked friendly enough, smiling as Keith pulled me to his side.

“Lori, this is Glen and Abby. It’s their first time to Hedo as well.” Keith’s arm was around my shoulders.

“Hi.”

Abby was probably in her early forties, blond hair and pretty. But it was her blue eyes that caught my attention. With the laugh lines at the corners, this was someone who liked to have fun. Her husband was dark haired, swarthy and handsome like Keith, but not as tall.

Keith signaled for the server with the drinks, to bring one for me.

“We have friends who’ve been here and they told us we’d have a blast.” Abby stepped back, to allow the server to hand my drink to me.

“I read all the reviews and ninety-nine percent loved it. It was on Keith’s bucket list to come here, at least once, to experience this kind of place.” I took a large gulp of the fruity, strong drink, feeling it burn its way down my throat.

“Bucket list! You two are too young to be thinking of that. But I get what you mean. You only live once and being HERE, is living.” Glen’s smile was broad, showing bright perfect teeth against a laugh-lined face.

“I can’t wait to finish here and get out of these clothes. You look like you’re warm too, Lori.” Abby fanned her face with her sunhat.

“Yeah, getting into my bathing suit would feel good right now. Then the pool, with a cold drink in my hand.” This time it was me who signaled for another drink.

“Not me. I’m nude all the way.” Glen put his arm around Abby and pulled her close in a short hug. “First time? Go wherever you want; believe me, I understand!”

Keith touched my elbow to nudge me forward when a space opened in front of the desk clerk. He handed the documents over, signed papers and I took the opportunity to scan the lobby. Everything was so airy, from the bright stucco walls leading to a beamed ceiling and beyond to the large, open breezeway, revealing a glimpse of the pool area. The fronds of palm trees outside fluttered in the air, beckoning me outside. When Keith nudged me again, I took the pen and signed my name.

We stepped away and Abby turned to touch my hand. “Maybe we’ll catch up with you later in the day, have dinner together or something.”

She really was nice. “Sure, we’d love to.” I turned and followed Keith to the outside where a porter was waiting with our luggage on a cart.

We wove our way along a winding walkway bordered by red and orange hibiscus flowers. The warm air was heady with the aroma of flowers and coconut sun tan lotion. The porter edged to the side of the walkway, almost stopping.

The laughing face of a woman wearing tight ribbons of braids in her blond hair appeared. “Eire mon.” Her hand rose, fingers extended in a peace sign as she skipped by us. Keith squeezed my hand to reassure me. The woman could have been a model for Playboy magazine. She sure was dressed, or more accurately un-dressed for it. 

I looked up at Keith, my mouth open, but not quite as wide as my eyes were.

“You’re twice as attractive. You know that, right?” His hand lifted to cup my waist and pull me closer.

I took a deep breath and held my head high, squaring my shoulders, the way Lacey had shown me when I was trying on dresses. What was it she kept saying that day? Oh yeah. ‘Beauty is an attitude. It’s confidence.’ I was at a sexual resort with the man I adored. He thought I was hotter than the woman we just passed.

I looked up at him and smiled. “Maybe not twice as attractive, but I’m in the game.”

****

When I stepped out of the shower in our hotel room, Keith was waiting with a towel spread between his out-stretched hands. He wrapped it around me and pulled me close to his body, running his hands up and down my back. I breathed in the masculine scent of his chest and with my teeth pulled one of the hairs covering it.

“Oow!” His hand slapped my ass. “You want to play do you? Didn’t your Momma ever tell you, if you play with the bull, you’ll get the horn?” His lips brushed against my ear lobe.

“She did.” I pulled back and smiled up at him.

“Get in on that bed and spread out. I’ll be with you after a quick rinse.”

My fingers trailed across his crotch, feeling his hardness and I left the room, exaggerating the wiggle of my ass.

“Rrowl.” And then the sound of the shower turning on.

I plucked the towel folded in a swan shape off the bed and laid down. Above me, mounted to the ceiling was a mirror as wide and long as the bed. My blonde hair, now in damp ringlets, lay on the crisp white pillow, surrounding my heart shaped face. I pulled the ends of the towel open to expose my damp body to the cool air in the room. Immediately, my nipples puckered and a shiver went down my spine.

Seeing my reflection, laying on the bed, tummy flattened by gravity, my face with the red lips and dark blue eyes, it was a voluptuous woman who stared back me. This was how Keith saw me. The shower turned off and I knew he’d be with me soon.

I spread my legs and my hand slid across my body to touch myself where I wanted him. It wasn’t the dampness from the shower that I felt so much, as the swollen pussy lips and slippery wetness between them. My finger pressed in spreading the lips, slowly glided upward to my hard little love button. Ahhhh.

My finger lingered there, lazily circled the firmness, while I pulled my knees up and out. The wantonness of watching me play with myself made me wetter still. There was a sound to my left. I looked and there was Keith, leaning against the door frame, his hand slowly stroking his cock.

“Don’t stop. This is hot. Keep playing with yourself.” There was a small smile on his lips while his eyes were almost closed in lust.

My other hand rose to grasp the fullness of my breast, fingers digging into the soft succulent flesh. I held my breath, my hand now on the under-side of my clit, stroking upward to the sensitive tip. Oh God, this was hot. I pinched my nipple hard, felt the jolt of pleasure shoot downwards to my clit.

With lips parted, breathing faster, I turned to look at Keith. His cock was so damned big, the bulbous head peeking out at each of his downward strokes. “Fuck me. I need that inside me.”

He walked to the foot of the bed and lifted his knee to get on, inching forward so that he was between my thighs. I lifted my head to watch him guide his cock to my opening, gasped when he thrust into me. God it felt so good to be filled with him. His hands were on my hips pulling me towards him at each thrust he gave.

“Ahhh yes. Keep doing that. Harder. Fuck me harder.” My teeth were gritted together, my breath now hissing through my nose.

“Yeah Baby. Hard, like this! Squeeze my cock. Milk it.” His hips were like a jack hammer, pounding fast and furious into my wetness, filling me.

“Oh God….I’m coming! Yeah. Just like that. Don’t stop.” My words tumbled out of my mouth as my core melted in wave after wave of bliss. I felt his body stiffen and jerk hard into me a few more times, his lust shooting through me.

His head hung between his shoulders, as he lost himself in me. I reached for him and drew his body down onto mine, kissing his neck, his face, his ear…

He blew through his lips and kissed my forehead before rolling to the side. “That was great. A wet dream come true for me. You were like one of the women in my porn mags, when I walked in here. So sensual and sexy. I loved watching you.” He turned his head to look at me. “Let’s do it again.”

I reached for his hand and kissed it. “Okay. But after I walk barefoot in the sea and check out the resort.”


Chapter 7

Twenty minutes later, the sand on the beach slid between my toes, wading through the warm water, hand in hand with Keith. Music and laughter drifted down from the bar and swimming pool area, but I was in no hurry to join the party atmosphere, enjoying the sun and peacefulness of the shore.

Ahead of us, a group was playing beach volley-ball. I knew that at Hedonism, people left their inhibitions at home and I expected to see bare bodies. The brochure and reviews had made that clear. Yet, I still gulped, seeing the topless women and bare assed guys jumping in the air to spike the ball, totally at ease. Sure, there were women who were svelte, but there were also a couple carrying some extra weight. What struck me was the nonchalant attitude. Some were naked, some weren’t. It didn’t seem to matter.

Even the people lounging on white beach chairs, reading, looking out to sea and having a drink, never gave a second glance at Keith and I strolling the beach in our bathing suits. It seemed that here, anything goes, which was fine with me. My bathing suit was flattering (thanks to Lacey’s help) but I couldn’t see myself going nude.

“Keith.”

“Yeah?”

“Are you going to take your bathing suit off and go nude this week?” What if he wanted to get an all over tan and I was still in my bathing suit? How would I feel, seeing him go native?

“Only if you do.” He bent to dip his fingers in the water and splash my legs.

“You know, that’s not likely to happen.” I took a few steps deeper into the ocean until the water was up to my knees.

“Then I won’t either. No big deal.” He splashed me again, this time on my back and shoulders, walking towards me and laughing.

“Stop!” But, he kept coming and scooped me up into his strong arms, carrying me out where it was deeper. I put my arms around his neck and he lowered himself until we were both submerged.

The water was warm, clean and felt wonderful as we kissed under the surface.

When we bobbed up, Keith shook the water from his dark hair and wiped the water from his face. “Let’s go get a drink and check out the rest of the resort.”

“Okay. I could use a drink.” We walked out of the water, and across the hot sand, holding hands. It was late in the afternoon and from the sounds of the people in the pool area, there’d been a lot of drinks consumed.

We passed a giant chess board with large plastic chess pieces. Two men were playing, wearing nothing but frowns of concentration on their faces. Behind my sunglasses, my eyes drifted across their bodies, from the hairy chests to their thighs and of course lingered in assessment of their packages. They were probably in their fifties, with the fullness of muscles and flesh that often comes to that age group, a slightly rounded tummy, but the hollow at the side of their ass cheek was still evident.

“Lori?” Keith’s head dipped close to my ear.

“Mmmhmm?” My head was turning, eyes still focused on the players, as we passed them.

“Would you like to play with them?”

My face jack knifed around to face him. When I saw the grin on his face and eyes, I knew he was teasing. “No. I’ll play with you. We are talking chess, right?” I gave him a playful swat on his arm.

Ahead, there was a beautiful, dark haired woman dancing with a black man, one of the staff. She was wearing a bright sarong, low on her hips, breasts bare, topped with dark nipples. A couple of times the strong arm of the man was the only thing that kept her from falling on her ass. As we passed her, she winked at us.

The bar at the side of the pool was almost filled with people either ordering or standing nursing a drink, chatting with the bartenders. Keith slipped in between two men and raised his finger to get the bartender’s attention. I stood close behind him and turned to look at the late sun bathers surrounding the sparking turquoise pool.

There was a couple sprawled out on the two chairs closest to the bar, their chests, shaded by the overhang of the thatched roof. They were so still. They looked like they were having a siesta, while their legs continued to tan in the late rays of the sun.

A group of three sat under a thatched umbrella tree, laughing and sharing a drink. The husband and wife of the set were sitting on the chairs while a topless older woman stood next to them. She picked up the empty plastic glasses and started towards the bar. I couldn’t help but feel good about myself seeing her. She had a bit of a tummy and muffin top above the low line of her bikini. There was a small roll of fat on her ribcage, next to her pendulous breasts.

“Hi. Did you just get in today?”

My head turned at a deep masculine voice, to face a guy who looked just a bit older than me. His face held a small smile, while light grey eyes peered at me above the sunglasses his hand held down. There was a rough shadow of stubble across sculpted cheeks and full lips. In short, he was gorgeous.

“Ahhh. Yeah. Just today.” My eyes were wide and I smiled despite the fact that my mouth was suddenly dry. A guy this hot was actually hitting on me! It was only the second time this had ever happened and the first was Keith.

“It’s great, isn’t it! I’ve been here for a few days. The night life’s pretty good and the hot tub’s just that--HOT. You’ve GOT to try it. Can I buy you a drink?” He flashed a wide smile as he shoved to the side to make room for me at the bar.

“Thanks, but I’ve got it Buddy.” A plastic glass of some orange drink was placed in my hand and I looked up to see Keith’s thin lipped smile.

“The name’s Rob.” He extended a hand to Keith and then to me.

“I’m Keith and this is my wife, Lori. Nice to meet you.” I could see Keith’s hand grip Rob’s, hard.

“I was just telling Lori how much fun the hot tub is, late at night. Anything and everything happens there. Blow jobs, hand jobs, and lots of fucking. Anything you’d ever want.” Laugh lines spread from the corners of his eyes as he drained his glass and signaled for another.

Keith’s hand rested on the small of my back. Thank God, he hadn’t been left as speechless as I was at that moment. “Sounds like fun. Maybe we’ll check it out.”

Abby’s friendly smile appeared next to Rob’s face. “Hi. Want to join Glen and me for a drink? We’re sitting just over there.” Her hand rose to point to the far side of the pool where her husband sat, towel draped across his lap.

“Sure. If you’ll excuse us, Rob. Maybe we’ll see you later.” Keith’s hand behind me was nudging me away from the bar.

“Good thing I was there. He was really hitting on you Lori.” Keith leaned down and whispered in my ear.

“Are you kidding? He was drunk. Don’t be silly.” But deep down, I was glad that Keith had seen it—another guy hitting on me.

“Look, I can tell when a guy’s hitting on a woman. I’m a GUY! He wants to get next to you in the hot tub. He said it twice.” His voice was becoming louder in my ear.

Glen waved his hand and rose to his feet, clutching the towel to his groin, when we arrived at the table. “Hi. How’s your day going? Havin’ a good time?”

“Great! At least until some guy hit on Lori at the bar. I thought this was a couples club. Am I going to have to stand guard over her?” Keith grinned, but there was an underlying tone in his voice I’d never heard before. Was he jealous?

“You might, if you don’t want to share. The guy’s wife is probably around somewhere, maybe with someone else. Just blow it off.” He turned to look at me. “That’s what happens when you’re sexy. You must be used to guys hitting on you.”

Okay, Glen was giving me a compliment but he was probably ten years older than Keith and me. Older guys tend to be like that. “I carry a bat around in my purse to beat them off.” My face became hot as the double entendre hit me. “I mean shoo them away.”

“I don’t know about you but I’d rather be beaten off, wouldn’t you Keith?” Glen’s dark eyes were sparkling, enjoying his joke.

“What’s this about getting beat off? I leave you alone for five minutes and you’re hitting on this young couple.” Abby set a dark drink in front of Glen and took a seat, grinning at Keith and me. She was wearing a blue sarong, the ends tucked in above her breasts.

“I wouldn’t get sexy without you here, you know that, Abby. Lori was just offering her services.” Glen laughed and patted Abby’s arm.

“You’re right Glen,” added Keith. “I’ll have to keep an eye on Lori with this crowd. You know what the really crazy thing is. She doesn’t believe she’s attractive. Even with guys hitting on her.”

Abby and Glen stared at me, their eyes wide. God, I wished Keith had just let it go. I felt like a centre shot, fishing for compliments. I mean, what COULD they say to THAT comment?

Glen leaned across the table. “Talk to us at the end of the week.” He smiled and patted my hand. “You guys like snorkeling? Abby and I are going tomorrow morning. Want to join us?”

I took a long sip of my drink, almost finishing it and smiled at Glen.

****




The short puffed sleeves of the ‘wench’ costume I’d brought for the first theme night fell just off the shoulder on my arms. The neckline was very low, just barely covering my nipples and with the push up bra, my breasts were like lush melons, about to burst up and out to freedom. I tightened the laces of the corset-like section that covered my midriff and tummy, despite feeling full from a fabulous meal of jerk chicken.

Keith’s hand roamed over my ass, tugging at the flowing white fabric of the skirt as we walked from our room to the party. “This is booty fit for any pirate. I’ll be claiming my share of it later, wench.”

“You’d better.” I smiled up at him. He looked rakishly handsome with the three cornered hat, eye patch and open vest revealing his strong chest and arms. The dark pants were tight, fastened at the waist by buttons, straining to contain him.

I tugged at his hand and rose on my bare toes to quietly murmur. “You’d better be careful not to get aroused at this party. If you do, those buttons are going to fly off and someone could lose an eye.”

“Oh. So I can’t look at you all evening. Is that what you’re saying?” He stopped and put his arms around me hugging me close. His lips trailed against my bare neck and the soft tendrils of hair that escaped the upsweep. I rose up again to feel his shaft, hard against my tummy.

“Should we skip the party and go back to the room?” My hands slide between us to grip and rub his manhood.

“Hell no. But I’m going to nail you later, Wench. Besides, you wanted to use the phone in the lobby to call home and check on things with your Mom and the kids.”

“You’re right. Besides, we’ve got all week. I can’t wait to see the other costumes.” I couldn’t suppress the giggle. “Or lack of.”

“Me too.” Keith put his arm around my shoulder and we continued walking, drawn to the reggae music that throbbed from the large bar.

The bar was wide open and sparkled with lights, a deep contrast to the deep blue velvet of the Caribbean night. It was half filled with couples at tables, or dancing to the music.

“I’ll get us a drink and a table while you make the call.” He gave me a kiss on the cheek and wandered inside.

I walked past the pool and the series of connected hot tubs. There were still some people at the pool bar and sitting in the chairs near the pool. A couple was necking in the alcove as I passed and went up the stairs to find a telephone not in use. I found one and took a deep breath, trying to get myself in a home headspace.

After a few minutes on the phone with my mother and the kids, I was satisfied that things there were going well. It sounded like she was spoiling them, letting them stay up later to watch movies and eat popcorn. Oh well, that’s what grandmothers do.

I got up and turned, about to go to the bar to join Keith, when I saw Rob stumble up the stairs.


Chapter 8

He was wearing a bandana on this head, dark curly locks hanging on each side of his firm jaw line. When he noticed me his face broke into a wide grin and he stopped. “Hello.” The tone of his voice and the way his eyes wandered over my body, resting for a moment on my bare neckline before rising to my face, made me smile, despite the warmth of my cheeks.

“Great costume isn’t it?” I continued walking across the floor, conscious of the skirt fabric brushing my bare thighs. The only other man who had ever looked at me this way was my husband. Here was a handsome man, a stranger, taken aback at the sight of me.

“It’s pretty sexy, wench. Will this pirate get some of that booty later or has your husband staked all claims?”

What the hell? I stopped and looked at him and tilted my head. “Where’s your wife? Shouldn’t you be asking HER that? And you’re right, my husband doesn’t share.” I shook my head and started to walk away.

“YET! At least dance with me later, okay?” His voice rose, aimed at my retreating back.

Yet? What nerve! He was good looking, yes, but so was Keith. Still… I held my head high and shoulders back, thrusting the girls forward and up, more sway to my hips as I walked to the night club.

Keith was sitting at a table near the door, watching the crowd on the dance floor. He jumped in his seat, when I placed my hand on his shoulder. “Lori! Here, have a seat. You’re not going to believe the costumes or the way the people are dancing. Not much left to the imagination.”

I took a seat next to him and looked toward the dance floor. If I thought I was showing a lot of cleavage, it was nothing to what some of the women were exposing. Bare boobs jiggled as they danced in skirts to the reggae beat. The men dancing with them, weren’t shy in where they placed their hands—asses, boobs—laughing with their partners.

“Oh man, this is hot.” He glanced over to me, tearing his eyes from the dance floor. “I imagined it to be something like this, but to actually see it… wow.” He turned back to the dance floor, watching intently.

I followed his gaze. “C’mon, you’ve been to strip clubs with your buddies Keith, how much different is this?”

He turned back to me. “Are you serious? Everyone at a strip club dressed like this is angling to get into my wallet. This is… I don’t know… more honest or something maybe. It’s definitely more of a turn on than any strip club Lori.”

His dark eyes sparkled in the flame of the candle at our table, his lips parted in a wondrous smile. He took a large sip of his drink and slapped the plastic cup onto the table. “Do you want to dance?”My breath hitched in my throat. I DID want to dance but would I be expected to bare my boobs? Even though all the brochures had said that no one touches you unless you give permission, would these people remember that? Many of them had been drinking all day.

“In a few minutes. Let me finish my drink.” My eyebrows rose and pulled together as I smiled, teeth clenched together.

He put his arm around me and drew me close, his breath warm and soft against my ear. “Finish your drink and I’ll get you another. No one knows us here. It’s just you and me. Let’s try some dirty dancing.” He pulled away and looked into my eyes, his lips pulled up, so that his dimples showed.

How could I resist him? “Okay. But the girls stay covered, all right?” I watched him over the rim of the glass as I downed it. He nodded and grinned at me.

Another couple of drinks and I was up on the dance floor dancing to Sean Paul’s staccato beat ‘Get Busy’ with the rest of them. Keith was behind me and held my body tucked into his, rubbing his crotch against my ass as his hands roamed over my stomach and breasts. I closed my eyes swaying with him, totally given over to dancing erotically with him. This was just another layer of our affection, wasn’t it?

Oooo…I sighed when his fingers slipped under the low neckline of my dress and rubbed my nipple. A jolt of pleasure shot straight down my stomach and landed between my legs. When he pulled the fabric down to expose my dark nipple, I pressed my shoulders against his, inviting more. Encouraged his other hand pulled my nipple up, tweaking it between his fingers.

My eyes opened a crack to watch the other dancers near us. Two women were kissing, swaying to the music and cupping each other’s asses with their hands. Two guys with smiles on their faces were watching them closely. Next to them, I saw Rob dancing with a woman, just a little smaller than me. His gaze was riveted on my chest, watching Keith play with my nipples. He glanced up and our eyes met.

Somehow, he managed to dance his wife next to Keith and me. She was a red haired woman with a pale, ivory complexion, wide green eyes and full luscious lips. Although she and I probably wore the same pant size, her breasts were small. The top of her dress had been pulled down, exposing high, firm, pink topped breasts, which jiggled when she moved. Rob moved behind her and placed his hands on her breasts, mimicking what Keith and I were doing.

Keith pushed his groin into my ass harder and dry humped in time to the music. I slid my hand down, across his thigh searching for his crotch, and found him hard as a rock. The sexy dancing and the sight of nearly naked couples sexually caressing each other was getting to him. From the wetness between my thighs, it was getting to me too.

The song ended but still we stayed like that.

“Hi again. Kate, this is Keith and Lori. Remember I told you about the couple I met at the pool bar today? This is them.” Rob’s hands dropped from Kate’s boobs and urged her closer.

“Hi Kate. Nice to meet you.” Keith’s hand left my nipple and extended to shake hers.

She glanced at Keith, revealing perfect small teeth, murmured hi, and turned to me. “Hi Lori. I love the way you fill that costume.” There was open admiration in her eyes.

“Thanks. I guess I’ll never drown with this set of floaters.” I knew it was a weak joke but I’d never had a woman admire my boobs.

“Want to switch partners for this dance?” Another song had started to play and before I had a chance to say yes, Kate had grabbed Keith hand.

I looked at him and he shrugged at my unspoken question. The next thing I knew, Rob had taken my hand in his, his other hand warm on the small of my back leading me in the dance. Well, this might not be too bad--there was a good two inches between our bodies. As we danced I noticed his gaze drop to my nipples a few times.

“Kate’s right. You have beautiful breasts. Do you mind if Kate and I touch them?” My mouth dropped open and I stared at him. My husband was dancing only a foot away!

His head tilted to the side, his lips parted slightly as his grey eyes bored into mine. He was actually serious. Should I switch partners before this got out of hand? Was it the drinks I’d had or the sex charged atmosphere that kept me dancing with him, my lips pulled up at the corners in a smile while a tingle of pleasure shot between my legs?

I glanced away to find Keith and Kate. Her hand covered his, on her breast! It was HER forcing his fingers to grasp it and then rub her nipple. Not only that, but she had his muscular thigh, trapped between hers and was rubbing herself against him. His eyes were wide when his gaze flitted to me.


Chapter 9

Thank God, the song ended. Keith looked like he needed to be rescued. And me--well, maybe I did too.

I watched my husband extricate himself from Kate’s embrace, take her hand and step towards Rob and I. His face was flushed and his eyes signaled to our table.

“Just one dance? I was just getting warmed up.” Kate’s expression was pouty when she looked at Keith.

“Yeah, I know. I felt the heat, don’t worry. But Lori and I need a break.” He placed his arm around my shoulders, nudging me away.

“No worries Keith. It’s your first night, man. Thanks for the dance, Lori.” Rob’s eyes met mine.

My stomach dropped, seeing the confident expression on his face. His proposition had stirred me while Keith was doing the right thing after Kate’s come on.

Walking away from them, Keith lowered his head to speak in my ear. “That was Kate who did all that on the dance floor. You know that, right? She came on to me, not the other way around.”

I slid my arm around his waist and pulled him close to me. “I saw that. Why don’t we get a drink and sit outside for a moment?”

He exhaled and quickly shook his head before kissing my forehead. I smiled, loving him more in that minute than I’d ever thought was possible. When he had said that he wanted to experience the ambience of Hedonism with me, he had meant it. He wasn’t here to get laid by other women. It was me, he wanted. It was me he loved.

A few minutes later, we were sitting under the stars, near the pool, the soft breeze cooling our faces. Laughter and squeals drifted over from the hot tub area.

“I can’t believe what just happened in there with Kate.” He looked at me and reached for my hand. “Lori, the only woman I want to dirty dance with is you.”

“I know that sweetie.” I smiled at him and squeezed his hand. “Rob was admiring my breasts while we danced. He asked if he and Kate could touch them.”

The sip of Keith’s drink threatened to explode out and his hand went to his mouth. His eyes were wide looking at me when he swallowed. “What? You’re joking.”

“Nope.” My face was pure innocence watching his reaction.

“Well…not that I blame him; you’re beautiful. But to come out and ASK that?” His head pulled back and eyebrows rose. “What did you say to him?”

“I didn’t answer him. That’s when I saw what Kate was doing to you.” A chuckle erupted from my mouth.

“What’s so funny?

“This. We were just hit on by another couple. And it wasn’t because you’re so great looking. They found me sexy too.” Now it was my turn to shake my head in disbelief. This was the last thing I’d ever expected.

“Well…duh. Of course.”He leaned toward me and kissed my lips softly. “How did you feel, when Rob said that?”

I paused for a moment before answering. Keith had seemed jealous of Rob earlier that day and might be really upset if I told him the truth. On the other hand… “I was shocked at first, then flattered and…”

“And what?”

“YOU had me warmed up. I was pretty worked up on that dance floor.” I placed my hands on each side of his face. “I was curious and a little turned on, if you want the truth.”

Now it was his turn to be silent, his gaze dropping to the table. Oh God, what was going through his head? Maybe I should have left it at curious.

“Keith, are you disappointed in me? I love you. It was just the heat of the moment.” My heart thundered in my chest and the sultry air was cold on my skin.

“No, I’m not disappointed. Surprised is all. I was picturing them with you, kissing and making love to you.”

“Keith, that would never happen. It’s just you I want.” Oh fuck! Whoever said that honesty was the best policy!

“No Lori. I’m surprised at MY reaction. My dick is getting hard but my stomach is in a knot. Could I handle seeing that?” He looked at me with round eyes and parted lips.


Chapter 10

My lips clamped together and I gulped. He’d be turned on watching me with another couple? Would he participate, take pictures? A thousand questions whirled in my suddenly sober brain.

“Let’s go back to the room. I’d rather be with just you right now than dance anymore.” He rose to his feet and took my hand.

Silently, I got up, at a loss for words, and held his hand tightly walking along the pathway. The jolt of excitement I had felt on the dance floor was now a lump of concrete in my stomach. The whole idea of being with another couple was terrifying when it morphed into reality.

His thumb grazed over my hand. “Look, we’re just skylarking here. And considering where we are, it’s something we should talk about. Honestly, when we came down here, I knew it’d be sexy but I was thinking of just us. You and me, solo.” He turned his head to look at me and I knew from the expression on his face and the tone of his voice, he was as scared as I was.

“I believe you. But I wondered before we came, if some woman would hit on you. That was my biggest fear—that you’d like it.” I exhaled slowly. “More than being with me.”

He stopped, took the key card from his pocket and turned to face me. “I’ve loved you from the day I set eyes on you and waited for two years for you to agree to marry me. You’re the mother of my children. You’ll always be the woman I want most.”  He hugged me to him, folding me in his strong arms.

I clung to him, my fingers digging into his back, feeling secure in his embrace. There was just the two of us in this paradise and that was all I needed.

“I love you more than life. You know that? Let’s go inside and make love or…you can fuck me like an animal.”  I pinched the firm cheek of his ass and giggled.

He swung the door open and slapped my behind as I walked past him.

“You want to be fucked?” His hand was on my shoulder, turning me to face him. “Is this what you want?” Oh God, the lust in his eyes!

His hands shoved the top of the costume down, exposing my push up bra and the flesh popping up from its constraint. His hands flashed behind me and in a couple of seconds, tore the bra away. My nipples were hard and my clit was catching up fast, bathed in my wetness.

His hand cupped my breast, kneading and rolling it in his palm. “It’s no wonder that Rob and Kate wanted to do this--to feel the soft flesh between their fingers.” His gaze was focused on my breasts.

I pulled my shoulders back as far as I could, my breasts thrust out, proudly. When his fingers tweaked the nipple, I gasped at the tingle in my pussy.

“I’d bet they’d like to kiss them, lick and suck your nipples.” He stepped closer, forcing me to the edge of the bed and down when it pressed the back of my legs, so that my back was on it.

His hands continued to massage my breasts while he leaned over, his knee on the bed, bending to take the sensitive tip of my nipple between his lips. Oh God, he was making me wetter, with his talk and kisses.

“Oh yeah, Rob would love to bury his face here, lick your nipples like this.” He switched to the other nipple.

His hand slid down, over my stomach and grabbed the hem of my skirt, pulling it roughly up onto my stomach. When he touched between my legs, I arched upward for more. God, the way he kept talking of Rob, was putting me close to the edge.

“He’d like to touch your pussy, feel the dampness of your panties.” His hand continued to stroke the lacy strip of fabric as I spread my legs farther apart.

I moaned when his fingers pulled the panties aside and he touched my sensitive, swollen nub. “This is what he’d want to do with you.” His fingers slipped inside my opening, and withdrew again. 

“Do you like this Lori? Would you like more?”

“Oh God, yes. Don’t stop.” My hand rose to cover his to keep it stroking between my legs. “This is what Kate wanted you to do to her on the dance floor. To touch her pussy and fuck her with your fingers.” I could do this as well.

Now it was his turn to groan, sucking on my nipple and pressing his hand harder between my legs. I was horny, thinking another man’s hand on my clit, picturing Keith finger fucking Kate. Yes…more.

I stretched my hand between us, reaching for the buttons holding his cock inside. In a flash the fly was open and his turgid shaft filled my hand. My fingers smoothed his pre-come over the velvet head. “She wanted to touch your hard cock, stroke you like this.”

I purposely changed the way I stroked him, made my grip firmer and faster. “She wanted to feel your cock inside her, rubbing her pussy against your leg on the dance floor.” He was breathing fast, his breath hot on my breast. 

“Rob wanted to fuck you. Here’s what he wanted.” He pulled away and stood between my legs, tearing the cloth of my panties with his fingers. I closed my eyes and felt the smooth shaft against my opening, reaching with my legs to cup him and pull him inside.

“Fuck her hard. Right to her throat,” I growled. I met his thrust, or was it Rob’s thrust? It didn’t matter. I needed to be filled with man meat, fucked hard. When his finger stroked my clit, my cunt open and hungry for more, it was different. He teased and circled it. It could have been a stranger fucking me –Rob filling and teasing me.

“Oh God, don’t stop…” My hand went over his, pressing it into my clit. “Fuck me…yes…hard, I’m coooominng.” My legs clutching his waist trembled from the intensity as wave after wave of lust and pleasure flooded through me. His hipbones dug deep into the inside of my thighs as he thrust hard, to my very core. Another Tsunami orgasm made my muscles clamp down as his rod shot cum deep inside.

I gasped, breathing hard and fast to catch my breath. When I opened my eyes, he was in the same state, lips parted and full.

“Fuck, that was hot, Lori.” I felt his softened cock slip out when he leaned over to kiss me. His hand stroked the stray tendrils of hair off my face.

“God, yes.” My fingers played along the damp muscles in his back. “But—“

He rolled over on the bed facing our reflection in the ceiling. “But nothing. It was just us here, right? What we do between ourselves is private.”

I slid my hand in his and stroked my finger along his thumb. “Not to mention, naughty.” I turned and kissed the dark nipple on his chest.

“It’s an adult fantasy, that’s all and it’s between us.” He rolled over and took me in his arms, nuzzling my head into his throat. “It’s the atmosphere here, an adult playground. I’m fine just playing with you.”

Two hours later, Keith was snoring softly, his arm across my chest. Try as I might, I couldn’t sleep. It felt in some weird kind of way, that I had cheated on Keith, even if he had planted the seed in my head. Of course, I’d never looked at any man, since the day I’d met him. Maybe he was right about the atmosphere or maybe there was something in the water. Being horny and open to fantasies was waaay better than Montezuma’s revenge.


Chapter 11

Abby and Glen were just finishing breakfast, when we entered the dining room. A wide smile spread across her face and she waved for us to join their table overlooking the beach.

“Good morning. Still up for snorkeling?” Glen stood up, waiting for us to be seated. His dark eyes were twinkling looking from me to Keith. “Or did you party too hard last night?”

I took a seat next to Abby when she patted the chair next to her. “I’d like to try it.” I looked at Glen and smiled. “We didn’t see you guys at the Pirates night?”

“My fault. That was the one costume I forgot to bring. We went to the hot tub instead.” A small grin flashed and she looked at Glen. “It was fun.”

“We’ll be at the Toga night tonight, even if we have to wear bed sheets.” Glen turned to Keith. “What’d you think of the party?”

For just an instant, Keith’s eyes opened wide. “It was fun. Boy, when they say this place is ‘Wicked’, they’re not kidding--the costumes and sexy dancing. It was like being at a stand up orgy almost. We kind of got caught up in it.” He grinned and winked at me.

“You’ve got to save a dance for me tonight, Keith. I’ll show you a few dirty dancing moves.” Abby wiggled her eyebrows suggestively and stood up. “Well Dear?”

Glen rose and took her hand. “Why don’t we meet in an hour at the beach?”

“We’ll be there.” I watched the couple, still holding hands, leave the restaurant.

One of the waitresses appeared at the table, picking up the plates, her smile wide and bright. “Good mornin’. I’m Anna, your server. Would you like a menu or will you be helpin’ yourselves to the buffet?”

“I’m going to try the buffet.” The fruit and scrambled eggs had looked yummy when I’d passed by the long stainless steel table.

“How about a cheese omelet and bacon? I don’t need to look at the menu.” Keith handed it back to her and smiled. “Anna, you’d be a doll if you brought some hot coffee, please.”




I stood up and was halfway to the buffet when I spotted Rob and Kate come through the wide doorway. For just a second my heart jumped into my throat and I inhaled deeply. But they’d have no way of knowing the part they’d played in the fantastic sex, we had last night.

“Lori! Good morning!” Kate hurried over to me, the skirt of her short sundress, clinging to her thighs. Her face was almost glowing in the warmth of her smile, while behind her, the evening’s partying and drinking was evident in Rob.

My eyes opened wide when she drew me to her and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “Hi.”

“That was so much fun last night. Too bad you guys disappeared. We ended up in the hot tub; let me tell you, it was wild.” She stood to the side to allow Rob to join us.

“Yeah, we missed you Lori.” His gray eyes looked directly into mine before roaming over my chest and back.

My face and neck became hot under his gaze. Although I knew that my sundress was flattering, I had never had a man, especially someone as gorgeous as Rob, openly appraise me like this. I smiled and turned to follow Kate who had stepped to the buffet and was loading her plate with fruit.

“I can’t get enough of this. Everything’s so fresh.” She chattered.

Before I had a chance to take a plate, Rob had one in his hand, passing it to me. His fingers grazed mine and a spark passed between us. I could feel the heat of his body, the musky smell of his after shave. A picture of last night, being fucked, while visualizing the man standing so close to me, popped into my head. Oh God, my husband, the man I adored, was sitting across the room and I was feeling a tingle, a warmth between my legs because of Rob. What kind of woman was I becoming!

“Do you mind if Kate and I join you?” His voice was low, almost seductive.

My head spun to look into his eyes, the lines at the side of his dancing eyes and the small smirk on his lips.

“For breakfast. That’s what I meant.” His face broke into a wide smile and he chuckled.

Damn. He knew I was uncomfortable yet interested and was having fun with that. Why couldn’t I be more composed, rather than wearing my emotions on my face?

“Of course.” I smiled and continued along the buffet.

When I turned to rejoin Keith, I saw that Kate was already there, smiling and flirting with my husband. I paused for just a second wondering at my reaction to this. When I was back home, I’d seen this many times because Keith is a good looking guy, and it would always sting—making me feel big and kind of inadequate. But here, it didn’t matter. Why wouldn’t Kate be attracted to him? It had no effect on the way Keith felt for me.

It was such a novel feeling that I swear, I almost floated to the table to join them. A penny had dropped in my mind. I got it, finally. Even though he’d fantasized about fucking Kate with my help, he loved me. Nothing would ever change that.

Keith’s eyes fitted to me and then behind, where Rob was holding the chair for me. I didn’t see guilt or envy in his face.

“Hey Rob. How’re you feeling this morning? Kate told me you stayed pretty late in the hot tub.” He grinned at Rob in the same way he would, talking to a hung over, drinking buddy at home.

“It was a blast. My dick’s getting hard just thinking about it.” Rob grinned at Keith but for a second, his eyes had turned to me.

Kate leaned closer to him. It was obvious she was checking the veracity of his claim, the way her arm moved. “Yup. Save that for me, Babe.”

He placed his hand on her back and rubbed her bare skin with affection, smiling, but looking at me. Oh my God. He was sitting with a hard on and it was so blatantly obvious where he wanted to put it. I squirmed in my chair and glanced sideways at Keith. How was HE reacting to this? From his smile and the look in his eyes, he was fine with it. And the way he was sitting with his chest puffed out, I could see he was proud.

The waitress brought his breakfast and poured coffee into the cups on the table, interrupting the moment. Kate continued eating her breakfast, glancing from Keith to me, a small smile playing on her full pink lips. This was the oddest breakfast I’d ever had.

“Rob and I are going to the nude beach today. Why don’t you join us?”

I wasn’t surprised to see that Kate was looking at Keith when she asked this.

“I’m not sure about nude sunbathing for me. But we’re supposed to meet a couple to go snorkeling anyway.” Thank God, we’d made plans. As stimulating as this conversation had been, and yes, tempting, I was scared. If we were naked around Rob and Kate, who knew what would happen? I wasn’t quite ready for that. Maybe I’d never be. As for being nude with a bunch of people, well, that wasn’t on the table either, not until I shed thirty pounds at least.

“Oh? Who are you going with?” Rob turned his attention to me.

“Glen and Abby. They arrived the same day as we did. They’re in their forties. He’s dark haired, swarthy skin and she’s a blonde. You saw them yesterday at the…the pool bar, remember?” The intensity of his gray eyes meeting mine made me stammer.

“Oh yeah. Good looking couple.” Rob’s eyebrows rose and a smile appeared on his lips. “Snorkeling? That’s all? They were in the hot tub last night.” He took a sip of coffee, his eyes twinkling at me above the rim.

From the corner of my eye, I noticed Keith glance at his watch. “We’d better get a move on, Lori. We still have to go back to the room to change.”

I pushed the plate of food I’d barely been touched, away, and smiled at Rob and Kate. “Sorry guys. Have fun at the beach. We’ll see you later in the day.”

“For sure. Looking forward to it.” Rob glanced briefly at Keith before his eyes settled on me. Again, my cheeks were boiling.

I rose and took the hand that Keith offered me, walking out into the bright sun, knowing that Kate and Rob were watching.

“You really turn him on. I think if Kate and I weren’t there, he’d have laid you across the table and had his way with you.” Keith squeezed my hand and chuckled. “You know what I’d like you to do?”

“What? Wear a chastity belt in case he finds me alone?” My head was high, walking proudly, knowing that Keith had seen another man come on to me, and acted like it was an everyday thing.

“No. Go topless today. We’ll be passing in front of the restaurant and it will drive Rob and Kate crazy. They both wanted to touch your boobs, right? C’mon it will be fun and you should show the girls off.”

Mouth wide, I stopped dead in my tracks, pulling him around to face me. “You’re serious, aren’t you?”

“I’d never kid about anything as serious as your boobs.” He dodged my playful swat, laughing. “Look around Lori. Most of the women are topless and don’t think anything of it. Big ones, small ones, short ones, tall ones. If I was a woman with a set like yours, I’d…Oh, who am I kidding? I’d be playing with them all the time.” He dropped my hand and sprinted ahead of me on the walkway as I raised my hand once more to swat him.

Grinning, I slipped my heeled sandals off, picked them up and ran after him, watching him turn and laugh. There was no way I’d ever catch him and he taunted me, actually stopping a couple of times to do jumping jacks. All right, buster. Maybe I WILL go topless.


Chapter 12

Easy to make the decision when we played, chasing Keith. But now, walking by the pool, where people lounged in chairs, I felt like all eyes were riveted to my chest. My grapefruit girls jiggled with every step I took even though they rested on the cups of the bathing suit. Sure, I was topless but my midriff and stomach were tightly ensconced in the slimming fabric.

My eyes behind the Foster Grants, were on a reconnaissance mission, scouting out the voyeurs of my lily white breasts. No one was giving me a second glance, let alone staring. I exhaled slowly through pursed lips, the muscles of my tummy relaxing. A couple in their late twenties strolled past us, laughing and sharing a joke. A smile and casual wave of their hands were their only acknowledgement of my naked boobs.

This wasn’t so bad. Actually the sun was great on my bare breasts; the freedom from the band of the halter top was wonderful.

“Here they come, Lori.” Keith’s voice was just above a whisper.

Sure enough, Rob and Kate had left the restaurant and were walking towards us. I had to suppress a giggle when they halted, lowered their sunglasses and stared at me. Keith and I continued our casual pace.

“Wow! Very sexy, Lori. I wish I had a set like that.” Kate’s gaze was glued to my chest and the corners of her mouth drooped.

“From what I saw last night, yours are pretty nice as well.” All my life, I’d stood in Kate’s shoes. I knew what it felt like to be the one lacking, compared to other women. It was weird to now be the one offering conciliatory remarks, to make another woman feel better.

I began to resent the look in Rob’s eyes staring unabashedly at my chest while Kate stood next to him. Even Keith’s proud smile annoyed me. They didn’t get it, how their open admiration of my body was making her feel. I felt a connection with Kate that I’d never felt with any other woman—even Marcie and Jessica my best friends.

I stepped forward to put my arm around her and kissed her lips softly. My other hand cupped her breast and slid under the tight fabric containing it. Her nipple was hard between my fingers. Her lips left mine and I heard a sharp intake of breath as I teased her nipple.

My lips trailed across her face till I reached the folds of her ear. “Your breasts are beautiful, just like the rest of you, Kate.” I felt her hand rolling the ample flesh of my breast in her hand—her response to me.

“I’ll see you later.” I whispered.

“Holy God, that’s hot.” Rob’s voice was a hiss between his lips.

Avoiding his comment, I stepped back from her and took Keith’s hand once more. “Have fun today, Kate.” Her eyes revealed that she felt it too--the sisterhood we shared.


Chapter 13

“You kissed her and held her breast. What was that all about, Lori? I never thought I’d ever see the day when you’d do that with a woman, and in public!” Keith couldn’t take his eyes off me as we continued on to the beach. It’s a good thing it wasn’t far because he might have tripped over something.

“I can’t explain it. It was a moment and just seemed like the right thing to do.” I’d never done anything like this before. It wasn’t so much sexual as just a human connection. I’d touched her breast and the kiss was nice. My eyebrows were furrowed as I walked through the sand. How could I explain it to Keith when I couldn’t figure it out myself?

“I got a kick in the stomach when you did that. From my dick! It got hard so fast, that was what it was like.” His eyes were like marbles in his face, as he stumbled along beside me.

I couldn’t help grinning at the expression on his face. “That’s nice for you but that’s not why I did it.” I turned what I heard Abby calling our names.

Her blonde hair fanned her face in the soft breeze coming off the ocean. Standing bare breasted, with slim arms and full hips above strong tanned legs, she was beautiful. Although Glen stood next to her, with his muscular abs, thighs and wide shoulders, it was Abby I couldn’t stop looking at. I don’t know why, but my eyes blurred and stung as my chin quivered, seeing her.

By the time I reached her, the tears flowed freely. Her arms went around me and she stroked my hair. “What’s wrong? Tell me.”

“Lori, why are you crying?” It was Keith’s voice. I felt his hand on my back.

“I don’t know.”I whimpered, amidst the snot and tears. Abby’s hand stroking my hair and her murmurs of ‘there, there’ were the only thing I wanted right then.

“Keith, why don’t you and Glen go out snorkeling?” I could feel her hand dismiss them.

She held my shoulders and pulled her body away from me. “What’s wrong Lori? Did someone do or say something that hurt you?” Her blue eyes were also welling with tears looking at me.

My legs turned to limp noodles and I collapsed into the coarse sand. She thrust a tissue into my hand and sat beside me. God, I was a mess blowing and honking my nose in front of this beautiful woman.

“No, nothing anyone said. No, that’s not right; it’s said and inferred all the time. And I’m fucking sick of it.” I bunched the wet tissue in my hands, looking down at it as my lips began to quiver once more.

She tucked the wet hair that clung to my cheek behind my ear. “What Lori?”

“The body thing. I’m chubby, I know that. I dreaded coming down here, scared to death there’d be all these hard bodies and beauty queens. But it’s not like that. Or at least I thought it wasn’t up until a little while ago.” I sniffed and took a deep breath.

“What happened? You’re beautiful. How could anyone not see that?” Her hand caressed my back.

“No. It wasn’t me. It was Kate. She’s big like me and has a gorgeous face. But she’s kind of flat-chested. When I showed up, with these,” My hands went under my breasts and I grasped them.” her husband and even Keith were all focused on them. I knew what she was feeling and the whole fucking unfairness hit me. So, she’s not…or more to the point, WE’RE not, society’s model of beauty. Sorry, I’m not anorexic, I eat.” I bit my lip to keep the tears at bay.

“You’re right. It isn’t fair…or healthy, for that matter. It’s just stupid.” A trace of frustration and wistfulness had entered her soft voice.

“Every time I go into a drug store, or pick up a woman’s magazine, it’s like a slap in the face. There’s always pictures of gorgeous, skinny women… ads for stuff to lose weight, hair products you’ve just GOT to have and cosmetics for wrinkles! They make money making us want to BE like the models, setting standards so high that most women can never achieve them. And then what? We feel like shit, like losers…like Kate and me.” This time, I couldn’t stop the flood of tears.

Abby placed her arm over my shoulder and drew me close to her. “First of all, you’re not a loser. You’re just one more woman in the spectrum. I’m not model perfect and I’m getting old. You’re right. The bar is always rising and we’ll never get there. You know what I say to that?”

“Fuck it?” I managed a small smile at her.

“Something like that, I guess. Bien dans sa peau.” Her blue eyes shone in her face.

“Okay I’ll bite. What’s that mean? I took Spanish in school, not French.”

“Be comfortable in your skin. Confident even. Fuck the commercial standards of beauty and the horse they rode in on.”She turned her head and her eyes scanned the beach as if looking for someone. “See that couple over there?” She bobbed her head to the left.

“The bald guy and the red haired woman?”

“Yeah. See his big belly sticking out? He looks like he could be eight months pregnant and guess what? He doesn’t give it a thought. I bet his wife worries more about her laugh lines than he worries about his gut.”  Her mouth pulled up at the side in a frown.

“Know what else? They were at the hot tub last night with another couple. We watched the four of them get in and switch partners. The woman he was with could have been a playboy bunny and he didn’t seem too concerned about his weight when she was giving him head.” Abby chuckled.

My mouth dropped open at her flippant tone talking about the hot tub action like it was a game of basketball. She was right of course about men never giving this a thought.

“Hey, you two. Everything okay now?” Glen and Keith had emerged from the sea and now stood next to us, framed and glowing in the rays of the sun.

“Yeah, kind of. You know how it is Glen, we’ve talked about it. The whole women versus men and the body image thing. Men don’t give it a thought and women are obsessed. Not that you two have anything to worry about.” Abby said.

Glen slipped down onto the sand to sit next to her, while Keith’s head was tilted, question marks in his eyes looking at me. After the scene with Rob and Kate, he must have thought I was crazy to be worrying about my size.

“Hey, that’s not really true and you know it. Maybe we don’t focus on our bodies like women, but that doesn’t mean we don’t have things that we’re sensitive about.” Glen looked in front of him, shaking the water from his snorkel.

“Like what?” I was dying to know what someone like him or Keith for that matter would worry about. They seemed so confident.

“It’s that whole macho thing. Being strong and brave, taking care of your woman, worrying that she’ll be attracted to someone else. What do you say Keith? Give me some help here.”

My gaze shifted to Keith, whose hands were on his head, trying to squeegee the droplets of water out. His eyebrows pulled together above his red rimmed eyes. “Yeah maybe. I have to admit, I felt a little threatened by Rob yesterday at the pool bar and then again last night at the club.” He sat down in front of me.

“What? Because he came on to me? I thought that kind of turned you on a bit.” Boy, I was getting some mixed messages from my husband.

“It turns me on when guys check Abby out…” Glen’s voice was low.

“It does, but if some guy touched you, I’m not sure I wouldn’t feel threatened, like Glen says.” His eyes bored into mine.

He HAD said that he only wanted to be with me, despite the open invitation Kate had given him last night. And this was why. He was threatened by Rob’s attention to me. This was the first time he’d ever revealed this and considering that something like this would never have been on the radar at home—that made sense.

“I can totally identify with that, Keith. I used to feel the same way about Abby.” Glen put his arm around Abby’s shoulder and drew her close to his body.

I bit my lip for a second but couldn’t help myself. I was dying of curiosity and they probably wouldn’t mind my asking. “So you guys are swingers? You have sex with other people? Don’t you ever get jealous? How’d you get into that?”




“Whoa. One question at a time, Lori. Yeah, we’re in the Lifestyle. That’s the proper term or living sexy is also used.  How we got into this well…it’s a long story. You could write a book about it.” Glen and Abby shared a laugh.

“Okay, let me see if I’ve got this right? There’s another couple here who’ve made it pretty clear they’d like to have sex with you guys, right?” Abby leaned forward looking from Keith to me.

“Yeah.” Keith and I spoke in unison, anxious to hear what she had to say.

“And you’ve never done this before or even thought about it?”

Again, we shook our heads.

“Talked about it after the club?”

“Not really.” I spoke before Keith had a chance to.

“This is not something you do then. Back OFF.”


Chapter 14

The sun was a glowing orange ball resting on the line of the horizon, radiating waves of pink across the sky. Keith and I sat in white lounge chairs we’d pulled into the surf, dangling our feet in the warm water, sipping cold beer. I was becoming used to bare breasts, although my nipples are starting to burn. We’d spent most of the day with Abby and Glen and this was our first time alone.

“Were you surprised when they told us they were swingers? They talk about it so casually.” I looked across at the strong profile of his handsome face, the breeze ruffling his dark hair.

“I’d known they were, but yeah, the casualness of it was shocking at first. And then their advice for us—to back away, not that we were going to go down that path anyway.” He took a large swallow from the glass of beer.

“Yeah, I know. And you still feel that way right? I mean, if we go to the hot tub, which I DO want to experience, it’s just us, together.” After what Abby had said about what happened the other night, there was no way I was going to miss that. And she had made the point that lots of couples didn’t do anything when they were there. They just wanted to experience the open sexuality.

“She also said the uterus rules in this area, and a couple shouldn’t do anything unless they agreed up on it first.” He turned to look at me and then his gaze rose to look above and behind me.

I turned to see Rob and Kate ambling along the shoreline holding hands. I squinted, looking at her. Was she also going topless? She was wearing a pale pink bikini bottom and nothing else. Her nipples were a soft pink also, so it wasn’t evident at first glance that she was bare.

I turned back to Keith but he was still watching them approach, a small smile on his lips. “Looks like Kate’s trying to keep up with you.”

I reached the water with my hand and flicked some at him. “You like that don’t you?”

“Hi Lori, Keith. Mind if we join you?” Rob was already heading to the area of the beach to get a couple vacant chairs.

“Sure. How was your day, Kate?” Keith stood up and offered his chair to her with a wave of his hand.

She took one step and stopped when she looked at me, lowering her dark sunglasses to the bridge of her pert little nose. “Oh my God, Lori. Your boobs are really pink and the nipples are almost red. You’re going to be hurting later. Here’s some heavy duty sunscreen. You’d better slather it on.”

Rob arrived, dragging chairs just as I was squeezing lotion into my palm. “Need some help with that Lori? I’d be happy to lend a hand.” He grinned at me, standing close so that my eyes were level with his crotch. I think he was getting hard, looking at my breasts.

I glanced at Keith, saw the set of his jaw, and my heart was in my mouth, but Kate saved the day.

“Wait your turn. If anyone’s going to help Lori, it’s gonna’ be me, Rob.” She turned her grin on me now. “Do you need some help?”

Whether it was the beer or the atmosphere, before I knew it, ‘yes’ popped out of my mouth.

Kate stood up and knelt in the warm water, taking my hand in hers to remove the thick creamy sunscreen. She rubbed the lotion onto her hands and leaned forward. I could hear water splash as Keith stepped to the side to watch her. Oh my God, I held my breath and my heart pounded in my chest--a woman was about to feel me up.

“Oooo, they’re so hot from the sun, so luscious” Her hands gently touched the sides of my breasts while I looked at her face. “How does that feel? I’m not hurting you, am I?”

“No. your hands are gentle. It feels good actually.” My voice was barely above a whisper. I was actually enjoying her touch, her soft hands, so different from a man’s.

“Your nipples need quite a bit. The sun did some damage today.” She squeezed more sunscreen onto her fingertips and touched them gingerly. “That’s cool isn’t it? Your nipples are all pebbly and hard now.”

Watching her face drinking in my breasts, while her fingers danced on my nipples caused a flutter in my stomach. Knowing the guys were watching us like hawks, getting turned on, made me wet. This was deliciously bad.

Kate glanced up into my eyes and winked. “I think I got burned today too. Will you put some on me?”

She sat up straight, pulling her shoulders back and looked at Keith. I picked up the sunscreen and stopped. Did she mean me or Keith? He stepped closer to us and her hand rose, brushing across his thigh.

“I meant Lori, you naughty man. Look, but don’t touch.” She turned back to me, her green eyes twinkling, sharing a moment. She’d done this before and knew the effect it had on men…and women.

I’d touched her breast earlier that day and hadn’t considered it sexual. Now, sitting so close to her, about to massage lotion onto her, I gulped. And the strange thing was, I wanted to touch her breasts again, to explore the soft skin and button-like nipples.

I squeezed the cream into my palms and reached for her breasts, touching the apple sized mounds as gently as she had touched mine. When my fingers brushed over the hard, pink nipples she moaned. My hands were filled with her creamy flesh and my thumbs teased her nipples as I gazed, mesmerized by her breasts, filled with a sense of wonderment at my own reaction. I wanted to turn her on the way she’d done to me.  

“Oh yessss. Just like that.” She bent towards me and kissed my cheek, her hands once more on my breasts, rolling them in her palms. It was deliciously decadent to be touching another woman and being touched, right out in public, knowing we were driving our guys crazy.

How much farther would Kate take this? I felt her hand leave my breast and slide over my stomach to the top of my mons. My legs were parted but not spread wide.

She edged closer and whispered in my ear. “Can I touch you there?” Her fingers slowly lowered and stopped.

My heart was beating hard and I could feel a thrill in my clit at her question. My gaze turned to Keith who was watching this with eyes, I had seen many times when he made love to me. His bathing suit was tented, his thick cock straining the fabric.

In answer to her question, I opened my legs wider and tilted my pubic bone up, spreading myself for her. My pussy lips were actually throbbing and my clit ached for her fingers.  I arched backward, supporting my upper body with my hands on the chair behind me.

Her fingers teased along the thin strip of fabric covering me, up and down then circling over my clit. There was a tug and her fingers touched my skin, dipping into the folds of my womanhood. When her finger slid over my hard bud, I gasped. She teased it circling around it and dragging her finger ever so slowly along the underside to the sensitive tip.

“Yessss. Keep doing that.” My head tilted to the side while my lips parted, breathing faster. She knew exactly how to touch me and I wanted more, giving in to the atmosphere of Hedonism.

Her fingers slid to my slippery opening and back to the firm nub, where she continued teasing me, slowly and then quicker and firmly. My hips rocked into her hand, pressing for more as she played with me.

Oh God it was good, her soft touch. I looked at Keith, whose hand was pressed against his hard cloth covered cock. I turned to see Rob. He wasn’t as shy, with his hard cock in his hand slowly stroking it. Fuck, it was intoxicating, laying back as Kate played with me, watching thick man-meat and it couldn’t happen anywhere else but here on this beach, at this erotic resort.

Kate drove the fingers of her hand into me as I watched the gorgeous shaft Rob was holding. She fucked me with her fingers as I alternated looking at cock—Keith’s huge bulge and Rob’s thick shaft. I bit my lip as her fingers once more rubbed fast on my clit. I didn’t trust myself to not say what I really wanted—a hot cock filling me and it didn’t matter which one. I was past the point of caring, lost in lust.

“Ohhh….ohhhh” I closed my eyes, as her fingers pleasured me, thrusting my hips forward, squeezing the muscles of my opening tight. “I’m coming. Don’t stop.”  I thrust my hand out and gripped her shoulder hard. Fuck, “Ahhhh…” The orgasm just kept going, in wave after wave.

When I opened my eyes, Keith and Rob had stepped closer but there were still a few people wading in the water along the shoreline, openly staring and smiling at us. I grabbed Kate’s hand and gripped it hard, pulling it from my pussy, from my over-sensitive love bud.

Kate rose higher to kiss my lips. I pulled back slightly and looked into her eyes and whispered, “What about you?” It didn’t seem fair that I had all the pleasure. And besides that, I was curious. What would it be like to touch another woman, the way she had touched me.

“Later. In the hot tub. Right now, I think our husbands need us and it’s not to cook dinner.” She giggled and stood up.


Chapter 15

“See you guys later.” Keith brushed by Kate and Rob and took my hand to help me get to my feet. “Let’s go, Lori.”  

I stood and looked at him before stepping along, trying to keep up with his strides. Oh yeah, he had liked that as much as I had. “Where’s the fire? Slow down.” I giggled and pulled at his arm.

“Oh wow, Lori that was hot. Let’s get back to the room. Hurry, my balls are in a knot.” He pulled me along beside him.

“Hey! My legs are like rubber from that. You’re lucky I can walk at all.” We were almost at the path leading to our room. It wasn’t just my legs reeling, trying to keep pace. I just had a mind blowing orgasm from a woman’s touch, in public. I was a long way from Ohio.

“Fine.” He turned and in a flash I was in his arms, being carried by my strong and horny husband.

He only set me down when we got to the door to open it with the key pass. Walking quickly to the bed he stripped from his bathing suit.  I closed the door and walked slowly to the end of the bed, watching him stroke his cock to firmness. I wiggled out of the bathing suit and knee walked on the bed till I straddled his hips.

“What was it you were in such a hurry for?” I grinned and tilted my head looking down at him.

His hand was on my hip, pulling me down as his other hand directed his cock to my opening. “Ahhhh.” That was what I wanted, to be filled with his hardness. He thrust deep inside me as I rolled my hips in a small circle.

“You liked watching Kate, play with my breasts and kissing me?” I squeezed my muscles tight on him, basking in lustful power.

“Ohhh God.” He pumped into me, holding my hips down.

“And when she played with my pussy, finger fucking me…did you like that too?” I closed my eyes, envisioning it and touched my clit. “Her fingers were nice. It was hot, but you know what I wanted?”

“A cock…” He thrust up into me faster.

“Yes. A big, juicy, thick cock, while she played with me like this.” I opened my eyes a slit to find him gazing at my swollen pussy, stretched by his thick meat inside me.

“Rob’s cock? Did you like watching him jerk off, wanting to fuck you? Did you want his cock fucking you?” His breath was coming faster and I reached behind me to cup his tight balls.

“I just wanted cock deep inside me, fucking me hard.” My hips rolled against him and I could feel his final thrusts and his cock spurting deep inside. Oh God. My finger rubbed my clit furiously bringing another orgasm, just after him. His eyes were shut pumping the last drop from his shaft.

I fell forward on the bed next to him, gasping for air as my body resumed its normal rhythm. I hadn’t had this much sex since our honeymoon.

“Keith?”

“Mmmhmm?” He rolled over to face me.

“You know we did it again, right?” My fingers played with the dark hair on his muscular chest.

“Had awesome sex? Yeah.”




“Yeah that. But part of it was the fantasy of Rob fucking me. I’m thinking about tonight, in the hot tub. I’m going to do Kate tonight, like what happened earlier. If she feels the way I did, she’s going to want a cock. Maybe yours.” I looked into his eyes. With the fantasy we’d played out, twice, we were skirting a situation that was probably going to present itself, and surprisingly, I was okay with it. 

“No way would I do that, Lori.” He shook his head.

“But what if I was fine with it?” A picture of him fucking Kate flashed in my mind and I smiled. No tightening of my stomach, no heart strings being pulled taut, only happiness for Keith. He loved me and nothing could change that.

He was silent for a few minutes. “Does that mean that Rob would fuck you? I’m not sure I’d like to see that.”

“Okay. You’ve set a limit, like Abby told us we should. How would you feel if he kissed me or touched my breasts? I mean if it comes up, of course.” I slid my hand up and held his cheek, still looking into his eyes.

“No kissing. That’s too intimate. I’d be okay with him touching your breasts and believe me he wants to.” His hand slid to hold and squeeze my boob.




“Touching my pussy or even me touching his cock, would that be okay?” Part of me couldn’t believe I was asking him this, as casually as if I was asking tea or coffee? But another part, the curious cat needed to know. How far would we take this without it hurting one of us?

“Do you want that?” His eyebrows rose up on his forehead.

A picture of Rob’s hand around his cock and how I was so hot watching him flashed in my mind. “I might in the heat of the moment.” At the beach, as horny as an ally-cat I definitely could have, but Keith would HAVE to be comfortable with it. Lost in a moment of lust was one thing but never at the expense of our relationship.

“Let me think about this. I’m not sure.”

“Then it’s not going to happen. If you aren’t sure, we can’t. The sex has been really hot this week but ultimately, our relationship is the important thing. Like Glen and Abby said, I’m flying home with you, Keith, not with Rob and Kate.” I rolled over on my back, looking at us in the mirror overhead. This was such a crazy conversation, that I started to laugh.

“What’s so funny?” He raised his head up, to look down at me.

“This vacation. It was on your bucket list and I really didn’t want to come here. I knew it’d be sexy and I was worried about women hitting on you. And now we’re discussing whether we’re okay with another man doing anything sexual with me. If you’d told me this before we came, I’d have said you were on drugs.” I shook my head and laughed again.

“It is weird, but hot at the same time. We’re in uncharted waters, maybe over our heads.” His mouth pulled up at the side.

“I wouldn’t say that. We’re in control, setting limits. The weird thing for me is that I feel I know you better now. I didn’t know you had insecurities about me and other men. I thought I had THAT monopoly.” I rolled over again and kissed him. “You’re the man I love and will always be my love. This other stuff doesn’t matter.”

“I love you too, but this stuff’s interesting.” He was silent for a few minutes. “You really meant it, when you said you’d be fine with me fucking Kate? Even if I don’t want Rob to do anything more than touch your breasts?”

Now it was my turn to be quiet, again picturing this in my head and gauging my reaction. Kate was a nice woman, attractive and I’d enjoyed her this afternoon. I liked her. It was odd, but I wanted to share her with Keith. He’d enjoy fucking her. “Only, if I was there. But—“

He sighed. “I know. Rob and my insecurities. I think his cock is bigger than mine.”

“What?”

He looked away for a second, his face clouded. I knew THAT expression; I wore it many times. The ‘I’m not good enough’ face. He turned back to me, the muscles of his lower jaw working.

“You heard me. His cock’s bigger. He’s got at least an inch on me. That’s why I kept mine in my pants.”

After so many failed diets and exercise programs, trying to become thin, to feel better about myself and beautiful for him, it was easy to recognize the look on his face. But now, it was finally sinking in. He loved me for who I am and I’m beautiful just the way I am. He’d always been patient with my feelings of insecurity and now I wanted to give him the same support.

I placed my hands on his cheeks and looked into his eyes. “No it isn’t. It might be a bit longer, but yours is thicker and it’s the one I love.  It’s attached to the man that I love. Remember my insecurities before we came on this trip? I know what you’re going through. Let’s just be with each other tonight, Okay? That’s our limit, aside from me with Kate. Deal?”

“That sounds like a plan.” He kissed the top of my head. “You’re pretty smart you know.”


Chapter 16

Toga! Toga! Toga! Music from the eighties blasted, but was almost drowned out by the chant of the dancing crowd. It felt like a frat house or something, not a Roman orgy. But that would change after a few more songs. The light cotton costumes did little to cover breasts and asses of the women cavorting on the dance floor. Even some of the men’s junk could be seen between the folds of the loose flowing fabric.

After three drinks of liquid courage, I joined Abby and Kate in baring one breast to the applause of the men at the table, Keith included.

“C’mon Keith, I promised to show you some real dirty dancing and ‘Hot! Hot! Hot!’ is a song I like.” Abby stood up and took Keith’s hand, pulling him out of the chair.

It was quite a sight--my six foot four husband in a Page’s short, white toga following the spritely woman covered only by a strip of skirt over her groin and one breast. They found a spot near a Roman soldier replete with head dress and a Cleopatra wearing only a diamond G string.

“Let’s join them!” Rob jumped to his feet, causing the metallic cloth of his gladiator skirt to rise and fall.

Not surprisingly, he was naked underneath. Glen rose and took Kate’s hand urging her up, leaving me to fall in behind Rob. The four of us managed to crowd into the throng of people bumping and grinding against one another, lustful and primal. At one point Rob was behind me, his hands on the sides of my hips pulling my ass towards his groin, his erection pushing into the cheek of my ass, in time to the beat of the song.

My eyes flitted to find Kate or Keith. Were they watching this? Kate’s arms were around Glen’s neck and she was smiling at him as she pushed herself against him. And from the smile on his face, he wasn’t minding it at all. Abby was bent at the waist, her backside thrusting and wiggling against Keith’s groin while his focus was on her ass.

Everyone around us was doing some variation of lovemaking to the pulsing beat and sensual melody. My eyes opened wider watching two half naked women kneeling next to each other in front of their male partners, giving them head. At the side of the dance floor was a pole, where three women laughed, trying to outdo each other in their sexual antics with it. The mood was infectious and I found myself responding to Rob’s hard cock, rolling my hips and pressing into it with my ass.

When the song ended, Abby was beside me, placing her arm around my shoulders and laughing. “He’s all yours, Lori. I got him warmed up for you.” She turned to Glen. “C’mon Caesar, buy your serving girl a drink and leave these youngsters to dance.”

Rob was still standing behind me, his hand casually placed on my hip when Keith and Kate stepped closer. If I was worried that they would see the stiffness of Rob’s cock, I didn’t need to bother. Abby wasn’t kidding when she said she had Keith warmed up. His arousal was evident from the tent in the fabric at his groin. When I met his eyes, he looked a little embarrassed before Kate put her arm on his shoulder. The music had started up again, with a slow sensual song and I felt Rob’s hand turning me to face him.

“You look sexy in a toga, especially with one breast bare.” His lips were brushing the folds of my ear, his breath hot, while his hardness pressed against my tummy.

I tried to be casual and smiled. “Thanks. It’s a good thing one is covered. Who knows what would happen if it was both.”

“Mmmm. I can think of a few things.” He rubbed his cock into me, harder.

A shot of pleasure tingled between my legs, so close to the shaft which I knew, wanted to drive into me. My face became warm and I turned my head to see Keith and Kate.

She was running her hands along the backs of his thighs, almost under his toga pulling him closer. Her waist twisted a few times pushing into his cock before she lowered slowly, her hand leaving his thigh and sliding across his hip to his pelvis. His eyes opened wider and I knew she was gripping his cock with her hand, continuing her descent with her body until she was on her knees in front of him.

Rob must have sensed me staring because he turned me so that we were sideways to Keith and Kate. I looked into Keith’s eyes and nodded smiling, giving my consent. Kate’s hand massaged his thick cock and she looked up at him, her tongue licking the pink of her full lips. His hand stroked through the locks of her flaming hair and her gaze fell to his cock, pressing forward to kiss the tip.

“She’s really good at giving head.” I turned quickly to look into Rob’s laughing grey eyes, felt his hand glide across my breast, the back of his fingers brushing against my nipple. My pussy was becoming swollen and wet, feeling his touch and watching Kate and Keith. Oh God, the heady sexuality of the dance floor was overwhelming me, drowning any inhibition I might have felt being touched by a man other than my husband. With languorous eyes, I glanced beside me.    

Kate’s head bobbed up and down on Keith’s cock, while her fingers, closed around the base rolled back and forth in tandem with her mouth. She was close to deep throating him, something I’d never been able to do. Keith gazed down on what she was doing to him, his lips parted, breathing faster. He was really turned on, which made me hotter still.

Rob’s hand left my back and his hips eased away from me for a moment. When he pushed against me this time, his cock pushed against my mons while his hand urged my legs wider. It was all I could do to keep them closed to prevent his hard shaft from touching my pussy, especially my clit. I had promised Keith that Rob wouldn’t fuck me. If his cock touched me there, God knows what would happen….

When I looked at Keith and Kate again, she was raising to her feet, sliding upward along his body, her hand still clutching his cock. Her lips were smiling as she strained upward to kiss him. I held my breath until he planted a kiss on her forehead and drew her head to his shoulder. That was the only time I’d felt threatened, when it looked like they might kiss.

“C’mon Lori. Open up for me.” Rob was gazing into my eyes, his hand on his cock trying to insert it between in my cleft.

“I can’t. I promised Keith.” My mouth was set in a straight line even though my pussy felt like it was melting in lust. But a limit had been set.

“That’s what you two agreed on? It’s okay for him to get head but nothing for you?” His eyebrows were pulled together above his piercing eyes.    

“That’s right. I won’t do anything with you beyond you touching my breast. There’re lots of women here. Maybe you should dance with one of them.” Thank God, the song ended and Keith and Kate stepped close to us, ending this conversation.

“Kate, that was hot, watching you give head.” Rob kissed her and turned to Keith. “She’s good isn’t she?”

I stepped toward Keith and threw my arms around his neck looking into his eyes and the sheepish grin he wore. His arm was around my shoulder when he looked sideways at Rob. “It was nice.”

Kate placed her hand on my back and leaned close to me. Her eyes were sparkling and she bit her lower lip looking from me to Keith. “Ready for the hot tub?”


Chapter 17

“You guys go ahead. Lori and I are going to have a drink together and then we’ll be over.” Keith smiled at Kate and Rob and nudged me away from them.

I looked where we had been sitting, but Abby and Glen weren’t there. They were probably at the hot tub. I took a seat while Keith got drinks from the bar. The dance floor was still crowded as another raucous song played. A picture of Kate giving head to Keith flashed in my mind. It was hard to understand, but I wasn’t jealous. The only knot in my stomach had come when she tried to kiss him. She could suck his dick but not kiss his lips—it was crazy, how could I feel this way?

I looked up when Keith set fresh drinks on the table and took a seat close to me.

“How are you doing? I thought you sort of gave me permission on the dance floor before Kate…I wasn’t wrong was I?” He placed his hand on my knee and leaned closer.

“I’m okay. Actually it was hot watching you. Is she good? Did you like it?” Now it was my turn to lean close to him, eyes wide.

“Well yeah…not as good as you. She kind of took me by surprise and then with all those people watching, what could I do without looking like I was rejecting her.” He pulled a face and I knew he was kidding.

“Yeah. She twisted your arm or something.” I laughed and shook my head. “Really, I didn’t mind but I wasn’t okay when she tried to kiss you, so no kissing when we go to the hot tub. We’re still going, right?”

“For sure. I just didn’t want to go without talking to you first. But I’m not going to do anything more with Kate. And Rob? How’d it go dancing with him? Did he touch you?” His head tilted sideways and it was a mixture of emotions I read in his eyes. Guilt, apprehension?

“Just my boob, not that he didn’t try.” Not that I didn’t want him to, was left unsaid. I patted his leg and took a large swallow of my drink. “I told him that’s as far as I would go with him.” I watched him exhale through pursed lips.

He placed his hands on my cheeks and his dark eyes held me captive in their gaze. “Lori, thanks for this. I don’t think I could stand to watch Rob with you. Sure, it was a fantasy that we both got off on, but for real? I don’t know about that.”

“You don’t HAVE to. It’s just you and me and well… probably Kate with me. That’s okay, right?” I smiled when he nodded his head. “Let’s go and see what everyone’s talking about.” I stood up and took his hand leading the way from the nightclub.

We passed by the entrance to the lobby and the pool area, following the dimly lit walkway next to the exercise and massage building. Ahead, there was a large glass partition, with water trickling over its surface, shielding the hot tub from view. We passed by the side of the private waterfall to see a huge four leaf clover shaped hot tub—the size of a swimming pool.

In three of the rounded leaves of the sunken pool, the heads and bare chests of people seemed to float in the bubbling water.  In the fourth leaf, a man and woman sat on the edge, feet dangling in the steamy water while the back of another man’s head was visible just above the water and between them.

“Keith, Lori! Over here.” I turned to see Kate, standing up and revealing her bare torso, boobs jiggling, waving us to the right. Just visible next to her, submerged in the water were Rob, Abby and Glen. For the first time that evening my stomach muscles clenched in a knot. It had been so casual talking about the hot tub back at the bar but now seeing the naked people, knowing that I’d soon be shedding what little I wore was another thing.

I took a deep breath and squeezed Keith’s hand tighter. As we walked over, the two couples separated to make room for us between them. “How’s the water?” My voice was soft, betraying my nervousness.

“Yummy. C’mon in.” Abby was sitting next to Glen, nestled in the crook of his arm, smiling at Keith and me.

I slipped my sandals off and loosened the gold belt that held my toga close to my waist. My gaze flitted to Keith who shot a small smile at me before lifting his short toga and pulling it over his head and off.

There was a soft wolf whistle as I pulled the toga over my head and then Abby’s voice. “Here. Next to me Keith.” I stood alone on the deck of the hot tub watching Keith’s muscular leg step down before his tight ass and broad back disappeared into the water.

My fingers were hooked into the elastic of my panties pulling them over my hips and thighs when a shudder went through me. I glanced at Kate and Rob. Her attention was centered on Keith and Abby but Rob’s eyes were on me, appraising me from head to toe. I stepped into the tub and lowered my body slowly between Keith and Kate. The water was so hot that the tropical air was chilly by contrast.

I could feel Rob’s eyes on me and purposely gazed at the people in the other corners of the pool. The woman who had been sitting on the edge was now laying back and between her spread legs was the head of the man in the pool. The other man was still sitting next to her, but now that I was closer, I could see he had to be at least ten years older than the woman. He stroked himself slowly while watching the action between the woman’s legs.

In another area, a young couple kissed, their bodies close together and slowly rocking. The face of a pretty middle aged woman, eyes closed, lips parted slightly appeared in front of her partner’s broad and hairy chest, his arms at her sides, submerged. It was everywhere—people caught up in the throes of sexual pleasure.

My eyes were wide taking in the lovemaking happening in the small pool and I startled at Keith’s hoarse voice.

“Uh…Lori and I aren’t swapping partners with anyone. We’ve talked and—“

“What about me? I thought we were going to…” Kate chimed in.

“No. That’s okay. I mean…partners of the opposite sex.” Keith’s head swiveled to look at Kate. Was it the hot water or the subject making him blush?

She turned to face me, cupping my breast in her hand and leaning forward to kiss my lips softly. My hand drifted up her thigh to tentatively touch her pussy. I pulled back from her kiss and looked into heavy lidded eyes.

“I’ve never touched another woman like this. I want to do what you did to me this afternoon, but only with my hands. I’m not ready for anything more than that.” My fingers grazed softly along the groove where her pussy lips met. Would I be able to bring her to orgasm that way she had to me? It should be almost like masturbating, doing to her the things MY body liked.

She tucked a stray lock of hair behind my ear and whispered. “That’s okay. I understand.” She kissed me again softly and pushed her pussy harder into my fingers. Her tongue pressed against my lips and I responded, opening my mouth and kissing her deeply, while my fingers sought her clit. This was all so new to me that I felt like a teenage boy, eager to please and ravish her. 

There was a splash of water and I opened my eyes to see Rob getting out of the pool, his erection passing by me at eye level.

“Kate.” Rob had laid down on the deck, his wet muscled upper body supported by his elbow, one leg straight while the other was bent, his foot resting on the surface. But it was his hand slowly stroking his hard cock that I couldn’t tear my gaze from. What was he doing calling to Kate, just when she was responding to my fingers teasing her and making her sigh?

As if a secret command had passed between them, Kate got out of the tub and straddled his hips, facing away from him. She lowered herself onto his shaft and with her finger crooked, she beckoned to me to join her. I turned to look at Keith; how was he taking this? True, I wouldn’t be fucking Rob, but I’d be awful close to the action.

At a small nod from him, I rose to my feet. Abby and Glen watched me closely, seemingly aware of what had passed between my husband and me. I stepped to the side of Rob’s thigh and knelt down. Kate was rocking up and down on his cock, her knees open wide and pussy thrust upward, waiting for my touch.




My fingers grazed across her mons and down into her cleft. At her sharp intake of breath, I stopped and pressed gently on her clit. Rob’s muscular thigh brushed against mine as he rolled his hips back and forth, pushing deeper into her opening. The bottom part of his shaft was only an inch from my fingers.

The muscles in my pussy tightened causing a thrill to shoot to my clit. Kate’s moans and the sight of Rob’s cock pumping into her made me wet, oh so aware, of my own empty pussy. The lust in front of me was contagious and I longed for more, to be one with them, caught up in their arousal. Any shyness I may have felt getting naked in front of everyone were gone.

There was a light touch on my waist and I turned to face Keith who was lowering his body behind me. His fingers pressed into me, urging me upward to my knees, his thick cock drizzling along the cheek of my ass.

“Ohhh yeees…” I moaned when his cock entered me, his fingers rubbing my clit. I was complete, squeezing my muscles on his hard shaft.

My hand had paused momentarily on Kate’s clit and I felt her hand cover mine, pressing it into her, faster as her hips rocked back and forth on Rob’s cock. Oh God, watching her face, seeing how close both she and Rob were to orgasm while Keith pumped into me was wanton. Lust hung heavy in the air, our bodies reveling in it, throbbing on waves of desire emanating from our cores. 

“Fuck me harder!” Was that Kate or me? The four of us were lost in a cloud of lust each seeking ecstasy for ourselves and each other.




“Oh God….right there…keep doing that.” Kate’s voice was guttural as her body fell backward onto Rob’s chest, causing his groin to rise. My fingers were now touching the base of his cock, feeling the pulse of his orgasm shooting cum inside her. Oh God, to experience their ecstasy and be a part of it…       

I arched upward as Keith drove deep inside, our bodies melding into each other in orgasm. My breath was a fast pant, keeping rhythm to my pounding heart. Keith’s lips brushed against my earlobe, his breath uneven and hot. “Oh God Lori, this is so fucking hot.”

I couldn’t have agreed more. My legs quivered in the aftermath of our lovemaking—Keith and mine along with Rob and Kate’s. I felt Keith slip out of me and turned when Abby spoke.

“Let’s hear it for soft swinging.” She smiled laying on the platform, as Glen stood in the water between her legs, pumping his cock, slowly into her.

As sexually spent as I was, there was a tingle in my lower stomach watching them. This evening was gloriously decadent and it wasn’t over yet. I was ready for more with our new friends, free from self consciousness, willing to explore more of this night.

“There’s a hand held shower over there, if you’re getting back in the tub.” Glen jerked his head to the side indicating where the shower was. “It keeps the hot tub cleaner, although there’s enough chlorine here to kill anything.”

“C’mon Lori. I think we could use a rinse, thanks to these guys.” Kate sat up and eased herself off Rob. “For someone who’s never done this before, you did well. I had three O’s.” She stood up and grinned, extending her hand to help me to my feet.

“Three! I only had one but it was a rocking one, let me tell you.” I took her hand and followed her to the shower, shaking my head. I’d just had sex next to another couple, in public! And walking naked behind another voluptuous woman, knowing eyes were on us, the only feeling I had was joy. No embarrassment, no shame. I felt like running to the beach and jumping in the waves.

While I waited for Kate to finish, I turned to look back at the hot tub. Keith and Rob were sitting next to each other, their backs to me, watching Glen and Abby, while around the small pool other people were also openly engaged in sex, in all its variety.

The shower turned off and I turned to face Kate. Standing in the soft glow of the moonlight, wet hair clinging to her shoulders, rivulets of water glistening on her breasts and hips, she smiled. I’m not sure if it was the afterglow of sex or whether I was looking at an almost mirror image of myself, but her beauty took my breath away, so natural, without shame or self consciousness.

Her hand brushed my cheek as she passed by, on her way back to the hot tub. I watched the sway of her hips and the undulations of her ass as she walked away. She could have been Eve, in a garden of fleshly delights, walking confidently to many Adams.

My pussy felt warm as I stepped into the shower, eager to rinse and get back to the pool, not wanting to miss a thing. Would Keith feel the same way about swapping? And the odd thing was, as eager as I was to experience Rob’s cock inside me; I wanted to see Keith with Kate, more. I turned the water on and held the showerhead between my thighs, spraying the warm water into my folds, closing my eyes to luxuriate in the soothing sensation.

A light touch on my ass and I gasped, spinning around to see Keith’s soft smile and laughing eyes. He took the shower wand from my hand and placed it back in the holder, stepping in beside me. We kissed, our tongues dancing together as the spray washed over our bodies.

His lips went to the hollow of my neck and upward to my ear. “I love you. This vacation has been everything I’ve dreamed of, because of you. My hot and sexy woman.”

“My handsome stud. I love you more than life itself. But…” I took his hand and placed it on my pussy.

“But what?” His lips brushed my ear as his finger slid against my clit, down to my wet opening and back, teasing it. His cock was hard again, pressing into my stomach.

“I want to go back to the hot tub and do it again.” I removed his hand and stepped away; chin lowered, smiling and looking up at him through my eyelashes.

He turned the shower off and we walked hand in hand back to the hot tub, passing Rob who was on his way to the shower. He smiled at both of us. If he was disappointed that we hadn’t swapped, his face gave no indication of it.

When we reached the small pool, it was clear why he appeared so happy. Kate had joined Abby and Glen in their lovemaking. Her hands played with Abby’s generous boobs as she bent over to kiss her, while Glen stroked Kate’s ass.

Keith and I slipped into the hot water of the tub and quietly watched the threesome. My hand gripped his firm cock, stroking it the way he liked, while Glen withdrew from Abby. At his touch, Kate laid down next to Abby and spread her legs, her fingers playing with her clit, waiting while Glen slid a condom over his thick cock. Fuck, this was hot watching them.

Rob returned from the shower and stood looking down at Kate, a smile on his face, before stepping closer to Abby. “Fuck her hard Glen. She likes it hard and fast.” 

Abby rose up to her knees and touched Rob’s cock with her fingertips, over the thick bulbous head, to the underside and down to his balls, all the while, looking up at him, her tongue licking her lips.

Keith’s hand grazed my inner thigh and his finger was on my clit softly rubbing it as we watched, mesmerized, our breath becoming faster through parted lips. Glen’s fingers dug into the soft flesh of Kate’s ass, steadying her as he pummeled. His words were barely audible “Yeah, that’s it. You’re so fucking tight.”

I tore my eyes away from them briefly to look at Rob’s face and felt my breath hitch in my throat. He stared into my eyes for a few moments before returning his gaze to the top of Abby’s head. I could tell that it was me that he wished was kneeling before him.

The look he had just given me, combined with Keith’s fingers playing on my clit was too much. I turned to face Keith. “I need you inside me. Fuck me…next to Kate and Glen.” My pussy lips were stretched wide, full and needing more.

Keith held my hand and we moved closer to Glen who was still driving deep into Kate. Placing my hands on the edge of the hot tub I sprung up, so that my ass now rested on the hard surface of the platform, my hip grazing softly against Kate’s. Her fingers brushed across my bare back while I lowered myself to lie next to her.




Keith’s hands pushed my thighs apart and he stepped close, holding his ramrod cock in his hand, aiming for my centre. “Ahhhh…” My breath was a soft whisper through parted lips as my pussy closed tight around him.

It was incredible lying next to Kate, watching the pleasure on Glen’s face as he fucked her, while feeling my husband’s cock deep inside me. When I tilted my head back and looked up, strong hairy legs led to Abby’s mouth deep throating Rob, while all around me, other people were doing the same in different areas of the pool. It was a den of carnality, heady and intoxicating.

I could tell it was getting to Keith as well. His thrusts into me were fast and short, while his finger rubbed my clit quickly.

“Oh God! Deeper! Fuck me haaarrd!” My legs began to stiffen and tremble as waves of passion rolled through me to the very tips of my fingers. I felt many pairs of eyes on my body, watching me being fucked and they became one with me, along with Keith. I was open to anything in that moment, anyone’s cock or mouth, being sexual and wanton. My cunt tightened on the cock driving into me as it spasmed, filling every crevice of my being.

Kate and Rob’s moans filled my ears, while Glen’s face and Keith’s face were loose, lost in arousal, panting through parted lips. There was a movement above me and I watched as Rob lowered to his knees and Abby moved to lay under him, ready for his cock. I reached up and traced my fingers over her thigh and then down towards Kate’s face, trailing the tips of my fingers over her cheek, connecting with them, in their pleasure, happy for them.

Keith’s lips were on mine, kissing me deeply, his hands kneading my breasts like the first time we’d ever made love—passion and fire. “I love you. You’ve never been as sexy as you look right now...”

My hands gripped the back of his neck and shoulders, holding the man of my life tight to me, my heart swelling with love, in this lustful experience we’d shared, with other people, but most importantly with each other. I was bursting with joy, my hands roaming over the hard muscles in his back, my lips feverishly kissing his lips, his cheeks, his chin. It was true. HE loved me and nothing would change that.


Chapter 18

Through the sliver where the folds of the heavy dark drapes met, a beam of sunlight sneaked into our cool, dim room. I lay quietly in the cocoon of sheets and comforter beside my sprawling mountain of snoring manhood. It had been almost two in the morning when we’d arrived back in our room, so it was no wonder he was still asleep.

There was a pleasant flutter in my lower tummy when I pictured the night in the hot tub with our new friends. It had been the most licentious night of my life! Even though everything about the hot tub oozed sexuality and I’d been caught up in it, thank God Keith and I had stuck to our limit. There’d be no recrimination or hurt. I turned to look at his profile, the strong jaw line, straight nose and open sensuous lips, tempted to lean over and kiss him.

Instead, I eased out of bed and crept to the patio door, sliding it softly open and stepping out onto the balcony. It was another glorious day in paradise with the sun sparking off the ocean and a warm breeze. I stood with my hands gripping the iron railing, surveying the beach where already sunbathers were camped. The man, who had been the Gladiator at the toga party, strolled along the walkway in front of me, carrying cardboard containers of coffee. He wore a white towel over his hips, sandals and nothing else.

He must have sensed my presence only yards away from him because he looked up at me and smiled, raising a coffee in a toast. “Good morning. How’re you today? Need one of these?”  He stopped and took a step closer to me, his eyes moving from my face to my breasts and back again.

Instead of rushing into the room for a robe to cover my nakedness, I extended my hand, reaching down for the coffee. “Thanks. I could use this.” I leaned over the railing, my breasts bare and hanging like ripe fruit, reaching as far as I could, but my hand was still a couple of inches shy of the cup.

“Why don’t you come down here and join me? I got this for my wife but she probably won’t thank me for waking her up. Your husband still sleeping too?” He tilted his head, smiling while laugh lines spread from the corners of his eyes.

“Yes. Give me a minute and I’ll be right there.” I slipped back inside and tip toed to the bathroom to grab a towel to put over me. My robe was somewhere in this mess of togas and bed sheets but there was no way I wanted to wake Keith finding it—the coffee and the friendly stranger were too tempting.

I tucked the ends of the bath sheet between my breasts and slipped out the door, bare feet slapping on the warm concrete walkway.   When I rounded the corner of our complex, he was still standing there, the sunlight glinting off his bald head and catching the silver in his chest hair.

“I’m Lori. This is a lifesaver, coffee delivered, thanks.” I took the cup from him and popped the lid.

“You’re welcome. John here.” He stepped back when a large black man, whistling a happy tune appeared pushing a landscaping cart. “Eire Man.” He held up his hand, fingers in a peace symbol and ambled away.

“Would you like to sit down there on the beach? I love this time of day, watching the sea birds.”  He raised his hand and pointed to an area about fifty feet away from my balcony, close to the shoreline.

“Sure.” I walked ahead of him, on a dirt path bordered by shrubs that became scarce the closer we got to the sand.

He stopped about five feet from the wet sand and flipped the towel from his hips, shaking it and spreading it on the sand with a flourish. My eyes opened wider watching him disrobe. For a man in his mid fifties or so, his body was firm and lean above tight muscular thighs. But of course that was the second thing I noticed when he removed the towel. The first was the dark six inch, flaccid penis that brushed against his leg when he moved.

He flopped down onto the towel and patted the spot next to him. “Here, sit down. I don’t bite.”




I lowered myself, and sat at the farthest part of the towel from him, looking out to sea and at the sunbathers nearby, anywhere but at him, although in my peripheral vision he was sitting with his legs on the sand in front of him.

“Your first time here?”

I glanced at him quickly and back to the ocean. “It’s that obvious?” A nervous laugh escaped. Maybe I should have stayed in the room with Keith. After all, this was a couples resort and here I was hanging out with a naked stranger, even if he was friendly and a bit old.

“A little. I noticed you and your husband on the dance floor last night and looked for you at the hot tub later but you were with friends. You and your husband stayed together all night. Not that there’s anything wrong with that.” He picked up a small piece of driftwood and threw it into the surf before taking a sip of coffee.

“Yeah, we aren’t ready for anything else. It was our first time having sex in public.” I looked into his laughing eyes and couldn’t help smiling in return, instantly at ease.

“How’d you like it? You looked like you were enjoying yourselves.” He pulled his legs up and crossed them in front, Buddha style, while turning slightly to face me.

Now I wished I’d brought my sunglasses as well as the bath sheet. His penis lay to the side of his rather large balls, drawing my gaze, hypnotically beckoning.

“It was exciting. Being around so many people having sex and—“ My face became warm and it wasn’t from the hot sun or sweltering heat.

“Why don’t you take the towel off? Talk to me and enjoy the sun and air on your body. Be free and real.” My eyes flashed to meet his gaze. Was he coming on to me, trying to make a pass? But in his dark blue eyes, it was almost a sadness I sensed, nothing sexual.

Still looking into his eyes I pulled the ends of the towel from between my breasts and to the side letting it fall to the ground. Immediately he smiled. “There. Doesn’t that feel better?”

My lips parted as my eyes stared at him in wonderment. His penis was still limp although his eyes roamed over my breasts, lingering on the puckered nipples. I was sitting with a perfect stranger, naked on the sand and having a conversation as common place as talking about dinner last night. Sure, Hedo is uninhibited but maybe there was something in the water here. Some sort of aphrodisiac?

“I like to practice yoga when I’m sitting close to the ocean, timing my breath to the waves, becoming one with them. Would you like to try it with me?” His hands rested on his knees, totally relaxed while his face radiated peace.

“I’ve never done yoga. Sure. What do I have to do?” It was something I’d always wanted to do but never got around to it.

“Turn and face me and cross your legs in front of you, like me.” I gulped and did as he asked, very aware that now my pussy was open and exposed for him to view. I took a deep breath as his gaze roamed over me.

“You have a beautiful body. From your breasts, the roundness of your tummy and hips to the petals of your feminine centre. May I just gaze upon you for a few minutes, experience and enjoy your womanhood? Your ying to my yang?” His eyes were almost closed as he looked between my legs.

His gaze caused a tingle in my clit. I could feel the little bud growing firm and poking out now as I watched his eyes and parted lips exhaling slowly.

“Now gaze upon me. The male sexual being.” I gasped when I lowered my eyes. His penis was now hard and the six inches had become longer…and thick. A pearly drop glistened at the opening, skewering me where it was pointing. Oh my God, would that hurt or be the best sex a woman could ever have?

“Breath in slowly to the count of ten while looking at my phallus. Empty your mind of everything but my manhood. See the thick head of it, firm, full, moist. It is primal, wanting only to find your womanly folds, to separate you and glide in the furrow between your lips, feel your wetness.” His voice was soft and hypnotic, rising and falling with the surf.

A drop of pre-cum slipped over the satiny head of his cock, down, over the ridges and veins of his shaft. I couldn’t tear my eyes from that whitish droplet. To the count of ten, I exhaled, stretching my legs wider. What would Keith think if he found me like this, knee to knee with this sexy, older man? But he was asleep and I was doing yoga, not having sex. Besides, I was supposed to be focusing on his cock, or should I say phallus?

“This is a tantric meditation that I’m doing with you, Lori. It’s kind of like a warm up for you to wake your husband, and me to join my wife. I can see you’re aroused and you can see how hard I am. I’m not going to touch you or allow you to touch me. But we will both desperately want that. Would you like me to continue?”

“Yes.” A breath, barely audible. My heart was beating harder in my chest at his words and trying to slow my breathing was becoming difficult. It wasn’t going to take much longer for this to get me hot. I was already wet.

“Squeeze your vaginal muscles Lori, as hard as you can and hold it.”

Oh God! A jolt of pleasure shot from my tight cunt to my clit. The moistness of my pussy was cool in the ocean breeze.

“Again. This time, it is my hard cock you are squeezing. Feel how big it is. How deep it is penetrating you. I can see your pussy lips dripping wet, wanting my cock between them.”  His voice was raspy with his arousal.

I wasn’t the only one wishing that cock was closer. My hand left my knee and slid along my inner thigh to my cleft, my finger seeking my clit.

“Stop. No touching. We’re only using our minds.”

I glanced into his stern eyes and put my hand once more on my knee, feeling like a teenage girl once more, chastised by a teacher.

“Your nipples are hard and puckered. How nice it would be to feel my lips and tongue there while my hands grasp the flesh of your breasts. My cock is drizzling for you again. It wants your warmth, your wetness gripping it as it slides slowly into you. Are you still squeezing it Lori?”

I exhaled through pursed lips as a jolt of pleasure spiraled around my clit. My eyes were half shut, my mouth open slightly, almost drooling at the sight of this enormous cock. I squeezed harder and held the muscles tight, like they would be with that inside me, stretching me.

“How hard is your little bud of pleasure? The tip of my cock would be like the caress of a tongue on it, gliding over it softly. That would feel nice, wouldn’t it?”

“Ohhhh…” It was a moan that originated deep in my belly.

“I think we should stop.”  With the grace of a man who works out often, he rose and looked down at me, his cock thick, grazing the hard muscles of his abdomen. “Go to your husband now.”

I grabbed my bath sheet and rose to my feet, still gazing into his eyes. My pussy felt like a separate entity, swollen and aching to be filled, all because of a man who had aroused me with just words and looks. I practically ran back to my room, not even bothering to drape the towel over my naked body. I banged on the door, squeezing my legs together, stoking further the flame between my legs.

In a few moments, the door opened and Keith stood looking at me, a puzzled look on his face. “Lori, what the—“

My hand was on his cock, stroking it and my lips were glued to his, pushing his body into the room to bang the door shut with my foot. I slid down his body to kneel on the floor in front of him, his cock already starting to get hard. My hands stroked up and down, while I licked my lips, never taking my eyes off what I needed deep inside me.

My tongue teased the thick head, rolling over it, trying to insert the tip into the slit at the top. Oh God, if he knew how hot the guy on the beach had made me and how much I needed his cock.

“Oh God, Lori…suck it.” He pushed his groin forward while his hands held the back of my head. My eyes watered as his hips moved back and forth, pushing his cock deeper into my throat. I focused on breathing, catching the rhythm of the surf. Once more in my mind, I was sitting across from John needing a cock deep inside me, my clit firm, the tip protruding through my lips like a tiny penis.




My hands pushed him away and I rose to my feet. “Fuck me. Now.” I pulled him from the door to the bed and laid down, holding my legs apart and up, open for him. I was his vessel, anything he wanted as long as he drove that into me, hard.

His hand softly stroked his cock and directed it to my opening. Not waiting, I pushed my pussy up onto his shaft, squeezing it, long and hard as I’d done in my imagination with John. And like then, jolts of pleasure flooded my already firm clit. I was wanton, all woman lusting for fulfillment.

“Oh fuck, that’s tight. Fuck my cock Lori. You need a big fat cock, you’re so wet.” His words tumbled out of his mouth as he pushed into me, faster than I’d been able to stroke him with my cunt.

My finger flashed across my stomach to my hard clit, rubbing it quickly. As I bucked under him, my other hand was on his ass, fingernails dug into the hard flesh. “Yeeeessss. Fuck me hard. That it’s. Don’t stop.  Need your hot cock. Yes, yes yes…” At each thrust, a wave of pleasure shot through me, on and on like it would never end.

He drove into me hard and stayed there, pressing and urging his cock deeper as cum shot into me. His breath hitched in his throat as the last spurt left his cock, his legs quivering against my thighs. He opened his eyes and looked down at me, a small smile on his lips.

“Wow. After last night I didn’t think I had it in me to do this again for a while. Fuck Lori, you’re turning into a wildcat.” His eyebrows drew together as he pulled out and rolled onto his side. “You were outside naked and couldn’t wait to get in here to get fucked. What happened? Why were you outside in the first place?”

“It’s an interesting story that started with the kindness of a stranger and coffee. Ever heard of tantric meditation?”


Chapter 19

I stopped to look at the sign—Nude Beach—above the tree lined pathway. True, my breasts were bare above the tight bathing suit on my midriff and hips, but was I ready to shed it, go all the way in broad daylight?

“Lori?” I felt Keith’s hand on my shoulder and turned to face him.

We’d been on our way to the ‘prude’ beach, which was anything but prudish, in my mind. So why had I stopped, contemplating going to the nude beach, almost ready to bare all and experience it?

“I’m okay with trying it, if you are. I mean, considering what happened at the hot tub last night and your…ah…tantric meditation this morning, it’s not that much of a stretch is it?” He pulled the sunglasses down on his nose and his dark eyes gazing at me were playful, almost boyish.

“But it was dark at the hot tub and this morning, it was just John, a guy almost old enough to be…no, forget that!” I wrinkled my nose and shook my head. “It’s…you know, my ass. White, wide and cellulite. I don’t know.”

He looked skyward and shook his head before grabbing my hand and pulling me to a pair of lounge chairs nearby. “What does it take Lori, to convince you that you’re beautiful just the way you are? Honestly, sometimes it’s just frustrating.” He leaned toward me, elbows on his knees and eyes narrow. “I thought that one thing this trip would prove to you, was--”

“Stop.” I grabbed his hand and squeezed it. “I know there’re guys here who are attracted to me. Well, let’s call a spade a spade. They want to fuck me. Rob, Glen and the guy on the beach, John. That’s different from parading around in the bright sunlight in front of everyone! That’s not sex.”

My eyes burned, filling with tears. Suddenly, I was twenty again, getting hit on by jerks who wanted to fuck the fat girl, thinking she’d be grateful.

“No it’s not sex at the beach. But if you think that every man there isn’t checking you out, having fantasies about you, you’re mistaken, Lori. Trust me; they’re not noticing your dimpled bottom. They’re picturing your ass cheeks in their hands as they fuck you.” His jaw muscle worked, clenching his teeth together.

“And what about you, Keith? Is that how you’re picturing other women?” My eyebrows were drawn together, my anger matching his.

“No. Well…maybe. But I’d never DO anything about it, you know that.” He exhaled loudly and shook his head.

“Maybe you should. And maybe I should fuck Rob. Christ Keith, it took guts for me to come on this vacation. And look at me, going topless, fucking you in public! I never thought I’d do this…and actually I like it.”




My head fell to the side and my eyes closed.  “But going nude on that beach, I don’t know. There’s still a part of me that’s not comfortable with it. Just like you aren’t comfortable seeing another guy fuck me.” I opened my eyes hoping to see if he understood but his gaze was on the ground between his feet.

“Why are we here, Keith? To confront our demons? I’m willing to finally face mine and go to the nude beach. What about you?” It felt like the brunch I had eaten an hour earlier was a lump of lead weighing me down in the chair.

“You’re right. I’m not being fair, am I?” He looked at me and when he smiled I breathed a sigh. The wall between us was evaporating and I didn’t care if he never faced his insecurity. I was in love with him and that was all that mattered.

A chuckle, almost a snort erupted from his mouth and he began to laugh.

“What’s so funny?” I grinned and slapped his hand.

“My demon, insecurity of a different flavor. To kill it, I’m going to have to watch another man with you. And when you kill your demon, by going nude on the beach, there’s going to be a line-up to kill my demon.”

“Keith, I can live with any insecurity you have. I never would have known about it if we weren’t here. What’s important is us.” I stood up and started walking to the Nude beach path, calling over my shoulder, “You’d better hurry to get a place in line.”

Sunlight tried to break through the fronds of the palm trees on the narrow pathway leading to the secluded beach. Keith’s sandals slapped his heels walking behind me in tune with my pounding heart. This was it, the moment in my nightmares before this trip, just a few steps away.

Ahead of me, the sand spread out in a large semi-circle, bordered by the azure blue ocean and dense green foliage at the sides. The smell of coconut hung in the air, wafting from the bodies of mostly paired off couples lounging on the beach. There were two empty lounge chairs under a thatched umbrella stand and I walked toward it, my head high, eyes shielded by dark lens glasses, weaving my way through naked bodies.

I set my bag and towel on the chair’s warm surface and my fingers hooked into the elastic fabric of my bathing suit under my breasts.  I stood and surveyed the beach, looking for Abby or Kate while Keith pulled his trunks off. My fingers tugged the fabric down, over my midriff, causing my bare tummy to pop, released from the prison of lycra. I took a deep breath and slid the fabric over the swell of my hips and bottom, down to my ankles.

The sun on my tummy and ass was glorious as I stood naked glancing around the beach. The palms of my hands were sweaty but I was determined to maintain my confident pose, fake it till I feel it, like they say.

I saw a few couples who looked like they were staring at me, but it was hard to tell with the dark glasses they wore. I turned to face Keith. His chin was raised, chest out and his smile beamed, watching me. I stood naked before his eyes and everyone on the beach, proud and standing straight. My beauty was reflected in his eyes and I felt it. My head fell back, looking up to the sky, arms stretched to touch it.

“Let’s go for a swim.”  Keith started walking to the shoreline, his hand on his forehead, shielding his eyes from the glare of the sun on the water.

I followed him for a few steps before sprinting forward to slap his tight ass. “Race ya!”

Grains of sand were tossed in the air from my running feet, breasts bouncing on my chest, arms thrust out to embrace the sun, a goddess of the earth and water, free at last. It was mine to claim, the freedom to just BE--knowing I was beautiful!

I kept running until the water splashed around my thighs and pushed forward swimming and laughing at the same time, out to the deep. The warm water caressing me everywhere was wonderful, energizing even.

I stopped and turned to face the beach, my legs treading water with an easy grace, Keith was far away, standing knee deep in the water, watching me. I rolled onto my back and floated, reveling in the sun and water, the quiet for a few minutes. When I began to swim back to shore, he was still there, waiting.

In a few minutes, I was close enough to shore to touch the soft sand and walk towards him and take his hand. As we walked slowly up the beach to our chairs, I noticed people watching us and smiling. I squeezed the water from my hair with a towel and sat down.

There was an odd expression on Keith’s face when he sat next to me, like the cat that swallowed a canary or something. “What’s up?”

“I’ve waited a long time for this, Lori. For you to finally KNOW how beautiful you are and show it proudly. I can’t tell you how many times on the walk up the beach, I got the nod.” He placed his hand over mine.

“The nod?” Sure, I’d noticed people watching us and smiling but no nods and what the heck was ‘the nod’ anyway?

“Yeah, the nod. It’s a guy thing.”

“Well that explains…nothing.” I laughed and shook my head, pulling a face.

“When a guy is with a gorgeous woman and other guys around wish they were him, they smile and give a little nod to THAT guy. I did the nod back, acknowledging the compliment to my woman. You didn’t notice that?” His head eased back and his eyebrows pulled together.

I shook my head and blinked.

“It’s your confidence. Finally, you walked knowing how sexy you are, and even if you didn’t notice the way men were looking at you, I did. They gave me the nod.” He leaned forward and kissed my lips. “If that’s the only thing we take away from this vacation, it would be worth it, ten times over.”


Chapter 20

Instead of going to the nightclub after dinner, Keith and I decided to take a long stroll along the beach. It was a full moon shimmering, sending arcs of light on the crests of the waves rolling in to shore. Music and laughter drifted down from the lively party blending with the whispering rustle of palm fronds in the breeze.

“I’ve had a wonderful vacation. Home seems like another planet, away from all this. And to think, you almost had to die to get us here.” I held my sandals in my hand, walking along the wet sand, the breeze catching the hem of my light summer dress.

“Thanks for agreeing to it. It’s the best vacation of my life.”  He put his arm around my shoulder and turned me to face him.

“You did a brave thing today and I’m proud of you. I think it’s my turn to step up.” He held his finger under my chin and raised my face to look him in the eyes. “When we get to the hot tub tonight, if you want to be with another man, if things get as sexy as they were last night…it’s fine with me.”

“Maybe I don’t want to be with another man. The only man I want is in front of me. But you, on the other hand… I’d like to see you with Kate. It’d be a turn on for me.” I grinned and reached up to kiss his lips.

“That’s not right. I’m not going to do anything with anyone unless you do. That wouldn’t be fair.” His lips were together, set in a firm line.




I put my arms around his neck and pulled his head down, so that his ear was close to my lips. “What if I was part of whatever happens between you and Kate?”




“Fuck Lori! That’s a fantasy!” He pulled his head back, his mouth drawn to the side. “What about Rob? I think he’d want to be part of that.”

“If Abby or another woman was there and he was busy with them, I don’t think he’d mind. Maybe he’d get off watching us, wishing he were you. But don’t expect ‘the nod’. Besides, from what Abby told us, people are pretty respectful of limits and encourage baby steps. Maybe he will too.”

***

Glen and Abby were submerged in the steamy water, talking to John and his wife, when Keith and I entered the hot tub area. Although it was dark, it was still pretty early in the evening and there were only a handful of people there. My heart sunk in my chest when I realized that Kate and Rob hadn’t arrived yet.

“You go ahead Lori. I’ll get us some drinks and be right back.” Keith gave me a lopsided grin and walked to the bar.

“Lori! Come join us.” Glen had turned at Keith’s voice and beckoned to me.

I pulled my dress over my head and tossed it on a nearby chair before slipping my panties off. I smiled thinking how just a couple of nights ago, I’d been self conscious removing my clothes. Now, it was as natural as breathing…well almost. I walked slowly, my head high and hips rolling, to the edge of the pool, enjoying the open appraisal of my buxom body, from the men and women waiting.

“Hi.” I eased down onto the edge of the tub and slipped into water waist high, my gaze steady as I smiled at each of them in turn. I turned my head when Keith appeared holding a drink out to me, hiding the grin that had risen to my lips. Oh my God, Glen and Abby had done a double take! And John, well if we did tantric meditation on the beach tomorrow morning, it would be ME directing it!

“Did you do anything different with your hair Lori? There’s something…” Abby’s eyebrows were pulled together above eyes that peered at me.

I took a sip of the sweet, orange drink and turned to face her. “No. What was that French saying you told me the other day? Comfortable in your skin?”

“I’d like to get comfortable in your skin.” Glen’s voice was low but Abby had heard it. She grinned and splashed water at him.

I stepped towards her and sat down in the water, taking care not to spill my drink. When Keith stepped to the edge of the pool about to get in, I noticed John’s wife watching him, smiling.

“Keith, this is John and…” My hand swept the air in front of John while my head tilted looking at the older woman next to him.

“Robyn. Pleased to meet you.”She rose to her feet waiting for John to finish shaking Keith’s hand. When her hand was in his, she placed her other hand on top, lingering, and smiling into his eyes.

It wasn’t hard…or rather difficult, to know what she wanted. She was an attractive woman with her platinum blond hair and large dark eyes, set in a face with high cheekbones and full lips. And like John, it was evident that she exercised regularly as well, from the lean muscles in her arms and stomach. Even her breasts were high and firm, hardly jiggling when she moved. A boob job?

“Lori and I meditated on the beach this morning, Robyn.” John watched his wife sit down in the water once more.

“No wonder you were so fired up when you got back to our room. She’s gorgeous. I wouldn’t mind meditating with Lori myself. Perhaps, you’d like to join us Keith?” She looked up at him through thick mascara’d eyelashes.

“Maybe I will. Thanks John, by the way. I think I was the one who benefitted from that.”  He lifted his drink in a toast to John and smiled at me.

“What’s this meditation thing? Maybe Glen and I would like it too. What’d you do? Tell us, Lori.” I felt Abby’s hand on my thigh and turned to look into her twinkling eyes. Was she coming on to me?  

“Well, we faced each other, lotus style, like monks but without clothes. And we concentrated on our sexuality but without—“ Her hand crept higher on my thigh.

“Show us.” Glen turned to John and then grinned at me.

“C’mon Lori. I’d like to see it as well.” Keith took the drink from my hand and pulled me to my feet. I felt warmth in my pussy, remembering how turned on I was that morning.  John took a couple of steps and was beside me climbing out of the pool.

We stood facing each other, a small smile playing on his lips, while his eyes roamed over my body. Robyn’s voice was soft as she urged Keith to sit between her and Abby.

I followed John’s lead in lowering my body to the deck and sitting cross legged, facing him.

“Breath in deeply through your nose and exhale through your mouth, Lori.” He demonstrated the breathing exercise while gazing at my breasts.

A shudder passed through my body from the drop in temperature, causing my nipples to pebble.

“Do you mind if Glen joins us Lori?” His voice was a whisper. “I feel greedy having you all to myself.”

My eyes flashed to meet his while a jolt of pleasure shot straight to my clit. This guy could anticipate what would turn me on, amping things up. Sitting across from two men, watching their cocks become hard from staring at me, would be hot. Again, another pleasant sensation tickled low in my stomach wondering where this could lead.

I turned to look at Keith sitting between the two women—what would he think? I recognized the look on his face and I knew it wasn’t just watching John and me that caused it.  Robyn had turned her body to face his side and her arm moved rhythmically next to his chest as her hand stroked him.

She had made it pretty obvious that she was attracted to him and knowing that, Keith had sat next to her. If he wanted this, it was fine by me. And maybe the fact that she was older made it safer, for him and me, especially if it went further.

Glen was still standing in the pool, eyes fixed on John and me, and I crooked a finger inviting him over. With the dark hair on a muscular chest and strong, firm thighs he was like a Greek god striding over, and it was evident from his thick cock leading the way, that he was looking forward to it as well.

John and I turned our bodies to make a place for him to sit in a small circle facing each other. Glen’s eyes were wide as he sat down, lotus style beside us.

“Glen, breathe slowly and look at Lori’s breasts. Notice how dark and firm her nipples are.  Now, lower to her pussy, the deep cleft and full lips.”

Feeling their eyes on me made me wet, and my clit pulsed in arousal. I didn’t need John’s direction as to where I was to look. Glen’s cock was hard, the head brushing against the navel of his firm, hairy stomach. And John was as hard as he’d been this morning, nine inches straining upward. It was luscious and lascivious sitting so close to throbbing, man-meat, feeling my clit and swollen woman lips.

I gasped as John’s fingertips touched my furrow and I stared into his eyes. The lines at the corners of his eyes deepened as he smiled. “In the morning, we don’t touch. But here, we do. Are you okay with that?”

Once more I glanced over at Keith, only to find him now sitting on the edge of the pool, Robyn’s mouth on his cock. Abby was sitting next to him and his hands fondled her breasts. No need to worry that Keith would mind. He had his hands full.

I looked back at John and smiled, reaching for his cock. At last I’d have the chance to hold that monster that had made me wet this morning, wondering what it would feel like if he drove it into me.

“See how wet she is, Glen.” John’s fingers parted my labia and I heard Glen’s intake of air, just before my own. With a touch as soft as velvet, his fingertips teased softly over my clit. Oh God, I was horny, staring at the two hard cocks in front of me, wanting them inside.

“Lay back, Lori. I want to taste you.” His dark eyes were mesmerizing as I laid back on the platform, felt him lift my knees and place them on his shoulders. I was spread out like a banquet for his mouth and Glen’s eyes, panting, aching for his touch.

“Ahhh…” The tip of his tongue, licked my clitoris and then down to my opening, trying to insert itself. His hand dug into the flesh of my hip, while his other hand parted my woman’s lips for his mouth, his breath warm on my thighs. His lips sucked my firm clit for a moment and then licked it in small circular strokes. My ass muscles tensed, forcing myself onto his tongue harder. Fuck, he really knew what to do with that tongue—he was driving me wild with lust.

I felt a brush against my arm and looked up into Keith’s eyes, Abby and Robyn standing next to him, their hands on his thick cock. He laid down about a foot away from me and I watched Abby straddle him, rubbing his cock against her pussy, teasing him as he reached for her breasts.

Robyn stepped close to Glen and pulled his head to her firm stomach. She lowered her body and laid on the other side of me, so close our arms touched.

“Oh God. Yes, just like that.” John had sucked my hard bud between his lips and his tongue flicked it rapidly while his fingers filled me. My hips bucked up into his mouth as my muscles squeezed around his fingers fucking me. If he could do that with his fingers, what could that enormous cock do?

Next to me, Robyn was moaning above the slapping sound of Glen pounding into her. Her legs were wrapped around his waist, holding herself up and open to his cock, while she fingered her clit.

I was close to orgasm, my hands clutched the smooth skin of John’s head, halting him while pulling him up. I needed his cock inside me, fucking me hard. I was panting as he rose to his knees, edging forward, my juices slick on his cheeks. I felt the head of his cock at my opening and strained upward to take it inside. Slowly, he pushed forward until his balls brushed against my ass. Oh God, it felt like it was pushing up to my throat, it was so long and full.

My fingers tore into his hard, ass cheeks, pulling him into me deep and faster but he stopped mid thrust, to continue the long, slow stroke. His hand snaked between our bodies and he fingered my clit, all the while smiling and looking into my eyes. I arched my neck, throwing my head back as a wave of lust and pleasure began to build. Again he stopped until I opened my eyes, pleading silently with him to keep fucking me.

Abby was moaning, riding my husband’s cock, while he gasped loudly, about to come. Next to me Robyn was almost screaming as her orgasm overcame her. And I was being teased by an older, experienced man, drawing out the pleasure and release. Fuck, I wanted more. Again, I arched my body to claim all of his cock. And again, he edged away, controlling my body.

On and on he teased me, holding me on the razor thin edge between lust and release. The others were still panting, from their orgasms and turned their heads to watch us. A hand held my breast, teasing the nipple with a fingernail and I turned to see Robyn smiling at me. On my other side, Keith sat with Abby, his eyes sparkling with pleasure watching John fuck me. He was totally at ease and seemed only happy to see another man enjoying my sexuality, as was I.

This must have been what John had been waiting for because he drove his cock into me hard and pumped fast, his finger working my clit all the while. My lust was building once more, squeezing my muscles on his hard cock. “Yes. Fuck me hard, just like…Oh God, I’m coooming!”

My legs quivered from the power of the ecstasy flooding through my body when he drove into me with one final thrust, staying there as his cock emptied in me. Keith’s hand stroked my hair and he leaned over to kiss me. Our tongues danced together as another man’s cock filled me, my orgasm going on and on. I turned my head and sighed, my heart still pounding in my chest while I panted.

“Lori.” He placed his hand on my cheek and I turned my head to face him. “I love you. And this was…” He shook his head, smiling, opening his eyes wide. “Hot. I can’t believe it, but I didn’t feel threatened. I enjoyed seeing you get off with John. I never thought I—“

I placed my finger on his lips, silencing him. “I know. It was hot for me too, seeing you with Abby. I think we killed both our demons today. Whoever would have thought, it would be here, at a swinger’s resort?”


Chapter 21

A week later, in my three inch heel boots, I strutted into the bar and stopped, looking into the dining area for Marcia and Jessica.

“Hi.”

I turned at the friendly, deep voice to face crinkled, smiling blue eyes set in a weathered, handsome face. It wasn’t the usual type of guy to come on to me, but then again, this wasn’t the usual spot to meet with my friends on our girls’ night out. “Hi yourself.”

“Can I buy you a drink or are you meeting someone?” He turned on the bar stool, extending his hand to the empty spot beside him. In the tight jeans and leather jacket, he was definitely eye candy and he knew it.

“Sorry. I’m meeting friends.” I smiled and walked away, aware that he was still checking me out. Since Hedonism, that happened a lot.

I spotted Marcia and Jess and couldn’t hide my smile. If their mouths dropped open any wider, their chins would be on the table.

“Hi Marcia, Jess. Have you been waiting long?” I undid my tailored coat and placed it over the back of my chair before taking a seat.

“Look at you! Did you lose weight or something on the trip?” Marcia’s eyes were like marbles staring at me.

“No. I think I put five pounds on, the food was so good!” I glanced at Jessica when she sat back in her chair and tilted her head, giving me her ‘that’s bullshit’ look.

“What the hell happened down there? If you didn’t lose weight, you must have got fucked a lot. Was it just with Keith or what? It IS kind of a swinger resort.” Now she edged closer, her eyes sparkling above her grin.

“I’ll never tell.” I sat back, smiling at the disappointed looks on their faces. “Oh, who am I kidding? You’re my best friends. Of course, I had lots of sex and well, things got pretty hot and heavy at the hot tub at night.” I wiggled my eyebrows up and down.

“Lori! You didn’t! I mean, did you and Keith have sex with other people?” Marcie thrust her chin towards me, her voice loud.

“Shh, I don’t want the whole world to know.” I looked around the restaurant, glad that it was early and not many people were there.

“Oh my God! I can’t imagine having sex with anyone other than my husband. Besides which, Rick wouldn’t want to either.” She rolled her eyes and exhaled through pursed lips.

“If he wouldn’t, then he must be some sort of Eunuch, although that wouldn’t explain your daughter… C’mon, Lori, I want details. It obviously did something for you ‘cause you look great! And that guy at the bar hit on you when you walked in. He didn’t even glance at Marcie or me.” She glanced at the bar and frowned.

“And the new clothes? I’ve never seen you wear anything nearly that sexy. Short skirt, low top. That’s not your usual style.” Marcie shook her head, puzzled.

“It’s a new me, I found down there. Sure, I’ve always known, I have a pretty face but my body…well you know what that’s like. And even though Keith has always told me how beautiful my body is, I really never believed him. But now, I know it too! I’m proud of the way I look and dammit, I’m buying clothes to show that off.” My mouth was set in a line, looking from one to the other of their surprised faces.

“So, lots of guys hit on you? And it wasn’t just wanting to get their jollies, fucking the fat chick? They were turned on by your size? Maybe I should go. It’s been a while since I’ve been laid.” Jess’s mouth pulled up at the side.

She was still single with no decent guy in sight. You sure couldn’t count the looser, Colin who called her whenever he was hard up, used her and then treated her like shit.

“It wasn’t like that. They’re normal guys with wives, who enjoy the sexual freedom. It’s just adult play, that’s all. There was a couple, Rob and Kate, and she was about my size. He was really attracted to me.” I looked to the side picturing them.

“And?” Jessica speared me with her large, blue eyes.

“I had sex with an older man, really sexy guy the first time.” Yes, John had been slow and sensual.

“But what about this Rob guy? What was THAT like? Was Keith there?” Jess slapped the table in front of her.

“That’s another story altogether.” I raised my hand signaling to the waitress that I was ready to order.

The End


Cuddly Swingers 2: Hook Up At Hedonism
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Chapter 1 As If…

She is my best friend, and sitting across from her in the bar, I hated her. Not really, but I could. There she sat, even bigger than me, and she has it all. She’s got the good, no— great husband, decent job, two sweet kids and now, sitting here, finding out that she’s got the kind of sex life you read about in Cosmo? Argh!

What the hell happened to her down there? She’s holding out on the details, and I so want to hear the smut. But nooo… she just sits back with the cat and canary grin.

“C’mon, Lori—I’ve never been shy with telling you guys about my sex life!”

She looks at me, opens her mouth and holds her hands palms up. “What happens at Hedonism stays at Hedonism,” she says.

“That’s Vegas, hon,” says Marcie. I look over and nod, and we both look back to Lori.

She purses her lips. “Well…” Marcie and I lean in across the table.

Just at that moment, Suzie our waitress comes by with the damn menus! “You girls just going to drink tonight, or you want something to eat?” she says. I look over to her. I never liked Suzie. She’s got an expression on her face that says something like ‘as if you aren’t going to eat something’. The girls take a menu, but I hold up my hand. Suzie was one of those people I have gotten so used to—the ones that watch big people in restaurants, silently judging every forkful we put into our mouths.

“No food for me, just another drink.” I hand her my empty glass. “We’ll let you know when we’re ready to order, hon.” I smile brightly, and she leaves.

Lori’s busy scanning the menu. Damn—she looks hotter now than she did before she left, and it sure wasn’t any weight loss. Even her make-up is different, a little more eye-shadow and mascara than she normally wore, more my style, but subtle.  Of the three of us, with her blonde hair and deep blue eyes, she’d always been the prettiest. But now she was downright beautiful.

“As you were about to say, Lori? Before we were  interrupted?”

She looks up at us and closes the menu. “Well…” The three of us all lean into the table, and Lori starts chewing on her lip.

“C’mon, tell us. So no juicy details of what Hedonism was like? Did you go to the nude beach?”  I glanced at Marcie for back-up. She couldn’t fool me, sitting so prim and proper. Her dark eyes were flashing from me to Lori, like a hawk that has spotted a field mouse.

Lori nodded. “Okay. It took a few days to get up the nerve but, yes, I went totally nude. I can’t tell you how exhilarating it felt— the sun and water on my skin, the freedom.”

My jaw dropped. When Lori took her kids to the lake, she usually wore a T shirt and shorts, not even a bathing suit. For her to go nude at a resort with a bunch of strangers was so totally out there, and she had liked it? I’ve got a reputation for being the ballsy one, but I wasn’t sure that I could do that, expose my ass to the world. Too big a risk of blotting out the sun.

“And Keith? What did he do?”  I liked Keith but was never sure that the feeling was mutual. Sometimes he looked at me like I was some weird science project, especially when I talked about men and my love life.

“Yeah, he went nude as well.” There was a small smile on Lori’s face and she looked to the side.

Marcie edged closer, her mouth almost as wide as her eyes. “But what about this swinger thing? Did you— ”

“Fuck other men?” I had to ask.

Lori’s voice was a whisper when she answered. “It’s hard to explain. Neither of us had any intention of doing that but… It’s the atmosphere there, so sensual and erotic. And the people…there’re everyday people. Sure, there’s some that are porn star hot but most are just normal people.”

“Lori, you’re dancing around the question…” I sat back when Suzie placed the vodka tonic in front of me. She stood there with her order pad out, tapping it. I looked up at her. “I said we’ll let you know Suzie.” She rolled her eyes and flounced off.

I had heard through the grapevine months ago how she had referred to us as ‘The Three Little Pigs’ to the kitchen staff.  Servers gossip, and I was told that nugget at the diner I work at during a day shift. I never told the girls about it—why dump another shot of pain that all three of us have had to deal with all our lives? Besides, Lori and Marcie think Suzie’s good at her job.

“God, she comes over right at the juicy parts!” I said with a snort and took a long swallow of my drink. I sat back in my seat and drummed my fingernails on the table. Of all the people in the world to go nude and have sex with anyone other than her husband, my self-conscious friend, Lori would be the last person I’d ever have dreamed would do that.

“Now, about the sex Lori.” I was getting a little frustrated and let it show in my tone. She really does want to tell us all about it anyway.

Lori stared into her glass. Oh shit, she’s blushing! “At first we just had sex with each other in the hot tub area. Keith was actually insecure about any other man touching me. Imagine, jealous over me. After a couple nights of that, we were relaxed and comfortable enough to try it. Let me tell you, there were lots of men who wanted to get next to me.” She looked up and her blue eyes were sparkling above her wide smile.

“And you both did this? Weren’t YOU jealous seeing him with another woman? I couldn’t handle that.” Marcie shook her head but her eyes never left Lori’s face.

I shushed Marcie with a wave of my hand. “Never mind that, they worked it out. I want to hear more about the men who wanted to be with a big beautiful woman.”

“You mean fat” said Marcie. I shot her a look.

“Curvy,” said Lori. We both looked back at her. “Or full figured. I was called voluptuous, too, and not just by Keith.” She smiled at a memory. “One afternoon, a bunch of us were sitting around and we tried to come up with as many euphemisms for being overweight as we could.” Her eyes shot open wide. “Then we moved onto dirty talk.”

“Dirty talk?”

She nodded. “Yeah. We tried to come up with words to describe…” She paused and looked at me in the eye. “To describe a girl like you.”

“Oh. You mean ‘slut’, right?”

“No!” Lori reached across the table and held my hand. “That’s exactly what we didn’t mean! We were coming up with words that were as… I don’t know… as complimentary to a woman who’s got a high sex drive as we have for men.” Her fingers clutched at my hand.

Yeah, I’ve always had a high sex drive. God knows I paid the price for it. Except with these two. They know I can have the morals of an alley cat, but they never held it against me, nor judged me in any way for it other than to worry about safe sex.

“Isn’t it unfair, that a guy who gets laid is a ‘stud’ or a ‘player’, but a girl’s a whore and slut?” she said.

Yeah, that argument. Heard it and made it myself a million times. I shrugged.

“So at the resort we were coming up with different terms that aren’t as pejorative.” She giggled. “We came up with ‘shameless’— ”

I shrugged. “Not much of an improvement.”

She nodded. “Then we came up with ‘debauched’.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Sex Kitten?”

Hmm… “I like that one.”

“But then, the two best came up.”

“Oh?”

“Wanton and wicked.” She gripped my hand even tighter. “And I thought of you. I like you being ‘wanton’. And the motto of Hedonism is ‘Be Wicked For A Week’.”

I held her hand. No wonder I love her so much.

She sat back and started to giggle. “By that time, we all had more than a few drinks and it deteriorated into a real grope fest!”

“Sounds like a wickedly wanton afternoon,” smirked Marcie. We all laughed.

“Maybe I’ll go with Colin.” I noticed the momentary dark look that passed over Lori’s face at my mention of Colin. Neither of my friends liked him very much. So what? They didn’t sleep with him, did they?

“Jess! If you went with Colin, you’d never see him all week and you know it. He only calls you when he’s hard up. If there’re women around, like in that resort, he’d probably fuck himself to death. On second thought…” Marcie laughed and exchanged a look with Lori.

“Maybe that’d be fine if the men were lined up to get with me. “ I drained my vodka and signaled for a refill.

“You’re such a slut.” Marcie laughed again.

I donned my usual smart ass mask when I looked into her laughing eyes. “Hon, variety is the spice of life you know. And you wish you were me, instead of climbing into bed with the same old, same old.”

“Whatever…” Marcie fluttered her hands at me. “Ryan may not be perfect, but he’s home every night.” She looked up at me. “When was the last time you saw Colin by the way?”

Ouch. “Just yesterday,” More like a week from yesterday. He did say he’d be along tonight. He’s due for a booty call anyway. The football season’s been over for a month, and his membership in God of War expired last week, so he’ll be a little bored. I hope. “And he’s stopping by later this evening, so I got to scoot.”  I stood, threw on my coat and grabbed my purse.

“To each their own,” said Lori. “You good for next week?”

I looked around the restaurant. It was starting to fill, but I had some things to do, and it was a school night for both of them—well, their kids anyway, and I had work in the morning too. “Sure, same time, same station.” I looked to both of them. “Hey, let me get the check, you guys leave the tip, okay?”

They both looked at me with blank expressions. I’ve been wanting to start doing this for what felt like forever, but it had only been a few months. I came up with another fib. “I do a shift here every now and then, and I can get the employee discount. Don’t worry—you two aren’t worth paying full price for.”

“You sure, Jess?” asked Marcie.

“Hey, I don’t have kids at home, and it’s been a great week tip wise for me.” The fibs just get easier and easier. I’ll come clean with them when I have it figured out.

“Well, thanks! I’ll be able to take in a movie tomorrow!” Marcie enjoyed the movies almost as much as me.

“No big deal.” I waved goodbye, and stopped at the bar. I settled up and left exactly 15% for that bitch Suzie. It would be a good night for her when she added in the five bucks each Lori and Marcie will leave on the table. I had a couple too many (unlike my girlfriends) and so called a cab. Another splurge.

Yeah. As if.


Chapter 2: I Got A Secret…

The taxi pulled up to a three story house, where I rented the basement apartment. It wasn’t much but it was the place I called home for years and least for a little while longer. When I rented it, I had been on cloud nine. On my waitress pay, it had been affordable and it was my space that I could decorate any way I wanted. I’d moved in like a refugee, finally free from Dad and Billy. They’d never been invited here and that was the way I liked it.

I handed the cab driver the fare along with my now standard tip. It’s so cool watching cabbies’ faces light up when they see the extra fifty dollar bill.

“Lady, this isn’t a five,” he said, holding it up. Rather than just stick it in his pocket, he wanted to make sure I wasn’t making a costly mistake. Cab drivers have such a shitty reputation—even though every time I do this, they always point it out.

“Yeah, I know. It’s a fifty.”

“What, you hit the lottery or something?”

“Nahh, I just had a good night myself.”

“Well, thanks for sharing the wealth!”

I gave him a short wave and got out. I know how front line workers like him and me depend on tips and the kindness of strangers. It’s been great making people’s nights like his for the last couple months. No way I’d let word get out about Powerball. People would be camped on my doorstep.

****

It was the Powerball draw three months earlier. It had been tough keeping my mouth shut about it though. Hell, I didn’t even know I had won for four days after the draw. I had the ticket on my fridge, right next to the pics of my three kids, but didn’t look at it until I saw on the news that the winning ticket had been sold in Black Rapids. At the store I always bought them in.

That night the newscaster was droning on about how someone in our city was worth $22,000,000 and I went over and looked at the ticket. Yeah, right, I thought.

When I got to the fridge I glanced at the pictures of my three kids and gave a thought as to how their lives could change with a windfall like that. They had been ‘my kids’ since I turned 25. They cost me $300 a month, and I hear from them twice a year, and at Christmas.

****

For some stupid reason, turning 25 was tough. It was a lot harder than when I turned 30, go figure. Anyway, on my 25th birthday I was pretty out of sorts. No husband, no boyfriend even—just a couple of booty calls when I needed one (or those guys did). I had been stuck in a basement apartment for seven years, and I really didn’t have a lot to show for my life at that point. I didn’t have a degree, I didn’t have a ‘good’ job, and I was still single with nobody on the horizon.

Lori was pregnant with her second child, and that kind of bugged me. Marcie’s wedding was in a couple of weeks. It was my birthday an neither of them called. Sure, they felt terrible about it later, but that night of my birthday, all alone in my apartment was pretty crummy.

I was drinking vodka straight out of the bottle and channel surfing when I came across a commercial for one of those World Vision, Save the Children kind of things. Looking at those pictures and videos of the devastating poverty these kids lived in slapped me right out of my self-pity, let me tell you. Here I was, sitting on my couch, in my apartment. I had my own car parked out front, plenty to eat, and snug as a bug.

Those kids were living in shacks and didn’t even have shoes.

I did some research on the web and found an organization that had a great reputation. I sponsored Juliana that night, and added David on my next birthday, and finally Katarina the year I turned 27.

****

They’re doing really well. Juliana’s still in school, she hopes to go to college or whatever they call it in Chile. David and Katerina are still pretty young, ten and eleven now.

For the last three months I’ve been toying with the idea of just which university Juliana can get admitted into. She doesn’t realize it yet, but she’ll be able to go anywhere in the world she wants to. None of my foster kids know yet just how wonderful their lives are going to become.

That’s right. I’m a multi millionaire. I got the money in the bank, and what it earns in a day just in interest is more than I make in a month working at Henry’s Diner. A. Month.

When I realized I had the winning ticket I was terrified. Terrified that somehow I was going to lose that scrap of paper, terrified that I was going to be home invaded or something.

Absolutely scared shitless that my father and brother would find out.

Thank God Ohio has a law that lottery winners can choose to remain anonymous.

I called in sick for a week and texted Lori and Marcie that I was going out of town with some guy for a few days. I just needed to get out of Black Rapids and let it sink in.

First thing I did was go to Akron to get my ticket validated and do all the prize claiming stuff. I was smart enough to open a checking/savings account in Akron—no way I was going to let anyone back home know about it.

I then went to Chicago, found a huge assed bank and had all the money transferred there for safekeeping. I now have a ‘Special Account Manager’ at Federated Bank. The guy’s ancient, and my $22 million is chicken feed compared to his other clients. Mr. Donahue puts 1/3 of my interest into my home based checking account every month. I’m going to have to tell him to stop though. Shit, I got over a hundred thousand dollars in it now, and it goes up by over a thirty thousand each month!

The only, and I mean O N L Y thing I’ve done up till now was replace my car. I replaced my twenty year old Chevy Cavalier, rust and all with a five year old Chrysler Sebring. I paid cash for it, but told everyone that I had a loan on it.

Other than that, I’ve just been living my life as close to normal as I can. I want to give myself six months to a year to figure everything out, and then I’ll make the changes. I read up on how people can self destruct when they come into this sort of money, and that’s the last thing I want. Shit, I could live rich just on the interest.

I have been looking at financial stuff online a lot though. It really isn’t all that hard to figure out. But for right now, I’m going to try to stay as normal as ever.

Except now…

I nuked a TV dinner, and booted up my laptop. I poured a stiff vodka tonic. The icy vodka burned an icy path down my throat, the ice cubes kissing my lips. Lori had come back from her vacation a new woman AND she’d had lots of sex.

Lori didn’t have a clue the kind of seed she planted when she told us about her vacay. I went right to the website for Hedonism II. When the page loaded, I clicked on the photos tab only to find a lot of slender, fit bodies laughing and having a great time as expected.

I did a Google search for other pictures. From real people, not models. I found a bunch of companies that sold packages, and began to browse their guest pictures. My eyes opened wider and I leaned closer to check out the people on the beach, at the pool and in the bars. Sure some of them looked like cheerleaders but there were normal looking people as well. The resort looked fresh; newly renovated and there were lots of theme parties. It could be fun, why not? After all, Lori had a great time, and I’m in better shape than she is. Maybe not by much, but …

And what the hell, going down there and being a Sex Kitten for a week could be just what the doctor ordered. A little R&R after the last few months.

I fished my American Express Black card from my purse and clicked on the bookings tab. Mr. Donahue at Federated Bank had gotten it for me three months ago…

****

He told me that flashing this card—a black titanium charge card—would make a lot of people sit up and take notice. It told the world I was filthy rich, and would get me top notch service anywhere.

“Some credit card,” I told him when he slid it across the desk in his magnificent office.

“Ms. Adams, it’s not a credit card. The bill must be paid within thirty days of receipt.”

“Oh? Or what? They call you or something?”

He shook his head, smiling. “No… it’s simply a matter of just the way it’s done. You must realize that it’s also my reputation at stake here. These are sent out on an invitation only basis. It’s a very, very exclusive account.” He sat back in his chair. “Perhaps, with your permission, we could have the bills sent here, to my attention, and I’ll ensure they’re paid on time.”

“Seems like a big deal over a credit card, Mr. Donahue.”

He grimaced again. “Charge card.”

I laughed. “I’m just messing with you, Mr. D., we both know I’m in way over my head.”

He sat straight up in his chair and looked across at me, placing both his hands on his desktop palms down. I noticed that his nails were perfect. Looking up at him, his silver hair also perfect, but his brown eyes almost sorrowful. He looked worried. About me?

He spoke softly. “You’re swimming in very deep, and very dangerous waters Ms. Adams.” From the moment we had been introduced, it was all ‘Ms.’ this and ‘Mr.’ that. “Sudden wealth is a traumatic change. So far, you’re handling it well, but yes, I am concerned for you.”

“I can handle it.”

“Ms. Adams, from what I have learned about you today, I know that you’re an intelligent young woman.” Young woman. Man, this guy’s ancient. I’m thirty two! “And I know that from what you’ve told me about the three children you’re sponsoring, that you have a kind heart. I’m very concerned that the wrong people will take advantage of your kindness.”

The man was serious. He wouldn’t let me leave the office without promising—he made me cross my heart! I had to promise him that if I spent more than $25,000 at one time I would call him first.

“Day or night, no matter what,” he said.

The man was looking out for me more than my own father ever had.

****

I held the credit card (‘Charge card, Ms. Adams!’) in my hand and said out loud, “Time to break you in, buddy.”

I booked the trip just for me. Top of the line accommodations. I was then directed to another website where I booked a flight.

On second thought, maybe I would take Colin with me. I could give him some song and dance about hitting the lottery for a few thousand, and he’d never be the wiser. Well, if he shows up tonight, I’ll see how he feels about it. His last text did say he intended to ‘stop over’ tonight.

Looking at the time, I saw that it getting pretty late. Colin was usually here by now. Damn, after looking at the pics on the web at Hedonism, I was all warmed up. The hell with it. There were still ice cubes in the drained glass when I set it on the coffee table and rose to my feet. I turned off the light and went into my bedroom to pull the comforter back on the king sized bed. The bed had been my one luxury that was brand new when I moved in. Growing up, I had felt like an Egyptian mummy wrapped in the covers of my twin bed, confined and alone in my tomb of a bedroom.

I slipped the tight hooker red sweater over my head and tossed it on my dresser. Next, my fingers pulled the snaps of my skirt and pushed it past my hips. Standing in my lacy black bra and panties, the soft ivory flesh of my thighs above the dark stay-up stockings, I frowned.  This voluptuous hot woman had been dressed in her sexiest underwear for you, Colin and you lose. What’s more, if you’d showed up tonight, I probably would have taken you to on a Caribbean sex vacation. You blew it buster.

My panties, bra and stockings ended up in a heap on the floor and I opened my night stand. Scooping the vibrator in my hand I crawled into bed and closed my eyes. No, I would not think of Colin when I did this, even though of all the guys I’d been with, he had the biggest cock and he knew how to use it.

Oh what the hell, I’d treat him like a piece of meat—the way he treated me.

I turned the vibrator on and slid it over my soft tummy to the flesh of my mons, teasing the lips of my pussy the way he did with his fingers. My legs parted and I pressed the buzzing tip against my clit. Oh God, jolts of pleasure shot through my stomach and my pussy became damp. It was his thick cock against me, dipping down to glaze itself with my slippery wetness, rolling upward through the furrow to my clit again.

This was how he liked to tease me—get me hot with his tongue or fingers on my clit, making me beg for his cock to fuck me. I pinched the nipple of my breast, hard; the way he did, and arched my back wanting more.

Oh God, the intensity of the vibration on my clit made me writhe and spread my legs wide. I was more than ready for a hot cock. I could see him in my mind’s eye, thick, pre-cum oozing from the head of his shaft. The vibrator in my hand was his cock, sliding between my folds to my opening.

I paused when my cell phone went off. It was the ring tone I’d selected for Colin’s call and texts. Great timing. What was he, telepathic or something? Maybe he was on his way over. I placed the vibrator on the bed and raced to the living room to grab the phone.

It was a text:

Jess, I need yr help. I’m in jail for assault and I need U to post bail. Can U call the bondsman?

My eyes squinted at the message and I pressed my lips together. Of all the nerve! He gets into a fight—probably a bar fight over something stupid— and now he expects me to bail him out. Again. I had posted bail for him six months ago—when I really couldn’t afford it. Even so, when I’d done it the last time he’d been all lovey dovey and had stayed around for a few days. The phone rang once more.

Please baby. I need you. I promise I’ll make it up to you. You’re all I got. I love U…  

I slumped down into the sofa, staring at the lit screen in my hand. ‘You’re all I got’ was the only true thing he’d said. If he loved me, he wouldn’t treat me like this. As for paying me back, that was a joke. He still owed me three hundred from the last time!

“Fuck!” I shook my head and stood up wondering who was the bigger asshole—him, because that’s the way he rolls, or me, because of what I was about to do. Mr. Donohue had said I was soft hearted. Soft headed is more like it. I turned on the light and sat down once more to scroll through contacts to find the Bondsman’s number. The last time, they got Colin out pretty quick. He’d be here in about an hour or so.

Ten minutes later, the call made, I poured a bath, slathering the warm water with jasmine lotion. As I inhaled the floral scent, idly watching the bubbles climb higher in the tub. I stepped into the water and lay back, closing my eyes.

Yes, he’d be here in an hour. It was always him coming over here, because he still lived with his parents! At thirty four! Yes, there had been some good times; he could make me laugh so hard I would almost pee. And the sex was always, always great. For both of us. But the bad times, like tonight for instance, outnumbered the good ones.

It wasn’t that he beat me—the last time a man hit me was my father when I was 16. Colin never gave enough of a damn about anything I ever said or did to get that pissed off at me. I sat up in the tub. It just dawned on me.

He gave enough of a damn about something. Enough to get thrown in jail over it. Sure, maybe it was just some drunken argument. But he never got worked up disagreeing with me. He never got worked up over me at all. Except for the sex.

I cry easily. I never cry in front of other people. But when I’m alone, and I’m sad, I cry. When I was a teenager, I looked at myself in the mirror when I was all upset over some high school drama or other and wanted to see how I looked when I was crying. I look stupid when I do. My forehead gets all wrinkled and my nose gets dark red. When I cry I look like some sort of clown monster or something.

It dawned on me that Colin really didn’t care a damn bit about me. And I realized that I didn’t care all that much about him. I wanted to care, but really I didn’t. Tonight was going to be our last time together. I needed to move on.

And I softly cried in the tub.


Chapter 3: The Cow

I rubbed the tears from my cheeks and took a deep breath before running the soapy sea sponge over my arms and body. The sex tonight would be hot but bittersweet. And he wouldn’t even know.

Enough of this shit. If this was the last time we fucked, then it was going to be mind blowing. I stood up and wrapped a fluffy towel around my body, tucking the ends in at my breasts. My hips and thighs might be a bit fleshy but no one ever complained about the double D boobs. No, Colin and all the other guys liked to nuzzle into the girls.




I sprayed some cologne on my arms and neck and put my red satin bathrobe on, to wait for him in the living room. Strange, even when I’d hoped for more with him, I’d never given him keys to my apartment. Part of me must have always known that it wouldn’t work out.

A half hour later, the buzzer for the front door of the building startled me. I walked quietly through the hallway and when I opened the door, his familiar lopsided grin was before me.

“Hi Jess.” His strong arms enfolded me and his lips were on mine before I could even answer. God, he was a good kisser. My knees went weak and a jolt of pleasure shot to my pussy, when his tongue sought mine.

Sure, it was ‘just a kiss’. Sure, I knew where we were going to end up. Even so, Colin’s a great kisser. And I love being kissed well. Yes, he always closes his eyes; yes I’ve peeked. But it’s more than that. When he kisses me, and I don’t know how the hell he does it, I feel in my body and my heart that I’m the center of his universe.

Damn him. Why did he have to be so good at this?

He pulled back and his dark eyes, smiling looked into mine. “Thanks Baby. I knew I could count on you. Got a drink for your man?” There was dark stubble on his sculpted jaw and an unruly lock of hair drifted over one eyebrow. My breath hitched in my throat at how strong and sexy he looked in that moment. At six feet one, he towered over me by five inches. I’m a big girl in more ways than one. His height over my own 5’8”  made me feel smaller.

“Sure. Come in and tell me what happened.” I stepped away and walked down the stairs to my apartment, feeling his eyes on my body.

I went to the fridge and got a beer for him, while he watched me, giving me his warmest smile.

“Can we talk about that later?” His fingers coiled around my wrist when I handed the beer to him. “Right now, I need you.” He pulled me after him, leading me to the bedroom.

I knew I shouldn’t let him get to me this way, turning to jello following his broad back and tight firm ass, but I couldn’t help it. I’ve always been a sucker for confident, strong men taking control.

I slipped the robe off and stood longing for him, while his eyes roaming over my body made me feel naked to the core. His fingers slowly unbuttoned his shirt, letting it hang open to expose his muscular chest covered by dark hair, while he unbuckled the belt of his jeans.

My eyes were riveted to the crotch of his pants, to the thick bulge that he pushed the jeans over. Oh my God, it popped from its cotton prison, hanging thick beside his naked thigh. In a flash his shirt was off and he pulled the coverlet back.

“What’s this?” He chuckled and smirked at me.

“It’s more dependable than you.” I stepped forward and placed my hand on his hard shaft. “Even if it isn’t as big.”

I slipped past him and sat on the edge of the bed, still holding and rubbing his cock while I looked up into his eyes.

“Suck it. No one sucks cock like you do Jess.”

I leaned forward and swirled my tongue over the large knob, even though the obvious comparison with other women hurt. He tasted salty and a manly musk filled my nostrils as my mouth opened to take him in. His fingers threaded through my dark hair, urging my mouth towards him, to take him deeper. I cupped his tight balls in my palm while my other hand stroked the base of his shaft. I love giving head, always have. My mouth and hands being the source of his pleasure, and feeling him stiffen as I do is a turn on in its own right.

“Fuck that’s good Baby.” His hips thrust forward, shoving his cock deeper, while his hand held my head in place. “That’s it. All of it. Take it.”

I lifted my hands and pushed at his stomach and thighs while pulling my head back, fighting the gag reaction. He was doing this too fast, almost choking me. “Slow down,” I said, clasping at his hips. He did and stroked into my mouth.

I held my hand at the base of his shaft as he slid in and out of me. His slight gasp was accompanied by a taste of pre-cum on my tongue. Satisfied, I gave him a squeeze with my hand and took my head away.

I pushed him away and eased back on the bed and spread my legs. “Your turn.” Going down on me was something he rarely did, but tonight I wasn’t letting him off the hook.

There was just a nano second when the expression on his face changed—a flash of anger?—before he dropped to his knees on the floor. His hand snaked past my body and when it returned to my crotch, the vibrator was in it.

His fingers parted the folds of my pussy and placed the vibrator at my opening, just pressing the tip of it inside. God, my clit was a hard nub, throbbing for the touch of his tongue. His thumb grazed over it back and forth sending hot lust through my body. I needed more. He blew softly on my clit and continued stroking it, rolling into in circles until I could have screamed. My hips thrust upward and still he teased me with his fingers.

My breath was ragged and fast. “Lick me, fuck me, do anything to me! I need it!” My hand fisted his dark silken hair.

“Ahhh…” His mouth and tongue was on my clit and the vibrator was pushed, hard into my cunt. “Oh God, don’t stop…fuck me hard.” Deep muscles inside me clutched the vibrator in a vise-like grip as the first wave of lust and pleasure rolled through me. He sucked my clit into his mouth and licked it quickly with his tongue, on and on while he pumped me.

He sat back on his haunches, fisting his cock. “You ready?” he said.

I reached into the drawer of my night table and passed him a condom. Again that flash on his face. Sure I was on the pill, but he wasn’t entirely mine, and we had made that agreement at the very start. He slipped it on expertly.

He was on top of me in a moment pumping his hard hot cock into me, his balls slapping the cheeks of my ass. My legs gripped his waist while my fingernails raked his back, lost in wave after wave of pleasure, craving more.

Call me a slut all you want, fucking is bliss. The naked desire radiating from Colin was for me. For. Me. There’s nothing in this world, nothing in this universe that comes close to this. The irony that he’s chasing his own pleasure, his own release, isn’t lost on me; I’m not a moron. But it’s me that he’s up inside. It’s me that is the source of his building ecstasy.

And it’s him that’s the source of mine.

His words were guttural grunts as his cock battered deep into me, fast and furious like a jackhammer. Oh God, another wave of pleasure shot through me, causing my legs to tremble, clinging to him.

That moment—that explosion of release that lasts forever—oh God how I love it! I wasn’t thinking, I was so lost in it as the wave passed over.

As if I threw a switch in him with my climax, his body stiffened, his cock buried to the hilt, becoming even thicker as he came. As he did, he clutched at me, grabbing onto me as he emptied himself.

A few more jerks forward and he was finished.

“Wow. That was hot Baby. If you want anymore, I’m afraid you’ll have to use your vibrator.” His face was above mine, smiling down. “I’ve got to take a shower.” I could feel his arm muscles flex and his cock slid out, glistening with my own juices.

The bliss evaporated, just like that. Just like every other time.

“Help yourself.” I watched him walk to the bathroom and close the door. No surprise there. He wasn’t one for affectionate pillow talk.

I sat up when I heard a cell phone buzz. Mine was still in the living room so it had to be Colin’s. I fished it from his shirt pocket and was about to bring it into the bathroom when I saw it was a text message.

Did the cow get your bail? When are you getting here?

My eyes flashed to the top of the screen to see that someone named Ivy had sent it. I walked back to the bed and sat down before my finger scrolled the screen to other texts. My heart pounding hard in my body felt like it had dropped to my stomach as I read.

This was the woman he had gotten into a bar fight over and been arrested. He had texted her and assured her that ‘the cow’ would come through. Well, he had serviced the cow and was now free to go to her. Fucking asshole.

If I’d had any second thoughts or regrets about my realization, that sure put ice water on that. He was actually whistling in MY shower.

I threw the phone down and stomped out to the kitchen. I turned the cold water tap on and let it run while I grabbed a pot from the drawer in the stove. Shaking my head I scowled at the icy water filling the large pot. February in Black Rapids made for some very cold water coming out of a tap.

When it was done, I turned the tap off and strode through the living room, not caring about the water sloshing onto the hardwood floor. I wouldn’t be living here much longer anyway. The shower was still running when I walked into the steamy bathroom and tore the shower curtain back and dumped the water on him.

He let out a scream like a six year old girl.

The look of shock and awe on his face when I threw the water at him was almost funny. I might have laughed if I wasn’t so pissed off and hurt.

“Get out, NOW!”

“What the fuck? Why’d you do that, you fucking—“

“The police are on the way. I cancelled my bail payment, asshole. Maybe Ivy will make bail for you!” My words hissed through clenched teeth as I held the heavy pot up, ready to hit him.

“You fucking bitch!” He screamed at me and raced out of the room. I watched him throw his shirt on and shimmy his wet legs into his jeans. He picked up his coat and started for the door.

We both jumped at a loud pounding at my apartment door. Colin scurried to the window in my bedroom. The asshole actually thought it was the police! He pushed the curtain back and opened the window, letting frosty winter air and snow fall in.

His hands gripped the sides of the window frame and he jumped up, pulling his body and legs through the opening. The last thing I saw of him was his bare feet before I answered my apartment door.

“Are you okay Jess?” I heard a man’s voice shouting. Dark eyes in the swarthy face of my landlord appeared in front of my head peeking around the edge of the door.

“I’m fine. It was just the TV turned on too loud. Sorry about that. I’ll dial it back” I closed the door and turned around only to see Colin’s black, leather cowboy boots. I bet he missed them right now. I tossed them out of my bedroom window. With a laugh, I turned off the light and went to bed.


Chapter 4: A Mistress?

The day before I left for Hedonism II I called Lori at work and asked her to meet me for coffee after Keith got home from work.

“I can’t, it’s his monthly poker night with the guys. How about you come over after the kids are in bed?”

“Okay, I’ll bring the wine.”

She was silent on the phone for a second. “Wine? Is everything okay?”

I giggled. “Yeah, everything’s great, Lori. I’ll fill you in when I get there.”

That evening I pulled into her driveway. She and Keith lived in a townhouse that was built about thirty years ago. It was a nice starter home, but the neighborhood was starting to slide. A lot of the other houses in the development were now being rented out, and so the front yards weren’t nearly as pretty as hers. When you rent, you really don’t spend any money prettying up the outside. She had nice enough neighbors on either side—rental or not, everyone in the sub division was a working stiff. They just wanted to raise their munchkins and live their lives.

Lori had said she wanted to move into a bigger place, one with a bigger back yard and more space between her and her neighbors. She was finding the teenagers next door were getting into playing their music way too loud, too late at night. But with her kids now in elementary school, they were putting a chunk away each month for their college funds and so that wasn’t in the cards.

I smiled to myself. Mr. Donahue was going to be getting in touch with her next month about an ‘anonymous donor’ who had set up trust funds for educational purposes for them. Standing at the front door, I noticed that Keith was going to have to put a coat of paint on it before they put it up for sale. Feeling like an undercover Fairy Godmother I rang the bell.

Lori opened the door in no time flat. Her eyes went wide when I held up the two bottles of Champagne. Real Champagne from France, not the ‘sparkling wine’ knockoffs from every place else.

“Special occasion?” she asked, taking the bottles as I stepped in and hung up my coat and took off my boots. “Hey, this stuff’s expensive, Jess! Dom Perignon?”

I waved my hand. “No, I got a deal on them. We’ll kill one bottle, and you and Keith can save the other for a special occasion.” I took a look at her as I slipped off my boots. “And there’s got to be some sort of special occasion coming up or something, looking at the way you’re done up on a week night.”  It was true. She had some makeup on, not a lot, but enough to make her face brighter. Her lipstick and nails were the same shade. Okay, she was just wearing stretch pants and a long white shirt, but she could have walked into a nice restaurant dressed like this, let alone be at home alone with the kids while Keith was out with his buddies.

She headed into the kitchen. “I got into the habit on vacation of looking nice for our evenings together. Keith really liked it, so I just kept it up. After I put the kids to bed, it just takes five minutes to put on something nice.” She bobbed her eyebrows at me. “Especially when he’s out with the boys. I want him to know what he’s coming home to.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “You can’t tell because the shirt hangs so low, but these stretch pants are crotchless!”

“Lori!” I put my hand over my mouth. “You’re starting to sound like me!”

She had unscrewed the wire retainer on the cork and was working the cork out with a dishtowel over it. “Just keeping the home fires burning brightly, Jess! Now what’s,” she let the cork out with that distinctive pop sound, “the special occasion?”

I had gotten two glasses from the cupboard and had them on the kitchen table. I waited until Lori filled them. I lifted one and toasted her. “I’m taking a lesson from your playbook. I’m going to spend a week at Hedonism. I leave tomorrow.”

She put her fingers around her glass. “Is Colin going with you?”

“No. He’s history. I’m going down there alone.”

“Well, here’s to history!” She lifted her glass and we did the clink and drink.

We both sat at the table in the kitchen. The house was too small for a separate dining room. For now.

“It’s pretty expensive though, how’d you manage to put the money together?” she asked.

“Oh that. I got a decent tax refund, and decided to splurge after seeing how great a time you had.” Okay, half fib, but the other half absolutely true. I sat back in my chair. “Got any advice?”

“You never take my advice!” she said it with a smile though.

“Maybe, but I always hear you out.”

She nodded at that, drained her glass and refilled both of ours. Her brows knitted, and she was silent for a bit. She looked up at me and smiled. “I think you’re going to have a wonderful time.”

“Oh?” That sounded good. “Why so?”

“A bunch of reasons. You’ve always had a… uhhh… ‘open mind’ about sex.” She looked off into the distance and got silent for a moment.

Uh oh… is this going to be a ‘slut shame’ session? I felt my defenses rise, but I was going to go easy on her. “I enjoy it. A lot. And I’m not ashamed of that.”

Still looking away, she nodded slowly. “Sex is pleasurable, and it’s fun, and if no one gets hurt, what’s the problem, right?”

“Yeess…” I’ve said that phrase so many times I should get a tattoo of it. “What’s your point?”

With a soft smile, she nodded. “My point is you’re right. You’ve always been right. That’s what I discovered down there.” Her smile broadened. “Keith and I, we’ve had nothing but wicked sex since our vacation.” She tapped the table with one of her fingernails. “The sex brought us closer, for sure… but the sex is awesome just by itself.” She raised her arms. “Look at me! I’m happier, and more confident about myself than I’ve ever been! And it all started for me down there.”

I shook my head. “I wasn’t expecting this from you, hon. I thought you were going to get all mother hen on me.”

“Don’t need to.” She drained her second glass and let out a soft belch and giggled. “I love how Champagne tickles my nose when I burp!” Refilling her glass, she looked over at me. “In a certain way, you’re going to be on a pedestal down there you know.”

“Yeah, I saw that online—a ‘Unicorn’ or something.” I took a sip. “Easy lay, everyone take a turn.”

“If that’s what you decide you want, sure.” Now Mother Hen started the finger wag. “But—and make no mistake—you will be treated with respect and consideration like you never had before. From the men and the women if you get together with a couple.”

“A couple? Aren’t there just single guys down there? I don’t know about a couple, Lori. I mean… I’d be expected to…”

“Do something with the wife?”

I nodded.

“Don’t knock it until you tried it, girlfriend!” she laughed.

“You mean… you…” I knew my face was all gobsmacked. “Lori!”

She drew her finger across her lips. “Mum’s the word.” She batted her eyelashes at me. “I’m not saying a word about that.” Then she grinned. “The point is though, if you don’t want to do that, that’s fine too. You have to understand the lack of pressure down there. It makes it easier to do just what you want.”

“So, I just want to parade around totally naked and masturbate watching other people…”

“MmmHmm…”

“Or if I want to give a blow job and get fucked on a beach in broad daylight…?”

“MmmHmm…”

This was starting to get me warmed up. I could feel that flutter in my belly that was going lower and lower.

“Or if I want to have two guys at once…”

“MmmHmmm…”

Oh shit, this was turning me on. I grabbed the bottle and took a slug from it. “Or if if I want to get gang banged…”

“MmmHmmm…”

I looked down and felt my cheeks begin to warm. “If I wanted to try.. ummm… anal…?”

“Or double penetration…”

Oh God… I sat back in my chair and began to wave my hands in front of my face. “It’s getting hot in here.” We both burst out laughing.

She leaned over to me. “The only warning that I’d offer you Jess is to just keep in mind that it’s all NSA sex, okay?”

“NSA? As in National Security Agency? What—they got the place bugged?” Images of James Bond types in some control room watching orgies live from satellites and jerking off to the porn flashed in my head and I giggled.

“I mean No Strings Attached. You’ll become friends with the people you meet and hook up with down there, yes. But just don’t expect to ‘meet a guy’ if you know what I mean. It’s Swinging, not a singles place.”

“Don’t worry about that. I’m not expecting that. Don’t worry; a torrid one week affair with a bunch of guys is right up my alley.”

“Okay. If anything… well…”

“What?”

“Look, you’re a… a zesty woman, Jess. Some guy might fall for you down there, okay?”

“And the problem with that is…”

“But it’s in an environment that’s kind of NSA.” She sighed. “I’m just worried you come back and you’re some guy’s mistress or something. I can see some rich guy falling for you, but not wanting to fully commit or something. He offers to set you up, and looks after you.”

“Like in some cheap romance novel.”

“Yeah. I don’t mind you having a strong sex drive, I just don’t want you to become a kept woman.”

Like that would happen. I crossed my heart. “I promise, Lori, that won’t happen. I won’t go become some guy’s mistress.”

“I didn’t think so. But Jess, some of the people that go there are pretty well off, okay? Not like the kind of people you run into at your job.”

Wheels started turning in my head. “But… what’s so wrong about being a kept woman anyway?”

“I think you can do better than that.” She shook her head and waved her hands. “Forget it! I don’t know what I’m talking about, to tell the truth. I only brought it up because that’s the only down side I can see from you going to Hedonism.”

“That I come back a kept woman.”

“Yeah. And you leave Black Rapids. And not for a better life maybe…”

“Don’t worry about it then. I haven’t left yet, have I?”

“No. But…”

“And I already promised. ‘Mistress’ isn’t on my to do list down there, okay?”

“Okay.”

She showed me some pics she and Keith took down there and gave me some tips about the place that I didn’t pick up from the online sites. Glancing at the clock, she mentioned that Keith was due home soon. I took the hint and left.

For the rest of the evening, and in bed later, my head was swimming. With scenes straight out of a porn movie, with me as the star. I did some research on anal sex online. I hadn’t tried that yet, and wanted to find out about it before heading down there. Who knows what could happen?

In bed I laughed out loud though. Lori was worried about me becoming some guy’s mistress. I toyed with the concept for a while.

Let’s see. A paid for apartment, a weekly or monthly allowance. Be at the beck and call for evenings out and sex on demand. Get in shape and stay in shape so that you make your partner preen with you on their arm. Stay up on current events or on stuff that make for interesting conversation. Maybe become a decent cook—after all going out to dinner all the time could get boring. Maybe go back to school? Can’t have a regular job with all the other duties, after all. Hmmm…

Mistress? Screw that. I’m going to get me a Mister-ess!


Chapter 5: Praise The Lord!

The flight to Hedonism started out tedious as hell but by the time we landed in Jamaica I was glad I didn’t charter a private plane.

From Black Rapids I had to make two other connections before the final leg. I had to go to Syracuse, New York, then to Miami, and from there to Jamaica. Waiting for the second connection, I was people watching at the gate, trying to see if I could deduce who among the couple of hundred passengers were swingers.

I could pick out a few—it wasn’t hard, there was a group of about 10 people in their 30’s to 40’s who were sitting together and having a great time. The big clue was that about half of them were wearing T-Shirts that said ‘Tremolo Tours Hedo or Bust’. Yeah, I was such a Sherlock Holmes.

I kept my surveillance up on them while pretending to read a copy of Cosmo.

They weren’t dressed like swingers. Or, at least what I expected swingers to wear in public. I thought the women would all be in hooker heels and miniskirts and the guys to be wearing shirts unbuttoned to their navels showing graying chest hair and a beer belly.

Instead, they just looked like normal everyday people. Yes, some of the men did have paunches, but so did some of the women. Nobody was showing a lot of skin though. Maybe it had to do with the fact that this layover was in Syracuse, New York and it was February?

Nobody was pawing at anyone either. I shook my head—what the hell was I expecting, a grope fest or orgy right in the middle of an airport? No, the closest that any public displays of affection came to being naughty was a few of the women perching on some guys’ laps. I couldn’t tell if they were the couples together, or if they were play partners… umm… ‘touching base’ or something.

“Jess! I thought it was you! What a surprise seeing you here!”

I looked up to see two of my Sunday morning after church regulars, Karen and Dan Baker. They stood before me with wide smiles. They were a retired couple in their 60’s I guess, and this was the first time I saw them in anything but their Sunday best. On Sundays Dan was always in either a suit or a sports jacket and tie, and Karen would be wearing either a dress or blouse and skirt. They came in at 11:00 on Sunday morning after the 10:00 a.m. service at their church. Right now, they were wearing jeans, sneakers and a jacket.

I looked at them with my jaw hanging open.

“Are you going on vacation, Jess?” asked Dan. In response to my silent nod, he said “Where are you heading? We’re going to Jamaica!”

“Oh?” and yes, it came out as a squeak.

“Yes! We’ve been there before, and have had a wonderful time each trip,” said Karen with a smile. She was wearing some makeup highlighted her eyes and cheekbones. The years had been okay to her—but she could never pass for less than mid-fifties. “Where are you heading?”

“Uhhh… Jamaica too?”

They both tilted their heads at me and glanced over to each other. “Which resort?” asked Dan.

Oh shit. “Uhhh… I can’t remember the name… a travel agent booked it?”

Karen chewed on her lower lip, still smiling. “Oh, I understand. Is this the first time you’ve been to Jamaica?”

“First time out of the country, to tell the truth.”

“I understand,” she said again. Now her smile was widening. Was she about to laugh at me? “We’re going to resort in Negril. Do you remember if your resort’s in that area?

“Umm… I think it could be? I’ll have to check my paperwork.”

Karen gave Dan a slight elbow and squatted down in front of me. She placed a hand on my knee, her eyes dancing. “You’re going to Hedonism, aren’t you Jess?”

I nodded.

She giggled. “Don’t worry! I won’t tell! You look like you just got caught doing something naughty!” She patted my leg. “Don’t you worry, you’ll get all the naughty you can handle, hon.”

My jaw began to work again and it found its way back to where it could make words. “But… but…” I looked from Karen to Dan, back to Karen, back to Dan, like I’m watching a tennis match. “You go to church!” I finally blurted out.

“Praise the Lord and pass the condoms,” said Dan in a low voice. Karen shot him a look and they both laughed out loud.

I looked back and forth from them again. “But you…”

“Have sex with other people?” asked Karen. “Yep.” She got up from her crouch and sat in the seat beside me, Dan sitting next to her.

I froze. Oh. My. God. Were they hitting on me? We weren’t even there yet, and are they trying to get to hook up with me? I peered up at Dan. He had to be 30 years older than me! Old enough to be my father! Ewwww!

“We mostly stick with people in our age range though,” said Karen.” She patted my hand. She must have read my mind, and now I started to blush. She leaned into me. “If we played with young people your age, well, it’d be like playing with my son’s friends! Ewwww!”

I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Have you ever done anything like this before?” Dan was leaning forward looking at me.

I shook my head. “No. My girlfriend and her husband went a few weeks ago and had a fantastic time so I figured I could check it out.”

We sat and chatted for a while until they announced boarding. Honestly, of all the people I knew in Black Rapids, Karen and Dan were the last people I’d have ever expected to see on this trip. Who am I kidding—they’re the last people I would envision having sex!

When our flight landed in Miami, it was a short walk to the next gate for our last leg to Jamaica. Dan and Karen had stayed with me and brought me over and introduced me to a group of about twenty people that were waiting for the same plane.

“How do you know all these people?” I asked Karen.

“Oh, we met them a few years ago. They have an annual trip down as a group. There are a lot of groups that go down together at the same time each year. For the last three or four years we’ve been going at the same time to hook up with them.”

I scanned the crowd. Some of them were Karen and Dan’s age, more or less. But the rest of them were a scattering of ages from late 20’s to late 40’s or so.

A couple came over and hugged Karen and Dan lovingly. They were about my age.

“Jess, this is Josh and Carrie. They’re from home too!”

Carrie looked at me brightly, her blue eyes shining. “You’re from Black Rapids? That’s great!” She threw her arms around me in a big hug. “I’ve never seen you at the club though. Do you play in Black Rapids?”

She was so bubbly and excited that I really wasn’t put off by being hugged by her. For some reason, it was okay. I mean, I’m an affectionate person myself, but I’d never dream of hugging someone at first meeting. But then, why the heck not, I thought.

She was in a lot better shape than me, some sort of gym rat I guess. She was wearing yoga pants and a T-shirt. She was shorter than me by a full head, I could see that the top of her head didn’t show any roots in her hair—great, a natural blonde.  I should have resented her great looks and trim fit body, but I didn’t. I was too busy liking her from the start.

“Play? I play the radio back home, but that’s about it.”

Carrie looked over her shoulder at Josh. Now I hated her. He was a fucking stud. He was over six feet tall, and another gym rat. I didn’t know what I liked more about him—the V shape of his physique or the way his arms filled out the shirt he was wearing. He crinkled his grey eyes at me and grinned. “I’m a virtuoso with my X-box myself,” he said.

Karen leaned into Carrie. “It’s her first time, Carrie.”

“Oh! You’ll love it!” she said, holding my hands. “It’s Josh and mine’s second trip!”

“No, Carrie… it’s her first time anything,” said Josh. I looked over and saw Josh had stepped back to give them room, but had put his arm around Karen, pulling her close into him. She threw him a smile and relaxed into his chest as he began to stroke soft circles on her belly, right at the waist.

“There’s exceptions to every rule, Jess,” she said to me with a twinkle in her eyes.

“Now wait a second!” said Carrie. “This is your first time exploring the Lifestyle?” She stepped away from me, her hands now on my upper arms. She looked me up and down. I began to feel fat again, being given the once over by this hard body.

“You got to start somewhere,” I said.

“Well, just take it nice and slow.”

“Not my style.” The hell with it. “I’m going to release my inner slut.”

Carrie’s eyes popped at that comment. “Slut,” she said, her voice steady.

I nodded. “That’s right.”

She crinkled her nose at me, still smiling. “Takes one to know one!” She stretched her arm out, gesturing at the rest of the people milling about chattering with each other. “We’re ALL sluts here!”

“I never liked that word, Carrie,” said Karen, still nestled into Josh.

“Shhh…” said Josh. “We put a spin on that word. It describes you too.”

Karen stiffened and shot him a look that could kill.

“Yes, Karen… S.L.U.T. Sexy, Loving, Unadulterated Temptress.”

Karen’s face softened a little. “I still don’t like the word, though.”

“I prefer Sex Kitten myself,” I piped up.

Karen looked over to me. “I haven't heard that term in years! I love it!”

“Me too!” said Carrie. “But still, small steps at the start, okay?”

“I don’t know about that,” I said. “I’m more of a jump into the deep end kind of gal.”

“She’s a Unicorn, Carrie,” said Josh. “She doesn’t have a husband to worry about you know.”

Carrie looked over her shoulder at Josh while still holding onto me and nodded. “You’re probably right.” She turned back to me. “I wouldn’t ever have had the guts to come down to Hedonism solo though.”

“She can take care of herself, Carrie,” piped up Dan, sidling up to us. “She’s a hell of a waitress. If you ever saw her at work, you’d think she owned the place.”

“Okay, okay just my mother hen coming out I guess.” She looked back up at me. “With your figure, the guys are going to flock to you like bees to honey though.”

“Yeah, right. You should talk.” I patted my own gut. Even though I had my pants tailored for this trip, the bulge was unmistakable. I looked like I was four or five months pregnant. “You got the body of someone in the brochure, and you know it.”

“I don’t have your boobs, and your curves are a lot sexier,” said Carrie. Her hand drifted down to my waist and started to stroke it. “I love how tall you are too…” Her face began to pinken a little bit, but she didn’t look away. Oh shit, I was definitely being hit on now, no question.

I’ve been hit on by women before. In my job, you meet all types, and Black Rapids isn’t that small a city. I just brushed the passes off, and that was that. This time though, a voice was screaming in my head ‘Jessy! This girl wants to have sex with you!’ Good Lord, I never even did the ‘kissing practice’ at slumber parties in high school!

Her come on scared the hell out of me. Did she have some agenda? Did she get some kind of rush out of being the first one for a girl the way some guys get all worked up taking a virgin’s cherry? I didn’t think so—looking at her, her cheeks now looked a wind burned. She was attracted to me and put it out there, that’s all.

The voice in my head had calmed down. What would it be like?

My hand rose and I cupped Carrie’s face. “You’re so petite and cute…” I said just above a whisper. “But I’ve never…”

Carrie placed her hand over mine. “It’s a full week… who knows?” now her bright eyes were dusky. Her hand covered mine firmly as we stood there. The rest of the departure lounge, the noise of the couple of hundred tourists, and the bright lights all faded behind her face. My mouth was dry and I licked my lips.

“I really don’t know what’s happening here,” I said. “I’m not saying ‘not interested’, and that’s a first for me.”

She blinked and gave her head a little shake. “I’m coming on stronger than I ever had with anybody; this is a surprise to me too.”

“Yeah, but you’ve been with women, right?”

She nodded, smiling. “Sure. But I’ve never… I…” Her voice trailed off, but she didn’t look away. She chewed her lip for a moment and said, “I’ve always been friendly to any overtures, but Jessy, this is the first time I’ve ever made a pass.”

Jessy? Nobody has called me that in years and years. I believed her.

“Well, this is the first time I didn’t decline a pass.” I held up my hand. “I’m not saying okay, but I’m not saying no thanks either.”

“That’s good enough for me. For now!” she smiled brightly and the world grew happier in some way. Talk about a Girl Crush on crack; and I didn’t know if it was her or me!

“Okay you two, they just called boarding,” said Josh. “Let’s all catch our breath.” He was smiling. Karen and Dan had already gotten into the lineup to board and Carrie and I separated reluctantly.

She took me by the hand and we got into the lineup too, Josh bringing up the rear, putting a hand on each of our shoulders.

“This is going to be an interesting vacation,” he said.

He said a mouthful.
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Chapter 1: Who’s That Girl?

Steve

When I first laid eyes on Jess, she made me feel young and old at the same time. Ain’t that a bitch.

I was at the front desk checking on my shipment to see if it had arrived, or when it would arrive when the bus from the airport pulled up. I wasn’t familiar with the group that came off, which is ironic. This was my twelfth time to Hedonism, and I figured that I knew pretty much all the different groups that came down.

As usual, they got off the bus as pumped up and excited as a gang of kids on a school trip to an amusement park.

I was chatting with Kenneth, the general manager when I saw her.

She could have been Pam’s sister.

She was the same height Pam had been, and had the identical figure—hourglass shaped. She was wearing khaki clam diggers and sandals. Her light blue denim shirt was tied in a knot right at her belly button. She was chatting with a petite blond woman about the same age as her, and they were laughing.

It was her eyes when she laughed that took my breath away. They danced, man. The shorter blonde woman must have said something funny because the bigger girl threw her head back and let out a laugh that you just knew came from the soles of her feet. But it was her eyes—they did this side to side thing as she shook her head a little.

God, it was adorable.

Pam did the same damn thing when she laughed.

How can a guy feel, at the same time, a stiletto of pain and warm joy in his heart?

She must have noticed me staring at her because she turned her head to me and stopped laughing. I tried to smile at her, but my face stopped working a second ago. I was a fourteen year old punk kid instead of a 44 year old man. She tilted her head and looked at me frankly, up and down.

I felt—me, I felt my neck start to burn, and the heat rose up to my ears. Oh shit, was I blushing? Yeah, just like a kid. The shot of pain in my heart was replaced by embarrassment.

And joy.

She hadn’t stopped walking into the lobby, she didn’t miss a step, but gave me a wry sort of smile, pulling her lower lip over to one side and looked away.

It all took maybe three seconds.

It all took an eternity.

“Hey, Steve,” Kenneth nudged my arm. “You okay?”

I turned back to him. I could feel my ears begin to cool off. “Yeah, I’m good. Just had a moment, that’s all.”

Kenneth had been leaning across the front desk counter. He straightened up and folded his arms across his chest. “Yes, I can see that.” He put his hand to his chin. “Hey, do you think it’s a good idea for you to stay here?”

I stared at him. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I don’t know… well, I guess I just mean… jumping back in with both feet, you know? It might be a lot to handle or something.” He put his hand on my arm. “How about you stay at the Lido down the road for the first night or two?”

“I stayed there the last four times I was down, Kenneth. It’s time for me to come back home.” I pulled my arm away and shoved my hands in my pockets. I didn’t want him to see my hands were shaking.

He held his hands up in surrender. “Hey, hey… I’m just trying to help, mon.”

I glanced at my shoes and looked back up. “Yeah, I know.” I gave my head a shake. “Anyway, what’s the deal with the shipment?”

He started to give me the song and dance that Customs had given him on the phone earlier. I let him drone on as I looked over at the new arrivals checking in.

Her back was to me now, so she couldn’t see me checking her out.

She was either going commando or was wearing a thong, because her pants left nothing to the imagination. Her ass had a little bit of bubble to it, no sag. I bet she spent a lot of time walking. A girl her size would otherwise not be able to carry the extra padding the way she did.

She was in a small circle with Karen and Dan that other couple about her own age. They must have flown in together? I tried to remember where Karen and Dan were from… oh yeah, Black Rapids, in the Midwest! Ohio I think. Shit. How far is Ohio from Colorado? Shit. What the hell was I thinking?

Kenneth noticed that I was ignoring him. He touched my arm. “Hey, when I get something definite, I’ll find you and let you know, okay? I’m going to give a hand checking in this latest group.” I nodded and he went over to where the lineup was. He looked up at that young woman and gestured her over. I smiled to myself. Ken’s going to be a source for some information on her.

I shook my head. I didn’t need him to do that, all I had to do was go over and say hi to the people with her that I knew; they’d do the introductions.

All I had to do was just stroll over to the other end of the front desk. No problem. Just move those legs o’ mine and walk right over there. I could just step across and say hi. Just say hi. I could do that, no problem. I’ve said hi to lots of people. I’ve met tons of people.

Except my legs weren’t quite co-operating. What the hell was that all about? For Pete’s sake, I’m 44 years old and I’m as rattled as I had been when I was in grade nine!

Argh!

I strolled over anyway, so there!

Karen noticed me first, and let out a squeal.

“Steven!” she flew into my arms and jumped up, her feet hooking onto my waist. “Steven! OHMYGOD! It’s WONDERFUL to see you back here!”

The last time I saw her… I was in a million little pieces. She and Dan had flown in for the wake and funeral. I had held everything together until the post internment reception was winding down. I ducked out of the gathering and was at the back of the funeral home, sitting on the ground next to the dumpsters when she had found me. For twenty minutes I cried harshly in her arms.

Now, years later, the joy of her greeting made the bittersweet I’d been feeling all day… just sweet.

Time does heal.

She hopped down and put her hands on my waist. “You look pretty good, young man,” she said with a smile. “Did you come down alone?”

“Get right to the point, don’t you, Karen?” I said it with a grin though, and nodded. “I've been down a couple of times, but just to check on the school. This is my first time staying here.” I looked around. “I’ve missed the damn place and thought I ought to come back.” I looked back at her. “And to answer your question, yeah, I paid the single’s premium.”

A few others from the Black Rapids gang I knew had come over and were saying hello. I tried to be clever and positioned myself so I could watch that woman being checked in by Kenneth. She took her room keycard, glanced over in our direction, and headed off.

I nudged Karen. “Who’s the Unicorn?”

She smiled with delight. “That’s Jess. Dan and I know her from back home, but only found out today that she’s interested in the Lifestyle.” She put a hand on my arm. “She’s got a to do list for down here, Steven, and I don’t know if she’d be interested in meeting a guy this week, if you know what I mean.”

I nodded. “I get it. She just… looks familiar, I guess. I thought I might have met her before or something.”

Karen turned and watched this Jess girl head out of the lobby. “I can’t see how,” she said, shaking her head. “I don’t think she’s ever been to Colorado,” she looked up at me with a smile, “and you’ve never been to Black Rapids.” She glanced over again. “But you know something? There is something about her here that is kind of déjà vu.”

I was about to shoot my mouth off and tell Karen that Jess strongly resembled Pam, but decided to keep that to myself. If Karen didn’t see the resemblance, she’d think I was crazy or something maybe. Instead, I said, “Well, she’s not going to have any problems hooking up down here, that’s for sure.”

“She’s a bright girl. She’ll get it out of her system in a few days and settle down.” Shaking her head, she added, “I’m so glad I never was a Unicorn. I wouldn’t have had the guts to get into the Lifestyle on my own.”

“What does she do for a living?”

“She’s a server at the diner Dan and I go to. She’s been there for years.” She let out a giggle. “We see her every Sunday after church.” She wiggled her eyebrows, “You should have seen the look on her face when she realized Dan and I are in the Lifestyle!”

I smiled. “I can imagine.” A server? At a diner? A coffee shop waitress? I wondered how the woman was able to afford this trip. Oh well, probably a once in a lifetime thing for her. Oh man… please God, don’t let her have some illusions of being a gold digger! Maybe I should ask Karen to say a prayer for me.

Karen must have heard the gears grinding in my head. She nudged me and said “She’s a free spirit back home, Steven. She came into some money—an inheritance or something I guess. Her best friend was down here a few weeks ago and had a wonderful time, so Jess decided to give Hedo a whirl.” She jabbed a finger in my chest. “And that’s it. She’s not looking for a Sugar Daddy, believe me.”

“You read my mind.”

“It’s a short read.” She smirked.

Dan had finished checking them in, and they were heading to their room. I promised to meet them at the Lobby bar in about an hour.


Chapter 2: Checked In… Now Check It Out!

Jess

I closed the door to my room. Holy shit, I was living the high life, ‘mon’! When I booked, I chose their top of the line accommodations. Maybe I didn’t have much to compare it to; other than the hotel in Chicago when I got my winnings straightened out with Mr. Donahue, I hadn’t splurged on anything since.

Wandering around this palace made it clear that it was worth the wait.

The bathroom was almost as big as my living room back home! Glass walls, a hyooge shower, and it was clean enough to eat off the floor. I wandered past the king size bed, smirking at the mirror on the ceiling above it. Using that mirror would be interesting. At the opposite end of the room was a sliding glass door. It took me a minute to figure out how to unlock it, and when I did I went out to a balcony that was big enough to have a party in. The hot tub was bubbling already. When I checked in, the guy at the desk told me that there would be a maintenance fellow in daily to monitor its operation.

Wow.

For the first time since I won the Powerball, I really, really felt like a millionaire.

I went back into the room and found the bar fridge. Opening it, I was pleasantly surprised to see it was already fully stocked. I was told that if there was a particular brand of liquor I wanted, just let the front desk know, and they’d try to accommodate it.

Yeah, right. All of my drinking at the bars I’ve been to had been from what was in the well. I remember once trying a premium, super expensive shot of Johnny Walker blue, and couldn’t taste any difference.

I grabbed a beer—Red Stripe, what a cool name—and opened it. It was good; sort of like a Corona.

I needed to figure out what I was going to do first. My stomach growling told me what was going to be number one on my list, but I wanted to get my bearings and see just how much sex Jess could pack into a single afternoon and evening.

Their motto at Hedonism is ‘Be Wicked For A Week’, and I was going to find out just how wicked I could be! My belly fluttered with visions of cocks. Thick ones, slender ones, stubby ones, long ones… ohmygod… long, thick ones… slippery with come.

Some women are grossed out by a man’s semen, not this girl. I love the smell of it. I love the taste of it—how each guy actually has a different taste. Maybe I can’t tell the difference between moonshine and a premium brand of booze, but I’m willing to be that I could do a blindfolded taste test of every man I’ve ever sucked off. I loved the sight of precum on a man’s cock just before he fucks me with it, and I love watching a deflating pecker still oozing afterwards.

It’s the way I roll; and I’m sick and tired of making apologies for it. I didn’t think I’d have to make excuses here. I better not!

Sipping on my beer, I unpacked my bags. I took my two vibrators and put them on the night table next to my bed. I didn’t think I’d need them, but I wanted to keep them handy.

I stripped down and took a shower. Taking a razor with me, I gave my pussy a once over, gotta keep the girl slick. As I did, I had to stop myself from masturbating. Although… I was wondering what it would be like to get together with Dan and Karen… or Carrie…

Stop! Save the energy, hon.

I dried off and chose what I would wear for the evening. I glanced at my watch. Boy had this day flown by. It was 4:00 in the afternoon already. I checked the schedule I was given to see what time the restaurant was open for dinner and learned I had to kill a few hours. No problem, I’d head down to the lobby bar, have a drink or two and get a bite to eat.

I put on a light blue halter top dress. It had built in support for the girls, and the hem stopped halfway to my knees. I stepped into a pair of sandals that had just an inch and a half heel, took my room key and put it in my small purse and headed for the door.

I stopped at the door and checked myself in the full length mirror next to it. I looked good. I turned halfway around and checked out my caboose. The dress I had on, like the others I purchased for this trip was my proper size. So there wasn’t any bunching of fabric or stretching over me either. They weren’t actually tailor made, but damn they were close! Uh oh, one small problem. My panties were hugged just a little too tightly by the dress’ fabric.

Not a problem. I went to the dresser, wriggled out of the panties and grabbed one of the thongs I bought. I bent over to step into them and stopped.

Oh boy. Well, this is a good way to start, right? I tossed the thong back into the dresser drawer and headed out commando. I had only done this once before—as a sort of present for Colin last year, but that doesn’t really count because I wore a skirt that was practically floor length that night. If I bent over more than just a bit, I’d be mooning the world in this dress!

Opening the door to my room, I threw a wink at the dirty girl in the mirror and started my vacation.


Chapter 3: Right Here, Right Now?

Hedo is split into two sides: one side is ‘Prude’ where you’re expected to be clothed somewhat, and the other side is ‘Nude’, where you can walk around in your birthday suit. I found out on the flight that if you go to the Nude beach and are wearing clothing you’ll be asked by security to disrobe or leave. My room was over on the ‘Nude’ side of the resort. As I headed back to the lobby along the pathway behind my building, I passed a few couples heading back from the beach. Dayum… every one of them were naked. And hot damn—every guy looked me over, up and down and smiled.

I had gotten looks similar to that back home from guys in bars when I decided to go out in a sexy outfit, sure. Especially close to last call. On those nights though, the women mostly looked at me either with daggers in their eyes or with a condescending smirk. Here, even the women’s gazes were appreciative. Yeah, this was going to be a good vacay, that’s for sure.

And although the women had all over tans, I didn’t see any of the fashion models I saw in the ads for the place online. They were in okay shape, yeah, but they had their own saddlebags, a bit of cellulite and tummies. When I passed the third couple, I didn’t feel nearly as fat as I had just twenty four hours earlier.

I fit in.

I stopped in the pathway and changed my mind. Since there were so many people on this side that I felt comfortable around, maybe I should check out the nude side a little more. I didn’t want to go naked just yet, so I stayed away from the beach and headed for the swimming pool for this section.

It was pretty busy, with about a dozen people or so standing at the bar getting drinks, and another twenty or so scattered along tables beside it. The pool had a bunch of people in it too, and there was a swim up bar as well. The three bartenders were running flat out.

But they didn’t seem tired, cranky nor overworked. Every drink served, whether it was a beer or a complicated cocktail was served with a smile or a joke. The bartenders seemed to be having as much fun as the guests!

My fellow travelers were having a good time that was for sure.

A good portion, almost half, of the guests were either naked or topless. I had to laugh to myself— here I was wearing an outfit I wouldn’t dare wear back home, and I was the one overdressed!

Some were dancing off to the side of the bar to the music coming from a set of speakers. A rock and roll song was playing, but you wouldn’t be able to tell by the super slow, dirty dancing going on between many of the couples.

I looked around to see if there were people I knew from the flight down, but didn’t see anyone. Oh well, I didn’t think it would take long to make someone’s acquaintance. I headed to the bar.

“Hellooo pretty lady!” said the bartender. He came right over as soon as I got to the bar. “Did you just arrive?” The sing song cadence of his Jamaican accent was charming.

“Yes, I— ”

He cut me off. “I thought so!” He leaned in. “I would be ashamed if you had been to my bar before and me not to recognize ya!” He had a dazzling smile and stretched out his hand. “My name be Allen, and welcome to Hedonism!”

I took his hand and shook it. “I’m Jess. Pleased to make your – ”

He cut me off again. “And what will Miss Jess be havin’ this afternoon?” The man was busy, but he was so smooth.

“I’ll just have a beer—”

“A Red Stripe?”

“Sure.” At least I finished that sentence.

“Red Stripe for pretty Jess comin’ right up!” I fished a five dollar bill out of my clutch purse and laid it on the bar.




“Oh no, Pretty Jess—this drink is part of your package” Allen said as he placed my beer before me.

“I know, Allen, this is for you.” A bartender arguing over a tip? I just died and went to heaven.

The five dollars went into a container behind the counter. I turned from the bar, sipping my beer and watched the crowd.

“You’re going to make the rest of us look bad,” a guy standing next to me said. I looked at him. His brown eyes were laughing and his smile was wide.

“Just a newbie trying to make a good first impression,” I replied. “Besides, these guys earn it—look at how they’re running!”

Brown eyes laughed. “If you think they’re running now, forget it. This is the lull before the storm.” He waved his hand at the crowd. “This area is really going to fill later tonight.” He put out his hand, “I’m Frank, did you just get in?”

I took his hand and shook it. It was dry and firm. He was bare chested, with coarse black chest hair and wearing a Speedo. “I’m Jess, and I just finished unpacking.”

“Your first time here?” His eyes crinkled.

“What gave me away?”

He gestured up and down at my dress. “It’s not uncommon for first timers to wear clothes instead of a bathing suit when they come out of their rooms for the first time.” He cocked his head and glanced around me. “Especially women travelling alone.”

“What makes you think I’m travelling alone?”

It wasn’t quite a smirk, but close. “Oh, I think if you were with your guy, or your girlfriend, you’d all be standing here together, or else you would have glanced around to see where they were when I started talking to you, that’s all.”

Another Sherlock Holmes. Well, two can play that game. I put my finger to my chin, thinking. “And you’ve been here more than once.”

“You’re right. It’s my third time. I’m down here with a couple of buddies.” He tilted his head, “They’re still on the beach.”

“Hmmm…” Frank was about my age, and in pretty good shape. I looked down at his crotch. “So… what does a girl do to have some fun here before dinner?” Holy shit, I couldn’t believe I was this out there. His Speedo was black, but I would bet my life that I saw his package throb just a bit. I lifted my head up to look at him.

He didn’t move, just said in an even voice and a big smile, “Anything she wants, baby. Any damn thing she wants.”

I stepped into him and pulled at his waistband, peeking down. Yeah, any swimming pool shrinkage was fading. His cock was pulsing just a little. Keeping my gaze on his package, I said “So what happens next, you’re the one who knows the score here.”

“Touch it.”

“Right here? Right now?”

“Yes.”

I reached in and grasped his cock, encircling it with my hand and giving it a squeeze. It immediately began to swell. I stepped into him and he put his arm around me. His hand stroked my back. Any hesitation was drowned out by my body’s response. I could feel my skin under my dress almost quiver. Even my knees trembled, but just a little. I had no idea how this was going to play out, I just knew it would.

My hand was now stroking him. I let go of his shaft and began to fondle his balls. He let out a sigh, and his hand began to squeeze my ass. He was fully thickened now. I let go of his cleanly shaved balls and palmed the head of his cock, glazing my hand with his precum. I took my hand out of his swimsuit and licked my palm. It was yummy.

“Now what?” I said.

He glanced around, smiling. I looked and saw there were a few people openly watching us. One couple that was sitting at table about five feet from us was leaning forward, the woman’s hand inside her partner’s trunks as he pinched her nipples. They smiled at us.

“Well, it’s not kosher to fuck at the bar,” Frank muttered. He put his hand on my back. “Let’s find a place that’s a little more private.”

“My room’s on this side of the resort, where’s yours?” I asked.

“Screw that, let’s get a little wild,” his eyes were dancing.

“Okay, you’re the one with the experience.”

“Good.” He stopped and looked in my eyes. “Care for a bit of a swim?” Before I could say a word, he bent over, and with a single motion, took the hem of my dress in his hands. Straightening up, he pulled it up. Wordlessly, I raised my arms and in a second I was standing naked.

It happened so fast I didn’t have the chance to feel self conscious. One moment I was in a sexy outfit, and the next moment all I was wearing was my sandals. Well, what’s good for the goose… I squatted down in front of Frank and linked my fingers into his Speedo slowly pulling it down.

His cock sprang out when the edge of his swimsuit (now that’s a stupid word for what is basically a male thong!) got past it. I pushed it down past his knees and let it drop the rest of the way. I encircled his cock with both my hands and looking up at him, squeezed his knob. I glanced down to see a thick clear drop of precum reward me. I looked back up at him and leaned my head forward. With a wet kiss, using my tongue, I cleaned off his slit, to be rewarded with a gasp.

“Let’s go for a dip, baby,” he bent over and hooking his hands under my armpits, stood me up. His hand on my ass, he guided me away from the bar towards a clover leafed shaped pool. It had a fountain in the middle of it that was shooting a jet of water about four or five feet into the air. I slipped out of my sandals at the edge, and leading me by the hand, we stepped down into it. At the opposite end from where we stepped in was a small cave with a water curtain cascading down.

I looked up at Frank. “I’ve read about that place—that’s ‘The Grotto’, right?”

He nodded.

“Then let’s go.”

It took a moment for my eyes to adjust to the darkness when we passed inside. We were alone.

He pushed me up against the wall and kissed me. Urgently. His tongue entered my mouth as soon as our lips touched. It felt almost as stiff as his cock pressing into my belly. His hands grasped me around my head as he pressed his face in.

Not to be outdone, I grasped him by the hair and pushed back. There were no caresses, foreplay nor any kind of tentative feeling out. We both knew what we wanted and were battling each other from the get-go like two cats.

I had never before been so turned on, so fast and so un-self consciously. My pussy was aching to be filled, and I craved his cock in my mouth. Those were the only two thoughts in my head, and for now, my pussy lost its vote. My earlier thoughts about a guy’s come had risen to the surface and took control of me.

I’m a big girl, yes, and I used it to my advantage. Frank was only an inch or so taller than me- less than six feet tall. He was in good shape, but he wasn’t the only person who was hot and ready. Still cradling him by the head, I pushed my ass off the wall, and turned on my toes, reversing our position. Now I had him backed up into the wall.

He broke off the kiss when he bumped into the wall. “That was pretty smooth—what are you a judo expert or something?” His voice was husky—a cross between a pant and a growl.

“No, just motivated.” I nuzzled up into his neck as my fingers began to pinch his nipples. I pinched each one hard, then ran my hand over his pecs. Feeling his ‘Mmmm..’ through his ribcage as well as hearing it told me I was on the right track. I like it when a guy is just a little rough when he’s turned on; it seemed Frank didn’t mind my passion in my fingers either.

I pushed into his chest and bent into him, taking one of his nipples into my mouth.

For just a second, I thought of Carrie back at the airport, and my pussy actually clenched. Gonna have to think about that later, Jess, get back to work.

I circled his nipple with my teeth and sucked hard on it. Not enough to leave a hickey, but as close as I could get. No sense in giving him a mark. Yet! He inhaled sharply. I released his nipple, and then blowing on it, I licked it with my tongue.

His hands were cupping me by the ass, he was spreading and relaxing my cheeks, digging into my flesh, probably leaving his own marks. I didn’t care—it felt good.

I left a trail of kisses down his chest to his navel. I circled it with my tongue—he was an innie—as my hands began to grab him by the ass cheeks. I could feel his cock brushing against my hanging breasts. His hands had left my ass when I bent down to his waist, now they were fondling and caressing my tits, his fingers spread, mashing my flesh. He found one of my nipples.

My nipples aren’t buttons—they’re top hats; they stand up from my boobs slightly, and when I’m aroused they become engorged and stiff. He was twiddling each one between his fingers, alternating pinches and strokes.

I moved further down, onto my knees, eye level with his cock.

His was shaped like a torpedo. He was circumcised, but there was almost no knob on the end of it—the fullness of his shaft narrowed at the end of his cock somewhat, no mushroom head. Which pleased me, because I knew I could get a lot of him into my mouth.

And that’s where I wanted his cock. In my mouth.

I looked up at him.

“I want to suck you off. I want you shoot your load down my throat.”

He smiled. “I’ve been here a week, baby, it won’t gag you, believe me.”

I stroked his cock and nuzzled into his shaved balls, licking them. “A taste will be enough, don’t worry.”

I began to stroke him. I held him firmly—almost too tight—and pulled at the skin outside his shaft up and down. I leaned in and began to dribble spit on his cock as I relaxed my grip. Now wet, I began to twist my wrist as my hand glided up and down.

Again, rewarded with a gasp.

My mind raced. I wanted to talk dirty to him before I put him in my mouth.

“Just make sure…” I circled the  head of his cock and licked it with my tongue. I pulled my head back and looked up at him again. “Make sure you give me a good dose of your spunk. I want all you got.” I put my head back onto his shaft and pulled his hips into me, feeling the muscles under his skin tighten.

Thank God he wasn’t too big! I was able to get his entire cock in my mouth, without having to stop to relax my throat. He slid all the way in, my nose bumping up against his pubic bone. I drew back and pushed in again, and again.

Pulling back, I said, “Fuck my mouth like the cunt you want me to be. Fuck my face.” That moment, saying that, was different for me. I’ve always known most guys like being talked dirty to, but that moment, right then, I wanted to talk dirty. Not for him, but me. In that moment, I really meant it.

That was all Frank needed. “You really want it, bitch?”

I didn’t answer. Instead I grabbed him again and filled my mouth. Having already filled my mouth with his cock, I knew I could take it. His hands now knotted in my hair and he began banging my face. I kept my teeth out of the way, and let him have at me. I kept both my hands folded in front of my face, so that when he withdrew, they were able to wrap around his shaft.

I tried something new. As he was pistoning in and out, I tilted my head from side to side, pivoting around his cock. My tongue was able to caress different parts of his meat on each thrust. He must have liked it, because when I started to do it, he let out a gasp at first, then a growl.

His breathing was a long sustained growl, floating up and down in pitch with each inhale and exhale, my slurping and sucking mouth adding a counterpoint.

“You want my come, hunh, bitch? You need my jizz in your mouth?”

I popped my head back off his cock. I looked him in the eye, my own eyes wide. “Please!” God, guys love it when you beg. But I was also telling the truth. I needed him to spurt down my throat. I didn’t know exactly why and I didn’t care. I wanted his cum in my mouth. He needed a hole, and I needed a spurting cock. Match made in Heaven, right?

I bent back to his cock, coaxing now the straining I felt build in his balls and in his ass.

His belly began to flutter and his breathing became ragged. He slowed his thrusts, which gave me time to really work his dick over. Now I was practically milking it, trying to pull his load from his balls.

“Here we go! Here we go baby!” I pulled my head back so my lips were just covering his cock from the crown to about a third of the way down. Breathing through my nose, I sucked on him as strongly as I could, my hand stroking the rest of him. I felt his cock quiver.

It was first just a dollop I felt on my tongue, sort of like a pre-spurt spurt. For a second I thought the poor guy had been really drained. I kept my mouth on him though, and learned that there was more to Frank. I was rewarded by another spurt that glistened over my tongue, then a second and a third one. I relaxed my throat and mouth, feeling the creamy semen glide down.

It was as yummy as I hoped.

I pulled my head back, and opened my mouth a bit for him to see my sticky lips, then went down on him again. The sight must have inspired him, because he spasmed twice more. I pulled my mouth off again, and looking in his eyes, continued to stroke and gently lick his pee slit.

He relaxed against the wall, letting go of my head to hold his own.

“Oh fuck yeah!” was all he could gasp out. “Oh. Fuck. YEAH!”

Mission accomplished. From first meeting to finishing Frank off, we hadn’t spent twenty minutes together. I smiled and stood up.

“Hey, baby, that was great.”

“You’re welcome.” I hesitated for a second. “You’re welcome Frank.” I bit my lower lip.

“Yeah… now I guess it’s my turn, huh?” he was smiling and willing.

“Frank?”

“Yeah?”

“What’s my name?”

Yeah, just as I suspected, his face went blank. Damn. Double damn on me for it making me feel badly. “Uhh… sorry, baby, I forgot.” His hands started caressing me. “I’ve had a few… okay, more than a few, and it didn’t register.”

“No problem. Not a big deal.” I turned away, feeling… well, like shit, to be honest. I had released my inner slut and now was paying the price.

He grabbed my wrist and turned me around to face him. I may be a big girl, but this guy was strong.

“Hey… I’m just messin’ with you, Jess.”

And just like that, all was well again. Dayum. He leaned in and kissed me.

This time it was a gentle kiss. Our tongues danced and caressed each other. He stroked my back, and my own hands glided down his. He brought one hand to the front and began massaging the girls again, gliding his hand up the side of them towards my shoulder. I let out a sigh. I love being stroked like that, not just having my boobs mashed.

“Now it’s your turn, okay Jess?”

I pulled away from him. “You said you were here with some buddies.”

“Yeah.”

“What do you think of all of us getting together?” I started to rotate my hips just at the thought. Wanton woman was back.

“You serious?”

I nodded. “But each of you will have to get me off.”

He grinned. “I don’t think that will be a problem, baby.” He cocked his head at me. “You’re really horny. You just get out of prison or something?” He said it with a smile though. “I mean, you’re… uhh…”

“Focused?” I said.

“Well, yeah.” He waved at the entrance to the grotto. “I’ve been here a couple times, and never met someone like you. I mean, don’t get me wrong—come down here after midnight, and yeah, women can be pretty straight forward about what they want after they get a few drinks in them, but you just got here.”

I took his hand. Funny how double standards can still work. It didn’t bother me… well, not a lot anyway. “I’m on vacation, and for this week, I’m just letting my inner slut take over. No guilt, just sex.”

He hugged me. “You’re a dream come true.”

“Well, big girls have to try harder.”

He pulled back. “You’re saying ‘fat broads’, aren’t you?”

I shrugged and nodded.

He cupped my chin in his hand. “Jessie, this was great. Don’t ruin it by being an asshole, okay? You’re as hot as a porn star, plain and simple. Shit—sure you got some extra pounds,” he squeezed my gut, “but you make it work, baby.” He let go of me. “You oughta realize that.”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Look, when I tell my buddies about you, I’m not going to be saying anything about ‘big girls’, okay? I’m going to tell them a hot, sexy bitch wants a gang bang and gives the best blowjob I’ve had in my life.”

“Really?”

“Yep. The best ever.” He cocked an eyebrow at me. “You’re not a professional, are you?”

“What?”

“You know, a porn star, or a hooker?”

“No! I’m a waitress!”

He smiled again and wagged a finger side to side. “The best. Ever.”

I squinched my shoulders up and down and smiled. “Just a natural talent, I guess.”

“Well, my buds will definitely want to meet you. Where and when?”

I thought for a moment. “How about tomorrow? I’m still exploring, if you know what I mean. That way your buddies can see me and decide for themselves.” I shrugged again. “If they decide to take a pass, that’ll be okay.”

“Not tonight?”

“No.” I kissed his cheek. “Just now was a real head trip for me, and I want some time to digest it, okay?”

He kissed me again. Like a friend—how the hell did that happen? “Yeah, okay, I guess. We’re heading back home the day after though.”

Hand in hand we left the grotto.


Chapter 4: Apology Accepted

When we came out of the grotto, I walked over to where Frank tossed my dress. I picked it up, and lifted it over my head.

“Uh, uh, Jess,” said Frank.

I looked at him. I could feel my eyes narrowing. Sure, there were a lot of women who were heavier than I, some with pretty angry stretch marks, and others with a lot of cellulite. Even so, I preferred a little clothes on, especially to cover my stomach. The only saving grace I can say about my gut is thank God my boobs stick out more. Looking at Frank, I started to slip the dress over my head.

“Hey, Jess, you got a great body—”

“Yeah, a regular fashion model,” I hooked the halter over my head and started to pull the dress down when he reached out his hand to stop me. “Look, I’m just putting my dress on. What’s your problem?”

He chuckled. “Yeah, you did say it’s your first day, first time. Let me put it this way, Jess. If you put that dress on, you see that guy over there?” He pointed off to the side where there was a guy in some kind of blue uniform watching us.

“Yeah? So?”




“The rules in this section aren’t ‘Clothing Optional’, Jess. They’re ‘Clothing Prohibited’. If you put that dress on, buddy over there’s going to come over and ask you to take it off. Or leave the area.” He stepped in and rested his hand on my arm. “I just don’t want you to be embarrassed, that’s all.”

“Oh.” I unhooked my head out of the halter top and bunched the dress up in my hand. And giggled.

“What’s so funny? C’mon, tell!”

I started to laugh out loud. “It’s just that… well, when we were heading into that cave and you yanked my dress off, I thought it was because you were so horny. Now I find out it’s because you were being a gentleman.”

“A horny gentleman.”

I went on tip toe and kissed his cheek again. “Why then I thank you sir.” He patted my back.

“Just bein’ neighborly, ma’am.”

I was really getting hungry. There was a snack bar right there, but I figured that by the time I got over to the main lobby area, the restaurant would be open. I hadn’t eaten since the plane ride, and was really getting hungry. Add to that the fact that after sex I always like a snack, the fact that I didn’t orgasm didn’t matter. Yeah, I had to get something to eat.

“Well, I’m going to trundle off now, Frank. It’s great meeting you.” I wanted a few moments alone right now. My concern was that he would be worried that I was going to latch onto him for the rest of his stay and I wanted to allay any fears like that. The irony hit me. If this was any other resort, and I just gave a guy a blowjob, we’d be joined at the hip for the rest of our stay for sure. Here, I didn’t want to seem too forward or something?

Yeah, I really needed to get my head around this place. I had thought, because I was given a rundown on Hedo by Lori, that I knew the score coming in. Instead, this whole boy/ girl thing was thrown on its head.

“You’re not going to stick around? My buddies should be stopping by soon.”

“I’ll catch up with you guys later.” His response was nice to hear.

I headed back to the lobby by a different route. Over past the pool and Jacuzzi area was the Nude beach, and I figured that I ought to at least check it out. When I came out of the pathway onto the beach area the sun was just getting ready to set. The sky was painted in layers, yellow blending to orange and a deep kind of red. A line of clouds on the horizon diffused the light into a fan of rays.

I stood there just staring. My first Caribbean sunset was worth the wait. I brought my hand to my mouth and started to tear up, it was so beautiful. Oh, I wish I brought my camera.

“It’s a sight you never get used to, you know.”

I gave a start at the voice behind me and spun around. It was that Steve guy from earlier in the day—the one who had stared at me during check in. Like me, he needed an all over tan as well. He was naked like me.

“You scared the hell out of me!”

His eyes widened. “I didn’t mean to. You walked right past me, I thought you realized I was here.” He had been standing next to a palm tree, and I didn’t notice him there. “I’m sorry, Miss.”

‘Miss?’ I couldn’t remember the last time I was called that. I gave him a quick glance up and down. Okay, I couldn’t help but glance down at his crotch—no big deal, average. Well… not really; he was limp, and still big. He saw me do so and didn’t bat an eye. I felt my own face flush a little.

“What are you doing out here anyway?” I gestured down the beach. “All the action’s down there, you know.” And I was telling the truth. There was a group playing volleyball, and there were people in paddleboats and a couple of kayaks out in the water.

His face twitched. “It’s my first time back in a while, and I just wanted—wait a second,” His face closed up. “I’m a guest here too you know. Why do I owe you an explanation anyway?” He turned away from me and lifted a small camera to the sunset and began to take pictures. “Sorry I startled you, okay?”

Now I felt like shit. “Apology accepted.” He didn’t acknowledge me, just kept taking pictures. I stalked away, happy to have gotten the last word.


Chapter 5: On Sunsets…

Steve

What the hell was I going to say to Jess next? ‘Well, Jess, the last time I stood on this spot was six years ago with my dying wife’. Who looks a hell of a lot like you. I’m taking the first photos of a Hedo sunset in six years. I have tons of Hedo sunsets you know. And this is the saddest one I’ve ever taken.

Yeah, that would be the ticket. My wife’s been dead for five years and I’m still grieving. And your presence is like being visited by a fucking ghost.

I took my eye off the viewfinder and glanced up the beach. She was still walking away. As quick as I could, I turned and took a shot of her leaving.

Of Pam leaving.

I started to cry.

Again, damn it.

Coming here was a huge mistake. As soon as the shipment gets cleared, I’ll deliver it and get the hell out of here.


Chapter 6: Nerves of Spaghetti

Jess

Every fiber in my being was screaming at me to turn around. To see if he was checking me out. Hell, to walk back and apologize for snapping at him. I ignored myself. How the hell can you ignore yourself?

Shit. I’ve been here for just a few hours, and my head was spinning. Meeting Carrie at the airport and being so damn attracted to her was just the first step into the Twilight Zone. Everything that happened at the swimming pool, and now this episode. This was shaping up to be a surreal vacation.

There was a boardwalk along the beach. I stepped up onto it and motored along, wondering when I could put my clothes back on.

That question was answered in just a minute when I came up to a sign that said ‘Prude Beach’. I saw people in swim trunks and bikinis. Some of the women were topless, but I was used to that. I just didn’t need the Clothes Police giving me a hard time.

The irony of that concept alone was enough to make me smile. Back home, you take your clothes off in public and the cops will give you a hard time. Down here, you wear clothes in public and the Security guys will give you a hard time.

I pulled my dress on over my head and headed up to the restaurant.

****

It was a open atrium buffet. People were seated at tables scattered throughout. I didn’t even look the place over for familiar faces. That Steve guy was a familiar face, and that didn’t work out too good.

I approached the buffet setup, grabbing a tray and plate. Oh God, I was now officially starving. My mouth started to water at the aromas of all the dishes laid out. I blew past the soup, salads and soup offerings and went directly to where there was red meat. Oh God, I now died and went to heaven. There was a guy in a chef’s hat standing behind a warming table with the most succulent, delicious looking, Prime Rib I had ever seen. They said the food was good here when I looked online, but I had no idea how good Prime Rib could be when you hadn’t had anything to eat in about ten hours.

The chef was Jamaican, and just like the bartender, said to me, “Welcome to Hedonism, pretty lady! Your first night here?”

I nodded. “How can you tell?”

He smiled even wider. “Oh irie mon! A woman like you? If I’d seen you before, I’d be knowin’ your name by now! And what is your name so I’ll a-know when I see you again?”

Well, he didn’t say I was fat nor ugly. Memorable is good. I was now totally in love with the woman who talked me into buying this dress. “I’m Jess.”

“And will the lovely Jess be havin’ some of my fine Prime Rib tonight?” The damn guy was so merry! I couldn’t help but have my mood lift. He had a name tag that said ‘Lamston’.

“Well, Lamston, I’ll have a double.”

“Rare, medium or well done, Jess?”

“Medium’s fine.”

I no sooner had my meal prepared when a woman’s voice called my name. I turned around to see Carrie and Josh at a table waving at me. They were in t-shirts and shorts, actually pretty overdressed for the room. Many of the people eating were wearing the sheerest of cover-ups, and some of the women were eating topless.

Josh stood up when I arrived at the table, what a gentleman. Carrie’s eyes were dancing.

“Guys, I’m sorry, but I have got to get something into the fuel tank. I haven’t eaten a thing since the flight!” I said when I sat down.

Josh waved at me. “Don’t sweat it, Jess. Chow down. We’re pretty hungry too. We just finished playing some tennis.”

Tennis? You’re in the sex capitol of the world, and as soon as you arrive here you play tennis?

Carrie started laughing at the dumbfounded look on my face. “It was a bet between us. We dared each other that as soon as we arrived we’d bang a few balls around before diving into all the monkeyshines here! I didn’t think Josh would go through with it, and he called my bluff!”

Well, that explains the clothes. I took another bite, chewed and swallowed and while I worked on my third forkful, they mentioned the party tonight.

“What party?”

Josh frowned. “I’m not sure.”

“It’s masquerade night, hon,” said Carrie. She turned to me. “Every night they have a party. One night it’s a toga party—those are awesome! Another night it’s a BDSM theme, and so forth. Tonight it’s a masquerade party.”

“They’re pretty fun,” added Josh. “I don’t know why, but dancing with—”

“Or more than just dancing!” said Carrie cutting him off.

“Or more… when they’re wearing a mask… it adds something.” He held his hands up. “Even with someone you know… when you wear a mask, it changes things.” He arched his eyebrows. “In a very, very cool way!”

“I didn’t bring anything for dress up parties,” I said.

“Well, I might have an extra mask back at our room,” said Carrie.

I looked at her. And everything else in the dining room, even sexy Josh, faded into an almost grey background, leaving just her face shining. What the hell? I felt my mouth open just a little, and she responded. Her eyes widened and she sort of chewed her lower lip. Oh boy…

“Your … room…” I said…

“Yes! You can come by now, or we can go there for a nightcap after,” she put an elbow on the table staring at me, resting her cheek in her hand. I felt my tummy clench. I had never been with a woman before; I had never even thought of being with a woman since high school! And that experience was more due to a slumber party and too much Amaretto filched from the liquor cabinet.

But now… looking over at her looking at me, a pulse—a damn pulse of wanton aching started at my feet and ended in my crotch.

“Sounds good.” My face was beginning to flush.

“Great!” Carrie’s smile was something special. “We’ll just finish here, and head back. Our room’s a minute walk away.”

“What am I chopped liver?” said Josh. We both turned to look at him. He was sitting there with his hand over his heart. “You two are plotting and scheming, and what about me?” He patted his chest. “I’m hurt.”

Carrie turned to Josh, and when she did, her hand covered mine on the table. As she spoke to him, she rubbed her index finger up my fingers, stroking the web between my middle and ring fingers. I lost all ability to speak and just watched the two of them.

“Hurt my ass—you get to watch, and you know it.” She turned back to me. “If that’s okay with you of course, Jess.” Her finger pressed firmly on my hand when she said it.

I don’t know if I was breathing anymore. I just nodded into her eyes. Whatever you want, Carrie. “Uhh… I’ve never…” came out of my mouth.

Now her hand just covered mine, but gently this time. “Jess, if anything happens that you’re not comfortable with, just say so. All you need to say is ‘No, thank you,’. It would be a disappointment, but this thing here only works when everyone’s on the same page because that’s where they want to be.” She was petting me like I was a spooked kitten. And I liked it.

“I just…”

“If you want to say no, then just say so, Jess,” said Carrie. “Josh and I think you’re awesome.”

“No!”

Her face fell.

“I mean, I’m saying ‘No’ to saying ‘No’!” Shit, now I’m blabbering. My nerves of steel just became a bowl of spaghetti. Overcooked spaghetti. “I mean, I don’t want to NOT try this, I’m just nervous.” My hand clenched hers. “I’ve been here just a few hours and it’s been great! I think you’re awesome!” My eyes went to Josh. “Both of you. I just…” My eyes dropped. “Don’t want to disappoint anyone I guess.” I looked back up.

I was scared stiff and excited as hell. Carrie’s blue eyes were watching me with… concern? She let go of my hands and cupped my face in them. Leaning forward, she kissed me. When our lips touched, I opened my mouth slightly. Taking my cue, her tongue, her sweet, soft, lemon tasting tongue entered mine and began to pet it. She held my face for a moment, and I relaxed into her.

Pulling her face away, still staying close, she murmured. “You’re still good then?” I nodded back.

“Hey, I got an idea,” said Josh. We both turned to him.

“Honey, we’re both sweaty, and the party starts in about an hour. How about you and I head back to our room to get ready? We both really need a shower, and that way you guys can get yourselves all prettied up.”

Carrie’s mouth turned down. “I wanna play now!” she said in a petulant voice. I giggled, and so did she. Josh was right, and the time spent getting ready would only ramp things up even more, and I was fine with that. We both nodded.

“Give me a hint what you’ll be wearing, Jess.”

“What color turns you on the most?”

“Red. No, black. Shit. Red and black? I don’t know…” She laughed. She was as addled as I was.

“Good. I’ll see you guys at the disco.” I kissed her forehead and stood up. I had some serious shopping to do now. I had a date, and I wanted my date to drool. I crossed over to Josh and gave him a hug while he was still sitting. He nuzzled into my chest, and his hands stroked my ass, his fingers glazing across the crack between my cheeks.

“Can’t wait to see more of this, Jess,” he said, his words muffled by my boobs as he grabbed a handful of my butt.

“Ass man, hunh?” I rubbed the top of his head.

“This ass, yeah. As if I’m the first guy to say it to you.”

He was. Well, here at least! I liked the roundness of my hips, but always felt my ass was too damn big. I kissed the top of his head, wondering what else was going to happen, adding more things to my shopping list. On the website, they said the new gift shop had everything you could possibly need, and I was going to find out if that was the case.

I let go of Josh. “I don’t know what time it is right now, but I’ll see you guys in about an hour or so, okay? Umm… make it an hour and a half.” I didn’t know how long I was going to spend shopping.

“Ninety minutes. We’ll check the clock when we get to our room, baby,” said Josh, standing.

I gave Carrie a squeeze and headed off.


Chapter 7: That’s Good Enough For Me!

They didn’t lie about the gift shop—it had everything I needed, and also a few other things I picked up from talking with Suzie the clerk who helped me. Hell, she was the manager. I went in there and made sure I could charge everything to my room. She pulled my room number and name up on the computer; she lifted one eyebrow just a touch, and looked up at me smiling.

“Anytin’ ya need, darlin’” she said. “I’ll be helpin’ ya pick out and try on if you’d like.” Well, top of the line accommodations along with an Amex Black card opens doors. What the hell, when I was working at the restaurant, when someone flashed a Platinum card, I gave them extra attention too. I had never tipped a sales clerk before, but that was going to change.

I told her I wanted to look positively killer sexy tonight, I had people to impress. She didn’t ask about a budget, instead went right to the racks. She pulled out three pieces and handed them to me to try on. She had a great eye, they fit perfectly.

Back in my room, it wasn’t until I was putting on my makeup that it hit me. I had picked up a rich red lip gloss at the gift shop. As I was brushing it on, I stopped and looked at myself in the mirror.

“Jessica Adams, you have a date with a woman.”

My reflection nodded.

“You’re going to go down on her, aren’t you?”

I nodded again.

“What the hell is going on with you girl?”

I shrugged.

“Being naked wasn’t a big enough deal? You have to have sex with a woman?”

My brown eyes were staring at me wide eyed. “I dunno…”

I finished my makeup and went into the bedroom to escape my reflection. What the hell was going on with me? I sat down on the side of my bed.

Carrie was adorable. She had this sparkle about her from the moment we met. She’s someone special, but doesn’t realize it. And when she turned her attention on me, I was the center of her world.

And that made me special too somehow.

I just knew in my gut that sex with her would be something special. Okay… I hoped in my gut that it would.

“And that’s good enough for me!” I said out loud. I stood up and left the room.

It was a damn good thing I had lost my ‘walking around naked’ cherry earlier in the day. Yes, I was wearing clothes, including a mask, but if I bent over, once again I’d be mooning the world.

I was wearing a halter red peplum top with an extra long ruffle that just went over my ass. Which was a good thing, because the spandex leggings I had on were not only crotchless, but they also left my ass bare too. They weren’t much more than a glorified garter belt. The halter top was firm enough to keep the girls in place, but there was no bra to inhibit any groping. Two and a half inch stiletto pumps, and a clutch purse with a few items in it besides my room key completed my outfit.

I was also wearing a stunning mask. It was a lacey, filigree black mask that covered the top half of my face. The brow of it swept out to the side, ending in feather like points.

I entered the auditorium and the party was already in full swing. People gathered at tables whooping it up, and the drinks were flowing freely. The DJ was playing sensuous throbbing Reggae that had everyone in the mood. On the dance floor, people of all ages were… well… coming as close to fucking while still clothed as you could get. I’ve been to some wild parties, but none of them held a candle to the uninhibited revelry I was witnessing.

Lori’s big hurdle when she was down here was to be comfortable naked in public. It was something she had never done before, and when she did it, a new world opened up for her. I wanted the same sort of renewal she experienced. I got past the strutting around starkers pretty damn quick. I let myself be absolutely wanton with Frank. But the idea of being with a woman gave me butterflies in my stomach. Bullshit— more like eagles, actually.

I was drawn to the idea because it scared me. If I didn’t give it a whirl here, where could I?

I wandered in the room looking around for Carrie. And Josh too, I guess. But it was Carrie that was on my mind while I was getting ready. It was Carrie that I wanted to meet up with. She’s so pretty, and so petite. Let’s face it—she’s got the body I would have picked out if I had the choice. It really didn’t make any sense to me why she wanted to be with me—to have sex with me—when there were so many other women here, most of who were in better shape than me. Yes, I think I’m okay to look at, but Carrie is something special.

And right there, close to the entranceway, there she was, looking straight into my eyes and smiling from her seat at a small table for two.

Again, it seemed like I was in a dream state. The noise in the room faded, and all of the people in the room, despite their colorful outfits, took on an almost grayish hue. Carrie was the only one in full color. She rose from her seat as I was heading towards her.

She was wearing red also. A one piece halter mini dress. The front of it was open all the way to her navel, with fabric from her shoulders covering her breasts. The thought crossed my mind that there probably weren’t many women here who were wearing bras. She had the cutest red shoes on and that was about it. She left her mask on the table.

She came up to me and rested her hands on my waist.

“I really liked our kiss earlier,” she said, looking up at me.

I took her into my arms and kissed her. This time there wasn’t any hesitancy at all. She had her lips parted as soon as our mouths touched, and I took her with a hunger I never felt before. It was like I had spent my life eating chocolate ice cream and had just been introduced to strawberry. This was just as delicious as any kiss I ever had; different, but delicious. Her arms went around my neck and she melted into my grasp.

I broke the kiss and looked into her eyes.

“I’ve never been so turned on by a woman before!” It came out as a gasp.

“Me neither,” she said, smiling.

“I mean… I’ve never…”

“Had sex with a girl?” I nodded. “Well, don’t worry, I have.” Her hand wandered from my head down to my chest, over my heart. “But that was all fun and games. I mean…” now she looked confused. “I mean, I don’t know why, but since we met at the airport, I wanted this moment to happen.” She scrunched up her shoulders and tilted her head. “Beats me why, but I’m so happy right now!”

I kissed her again. “So now what do we do? Where’s Josh? How does he fit into this?”

Hand in hand we went to the small table she had been sitting at. Taking her seat, she told me that Josh was spending time with other friends, but if we left here, the one rule they had was that they always played as a couple.

“So he’ll be joining us?”

“Well, sort of. He’ll come with us to whichever room we go to, but ‘joining us’ will be up to you. I love fucking him, but tonight’s primarily about you and me.”

“Lesbians with a chaperone, huh?”

She laughed. A full laugh, filled with honey and chocolate. To this day, I love Carrie dearly, I think I started to was when she laughed.

“Are you okay with that? It’s a limit Josh and I set when we first started in the Lifestyle. We’re always in the same room when we play. I know you’re down here single, but I have to respect my marriage above anything else.” She looked at me hopefully. That hope touched my heart. The time and so forth we were going to share had a limit to it. And no matter how wonderful it would be, it would have borders.

I touched her face with my hand. Her cheek was cool. “I’m fine with that, Carrie.”

We sat and had a drink while the music warmed up. Two single guys approached us and asked if we’d like to dance. Carrie smiled at them and said ‘Not tonight, but thank you’. They were gentlemen, those fellows. They smiled back just as sweetly and left us alone.

We had a great time. We got to know each other. She and Josh grew up near Chicago and had only lived in Black Rapids for the last two years or so. They were now married for 12 years, and had met in college. It wasn’t until they moved to Black Rapids that they got involved in Swinging. Practically from the time they moved—it was their real estate agent that introduced them to the Lifestyle.

“What made you decide to come to Hedonism, Jess? I would never have the guts to come here as a single woman.”

I told her about Lori, my best friend. “She’s as big as me, and came here just a few weeks ago.” I looked around the room. “I don’t know the specific details of what she did down here, but she came back… well, sexy.” I took a sip of my drink, some tropical concoction. “And, well, I wanted to feel sexy too. I came into some money, I don’t have a current boyfriend, so I figured what the hell.”

Carrie’s face registered surprise I guess.

“You believe you’re not sexy,” she said. “You really think you’re not sexy.”

“Oh come on, Carrie,” I sat back in my seat and stretched out my legs. I patted my stomach, then slapped my thighs. “You’ll never see this bod in Playboy.”

“Ooooh! Some 90 year old guy with a fixation on 19 year old girls sets the standard of what’s sexy!”

“You know what I mean. I’m ‘big’.” I wasn’t going to use the damn ‘F’ word.

She put her hand on my shoulder. “Don’t move.” She grabbed her own seat and pulled it closer while keeping a hand on me. My hand was still resting on my spandex covered thigh, the hem of my top just barely covering my naked crotch.

She had turned her chair so she was facing me from the side, as if I was laid out on a table next to her. Her hand covered mine that was on my thigh. “Then maybe you can explain something to me.”

I tilted my head, looking at her from the corner of my eye. She had been so bubbly a moment ago, now her blue eyes were narrowed. “What?”

Her hand started softly gliding over my own, back and forth. “I had something odd happen to me at the airport today.” Now she tilted her head down, watching her hand. I looked down at it too, watching it glide past my fingertips towards my knee. When she had gone as far as she could reach, it came back up my thigh and over my hand, and started back down my leg. She was pressing a little more firmly now; I felt like a cat being stroked. “Wha… what do you need me to explain?”

“I think I have good taste. I mean, since Josh and I started in the Lifestyle, I’ve been with a lot of really great people. Mostly men, but a few women. What I don’t understand, Jess,” her hand stopped and she looked up at me. Our eyes focused just on each other, she continued, “What I don’t understand is why I’ve been so obsessed by you since we met in the airport.” Now her hand  moved between my legs. I opened my knees. Oh God, she had me so hot already…

“Since saying hello to you at the airport, all I could think about was being with you, being naked and sweaty, and… and…” her voice trailed off, and she ducked her head back down watching herself stroke my inner thigh now. Her head shot back up. “I went into the bathroom on the plane, you know.”

“Yes,” I nodded, “you had a weird look on your face. You kind of stared at me when you walked past me down the aisle.”

“That’s because I went into the washroom, sat on the seat and masturbated thinking about you. I had an orgasm on the plane, just thinking of you.”

“What was… what were you thinking about?”

She gave her head a little shake. “I masturbated and came, just thinking of dancing with you!” She dropped her head again. “I can’t believe I’m saying all this… I got off thinking of kissing you on the dance floor.” Looking back up, she said, “Is this weird or what?”

I sat up in my seat and stood. Reaching down, I took her by the hand. “It’s different, yeah. I think this is something special.”

Her eyes were now wide, and her mouth was making a little ‘O’. She glided up from her seat and we went to the dance floor, my hand on her back guiding her.


Chapter 8: Sad Eyes…

The DJ was playing another sensuous reggae number when we got to the dance floor. All the other couples on the floor were embraced, floating in the beat. I’ve always enjoyed dancing, and my hips began to sway to the music before we found a spot for ourselves.

Carrie’s shorter than me, and she melted into my arms resting her head down on my chest with a sigh. I put my arms around her and we began to sway in time to the music. The scent of her hair filled my nostrils, and I nuzzled into her scalp. She responded with another sigh, and pressed her tummy into my belly, her hands now gliding up and down my back in time to the music.

It was a timeless experience. As the music swept up and down, washing over the two of us, our bodies, pressed together, finding their own rhythms. She would step to the side, and I followed. I would move back a little, and like a lyric to a song, she would ebb and flow with me as gracefully.

As we moved on the dance floor as one, any fluttering of apprehension in my stomach gave way to warmth. What the hell, dancing always does that to me. It wasn’t much longer for the warmth to flow into desire. My own hands began to wander on her body. She was barely covered by her dress, there was so much skin available. I ducked my head down to her shoulder and breathed deeply of her perfume. It was light and floral, and with a background that was almost peppery.

“Well, here we go,” I thought to myself.

My tongue came out of my mouth and I licked that little spot where her neck meets her shoulder. She trembled. In reply, I placed my mouth on the spot and began to suck on it. She drew me in tighter to herself and now her tremble was accompanied by a soft moan.

I closed my eyes, lost in the moment.

She had her face on the bare skin of my chest, and began to move her head in circles, rotating it against my breast. Her lips began to kiss and nibble at the side of my breast, sucking on my flesh. Now it was my turn to quiver.

The music had swelled to a rich vibrating aria. I couldn’t understand the lyrics, but the rhythm and pulsing beat just swept me up. Swept both of us up.

Opening my eyes, I tilted her face up to mine, and kissed her. Her hands traveled down my back, and she cupped my ass in her hands. Her soft hands were firmly plying at my cheeks. It was wonderful. I ground my hips into her hands, loving her touch as our tongues claimed one another.

Oh Christ, I wanted to taste her pussy! What was it going to be like? I straightened up and spun her around until her back was resting on my chest. My hands glided down her chest, reaching in and pinching her nipple. For the first time in my life I was groping a woman, one who pressing  back against me, grinding her ass into my pelvis, wanting more.

My hand went further down, and I lifted the hem of her skirt. She moved her feet, splaying them out a little, in time to the beat of the music as my hand went under the fabric and laid against the outer lips of her pussy. My middle finger began to stroke up and down her lips. They were already dewy.

I clasped one arm across her chest, as I pushed my finger up inside her. Warm, creamy nectar caressed my finger as I pushed up inside her as far as I could. I remember being aware that I wasn’t nervous anymore; I was all in.

“Oh!” she said. “Oh yes!”

I pulled my moist finger out and began to stroke her up and down, holding her in place from behind. She stretched her arms above her head and encircled my neck as I continued to stroke her. The only clit I had ever touched before was my own; when I’m aroused it’s a hard pearl at the top of my pussy. Carrie’s was more of a fleshy bump. I stroked it with tiny circles, just the way I like playing with myself, and she responded by grinding into me even more.

“Oh yes! I like it just like that, Jessy!”

I had rarely been called Jessy. In the last twelve years, Carrie was the first person to address me that way. I kissed her earlobe. Her arms strengthened their grip around my neck as I continued to stroke her.

“Oh! Oh God!” she lifted one leg off the ground when she climaxed. I was easily able to handle the additional weight; I clutched at her more firmly than ever.

I took my hand away from her pussy, resting it on her hipbone as she lowered her leg. She was breathing hard, recovering. I kept swaying to the beat of the music. At that moment, I wished I was a guy, so I could be grinding a cock into her asscheeks instead of my pelvis. I smiled to myself at the thought.

Still holding me by the back of my head, she pulled me lower. “That. Was. Epic,” she said. I could hear her breathing still be sharp. “I hope it was only the opening act though.”

I kissed that spot between her neck and shoulder. “I’ve never wanted to go down on a woman, Carrie. And all I can think of now is how bad I want to taste you as you come.”

“Jessy baby… you’re going to give me your girl cherry too, you know!” Hearing her say that lit my pussy up like a Christmas tree.

“Yesss.”

She lifted her head and looked across the dance floor. I followed her gaze. Josh was maybe fifteen feet away, standing at the edge of the floor. His arm was resting on the drink shelf that surrounded the dancing area. His other hand was massaging his crotch through his pants.

The look on his face was a little hard to make out in the subdued lighting, but overall, my impression was that of confused wonder.

Carrie smiled, and Josh smiled back. Again, there was something else in his smile that made me feel a little uneasy. He was showing his teeth, but his eyes seemed wistful, almost sad?

“Is he okay?” I said to Carrie. At that moment, he looked over to me, and if anything, his eyes grew sadder while his smile broadened.

She nodded. “Yeah, he’s okay.” She looked away from Josh and back at me. “I wasn’t lying when I told you earlier how insanely turned on I am by you.” Her mouth twitched. “In all our time in the Lifestyle, I’ve never been so attracted to someone else. Josh knows, and he thinks it’s a good idea for me to follow through with it to see where all this leads.” She looked back to her husband and gave a small wave that he returned. “But right now, watching us, he’s actually seeing the attraction being demonstrated.”

A surge of disappointment washed over me. In a fucked up way I was ‘The Other Woman’. My presence was creating some sort of pressure between Carrie and Josh. I reached up and took her arm from around my neck. “This isn’t what I wanted Carrie. I didn’t want to cause any problems.”

She snapped her head over to me. “Problems? Don’t be silly!”

“Look, Josh isn’t happy with what he’s just seen on the dance floor, hon. If that’s not a problem, I don’t know what you’d call it.”

“Oh. You mean his sad eyes, huh? You noticed them despite his beautiful smile?” She was smiling when she said it. She turned back and crooked her finger at Josh and waved him over.

When he came up to us, she put her arm around my waist and said to him, “Jess thinks you’re sad.” Her hand tightened on my waist and was softly stroking my belly. “She saw your sad eyes.”

“Oh,” he said. “Oh shit, again?” Carrie nodded, and pointed her chin towards me. “Let me explain, Jess. That’s not, that’s so not me being sad. I’ve been told it looks that way, yeah. But it’s not sadness or anything negative.”

“You could have fooled me,” I replied.

He pushed his hair back. “You’re pretty observant though.” I smiled in return, and he peered at me. “Did you observe anything else about me?”

“You were playing pocket pool with yourself.”

He gave a quick nod. “That’s right. In fact… excuse the familiarity.” he took one of my hands and rested it on his crotch. His cock was hard. Not swollen, not thick, not stiff, the fucking thing felt like a piece of pipe!

“Oh!” I’ve had my share of cock in my life, but this tool of Josh’s was something to write home about.

“That sad look is my ‘Oh Shit I’m So Turned On!’ look.” He rubbed his crotch using my hand. “Believe me?”

I nodded.

“If I was sad, Mr. Happy wouldn’t be anywhere near as… uhh…”

“I get it.” I turned to Carrie. “Okay, I’m good. Now what?”


Chapter 9: Oh Carrie…!

We were at my room pretty quickly. Housekeeping must have come by, because my bed was turned down and the room was straightened up. The three of us had walked back, Carrie and I arm in arm with Josh bringing up the rear. We left the party pretty early, so the building was quiet.

The lights in the room were dim when we entered, soft light came from a lamp on the dresser, and the light in the washroom was also on.

“Would you like me to put some music on?” I asked.

“Sure, that’d be great,” said Carrie.

I rummaged in my dresser and came up with my phone and a small wireless speaker I had picked up. I turned on my phone and scrolled through my music. Before I left home, I had downloaded a bunch of songs I considered to be sexy and seductive and made a playlist of them. Okay, to be honest, I Googled the playlist. In just a few moments, Chris Isaak’s ‘Wicked Game’ filled the room.

Carrie tilted her head and smiled at me. “That’s one of my favorites.”

“Glad you like it.” I said as I went back to where she was standing. “Anyone care for a drink? I have a fully stocked bar fridge.”

Josh did the honors. He got me and himself a beer, and poured out a Glenfiddich with soda for Carrie. She knocked it back and he gave her a refill.

“I’ll nurse this one, don’t worry,” she said to my unasked question. “Just so you know, you’re not the only nervous woman here, okay?”

“But…” I glanced back and forth between them. “You guys have done this sort of thing before. I thought this would just be…”

“Another day at the office?” said Josh. He shook his head a little. “It’s really not like that. We only play with people we’re attracted to. Aaand…” he inhaled and blew out his breath. “We’re both really attracted to you— ”

“So much it’s scary, Jessy,” Carrie said, cutting him off.

The three of us were standing in a sort of triangle near the foot of the bed. I took a long pull on my Red Stripe and looked at each of them. “Let me see if I got this straight—you’re the experienced Swingers here, and you’re nervous.” They both gave me a silly smile and nodded. “Well, how the hell do you think I feel then!”

We all laughed at that.

“Well, for starters, I’m going to get out of your way,” said Josh. He went out to the balcony and retrieved one of the chairs from the patio. “Doesn’t mean I’m not going to watch, it just means that I’m going to leave you two alone until I’m invited.” He gave me an evil grin. “I figure I have a good shot at that.”

He tucked the chair over into a corner. He took off his clothes and sat down facing us. “Oops!” he said. He stood up and grabbed a second beer from the fridge, cracking it open. “This way I won’t be a distraction,” he said.

Distraction? I couldn’t take my eyes off his cock. It was standing at full attention. He wasn’t ‘blessed’ with one of those porn star nine inch Ladykillers, thank God. He looked about average size—which is great as far as I’m concerned. Judging by the shape both he and Carrie were in, he could probably bang me for hours when that time came. And since he wasn’t too big… well, that would be fine with me.

Carrie put her arm around me. “Like what you see?”

I turned to her. “I think we’ll figure out something to do with that package later.” I kissed her. “Much, much later.”

“MMmm…” she replied. She took my face in her hands and pulled me into her mouth.

When our tongues met, Josh ceased to exist. I closed my eyes. I kept my hands still, just relishing the feel and taste of her mouth. The hint of the scotch on her breath intensified the experience. She pushed her tongue into my mouth stiffly. Like a teeny cock. Following her lead, I pulled my head back an inch and began to suck on it, bobbing in and out. It was wonderful. I wrapped my lips into a tiny ‘O’ and gave her face head. She cupped my chin in her sweet, delicate hands and fucked my mouth with her tongue.

Still holding on to one another, we stepped over to the bed in time to Marvin Gaye’s ‘Let’s Get It On’ and sat on the end of it, still kissing.

Carrie’s hands left my face as she broke the kiss. Looking me in the eye, her hand travelled down the front of my top. She placed her hand on my chest. I could feel her palm and my heart racing under it. She moved her hand and began to play with my breast. She started by squeezing it from the side, then massaging and kneading it.

“Your tits are such a turn on for me,” she said. I put my arms behind me and leaned back. Reaching up, she undid the hasp holding my halter top up and peeled it down. Again she let out a little ‘Mmm’. Cupping one breast in her hand, she leaned in and began to kiss and softly suck the surface of the other.

Each touch of her lips on my flesh felt like a tingle. One that went up and down my spine. I let out a sigh.

“You like it too…” she murmured. I could hear every word Carrie was saying, her voice was like silk.

“Mmm.. yes…” I did like it. A lot. I wasn’t able to think to myself about anything, I was so lost in the sensation. Supporting myself on one arm, I put my other hand at the back of her head.

“Carrie, suck my tittes… please…

She moved her head and rooted for my nipple. It wasn’t hard to find with the size of my boobs. She popped a stiffened nipple into her mouth and with her tongue and teeth began to chew and suck on it.

It was electrifying. No guy had ever sucked my tits with her expertise. She alternated between sucking and chewing like she was playing a musical instrument. When the chewing’s intensity peaked, she alternated with softly sucking.

At the same time, her hand had been rubbing my stomach in circles. It went lower and lower until she came to the hem of my top.

Oh God, here we go.

I scooted back on the mattress. Carrie’s head popped off my nipple, her hand dropping down onto my bare crotch. Putting my feet on the bed so they were bent, I opened my knees like a flower.

“Please, Carrie… make me come.”

She got on her knees and scooted up beside me. She started rubbing my pussy up and down the same way I had done to her back at the dance, her finger travelling up and down my slit.

“Oooh! You have a pearl!” she said gleefully when she found my hardened clit. “I wish I did!” She dipped her finger up inside me, sending a thrill up my hips. She slid her finger out and began caressing my pearl in small circles with her moistened finger tip.

We were both still dressed. I reached and began to pull at her skirt. She sat back on her haunches for a moment and shed her dress, tossing it to the floor.

Her hair framed her face in a pixie cut. The sun from her first day showed a faint pink hue. The nipples on her petite breasts showed how aroused she was, they were pointing slightly upwards.  She was completely un-self conscious as she smiled at me, her hands resting on her thighs. I had been smiled in that manner by guys, but never before by a woman.

I liked it.

I wished that one day I could kneel on a bed in front of anyone as she was doing without thinking I looked fat.

“You’re beautiful, Carrie,” I said softly.

Her eyes brightened. “You really think so?” I nodded silently.

She smile gave a little smirk. “I shouldn’t be the only one naked though.”

Oh what the hell. I wormed out of my tights and doffed my top and knelt in front of her.

Her face took on an expression of… surprise? Her mouth formed a little ‘O’, and her eyes widened. Damn.

“Yeah, a lot of woman here, Carrie.” My mouth twisted in a small knot. I flipped my head over to where Josh was and back to her. “If you’d rather not, after seeing the goods, I’ll understand.” Like hell, but what else could I say?

Now she looked bewildered. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

“I can see the expression on your face, that’s all.” I started moving to the side of the bed when she leaned over and grabbed my forearm stopping me. “You didn’t realize how fat I am until I took off my clothes.”

She blinked twice and brought her face close. “Whaaat? You think I’m let down or something?”

“Something… yeah.”

She shook her head and smiled. “Jessy, you’re so far off base you’re not even in the same ballpark.” She gave my arm a little shake. “Now you can believe me or not, but when you took your clothes off, the thought I had was that you’re even hotter than I had hoped from seeing you this afternoon in that blue dress.” She shook my arms again. “And that’s the truth!”

I closed my eyes and pursed my lips. I wanted to believe her. I really did. But I only knew her for a matter of hours, and ‘tubby’, ‘fatso’, and ‘pig’ have been ringing in my ears for years and years. Inside, I felt like I was being torn in half. One half was trying to tell me that Carrie was saying the truth. The other half was telling me there was a different, more comfortable truth. Wasn’t it?

Hadn’t I always been ‘Fat Jessy’?

Wait!

I clenched my eyes tightly and put my hands on my head.

I hadn’t been called ‘Jessy’ in years! Mom called me Jessy as long as I could remember!

Until she died when I was 12. And then…

Then it was my older brother at first. Jacob who was nasty to me for no other reason because he could. Then Dad picked up on it every time he got drunk. Which, with Mom gone, became just about every night. His built in drinking buddy, his son Jacob, started tearing at me at the same time I started puberty. They both shared that nasty streak to the day I left home at 17. From the day I moved out, I always went by Jess.

Before tonight, they were the last people to call me Jessy.

Fat Jessy.

My hands started to shake just a little. What the hell is going on here? Naked therapy? I tried to stifle a laugh. Didn’t work. It started as a snigger, then I was sitting there with my eyes still closed laughing quietly.

A hand on my shoulder. A soft, petite hand. “Hey… you okay?”

I opened my eyes and looked at Carrie. Josh had gotten up and was standing behind her. Concern was written on both their faces. “Why are you crying?” asked Carrie.

I started laughing even harder. “I’m laughing, not crying!” I calmed down a bit and looked at each of them in turn. “Yeah, I’m good. I think I’m starting to actually believe you… about the way I look I mean.” I smiled at both of them.

The look on Josh’s face was priceless. “Were you just laughing?”

“Yep.”

“At us?”

“No. At me.” I stretched out across the bed, onto the pillows. I crossed my arms above my head. Yes, her telling me out loud would make it true. This was ironic. I’ve been told I was hot by just about every guy I’ve fucked. Often just at last call in a bar. With Carrie, somehow it was different. I saw something in her eyes when we were introduced at the airport. But I really didn’t understand. This was something deeper than just fishing for a compliment. I was hoping she would diminish somehow ‘Fat Jessy’. “I want to believe you, Carrie, I really do. Tell me why I’m hot? I’ve never felt I was.”

Josh gave a little wave and returned to his seat.

She was still kneeling before me. She cupped her chin in her hand. “I really don’t know how or where to start, Jessy.” She scotched over again on her knees so I was within reach. She kept her eyes on me and reached out stroking my hip.




“You being hot is more than any particular part you got, okay? I’m really not bi you know— ”

“Coulda’ fooled me,” I said with a smirk.

“Smartass. Let me finish. I call myself ‘Bi-Friendly’.”

“What’s that?”

“Well, if a woman Josh and I meet, wants to play with a girl, and she’s cool and stuff, I go for it if everything else is good between the two couples.” She gave her head a small shake. “I don’t take one for the team though. If I can’t find something attractive about the woman, I don’t do it.”

“What does taking one for the team mean?”

“Doing something only because everyone else wants you to.” She nodded a little. “It’s the beginning of a slippery slope, one that usually ends up in a bad place.” With a small smile, she added, “It’s one of the Prime Directives in the Lifestyle—don’t take one for the team.” Letting out an exhale, she said, “My point is that I have never been attracted to a woman before you. I’ve never made the first move on a woman like I did with you today.”

“Really?”

“Yes.” Her hand still on my hip, she looked me up and down, then back to my eyes. Her brows furrowed. “Now as to why? I really don’t know, it was so sudden. It wasn’t any particular aspect of you, it was all of you all at once.” She smiled. “But let’s take a look at the parts that add up to the sum; see if we can determine the ‘Gestalt of Jessy’.”

Her saying ‘Jessy’ made it sound sweet to me again.

She began to rub my hip again. “I love your hips and ass. I really, really do.” Her hands travelled across my waist and belly. “My own ass has more in common with a ten year old boy than a grown woman, I’m afraid.”

“Bullshit.”

“Nooo…Zumba. Now hush.”

“Your ass is definitely large, yes. But what’s special about it is how it’s got that little bit of bubble when you walk. Josh and I noticed it at the airport, but then saw how your ass swayed when we met again in the restaurant. Heels love your ass, Jessy. I love your ass. Especially how well it works with your hips when you walk.”

She bent over and kissed the side of my hip and sat back up again. The touch of her lips made me tingle—so what else is new?

Her hand glided up to my tits. “These are epic,” she said as her hand rubbed each of them. My nipples started responding immediately, but I stayed still. Usually with a pair like these, they droop by the time we’re in our late 20’s, right? Yours still stand up.”

Not as much as hers, but I understood her point. Even though I’m a generous D, I can go without a bra and not have them tickle my belly button. I always considered them my best attribute.

Her hand glided back down to my stomach. Damn. From first to worst.

“I love your tummy.”

“Your full of it—call a spade a spade and a gut a gut.”

Her eyebrows furrowed again as she shook her head a little. “Nooo… it’s a tummy. There’s no stretch marks, and it wasn’t hanging over your waistline.”

“I buy clothes that fit.”

“Ya ain’t wearin’ any now girl! No, what I like is that it’s soft, “she was rubbing her hand in a circle around my navel. “And what makes it sexy is how it’s just in front. It’s not a spare tire going all around. It’s a tummy.” She leaned in and whispered in my ear, “It drives Josh crazy!”

She sat back again and now her hand went down to my crotch. I was laying on my side with one foot planted in the bed. I opened my upraised knee more. What she had done a few minutes ago to my pussy… I wanted more of that.

“I love how swollen your pussy gets when you’re turned on. I like how you keep it shaved— bald beavers rule for this girl. And furthermore…” she leaned in again, down between my legs and gave my twat a few broad licks. My breath caught in my throat and she giggled.

Sitting back up, she said “I love its scent, and its taste. Not too tart, not too sweet. Kind of like the way a good orange tastes, you know?”




Now she stretched out beside me, our faces close. “You do know you’re damn pretty, don’t you?” I gave a little shrug. Haven't been told that in a long, long time. “No, really, you are,” she said in response. Her hand came up to my face, touching each part. “Your eyes are set apart just right, and they’re a beautiful shape—almost doe eyed, but not too much. And I love their color.” Her hand moved along. “Your nose is perfect. Not too big, and not too small. Very good.” Taking her hand away, she came in close. “And all the parts lead to this soft and supple and very, very tasty mouth.”

She kissed me. And our tongues rolled into and over each other like a pair of mating cobras. I reached behind her and clutched her to me. My knee came up and planted it between her legs, massaging her crotch. She responded by clamping down on my knee, riding it.

I rolled both of us over until I was above her. I was hot. Hot looking and hotter than hell for her. I bent over and kissed and sucked on her breasts, but only briefly. My face trailed down her chest, licking her belly button and down between her legs.

With a sigh, she spread out her legs. “Make love to me Jessy,” she sighed.

I went down on her. Any apprehension I might have had was gone like it never existed. I wanted her to come, I wanted to come. I wanted us to come.




I bent at the waist and stroked her thighs apart as I eased myself down the bed so my head was in her crotch. I spread her outer lips with both hands. I had never seen a pussy this up close before. I closed my eyes and inhaled through my nose. She had a light aroma that had body to it; like a rosebush growing in the middle of a patch of sweetgrass.

I tilted my head up and watched her eyes as I rolled out my tongue. Enraptured in her visage, I began to taste her. The taste of her was as wonderful as her fragrance. I yawned my mouth open and covered the top of her pussy, rolling and lashing her sweet spot with my tongue as I watched her eyes spring open wide and her breath intake sharply. Good. I lowered my head and caressed and loved her pussy with my hungry mouth.

She began to gently flex her ass cheeks, pushing her mound softly into my mouth, urging me with “Mmm…” My tongue was now up inside of her, caressing and tasting her as deeply as I could. Her pussy was slickly firm on my tongue as I laved and caressed her walls, tilting my head from side to side, each lick ending up at the top of her clit.

I pulled my head back up to watch my Carrie. “You taste wonderful!” I breathed, “I had no idea…” I punctuated my words with a sweet kiss at the top of her cleft. She responded with a mewl like a hungry kitten.

I put my head back down between her legs, kissing her thighs, teasing her. She closed her legs on me and her hands grasped lightly at my hair.

“Jessy… please….” Again, her voice came was soft.

I went back to her clit, now attacking it. I started to softly chew on it in a rhythm, alternating between licking it with my tongue followed by my lower lip, then nibbling at it. She began to undulate under me now.

Keeping my pace, I wormed one of my hands up towards my mouth. When she began to raise her hips above the mattress, I shoved two of my fingers up inside her. Deeply.

“Ohhh yeaaahhh!” She began to buck against me. “Oh shit yeah Jessy!”

My fingers splayed out inside her, I twisted my wrist, fucking her now with them. I drew them outwards and with another twist I found her G-spot.

That was all she needed. Now her hands clutched at my hair, pulling on me. She rolled to the side, but I didn’t let her interrupt my ministrations. She was panting and grabbing at me, calling out my name louder and louder as I took her to the edge.

When I felt her start to tremble, I slid a third finger up inside her, spreading her wide. At the same time, I stopped my gentle nibbles and ravished her clit with my mouth, chewing her. Again and again I assaulted her, pulling and yanking every drop of pleasure out of her she had.

She didn’t cry out, she didn’t grunt. She screamed. With a howl from her soul, at the top of her lungs, she screamed my name and the word yes. Over and over again, I heard her calling out “Jessy! Yes! Yes Jessy!” I rode her through her orgasm, through time and space and back to my arms, softening my mouth and hand, bringing her back to earth.

Her breath was ragged when I stopped and rested my head between her legs, inhaling the strong scent of her climax and tasting her flowing juices that had bathed my tongue. She relaxed her grasp on my hair and began to stroke the top of my head as she came back down from her orgasm.

“Oh wow. Oh… wow wow…”

I kept my head down, acknowledging her pleasure with soft kisses along her thigh.

“Jessy, Jessy. My beautiful Jessy,” she murmured over and over, stroking my hair and neck. “Oh Jessy, that was wonderful…”

I picked up my head and crawled up until we were face to face. I cupped her face in my hand and kissed her. Our tongues now gently stroking in pleasure and gratitude. Pulling away, I l stared into her eyes.

“Thank you, Carrie. Thank you so much…”

She rested her head on my shoulder and hugged me.

We lay there for a while, quietly stroking each other. Our legs were nestled within each other, and our feet were stroking the other’s calves. She was just a touch damp with sweat. I closed my eyes and drifted within the wonder and joy of the moment.

Her head on my shoulder, she purred into my skin “There’s something special about you Jessy. And it’s more than the parts.” She tapped the center of my chest. “There’s something very, very special in here, and I think you’ve not shared that very much with people. So thank you, darling.”


Cuddly Swingers 4: Hedonism Overture
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Chapter 1: ‘Okay, You Win’

The next morning I woke up alone, cuddled under the covers. After she caught her breath, Carrie went down on me and it was wondrous. We both went at it again using toys until we were both totally wrung out.

We lay together entwined until we both started to doze. Josh nudged Carrie awake, and they made their way back to their room. Before leaving, Josh told me that my pussy was going to receive a thick load of his cum before I went home. I realized after they left that they wanted to come to my place instead of theirs so that I wouldn’t have to leave alone when we finished playing.

He had also tucked me in and kissed my forehead goodnight. It was a little weird, but sweet.

I slept like a rock, and was totally refreshed the next morning when I woke without an alarm at 8:00.

I left my room for breakfast dressed in a pair of Bermuda shorts and a see through tank top. It was a beautiful morning, and there wasn’t a lot of people about. This place has 24 hour bars, and I think a lot of the guests party into the wee hours.

I almost didn’t go to breakfast. The night before was pretty intense. The sex with Carrie was more than I ever could have imagined sex with a woman could be. I was still horny just from the memory of her taste. On top of that, I was feeling a little rocky emotionally.

I felt beautiful this morning, and I had never felt beautiful the morning after a casual sexual encounter. I usually felt… well, tawdry. Cheap or something. Any thought I would have about myself—my appearance or morals or whatever—I would always be down on myself the morning after. But this morning, instead of feeling lumpy and cheap… I felt renewed. A lot more than world rocking sex had happened between Carrie and I last night, and I wanted to catch my breath.

I was hungry as a bear at breakfast and filled my boots. French toast, sausages, coffee (with sugar, no pink stuff needed this morning, thank you!) and a plate of fruit. Who knew what the rest of the morning would bring? I wanted to make sure I had my energy up for whatever else this place had in store for me.

I checked out the daily activities in the lobby and saw that there was going to be naked volleyball on the nude beach starting at 10:00 a.m.. Sounded good to me! I headed back to my room for sunscreen, my sunglasses and some other items.

I was heading up one of the paths and I saw heading towards me was that guy Steve from yesterday. He was fully dressed— a hat, sunglasses, a golf shirt, shorts and loafers with socks. The only other people I had seen with that much clothes on since I arrived were the staff. He also had a leather portfolio tucked under his arm.

I must have been staring at him, because when we approached he smiled at me and said “I have some errands to run, Jess, that’s all.”

I stopped, tilted my head at him and nodded. “That obvious, eh?”

“Yeah.” He looked down at his outfit. “Joe tourist get ups look sort of out of place here, hunh?”

“Yeah.”

There was an uncomfortable pause for about the count of three, then we both said at the same time, “Hey, about our run in at the beach yesterday—” It really was kind of funny, and we both kind of laughed and did the whole “Sorry, you go first” thing. Which made us laugh again.

He held up his hand. “Look, I know it’s supposed to be ‘Ladies First’ and all, but let me get my apology in first, okay? I’m sorry I startled you. I really didn’t mean to.”

“Well, you sort of caught me off guard, and I was pretty deep in thought.” I shook my head a little. “But that didn’t give me the right to bite your head off either. So I’m sorry for my behavior back.”

He gave a bow. “Apology accepted my lady, will you accept mine as well?”

I replied with a corny half assed (okay, full assed—shut up already) kind of curtsey. “Why of course good sir.” Standing back up, I asked “What were you doing there so…”

“Concealed?”

“I was going to say off the beaten path.”

He scratched his head and smiled. “You sure about that?”

“Okay, okay, yeah, why were you hiding?” We both grinned at each other.

“I wasn’t spying on anyone.” He shoved one hand in his pocket and glanced down at the ground. “To tell the truth, I was trying to be sort of out of anyone’s way for a little while… during the sunset, I mean.”

Now he was sounding cryptic. “How come?”

“Ahhh…” he looked back up at me, then turned his head from side to side, scanning our surroundings. “Well, it’s just that it’s been a while since I’ve been here, and I always loved the sunsets. I guess I just wanted my first night’s sunset to be just for me.”

My BS detector quivered, but not in a bad way. He wasn’t being completely frank, yeah, but what he was saying was the truth.

I have no idea why I said what I did next. I had no idea that what I said next was going to change my life.

I crossed my arms and said to him “And the last time you were here, it was with someone pretty special to you, and you were missing her, right?”

His eyes widened. “Who you been talking to?”

“Nobody. I just read a lot of mystery novels. I always loved Sherlock Holmes.”

A sad kind of smile played across his lips when he nodded, again looking down at the ground. “Well, you pretty well got it right.”

I looked him over as he stood there. Christ, he must have been six foot three or more—I felt short standing next to him. He had to have had ten years on me—his short cropped hair was silver at his temple. Not gray—silver. It shone in the sunlight coming through the palm trees that lined the walkway.

Holy shit, Sherlock! You don’t want to just fuck him! You’re attracted to him! Oh man, this was too much. I clamped my mouth shut so I didn’t say anything, because I knew if I kept my gums flapping, I’d say something stupid.

We stood there in silence for a few moments.

He looked up at me. “Okay, you win.”

“What?”

“I used to be in sales, and there often comes a time, when two people who grow quiet between each other, there’s a saying ‘First person who speaks loses’. So I guess that’s me.”

“I wasn’t trying to win anything!”

He smiled at me. Damn it! He has a great smile! Shit.

“Me neither, Jessy.” Where the hell did Jessy come from now? “I just didn’t want to sound like a jerk, so I stayed quiet.”

I snorted. “I know that feeling, believe me.” He still stayed quiet, so I said “Why don’t you say something stupid now? I’m ready.”

He ducked his head down again and scuffed his loafer on the road like a kid caught stealing a candy bar or something. This time I kept my mouth shut and waited for his answer.

He rose his head and looked me in the eye. “Okay. Here goes. I’m attracted to you. I’d like to get to know you better.” Now he wasn’t smiling. He pressed his lips together. I was a little confused by what he said, then it dawned on me. He was nervous!

“Attracted like you want to fuck me attracted? Or attracted like attracted attracted?” Yep. Wait long enough and I will talk stupid.

For a second the wheels turned in his head to match the confused look on his face. Then he said “Oh! Attracted attracted, of course!” He saved me with that smile. We had just let each other off the hook of appearing stupid I guess. He held his hand up—not that I wouldn’t love to fuck you!” Good save there, buster. Then his face got kind of screwy. “I mean, uhhh… oh shit, I hope you know what I meant!”

I laughed out loud this time. This. Was. The. Wierdest. Pickup line. EVER. I nodded. “Yeah, I think I do. So what are you going to do about it?” Standing closer to him, I checked out his clothes. He was wearing Oakley’s for his sunglasses, Sperry top-siders for his loafers, and the embroidered emblem on his shirt was Polo by Lauren. I’ll bet his shorts are Hilfigger. Shit, this guy had more money on his back for one day’s vacation wear than I made in a week at the restaurant.

“Uhhh… I got to take care of stuff this morning. How about dinner tonight? I’ll make reservations at the Italian place when I go through the lobby.”

“I think they’re full. I saw someone in the lobby be told that when I came out from breakfast.”

He held up his hand. “Don’t worry, I’ll get us a table. What time would you like?”

Oh really? “So you got some pull here, eh?”

“The General Manager and I are friends, that’s all.”

“Okay. How about 7:30? Is that too early for you?”

He shook his head. “No, not at all, Jessy.” He paused for a moment. “What’s your room number? I’ll pick you up at 7:15.”

I almost said that I’d meet him there, but he was trying to do something here. He was trying to make this a date! A dinner date. At a Swinger’s resort. That neither him nor I were going to have to pay for, because it’s an all inclusive place. Even so, it was sweet. It was a date anyway. I had been at Hedonism for 24 hours and I was going on a date!

I inhaled. “Okay. Seven fifteen it is.” I gave him my room number, and we parted company. It took all of my will power to not turn around and look at him as he continued down the path. I was positive he was going to turn around and check me out, and I didn’t want to get caught.

Now what the hell does a girl who’s got a date for the night do at a Swinger’s resort all day?

I gotta find Carrie.


Chapter 2: This OK With You?

Steve

When I got about a hundred feet down the path from Jessy, I turned around and started walking backwards to see if she was going to look over her shoulder. She didn’t, and I walked my ass right into the trunk of a palm tree, knocking my head. At first I was disappointed she hadn’t turned around, but the knock on my head sent me a message that it was probably a good thing. After all, I did act like a kid at school just now, watching me waltz into the back of a tree would have shot any chance of looking cool all to hell.

She would have laughed like hell.

And is that a bad thing? I chuckled and stood there until she rounded a bend.

She was as sexy in those shorts as she was stark naked yesterday. I have to admit that I jerked off looking at the pics I took of her on the beach last night in my room. I hope she likes anal, because all last night I kept having a fantasy about fucking her in the ass.

Standing there at the tree, I started getting my own woody. I shook my head, adjusted my package, and headed to the lobby. On the way, I flipped open my portfolio and wrote a note—7:15 pick up, 7:30 dinner. Kenneth would have no problem getting an extra table for two added for tonight’s seating. He’d probably be over the moon for me. He adored Pam, yeah. But he’ll also be happy I’m putting my toe back in the water.

I was going to have to stop in town for some stuff for tonight that was for sure. I jotted down ‘Sports coat’. Then I jotted down ‘Flowers?’. Shit. I didn’t know if I would be overdoing it. I didn’t want to come on too strong. God damn it. It sucks being in your 40’s and not having been on a date in 25 years!

And Jessy was a lot younger than me. Shit. At least 15 years younger! She looked like she was in her mid-20’s or so.

Should I call Dorothy and ask for advice?

Yeah. That’s the ticket. Call your 22 year old daughter. ‘Hi honey, it’s Dad. Look, I’m down at a Swinger’s resort and just asked a woman who’s just a little older than you on a date. Got any tips?’

Right.

Maybe Danny? He’s 21.

‘Hey Dan-O, it’s the old man. Look, I got a date tonight, and I don’t want to come on too strong. Got any ideas? I mean, I’m probably going to fuck her… that is if she hasn’t been all fucked out by our date by everyone else here, that is. I just don’t want to come on too strong though.’

Yeah. Right. That’ll work.

I looked up at the sky. “This okay with you?” I said out loud. No answer from Pam. I still was looking up at the sky. “You know, this isn’t easy for me, I could use a hand here if you’re willing, honey!” Still no answer. There never had been any replies in the last five years. “You know, this silent treatment’s getting old, Pam!” I held my arms out. “Of course I miss you! But am I being disloyal? Will this date be cheating on you or something? I mean, it’s been a long time since I got me any…”

Nothing. I dropped my arms and headed to the lobby. “Thanks for all your help, hon,” I muttered. Last time I had a date was in high school, for Chrissakes! Okay, so I’m out of practice. Okay! Way out of practice! Welcome to the down side of marrying your high school sweetheart.

Enough of that shit. I had other important things to take care of today and I better get on the stick about them. I hoped that the stuff was ready for pickup.


Chapter 3: Get Centered

Jess

I didn’t know Josh and Carrie’s room number. Hell, I didn’t even know their last name! I went to the lobby to see if they could help me find them.

There must have been a few tours or something going out, because there was about thirty people in the lobby, all dressed, milling about. Nobody was checking in nor out, so I was able to get a woman at the reception desk’s attention right away.

“I’m trying to contact two guests here, but I don’t know their last name.”

She smiled at me. “And what names have they given ya, darlin’?”

“Josh and Carrie.”

“Oh! You just missed them! They were here leaving a note for a friend! Would you be Jessy?”

I nodded. She opened a drawer and took out a sealed envelope. Opening it, I read:

Hi Jessy!

Last night was wonderful. We hope to get together again. Josh felt a little left out (ha ha!)

We had a Catamaran cruise booked for this morning that we almost forgot about, last night was so intense! We’ll be back this evening around dinner time, and hope to see you then! Leave a message on our room’s voice mail so we can get together, okay?

Love,

Carrie and Josh

Great. Just when I needed some advice, they’re gone for the day.

After breakfast, I went back to my room and put on one of my bathing suits. It was the black one piece I bought just in case I lost my nerve about being on the nude side. Grabbing a beach towel, I headed over to the Prude beach.

When I got there, I felt overdressed. Most of the women were in two piece suits, and a lot of them were topless. I didn’t give a damn. I had to figure this out. I grabbed a beach lounge chair and pulled it so that it was a little bit removed from the rest of the people on the beach.

Not that there were too many. They said online that most of the fun was over on the nude side. Which was fine with me.




Adjusting my sunglasses, I pulled a book from my beach bag and started reading. It was a Stephen King novel I grabbed in the airport.

I must have dozed off, because I was startled awake at the sound of my name. I looked up to see Frank and two other guys standing by my beach chair.

“I told you I’d find you again, Jess,” Frank said. Pointing to the other men with him, he said “I told you she was hot, didn’t I?”

The other two guys nodded. One of them said “I’m Dave.” He was about the same height and build as Frank, but instead of the jet black hair Frank had, his was ash brown. He was wearing sunglasses, shorts and sandals like his buddies. “Frank told us a lot about you.” He was smiling like a wolf.

“Funny, he didn’t get a chance to tell me much about you guys.” I smiled when I said it.

“Well, like I said, I’m Dave, and the quiet one here is Petey.” He gestured to the third guy. Petey was the tallest of the three and pretty slender. Don’t get me wrong, they were all in good shape, but it was like meeting two soccer players who were hanging out with a basketball player. Petey gave me a small wave.

Frank flopped down next to my lounger. “So… got any plans for the day?” He started stroking my arm, from my elbow up towards my shoulder.

I had been fantasizing about doing three guys at once since I booked this trip. And right in front of me were three good looking guys who were almost drooling for me, and it wasn’t even noon. Which is why what came out of my mouth baffled me.

Covering Frank’s hand with mine, I said, “Well, babe, I need a break right now.” I expected to see looks of disappointment in their faces, but all I saw were nods of understanding.

“Yeah,” said Dave. “I had a feeling from what Frank said about you.” He put one hand on his waist and pointed a finger at me. “I’ll bet you had a lot of fun last night, didn’t you? That girl you were dancing with—” he looked to the others “I think that was Carrie of Josh and Carrie.” Looking back at me he said “Was it?” When I nodded, he continued, “Yeah, her and Josh are a blast, Jess. Sometimes Unicorns jump in with both feet their first day and need a break to get centered again.”

I tilted my head and looked at Dave with a lot more respect. When they approached my chair, I felt like I was back in High School being hit up by some of the Jock set. Back in the day, when guys like that did it, you felt like a piece of meat. This guy was as understanding as a psychotherapist. I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. I tried again, and said, “You’ve been here before, I take it?”

He nodded, still smiling, which for some reason became cute now. “Yeah. It’s my third time, Dave’s the noob.”

“Why?”

“Hunh?”

“Why do three good looking guys come here?”

He gave a small shrug. “The party atmosphere rocks. Seriously, every night there’s something going on. On top of that, the women here are as good looking as the women at any other resorts, but here, the sex is practically a given, you know? I mean, here it’s not as big a deal.”

“And there’s something else,” added Frank. “You get to stay friends with the people afterwards. I’ve stayed in touch with a few people from my previous times here.” He shook his head. “I’m not sure why, but the other places I’ve been to down south, I’ve never kept in touch with people I met down there.” He gave a grin. “It’s weird, but fucking breeds friendships.”

Frank stood up. “We’re going to toss a Frisbee around. Want to join us? You can keep your clothes on.”

I couldn’t remember the last time I threw a Frisbee around. What the hell, I could use the exercise.

I spent the morning with them just hanging out on the beach.

They were nice. Funny as hell, to tell the truth. I didn’t have to remind anyone about my taking a break. When it came time for lunch, I told them I was going to the main restaurant. They were just going to get a bite at the grill that was at the beach. As I was leaving, they asked if I’d be at the hot tub tonight. “I’m not sure… maybe?”

“Well, hope to see more of you there,” said Dave. This time, the group therapist leered at me, gazing up and down my body.

I laughed. “Here’s a free sample!” I pulled my suit aside and flashed a boob.

“RROWWLL!” he said. I tucked it back in, gave a toodle-oo wave and left. 

In the afternoon, I sat on the balcony of my room reading, and took a nap.

When I woke up, it was around 3:00. What the hell. I called the front desk and made arrangements at the spa that’s on grounds.

I had a facial once at my local salon, and it was pretty cool. This time I decided that I was going all out.

I was going to do the whole damn thing this time.

When I arrived at the spa, the receptionist handed me a price list. I barely looked at it, just enough to order their most expensive services. Did you know that you can get a champagne and caviar facial? I sure didn’t. It was their most expensive one, and since I got money to burn, I wanted to see just what the hell that was going to be like!

The facial was unlike anything I ever experienced. It was decadent. Then I had a body scrub where they used sea salt and herbs to do an exfoliation from tip to tail. I didn’t need any waxing, because I had that taken care of before I left. I did have my hair and nails done too. I went for hooker red for the nails (what else?) and had my hair put up in a French Braid.

I hope Steve liked it. I didn’t know why I did; I barely knew the guy.

On my way back from the spa, I stopped at the boutique again and bought a beautiful dress.

I was back in my room with just enough time to get dressed before Steve would be there. I just knew that he’d show up at 7:15 on the dot.

And I was right.


Chapter 4: On The Dot

Steve

The day was a total bust. I was given a run around like there was no tomorrow at the airport. The stuff was there, but the customs agents were on some kind of a job action, and everything was moving slow. I mean, I know Jamaica runs on ‘Ire Mon’ time at best, but these clowns added a whole new meaning to the word. I had to visit three different offices, and each time there was a question or error or whatever on the paperwork, those bastards made me do it all over again.

I finally threw up my hands in surrender, and asked for a phone book. As soon as I got it, I looked up ‘Custom Brokers’. I had been trying to do the paperwork myself because these guys charge an arm and a leg. But I was beaten down. I found a guy who had an office at the airport and went to see him.

‘No problem, mon’ happened almost immediately. He took some information, made a couple of phone calls, and told me my shipment would be in his warehouse overnight, and ready to be picked up, all the ‘I’s’ dotted and ‘T’s’ crossed the next morning.

On top of that, when he learned what was on the manifest and where it was going, he dropped his fee by 30%.

I had to hurry to get back to Hedo, shower and get into my clothes for 7:15. I made it right on the money, and was knocking on Jessy’s door on the dot.

She opened the door and we stared at each other.

She was fucking gorgeous. Her hair was done up in a French braid, and her makeup made her skin glow. I don’t have a better word for it. She was radiant. She was wearing a handkerchief hemmed red dress that clung to every luscious curve without looking tight. She must have gotten her nails done or something; long red nails that drive me crazy graced her fingers.

I imagined them clawing at my back and immediately got a chubby.

“Jessy, you look incredible!” I said.

“You don’t look half bad yourself Steve-O.” She smiled when she said it. How the hell did she know that was my nickname? I don’t remember anyone using it in her presence, but what the hell. “I’m glad I got dressed up,” she continued, “you in a jacket and all.”

Damn glad I picked that blazer up. I drew the line at wearing a tie, though. That would have been too much. “These are for you,” I said, handing her a small bouquet of tropical flowers.

She did that thing with her lower lip again, and her face got almost serious. “Thank you,” she said in a small voice. “I love getting flowers.” She took them with both hands and held them in front of her, cradling them. “I hope I got a vase or something…” her voice trailed off.

“Uhh… may I come in?” I said.

She popped out of her reverie, and opened the door wide. “Sure! Sorry! C’mon in!”

Stepping into her suite, I pointed to the closet by the door. “I think they keep a vase on the top shelf. I’ve never been in one of the new rooms since the renovations, but I know they used to have something kicking around the upper end rooms.” Sure enough, one was there.

When I brought it off the shelf and handed it to her, I got a whiff of her scent. Oh man, she was wearing Juniper Breeze. It was as fresh as an ocean’s surf on a clear morning with a hint of berry on top. My knees got weak for just a second. “Alright, Pam,” I thought, “I asked you for some kind of sign. Now she’s wearing your scent? Message received loud and clear.”

She wandered into the bathroom and filled the vase and put the flowers in it. Coming back to the room, she stood on tiptoe and gave me a peck on the cheek. “Thank you. They’re beautiful.” She set them on the bureau opposite her bed, and spent about a minute primping and arranging them in the vase with her back to me. “Home damn run, Steve-O,” I thought as I watched her luscious, spankable ass. Stopping her flower arranging, she itched the corner of her eye, inhaled and turned around.

Her eyes were shining. Man, I can’t remember getting such a response for dropping a few bucks on some flowers in a long, long time.

“So, I assume there’ll be no problem in getting a table?” she asked smiling.

I put my hands out in front of me, palms up, “I made him an offer he can’t refuse,” I said in a gravelly voice.

She cocked her head to the side. “The Godfather—Al Pacino, right?”

“Brando.”

“Right,” she nodded. “You like old movies too?”

“I shure do schweet heart.”

Her brows furrowed. “Who’s that?”

“Humphrey Bogart.” Seeing the look in her eyes, I asked “Ever see ‘Casablanca’?”

“No. I’ve heard about it though.”

“Or ‘The African Queen?’?”

“No. Is it any good?”

“Yeah, they both are.”

“Oh, I’ll have to check them out. I love old movies! Rocky, Taxi Driver, Cuckoo’s Nest… yeah, there’s some classics.”

She stood there for a moment. “I guess we should head over to the restaurant?” She moved to the closet and took a silk shawl from a hanger. I stepped over, draped it across her shoulders, and we headed out.


Chapter 5: ‘I’ll Be Your Wing Man’

Jess

It was a date!

We left my room chatting about old movies and really old movies. Steve-O liked movies from the ‘40’s and ‘50’s, and I liked movies from the ‘70’s and ‘80’s. He saw a lot of the 80’s flicks as a kid, but neither of us saw any of the movies from the other time periods other than online or on TV. He loved doing bits from them too. On the walkway we went back and forth ‘What did you think of X? And didn’t Y stink?’ Before we knew it, we were at the restaurant.

The head waiter looked up at us and back down at his seating chart puzzled. “I’m sorry, sir, we’re full,” he said.

“I know,” said Steve. “We have the General Manager’s table for 7:30. My name is Steve Doucet.”

The head waiter’s eyes flitted down to the list on his podium and back up. Now smiling warmly, he said “Of course, Mr. Steve. Your table is ready. Let me take you to it.” He stepped away from the podium and guided us to a table. On the way, he gave a nod to one of the waiters who brought up the rear.

Steve had taken my hand when we entered the dining room, and it felt natural. When we got to our table, the first guy stood by one of the chairs and pulled it out. I stopped for a second, and Steve again guided me to the chair. I stepped in front of it and just as I was starting to sit, the head waiter gently moved it in until it touched the back of my knees.

I looked around. It was a nice restaurant—as nice as any good one back home. While people in the buffet restaurant were as naked as possible, everyone here was dressed nicely; Steve and I weren’t out of place at all. The walls were painted burnt sienna. Large paintings with a Mediterranean motif caught the golden light that suffused the room. There were large statues of nudes and almost nudes placed around the dining room. It was busy, but not loud.

The handsome Jamaican in a white shirt and black slacks welcomed us and asked for a drink order. I wanted a beer like anything, but I didn’t want to seem… well, you know.

“Two Red Stripes please,” said Steve. “In frosted mugs.” He looked at me. “That okay with you, Jessy? I’m parched.”

“Sure.”

Don’t get me wrong—I’ve been on a few dates to nice places. I’m not some kind of hayseed, okay? I did feel a little unsure of myself though. I didn’t want to give the wrong impression. He wore a jacket after all. I’ll admit it—it was my first date where the guy not only brought me flowers, but also wore a jacket. First date that a guy ever wore a jacket.




Here’s the really weird part of our dinner. We never got around to the ‘getting to know you’ stuff. You know, what do you do for a living, where did you go to school, own or rent… all those questions that go back and forth on a first date so you can decide if it’s going to go anywhere. I can’t lie, for me, it’s like a checklist or something.

Instead, we just talked. About stuff here and now. He told me how he knew Carrie and Josh, from a previous time here, and how long he’s known Dan and Karen Baker. He’s crazy about Karen, and thinks that Dan is a straight shooter and lot of fun. In fact, during the entire evening, he didn’t say a word against anyone or anything. Even when we talked politics for all of two minutes, the hardest thing he would say about people in Washington is that he thought they all were trying to best they could.

We talked about movies a lot. It seems that when he was in college, he took a introductory course on ‘Film’ that, as he put it ‘changed movies forever’. He took the course to just fill out a requirement, and said it was the best course of all the time he was at school. When I asked him (I think you’re supposed to ask anyone who’s been to college) what was his major, he waved it off saying ‘Mostly sleeping and drinking’. Then he changed the subject.

I guess it was obvious that I didn’t even go to Junior college, and he didn’t want to spend any time on our different education levels. I hoped that was what he was doing.

When the waiter brought the menus, Steve suggested that we have their filet steak. Here’s the thing—on a first date, I always ate ‘lite’. I know I’m big, but I didn’t want to call attention to it. When Steve made the suggestion, I went right along with it. I’m glad I did because it was scrumptious.

Dinner was unhurried, and we ordered a bottle of wine with our meal. We had a second bottle with dessert, and before we knew it, we had been at the restaurant for over two hours! After dessert we each had an Irish coffee, Jamaican style, and it was perfect.

I didn’t learn a lot about Steve through the course of the dinner. I learned he lives in Colorado, and he’s single. Most of all, I learned he’s only 13 years older than me. When I told him I was 32 years old, he genuinely looked surprised.

“I had you pegged as being in your mid-twenties.” The look on his face said he really meant it.

“You look almost relieved,” I said with a laugh.

“Well… yeah.” He looked down at his wineglass. “I was worried I was cradle robbing or something.”

“I call bullshit. You were worried you’re too old for me, weren’t you?”

He looked up and rolled his tongue under his cheek. He looked me right in the eye. “Yeah,” he said.

“And now you think you got a shot with me.”

“Yeah,” and he said that softly.

Just like that, everything changed. We looked at each other for a count of… well, forever I guess. He has the most beautiful eyes, did you know that? Finally, I said “Yeah,” back at him and left it at that.

He rubbed his fingertip in the table. “Would you like to go dancing? The disco’s open.”

“Yeah.”

****

He had some pretty good moves on the dance floor, let me tell you. He didn’t move in on me right away either. We danced to a couple of faster beat songs, had some more beers, and did it again. When a slow, throbbing reggae beat started later on, he asked me if I’d like to try that song.

And everything changed again.

He didn’t maul me, he courted my body. That sounds stupid, but it’s the only thing I can think of to describe it. When we got on the dance floor, he took me in his arms this time, and there was two things that happened.

The first was that he made me feel small. He’s pretty tall—way taller than me anyway. And when he wrapped his arms around me, I felt petite. Yeah, me, petite. I nestled right into him. The music was so sensual and his rhythm to it was so good that I closed my eyes and let him guide me on the floor.

The second thing was just how right it felt. It was like we’d been dancing together for years. The slightest nudge from his body told my body where to step next. It was great.

And when his hands started to stroke my back, everything changed again. Feeling the pressure of his hands across my back, and the growing stiffness between his legs flipped a switch in me. I cuddled into him even more, grinding my pelvis into his growing manhood; telling him with my body that the feeling was mutual.

He grasped me by the back of the head and bent my face upwards. Our eyes locked again for a moment and he kissed me.

There wasn’t any hesitation on his part. His hunger for me was as soul filling as my desire for him. I opened my mouth, and when his tongue entered, I bathed it in welcome with my own. We stopped our dancing, and instead kissed in time to the music. It lasted about two or three forevers.

Breaking the kiss, he said in my ear “Let’s—”

“Your place or mine?”

“Head to the hot tub.”

I stopped and looked up at him. “Uhh… I don’t know about that.”

“Have you ever been?”

“Uhhh… no. It’s just that there are some guys I met, and they’ll be looking for me there.” A vision of Frank and his buddies flashed in my head, and I have to be honest here, it made my pussy tingle.

He smiled at me. “That sounds like it could be fun!”

Wait a damn minute. I knew where we were. And after this great date, and great dancing, and me all turned on, he thought it was okay for three guys to gang bang me?

He must have seen it in my expression, because he next said, “Tell me straight up, if I stood you up tonight, would you be going to the hot tub?”

“Well, uhhh…”

“Jessy…”

“Yeah. I would.”

“Good. Then let’s go.”

“Wait a minute. The idea of three guys fucking me, after this date, you’re okay with that?”

He laughed. He started to rub my back again. “Listen, I’m okay with your pleasure. You ever been gang banged before?”

My eyes were wide and I shook my head.

“Then I’m your wing man.” Now he took my hand. “I’d still like to be the one to take you home though.”

“Really?”




He nodded. “I think what’s happening between us is bigger than a night at the hot tub. But I think we should also let stuff like the hot tub happen too.” He looked at me. “Let that also be a part of wherever you and me go from tonight.”

“You’re not jealous?” Now I felt a little let down.

He laughed. “Not over a gang bang!” He bent his head down. “I’d be jealous though if I didn’t walk you home.”

“That’s weird.”

He kissed my forehead. “Don’t worry, we’ll figure it out.”

“But…”

“Jessy, how about I tell you something that is turning me on right now?”

“What’s that?”

“I’d love to watch you come before I make you come.”


Chapter 6: Now I’ve Seen Everything!

I held onto his arm in the walk from the disco to the hot tub. Okay, I sort of clung to his arm, nestled up beside him as we travelled down the path. My mind was reeling. This was off the charts sexy. I was on my way to be fucked by three good looking, decent guys, and I had this guy holding my hand all the way through it.




I won’t lie, there was a small part of me that wanted to get pissed off with Steve-O for being so okay with this. I mean, if he really liked me he should be jealous, right? He shouldn’t want to have me fuck other people, right? And if we were anywhere else on the planet than Hedonism, I’d be right.

But we were here. And this was the most wickedly, hedonistic thing I could ever imagine myself doing! I told Steve-O the truth when he asked me if I had been alone tonight would I have gone down to meet Frank and his buddies. To meet up with some guys so they could fuck me raw was a fantasy I’ve had for a long time. To be the center of attention of three men at the same time… to be used and to use them in return… you couldn’t get more decadent that that.

But to have a hot guy like Steve-O be my sort of guide in this, my wingman… oh God that just put this over the top.

You’re encouraged to put all of your sexual inhibitions aside when you come here. It’s called ‘Hedonism’ for a reason, right? And their motto is ‘Be Wicked For A Week’ after all. Well, let’s just see how wickedly wicked Jess can be!

As we ambled down the trail, I nestled my head into his arm. “This is the craziest thing I’ve ever done in my life, you know,” I said.

“Yeah, it’s a real head trip,” he replied. “This is one hell of a first date!” he chuckled. “Hey, Jessy, you do know that you can call anything and everything off any time, right? With no harm, no foul.” He reached across with his free arm and caressed my cheek.

I nodded. “Yeah, that was made clear a bunch of times.” I stopped walking, and he pulled up. I grabbed both his forearms. “If I really didn’t believe in that, there’s no way this would be happening.” I turned my head aside. “And there’s something more…”

“Go on, Jessy. I’m all ears.”

I bit my lower lip. “You…”

He reached out and with his hand under my chin, turned my face back towards him. “Yeah.” And gently this time, he kissed me.

I grabbed his arm. “Let’s go before I lose my nerve!”

With a laugh, he let me pull him along.

****

The nude hot tub area was in an out of the way corner of the resort. I had been there the day before when I gave Frank his blowjob, and it had a decent sized crowd. It was twice as populated when Steve and I arrived that night. There must have been thirty people there, and most of them were in one stage or another of arousal. I had never seen anything like this in my life.

As a lush Caribbean melody played through the speakers, I looked around. There were couples, threesomes, foursomes and moresomes. Some were lying on the pool apron on towels, others were on the lounge chairs, and others were standing at the bar which was still open. There were a few single guys watching the action, their cocks standing straight out.

There wasn’t any shortage of action, that was for sure. As Steve and I picked our way through, I saw a woman crouched in the hot tub, facing two men seated on the edge. She had nestled between them, and was alternating sucking on one guy’s cock, then the other. My belly warmed at the sight.

We walked over to the bar, and Steve ordered two beers. When the bartender brought them, we walked over to an area where there was a bench. He rested our drinks on it and turned to me.

“I think we’re waaay overdressed,” he said with a smile. He wasn’t kidding. The only other person I saw wearing clothes was the bartender. “Now just stand there for a second, okay Jessy?”

I nodded. He took off his clothes, laying them across each other in a pile on the bench. When he sat down to take off his pants, I stepped closer. He grinned up at me.

“Checking out the equipment?” Again, I nodded silently.

He slid his pants down and stood. His cock was flaccid, but even so, it was so thick! I stepped up and encircled it with my hand, licking my lips.

As I held him, he reached behind me and undid the zipper on the back of my dress. He watched my body as he slid the fabric off my shoulders. When my breasts were exposed, he inhaled sharply. “Very, very nice…” I let go of his manhood for a second so he could slip my dress over my hips. He released it and it puddle on the ground. I stepped back, letting go of his now swelling shaft. He bent over, and picked up my dress. He tidied all of our clothes together and walked over to a tree nearby and draped our clothing over a low hanging branch.

As soon as he returned, I reached for his package again. This time he took my wrist. “Not yet, baby. Let’s see if we can find your friends.”

He put his arm around me, and we turned, scanning the people there. In a back corner I saw them. Frank, Dave and Petey were sitting together on two lounge chairs watching us. I waved at them. Frank looked at Steve, and raised a glass to us.

“That’s them over there.”

“Good looking guys.” We headed over, with Steve’s hand stroking my ass.

The three of them stood when we arrived. I did the introductions, and Steve shook hands with each of them.

We all paused for a moment, then Steve turned to me. “Why don’t you lie down on one of these loungers, Jessy?”

I nodded, and lowered myself onto one, reclining on the raised backrest, and putting my feet up on it, bending my knees. Steve gave the guys a nod, and settled onto the side of another lounger nearby.

Frank squatted down beside me, and we began to kiss. His tongue had a bit of a salty taste to it as I stroked it with my own. He began to play with my tits, kneading them with a calloused hand. The feel of the roughened skin of his hand across my flesh, pinching my nipples made my legs shudder.

I felt another pair of hands spread my knees. I glanced over to see Dave on his knees at the end of the lounger. I opened them, he started to lick my stomach. His tongue found my navel, and he began to softly at first, then more firmly, slide it in and out of my bellybutton. I flinched a bit from the sensation, then relaxed into it.

Frank broke off the kiss and said, “I love your big titties, Jess.” He placed a palm under one and lifted it. I pushed his hand away, and took my breast in my hands. Holding it up, I said to him “Show me.” My nipple was already stiff, the pink flesh gnarled and crinkled. I held my tit up, and he covered my nipple and areole with his mouth, sucking on it. I cradled his head with my other hand, bringing him into my chest. “That’s a good boy, suck my titties nice, Frankie,” I murmured to him. Then you fuck me deep with that big cock, baby.” He moaned into my tit.

A jolt of pleasure shot up from my pussy, and my whole body quivered. I let out a gasp and looked down to see Dave paying homage to my cunt. He had just begun to lick my stiff clit, and his tongue felt dry and rough, like a cat’s. I took one hand away from Frank and began to stroke Dave’s head.

“That’s right. Just like that. Oh yeah….” My hips began to flex on their own as I felt my first orgasm build.

I clenched Frank’s head even tighter to my tit. This was incredible. I was getting my pussy ravished at the same time as my tits were being mauled by Frank’s hungry mouth.

“Just like this, guys. Just… like…” Dave pushed a finger up inside my twat, and my orgasm exploded out of me. “Like this! Oh yeah!”

I had Dave’s hair in a fist, pushing him onto my cunt as hard as I could, and my other hand had Frank’s head pressed into my chest. The orgasm flowed over me, and through me. I lay back against the lounger, panting and pushed Dave’s head away from my crotch.

“Okay, give me a second!” I panted. Dave’s head popped off my clit. I could see my juice glistening on him mouth as the shock to my nerve endings abated.

“My turn,” said Frank, pulling his mouth off my chest. He scooted down to the end of the lounge chair as Dave moved off. He rose on his knees, and his hard cock bounced up and down in the light. I could see a bead of pre-cum ooze out from the tip. He smiled at me as he put the condom on. After wrapping his rascal, he took his cock in his fist and moved up into my crotch.

I hadn’t been fucked yet since I arrived. I scootched my hips down on the lounger towards him. He grazed his knob up and down my cleft, teasing my clit with the velvet smoothness of the head.

“You want this baby?” he growled. “You want this up in your pussy?”

“Yes!” I looked to the side to where Steve was sitting. His eyes drilled into mine like a glittering blade. “Yes! Fuck me Frank!” I said, but looking at Steve. Steve smiled and pursed his lips at me at the same moment that Frank punched me in my twat with his cock. “Oh! Oh fuck!” I cried out. My hands clutched at the arms of the lounger and I pulled myself up as Frank’s cock delved into my wet, aching pussy.

With each stroke inward, he rolled his hip, grazing against my pussy walls in a different spot with each stroke. Oh shit, it felt so good to be full. His head was down, watching his manhood slide in and out. “Oh yeah, Jess, you’re so fucking tight,” he growled. Over and over, he pushed up inside me and drawing out.

I could hear moans from other guests copulating drifting through the night air, intertwining with the music from the sound system. The counterpoint to this was the soft slurping noises my own pussy was making as Frank slid in and out. He looked up past me and with a smile, said “Fill her up the rest of the way, Petey!”

I turned my head. Petey was bending over, his cock already hard, and inches from my mouth. I opened my mouth, and he slid inside. He didn’t push it too far, just enough to get the knob over my lips and onto my tongue. I sucked on it firmly as he withdrew it, and pushed it back in.

Frank and Petey must have done this before, because they established a rhythm with my body. As one of them pulled out of me, the other was pushing up inside.

Dave moved in beside Petey and squatted down. He began to play with one of my tits, and his other hand snaked down to my crotch and began to massage my clit, sending small shocks up my pelvis to my head.

We were a pulsing ménage, each of us grasping and gaining as much pleasure as we were bestowing on each other. I reached up to Petey’s cock, wrapping my fingers around it. As he stroked in and out of my mouth, I twisted my wrist along his shaft, squeezing the bottom ridge of his knob when it left my mouth.

“Oh fuck, I like THAT!” his voice a hoarse whisper.

My knees trembled as I felt the swell of a monstrous orgasm begin to build.

I began to tremble. The big ones always start in my thighs. It was a gentle but persistent hum, the same kind you get if you put the end of a 9 volt battery on your tongue. It started just behind my knees. The hum became a buzz, and rolled up my thighs to my hips.

I pulled away from Petey’s cock, and started panting. My head kept turning, watching each of them. The back of the lounger was upright enough that I could look down to my crotch and watch Frank’s beautiful organ sliding in and out of me. It glistened, slick with my pussy’s wetness. I glanced up to see him watching our joining, his eyes transfixed down between my legs.

Still stroking Petey’s tool, I turned my head back to him. He clasped my head in his hands as I tried to kiss and lick the droplets of precum oozing from the slit.

My breath was getting ragged as my orgasm began to build. The big ones for me are like a series of waves that flow over me, one building on top of the other. I was frantic to ride it out as much as I could. Frank and Dave were attending to my pussy, attacking it from the inside and outside. Having a cock at my face completed the scene.

Dave was using one hand now on my body— his other was stroking his own cock. It was fully hard, his fist gripping it tightly. He released his shaft and spat on his hand, and went back to stroking himself.

“Gonna fill your fuck hole baby!” Frank cried out. His own ass began to tremble as his orgasm began to sweep over him.

“All of it, babe! Gimme all of it!” I turned my head from Frank back up to Petey and took his cock back into my mouth.

I felt Frank’s cock expand like a bellows up inside of me when he started cumming. With a grunt that bordered on a shout, he clutched at my hips harshly, squeezing my flesh as he tried to impale himself inside me. Over and over he cried out “Now! Now! Now baaaybee!” He thrust up inside me three, maybe four times, pulling himself all the way out and plunging back in.

I was over the top wanton. “Fill me, baby! Give me all of it!” My own orgasm was now crashing over me. Each wave of delicious pleasure stronger than the one before. I wanted all of it, I wanted all of them.

I managed to keep pulling and sucking on Petey’s shaft through my first two or three climaxes. I wanted him to come with us.

He didn’t disappoint. Just as the last surge of pleasure shot through me, making my eyes tingle, Petey drew his shaft from my mouth. I was gasping and panting when he put his hand around my mouth, opening it. I stuck out my tongue as far as I could, making it broad to catch every drop just as he began to spurt. Dam that boy got spunk! A thick stream shot into my mouth, landing on the back of my tongue, followed by as second. I closed my lips over his knob, feeling another and another spurt of his jizz. I swallowed as best I could, but still felt some ooze out of the corners of my lips.

“Oh shit! Meee tooo!” said Dave, standing from my crotch to his feet. He climbed on top of me, still stroking his shaft. I gathered my tits in my hands and he started fucking my cleavage. “Oh fuck yeah!” he grunted. I looked up at him, smiling. Petey’s come that didn’t make it down my throat was dribbling on my chin.

“I want more baby,” I said. He pumped through my tits, his cock ending up against my chin. His hands covered mine, pulling on my nipples. I felt his ass rubbing against my belly when he drew back, his balls stroking my ribs when he plunged into my fleshy orbs. The sheen of sweat I had generated in the warm night and the frantic sex made them almost as slippery as my pussy.

“Here I come baby!” he snarled. I yawned my mouth open, keeping my teeth covered with my lips. His first spurt left a glistening white trail inside my cleavage, but his second left dollops of cream in my mouth. I licked my lips and the tip of his cock as he kept stroking himself, emptying himself on me, and in me.

The four of us were gathered together. Dave straddled across my chest, his feet on the deck. Frank was between my legs, still stroking my thighs, his manhood softening within me. Petey had his hands around my head, cooing at me as I still stroked his cock. We stayed like that, quietly coming down from the pinnacle of pleasure for a few moments, petting one another.

I looked over to where Steve had been perched and he was gone.

My heart sank. God damn it, if he had a problem with this, he could have said so!

“You all look like you could use a beer, and a towel!” his voice behind me kissed my ears and I smiled.

Dave stood over me, hiked his leg across and took a Red Stripe from the tray Steve was holding and took a long swig. The other two fellows also took their drinks, and Steve handed me mine with a smile.

“You were really going at it, I figure this will hit the spot, Jessy,” he said with a grin. “I think a few of your other spots were hit pretty good.”

I put my beer down and raised my arms to him. “Kiss me.”

He squatted down beside me, took me in his arms and kissed me deeply. His tongue slid all over the inside of my mouth. Pulling away, he licked a few other droplets of come from my chin, and returned to my mouth, sharing the taste on his tongue with me.

He didn’t hesitate for a second doing that, and it blew my mind. He wasn’t afraid of other guy’s spunk on me. Instead he turned what other guys would be all ‘eew!’ over into a special, tender moment.

He pulled his head back and looked in my eyes. His own eyes were dancing. Dancing! He looked so damn happy!

“Oh wow, Jess, you are awesome!” he said.

“You’re damn right Steve! She’s one in a million!” said Frank. The other guys chimed in their agreement. You would think I was some kind of rock star from how they gushed. Well… we did rock each others’ world, didn’t we?

I stroked Steve’s cheek. I was spent. “This has been one hell of a first date Steve-O.”

The three guys looked at us with their jaws hanging open.

“Wha—what?” said Frank.

“Wait a minute. You guys are on a date?” said Petey. He drained his beer and shook his head.

With an evil smile, I said “Yep. He even wore a jacket to dinner!”

“And I brought you flowers. Don’t forget the flowers—that makes it a real date,” said Steve.

Dave slapped his head. “Now… Now I’ve seen everything man.”

The three of them stared at us in wonder as we just gazed into each others’ eyes.


Chapter 7: A Discovery…

I woke up the next morning alone. I was star fished in my king sized bed when I opened my eyes. I lay on my back, wide awake—no hangover and only a little bit of regret over how the night ended.

****

After we had our moment gazing into each others’ eyes, we headed back to my room. We were both naked, Steve had our clothes draped over his shoulder, holding our shoes in one hand. In his other hand, was mine.

We walked up the pathway silently, our fingers interlaced. I like holding hands that way best, it makes you feel closer. He did it just right. His hand’s a lot bigger than mine, and sometimes guys hold hands this way and squeeze too tightly, and I feel like my fingers are going to dislocate or something. Not Steve-O; it was just right.

Him holding my hand was just what I needed too. I was still coming down from being gang banged by Frank and the boys. Steve holding my hand chased away any second thoughts I had about doing it. I had never so much as had a threesome, let alone what had just happened, so I was feeling a little skittish. To do three guys at once… that was a real head trip, right out of a porn movie.

But to have my date for the night, sitting right there watching the whole thing go down… well, that crossed over into some new kind of territory, believe me. I shook my head. When I get back home, Lori isn’t going to believe this. Hell, I could hardly believe this.

I let out a giggle.

Steve’s hand gave me a pulse squeeze. “What’s so funny?”

“This is cray- cray crazy,” now I had my hand in front of my mouth.

“What?”

I pulled up to a stop. Still holding his hand, my other hand waved in the air. “I mean… I’ve heard of putting out on the first date. Hell, I’ve put out on first dates!” I pointed back down the path from where we left the guys at the hot tub. “But this… that….” I turned back to him. “This is off the wall!”

He nodded and grinned. “Yeah, pretty far out, hunh?”

I stood on tippy toes and kissed the side of his cheek. “Yes. Talk about being wicked for a week.” He put his hand around my waist and drew me in, his chubby rubbing on my belly, and kissed me deeply.

Breaking off the kiss, he said, “Let’s get you home, Jessy.” We turned back up the path.

“Y’know, I haven’t been called ‘Jessy’ in a long, long time, Steve-O.”

He turned his head a bit. “It fits. Does it bother you?”

I let go of his hand and cuddled into his arm. “No. I like it, to tell you the truth.” We started off again.

“Good. Just so you know, it’s been quite some time since anyone called me ‘Steve-O’.”

When we arrived at my suite, I let out a bone creaking yawn. “I hope they have some Red Bull in that fridge!” I said, walking over to it.

Steve had draped his clothes over the back of a chair and was putting my dress on a hangar. “Actually, Jessy, let’s call it a night, okay?”

I stopped in my tracks and turned back to him. “What?”

He closed the closet door and came up to me, his hands palms up. “Just hear me out.” The confusion and hurt in my face must have been that obvious I guess. He put his hands on my shoulders and guided me to my bed. “This has been a wonderful night for me, Jessy. When I start to tell you the how and why that makes it so special…” he paused and licked his lips, glancing off for a second. Looking back at me as he sat me on the side of my bed, he said, “When I explain it to you, it’s going to be a looong story.”

He pulled my bed covers down and scooted me in. I was putty in his hands. I stretched down and he tucked the sheet and blanket up to my chin and sat on the edge of the bed. “I have to be up early in the morning. I have an important commitment I have to, have to fulfill.” He stroked my forehead. “So, I need to call it a night and get some sleep.” He bent down and kissed my forehead. “I think you could use a good night’s sleep too. Can I see you tomorrow when I get back?”

“It’s really that important? What is it?”

“I’ll explain it all tomorrow evening, okay?”

I tried pouting. Except I really was beat to a snot. “Well, I guess I don’t really have a choice in the matter, do I?”

“Sure you do. You can choose to accept me and be patient, or pout,” the crinkle in his eyes and that almost smirk was so damn cute. Damn him.

I put my arms around his neck and kissed him. “You’re damn lucky I’m pouting, buster. That means I don’t want you to leave.”

“Thanks, Jessy. I’ll find you tomorrow.”

And with that he was gone. He was right about me though. I fell asleep almost immediately.

****

I decided I needed a break. I only arrived the day before yesterday, and I had more sex than I did in the last six months! With more people! That morning I was going to go on some sort of cultural tour or something. I didn’t want to go on a party boat, I didn’t want to go to the cliff diving bar and grill, I wanted to see something more of the culture, how the regular people live or something. Maybe there was a market in Negril I could go to?

After breakfast, I went to the lobby to see if they could help me out. I stopped dead in my tracks. Steve-O was there. He was on a landline phone on the desk and didn’t see me, so I peeled off and circled around. I’d come up behind him and surprise him.

I was behind one of those big potted palm trees they had in an alcove at the edge of the lobby, just ready to pounce when I overheard what he was saying on the phone.

“Now look, we had a deal, and I can’t go to my people empty handed again dammit! Do you have any idea, any idea at all what the Princess can be like? Trust me, you do not cross her!”

There was a pause as the person on the other head yammered something.

“I don’t care! I’ve been waiting for you for two hours already! Were you able to get everything?” He was pissed off. I stepped deeper into the alcove. Who the hell is this Princess?

“Oh maaan. How much got stolen?” Another pause. “All of it! Dammit, there was over a hundred kees, Martin! You lost a hundred kilos?”

Kees? Kilos? As in kilograms? What the hell?

“Okay, we’ll deal with that. We still have all the barbies, right?”

Oh shit. I don’t think he’s talking about something on the grill. I leaned in further to hear him better.

“Now look—you got ripped off of a hundred kees, you’re going to have to explain that to the Princess. I’m not taking the responsibility. I think she’ll be patient as long as the barbies all show up. You can buy some time.” Now he was holding one hand up like he was begging. “Please, please please tell me though, you got all the ice you were supposed to?” He listened for a second and let out a deep breath. “Thank God, Martin. Okay. If we show up with the barbies and all the ice, we’ll have to track down those missing kees one way or another.”

My head was reeling. Kees? Ice and barbies? I’d seen enough TV shows to know that there was some sort of major drug deal going down. Steve-O, mister understanding and nice guy was arranging some sort of transfer of cocaine, amphetamines and barbiturates.

I looked around the rest of the lobby. There were a couple of people behind the desk Steve was standing at. One, a man in a shirt and tie was leaning over the desk where Steve was on the phone, his face a picture of sympathy. Other guests were passing through the lobby, and barely glancing at Steve as he was on the phone. Was this place some kind of hub or something? I better get out of here. I eased back out of the alcove, watching Steve.

And backed right into a waiter carrying a tray of silverware, knocking it right out of his hands. And onto the floor. Not quietly at all.


Cuddly Swingers 5: The Happy Hedonist
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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

<><><><><><>

The Battle of The Bulge is as much a mental struggle as a diet/exercise/weight loss struggle. We women can be at our most catty when we’re judging ourselves; and that perspective is quite hard to change. In the character Lori I tried to show how that change of viewpoint can take place—it`s a process of one small step at a time. And yes, when it happens, walking away from the Battle of The Bulge is exhilaratingly liberating! Buying clothes that fit always looks better than squeezing into clothes that are ‘the right size’. I enjoy my ‘lusciousness’ today MORE than when I was ‘svelte’. I also get turned on a lot easier now—go figure!




Thank you for reading this book.  Hopefully, you enjoyed it. If you did, please leave a review on Amazon. Reviews help struggling authors get their books in front of more readers. If for any reason, this book missed the mark for you, please accept my apologies. Hundreds of hours went into its creation and all I can say is "I did my best." If you want to let me know where it fell short, there will be no bad feelings on my part, I promise. I will take your feedback to heart, and try to improve—if not on this one, then certainly on the next. 

You can find this book’s page on the internet by clicking this link: http://amzn.to/1PUF5Ww . Thank you so much!

Now I have an offer for you! (You can go and leave the review first, I’ll still be here!)

LOL

Okay! Thank you for leaving the review!




I asked you at the beginning of this book to join my Reader’s Club…but that was a while ago, LOL. Now if you still wish to, I’d like to extend the offer again!

If you enjoy my work, please feel free to join my Readers Club. My newsletter is the fundamental way I am able to stay in touch with my readers on new releases and promotions I run.

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!

[image: 3 in one cover for front matter copy.jpg]

TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,

Welcome to the Club!

Love,
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