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About This Book:

Sometimes, you’re better off not making open ended promises...

Lori learns this the hard way when she promises her husband Keith that they would go anywhere in the world he wants. She was hoping for Hawaii or Australia; even New Zealand for Heaven’s sake!

She does not expect… Not. At. All. Hedonism II in the Caribbean!

A Swinger’s resort? A resort with naked people running around? Naked, attractive and fit women running around? Who want to indulge in wife swapping at sex parties in some sort of swinger club resort? Where’s the vacation romance in that?

This might be Keith’s swinger fantasy or something, but for crying out loud, doesn’t he have any idea what this does to her? Is she going to have to get down and dirty… become some sort of slut in threesomes or moresomes?!

On a good day, Lori’s ‘curvy’. On a bad day, well… she uses other terms; BBW being the kindest. Keith on the other hand, her hot alpha male hubby, from the day they met, calls her ‘cuddly’. He’s always been turned on his voluptuous wife’s plus size. He’s a dear, and always has been, but some people just don’t belong on a beach, okay?

In a lush and luxuriant setting, they experience the jolt of when a swinger fantasy meets the real world. Just when Lori begins to consider the idea that a slut wife could be a fun role playing sex game, Keith has second thoughts about the idea of wife sharing. Even though he was pleasantly surprised to see that Lori was okay with some bisexual erotic play with another voluptuous guest, the idea of being some sort of cuckold watching his curvy wife indulge in a threesome isn’t as hot an idea in real life as it was when he fantasized about it. This vacation isn’t what he thought it was going to be; maybe the swinger lifestyle isn’t for them after all. Watching your wife in some sort of ménage goes from a turn on to a threat.

In the course of their vacation they reach levels of communication and deeper intimacy than they had during the course of their marriage. How can a married mother of two, in love with her husband ever be a slut after all? In this swinger lifestyle environment, they each learn that the fiercest battles are the ones within.

Neither of them will ever be the same again.

This stand alone contemporary romance of scrumptious sensuality is intended for adults only. An exciting beach read or cuddle up on the chair and fantasy read!
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Before you start reading, a few words from the author:

In this novel, my characters don’t always indulge in safe sex. Please, in your real life, play often and play safe!

Acknowledgments

I would like to thank my fantastic BETA reader, Laura-Mae  for her critical read of the first drafts. Her insight and input were invaluable in making this book better.

And to the beautiful full size ladies who told me their tales while we hot-tubbed!


Contents

About This Book:

One

Two

Three

Four

Five

Six

Seven

Eight

Nine

Ten

Eleven

Twelve

Thirteen

Fourteen

Fifteen

Sixteen

Seventeen

Eighteen

Nineteen

Twenty

Twenty One

Epilogue

A note from Mia:

Other Works by Mia Moore:


One

[image: ]

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, yada yada.

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.
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Isat 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.
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Iwas 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.”
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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.
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Acar 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!”
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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.”
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.


Eleven

[image: ]

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.
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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.
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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.” 


Fourteen

[image: ]

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.
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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.”
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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?”
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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.


Eighteen
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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?”


Nineteen

[image: ]

Istopped 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.”


Twenty
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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?”


Twenty One
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Aweek 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

Keep reading to see what Lori’s BFF Jess has to think about all this…

Epilogue
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Jess, Lori’s BFF…

The bitch! She’d been on this sexy vacation and was holding out details. What I wouldn’t give to be married to a guy like Keith and go to Hedonism.

Do single women go there? Hmmmm… I’m pretty sure I could afford it. HA! On a diner waitress’ pay? Not by a long shot! But still… yeah, I could ‘swing’ it, no problem. I smiled to myself.

“Jess? Did you hear the waitress? Are you gonna’ place your order?” Lori tapped my hand and I was back in Black Rapids.

****

A note from Mia:

Being topless, or even naked in public for the first time is a breathtaking experience for any woman. Despite whatever diet or fitness regimen she’s on, she’s hyper aware of every imperfection of her body. And being at a beach where everyone is naked? Oh boy…

My own personal experience was terrifying. But just like Lori, I made a promise.

I’m sooo happy I stuck with it! I met fantastic people. And I had some (((ROWL))) great times.

There are more scintillating tales to be had about our Cuddly Swingers! I hope you enjoyed it. If you could, I’d really appreciate it if you could leave a review; positive reviews from readers like you help writers like me, sure; but did you know they also help readers just like you to find their next book? Yup!

Click here and have your say!

Now, if you want to keep reading about adventures at Hedo…

Click Here to start reading Cuddly Swingers 2: Hook Up At Hedonism!

Or Click HERE to get The Box Set: All Five Episodes Value Priced!

See the next page for a Special Invitation!


Of course I’d like you to join my Reader’s Club!

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

[image: ]Aaaand... if you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!

TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away!Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers

[image: Accidental Swingers BM.jpg]

Oops!

Everything Elena thought about herself was turned on its head that night in New York City...

Click here for Episode 1

Or...

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!


Swinger Fantasies
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Wife swapping really isn’t a turn on for Damian. Something else is...

His fantasy is to watch Janice be taken by another man. To want to be taken by another man.

Click Here for Episode 1: Sharing Janice

Or...

Click here for all Four Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

Three stand alone tales of married women confronting the unexpected and the mind blowing results...
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Click here to learn more!

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