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About This Book:

Can you be wanton and romantic at the same time?

Steve Doucet got more than he ever bargained for on this trip to Hedonism…

His return to the ‘Wicked For A Week’ resort is for unusual reasons. He hasn’t been there in years. He wants to put memories to rest, but instead misses Pam more than ever. Him and his wife had a lot of great times at Hedo. Until she got sick. Until she passed away years ago.

His cloud of melancholy is blown away by the hurricane that is Jess Adams. She’s got to be ten years younger than him! Her resemblance to Pam, in body and in spirit shocks him back to the present. She’s as wantonly wicked as he ever was!

Jess came down to ‘Hedo’ to let off steam and have with no strings attached casual encounters. They came fast and furious, and she’s having a great time. What would a guy like Steve see in her anyway? And why the heck does he ask her out on a date?

A DATE? Can you actually go on a date at a Swingers Resort?

And after the date… does it end with a good night peck on the cheek?

Are you crazy? This is a Swingers Resort!

A romantic dinner ends with ribald debauchery at the hot tub. It’s called ‘Hot Tub’ for a reason.

As great a time as she’s having, Jess isn’t about to give away her big secret to big Steve…

She finds out Steve has some secrets of his own…

A Note From The Author:

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

The next morning I woke up alone, cuddled under the covers. After she caught her breath, Carrie went down on me and it was wondrous. We both went at it again using toys until we were both totally wrung out.

We lay together entwined until we both started to doze. Josh nudged Carrie awake, and they made their way back to their room. Before leaving, Josh told me that my pussy was going to receive a thick load of his cum before I went home. I realized after they left that they wanted to come to my place instead of theirs so that I wouldn’t have to leave alone when we finished playing.

He had also tucked me in and kissed my forehead goodnight. It was a little weird, but sweet.

I slept like a rock, and was totally refreshed the next morning when I woke without an alarm at 8:00.

I left my room for breakfast dressed in a pair of Bermuda shorts and a see through tank top. It was a beautiful morning, and there wasn’t a lot of people about. This place has 24 hour bars, and I think a lot of the guests party into the wee hours.

I almost didn’t go to breakfast. The night before was pretty intense. The sex with Carrie was more than I ever could have imagined sex with a woman could be. I was still horny just from the memory of her taste. On top of that, I was feeling a little rocky emotionally.

I felt beautiful this morning, and I had never felt beautiful the morning after a casual sexual encounter. I usually felt… well, tawdry. Cheap or something. Any thought I would have about myself—my appearance or morals or whatever—I would always be down on myself the morning after. But this morning, instead of feeling lumpy and cheap… I felt renewed. A lot more than world rocking sex had happened between Carrie and I last night, and I wanted to catch my breath.

I was hungry as a bear at breakfast and filled my boots. French toast, sausages, coffee (with sugar, no pink stuff needed this morning, thank you!) and a plate of fruit. Who knew what the rest of the morning would bring? I wanted to make sure I had my energy up for whatever else this place had in store for me.

I checked out the daily activities in the lobby and saw that there was going to be naked volleyball on the nude beach starting at 10:00 a.m.. Sounded good to me! I headed back to my room for sunscreen, my sunglasses and some other items.

I was heading up one of the paths and I saw heading towards me was that guy Steve from yesterday. He was fully dressed— a hat, sunglasses, a golf shirt, shorts and loafers with socks. The only other people I had seen with that much clothes on since I arrived were the staff. He also had a leather portfolio tucked under his arm.

I must have been staring at him, because when we approached he smiled at me and said “I have some errands to run, Jess, that’s all.”

I stopped, tilted my head at him and nodded. “That obvious, eh?”

“Yeah.” He looked down at his outfit. “Joe tourist get ups look sort of out of place here, hunh?”

“Yeah.”

There was an uncomfortable pause for about the count of three, then we both said at the same time, “Hey, about our run in at the beach yesterday—” It really was kind of funny, and we both kind of laughed and did the whole “Sorry, you go first” thing. Which made us laugh again.

He held up his hand. “Look, I know it’s supposed to be ‘Ladies First’ and all, but let me get my apology in first, okay? I’m sorry I startled you. I really didn’t mean to.”

“Well, you sort of caught me off guard, and I was pretty deep in thought.” I shook my head a little. “But that didn’t give me the right to bite your head off either. So I’m sorry for my behavior back.”

He gave a bow. “Apology accepted my lady, will you accept mine as well?”

I replied with a corny half assed (okay, full assed—shut up already) kind of curtsey. “Why of course good sir.” Standing back up, I asked “What were you doing there so…”

“Concealed?”

“I was going to say off the beaten path.”

He scratched his head and smiled. “You sure about that?”

“Okay, okay, yeah, why were you hiding?” We both grinned at each other.

“I wasn’t spying on anyone.” He shoved one hand in his pocket and glanced down at the ground. “To tell the truth, I was trying to be sort of out of anyone’s way for a little while… during the sunset, I mean.”

Now he was sounding cryptic. “How come?”

“Ahhh…” he looked back up at me, then turned his head from side to side, scanning our surroundings. “Well, it’s just that it’s been a while since I’ve been here, and I always loved the sunsets. I guess I just wanted my first night’s sunset to be just for me.”

My BS detector quivered, but not in a bad way. He wasn’t being completely frank, yeah, but what he was saying was the truth.

I have no idea why I said what I did next. I had no idea that what I said next was going to change my life.

I crossed my arms and said to him “And the last time you were here, it was with someone pretty special to you, and you were missing her, right?”

His eyes widened. “Who you been talking to?”

“Nobody. I just read a lot of mystery novels. I always loved Sherlock Holmes.”

A sad kind of smile played across his lips when he nodded, again looking down at the ground. “Well, you pretty well got it right.”

I looked him over as he stood there. Christ, he must have been six foot three or more—I felt short standing next to him. He had to have had ten years on me—his short cropped hair was silver at his temple. Not gray—silver. It shone in the sunlight coming through the palm trees that lined the walkway.

Holy shit, Sherlock! You don’t want to just fuck him! You’re attracted to him! Oh man, this was too much. I clamped my mouth shut so I didn’t say anything, because I knew if I kept my gums flapping, I’d say something stupid.

We stood there in silence for a few moments.

He looked up at me. “Okay, you win.”

“What?”

“I used to be in sales, and there often comes a time, when two people who grow quiet between each other, there’s a saying ‘First person who speaks loses’. So I guess that’s me.”

“I wasn’t trying to win anything!”

He smiled at me. Damn it! He has a great smile! Shit.

“Me neither, Jessy.” Where the hell did Jessy come from now? “I just didn’t want to sound like a jerk, so I stayed quiet.”

I snorted. “I know that feeling, believe me.” He still stayed quiet, so I said “Why don’t you say something stupid now? I’m ready.”

He ducked his head down again and scuffed his loafer on the road like a kid caught stealing a candy bar or something. This time I kept my mouth shut and waited for his answer.

He rose his head and looked me in the eye. “Okay. Here goes. I’m attracted to you. I’d like to get to know you better.” Now he wasn’t smiling. He pressed his lips together. I was a little confused by what he said, then it dawned on me. He was nervous!

“Attracted like you want to fuck me attracted? Or attracted like attracted attracted?” Yep. Wait long enough and I will talk stupid.

For a second the wheels turned in his head to match the confused look on his face. Then he said “Oh! Attracted attracted, of course!” He saved me with that smile. We had just let each other off the hook of appearing stupid I guess. He held his hand up—not that I wouldn’t love to fuck you!” Good save there, buster. Then his face got kind of screwy. “I mean, uhhh… oh shit, I hope you know what I meant!”

I laughed out loud this time. This. Was. The. Wierdest. Pickup line. EVER. I nodded. “Yeah, I think I do. So what are you going to do about it?” Standing closer to him, I checked out his clothes. He was wearing Oakley’s for his sunglasses, Sperry top-siders for his loafers, and the embroidered emblem on his shirt was Polo by Lauren. I’ll bet his shorts are Hilfigger. Shit, this guy had more money on his back for one day’s vacation wear than I made in a week at the restaurant.

“Uhhh… I got to take care of stuff this morning. How about dinner tonight? I’ll make reservations at the Italian place when I go through the lobby.”

“I think they’re full. I saw someone in the lobby be told that when I came out from breakfast.”

He held up his hand. “Don’t worry, I’ll get us a table. What time would you like?”

Oh really? “So you got some pull here, eh?”

“The General Manager and I are friends, that’s all.”

“Okay. How about 7:30? Is that too early for you?”

He shook his head. “No, not at all, Jessy.” He paused for a moment. “What’s your room number? I’ll pick you up at 7:15.”

I almost said that I’d meet him there, but he was trying to do something here. He was trying to make this a date! A dinner date. At a Swinger’s resort. That neither him nor I were going to have to pay for, because it’s an all inclusive place. Even so, it was sweet. It was a date anyway. I had been at Hedonism for 24 hours and I was going on a date!

I inhaled. “Okay. Seven fifteen it is.” I gave him my room number, and we parted company. It took all of my will power to not turn around and look at him as he continued down the path. I was positive he was going to turn around and check me out, and I didn’t want to get caught.

Now what the hell does a girl who’s got a date for the night do at a Swinger’s resort all day?

I gotta find Carrie.


Chapter 2: This OK With You?

Steve

When I got about a hundred feet down the path from Jessy, I turned around and started walking backwards to see if she was going to look over her shoulder. She didn’t, and I walked my ass right into the trunk of a palm tree, knocking my head. At first I was disappointed she hadn’t turned around, but the knock on my head sent me a message that it was probably a good thing. After all, I did act like a kid at school just now, watching me waltz into the back of a tree would have shot any chance of looking cool all to hell.

She would have laughed like hell.

And is that a bad thing? I chuckled and stood there until she rounded a bend.

She was as sexy in those shorts as she was stark naked yesterday. I have to admit that I jerked off looking at the pics I took of her on the beach last night in my room. I hope she likes anal, because all last night I kept having a fantasy about fucking her in the ass.

Standing there at the tree, I started getting my own woody. I shook my head, adjusted my package, and headed to the lobby. On the way, I flipped open my portfolio and wrote a note—7:15 pick up, 7:30 dinner. Kenneth would have no problem getting an extra table for two added for tonight’s seating. He’d probably be over the moon for me. He adored Pam, yeah. But he’ll also be happy I’m putting my toe back in the water.

I was going to have to stop in town for some stuff for tonight that was for sure. I jotted down ‘Sports coat’. Then I jotted down ‘Flowers?’. Shit. I didn’t know if I would be overdoing it. I didn’t want to come on too strong. God damn it. It sucks being in your 40’s and not having been on a date in 25 years!

And Jessy was a lot younger than me. Shit. At least 15 years younger! She looked like she was in her mid-20’s or so.

Should I call Dorothy and ask for advice?

Yeah. That’s the ticket. Call your 22 year old daughter. ‘Hi honey, it’s Dad. Look, I’m down at a Swinger’s resort and just asked a woman who’s just a little older than you on a date. Got any tips?’

Right.

Maybe Danny? He’s 21.

‘Hey Dan-O, it’s the old man. Look, I got a date tonight, and I don’t want to come on too strong. Got any ideas? I mean, I’m probably going to fuck her… that is if she hasn’t been all fucked out by our date by everyone else here, that is. I just don’t want to come on too strong though.’

Yeah. Right. That’ll work.

I looked up at the sky. “This okay with you?” I said out loud. No answer from Pam. I still was looking up at the sky. “You know, this isn’t easy for me, I could use a hand here if you’re willing, honey!” Still no answer. There never had been any replies in the last five years. “You know, this silent treatment’s getting old, Pam!” I held my arms out. “Of course I miss you! But am I being disloyal? Will this date be cheating on you or something? I mean, it’s been a long time since I got me any…”

Nothing. I dropped my arms and headed to the lobby. “Thanks for all your help, hon,” I muttered. Last time I had a date was in high school, for Chrissakes! Okay, so I’m out of practice. Okay! Way out of practice! Welcome to the down side of marrying your high school sweetheart.

Enough of that shit. I had other important things to take care of today and I better get on the stick about them. I hoped that the stuff was ready for pickup.


Chapter 3: Get Centered

Jess

I didn’t know Josh and Carrie’s room number. Hell, I didn’t even know their last name! I went to the lobby to see if they could help me find them.

There must have been a few tours or something going out, because there was about thirty people in the lobby, all dressed, milling about. Nobody was checking in nor out, so I was able to get a woman at the reception desk’s attention right away.

“I’m trying to contact two guests here, but I don’t know their last name.”

She smiled at me. “And what names have they given ya, darlin’?”

“Josh and Carrie.”

“Oh! You just missed them! They were here leaving a note for a friend! Would you be Jessy?”

I nodded. She opened a drawer and took out a sealed envelope. Opening it, I read:

Hi Jessy!

Last night was wonderful. We hope to get together again. Josh felt a little left out (ha ha!)

We had a Catamaran cruise booked for this morning that we almost forgot about, last night was so intense! We’ll be back this evening around dinner time, and hope to see you then! Leave a message on our room’s voice mail so we can get together, okay?

Love,

Carrie and Josh

Great. Just when I needed some advice, they’re gone for the day.

After breakfast, I went back to my room and put on one of my bathing suits. It was the black one piece I bought just in case I lost my nerve about being on the nude side. Grabbing a beach towel, I headed over to the Prude beach.

When I got there, I felt overdressed. Most of the women were in two piece suits, and a lot of them were topless. I didn’t give a damn. I had to figure this out. I grabbed a beach lounge chair and pulled it so that it was a little bit removed from the rest of the people on the beach.

Not that there were too many. They said online that most of the fun was over on the nude side. Which was fine with me.

Adjusting my sunglasses, I pulled a book from my beach bag and started reading. It was a Stephen King novel I grabbed in the airport.

I must have dozed off, because I was startled awake at the sound of my name. I looked up to see Frank and two other guys standing by my beach chair.

“I told you I’d find you again, Jess,” Frank said. Pointing to the other men with him, he said “I told you she was hot, didn’t I?”

The other two guys nodded. One of them said “I’m Dave.” He was about the same height and build as Frank, but instead of the jet black hair Frank had, his was ash brown. He was wearing sunglasses, shorts and sandals like his buddies. “Frank told us a lot about you.” He was smiling like a wolf.

“Funny, he didn’t get a chance to tell me much about you guys.” I smiled when I said it.

“Well, like I said, I’m Dave, and the quiet one here is Petey.” He gestured to the third guy. Petey was the tallest of the three and pretty slender. Don’t get me wrong, they were all in good shape, but it was like meeting two soccer players who were hanging out with a basketball player. Petey gave me a small wave.

Frank flopped down next to my lounger. “So… got any plans for the day?” He started stroking my arm, from my elbow up towards my shoulder.

I had been fantasizing about doing three guys at once since I booked this trip. And right in front of me were three good looking guys who were almost drooling for me, and it wasn’t even noon. Which is why what came out of my mouth baffled me.

Covering Frank’s hand with mine, I said, “Well, babe, I need a break right now.” I expected to see looks of disappointment in their faces, but all I saw were nods of understanding.

“Yeah,” said Dave. “I had a feeling from what Frank said about you.” He put one hand on his waist and pointed a finger at me. “I’ll bet you had a lot of fun last night, didn’t you? That girl you were dancing with—” he looked to the others “I think that was Carrie of Josh and Carrie.” Looking back at me he said “Was it?” When I nodded, he continued, “Yeah, her and Josh are a blast, Jess. Sometimes Unicorns jump in with both feet their first day and need a break to get centered again.”

I tilted my head and looked at Dave with a lot more respect. When they approached my chair, I felt like I was back in High School being hit up by some of the Jock set. Back in the day, when guys like that did it, you felt like a piece of meat. This guy was as understanding as a psychotherapist. I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. I tried again, and said, “You’ve been here before, I take it?”

He nodded, still smiling, which for some reason became cute now. “Yeah. It’s my third time, Dave’s the noob.”

“Why?”

“Hunh?”

“Why do three good looking guys come here?”

He gave a small shrug. “The party atmosphere rocks. Seriously, every night there’s something going on. On top of that, the women here are as good looking as the women at any other resorts, but here, the sex is practically a given, you know? I mean, here it’s not as big a deal.”

“And there’s something else,” added Frank. “You get to stay friends with the people afterwards. I’ve stayed in touch with a few people from my previous times here.” He shook his head. “I’m not sure why, but the other places I’ve been to down south, I’ve never kept in touch with people I met down there.” He gave a grin. “It’s weird, but fucking breeds friendships.”

Frank stood up. “We’re going to toss a Frisbee around. Want to join us? You can keep your clothes on.”

I couldn’t remember the last time I threw a Frisbee around. What the hell, I could use the exercise.

I spent the morning with them just hanging out on the beach.

They were nice. Funny as hell, to tell the truth. I didn’t have to remind anyone about my taking a break. When it came time for lunch, I told them I was going to the main restaurant. They were just going to get a bite at the grill that was at the beach. As I was leaving, they asked if I’d be at the hot tub tonight. “I’m not sure… maybe?”

“Well, hope to see more of you there,” said Dave. This time, the group therapist leered at me, gazing up and down my body.

I laughed. “Here’s a free sample!” I pulled my suit aside and flashed a boob.

“RROWWLL!” he said. I tucked it back in, gave a toodle-oo wave and left.

In the afternoon, I sat on the balcony of my room reading, and took a nap.

When I woke up, it was around 3:00. What the hell. I called the front desk and made arrangements at the spa that’s on grounds.

I had a facial once at my local salon, and it was pretty cool. This time I decided that I was going all out.

I was going to do the whole damn thing this time.

When I arrived at the spa, the receptionist handed me a price list. I barely looked at it, just enough to order their most expensive services. Did you know that you can get a champagne and caviar facial? I sure didn’t. It was their most expensive one, and since I got money to burn, I wanted to see just what the hell that was going to be like!

The facial was unlike anything I ever experienced. It was decadent. Then I had a body scrub where they used sea salt and herbs to do an exfoliation from tip to tail. I didn’t need any waxing, because I had that taken care of before I left. I did have my hair and nails done too. I went for hooker red for the nails (what else?) and had my hair put up in a French Braid.

I hope Steve liked it. I didn’t know why I did; I barely knew the guy.

On my way back from the spa, I stopped at the boutique again and bought a beautiful dress.

I was back in my room with just enough time to get dressed before Steve would be there. I just knew that he’d show up at 7:15 on the dot.

And I was right.


Chapter 4: On The Dot

Steve

The day was a total bust. I was given a run around like there was no tomorrow at the airport. The stuff was there, but the customs agents were on some kind of a job action, and everything was moving slow. I mean, I know Jamaica runs on ‘Ire Mon’ time at best, but these clowns added a whole new meaning to the word. I had to visit three different offices, and each time there was a question or error or whatever on the paperwork, those bastards made me do it all over again.

I finally threw up my hands in surrender, and asked for a phone book. As soon as I got it, I looked up ‘Custom Brokers’. I had been trying to do the paperwork myself because these guys charge an arm and a leg. But I was beaten down. I found a guy who had an office at the airport and went to see him.

‘No problem, mon’ happened almost immediately. He took some information, made a couple of phone calls, and told me my shipment would be in his warehouse overnight, and ready to be picked up, all the ‘I’s’ dotted and ‘T’s’ crossed the next morning.

On top of that, when he learned what was on the manifest and where it was going, he dropped his fee by 30%.

I had to hurry to get back to Hedo, shower and get into my clothes for 7:15. I made it right on the money, and was knocking on Jessy’s door on the dot.

She opened the door and we stared at each other.

She was fucking gorgeous. Her hair was done up in a French braid, and her makeup made her skin glow. I don’t have a better word for it. She was radiant. She was wearing a handkerchief hemmed red dress that clung to every luscious curve without looking tight. She must have gotten her nails done or something; long red nails that drive me crazy graced her fingers.

I imagined them clawing at my back and immediately got a chubby.

“Jessy, you look incredible!” I said.

“You don’t look half bad yourself Steve-O.” She smiled when she said it. How the hell did she know that was my nickname? I don’t remember anyone using it in her presence, but what the hell. “I’m glad I got dressed up,” she continued, “you in a jacket and all.”

Damn glad I picked that blazer up. I drew the line at wearing a tie, though. That would have been too much. “These are for you,” I said, handing her a small bouquet of tropical flowers.

She did that thing with her lower lip again, and her face got almost serious. “Thank you,” she said in a small voice. “I love getting flowers.” She took them with both hands and held them in front of her, cradling them. “I hope I got a vase or something…” her voice trailed off.

“Uhh… may I come in?” I said.

She popped out of her reverie, and opened the door wide. “Sure! Sorry! C’mon in!”

Stepping into her suite, I pointed to the closet by the door. “I think they keep a vase on the top shelf. I’ve never been in one of the new rooms since the renovations, but I know they used to have something kicking around the upper end rooms.” Sure enough, one was there.

When I brought it off the shelf and handed it to her, I got a whiff of her scent. Oh man, she was wearing Juniper Breeze. It was as fresh as an ocean’s surf on a clear morning with a hint of berry on top. My knees got weak for just a second. “Alright, Pam,” I thought, “I asked you for some kind of sign. Now she’s wearing your scent? Message received loud and clear.”

She wandered into the bathroom and filled the vase and put the flowers in it. Coming back to the room, she stood on tiptoe and gave me a peck on the cheek. “Thank you. They’re beautiful.” She set them on the bureau opposite her bed, and spent about a minute primping and arranging them in the vase with her back to me. “Home damn run, Steve-O,” I thought as I watched her luscious, spankable ass. Stopping her flower arranging, she itched the corner of her eye, inhaled and turned around.

Her eyes were shining. Man, I can’t remember getting such a response for dropping a few bucks on some flowers in a long, long time.

“So, I assume there’ll be no problem in getting a table?” she asked smiling.

I put my hands out in front of me, palms up, “I made him an offer he can’t refuse,” I said in a gravelly voice.

She cocked her head to the side. “The Godfather—Al Pacino, right?”

“Brando.”

“Right,” she nodded. “You like old movies too?”

“I shure do schweet heart.”

Her brows furrowed. “Who’s that?”

“Humphrey Bogart.” Seeing the look in her eyes, I asked “Ever see ‘Casablanca’?”

“No. I’ve heard about it though.”

“Or ‘The African Queen?’?”

“No. Is it any good?”

“Yeah, they both are.”

“Oh, I’ll have to check them out. I love old movies! Rocky, Taxi Driver, Cuckoo’s Nest… yeah, there’s some classics.”

She stood there for a moment. “I guess we should head over to the restaurant?” She moved to the closet and took a silk shawl from a hanger. I stepped over, draped it across her shoulders, and we headed out.


Chapter 5: ‘I’ll Be Your Wing Man’

Jess

It was a date!

We left my room chatting about old movies and really old movies. Steve-O liked movies from the ‘40’s and ‘50’s, and I liked movies from the ‘70’s and ‘80’s. He saw a lot of the 80’s flicks as a kid, but neither of us saw any of the movies from the other time periods other than online or on TV. He loved doing bits from them too. On the walkway we went back and forth ‘What did you think of X? And didn’t Y stink?’ Before we knew it, we were at the restaurant.

The head waiter looked up at us and back down at his seating chart puzzled. “I’m sorry, sir, we’re full,” he said.

“I know,” said Steve. “We have the General Manager’s table for 7:30. My name is Steve Doucet.”

The head waiter’s eyes flitted down to the list on his podium and back up. Now smiling warmly, he said “Of course, Mr. Steve. Your table is ready. Let me take you to it.” He stepped away from the podium and guided us to a table. On the way, he gave a nod to one of the waiters who brought up the rear.

Steve had taken my hand when we entered the dining room, and it felt natural. When we got to our table, the first guy stood by one of the chairs and pulled it out. I stopped for a second, and Steve again guided me to the chair. I stepped in front of it and just as I was starting to sit, the head waiter gently moved it in until it touched the back of my knees.

I looked around. It was a nice restaurant—as nice as any good one back home. While people in the buffet restaurant were as naked as possible, everyone here was dressed nicely; Steve and I weren’t out of place at all. The walls were painted burnt sienna. Large paintings with a Mediterranean motif caught the golden light that suffused the room. There were large statues of nudes and almost nudes placed around the dining room. It was busy, but not loud.

The handsome Jamaican in a white shirt and black slacks welcomed us and asked for a drink order. I wanted a beer like anything, but I didn’t want to seem… well, you know.

“Two Red Stripes please,” said Steve. “In frosted mugs.” He looked at me. “That okay with you, Jessy? I’m parched.”

“Sure.”

Don’t get me wrong—I’ve been on a few dates to nice places. I’m not some kind of hayseed, okay? I did feel a little unsure of myself though. I didn’t want to give the wrong impression. He wore a jacket after all. I’ll admit it—it was my first date where the guy not only brought me flowers, but also wore a jacket. First date that a guy ever wore a jacket.

Here’s the really weird part of our dinner. We never got around to the ‘getting to know you’ stuff. You know, what do you do for a living, where did you go to school, own or rent… all those questions that go back and forth on a first date so you can decide if it’s going to go anywhere. I can’t lie, for me, it’s like a checklist or something.

Instead, we just talked. About stuff here and now. He told me how he knew Carrie and Josh, from a previous time here, and how long he’s known Dan and Karen Baker. He’s crazy about Karen, and thinks that Dan is a straight shooter and lot of fun. In fact, during the entire evening, he didn’t say a word against anyone or anything. Even when we talked politics for all of two minutes, the hardest thing he would say about people in Washington is that he thought they all were trying to best they could.

We talked about movies a lot. It seems that when he was in college, he took a introductory course on ‘Film’ that, as he put it ‘changed movies forever’. He took the course to just fill out a requirement, and said it was the best course of all the time he was at school. When I asked him (I think you’re supposed to ask anyone who’s been to college) what was his major, he waved it off saying ‘Mostly sleeping and drinking’. Then he changed the subject.

I guess it was obvious that I didn’t even go to Junior college, and he didn’t want to spend any time on our different education levels. I hoped that was what he was doing.

When the waiter brought the menus, Steve suggested that we have their filet steak. Here’s the thing—on a first date, I always ate ‘lite’. I know I’m big, but I didn’t want to call attention to it. When Steve made the suggestion, I went right along with it. I’m glad I did because it was scrumptious.

Dinner was unhurried, and we ordered a bottle of wine with our meal. We had a second bottle with dessert, and before we knew it, we had been at the restaurant for over two hours! After dessert we each had an Irish coffee, Jamaican style, and it was perfect.

I didn’t learn a lot about Steve through the course of the dinner. I learned he lives in Colorado, and he’s single. Most of all, I learned he’s only 13 years older than me. When I told him I was 32 years old, he genuinely looked surprised.

“I had you pegged as being in your mid-twenties.” The look on his face said he really meant it.

“You look almost relieved,” I said with a laugh.

“Well… yeah.” He looked down at his wineglass. “I was worried I was cradle robbing or something.”

“I call bullshit. You were worried you’re too old for me, weren’t you?”

He looked up and rolled his tongue under his cheek. He looked me right in the eye. “Yeah,” he said.

“And now you think you got a shot with me.”

“Yeah,” and he said that softly.

Just like that, everything changed. We looked at each other for a count of… well, forever I guess. He has the most beautiful eyes, did you know that? Finally, I said “Yeah,” back at him and left it at that.

He rubbed his fingertip in the table. “Would you like to go dancing? The disco’s open.”

“Yeah.”

****

He had some pretty good moves on the dance floor, let me tell you. He didn’t move in on me right away either. We danced to a couple of faster beat songs, had some more beers, and did it again. When a slow, throbbing reggae beat started later on, he asked me if I’d like to try that song.

And everything changed again.

He didn’t maul me, he courted my body. That sounds stupid, but it’s the only thing I can think of to describe it. When we got on the dance floor, he took me in his arms this time, and there was two things that happened.

The first was that he made me feel small. He’s pretty tall—way taller than me anyway. And when he wrapped his arms around me, I felt petite. Yeah, me, petite. I nestled right into him. The music was so sensual and his rhythm to it was so good that I closed my eyes and let him guide me on the floor.

The second thing was just how right it felt. It was like we’d been dancing together for years. The slightest nudge from his body told my body where to step next. It was great.

And when his hands started to stroke my back, everything changed again. Feeling the pressure of his hands across my back, and the growing stiffness between his legs flipped a switch in me. I cuddled into him even more, grinding my pelvis into his growing manhood; telling him with my body that the feeling was mutual.

He grasped me by the back of the head and bent my face upwards. Our eyes locked again for a moment and he kissed me.

There wasn’t any hesitation on his part. His hunger for me was as soul filling as my desire for him. I opened my mouth, and when his tongue entered, I bathed it in welcome with my own. We stopped our dancing, and instead kissed in time to the music. It lasted about two or three forevers.

Breaking the kiss, he said in my ear “Let’s—”

“Your place or mine?”

“Head to the hot tub.”

I stopped and looked up at him. “Uhh… I don’t know about that.”

“Have you ever been?”

“Uhhh… no. It’s just that there are some guys I met, and they’ll be looking for me there.” A vision of Frank and his buddies flashed in my head, and I have to be honest here, it made my pussy tingle.

He smiled at me. “That sounds like it could be fun!”

Wait a damn minute. I knew where we were. And after this great date, and great dancing, and me all turned on, he thought it was okay for three guys to gang bang me?

He must have seen it in my expression, because he next said, “Tell me straight up, if I stood you up tonight, would you be going to the hot tub?”

“Well, uhhh…”

“Jessy…”

“Yeah. I would.”

“Good. Then let’s go.”

“Wait a minute. The idea of three guys fucking me, after this date, you’re okay with that?”

He laughed. He started to rub my back again. “Listen, I’m okay with your pleasure. You ever been gang banged before?”

My eyes were wide and I shook my head.

“Then I’m your wing man.” Now he took my hand. “I’d still like to be the one to take you home though.”

“Really?”

He nodded. “I think what’s happening between us is bigger than a night at the hot tub. But I think we should also let stuff like the hot tub happen too.” He looked at me. “Let that also be a part of wherever you and me go from tonight.”

“You’re not jealous?” Now I felt a little let down.

He laughed. “Not over a gang bang!” He bent his head down. “I’d be jealous though if I didn’t walk you home.”

“That’s weird.”

He kissed my forehead. “Don’t worry, we’ll figure it out.”

“But…”

“Jessy, how about I tell you something that is turning me on right now?”

“What’s that?”

“I’d love to watch you come before I make you come.”


Chapter 6: Now I’ve Seen Everything!

I held onto his arm in the walk from the disco to the hot tub. Okay, I sort of clung to his arm, nestled up beside him as we travelled down the path. My mind was reeling. This was off the charts sexy. I was on my way to be fucked by three good looking, decent guys, and I had this guy holding my hand all the way through it.

I won’t lie, there was a small part of me that wanted to get pissed off with Steve-O for being so okay with this. I mean, if he really liked me he should be jealous, right? He shouldn’t want to have me fuck other people, right? And if we were anywhere else on the planet than Hedonism, I’d be right.

But we were here. And this was the most wickedly, hedonistic thing I could ever imagine myself doing! I told Steve-O the truth when he asked me if I had been alone tonight would I have gone down to meet Frank and his buddies. To meet up with some guys so they could fuck me raw was a fantasy I’ve had for a long time. To be the center of attention of three men at the same time… to be used and to use them in return… you couldn’t get more decadent that that.

But to have a hot guy like Steve-O be my sort of guide in this, my wingman… oh God that just put this over the top.

You’re encouraged to put all of your sexual inhibitions aside when you come here. It’s called ‘Hedonism’ for a reason, right? And their motto is ‘Be Wicked For A Week’ after all. Well, let’s just see how wickedly wicked Jess can be!

As we ambled down the trail, I nestled my head into his arm. “This is the craziest thing I’ve ever done in my life, you know,” I said.

“Yeah, it’s a real head trip,” he replied. “This is one hell of a first date!” he chuckled. “Hey, Jessy, you do know that you can call anything and everything off any time, right? With no harm, no foul.” He reached across with his free arm and caressed my cheek.

I nodded. “Yeah, that was made clear a bunch of times.” I stopped walking, and he pulled up. I grabbed both his forearms. “If I really didn’t believe in that, there’s no way this would be happening.” I turned my head aside. “And there’s something more…”

“Go on, Jessy. I’m all ears.”

I bit my lower lip. “You…”

He reached out and with his hand under my chin, turned my face back towards him. “Yeah.” And gently this time, he kissed me.

I grabbed his arm. “Let’s go before I lose my nerve!”

With a laugh, he let me pull him along.

****

The nude hot tub area was in an out of the way corner of the resort. I had been there the day before when I gave Frank his blowjob, and it had a decent sized crowd. It was twice as populated when Steve and I arrived that night. There must have been thirty people there, and most of them were in one stage or another of arousal. I had never seen anything like this in my life.

As a lush Caribbean melody played through the speakers, I looked around. There were couples, threesomes, foursomes and moresomes. Some were lying on the pool apron on towels, others were on the lounge chairs, and others were standing at the bar which was still open. There were a few single guys watching the action, their cocks standing straight out.

There wasn’t any shortage of action, that was for sure. As Steve and I picked our way through, I saw a woman crouched in the hot tub, facing two men seated on the edge. She had nestled between them, and was alternating sucking on one guy’s cock, then the other. My belly warmed at the sight.

We walked over to the bar, and Steve ordered two beers. When the bartender brought them, we walked over to an area where there was a bench. He rested our drinks on it and turned to me.

“I think we’re waaay overdressed,” he said with a smile. He wasn’t kidding. The only other person I saw wearing clothes was the bartender. “Now just stand there for a second, okay Jessy?”

I nodded. He took off his clothes, laying them across each other in a pile on the bench. When he sat down to take off his pants, I stepped closer. He grinned up at me.

“Checking out the equipment?” Again, I nodded silently.

He slid his pants down and stood. His cock was flaccid, but even so, it was so thick! I stepped up and encircled it with my hand, licking my lips.

As I held him, he reached behind me and undid the zipper on the back of my dress. He watched my body as he slid the fabric off my shoulders. When my breasts were exposed, he inhaled sharply. “Very, very nice…” I let go of his manhood for a second so he could slip my dress over my hips. He released it and it puddle on the ground. I stepped back, letting go of his now swelling shaft. He bent over, and picked up my dress. He tidied all of our clothes together and walked over to a tree nearby and draped our clothing over a low hanging branch.

As soon as he returned, I reached for his package again. This time he took my wrist. “Not yet, baby. Let’s see if we can find your friends.”

He put his arm around me, and we turned, scanning the people there. In a back corner I saw them. Frank, Dave and Petey were sitting together on two lounge chairs watching us. I waved at them. Frank looked at Steve, and raised a glass to us.

“That’s them over there.”

“Good looking guys.” We headed over, with Steve’s hand stroking my ass.

The three of them stood when we arrived. I did the introductions, and Steve shook hands with each of them.

We all paused for a moment, then Steve turned to me. “Why don’t you lie down on one of these loungers, Jessy?”

I nodded, and lowered myself onto one, reclining on the raised backrest, and putting my feet up on it, bending my knees. Steve gave the guys a nod, and settled onto the side of another lounger nearby.

Frank squatted down beside me, and we began to kiss. His tongue had a bit of a salty taste to it as I stroked it with my own. He began to play with my tits, kneading them with a calloused hand. The feel of the roughened skin of his hand across my flesh, pinching my nipples made my legs shudder.

I felt another pair of hands spread my knees. I glanced over to see Dave on his knees at the end of the lounger. I opened them, he started to lick my stomach. His tongue found my navel, and he began to softly at first, then more firmly, slide it in and out of my bellybutton. I flinched a bit from the sensation, then relaxed into it.

Frank broke off the kiss and said, “I love your big titties, Jess.” He placed a palm under one and lifted it. I pushed his hand away, and took my breast in my hands. Holding it up, I said to him “Show me.” My nipple was already stiff, the pink flesh gnarled and crinkled. I held my tit up, and he covered my nipple and areole with his mouth, sucking on it. I cradled his head with my other hand, bringing him into my chest. “That’s a good boy, suck my titties nice, Frankie,” I murmured to him. Then you fuck me deep with that big cock, baby.” He moaned into my tit.

A jolt of pleasure shot up from my pussy, and my whole body quivered. I let out a gasp and looked down to see Dave paying homage to my cunt. He had just begun to lick my stiff clit, and his tongue felt dry and rough, like a cat’s. I took one hand away from Frank and began to stroke Dave’s head.

“That’s right. Just like that. Oh yeah….” My hips began to flex on their own as I felt my first orgasm build.

I clenched Frank’s head even tighter to my tit. This was incredible. I was getting my pussy ravished at the same time as my tits were being mauled by Frank’s hungry mouth.

“Just like this, guys. Just… like…” Dave pushed a finger up inside my twat, and my orgasm exploded out of me. “Like this! Oh yeah!”

I had Dave’s hair in a fist, pushing him onto my cunt as hard as I could, and my other hand had Frank’s head pressed into my chest. The orgasm flowed over me, and through me. I lay back against the lounger, panting and pushed Dave’s head away from my crotch.

“Okay, give me a second!” I panted. Dave’s head popped off my clit. I could see my juice glistening on him mouth as the shock to my nerve endings abated.

“My turn,” said Frank, pulling his mouth off my chest. He scooted down to the end of the lounge chair as Dave moved off. He rose on his knees, and his hard cock bounced up and down in the light. I could see a bead of pre-cum ooze out from the tip. He smiled at me as he put the condom on. After wrapping his rascal, he took his cock in his fist and moved up into my crotch.

I hadn’t been fucked yet since I arrived. I scootched my hips down on the lounger towards him. He grazed his knob up and down my cleft, teasing my clit with the velvet smoothness of the head.

“You want this baby?” he growled. “You want this up in your pussy?”

“Yes!” I looked to the side to where Steve was sitting. His eyes drilled into mine like a glittering blade. “Yes! Fuck me Frank!” I said, but looking at Steve. Steve smiled and pursed his lips at me at the same moment that Frank punched me in my twat with his cock. “Oh! Oh fuck!” I cried out. My hands clutched at the arms of the lounger and I pulled myself up as Frank’s cock delved into my wet, aching pussy.

With each stroke inward, he rolled his hip, grazing against my pussy walls in a different spot with each stroke. Oh shit, it felt so good to be full. His head was down, watching his manhood slide in and out. “Oh yeah, Jess, you’re so fucking tight,” he growled. Over and over, he pushed up inside me and drawing out.

I could hear moans from other guests copulating drifting through the night air, intertwining with the music from the sound system. The counterpoint to this was the soft slurping noises my own pussy was making as Frank slid in and out. He looked up past me and with a smile, said “Fill her up the rest of the way, Petey!”

I turned my head. Petey was bending over, his cock already hard, and inches from my mouth. I opened my mouth, and he slid inside. He didn’t push it too far, just enough to get the knob over my lips and onto my tongue. I sucked on it firmly as he withdrew it, and pushed it back in.

Frank and Petey must have done this before, because they established a rhythm with my body. As one of them pulled out of me, the other was pushing up inside.

Dave moved in beside Petey and squatted down. He began to play with one of my tits, and his other hand snaked down to my crotch and began to massage my clit, sending small shocks up my pelvis to my head.

We were a pulsing ménage, each of us grasping and gaining as much pleasure as we were bestowing on each other. I reached up to Petey’s cock, wrapping my fingers around it. As he stroked in and out of my mouth, I twisted my wrist along his shaft, squeezing the bottom ridge of his knob when it left my mouth.

“Oh fuck, I like THAT!” his voice a hoarse whisper.

My knees trembled as I felt the swell of a monstrous orgasm begin to build.

I began to tremble. The big ones always start in my thighs. It was a gentle but persistent hum, the same kind you get if you put the end of a 9 volt battery on your tongue. It started just behind my knees. The hum became a buzz, and rolled up my thighs to my hips.

I pulled away from Petey’s cock, and started panting. My head kept turning, watching each of them. The back of the lounger was upright enough that I could look down to my crotch and watch Frank’s beautiful organ sliding in and out of me. It glistened, slick with my pussy’s wetness. I glanced up to see him watching our joining, his eyes transfixed down between my legs.

Still stroking Petey’s tool, I turned my head back to him. He clasped my head in his hands as I tried to kiss and lick the droplets of precum oozing from the slit.

My breath was getting ragged as my orgasm began to build. The big ones for me are like a series of waves that flow over me, one building on top of the other. I was frantic to ride it out as much as I could. Frank and Dave were attending to my pussy, attacking it from the inside and outside. Having a cock at my face completed the scene.

Dave was using one hand now on my body— his other was stroking his own cock. It was fully hard, his fist gripping it tightly. He released his shaft and spat on his hand, and went back to stroking himself.

“Gonna fill your fuck hole baby!” Frank cried out. His own ass began to tremble as his orgasm began to sweep over him.

“All of it, babe! Gimme all of it!” I turned my head from Frank back up to Petey and took his cock back into my mouth.

I felt Frank’s cock expand like a bellows up inside of me when he started cumming. With a grunt that bordered on a shout, he clutched at my hips harshly, squeezing my flesh as he tried to impale himself inside me. Over and over he cried out “Now! Now! Now baaaybee!” He thrust up inside me three, maybe four times, pulling himself all the way out and plunging back in.

I was over the top wanton. “Fill me, baby! Give me all of it!” My own orgasm was now crashing over me. Each wave of delicious pleasure stronger than the one before. I wanted all of it, I wanted all of them.

I managed to keep pulling and sucking on Petey’s shaft through my first two or three climaxes. I wanted him to come with us.

He didn’t disappoint. Just as the last surge of pleasure shot through me, making my eyes tingle, Petey drew his shaft from my mouth. I was gasping and panting when he put his hand around my mouth, opening it. I stuck out my tongue as far as I could, making it broad to catch every drop just as he began to spurt. Dam that boy got spunk! A thick stream shot into my mouth, landing on the back of my tongue, followed by as second. I closed my lips over his knob, feeling another and another spurt of his jizz. I swallowed as best I could, but still felt some ooze out of the corners of my lips.

“Oh shit! Meee tooo!” said Dave, standing from my crotch to his feet. He climbed on top of me, still stroking his shaft. I gathered my tits in my hands and he started fucking my cleavage. “Oh fuck yeah!” he grunted. I looked up at him, smiling. Petey’s come that didn’t make it down my throat was dribbling on my chin.

“I want more baby,” I said. He pumped through my tits, his cock ending up against my chin. His hands covered mine, pulling on my nipples. I felt his ass rubbing against my belly when he drew back, his balls stroking my ribs when he plunged into my fleshy orbs. The sheen of sweat I had generated in the warm night and the frantic sex made them almost as slippery as my pussy.

“Here I come baby!” he snarled. I yawned my mouth open, keeping my teeth covered with my lips. His first spurt left a glistening white trail inside my cleavage, but his second left dollops of cream in my mouth. I licked my lips and the tip of his cock as he kept stroking himself, emptying himself on me, and in me.

The four of us were gathered together. Dave straddled across my chest, his feet on the deck. Frank was between my legs, still stroking my thighs, his manhood softening within me. Petey had his hands around my head, cooing at me as I still stroked his cock. We stayed like that, quietly coming down from the pinnacle of pleasure for a few moments, petting one another.

I looked over to where Steve had been perched and he was gone.

My heart sank. God damn it, if he had a problem with this, he could have said so!

“You all look like you could use a beer, and a towel!” his voice behind me kissed my ears and I smiled.

Dave stood over me, hiked his leg across and took a Red Stripe from the tray Steve was holding and took a long swig. The other two fellows also took their drinks, and Steve handed me mine with a smile.

“You were really going at it, I figure this will hit the spot, Jessy,” he said with a grin. “I think a few of your other spots were hit pretty good.”

I put my beer down and raised my arms to him. “Kiss me.”

He squatted down beside me, took me in his arms and kissed me deeply. His tongue slid all over the inside of my mouth. Pulling away, he licked a few other droplets of come from my chin, and returned to my mouth, sharing the taste on his tongue with me.

He didn’t hesitate for a second doing that, and it blew my mind. He wasn’t afraid of other guy’s spunk on me. Instead he turned what other guys would be all ‘eew!’ over into a special, tender moment.

He pulled his head back and looked in my eyes. His own eyes were dancing. Dancing! He looked so damn happy!

“Oh wow, Jess, you are awesome!” he said.

“You’re damn right Steve! She’s one in a million!” said Frank. The other guys chimed in their agreement. You would think I was some kind of rock star from how they gushed. Well… we did rock each others’ world, didn’t we?

I stroked Steve’s cheek. I was spent. “This has been one hell of a first date Steve-O.”

The three guys looked at us with their jaws hanging open.

“Wha—what?” said Frank.

“Wait a minute. You guys are on a date?” said Petey. He drained his beer and shook his head.

With an evil smile, I said “Yep. He even wore a jacket to dinner!”

“And I brought you flowers. Don’t forget the flowers—that makes it a real date,” said Steve.

Dave slapped his head. “Now… Now I’ve seen everything man.”

The three of them stared at us in wonder as we just gazed into each others’ eyes.


Chapter 7: A Discovery…

I woke up the next morning alone. I was star fished in my king sized bed when I opened my eyes. I lay on my back, wide awake—no hangover and only a little bit of regret over how the night ended.

****

After we had our moment gazing into each others’ eyes, we headed back to my room. We were both naked, Steve had our clothes draped over his shoulder, holding our shoes in one hand. In his other hand, was mine.

We walked up the pathway silently, our fingers interlaced. I like holding hands that way best, it makes you feel closer. He did it just right. His hand’s a lot bigger than mine, and sometimes guys hold hands this way and squeeze too tightly, and I feel like my fingers are going to dislocate or something. Not Steve-O; it was just right.

Him holding my hand was just what I needed too. I was still coming down from being gang banged by Frank and the boys. Steve holding my hand chased away any second thoughts I had about doing it. I had never so much as had a threesome, let alone what had just happened, so I was feeling a little skittish. To do three guys at once… that was a real head trip, right out of a porn movie.

But to have my date for the night, sitting right there watching the whole thing go down… well, that crossed over into some new kind of territory, believe me. I shook my head. When I get back home, Lori isn’t going to believe this. Hell, I could hardly believe this.

I let out a giggle.

Steve’s hand gave me a pulse squeeze. “What’s so funny?”

“This is cray- cray crazy,” now I had my hand in front of my mouth.

“What?”

I pulled up to a stop. Still holding his hand, my other hand waved in the air. “I mean… I’ve heard of putting out on the first date. Hell, I’ve put out on first dates!” I pointed back down the path from where we left the guys at the hot tub. “But this… that….” I turned back to him. “This is off the wall!”

He nodded and grinned. “Yeah, pretty far out, hunh?”

I stood on tippy toes and kissed the side of his cheek. “Yes. Talk about being wicked for a week.” He put his hand around my waist and drew me in, his chubby rubbing on my belly, and kissed me deeply.

Breaking off the kiss, he said, “Let’s get you home, Jessy.” We turned back up the path.

“Y’know, I haven’t been called ‘Jessy’ in a long, long time, Steve-O.”

He turned his head a bit. “It fits. Does it bother you?”

I let go of his hand and cuddled into his arm. “No. I like it, to tell you the truth.” We started off again.

“Good. Just so you know, it’s been quite some time since anyone called me ‘Steve-O’.”

When we arrived at my suite, I let out a bone creaking yawn. “I hope they have some Red Bull in that fridge!” I said, walking over to it.

Steve had draped his clothes over the back of a chair and was putting my dress on a hangar. “Actually, Jessy, let’s call it a night, okay?”

I stopped in my tracks and turned back to him. “What?”

He closed the closet door and came up to me, his hands palms up. “Just hear me out.” The confusion and hurt in my face must have been that obvious I guess. He put his hands on my shoulders and guided me to my bed. “This has been a wonderful night for me, Jessy. When I start to tell you the how and why that makes it so special…” he paused and licked his lips, glancing off for a second. Looking back at me as he sat me on the side of my bed, he said, “When I explain it to you, it’s going to be a looong story.”

He pulled my bed covers down and scooted me in. I was putty in his hands. I stretched down and he tucked the sheet and blanket up to my chin and sat on the edge of the bed. “I have to be up early in the morning. I have an important commitment I have to, have to fulfill.” He stroked my forehead. “So, I need to call it a night and get some sleep.” He bent down and kissed my forehead. “I think you could use a good night’s sleep too. Can I see you tomorrow when I get back?”

“It’s really that important? What is it?”

“I’ll explain it all tomorrow evening, okay?”

I tried pouting. Except I really was beat to a snot. “Well, I guess I don’t really have a choice in the matter, do I?”

“Sure you do. You can choose to accept me and be patient, or pout,” the crinkle in his eyes and that almost smirk was so damn cute. Damn him.

I put my arms around his neck and kissed him. “You’re damn lucky I’m pouting, buster. That means I don’t want you to leave.”

“Thanks, Jessy. I’ll find you tomorrow.”

And with that he was gone. He was right about me though. I fell asleep almost immediately.

****

I decided I needed a break. I only arrived the day before yesterday, and I had more sex than I did in the last six months! With more people! That morning I was going to go on some sort of cultural tour or something. I didn’t want to go on a party boat, I didn’t want to go to the cliff diving bar and grill, I wanted to see something more of the culture, how the regular people live or something. Maybe there was a market in Negril I could go to?

After breakfast, I went to the lobby to see if they could help me out. I stopped dead in my tracks. Steve-O was there. He was on a landline phone on the desk and didn’t see me, so I peeled off and circled around. I’d come up behind him and surprise him.

I was behind one of those big potted palm trees they had in an alcove at the edge of the lobby, just ready to pounce when I overheard what he was saying on the phone.

“Now look, we had a deal, and I can’t go to my people empty handed again dammit! Do you have any idea, any idea at all what the Princess can be like? Trust me, you do not cross her!”

There was a pause as the person on the other head yammered something.

“I don’t care! I’ve been waiting for you for two hours already! Were you able to get everything?” He was pissed off. I stepped deeper into the alcove. Who the hell is this Princess?

“Oh maaan. How much got stolen?” Another pause. “All of it! Dammit, there was over a hundred kees, Martin! You lost a hundred kilos?”

Kees? Kilos? As in kilograms? What the hell?

“Okay, we’ll deal with that. We still have all the barbies, right?”

Oh shit. I don’t think he’s talking about something on the grill. I leaned in further to hear him better.

“Now look—you got ripped off of a hundred kees, you’re going to have to explain that to the Princess. I’m not taking the responsibility. I think she’ll be patient as long as the barbies all show up. You can buy some time.” Now he was holding one hand up like he was begging. “Please, please please tell me though, you got all the ice you were supposed to?” He listened for a second and let out a deep breath. “Thank God, Martin. Okay. If we show up with the barbies and all the ice, we’ll have to track down those missing kees one way or another.”

My head was reeling. Kees? Ice and barbies? I’d seen enough TV shows to know that there was some sort of major drug deal going down. Steve-O, mister understanding and nice guy was arranging some sort of transfer of cocaine, amphetamines and barbiturates.

I looked around the rest of the lobby. There were a couple of people behind the desk Steve was standing at. One, a man in a shirt and tie was leaning over the desk where Steve was on the phone, his face a picture of sympathy. Other guests were passing through the lobby, and barely glancing at Steve as he was on the phone. Was this place some kind of hub or something? I better get out of here. I eased back out of the alcove, watching Steve.

And backed right into a waiter carrying a tray of silverware, knocking it right out of his hands. And onto the floor. Not quietly at all.

To Be Continued…
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Overboard is a sweet and smexy romance about a couple who almost lost it all, and through a series of events take a second chance. Except Mr. and Mrs. Middle America find themselves on a Swingers Cruise by mistake! It’s laugh out loud funny, and pretty sensuous. It’s selling at Amazon for $2.99, and I’d like to send it to you for free!
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Swingers Secrets is a hot erotic tale. I’ve just completed the third part and will be selling the box set for $3.99 on Amazon, but I’d like to send you a copy as a thank you and welcome to the Readers Club!
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Banging In The New Year- Swingers O Zone Bash! Continues the story of Josh and Carrie of my Swingers Club series. New Year’s Eve is approaching, and together with friends go to Canada of all places to celebrate at the O Zone couples club in Toronto! It’s a hot, funny tale based on an actual club in Toronto!
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