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About This Book:

Jess Adams is jealous of her best friend Lori.

Lori came back from her week at Hedonism a changed woman. She didn’t lose a darn pound, instead she fell in love. With herself. Which is fine and dandy—she already has a hunky husband who adores his full figured wife.

Jess is single. If Hedo worked so well for a married mother of two like Lori, it ought to work out for her right? After all, Jess has a wicked reputation at home, the hook up queen. She’s got lusty appetites, and isn’t afraid to indulge them, even if it she has a habit of always picking the wrong guy. Which is too bad… Jess has a lot to offer the right guy.

She should be able to hook up at Hedo with no problem! She’s never been on a Caribbean vacation! Not surprising for a woman who barely got through high school and works at a diner. What the heck, it’s only money. Everyone has the right to go a little crazy, to be wicked for a week is irresistible.

Who knows what can happen?

These next four episodes explore Jess’ shenanigans at the world’s most exciting clothing optional resort!

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 As If…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No food for me, just another drink.” I hand her my empty glass. “We’ll let you know when we’re ready to order, hon.” I smile brightly, and she leaves.

Lori’s busy scanning the menu. Damn—she looks hotter now than she did before she left, and it sure wasn’t any weight loss. Even her make-up is different, a little more eye-shadow and mascara than she normally wore, more my style, but subtle. Of the three of us, with her blonde hair and deep blue eyes, she’d always been the prettiest. But now she was downright beautiful.

“As you were about to say, Lori? Before we were interrupted?”

She looks up at us and closes the menu. “Well…” The three of us all lean into the table, and Lori starts chewing on her lip.

“C’mon, tell us. So no juicy details of what Hedonism was like? Did you go to the nude beach?” I glanced at Marcie for back-up. She couldn’t fool me, sitting so prim and proper. Her dark eyes were flashing from me to Lori, like a hawk that has spotted a field mouse.

Lori nodded. “Okay. It took a few days to get up the nerve but, yes, I went totally nude. I can’t tell you how exhilarating it felt— the sun and water on my skin, the freedom.”

My jaw dropped. When Lori took her kids to the lake, she usually wore a T shirt and shorts, not even a bathing suit. For her to go nude at a resort with a bunch of strangers was so totally out there, and she had liked it? I’ve got a reputation for being the ballsy one, but I wasn’t sure that I could do that, expose my ass to the world. Too big a risk of blotting out the sun.

“And Keith? What did he do?” I liked Keith but was never sure that the feeling was mutual. Sometimes he looked at me like I was some weird science project, especially when I talked about men and my love life.

“Yeah, he went nude as well.” There was a small smile on Lori’s face and she looked to the side.

Marcie edged closer, her mouth almost as wide as her eyes. “But what about this swinger thing? Did you— ”

“Fuck other men?” I had to ask.

Lori’s voice was a whisper when she answered. “It’s hard to explain. Neither of us had any intention of doing that but… It’s the atmosphere there, so sensual and erotic. And the people…there’re everyday people. Sure, there’s some that are porn star hot but most are just normal people.”

“Lori, you’re dancing around the question…” I sat back when Suzie placed the vodka tonic in front of me. She stood there with her order pad out, tapping it. I looked up at her. “I said we’ll let you know Suzie.” She rolled her eyes and flounced off.

I had heard through the grapevine months ago how she had referred to us as ‘The Three Little Pigs’ to the kitchen staff. Servers gossip, and I was told that nugget at the diner I work at during a day shift. I never told the girls about it—why dump another shot of pain that all three of us have had to deal with all our lives? Besides, Lori and Marcie think Suzie’s good at her job.

“God, she comes over right at the juicy parts!” I said with a snort and took a long swallow of my drink. I sat back in my seat and drummed my fingernails on the table. Of all the people in the world to go nude and have sex with anyone other than her husband, my self-conscious friend, Lori would be the last person I’d ever have dreamed would do that.

“Now, about the sex Lori.” I was getting a little frustrated and let it show in my tone. She really does want to tell us all about it anyway.

Lori stared into her glass. Oh shit, she’s blushing! “At first we just had sex with each other in the hot tub area. Keith was actually insecure about any other man touching me. Imagine, jealous over me. After a couple nights of that, we were relaxed and comfortable enough to try it. Let me tell you, there were lots of men who wanted to get next to me.” She looked up and her blue eyes were sparkling above her wide smile.

“And you both did this? Weren’t YOU jealous seeing him with another woman? I couldn’t handle that.” Marcie shook her head but her eyes never left Lori’s face.

I shushed Marcie with a wave of my hand. “Never mind that, they worked it out. I want to hear more about the men who wanted to be with a big beautiful woman.”

“You mean fat” said Marcie. I shot her a look.

“Curvy,” said Lori. We both looked back at her. “Or full figured. I was called voluptuous, too, and not just by Keith.” She smiled at a memory. “One afternoon, a bunch of us were sitting around and we tried to come up with as many euphemisms for being overweight as we could.” Her eyes shot open wide. “Then we moved onto dirty talk.”

“Dirty talk?”

She nodded. “Yeah. We tried to come up with words to describe…” She paused and looked at me in the eye. “To describe a girl like you.”

“Oh. You mean ‘slut’, right?”

“No!” Lori reached across the table and held my hand. “That’s exactly what we didn’t mean! We were coming up with words that were as… I don’t know… as complimentary to a woman who’s got a high sex drive as we have for men.” Her fingers clutched at my hand.

Yeah, I’ve always had a high sex drive. God knows I paid the price for it. Except with these two. They know I can have the morals of an alley cat, but they never held it against me, nor judged me in any way for it other than to worry about safe sex.

“Isn’t it unfair, that a guy who gets laid is a ‘stud’ or a ‘player’, but a girl’s a whore and slut?” she said.

Yeah, that argument. Heard it and made it myself a million times. I shrugged.

“So at the resort we were coming up with different terms that aren’t as pejorative.” She giggled. “We came up with ‘shameless’— ”

I shrugged. “Not much of an improvement.”

She nodded. “Then we came up with ‘debauched’.”

I rolled my eyes.

“Sex Kitten?”

Hmm… “I like that one.”

“But then, the two best came up.”

“Oh?”

“Wanton and wicked.” She gripped my hand even tighter. “And I thought of you. I like you being ‘wanton’. And the motto of Hedonism is ‘Be Wicked For A Week’.”

I held her hand. No wonder I love her so much.

She sat back and started to giggle. “By that time, we all had more than a few drinks and it deteriorated into a real grope fest!”

“Sounds like a wickedly wanton afternoon,” smirked Marcie. We all laughed.

“Maybe I’ll go with Colin.” I noticed the momentary dark look that passed over Lori’s face at my mention of Colin. Neither of my friends liked him very much. So what? They didn’t sleep with him, did they?

“Jess! If you went with Colin, you’d never see him all week and you know it. He only calls you when he’s hard up. If there’re women around, like in that resort, he’d probably fuck himself to death. On second thought…” Marcie laughed and exchanged a look with Lori.

“Maybe that’d be fine if the men were lined up to get with me. “ I drained my vodka and signaled for a refill.

“You’re such a slut.” Marcie laughed again.

I donned my usual smart ass mask when I looked into her laughing eyes. “Hon, variety is the spice of life you know. And you wish you were me, instead of climbing into bed with the same old, same old.”

“Whatever…” Marcie fluttered her hands at me. “Ryan may not be perfect, but he’s home every night.” She looked up at me. “When was the last time you saw Colin by the way?”

Ouch. “Just yesterday,” More like a week from yesterday. He did say he’d be along tonight. He’s due for a booty call anyway. The football season’s been over for a month, and his membership in God of War expired last week, so he’ll be a little bored. I hope. “And he’s stopping by later this evening, so I got to scoot.” I stood, threw on my coat and grabbed my purse.

“To each their own,” said Lori. “You good for next week?”

I looked around the restaurant. It was starting to fill, but I had some things to do, and it was a school night for both of them—well, their kids anyway, and I had work in the morning too. “Sure, same time, same station.” I looked to both of them. “Hey, let me get the check, you guys leave the tip, okay?”

They both looked at me with blank expressions. I’ve been wanting to start doing this for what felt like forever, but it had only been a few months. I came up with another fib. “I do a shift here every now and then, and I can get the employee discount. Don’t worry—you two aren’t worth paying full price for.”

“You sure, Jess?” asked Marcie.

“Hey, I don’t have kids at home, and it’s been a great week tip wise for me.” The fibs just get easier and easier. I’ll come clean with them when I have it figured out.

“Well, thanks! I’ll be able to take in a movie tomorrow!” Marcie enjoyed the movies almost as much as me.

“No big deal.” I waved goodbye, and stopped at the bar. I settled up and left exactly 15% for that bitch Suzie. It would be a good night for her when she added in the five bucks each Lori and Marcie will leave on the table. I had a couple too many (unlike my girlfriends) and so called a cab. Another splurge.

Yeah. As if.


Chapter 2: I Got A Secret…

The taxi pulled up to a three story house, where I rented the basement apartment. It wasn’t much but it was the place I called home for years and least for a little while longer. When I rented it, I had been on cloud nine. On my waitress pay, it had been affordable and it was my space that I could decorate any way I wanted. I’d moved in like a refugee, finally free from Dad and Billy. They’d never been invited here and that was the way I liked it.

I handed the cab driver the fare along with my now standard tip. It’s so cool watching cabbies’ faces light up when they see the extra fifty dollar bill.

“Lady, this isn’t a five,” he said, holding it up. Rather than just stick it in his pocket, he wanted to make sure I wasn’t making a costly mistake. Cab drivers have such a shitty reputation—even though every time I do this, they always point it out.

“Yeah, I know. It’s a fifty.”

“What, you hit the lottery or something?”

“Nahh, I just had a good night myself.”

“Well, thanks for sharing the wealth!”

I gave him a short wave and got out. I know how front line workers like him and me depend on tips and the kindness of strangers. It’s been great making people’s nights like his for the last couple months. No way I’d let word get out about Powerball. People would be camped on my doorstep.

****

It was the Powerball draw three months earlier. It had been tough keeping my mouth shut about it though. Hell, I didn’t even know I had won for four days after the draw. I had the ticket on my fridge, right next to the pics of my three kids, but didn’t look at it until I saw on the news that the winning ticket had been sold in Black Rapids. At the store I always bought them in.

That night the newscaster was droning on about how someone in our city was worth $22,000,000 and I went over and looked at the ticket. Yeah, right, I thought.

When I got to the fridge I glanced at the pictures of my three kids and gave a thought as to how their lives could change with a windfall like that. They had been ‘my kids’ since I turned 25. They cost me $300 a month, and I hear from them twice a year, and at Christmas.

****

For some stupid reason, turning 25 was tough. It was a lot harder than when I turned 30, go figure. Anyway, on my 25th birthday I was pretty out of sorts. No husband, no boyfriend even—just a couple of booty calls when I needed one (or those guys did). I had been stuck in a basement apartment for seven years, and I really didn’t have a lot to show for my life at that point. I didn’t have a degree, I didn’t have a ‘good’ job, and I was still single with nobody on the horizon.

Lori was pregnant with her second child, and that kind of bugged me. Marcie’s wedding was in a couple of weeks. It was my birthday an neither of them called. Sure, they felt terrible about it later, but that night of my birthday, all alone in my apartment was pretty crummy.

I was drinking vodka straight out of the bottle and channel surfing when I came across a commercial for one of those World Vision, Save the Children kind of things. Looking at those pictures and videos of the devastating poverty these kids lived in slapped me right out of my self-pity, let me tell you. Here I was, sitting on my couch, in my apartment. I had my own car parked out front, plenty to eat, and snug as a bug.

Those kids were living in shacks and didn’t even have shoes.

I did some research on the web and found an organization that had a great reputation. I sponsored Juliana that night, and added David on my next birthday, and finally Katarina the year I turned 27.

****

They’re doing really well. Juliana’s still in school, she hopes to go to college or whatever they call it in Chile. David and Katerina are still pretty young, ten and eleven now.

For the last three months I’ve been toying with the idea of just which university Juliana can get admitted into. She doesn’t realize it yet, but she’ll be able to go anywhere in the world she wants to. None of my foster kids know yet just how wonderful their lives are going to become.

That’s right. I’m a multi millionaire. I got the money in the bank, and what it earns in a day just in interest is more than I make in a month working at Henry’s Diner. A. Month.

When I realized I had the winning ticket I was terrified. Terrified that somehow I was going to lose that scrap of paper, terrified that I was going to be home invaded or something.

Absolutely scared shitless that my father and brother would find out.

Thank God Ohio has a law that lottery winners can choose to remain anonymous.

I called in sick for a week and texted Lori and Marcie that I was going out of town with some guy for a few days. I just needed to get out of Black Rapids and let it sink in.

First thing I did was go to Akron to get my ticket validated and do all the prize claiming stuff. I was smart enough to open a checking/savings account in Akron—no way I was going to let anyone back home know about it.

I then went to Chicago, found a huge assed bank and had all the money transferred there for safekeeping. I now have a ‘Special Account Manager’ at Federated Bank. The guy’s ancient, and my $22 million is chicken feed compared to his other clients. Mr. Donahue puts 1/3 of my interest into my home based checking account every month. I’m going to have to tell him to stop though. Shit, I got over a hundred thousand dollars in it now, and it goes up by over a thirty thousand each month!

The only, and I mean O N L Y thing I’ve done up till now was replace my car. I replaced my twenty year old Chevy Cavalier, rust and all with a five year old Chrysler Sebring. I paid cash for it, but told everyone that I had a loan on it.

Other than that, I’ve just been living my life as close to normal as I can. I want to give myself six months to a year to figure everything out, and then I’ll make the changes. I read up on how people can self destruct when they come into this sort of money, and that’s the last thing I want. Shit, I could live rich just on the interest.

I have been looking at financial stuff online a lot though. It really isn’t all that hard to figure out. But for right now, I’m going to try to stay as normal as ever.

Except now…

I nuked a TV dinner, and booted up my laptop. I poured a stiff vodka tonic. The icy vodka burned an icy path down my throat, the ice cubes kissing my lips. Lori had come back from her vacation a new woman AND she’d had lots of sex.

Lori didn’t have a clue the kind of seed she planted when she told us about her vacay. I went right to the website for Hedonism II. When the page loaded, I clicked on the photos tab only to find a lot of slender, fit bodies laughing and having a great time as expected.

I did a Google search for other pictures. From real people, not models. I found a bunch of companies that sold packages, and began to browse their guest pictures. My eyes opened wider and I leaned closer to check out the people on the beach, at the pool and in the bars. Sure some of them looked like cheerleaders but there were normal looking people as well. The resort looked fresh; newly renovated and there were lots of theme parties. It could be fun, why not? After all, Lori had a great time, and I’m in better shape than she is. Maybe not by much, but …

And what the hell, going down there and being a Sex Kitten for a week could be just what the doctor ordered. A little R&R after the last few months.

I fished my American Express Black card from my purse and clicked on the bookings tab. Mr. Donahue at Federated Bank had gotten it for me three months ago…

****

He told me that flashing this card—a black titanium charge card—would make a lot of people sit up and take notice. It told the world I was filthy rich, and would get me top notch service anywhere.

“Some credit card,” I told him when he slid it across the desk in his magnificent office.

“Ms. Adams, it’s not a credit card. The bill must be paid within thirty days of receipt.”

“Oh? Or what? They call you or something?”

He shook his head, smiling. “No… it’s simply a matter of just the way it’s done. You must realize that it’s also my reputation at stake here. These are sent out on an invitation only basis. It’s a very, very exclusive account.” He sat back in his chair. “Perhaps, with your permission, we could have the bills sent here, to my attention, and I’ll ensure they’re paid on time.”

“Seems like a big deal over a credit card, Mr. Donahue.”

He grimaced again. “Charge card.”

I laughed. “I’m just messing with you, Mr. D., we both know I’m in way over my head.”

He sat straight up in his chair and looked across at me, placing both his hands on his desktop palms down. I noticed that his nails were perfect. Looking up at him, his silver hair also perfect, but his brown eyes almost sorrowful. He looked worried. About me?

He spoke softly. “You’re swimming in very deep, and very dangerous waters Ms. Adams.” From the moment we had been introduced, it was all ‘Ms.’ this and ‘Mr.’ that. “Sudden wealth is a traumatic change. So far, you’re handling it well, but yes, I am concerned for you.”

“I can handle it.”

“Ms. Adams, from what I have learned about you today, I know that you’re an intelligent young woman.” Young woman. Man, this guy’s ancient. I’m thirty two! “And I know that from what you’ve told me about the three children you’re sponsoring, that you have a kind heart. I’m very concerned that the wrong people will take advantage of your kindness.”

The man was serious. He wouldn’t let me leave the office without promising—he made me cross my heart! I had to promise him that if I spent more than $25,000 at one time I would call him first.

“Day or night, no matter what,” he said.

The man was looking out for me more than my own father ever had.

****

I held the credit card (‘Charge card, Ms. Adams!’) in my hand and said out loud, “Time to break you in, buddy.”

I booked the trip just for me. Top of the line accommodations. I was then directed to another website where I booked a flight.

On second thought, maybe I would take Colin with me. I could give him some song and dance about hitting the lottery for a few thousand, and he’d never be the wiser. Well, if he shows up tonight, I’ll see how he feels about it. His last text did say he intended to ‘stop over’ tonight.

Looking at the time, I saw that it getting pretty late. Colin was usually here by now. Damn, after looking at the pics on the web at Hedonism, I was all warmed up. The hell with it. There were still ice cubes in the drained glass when I set it on the coffee table and rose to my feet. I turned off the light and went into my bedroom to pull the comforter back on the king sized bed. The bed had been my one luxury that was brand new when I moved in. Growing up, I had felt like an Egyptian mummy wrapped in the covers of my twin bed, confined and alone in my tomb of a bedroom.

I slipped the tight hooker red sweater over my head and tossed it on my dresser. Next, my fingers pulled the snaps of my skirt and pushed it past my hips. Standing in my lacy black bra and panties, the soft ivory flesh of my thighs above the dark stay-up stockings, I frowned. This voluptuous hot woman had been dressed in her sexiest underwear for you, Colin and you lose. What’s more, if you’d showed up tonight, I probably would have taken you to on a Caribbean sex vacation. You blew it buster.

My panties, bra and stockings ended up in a heap on the floor and I opened my night stand. Scooping the vibrator in my hand I crawled into bed and closed my eyes. No, I would not think of Colin when I did this, even though of all the guys I’d been with, he had the biggest cock and he knew how to use it.

Oh what the hell, I’d treat him like a piece of meat—the way he treated me.

I turned the vibrator on and slid it over my soft tummy to the flesh of my mons, teasing the lips of my pussy the way he did with his fingers. My legs parted and I pressed the buzzing tip against my clit. Oh God, jolts of pleasure shot through my stomach and my pussy became damp. It was his thick cock against me, dipping down to glaze itself with my slippery wetness, rolling upward through the furrow to my clit again.

This was how he liked to tease me—get me hot with his tongue or fingers on my clit, making me beg for his cock to fuck me. I pinched the nipple of my breast, hard; the way he did, and arched my back wanting more.

Oh God, the intensity of the vibration on my clit made me writhe and spread my legs wide. I was more than ready for a hot cock. I could see him in my mind’s eye, thick, pre-cum oozing from the head of his shaft. The vibrator in my hand was his cock, sliding between my folds to my opening.

I paused when my cell phone went off. It was the ring tone I’d selected for Colin’s call and texts. Great timing. What was he, telepathic or something? Maybe he was on his way over. I placed the vibrator on the bed and raced to the living room to grab the phone.

It was a text:

Jess, I need yr help. I’m in jail for assault and I need U to post bail. Can U call the bondsman?

My eyes squinted at the message and I pressed my lips together. Of all the nerve! He gets into a fight—probably a bar fight over something stupid— and now he expects me to bail him out. Again. I had posted bail for him six months ago—when I really couldn’t afford it. Even so, when I’d done it the last time he’d been all lovey dovey and had stayed around for a few days. The phone rang once more.

Please baby. I need you. I promise I’ll make it up to you. You’re all I got. I love U…

I slumped down into the sofa, staring at the lit screen in my hand. ‘You’re all I got’ was the only true thing he’d said. If he loved me, he wouldn’t treat me like this. As for paying me back, that was a joke. He still owed me three hundred from the last time!

“Fuck!” I shook my head and stood up wondering who was the bigger asshole—him, because that’s the way he rolls, or me, because of what I was about to do. Mr. Donohue had said I was soft hearted. Soft headed is more like it. I turned on the light and sat down once more to scroll through contacts to find the Bondsman’s number. The last time, they got Colin out pretty quick. He’d be here in about an hour or so.

Ten minutes later, the call made, I poured a bath, slathering the warm water with jasmine lotion. As I inhaled the floral scent, idly watching the bubbles climb higher in the tub. I stepped into the water and lay back, closing my eyes.

Yes, he’d be here in an hour. It was always him coming over here, because he still lived with his parents! At thirty four! Yes, there had been some good times; he could make me laugh so hard I would almost pee. And the sex was always, always great. For both of us. But the bad times, like tonight for instance, outnumbered the good ones.

It wasn’t that he beat me—the last time a man hit me was my father when I was 16. Colin never gave enough of a damn about anything I ever said or did to get that pissed off at me. I sat up in the tub. It just dawned on me.

He gave enough of a damn about something. Enough to get thrown in jail over it. Sure, maybe it was just some drunken argument. But he never got worked up disagreeing with me. He never got worked up over me at all. Except for the sex.

I cry easily. I never cry in front of other people. But when I’m alone, and I’m sad, I cry. When I was a teenager, I looked at myself in the mirror when I was all upset over some high school drama or other and wanted to see how I looked when I was crying. I look stupid when I do. My forehead gets all wrinkled and my nose gets dark red. When I cry I look like some sort of clown monster or something.

It dawned on me that Colin really didn’t care a damn bit about me. And I realized that I didn’t care all that much about him. I wanted to care, but really I didn’t. Tonight was going to be our last time together. I needed to move on.

And I softly cried in the tub.


Chapter 3: The Cow

I rubbed the tears from my cheeks and took a deep breath before running the soapy sea sponge over my arms and body. The sex tonight would be hot but bittersweet. And he wouldn’t even know.

Enough of this shit. If this was the last time we fucked, then it was going to be mind blowing. I stood up and wrapped a fluffy towel around my body, tucking the ends in at my breasts. My hips and thighs might be a bit fleshy but no one ever complained about the double D boobs. No, Colin and all the other guys liked to nuzzle into the girls.

I sprayed some cologne on my arms and neck and put my red satin bathrobe on, to wait for him in the living room. Strange, even when I’d hoped for more with him, I’d never given him keys to my apartment. Part of me must have always known that it wouldn’t work out.

A half hour later, the buzzer for the front door of the building startled me. I walked quietly through the hallway and when I opened the door, his familiar lopsided grin was before me.

“Hi Jess.” His strong arms enfolded me and his lips were on mine before I could even answer. God, he was a good kisser. My knees went weak and a jolt of pleasure shot to my pussy, when his tongue sought mine.

Sure, it was ‘just a kiss’. Sure, I knew where we were going to end up. Even so, Colin’s a great kisser. And I love being kissed well. Yes, he always closes his eyes; yes I’ve peeked. But it’s more than that. When he kisses me, and I don’t know how the hell he does it, I feel in my body and my heart that I’m the center of his universe.

Damn him. Why did he have to be so good at this?

He pulled back and his dark eyes, smiling looked into mine. “Thanks Baby. I knew I could count on you. Got a drink for your man?” There was dark stubble on his sculpted jaw and an unruly lock of hair drifted over one eyebrow. My breath hitched in my throat at how strong and sexy he looked in that moment. At six feet one, he towered over me by five inches. I’m a big girl in more ways than one. His height over my own 5’8” made me feel smaller.

“Sure. Come in and tell me what happened.” I stepped away and walked down the stairs to my apartment, feeling his eyes on my body.

I went to the fridge and got a beer for him, while he watched me, giving me his warmest smile.

“Can we talk about that later?” His fingers coiled around my wrist when I handed the beer to him. “Right now, I need you.” He pulled me after him, leading me to the bedroom.

I knew I shouldn’t let him get to me this way, turning to jello following his broad back and tight firm ass, but I couldn’t help it. I’ve always been a sucker for confident, strong men taking control.

I slipped the robe off and stood longing for him, while his eyes roaming over my body made me feel naked to the core. His fingers slowly unbuttoned his shirt, letting it hang open to expose his muscular chest covered by dark hair, while he unbuckled the belt of his jeans.

My eyes were riveted to the crotch of his pants, to the thick bulge that he pushed the jeans over. Oh my God, it popped from its cotton prison, hanging thick beside his naked thigh. In a flash his shirt was off and he pulled the coverlet back.

“What’s this?” He chuckled and smirked at me.

“It’s more dependable than you.” I stepped forward and placed my hand on his hard shaft. “Even if it isn’t as big.”

I slipped past him and sat on the edge of the bed, still holding and rubbing his cock while I looked up into his eyes.

“Suck it. No one sucks cock like you do Jess.”

I leaned forward and swirled my tongue over the large knob, even though the obvious comparison with other women hurt. He tasted salty and a manly musk filled my nostrils as my mouth opened to take him in. His fingers threaded through my dark hair, urging my mouth towards him, to take him deeper. I cupped his tight balls in my palm while my other hand stroked the base of his shaft. I love giving head, always have. My mouth and hands being the source of his pleasure, and feeling him stiffen as I do is a turn on in its own right.

“Fuck that’s good Baby.” His hips thrust forward, shoving his cock deeper, while his hand held my head in place. “That’s it. All of it. Take it.”

I lifted my hands and pushed at his stomach and thighs while pulling my head back, fighting the gag reaction. He was doing this too fast, almost choking me. “Slow down,” I said, clasping at his hips. He did and stroked into my mouth.

I held my hand at the base of his shaft as he slid in and out of me. His slight gasp was accompanied by a taste of pre-cum on my tongue. Satisfied, I gave him a squeeze with my hand and took my head away.

I pushed him away and eased back on the bed and spread my legs. “Your turn.” Going down on me was something he rarely did, but tonight I wasn’t letting him off the hook.

There was just a nano second when the expression on his face changed—a flash of anger?—before he dropped to his knees on the floor. His hand snaked past my body and when it returned to my crotch, the vibrator was in it.

His fingers parted the folds of my pussy and placed the vibrator at my opening, just pressing the tip of it inside. God, my clit was a hard nub, throbbing for the touch of his tongue. His thumb grazed over it back and forth sending hot lust through my body. I needed more. He blew softly on my clit and continued stroking it, rolling into in circles until I could have screamed. My hips thrust upward and still he teased me with his fingers.

My breath was ragged and fast. “Lick me, fuck me, do anything to me! I need it!” My hand fisted his dark silken hair.

“Ahhh…” His mouth and tongue was on my clit and the vibrator was pushed, hard into my cunt. “Oh God, don’t stop…fuck me hard.” Deep muscles inside me clutched the vibrator in a vise-like grip as the first wave of lust and pleasure rolled through me. He sucked my clit into his mouth and licked it quickly with his tongue, on and on while he pumped me.

He sat back on his haunches, fisting his cock. “You ready?” he said.

I reached into the drawer of my night table and passed him a condom. Again that flash on his face. Sure I was on the pill, but he wasn’t entirely mine, and we had made that agreement at the very start. He slipped it on expertly.

He was on top of me in a moment pumping his hard hot cock into me, his balls slapping the cheeks of my ass. My legs gripped his waist while my fingernails raked his back, lost in wave after wave of pleasure, craving more.

Call me a slut all you want, fucking is bliss. The naked desire radiating from Colin was for me. For. Me. There’s nothing in this world, nothing in this universe that comes close to this. The irony that he’s chasing his own pleasure, his own release, isn’t lost on me; I’m not a moron. But it’s me that he’s up inside. It’s me that is the source of his building ecstasy.

And it’s him that’s the source of mine.

His words were guttural grunts as his cock battered deep into me, fast and furious like a jackhammer. Oh God, another wave of pleasure shot through me, causing my legs to tremble, clinging to him.

That moment—that explosion of release that lasts forever—oh God how I love it! I wasn’t thinking, I was so lost in it as the wave passed over.

As if I threw a switch in him with my climax, his body stiffened, his cock buried to the hilt, becoming even thicker as he came. As he did, he clutched at me, grabbing onto me as he emptied himself.

A few more jerks forward and he was finished.

“Wow. That was hot Baby. If you want anymore, I’m afraid you’ll have to use your vibrator.” His face was above mine, smiling down. “I’ve got to take a shower.” I could feel his arm muscles flex and his cock slid out, glistening with my own juices.

The bliss evaporated, just like that. Just like every other time.

“Help yourself.” I watched him walk to the bathroom and close the door. No surprise there. He wasn’t one for affectionate pillow talk.

I sat up when I heard a cell phone buzz. Mine was still in the living room so it had to be Colin’s. I fished it from his shirt pocket and was about to bring it into the bathroom when I saw it was a text message.

Did the cow get your bail? When are you getting here?

My eyes flashed to the top of the screen to see that someone named Ivy had sent it. I walked back to the bed and sat down before my finger scrolled the screen to other texts. My heart pounding hard in my body felt like it had dropped to my stomach as I read.

This was the woman he had gotten into a bar fight over and been arrested. He had texted her and assured her that ‘the cow’ would come through. Well, he had serviced the cow and was now free to go to her. Fucking asshole.

If I’d had any second thoughts or regrets about my realization, that sure put ice water on that. He was actually whistling in MY shower.

I threw the phone down and stomped out to the kitchen. I turned the cold water tap on and let it run while I grabbed a pot from the drawer in the stove. Shaking my head I scowled at the icy water filling the large pot. February in Black Rapids made for some very cold water coming out of a tap.

When it was done, I turned the tap off and strode through the living room, not caring about the water sloshing onto the hardwood floor. I wouldn’t be living here much longer anyway. The shower was still running when I walked into the steamy bathroom and tore the shower curtain back and dumped the water on him.

He let out a scream like a six year old girl.

The look of shock and awe on his face when I threw the water at him was almost funny. I might have laughed if I wasn’t so pissed off and hurt.

“Get out, NOW!”

“What the fuck? Why’d you do that, you fucking—“

“The police are on the way. I cancelled my bail payment, asshole. Maybe Ivy will make bail for you!” My words hissed through clenched teeth as I held the heavy pot up, ready to hit him.

“You fucking bitch!” He screamed at me and raced out of the room. I watched him throw his shirt on and shimmy his wet legs into his jeans. He picked up his coat and started for the door.

We both jumped at a loud pounding at my apartment door. Colin scurried to the window in my bedroom. The asshole actually thought it was the police! He pushed the curtain back and opened the window, letting frosty winter air and snow fall in.

His hands gripped the sides of the window frame and he jumped up, pulling his body and legs through the opening. The last thing I saw of him was his bare feet before I answered my apartment door.

“Are you okay Jess?” I heard a man’s voice shouting. Dark eyes in the swarthy face of my landlord appeared in front of my head peeking around the edge of the door.

“I’m fine. It was just the TV turned on too loud. Sorry about that. I’ll dial it back” I closed the door and turned around only to see Colin’s black, leather cowboy boots. I bet he missed them right now. I tossed them out of my bedroom window. With a laugh, I turned off the light and went to bed.


Chapter 4: A Mistress?

The day before I left for Hedonism II I called Lori at work and asked her to meet me for coffee after Keith got home from work.

“I can’t, it’s his monthly poker night with the guys. How about you come over after the kids are in bed?”

“Okay, I’ll bring the wine.”

She was silent on the phone for a second. “Wine? Is everything okay?”

I giggled. “Yeah, everything’s great, Lori. I’ll fill you in when I get there.”

That evening I pulled into her driveway. She and Keith lived in a townhouse that was built about thirty years ago. It was a nice starter home, but the neighborhood was starting to slide. A lot of the other houses in the development were now being rented out, and so the front yards weren’t nearly as pretty as hers. When you rent, you really don’t spend any money prettying up the outside. She had nice enough neighbors on either side—rental or not, everyone in the sub division was a working stiff. They just wanted to raise their munchkins and live their lives.

Lori had said she wanted to move into a bigger place, one with a bigger back yard and more space between her and her neighbors. She was finding the teenagers next door were getting into playing their music way too loud, too late at night. But with her kids now in elementary school, they were putting a chunk away each month for their college funds and so that wasn’t in the cards.

I smiled to myself. Mr. Donahue was going to be getting in touch with her next month about an ‘anonymous donor’ who had set up trust funds for educational purposes for them. Standing at the front door, I noticed that Keith was going to have to put a coat of paint on it before they put it up for sale. Feeling like an undercover Fairy Godmother I rang the bell.

Lori opened the door in no time flat. Her eyes went wide when I held up the two bottles of Champagne. Real Champagne from France, not the ‘sparkling wine’ knockoffs from every place else.

“Special occasion?” she asked, taking the bottles as I stepped in and hung up my coat and took off my boots. “Hey, this stuff’s expensive, Jess! Dom Perignon?”

I waved my hand. “No, I got a deal on them. We’ll kill one bottle, and you and Keith can save the other for a special occasion.” I took a look at her as I slipped off my boots. “And there’s got to be some sort of special occasion coming up or something, looking at the way you’re done up on a week night.” It was true. She had some makeup on, not a lot, but enough to make her face brighter. Her lipstick and nails were the same shade. Okay, she was just wearing stretch pants and a long white shirt, but she could have walked into a nice restaurant dressed like this, let alone be at home alone with the kids while Keith was out with his buddies.

She headed into the kitchen. “I got into the habit on vacation of looking nice for our evenings together. Keith really liked it, so I just kept it up. After I put the kids to bed, it just takes five minutes to put on something nice.” She bobbed her eyebrows at me. “Especially when he’s out with the boys. I want him to know what he’s coming home to.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “You can’t tell because the shirt hangs so low, but these stretch pants are crotchless!”

“Lori!” I put my hand over my mouth. “You’re starting to sound like me!”

She had unscrewed the wire retainer on the cork and was working the cork out with a dishtowel over it. “Just keeping the home fires burning brightly, Jess! Now what’s,” she let the cork out with that distinctive pop sound, “the special occasion?”

I had gotten two glasses from the cupboard and had them on the kitchen table. I waited until Lori filled them. I lifted one and toasted her. “I’m taking a lesson from your playbook. I’m going to spend a week at Hedonism. I leave tomorrow.”

She put her fingers around her glass. “Is Colin going with you?”

“No. He’s history. I’m going down there alone.”

“Well, here’s to history!” She lifted her glass and we did the clink and drink.

We both sat at the table in the kitchen. The house was too small for a separate dining room. For now.

“It’s pretty expensive though, how’d you manage to put the money together?” she asked.

“Oh that. I got a decent tax refund, and decided to splurge after seeing how great a time you had.” Okay, half fib, but the other half absolutely true. I sat back in my chair. “Got any advice?”

“You never take my advice!” she said it with a smile though.

“Maybe, but I always hear you out.”

She nodded at that, drained her glass and refilled both of ours. Her brows knitted, and she was silent for a bit. She looked up at me and smiled. “I think you’re going to have a wonderful time.”

“Oh?” That sounded good. “Why so?”

“A bunch of reasons. You’ve always had a… uhhh… ‘open mind’ about sex.” She looked off into the distance and got silent for a moment.

Uh oh… is this going to be a ‘slut shame’ session? I felt my defenses rise, but I was going to go easy on her. “I enjoy it. A lot. And I’m not ashamed of that.”

Still looking away, she nodded slowly. “Sex is pleasurable, and it’s fun, and if no one gets hurt, what’s the problem, right?”

“Yeess…” I’ve said that phrase so many times I should get a tattoo of it. “What’s your point?”

With a soft smile, she nodded. “My point is you’re right. You’ve always been right. That’s what I discovered down there.” Her smile broadened. “Keith and I, we’ve had nothing but wicked sex since our vacation.” She tapped the table with one of her fingernails. “The sex brought us closer, for sure… but the sex is awesome just by itself.” She raised her arms. “Look at me! I’m happier, and more confident about myself than I’ve ever been! And it all started for me down there.”

I shook my head. “I wasn’t expecting this from you, hon. I thought you were going to get all mother hen on me.”

“Don’t need to.” She drained her second glass and let out a soft belch and giggled. “I love how Champagne tickles my nose when I burp!” Refilling her glass, she looked over at me. “In a certain way, you’re going to be on a pedestal down there you know.”

“Yeah, I saw that online—a ‘Unicorn’ or something.” I took a sip. “Easy lay, everyone take a turn.”

“If that’s what you decide you want, sure.” Now Mother Hen started the finger wag. “But—and make no mistake—you will be treated with respect and consideration like you never had before. From the men and the women if you get together with a couple.”

“A couple? Aren’t there just single guys down there? I don’t know about a couple, Lori. I mean… I’d be expected to…”

“Do something with the wife?”

I nodded.

“Don’t knock it until you tried it, girlfriend!” she laughed.

“You mean… you…” I knew my face was all gobsmacked. “Lori!”

She drew her finger across her lips. “Mum’s the word.” She batted her eyelashes at me. “I’m not saying a word about that.” Then she grinned. “The point is though, if you don’t want to do that, that’s fine too. You have to understand the lack of pressure down there. It makes it easier to do just what you want.”

“So, I just want to parade around totally naked and masturbate watching other people…”

“MmmHmm…”

“Or if I want to give a blow job and get fucked on a beach in broad daylight…?”

“MmmHmm…”

This was starting to get me warmed up. I could feel that flutter in my belly that was going lower and lower.

“Or if I want to have two guys at once…”

“MmmHmmm…”

Oh shit, this was turning me on. I grabbed the bottle and took a slug from it. “Or if if I want to get gang banged…”

“MmmHmmm…”

I looked down and felt my cheeks begin to warm. “If I wanted to try.. ummm… anal…?”

“Or double penetration…”

Oh God… I sat back in my chair and began to wave my hands in front of my face. “It’s getting hot in here.” We both burst out laughing.

She leaned over to me. “The only warning that I’d offer you Jess is to just keep in mind that it’s all NSA sex, okay?”

“NSA? As in National Security Agency? What—they got the place bugged?” Images of James Bond types in some control room watching orgies live from satellites and jerking off to the porn flashed in my head and I giggled.

“I mean No Strings Attached. You’ll become friends with the people you meet and hook up with down there, yes. But just don’t expect to ‘meet a guy’ if you know what I mean. It’s Swinging, not a singles place.”

“Don’t worry about that. I’m not expecting that. Don’t worry; a torrid one week affair with a bunch of guys is right up my alley.”

“Okay. If anything… well…”

“What?”

“Look, you’re a… a zesty woman, Jess. Some guy might fall for you down there, okay?”

“And the problem with that is…”

“But it’s in an environment that’s kind of NSA.” She sighed. “I’m just worried you come back and you’re some guy’s mistress or something. I can see some rich guy falling for you, but not wanting to fully commit or something. He offers to set you up, and looks after you.”

“Like in some cheap romance novel.”

“Yeah. I don’t mind you having a strong sex drive, I just don’t want you to become a kept woman.”

Like that would happen. I crossed my heart. “I promise, Lori, that won’t happen. I won’t go become some guy’s mistress.”

“I didn’t think so. But Jess, some of the people that go there are pretty well off, okay? Not like the kind of people you run into at your job.”

Wheels started turning in my head. “But… what’s so wrong about being a kept woman anyway?”

“I think you can do better than that.” She shook her head and waved her hands. “Forget it! I don’t know what I’m talking about, to tell the truth. I only brought it up because that’s the only down side I can see from you going to Hedonism.”

“That I come back a kept woman.”

“Yeah. And you leave Black Rapids. And not for a better life maybe…”

“Don’t worry about it then. I haven’t left yet, have I?”

“No. But…”

“And I already promised. ‘Mistress’ isn’t on my to do list down there, okay?”

“Okay.”

She showed me some pics she and Keith took down there and gave me some tips about the place that I didn’t pick up from the online sites. Glancing at the clock, she mentioned that Keith was due home soon. I took the hint and left.

For the rest of the evening, and in bed later, my head was swimming. With scenes straight out of a porn movie, with me as the star. I did some research on anal sex online. I hadn’t tried that yet, and wanted to find out about it before heading down there. Who knows what could happen?

In bed I laughed out loud though. Lori was worried about me becoming some guy’s mistress. I toyed with the concept for a while.

Let’s see. A paid for apartment, a weekly or monthly allowance. Be at the beck and call for evenings out and sex on demand. Get in shape and stay in shape so that you make your partner preen with you on their arm. Stay up on current events or on stuff that make for interesting conversation. Maybe become a decent cook—after all going out to dinner all the time could get boring. Maybe go back to school? Can’t have a regular job with all the other duties, after all. Hmmm…

Mistress? Screw that. I’m going to get me a Mister-ess!


Chapter 5: Praise The Lord!

The flight to Hedonism started out tedious as hell but by the time we landed in Jamaica I was glad I didn’t charter a private plane.

From Black Rapids I had to make two other connections before the final leg. I had to go to Syracuse, New York, then to Miami, and from there to Jamaica. Waiting for the second connection, I was people watching at the gate, trying to see if I could deduce who among the couple of hundred passengers were swingers.

I could pick out a few—it wasn’t hard, there was a group of about 10 people in their 30’s to 40’s who were sitting together and having a great time. The big clue was that about half of them were wearing T-Shirts that said ‘Tremolo Tours Hedo or Bust’. Yeah, I was such a Sherlock Holmes.

I kept my surveillance up on them while pretending to read a copy of Cosmo.

They weren’t dressed like swingers. Or, at least what I expected swingers to wear in public. I thought the women would all be in hooker heels and miniskirts and the guys to be wearing shirts unbuttoned to their navels showing graying chest hair and a beer belly.

Instead, they just looked like normal everyday people. Yes, some of the men did have paunches, but so did some of the women. Nobody was showing a lot of skin though. Maybe it had to do with the fact that this layover was in Syracuse, New York and it was February?

Nobody was pawing at anyone either. I shook my head—what the hell was I expecting, a grope fest or orgy right in the middle of an airport? No, the closest that any public displays of affection came to being naughty was a few of the women perching on some guys’ laps. I couldn’t tell if they were the couples together, or if they were play partners… umm… ‘touching base’ or something.

“Jess! I thought it was you! What a surprise seeing you here!”

I looked up to see two of my Sunday morning after church regulars, Karen and Dan Baker. They stood before me with wide smiles. They were a retired couple in their 60’s I guess, and this was the first time I saw them in anything but their Sunday best. On Sundays Dan was always in either a suit or a sports jacket and tie, and Karen would be wearing either a dress or blouse and skirt. They came in at 11:00 on Sunday morning after the 10:00 a.m. service at their church. Right now, they were wearing jeans, sneakers and a jacket.

I looked at them with my jaw hanging open.

“Are you going on vacation, Jess?” asked Dan. In response to my silent nod, he said “Where are you heading? We’re going to Jamaica!”

“Oh?” and yes, it came out as a squeak.

“Yes! We’ve been there before, and have had a wonderful time each trip,” said Karen with a smile. She was wearing some makeup highlighted her eyes and cheekbones. The years had been okay to her—but she could never pass for less than mid-fifties. “Where are you heading?”

“Uhhh… Jamaica too?”

They both tilted their heads at me and glanced over to each other. “Which resort?” asked Dan.

Oh shit. “Uhhh… I can’t remember the name… a travel agent booked it?”

Karen chewed on her lower lip, still smiling. “Oh, I understand. Is this the first time you’ve been to Jamaica?”

“First time out of the country, to tell the truth.”

“I understand,” she said again. Now her smile was widening. Was she about to laugh at me? “We’re going to resort in Negril. Do you remember if your resort’s in that area?

“Umm… I think it could be? I’ll have to check my paperwork.”

Karen gave Dan a slight elbow and squatted down in front of me. She placed a hand on my knee, her eyes dancing. “You’re going to Hedonism, aren’t you Jess?”

I nodded.

She giggled. “Don’t worry! I won’t tell! You look like you just got caught doing something naughty!” She patted my leg. “Don’t you worry, you’ll get all the naughty you can handle, hon.”

My jaw began to work again and it found its way back to where it could make words. “But… but…” I looked from Karen to Dan, back to Karen, back to Dan, like I’m watching a tennis match. “You go to church!” I finally blurted out.

“Praise the Lord and pass the condoms,” said Dan in a low voice. Karen shot him a look and they both laughed out loud.

I looked back and forth from them again. “But you…”

“Have sex with other people?” asked Karen. “Yep.” She got up from her crouch and sat in the seat beside me, Dan sitting next to her.

I froze. Oh. My. God. Were they hitting on me? We weren’t even there yet, and are they trying to get to hook up with me? I peered up at Dan. He had to be 30 years older than me! Old enough to be my father! Ewwww!

“We mostly stick with people in our age range though,” said Karen.” She patted my hand. She must have read my mind, and now I started to blush. She leaned into me. “If we played with young people your age, well, it’d be like playing with my son’s friends! Ewwww!”

I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Have you ever done anything like this before?” Dan was leaning forward looking at me.

I shook my head. “No. My girlfriend and her husband went a few weeks ago and had a fantastic time so I figured I could check it out.”

We sat and chatted for a while until they announced boarding. Honestly, of all the people I knew in Black Rapids, Karen and Dan were the last people I’d have ever expected to see on this trip. Who am I kidding—they’re the last people I would envision having sex!

When our flight landed in Miami, it was a short walk to the next gate for our last leg to Jamaica. Dan and Karen had stayed with me and brought me over and introduced me to a group of about twenty people that were waiting for the same plane.

“How do you know all these people?” I asked Karen.

“Oh, we met them a few years ago. They have an annual trip down as a group. There are a lot of groups that go down together at the same time each year. For the last three or four years we’ve been going at the same time to hook up with them.”

I scanned the crowd. Some of them were Karen and Dan’s age, more or less. But the rest of them were a scattering of ages from late 20’s to late 40’s or so.

A couple came over and hugged Karen and Dan lovingly. They were about my age.

“Jess, this is Josh and Carrie. They’re from home too!”

Carrie looked at me brightly, her blue eyes shining. “You’re from Black Rapids? That’s great!” She threw her arms around me in a big hug. “I’ve never seen you at the club though. Do you play in Black Rapids?”

She was so bubbly and excited that I really wasn’t put off by being hugged by her. For some reason, it was okay. I mean, I’m an affectionate person myself, but I’d never dream of hugging someone at first meeting. But then, why the heck not, I thought.

She was in a lot better shape than me, some sort of gym rat I guess. She was wearing yoga pants and a T-shirt. She was shorter than me by a full head, I could see that the top of her head didn’t show any roots in her hair—great, a natural blonde. I should have resented her great looks and trim fit body, but I didn’t. I was too busy liking her from the start.

“Play? I play the radio back home, but that’s about it.”

Carrie looked over her shoulder at Josh. Now I hated her. He was a fucking stud. He was over six feet tall, and another gym rat. I didn’t know what I liked more about him—the V shape of his physique or the way his arms filled out the shirt he was wearing. He crinkled his grey eyes at me and grinned. “I’m a virtuoso with my X-box myself,” he said.

Karen leaned into Carrie. “It’s her first time, Carrie.”

“Oh! You’ll love it!” she said, holding my hands. “It’s Josh and mine’s second trip!”

“No, Carrie… it’s her first time anything,” said Josh. I looked over and saw Josh had stepped back to give them room, but had put his arm around Karen, pulling her close into him. She threw him a smile and relaxed into his chest as he began to stroke soft circles on her belly, right at the waist.

“There’s exceptions to every rule, Jess,” she said to me with a twinkle in her eyes.

“Now wait a second!” said Carrie. “This is your first time exploring the Lifestyle?” She stepped away from me, her hands now on my upper arms. She looked me up and down. I began to feel fat again, being given the once over by this hard body.

“You got to start somewhere,” I said.

“Well, just take it nice and slow.”

“Not my style.” The hell with it. “I’m going to release my inner slut.”

Carrie’s eyes popped at that comment. “Slut,” she said, her voice steady.

I nodded. “That’s right.”

She crinkled her nose at me, still smiling. “Takes one to know one!” She stretched her arm out, gesturing at the rest of the people milling about chattering with each other. “We’re ALL sluts here!”

“I never liked that word, Carrie,” said Karen, still nestled into Josh.

“Shhh…” said Josh. “We put a spin on that word. It describes you too.”

Karen stiffened and shot him a look that could kill.

“Yes, Karen… S.L.U.T. Sexy, Loving, Unadulterated Temptress.”

Karen’s face softened a little. “I still don’t like the word, though.”

“I prefer Sex Kitten myself,” I piped up.

Karen looked over to me. “I haven't heard that term in years! I love it!”

“Me too!” said Carrie. “But still, small steps at the start, okay?”

“I don’t know about that,” I said. “I’m more of a jump into the deep end kind of gal.”

“She’s a Unicorn, Carrie,” said Josh. “She doesn’t have a husband to worry about you know.”

Carrie looked over her shoulder at Josh while still holding onto me and nodded. “You’re probably right.” She turned back to me. “I wouldn’t ever have had the guts to come down to Hedonism solo though.”

“She can take care of herself, Carrie,” piped up Dan, sidling up to us. “She’s a hell of a waitress. If you ever saw her at work, you’d think she owned the place.”

“Okay, okay just my mother hen coming out I guess.” She looked back up at me. “With your figure, the guys are going to flock to you like bees to honey though.”

“Yeah, right. You should talk.” I patted my own gut. Even though I had my pants tailored for this trip, the bulge was unmistakable. I looked like I was four or five months pregnant. “You got the body of someone in the brochure, and you know it.”

“I don’t have your boobs, and your curves are a lot sexier,” said Carrie. Her hand drifted down to my waist and started to stroke it. “I love how tall you are too…” Her face began to pinken a little bit, but she didn’t look away. Oh shit, I was definitely being hit on now, no question.

I’ve been hit on by women before. In my job, you meet all types, and Black Rapids isn’t that small a city. I just brushed the passes off, and that was that. This time though, a voice was screaming in my head ‘Jessy! This girl wants to have sex with you!’ Good Lord, I never even did the ‘kissing practice’ at slumber parties in high school!

Her come on scared the hell out of me. Did she have some agenda? Did she get some kind of rush out of being the first one for a girl the way some guys get all worked up taking a virgin’s cherry? I didn’t think so—looking at her, her cheeks now looked a wind burned. She was attracted to me and put it out there, that’s all.

The voice in my head had calmed down. What would it be like?

My hand rose and I cupped Carrie’s face. “You’re so petite and cute…” I said just above a whisper. “But I’ve never…”

Carrie placed her hand over mine. “It’s a full week… who knows?” now her bright eyes were dusky. Her hand covered mine firmly as we stood there. The rest of the departure lounge, the noise of the couple of hundred tourists, and the bright lights all faded behind her face. My mouth was dry and I licked my lips.

“I really don’t know what’s happening here,” I said. “I’m not saying ‘not interested’, and that’s a first for me.”

She blinked and gave her head a little shake. “I’m coming on stronger than I ever had with anybody; this is a surprise to me too.”

“Yeah, but you’ve been with women, right?”

She nodded, smiling. “Sure. But I’ve never… I…” Her voice trailed off, but she didn’t look away. She chewed her lip for a moment and said, “I’ve always been friendly to any overtures, but Jessy, this is the first time I’ve ever made a pass.”

Jessy? Nobody has called me that in years and years. I believed her.

“Well, this is the first time I didn’t decline a pass.” I held up my hand. “I’m not saying okay, but I’m not saying no thanks either.”

“That’s good enough for me. For now!” she smiled brightly and the world grew happier in some way. Talk about a Girl Crush on crack; and I didn’t know if it was her or me!

“Okay you two, they just called boarding,” said Josh. “Let’s all catch our breath.” He was smiling. Karen and Dan had already gotten into the lineup to board and Carrie and I separated reluctantly.

She took me by the hand and we got into the lineup too, Josh bringing up the rear, putting a hand on each of our shoulders.

“This is going to be an interesting vacation,” he said.

He said a mouthful.

The End of Book 2

Keep reading for the first chapter of Book 3 following my note to you!


A quick note to you, dear Reader

I hope you’ve enjoyed meeting Jess, I’ve fallen in love with her! I will be publishing the rest of her story through the rest of this month! Now, on to

Episode 3: Hooked On Hedonism, the first Chapter!


Hooked On Hedonism

Chapter 1: Who Is That Girl?

Steve

When I first laid eyes on Jess, she made me feel young and old at the same time. Ain’t that a bitch.

I was at the front desk checking on my shipment to see if it had arrived, or when it would arrive when the bus from the airport pulled up. I wasn’t familiar with the group that came off, which is ironic. This was my twelfth time to Hedonism, and I figured that I knew pretty much all the different groups that came down.

As usual, they got off the bus as pumped up and excited as a gang of kids on a school trip to an amusement park.

I was chatting with Kenneth, the general manager when I saw her.

She could have been Pam’s sister.

She was the same height Pam had been, and had the identical figure—hourglass shaped. She was wearing khaki clam diggers and sandals. Her light blue denim shirt was tied in a knot right at her belly button. She was chatting with a petite blond woman about the same age as her, and they were laughing.

It was her eyes when she laughed that took my breath away. They danced, man. The shorter blonde woman must have said something funny because the bigger girl threw her head back and let out a laugh that you just knew came from the soles of her feet. But it was her eyes—they did this side to side thing as she shook her head a little.

God, it was adorable.

Pam did the same damn thing when she laughed.

How can a guy feel, at the same time, a stiletto of pain and warm joy in his heart?

She must have noticed me staring at her because she turned her head to me and stopped laughing. I tried to smile at her, but my face stopped working a second ago. I was a fourteen year old punk kid instead of a 44 year old man. She tilted her head and looked at me frankly, up and down.

I felt—me, I felt my neck start to burn, and the heat rose up to my ears. Oh shit, was I blushing? Yeah, just like a kid. The shot of pain in my heart was replaced by embarrassment.

And joy.

She hadn’t stopped walking into the lobby, she didn’t miss a step, but gave me a wry sort of smile, pulling her lower lip over to one side and looked away.

It all took maybe three seconds.

It all took an eternity.

“Hey, Steve,” Kenneth nudged my arm. “You okay?”

I turned back to him. I could feel my ears begin to cool off. “Yeah, I’m good. Just had a moment, that’s all.”

Kenneth had been leaning across the front desk counter. He straightened up and folded his arms across his chest. “Yes, I can see that.” He put his hand to his chin. “Hey, do you think it’s a good idea for you to stay here?”

I stared at him. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“I don’t know… well, I guess I just mean… jumping back in with both feet, you know? It might be a lot to handle or something.” He put his hand on my arm. “How about you stay at the Lido down the road for the first night or two?”

“I stayed there the last four times I was down, Kenneth. It’s time for me to come back home.” I pulled my arm away and shoved my hands in my pockets. I didn’t want him to see my hands were shaking.

He held his hands up in surrender. “Hey, hey… I’m just trying to help, mon.”

I glanced at my shoes and looked back up. “Yeah, I know.” I gave my head a shake. “Anyway, what’s the deal with the shipment?”

He started to give me the song and dance that Customs had given him on the phone earlier. I let him drone on as I looked over at the new arrivals checking in.

Her back was to me now, so she couldn’t see me checking her out.

She was either going commando or was wearing a thong, because her pants left nothing to the imagination. Her ass had a little bit of bubble to it, no sag. I bet she spent a lot of time walking. A girl her size would otherwise not be able to carry the extra padding the way she did.

She was in a small circle with Karen and Dan that other couple about her own age. They must have flown in together? I tried to remember where Karen and Dan were from… oh yeah, Black Rapids, in the Midwest! Ohio I think. Shit. How far is Ohio from Colorado? Shit. What the hell was I thinking?

Kenneth noticed that I was ignoring him. He touched my arm. “Hey, when I get something definite, I’ll find you and let you know, okay? I’m going to give a hand checking in this latest group.” I nodded and he went over to where the lineup was. He looked up at that young woman and gestured her over. I smiled to myself. Ken’s going to be a source for some information on her.

I shook my head. I didn’t need him to do that, all I had to do was go over and say hi to the people with her that I knew; they’d do the introductions.

All I had to do was just stroll over to the other end of the front desk. No problem. Just move those legs o’ mine and walk right over there. I could just step across and say hi. Just say hi. I could do that, no problem. I’ve said hi to lots of people. I’ve met tons of people.

Except my legs weren’t quite co-operating. What the hell was that all about? For Pete’s sake, I’m 44 years old and I’m as rattled as I had been when I was in grade nine!

Argh!

I strolled over anyway, so there!

Karen noticed me first, and let out a squeal.

“Steven!” she flew into my arms and jumped up, her feet hooking onto my waist. “Steven! OHMYGOD! It’s WONDERFUL to see you back here!”

The last time I saw her… I was in a million little pieces. She and Dan had flown in for the wake and funeral. I had held everything together until the post internment reception was winding down. I ducked out of the gathering and was at the back of the funeral home, sitting on the ground next to the dumpsters when she had found me. For twenty minutes I cried harshly in her arms.

Now, years later, the joy of her greeting made the bittersweet I’d been feeling all day… just sweet.

Time does heal.

She hopped down and put her hands on my waist. “You look pretty good, young man,” she said with a smile. “Did you come down alone?”

“Get right to the point, don’t you, Karen?” I said it with a grin though, and nodded. “I've been down a couple of times, but just to check on the school. This is my first time staying here.” I looked around. “I’ve missed the damn place and thought I ought to come back.” I looked back at her. “And to answer your question, yeah, I paid the single’s premium.”

A few others from the Black Rapids gang I knew had come over and were saying hello. I tried to be clever and positioned myself so I could watch that woman being checked in by Kenneth. She took her room keycard, glanced over in our direction, and headed off.

I nudged Karen. “Who’s the Unicorn?”

She smiled with delight. “That’s Jess. Dan and I know her from back home, but only found out today that she’s interested in the Lifestyle.” She put a hand on my arm. “She’s got a to do list for down here, Steven, and I don’t know if she’d be interested in meeting a guy this week, if you know what I mean.”

I nodded. “I get it. She just… looks familiar, I guess. I thought I might have met her before or something.”

Karen turned and watched this Jess girl head out of the lobby. “I can’t see how,” she said, shaking her head. “I don’t think she’s ever been to Colorado,” she looked up at me with a smile, “and you’ve never been to Black Rapids.” She glanced over again. “But you know something? There is something about her here that is kind of déjà vu.”

I was about to shoot my mouth off and tell Karen that Jess strongly resembled Pam, but decided to keep that to myself. If Karen didn’t see the resemblance, she’d think I was crazy or something maybe. Instead, I said, “Well, she’s not going to have any problems hooking up down here, that’s for sure.”

“She’s a bright girl. She’ll get it out of her system in a few days and settle down.” Shaking her head, she added, “I’m so glad I never was a Unicorn. I wouldn’t have had the guts to get into the Lifestyle on my own.”

“What does she do for a living?”

“She’s a server at the diner Dan and I go to. She’s been there for years.” She let out a giggle. “We see her every Sunday after church.” She wiggled her eyebrows, “You should have seen the look on her face when she realized Dan and I are in the Lifestyle!”

I smiled. “I can imagine.” A server? At a diner? A coffee shop waitress? I wondered how the woman was able to afford this trip. Oh well, probably a once in a lifetime thing for her. Oh man… please God, don’t let her have some illusions of being a gold digger! Maybe I should ask Karen to say a prayer for me.

Karen must have heard the gears grinding in my head. She nudged me and said “She’s a free spirit back home, Steven. She came into some money—an inheritance or something I guess. Her best friend was down here a few weeks ago and had a wonderful time, so Jess decided to give Hedo a whirl.” She jabbed a finger in my chest. “And that’s it. She’s not looking for a Sugar Daddy, believe me.”

“You read my mind.”

“It’s a short read.” She smirked.

Dan had finished checking them in, and they were heading to their room. I promised to meet them at the Lobby bar in about an hour.

Click HERE for the rest of this episode- Hooked On Hedonism: Cuddly Swingers 3 at Amazon!

Or Click HERE to get The Box Set- All FIVE Epsodes at a Value Price!

See the next page for a Special Invitation!


Mia’s Readers Club!

Hi there! You read the whole book and checked out this part at the end!

Thanks for reading my work!

I have an offer for you, if you would care to take advantage of it. I want to stay in touch with people who have read my work, and would appreciate it if you joined my mailing list. It won’t be spammy, I promise. I’d like to send you notifications on my newest works, and just send out some chatty stuff that’s going on with me, and special contests I’m going to be doing. This offer is only being made to readers that have gotten this far in my books. And yes, it’s an offer! If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you three of my popular books!
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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!


So just click on this link: http://eepurl.com/2Z2On and I’ll get your eBooks right out to you!

Welcome to the Club!

Love,

Mia
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