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About This Book and Author’s Note:

Hedonism is luscious… and she’s going to squeeze out every drop…

From the minute she checked in, Jess indulged in the offerings of Hedonism with abandon. The sun was hot, the drinks were abundant and the people were everything she hoped they would be. Who knew that a simple walk around the resort would end with groans in the Grotto with Frank?

And Frank has friends…

Not just men are attracted to her. For the first time in her life, she’s drawn to a woman. Maybe it’s the sun. Although, one look at Carrie though, and you’d understand why. What starts out as a rendezvous at the masquerade Theme party leads to a sheet drenching encounter!

And it’s only her first day…

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: Who’s That Girl?

Steve

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

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

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

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

She could have been Pam’s sister.

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

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

God, it was adorable.

Pam did the same damn thing when she laughed.

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

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

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

And joy.

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

It all took maybe three seconds.

It all took an eternity.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Argh!

I strolled over anyway, so there!

Karen noticed me first, and let out a squeal.

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

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

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

Time does heal.

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

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

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

I nudged Karen. “Who’s the Unicorn?”

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

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

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

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

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

“What does she do for a living?”

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

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

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

“You read my mind.”

“It’s a short read.” She smirked.

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


Chapter 2: Checked In… Now Check It Out!

Jess

I closed the door to my room. Holy shit, I was living the high life, ‘mon’! When I booked, I chose their top of the line accommodations. Maybe I didn’t have much to compare it to; other than the hotel in Chicago when I got my winnings straightened out with Mr. Donahue, I hadn’t splurged on anything since.

Wandering around this palace made it clear that it was worth the wait.

The bathroom was almost as big as my living room back home! Glass walls, a hyooge shower, and it was clean enough to eat off the floor. I wandered past the king size bed, smirking at the mirror on the ceiling above it. Using that mirror would be interesting. At the opposite end of the room was a sliding glass door. It took me a minute to figure out how to unlock it, and when I did I went out to a balcony that was big enough to have a party in. The hot tub was bubbling already. When I checked in, the guy at the desk told me that there would be a maintenance fellow in daily to monitor its operation.

Wow.

For the first time since I won the Powerball, I really, really felt like a millionaire.

I went back into the room and found the bar fridge. Opening it, I was pleasantly surprised to see it was already fully stocked. I was told that if there was a particular brand of liquor I wanted, just let the front desk know, and they’d try to accommodate it.

Yeah, right. All of my drinking at the bars I’ve been to had been from what was in the well. I remember once trying a premium, super expensive shot of Johnny Walker blue, and couldn’t taste any difference.

I grabbed a beer—Red Stripe, what a cool name—and opened it. It was good; sort of like a Corona.

I needed to figure out what I was going to do first. My stomach growling told me what was going to be number one on my list, but I wanted to get my bearings and see just how much sex Jess could pack into a single afternoon and evening.

Their motto at Hedonism is ‘Be Wicked For A Week’, and I was going to find out just how wicked I could be! My belly fluttered with visions of cocks. Thick ones, slender ones, stubby ones, long ones… ohmygod… long, thick ones… slippery with come.

Some women are grossed out by a man’s semen, not this girl. I love the smell of it. I love the taste of it—how each guy actually has a different taste. Maybe I can’t tell the difference between moonshine and a premium brand of booze, but I’m willing to be that I could do a blindfolded taste test of every man I’ve ever sucked off. I loved the sight of precum on a man’s cock just before he fucks me with it, and I love watching a deflating pecker still oozing afterwards.

It’s the way I roll; and I’m sick and tired of making apologies for it. I didn’t think I’d have to make excuses here. I better not!

Sipping on my beer, I unpacked my bags. I took my two vibrators and put them on the night table next to my bed. I didn’t think I’d need them, but I wanted to keep them handy.

I stripped down and took a shower. Taking a razor with me, I gave my pussy a once over, gotta keep the girl slick. As I did, I had to stop myself from masturbating. Although… I was wondering what it would be like to get together with Dan and Karen… or Carrie…

Stop! Save the energy, hon.

I dried off and chose what I would wear for the evening. I glanced at my watch. Boy had this day flown by. It was 4:00 in the afternoon already. I checked the schedule I was given to see what time the restaurant was open for dinner and learned I had to kill a few hours. No problem, I’d head down to the lobby bar, have a drink or two and get a bite to eat.

I put on a light blue halter top dress. It had built in support for the girls, and the hem stopped halfway to my knees. I stepped into a pair of sandals that had just an inch and a half heel, took my room key and put it in my small purse and headed for the door.

I stopped at the door and checked myself in the full length mirror next to it. I looked good. I turned halfway around and checked out my caboose. The dress I had on, like the others I purchased for this trip was my proper size. So there wasn’t any bunching of fabric or stretching over me either. They weren’t actually tailor made, but damn they were close! Uh oh, one small problem. My panties were hugged just a little too tightly by the dress’ fabric.

Not a problem. I went to the dresser, wriggled out of the panties and grabbed one of the thongs I bought. I bent over to step into them and stopped.

Oh boy. Well, this is a good way to start, right? I tossed the thong back into the dresser drawer and headed out commando. I had only done this once before—as a sort of present for Colin last year, but that doesn’t really count because I wore a skirt that was practically floor length that night. If I bent over more than just a bit, I’d be mooning the world in this dress!

Opening the door to my room, I threw a wink at the dirty girl in the mirror and started my vacation.


Chapter 3: Right Here, Right Now?

Hedo is split into two sides: one side is ‘Prude’ where you’re expected to be clothed somewhat, and the other side is ‘Nude’, where you can walk around in your birthday suit. I found out on the flight that if you go to the Nude beach and are wearing clothing you’ll be asked by security to disrobe or leave. My room was over on the ‘Nude’ side of the resort. As I headed back to the lobby along the pathway behind my building, I passed a few couples heading back from the beach. Dayum… every one of them were naked. And hot damn—every guy looked me over, up and down and smiled.

I had gotten looks similar to that back home from guys in bars when I decided to go out in a sexy outfit, sure. Especially close to last call. On those nights though, the women mostly looked at me either with daggers in their eyes or with a condescending smirk. Here, even the women’s gazes were appreciative. Yeah, this was going to be a good vacay, that’s for sure.

And although the women had all over tans, I didn’t see any of the fashion models I saw in the ads for the place online. They were in okay shape, yeah, but they had their own saddlebags, a bit of cellulite and tummies. When I passed the third couple, I didn’t feel nearly as fat as I had just twenty four hours earlier.

I fit in.

I stopped in the pathway and changed my mind. Since there were so many people on this side that I felt comfortable around, maybe I should check out the nude side a little more. I didn’t want to go naked just yet, so I stayed away from the beach and headed for the swimming pool for this section.

It was pretty busy, with about a dozen people or so standing at the bar getting drinks, and another twenty or so scattered along tables beside it. The pool had a bunch of people in it too, and there was a swim up bar as well. The three bartenders were running flat out.

But they didn’t seem tired, cranky nor overworked. Every drink served, whether it was a beer or a complicated cocktail was served with a smile or a joke. The bartenders seemed to be having as much fun as the guests!

My fellow travelers were having a good time that was for sure.

A good portion, almost half, of the guests were either naked or topless. I had to laugh to myself— here I was wearing an outfit I wouldn’t dare wear back home, and I was the one overdressed!

Some were dancing off to the side of the bar to the music coming from a set of speakers. A rock and roll song was playing, but you wouldn’t be able to tell by the super slow, dirty dancing going on between many of the couples.

I looked around to see if there were people I knew from the flight down, but didn’t see anyone. Oh well, I didn’t think it would take long to make someone’s acquaintance. I headed to the bar.

“Hellooo pretty lady!” said the bartender. He came right over as soon as I got to the bar. “Did you just arrive?” The sing song cadence of his Jamaican accent was charming.

“Yes, I— ”

He cut me off. “I thought so!” He leaned in. “I would be ashamed if you had been to my bar before and me not to recognize ya!” He had a dazzling smile and stretched out his hand. “My name be Allen, and welcome to Hedonism!”

I took his hand and shook it. “I’m Jess. Pleased to make your – ”

He cut me off again. “And what will Miss Jess be havin’ this afternoon?” The man was busy, but he was so smooth.

“I’ll just have a beer—”

“A Red Stripe?”

“Sure.” At least I finished that sentence.

“Red Stripe for pretty Jess comin’ right up!” I fished a five dollar bill out of my clutch purse and laid it on the bar.

“Oh no, Pretty Jess—this drink is part of your package” Allen said as he placed my beer before me.

“I know, Allen, this is for you.” A bartender arguing over a tip? I just died and went to heaven.

The five dollars went into a container behind the counter. I turned from the bar, sipping my beer and watched the crowd.

“You’re going to make the rest of us look bad,” a guy standing next to me said. I looked at him. His brown eyes were laughing and his smile was wide.

“Just a newbie trying to make a good first impression,” I replied. “Besides, these guys earn it—look at how they’re running!”

Brown eyes laughed. “If you think they’re running now, forget it. This is the lull before the storm.” He waved his hand at the crowd. “This area is really going to fill later tonight.” He put out his hand, “I’m Frank, did you just get in?”

I took his hand and shook it. It was dry and firm. He was bare chested, with coarse black chest hair and wearing a Speedo. “I’m Jess, and I just finished unpacking.”

“Your first time here?” His eyes crinkled.

“What gave me away?”

He gestured up and down at my dress. “It’s not uncommon for first timers to wear clothes instead of a bathing suit when they come out of their rooms for the first time.” He cocked his head and glanced around me. “Especially women travelling alone.”

“What makes you think I’m travelling alone?”

It wasn’t quite a smirk, but close. “Oh, I think if you were with your guy, or your girlfriend, you’d all be standing here together, or else you would have glanced around to see where they were when I started talking to you, that’s all.”

Another Sherlock Holmes. Well, two can play that game. I put my finger to my chin, thinking. “And you’ve been here more than once.”

“You’re right. It’s my third time. I’m down here with a couple of buddies.” He tilted his head, “They’re still on the beach.”

“Hmmm…” Frank was about my age, and in pretty good shape. I looked down at his crotch. “So… what does a girl do to have some fun here before dinner?” Holy shit, I couldn’t believe I was this out there. His Speedo was black, but I would bet my life that I saw his package throb just a bit. I lifted my head up to look at him.

He didn’t move, just said in an even voice and a big smile, “Anything she wants, baby. Any damn thing she wants.”

I stepped into him and pulled at his waistband, peeking down. Yeah, any swimming pool shrinkage was fading. His cock was pulsing just a little. Keeping my gaze on his package, I said “So what happens next, you’re the one who knows the score here.”

“Touch it.”

“Right here? Right now?”

“Yes.”

I reached in and grasped his cock, encircling it with my hand and giving it a squeeze. It immediately began to swell. I stepped into him and he put his arm around me. His hand stroked my back. Any hesitation was drowned out by my body’s response. I could feel my skin under my dress almost quiver. Even my knees trembled, but just a little. I had no idea how this was going to play out, I just knew it would.

My hand was now stroking him. I let go of his shaft and began to fondle his balls. He let out a sigh, and his hand began to squeeze my ass. He was fully thickened now. I let go of his cleanly shaved balls and palmed the head of his cock, glazing my hand with his precum. I took my hand out of his swimsuit and licked my palm. It was yummy.

“Now what?” I said.

He glanced around, smiling. I looked and saw there were a few people openly watching us. One couple that was sitting at table about five feet from us was leaning forward, the woman’s hand inside her partner’s trunks as he pinched her nipples. They smiled at us.

“Well, it’s not kosher to fuck at the bar,” Frank muttered. He put his hand on my back. “Let’s find a place that’s a little more private.”

“My room’s on this side of the resort, where’s yours?” I asked.

“Screw that, let’s get a little wild,” his eyes were dancing.

“Okay, you’re the one with the experience.”

“Good.” He stopped and looked in my eyes. “Care for a bit of a swim?” Before I could say a word, he bent over, and with a single motion, took the hem of my dress in his hands. Straightening up, he pulled it up. Wordlessly, I raised my arms and in a second I was standing naked.

It happened so fast I didn’t have the chance to feel self conscious. One moment I was in a sexy outfit, and the next moment all I was wearing was my sandals. Well, what’s good for the goose… I squatted down in front of Frank and linked my fingers into his Speedo slowly pulling it down.

His cock sprang out when the edge of his swimsuit (now that’s a stupid word for what is basically a male thong!) got past it. I pushed it down past his knees and let it drop the rest of the way. I encircled his cock with both my hands and looking up at him, squeezed his knob. I glanced down to see a thick clear drop of precum reward me. I looked back up at him and leaned my head forward. With a wet kiss, using my tongue, I cleaned off his slit, to be rewarded with a gasp.

“Let’s go for a dip, baby,” he bent over and hooking his hands under my armpits, stood me up. His hand on my ass, he guided me away from the bar towards a clover leafed shaped pool. It had a fountain in the middle of it that was shooting a jet of water about four or five feet into the air. I slipped out of my sandals at the edge, and leading me by the hand, we stepped down into it. At the opposite end from where we stepped in was a small cave with a water curtain cascading down.

I looked up at Frank. “I’ve read about that place—that’s ‘The Grotto’, right?”

He nodded.

“Then let’s go.”

It took a moment for my eyes to adjust to the darkness when we passed inside. We were alone.

He pushed me up against the wall and kissed me. Urgently. His tongue entered my mouth as soon as our lips touched. It felt almost as stiff as his cock pressing into my belly. His hands grasped me around my head as he pressed his face in.

Not to be outdone, I grasped him by the hair and pushed back. There were no caresses, foreplay nor any kind of tentative feeling out. We both knew what we wanted and were battling each other from the get-go like two cats.

I had never before been so turned on, so fast and so un-self consciously. My pussy was aching to be filled, and I craved his cock in my mouth. Those were the only two thoughts in my head, and for now, my pussy lost its vote. My earlier thoughts about a guy’s come had risen to the surface and took control of me.

I’m a big girl, yes, and I used it to my advantage. Frank was only an inch or so taller than me- less than six feet tall. He was in good shape, but he wasn’t the only person who was hot and ready. Still cradling him by the head, I pushed my ass off the wall, and turned on my toes, reversing our position. Now I had him backed up into the wall.

He broke off the kiss when he bumped into the wall. “That was pretty smooth—what are you a judo expert or something?” His voice was husky—a cross between a pant and a growl.

“No, just motivated.” I nuzzled up into his neck as my fingers began to pinch his nipples. I pinched each one hard, then ran my hand over his pecs. Feeling his ‘Mmmm..’ through his ribcage as well as hearing it told me I was on the right track. I like it when a guy is just a little rough when he’s turned on; it seemed Frank didn’t mind my passion in my fingers either.

I pushed into his chest and bent into him, taking one of his nipples into my mouth.

For just a second, I thought of Carrie back at the airport, and my pussy actually clenched. Gonna have to think about that later, Jess, get back to work.

I circled his nipple with my teeth and sucked hard on it. Not enough to leave a hickey, but as close as I could get. No sense in giving him a mark. Yet! He inhaled sharply. I released his nipple, and then blowing on it, I licked it with my tongue.

His hands were cupping me by the ass, he was spreading and relaxing my cheeks, digging into my flesh, probably leaving his own marks. I didn’t care—it felt good.

I left a trail of kisses down his chest to his navel. I circled it with my tongue—he was an innie—as my hands began to grab him by the ass cheeks. I could feel his cock brushing against my hanging breasts. His hands had left my ass when I bent down to his waist, now they were fondling and caressing my tits, his fingers spread, mashing my flesh. He found one of my nipples.

My nipples aren’t buttons—they’re top hats; they stand up from my boobs slightly, and when I’m aroused they become engorged and stiff. He was twiddling each one between his fingers, alternating pinches and strokes.

I moved further down, onto my knees, eye level with his cock.

His was shaped like a torpedo. He was circumcised, but there was almost no knob on the end of it—the fullness of his shaft narrowed at the end of his cock somewhat, no mushroom head. Which pleased me, because I knew I could get a lot of him into my mouth.

And that’s where I wanted his cock. In my mouth.

I looked up at him.

“I want to suck you off. I want you shoot your load down my throat.”

He smiled. “I’ve been here a week, baby, it won’t gag you, believe me.”

I stroked his cock and nuzzled into his shaved balls, licking them. “A taste will be enough, don’t worry.”

I began to stroke him. I held him firmly—almost too tight—and pulled at the skin outside his shaft up and down. I leaned in and began to dribble spit on his cock as I relaxed my grip. Now wet, I began to twist my wrist as my hand glided up and down.

Again, rewarded with a gasp.

My mind raced. I wanted to talk dirty to him before I put him in my mouth.

“Just make sure…” I circled the head of his cock and licked it with my tongue. I pulled my head back and looked up at him again. “Make sure you give me a good dose of your spunk. I want all you got.” I put my head back onto his shaft and pulled his hips into me, feeling the muscles under his skin tighten.

Thank God he wasn’t too big! I was able to get his entire cock in my mouth, without having to stop to relax my throat. He slid all the way in, my nose bumping up against his pubic bone. I drew back and pushed in again, and again.

Pulling back, I said, “Fuck my mouth like the cunt you want me to be. Fuck my face.” That moment, saying that, was different for me. I’ve always known most guys like being talked dirty to, but that moment, right then, I wanted to talk dirty. Not for him, but me. In that moment, I really meant it.

That was all Frank needed. “You really want it, bitch?”

I didn’t answer. Instead I grabbed him again and filled my mouth. Having already filled my mouth with his cock, I knew I could take it. His hands now knotted in my hair and he began banging my face. I kept my teeth out of the way, and let him have at me. I kept both my hands folded in front of my face, so that when he withdrew, they were able to wrap around his shaft.

I tried something new. As he was pistoning in and out, I tilted my head from side to side, pivoting around his cock. My tongue was able to caress different parts of his meat on each thrust. He must have liked it, because when I started to do it, he let out a gasp at first, then a growl.

His breathing was a long sustained growl, floating up and down in pitch with each inhale and exhale, my slurping and sucking mouth adding a counterpoint.

“You want my come, hunh, bitch? You need my jizz in your mouth?”

I popped my head back off his cock. I looked him in the eye, my own eyes wide. “Please!” God, guys love it when you beg. But I was also telling the truth. I needed him to spurt down my throat. I didn’t know exactly why and I didn’t care. I wanted his cum in my mouth. He needed a hole, and I needed a spurting cock. Match made in Heaven, right?

I bent back to his cock, coaxing now the straining I felt build in his balls and in his ass.

His belly began to flutter and his breathing became ragged. He slowed his thrusts, which gave me time to really work his dick over. Now I was practically milking it, trying to pull his load from his balls.

“Here we go! Here we go baby!” I pulled my head back so my lips were just covering his cock from the crown to about a third of the way down. Breathing through my nose, I sucked on him as strongly as I could, my hand stroking the rest of him. I felt his cock quiver.

It was first just a dollop I felt on my tongue, sort of like a pre-spurt spurt. For a second I thought the poor guy had been really drained. I kept my mouth on him though, and learned that there was more to Frank. I was rewarded by another spurt that glistened over my tongue, then a second and a third one. I relaxed my throat and mouth, feeling the creamy semen glide down.

It was as yummy as I hoped.

I pulled my head back, and opened my mouth a bit for him to see my sticky lips, then went down on him again. The sight must have inspired him, because he spasmed twice more. I pulled my mouth off again, and looking in his eyes, continued to stroke and gently lick his pee slit.

He relaxed against the wall, letting go of my head to hold his own.

“Oh fuck yeah!” was all he could gasp out. “Oh. Fuck. YEAH!”

Mission accomplished. From first meeting to finishing Frank off, we hadn’t spent twenty minutes together. I smiled and stood up.

“Hey, baby, that was great.”

“You’re welcome.” I hesitated for a second. “You’re welcome Frank.” I bit my lower lip.

“Yeah… now I guess it’s my turn, huh?” he was smiling and willing.

“Frank?”

“Yeah?”

“What’s my name?”

Yeah, just as I suspected, his face went blank. Damn. Double damn on me for it making me feel badly. “Uhh… sorry, baby, I forgot.” His hands started caressing me. “I’ve had a few… okay, more than a few, and it didn’t register.”

“No problem. Not a big deal.” I turned away, feeling… well, like shit, to be honest. I had released my inner slut and now was paying the price.

He grabbed my wrist and turned me around to face him. I may be a big girl, but this guy was strong.

“Hey… I’m just messin’ with you, Jess.”

And just like that, all was well again. Dayum. He leaned in and kissed me.

This time it was a gentle kiss. Our tongues danced and caressed each other. He stroked my back, and my own hands glided down his. He brought one hand to the front and began massaging the girls again, gliding his hand up the side of them towards my shoulder. I let out a sigh. I love being stroked like that, not just having my boobs mashed.

“Now it’s your turn, okay Jess?”

I pulled away from him. “You said you were here with some buddies.”

“Yeah.”

“What do you think of all of us getting together?” I started to rotate my hips just at the thought. Wanton woman was back.

“You serious?”

I nodded. “But each of you will have to get me off.”

He grinned. “I don’t think that will be a problem, baby.” He cocked his head at me. “You’re really horny. You just get out of prison or something?” He said it with a smile though. “I mean, you’re… uhh…”

“Focused?” I said.

“Well, yeah.” He waved at the entrance to the grotto. “I’ve been here a couple times, and never met someone like you. I mean, don’t get me wrong—come down here after midnight, and yeah, women can be pretty straight forward about what they want after they get a few drinks in them, but you just got here.”

I took his hand. Funny how double standards can still work. It didn’t bother me… well, not a lot anyway. “I’m on vacation, and for this week, I’m just letting my inner slut take over. No guilt, just sex.”

He hugged me. “You’re a dream come true.”

“Well, big girls have to try harder.”

He pulled back. “You’re saying ‘fat broads’, aren’t you?”

I shrugged and nodded.

He cupped my chin in his hand. “Jessie, this was great. Don’t ruin it by being an asshole, okay? You’re as hot as a porn star, plain and simple. Shit—sure you got some extra pounds,” he squeezed my gut, “but you make it work, baby.” He let go of me. “You oughta realize that.”

“Yeah, sure.”

“Look, when I tell my buddies about you, I’m not going to be saying anything about ‘big girls’, okay? I’m going to tell them a hot, sexy bitch wants a gang bang and gives the best blowjob I’ve had in my life.”

“Really?”

“Yep. The best ever.” He cocked an eyebrow at me. “You’re not a professional, are you?”

“What?”

“You know, a porn star, or a hooker?”

“No! I’m a waitress!”

He smiled again and wagged a finger side to side. “The best. Ever.”

I squinched my shoulders up and down and smiled. “Just a natural talent, I guess.”

“Well, my buds will definitely want to meet you. Where and when?”

I thought for a moment. “How about tomorrow? I’m still exploring, if you know what I mean. That way your buddies can see me and decide for themselves.” I shrugged again. “If they decide to take a pass, that’ll be okay.”

“Not tonight?”

“No.” I kissed his cheek. “Just now was a real head trip for me, and I want some time to digest it, okay?”

He kissed me again. Like a friend—how the hell did that happen? “Yeah, okay, I guess. We’re heading back home the day after though.”

Hand in hand we left the grotto.


Chapter 4: Apology Accepted

When we came out of the grotto, I walked over to where Frank tossed my dress. I picked it up, and lifted it over my head.

“Uh, uh, Jess,” said Frank.

I looked at him. I could feel my eyes narrowing. Sure, there were a lot of women who were heavier than I, some with pretty angry stretch marks, and others with a lot of cellulite. Even so, I preferred a little clothes on, especially to cover my stomach. The only saving grace I can say about my gut is thank God my boobs stick out more. Looking at Frank, I started to slip the dress over my head.

“Hey, Jess, you got a great body—”

“Yeah, a regular fashion model,” I hooked the halter over my head and started to pull the dress down when he reached out his hand to stop me. “Look, I’m just putting my dress on. What’s your problem?”

He chuckled. “Yeah, you did say it’s your first day, first time. Let me put it this way, Jess. If you put that dress on, you see that guy over there?” He pointed off to the side where there was a guy in some kind of blue uniform watching us.

“Yeah? So?”

“The rules in this section aren’t ‘Clothing Optional’, Jess. They’re ‘Clothing Prohibited’. If you put that dress on, buddy over there’s going to come over and ask you to take it off. Or leave the area.” He stepped in and rested his hand on my arm. “I just don’t want you to be embarrassed, that’s all.”

“Oh.” I unhooked my head out of the halter top and bunched the dress up in my hand. And giggled.

“What’s so funny? C’mon, tell!”

I started to laugh out loud. “It’s just that… well, when we were heading into that cave and you yanked my dress off, I thought it was because you were so horny. Now I find out it’s because you were being a gentleman.”

“A horny gentleman.”

I went on tip toe and kissed his cheek again. “Why then I thank you sir.” He patted my back.

“Just bein’ neighborly, ma’am.”

I was really getting hungry. There was a snack bar right there, but I figured that by the time I got over to the main lobby area, the restaurant would be open. I hadn’t eaten since the plane ride, and was really getting hungry. Add to that the fact that after sex I always like a snack, the fact that I didn’t orgasm didn’t matter. Yeah, I had to get something to eat.

“Well, I’m going to trundle off now, Frank. It’s great meeting you.” I wanted a few moments alone right now. My concern was that he would be worried that I was going to latch onto him for the rest of his stay and I wanted to allay any fears like that. The irony hit me. If this was any other resort, and I just gave a guy a blowjob, we’d be joined at the hip for the rest of our stay for sure. Here, I didn’t want to seem too forward or something?

Yeah, I really needed to get my head around this place. I had thought, because I was given a rundown on Hedo by Lori, that I knew the score coming in. Instead, this whole boy/ girl thing was thrown on its head.

“You’re not going to stick around? My buddies should be stopping by soon.”

“I’ll catch up with you guys later.” His response was nice to hear.

I headed back to the lobby by a different route. Over past the pool and Jacuzzi area was the Nude beach, and I figured that I ought to at least check it out. When I came out of the pathway onto the beach area the sun was just getting ready to set. The sky was painted in layers, yellow blending to orange and a deep kind of red. A line of clouds on the horizon diffused the light into a fan of rays.

I stood there just staring. My first Caribbean sunset was worth the wait. I brought my hand to my mouth and started to tear up, it was so beautiful. Oh, I wish I brought my camera.

“It’s a sight you never get used to, you know.”

I gave a start at the voice behind me and spun around. It was that Steve guy from earlier in the day—the one who had stared at me during check in. Like me, he needed an all over tan as well. He was naked like me.

“You scared the hell out of me!”

His eyes widened. “I didn’t mean to. You walked right past me, I thought you realized I was here.” He had been standing next to a palm tree, and I didn’t notice him there. “I’m sorry, Miss.”

‘Miss?’ I couldn’t remember the last time I was called that. I gave him a quick glance up and down. Okay, I couldn’t help but glance down at his crotch—no big deal, average. Well… not really; he was limp, and still big. He saw me do so and didn’t bat an eye. I felt my own face flush a little.

“What are you doing out here anyway?” I gestured down the beach. “All the action’s down there, you know.” And I was telling the truth. There was a group playing volleyball, and there were people in paddleboats and a couple of kayaks out in the water.

His face twitched. “It’s my first time back in a while, and I just wanted—wait a second,” His face closed up. “I’m a guest here too you know. Why do I owe you an explanation anyway?” He turned away from me and lifted a small camera to the sunset and began to take pictures. “Sorry I startled you, okay?”

Now I felt like shit. “Apology accepted.” He didn’t acknowledge me, just kept taking pictures. I stalked away, happy to have gotten the last word.


Chapter 5: On Sunsets…

Steve

What the hell was I going to say to Jess next? ‘Well, Jess, the last time I stood on this spot was six years ago with my dying wife’. Who looks a hell of a lot like you. I’m taking the first photos of a Hedo sunset in six years. I have tons of Hedo sunsets you know. And this is the saddest one I’ve ever taken.

Yeah, that would be the ticket. My wife’s been dead for five years and I’m still grieving. And your presence is like being visited by a fucking ghost.

I took my eye off the viewfinder and glanced up the beach. She was still walking away. As quick as I could, I turned and took a shot of her leaving.

Of Pam leaving.

I started to cry.

Again, damn it.

Coming here was a huge mistake. As soon as the shipment gets cleared, I’ll deliver it and get the hell out of here.


Chapter 6: Nerves of Spaghetti

Jess

Every fiber in my being was screaming at me to turn around. To see if he was checking me out. Hell, to walk back and apologize for snapping at him. I ignored myself. How the hell can you ignore yourself?

Shit. I’ve been here for just a few hours, and my head was spinning. Meeting Carrie at the airport and being so damn attracted to her was just the first step into the Twilight Zone. Everything that happened at the swimming pool, and now this episode. This was shaping up to be a surreal vacation.

There was a boardwalk along the beach. I stepped up onto it and motored along, wondering when I could put my clothes back on.

That question was answered in just a minute when I came up to a sign that said ‘Prude Beach’. I saw people in swim trunks and bikinis. Some of the women were topless, but I was used to that. I just didn’t need the Clothes Police giving me a hard time.

The irony of that concept alone was enough to make me smile. Back home, you take your clothes off in public and the cops will give you a hard time. Down here, you wear clothes in public and the Security guys will give you a hard time.

I pulled my dress on over my head and headed up to the restaurant.

****

It was a open atrium buffet. People were seated at tables scattered throughout. I didn’t even look the place over for familiar faces. That Steve guy was a familiar face, and that didn’t work out too good.

I approached the buffet setup, grabbing a tray and plate. Oh God, I was now officially starving. My mouth started to water at the aromas of all the dishes laid out. I blew past the soup, salads and soup offerings and went directly to where there was red meat. Oh God, I now died and went to heaven. There was a guy in a chef’s hat standing behind a warming table with the most succulent, delicious looking, Prime Rib I had ever seen. They said the food was good here when I looked online, but I had no idea how good Prime Rib could be when you hadn’t had anything to eat in about ten hours.

The chef was Jamaican, and just like the bartender, said to me, “Welcome to Hedonism, pretty lady! Your first night here?”

I nodded. “How can you tell?”

He smiled even wider. “Oh irie mon! A woman like you? If I’d seen you before, I’d be knowin’ your name by now! And what is your name so I’ll a-know when I see you again?”

Well, he didn’t say I was fat nor ugly. Memorable is good. I was now totally in love with the woman who talked me into buying this dress. “I’m Jess.”

“And will the lovely Jess be havin’ some of my fine Prime Rib tonight?” The damn guy was so merry! I couldn’t help but have my mood lift. He had a name tag that said ‘Lamston’.

“Well, Lamston, I’ll have a double.”

“Rare, medium or well done, Jess?”

“Medium’s fine.”

I no sooner had my meal prepared when a woman’s voice called my name. I turned around to see Carrie and Josh at a table waving at me. They were in t-shirts and shorts, actually pretty overdressed for the room. Many of the people eating were wearing the sheerest of cover-ups, and some of the women were eating topless.

Josh stood up when I arrived at the table, what a gentleman. Carrie’s eyes were dancing.

“Guys, I’m sorry, but I have got to get something into the fuel tank. I haven’t eaten a thing since the flight!” I said when I sat down.

Josh waved at me. “Don’t sweat it, Jess. Chow down. We’re pretty hungry too. We just finished playing some tennis.”

Tennis? You’re in the sex capitol of the world, and as soon as you arrive here you play tennis?

Carrie started laughing at the dumbfounded look on my face. “It was a bet between us. We dared each other that as soon as we arrived we’d bang a few balls around before diving into all the monkeyshines here! I didn’t think Josh would go through with it, and he called my bluff!”

Well, that explains the clothes. I took another bite, chewed and swallowed and while I worked on my third forkful, they mentioned the party tonight.

“What party?”

Josh frowned. “I’m not sure.”

“It’s masquerade night, hon,” said Carrie. She turned to me. “Every night they have a party. One night it’s a toga party—those are awesome! Another night it’s a BDSM theme, and so forth. Tonight it’s a masquerade party.”

“They’re pretty fun,” added Josh. “I don’t know why, but dancing with—”

“Or more than just dancing!” said Carrie cutting him off.

“Or more… when they’re wearing a mask… it adds something.” He held his hands up. “Even with someone you know… when you wear a mask, it changes things.” He arched his eyebrows. “In a very, very cool way!”

“I didn’t bring anything for dress up parties,” I said.

“Well, I might have an extra mask back at our room,” said Carrie.

I looked at her. And everything else in the dining room, even sexy Josh, faded into an almost grey background, leaving just her face shining. What the hell? I felt my mouth open just a little, and she responded. Her eyes widened and she sort of chewed her lower lip. Oh boy…

“Your … room…” I said…

“Yes! You can come by now, or we can go there for a nightcap after,” she put an elbow on the table staring at me, resting her cheek in her hand. I felt my tummy clench. I had never been with a woman before; I had never even thought of being with a woman since high school! And that experience was more due to a slumber party and too much Amaretto filched from the liquor cabinet.

But now… looking over at her looking at me, a pulse—a damn pulse of wanton aching started at my feet and ended in my crotch.

“Sounds good.” My face was beginning to flush.

“Great!” Carrie’s smile was something special. “We’ll just finish here, and head back. Our room’s a minute walk away.”

“What am I chopped liver?” said Josh. We both turned to look at him. He was sitting there with his hand over his heart. “You two are plotting and scheming, and what about me?” He patted his chest. “I’m hurt.”

Carrie turned to Josh, and when she did, her hand covered mine on the table. As she spoke to him, she rubbed her index finger up my fingers, stroking the web between my middle and ring fingers. I lost all ability to speak and just watched the two of them.

“Hurt my ass—you get to watch, and you know it.” She turned back to me. “If that’s okay with you of course, Jess.” Her finger pressed firmly on my hand when she said it.

I don’t know if I was breathing anymore. I just nodded into her eyes. Whatever you want, Carrie. “Uhh… I’ve never…” came out of my mouth.

Now her hand just covered mine, but gently this time. “Jess, if anything happens that you’re not comfortable with, just say so. All you need to say is ‘No, thank you,’. It would be a disappointment, but this thing here only works when everyone’s on the same page because that’s where they want to be.” She was petting me like I was a spooked kitten. And I liked it.

“I just…”

“If you want to say no, then just say so, Jess,” said Carrie. “Josh and I think you’re awesome.”

“No!”

Her face fell.

“I mean, I’m saying ‘No’ to saying ‘No’!” Shit, now I’m blabbering. My nerves of steel just became a bowl of spaghetti. Overcooked spaghetti. “I mean, I don’t want to NOT try this, I’m just nervous.” My hand clenched hers. “I’ve been here just a few hours and it’s been great! I think you’re awesome!” My eyes went to Josh. “Both of you. I just…” My eyes dropped. “Don’t want to disappoint anyone I guess.” I looked back up.

I was scared stiff and excited as hell. Carrie’s blue eyes were watching me with… concern? She let go of my hands and cupped my face in them. Leaning forward, she kissed me. When our lips touched, I opened my mouth slightly. Taking my cue, her tongue, her sweet, soft, lemon tasting tongue entered mine and began to pet it. She held my face for a moment, and I relaxed into her.

Pulling her face away, still staying close, she murmured. “You’re still good then?” I nodded back.

“Hey, I got an idea,” said Josh. We both turned to him.

“Honey, we’re both sweaty, and the party starts in about an hour. How about you and I head back to our room to get ready? We both really need a shower, and that way you guys can get yourselves all prettied up.”

Carrie’s mouth turned down. “I wanna play now!” she said in a petulant voice. I giggled, and so did she. Josh was right, and the time spent getting ready would only ramp things up even more, and I was fine with that. We both nodded.

“Give me a hint what you’ll be wearing, Jess.”

“What color turns you on the most?”

“Red. No, black. Shit. Red and black? I don’t know…” She laughed. She was as addled as I was.

“Good. I’ll see you guys at the disco.” I kissed her forehead and stood up. I had some serious shopping to do now. I had a date, and I wanted my date to drool. I crossed over to Josh and gave him a hug while he was still sitting. He nuzzled into my chest, and his hands stroked my ass, his fingers glazing across the crack between my cheeks.

“Can’t wait to see more of this, Jess,” he said, his words muffled by my boobs as he grabbed a handful of my butt.

“Ass man, hunh?” I rubbed the top of his head.

“This ass, yeah. As if I’m the first guy to say it to you.”

He was. Well, here at least! I liked the roundness of my hips, but always felt my ass was too damn big. I kissed the top of his head, wondering what else was going to happen, adding more things to my shopping list. On the website, they said the new gift shop had everything you could possibly need, and I was going to find out if that was the case.

I let go of Josh. “I don’t know what time it is right now, but I’ll see you guys in about an hour or so, okay? Umm… make it an hour and a half.” I didn’t know how long I was going to spend shopping.

“Ninety minutes. We’ll check the clock when we get to our room, baby,” said Josh, standing.

I gave Carrie a squeeze and headed off.


Chapter 7: That’s Good Enough For Me!

They didn’t lie about the gift shop—it had everything I needed, and also a few other things I picked up from talking with Suzie the clerk who helped me. Hell, she was the manager. I went in there and made sure I could charge everything to my room. She pulled my room number and name up on the computer; she lifted one eyebrow just a touch, and looked up at me smiling.

“Anytin’ ya need, darlin’” she said. “I’ll be helpin’ ya pick out and try on if you’d like.” Well, top of the line accommodations along with an Amex Black card opens doors. What the hell, when I was working at the restaurant, when someone flashed a Platinum card, I gave them extra attention too. I had never tipped a sales clerk before, but that was going to change.

I told her I wanted to look positively killer sexy tonight, I had people to impress. She didn’t ask about a budget, instead went right to the racks. She pulled out three pieces and handed them to me to try on. She had a great eye, they fit perfectly.

Back in my room, it wasn’t until I was putting on my makeup that it hit me. I had picked up a rich red lip gloss at the gift shop. As I was brushing it on, I stopped and looked at myself in the mirror.

“Jessica Adams, you have a date with a woman.”

My reflection nodded.

“You’re going to go down on her, aren’t you?”

I nodded again.

“What the hell is going on with you girl?”

I shrugged.

“Being naked wasn’t a big enough deal? You have to have sex with a woman?”

My brown eyes were staring at me wide eyed. “I dunno…”

I finished my makeup and went into the bedroom to escape my reflection. What the hell was going on with me? I sat down on the side of my bed.

Carrie was adorable. She had this sparkle about her from the moment we met. She’s someone special, but doesn’t realize it. And when she turned her attention on me, I was the center of her world.

And that made me special too somehow.

I just knew in my gut that sex with her would be something special. Okay… I hoped in my gut that it would.

“And that’s good enough for me!” I said out loud. I stood up and left the room.

It was a damn good thing I had lost my ‘walking around naked’ cherry earlier in the day. Yes, I was wearing clothes, including a mask, but if I bent over, once again I’d be mooning the world.

I was wearing a halter red peplum top with an extra long ruffle that just went over my ass. Which was a good thing, because the spandex leggings I had on were not only crotchless, but they also left my ass bare too. They weren’t much more than a glorified garter belt. The halter top was firm enough to keep the girls in place, but there was no bra to inhibit any groping. Two and a half inch stiletto pumps, and a clutch purse with a few items in it besides my room key completed my outfit.

I was also wearing a stunning mask. It was a lacey, filigree black mask that covered the top half of my face. The brow of it swept out to the side, ending in feather like points.

I entered the auditorium and the party was already in full swing. People gathered at tables whooping it up, and the drinks were flowing freely. The DJ was playing sensuous throbbing Reggae that had everyone in the mood. On the dance floor, people of all ages were… well… coming as close to fucking while still clothed as you could get. I’ve been to some wild parties, but none of them held a candle to the uninhibited revelry I was witnessing.

Lori’s big hurdle when she was down here was to be comfortable naked in public. It was something she had never done before, and when she did it, a new world opened up for her. I wanted the same sort of renewal she experienced. I got past the strutting around starkers pretty damn quick. I let myself be absolutely wanton with Frank. But the idea of being with a woman gave me butterflies in my stomach. Bullshit— more like eagles, actually.

I was drawn to the idea because it scared me. If I didn’t give it a whirl here, where could I?

I wandered in the room looking around for Carrie. And Josh too, I guess. But it was Carrie that was on my mind while I was getting ready. It was Carrie that I wanted to meet up with. She’s so pretty, and so petite. Let’s face it—she’s got the body I would have picked out if I had the choice. It really didn’t make any sense to me why she wanted to be with me—to have sex with me—when there were so many other women here, most of who were in better shape than me. Yes, I think I’m okay to look at, but Carrie is something special.

And right there, close to the entranceway, there she was, looking straight into my eyes and smiling from her seat at a small table for two.

Again, it seemed like I was in a dream state. The noise in the room faded, and all of the people in the room, despite their colorful outfits, took on an almost grayish hue. Carrie was the only one in full color. She rose from her seat as I was heading towards her.

She was wearing red also. A one piece halter mini dress. The front of it was open all the way to her navel, with fabric from her shoulders covering her breasts. The thought crossed my mind that there probably weren’t many women here who were wearing bras. She had the cutest red shoes on and that was about it. She left her mask on the table.

She came up to me and rested her hands on my waist.

“I really liked our kiss earlier,” she said, looking up at me.

I took her into my arms and kissed her. This time there wasn’t any hesitancy at all. She had her lips parted as soon as our mouths touched, and I took her with a hunger I never felt before. It was like I had spent my life eating chocolate ice cream and had just been introduced to strawberry. This was just as delicious as any kiss I ever had; different, but delicious. Her arms went around my neck and she melted into my grasp.

I broke the kiss and looked into her eyes.

“I’ve never been so turned on by a woman before!” It came out as a gasp.

“Me neither,” she said, smiling.

“I mean… I’ve never…”

“Had sex with a girl?” I nodded. “Well, don’t worry, I have.” Her hand wandered from my head down to my chest, over my heart. “But that was all fun and games. I mean…” now she looked confused. “I mean, I don’t know why, but since we met at the airport, I wanted this moment to happen.” She scrunched up her shoulders and tilted her head. “Beats me why, but I’m so happy right now!”

I kissed her again. “So now what do we do? Where’s Josh? How does he fit into this?”

Hand in hand we went to the small table she had been sitting at. Taking her seat, she told me that Josh was spending time with other friends, but if we left here, the one rule they had was that they always played as a couple.

“So he’ll be joining us?”

“Well, sort of. He’ll come with us to whichever room we go to, but ‘joining us’ will be up to you. I love fucking him, but tonight’s primarily about you and me.”

“Lesbians with a chaperone, huh?”

She laughed. A full laugh, filled with honey and chocolate. To this day, I love Carrie dearly, I think I started to was when she laughed.

“Are you okay with that? It’s a limit Josh and I set when we first started in the Lifestyle. We’re always in the same room when we play. I know you’re down here single, but I have to respect my marriage above anything else.” She looked at me hopefully. That hope touched my heart. The time and so forth we were going to share had a limit to it. And no matter how wonderful it would be, it would have borders.

I touched her face with my hand. Her cheek was cool. “I’m fine with that, Carrie.”

We sat and had a drink while the music warmed up. Two single guys approached us and asked if we’d like to dance. Carrie smiled at them and said ‘Not tonight, but thank you’. They were gentlemen, those fellows. They smiled back just as sweetly and left us alone.

We had a great time. We got to know each other. She and Josh grew up near Chicago and had only lived in Black Rapids for the last two years or so. They were now married for 12 years, and had met in college. It wasn’t until they moved to Black Rapids that they got involved in Swinging. Practically from the time they moved—it was their real estate agent that introduced them to the Lifestyle.

“What made you decide to come to Hedonism, Jess? I would never have the guts to come here as a single woman.”

I told her about Lori, my best friend. “She’s as big as me, and came here just a few weeks ago.” I looked around the room. “I don’t know the specific details of what she did down here, but she came back… well, sexy.” I took a sip of my drink, some tropical concoction. “And, well, I wanted to feel sexy too. I came into some money, I don’t have a current boyfriend, so I figured what the hell.”

Carrie’s face registered surprise I guess.

“You believe you’re not sexy,” she said. “You really think you’re not sexy.”

“Oh come on, Carrie,” I sat back in my seat and stretched out my legs. I patted my stomach, then slapped my thighs. “You’ll never see this bod in Playboy.”

“Ooooh! Some 90 year old guy with a fixation on 19 year old girls sets the standard of what’s sexy!”

“You know what I mean. I’m ‘big’.” I wasn’t going to use the damn ‘F’ word.

She put her hand on my shoulder. “Don’t move.” She grabbed her own seat and pulled it closer while keeping a hand on me. My hand was still resting on my spandex covered thigh, the hem of my top just barely covering my naked crotch.

She had turned her chair so she was facing me from the side, as if I was laid out on a table next to her. Her hand covered mine that was on my thigh. “Then maybe you can explain something to me.”

I tilted my head, looking at her from the corner of my eye. She had been so bubbly a moment ago, now her blue eyes were narrowed. “What?”

Her hand started softly gliding over my own, back and forth. “I had something odd happen to me at the airport today.” Now she tilted her head down, watching her hand. I looked down at it too, watching it glide past my fingertips towards my knee. When she had gone as far as she could reach, it came back up my thigh and over my hand, and started back down my leg. She was pressing a little more firmly now; I felt like a cat being stroked. “Wha… what do you need me to explain?”

“I think I have good taste. I mean, since Josh and I started in the Lifestyle, I’ve been with a lot of really great people. Mostly men, but a few women. What I don’t understand, Jess,” her hand stopped and she looked up at me. Our eyes focused just on each other, she continued, “What I don’t understand is why I’ve been so obsessed by you since we met in the airport.” Now her hand moved between my legs. I opened my knees. Oh God, she had me so hot already…

“Since saying hello to you at the airport, all I could think about was being with you, being naked and sweaty, and… and…” her voice trailed off, and she ducked her head back down watching herself stroke my inner thigh now. Her head shot back up. “I went into the bathroom on the plane, you know.”

“Yes,” I nodded, “you had a weird look on your face. You kind of stared at me when you walked past me down the aisle.”

“That’s because I went into the washroom, sat on the seat and masturbated thinking about you. I had an orgasm on the plane, just thinking of you.”

“What was… what were you thinking about?”

She gave her head a little shake. “I masturbated and came, just thinking of dancing with you!” She dropped her head again. “I can’t believe I’m saying all this… I got off thinking of kissing you on the dance floor.” Looking back up, she said, “Is this weird or what?”

I sat up in my seat and stood. Reaching down, I took her by the hand. “It’s different, yeah. I think this is something special.”

Her eyes were now wide, and her mouth was making a little ‘O’. She glided up from her seat and we went to the dance floor, my hand on her back guiding her.


Chapter 8: Sad Eyes…

The DJ was playing another sensuous reggae number when we got to the dance floor. All the other couples on the floor were embraced, floating in the beat. I’ve always enjoyed dancing, and my hips began to sway to the music before we found a spot for ourselves.

Carrie’s shorter than me, and she melted into my arms resting her head down on my chest with a sigh. I put my arms around her and we began to sway in time to the music. The scent of her hair filled my nostrils, and I nuzzled into her scalp. She responded with another sigh, and pressed her tummy into my belly, her hands now gliding up and down my back in time to the music.

It was a timeless experience. As the music swept up and down, washing over the two of us, our bodies, pressed together, finding their own rhythms. She would step to the side, and I followed. I would move back a little, and like a lyric to a song, she would ebb and flow with me as gracefully.

As we moved on the dance floor as one, any fluttering of apprehension in my stomach gave way to warmth. What the hell, dancing always does that to me. It wasn’t much longer for the warmth to flow into desire. My own hands began to wander on her body. She was barely covered by her dress, there was so much skin available. I ducked my head down to her shoulder and breathed deeply of her perfume. It was light and floral, and with a background that was almost peppery.

“Well, here we go,” I thought to myself.

My tongue came out of my mouth and I licked that little spot where her neck meets her shoulder. She trembled. In reply, I placed my mouth on the spot and began to suck on it. She drew me in tighter to herself and now her tremble was accompanied by a soft moan.

I closed my eyes, lost in the moment.

She had her face on the bare skin of my chest, and began to move her head in circles, rotating it against my breast. Her lips began to kiss and nibble at the side of my breast, sucking on my flesh. Now it was my turn to quiver.

The music had swelled to a rich vibrating aria. I couldn’t understand the lyrics, but the rhythm and pulsing beat just swept me up. Swept both of us up.

Opening my eyes, I tilted her face up to mine, and kissed her. Her hands traveled down my back, and she cupped my ass in her hands. Her soft hands were firmly plying at my cheeks. It was wonderful. I ground my hips into her hands, loving her touch as our tongues claimed one another.

Oh Christ, I wanted to taste her pussy! What was it going to be like? I straightened up and spun her around until her back was resting on my chest. My hands glided down her chest, reaching in and pinching her nipple. For the first time in my life I was groping a woman, one who pressing back against me, grinding her ass into my pelvis, wanting more.

My hand went further down, and I lifted the hem of her skirt. She moved her feet, splaying them out a little, in time to the beat of the music as my hand went under the fabric and laid against the outer lips of her pussy. My middle finger began to stroke up and down her lips. They were already dewy.

I clasped one arm across her chest, as I pushed my finger up inside her. Warm, creamy nectar caressed my finger as I pushed up inside her as far as I could. I remember being aware that I wasn’t nervous anymore; I was all in.

“Oh!” she said. “Oh yes!”

I pulled my moist finger out and began to stroke her up and down, holding her in place from behind. She stretched her arms above her head and encircled my neck as I continued to stroke her. The only clit I had ever touched before was my own; when I’m aroused it’s a hard pearl at the top of my pussy. Carrie’s was more of a fleshy bump. I stroked it with tiny circles, just the way I like playing with myself, and she responded by grinding into me even more.

“Oh yes! I like it just like that, Jessy!”

I had rarely been called Jessy. In the last twelve years, Carrie was the first person to address me that way. I kissed her earlobe. Her arms strengthened their grip around my neck as I continued to stroke her.

“Oh! Oh God!” she lifted one leg off the ground when she climaxed. I was easily able to handle the additional weight; I clutched at her more firmly than ever.

I took my hand away from her pussy, resting it on her hipbone as she lowered her leg. She was breathing hard, recovering. I kept swaying to the beat of the music. At that moment, I wished I was a guy, so I could be grinding a cock into her asscheeks instead of my pelvis. I smiled to myself at the thought.

Still holding me by the back of my head, she pulled me lower. “That. Was. Epic,” she said. I could hear her breathing still be sharp. “I hope it was only the opening act though.”

I kissed that spot between her neck and shoulder. “I’ve never wanted to go down on a woman, Carrie. And all I can think of now is how bad I want to taste you as you come.”

“Jessy baby… you’re going to give me your girl cherry too, you know!” Hearing her say that lit my pussy up like a Christmas tree.

“Yesss.”

She lifted her head and looked across the dance floor. I followed her gaze. Josh was maybe fifteen feet away, standing at the edge of the floor. His arm was resting on the drink shelf that surrounded the dancing area. His other hand was massaging his crotch through his pants.

The look on his face was a little hard to make out in the subdued lighting, but overall, my impression was that of confused wonder.

Carrie smiled, and Josh smiled back. Again, there was something else in his smile that made me feel a little uneasy. He was showing his teeth, but his eyes seemed wistful, almost sad?

“Is he okay?” I said to Carrie. At that moment, he looked over to me, and if anything, his eyes grew sadder while his smile broadened.

She nodded. “Yeah, he’s okay.” She looked away from Josh and back at me. “I wasn’t lying when I told you earlier how insanely turned on I am by you.” Her mouth twitched. “In all our time in the Lifestyle, I’ve never been so attracted to someone else. Josh knows, and he thinks it’s a good idea for me to follow through with it to see where all this leads.” She looked back to her husband and gave a small wave that he returned. “But right now, watching us, he’s actually seeing the attraction being demonstrated.”

A surge of disappointment washed over me. In a fucked up way I was ‘The Other Woman’. My presence was creating some sort of pressure between Carrie and Josh. I reached up and took her arm from around my neck. “This isn’t what I wanted Carrie. I didn’t want to cause any problems.”

She snapped her head over to me. “Problems? Don’t be silly!”

“Look, Josh isn’t happy with what he’s just seen on the dance floor, hon. If that’s not a problem, I don’t know what you’d call it.”

“Oh. You mean his sad eyes, huh? You noticed them despite his beautiful smile?” She was smiling when she said it. She turned back and crooked her finger at Josh and waved him over.

When he came up to us, she put her arm around my waist and said to him, “Jess thinks you’re sad.” Her hand tightened on my waist and was softly stroking my belly. “She saw your sad eyes.”

“Oh,” he said. “Oh shit, again?” Carrie nodded, and pointed her chin towards me. “Let me explain, Jess. That’s not, that’s so not me being sad. I’ve been told it looks that way, yeah. But it’s not sadness or anything negative.”

“You could have fooled me,” I replied.

He pushed his hair back. “You’re pretty observant though.” I smiled in return, and he peered at me. “Did you observe anything else about me?”

“You were playing pocket pool with yourself.”

He gave a quick nod. “That’s right. In fact… excuse the familiarity.” he took one of my hands and rested it on his crotch. His cock was hard. Not swollen, not thick, not stiff, the fucking thing felt like a piece of pipe!

“Oh!” I’ve had my share of cock in my life, but this tool of Josh’s was something to write home about.

“That sad look is my ‘Oh Shit I’m So Turned On!’ look.” He rubbed his crotch using my hand. “Believe me?”

I nodded.

“If I was sad, Mr. Happy wouldn’t be anywhere near as… uhh…”

“I get it.” I turned to Carrie. “Okay, I’m good. Now what?”


Chapter 9: Oh Carrie…!

We were at my room pretty quickly. Housekeeping must have come by, because my bed was turned down and the room was straightened up. The three of us had walked back, Carrie and I arm in arm with Josh bringing up the rear. We left the party pretty early, so the building was quiet.

The lights in the room were dim when we entered, soft light came from a lamp on the dresser, and the light in the washroom was also on.

“Would you like me to put some music on?” I asked.

“Sure, that’d be great,” said Carrie.

I rummaged in my dresser and came up with my phone and a small wireless speaker I had picked up. I turned on my phone and scrolled through my music. Before I left home, I had downloaded a bunch of songs I considered to be sexy and seductive and made a playlist of them. Okay, to be honest, I Googled the playlist. In just a few moments, Chris Isaak’s ‘Wicked Game’ filled the room.

Carrie tilted her head and smiled at me. “That’s one of my favorites.”

“Glad you like it.” I said as I went back to where she was standing. “Anyone care for a drink? I have a fully stocked bar fridge.”

Josh did the honors. He got me and himself a beer, and poured out a Glenfiddich with soda for Carrie. She knocked it back and he gave her a refill.

“I’ll nurse this one, don’t worry,” she said to my unasked question. “Just so you know, you’re not the only nervous woman here, okay?”

“But…” I glanced back and forth between them. “You guys have done this sort of thing before. I thought this would just be…”

“Another day at the office?” said Josh. He shook his head a little. “It’s really not like that. We only play with people we’re attracted to. Aaand…” he inhaled and blew out his breath. “We’re both really attracted to you— ”

“So much it’s scary, Jessy,” Carrie said, cutting him off.

The three of us were standing in a sort of triangle near the foot of the bed. I took a long pull on my Red Stripe and looked at each of them. “Let me see if I got this straight—you’re the experienced Swingers here, and you’re nervous.” They both gave me a silly smile and nodded. “Well, how the hell do you think I feel then!”

We all laughed at that.

“Well, for starters, I’m going to get out of your way,” said Josh. He went out to the balcony and retrieved one of the chairs from the patio. “Doesn’t mean I’m not going to watch, it just means that I’m going to leave you two alone until I’m invited.” He gave me an evil grin. “I figure I have a good shot at that.”

He tucked the chair over into a corner. He took off his clothes and sat down facing us. “Oops!” he said. He stood up and grabbed a second beer from the fridge, cracking it open. “This way I won’t be a distraction,” he said.

Distraction? I couldn’t take my eyes off his cock. It was standing at full attention. He wasn’t ‘blessed’ with one of those porn star nine inch Ladykillers, thank God. He looked about average size—which is great as far as I’m concerned. Judging by the shape both he and Carrie were in, he could probably bang me for hours when that time came. And since he wasn’t too big… well, that would be fine with me.

Carrie put her arm around me. “Like what you see?”

I turned to her. “I think we’ll figure out something to do with that package later.” I kissed her. “Much, much later.”

“MMmm…” she replied. She took my face in her hands and pulled me into her mouth.

When our tongues met, Josh ceased to exist. I closed my eyes. I kept my hands still, just relishing the feel and taste of her mouth. The hint of the scotch on her breath intensified the experience. She pushed her tongue into my mouth stiffly. Like a teeny cock. Following her lead, I pulled my head back an inch and began to suck on it, bobbing in and out. It was wonderful. I wrapped my lips into a tiny ‘O’ and gave her face head. She cupped my chin in her sweet, delicate hands and fucked my mouth with her tongue.

Still holding on to one another, we stepped over to the bed in time to Marvin Gaye’s ‘Let’s Get It On’ and sat on the end of it, still kissing.

Carrie’s hands left my face as she broke the kiss. Looking me in the eye, her hand travelled down the front of my top. She placed her hand on my chest. I could feel her palm and my heart racing under it. She moved her hand and began to play with my breast. She started by squeezing it from the side, then massaging and kneading it.

“Your tits are such a turn on for me,” she said. I put my arms behind me and leaned back. Reaching up, she undid the hasp holding my halter top up and peeled it down. Again she let out a little ‘Mmm’. Cupping one breast in her hand, she leaned in and began to kiss and softly suck the surface of the other.

Each touch of her lips on my flesh felt like a tingle. One that went up and down my spine. I let out a sigh.

“You like it too…” she murmured. I could hear every word Carrie was saying, her voice was like silk.

“Mmm.. yes…” I did like it. A lot. I wasn’t able to think to myself about anything, I was so lost in the sensation. Supporting myself on one arm, I put my other hand at the back of her head.

“Carrie, suck my tittes… please…

She moved her head and rooted for my nipple. It wasn’t hard to find with the size of my boobs. She popped a stiffened nipple into her mouth and with her tongue and teeth began to chew and suck on it.

It was electrifying. No guy had ever sucked my tits with her expertise. She alternated between sucking and chewing like she was playing a musical instrument. When the chewing’s intensity peaked, she alternated with softly sucking.

At the same time, her hand had been rubbing my stomach in circles. It went lower and lower until she came to the hem of my top.

Oh God, here we go.

I scooted back on the mattress. Carrie’s head popped off my nipple, her hand dropping down onto my bare crotch. Putting my feet on the bed so they were bent, I opened my knees like a flower.

“Please, Carrie… make me come.”

She got on her knees and scooted up beside me. She started rubbing my pussy up and down the same way I had done to her back at the dance, her finger travelling up and down my slit.

“Oooh! You have a pearl!” she said gleefully when she found my hardened clit. “I wish I did!” She dipped her finger up inside me, sending a thrill up my hips. She slid her finger out and began caressing my pearl in small circles with her moistened finger tip.

We were both still dressed. I reached and began to pull at her skirt. She sat back on her haunches for a moment and shed her dress, tossing it to the floor.

Her hair framed her face in a pixie cut. The sun from her first day showed a faint pink hue. The nipples on her petite breasts showed how aroused she was, they were pointing slightly upwards. She was completely un-self conscious as she smiled at me, her hands resting on her thighs. I had been smiled in that manner by guys, but never before by a woman.

I liked it.

I wished that one day I could kneel on a bed in front of anyone as she was doing without thinking I looked fat.

“You’re beautiful, Carrie,” I said softly.

Her eyes brightened. “You really think so?” I nodded silently.

She smile gave a little smirk. “I shouldn’t be the only one naked though.”

Oh what the hell. I wormed out of my tights and doffed my top and knelt in front of her.

Her face took on an expression of… surprise? Her mouth formed a little ‘O’, and her eyes widened. Damn.

“Yeah, a lot of woman here, Carrie.” My mouth twisted in a small knot. I flipped my head over to where Josh was and back to her. “If you’d rather not, after seeing the goods, I’ll understand.” Like hell, but what else could I say?

Now she looked bewildered. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?”

“I can see the expression on your face, that’s all.” I started moving to the side of the bed when she leaned over and grabbed my forearm stopping me. “You didn’t realize how fat I am until I took off my clothes.”

She blinked twice and brought her face close. “Whaaat? You think I’m let down or something?”

“Something… yeah.”

She shook her head and smiled. “Jessy, you’re so far off base you’re not even in the same ballpark.” She gave my arm a little shake. “Now you can believe me or not, but when you took your clothes off, the thought I had was that you’re even hotter than I had hoped from seeing you this afternoon in that blue dress.” She shook my arms again. “And that’s the truth!”

I closed my eyes and pursed my lips. I wanted to believe her. I really did. But I only knew her for a matter of hours, and ‘tubby’, ‘fatso’, and ‘pig’ have been ringing in my ears for years and years. Inside, I felt like I was being torn in half. One half was trying to tell me that Carrie was saying the truth. The other half was telling me there was a different, more comfortable truth. Wasn’t it?

Hadn’t I always been ‘Fat Jessy’?

Wait!

I clenched my eyes tightly and put my hands on my head.

I hadn’t been called ‘Jessy’ in years! Mom called me Jessy as long as I could remember!

Until she died when I was 12. And then…

Then it was my older brother at first. Jacob who was nasty to me for no other reason because he could. Then Dad picked up on it every time he got drunk. Which, with Mom gone, became just about every night. His built in drinking buddy, his son Jacob, started tearing at me at the same time I started puberty. They both shared that nasty streak to the day I left home at 17. From the day I moved out, I always went by Jess.

Before tonight, they were the last people to call me Jessy.

Fat Jessy.

My hands started to shake just a little. What the hell is going on here? Naked therapy? I tried to stifle a laugh. Didn’t work. It started as a snigger, then I was sitting there with my eyes still closed laughing quietly.

A hand on my shoulder. A soft, petite hand. “Hey… you okay?”

I opened my eyes and looked at Carrie. Josh had gotten up and was standing behind her. Concern was written on both their faces. “Why are you crying?” asked Carrie.

I started laughing even harder. “I’m laughing, not crying!” I calmed down a bit and looked at each of them in turn. “Yeah, I’m good. I think I’m starting to actually believe you… about the way I look I mean.” I smiled at both of them.

The look on Josh’s face was priceless. “Were you just laughing?”

“Yep.”

“At us?”

“No. At me.” I stretched out across the bed, onto the pillows. I crossed my arms above my head. Yes, her telling me out loud would make it true. This was ironic. I’ve been told I was hot by just about every guy I’ve fucked. Often just at last call in a bar. With Carrie, somehow it was different. I saw something in her eyes when we were introduced at the airport. But I really didn’t understand. This was something deeper than just fishing for a compliment. I was hoping she would diminish somehow ‘Fat Jessy’. “I want to believe you, Carrie, I really do. Tell me why I’m hot? I’ve never felt I was.”

Josh gave a little wave and returned to his seat.

She was still kneeling before me. She cupped her chin in her hand. “I really don’t know how or where to start, Jessy.” She scotched over again on her knees so I was within reach. She kept her eyes on me and reached out stroking my hip.

“You being hot is more than any particular part you got, okay? I’m really not bi you know— ”

“Coulda’ fooled me,” I said with a smirk.

“Smartass. Let me finish. I call myself ‘Bi-Friendly’.”

“What’s that?”

“Well, if a woman Josh and I meet, wants to play with a girl, and she’s cool and stuff, I go for it if everything else is good between the two couples.” She gave her head a small shake. “I don’t take one for the team though. If I can’t find something attractive about the woman, I don’t do it.”

“What does taking one for the team mean?”

“Doing something only because everyone else wants you to.” She nodded a little. “It’s the beginning of a slippery slope, one that usually ends up in a bad place.” With a small smile, she added, “It’s one of the Prime Directives in the Lifestyle—don’t take one for the team.” Letting out an exhale, she said, “My point is that I have never been attracted to a woman before you. I’ve never made the first move on a woman like I did with you today.”

“Really?”

“Yes.” Her hand still on my hip, she looked me up and down, then back to my eyes. Her brows furrowed. “Now as to why? I really don’t know, it was so sudden. It wasn’t any particular aspect of you, it was all of you all at once.” She smiled. “But let’s take a look at the parts that add up to the sum; see if we can determine the ‘Gestalt of Jessy’.”

Her saying ‘Jessy’ made it sound sweet to me again.

She began to rub my hip again. “I love your hips and ass. I really, really do.” Her hands travelled across my waist and belly. “My own ass has more in common with a ten year old boy than a grown woman, I’m afraid.”

“Bullshit.”

“Nooo…Zumba. Now hush.”

“Your ass is definitely large, yes. But what’s special about it is how it’s got that little bit of bubble when you walk. Josh and I noticed it at the airport, but then saw how your ass swayed when we met again in the restaurant. Heels love your ass, Jessy. I love your ass. Especially how well it works with your hips when you walk.”

She bent over and kissed the side of my hip and sat back up again. The touch of her lips made me tingle—so what else is new?

Her hand glided up to my tits. “These are epic,” she said as her hand rubbed each of them. My nipples started responding immediately, but I stayed still. Usually with a pair like these, they droop by the time we’re in our late 20’s, right? Yours still stand up.”

Not as much as hers, but I understood her point. Even though I’m a generous D, I can go without a bra and not have them tickle my belly button. I always considered them my best attribute.

Her hand glided back down to my stomach. Damn. From first to worst.

“I love your tummy.”

“Your full of it—call a spade a spade and a gut a gut.”

Her eyebrows furrowed again as she shook her head a little. “Nooo… it’s a tummy. There’s no stretch marks, and it wasn’t hanging over your waistline.”

“I buy clothes that fit.”

“Ya ain’t wearin’ any now girl! No, what I like is that it’s soft, “she was rubbing her hand in a circle around my navel. “And what makes it sexy is how it’s just in front. It’s not a spare tire going all around. It’s a tummy.” She leaned in and whispered in my ear, “It drives Josh crazy!”

She sat back again and now her hand went down to my crotch. I was laying on my side with one foot planted in the bed. I opened my upraised knee more. What she had done a few minutes ago to my pussy… I wanted more of that.

“I love how swollen your pussy gets when you’re turned on. I like how you keep it shaved— bald beavers rule for this girl. And furthermore…” she leaned in again, down between my legs and gave my twat a few broad licks. My breath caught in my throat and she giggled.

Sitting back up, she said “I love its scent, and its taste. Not too tart, not too sweet. Kind of like the way a good orange tastes, you know?”

Now she stretched out beside me, our faces close. “You do know you’re damn pretty, don’t you?” I gave a little shrug. Haven't been told that in a long, long time. “No, really, you are,” she said in response. Her hand came up to my face, touching each part. “Your eyes are set apart just right, and they’re a beautiful shape—almost doe eyed, but not too much. And I love their color.” Her hand moved along. “Your nose is perfect. Not too big, and not too small. Very good.” Taking her hand away, she came in close. “And all the parts lead to this soft and supple and very, very tasty mouth.”

She kissed me. And our tongues rolled into and over each other like a pair of mating cobras. I reached behind her and clutched her to me. My knee came up and planted it between her legs, massaging her crotch. She responded by clamping down on my knee, riding it.

I rolled both of us over until I was above her. I was hot. Hot looking and hotter than hell for her. I bent over and kissed and sucked on her breasts, but only briefly. My face trailed down her chest, licking her belly button and down between her legs.

With a sigh, she spread out her legs. “Make love to me Jessy,” she sighed.

I went down on her. Any apprehension I might have had was gone like it never existed. I wanted her to come, I wanted to come. I wanted us to come.

I bent at the waist and stroked her thighs apart as I eased myself down the bed so my head was in her crotch. I spread her outer lips with both hands. I had never seen a pussy this up close before. I closed my eyes and inhaled through my nose. She had a light aroma that had body to it; like a rosebush growing in the middle of a patch of sweetgrass.

I tilted my head up and watched her eyes as I rolled out my tongue. Enraptured in her visage, I began to taste her. The taste of her was as wonderful as her fragrance. I yawned my mouth open and covered the top of her pussy, rolling and lashing her sweet spot with my tongue as I watched her eyes spring open wide and her breath intake sharply. Good. I lowered my head and caressed and loved her pussy with my hungry mouth.

She began to gently flex her ass cheeks, pushing her mound softly into my mouth, urging me with “Mmm…” My tongue was now up inside of her, caressing and tasting her as deeply as I could. Her pussy was slickly firm on my tongue as I laved and caressed her walls, tilting my head from side to side, each lick ending up at the top of her clit.

I pulled my head back up to watch my Carrie. “You taste wonderful!” I breathed, “I had no idea…” I punctuated my words with a sweet kiss at the top of her cleft. She responded with a mewl like a hungry kitten.

I put my head back down between her legs, kissing her thighs, teasing her. She closed her legs on me and her hands grasped lightly at my hair.

“Jessy… please….” Again, her voice came was soft.

I went back to her clit, now attacking it. I started to softly chew on it in a rhythm, alternating between licking it with my tongue followed by my lower lip, then nibbling at it. She began to undulate under me now.

Keeping my pace, I wormed one of my hands up towards my mouth. When she began to raise her hips above the mattress, I shoved two of my fingers up inside her. Deeply.

“Ohhh yeaaahhh!” She began to buck against me. “Oh shit yeah Jessy!”

My fingers splayed out inside her, I twisted my wrist, fucking her now with them. I drew them outwards and with another twist I found her G-spot.

That was all she needed. Now her hands clutched at my hair, pulling on me. She rolled to the side, but I didn’t let her interrupt my ministrations. She was panting and grabbing at me, calling out my name louder and louder as I took her to the edge.

When I felt her start to tremble, I slid a third finger up inside her, spreading her wide. At the same time, I stopped my gentle nibbles and ravished her clit with my mouth, chewing her. Again and again I assaulted her, pulling and yanking every drop of pleasure out of her she had.

She didn’t cry out, she didn’t grunt. She screamed. With a howl from her soul, at the top of her lungs, she screamed my name and the word yes. Over and over again, I heard her calling out “Jessy! Yes! Yes Jessy!” I rode her through her orgasm, through time and space and back to my arms, softening my mouth and hand, bringing her back to earth.

Her breath was ragged when I stopped and rested my head between her legs, inhaling the strong scent of her climax and tasting her flowing juices that had bathed my tongue. She relaxed her grasp on my hair and began to stroke the top of my head as she came back down from her orgasm.

“Oh wow. Oh… wow wow…”

I kept my head down, acknowledging her pleasure with soft kisses along her thigh.

“Jessy, Jessy. My beautiful Jessy,” she murmured over and over, stroking my hair and neck. “Oh Jessy, that was wonderful…”

I picked up my head and crawled up until we were face to face. I cupped her face in my hand and kissed her. Our tongues now gently stroking in pleasure and gratitude. Pulling away, I l stared into her eyes.

“Thank you, Carrie. Thank you so much…”

She rested her head on my shoulder and hugged me.

We lay there for a while, quietly stroking each other. Our legs were nestled within each other, and our feet were stroking the other’s calves. She was just a touch damp with sweat. I closed my eyes and drifted within the wonder and joy of the moment.

Her head on my shoulder, she purred into my skin “There’s something special about you Jessy. And it’s more than the parts.” She tapped the center of my chest. “There’s something very, very special in here, and I think you’ve not shared that very much with people. So thank you, darling.”

To be continued…

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 4: Hedonism Overture, the first Chapter!


Cuddly Swingers Episode 4: Hedonism Overture Chap. 1

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 laid 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 Burmuda 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 though 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.

Click HERE for the rest of this episode— Hedonism Overture— at Amazon!

Or Click HERE to get The Box Set- All FIVE Episodes 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

OEBPS/images/image_image1.jpg





OEBPS/images/image_image0.jpg
3 Y
A SWINGERS SECOND CHANCE
CONTEMPORARY ROMANCE

il






cover.jpeg





OEBPS/images/image_image2.jpg
“ JBANGING IN.

O\ «
Mia MooRrE
.





