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Author's Note and Introduction


"Mia's Yellow Wristband" is set during the events of "The Fox Run Swingers' Freeuse Fling"; while you don't need to read that book to enjoy this one, but if you enjoy one, you're sure to enjoy the other!

Here's what you need to know to get up to speed if you're plunging into Mia's adventure without the deep lore of "Freeuse Fling" and the Fox Run Swingers' gang behind you:

Mia, Gabbie, and Vanna are members of a loose (and I do mean loose) group of friends called the Fox Run Swingers. Together with their respective husbands, Bobby, Ron, and Roger, they organize neighborhood swing and swap events ranging from casual cookouts (see "Mia's Patio Playtime") to full-on bacchanals (see "The Betwixtmas Switch").

Mia and Bobby have been visiting a tropical resort, Secretos, for some time when they want to mix things up with a new crowd, and that resort has recently opened up an exclusive hideaway called (In)Discretos. This new resort is a freeuse destination for the particularly liberated individual, and Mia brings her two best friends along to test the scene.

The resort runs on a system of signaled consent using colored wristbands: red for those who are just observing the action, yellow for those who need to be invited to join in the fun, and green for those who are ready to abandon all self-control and throw themselves into the fray with utter abandon. Mia, of course, opts for the green wristband — even before the official start of the resort's competition to see who can add the most notches to their bedpost, she's tangled up between fellow guests Chris and Charlie, giving herself over to pleasure.

Vanna has her misgivings about total surrender, though, and opts for the red wristband: she wants to take in the scene before throwing herself into the sexy fun. She meets David, Chris and Charlie's friend, who has also chosen to take things slow, and together they observe the action at the freeuse resort as the spark of desire between them kindles to a raging inferno.

When Vanna finally decides to give in to passion, she thinks that David will opt for the yellow wristband as a transition into debauchery and selects that color for herself. She discovers, though, that he's going all in on a green wristband, and hurries back to the cabana she shares with Mia and Gabbie to find hers. When she can't, though, Mia graciously offers to trade with her, taking Vanna's yellow in exchange for her green and sending Vanna off to embrace the revelry.

What follows is a tale of how Mia, very much a green wristband gal, puts her new color to very good use indeed ...


Chapter 1


Iam in the middle of the most delightful dream: Charlie and Chris are passing me back and forth beside the pool, hands and mouths, tongues and lips, caressing every inch of my skin. A crowd is forming around us, a half circle of beautiful men and women, their sun-kissed faces turned toward us in approval and arousal, whispering their admiration to each other; it feels like they're on the verge of a brazen bacchanal, an outrageous orgy, and I couldn't be prouder. To think that my antics could draw the praise of so many swingers and sensualists, hedonists and libertines, and inspire them to indulge in the delights on display at (In)Discretos!

If I'm lucky, I think, they'll all want to join in, and I'll be railed abso-fucking-lutely senseless ...

"NOOOO!"

The high-pitched wail is like a blaring siren that scatters the gathering carousers and rips me out of my splendid dream, dropping me, groggy and confused, in my bed. I groan and reach for my pillow, pulling it over my head, squeezing my eyes shut tight and willing Charlie and Chris to pull me back into my fantasy.

"NOOOO!"

With a grunt, I roll myself out of bed, grab the rumpled t-shirt from the floor to throw over my bare body, and stagger out of my room. It sounds like the wailing is coming from Vanna's room, down the short hallway from mine, and I stumble toward it. The cabana is still dark — the sun isn't even up yet — but I see light coming from under her door.

I gently push the door open and peek inside. Vanna is kneeling on the floor in a yellow sundress, her blonde hair tied back, rummaging around under her bed, her back turned to me. She's frantic, throwing clothes and bedding around, down on her hands and knees. Another screeching wail rises from her, and I grimace; "NOOOO" is not the word I came to a freeuse resort to hear.

"What's up?" I ask, and Vanna shrieks when she turns around. I'm a little offended at first — I mean, my hair is an absolute mess from the moonlit threesome I had on the beach before bed, and I'm sure my face is puffy from being dragged from my dreams far too early, but I'm certainly not hideous, even in my morning disarray.

"My wristband!" Vanna shouts when she catches her breath again. "The green one! Where is it?"

I shrug. This doesn't seem like a problem worth dragging me out of bed to solve; it's been pretty clear to me over the last few days that the green wristband we all got in the set of three when we arrived at the resort is absolutely wasted on Vanna. I, on the other hand, have been putting mine to very effective use.

"I thought you were wearing the red one," I say.

"I want green!" she shouts. "We're going green! All I have is yellow!" She waves her hand at me, showing a yellow wristband. I have to raise an eyebrow at that; yellow is the compromise color — "I might be down for a little action, but you're going to have to ask because I'm nervous about letting myself go" — but is much further along the road to perdition than I expected of Vanna.

Don't get me wrong: I absolutely love Vanna, and I respect everyone's right to manage their openness to random, anonymous, no-holds-barred fucking in their own way (I simply choose not to manage it ...). And I know, from very delightful experience, that Vanna will eventually come around and throw herself into the fray once she's settled her nerves. But I've been doubting the possibility of her joining the fun at the freeuse resort ever since she started hanging out with that Dave guy.

But if she is going to take the plunge and finally throw caution to the wind ... well, there's no way she's going to catch up with my tally in the resort's competition, no matter how hard she tries, but it seems only right that I help a friend in need.

"You can borrow mine," I say with a shrug, reaching for the green band on my right wrist.

"Yours?" Vanna says, her jaw dropping in shock that borders on horror. "What are you going to wear?"

"Yellow, probably," I say. "You can still get railed with a yellow wristband."

"No, you can't!" she shouts. "People need to ask! It's not the same! There's ... there's ... there's friction! If they have to ask, they won't, not if they can just take someone with a green wristband!"

Now I'm a little annoyed. No, actually, I'm pissed off. Does Vanna think I'm getting more action at the freeuse resort than anyone else for a hundred miles just because I'm wearing a green wristband? Does she think I have no agency in who I fuck and when, that I'm just a toy for the men (and women) at this resort to pass around at will?

Well, you sort of are, a little corner of my brain whispers, which only makes me madder. I am not a great fan of self-reflection, at least when I'm on a sex vacation, and I don't need cognizance to put in an appearance at this very moment.

Maybe a yellow wristband would be a worthy challenge for Mia, Queen of the Freeuse Sluts ...

"I only get the good kind of friction," I say with a huff, slipping the wristband past my fingers and tossing it to Vanna. "Trust me, the yellow one isn't going to slow me down one bit. Maybe it'll be fun."

Vanna catches the wristband and slips it over her hand. Her face seems to transform, the tension draining from her expression, and she looks like she might float up to the ceiling. A smile spreads across her lips and her eyes brighten, and I'm suddenly both proud and jealous of Vanna. She's going to have so much fun with that wristband ...

"Thank you, Mia," Vanna gasps, pulling me against her chest with a wild, desperate hug. "Thank you, thank you, thank you, Mia, you're the best friend I could ever have!"

"You're ... welcome?" I mumble between her breasts. "You have a good time, Vanna, I'm going back to bed now."

She lets me go, and I take in a gasping breath of air, then stumble back toward my room. Maybe I can still get back to that dream ... I glance over my shoulder just in time to see Vanna sprinting out of the cabana, the green wristband sparkling in the dawn's first rays of light.


Chapter 2


"You're up early," Gabbie says as she sashays into the kitchenette where I'm sitting at the little table with a cup of cold coffee, my head in my hands.

"Don't I know it," I grumble. The Charlie and Chris of my dreams did not, in fact, pull me back into the pleasure zone. Instead, I tossed and turned in my bed, feeling the absolute weight of my borrowed yellow wristband. I feel like I took on all the burdens that Vanna dropped the minute she slipped that green wristband past her fingers, and now I'm pinned to the ground under them.

"Was that Vanna making a racket?" Gabbie asks. I peer through my fingers at her pouring a cup of coffee; she's wearing a black and red silk dressing gown, her long blonde hair tied up in a loose bun, and she's got a relaxed, happy smile on her lips.

I remember when I used to be relaxed and happy ...

"Yeah," I croak. "She lost her wristband, so I let her take mine."

"Well, that makes sense," Gabbie says, pulling out a chair so she can sit across from me. "It's not like you're going to use a red wristband, Miss Queen of the Freeuse Resort."

I let out a sigh and wave my right wrist at her, showing off the yellow band. Gabbie narrows her eyes and furrows her brow, puzzled.

"That's a yellow wristband, Mia," Gabbie says.

"Don't I fucking know it."

"Why are you wearing a yellow wristband?"

"It's Vanna's," I say. "She apparently decided — probably with that Dave guy — that it was finally time to go green, but she couldn't find her green wristband — because why would she have kept track of it if all she was going to wear was red? —and was having an absolute meltdown."

"So I heard," says Gabbie. "I thought some jungle bird had got into the cabana."

"We swapped," I say, "and I sent her on her way. I told her I'd be fine with yellow — it's not like I can't get action any other way! But now it ... it feels like a burden."

"Oh, hon," Gabbie says, leaning across the table and brushing a hand across my cheek. "You can absolutely get all the action you want and then some, no matter what wristband you're wearing. You've got a reputation, after all."

I brighten a little at that. We've been here long enough, and my name has been on the resort leaderboard since the competition started, that everyone knows that I'm the Goodtime Gal who's going to take the crown. Sure, the yellow wristband adds a little friction, but I can work with that.

Probably ...

"What color are you going to wear today?" I ask, cocking my head toward Gabbie. She's fallen in with a silver fox and his wife who have set up some sort of bondage dungeon at the far end of the island, and she's been wearing a yellow wristband since we got here so she can incorporate sexy, explicit consent into their playtime. If she's not wearing green today, maybe I can borrow hers?

But she raises her wrist to show me the green wristband.

"Sorry, babe," Gabbie says. "Frank and June want to break out the ball gags today, and the yellow wristband is just going to slow things down. We agreed on green for keeping the pace quick and trouble free."

"Well, crap," I mumble, dropping my head back into my hands. "I guess I'm stuck."

***

"Are you sure she went this way?" Gabbie asks, hurrying to follow me along the path from our cabana toward the beach. I cut across the sand toward a cluster of flowering shrubs and palm trees.

"Those are her tracks," I say, pointing toward footprints in the sand. "And I think those must be Dave's —" I point at another set of tracks in the sand, slightly larger, then squat down by more tracks that come from further up the beach and fall into line — "and if I'm reading it right, I think he had some company right behind him ..."

"I never would have figured you for a wilderness guide, Mia," Gabbie says, shaking her head with a smile.

"I'm full of surprises," I say, standing up and wiping the sand off my bare knees. "Let's go see what kind of trouble Vanna is getting up to with her borrowed green wristband."

We hear Vanna before we see her as we near the screen of bushes: a deep, guttural, animal grunting sound fills the air, punctuated by gasps and moans. It's a sound I've heard from Vanna before — when we're at swap parties back home and also when I've lured her into a little one-on-one fun — and it gets my juices flowing. The short skirt and bikini top I'm wearing make me feel over-dressed, and I have an urge to strip them off and throw myself toward the noises, ready to be taken by whatever I find there.

But then I notice the yellow wristband I'm wearing and let out a sigh; there would have to be negotiations and exchanges and unanimous agreement before I could get involved, and from the number of tracks I spotted on the beach, there would be several parties to that deliberation. I just want to fuck and be fucked, and not have a damned conversation about it ...

Gabbie and I push through the flowering shrubs and discover Vanna deep in a non-conversation of her own. Not that she would be having a very effective conversation anyway, given that Charlie's cock is filling her mouth while Chris grips her hips and pounds her from behind. Charlie's smile is visible beneath his close-cropped beard, and Chris's blonde hair flops in his eyes as he pumps against Vanna's ass. Dave, his wavy brown hair dusted with sand and his green eyes dull with sated lust, kneels beside her, slowly stroking his half-hard cock in time with Chris's thrusts while he runs a hand along Vanna's arched back.

"Well, that was fast," Gabbie whispers to me. I stand in shocked silence, watching Vanna surrender herself to an enthusiastic spit-roasting.

"No shit," I whisper, shivering with arousal. Vanna is fully engaged now, pushing back against Chris and letting spit bubble and drip around Charlie's shaft and dribble down her chin. From the state of Dave's cock, I get the impression that this is round two already, and that Vanna has quickly moved on to an impromptu threesome after having her way with her first lover.

I'm considering slipping out of my skirt and bikini bottom so I can more thoroughly enjoy this scene — surely I don't need to ask myself permission to get myself off, yellow wristband or not — when I hear rustling on the other side of the clearing. A man steps through wearing knee-length trunks that do a poor job of concealing the thick erection between his legs. I've probably fucked him already, maybe at the luau on the first night, but it's been such a blur of cocks and cunts already that everyone seems like a fresh treat.

I want to cross the clearing, pull down his shorts, and take an oral measurement of what looks like an impressive cock, but then I remember my wristband situation; I don't want to break the flow that Vanna has going, and when I spot the new guy's green wristband, I decide to step back and let him take the initiative. Maybe he'll make the approach and ask if I can warm him up so he's ready to join in when Chris or Charlie drops out?

The new guy catches my eye, and he grins — maybe he recognizes me, too, and is ready to deepen our connection. He gives his shorts a tug, releasing his erection, and gives his shaft an inviting stroke in my direction. But then I see his glance flit to my wrist, and a frown turns down the corners of his lips; he shrugs at me and then stands beside Charlie, cock in hand, ready to encourage Vanna to have a taste.

"I guess it's too much work to ask a gal for a good time," I grumble, crossing my arms across my chest.

"Oh, let Vanna have her moment," Gabbie says, putting an arm around my shoulder and giving me a squeeze. "She's got a lot of pent up energy that she needs to get out of her system."

"I guess," I mutter, licking my lips in futile envy as Vanna trades the new guy's cock for Charlie's, then Charlie's for the new guy's, bobbing her head from shaft to shaft until they're both glistening wetly with the rising sun.

I hear more rustling and see another man appear, drawn by the cries and moans to this secluded clearing, and then another, until there are seven in all circling Vanna, eyes hungry and cocks hard, looking for their opportunity to strike. It's just like the dream I was having when Vanna woke me up looking for her green wristband, except I'm not the one in the eye of the fucking hurricane.

"I guess I'm glad she's enjoying my wristband," I mutter. Gabbie giggles and plants a kiss on my cheek just as Chris topples back from Vanna, sending a spray of cum across her bare ass, and one of the newcomers hurries to take his place.


Chapter 3


"How many?" Vanna croaks. She's stumbling up the beach toward the cabana, suspended between Gabbie and me, her feet dragging in the sand with her twisted dress draped across her back. Her eyes are glassy, her words are slurred, and she has an absolutely beatific look on her face.

I'm supremely jealous.

"Seven," Gabbie says. "Or maybe eight? I lost count at some point."

"Seven for sure," I say confidently. "That one guy — Jimmy, I think? — definitely went back for seconds. It's kind of his thing ..."

I have to admit, Vanna put on quite a show at her first impromptu gangbang on the beach. She took them all with a furious hunger, barely giving her lovers a moment to catch their breath. Taking seven cocks, along with as many tongues and mouths and twice as many hands, is no small feat; she could probably have taken seventeen.

Oh, am I ever jealous ...

"That's a heck of a way to make your green wristband debut," I say, trying to hide my envy with a laugh. "I'll bet it'll be the talk of the resort all day, this early morning gangbang!"

Vanna gives me a sudden look of surprise, almost terror; back home she's pretty comfortable with the rest of the Fox Run crowd, who are pretty tight-knit and cordial, but (In)Discretos is full of strangers. I can almost read her thoughts: having just pulled a train of seven strangers, how will she be able to face the resort again? When word gets around, will she have a moment's rest again, or will she be expected to be the unofficial Gangbang Queen for the rest of the week? I might not mind that distinction myself, but someone with Vanna's delicate sensibilities might find that prospect really upsetting.

There's an easy solution for her, though; all she has to do is give back that green wristband and put on the red or yellow ...

I'm just about to suggest a little swap, now that she's got all that out of her system and then some, when Gabbie says, "They'll forget about it by noon. It's a freeuse resort — there's practically a gangbang every hour, on the hour."

Gabbie shoots me a look like she can read my mind, and I quickly zip my lip. Vanna lets out a sigh of relief and slumps a little on my shoulder. I put my arm around her waist and give her a comforting squeeze.

"I suppose I'll be expected soon for my ten o'clock gangbang," I say. "You get some water and some rest, and I'll catch you guys for lunch."

***

If only I had a ten o'clock gangbang scheduled ...

Though with Vanna tottering off to the cabana with my green wristband, it would probably be a very annoying gangbang. Mia, would you be so kind as to suck my dick? Excuse me, Mia, may I rail you from behind and then toss you over to my buddy so you can ride his rod? Would it bother you terribly if I blew a load of hot, sticky jizz all over your perky little tits?

Too much talking!

I stomp over to the swimming pool, the yellow band on my wrist feeling like a ten ton weight, and find an empty lounger under a blue and white striped umbrella. As soon as I sit down, I feel the exhaustion wash over me; being woken up early by Vanna's little meltdown has put me in a pissy mood, and that's probably the cause of most of my annoyance. If Vanna needs a nap after her gangbang, then I probably do, too.

The pool deck is empty, and there are only a couple of people in the water, floating lazily; the resort was hopping last night, with a torch-lit luau, a stargazing orgy on the beach, and dancing in the thatch-roofed bar well into the wee hours, so most of the party crowd are probably still in bed. Those that weren't in the clearing railing Vanna, at least, and that group has probably scattered for morning naps as well.

I yawn against the back of my hand, then slip out of my skirt and bikini top and lie face down on the lounger. The warm sun on my back and the gentle sounds of the breeze in the palms and the waves rolling onto the sand lull me quickly into a deep and dreamless sleep.

And I wake with a start to the feeling of fingers against the soles of my feet. I jerk my legs up and scramble to a sitting position, my arms crossed over my bare breasts. A man is sitting on the deck beside my lounger, a playful smile on his lips. I recognize him from our second day at the resort — Cal, I think, or Carl, something like that, we exchanged names only briefly before exchanging a lot more on the boat launch. He's a little older than me, with a few strands of silver hair woven in among his black curls and laugh lines around his bright blue eyes.

"Sorry to wake you, Mia," Cal says. "I was just admiring you in your sleep. Your little toes are so lovely ..."

Not creepy at all, I think to myself, rolling my eyes. The resort is supposed to screen all of the guests, making sure anyone with a bad history or unpleasant tendencies is kept away, though I suppose there's only so much they can actually do. And it is, I suppose, the sort of setup that might attract people who are a little on the touchy-feely side of things, even with all the rules and wristbands.

And I did enjoy my earlier encounter with Cal, or Carl, or whoever this is; he had a very generous tongue if I recall correctly ...

So instead of shrieking and kicking him away, I just raise my right wrist so he can see the yellow band. His eyes go wide with surprise, and he starts to stammer out an apology.

"It's okay," I say, "I was wearing a green wristband when we met the first time, so you were probably expecting ..."

"Um, yes," Cal/Carl says. "Yes, I was, but ... I shouldn't take liberties like that without making sure first, and I certainly need to ask since you've opted for the explicit consent route."

Explicit consent ... I like the sound of that.

"Exactly," I say. "Consent is absolutely required. And," I say, arching an eyebrow at him, "it needs to be explicit."

He smiles and licks his lips, his eyes brightening.

"I completely understand," he says. "You are in the driver's seat, as it were. May I, please, touch your foot?"

I roll my eyes up and scratch my chin thoughtfully, then say, "You may, but only if you're careful not to tickle me."

"I wouldn't dream of it," he says, then reaches a hand down to my left foot. His fingers press firmly but gently into the sole, trace a circle around my heel, and then dance lightly over my ankle.

Cal definitely has a deft touch, and soon he has me purring contentedly with his thumbs pressing into my arch and his fingers sliding over the top of my foot and around my toes. I moan and stretch my arms over my head, letting the sun shine on my bare breasts; my nipples stiffen and an electric tingle courses from my toes to my scalp.

"You can touch the other foot, too, if you want," I whisper, closing my eyes and stretching my feet toward the end of the lounger. Cal grips my right foot, fingers finding all the knots and kinks and then gently pulling at my toes. I hear sharp little popping sounds as he tugs each toe, releasing tension and strain, and I moan again, rolling my head from side to side in pleasure.

"May I ... may I kiss them, Mia?" Cal asks, his voice low and rough. I can feel his breath against my ankles, and I half open one eye to look down my leg to see him hovered over my foot, his tongue tracing a line across his lips, his eyes glassy with desire.

"Since you asked nicely," I say with a catch in my voice, "you certainly may ..."

What Cal does next can hardly be classified as a mere kiss. His lips glide up one side of my foot and then down the other, his teeth graze across the pads of my toes, his tongue traces delicate shapes and complex designs from my soles to my heels. He absolutely worships at the altar of my feet, bathing me in warmth and adoration. I feel the weight of my yellow wristband fall away and I feel my body climbing a slow, steady stairway that spirals toward ecstasy. I don't know if it's because I'm turned on from watching Vanna's performance, or because I'm confounded by being woken up so strangely from my nap, or because Cal has some magical skill no other man I've ever encountered possesses, but whatever he's doing

"Holy crap," I pant, my head dizzy with delight, "I ... I've never ... holy crap ..."

I'm right on the edge of orgasm, and Cal's mouth has drifted no higher than my ankles. I want to grab him by the hair and drag him between my thighs, and I want to wrap my legs around his head and rock my body against his mouth, I want to feel the tongue that is slipping between my toes and dancing over the tops of my feet wrap itself around my throbbing clit while his lips suck my nectar.

But also, I don't want him to stop what he's doing to my feet ... I don't want him ever to stop ...

"Are you going to climax, Mia?" Cal asks, his lips against my ankle and his fingers tugging at my toes.

"I ... I ... yes," I gasp, arching my back and lifting my ass off the lounger.

"Don't you think you should ask first, Mia?"

"I ... what ..."

And he stops, mid-kiss, his lips hovering over my heel while his fingers slide up the back of my calf, lifting my leg toward the sky. I tremble, suspended on the edge of climax by a narrow silver thread.

"I think you should ask, Mia," Cal says. He nuzzles his cheek against my sole; I can feel the gentle rasp of stubble on the delicate skin, a tickle that might snap the thread that holds me above the chasm of climax. "Before you come. I think you should ask ... explicitly ..."

"Oh, fuck," I gasp, stretching my other leg out to rest against his shoulder. "I ... I ... I'm getting close, I ... please ..."

"Ask, Mia," Cal says, his voice firm and heavy. He drags his tongue along the side of my foot, and I let out a shuddering moan. The heat between my legs is unbearable, and my nipples ache with stiffness. "Ask me ... explicitly ..."

"Oh," I groan, "oh fuck, please, please, I need you to ... to keep doing that ... exactly that ..."

He drags his tongue over the other side, then nuzzles my sole again. My body tenses, stretched taut on the verge of explosion.

"Make me come," I gasp, "oh fuck, make me come, please, make me come ..."

I feel his chuckling laughter run up the leg that is resting against his shoulder, and then I feel his tongue draw some secret, magical sigil on the bottom of my foot that unlocks a torrent of delight. I throw my head back, stretch my shoulders, and let out a cry as my climax ripples through my body.


Chapter 4


Maybe this isn't so bad, I think as I walk across the pool deck and toward the open-sided, thatch-roofed bar, a spring in my step. I snap the yellow wristband and giggle. I kind of like being in charge ...

If I hadn't had the yellow wristband, I'm not sure if Cal would have been content merely to worship my feet. When we had our encounter on the dock, things progressed pretty fast from touching to licking to fucking, enabled I'm sure by the anything-goes freeuse vibe of the resort. But with the brake of the yellow wristband in place, Cal had to choose his words, and his vices, with more care; if he asked for the wrong thing, he might get nothing at all, so he bet it all on the thing where he had the most to offer.

And to think I could come just from a very thorough foot licking! I know that I'm generally pretty sensitive, as easy to turn on as a lightbulb, and I've never had a problem getting off. But no one has ever gotten me off quite like that; it was a little weird, a little wild, and a whole lot of fun.

And Cal was content to leave it at that, too, which I find even wilder. Maybe he was afraid I'd say "no" if he asked for equal attention; maybe he was pacing things for a later encounter. But after I tumbled back to reality from the glorious peak to which his tongue lifted me, he simply gave my feet one last kiss, winked at me, and turned to dive into the pool. I watched him swim for a few minutes, smooth and sleek as an otter in the sparkling water, his ass firm and muscular under his tight black shorts, but then he pulled himself back onto the deck on the opposite side, collected his towel from a chair, and walked toward the beach without so much as a glance back at me.

There are a few people sitting at the tables and on the stools in the shady bar, and I notice their heads swivel in my direction. I'm wearing just my bikini bottoms, my skirt and top draped over my arm; (In)Discretos is clothing optional, for the most part, or at least clothing casual, and it's not unusual to see guests walking around in the all-together. It reduces the friction if people are already undressed when they meet; I've certainly been using the casual nudity to my advantage to stay on top of the resort-wide competition.

The resort staff are generally not undressed. And most of them are wearing red wristbands, though with their cool, professional demeanor and quiet competence attending to the guests' needs, the wristbands are hardly necessary. I have noticed a yellow wristband or two — the gal who runs the paddleboard tours, for instance, or the guys who pass out snorkeling gear at the dock — but with so many green-wristband guests to choose from, I haven't sampled the resort's employees yet.

But there's one employee that I'm dying to sample ...

"What'll it be, Mia?" the bartender asks when I pull myself onto a stool at the bar. He sets down a cork coaster with a flick of his wrist and a sparkle in his eye, and I feel the heat rise in my belly.

The bartender, Victor, is one of the resort employees who is always wearing a red wristband, but from the way his dark eyes smoulder when he's serving the guests, I know he's a green wristband guy at heart. Today he has his wavy black hair slicked back from his high forehead, and his garish Hawaiian shirt unbuttoned so the flaming skull tattoo on his chest grins at me when he leans against the bar. When he sets the coaster in front of me, his shirt falls open enough that I think I see a little glint of a silver ring in the shadows where one dark nipple hides; I want to tug at that with my teeth while I tug at his belt and slide myself up his muscular thigh.

I guess I'm still a green wristband gal at heart ...

"Something spicy, I think," I say, propping my elbows on the bar and shimmying my shoulders to make sure he sees my firm, bare breasts, my nipples still stiff from Cal's attention. "But not enough to cloud my judgment; I'm trying to be a good girl this afternoon."

I twist my right wrist to draw his attention to my yellow wristband; he arches an eyebrow at me, and his lip curls into a half smile. A half smile that I want to trace with the tip of my tongue ...

"That's a surprising accessory you've got on, Mia," Victor says as he reaches under the bar. He sets a pair of bottles — one a gray stoneware flask with a long and graceful neck, the other a dimpled glass container with a ceramic topper containing a golden syrup — then reaches up to where the long-stemmed martini glasses hang. "I thought you were serious about winning the competition."

"Oh, I am," I say. "But I'm far enough ahead already that I can take an easy day — it seems more sporting that way."

Victor nods as he plucks a cut lime from the basket by my elbow and runs the fruit around the rim of the glass; there's something almost obscenely sensual about the way he squeezes the green peel so the clear juice runs into the bowl.

"It's nice of you to think about your competitors," Victor says. He turns toward a shelf behind the bar and takes down a wide-mouthed glass jar.

"Oh, I don't think of them as my competitors," I say, turning my wristband as I watch his ass flex under a pair of loose linen slacks that are draped perfectly over his body. I bite my lip, imagining my teeth sinking into that tight, firm flesh instead. "This is really a cooperative activity; it's just that some of us cooperate better than others."

"You strike me as very cooperative indeed," Victor says. He opens the jar and sets it on the bar, then tips the glass upside down inside it; the glass emerges with a shimmering crust of golden jewels around its lip.

"I try to be," I say. "If I'm having a good time, I want everyone else to have a good time, too. I'm just a little more eager for the good time than most."

Victor nods as he pours a pale pink liquid from the stoneware flask into the glass, then tops it with a layer of the syrup, which sits in a shimmering layer just below the rim. Then he reaches under the bar again, his hand reappearing with a swizzle stick encrusted with sugary rock candy, which he leans inside the glass.

"And how many guests have you cooperated with so far?" Victor asks, lifting his lip in that wicked half smile again. I'll bet I could get a full smile out of him ...

I shrug, the motion making my tits bounce ever so slightly. My pulse quickens when I catch his eyes following their movement.

"Oh, I don't know," I say, "twelve, I think? Maybe fourteen?"

Of course, I know exactly how many guests I've scored so far, and I'm sure Victor does, too — it's on the leaderboard posted at the other end of the bar. Sixteen. In three days! So far! Though I don't think I'll count the encounter with Cal by the pool; it was rewarding, but maybe not quite in the spirit of the contest.

"That's pretty impressive," Victor says as he sets the glass on my coaster. "I'm not sure you need a spicy drink; maybe you need something to cool you down."

"There's nothing that can quench my fires," I say, lifting my glass and smiling over the rim at him.

I catch a spicy whiff of cinnamon, a sweet note of honey, and something rich and earthy under it all. When I take a sip, my tongue touches the crystalized honey that sits on the rim, tingles with the hint of lime, and then buzzes at the warm, subtle burn of cinnamon. I drink a little deeper, letting the cinnamon tickle my nose, and taste something rich and warm that spreads through me like sunshine. It's absolutely delicious, and it takes all my will not to tip the glass and drain it in one thirsty gulp.

"Delicious," I purr, touching my pinky to my lips. I lick the tip of my finger, tasting spice and salt. "I feel delightfully refreshed."

"I'm pleased that you like it," Victor says with a smile, his eyes half-lidded and smouldering. He's putting the ingredients away, slowly and deliberately, his gaze fixed on my face. "I call it the Lucky Devil; I picked it up when I was working at a waterfront bar in Barcelona. Cinnamon, honey, lime, and a cardamom elixir. Sometimes I add a splash of rum or gin, but you said you wanted to keep sharp, so I skipped the alcohol."

"Mmmm, cardamom," I whisper, and take another sip. I'm reminded of the warm buns Bobby sometimes gets from the Lebanese bakery back home, and of a sweet rice pudding I had once at an Indian restaurant. The spice and sweet flavors sit lightly on the cardamom's rich and earthy base. The flavors blend in a way that both grounds and invigorates me.

"It makes me feel a little tingly," I say as I pluck the rock-candy-encrusted stick from the glass. The crystal sugar cubes glisten like diamonds; I roll it across my lips and then pop it in my mouth, giving it a long sensuous suck while winking at Victor.

"It should," he says, "since it's a blend of subtle aphrodisiacs. Not that you need any help revving your engine."

"My engine usually runs pretty hot," I say. I slip the stick back into the glass, then run a finger around one of my stiff, aching nipples; I close my eyes and sigh, recalling the feeling of Cal's tongue against my toes and longing for Victor's lips on my breast. "You should help a gal out with that, since you made me run a little hotter with your wicked concoction."

"You know I'd love to do that, Mia," he says, leaning across the bar until our noses almost touch. "But I'm on duty here for a few more hours — no fun for me until sunset."

I lean forward to brush a quick kiss against his lips, then settle back on my stool with a frustrated sigh. I know that I can have my pick of the resort's guests — I've already sampled widely! — but right now I'm imagining exploring Victor's body, discovering what other subtle designs are inked on his skin and savoring the salty, musky, spicy flavors I'm sure to find on his flesh. He's a heady cocktail I'd like to swallow in a thirsty gulp and then go back for seconds ...

"You'll be here when the sun goes down, then?" I ask. "And without your red wristband?"

Victor laughs and runs a towel across the surface of the bar while I swallow the last of my Lucky Devil.

"If I'm not too tired, I'll be around," he says. "But I'm sure you'll find all the satisfaction you need before then — the sun is still high."

"It takes a lot to satisfy me," I say with a wink, then slip off my stool and head toward the beachside exit.


Chapter 5


The sun is high and hot now, and the resort has come to life. There's a game of volleyball going on just down the beach from the bar, three guys and three gals on opposite sides of the net; from the jeers being called from one side to the other, and from the fact that the only thing any of players have on are green wristbands, I'm pretty sure how the final score is going to be settled. The waves are rolling in from the bay, splashing softly against the sand, and I see people cavorting playfully in the surf: riding each other's shoulders, diving into the waves and coming up spluttering, paddling out and then letting the tide gently bring them back to shore. A man and woman roll on the sand in a palm-shaded corner of the beach, swimsuits disheveled and hair shiny with seawater, oblivious to the rest of the world.

No one seems to be paying any attention to me, which is a little unnerving, considering the amount of attention that was paid the first couple days here. I'm used to being lured into the shrubs or back behind the snorkel gear shed for a quickie, or invited down to the beach for an impromptu orgy. But I guess news of my yellow wristband is spreading just as fast as my previous reputation as the Goodtime Gal did; I'm going to have to do some serious reputation repair when I finally get my green band back.

The trail along the beach turns toward a shady stand of palm trees at the southern point of the island, and I follow it toward the hut where the paddleboard tours start. Vanna and Dave took a tour the other day, with a guide named Dana, and Vanna told me that Dana was one of the staff who sometimes wears a yellow wristband. If I can't have Victor, with his beautiful but untouchable tattooed chest and smouldering dark eyes, perhaps I can have Dana, whom Vanna described as a "tasty little treat." Apparently, Dave convinced her to strip down during their tour, even though both Dave and Vanna were sporting red wristbands; and if she's down for that for those two, I'm hoping she'll consent to a lot more from me.

If I ask nicely, of course.

When I get to the hut, though, I find the window is closed, with a sign that reads "On a tour - back at 1" standing on the path. I don't have a watch (obviously!), but I'm guessing by the angle of the sun that it must be about noon or a little after. I sigh and plop down on the sand between the hut and the bay, watching the waves roll in and the frigate birds circle high above the water.

It's quiet and warm in this sheltered cove, and I'm debating taking a nap in the shade, using my skirt as a pillow, when I hear what sounds like a moan and a gasp coming from somewhere further down the shore. I cock my head and listen, intrigued. When I hear a giggle and the rustling of branches, I pull myself to my feet, suddenly invigorated and no longer interested in napping.

The path leading away from the hut follows the shoreline, dipping close to the water. There's another sheltered inlet behind a screen of flowering shrubs, shaded by palm trees, the shallow blue water glistening in the sunlight. I pick my way down a sandy dune toward the water, listening for the moans and giggles that drew me, worrying that it was just the sound of the wind and the birds that tricked my horny brain.

I'm pushing through a tangle of vines, thinking about turning back, when I hear an unmistakable moaning sound and realize that I'm about to crash into a clearing where a tangle of bodies writhes on a pile of towels spread out on the sand. I let out a gasp and step back, afraid that they've spotted me intruding on their secluded nest, but they're paying no attention to anyone but themselves, so I squat behind the rough trunk of a palm tree and part the waxy green leaves so I can watch, my heart pounding.

There are three people on the beach — two women and a man. The man is, I think, already on my tally: I can't see his face clearly, but there's a familiar bend to the shaft of his cock, which is currently receiving the full attention of the two women's tongues, one on either side, while they kneel at his feet. One of the women has a lush, curvy body and wears a bright pink bikini, with her dark hair cut in a bob that shines in the sunlight; the other is slender, younger, and blonde, her firm, high breasts bare and capped by stiff, dark nipples. My own nipples ache at the sight, and I can't help but pinch them, firmly, which sends a jolt of delight through my body.

The man is making the moaning sounds — deep and low in his throat — and he swivels his hips, making his cock slide between the women's lips. The blonde giggles and puts a hand on his ass, trying to still his thrusts, while the brunette slides her tongue to the base of his shaft then turns her head to lick his high, tight balls. He groans and rests a hand on the top of her head, guiding her movements.

The blonde scoots across the towel and kneels behind the brunette. She tugs at the straps of curvy woman's top, slowly freeing her breasts; they're full and soft, and look heavy in the blonde woman's hands as she lifts and kneads them, thumbs tracing circles around the tightening nipples. I hear the brunette groan around her mouthful of the man's cock, and see a glistening thread of spittle trickle down her throat; I bite my lip to quiet my own groan and massage my tits, mesmerized by the scene before me.

The blonde presses her breasts into the brunette's back, thighs spread wide; her skimpy blue bikini bottom rides up between her tan, firm ass cheeks, and I imagine pressing my teeth into that flesh for a playful bite. My bikini bottom suddenly feels very restrictive, and I reach for the strings tied at my hips, letting the thin fabric fall to the sand between my knees. I bite my lip harder and close my eyes, letting my fingers tease up and down my inner thighs and brush tantalizingly against my delicate tangle of hair.

"Enjoying the show?" a man's low voice whispers in my ear, and before I can let out a gasp of surprise, a large, strong hand presses against my mouth. I can feel someone kneeling behind me, their bulk pressed into my bare back; when I try to turn my head to look over my shoulder, though, the hand on my mouth holds me in place while another hand slides over my right shoulder, down my arm, and lifts my hand away from the source of my aching need.

A rumbling laugh deep in the man's chest shakes me, and he whispers in my ear, lips brushing my skin, "I thought you were a green wristband gal; I guess this makes my plan a little more complicated."

The man's voice is familiar, and I try to place him, ticking through the action I've had so far at the resort. The problem is that I haven't exchanged a lot of words with most of my lovers — the whole point of the green wristband is to reduce the need for a lot of negotiation — so I don't have a lot to go on. This fellow feels large — broad chest, big hands, deep voice — so that narrows it down a little bit, but not really that much.

"Complicated," he growls, and I can hear the grin in his voice, "but still fun." His lips press against my ear, and he whispers, "May I feel your breasts?"

His hand is still pressed against my mouth, so I nod, slowly at first, then more vigorously. He laughs again, keeping his hand in place, and slides thick, strong fingers across my breasts. I press myself against him, arching my back, and groan into his hand when he thumbs my nipple.

I try again to turn my head, but he keeps his hand hard against my mouth, his fingers cupping my chin. On the beach, the blonde has removed the brunette's bikini bottom and tossed it onto the sand, and is running her hands up and down the kneeling woman's thighs. The man has his head thrown back, fingers tangled in the brunette's hair, and moans as she swallows his cock.

"They look like they're having fun," the man behind me growls. "Would you like to have fun, too?"

I nod and make an affirmative grunt against his palm. He laughs again, leaning firmly against me; I can feel his erection, covered by swim trunks, pressing into the small of my back.

"Are you wet?" he whispers. "Can I feel if you're wet?"

I close my eyes, quivering with arousal, and nod my head as forcefully as I can with his hand locked to my mouth. The hand that has been teasing my breasts slides over my belly and suddenly grasps my sex; there's nothing dainty or delicate about his touch, nothing tentative or gentle. He's forceful and aggressive, grabbing my cunt like he owns it, and it's exactly what I want.

What I need.

"Holy fuck," he growls, lifting me with his cupped hand between my legs and pulling my body against his. "Holy fuck, you're as wet as the ocean."

I nod and moan, pushing down into his hand as firmly as he pushes up. I press my tongue against his palm, tasting salt and feeling rough skin, and he opens me, pushing a finger inside my channel. I'm so wet that he slides in to the second knuckle with no effort at all.

The blonde is easing the brunette back now, lying on the towel with her legs spread wide and pulling the brunette onto her breasts. I can see the brunette's wide spread thighs, the thatch of black tangles between her legs glistening as though stars are caught in the curls; she arches her neck back so the blonde can press hungry kisses over her lips while the man drops to his knees between their legs, his hard, spit-slick cock gripped firmly in his fist.

"So fucking wet," the man coos, teeth grazing my throat, "so fucking warm ..."

A second finger joins the first, thick and long, stretching me open. I bite at the man's hand — not to stop his explorations, but to encourage him to push harder, deeper, rougher. My subtle communication seems to work, because his fingers slide further inside, lifting me off my knees so I'm balanced precariously against his bulk, suspended on his pulsing hand.

"Holy fuck," the man growls. I can feel his cock throbbing against my spine. "Holy fuck, can I ... can I fuck you? I want to fuck you ..."

I nod as vigorously as I can, my brain buzzing with desire. The man pulls away from me, his hand exiting my cunt for a moment; I hear the rustle of fabric behind me. Then I feel his cock against my ass, hard and thick and hot, and he leans back, easing me onto his lap with his fingers between my legs again.

In the clearing, the brunette is lying back on the blonde, legs wide, while the man pushes himself into her. She's letting out cries and grunts in time with his thrusts, while he leans over her shoulder to press his mouth against the blonde's lips.

My lover guides me toward his shaft, spreading me across his thighs until the fat, weeping tip of his cock nudges against my channel. I reach between my legs to help, grasping his thick cock with both hands and lifting my ass until he finds my entrance and slides inside me, slowly, every inch of him pushing against my walls until he's as deep as he'll go and I've settled myself on his lap.

"Oh fuck," he groans into my ear, pulling my head back with his strong hand. "Oh fuck, that's good ... does that feel good for you, too?"

I try to nod, but his hand is holding my head too tightly to move. So I groan into his palm, drag my tongue against the calluses on his hand, nip at his skin. I squeeze my thighs around his to raise my ass up, then let my weight pull me down onto him, forcing his cock deeper. He laughs and pushes his free hand between my thighs, finding my hard, quivering clit with his thumb, and I come undone, releasing a hot stream of nectar onto his thighs as a climax wracks my body.

Through blurry eyes, I watch the trio on the beach while my unseen lover continues to fuck me with strong, steady thrusts. The brunette has turned onto her belly, face between the blonde's thighs, ass lifted high as the man thrusts against her. They are as loud as we are silent, raising their voices in ecstatic groans and grunts and cries.

My lover drags his hand, drenched with my juices, over my belly and leans forward until I'm on my knees. He releases my mouth so he can place both hands on my hips and pull me against him. I fall forward, face in the sand, arms stretched forward, ass raised high, and let out my own grunts with each thrust of my lover's hips.

"Oh, fuck," my lover growls, fingers digging into my flesh harder with each thrust. "Fuck, I'm ... I'm going to blow ... can I come on your ass?"

I nod, then groan, then gasp, "Yes, please ... please ..."

I watch the man on the beach pull away from the brunette, cock pulsing in his fist, his face twisted in a grimace. The blonde scrambles to her knees and lowers her mouth between the man's legs while the brunette rolls onto her side, knees tucked against her belly, her body quivering.

My lover pulls his cock from me, replacing it with his fingers, and I feel the hot splash of his seed on my skin while he lets out a roar, heedless of the noise. I bear down hard on his fingers, legs trembling, and feel another climax rush over my body.

On the beach, I hear the man gasp and groan, and I see the blonde raise her head, a trickle of thick cum coating her smiling lips. I bite my lip and stretch out on the warm sand, taking ragged gulps of breath as the pleasure turns my bones to jelly.


Chapter 6


When I can move again, I roll onto my back and prop myself up on my elbows. My lover has already pulled his swim trunks over his ass and is making his way back toward the main beach. He looks over his broad shoulder and flashes a grin; I recognize him now, from my earlier dockside encounter with Cal — he was watching us with great interest, that thick cock of his in his fist, but he didn't make a move on me then. I'm glad the yellow wristband didn't dissuade him from that delightful fuck on the sand.

"I'll see you around," he says with a nod. "Maybe we'll do that again."

"I sure hope so," I say with a wink. I update my mental tally — seventeen. I've fallen below the average I was setting at the start of our vacation, but it's probably good to pace myself. So long as none of the competition pulls ahead ...

I pull myself to my feet, a hand against the rough bark of a palm tree to steady my wobbly knees. The trio down on the shore are clearing out, pushing paddleboards out into the water, swimsuits and towels stowed so they can enjoy the warm sun on their bare skin. If they were aware of their audience, they make no indication; I watch them moving out into the water until they disappear behind a rocky shoal that juts into the bay.

My bikini bottom is twisted and coated with sand; I give it a shake, but there's no way I'm going to put it on without giving it a wash back at the cabana — the last thing I need is abrasion. I retrieve my skirt and top, tying them into a loose bundle that I can tuck under my arm, and continue naked down the path toward the island's secluded southern tip.

I've only gone a little way down the trail when I hear laughter again, and a muffled groan, and what sounds like something shaking the high fronds of the palm trees. Since the paddleboarding trio were going in the opposite direction, back toward the main beach, this must be an entirely different situation. Curiosity piqued, I pick up my pace and move toward the noises.

If I was surprised and delighted to stumble on the threesome by the shore, I'm even more elated at the scene that appears in a grove of palms a few feet off the trail. I recognize Frank, Gabbie's silver fox; he's wearing a pair of tight black shorts with black leather straps across his bare chest, a short leather flail dangling from his fingertips. The woman beside him must be his wife, June: she's a tall woman with a mane of red hair shot through with silver streaks, wearing a leather bustier festooned with silver buckles, with a black leather belt slung low on her hips, her ass bare. When she turns toward Frank, I see a wild glint in her blue eyes, and also a fierce-looking black dong suspended from the belt below her belly. She grips it in her fist, running her hand over its shimmering surface, pearly lube smearing her fingers. I feel my belly tighten at the sight of it.

But best of all, suspended on nylon straps that hang between a pair of stout palm trees like a giant spider's web, is Gabbie. Silver cuffs wrap her wrists and ankles, holding her in a star shape, and a silky red belt wraps her belly. She's naked, except for her green wristband and a blue ball gag strapped tightly to her mouth, and I see the raised red marks that must have been left by the flail in Frank's hand.

June kisses Frank's cheek, and he reaches down to join his hand with hers around her fearsome dildo. She makes a low, guttural sound when he strokes the shaft, and I see her bared teeth graze his ear. He gives her a playful swat on the ass with his flail, and she shivers with delight.

I move closer, crouching low and ducking behind a palm tree. I press my cheek against the rough, fibrous bark and watch as Frank pulls June toward Gabbie, his hand tugging at the dong strapped to her body. While she rubs the shaft along Gabbie's foot, tickling her sole with its tip, Frank moves behind Gabbie and reaches up to adjust the straps that hold her suspended between the trees. The webbing sways and jerks, and I see a look of surprise bordering on fear flash through Gabbie's eyes. She could cry out the resort's daily safe word — "BUTTERFLY" was written in bright colors on the chalkboard outside the bar — but with the gag in her mouth, I don't know if either of her tormenters would notice. Should I step in, make sure Gabbie is okay with what Frank and June have planned for her? Would I be upsetting a well-planned scene, or rescuing my friend from unwanted misery?

Before I can decide, though, I see a smile appear on Gabbie's lips, too broad and bright for the gag to hide, and then the webbing swings so her head falls back and her legs lift up. A giggling sound rises from her, muffled but undeniable; I let out my breath, relieved that Gabbie is clearly having a very good time.

June steps between Gabbie's thighs, her dong held in her fist, while Gabbie strains to raise her head, arms quivering with the effort. Her nipples are stiff and her chest is flushed, and her chin quivers in anticipation. June slaps the shaft of her leather cudgel against Gabbie's thigh — I can hear the wet smack of slick leather dripping lube against bare skin — and brushes its blunt tip against Gabbie's blonde-furred mound. Gabbie groans, her legs straining against her restraints, and I hear a sharp slapping sound: Frank has just struck her belly with the long whips of his flail. He grasps Gabbie's hair and twists her head toward him, whispering something in her ear before giving her a long, savage kiss on her cheek.

Gabbie continues to quiver and strain as June teases her with the slippery leather dildo. I shuffle around the palm tree, moving as slowly and quietly as I can, trying to get a better view. The ersatz cock's blunt tip slides against Gabbie's erect clit, sending a shiver through her suspended body. I bite my lip and slip my fingers between my thighs; I'm wet again, my clit buzzing at the wicked sight before me.

Frank stands behind Gabbie, his free hand stroking her hard nipples while he drags his flail over her belly. The long strands at the end of the flail drape across her mound, framing the open channel of her cunt, which June's dong is now prodding and prying, teasingly parting her lips. Gabbie writhes, her eyes rolling back in her head, and June lets out a cackling laugh. I swipe my thumb across the sensitive tip of my clit and bite back a moan.

"Take her," Frank growls, using a flick of his wrist to strike Gabbie's trembling belly with his cruel flail. Gabbie makes a strangled sound around the gag in her mouth, half cry, half moan.

June presses one hand against Gabbie's mound, fingers tugging her nectar-slick curls, and uses the other hand to guide the dong's thick shaft between her pouting lips. Gabbie arches her back, welcoming the intruding tool, eyes rolling wildly. I move closer, fingers flicking madly at my swollen nub, trying to get a better look at the action.

My knee strikes a rock hidden beneath the sand, and I let out a cry, tumbling forward, hands flung out to catch my fall. June, whose dong is buried halfway into Gabbie, throws a surprised glance over her shoulder, and Frank lets out a laugh as he steps around Gabbie's web and strides toward me.

"What have we here?" Frank says, slapping the flail against his thigh as he stands over me. A cruel smile tugs at his lips, and his dark eyes flash dangerously. "Are you curious, my little pet? Have you come to play, or merely to watch?"

I look up at him, eyes wide and mouth slack. He frightens me ... he arouses me ... my heart is pounding in my chest and my throat is dry with terror.

"Play," I gasp when I can find my voice. "I've come to play ..."


Chapter 7


The rough hemp rope chafes against my wrists and the trunk of the palm tree scrapes against my cheek, but that's not what makes me groan in distress. What distresses me is that June is still teasingly rolling her thick, slippery dong against my raised ass and occasionally slapping it between my legs, tickling my aching clit until I'm on the verge of tears. This is why I usually avoid bondage play: I enjoy the intense sensations, and sometimes I long for the sting of the nipple clamps and the burn of the lash, but too many people associated discipline with denial.

And I do not enjoy denial.

It was Frank who had tied me to the palm tree after lifting me from the sand where I'd fallen. When he saw my yellow wristband — hard to miss, considering it's all I was wearing — he let out a guffaw.

"Gabbie said you were a green wristband gal through and through," Frank said, turning the band on my wrist with strong, nimble fingers. His touch made my body shiver; there was something about his confidence that bordered on impunity that told me he knew how to use his fingers, and everything else, quite skillfully. "Why the change of heart?"

"It's ... complicated," I said; my chin quivered and my voice shook. "I'm helping a friend ..."

Behind me, still suspended in her web, spread open and completely at June's mercy, Gabbie made garbled noises around the gag in her mouth. Whether she was trying to add context to my yellow wristband or simply enjoying June's attention, I couldn't say.

"They must be a very good friend indeed," Frank said, chucking his thumb under my chin and tilting my face up so I had no choice but to meet his piercing gaze. "To deny yourself to pleasure of being the most submissive little toy at the resort."

"I ... I don't think I'm submissive, exactly," I said, then bit my lip to stop it from trembling. I've always thought of the green wristband as a way to take charge of my pleasure, though maybe in a roundabout way; I have as much freedom to take as to give when I'm on the prowl on (In)Discretos' beaches, and I would hardly be at the top of the competition leader board if I was merely surrendering to others' desires.

"And why do you think that, Mia?" Frank asked. The fingers holding my chin in place gently caressed my cheek, and I felt my knees wobble.

"I'm ... I'm a take charge gal," I whispered, wishing I could turn my face away from his penetrating gaze. "I know what I want, and I make sure I get it. If anything, I'm the dominant one."

He laughed again, a deep, rich rumble that made his broad chest shake under the criss-crossed leather straps he wore. I could feel my cheeks burn and tears sting my eyes; I'm not a blusher, there's hardly an ounce of shame in my person, but I suddenly felt a crippling bout of humiliation.

"You misunderstand the submissive's role, Mia," Frank said. "The submissive is always in charge; she has the dominant wrapped around her little finger, and can break him in half with a turn of her lips or the glimmer in her eyes. May we teach you, Mia, some of what you have to gain on the submissive's path?"

How could I say no? I mean, I could say no, and I had a yellow wristband and the "butterfly" safe word to back me up; it's not like I was obliged to surrender to Frank and June. I moved my eyes so I could just barely see Gabbie, legs held high in the rigging's straps as June plunged mercilessly into her with the vicious dildo strapped around her crotch; it certainly didn't look like Gabbie was on the verge of breaking June in half. If anything, I was a little worried that June was going to break Gabbie ...

But maybe ... maybe ... maybe ... I wanted to break. I'm not especially delicate, despite my size, so it would take a lot to break me ...

"Yes," I said, turning my eyes back to Frank's and feeling my head swim in his relentless gaze. "Yes, I want you to teach me ..."

***

And that's how I've wound up here, naked and horny and lashed to a palm tree, while the fearsome and statuesque June torments me with the blunt tip of a very thick dong. I push back against her, standing on my toes, thighs quivering, trying to convince her to just fuck me already. And all she does is gently press her palm against my ass and slap that meaty shaft against my aching slit.

"Please," I gasp, my voice rasping with need. "Please, can't you ... I want you to ... please fuck me with that thing ..."

I had watched while Frank secured my wrists around the trunk and ran his fingers up and down my spine, as June pounded Gabbie senseless in her web. So I know June is more than capable of using that thing to its maximum benefit. Why won't she use it on me?

"You don't ask the questions here, Mia," June says as she slides her dong between my legs and all the way up to my belly, teasing the tip against my navel. "I ask and you answer."

"But ... but Frank said that I'm in charge," I pout, my lip quivering. "And if I'm in charge, then I demand that you fuck me!"

"You still don't understand, Mia," she says. She caresses my ass with her fingers, then suddenly smacks her palm against my flesh. The report echoes in the little clearing, and the burn radiates through my skin. "You're in charge of yourself. Where are your limits? Where are your boundaries? How can I help you push them, expand them, reshape them?"

This is all just a little too esoteric for me right now, when all I really want is a good pounding from that tantalizingly thick and slippery dong. Though maybe I'm reaching the limits of my restraint ...

"You should ... you should ask me things, then," I say. I rub my cheek against the rough, dry bark of the palm tree, so different from the smooth, slippery sensation of June's dildo teasing my arousal-soaked cunt. "And I'll ... guide you ..."

"I like that idea," June says. She runs a hand down my ass and across my thigh, fingers light and quick, almost tickling. "Alright, so ... do you want your bindings looser or tighter?"

Ugh. That is not the question I was hoping she would ask. I want her to ask, "May I rail you with hard, relentless thrusts of my slippery dong?" to which I will answer, "Yes, please!"

"They're ... good, I think," I say, testing the lashing by trying to pull my hands apart. Frank used some sort of complicated system of knots, wrapping my wrists and palms in the rough hemp rope, probably applying six feet of the stuff to make me utterly immobile. "Maybe ... looser? So I can ... lean back more?"

"I can do that," June says. She leans against my back, the buckles of her bustier dragging deliciously along my spine. Her fingers work themselves between the rope and my skin, and I feel the blood flow to my fingertips, making them tingle. I test the increased range of motion by sliding lower on the tree trunk and pushing my ass back toward June.

"Yes, that's good," I sigh when I feel June's dong slide over my clit. I'm able to bend my knees now to encourage more contact; June grasps her dildo and slaps it firmly against me, sending a shiver through my body.

"May I touch your nipples, Mia?" June asks. She's leaning against me, her body curving against my back, and her hands slip along my flanks.

I nod, then say, "Yes ... yes, that would help ..."

Her touch is firm, almost rough; she pinches my stiff nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, stretching my breasts, and I let out a sharp cry. June backs off, but when I whimper and push my ass against her, she resumes her firm tugging.

"Like that," I whisper, sliding my ass into the slippery dong. June grunts and slaps the shaft against my skin with one hand while tugging my nipple with the other. Sparks fly from my breast to my belly to my sopping cunt. "Just like that ..."

"Take her — take her now."

Frank's voice is a deep, rumbling growl behind me. I look over my shoulder, straining against the bonds around my wrists, and see him standing behind June, a broad hand gripping her hip.

For a moment, I'm confused: is he ordering June to shove her dong hilt-deep into me and satisfy the burning hunger that threatens to consume me, or is he demanding that I open myself to receive the gift of that slippery shaft? Is he telling June to possess me, or is he telling me to possess June?

But the rough push of the dong's blunt end against my opening, and the slippery slide of its girth into my channel, leaves no room for confusion: we are to possess each other, become a single-minded machine of pleasure devoted to finding and breaching all of my limits. I let out a roar as June thrusts against me, forcing my breasts against the rough tree trunk and nearly lifting me off my feet, and tremble as release loosens my bones and turns me to quivering jelly again, completely at June's wicked mercy.

"Yes," I croak, clinging to the palm tree as she hammers herself against me. I can hear Frank grunting along with June's rough rhythm, and I feel her pace increase with his aid. "Yes ... yes to everything ..."


Chapter 8


Istumble into the bar on wobbly legs, still breathing hard from the deliciously rough treatment I enjoyed from June and Frank. From the shocked look that flashes over the face of the dark-haired woman standing behind the bar, I must look quite the fright. I glance down at my bare breasts, the nipples still red and swollen from the clamps Frank attached to them after he untied me from the tree, and my belly, where a red mark in the shape of June's palm shines like a neon sign that reads, "This woman has had a very good time indeed!"

I lost my little bundle of clothes somewhere on the trail — I'll find it tomorrow, I suppose, or maybe Gabbie will bring it back to the cabana when she's finished her second round with those two profligates on the beach — so I stagger into the bar completely naked except for my yellow wristband. A few heads turn in my direction, wearing slack-jawed expressions, and a couple sitting at the end of the bar slide their stools away from me as I lean against the polished wood.

"It looks like you've had quite an adventure," the woman behind the bar says, recovering her composure with professional speed. "Can I get you something revivifying?"

I sigh and nod; my throat feels dry, and my voice is hoarse from all the orgasmic screams I let out while Frank and June had their way with me. The bartender turns to pull down a tall glass from the shelf above the bar, then fills it with ice from the bucket behind her. The ice makes a refreshing crackling sound as she half fills the glass with sparkling water, then tops it off with a golden yellow elixir that catches the last scarlet rays of the sunset and tosses a round slice of lemon and a sprig of mint on top. I drag my sore, swollen tongue across my bee-stung lips — the only thing that could stifle my cries while June fucked me with her dong was Frank's pulsing cock repeatedly plunging into my mouth — and take a deep swallow of the cold, sweet, and sour draught.

When the drink has worked enough of its magic that I can find my voice again, I drag the back of my hand across my lips and ask, "Where's Victor? He said he'd be off at sunset."

The woman glances over her shoulder at the last light of the day slipping into the ocean, then turns to me with a shrug.

"He clocked out about half an hour ago," she says. "I'd guess he's on his way back to the staff quarters — it was a pretty busy day, with the volleyball tournament."

I sigh and take another sip of the sparkling lemonade. After the workout Frank and June gave me, I should probably be turning in myself — I ache all over, and I'm a little worried I might lose all feeling below my belly if I don't give things a good long rest. But Victor did say he'd be around after sunset, and I was looking forward to showing off my battle scars even if I couldn't coax him into an after-hours skirmish.

"Which way are the staff quarters?" I ask. I run my finger along the rim of my glass, trying to give the bartender a flirtatious smile.

She shrugs as she grabs a couple of empty glasses from the bar — abandoned by the couple who slid aside for me when I arrived — and drops them into a bus tub of soapy water by her feet.

"Behind the main clubhouse," she says, cocking her head, "but it's off limits to guests."

"Well, of course," I say with a grin. "I mean, the staff should have their privacy off hours. I was just hoping I might ... catch him before he turns in for the night. For a goodnight kiss ..."

The bartender shrugs again, then winks at me.

"Sometimes he stops to watch the sunset," she says. "If you hurry, you might catch him."

I barely hear her calling "good luck!" as I slam the last of my drink and scramble out of the bar, plunging into the lengthening twilight shadows at the back of the beach.

***

I hurry up the path, heart beating fast. I should stumble my way back to the cabana, of course, take a long hot shower to wash the evidence of my busy day off my skin and sink into the deep sleep of the thoroughly debauched. But I've caught a second wind at the thought of connecting with Victor, maybe tracing my tongue along the inky designs on his flesh, inviting him to soothe my aching body with his full lips, opening myself to him for a moonlit dalliance.

Night comes on fast on this island, so far from the mainland. As soon as the last crimson rays of sunlight have dipped below the horizon, a spray of stars begins to twinkle in the velvet black sky. The moon is a waning sliver low above the water, and a brisk breeze blows from the bay. I feel my skin prickle at the sudden chill, and my nipples stiffen; I really should give up and go to bed.

But the thought of abandoning this chance to connect with Victor — without his red wristband — fills me with surprising dread. I'm not one to miss a chance at a new and exciting experience, no matter how exhausted I might be; if there's anything I fear, it's regret at failing to seize an opportunity for a new and exciting shag.

Wrapping my arms around myself, I follow the path past the clubhouse, its windows dark, and toward a stand of palm trees up a low rise. There's a wooden sign at the top of the little hill, just like the one at the entrance to the circle of guest cabanas: "SAFE ZONE" written in a looping script, declaring the area off limits from the green wristbands' promise of perpetual consent. On a smaller sign that swings in the sea breeze beneath the "SAFE ZONE" sign the words "EMPLOYEES ONLY - NO GUESTS ALLOWED" declares that I'm on at the limit of my boundaries. Probably in more ways than one.

I can see a few low huts beyond the sign, not unlike the cabana that Gabbie, Vanna, and I are staying in: squat structures with thatched roofs and generous porches, painted bright reds and yellows and greens that are barely visible in the fading light. A few of the windows glow, and I can hear cheerful chatter rising on the breeze. I smile, thinking of the (In)Discretos staff taking their leisure, maybe swapping stories about the shenanigans the guests got up to, perhaps trading gossip about the complicated entanglements they've witnessed by the pool and in the surf, maybe negotiating some complicated entanglements of their own ...

There's no one on the path, and I see no one beyond the sign. Victor is probably in one of those cabanas now, feet up on the couch with a cool beverage in his hand, shirt open to reveal more of the delicate tracings inked on his skin. Maybe he's thinking of me?

Or maybe he's not alone ... I think the blonde woman I watched in the threesome on the beach was Dana, the paddleboard guide Vanna and Dave met the other day, who expressed some disappointment at their red wristbands. I close my eyes and imagine her kneeling between Victor's thighs, dragging her tongue across his erect cock, teasing the purple head with plump lips. Or sprawled on the couch beneath him, legs wrapped around his waist, urging him to fuck away the cares of the day.

My nipples tingle, and not just from the breeze; I run a thumb across one stiff button and shiver as an electric charge courses down my belly and prickles between my legs. Whatever numbness threatened after my workout with Frank and June has retreated, replaced by the familiar heat of arousal.

"Darn it, Victor," I whisper, closing my eyes and conjuring the crisp, clear image of him pounding Dana. I can picture his ass — tight, firm, and thoroughly biteable — rising and falling in a steady rhythm while Dana writhes and moans beneath him, strands of blonde hair stuck to her rosy cheeks with the sweat of desire. I pinch my other nipple, sending a jolt straight to my clit, and almost drop to my knees on the sandy path. "Darn it, Victor, where are you?"

I glance longingly past the sign, ears straining for what I'm sure are the sounds of Dana's moans and Victor's grunts, the couch in Victor's cabana groaning under their bodies. Maybe I can slip into the shadows, creep from window to window, just to catch a glimpse of Victor. I want to see the tattoos I'm sure are on his back rippling under his muscles, watch his belly tighten as he approaches climax, see his face contort in exquisite agony as he struggles to forestall his orgasm. My hand slides over my belly, slick with sweat, and my fingers tease the swollen lips of my sex, hot and slippery with my nectar ...

"Well, there you are, Mia," a voice says behind me, and I nearly jump out of my skin. My eyes go wide and I spin, the hand between my thighs flattening to cover, unsuccessfully, my immodest state.

A figure steps out of the shadows, tall and lean, and stops a few feet from me. In the dim moonlight, I see Victor's dark eyes flash and his lips quirk into a playful smile.

"I hope you haven't been waiting long," he says. His eyes rove over my naked body, pausing at the fingers tangled in my sopping bush. "Or getting started without me."


Chapter 9


"Victor!" I shout, throwing myself at him. He has his brightly colored shirt off, slung casually over his shoulder and dangling from one finger, and he drops it to catch me in his arms. I press my face against his chest, taking in the clean, crisp smell of him, and let out a relieved sigh; my fantasy of him fucking Dana had been so vivid, that I almost believed that I was peeping through his window and watching them together. But no, he's not off with some other gal! He's right here, and I intend to make the most of him!

He steps back, letting out a laugh, and grasps my shoulders in firm, strong hands. He holds me at arm's length, my toes pressing into the sand that's still warm from the day's sun, and looks down at me with dark eyes and a rakish smile.

"It looks like someone has had a busy day," he finally says after his eyes have their fill of my naked, quivering body. My heart hammers in my chest and the tingle of arousal I was feeling before has become a steady ache.

"Very busy indeed," I say, letting my lips turn up in a smile to match his. "Maybe I'll tell you all about it."

"So you got your green wristband back?"

"Nope," I say, wiggling my hand. "Still yellow, but I made the most of it!"

"With no cheating?" he asks, his eyes narrowing. "You know that the resort is very strict about the rules, and there are consequences for cheating."

"Would I cheat?" I say in mock indignation. "Perish the thought! I'm a good girl, Victor, you should know that by my sterling reputation!"

"You've got a reputation alright," he says, arching an eyebrow, "but I don't think I'd call it sterling."

"Well, it's better to be infamous than ignored," I say. "I hope you haven't heard any complaints about me."

"Nothing but praise," Victor says. He loops an arm around my waist and pulls me to him; I can feel the heat rising from his body, so soothing against the cool breeze, and I rest my head against his chest. His hands slide up and down my back, dipping toward the curve of my ass, and I let out a sigh.

"Did you change your wristband?" I ask, turning my face up to him.

His eyes brighten, and he moves his right hand so I can see the yellow wristband. My knees feel weak again, but not from exhaustion.

"So I can ... ask for things?" I whisper.

He shrugs, then returns his hand to my back. His fingers graze my ass, and I shiver at his touch; I'm not sure that this isn't cheating on the wristband rules, but I think a friendly embrace should be allowed — it only feels like more than that because I'm so incredibly aroused.

"You'll have to use your words, Mia," he says. "I hope you've found new uses for your tongue today."

"Oh, and then some," I say. "I'm ready to ask for lots of things."

"Well, I'm going to start by asking if you'd like to take a walk with me," Victor says, taking a step back from me and extending his hand.

I suppose banging right here at the entrance to the employee cabanas would be a little uncouth, and a walk might be a nice warmup.

"That's a good start," I say. "But it's certainly not going to be the end."

He laughs and retrieves his shirt from the ground, draping it over my shoulders, and leads me down the path away from the employee cabanas.

***

"I'd like to drag my tongue over your hip," Victor says as we walk along the beach toward the lapping surf, "while you tell me all about your adventures today."

A jolt runs through me, and I quiver beside him, hugging his shirt tighter around me. That certainly sounds like a good start.

"Are you ... asking?" I ask, looking up at him with hungry eyes. "Because the answer is definitely —"

"No, no, no," Victor says, squeezing my fingers in his. "I'm just ... expressing interests. No asking yet."

"Ugh," I grunt, "fine. And I'd like to tickle you until you beg me to stop."

This little game has been going on for a little while now, as we stroll along the beach, past the pool and the dock, our way lit only by the twinkling stars and sliver of moon sparkling in the sky and shimmering in the water. Victor "expresses an interest" — "I'd like to nibble on little toes until you gasp for air," "I'd like to run my hands over your breasts and feel your stiff nipples against my palms," "I'd like to bend you over and run my tongue up and down your creamy thighs" — but when I press him on the subject, he insists he's not making a request.

"I'm not sure I like that idea," Victor says. "Do you like to be tickled?"

"Maybe," I say, bumping his hip with mine. "You should ask and find out."

"Maybe I will ..."

He stops suddenly, taking both of my hands in his and looking down at me. His tattoos glow in the moon's dim glow: a flaming skull on his chest, a red and thorny rose in its teeth; a pirate's cutlass on his shoulder, green vines wrapped around its pommel and snaking down his arm all the way to his yellow wristband; a delicate chain of flowers and stems climbing from his belt and spreading across his flat, taut belly. There are more designs, I'm sure, hidden by his white linen trousers.

"Mia, will you please button your shirt?" he asks, his voice low and husky.

"You're ... asking?"

He nods, his eyes darting from my face to my bare breasts and back. My nipples stiffen under his gaze, and I feel a flush warm my throat.

"But ... why?" I ask, my voice catching. All of this on display, all of me willing and eager to surrender to his every whim, and he wants me to button my shirt?

"Because I want to peel it off you," he says, stepping closer. "Slowly, one button at a time."

My knees feel wobbly. He releases my hands, and with trembling fingers I do as he asks, starting with the button at my throat. The shirt is far too big for me, the short sleeves hanging nearly to my elbows, and it makes me feel small and vulnerable. Even more vulnerable than I felt naked.

When I finish the last button, covering my body from neck to knees in Victor's bright Hawaiian shirt, puts an arm around my waist and pulls me to him for a kiss, lifting me nearly off my feet. His mouth is hot and insistent, his tongue forcing its way past my lips and teeth, and he drinks me in until I'm panting. My head spins, and if he didn't have a hand on my hip, I would probably topple onto my knees in the sand.

"Wait," I gasp when his thumb and finger gently tug open the shirt's top button. I put my hands against his chest and take a step back. My eyes travel up and down his body, which seems to hum with dangerous energy like a coiled spring. "You first."

Victor raises an eyebrow, his lips turning in a quizzical frown. I square my shoulders under the shirt and point a finger at his belt buckle.

"Strip," I say. "I mean ... Victor, will you please take your pants off?"

His frown loosens, his lips lifting toward a smile, and his eyes flash. He brings his hands to his belt, opening the buckle, then pauses.

"Why?" he asks.

"I think it's only fair," I say. "You've had a good long look at me."

"True enough," Victor says with a laugh.

He toes off his shoes, kicking them aside, then pops open the button at his waist. I chew my lip as I watch his fingers slowly tug at the zipper on his fly, and then he opens his slacks to show the top of his briefs. The bulge of his cock, previously shrouded in the loose fabric of his slacks, pulses against his underwear, the outline of the shaft and bulbous tip standing out in relief. I make fists of my hands, digging my nails into my palms; I want to peel his trousers past his knees and tug at his briefs with my teeth.

But I also want to watch Victor's confident, unhurried undressing under his own hands.

He slides the linen fabric over powerful thighs and past his knees, revealing the rest of the flowering tattoo that runs from his flank to his calf, broken by the black line of his briefs. My fingers tingle with the desire to trace the delicate lines of black, yellow, and green ink that decorate his skin. Victor kicks the slacks aside when they pool at his feet, then takes a small step back, thumbs hooked at the waistband on his hips.

"Turn around," I whisper. "Please, Victor, turn around ..."

He winks at me and turns slowly, showing me his back. A pirate frigate sails between his shoulder blades, sails billowing in an unseen breeze, bow slicing through a wave that swells with his breath. A mermaid clings to the back of one thigh, her round breasts cradled in her flowing hair, while around the other coil dancing fronds and tendrils of seaweed, the flowering vine that reaches to his hip flowing subtly into an aquatic motif.

Victor turns his head to look over his shoulder at me, a playful smile on his lips. His thumbs tug gently at his briefs, sliding them down so I can see the firm swell of his ass, the creamy skin of his lower back.

"Keep going," I croak. My nipples press, uncomfortably stiff, against the fabric of Victor's shirt, and the fire between my legs rages.

Victor nods, his eyes locked on mine, and drags the black fabric lower, lower, lower ... When the waist band sits at the base of his ass, tight against the backs of his thighs, he bends at the waist. I watch a ripple of muscle tighten his legs and ass; I feel dizzy and disoriented. With a quick flick of his wrists, he pulls his briefs past his knees, then stands and kicks them toward his discarded slacks and shoes.

Victor's naked ass is just as delicious as I had imagined it would be: smooth and firm, round and muscular, it seems to shimmer with power. I can imagine how it would feel under my hands, vibrating as he thrusts into me, a hard and relentless machine.

"Turn around," I croak, bunching the tails of his shirt in my fists and tugging the fabric tight against my tits. "Please, Victor, turn around ..."

He winks, his smile broadening, then slowly turns to face me. I gasp at the sight of his erect cock, standing at attention below his belly, foreskin pulling away from the purple bulb at its tip. His hairless balls are high and tight, hugging the base of his cock, and he reaches a hand down to cup them, rolling them between his fingers while his shaft pulses.

"What do you think?" he asks, placing the tip of his finger beneath the head of his cock and raising to toward his belly. I pull harder on the shirt, stretching it taut, and let out a hungry moan.

"I think," I say, taking a step forward to close the space between us, "I want you to lie down so I can take you for a ride. Is that okay?"


Chapter 10


Victor watches me as I ride him, my shirt hanging open now after he unbuttoned it, slowly, asking permission each time his fingers moved on to the next button. I was almost ready to tear it off myself, sending the buttons flying into the sand. Now his hands grip my hips, holding me steady as he rises to meet me, rolling me like the ship on his back rides its inky tide.

I press my palms against his chest, framing the rose-biting skull between my fingers, and arch my back. Victor's bright Hawaiian shirt slips down one shoulder, and I feel the cool night breeze on my hot, passion-inflamed skin. With a groan, I rotate my hips, grinding myself against Victor, urging him deeper, deeper, deeper ...

"Oh god, Victor," I gasp, "oh yes, yes, fuck me ..."

His hands slide to my ass, fingers digging into trembling flesh, and he pulls me harder against himself. He thrusts up so hard that I'm almost unseated, and I have to push my thighs against him like I'm a rodeo queen on a bucking bronco. My fingers dig into his chest, seeking purchase, finding his stiff nipples and thundering heartbeat.

Enthusiastic and ongoing consent, I think, with a wild laugh turning into a moan in my throat. That's how the brochure explaining the resort's system described the yellow wristband experience. Asking and offering permission at every step, urging each other on to rising passion, guiding the action to mutual pleasure.

"Like this?" Victor asks, his voice breathy and low, as he pulls me close and thrusts up at me, feet braced wide in the sand. His fingers dig into the flesh of my ass. "Like this?"

"Yes," I gasp. I lean forward to drag my tongue through the valley of his collarbone, tasting his salty warmth. "Yes, fuck, just like that ..."

My back goes rigid and my head snaps back as Victor's cock reaches the deep, aching bundles of nerves in my channel, filling and stretching me nearly to the breaking point. I can feel my climax building deep in my belly, like the tide pulling back out to sea so it can gather its fury into a crashing wave. My thighs tremble against Victor's legs; I grit my teeth, trying to hold my rapture at bay just a little longer ... just a little longer ... and then I let my orgasm seize me, dragging me under as I howl and tremble on top of Victor.

His fingers dig into my flesh, his hips thrust up against me, and he gasps, "Mia ... oh fuck, Mia ... can I ... can I ..."

"Yes!" I shout, burying my face into his hot neck and wrapping my fingers in his dark hair. "Yes, god, please, yes, Victor, fill me!"

I feel the searing jets of Victor's cum explode inside me, feel his cock expand in my channel as his orgasm rips through him. I hold on for dear life as he shudders and roars beneath me, afraid that I'll be hurled out into the void by the force of his climax.

We lie together in a swoon as the passion washes over us, leaving both of us panting and sweating and exhausted. I press my ear to his chest, listening to his heartbeat slow into a steady, satisfied rhythm after the thunderous pounding that accompanied our mutual rhapsody. It matches the gentle rumble of the surf rolling over the sand a few feet from our heads, and the purr of the breeze in the palm fronds above us.

"That was perfect, Mia," Victor says, tracing my spine with his fingertips. I sigh and smile, burrowing my face into his neck. It's nice to be praised for being good at what I most enjoy doing.

"I've got no complaints, either," I say. I stretch my aching legs, and feel his softening cock slipping out of me, leaving a warm, wet trail as it retreats.

"I've got tomorrow off," Victor says. He slips his fingers through my hair, pulling my lips up to his for a kiss. "Maybe we could make plans?"

I fold my hands above his face and rest my chin on them so I can look down into his dark eyes and take in the rakish twist of his smile. My muscles feel like limp noodles, my body aches with exhaustion, but somehow my mind is racing ahead to the promise of tomorrow. Which looks very promising indeed from this angle.

This has been a much better and more exciting day than I expected; the weight of decision that my yellow wristband carried — a brake on my impulse to throw all caution to the wind — turned out not to be so heavy after all. I'll need some time to process the day's lessons, though, to figure out what I liked and what I didn't, and which adventures bear repeating.

Taking a ride on Victor, though, is one thing that I definitely want to do again ...

"Maybe," I say, bending down to plant a kiss at one corner of Victor's lips, and then moving to kiss the other before collapsing against him again with a heavy sigh. "After I've had some rest. And after I get my green wristband back."


Bonus Betwixtmas Switch Chapter!
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Sign up for my newsletter and get a bonus Fox Run Swingers' Story!

When opportunity presents itself, Cait seizes the day.

Having Roger join Cait for some fun after cleaning up Gabbie's kitchen was a fine thing indeed, but turning it into a threesome with her husband Gary was even finer. When presented with Bobby and Ron, how could she pass on making a grand morning of it?


About Cornelia Quick
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


Mia's Patio Playtime
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Mia's Patio Playtime

A bad potato salad leads to a good time at the cookout.

What was supposed to be a run of the mill swap for members of the Fox Run Swingers' Club turns into an exciting new challenge for Mia when Gabbie has to take a rain check and Ron invites some extra guests. Is she up to this ambitious undertaking? And are they?


The Betwixtmas Switch
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The Betwixtmas Switch

All bets are off the week between Christmas and New Year's in this spicy tale!

Mia and Vanna are on a gals' getaway vacation at Isla de los Secretos, where anything goes all the time; Vanna struggles to maintain her boundaries while Mia goes off the rails.

Meanwhile, back home, Vanna's husband Roger is being introduced to the Fox Run Swingers' Club by Mia's husband Bobby.

There's a little -- actually, a lot -- of everything in this sexy story. The Fox Run Swingers believe that fun is best enjoyed with friends, and they're a very friendly bunch whether they're meeting in twos, threes, fours, or more.


A Touch in the Dark
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A Touch in the Dark

Be careful what you touch in the dark - it just might touch you back ...

When Gabbie sees the old van on her husband Ron's car lot, she knows just what the Fox Run Swingers' Club's next adventure needs to be - a group trip to a spooky haunted house!

But the Mauquon Mansion of Terror holds secrets that are more frightening than the thrilling chills the gang expected to help rev up their engines ahead of a little playtime. As they scatter in the dark, each member of the club encounters a terrifying and arousing mystery.


The Fox Run Swingers' Freeuse Fling
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The Fox Run Swingers' Freeuse Fling



Join Mia, Gabbie, and Vanna on the wildest Fox Run Swingers' Club adventure yet, as they travel to a freeuse resort where anything goes, in The Fox Run Swingers' Freeuse Fling!
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