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About This Book

Nicole thought the past was behind her…until Nathan walked in.

When Ryan and Nicole win an all expenses trip to a luxury adults only resort, they learn that while kids aren’t allowed, clothing is optional.

That’s okay, they’re not afraid of an adventure; they had a mind blowing one with their neighbors in a hot tub this past winter. If a possibility for some wickedness appears, they’ll be totally open to it.

As soon as they step foot in the place, Nicole's heart leaps into overdrive. Nathan Whitfield is here? OMG. In high school she'd had the biggest crush on him. He was the sexiest teacher in the school and even now, he's got Silver Fox nailed!

OMG.

Unaware of Nicole's infatuation, Ryan and her former school teacher hit it off right away, becoming friends over beer and discussion of his future.

Like an itch in the middle of your back, the harder she struggles to suppress her desires the more it claims her thoughts.

On an evening out, fortified by Southern Comfort, 'Nikki' suggest they play a game…

Uh-oh.

When it doesn't go quite as planned, she's terrified things will never be the same.

She’ll spend the rest of her life wondering ‘what could have been’.

Would You Rather…?

Obsession has a price.
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{ 1 } ‘NIKKI’ AND ???
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“SHIT, I HOPE THIS IS GONNA BE WORTH IT.”

Ryan Bradley wiped the sweat from his brow before his fingers grasped at a sapling. The mountain slope was sure steep. And the hot August sun wasn’t making the climb any easier.

A stone dislodged by his wife skittered down past him. He turned his head, watching it tumble and bounce down the slope of Mt. Jervey. Shit, if he slipped and started rolling down the hill, would he be able to stop? He shook his head. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.

But then again…

He looked up to see his wife’s ass flex and roll in those Daisy Duke shorts as she clambered just ahead of him. He knew she wasn’t wearing any panties—that was one of the important elements of this adventure. When they got to the summit of the mountain, he was gonna pull those shorts down and…

God, it was a sweet little ass. The frays of her cut offs just…just barely hid that perfect smile of flesh where her ass-cheek joined her leg. Nicole felt she had a flat, almost boyish ass, but as far as Bradley was concerned it was perfect. Nicole’s butt wasn’t a Kim Kardashian freakazoid plastic surgery Photoshopped ass; no… his wife had a real, natural ass with just enough curve and swell for you to know for damn sure that was a girl in there.

A small sigh escaped his lips as he watched her slender frame stretch to the next handhold and pull herself up another few feet. ‘Over thirty and with the figure of a sixteen year old.’

Nicole must have felt his eyes on her because she turned around with a smile.

“Checking out my shorts again, babe?”

He snorted. “Nope. Not at all.”

“Oh really?” she replied in her scary perfect imitation of Ace Ventura. With a gleam in her eye, she flipped her shoulder length straight blonde hair. “I don’t believe you.”

He nodded. “The wrapping’s cool, but I like what’s in the package.”

She was at a young tree, its trunk just a few inches thick. “Oh, you do, do you?” Grasping the trunk she bent at the waist, shimmying her rump.

“Oh yeah, baby!”

“C’mon, big boy, we’re almost at the top.” She hauled herself up the hill, with Ryan right after her.

Beside the sexy shorts, Nicole was wearing one of those tube tops that had seen a resurgence. A spandex and elastic number that went from her tits down to just above her belly button. No bra under it; not that Nicole really needed one with her pert apples. But in this heat, it was darkened with her sweat and he could see her nipples, those wonderful swollen toppers, push against the fabric. Some women had little top hats, others had buttons; but when Nicole’s nipples were engorged (God he loved that word!) they were firm oversized acorn caps that covered half her small breast.

Who ever knew hiking could be such a turn on?

“I’m glad we came out,” he said as he continued to slog up the hill. “You look good out here in Mother Nature Land.”

“You’re sweet.”

They crested the hill onto a flat meadow. Mt. Jervey wasn’t anything special as far as mountains were concerned. Which was why they picked this place. Without any hiking trails, it was too high and steep a climb for families with kids to go up, and it was no challenge for people who wanted to brag about what they did at the gym. It was only 650 feet or so from the base to the top, and enough of a pain in the ass to climb that they figured they’d have the summit all to themselves.

“I haven’t been here in years,” Nicole said. “Since I was in high school.”

“You’ve been up here before?”

She pushed a sweaty lock of her blonde hair from her eyes. “Just a few times when I was a kid. I liked coming up here for the solitude.” He noticed her eyes dart to the side.

“And what else?” He said, stepping into her and putting his arms around her. “You bring a guy and do the nasty?”

“No.” She looked up at him with a sweet smile. “You’re the first guy I’ve come up here with.” She looked around the area.

Large stones were pushed up in the center of the meadow like a burial mound the size of a one story house. They were covered with graffiti; kids had spray painted their names and the date. Over the years, the tags were now layered, with new names covering the old ones.

He watched as Nicole walked around the pile, looking it over carefully.

“You left your mark here too?” he said.

“Mmm-hmmm. But I’m having a hard time remembering. It was…” she looked up doing the math in her head. “God! Over fifteen years ago! I was a junior in high school!”

“Junior?”

“Yeah. Grade eleven.”

“Back in ’03?” Ryan put his tongue against his cheek. “Looking at all the names and dates since then…I don’t know if you’ll be able to find it, hon.”

She squatted down at an area where there was an overhang. “I thought of that.” She pointed her finger. “There it is.”

Ryan squatted down. In careful strokes he saw ‘Nikki G and ??? 4Evah’ painted in white down in the corner of the enclosed space, low to the ground. “You brought up a brush and paint? Not a spray can like everyone else?” He thought that a little odd. “And who’s the mystery man?” The fact that she wrote ‘Nikki’ meant something. That Nikki she used when she was all horny’ed up… He decided to let that line of questioning alone for now.

She shrugged. “Some guy. I was all crushing on him through high school. I finally decided to come on to him and he turned me down flat.” She shook her head. “Boy did that sting.” She looked up at Ryan, the memory of high school still sharp.

“So what happened to him?”

She shrugged. “He moved away or something during the summer.” She snorted. “I guess I scared him off.”

“If a hot girl like you scared a guy that bad, he’s gay.” He helped her to her feet. He stuck his thumbs through the straps of the backpack he brought. “So…where…”

“Let’s check the place out first, okay? We wouldn’t want to be interrupted, would we?”

He turned his head and spun in a slow circle. “Nobody here but us chickens, Nicole.”

She pointed to a glade of trees. “Let’s check out the woods a bit, okay?”

There was a thickly wooded area in the back of the meadow.

“Okay, but only as far as where it starts sloping back down, okay? I don’t want to have to climb back up, y’know.”

They didn’t get past the first rank of trees when they heard it.

“Oh Daaaadeeee!”


{ 2 } NO NEED TO BE SHY
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THEY STARED AT EACH OTHER IN SHOCK.

“Yes Daddy! Yes! Yes! Yeeees!” The woman’s voice was close. Really close, but the trees were so thick Ryan couldn’t see anything when he darted his eyes towards the sound. He turned back to Nicole when she tugged at his arm.

With an evil grin, she put her fingers to her lips and gestured with her head. “Let’s check it out!” she whispered.

“Sounds good to me!” he hissed back.

Holding hands like a pair of love struck Ninja’s, they softly padded their way towards the decadent noise.

Nicole stopped and gestured.

Peering around their tree, they saw a couple in the throes of abandon.

There was a large stone, the size of a compact car with a blanket spread on top. A young woman—‘Shit,’ thought Nicole, ‘she could still be in high school!’ — was spread eagle on the edge of the surface, her knees in the air. Her head was lifted as she was clutching at the shaved head of a man between her legs.

“I can’t handle it, Daddy!” she cried out, her lips pulled tight against her teeth. Her face was flushed a deep pink, causing the freckles on her cheeks to stand out.

An older man lifted his head. His weathered face and shaved head showed him to be in his 50’s at least. “Ride it out, baby! Show me how you can ride it out!” He dove his head back down, and began making loud, wet slurping noises.

“OOoooOOOO!” like a hound baying at the moon, the girl lay back down, releasing her grasp on her partner. Her eyes clenched shut as her head began rocking from side to side. She grasped her straight red shoulder length hair, bunching it in each hand.

“OOOOooooo!” up and down, the tone of her groaning howl continued. Releasing her hair, she thrust her arms straight out from her sides in surrender.

“That’s my little girl!” the man cried out before resuming his mouth’s assault on her. “Your squirting all over my face! Gimme more baby! I want ALL of it!”

Ryan and Nicole were transfixed by the raw, roaring sight before them.

Ryan’s voice was a low whisper. “Oh fuck that’s hot!” His put one hand over his crotch, rubbing it, while his other encircled Nicole and began to pull down the top of her tube top, exposing her boobs.

Nicole didn’t resist at all. She was immersed in what was before her.

“Oh Daddy! Oh Daddy! OMYGOD DAADEEE!” As her head flew from side to side, the girl’s ass came up in the air, crushing her pelvis into the mouth of her lover. “Cum—cummm—cummminng!” With a howl that went from a growl to a squeal, she battered at her partner’s face. “Hunh! HUNH!” Over and over again, she grunted like a starving wolf on fresh killed prey.

Finally, she fell back and was still. Completely spent, her head lolled to the side, her bright red hair covering half her face. Nicole could see her eyes glazed from the pleasure overload she just experienced. Wow. Oh fucking wow. It was obvious she was taken past what she thought she could handle.

Her partner stood and shucked off his jeans. His voice a guttural snarl, he said, “I’m not done with you yet!”

“Yes Daddy…” she replied in a far away voice. “Whatever you want, Daddy…” She spread her legs wider. “Please, Daddy…”

Nicole watched as the guy took his shirt off in one pull.

He stood at the girl’s feet, holding her in a smoldering gaze while stroking his shaft. Yeah, he was definitely in his 50’s if not even older. While he wasn’t flabby, she could see the effects of time on the looseness of his skin. He was in pretty good shape despite his years; he had just a hint of a pot belly, and practically no love handles. Nicole loved the hollow depression in his ass cheeks. She loved ‘thrusters’ like those! She thought it was the sexiest part of a guy’s butt.

His hand was stroking his thickening shaft. “Whose girl are you?” he said.

The girl’s lips thinned in conviction. With a nod, she said, “I’m Daddy’s girl!”

“And who’s your Daddy?”

She lifted her head. “You are!”

“That’s my sweetness.” He said. He bent over tenderly and stroked her face. “Where do you want Daddy to fuck you, Angel?”

“In my Daddy hole!” she said. She lifted her legs and hooked her hands into her knees, pulling them back to her chest. She rolled back, exposing her ass to the afternoon sun. “You’re the only one who’s ever fucked me there!

“That’s my good girl.” He said. He continued stroking her face, brushing sweaty locks from her cheek to behind her ear. “Tell me again,” he said. “Where do you want Daddy to fuck you, Angel?”

“In my Daddy hole!” she said. “That’s YOUR hole, Daddy!”

“Oh fuck, Renee, you turn me on so much when you say that!” His hand picked up a small plastic bottle. Flipping the cap open, he poured clear liquid over his cock, slicking it. He then poured it over the crack of the girl’s ass cheeks, and with his other hand massaged her ass. “You get me so damn hard when you talk like that!”

He wasn’t lying. Nicole saw that in just those few seconds, his cock had gone from semi thick to an angry purple, full blown hard-on. When he reached up to lube his partner’s ass, his shaft was sticking straight out.

Ryan bent down and whispered in her ear. “He’s gonna fuck her in the ass!” His hand dropped to the waistband of her Daisy Dukes and popped the button. As they watched the other couple, Ryan tugged her shorts down past her thighs to her knees.

Oh what the hell. She shimmied, and they dropped to her feet. She pulled one foot out of them and stood there as Ryan’s hand went to her ass, cupping each cheek firmly. When he placed a finger over her anus though, she shoo’ed his hand away.

“Not that,” she whispered. “You know better.”

He leaned into her ear. “Was worth a shot though!” he said with a snicker. From behind, he arched his hand up between her legs and began to roll the pad of his middle finger over her pussy, caressing her already swelling clit.

From the scene on the rock, the man said, “Oh babe, you’re asshole’s so tight…”

“Put another finger in, Daddy. Stretch it a little for me. Your cock’s sooo big!” Renee’s hips were rolling from side to side as the man massaged her anus.

She went still. Lifting her head, she said in a clear voice. “Burning a bit, hon; use some more lube.”

The guy squirted a stream over his fingers and twisted his wrist. “That better?” he said.

“Ahhh!” Renee said, lowering her head again. “Thank you…” she made a small smile. “Daddy!”

“I’m going to put my cock in you now, baby…” He adjusted his position and putting a hand on her hip, began to guide his shaft.

‘Ohmigod!’ Nicole thought. ‘I never thought anal could be so hot!’ The sight before her and Ryan’s finger on her clit shocked an orgasm through her without warning. “Uhhh!” she hissed.

Just as the guy’s crown began to press against her anus, the girl reached down and grasped his wrist. “Hang on, Carter. We got an audience.”

The guy’s head whipped over to where they were peering from. He squinted. “Yep, I see ‘em.” He pointed with his chin. “Hey you two…enjoying the show?”

Nicole was frozen. But Ryan called back, “It’s really hot!”

“Well then, feel free to get closer!” He was still stroking his cock. “We love an audience!” Looking down to Renee, he said, “Isn’t that right, hon?” She nodded, a small smile on her lips.

Nicole felt Ryan’s hand on her back and let herself be guided out into the small clearing.

Renee looked Nicole up and down, her smile expanding into a grin. “Looks like they’re having their own party, Daddy.”

‘Oh shit!’ In the shock of being discovered and Ryan’s unexpected move, Nicole had forgotten she was practically naked! She lifted one hand to cover he breasts, and her other went down in front of her crotch.

The guy, (‘Carter, was it?’ she thought) chuckled. “You look like a painting of ‘The Birth Of Venus’ standing there.” He made a small shake of his head. “You don’t need to be shy…”

He had the clearest gray eyes she ever saw. She huffed a small breath and dropped her hands. Ryan grabbed one immediately and gave it a small squeeze. Asshole. He was completely dressed!

“That’s better,” he said. He turned back to Renee. “Doesn’t she have the sweetest titties, baby? See how her nipples are all so puffy? I think she likes watching my little girl…”

Watching Nicole’s eyes, Renee licked her lips and turned back to Carter. “She’s cute, but I don’t think it’s fair that we’re all naked and that guy’s fully dressed.” She turned back to Ryan. “Are you going to fix that?”

Shrugging off his backpack, Ryan pulled his golf shirt over his head at once. He fumbled with his belt and dropped his shorts and stepped out of them. He began stroking his cock, which was already hard.

Renee giggled. “You can leave your shoes on!” She turned back to Carter. “You like her titties, Daddy? I thought you liked mine?” she said in a plaintive voice as she began to massage her boobs.

Carter bent at the waist. “I like her titties, baby girl, but I love yours!” He sucked on one while she held it up for him. With a wet noise he pulled away, straightening up again. “Now I gotta fill you up, angel.”

“Pleeeze, Daddy! Fill my hole!”

It was like Nicole and Ryan disappeared; the couple on the rock didn’t look at them again.

“Your such a dirty girl, you know that?” Carter said, massaging his tool. He had it rested in the cleft of Renee’s ass.

“I’m YOUR dirty girl, Daddy!” She began to fondle her breasts, her fingers kneading the pale flesh. Even her freckles covered them, small spots dotted her orbs as she mashed them with her hand, fingering each stiff nipple. “I’m whatever my Daddy needs…” her voice became lower and smokier, “Whatever my Daddy wants!” She began squirming, rolling her hips.

“Oh baby…” Carter’s eyes were fixated on his lover’s anus as he lubed it once more. He took his shaft and slowly pushed it up inside her.

Renee bit her lip as the crown of his cock stretched her ring. She moved her hips towards him, letting out a small sigh when if pushed past. “Mmph! That’s it!” she said.

Carter continued easing himself inside her asshole. His eyes closed. “Oh yeah…just…about.. there!” He opened his eyes and looked down at their joined hips. “I’m all up in you baby…” his voice almost a whisper.

“I’m sooo full, Daddy! I love how you fill my ass!”

Carter began to stroke in and out of her, his cock glistening with lube. He might have been approaching ‘Senior Citizen’ status, but the glistening flesh of his well lubed shaft was as hard and tight as if it had been shrink wrapped. ‘No loose skin there!’ Nicole thought.

They were both panting now, as Carter pumped himself in and out. His face was slack with pleasure.

Ryan pulled Nicole by the waist to him, settling her in front. She felt his cock nestle in her butt-crack as he dry humped her ass. He dropped his mouth by her ear. “Shit, this is hot, baby,” he murmured. “I’ve never seen people do anal before!” He paused a second. “Not in real life, anyway!”

“Mmm-hmmm…” she murmured back. She wasn’t going to start any commentary; Carter and Renee were enough for her to take in. She reached for his hands and put them over her tits, pressing hard. At the same time she shoved her butt into his thrusting cock.

Renee had rolled herself back, her hands again hooked into her knees giving Carter’s shaft as full and deep access as possible. With each forceful thrust, she panted. “Fuck me Daddy! You’re going to make me cum again!”

“Oh yeah, baby!” Urged on, Carter dropped his hands beside Renee’s head and lifted himself on his toes. The only part of his body in contact with his lover was his cock, like a piston thrusting in and out of Renee’s stretched asshole. “Oh yeah! I love fucking your Daddy hole!”

Renee’s face crumpled into a stern visage of hot passion. “Got me cumming Daddy! Cumming!”

“Oh baby yeah! Yeah!” Carter’s voice descended into a raw, primal rumble. “YEAHHHH!” His hips began to spasm as he filled her with his seed. Stroke after long, deep stroke, he growled and roared as his balls spasmed, his cock throbbed, spurting stream after stream of hot spunk up inside her.

Nicole saw white thick come begin to ooze from the side of Renee’s asshole. Shit that man was virile. The squelching sounds of wet fucking rose up above their sighs and soft gasps.

With a groan, Carter lowered himself to Renee, his arms encircling her in a grasp. She put her head on his chest as he continued stroking into her, his movements now becoming gentle.

“Unbelievable!” Ryan whispered. “I want to applaud!”

Nicole could only shake her head silently, muffling her own giggle. She wanted to clap too!


{ 3 } ‘THOSE PEOPLE’
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THEY WATCHED IN SILENCE as Carter and Renee came down from their pinnacle of ecstasy.

After a few moments, Carter lifted his head and looked at them. “Was it good for you too?” he said with a smirk.

Ryan started clapping. “That was awesome, dude! Totally fucking hot awesome!”

Carter turned to Nicole, his eyebrow lifted in question.

She nodded slowly. “Totally smoked.”

He turned back to Renee. “I’m gonna pull out now, babe.”

She shrugged. “Sure, no prob. I did do an enema before we came out you know. There won’t be any surprises, don’t worry.”

“I love you honey,” he said, pecking her forehead. He eased his hips and his now softening cock pulled away from her.

They hadn’t noticed the backpack on the edge of the blanket that Carter rummaged in. He pulled out a package of Wet One’s and gently wiped Renee’s ass. He grabbed a plastic bag and put the used ones into it as he wiped himself off of the shining remnants of their passion.

As they watched, Ryan spoke. “Uhhh…I’m Ryan, and this is—”

Carter’s hand shot up, palm out. “No. Don’t say anything.”

“But…”

Renee sat up. “It’s better this way,” she said, and Carter nodded in agreement.

“I don’t understand,” Nicole said. “We just watched you two guys fuck! And you don’t even care what our names are?”

Carter nodded thoughtfully. “Yeah…” He swept his hand. “This was cool for you guys to watch, and we do get a real charge out of being watched…but…”

Renee chimed in. “The anonymity is a turn on for us. The less we know about each other, the more we…” she put an arm on Carter, “can fill in the blanks.” She shrugged. “This was a wonderful, special moment—”

“Special? We’re smoked!” Nicole said.

“Yes. And if we leave the details out, then…well…” Renee held out her hands to the side. “Then it stays really special.” She looked at Carter. “Forever.” He nodded.

That was either one of the sweetest, most profound things Nicole had ever heard…

Or the dumbest.

Renee had rolled onto her side watching them, her hand propping up her head. She was completely comfortable being naked. Carter stood beside her, his arm absently draping over her shoulder.

Nicole held up a hand. “Okay, no names. I get it, I guess…” Her mouth twitched to the side and she looked at Carter. “You’re not her father, right?”

Both of them burst out laughing.

“He’s not my father, silly!” Renee said. She turned her head, looking up at Carter. “He cherishes me, loves me, nurtures my dreams and goals…” Her voice faded.

“Well, Med School was a bitch for you, Angel,” he said.

She nodded, her red hair shimmering in the dappled sunlight. Her hand brushed at her bangs just over her eyebrow. “And the residency was a tough four years…” She inhaled deeply. “I wouldn’t have made it through without you.”

Gazing down at her, he stroked her arm softly. “I’m proud to be your Daddy.”

‘A fucking doctor? She’s old enough to be a fucking doctor?’ Nicole’s brain spasmed. Taking a breath, she said, “Okay, so you’re not related.”

Carter flashed a grin. “Well, we kinda are…” he held up his hand showing the wedding band on his ring finger. Renee held her hand up showing a delicate copy of the same design.

“Oh…married…” When they nodded, she let out a huff of air and fell silent.

Ryan raised his hand. “Okay, Mister and Mrs. Anonymous…” he looked around the small clearing. “You guys come here often?”

Renee replied, “First and probably last time. We’re not from around here. We’re just passing through on our vacation.”

“A long overdue vacay,” Carter added.

“So…you decided this afternoon to go on a hike and fuck outdoors? Is that something you do a lot?”

Renee rolled to her stomach, facing them. “In what I do…” she patted Carter’s thigh, “well…what we both do for a living…we see a lot of death, you know that? We both work in Emergency Medicine…and not everyone makes it, okay?” Taking a breath, she said, “You have no idea how many times we’ve seen people going about their lives and boom!” She snapped her fingers. “Car accident, trip and fall, any of a thousand things, and they’re in a wheelchair for life…or worse.”

“Yeah…I used to watch a show on TV…someone died every week.”

“Yes. But someone also lived, right?” When Ryan nodded, she continued. “That’s what we focus on—the one’s we save.” She held up a finger. “Dealing with that kind of stuff…it makes us treasure each precious day we have.” Looking up at Carter, she said, “This started out as me just letting him experience his fantasies…”

Carter chuckled. “And now they’re yours too!”

She smirked. “I’m coming up with my own too, you know!” Looking back to Ryan, she said, “We’re not hurting anyone. We like the edginess of it all. And we enjoy it.”

“Really enjoy it!” Carter added. “We only get one life, right? So you better fill it with as much joy as you can.” He patted Renee’s rump. “This works for us.”

***

Nicole and Ryan were back down the mountain and in their car heading back home. They didn’t speak very much on the journey down the mountainside. Ryan was behind the wheel and Nicole kept mulling over what Renee had said. Damn, they never introduced themselves at all! The only reason she knew their names was from them speaking to one another.

And they were totally not interested in learning her name!

That made her fume. And who could blame her? They saw her naked for God’s sake! And they couldn’t be bothered to learn her name?

Still…it was intense.

“Penny for your thoughts?” Ryan said. “You’ve been so quiet, I’m worried I’m in trouble.” He looked at her from the corner of his eye.

She patted his arm. “No…you’re not…”

“Still fuming over those two not wanting to get to know us better?”

She harrumphed. “That obvious, huh?” When he nodded, she said, “I don’t know if they were rude or really, really on the money, you know that? I mean...” she held up a finger, “on the one hand, not even bother to learn our names—”

“When we were all naked…”

“Yeah! That’s just kinda rude, you know?”

“But they never told us their names either, did they?”

She shrugged. “Carter and Renee.” She made a face. “Or ‘Angel Baby Little Girl’ and ‘Daddy’.”

“How come you know their names?” He looked at her in puzzlement.

“They called each other by name, silly! Didn’t you hear them?”

He snorted. “I… was too busy having my brain melt. Watching!”

She shrugged. “But, on the other hand…leaving it like that…”

“Kind of adds a mystique to it all.”

“Yeah.”

“Makes it special.”

“Yeah.”

“You know what, Nicole? I think it was pretty fucking special.”

She shrugged. It was still weird though.

When they turned on their street, she looked at the vacant house across the street. “I wish Dan and Laurie were home,” she said with a sigh.

“He’s off securing his kids’ college funds, Nicole. They’ll be back in a year or so.”

“Yeah…” she looked at Ryan sideways. “But it made for one hell of a winter, huh?”

The two couples had gotten to know each other during a drunken game of Truth Or Dare at a local watering hole. One thing led to another, and the four of them ended up in bed together.

Their sex-capades blossomed into a deep friendship. But that Spring, an opportunity for Dan, an electrical contractor, to work on a massive construction project in Dubai came out of nowhere. In addition to being paid more than ten times what he had been making, plus bonuses, the project had a compound where his family could live as well. They were gone in a week. Nicole and Ryan took on the responsibility of looking after the house while they were away. The money was so good that Dan would be able to bank enough after taxes to ensure both their kids would be able to afford college with no problem.

She sighed again. “Yeah, it was the hottest winter of my life. But if they were home…”

“We’d have them over for hot tubbing? And some Southern Comfort?” he looked at her lecherously. Southern Comfort went straight to Nicole’s sex drive like an aphrodisiac.

“Erm… yeah…”

“Feelin’ randy, baby?” he said as they pulled into their driveway.

She popped her door open. “Let’s just say I could use a drink.”

***

Forty five minutes later, they were under the sheets cuddling.

“Not our best roll in the hay, was it?” Ryan said.

Nicole’s head was on his chest, her fingernails twirling the hair between his nipples. “We’ve had better… You kind of weirded me out…”

“Yeah. I’m no ‘Daddy’ for you, am I?”

Her mouth twitched downwards. “You’re too young, I guess. I suppose that works if there’s a big age difference like those two we just saw. I’ll bet Carter’s got twenty years or better on Renee.” She lifted her head. “And trying to fuck me in the ass?” She shuddered. “You know I’ve never done that!”

“Oh come on! Can you blame me for trying? After what we saw this afternoon?” He held out his hands. “I mean, she said she came from being done in her bum!”

“I doubt that.” ‘How in the world could you orgasm from being screwed in your butt?’ She thought to herself. 

He shrugged. “Seemed like that Renee girl got a charge out of it…”

“That shit takes preparation Ryan. Pun intended.” She’d read up on anal sex a little at one point. It definitely needed some pre-planning to avoid…problems.

“Well, we did get off.” He eyed her. “You didn’t fake your ‘O’, did you?”

She shook her head. “Nope. You know I don’t do that; not really my style, you know?”

Ryan lay back on the pillow, crossing his arms under his head. Staring at the ceiling, he said “Do you think it’d be a good idea to…maybe…go online and see if there are other people like Dan and Laurie?”

“You mean cruise Swinger websites?” When he shrugged and nodded, she said, “You want to become a Swinger? Go to clubs? Get laid by strangers?”

“Well… I don’t know… It was fun with Dan and Laurie, wasn’t it?”

“Are you kidding me? Sure it was!”

“But?”

She shook her head. “I dunno…I never thought of myself as one of those types of people.”

He laughed. “People who fuck other people’s spouse? I got a news flash for you cowgirl! You are one of those people!”

“It was the one time, and Dan and Laurie are special.”

“I thought that couple on the mountain was pretty special,” he said with a smirk. He looked over to her. “If they invited us to join them, you would have, right?”

Nicole’s lips turned down. “I’m not sure.” And she was being honest. Part of her would have loved to have jumped right in. Hell, years ago, when she had just finished college, she had no problems with something as edgy as that. But now…she was thirty years old! And finding out that those two wanted to keep everything so anonymous…well, she was glad they didn’t mess around. It was way too superficial. Or something like that. She looked at Ryan and shrugged. “Let me put it this way—I’m glad we didn’t.”

“Really?” A shadow of disappointment flitted over Ryan’s face. “But what about Dan and Laurie?”

“When we got it on with Dan and Laurie…well, we sort of warmed up to the idea, you know?”

He barked a laugh. “She needed to warm up to the idea! You were good to go.”

She couldn’t deny that. Maybe it was the Southern Comfort, but Laurie and Dan are great people. “Look—maybe those two were…are a lucky break, okay?”

“That doesn’t sound like a hard and fast ‘No, I don’t want to do anything like that again’, hon.”

“It’s not…let’s just play it by ear. If the stars align the way they did with Dan and Laurie…”

“Fair deal.” He rose up from the pillow and kissed her. “Nighty nite.”


{ 4 } A RAUNCHY TALE
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DRIVING TO WORK THE NEXT DAY, RYAN was listening to Howard Stein’s program on the satellite radio. He was always good for a laugh during the morning commute, and today was no exception.

“It’s Hot And Sweaty Monday!” he announced. “We do some wild stuff here in the studio, but we’re having a contest today. You guys have heard our guests do all sorts of raunchy stuff…but we want to know…what’s the raunchiest thing YOU did last week? C’mon, don’t be shy! Call in and tell us your raunch! Share it with the world!” His voice dropped to an intimate tone. He must have gotten right up to the microphone. “And, I’ll tell you what. We might have a prize for the best story!”

“Boy do I have a story for you, Howard.” Ryan said out loud.

The traffic heading into downtown was abysmal. Not only was there a huge construction project on the Interstate, but it was compounded by a fender bender between a big ass RV and a minivan. The four lane highway was reduced down to a single lane.

The callers were a real odd bunch. Some of the stories could have been interesting, but they didn’t know how to spin a tale. Howard cut off most of them after less than a minute.

“Isn’t there anyone out there in my listening universe who did something really raunchy and would like to tell me about it?” He gave the 800 number again.

Oh what the hell. He glanced at his phone on the dash mount. “Siri, make a phone call.”

“What number?”

Hell, he probably wouldn’t get through anyway, but gave the number. His eyes widened listening to the sound of the line ringing.

“Howard Stein show. What’s your raunch?”

“Oh! Am I on the air?”

“You sure are, bud! This is Howard! I answer the phones here once in a while when I’m feeling lucky! Am I lucky?”

Holy shit he was on the air!

He lowered the tone of his voice. Maybe if anyone he knows hears this, they won’t realize it was him? “Well, I had a pretty raunchy Sunday hike yesterday Howard…”

“Oh yeah? What was so raunchy?”

Sitting behind the steering wheel, Ryan relived the episode. He told Howard every detail—how pale the redheaded woman was, and how her freckles stood out so, making her cute as well as sexy. The age difference between them…

When he talked about watching her call her husband ‘Daddy’ he felt his shaft thicken.

“Oh man, that’s hot!” Howard’s voice came over the phone and on the radio. “That redhead…you said she looked really young? Was she underage?”

“Hell no!” He kept from blurting out that she said she was a doctor; how many cute, petite redheaded doctors with nice jugs and freckles were there in the world. And even though they said they were from out of town, Howard’s show was broadcast on Satellite. “She just sounded young, you know? When I looked at her before we parted company, I saw that she was at least in her late twenties if not older.”

“Freckles everywhere, huh?”

“Oh yeah!”

It went on for a lot longer than any of the other calls, and finally Ryan had to say, “I think I’ve told the entire story, Howard.” Just in time too, after crawling along what felt like a hundred years, the traffic was starting to open up.

“Well, I gotta tell ya, bro…that’s the raunchiest call in we’ve ever had on this show, and that’s really sayin’ something!”

He laughed. It sure was. Howard Stein wasn’t the King of Shock on the airwaves for no reason.

“Aaaand…” he continued, “by all the looks I’m getting from the others here in the studio, I think we’ve found our ‘Hot And Sweaty Day’ winner!”

“Do I get a T-shirt? I don’t have a T-shirt from your show and I’m a regular listener. Or is it a mug? I’d love one of your show’s coffee mugs!” He rolled his eyes hearing the hooting laughter in the background.

“Well, before I go any further, what’s your name, man?”

“Ryan.” He wasn’t going to give his whole name on the air; no way.

“Well, Ryan, not only will you be getting a T-shirt aaand a mug…you’re getting a free one week’s all included vacation at the stunning Cinnamon Spice Beach Resort in sunny Aruba! Airfare, seven days and nights for you and that lucky wife of yours! But no kids, okay? It’s just for adults.”

“Don’t have kids…” Holy shit! He won a trip!


{ 5 } CLOTHING OPTIONAL
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THE PRIZE ARRIVED BY FEDEX to his office the next day. That afternoon, he was at home, waiting for Nicole when she came in from work.

Her eyes widened when she saw him. “You’re home early,” she said, putting her keys and purse on the hall table.

Shit, he loved her. She looked like a librarian in her conservative pants suit. But…what the hell would you expect? She was the office manager for a law firm that had at least ten, if not fifteen lawyers working there. The last thing—the absolute last thing—she would bring to that place would be anything that could be construed as other than business professional.

He watched her silently as she came into the living room area, her eyes filled with questions. But this past winter, he saw an entire other side of her. A sensual, wild and totally uninhibited side…especially if she had a few belts of Southern Comfort. Too damn bad she’d laid off that stuff lately.

“What’s up?” she asked, standing before him.

Wearing a cryptic smile, he sat back on the sofa folding his arms behind his head. “Something came up…”

“Damn! Are there still problems at work with your VP of finance?” There had been rumblings from Ryan. He was head of Payables/Receivables at his company and had been coming home with stories about how the VP had been side stepping some issues last financial quarter. Or something like that… She put her hand on her waist. “You know, you really should see if you can find a better job, hon.”

Ryan laughed. “No! I’m not having any run-ins with Peterson. He finally signed off on the quarter’s reconciliation. I won’t have to worry about him for another three months.”

“So what happened?”

“Well, now that you did mention work…” he sat forward. “I’m thinking that we need a vacation.” He looked up in her eyes. “Think you can get next week off?”

“Whoa! Vacation? What gave you that idea? You want to go on a vacation? We didn’t talk about this at all!”

“Came up at the last minute.” He picked up the FedEx envelope from the end table. “Check this out! I won an all expense paid trip!” He took the brochures, tickets and vouchers from the envelope and passed them to her. The printout for the hotel had ‘HOWARD STEIN SHOW RAUNCHY MONDAY WINNER!’ printed on a sticker at the top.

“No kidding!” She sat on the couch beside him and looked through the paperwork. She went back to the resort’s brochure. Cocking an eyebrow at him, she tapped the sticker at the top. “Howard Stein? The shock jock?”

“Yeah. I listen to him every morning on the drive in to work. He had a call in the other day…I got through, and told him what happened over the weekend on our hiking outing.”

Nikki’s face flushed. “You didn’t give our names did you?”

“No!” He tilted his head. “Not on the air anyway; I had to give all that so they could get the paperwork done.”

“Whew. Okay…” she looked at the brochure. “Looks pretty posh to me…”

“Once in a lifetime opportunity, babe. Can you get the time off?” He tapped the sheaf of papers. “Our flight leaves in just a few days.”

“Let me think…” she looked away for a few moments. There were some cases that were pretty big on the front burner, but nothing that she couldn’t delegate. She’d have to talk to Mr. Barrow, the managing partner…but he’d be cool with it when she explained what had happened. “Yeah, I don’t think there will be a problem. How about you?”

He snorted. “I got a ton of vacation time due me.” He ran his hand through his hair and wrinkled his nose. “And to tell the truth, I don’t think the VP of finance would be sorry to have me away from the office for a week.”

Nodding sharply, Nicole said, “Good! I’m in!”

“Awesome!” He tapped the second page of the brochure. “And there won’t be any squalling kids there either. The place is just for adults.”

“Great. How about we go out to dinner to celebrate our freedom for a week then?”

“Sure.”

She stood up and headed to the bedroom. “I’m just going to get out of my work clothes, and we’ll be off.”

“No problem.” He put the paperwork back into the envelope, and put it in the drawer on the end table. He didn’t think she saw the part that talked about the ‘Clothing Optional’ beach that was part of the complex off to the side. He’d let that be a surprise to both of them when they got there. Nicole had been pretty stand-off-ish about wild and crazy sex stuff since Sunday and he wasn’t going to take any chances. What the hell—if she didn’t want to try nude sunbathing, so be it; there was the rest of the beach and the pool area anyway…

Nevertheless, he’d make damn sure he packed a couple bottles of Southern Comfort for the trip!


{ 6 } OFF WE GO
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A FEW DAYS LATER, Nicole and Ryan were sitting in the gate waiting area. Their flight would be loading any moment.

As Ryan was excitedly chattering about how lucky they were to have won the contest, she stifled a yawn.

He stopped and stared at her. “Am I boring you or something?”

“No…I’m just beat. I put in 14 hour days at the office to get things lined up so we could get away is all.”

He put his arm around her shoulder. “Sounds like you need a vacation!”

She looked around at the collection of people who were waiting to board. She nudged Ryan.

“Look around at everyone here. Notice anything?”

He scanned the crowd for a moment, then shrugged. “Nope. Don’t see anything special.”

“That’s my point. Nothing special.”

“Whaddaya mean?”

She waved at the passengers. “We’ve flown to the Caribbean a bunch of times, right? And every time we did, the passengers at the gate were all kind of buzzed.” Dropping her hand and shaking her head, she said, “The crowd here is about as fired up as people in a bus depot.”

“Mmm…you’re not getting the ‘We’re on vacation!’ vibe from them.”

“Exactly.”

“Well, it is off-off season you know. I mean, who would be going to Aruba in August? It’s a lot more exciting when it’s blowing snow in January to go there. I’ll bet most of these people are going to visit family or on some kind of business trip, you know?” He gestured at an elderly woman at the end of the row of seats across from them. “I mean, come on—Grandma over there is probably heading down to visit her grandchildren, you know?”

Nicole looked over to the woman. She was sitting upright, her hand resting on the handle of one of those crutch/cane things that had a cuff that went around your forearm. Like Nicole and Ryan, she was busy people watching too; her head was darting from side to side looking at the crowd.

She must have been in her 70’s at least. Her pure white hair was cut in a short style that framed her face perfectly. She had an expression that looked perpetually amused—her mouth had the shape of someone just about to smile. Which was probably helped by her high cheekbones, the skin perfectly smooth despite her obvious advanced years.

Her flitting glance found Nicole’s eyes, and without hesitation, the woman’s face blossomed into a smile, and she nodded a greeting.

Nicole was a little flummoxed, but gave a small wave back.

Just as the woman was about to speak, the attendant at the boarding gate began to announce flight boarding.

“Any passengers needing special assistance, or families with small children, please board now,” rasped over the loudspeaker.

The woman’s grayish eyes sparkled as she looked over to see who would be getting up, but remained seated. Nicole watched her as they called row after row, ending with the Club Class seating at the front of the plane. She and Ryan rose, and watched as the woman began to gather herself out of her seat.

Nicole elbowed Ryan. “Give the woman a hand, will you?”

“Sure.” He stepped over to her and held out his arm. “Would you join us on our sojurn, my lady?” he said in his best Game of Thrones English accent.

“Why thank you, kind sir,” the woman said, with a smile. “How gallant of you.”

“Sir Ryan of Black Rapids at your service, m’lady.” She grasped his proffered arm and he helped her to her feet. Picking up her forearm crutch, he said, “Your walking staff, ma’am.”

“Thank you, good sir,” she said as she fitted the cuff over her forearm. “A treasured gift from my brother Gandalf.”

Ryan couldn’t help but chortle. “Damn, you’re quick on the uptake, lady. I was doing Game of Thrones and you come back all Lord Of The Rings!” Taking a place beside her, he held out the crook of his arm. “Shall we?”

“I wouldn’t want your wife to become jealous,” she said with a twinkle, nodding at Nicole.

“Hmm… a conundrum…” Ryan held out the crook of his free arm towards Nicole who took it. “Ahhh! I feel like Hugh Hefner now!” The three of them headed for the gate, holding their boarding passes.

“Oh!” the flight attendant said, checking their passes. “Are you a family?”

“Umm…” Ryan said. “What gave you that idea?”

“Well, you’re all seated together,” he replied. “Row 3, seats A, B and C.”

The woman sparkled. “Kismet!”

“Huh?” Ryan said. “Who’s that? A friend of Kermit the frog?”

The two women looked at one another and burst out laughing. “It means fate, silly boy!” the older woman said.

When they got to their seats, Ryan said, “Hey, if you’d prefer the window seat, it’s okay.”

She waved him off. “I’m perfectly fine with the aisle seat, young man. I’ve taken this flight many times.” She stood aside as they took their seats, Ryan at the window. Before taking her seat, she held out her hand. “I’m Stephanie Hazen.”

Taking her hand and shaking it, Ryan quipped, “You ain’t no ‘Stephanie’, hon. You’re  a Steffi.”

She laughed lightly. “I haven’t been called Steffi in years and years.”

“Well, let’s break out the golden oldies, Steffi,” he replied.

Steffi and Nicole made their introductions and she took her seat next to Nicole. “Looking at your matching rings, I assume you’re married?” she asked. “Are you on your honeymoon?”

“Nope, we’ve been married seven…almost eight years now,” Nicole said. “We got a chance to get away and we’re taking it.”

“Really?”

“Yeah,” Ryan added. “We won a trip from a radio call in show. All expense paid trip to a resort.”

“Oh? Which one?”

“Cinnamon Spice Beach Resort.”

“Really!” Steffi clapped her hands. “I’m staying there too!” She patted Nicole’s knee. “You’ll love it, I’m sure.”

Nicole replied, “You’ve been there before?”

“Oh yes! I’ve been going for years.” She looked away for a second, figuring. “This is my fifteenth time going. I went the first time the year after my husband passed away.” She made a small shrug. “I was celebrating the end of my mourning and my new start in life.”

Nicole was curious. “Do you always go alone?” She had never heard of a woman in Steffi’s age range ever travelling alone.

She shrugged. “I tried a couple of times having friends come with me…but I’ve learned that I’m a better traveler when I’m on my own. Friends want to do one thing, I’d want to do something else, and it was a constant push and pull to get along.” She tilted her head. “They look after me very well at Cinnamon Spice, so I decided that going and meeting new people is a lot more enjoyable.”

They chatted until take off. Ryan was staring out the window as the plane taxied down the runway building speed while Nicole clutched the armrests beside her.

“You don’t care for flying, dear?” Steffi asked.

“Being in the air’s fine. It’s the takeoff and landing part that scares the hell out of me,” she replied through gritted teeth.

“Enjoy it, Nicole. I absolutely guarantee this flight’s safe.” She reached down and took Nicole’s hand. “After all, I haven’t lied to you yet, have I?”

“How…” Nicole felt that sensation of floating that lasts for a second when the plane left the ground. “Could I tell?”

With a benevolent smile, Steffi said, “See? We’re airborne. Told you!” She rubbed Nicole’s hand with both of hers until the landing gear came up with a series of thunks. “And off we go,” she said as she released the younger woman’s hand.

Having been seated in Club Class, they were served their meals first. After finishing up her lunch, Steffi leaned over to Nicole. “I’m going to have a nap now. Flying makes me sooo sleepy. I hope you don’t mind.”

She couldn’t believe how anyone could possibly fall asleep on a plane. Still she said, “Sure, go ahead. I’ll watch a movie or something.” Ryan was transfixed watching the ground from seven miles up in the air. He even had a pair of small binoculars. It puzzled her. Didn’t he ever hear of Google Earth?

Steffi put her seat back, closed her eyes and was breathing deeply in a moment.

Nicole put her seat back too. The running around of the last few days, getting all her ducks in a row to be able to get away caught up with her. She’d just close her eyes for a second…


{ 7 } NEVER THE SAME
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BOOM!

“Holy shit!”Ryan cried.

Nicole came out of her deep sleep like she was shot from a cannon. “What happened!”

The entire plane was jerking up and down, the cabin filled with screams.

“We just ran into the biggest fucking flock of seagulls in the world!” he said pointing out the window. A ton of them got sucked into that engine!”

Nicole looked out the window to see flames and debris spewing out of the back of the engine suspended under the wing. Her heart froze.

“Stay in your seats!” yelled one of the flight attendants as she raced up the aisle. “Brace for impact! Brace! Brace!” she and her other colleagues were yelling to passengers to lean forward and put their arms up against the seat in front of them. “Brace! Brace!”

Steffi had also woken with a start. She gave her head a shake and leaned forward. “Put your arms straight up, dear, she said. “Like this.” She leaned forward into the back of the seat before her, resting her elbows against the seat, her forearms pointing to the ceiling. She looked over at Nicole. “Come along, dear. We’ll be fine. Remember, I guaranteed it!”

“I love you baby,” Ryan said as he assumed the position.

“Shut up!” she yelled. “You sound like we’re gonna die!”

“Not today!” Steffi cried. “We’re on final approach just outside the airport! We’re almost home already!”

The plane lurched and pitched from side to side as the pilot tried to control it. They were only running on one engine! She jerked past Ryan’s supine back to look out the window again. Where there had been flames and shards of metal was now hissing with some kind of steam looking gas. There was no fire, but jagged shards were stuck all through the side of the engine.

She saw how close the ground was. They were passing over the airport’s outbuildings; hangars, parking areas and roadways were just a few hundred feet below them.

And coming closer fast.

She jerked at the slap on her shoulder.

“Nicole! Get into position!” Steffi exclaimed.

In the background, the passengers were still clamoring, and over all of it was the flight attendant’s cries of ‘Brace! Brace! Brace!’ The captain’s voice began to blare over the PA system. “Brace for landing! Brace!” he yelled.

Nicole buried her head in her arms. “Oh shit oh shit oh shit oh shit!” she said over and over.

The plane’s wheels slammed into the tarmac and bounced once, causing a swell of shrieks from the cabin, Nicole’s voice joining in the chorus of pure terror. The remaining engine revved up into a deafening roar. She felt her seat, the entire cabin pitch from right to left and back. Oh shit they were going to go off the runway!

Before she could scream again the plane settled into a straight path and began taxiing.

“Ladies and gentlemen, we’re safe now,” the captain said over the loudspeaker. We lost an engine on final approach to a flock of birds, but there’s no fire, and no reason to panic.” Outside she heard wails of emergency vehicles descend on the plane. “We’re going to deplane immediately, however. Flight crew, open all doors as soon as the ground crews put the staircases in position.”

The flight attendants each went to one of the exit doors. By the time they got to them, pickup trucks with staircases attached to the back had already pulled into position.

“Alright, kids, you have to scoot now,” Steffi said. “My old bones won’t be moving as fast, so go ahead. I’ll start moving when the crowd clears out.”

“Up yours, Steffi,” Nicole snapped. “You guaranteed this flight! We’re getting out together.” She clutched at the old woman’s hand, felling it as clammy as hers. “Ha! You were scared too!”

“What do you think I am, a moron! I think I pee’d myself!”

“Good!” said Ryan. “That’ll make two of us!”

They all burst out laughing, with just a tinge of hysteria.

***

It took a couple of hours to sort everything out at the airport. Once the passengers were all safe, they were notified that their luggage would not be ready for about a day. Engineers needed to assess the airplane to ensure that there were no fuel leaks or any other hazards to the cargo crew before allowing them access. They filled out paperwork at the airport so that their luggage could be delivered.

Finally, the three of them made their way to the airport main entrance; Steffi between Nicole and Ryan.

Coming out into the general concourse, a burly black man in a shirt and tie strode up to them. “Mrs. Hazen! Are you alright?” his voice had an island lilt to it.

“Hello Arthur,” she said with a smile. “I’m so grateful you waited.”

“As if I would do otherwise!” He nodded at Nicole and Ryan. “Mrs. Hazen is a preferred customer at our resort.”

“And Arthur is with guest services,” she added. “He’s probably the main reason I’m happy to travel here on my own.” She patted his chest. “He always looks out for me…”

“Fifteen years now, Mrs. Hazen.”

She turned and gestured to Nicole and Ryan. “Arthur, this is Nicole and Ryan. They’re also guests. I’d like us to give them a lift to the resort.”

“No problem. Do you have your luggage?”

“No…the airline will be delivering it.”

“What the hell happened? I was waiting for your plane to land and all hell broke loose. It was bedlam here.”

Steffi laughed. “It was pretty crazy on the plane too! Just as we were on final approach a bunch of birds took out one of the engines!”

“And you’re all okay?”

“I need to change my pants,” Ryan said.

Arthur’s hand rubbed his salt and pepper goatee. “Number one or number two?” he asked.

“Relax. It was just a dribble and it’s all dry now.”

“Then let’s get going. I’m sure you all could use a drink.”

Twenty minutes later they pulled off the main highway onto a long meandering road. Coming around a bend, the resort was spread out before them. A series of two story buildings ringed a center area where reception and the restaurants were. Arthur pulled into the front portico that led directly to the reception desk.

“Welcome to Cinnamon Beach,” he said with a flourish, guiding them into the open air lobby.

Instead of bringing them to reception, he led them to the airy lobby bar. He gave a wave at one of the servers and got them seated at a table. “They’ve just had a terrible time at the airport!” he told the young woman. “Their plane almost crashed!”

“No!” the waitress’ face a mask of shock.

“It wasn’t that bad, Arthur!” Steffi said. “Hello Caroline, how are you?”

“Mrs. Hazen! Are you okay? The younger woman dropped down beside her. “What happened?”

“Never mind that, Caroline,” Arthur said. “These people could use a drink.”

“Do you have Southern Comfort?” Nicole asked. When she saw the puzzled look on the woman’s face, she said, “Scotch then. Make it a double. And bring two please.”

“I’ll have beer,” Ryan said. “A pint of whatever you got on tap.”

“Your usual, Mrs. Hazen?” Caroline said. Steffi nodded and she was gone.

“I’ll look after checking you all in,” Arthur said. “If I could just have your passports for a few moments?”

They handed them over, and he was gone to the front desk.

“Everyone knows you here, huh?” said Ryan to Steffi.

She nodded. “I tip decently, and respect the staff, yes. And I’m a regular guest, so yes, I suppose they do.”

Caroline brought the drinks, and before she finished passing them around, Nicole downed her first Scotch in a single gulp. “I’ll—” she coughed at the sudden burn. “have another please.”

“There’s another right in front of you, babe,” Ryan said.

“Not for very long.” Her hands began to tremble.

“Hey…” Ryan said. He began to rub her back. “Hey…”

She burst into tears, and he clutched her to him, rocking her back and forth. Steffi watched in silence.

After a few moments, Nicole gently pushed Ryan away. “I’m okay now,” she said. “I just needed that cry.” Her face was splotchy from the crying jag, and her lips were twitched in embarrassment.

“I needed that pee!” he replied. “I was scared too.”

“Thank god it wasn’t shit scared!” Steffi chirped. “That would have been embarrassing!”

Nicole took a few deep breaths. Crying wasn’t really her thing. But then again, crash landings wasn’t really her thing. Well…maybe not crash crash landings…but close enough. But the good cry did have a calming effect on her. She took another sip of her scotch. It wasn’t Southern Comfort by a long shot, but it would do in a pinch, she supposed.

She ran her hand through her blond hair. She needed a shower. Bad. She supposed fear does that to you. “Wow. That was some start to this vacation.”

“You sure said it,” Ryan said. “Hey, I think the worst is behind us, right?”

“Yes…” Her voice faded, and she looked around. The realization settled in like a warm comforter on a cold winter night.

A few hours ago she thought she was going to die. As she looked around, at Ryan, then Steffi, then their surroundings…everything and everyone looked like they were about to start glowing or something. There was no hues or auras or any stuff like that…but if Ryan did start to glow, she wouldn’t be surprised. Her entire world had suddenly taken on a sort of ‘new car’ atmosphere. Everything around her just looked…brand new. As if it was just created, this very moment.

Her eyes filmed and she grasped Ryan’s hand as tightly as she could.

Her voice was barely above a whisper. “Oh shit, honey, it’s good to be alive…”

The world was brand new. And it would never be the same again.

They sat in silence for a few moments.

“Oh boy,” Steffi said. “I’m really going to appreciate the nude beach now!”

“WHAT NUDE BEACH?”


{ 8 } SNOW ON THE ROOF
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STEFFI AND RYAN STARED AT NICOLE in stunned silence at her outburst.

“Why the clothing optional beach, sweetie,” Steffi said gently.

Staring at Ryan, she said, “You didn’t mention any nude beach!”

He blinked innocently. “I think something was mentioned in the brochure? Didn’t you see it?”

“Why didn’t you mention it to me?”

“I didn’t think it was that big a deal.” His eyes narrowed. “Geez! You’re acting like some virgin high school kid Nicole. I’m not dragging you to it, and I’m not even saying let’s go—”

“YET!”

“Take it easy, would you? It’s not like you’ve never been adventurous, right?”

He was right about that. She had her fair share of escapades. But still…

Steffi patted her arm. “Listen, Nicole, many resorts that are just for adults have clothing optional beaches you know.”

Her mouth twitched. “Still…you should have said something Ryan…” She shook her head. “Look; it’s been a tough day, okay?”

Ryan leaned forward. “I didn’t make a deal out of it because I didn’t want you to be all preoccupied with it before we got here. We can check it out, or not if you want.” He gestured at the lobby area. “It’s not like people are running around all nekkid here, is it?”

“No… I guess not…”

Steffi held up her hand. “Just in the interest of full disclosure…at the clothing optional beach, there’s a good chance you’ll see PDA’s of the adult nature.”

“Whaaaa—? PDA’s?”

Steffi leaned forward, her eyes twinkling in mirth. “Public Displays of Affection. But to be honest, public sex, dear.” The elder woman batted her eyes. “People fucking on the beach. It’s not a wild orgy, but it’s known to happen.”

“No shit!” Ryan said. “People doing it out in public?”

Steffi nodded. “Um-hmm… it’s tolerated out in that secluded area; but only there. This resort isn’t one of those Swinger Resorts…but the owner’s open minded. As long as the guests practice a little discretion…then…” she smiled with that amused, almost laughing way.

“Do you…?” Nicole said.

Steffi made a small shrug. “I’m old, not dead. If an opportunity comes along that I find appealing…” She leaned forward. “I just enjoy the sense of freedom in being in my own skin, Nicole. I don’t go out there on the prowl; but I’m open to opportunities that appeal to me, of course.” She patted her hair. “There may be snow on the roof, but the furnace can still heat up…”

Nicole blew out a puff of air. “You’re full of surprises Steffi.”

Arthur appeared at their table. “You’re all checked in, and I have some good news. The airline just delivered your luggage. I had it sent to your rooms. He laid keycards on the table for each of them. “Would you like an orientation about our resort?” he asked Ryan and Nicole.

“No…” she replied, standing. “I think I got an idea about the place from Mrs. Hazen.” She looked at Ryan. “Let’s head to our room, hon and get changed.”

Their room was on the top floor of a three story guest accommodations building. It was an airy room with a loveseat, desk work area, TV and a king size bed. Their luggage was in the middle of the room.

Ryan lifted one of the bags and tossed it on the bed. “I brought you some liquid courage, hon,” he said. He opened the bag and pulled out two bottles of Southern Comfort.

Nicole laughed out loud.

“What’s so funny?”

She tossed her bag on the bed and opened it. She rummaged in it for a second and pulled out two more bottles. Without saying another word, she broke the seal on one and took a long pull.

“There!” she said, smacking her lips. “Let’s go check out that beach of iniquity!”


{ 9 } LIQUID COURAGE
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NICOLE PUT ON A BLACK AND WHITE TANKINI. The halter top barely showed any cleavage. Not that she had much anyway, she thought to herself. Thank goodness she was slender; that way at least she had a chest. A long skirt dropped from below the underwire cups, going down past her waist, over her hips, the hemline ending below her crotch. The black bottoms looked like a pair of spandex gym shorts.

Ryan didn’t hide his disappointment. He saw sexier bathing suits in 1950’s musicals. “That’s not the sexiest swimsuit you own, you know. Did you pack the other one?”

“The one that barely covered my nipples, let alone show practically all of my boobs to the world?” She shook her head. “Nope.” She grabbed a cover-up and shrugged it on, and got a sunhat and beach bag. “That one’s just for hot tubbing back home.”

With a sigh, he held the room door open for her as they headed out.

On the path to the beach, he decided to just put it out there. What the hell, just a few hours ago, they thought they were going to die.

“Y’know something, baby? You’ve been really frustrating to deal with lately.”

Nicole kept her eyes on the ground. “Really?”

“Yeah. When we first met, and our entire marriage…there were times when I got the vibe from you that you considered having sex as being an obligation as opposed to just fun.”

“I work hard at the office, Ryan. When I come home I’m beat to a snot sometimes. My job can get pretty stressful if there’s a few big cases on the go at once. All those lawyers—associates and partners…don’t even get me started on the senior partners—can all be running around with their hair on fire screaming to get this copied, that messenger’d, where’s these files, who has the conference room booked…” She looked up at him. “And as office manager, I’m the traffic cop. Some days it’s like herding cats!”

“Yeah, okay. I have tough days at work too; I get that. Even so…I felt like it was pulling teeth to get you to dress up in that sexy outfit you wore when we climbed that mountain, and it was just a pair of Daisy Dukes!”

“Those shorts were short!”

“And last winter? When I finished my Master’s degree? I had to nag you to wear that miniskirt! And you look awesome in it!”

She shrugged. “I’m just self conscious, I guess.”

“No!” He stopped dead in his tracks. “You don’t get to play that card anymore, Nicole.” He held up a hand to cut her off before she could respond. “Remember last winter? With Dan and Laurie? You couldn’t get enough of his cock or her pussy!”

She glared at him. “That was a one-off adventure…”

“Bullshit.” He tilted his head. “After you finished college; what was that then? What about your cruise ship job in Europe as ‘Nikki’, huh?”

“We didn’t even know each other then, Ryan.” She wouldn’t look him in the eye.

He wasn’t letting this go. “I know that! Shit, Nicole! When you finished college you lived like a porn star during that job on that cruise ship!” He jabbed a finger at her. You spent that year, by your own admission cruising all over the Mediterranean and fucking anything that moved!”

“That was a long time ago, Ryan.” She couldn’t hold his gaze, and looked away.

“Yeah, I know! Almost ten years ago, I get it!” He shook his head. “But I didn’t find out about those escapades until we started messing around with Dan and Laurie!”

“So? You know the truth now. What the hell do you want?”

“Look—I love you more than life itself. You know that, right?”

She pouted. “Sure doesn’t feel like that right now…”

He grasped her shoulders. “It’s like you’re two people, babe. One minute you’re all demure and shit, and the next you’re as sensually adventurous as a Playboy bunny!”

She turned up her nose. “I am not like that!” 

“Forget that! Even today you did it!”

“What the hell are you talking about!”

They were alone on the path and their voices were getting louder and louder. Ryan pointed back towards the hotel lobby. “You kidding me? Back in the bar, you lost it when you found out there was a nude beach on the grounds!” He dropped his hand. “And now we’re going to it!”

“Well, we are!”

“Yeah, but at the same time, you’re wearing a bathing suit that’s so damn modest you could wear it in Saudi Arabia!” He shook his head slowly. “It’s like there’s two people in you fighting to come out at the same time, and it drives me crazy because I don’t have a clue which one is going to be there the next second.”

Nikki blew out a long breath of air. There it was. He put his finger right on what had been  going on with her since that cold winter’s night at the Pink Martini Lounge when she was pretty drunk on Southern Comfort and they met up with Dan and Laurie.

For some reason she still couldn’t figure out, meeting up with them was like a bolt out of the blue. In just a short while, the rambunctious, lascivious, insatiable girl she had been just after college—‘Nikki’—had come back with the force of a hurricane. A sudden, and powerful hurricane. So sudden and so powerful, it scared her.

Ryan folded his arms. “Well?”

“I don’t know what to say. I think you’re right, but I don’t know what to do!” She clenched her fists in frustration. “If you think you’re the only person having a hard time with my…”

“Contrariness? ‘Opposite-ness?”

She fluttered her hands. “Whatever. If you think it’s tough on you living with me like that, imagine what it’s like for me! Nothing’s right…and nothing’s wrong! I feel like I’m in a car speeding down a mountain and the steering just went!” She pointed down the path to the beach. “I mean look! We’re going to a nude beach and I’m practically dressed like a nun!” She plucked at hem of her top that went down below her butt.

They were both silent for a moment.

“What do I do, Ryan?” she said.

“Well… for starters…” he pulled the beach bag from her and pulled out a sterling silver whiskey flask. On it was engraved ‘Nikki’s Joy Juice’, and held it up. “I got this for you before we left home.”

“Do I even need to ask what’s in it?”

“Liquid Courage of course!” He unscrewed the top and handed it to her.

Tilting her head back, she took a deep pull. The Southern Comfort eased warmly down her throat, warming her belly.

It was like turning a page.

She screwed the top back on and handed him back the bottle. “Well then…” she said.

She hiked up the hem of her tankini top and hooked her thumbs over the waistband of the shorts and tugging side to side, peeled them off.

“Hole-lee…shit!” Ryan said.

The top of the tankini covered her ass, so it was like wearing a mini skirt without panties. She took the bathing suit bottoms and shoved them into the beach bag.

“Let’s go, cowboy,” she said.


{ 10 } A KISS AS A SALUTE
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THEY CONTINUED DOWN THE PATH, Ryan’s hand firmly massaging her ass cheeks as they walked.

“You know, you didn’t have to do that,” he said in a low voice.

“Look who’s being contrary now!” she laughed, then let out a squeak when he gave her a swat.

He chuckled. “You just turned the most boring bathing suit imaginable into the hottest one I could possibly think of.”

The path was tree lined; it passed through a wooded area of the resort. As they walked down it, they passed a couple of signs that said, in bold letters ‘Beyond This Point You May Encounter NUDE Sunbathers’. Another one read: ‘NUDE BEACH/ Swimsuits optional/ NO PHOTO’.

The path ended at a boardwalk that lead down to a smallish beach. It was about the length of half a football field. There was a beach bar right where they came out of the trail, and several guests were lined up getting drinks.

Two of whom were stark naked. They were a couple around the same age as Nicole and Ryan. The guy had a good size beer belly, and the woman had one too. Nicole thought they’d never make the brochure.

But then…maybe they should?

Because any idea of being self conscious if she decided to go Full Monty was shattered in a thousand pieces. The couple were pretty nonchalant; definitely not embarrassed about their lived in appearance. The woman flashed a quick smile to Nicole who smiled back.

There were a series of thatched umbrellas permanently set up along the beach to provide shade, and there were a bunch that were unoccupied. The beach only had about a dozen people on it. They went under one and spread their beach towels on the sand before sitting down.

“Wanna drink?” Ryan said, getting up. “I’m getting a beer.”

“Just a glass of ice water,” she replied. There was still plenty of her Liquid Courage in the hip flask he brought.

He pulled off his t-shirt, and still in his swim trunks, went back to the bar. She smirked to herself. Seems like she wasn’t the only one a little shy or something about walking around in the altogether!

As well as the permanent umbrella trees the resort had set up, there were a few canopies on the beach as well. They were like overgrown tops of baby carriages; a tubular frame sheathed in white fabric with the hotel’s logo printed on the side. Looking back up to the beach bar she saw a bunch more stacked beside it.

Ryan came back with the drinks and sat beside her.

“Want to take a dip?” he said.

“Sure.” She drank half the ice water and they walked to the water’s edge. Looking out to the horizon, the sea was a pale azure in the afternoon sun. But at the edge, once they got past the gentle surf, the water was as clear as glass. She could see small fish darting in and out. The water was like a warm bath.

They walked out until the water was above their waist, and Ryan dove in and began swimming, his arms and feet churning in the water. He went out about twenty feet, flipped onto his back and began floating.

“Ain’t this the life! Thank you Howard Stein!”

She wasn’t a great swimmer; she preferred to float on an air mattress. Even so, she ducked under the water and with her eyes open, swam underneath Ryan. With a lunge, she stood up, turning him over face first into the water.

“Whoa! I thought you were a shark and I was a goner!” he laughed, sputtering. He began to wade towards her, the water up to his chest just below his nipples.

She squealed and began to swim away. She dropped her head and paddled for all she was worth back towards shore.

He grabbed her by her ankle and pulled her back. Oh shit, payback time. He was going to dunk her, and hold her under! She held her nose as he put his hands on her waist.

Instead, he grabbed her tankini top and in one bursting move, ripped it off her with an evil laugh. “Ha! Nikki’s got no clothes on!”

“You creep!” she said, grabbing at her swim top. “Gimme that!”

“Come and get it!” He started for shore.

“Ryan!”

She watched as he left the water. Holy shit. He had slipped off his own swimsuit! She watched as bare assed, he came out of the water and headed back towards their spot.

“Oh boy,” she said aloud. Well…if he could, she could, right?

She a deep breath for courage, and with steady paces headed for the shore. The water had been almost up to her shoulders from where she and Ryan had wrestled, and as she walked closer to the water’s edge, more and more of her rose out of the sea. First her breasts came out. It was the first time in years and years she felt the sun on them. She looked down to see droplets glinting like small snowflakes on her nipples. Which were stiffening in the gentle breeze.

“Here we go,” she said aloud as she continued walking, the water’s surface dropping away from her hips and crotch. She looked side to side to see who would be staring at her. Ryan of course was transfixed.

Another couple was watching her intently. The flabby guy and girl who had been at the bar. The woman threw her a thumbs up and smiled. She gave a small wave back but kept on a beeline towards their blanket.

Ryan was sitting up with his elbows wrapped around his knees as she approached. “Now that’s what I call ‘sun-worshipper’!” he said with a grin.

She shook a fist at him. “I swear to God, Ryan, if I get sand up inside…”

“Your pussy,” he said, staring at her close cropped mound. “You’re worried about getting sand up inside your tight, wet, fuckable pussy…”

“And if I do, I’m going to brain you!” Bending over, she lifted the top of her tankini Ryan had brought back. His face registered disappointment as she shook it out. “Don’t worry, you lech,” she said. She fluttered it down on top of her beach towel. “Just another layer of protection against the sand.”

Before she could sit down beside him, Ryan sprang to his feet. “Let’s go for a walk and explore the beach!” He said.

“What are you talking about? I can see all of it from here.”

“Nope, not really.” He pointed off at the end of the beach. “I’m wondering if it continues around that stand of palm trees. I think there’s an alcove over there. Let’s follow the shoreline along and see where it leads, what do you say?”

She followed where he was pointing. “I think you also want to see what’s going on under those canopies that are between us and the end of the beach.” She saw two of those foldy fabric thingies that had feet sticking out from the edge.

“Well…maybe. But then there is that alcove I’m curious about too.”

She got to her feet. “We should have done that orientation with Arthur back at the bar,” she said. “At least that way you’d have a clear idea of this place’s layout.”

“I know where the lobby is, and I’m sure we can figure out the restaurants.” He took her hand and they set off again back to the shoreline.

In the late afternoon, the sand was a lot cooler than she expected it to be. Her feet weren’t burning at all. She had more than a few experiences of being on a beach in the summertime and feeling like she was walking across a bed of hot coals.

She looked at Ryan. He was sauntering as if he had strut around in the altogether every day! He was casually strolling, holding her hand.

But it was obvious that he had more on his mind than simply checking out the beach’s layout. A quick glance at his half swelled cock betrayed him.

She giggled. “Sometimes it’s harder being a guy.”

“Oh? Why is that?”

“Well, it’s not as obvious for women when they’re aroused.” She tilted her head at his crotch. “I can tell you got more on your mind than a quick look around.”

He shrugged. “Maybe a quickie!”

“Not out here, buster! Don’t push it too hard, okay? I’m walking around naked on a beach! That’s a big thing right there you know!”

They got to the shoreline and began to meander down it towards the bend that Ryan wanted to explore.

He stopped. “Don’t make a big deal of it, but you know that couple we saw at the bar getting drinks when we first got here?” He cocked his head in their direction.

“The couple who were a little hefty?” She tilted her head. She knew where they were, and saw them through her sunglasses. “Holy shit Ryan!”

They were stretched out on the sand on a blanket. The woman was on her back with her legs bent. Between her legs, her partner was going down on her. They were about fifty feet away, and Nicole could see the guy’s head bobbing up and down as he pleasured the heavy woman. His feet lifted and dropped in a rhythm in time with his head.

“Do you think they mind us staring?” Nicole said.

“I doubt it. If they had a problem with people watching, why the hell would they get it on out here like that?” He began to drift back up the beach towards them.

“Ryan!” she hissed.

He turned and gestured. “C’mon,” he said, “let’s get a better look!” His hand was already absently stroking his cock. She joined him and they went towards the couple.

When they were about ten feet away, Nicole tugged his hand. “This is close enough,” she murmured.

“Why?”

“Because if we get closer, they might ask us to join in and I’m not ready for that yet, okay?”

He nodded sharply. “I hear ya…” he turned back to the woman.

Her head was arched back and her hands were kneading her full billowing breasts with a rough passion. ‘She’s got to be a double D at the least,’ Nicole thought to herself as she watched the woman’s flesh swell through her grasping fingers. She was clutching and massaging herself with a rhythm that matched the undulations of her hips.

Her lips pulled back against her teeth as she started to gasp “Right there Eric! Right there! Riiiiight! Riiiight! Okay! Okay!”

Her meaty thighs began to shimmer in the sunlight, quivering as her orgasm rolled through her.

“Oh yeah baby! OH YEAAAH!” she was shouting now, her feet lifting off the ground as she rolled through her first orgasm, cascading into another.

“Not the shy type at all,” Nicole muttered to Ryan.

“Fuck this is hot!” Ryan said. His hand stroking his cock was now going up and down the full, hard length of it.

“Don’t you jerk off now,” she said. “I might want some of that for myself!” She even reached over and swatted at his hand.

Ryan pulled her to him. “It’s like being on that mountaintop again, huh?”

“Well, we aren’t as sneaky as we were that day, for one thing.”

The woman was catching her breath, and turned to see them. Nicole’s teeth clenched; she felt like she was caught doing something she shouldn’t. That all changed when the woman smiled at her, flashing bright white teeth though her somewhat sunburned face before turning back to her partner.

He had gotten up and was on his knees, stroking his cock. The woman rolled to her side and sat up. She bent forward and put her mouth over his shaft. Her heavy breasts swayed back and forth as she gave her partner head, the pendulous flesh undulating with her bobbing motion.

‘Jesus,’ Nicole thought, ‘she’s got to be a double D if not E cup!’ She had never seen such large breasts outside of pictures or video. Their sagginess showed that they were all natural. She watched as the woman began to play with her nipple, her fingers tugging and pulling at the rich, dark brown engorged ends, then her palm stroking over the top of them, caressing her areoles.

She opened her eyes and turned her head towards them, watching them watch her as her mouth continued licking and sucking her partner’s now fully erect cock. She took her mouth off and holding his member, wetly licked it from the base to the tip while holding their gaze.

“She could be a porn star!” Ryan hissed. “She’s putting on a show for us, you know.” His hand drifted back to his cock.

“Ryan!” He pulled it away.

The man’s cock was thick and was leaking precum. Nicole’s pussy began to throb as she imagined herself laying under it, mouth opened as the thin dribbles would land on her tongue. She brought her hand to her mound and slipped a finger inside her folds.

The guy was overweight and half bald. He wasn’t wearing sunglasses, so he made eye contact with Nicole. His face blossomed into what she could only call a friendly smile. He was horny as hell, judging from the hard thickness his partner was attending to. But his smile was as welcoming and open as a pastor greeting church goers. He nodded to Nicole as his hand gently ran through the curly mop of the woman sucking him off.

He pulled away and lay down on the blanket. He murmured something into the woman’s ear and she nodded.

They both rolled onto their sides, facing them, the woman in front of the man.

He moved up behind her and lifted her leg. She bent it at the knee, showing them her crotch. Unlike Nicole’s pussy that was covered in short blonde down, closely trimmed, this woman’s pussy was as bald as her butt cheeks. Even from the distance, they could see how swollen her outer lips were.

The guy began pushing into to her from behind.

Nicole lowered her head. She wanted to see his cock in her! She could barely make out the swell of the man’s shaft as it entered the woman side doggy style. Even so, she was able to make out the glistening on his shaft from his partner’s mouth, and now pussy dew.

Nicole made no pretense of her own rising passion. Her hand was now gripping her own mound firmly; massaging her furrow and teasing her clit. She bent over a little to give herself better access.

“Not fair,” Ryan muttered.

“Multi orgasmic,” she replied through gritted teeth. She drove two fingers up inside herself and gave her wrist a little twist. “Yes!” she gasped at the speed and intensity of that orgasm. Her belly warmed and the pleasure oozed out from her core up her chest.

The man reached around his partner’s stomach and was stroking her pussy as he fucked her from behind. He lifted his fingers to the woman’s mouth, glistening with their juices in the sunlight. She sucked on them with gusto, and he repeated the ritual over and over.

The woman eased down on her side, her mouth slack. “Do me, baby,” she said. “You’re gonna make me cum again!” Her eyes drilled into Ryan’s as she said it; and Nicole heard him inhale sharply.

The sounds of their meaty bodies slapping together were clear smacks that carried over the gentle surf from the beach.

‘I hope he comes in her!’ Nicole thought to herself. ‘I want to see it drip out!’ That thought triggered an even stronger orgasm, and she let out a sharp groan.

Ryan stepped to her side, his arm again around her shoulder. “That’s a girl, baby, come watching them,” he said. His hand went around her side and pinched her nipple in that quick, sharp, hard way that jolted right down to her now molten pussy.

The pleasant smile of the guy was now replaced by a fierce expression of raw passion. His lips were pulled tightly back against his teeth, and his eyes were slits under hooded lids. “Getting’ there, Cathy! I’m gettin’ THEEERRRRRE!” With a growl, he clutched the woman’s breasts, pressing her tightly to him as he emptied himself inside. “THERRRE! THERRRE!” he said over and over again, each deep rumble accompanied by an even sharper, louder thrust.

Nicole came at the same moment she saw the first white sticky cum leak from the woman’s pussy, spilling down her thigh in a glistening dribble. Shit that guy was potent! With her own sharp cry that went on and on, her own orgasm rushed over and through her. Thank God Ryan was there, her knees suddenly like spaghetti. He had her cradled firmly to his side as she quaked and trembled through her own pleasure.

“I’m still jealous!” he snickered. “Everyone gets some but me!”

She looked to his cock. Poor guy. The head of his steel hard shaft was an angry reddish purple. “Well…? She said ruefully, “At least I admire your self control?”

The couple before them had collapsed into a tangle of arms and legs. Still on their side, the guy was stroking the front of the woman. His hands wandered over her breasts, squeezing each one, then down to her round stomach where he rubbed slow circles over it, and down her hip and thighs. She lay with her eyes close, making ‘mmm’ noises as he fondled her body.

“I think we should leave these two alone for now,” Ryan said in a low voice. He helped Nicole straighten up and they wandered back to their spot under the umbrella tree.

She thought that was a little bit abrupt, but when she looked over her shoulder, she saw the woman still had her eyes closed. The guy was nuzzling into the back of her neck. Neither of them so much as glanced in their direction.

Bending over to grab his swim trunks, Ryan said, “That was incredible!”

“What, you want to leave?” She stood still when he shook out the top of her bathing suit and draped it over her.

“Yeah. You just came like a freight train. You usually like a snooze after a good ‘O’, right? And with the day we’ve had so far, I think a nap is a good thing.” He gathered up the rest of their stuff.

She couldn’t argue with him one bit. As soon as he said the word ‘snooze’ a wave of sleepiness rolled over her like a gentle eddy. She yawned. “You know, you might be right. I’ve had a few drinks at the bar, then a few more hits of Southern Comfort—”

“I love the effect that has on you!” he said as he took her hand and led them back to the trail.

“What are you gonna do?”

“Ahhh…there’s some stuff from work I want to check up on. I’ll use the internet that’s in the lobby.”

“What, you brought work with you?”

He made a short wave. “No, I’m not going to spend my vacay huddled over my laptop, hon. I’m just going to check some stuff I left a little at loose ends is all.” He looked at her sideways. “Gives me something to do while you catch your forty winks, okay?”

No way was she going to argue. The sleepiness had bloomed into full drowsy. She hoped the bed was comfortable.

She looked over at the couple. They were now fifty feet away. The guy was flat on his back, eyes closed. ‘Sex and a nap, typical guy,’ she thought to herself, and then giggled at her own present state.

But the woman was still on her side. Her eyes were open and she was watching them again. When they made eye contact, the woman smiled.

In return, Nicole blew her a kiss as a salute.


{ 11 } AT YOUR SERVICE
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“THIS. IS. BULLSHIT!” Ryan said out loud. He was sitting at a coffee table in the lobby. Over the internet, he had accessed the servers back at the office. He was in the Financials section of the website, where he always started when he was checking up stuff. As a Senior Exec, he had access to every single one of the company’s files online.

Except this new folder that was there. It was marked ‘Acion’. He had never heard of any company, project, customer or competitor with that damn name and it piqued his curiosity. It wasn’t on the server yesterday. But when he tried to open it, he was told ‘Access Denied’.

But worse than that, when those things would happen, there was an extension to call at IT to get it straightened out. But this time, all he got was the message that he was blocked.

He saw that his buddy Bryce Callahan in Marketing was online right now so ping’ed him via in house messaging.

HEY BUDDY, WHAT ARE YOU DOING? YOU’RE ON A VACATION RIGHT?

He wrote back

YEAH, BUT I HAD TO TIDY UP SOME LAST MINUTE STUFF. WHAT’S THAT NEW FOLDER CALLED ACION ALL ABOUT?

He waited for a response. And waited.

HEY, YOU THERE?

Still nothing. He banged on his keyboard.

HEY! BRYCE!

A moment later, Bryce responded.

SORRY, DUDE, I HADDA DROP IN FROM THE BIG GUY.

What the fuck? The head of finance? He typed,

WHO? PETERSON?

UHHH… NO, CASSIDY

What the fuck? The CEO just did a drop in at Bryce’s office? He was three floors up and usually summoned you with a time you were to ‘appear’ at his door. And heaven help you if you were five seconds late. He typed:

WHAT THE HELL DID HE WANT?

UHHH…JUST SOME STUFF…

WHAT’S GOING ON, BRYCE?

I DUNNO…BUT I THINK SOMETHING’S UP FER SHURE. LOOK, I GOTTA RUN.

WHAT’S ACION?

But it was too late, Bryce’s icon flagged to offline.

What. The. Fucking. Fuck?

He sat back in his seat and stared at the ceiling of the lobby. “Who the hell is Acion?” he said out loud.

“Rapist pillaging pirates,” a voice replied.

Ryan sat bolt upright and spun to look at the guy who had sat down at the adjoining coffee table in the lobby. He had a newspaper (people still read those?) in his hand. The guy was in his late 50’s if not early 60’s. His neatly trimmed hair was silver and gray, matching the silver and gray of his goatee.

“You’ve heard of them?” he asked the guy.

“Oh yeah. They took a run at my company a few years back. I fought them off, but it was a tough go.” He nodded to Ryan. “I don’t mean to pry, but is your company hitting a rough patch?”

A chill of realization went through Ryan. That’s why Peterson had been giving him the run-around! “I’m not sure…”

The guy flashed a quick smile. “That’s not a resounding ‘no’ y’know.”

“Yeah, I know.” He sat up. “I didn’t think we were, but now some stuff is starting to make sense to me.”

“Well…are you a partner with your firm?”

“No. I’m a Senior Exec though. I’m in charge of Payables and Receivables.”

“And you’re frozen out.”

“Yeah.” Shit! He was! This guy was as sharp as fucking Warren Buffet!

“If I was in your shoes, I’d be looking into exploring other options.”

“Ya think?” Ryan bent to his computer and popped open his personal email account. “Funny you should say that. This week I was contacted by a head hunting company. He wants to get together.” He opened the email and spun the screen. He pointed at a line in the email. “To explore other options for my career.”

“I think that guy got a sniff of something. Those headhunters have ways of finding out about companies that are on the edge of being ransacked by pirate investors. Happens a lot.”

“Never happened to me.”

“Touch base with him and set up a meeting. See what he’s got in mind.” The guy leaned forward in his seat. “Look, it’s really none of my business—” he glanced around the lobby. “I got my own irons in the fire. But from what little I know, I think you’d be better off being woo’ed right now.”

“Woo’ed?”

The older man shrugged. “Yes.” He extended his hand and smiled when Ryan took it, “I’m Nathan, by the way.”

“Ryan. Pleased to meet cha.”

Nathan continued sitting back in his chair. “Woo. As in having someone treat you good—dinner, drinks, stuff like that. And in the course of it, demonstrate a genuine interest in what you do for a living and knows enough to ask pertinent questions about your work.” He flashed a smile. “And after all that, they pick up the check and call you the next day!” He bobbed his eyebrows. “Often with an offer of another job at a bigger company for more money.” He chuckled. “Like going on a date without having sex…woo’ed.”

Ryan rolled his eyes. ‘Woo? Come on!’ His eyes narrowed in a skeptic look. “I don’t know about that ‘woo-ing’ stuff you’re talking about…”

“That’s because you’ve never been woo-ed.” Nathan leaned over towards him. “Am I right?”

Ryan nodded. “I’ve been with my company pretty much since college, yeah.”

Nathan stood up. “Let’s go to the bar and have a drink. I got a bet for you then.”

Oh what the hell. Ryan picked up his laptop and they sat at the bar and ordered two beers.

Nathan gestured at Ryan’s computer. “Send a reply to that headhunter. Tell him that you’ve been giving him some serious thought.”

“And?”

“And nothing. Sit back and see what he does.” Nathan reached into his pocket and pulled out a coin. “I’ll bet you a nickel that you hear back from him before we finish our beer. If we do, it’s because he’s got a client that wants to hire you.”

Oh what the hell. With a sigh, Ryan typed out a quick reply and hit send. He watched the screen, refreshed it and nothing. “See?” he said, turning back to Nathan. “Zip.”

Nathan laughed. “Give the guy a minute, man!”

As soon as he did, Ryan’s email beeped with a new email.

I’M GLAD TO HEAR THAT YOU’RE OPEN MINDED, RYAN. LET ME TAKE YOU TO DINNER AND SEE WHERE WE GO FROM THERE, OKAY?

He stared at the message open mouthed, then turned to Nathan. “Thanks man.” Ryan stuck out his hand. “I don’t even know your last name.”

“Nathan Whitfield at your service,” he said. The guy’s hand was firm and dry.


{ 12 } KISMET INDEED
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RYAN ENTERING THEIR HOTEL SUITE ROUSED NICOLE from her nap. She sat up in bed, rubbing sleep out of her eyes as he put his laptop on the desk before turning to her.

His eyes were gleaming and he was grinning from ear to ear.

“Everything okay back at the office, I guess?” she asked.

He nodded. “Absolutely! The senior executives are hiding shit from everyone, my best friend at work won’t talk to me, and my company’s about to go under!” He let out a guffaw.

She sat bolt upright. “What!”

He nodded and sat on the edge of the bed. “Yep. All the pieces are right there to see.”

She was dumbfounded. “Then what the hell are you so damn gleeful for?”

“Kismet!”

“Kismet.” She leaned forward. “You’ve been drinking. Were you hanging out with Steffi?”

“Nope. I met a guy in the lobby who explained what was going on at work. Long story short, he proved to me that it’s going on, and on top of that, I’m being head hunted by another company; for more money, a bigger title…” he leaned into her. “And probably an expense account!”

Nicole looked around the room. How long was she out? A glance at the clock showed she had been asleep for over two hours. She looked back to Ryan. “You had one busy afternoon then, didn’t you?”

He nodded vigorously. “Hell yeah! The day after we get back home, I’m meeting with a corporate recruiter who’s been after me for a while. I exchanged a couple of emails with him just now, and he sketched out what he’s trying to do.” He glanced away, his face a mixture of wonder and excitement. “Nate showed up at exactly the right moment…”

“Who’s Nate?”

“He’s a businessman that really knows his shit, Nicole. We bumped into each other at the lobby and he walked me through what he thought was going on back at the office.” He nodded sharply. “Turns out he was right.” He held up a hand. “And then he walked me through my emailing the corporate recruiter!” He leaned in to Nicole. “You gotta meet this guy!”

“Okay, I guess.” She shrugged. This guy sure made an impression on Ryan.

“Great! Get dressed. We’re going to have dinner with him in about a half hour.”

“Okay…” she started to get out of bed. “At the buffet restaurant?”

“Nope. At Elaine’s—the French a la carte restaurant.”

“There’s an a la carte restaurant here?” She really should have looked over the brochure.

“Yeah, you’re supposed to get one meal there per stay at the hotel, but their tables fill up in the morning. But…” he tilted his head from side to side, “since one of the owners eats there every night, we’ll be joining him.” He glanced over to the closet. “Damn, I wish I brought a jacket and tie.”

“It’s that ritzy a place?”

“Yeah…from what I was told.”

“Glad I brought my little black dress then!”

***

There was a lineup at the maitre d’s station, and Ryan slipped to the head of the line and muttered something to the man in the tuxedo at the podium. The man’s eyes opened wide and he nodded.

“Just one moment, Mr. Bradley,” he said. He left his station and went into the dining room. At the back of the room was a small alcove, and he entered it.

From across the room, Nicole saw a tall older man in a blue blazer and khaki slacks come out of the alcove with the maitre d’ trailing him.

“I thought your buddy would be younger,” she said, staring at the man’s silver hair and goatee. ‘What the hell?’

“Nope. He’s an older gent.”

Her eyes locked with the man. He stopped suddenly, the maitre d’ running into him from behind made him stumble. His jaw dropped, and during the entire incident, didn’t take his eyes away from Nicole.

Her stomach did flip flops as he drew closer. Both of them wore looks of absolute astonishment.

As Nathan navigated around a waiter preparing cherries jubilee for a table of guests, she tugged at Ryan’s sleeve. “You never told me your new friend’s last name…”

“Oh…” Ryan’s brow furrowed. “Shit. I can’t remember it.”

“It’s Whitfield. Nathan Whitfield,” she said just as he came up to them. She felt her mouth twitch for a second, and then like a dart, her tongue came out and touched her upper lip.

He was older, of course. It had been fifteen years since she last saw him. The goatee was new—and she liked it on him. What had once been bushy longish brown hair was now professionally styled into a carefully constructed carefree mane of silver and grey. But his eyes were unchanged by the years. Grayish green eyes that had always been able to look into her very soul were doing that right here and now.

He tilted his head at her and let out a burst of air. Nodding slowly, he said, “Hello, Nikki…it’s been some time.”

All her breath had been sucked out of her seeing this man before her. She couldn’t help but think, ‘Kismet indeed…’


{ 13 } OLD FRIENDS…
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“SO…UHHH…YOU GUYS KNOW EACH OTHER OR SOMETHING?” Ryan asked. He was watching the air between his wife and this guy crackle. What the hell was going on?

Nathan nodded slowly. “From a lifetime ago…isn’t that right, Nikki?”

Ryan’s eyes widened. “Nikki?” He turned to Nicole. “He just called you Nikki.” He pivoted back to Nathan. “So you guys knew each other that summer she worked on that cruise ship after college?”

Nicole put a hand on his arm. “No, babe. Nathan and I knew each other long before that episode in my life.”

Ryan sputtered. “But…he just called you ‘Nikki’!” He leaned over and whispered in her ear. “That’s what you called yourself when you were living your slut fantasy that summer!” For a year after she finished college, Nicole had taken on a persona of a girl who was down for any sexual adventure. While she worked a cruise ship on the Mediterranean, she lived a debauched lifestyle that Ryan had only learned of last year.

“I know,” she said, not taking her gaze from Nathan. “He was the first person to ever call me that…” her voice faded.

Nathan had been watching the exchange between them. “Uhhh…hey…is something wrong?”

Ryan straightened up. “No…” he looked quizzically at his wife. “I don’t think so. I’m just…well, surprised that you two know each other.”

Nathan coughed. “You’re surprised? I’m astonished!”

Nicole nodded. “I’m pretty flabbergasted.” She tilted her head up at Nathan. “We won a prize from a radio show—”

Nathan nodded. “That was my idea. Howard Stein has got a huge listener base and we’re trying to appeal to a more…” he paused, “avant guard market?”

Ryan held up a hand. “That’s the word, I’ll bet. We visited the clothing optional beach…and saw some…” he held up finger quotes, “avant gard goings on for sure!” He started laughing until he saw Nicole start to blush, and then Nathan turn a pale pink. What the hell was going on?

Nathan coughed again. “Yes…that beach…it’s been that way since this resort was built…we kept it open because of the regular guests who insisted, but we don’t promote it…or what can happen there…”

“You don’t want to become a Swinger’s destination, huh?”

“That’s right. We’re open minded, but we don’t want that to be the focus of all the other amenities we offer, you see.” Nathan held his arm out. “For example, this restaurant. It’s received some pretty high accolades in its own right.” He looked over to the maitre d. “We’ll return to our seats now, George.”

The maitre d’ had been hovering, menus in hand. “Very good, Mr. Whitfield,” he said and led them to their private alcove.

The table was set exquisitely; Ryan didn’t even know the names of all the spoons and forks at each place setting. Linen napkins were folded with exacting precision, each one tucked into the shape of a seashell.

When they were seated, the maitre d’ asked Nathan, “Shall I pour the champagne, sir?” Nathan nodded, and the waiter went through the ritual with the foil, wire doo-hicky on the top, and holding a hand towel over the cork, worked it out until it released with that distinctive ‘pop’ only champagne bottles make.

Ryan looked at them both. “Okay. Spill it. What’s the history between you two?” He leaned over and peered at Nathan. “Nope; I’ve never seen you before.”

Nathan looked over to the maitre d. “Just leave it, George. We need a few moments alone.”

“Very good sir.” He pushed the champagne bottle gently into the ice bucket stand, draped a linen cloth over it and was gone.

Nathan’s lips were a thin line when he looked at Ryan. “No, we’ve only just met today.” He looked over to Nicole and tipped his head. “On the other hand…”

“He was a teacher where I went to high school,” she said.

“That’s it?” Ryan sat back in his seat, shaking his head. “No…that’s only part of it.” Turning to Nicole he continued, “If that’s all there was, neither of you would be so flummoxed right now.” He rubbed his chin. “He called you ‘Nikki’…” He shot his eyes to Nathan. “Did you and her bump uglies?”

“Whaaat?” they both said aloud.

“Horizontal rhumba? Mess up the sheets?” He leaned forward. “Did you have sex with her?” he said, jabbing his thumb in Nicole’s direction.

Nathan’s eyes widened. “No! That would be a crime!”

“Yeah…” Ryan’s eyes narrowed. “But you wanted to.”

“Oh yeah.”

He swung his gaze to his wife. “And you wanted to…”

She nodded silently, keeping her eyes on Nathan. “We almost did…” she said in a quiet voice. Then her eyes started to get all misty! “But instead…he left!”

“I had to, Nikki…” Nathan said, his voice just as low. “It would have been wrong in so many, many ways. It would have been selfish on my part.” He leaned forward and took her hand. “You were just a girl, and I was a 32 year old man.”

She yanked her hand back. “You wanted to fuck me, you got me all worked up, and then you left!”

“Now Nikki—”

“No! It’s the truth! You practically seduced me, and then, when I finally decided to go along, you ran away!” She looked over to Ryan, her eyes wild. “That’s what happened! He—”

“Nicole Gwendolyn Conway!” Nathan’s hand slammed down on the tabletop causing the setting to jump.

Ryan and Nicole were stunned into silence as he continued. “You’re taking some grievous license with the truth young lady! You’re painting me as some sort of predator, and I was anything but!” He turned to Ryan. “I’m not going to sit here and rehash old history of ‘she said, he said’. That would be unseemly. There’s more to what happened between us than what she’s letting on.” He turned back to Nicole. “Isn’t there?” he asked, his voice now gentle. “Tell the truth…”

“But...but…”

Nathan leaned forward. “You were attracted to me, isn’t that so?”

Her mouth was shut so tight her chin looked mottled as her lips were pressed firmly together. She gave a quick nod.

“Did you start leaving notes for me in my classroom when you were in Grade 10?”

She started blushing and dropped her head. “Yes.” Her voice was small.

“Did I respond to them in any way?” When she didn’t reply, he added, “Now Nicole…tell the truth…” Her head shook slowly from side to side.

Nathan darted a look over at Ryan. “Has she told you anything about her time in high school?”

“No. Not really.” He rubbed Nicole’s back. “Talking about the past isn’t something she does.” He made a sharp exhale and smiled. “For all I know she could have been a Spy Kid or something while she was growing up.”

“Wish I wuz…” Nicole muttered into the tabletop.

Ryan looked up at Nathan. “I know about the foster care from when she was seven.” He continued rubbing her back. “From what little I understand about that kind of stuff…which isn’t much; I grew up pretty normally…” He looked over at Nicole, still stroking her. “I figured it was painful and you’d rather not talk about it.”

“She was incredibly vulnerable during her high school years, Ryan. A young girl living her sort of life…unattached to any significant adult…well, that would make her easy pickings for real predators. I saw it, and took it upon myself to ensure that she had a full life outside of school hours.”

“Not the one I waaanted…” Nicole’s voice was almost a moan. “I jus’…jus’ wanted to be with you!”

The two men exchanged a quick look at the juvenile tone Nicole spoke with, but didn’t say anything. 

Nathan reached over the table and lifted Nicole’s chin. “And if I allowed a teenager’s—a child’s infatuation be a factor, then I would be just as bad as any predator. I could protect you, or I could use you; I couldn’t do both.” He looked over to Ryan. “I got her an after school job that also took up her weekends—especially Friday and Saturday nights—and made sure that she was involved in sports at school.”

“Stupid volleyball!” Nicole spat out. Her head jerked up. “Stupid choir!”

“Now, Nicole, you got a standing ovation for your solo that year…”

“It was humiliating! My foster parents thought I was grandstanding!”

“What?” Ryan was stunned. “You can sing?”

She waved at him dismissively, still drilling Nathan with her eyes. “I sang that song for you, you know!” Her eyes filled with tears. “And you didn’t even come to the recital!”

“I was in the balcony during dress rehearsal. I heard you sing…” Nathan’s eyes looked wistful as they continued to gaze at each other.

In a soft rich voice, as creamy as chocolate mousse, Nicole sang,

There's a somebody I'm longin' to see

I hope that he turns out to be

Someone who'll watch over me

Ryan felt his jaw drop as he stared at her. She let the melody trail off. “Holy shit…” he said.

Nicole turned towards him, made a quick smile and turned back to Nathan. “Ella Fitzgerald did it better,” she said.

“Ella would be proud,” Nathan replied.

“What, that’s a song? A real song?” Ryan asked.

Nicole nodded. “Yeah, it’s called…” she looked back at Nathan, her eyes brimming with tears. “It’s…” her voice cracking, she finished, “Someone To Watch Over Me.” She sat up in her chair and covered her face with her hands. “You left that Monday!”

“I had to.” Nathan’s voice was firm. He looked over to Ryan. “If I stayed, I would have become one of those teachers you read about in the National Enquirer. She was sixteen—”

“I was seventeen!” Nicole snapped.

Nathan sighed. “You were on the edge of seventeen, and I hoped to high heaven that she would be able to take care of herself.” He sighed. “It was when she was fifteen and sixteen she was the most vulnerable.”

Ryan sat back in his seat, stunned. This had come at him so fast his head was reeling. He swiveled his head from Nicole to Nathan and back again. Nathan hurt her deeply by bailing, yeah. But at the same time, he was protecting her by leaving! “I…” He stopped himself. He didn’t know what to say by any stretch of the imagination.

Wait.

He stood up suddenly, his chair tipping over. They both looked up at him from their seats. He reached over to the open bottle of champagne in the cooler and yanked it from the ice bucket. He didn’t give a damn about the water dripping on the tablecloth as he hurriedly filled three flutes. He passed them around.

“Okay, enough of the bullshit high school drama. We’re all grownups here,” he said. “I propose a toast.”

Nicole and Nathan’s mouths opened and closed.

Before they could say a word, Ryan declared, “To old friends, once lost now found!” He took a sip.

Neither of the others moved a muscle.

“Hey! A toast!” he said sharply. “To old friends!” He held his glass out.

Slowly, Nathan and Nicole reached out with their glasses and tinked.

“Once lost…” Nicole said, her voice again so small, so young.

“Now found.” Nathan said.

They tinked again and this time each of them drained their glasses.


{ 14 } STILL…
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AFTER THE TOAST, EVERYONE RELAXED A LITTLE. Well… kinda. as far as Nicole was concerned, she was still wound up. Her eyes flitted from her husband to her first crush and back. She was angry, and worried at the same time.

How dare Nathan show up out of nowhere! And befriend Ryan first! He had some nerve…

She glanced over to Ryan and felt worried. Part of her acting out the way she did after finishing college was a cosmic payback to Nathan for spurning her. How much of that depth of emotion was still within her? Snorting she reached for her champagne glass. Damn it was empty.

‘Sure wish I could say the same about how I feel towards Nathan!’ she thought to herself. She pursed her lips. What if she told Ryan that it was Nathan she had been thinking of back in the day when she left that graffiti on the top of the mountain?

Just as the awkward silence got uncomfortable, Nathan turned to Ryan. “Your prospects of landing another position would be improved if you had your Master’s degree.” He grimaced as soon as the words came out. “Sorry,” his eyes flitted to Nicole. “I just wanted to change the subject.”

Ryan chuckled. “I landed mine last winter.”

Nathan’s eyes widened. “Really?” He held up hand. “Please tell me Finance and not Marketing.”

Nodding, Ryan sipped his drink. “Yep.” He leaned forward. “And I was promised by the VP of finance that I’d get a healthy raise as soon as I got it.” He shook his head. “But when I got it, he hemmed and hawed and said we’d have to review it next quarter.”

“Stalling.”

“Yeah.”

“Well…” and Nicole watched the two of them go off into ‘corporate speak’. They talked about matrices of opportunities, cross functionality with a maximized ratio for success, and on and on. Every so often, one of them would toss a quick glance in her direction; but nobody asked her opinion or even so much as tried to translate the gibberish they were spouting.

Ryan was hanging on every word though, and that wasn’t like him. Usually, he’d be a lot more upfront about his opinions and takes on things—especially in the corporate realm. But she watched as Nathan, with a casual certitude, correct a couple of Ryan’s opinions. Nathan didn’t become loud or blowsy; he just laid out his points. And when Ryan nodded in agreement, he’d nod back with that damn approving look she remembered from years ago.

That stupid, sage nod of approval that would set her soul a wing. What if he ever looked at her like that again? What would she do?

It still affected her. Her lips twitched again and her tongue darted out watching the interplay between the two men.

She reached into her purse and pulled out the hip flask of Southern Comfort. They watched as she took a big swig, let out an ‘aaahhh’ and downed a healthy snort. As usual, the smooth warmth of the liquor spread out from her stomach and straight down to her core.

“What’s in that?” Nathan asked.

“Southern Comfort.”

He made a small shrug. “We have that at the bar, you know.”

“No you don’t!” she replied with an edge to her voice. “I asked for it at the lobby bar and got a blank look from the server!”

“Really?” Nathan cocked his head. “I suppose she wasn’t familiar with it.”

Nicole stuck her chin out. “How do you know it was a ‘she’?”

“Because it was Caroline who was the server in the lobby bar.” He made a puzzled look. “She’s been with us for a while, but doesn’t know Southern Comfort? I’ll have to look into that.”

Damn. Her name was Caroline? Damned if she could remember. She sighed. He always, always knew what he was talking about. Damn him. She decided to take another tack. “So you do have Southern Comfort?”

“Oh yes.”

“Oh shit…” Ryan muttered with a strange smile.

“Oh goody!” Nicole said brightly, throwing him a defiant look.

Nathan frowned in confusion. “What’s the matter?”

With a huff of air, Ryan said, “Southern Comfort…well, it brings out…certain traits in Nicole.”

“Not all the time…” she said, taking another small sip from her flask. “Hmmm…” she wondered aloud. “I wonder how well this mixes with champagne…” She poured an inch in her flute, and reaching for the champagne bottle on the table, topped it off. She took a small sip, smacked her lips and exclaimed, “I like it!” and downed the rest.

She set the glass on the table sharply. “Now that I have your attention, let’s cut it out with all that mumbo jumbo corporate speak, okay? You’re worse than two guys talking about hockey!”

“I love watching hockey,” Nathan said.

“Me too,” Ryan replied. “Say…did you see who Detroit picked up during free agency? I swear to God, I—”

“Stop it!” Nicole snapped, and the two men burst out laughing.

Ryan sat back in his seat. “Okay, Nicole, what do you want to talk about?”

Her eyes slid from her husband over to Nathan. Staring at him, she said, “Let’s play a game…”

“Oh no…” Ryan said. “Not Truth or Dare…” The memory of the last time Nicole had a few hits of Southern Comfort and played that game led to a weekend of total debauchery with Dan and Laurie. But now, they weren’t with another couple; they were with a guy she had once had a case of the hots for when she was in high school…

Nicole fluttered her hand at him. “Not Truth or Dare, silly…that’s for couples!”

Nathan was eyeing both of them. “What are you talking about?” he asked quietly.

Nicole’s head bobbed a few times and she looked at him. Her eyes were already looking a little glassy. “We’re going to play ‘Would You Rather’!”

“What?” Ryan and Nathan said together.

“I ask you a question like… ‘Would you rather a chocolate ice cream cone or a vanilla ice cream cone?’”

“Bull. Shit.” Ryan muttered. “Won’t be like that…”

“But what if I prefer Rocky Road?” Nathan asked. He blinked his eyes with an innocent expression.

“Then you lose a point, silly!” Nicole said. “You have to choose one or the other!” She glared at him.

“Should we order now?” Ryan asked.

“I see…well then, with no other option, chocolate.”

“See?” She turned to Ryan. “Now your turn, babe.”

He stared at her like a trapped mouse. He knew where this was going to go. And when Nicole took another swig from the hip flask…oh boy…

“Now hunny bunny…man o’ minezez…” she patted his chest. “Would you rather…” she looked slyly at Nathan. “Watch me go down on a woman, or watch a woman go down on me?” She flopped back in her seat with a smug look. “A hell of a lot more interesting that talking about profit and loss spreadsheets don’t you think…” she smiled sweetly, “Mister Whitfield?”

Nathan’s jaw dropped as he gasped. Nicole giggled at the sight. She turned back to Ryan. “Well?”

Ryan blew out a long sigh. “Oh the hell with it.” He looked over to Nathan. “Sorry, man.” He looked back to Nicole. “Watching a woman go down on you of course. I love watching you come, silly!”

“Holy shit!” Nathan gasped.

She pecked Ryan’s cheek. “Good answer!”

“It’s the truth…” he said. “So, it’s my turn now, right?”

“Nope. Still my turn.” She turned to Nathan. “Would you rather be with a woman with a pretty face or a hot body?”

“What if I’m gay?” he said.

Now it was Nicole’s turn to look like she had just been slapped in the face with a three day old catfish. “WHAT!”

Nathan burst out laughing. “Too easy!” He waved at her and sat back in his seat. The stunned expression was replaced by a look of disappointment. “Just messing with you, Nikki. I’m not.”

Nicole laughed out loud. “Bastard!” She leaned over the table. “Now answer the question. Hot bod or pretty face.”

He leaned forward. “You know I’m a sucker for a pretty face, Nicole,” he said in an even voice.

And the temperature at the table jumped about a thousand degrees.

Before anyone could say anything else, George the maitre d’ approached. “Are you ready to order?” he asked.

“Thank you George. The lady will have a Southern Comfort Champagne Cocktail,” he said. Nodding to Ryan, “the gentleman will have a pint of Stella Artois, and I’ll have my usual.”

“Very good sir.”

Nathan looked at his guests. “We’ll each start with the same appetizer.”

“Sir?”

“Smoked oysters for everyone, please. And we’ll each have filet mignon.” He tilted his head at Ryan. “Medium rare for you, right?”

“How’d you know?”

Without replying, he looked over at Nicole. “And really rare for you, Nikki?” When he saw her nod, he looked up at George. “Have hers done ‘blue’, George. I’ll take mine the usual way.”

“Very good sir. I’ll have your drinks right away.”

After he left, Nathan said, “Let’s have a nice meal. We can pick up our game over coffee and dessert.” He looked over to Ryan. “I know a fair bit about Nicole’s background, Ryan. Where did you grow up?”

***

During dinner the conversation flowed smoothly; not a word about corporate profits and losses, and not a single sexual innuendo rose up.

Nicole was a little disappointed, but she decided not to push it. They were here for a week, and… well…truth be told, she wasn’t sure just what she wanted to happen anyway.

She watched Nathan as he talked. His voice had a full, deep timbre. It was a little lower than she remembered from high school, but she supposed the passage of years would make that unavoidable.

He was definitely in his 60’s now. His face was fairly smooth for an older man; just laugh lines around his eyes, and no bags under them. She knew he hadn’t smoked when she was a student, and his lack of that vice was paying off handsomely.

He filled out his navy blue blazer well, and more importantly, the crisp, pale blue of his open collared oxford button down shirt was taut across his chest. Not tight, but snug on his, what was obvious to her, fit frame.

He was even hotter than he was back in the day…

More than his oh so yummy appearance, it was his quiet confidence was so damn sexy. He was a man in control of his world.

She glanced over to Ryan as they discussed the merits of buying versus leasing a car. In fifteen year’s time, Ryan would be just as honed. Every experience of his life thus far had shaped him for the better. Even the setbacks or failures in Ryan’s past were lessons he learned. Watching these two men was almost like watching a before and after display in real life.

She drained her third Southern Comfort Champagne Cocktail. Damn they were good! Putting her glass down, she interrupted the men. “You were single when I was in high school, Mister—”

“Please, Nicole, call me Nathan…”

She gave him an evil grin. “Uh-uh…I like calling you ‘Mister Whitfield’…” When he tossed his hands up in surrender, she continued. “Was there ever a ‘Mrs. Whifield?’”

He tilted his head to the side. “No.”

“A long term relationship then?”

She was taken aback somewhat when he shook his head slowly again. “Why not?” she asked.

He shrugged slightly. “I never met a woman I couldn’t live without.” He held her eyes as he said this.

Those eyes that looked right into her soul.

A small gasp fluttered up her throat, but she stilled it as she reached out and took Ryan’s hand. There was more to Nathan’s reply; but no freaking way was she going down that rabbit hole.

Still…

She glanced from Ryan to Nathan and back.

Still…

She nodded her head sharply. “Let’s go dancing.”

“How do you know there’s a dance club here?” Ryan said.

“I read the brochure, silly.” She stood before he could put two and two together and realize she had known about the nude beach all along. “I want to be squired by two good looking men.” She picked up her purse.


{ 15 } PUSHING BUTTONS
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THE CLUB WAS MORE CROWDED THAN NICOLE EXPECTED. There must have been fifty people on the dance floor. All ages, from late twenties to senior citizens were gyrating and swaying to the throbbing beat of Justin Timberlake’s ‘Sexy Back’.

The bar was steamy hot from the heat from all the people dancing. The skin of every person on the dance floor glistened under the pulsing lights as they grooved and spun to the mesmerizing beat.

Nikki felt her own temperature rise as the three of them eased through the crowd in search of a table. She was sized up by the women; they checked out her dress and companions and a few gave her a quick smile of approval. The men on the dance floor, seeing her escorted by two men watched her with a curious gaze at first; then as their imaginations took hold, their eyes glinted.

Yeah, she looked good in her little black dress. The hemline was halfway between her crotch and knee, and the front was beyond low cut- a deep v line went from her shoulders almost to her belly button. Yeah, it was hot.

She held both Ryan’s and Nathan’s hands. Nathan was in the lead—he said he would be able to get them a table no matter how crowded the place would be, but Nicole wasn’t sure if that would be possible.

“Don’t worry,” he had said before they went inside. “I kind of own the place, you know.”

At the back of the club he nodded to one of the security men who spoke into his wrist mic set and held a finger up to them, gesturing for them to wait.

Two servers came up from the side. The young women greeted Nathan with smiles and went to a mirrored wall that had a series of potted plants in front. They slid the planters aside, and one of them fiddled with a small locked box mounted on the side of the adjoining wall.

As the music continued to thrum and pulse, the mirrored wall folded back like an accordion, revealing a u-shaped banquet table on a raised dais. The platform was large enough to accommodate more seats if needed. Two steps led up to the it, where a red velvet rope suspended across the front.

With a wave of his hand, Nathan said, “The owner’s private table.”

“You’re the owner of this resort,” Nicole said.

“Part owner. I bought 49 percent a few years ago, and the founding owner did some great things with my money.” He made a modest shrug. “I’ve made a good return on this project.”

“You have others?” Ryan said.

“Yeah, a few.” Nathan flashed a wry smile. “Sure beats herding teenagers in high school for a living.”

They went to the table and gave a drink order to the server. Nicole sat between the two of them, watching the crowd.

A prickle on her neck made her glance to each side. The men were watching her! Her mouth dropped a little when it dawned on her—none of them had any idea where this was going! Were they just going to have a drink, watch the people on the dance floor and call it a night? Or was this outing going to escalate into something…more?

Did she want it to? The yearning for Nathan she had was from 15 years ago. She dropped her head to the side and looked directly at him. Now she was a grown, married woman…

But.

He looked even wiser than she remembered him when she was a kid. He gazed back at her with unflinching eyes until she had to glance away for a moment. When she looked back at him she saw the slightest tug of a smile in his lips, like he scored a point. When she was a kid, all the girls were attracted to the way he acted with cool confidence. Today, that same confidence was obvious in how he handled the staff and guided the evening so far.

‘That’s all well and good, Nicola,’ she thought to herself. ‘You haven’t answered the question. Do. You. Want. Him?’

She turned around when Ryan nudged her. “Penny for your thoughts?” he asked.

“Hmmm… I’m not sure.”

“Not sure about what?” Ryan asked.

She pushed her back against her seat and eyed them both. “Not sure just what’s going on.”

Nathan remained silent, but Ryan said, “What do you think is going on, babe?”

It was just for a split second, if she blinked she would have missed Ryan’s eyes flitting from her own to Nathan. When Ryan’s eyebrows flashed up and down for an instant, Nathan said, “I’m going to go and visit with the manager at the bar, guys. I’ll be back in a few.”

As Nathan rose from the table, Ryan gave him a quick nod. Jeez! Nicole thought only women were able to communicate so subtly!

When they were alone, Ryan nudged her again. “You didn’t answer my question, hon. What do you think is going on.”

“Well…” she ran her hand through her blonde shoulder length straight hair in frustration. “I don’t know!” she said finally. She leaned into Ryan. “You have no idea how hot for him I was back in high school!”

Ryan chuckled. “Actually, I do. I can see how you’re looking at him now.”

“Oh really?”

“Yeah. Every once in a while at dinner, you’d glance over at Nathan when he and I would be talking and do that thing with your mouth. First you purse your lips like you want to kiss someone, and then, as soon as your mouth relaxes, your tongue darts out and touches your upper lip.” He brought his lips together tightly for a second, relaxed them, and his tongue darted out. “You’ve been doing that all night when you’d watch him talk to me.” He patted her hand. “So…yeah…there’s a lot more than just nostalgia going on with you babe.”

Nicole inhaled deeply. Shit, he was right. She made a small shrug. “Yeah, he’s kind of good looking I guess.”

Ryan scoffed. “I call bullshit.”

“Well he is!”

“You don’t find him ‘kind of’; Nathan turns you on.” He nudged her again. “G’head, admit it. I won’t get mad, promise.”

She darted her eyes to the right and left and back to Ryan. “Is that a bad thing?” she asked in a high pitched voice. “Am I bad?”

“No!” Ryan leaned forward. “Remember how hot it was with Dan and Laurie? And remember how you didn’t want to do anything online with Swingers? You said something like, ‘if it comes along, then…’.” He glanced over at the bar where Nathan was in deep conversation with a man behind the bar. “Well, I think that something just came along.”

She watched from the corner of her eye as Ryan kept his eyes on Nathan until the man glanced from the bar. When he did, Ryan jerked his head and patted the table top. Nathan ended his conversation and headed back.

“Sorry,” he said. “I needed to check on something.”

“My turn to call bullshit,” Nicole smirked at her husband. She looked up at Nathan. “You were being gentlemanly by giving us a little space.”

Nathan’s mouth twitched. “Well… let’s just say I was able to kill two birds with one stone. I always check in with the manager when I bring guests…” he made a small shrug. “And I got the sense that you two needed to discuss something.” He held out his hand, his thumb and index finger spread about an inch apart. “So maybe just a little bullshit.” He rounded the table and sat down again; this time beside Ryan, leaving the seat beside Nicole open.

The two men sat watching her. “So…” Ryan said, “what’s next?”

The opening bars of her favorite sexy song of all time began. Nicole’s eyes widened and she stared at Nathan. “This was huge when I was in high school!” she said.

Nathan nodded, “I know…”

Snoop Dog’s voice came over the sound system.

Yeah, lil' mama, you lookin' good

I see you wanna play wit a player from the hood

Come holla at me, you got it like that

Big Snoop Dogg with the lead Pussycat

“Well…” she placed her hands on the tabletop and stood. “I’m going to dance.” When the guys started to rise, she waved them back to their seats. “For you,” she said, her eyes flitting to each of them.

She stepped from the table, but remained on the dais as the thick bass of ‘Buttons’ by the Pussycat Dolls pulsed and throbbed from the sound system.

She did a quick spin and closed her eyes. ‘Dance like no one is watching’ ran through her mind. She knew both men were riveted on her, but she wanted the music to fill and possess her body. If she so much as peeked at them, she’d lose her nerve. Or something like that.

As the mid-East melody strained through the air she stood before them, spreading her legs wide enough to feel the hem of her skirt creep dangerously high. As the lyrics began, she let her body respond on its own. Her hips began to pulse, first with an agonizing slowness as the lyrics began.

She bit her lower lip, tantalizing herself as much as her audience. When the lyrics began, her hands drifted to her tummy and her hips began rolling now, gyrating back and forth in time with the full, sensuous melody. Like a curious cobra, her body began to weave and she snapped her hips to each ‘uh-huh’…

I'm telling you loosen up my buttons, babe (uh-huh!)

But you keep fronting, uh

Saying what you gon' to do to me (uh-huh!)

But I ain't seen nothing

I'm telling you loosen up my buttons, babe (uh-huh!)

But you keep fronting, uh

Saying what you gon' to do to me (uh-huh!)

But I ain't seen nothing

She was pushing some buttons now.

Oh shit this was good! Her hands ran over her stomach and down below her waist and paused. Slowly, she rubbed herself even lower, pressing just above her crotch through the now tight fabric of her skirt. Oh yeah… Her belly was already warm, but her own touch, along with the music enflamed her. What had been a question just a few minutes earlier—‘Do you want him?’  evaporated in the heat. She simply wanted.

She moved her hands down from her tummy, and stroked the inside of her thighs. Bending over, she rubbed herself down to her knees and back up. Her own skin was now sheened from the warmth in the club and the heat rising inside her.

As the music rolled over her, she straightened up, letting her hands find their own way. Now they went up her chest, pressing on her boobs—no, her titties—making broad circles before continuing up to her face to end up grasping her hair.

Her hands stayed clutching her hair as she danced in a circle. She stopped, her back now facing the table and again bent at the waist, lowering her head almost down to her knees, she jutted her backside—no, her ass!—up. The warm air of the nightclub drifted up under her hemline wafting against her cheeks as she rolled her hips from side to side, then back and forth.

There was something special about the club’s sound system. The bass notes were so deep that she could actually feel them inside herself. The music was fucking her, and she was taking every thrust and throb of the sensual beat within herself. She pushed her hips out and back in time with the beat. Over and over again she let each heavy note push inside her, filling her up to her chest. Oh man it was good…

Oh! She felt herself cream, that small pulse in her pussy she would get from orgasming without being touched. ‘Hello, old friend’ she thought to herself, ‘it’s been sometime…’

The rhythm from the speakers quickened, and in response she stood up and began a series of dance steps, her feet flying on the floor as she whipped her head in circles. Faster and faster she strutted, skipped and swayed in perfect time to the syncopated rhythm.

Oh shit this was hot.

As the song came down from its crescendo, she spun from side to side, her hands gliding over her chest, hips and thighs. Her head was arched back, her face pointing at the ceiling as the sultry number ended.

Wow.

Nicole took a deep breath, opened her eyes and turned to the men as the next song began to play. She ignored it.

Ryan’s mouth was open, his eyes shining with desire. She rewarded him with a smile and looked over at Nathan.

He was sitting back in his seat, his hands toying with his drink as their eyes met. His teeth dropped over his lower lip as he tilted his head. Nodding to her, his mouth relaxed into a knowing smile.

Good.

She put her hands on her hips. “Let’s play a game.”


{ 16 } WOULD YOU RATHER…
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“A GAME,” RYAN SAID. “OH BOY…”

Nathan’s face took on a puzzled look as his head swiveled taking in each of them. “You want to play a game? In a nightclub?”

“Yeah bro, she does,” Ryan said. He eyed his wife. “She’s kind of done it before…”

Nicole was watching with mirth. Ryan only had a vague idea what she was up to, and Nathan was completely in the dark. “So? You guys game?” She was still standing in front of the table. The sound system in the club was perfect. They could have a normal conversation at the table, but four feet away, where she danced, she had been immersed in the music. She’d have to ask Nathan how he pulled that off.

Nathan just gave a shrug, and Ryan said “Sure!” so she sat down.

“Truth or Dare again?” Ryan said.

“Truth or Dare?” Nathan repeated. “You’re kidding me. You want to play that game?”

Nicole shook her head slowly. “No…we can’t play that one.”

“Why not?” Ryan asked. “It went…” he shot a look at Nathan and back at her, “pretty damn interesting the last time we played it in a bar…”

Nicole let out a sigh. “I know,” she looked over at Nathan. “It was a really good time,” she said with an evil smile. “But sadly,” she turned back to Ryan, “Nathan’s the boss of the place. It wouldn’t be fair to give him a dare that might make him lose face in front of his staff, don’t you think?”

“Gee thanks,” Nathan said with a wry smile.

“So! Instead of having a game where we have to do things and stuff, instead, let’s continue to play the one we…” she eyed Nathan speculatively, “started at the restaurant! That way we can get to know each other better.”

Nathan threw up his hands. “Okay I’ll bite.”

Nicole nodded. “Yep. Would You Rather, part two.”

“I see.”

Nathan’s eyes took on a serious look, narrowing just a bit. Leaning forward he asked “How do we keep score?”

Nicole rolled her eyes. “Silly! Same as before! I decide who wins!” She leaned over to Nathan. “Or loses out. Again.”

The two of them were silent as they stared at each other. Before it grew, Ryan chimed in, “Okay, let’s start.”

“First, a round of drinks,” Nathan said. He turned and waved towards the bar and turned back. “I left instructions for us to be left alone, but also took the liberty of giving them a standing drink order.” Nodding at Nicole, then Ryan he said, “Southern Comfort Champagne cocktail, Stella Artois, and Scotch rocks for me. That okay?”

It was, and their drinks arrived right after. Nathan proposed a toast to a good game, and they all drained their glasses. He nodded to the bar again, and a second round was in front of them in no time.

“Being the owner’s pretty cool,” Ryan said. “You get great service.”

“Yes, one of the perks, I guess,” Nathan replied. “Nowadays, this place pretty much runs itself; but when I first bought in, sixteen hour days were normal for me.”

Nicole held up her hand. “Before you two go down the rabbit hole of talking about bizz-nezz again, let’s play!” She looked over to Nathan. “You get first question. Would you rather never be able to skinny dip, or never be able to wear a bathing suit again?”

Nathan sat back. “You’re getting pretty risqué pretty quickly, Nicole.”

Ryan barked a laugh. “You ain’t seen nothin’ yet!”

Nicole crossed her arms. “Well?”

“Hmmm…” Nathan said, “I either can never be naked or always naked…” He made a small shrug. “I’ll take the never be naked. Save the world from a terrifying sight.” He gave a quick smile.

“You lose a point.”

“What? How?”

“My game, my rules.” She turned to Ryan. “So honey bunny… would you rather never have sex again…or never be able to use the internet again?”

“No decision necessary. I’ll go back to reading a real newspaper. I’d give up a hell of a lot more than the internet if that’s what it took to keep you in my bed!” He flashed a cheese grin. “I get a point, right?”

“No. You lose two.”

“What!”

She shrugged. “My game my rules!” She held up her hand before they could say anything more. “Next question.” Turning to Nathan, she said, “Would you rather—” but he cut her off by putting a finger on her lips.

“Sorry, Nicole. It may be your game, your rules, but…” he waved his hand taking in their surroundings, “it’s also my house, so I get some rules too. My turn.” He kept his finger on her lips as he looked to Ryan. “Would you rather find your parents’ porn tape, or have your parents find your porn tape?”

Nicole felt his finger still on her lips. She parted them a little and the tip of it slipped into her mouth for a second. She licked it with her tongue watching his eyes.

Nathan ignored her and kept his eyes on Ryan.

“Well,” Ryan said, “I gotta mull this over for a sec.”

“Take your time.” Nathan took his hand away.

And didn’t glance once at Nicole! Not. Once! Damn him. She felt a little embarrassed and a little hurt. It reminded her of when she was in high school throwing hints out to him and them being brushed aside without the slightest acknowledgement. It hit her all at once.

Nathan must be gay. She gasped at the realization. He was lying before!

“You okay, hon?” Ryan asked.

“Yeah, I’m fine; just a burp is all. That champagne’s got some fizz I guess.” She kept her eyes on Nathan who was watching her husband! Okay then. She turned to Ryan. “Well, you gonna answer the question or what? Your sex tape or Dad and Mom’s?”

Ryan snorted. “I’d rather they found mine. If I found theirs I’d be scarred for life!” he said with a laugh.

“Good!” Nathan said, “you get a point.”

“No he doesn’t,” Nicole said, staring at him. Suddenly she was feeling irritable. “I’m the one keeping score. He loses two more.”

“What?” Ryan said.

Without looking away from Nathan, Nicole said, “One for your Dad, and one for your poor mother. I like her, and she’d be scarred for life!”

Nathan shook his head slowly and smiled. “Okay. Your game, Nikki.”

Nikki? He’s calling her ‘Nikki’ now? The son of a bitch is playing with her feelings like a cat with a mouse! Her temper rose, and yet at the same time she wanted to cry. What the hell? Was she PMS’ing or something? Hell no, that was all done a week ago! She sat back. She was annoyed with him for winding up being gay; okay. But then calling him Nikki was like a broken promise or something from when she was in high school? Oh this is too damn much.

She grabbed her drink and drained it. Holding the glass out to Nathan, she asked for a refill with her eyes.

He must have read something in her look, because his face looked perplexed for a second. Then he nodded, and waved at the server who was standing watch for them at the bar.

“My turn,” Nicole said.

“Hey! What about me? Don’t I get a turn?” Ryan said.

“No!” Nathan and Nicole said in unison. They gaped at each other for a second and burst out laughing.

And all the annoyance and confusion fled. Now what the hell was going on? She suddenly feels fine again? And not the phony pissed off ‘fine!’ but she genuinely felt better. She was tied up in knots just a second ago. Oh boy.

In the nick of time the waitress deposited another round on the table. She took a deep sip of her cocktail. Southern Comfort was great; but mixed with Champagne was heavenly.

Even though she felt better, she was going to find out something. Eyeing Nathan, she asked, “Would you rather have a guy suck your cock or suck a guy’s cock?”

“Hey, baby…” Ryan said. “You’re kind of crossing a line here, you know.”

“It’s okay, man,” Nathan said. “I’d rather get head than give it.”

“Really? All the time?” Nicole leaned forward.

Nathan watched her carefully. “Yes, all the time, Nikki. I’m not into men if that’s what you’re trying to ask.” He patted the table top gently. “That’s the second time you inquired about my orientation.”

Her breath caught. Shit! Busted! She widened her eyes innocently. “I was just asking, that’s all.”

“And I’m just telling.”

“You lose three points.”

“I figured as much,” he said with a gentle laugh.

“I got one!” Ryan said. He peered at them as he drained his beer. Putting the glass on the table, he said, “Which would you  rather… yelling out ‘I love you Mom!’ every time you came, or yelling out ‘Long live the Queen!’”

Whaaat? Nicole turned and looked at Ryan. Shit, he was almost as hammered as her!

“Well…” Nathan said, “I’ve always loved Elizabeth, so I’d go for Her Majesty.”

They both looked at Nicole expectantly.

“For me, it’d have to be…” she paused for a second. “I love you Daddy,” she said, keeping her eyes on Nathan. She was rewarded when his façade cracked just a bit. She watched as he quietly took a deep breath. Hmmm…

Cocking her head she said, “You both lose five points.”

With a dismissive wave Ryan said, “Awww who gives a shit. I can’t remember the score anyway!” he added with a chuckle.

Nicole leaned over and whispered in Nathan’s ear. “You remember my letter, don’t you?” She sat back and watched him stare at the tabletop.

She had him on the run now. “Last question. And this is for both of you. Would you rather have sex with me or watch me have sex with someone else?”

“RRRrrrowlll…” Ryan said, pulling himself up beside her and wrapping his arms around her waist. “Sounds like an offer! I always prefer fucking you to watching you fuck!”

Nathan still had his first drink before him, and his glass was only half empty. “Well, since you took that option, Ryan, let’s say that I always enjoy a good performance.”

“One last one,” Ryan said. “And yeah, I’m asking!” he said with a touch of defiance. “Would you rather have to have sex in public all the time, or else be able to only have sex in total darkness?”

“Public!” Nathan and Nicole said at the same time, and all three of them burst out laughing.

“Well then…” Ryan said, “I’m going to start a new game. It’s called ‘Put Up Or Shut Up’” He got to his feet and took Nicole’s hand. “Let’s all of us head back to our room for…” his voice faded, but he was watching the other two carefully.

Nicole popped to her feet. “Sounds like a good idea hon!” Now they both watched Nathan.

He took a deep breath and rose. “Back to your room, eh?” When they just nodded, “And what will happen there?”

“What would you like to happen?” Nicole asked.

His eyes took on an almost sad look. “Something wonderful.” He closed them and said, “But maybe not.” He nodded to them and reaching out squeezed first Nicole’s shoulder, then Ryan’s. “I’m going to call it a night instead.”

They both watched in silence as he left the club.

“Gee, babe,” Ryan said. “I really thought he was into you. Sorry if I pushed too hard.” 

Nicole’s mouth twitched. “I don’t blame you, hon.” She shrugged. “To tell the truth, I feel a little insulted.”

Ryan waved his hand. “Don’t be. It wasn’t a rejection.”

“Oh? Then what was it oh great mind reader?”

“A retreat.”


{ 17 } STAR GAZING
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“A RETREAT?” she shook her head. “No, it was an escape!”

“Nope.” Ryan put his arms over her shoulder and guided her through the dance floor and out of the club. Once outside, he said, “He took off because he was overwhelmed, not turned off. In fact, I think he was really, really turned on.” They walked away from the portico at the front of the dance club and started on one of the paved paths back towards their building.

Nicole stopped. The path was lit by gentle lights set close to the ground. She looked up at the sky. The stars were pinholes of white against the deep, almost black, blue of the night sky. “I’m not ready to head back to our room,” she said. She took Ryan’s hand and gave him a tug as she reversed their course.

“Where we going?”

She pointed upwards with her chin. “It’s a beautiful night and I want to see what the stars look like from the beach. It’ll be darker there and we should be able to see even more of them.”

“Okay.” He fell in step with her, still holding her hand.

The path to the main beach meandered through a copse of trees before ending at a planked boardwalk. Just like the ‘private beach’ further down, there was a hut where drinks were served during the day.

While Nicole took off her shoes, Ryan ducked behind it and came back with two rolled up beach towels.

“The guys at these beach bars always keep a few of these lying around for customers who forget to bring one,” he said.

“Good move,” she said, handing him her shoes.

They weren’t the only ones inspired by the night sky to see the beach at night. There were several other couples walking hand in hand along the surf’s edge.

The stars above were scattered like dust in the blue black heavens. Across the sea, a full moon had just risen over the horizon; light from the bright white orb scattered over the water’s surface.

Nicole stopped halfway down to the water’s edge. “Oh that’s delightful,” she said looking at the night sky. She snapped out her towel, laying it at her feet. Ryan did the same and they sat closely together, their knees drawn up.

“Yeah, that’s something else, isn’t it?” Ryan replied, encircling her waist with his arm.

She laid her head against his shoulder, letting out a deep breath. It was so beautiful. Back home they rarely took the time to look up at the night sky. There were too many good things on TV, movies to go to, or chores around the house. She took another deep breath, releasing it with another sigh.

“You okay?” Ryan asked.

“Yeah. It’s just so beautiful.” She turned her gaze upwards. “The more you look at the sky, the more you see, you know? Like a really good painting or something…” She saw how behind the millions of pinpoints she was able to pick out what looked like a layer of thin clouds behind them.

Ryan noticed it too. Pointing at the sky, he said, “How could clouds be showing up behind stars?”

“I’m pretty sure that’s the Milky Way, galaxy hon. That’s not a cloud, that’s a cluster of millions of other stars.”

“No. Way.”

“Way.” Not taking her own gaze from the beauty above them, she said, “Astronomers have looked at it and have mapped it. We’re on its outer fringes; it’s a huge galaxy of millions of other stars. Actually, billions of other stars. It’s a gargantuan spiral of stars, spinning around.”

“I don’t see the spiral.”

“That’s cuz we’re looking at it from the side. It’s like you were looking at a car tire from the side, not from above.”

“Billions of stars?”

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure. And there’s billions and billions of galaxies, each one containing billions of stars.” She pointed off to the side. “Some of those stars aren’t actually stars…they’re galaxies too! Each one as big or even bigger than the Milky Way. And the light you’re seeing was made a couple of million years ago.”

“How do you know all this star stuff?” Ryan asked.

She made a small shrug. “When I was in high school there was this night time field trip to go star gazing.”

“Really.”

She only nodded, and Ryan put his arm over her shoulder. “Do I even need to ask what teacher organized it?” 

“No…you don’t. It was ‘Mister’ Whitfield.” She didn’t say anything about how he had sought her out to invite her. It was on that night she got all… She gave her head a shake. “Whateverrrr…”

She laid down on her back, still gazing at the wonderment of it all. Billions of galaxies. Billions of stars. Just like that first time, years ago, it was too much to get her head around. She stared up into the sky as Ryan stretched down beside her. He took her hand in his and she said, “To this very day I still don’t get it,” she said, her voice a hush.

“What’s that?”

She took a deep breath. “I feel so insignificant looking up…but at the same time, I’m filled with a sense of…” she shrugged. “I don’t know…” She squeezed Ryan’s hand. “Grandeur.”

“Grandeur?”

“Yes.” She made a small shrug. “At the same time I feel insignificant, I feel a sense of splendor looking at the sky.”

Ryan squeezed her hand back. “Welcome to the wonder of the universe, babe.”

She took his hand and lay it over her tummy, below her belly button. At the same time she brought her knees up, causing her skirt to fall all the way up towards her waist.

Ryan began to make circles on her tummy, pressing in ever so slightly. Her hips rolled on their own accord, and she felt herself cream. That delightful contraction of her pussy, with a smooth warmth flowing over her was wonderful.

Oh shit, she wanted to get off!

Ryan sat up on his elbow, keeping his hand moving on her tummy. He looked down at her. She glanced at him, and turned her eyes back up to the stars.

Ryan tilted his head and she looked over to him. “You want to do this here? Now?” he asked.

“Yesss…” she whispered. It was night, and it was late. She wasn’t worried about any kids coming across them—after all, it was an ‘Adults Only’ resort, right? And if some prude got their panties in a twist…well, she was a friend of the owner. She felt his hand drift lower to begin playing with the elastic band at the top of her hardly even there panties. “Yesss…”

He slipped his hand underneath the fabric, still making those firm, warm circles as it drifted down to cup her mons.

She made a small gasp, feeling him cover her entire pussy and pressing down harder. His hand grabbed her entire crotch and he moved it back and forth quickly a few times.

“Open your legs baby,” he said. His voice was gentle. As gentle as the moonlight washing over the both of them, and as bright. She drew her knees apart.

He tugged her panties down and away and tossed them over his shoulder.

Ryan lifted himself up and over and settled between her legs. “I’m gonna eat you out until I scream baby!” he said with a leer.

She lifted her head to look at him. “You’ve been using that line for ages. Get to work!” She lowered her head, feeling the stubble of his cheeks brush against her thighs. The sudden rasp of his skin sent a jolt through her. Another jolt followed as he brought his tongue against her crevasse, already damp. Oh yes…

Arching her back, she pressed her head into the towel beneath her. She kept her eyes open. She wanted to fall into the stars when she came.

Ryan’s hands danced up her body, cupping a breast in each palm. Through the thin fabric of her dress he began to pinch and roll her heavy nipples between his fingers, sending thin needles of pleasure right down to her core.

“Oh shit Ryan!” she muttered as the first, pre-‘O’ orgasm jutted through her like a slash of cool electricity from her core up through the top of her head causing the stars above her to pulse in brightness for a split second. “Oh yes!” she said.

His head was now rocking back and forth. The pleasure of his tongue on her bud danced in a delicious counterpoint on her nerves with scratchiness of his cheeks, the sensation increasing the realms of pleasure.

He lifted his head. “I’m so hard, baby!” he hissed. He started to rise to his knees. “I gotta fuck you right now!”

She reached down and put a hand on his shoulder, pressing him back down. “No, babe. I want you to make me come with your mouth. I wanna see the stars when I come!”

Ryan’s eyes sparked, and he smiled. “That sounds awesome.” As he brought his face down towards her pussy, he said, “Come all over my face Nicole. Cream in my mouth!”

He dropped his head back down between her legs. He spread her slick pussy lips apart and began to whirr and buzz her clit with his tongue. Her thighs clenched tight to his head with the spasm of pleasure. As another deeper climax began to roll through her she forced her eyes to stay open, chewing her lower lip.

Ryan slid two fingers up inside her wet folds. She felt him bend them, pressing upwards toward the front of her pelvis from the inside, rubbing firmly the pliable sponginess of her G-spot. He kept his tongue on her bud, licking it wetly.

“Oh shit!” she cried out. The climax launched through her, shuddering up her body. “Ohhh Ryyyaaan!” With a will of their own, her arms and legs thrashed; her feet flying into the air and back to the sand as her hands punched, then grasped the grains of beach beside her.

She willed her eyes to stay open. When the massive tumult of her orgasm rolled through her belly and up her head the stars above all melded together in a brilliant blue white flash of pleasure before pulsing back to their rightful place in the universe.

For the tiniest of instants she had been one with them. “Oh wow…” she said aloud.

Ryan had gone quiet, lying between her legs as she caught her breath. His head rose and he stroked her thighs. His face was bathed in silver moonlight as she reached down to stroke his stubbly cheeks. “I want you in me,” she said.

***

From behind a group of trees that bordered the beach, Nathan watched as Ryan undid his pants and pulled them down below his knees, his cock springing free in the moonlight. Nicole sat up and he lay on his back. She straddled him, facing the shore as she began to rock back and forth.

He was well concealed in the trees, but he wasn’t the only one watching their lovemaking. Arthur and Steffi had been walking up the shoreline, but when they saw the couple, they stepped away from the shoreline and up to the boardwalk. Steffi had her arm around the tall black man’s waist, and her other hand was massaging his crotch.

Nathan smiled to himself. He had always thought there was something going on between that older woman and Arthur, but up until tonight they had always been too circumspect for him to be sure.

***

Ryan was being teased as fuck by Nicole. She had straddled him but was facing away. She grasped his cock and was sliding it up and down her creamy wet pussy lips.

“I want to be in you!” he growled.

“Not yet…” she replied over her shoulder at him.

He clutched her hips and jostled her, trying to push inside.

She cupped his balls and was holding them with one hand as she slowly, teasingly stroked his shaft with her other  hand. It was excruciating. He rolled his hips under her, watching her weave like a rodeo rider.

“Keep your eyes open and watch the stars when you come, babe,” she said.

“I’m not going to come until you get me up inside!” he replied with a laugh. “Come on already!”

He felt Nicole shudder with a small laugh.

Moving on her knees she pushed her pussy over the knob of his cock.

“Ahhh!” he said. He dropped his head back onto the ground. “Oh yeah…deeper baby…” He felt her flex and her pussy walls enveloped his knob. Nicole rocked back and forth, pulling all the way back from it and pushing herself over onto it again.

“That it, baby! That’s your sweet spot!” His knob slid in and out through that special part of her pussy; just inside of her it was extra tight, like an elastic ring that snapped over the surface of his shaft. A wet, hot tight ring of pleasure grasped at him and let go when she pulled back. “Oh fuck yeah!”

He couldn’t handle anymore. When she slid over him again, he bucked his hips and grabbed her waist, shoving all of himself up inside. She let out a squeak of surprised pleasure.

“Now we’re fucking, baby!” he grunted.

She rose a bit on her knees and dropped down in perfect rhythm of his thrusts. He slid all the way up inside when she pressed down; when she rose again he almost slipped out of her folds.

She still had her hand cupping his balls as she rode up and down on him. She gave them a firm squeeze when he filled her up, and relaxed it when she slid him almost out. The squeezing of his balls and the luscious slick wetness of her creamy pussy pushed him closer and closer to the edge.

She turned her head over her shoulder, watching him as she continued fucking his cock. “I love how hard you are in me babe!” she hissed at him. “I can’t wait for you to blow your creamy load in my pussy! Pleeeze…come in my pussy?”

She rolled her hips as she flexed and bent her knees, adding that extra…little…bit of pleasure to his cock.

“Oh yeah!” Ryan’s voice a thick slur when he felt that…that lion in his balls wake up. “Oh yeah!” He was gonna blow a load any second! His fingers clutched at her waist. “Almost there! Almost—”

“Look up Ryan!” she yelped, just as he felt his orgasm start pulsing.

He opened his eyes wide and stared at the sky.

A comet of hot jizz shot from his cock as he watched the night sky flash in bright pink and blues. His voice a raspy choking groan, he said over and over, “The stars Nikki! I’m fucking the fucking stars!”

A second, even stronger pulse of cream burst from his cock. His thighs shuddered as he was bathed in ecstasy. His breath came out in a loud whooshing noise, emptying his chest as he fell into the cosmos. Oh man…

He dropped his head to the sand, feeling the last of his seed flow now; pulsing is waves as Nikki’s pussy milked him of all he had.

“Oh wow…”


{ 18 } OF ALL THE RESORTS…
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NATHAN WATCHED THEM as Nikki hauled herself off and lay on top of Ryan, kissing him deeply. He felt a pang of loss and what could have been.

He gave himself a mental slap upside the head. ‘Yeah, right—he really should have run away with a seventeen year old kid.’ He snorted. Shit, if he had done that, he’d probably still be in prison!

He took a quiet step further back in the shadows when they stood and holding hands made their way back up the beach to the boardwalk and pathways back to the hotel rooms.

“I’m glad it’s night time,” Nikki’s voice carried in the still, warm air over the gentle sound of the waves. “Your come is running down my leg!”

Ryan pulled her into him, his arm around her. “That’s so fucking hot baby!”

As they passed him, he heard her laugh lightly. “You men are so weird. You think that’s hot, I think it’s a mess!”

“My mess…”

When their voices faded away, Nathan looked over to where Steffi and Arthur were. They also were gone. The beach was empty.

Picking his way out of the trees and underbrush, he headed over to where they had left their towels. He looked around in the moonlight carefully until he saw it.

Bending over, he picked up Nikki’s discarded panties and lifted them to his nose. Her most intimate scent filled his nostrils, making his cock thicken and his mouth water.

He quickly looked around making sure he was alone, and pocketing them headed back to his room.

***

He entered his suite on the top floor of one of the buildings and crossed the living room to the windows. Keeping the room dark, he peered out to Ryan and Nicole’s building. The light in the room was on, and the sheers were open. He remained still as a statue as he watched them moving about inside through the wrought iron railing of their balcony.

“Aww Nikki…” he whispered when their room went dark.

He turned on one of the lamps beside the sofa as he fished his wallet out. Holding it open, he dug in the pocket that was underneath his row of credit cards. With two fingers he drew out a folded laminated sheet of paper, the size of a large index card. He unfolded it. Despite the clear plastic overlay, the sheet of notepaper had yellowed with age over the years. Although he knew every pen stroke, letter and word on it, he read it anyway.

Dear Daddy Nathan:

There. I said it. I want you to be my ferocious lustful ‘Daddy’ and I want to be your horny, sassy girl.

You’ve looked out for me these past two years, and no boy comes close to how much I want you and want you to want me! I already know you do! I’ve seen you look me over when you thought I couldn’t notice. Why do you think I keep a makeup mirror on me silly! LOL

School’s almost over this year…let’s have a sexy summer…

I want you to protect me all the time, scold and discipline me when I’m bad, and…

And… and fuck me whenever you want. I want to feel you up inside me, I want to taste your cock and cum. You make me so horny whenever I’m around you. My panties are wet right now as I write these dirty things.

Am I a dirty girl? I want to be YOUR dirty girl Daddy.

Love always,

Nikki

(I get so wet whenever I hear you call me that name!)

He fingered her panties as he read. When he finished reading, he lifted the panties and inhaled her scent. Tangy like cloves, with an undercurrent of musk filled him. Oh god…

He was so goddam hard. He looked out the window again. “Of all the resorts in all the towns in all the world she walks into mine,” he said aloud with a wry smile.

Turning from the window, he went to bed.


{ 19 } FIGURE IT OUT
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AS THEY HEADED TO THE BUFFET RESTAURANT FOR BREAKFAST THE NEXT DAY, Ryan was surprised when Nicole reached out and took his hand. He gave it a gentle squeeze as they walked down the pathway.

“You’re pretty lovey-doevey this fine morning,” he said with a smile.

She scrunched herself up to him. “Yeah, I guess I am.” Rubbing his arm she added, “Last night was fantastic.”

“It was for me too. And when you stopped off at the bar for a nightcap with my come oozing down your thigh…” he shook his head. “Wow. That was awesome.”

“You’ll note I did stay in the shadows, and we didn’t stay long…”

“Yeah, yeah…still…it was hot!”

They were walking slowly enough that Nicole was able to rest her head against his chest with his arm around her. “Well, ol’ Nathan sure missed out on some fun,” he said.

“You said it was a retreat. Do you think we’ll see him again?” she asked as they entered the restaurant.

They both stopped. Nathan was waiting by the entrance.

“May I join you?” he asked, his eyes on Nicole.

Ryan watched as she mulled it over. When the silence got pregnant, he gave her a nudge.

“Okay,” she said, her tone non-committal.

Ryan figured her ego was still smarting a little bit by Nathan’s bailing on them after playing the game in the dance club. There was some kind of history between these two. Just what it was he didn’t know. He didn’t mention Nathan since they left the club last night until just now. Nicole had been willing and oh sooo able last night he didn’t want to take the chance of screwing anything up.

But now…shit, none of them were comfortable. He’d sit on the sidelines and see what comes out between these two.

Nathan led the way, again to an area of the restaurant that was closed off. As they took their seats, he said, “We can have table service here if you’d like.”

“I’d like to know what you want to see us for,” Nicole said. She made a small wave of her hand. “To be honest, I’m not feeling all that hungry right now.”

Ryan bit his tongue from calling bullshit. In the morning Nicole was always ravenous after waking up. He watched silently as she sat waiting for Nathan to reply. He looked uncomfortable as hell. Which was kind of odd; all he did last night was call an early night. But the tension between these two was palpable.

Nathan cleared his throat. “I assumed last night that if we went back to your room we would have been intimate with each other. Am I correct?”

Nicole tipped her head. “Yep.”

Nathan nodded slowly. “Well, in that case I’m glad I made that decision.”

“Thanks for the compliment, Mister Whitfield.”

Ryan shot her a look. She didn’t look insulted. This was some kind of sparring match!

Nathan hadn’t flinched at the slightest. “You don’t understand.” He took a deep breath and let it out.

“I understand that you don’t find me attractive, Mister Whitfield.” She made a small shrug. I suppose some things never change.”

Nathan cut her off, making a chopping gesture. “That’s certainly not the case, Nikki!” Before she could respond, he quickly added, “The last thing I wanted was some sort of casual, ships passing in the night sort of escapade.” He pointed at her. “With you.”

Nicole’s head reared back. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

He placed his hands on the tabletop. “I’m far from a neophyte when it comes to wild and crazy sexual situations. I’ve been around the block more than a few times.” He jerked his head in the direction of the beach. “I’ve had my share of fun at the private beach you know.”

“Then what’s your damn problem?” Nicole snapped.

“You are!” he barked back. “I don’t…I refuse to just be another notch on your bedpost young lady.” He fluttered his hands beside his head. “Oh, let’s go fuck!” Dropping his hands back to the table he continued, “If it was anyone else on this planet, we’d probably still be in bed and having room service delivered.”

Nicole blinked a few times, her mouth pursed. Shit, she looked just as confused as Ryan felt! “What the hell are you trying to say, Nathan?” she asked.

He reached into his shirt pocket and took out the laminated sheet of notepaper. “I think you know what’s in this, don’t you?” he said, holding it in front of her.

Her hand flew to her mouth and she gasped. “You kept it? All this time?”

“What the hell is that?” Ryan asked. He reached for it, but Nicole gave his hand a whack. “We’ll talk about that later, babe,” she said, still keeping her eyes on Nathan.

Nathan blew out another breath. “I’ve kept that note with me, in my wallet, ever since you gave it to me, Nikki,” he said in a far-away voice.

The silence hung for a few moments. Finally Nathan said, “If anything ever happens between us…I don’t want it to be casual. I don’t want it to be a one time thing.” He watched them both for a moment and stood up. “Let me know how you decide. You can leave a message for me at the front desk.” With a nod, he took his leave.

Ryan and Nicole sat at the table in silence for a few moments taking it all in.

Nicole shook her head slowly. Rolling her eyes, she said, “Well, you sure were right last night.” Pointing after Nathan, she said, “He didn’t retreat last night, he regrouped!”

Ryan was tapping his fingers on the tabletop. “What was in that note he flashed around, Nicole?”

“Uh oh..” She made a small shrug and gave him a cheesy smile. “Uhhh…it was so long ago, what makes you think I can remember?” When Ryan just stared at her, she dropped her eyes. “It was a love letter. I was sixteen, just about to turn seventeen, and I offered him my virginity.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah. ‘Oh’. He left town the next day.”

“Oh.” Ryan swallowed. ‘And has carried it with him for fifteen years?’ “He’s got it bad for you, babe.” When she didn’t reply, he added, “And you got it bad for him.” She shot him a look. “I know I’m right,” he continued.

“And you don’t mind?” Her eyes were wide in surprise. “It’s no big deal for you? Some other guy’s all turned on by me, and he turns me on?” Her face reddened. “And that’s no big deal for you?”

It was easy to see that she was getting a real mad on. The hell with it—let’s see where this goes. He eased back in his chair and clasped his hands behind his head. “You planning on running off with him?”

“Would you give a shit?” she spat out. “You’re acting like it would be no damn big damn deal at all if I did!”

She jumped to her feet.

Ryan shook his head. “That’s right, run away and feel sorry for yourself, Nicole. You’re all pissed off that I don’t care about you.” He kept his voice even. Every time they ever had a fight, he had always played the role of being the one staying in control. Well the hell with that!

He slammed his hand on the table so hard all the cutlery rattled. “But when you do, you better damn remember—you don’t give a shit how I feel inside! You only give a god-damn about how I feel about you!”

Nicole’s jaw dropped and her eyes went wide. Good. He scored a point. “Sit back down, Nicole,” he said, gesturing at her seat.

She did. She toyed with a coffee cup. “How do you feel about this?” she asked.

He looked off to the side. “I don’t really know…”

“Are you jealous?”

Ryan took a breath. “Kinda, I suppose…but…”

“So you’re not jealous.” Her voice was tinged with regret, trailing off in disappointment; like a kid who was just told that the trip to the ice cream store was cancelled.

Ryan’s brow furrowed. “I’m more confused than jealous, hon.” He began to toy with the coffee cup before him. “I mean…if we were at a bar, and some asshole started coming on to you, I’d shut that down in a hurry. I’d be pissed off because the asshole wasn’t giving you respect, and… wasn’t giving me respect.” He looked up to see her watching him. “This guy,” he said, waving his hand towards the departure path Nathan took, “This guy…he was a part of your life before me, you know? And there’s a part of you that’s… attracted to him. After all these years, and despite how much older he is, you’re attracted to him, right?”

She nodded silently.

“But here’s the thing—he’s always been super respectful.”

“So you’re not jealous.”

“I’m not pissed off. And that’s a part of getting jealous I think.” He held up his index finger. “But…the other part of jealousy is feeling insecure…not being ‘good enough’…” his voice faded as he looked away again, this time chewing his lip.

Nicole reached across and took his hand. “You are good enough, babe!”

“Yeah, I think I am…but he’s from a long time ago… and he’s been carrying a torch all that time.”

They each sat at the table, staring at their hands. Finally Ryan let out a sigh. “So what are you gonna do?” he asked.

Nicole’s eyes flared. “I don’t know!”

Ryan stood. “Well, that makes two of us then. Let me know when you figure out just what you want, okay? And if I can live with it, great. If not…then we’ll work something else out.”

“Where are you going?”

“I’m going to go snorkeling.” He gave his head a small shake. “I think you need some time to yourself.” He took a deep breath. “I know I sure do.” He headed out of the restaurant.

Nicole sat at the table toying with her napkin until her stomach growled. Well, she’d figure something out one way or another.

After breakfast.


{ 20 } LET’S GO
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NICOLE EXPECTED RYAN’S MAN SULK to end at lunchtime. Snorkeling. As if. He didn’t like having his head under water, let alone having to breathe through a damn tube.

Back in their room, she put on her daring bikini. It had a halter top that barely covered her tits; the bottom was more revealing than some panties she owned. She’d stay at the pool behind their building. It had been vacant every time she passed it; all the action and fun was at the hotel’s main pool down by the restaurant.

She spent the morning by the pool with her Kindle reader. After five minutes of reading the same paragraph over and over, she put it aside and stared off into space.

Last winter’s escapade with Dan and Laurie was simple compared to the mine field that sprouted under her the minute Nathan walked across that dining room the other night. Going down on Laurie, and her returning the favor, then the two of them exchanging husbands for a romp on the bed was stupid simple. Each of them were married to great guys; it was stupid easy to separate the sex from emotions.

Although, truth be told, Dan’s cock was delightful… She lay back on the lounger and closed her eyes, seeing that majestic shaft before her again. Her mind wandered to watching Ryan pummel Laurie’s pussy and felt her own pussy tingle. Watching Ryan get his pleasure was a rush in its own right.

But Nathan?

Her eyes sprang open. That was different.

He had watched over her! When she was a fourteen year old grade nine student, he made a point of visiting her foster parents. Under some stupid pretext of finding out if she was interested in joining the school choir, he just ‘dropped in’ to have a chat with John and Lesley about it before she got home on the school bus. He wanted their input as to whether or not she would be interested in doing this.

Or so he said.

She had been a foster child for more than seven years by that time and knew what an unannounced visit was. The Social Workers did it every so often when she was a kid. But that’s what they were paid to do. Mister Whitfield had done it entirely on his own. He was satisfied—and so he should have been, John and Lesley were great people.

But he wanted to make sure for himself.

It made her a little nervous at first. Bullshit; it scared her. At fourteen, having a grown man show any kind of interest in her scared her. But Mister Whitfield never did anything that could be construed as untoward.

She liked that phrase… ‘untoward’…it sounded like something from the olden days when women wore hoop skirts and drank mint juleps like a scene from Gone With The Wind.

Through her high school years she went from being scared of Mister Whitfield to having a crush on him. By the time she turned seventeen she was in looove with him. They were going to get married, live in Paris, and live a bohemian life.

When she gave him that note just before the June choral concert, she was ready willing and able.

Instead, he fell off the face of the earth. No Facebook, nothing. Not even Linked In!

And now, fifteen years later, he walks back into her life.

A life with Ryan.

Ryan.

He picked up on her state. But what he didn’t realize was that what he called confusion was a lot more than that.

Nathan Whitfield was the first and probably only man on the planet who was a threat to her marriage.

Ryan loved her, and she loved him right back.

But she had loved Nathan first. With all the innocence, naivety, and over the top idealism of a high school kid.

And she knew that he loved her right back, and always had. What else could explain his keeping that note? For all these years?

Nicole jumped to her feet. She had to get the hell out of here! Right now. Because if she didn’t, her marriage was going to be in trouble.

She collected her things and headed back to her building. She had to get to the airport. She’d call Ryan, explain everything and get on the first flight back home she could get a seat on.

Because if she saw Nathan one more time…

It would be wonderful. Too wonderful.

When she crossed into the shaded arcade, she jumped out of her skin when she saw Ryan sitting in one of the lobby chairs. He stood up, his mouth firm and approached her.

“We need to talk,” he said, grasping her arm.

“Okay…”

He took her hand and pulled her back out of the building. “But not here,” he said.

She was just wearing her two piece from the other day and a sheer coverup and sandals. “Where then?”

He stopped and looked her straight in the eye. “Do you trust me?”

She nodded silently.

“Let’s go then.”

He took her through the hotel to the rear entryway. Parked on the service road that ringed the complex was a white Jeep.

She pulled up short. “What’s going on?”

“We’re going for a drive.” He handed her up into the passenger seat and got behind the wheel.

“Ryan! What’s going on?” She felt a little scared.

He ducked his head and smiled at her. He had the cutest smile; it was a little crooked with one side of his mouth going up higher than the other. “Something pretty cool, babe. Wait till you see. Do me a favor?”

His smile made her feel more relaxed. It was genuine. “Okay, what?”

“Let’s not talk until we get there, okay? It’s only a few minutes’ drive.”

“What kind of surprise do you have in store for me Ryan?” This was nuts. One minute ago she was trying to escape this resort—hell, this country!—then she was thrown for a loop, and now she was dying of curiosity! Her brain was pinging around like a damn pin ball game!

He held up a hand. “Save all your questions for later, okay? You trust me, right?” When she tried to reply, he made a cutting motion with his hand. “Then sit back and enjoy the ride. In silence.”

She bit back a smart ass remark and nodded.


{ 21 } DADDY’S GIRL
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THEY SURE NEEDED THE JEEP. Behind the resort was a range of steep mountains. Ryan guided the vehicle up a winding road that switched back and forth as it rose higher and higher. The resort fell further and further away as the Jeep navigated the sharp turns heading uphill. Nicole felt her ears pop from the altitude.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

Ryan held up his hand. “No comment until we get there.” His eyes glanced over to her, his face tense. Was he nervous? When his tongue flicked out over his lips, she knew he was. Or is he excited. Nicole sat back. What the hell; she’d find out soon enough.

They didn’t pass another vehicle the entire ten minute drive.

Finally the road leveled off. Ryan kept going at a steady clip. On one side was a forest of trees and tropical plants, on the other side was a low wall and a magnificent view of the Caribbean Sea. It spread out below them, the sun glinting off the crystal blue green water.

The Jeep’s top was down. She couldn’t remember the last time she had been in a convertible. The feeling of freedom from the wind rushing over her was exhilarating. The sun was strong enough that she was comfortable, even though she was hardly wearing anything. Just her bikini and cover-up. And there wasn’t much to her black outfit. Not much at all.

She gazed at the water several hundred feet below them. Raising her voice above the wind, she said, “It’s a beautiful view.” She had been quiet long enough, damn it.

“Glad you like it.” Ryan gestured out the front of the vehicle. “We’re almost there.”

“And where is ‘there’? What’s there?”

“We’re going to a friend’s house.”

“Whaat?”

Before she could ask any of the million questions, Ryan pulled into a laneway. He travelled a few hundred feet before stopping at a steel gate. An eight foot wall ran off on each side. He leaned over and punched in a code in the keypad beside the driver and the gate rolled open.

She stared up at the house as they pulled into a circular driveway. Straight slabs of yellow sandstone rose up on two sides, bisected by thick redwood beams that created the base for each of the three stories. The redwood façade had floor to ceiling windows.

At the massive front door Nicole said, “Who…?”

“C’mon inside,” Ryan said, getting out and pushing open the wide front door.

She stepped inside. The entire rear of the home was glass, looking out over a waterfall and lagoon.

Nathan stood in the center of the expansive, sunken living room, his arms outstretched in welcome.

“Hello Nikki,” he said.

She tilted her head up to Ryan. “You didn’t go snorkeling at all.”

He shrugged and gestured to Nathan. “We took a meeting.”

“I see.” She crossed her arms, rooted in place at the entranceway. “And, I take it, I was the subject of this conference?”

Nathan lowered his arms. “Yes you were.”

She fired a look at each of them. “So I’m out here to be passed around between the two of you like a piece of meat; is that it?”

Nathan’s eyes goggled in shock. She heard a gasp from Ryan but didn’t look at him. Keeping Nathan’s gaze, she said. “That’s it, isn’t it? You and my husband get along, you probably know by now that we’ve played with another couple, so you figure you’ll get the pussy you took a pass on years ago for old time’s sake, right?”

When they both stayed silent, she shouted, “Am I right?” She strode in from the entranceway and down the steps into the living room. Getting right into Nathan’s face, she spat out, “That’s what your biiig plan is with your biiig house, isn’t it, Nathan?”

“Hey babe,” Ryan called after her. Without looking behind, she waved him silent.

“I want to hear you admit it,” she said, jabbing a finger at Nathan.

Nathan’s face had turned red and he was breathing hard. “You silly, silly girl…” He held his ground, and with another deep breath said, “You have read this so wrong…”

Ryan’s voice was right behind her. “We’re not planning on ‘passing you around like a piece of meat’ babe.”

When he dropped his hand on her shoulder she brushed it off. She spun around. “Oh yeah? Then just what are you two up to then?” She spread her arms, taking in the luxurious leather furnishings and elegant appointments in the room. “I don’t think we’re here to play Canasta!”

Ryan’s jaw dropped. “What the hell is that?”

“It’s a card game, Ryan,” Nathan said with a chuckle. His eyes gleamed. “Nikki…Ryan and I had a discussion, and came to an understanding that we want to share with you.”

“An understanding…” She let out a sigh. “Sounds like a business decision to me.” When Ryan let out a snort, she turned on him. “What’s so damn funny!”

“You’re just looking for a reason to get pissed off!” he said. “If you’re pissed off you’re safe or something!”

“He’s right,” Nathan added. “You’re all worked up because you’re scared. Things are out of your control and you hate that.”

She clenched her fists and stood on her toes. “That’s not—!” and stopped. She clamped her lips together forming a tight line. She looked from Nathan to Ryan, back to Nathan and then back to Ryan in silence, breathing deeply through her nose.

In a gentle voice, Nathan said, “True…” he reached out and stroked her forearm, sending shivers through her.

“True,” Ryan repeated as he caressed her other shoulder.

She dropped her head and pulled both men to her. “True.”

She looked up at each of their faces, her own a mask of panic. “But I don’t know what to do! I’m not going to make a choice!”

Ryan let out a scoff. “Yeah, Nathan is more than just a sport fuck to you, right?”

She nodded, wide eyed.

“That’s what me and the old guy needed to talk about, babe.” Ryan shot a smirk at Nathan, who shook his head in sad scorn. “We both realized very quickly that we were both in love with you. After all these years, babe, I’m still in love with you. Not just love, in love.”

“And I’ve never stopped loving you, Nikki,” Nathan said. “You always were, and always will be my little girl.”

His hand had moved from her shoulder and was stroking the small of her back. Another shiver went through her. She ducked her head into Nathan’s chest. Her voice muffled, and her eyes tightly shut, she took a deep breath and said, “Daddy’s dirty girl.”

“Oh yeah…” Nathan said. “Daddy’s dirty, dirty luscious wanton little girl.” His voice had thickened, and his hand went down to her rump, pressing small circles over her ass.

She felt Ryan’s fingers try to untie the halter top of her bikini. His fingers shook a little as he fumbled with it before giving up. She turned her head from Nathan’s chest to look at him. Despite his trembling fingers he didn’t look scared or nervous. The fire in his eyes showed her he was massively turned on. Her eyes darted to his crotch; the bulged there confirmed it.

She turned her face back into Nathan’s chest. She pushed her thigh forward, rubbing herself up against him. Oh man… he was packing one hell of a unit himself! She let out a low ‘mmmm…’.

“Nikki…” Nathan’s fingers came under her chin tilting her face up. “I’ve been waiting a hell of a long time for this…” His head bent down.

She closed her eyes. His lips, slightly wet, pressed against hers. She opened her mouth like a rose greeting the morning sun and felt his tongue gently, tenderly brush against her.

She let out a sigh as her whole body quivered. She put her hand behind Nathan’s neck and pressed him into her as she widened her mouth. She was all there, ready for him.

He was ready for her. His tongue tasted like spearmint as it filled her mouth. With wet, thick swipes, like a hungry serpent, he thrust thickly over her own tongue, scraped between her teeth and lips and glided as far up the side of her cheeks as it could before returning and now gentle, washed over and under her tongue.

‘Oh my god what a kisser!’ rocked through her mind.

She felt Ryan’s hands on her waist from behind. She rolled her hips away from Nathan’s crotch and pressed over Ryan’s groin. He pushed his thickened shaft up against the crack of her ass, rubbing it.

She felt herself cream; her pussy throbbed and released in anticipation.

Nathan pulled away, and in a single move lifted her into his arms. “Daddy wants you, angel,” he said, his voice thick. Pressing her into his chest, his hands under her knees he growled, “Daddy wants you now!”

He carried her across the living room and down a wide hallway. At the end, there was a set of open double doors leading into the master bedroom.

He laid her on the bed and gazed down on her. Nathan’s eyes were wide.

Nikki giggled. “I can’t believe this is happening either, Daddy.”

He shook his head slowly. “You just read my mind, you know.” He began unbuttoning his shirt. “I’ve dreamed about this moment for years, Nikki.”

She bit her lower lip watching him slide his shirt off. His chest was shaved, and his nipples looked like two mulberry, almost black discs on his thick chest muscles. She glanced over at Ryan; both men were in awesome shape. Daddy Nathan was bulkier than her trim husband.

Ryan was leaning against the door frame, his gaze burning into them.

“You joining us, hon?” she said.

He shook his head. “Not yet. This reunion is for just the two of you, babe. I’m here to prove that I’m good with it.” He pointed at Nathan with his chin. “We both thought that I ought to be here for your first time.”

“He can join us anytime you’d like, Nikki,” Nathan added.

She kept her eyes on Ryan. Before she could say anything, he gestured to her. “Have fun, babe; you’ve both sure as hell earned it!” It was his cheese grin at the end that told her soul he was genuinely okay with it. “Fuck your Daddy for me, hon.”

Oh shit, that did it. Her pussy throbbed again all on its own.

She turned back to Nathan. He stood bare chested, his hands on his belt buckle.

She began gyrating sensually. Like a cat in heat she pulsed and slithered on the bedspread. Licking her lips, she said, “Ohh Daddy…I’ve wanted you for so looong!” She rolled onto her back and hiked her feet up, spreading her knees.

Her hand went down to her crotch, pressing against the thin black fabric. “My pussy is so wet!” She glided her finger up and down, pressing into her folds, showing the shadow of her crevice. “Lick my pussy, Daddy? I want you to lick me down here…”

With a rumbling groan Nathan lowered himself onto the bed, his head between her legs. One hand grasped her thigh and his other yanked the fabric aside, exposing her pussy.

His eyes brightened taking in her close cropped mons. “You’re almost all bare down here!” he said. “I like that!”

“I can shave it for you if you want me toooo…” she said. She made her voice as young sounding as she could; she wanted to be that love struck horny high school girl he ran from all those years ago.

“Oh Nikkiii…” he moaned as he dove into her essence.

The first touch of his tongue jolted a climax out of her that she felt to her knees. She let out a squeal of surprised pleasure, clamping Nathan’s head with her thighs. “Oh God! Yes!” she said. “Oh yes Daddy! Eat my pussy!”

She felt his tongue slither up inside her, worming as deeply as it could reach. He drew it out and licked the outside of her folds, up to her bud. She let out another yelp when he began to slide over it, up and down.

Nathan was in a dream state. Nikki looked, felt and tasted just as he had fantasized about for all these years. Her pussy was tart, with a musky scent under it. She had a light taste; like a Beaujolais Nuevo as opposed to a seasoned vintage. Her slick wetness danced on his tongue like passionate rain.

As his tongue paid homage to her bud, he slid a finger up within her. He was surprised at how tight she was.

‘Like a virgin…’ raced through his mind. The thought caused his balls to ache. He pressed his hips into the mattress, dry humping it with his shaft. Oh shit, he wanted her so bad…

He paused long enough to tug at Nikki’s bikini bottoms. She raised her butt and he slid them off. He was tempted to tuck them into his pocket, but decided not to. He didn’t need a memento. This was the first time with her, but it wasn’t going to be the only time if he had anything to say about the matter.

He dove back into her delights, slipping a second finger inside her as he continued to lap at her wetness.

When Daddy shoved two fingers inside Nikki let out another squeal of pleasure. He was working them from side to side, up along her walls, coaxing every bit of pleasure from her nerve endings as he kept licking, now wetly sucking her clit.

On their own, her hips began to roll from side to side. ‘This was gonna be a big one!’ shot through her mind just as the climax crashed on her like a collapsing wall of bricks. It shattered over her in a thundercloud of ecstasy. Her squeals became a howl. “Oh mah gawwwwd!” she wailed.

Up and down her shoulders rose and fell onto the bed as one after another, pulses of pleasure fell upon her.

She fell back onto the bed, spent and empty.

And hungry for MOAR!

She watched as Nathan, her always Daddy, rose and stood at the foot of the bed. He toe’d his shoes off and undid the buckle of his tan cotton slacks. She watched as he stepped out of them, his cock now hidden from her only by his black boxer briefs.

She skidded around on the bed so her head was at the foot. She held her hands out, reaching for the waistline of his underwear.

Nathan stepped up, and she slowly, teasingly, drew them down. She pulled the back of it over his ass, keeping his cock still covered by the fabric. She smirked at the damp spot visible at the tip of his shaft.

“You’re a real drooler, aren’t you, Daddy?” she said out loud. Her tongue ran across the roof of her mouth in anticipation of the taste of his cream.

Nathan’s hand dropped to caress her cheek. She felt his hand, smooth as velvet glide over her skin as she finally exposed his shaft. Oh god…

It was wonderful. She reached out and grasped his thickness in her hand, squeezing it. The head of his cock was deeply flushed, his cock a thick, stiff warm rod her fingers could barely encircle. She pumped it quickly and moved her hand up to his knob and squeezed out a thick drop of come.

“Oh yeah!” she said. She put her mouth over the tip of Nathan’s cock and rolled her tongue over it. She pulled her head away and tasted his essence against the roof of her mouth. “Yummy,” she whispered. “Creamy…” she dropped her head back and began to suck on him.

He was a real drooler! Each stroke of her mouth was glistened with a dab of precum. Oh, this man was delicious.

Scooting up, she sat on her haunches as she continued to suck him off.

Nathan spread his feet to keep his balance, his eyes riveted to Nikki’s head bobbing on his dick meat. “Oh fuck, Nikki, it’s so damn good!” he gasped through clenched teeth. If he wasn’t careful, he’d blow his load right now!

He darted a look over to Ryan, who was still as a statue in the doorway. When their eyes met, Ryan gave him a nod before turning back to watch his wife. As he was watching, he was also groping himself.

Nathan turned his attention back to his little girl. He tapped her shoulder. She took her mouth away and looked up, her lips smeared wetly from her efforts. “Hey…” he said, “I want you to sit on my lap, baby…”

He dropped to the foot of the bed beside her and she scooted on. She tried to fit him inside of herself, but he stopped her; instead he nestled his shaft against her folds, the tip rubbing over her clit.

“Oh that’s nice” Nikki said as she began rolling her hips. Another climax flowed from her core, warming her up to her neck. “But I want you in me, Dadeeee…”

“Soon,” he grunted back. “First…” his hands pawed at the top of her bathing suit, pulling it up and off. “Oh yes!” he gasped. Her tits were perfect; each one the size of half a small grapefruit, topped by deep, dark nipples, turgid  macaroons. He covered one with his mouth while he grasped the other between his fingers, mashing it. The flesh of her nipple was swollen, firm in his mouth.

“Oh yes!” Nikki gasped at the sting and warmth from his hand and mouth. She clutched Daddy’s head to her breasts, reveling in the pleasure and discomfort rolled into one. “Oh that’s good!”

He pulled his head away and reached up, pulling her down to his mouth. With a lusty hunger, he tried to devour her with his tongue. He filled her mouth with his thick flesh, battering at her soft yielding response. Oh shit, he wanted her!

And he would take her. Now!

He clutched his Nikki to his chest and stood. She grasped his waist with her legs as he turned and bending, lay them both onto the bed. He pulled her gently up the bed towards the headboard as he climbed in with her.

“I want you now, baby,” he said.

“Oh yessss!” she replied, opening herself up for him.

Holding himself above her with one arm, he grasped his shaft with his other hand and began to drench the tip of it with her flowing wetness.

“Hold on a second bud,” Ryan’s voice was in his ear. “Hope you don’t get weirded out, but I gotta do this.”

Nikki had seen her husband cross the room. She knew what was going to happen, and her heart filled with love for that man.

Nathan jerked when Ryan grasped him by the cock, shooing his own hand away.

Nikki looked up to both men as Ryan eased Nathan’s cock up in her. “I love you…” she said aloud.

“I love you,” they replied in unison.

When the knob of Nathan’s cock was embedded inside Nikki, Ryan let go. “Go get ‘er, bud,” he said with a pat on Nathan’s back and resumed his position at the doorway.

Nathan turned back to Nikki who had raised her arms to wrap around his neck. He continued pushing himself up within her, reveling in the heat of her honeypot. It was so warm and slick. He continued pushing himself up inside her as slowly as he could. He wanted each sensation engraved in his memory. He felt her inner walls grasping at him, encasing him with a yearning desire of its own.

Nikki chewed on her lower lip and felt her tongue touch her top lip. Oh man this was good! She pushed her hips up and to the side just a smidge so she could feel his hardness all up in her. She began to roll her hips under him, bearing down with her kegels as hard as she could. She smiled when she heard him gasp in pleasure.

She saw how Nathan’s teeth were clenched, his face a tight mask of lust and restraint as he filled her and pulled away.

“Come in me, Daddy!” she groaned. “I want you to come in meeee!”

She felt his shaft grow even stiffer at her urging. Oh god yeah! He began panting, then grunting as his balls seized up to shoot his seed up inside of her.

The image in her brain of Nathan’s cock filling her pussy with his cum sent her off the edge just as his cock began to spew its load. Both of them cried out; rasping, throaty groans the music of their explosive climax.


{ 22 } ALL THERE IS?
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RYAN WATCHED as Nikki lay on her back gasping for breath and Nathan flopped over beside her on the bed, putting his arm over her. A slight twinge of jealousy peeked out from under a rock in his mind.

He closed his eyes for a moment. ‘This is really the best way for her,’ he thought to himself and the twinge scuttled away. He truly believed that the happier—genuinely happier—Nicole was with her life, the more joyous his own would be. What she and Nathan shared took absolutely nothing from his relationship with her.

What was that old saying? Love shared is love multiplied?

When she turned and looked at him, still standing in the door playing with his schlong, she smiled. Nicole rose up on an elbow and waved at him.

“Join the party, babe!” she grinned. She shimmied her shoulders. When Ryan pulled away from the doorjamb she added, “I need you to come in me.” She wanted both their seed up in her at the same time.

For the first time in her life, she wanted to have anal sex. Giving her asshole to Daddy Nathan—having him be the first person to do her up there…the idea was a turn on for her. Having both of them up in her, fucking her at the same time…she clenched her thighs in anticipation of that.

Ryan stood at the foot of the bed taking his clothes off. “I’m not going down on you, babe,” he said. He saw a thin runnel of Nathan’s seed glisten at the edge of her outer lips. Nope, he wasn’t gonna lick another guy’s spunk. No. Way.

Nicole had her feet tucked up towards her butt, flexing her thighs open and closed. He could see she was still horny; her eyes had that same lascivious gleam she had back when they first got it on with Laurie and Dan back home. Doing the nasty out on the edge really got her going.

“I want you in meeee…” she said.

Ryan was happy to comply. He crawled onto the bed. Holding himself above her, he said, “Put me in you.” She immediately grasped his length and guided it up inside.

He breathed in sharply at the sensation. The smooth wet tightness of her walls felt extra tight. When he began to stroke in and out the slipperiness of her was unexpected. “You’re so…!” he murmured. “So extra fine!” was all he could think of.

She grinned up at him. “You feel bigger!” she said, the wonder tingeing her voice underscoring the truth to it.

He glanced over to Nathan; who still had an arm around her shoulders. The look on his face showed he was as caught up in the moment as they were. Bringing his gaze back to Nicole, Ryan said, “Suck your Daddy’s dick  for me, babe.”

Her eyes widened in pleased fascination. “That’s a great idea!” She turned to Nathan. “You heard the man, Daddy…”

He didn’t have to be told twice. Nathan rearranged himself, hunching over her head, holding his shaft out. Ryan was impressed with the old guy’s stamina. He had come like a firehose just a few minutes ago and was already firm. He watched as Nicole yawned her mouth open, taking the top of his shaft between her lips.

She reached up with one hand and encircled Nathan’s cock. With her other hand she reached down, grasping the base of Ryan’s cock, her small fingers rubbing around the side of it teasing her balls.

Nathan’s voice was husky. “You’re such a good horny baby girl Nikki!” His hips were moving in a pulsing rhythm in perfect time to Ryan’s own thrusts. Her eyes sparked at the compliment.

“So wet…so tight!” Ryan added. “I love fucking your hot pussy!”

Nicole let out a moan and her fingers left his cock and she pushed them between their tummies as she started rubbing her clit.

She popped her mouth away from Nathan’s shaft. Her head pivoted back and forth to each man as she said, “I love this! You’re so damn harrrrrd!”

She started to undulate beneath them as she slid her mouth over Nathan’s manhood again. She was making noises with her throat, purrs of pleasure that increased in volume. The sound drove Ryan’s own lust to a higher level.

He lifted one of her legs, bending it to her beautiful tits and began hammering her with his hips. He saw her eyes shut tightly, and a moan escaped between her lips. “Uhhh-uhhhh!” she grunted.

The sight of the three of them—the two men stripping their pleasure from her; and her in turn tearing her pleasure out of them burst through into Ryan’s mind.

Ryan moved a hand to paw at Nikki’s tits. He covered one with his hand, pressing his palm against her nipple and rubbing it with the heel of his palm. He was rewarded by a loud “MMmmphhh!” from her; his cock surged in response.

Nathan was at the edge. He clutched at Nikki’s hair, clasping her blonde locks as his hips began to pulse with a new fury. Nikki’s head moved in time, her mouth and hand slurping on his shaft.

With a loud cry, Nathan began to orgasm, his seed filling her mouth; Ryan watched her throat flex as she swallowed his cum.

Seeing her be so wanton and greedy up close pushed Ryan over the edge. He felt his balls tense and his own cock began to pulse with release, flooding her already splattered pussy with more hot cream.

That sent Nikki over the edge. She pulled her mouth away from Nathan’s shaft and with closed eyes let out a guttural moan that came from her toes.

There was no more Ryan, Nicole, nor Nathan. The three of them was a single creature, pulsing and moaning as it recreated itself, grasping and yearning from each, giving and blessing each like an expanding star! Reaching and aching, each one of them urging the other with all they had, taking from the other all they could handle.

Ryan kept thrusting until he felt himself soften. Nikki lay below him with a spent, dazed expression. He bent forward and kissed her.

He could taste the remnants of Nathan’s climax on her tongue. He shrugged to himself. The two men were going to have to get used to that! A chuckle escaped his lips when he broke the kiss.

“Wha’s so funny…?” Nikki murmured.

“First time I ever tasted another guy’s jizz.” He looked up at Nathan. “And I’m not puking!” he added with a laugh. Nathan just shook his head in mocking sadness.

***

They all moved into the house from the hotel. It was owned by Nathan’s business partner, who was away for two weeks on business in the Pacific, overseeing the opening of another property that was going to be the centerpiece of their expansion into a new market.

The three of them went jet-skiing the next day, and on the final day they all went scuba diving. It turned out Ryan didn’t mind it at all. What he objected to with snorkeling was the constant seepage of water into the snorkel. He didn’t have to deal with that in scuba.

The three of them slept together. Nikki was surprised at how easily she was able to get used to falling asleep between the two of them.

Not that it was a sound sleep. Each night either Ryan or Daddy would begin to nudge at her; gently coaxing her to a state of arousal. Soon enough the other one would rouse and the three of them would have a delightful romp before drifting off again.

Too soon the vacation was over.

Nathan took them to the airport. None of them were happy for the parting of company.

He took Nikki into his arms. “This isn’t goodbye, baby girl,” he said when he felt her shoulders tremble to keep from crying.

“Is…is this all there is?” she replied.

“Let me work something out, okay?”

She snuffled and stepped back nodding.

When Nathan stuck his hand out to Ryan, the younger man took him in a full hug. They embraced and when they released, Nathan said, “I don’t like long goodbyes, okay? I’m just going to leave you now.”

They nodded and watched him walk down the corridor, turn for one last wave before disappearing around a bend.

Nikki and Ryan were very quiet the rest of the way home.


{ EPILOGUE }

[image: Chap Header Flourish.jpg]

One year later…

NIKKI SAT IN THE FRONT SEAT OF THE JEEP BETWEEN THE TWO OF THEM as Nathan drove it up the road to the house where it had all started between the three of them a year ago. Ryan was smooshed against the passenger door, but he wasn’t complaining. None of them wanted to sit in the back seat.

The guys wanted her as close as possible, and neither of them would give up the front seat. It was as far as jealousy had ever come between the two of them over her.

The moving truck with all their stuff from their old home in Black Rapids would arrive the next morning.

She shook her head in wonder at the events of the last year and let out a laugh.

“What’s the joke?” Nathan asked.

“The look on the lawyers’ faces when we signed the partnership papers, silly!” she replied.

Nathan let out a snort. “Yeah, my lawyer was soo pissed off at how I insisted on a three way split of the business! He said I was surrendering control of my company and that the two of you were going to gang up on me and milk me dry.”

Ryan burst out laughing. “And you grabbed Nikki and said ‘I sure hope so!’ Oh shit man, the room got reallll quiet when you did that!”

Nathan shook his head slowly in response. The only way they were going to make the relationship work would be if they could all be together in the same place. They came to that realization shortly after leaving the resort the year before. The three of them looked upon the last year as a sort of ‘engagement period’ before joining their lives together. From a business perspective, it was a little risky, sure, in Nathan’s eyes. But now he had a Chief Financial Officer he could trust to the end of time.

And he did trust them. Ryan and Nikki insisted on buying into his business with every penny they had. Yeah, he sold them their interest for well below the market rate, but the good faith they demonstrated made the decision a snap.

With Ryan he had a kid brother/student he could mentor, and he had someone who would watch his back like a hawk. They were going to make a great team. He and his previous partner split their company—Jeff wasn’t coming back from Tahiti…so it all worked out well. He’d handle the Pacific, and Nathan would look after the Caribbean. He might actually wind up investing in some properties in Cuba; he’d have to sound Ryan out on his thinking about that.

He dropped one hand from the steering wheel to Nikki’s bare thigh. She covered his hand with her own and opened her knees a little. Glancing down he saw that Ryan had beat him to it—he was already fingering her.

She let out one of her purrs that always made him hard.

It was going to be a great life…

The End

Author’s Note

Using the term ‘Daddy’ was something I thought long and hard about before starting to write this book. I struggled with it because there are such strong taboo connotations, and that’s the furthest thing from my mind when I decided to suck it up and put this novel together. For me (and many other women, let me tell you!) the term implies not fatherhood or any stuff like that, but a strong man; a protector more than a playmate. My ‘Daddy’ is one who thinks of my needs and interests above all other things. He loves me unconditionally, and is rabidly lustful at the same time.

When I mentioned my dilemma with the language, my husband who grew up in New York City laughed. He said I should have been Latino! He told me that the endearment ‘Papi’ is common amongst the Latino community in the Bronx where he grew up. I think it’s damn unfair that here in Canada, we got ‘baby’ as a term of endearment, but if I called my spouse ‘Daddy’ in public…hoo boy, the funny looks I’ve gotten! LOL

Thank you so much for reading this book. When you get the chance, if you can leave a review, I’d REALLY appreciate it! In this crazy world, honest reviews from READERS like you count more than ever. It helps me—hey! Beer’s not free y’know! LOL— but just as important, it helps other readers JUST LIKE YOU find new authors to try out. I do the best job I can to create good works, but it’s YOUR reviews that make it happen!

As always, I’m grateful (and, to be honest, kind of humbled) for your readership.

One final note: there were two songs in this story that mean a great deal to me.

‘Buttons’ by the Pussycat Dolls always gets me humming! Here’s a link to their fantastic video!

https://youtu.be/VCLxJd1d84s

The other song mentioned is very dear to me; it’s ‘Someone To Watch Over Me’. I heard it the first time when I watched the film ‘Mr. Holland’s Opus’ many years ago. As it turns out, it was a deep inspiration for Nikki. You can see it on You Tube by just clicking this link:

https://youtu.be/3A84-s9RyNw

I hope you enjoy those songs…I sure did!

I hope you enjoyed it. I’m going to ask you directly to leave a review. Yes, yes they definitely help me make my moolah, I totally admit that. But y’know what else? They also help people like YOU find books they’d like. So it’s sort of a win-win, right?

RIGHT?
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LOL!

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

If you join my Reader’s Club, I’ll send you two of my popular books!
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TO JOIN OUR READERS GROUP CLICK THIS LINK

and you’ll get your books right away!

Welcome to the Club!

Hugs and Stuff,
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Turn the page for other works I have available


Other Works by Mia Moore:

Accidental Swingers
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Oops!

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

Click here for Episode 1

Or…

Click here for All Four Episodes Value priced!


The Hotwife Chronicles
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On a Friday movie night at home, Tina and Ken’s marriage changed…

Click Here for Episode 1: An Indecent Marriage

Or...

Click here for all Three Episodes Value priced!


First Time Swingers Three Book Bundle

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

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