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Author’s Note


 


For those of you who have read my other stories (and those
of my frequent collaborator, C. C. Morian) you know that I am especially
intrigued about how people, especially women, come to discover a hidden part of
themselves they never knew. We all think we know ourselves so well, what we
like, what we don’t like. Yet, like trying a food for the first time, or being
dared to try a new experience, we often discover that not only were some of our
certainties totally wrong, but we find we love experiences we had never even
contemplated.


 


The newly discovered truths are even more surprising—and
revealing—if they have to do with sex.


 


Stories about these discoveries become even more interesting
and arousing when we get to see exactly how the woman and/or man reach
the place and time in their life when they were open to the exploration. In
other words, the entire journey. What exactly led the couple to try swinging?
What series of events practically demands that a woman explore a range of
options she otherwise might not have? Why would a husband want the wife he
loves to be with another man?


 


I’ve told other stories about couples who explore the world
of what is usually referred to as wife sharing. The reasons the couples make
the decision to enter this world vary from simply wanting to spruce up their
sex lives, to more complicated situations where the marriage might have a
missing element. I’ve also told stories not just about couples, but about women
who, for one reason or another, have been without a man for a long time. It
might be by choice, having been burned in the past. It might be because she’s
working so hard she just doesn’t have time to date. But all it takes is one
little change in her life, a catalyst, and suddenly not only do long pent up
needs explode to the surface, but the woman takes a turn in her life, going
down a path she never knew existed. Again, it’s all about the journey.


 


So I had this thought: Could these two related (learning
about oneself and setting out on a new path) yet otherwise different (single
women instead of couples) be interwoven into one story? A single or divorced
woman who, in her journey of self discovery, ends up in a world of wife
sharing?


 


At first, it didn’t seem possible. But (with wonderful ideas
from C. C.) I believe I’ve uncovered just such a journey.


 


Here you will meet Amy. Amy has had some big challenges in
her life. She gets pregnant by her first boyfriend after the high school prom.
Under intense pressure from his (and her) traditional parents, the couple
marries right away, and Amy has her first child at 18. They really aren’t in
love, but Amy tries hard. Her husband, however, isn’t happy about the
arrangement. They have another child, Amy desperately hoping this will bring
them together. It doesn’t work, and soon her husband is cheating, and they
divorce.


 


Amy has had no opportunity to go to college or gain skills
that will allow her to easily live on her own. Yet even with her difficulties,
she manages to raise two good kids, avoids falling into the temptations of
addictions, and works as many unskilled jobs as she can. But when her children
turn 18, her ex-husband throws her out of the house, and she’s forced to make
her way in the world financially.


 


It’s not that she’s sworn off men, but she’s in her late
thirties, and not that many men want a ready made family. So it’s not like she
thinks all men are jerks, it’s just that her relationships (or lack thereof)
are on a path that looks like it will, by inertia, just keep heading in the
same direction. Nowhere.


 


Now, reading this, you might think: how on earth does that
end up in a hot wife or wife sharing story?


 


Patience, please. Think about our dear Emily (from Awakening
Her Needs), shy, traditional, inexperienced, and how she ended up.
The story will get you there, you just have to join Amy on her life changing
journey.
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Amy didn’t have a great singing voice, but
that didn’t stop her from joining in the strains of Happy Birthday. No
one was looking at her anyway, all eyes were on her beautiful daughter Julie.
The song ended and Julie took a deep breath and blew out all eighteen candles.


The entire room, mostly kids Julie’s age, let out a
yell. Julie, normally a little shy, beamed and really seemed to be enjoying
herself. She smiled and glanced over at Amy. Amy returned the smile, but had to
turn away, a tear in her eye.


Her little girl was all grown up.


Amy was happy for her, she really was. She
remembered her own eighteenth birthday, how could she forget? She’d got a
little drunk, and ended up losing her virginity that night to a guy named Steve
who had taken her to the prom a month prior. The result was Robert, two years
older than Julie. Amy had ended up marrying Steve, which he wasn’t very happy
about, but he came from a very traditional well off family, and Steve’s parents
had practically forced the marriage on him. 


Julie had been born two years later, Amy thinking—it
sounded logical at the time—that having another child would bring her and Steve
together.


Amy had thought she was so grown up. Now, looking at
Julie—and the boys in the room who couldn’t take their eyes away from her daughter’s
fully formed breasts—she hoped that Julie wouldn’t make the same mistakes she’d
made.


Her kids were barely out of diapers and the marriage
had all but disintegrated. Amy put on a brave face, for her family, her
friends, the neighbors, even Steve’s parents, who barely spoke to her. They’d
made Steve ‘do the right thing’ by marrying Amy, but underneath it all Amy felt
they thought she was to blame, the tramp who had seduced their son.


Steve never even bothered. He treated Amy like shit,
constantly muttering about how she was keeping him from getting on with his
life. Amy suspected he started fooling around early in their marriage. His only
redeeming quality was that he was good to the kids.


When Steve asked for a divorce, Amy said, “I want
the house, and enough money for the kids. Give me that and I won’t contest a
thing.”


Those were her priorities, but maybe she’d been too
quick, too driven by principle. She wanted the house so the kids wouldn’t have
even more disruption.  But she’d given up any chance at college for herself,
and had few skills to fall back on. Steve paid his child support on time, he
paid for the repairs on the house, they had enough money for groceries and
whatever the kids needed, even extra curricular activities. But Amy got nothing
for herself.


When the kids were old enough to be in school she
took a series of part time jobs. She was an okay waitress and got good tips,
but quickly tired of the constant need to fend off men. A little flirting was
fine, but often it went behind that, and a lot of the managers gave a wink and
a nod to the occasional ass grab. Amy had been blessed with good looks, great
skin, curves in the right places, and, fortunately or unfortunately, larger
than average breasts. 


Her daughter had inherited the same gene. Julie
caught Amy grimacing at the boys who were staring, giving her mom a little fake
frown. Amy had the conversation with Julie about boys multiple times, long
ago explaining the advantages and disadvantages of early puberty. She thought
Julie understood—Julie said she understood—but Amy thought she herself had
understood the facts of life at eighteen, and look where it had got her.


Thank god for her kids, though, she wouldn’t trade
them for the world. She’d repeat a whole string of Steves if that’s what it
took to have Robert and Julie.


Twelve years since her divorce, and Amy hadn’t had a
single serious long term relationship. She’d dated once the kids were older and
she’d had a chance to explain to them that any man she was with wasn’t going to
replace their father, who still took them every other weekend. Not that it
mattered; none of the men she met within ten years of her age were interested
in a ready made family, thank you very much. 


She smiled back at Julie and went into the kitchen
to give her daughter and her friends some space. Her own mother had hovered too
much, and Amy had rebelled. Amy didn’t want to make that mistake with Julie.


 In the kitchen, her friend Liz—the mother of one of
the boys who was ogling Julie in the other room, although Amy thought him
harmless—was stacking plates in the dishwasher.


“You don’t have to do that,” said Amy.


“No problem,” said Liz. “How are things going out
there?”


“They seem to be having fun.”


“You throw an amazing party.”


Amy smiled. “Kids are easy to please.”


“Yeah, right. I mean it, you are so creative and
organized.” Liz wiped her hands. “How do you feel?”


Amy knew what she was asking. “Happy and a little
sad.”


Liz gave her a hug. “I can relate. And I have a boy.
It must be harder with a girl.”


“A woman. She’s not a girl anymore.”


“I know. Although sometimes I feel I’m still
a girl, you know what I mean?”


Like Amy, Liz had had her son at a very early age.
This bond had brought them together, the shared understanding, empathy, and a
little sympathy, for what they had sacrificed, what they had given up. What
they had never experienced.


“You did okay,” said Amy.


“If by okay you mean a single mom who has survived
without a nervous breakdown, I guess you are right.”


“You’re more than that. You have a great kid, a good
job.”


“It’s been a long road.”


“But you made it. I’m so amazed by you.” Amy meant
that. Liz didn’t even know who was the father of her son. She’d run away from a
broken family at seventeen, had hooked up with a group of bikers, rode to
California, and hitched back pregnant. Yet after all that, including a stretch
where she’d lost her son to child services while she battled a addiction to
oxy, she’d managed to pull herself together, get back custody of her kid, and
learn how to sell commercial real estate, a scrappy business that fit her
style. 


“You’ve done good too,” said Liz.


Amy’s phone rang, the custom ringtone causing her
eyes to narrow in a Pavlovian response. She thought about not answering, why
spoil the day?


Yet she’d have to deal with him. No sense putting
off to tomorrow what you could do right now, especially if it was difficult.


“Hello, Steve,” she said evenly.


Liz whispered, “You want me to go?”


Amy shook her head. 


“I can’t believe you didn’t invite me to Julie’s
party,” said Steve.


“It’s not your weekend.”


“Maybe I’ll throw her another party. A big expensive
one.”


Amy tried to keep her cool. “If that’s what it takes
to make you feel important.”


“I’m her father. She loves me, you know.”


“I’m not going to have this conversation with you,”
said Amy. “I told you a hundred times, whatever issues we have are not going to
be dealt with through my children.”


“Our children.”


“You’re right, our children. Which should make you all
the more realize you shouldn’t use them as pawns to fight our battles.”


“Battles? We aren’t fighting. The war is over.”


“Whatever.” 


“Speaking of the war, you remember the terms of your
surrender, right? Now that Julie is eighteen, you have to get out of the
house.”


“I will.” Amy hadn’t surrendered, at least not in
the one most important thing, the custody of the kids. As for the house, she
had put off thinking about it, probably for too long. Steve owned it, but he
had a much nicer place now with his new wife. It wasn’t like he was hurting for
a place to live, or for money either.


“Right away,” said Steve.


“What do you mean?”


“I mean I want you out of there immediately.”


“Damn you Steve, what’s the hurry?”


“I want to sell it. How do you think it looks for
me, providing my ex-wife a free place to live?”


“Like a human being?” Amy fought off the rising
panic. Steve wouldn’t throw her out on the street, would he? 


“What, you think this day wouldn’t come?”


Amy forced down the bile rising in her throat. How
could she have lived with this man, even though she should love him as the
father of her children? 


She turned away from Liz’s anxious eyes, not wanting
her friend see her beg. “Let’s let Julie get off to college.” Amy hesitated,
forcing the next word out of her mouth. “Please.”


Steve didn’t answer right away, Amy picturing his
smug look, knowing he had Amy in a tough spot.


When he did reply, his voice was filled with self
satisfaction. “Anything for my Julie. You have until then. If your stuff isn’t
out of there the day after Julie leaves, I’m sending a truck to haul it off to
the dump.”


 


 


“Amy? Are you okay?”


Amy slowly focused on Liz. She still held the phone
in her hand, not sure whether she had hung up, or even if she had replied to
Steve. She put the phone down, looked around the kitchen, every single item
suddenly reminding her of her kids. There was the hutch where Robert had
learned the cookies were kept. There was the butcher block table Julie had
chipped a tooth on. There was the bulletin board where the kids left her notes.


All soon to be gone.


“Don’t let him get to you,” said Liz. “He isn’t
worth it.”


“He’s taking the house,” said Amy.


“What? When?”


“As soon as Julie leaves for college.”


“You can come stay with me,” said Liz, putting her
arms around Amy. “Stay as long as you need.”


Amy appreciated the offer, she really did, but Liz
lived in a one bedroom apartment, a nice one, to be sure, but there was no way
she was going to put her friend out like that. “I’ll be okay.”


“I got to ask, honey, how’s your money situation?”


“I’ve saved a little.” Amy had pinched as well as
she could, cutting coupons, taking the bus to save on gas.


“What’s a little?”


“I have almost two thousand dollars.”


“Amy, that won’t last you a month.”


“I’ll get a full time job.”


“I’ll get you one. You can come work for my company,
I’m sure I can talk them into giving you something. They hired me, didn’t
they?”


Amy tried to smile. “Thanks, but you know I can’t be
a salesperson. It’s just not my character.”


“What will you do?”


Amy shook her head. I honestly don’t know.”


“Fucking men,” said Liz. “Sometimes I think that’s
all they are good for. Fucking.”


Amy knew that Liz had a pretty active sex life. Liz
had vowed never to get remarried, but that didn’t keep her from spending time
with men. “It’s been so long I don’t remember,” Amy said.


“What? What happened to that guy Jake you were
seeing?”


“Seeing is about all we were doing. He wasn’t
going to get serious, I could tell.”


“So?”


“So what?”


“He was a good looking guy. Nice arms too.”


“We never did it. I mean, we fooled around, but once
I figured out that’s all he wanted, that kind of ended it for me.”


“Amy,” said Liz, exasperated. “You don’t have to
marry all of them. Or any of them. It shouldn’t keep you from sleeping
with them.”


“I don’t want to be used,” said Amy.


“If you think of it that way, you’ll never get any.
You think I’m being used?”


“No, that’s not what I meant.”


“I know you didn’t. Listen, you are way too pretty
and fun to not get all that life has to offer. You want another husband
someday? Fine. You think you are going to find a man who will marry you without
sleeping with you first?”


“I guess not.”


“Damn right. And in the meantime, why not enjoy the
menu? When was the last time you got laid, girl?”


Amy honestly couldn’t remember. “A year ago?”


Liz’s eyes widened in disbelief. “A year? If I went
a year I’d be crawling out of my skin. Retirees get it more often than that.”


“Don’t make me feel any older than I am.”


“Please. You aren’t even forty, and you look
younger. You can get all the guys you want if you have, you know, the urge.”


“I never was one to just.  . .” Amy’s voice
trailed off.


Liz gave her a big grin. “You can say it, honey.
Fuck around. Like me, right?” Liz opened her arms wide and did a slow spin.
“I’m happy, I look good, and I feel good. What’s the problem?”


Liz’s attitude was infectious, and soon Amy was
laughing. “You are amazing. But it’s just not who I think I am. Not that
I’d know for sure.”


“Don’t knock it until you tried it. Sometimes
there’s no substitute for a good, hard fuck. In the meantime, get a really,
really good dildo.”


 Julie poked her head in the kitchen. “What’s so
funny?”


“Just happy for you,” said Amy.


Behind Julie’s back, Liz pantomimed the universal
gesture for fucking with her fingers, mouthing Happy. Amy had to purse
her lips to keep from laughing. “You need something, Julie?”


“Susie wants to know where you got those flower
arrangements, she said her mom would love to have some.”


 “I made them.”


“Really? Will you show us how?”


“Sure, baby, I will.”


“You’re the best, Mom!” Julie said over her shoulder
as she went back to the party.


“There’s an idea,” said Liz.


“Flower arranging?” laughed Amy.


“Maybe. But I was thinking about hospitality. Party
planning.”


“I’m not sure I’m ready to start my own business,”
said Amy. 


“I mean at a hotel. Event planning. You’d be a
natural.”


Amy considered. “I did work at a hotel for a while,
the front desk, it was okay.”


“I have a friend at one of the hotels. I’ll
introduce you. I can’t make any promises, though.”


“At this point, I’ll do anything,” said Amy.
“Anything at all.”


 


Amy poured the last of the wine into her
glass, took a sip, and set the bottle on the night table. She and Liz had
opened it after the party had ended. Now, lying in bed, Amy should have been exhausted,
but instead twisted and turned, her mind abuzz. The running around to make
Julie’s party perfect. The disturbing phone call with Steve. The pressure of
having to get out of the house. The reminder from Liz of how long it had been
since Amy had sex.


Not that she needed a reminder. Although there had
been literally months when she had barely thought about sex, when she did get
it in her head, she couldn’t let go. Her last date with Jake had been one of
those times, almost succumbing to his pressure. 


Sure, she could have slept with him. But she knew
from past experiences, once that happened, it was all that men seemed to want. Maybe
Liz was right, Amy needed to separate out sex from love. Have a fling or two.
God knows she deserved it.


Yet it sounded so selfish. On the other hand, Liz
seemed happy enough. 


Take Jake, for instance. Liz was right about that
too. He was handsome, in great shape for a forty-five year old guy, he was even
a good kisser. And those arms. . .arms had always been a weakness for
Amy. It’s what had got her in trouble with Steve, way back in high school, he
had good arms even then.


Jake could be a friend with benefits. For that
matter, if he hadn’t been such an asshole, Steve could have been as well even
after the divorce, before he got remarried. He certainly had the looks, and the
body, and though he was often selfish in bed, Amy had her share of orgasms.
Good orgasms, if she was being totally honest.


Of course, she’d only slept with four men, and that
was even counting a guy named Sarge that Amy had given a handjob to. Pretty
pathetic, when you thought about it. On her way to forty, single for years, and
she’d been with a total of three and a half men.


She laughed, not sure if the idea of a half man was
because she hadn’t had intercourse with Sarge or because Herb, a man she had
seriously dated, had a really small cock. At least she thought so, it wasn’t
like she had a whole lot to compare him to. For all she knew, he was average,
and the other men had been huge.


There she went again, thinking about sex, about
cocks, about men. . .


She had been truthful with Liz, she hadn’t ever
thought about herself as promiscuous—her history was proof of that. She didn’t
think she’d enjoy sleeping around, but how could she really know for sure? It
wasn’t like she could compare a time in her life when she did and didn’t. Maybe
she’d be happier living her life like Liz did, exploring life, exploring men.


She could use one right now, a man to wrap his arms
around her, to tell her she was wonderful, that she was beautiful, that she
turned him on. A man who would kiss her lips, her neck, who would gently caress
her, who would open her up emotionally first and then physically, who would
whisper her name as he entered her, who would know how to make her feel good,
holding her tight as she reached her peak, holding himself back, waiting for
her. A man who would care just as much for what she needed as for what
he wanted. Or the ultimate: a man whose strongest desire was to help her
achieve what she needed, to help her grow and become the woman she was meant to
be.


Get real. . .


More than likely her next sex would be with some
stranger she met at a bar, some horny guy looking for a one night stand. A man
who wanted no entanglements, who wouldn’t settle for a handjob, who’d want no
holds barred sex. He wouldn’t be as good looking as Jake or Steve, he wouldn’t
be in as good of shape, but he’d want what he wanted all the same. He’d be
living his fantasy, not hers.


Amy looked at the clock. One a.m. This line of thought
wasn’t helping her get to sleep. Yet just the thought of sex, even faceless,
nameless sex, made her thighs tingle, made her nipples press against the jersey
tee shirt she wore instead of pajamas. She threw off the covers, hot. A year’s
worth of celibacy broke through the floodgates of denial, flowing into her
loins, quickening her pulse.


If those men could have their fantasy, so could she.


It wouldn’t be a dive bar, it would be a fancy
restaurant. She’d have stopped off at the lounge for a drink on her way to. . .hmm,
an art gallery opening. She’d be in a little black dress, no jewelry except a diamond
necklace that her last lover had given to her before he had left for
Switzerland. He’d begged her to go with him, but she demurred. He had been good
in bed, but he wasn’t the one.


The bartender, a younger man who actually looked
good with his facial hair, had been attentive, and not only in getting her
drink. She was old enough to be his mother, but his eyes made it clear he would
give up a whole cheerleading squad to be with her. He would have seen through the
real Amy, he would have looked past, because he would have instantly sensed
she’d had less experience with men than any of the cheerleaders. The Amy of her
fantasy gave off the aura of deep sexual secrets gleaned through experience
with only the men she had chosen.


She wouldn’t be with the bartender, no. He was too
young. He would have the stamina but not the experience, the expertise, the
knowledge of how to slowly lift her to the edge, and then prolong it so she
wouldn’t really know where her orgasm began and ended. The bartender would be a
slam, bam, thank you maam—with an emphasis on the maam—hard and
fast.


Of course, Amy hadn’t had many of those either. She
shouldn’t be wasting her fantasy on a man who just wanted sex, should she? She
could get that in real life.


Back to her fantasy, now. . .


It wasn’t just the bartender who noticed her. Soon
there were three drinks in front of her, all sent by men at the bar. She gave
them a curt nod, promising nothing. She wouldn’t sleep with a man whose entre
was to send her a drink, no matter how top shelf.


Her eyes took in the other men in the room, well
dressed, many of them handsome. Two were with women, yet still eyed her. The
real Amy would never steal a man, much less a married one, but this was a
fantasy, nothing was off limits now.


The hairs on her arms stood up, a presence next to
her. The cool Amy wouldn’t have looked, yet his power was so great even the
fantasy Amy’s eyes were drawn to him. His eyes were steel gray, like his suit,
sharp and discerning. His skin was dark, hinting at an exotic background. His
shoulders were square and erect, not with stiffness, but confidence.


Amy’s body responded to his looks, his testosterone,
his self assurance. Poised as she was, her hand came up to her chest, in
defense, in protection, in shame over her hardening nipples. The real Amy, in
the bed, looked down and saw her own hand on her breasts.


Without speaking a word the man reached out, Amy
tensing, he was going to touch her breasts right there, a part of her cringing,
a part of her leaning forward, wanting him to, just as her back arched in the
bed. He took her slim fingers in his, no attempt to be inappropriate, yet even
the whisper of the back of his fist against her dress made her gasp.


His hand was strong, but gentle, in control, yet not
restrictive. She could have slipped her fingers free, she could have walked
away. Though he led, he made it clear that this was her decision too.


He took her out of the room, every eye on them, even
the women. A groan, perhaps one of the men who had lost out. Or maybe it was
her own moan.


The elevator door opened as they approached. Another
couple was waiting to go up, yet they let Amy and her lover—she already thought
of him that way, because he had already made love to her, with just the holding
of her hand—not only enter the car first, but let the door close without
getting on, a tacit admission that this beautiful couple needed privacy.


In the car the man spoke though his kiss and not
with words, his lips flushing her to her toes, as she strained high in her
heels to meet his kiss. Each ding of the elevator reflected her growing desire,
her heat. His kisses were so all encompassing she felt as if her entire body was
in his mouth, her neck, her breasts, her back, her thighs, her pussy.


If the hotel had been two floors higher she would
have orgasmed, standing there in an elevator, connected to him only with her
lips.


She didn’t remember which direction they turned in
the hallway, which room they entered. Huge windows, the curtains drawn, let in
a dreamy glow from the city below.


Time passed, she lost track, not knowing how she
ended up in the bed, only knowing it was where she wanted to be. They were both
naked, she was looking down his powerfully etched back, a torso of a Greek god.


She pulled her legs together, embarrassed at her
wetness, yet knowing she shouldn’t be. It was a gift to him, an admission of
his arousal, of how he affected her.


He gently opened her legs, just as her legs opened
now. She held his head gently between her hands as his amazing lips met her most
private place. It felt so real that she looked down, and as if controlled by
another entity she saw her own hand between her legs, feeling the wetness, her fold
opening just as they had in her mind.


She didn’t want to think about her fingers, no, it
was his lips. She closed her eyes, but couldn’t bring him back,
where did he go? She felt him, but couldn’t see him, fingers on her clit now,
and she swelled to meet his touch. She dared not open her eyes, though she half
expected that if she did she would see his beautiful back, his large hands
wrapped around her thighs.


There. Touch me there. Kiss me there.
Yes, yes. . .his lips worked expertly, up and down, as much around
her clit as on it. So gentle. Every woman’s dream, a man who was doing what she
wanted, selfless. She arched up, wanting more, needing more, and he responded,
his strong tongue pressing down, her fingers a poor impersonal substitute for
the intensity of his open mouth.


Closer and closer, she was so near, yet her release
out of reach, at first wonderful, then anxiety settling in, frustration. If she
couldn’t come she would certainly disappoint him. No, that wasn’t it. The truth
was he couldn’t do it for her. With all his looks and his expertise he couldn’t
get her over the edge. Though he had seemed perfect, he wasn’t the man she
needed. How could they ever be together?


It was a worrisome thought, that her image of the
perfect man wasn’t the man for her at all. She fought to regain her fantasy,
both of the immediate sex and of her vision of the ideal man.


Her fingers flew, taking over, yet even with her
intimate knowledge of her own body it wasn’t enough. She needed more than
fingers, she needed more than her clit being licked or rubbed. Her pussy gaped
open, screaming at her, communicating what she really needed.


She pulled his head up, she’d kiss away his
disappointment, his failure. Yet when she opened her eyes it wasn’t the gray
eyed man, it was the young bartender, looking rough, a different kind of
powerful. His kiss was hard, demanding, his tongue driving into her mouth.


His cock flicked against her clit, so much better
than lips. She should have wanted the lover back, the gray eyed older man, the
type of man who presumably would want to please her. Yet all she craved now was
this younger man’s cock, this man who knew what he wanted.


And what she wanted.


Her mind was as turned around as the sheets, her
long held vision of the perfect man crumbling under the reality of her
innermost secret needs.


The young man, the hard man, the demanding man,
laying atop her now, crushing not her but the remnants of her ideal man.


Her legs opened wide as she sucked on his tongue,
waiting for it, needing it. Her fingers dove into her wide open pussy, but it
wasn’t nearly enough, her mind so far ahead of her body. Desperate, she flung
out her arms like she was being taken. Her hand brushed the wine bottle, grasping.


Without thinking she wrapped her wet fingers around
it and thrust it into her pussy, through her slickness, gasping as the wide
neck stretched her open, it wasn’t a bottle, or even a makeshift dildo, it was
a real cock, harder than glass, as thick as she wanted it to be, thicker than
she could take, pounding into her.


She exploded, her fluids drenching her thighs, no, his
fluids, he was shooting into her, no man had come inside her in fifteen years,
and even as he spurted he kept ramming into her, hard and demanding. She came
again, or maybe the same orgasm, impossibly long, and still he pumped into her,
and in out of control ecstasy and astonishment she screamed, one hand
reluctantly leaving the bottle—the cock—to clamp over her mouth.


Her spasms were so strong they finally forced the
hardness from her pussy, her wetness so great that even the thickest member she
had ever taken slipped out like butter.


She lay there gasping, half expecting Julie to pound
on the door, wondering what her mother had been screaming about.


Amy had no idea where her confused thoughts had come
from, what had made her suddenly fantasize about a hard man, about what had
made her question who she should be with. Who she was.


Totally soaked, more stimulated than fully sated,
Amy had one final thought as she waited for her heart to stop pounding and she finally
dropped into sleep.


Maybe Liz was right. Maybe there was no substitute
for a good, hard, fuck.


 


 


The assistant manager at the midscale hotel
chain frowned at Amy’s resume. “I’m trying to follow your work history. You
were a waitress, then worked as a receptionist. . .”


“That was after I worked at the hotel,” said Amy,
trying to sound positive. She knew her resume sucked. “I’m good with people.”


The assistant manager, a prim looking brunette,
looking buttoned up in a blue blazer and skirt combo, with nylons and black
heels, said, “Why didn’t you stay at that job, or any of these other
positions?”


Because my ex-husband is an asshole and left me
with two kids to raise, and I had to be there for them, thought Amy. But
she didn’t say that, no one liked excuses. “I wasn’t able to give them the
hours they wanted from me, not that I didn’t do good work. I have references.”
Which Amy hoped they didn’t call, all the people she worked for were likely
long gone from those jobs. “Now that my kids are grown, I’m able to work full
time.”


“Do you have experience with cloud based reservation
systems?”


“I can learn.”


The assistant manager was already shaking her head.
“I’m sorry. We get so many applicants. If it wasn’t for the fact that Cindy
recommended you, we wouldn’t even have interviewed you based on your work
history.”


Amy wasn’t sure how sorry the woman was, but she
thanked her anyway, and the woman made the usual remarks about calling her if
anything changed. Amy expected that her resume would be tossed in the circular
file as soon as she left.


In the hallway, Cindy, the woman her friend Liz had
connected her with, asked, “How did it go?”


“Not too good,” said Amy. “I don’t have much
experience.”


“I’m so sorry,” said Cindy, sounding like she meant
it.


“Thanks. I’ll keep trying. I’m pretty desperate. If
you hear of anything. . .”


Cindy, overweight enough that even other women would
call her plump, said, “Listen. . .there was this woman who worked
here, Laura. She’s about your age. Really pretty, just like you are. She was on
the front desk. She got an offer one day, completely out of the blue, by this
businessman who was opening some kind of private resort. Laura was a little
bored here, and had a bit of a wild streak I heard, so maybe that’s why she. .
.anyway, she took the job. About six months later I ran into her at the mall.
She was wearing this knockout dress and incredible shoes and had diamond studs
as big as my thumb. I thought she had found some rich husband, but she told me
she wasn’t married, she was just working at the resort.”


“What’s the name of it?” asked Amy.


“Sky something or other. I never heard of it.
Anyway, I made a joke about how they must pay a bundle, and maybe I could get a
job there. She wasn’t mean or anything, but she kind of gave me a little look,
like, you know, someone who looked like me,” Cindy gestured at her body,
“wouldn’t exactly fit in.”


“That’s mean,” said Amy.


“She said it nice, she was just saving me from a
wasted interview. I’ve been dealing with this all my life. I get it. You think
when I have my fantasies of men I think about overweight guys? Or if I’m
getting a massage I don’t prefer some hunk? Besides,” Cindy gave Amy a big
wink, “you’d be stunned at the number of men who like a little meat on the
bones, you know what I mean?”


Amy might have blushed, but Cindy was funny and
seemed so confident. Amy wished she could be that way too. Maybe then she could
get a job selling real estate with Liz.


“Anyway,” continued Cindy. “I’m betting this resort
wants beautiful staff. You’d fit right in.”


Now Amy did blush. “That’s so sweet of you to say,
I’m not. . .”


“Come here,” said Cindy, pulling her toward the
doorway that overlooked the atrium. “You see, what, twenty women out there,
guests and staff? Can you honestly say one of them is better looking than you?”


“Sure, a lot of them.”


“Don’t be either modest or blind,” said Cindy. “I
see women coming in and out of this hotel all day, a lot of them dressed for
dates, on dates, even expensive escorts. You are as pretty as any of them.”


Amy wasn’t sure she liked the idea of being compared
to an escort, and while she didn’t believe she was that pretty, Cindy
had cheered her up. “You think I should go see if I can get hired at this
resort?”


Cindy was already pulling out her phone. “I’ll give
you Laura’s number. Tell her I said to call. We weren’t close, but she’ll
remember me.” Cindy grinned. “After all, I’m a lot of woman to forget.”


 


 


Amy waited anxiously at the bar of the
poshest hotel in the city, the Grande. On the phone, it didn’t sound like Laura
was going to be willing to talk to her about a job, much less meet with her,
but Amy must have sounded desperate. As it was, Amy half believed that Laura
wasn’t going to show up.


She nervously sipped at a vodka tonic, hoping it
looked like club soda. Normally she’d never drink at a job interview, but she
was nervous as hell. The drink had cost twenty dollars, half of Amy’s budgeted
spending money for the entire week.


She’d never been to the bar at the Grande, but had
read about it in the slick magazines of the city nightlife. Seven p.m., the
place was packed. Amy had struggled over what to wear. A business suit? A dress
so she’d fit in with the crowd? She’d tried to do some research on a resort
with Sky in the title but couldn’t find a single word of it online.
Maybe Cindy had remembered the name wrong, and Amy had been too flustered on
the phone with Laura to ask.


Amy had finally settled on a black tailored skirt, a
cream silk blouse, and her best jacket, a form fitting Italian couture that was
a gift from a guy who was trying to get in her pants after her divorce, which
she felt ashamed for taking but couldn’t resist. She didn’t put out for the guy
but kept the jacket, what was she going to do, mail it back? Three inch black
heels, a single strand of pearls that had been her first anniversary gift from
Steve, probably bought because he didn’t want his friends to think he was
cheap.


No stockings; one benefit of being unemployed was
running around all day in shorts, getting a nice tan.


Amy thought she looked okay, but in the midst of the
beautiful people she might as well have been a potted plant. The men were
handsome, the women stunning, laughing with perfect teeth, elegant clothes. Like
that one, for instance. A tall raven haired woman, poised, wearing a striking
form fitting dress, more elegant than anyone Amy had seen in real life, strode
into the room, walking like she’d been born in tall heels, a veritable modern
day debutante, only twenty years older. Even the other women turned to check
her out.


The raven haired woman approached the bar, men
making an opening for her to pass, not too wide, like they wanted to be close
enough to touch her, to feel her presence. Maybe she’s an actress,
thought Amy. She’s so sure of herself.


To Amy’s surprise the woman came directly toward
her. Two men moved aside to give her room, their eyes all over her. The woman,
ignoring them, said, “You must be Amy.”


Amy was momentarily speechless, of course she was
waiting for someone, but Cindy had said Laura was pretty, not a head turning
beauty. Amy awkwardly got up from the barstool and held out her hand, feeling
foolish. “Amy, right. That’s me.”


The woman looked Amy up and down, not disdainfully,
more like she was wanting to see all of her, but in a way you didn’t normally
do when first meeting someone. Amy felt she was being evaluated, again second
guessing her choice of wardrobe. Should she have bought new shoes? Spent more
time on her makeup? She felt woefully plain and unprepared in this crowd, and
especially next to this woman.


Laura gave a little nod. “Cindy was right. It’s half
there.”


Amy wasn’t sure what that meant, but before she
could respond Laura gave her a dazzling smile, making her look even more
beautiful, but instead of cowing Amy it oddly set her at ease. To the
bartender, who was waiting patiently even though the bar was packed, Laura
said, “A Paloma for me. And we need a table.”


Amy was about to say that there wasn’t a table
available, which was why she was waiting at the bar, but the bartender nodded,
held up a finger, and hustled off to make the drink.


Out of nowhere a maitre d’ appeared and led them
through the crowd, Amy’s eyes on Laura’s elegant neck, but feeling men looking
at her as well as at Laura, as if Amy had suddenly become more important. More
worth looking at. It was a weird feeling, yet a little exciting, almost as if
she were on display, but for a good reason. Amy had a sudden flashback to a
high school trip to New Orleans, when she had got drunk for the first time, and
had flashed a balcony of boys for a beaded necklace. They must have liked what
they had seen, because the necklaces had rained down on her.


Her crazy antic had been oddly thrilling, but was a
long time ago. A different woman.


The maitre d’ led them to an alcove Amy hadn’t seen,
discreetly picking up the scripted reserved sign off a table. A few of
the other tables were taken, two with beautiful couples, one with three men in
luxurious suits. The tables were widely spread and as private as could be in a
crowded lounge.


Amy had left her drink at the bar, but a waiter
appeared with a tray, smoothly putting a fresh drink in front of her, as well
as Laura’s. “That will be all for now,” said Laura.


After the waiter left, Laura tipped her drink at Amy
and took a long sip. “That’s so good,” she said, settling back in the plush
leather seat. “It’s nice to sit down, I’ve had a long day. I hope you don’t
mind if I relax a bit before we talk shop.”


Amy couldn’t imagine what Laura meant by a tough day;
she looked like she just stepped out of a beauty spa. But she was still feeling
a little anxious with the surroundings, and was thankful for the respite; if
Laura asked her questions now Amy feared she’d start babbling.


The two women sat in silence for a bit, Laura
appearing to be relaxing and checking out the crowd, Amy taking tiny sips of
her drink to keep her hands busy. Finally, not wanting to appear socially
awkward, she asked, “Do you come here a lot?”


“Hmm? Not for a while. I should though, it has lots
of potential.” 


“I thought they might have known you, the way you
got a table right away.”


Laura turned to Amy, her green eyes twinkling. “It’s
all about attitude. Like when you go to a club with a long line and that red
rope that’s supposed to define your importance? You just get out of your limo,
walk up like you expect to be let in, and the rope gets lifted.”


Amy laughed. “You make it sound easy.”


“It is easy. Once you learn how. Learn the
ropes, so to speak.”


“Well, it’s been a long time since I’ve been to a
club. And I don’t have a limo.”


“The limo is an easy fix. Men will get them for you,
even if they are not going to be out with you that evening. You just have to
know how to ask, or actually, not ask.”


“I guess I have a lot of ropes to learn,” said Amy.


Laura gave Amy that once over again, pursed her
lips, and took another sip of her drink. She put the glass down and said,
“Based on our phone call, I wouldn’t have met with you. I hope you don’t mind
me telling you that. It’s just the truth, and in what we might talk about, the truth
is important.”


Amy got a little twinge in her stomach; clearly
Laura still hadn’t decided whether Amy was even worth the interview time. Well,
she’d spent worse evenings, far worse. Here she was, at a fancy bar, having a
drink with an intriguing woman. 


Hopefully Laura would pay for her own drink, because
that would put a damper on the night, Amy getting humiliated when she couldn’t
come up with enough cash to cover both of them. Her credit cards were maxed
out.


“I’m all for the truth,” said Amy.


Laura’s eyes narrowed. “Are you, really?”


Amy didn’t have much to lose. “I am.” 


“Perhaps we’ll see. Anyway, I wasn’t going to meet
with you, because in our work we normally rely on a more—personal—reference.
But our mutual acquaintance Cindy called me, and based on that I decided to see
you for myself.”


Amy was touched that Cindy had gone out of her way,
she’d just met the woman. She really wanted to know what Cindy had told Laura,
but was smart enough not to ask.


Laura appeared to be waiting for that very question,
and when Amy merely said, “That was kind of Cindy,” Laura gave a brief
approving nod.


“Good,” said Laura. “It doesn’t do well to wonder
what other people say about you. If you are true to yourself, the discerning
people will see what they need to see, and the others won’t matter. Cindy, I
noticed when I worked alongside her, is a rather astute judge of people.”


“Since we’re being truthful, I have to tell you that
she doesn’t know me well,” said Amy. 


“I realize that, but it is good you bring it up. Yet
she sensed a—magnetism, in you. Besides your obvious physical characteristics,
your beauty.”


“I feel like the dim light bulb here, especially
sitting with you,” said Amy.


“Thank you. But it’s like the nightclub line,
attitude is part of the allure, as is desire.” Laura leaned back in the chair,
crossing her elegant legs. “Tell me about yourself.”


“Anything in particular? It might help if I knew a
little more about the job. I did try to do research, but I couldn’t find
anything out about the resort.”


“We’ll get to that,” said Laura. “For now, tell me
what you think is your best trait for a position, but one you cannot put on
your resume.”


Amy’s first reaction was to blurt out desperation,
because that seemed like a perfect answer to that difficult question. Instead,
she thought for a while, and then amended it to, “Willingness.”


Laura stared at her so long Amy thought she had
given the wrong answer. Then Laura’s lips gave off a little smile, one that
hinted of inner knowledge, a truth that Amy didn’t even know she had spoken.
“Very good. At least, in theory. The big question always is what you do in
practice. In the reality of the moment.”


“I can promise you I’ll try anything, and will work
hard to learn,” said Amy. 


“I can see you believe that,” said Laura.
“Which is half the battle.”


The waiter was back at their table, quietly
attentive to Laura’s empty drink. “Another?” he asked.


“Yes,” she said. “With a glass of ice on the side.
Amy?”


“Just a club soda for me.”


After the waiter left, Laura said, “Tell me a secret
you have that you didn’t share with anyone, but really wanted to.”


“If I did that, it wouldn’t be a secret any longer,
would it?”


“An old one, then. A secret that was important to
keep at the time, but now doesn’t matter.”


Amy wondered if this was a trick interview question.
She considered. A few came to mind, but they didn’t seem to be the kind of
story she’d want to share in a job interview, odd as this interview seemed to
be. She still didn’t even know what the job was.


As if sensing her hesitation, Laura said, “All good
secrets have to do with love or sex.”


Amy racked her brain. As soon as Laura had mentioned
sex, Amy flashed to one secret memory. Her reaction must have given her
away, because Laura said, “That one.”


Perhaps it was the drinks she’d had on an empty
stomach, or Laura’s prompting. Whatever the reason, Amy began speaking, putting
into words for the first time her long held secret. “Before I got married, I
had a crush on this guy in high school. Syd. He was Steve’s—my ex-husband’s—friend.
I was hoping Syd would invite me to the prom, but Steve did. Who knows, maybe
they talked about it. Syd went with the homecoming queen. He was best man at
our wedding. I guess I still had a little crush on him, even after I was
married, although I never did anything about it. I’m not sure Syd knew. He was
really popular with the girls in school, and later the women. My girlfriends
used to talk about him all the time, they were always trying to land him.
Anyway, Steve had borrowed a tool from him, and Syd called and left a message
saying he needed it, but Steve was out of town, so I decided to drop it off. I
didn’t call ahead, I should have. When I got there, no one answered the door,
but Syd’s truck was in the driveway. I went around back, thinking I’d just
leave it in the shed, and as I came around the house I heard voices from the
back, not really voices, there was a pool. . .” Amy’s voice trailed
off.


“You saw Syd with another woman?”


“Well, I saw Syd, but he wasn’t with a woman.”


Laura’s eyes glittered. “Go on, this is a good
story.”


“See? That’s the reaction I knew I’d get from my
girlfriends. Which is why I wanted to tell them. Syd wasn’t just in the
pool with another guy, he was, well, with the other guy, if you know
what I mean. You can fill in the rest.”


“And you never told?”


“Not a soul, until you. Syd moved to Mexico years
ago, it doesn’t matter now.”


Laura nodded thoughtfully, waited until the waiter
had set down their drinks, and then said, “Now tell me the rest of it.”


“What do you mean?”


“You hesitated when you thought about telling me
this story. What you shared so far shouldn’t have given you a second thought. So
you saw two men together, that’s not a big deal and you know it. I do see how
you might think someone might be impressed by your ability to keep that secret,
but I need more. I need to hear why you had to think twice before sharing that
story.”


Amy tried to keep a straight face, to hold Laura’s
eye, but she never was a good liar. She felt herself redden.


“I know what you are thinking,” said Laura. “You are
wondering if you are transparent. You aren’t, no more than anyone else. I’m
just good at what I do.”


“And what is that, exactly?” asked Amy.


“I’m the person who will decide if you are going to
get the opportunity to change your entire life.” 


“You sound like an infomercial.”


“Do I look like an infomercial?”


“No, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean that. I was reacting
to the words, not to you.” Job interviews sure had changed since Amy had waited
tables, the only questions then was whether she had a car and a criminal
record. “I could use a job like that.”


“It’s not for everyone. It might not be for you.”


“How will you know?”


“We need to see if you are ready for the truth.
About the job.” Laura’s eyes narrowed. “About yourself.”


“I know myself pretty well, I think. Raising two
kids on my own and dealing with a jerk of an ex-husband—one I married
willingly—leads to a lot of deep self reflection.”


“Tonight I’ll get to be the judge of that. But if it
helps, pretend this isn’t a job interview, because it might not be yet. We’re
just two friends out for a drink, sharing intimate secrets.”


Amy wasn’t sure she had much in the way of intimate
secrets—well, there was that fantasy from the other night, but she didn’t think
that was the kind of secret Laura was referring to. “My most intimate
secrets I don’t even share with my best friends.”


“Now we’re getting somewhere,” said Laura. “That was
more revealing than you might think.”


Amy started to ask why, then realized the answer was
pretty clear. Like Laura had said, the best secrets were about love and sex.
She had already admitted her crush on Syd, which obviously wasn’t love. So
Laura had surmised that what Amy had left out of the story had been about sex.
“You are good at this,” marveled Amy.


Laura smiled. “You can learn. If you want.”


“I do.” That would be a good skill to have in any
job. Knowing when others were telling the truth. Knowing when they wanted to
tell you more. 


Knowing what they wanted.


Was that it? Did Laura understand that Amy needed to
share this long held secret? A secret that went beyond spying two men in a
pool?


“I’ll help you get started,” said Laura. “Just this
once. If you can’t pick it up and take it from there, I’m going to get up and
leave.”


Amy nodded. So this was some kind of test.
This had to be the most exclusive resort in the world if all their employees
had to run this obstacle course of an interview.


Laura leaned forward. “You told me you didn’t tell
anyone about what you had seen, about this stud Syd with another man. Not even
your husband. Of course, it was easy not to tell him, after all, it was
your husband’s friend, and you assumed he didn’t know about Syd’s interest in
men. Even though you had issues with your husband, you didn’t want to change
his feelings about his friend.”


“That’s right.”


“No, that’s the excuse you told yourself, because it
was easy not to tell your husband. Tell me, if Syd hadn’t been your
husband’s friend, and you and your husband were storybook soul mates, would you
have told him then?”


“Probably.”


“You are not a good liar, even a half liar. We need
to be truthful here.” Laura punctuated every word as she said, “Why wouldn’t
you tell your best friend about Syd?”


Amy cringed, feeling like a guilty witness being
revealed by a brilliant prosecutor in court. “I—I. . .” And suddenly
it all came back to Amy, not that it took much, because she had pictured it a
hundred times through the years. At Syd’s house, her mind on what she had to do
at home, not really paying attention, only dropping off the stupid saw because
Steve wasn’t considerate enough return it. Amy turned the corner, she could
even now smell the light wisp of chlorine of the pool, hearing not voices, but
a vibrant growl, which she at first thought was the pool filter, but no, it was
coming from a man, a chiseled, bronzed torso, sitting on the edge of the pool,
his head thrown back, thick dark blonde hair wet and sexy, moaning at the sky.


Syd was in the pool, his head between the sexy man’s
legs, doing what was obvious, giving the man a blowjob, but it took Amy long
seconds for it to imprint on her stunned brain. Frozen, she must have been
there a full minute without moving, not thirty feet away, yet the two men were
so intent on their intimacy they might not have noticed her if she had belly
flopped into the pool.


Amy felt her eyes glaze over in the memory, how she
had taken a few slow careful steps backward, not wanting to disturb them. Any
other person would have taken off, would have left them to their privacy.


Instead, she had peered around the corner, a peeping
Tom, or in this case, a kinky Amy, not able to take her eyes off of the
impossibility of what was happening right in front of her. Impossible on so
many levels, Syd with a man, Amy witnessing sex, and, most of all, the
incredibly huge member of the long haired man. Impossible in its length, and
impossible in how deep Syd was taking it in his mouth.


And now, sitting in an upscale hotel with a woman
she had just met, Amy had the same reaction she’d had every time she’d conjured
up this image, her breathing quickened, her toes curled in her shoes, and a
warm wetness grew between her legs.


If the table of men behind her hadn’t laughed loudly
at that instant, Amy might have moaned.


All this came to her in an instant; only seconds had
passed. Amy refocused, not surprised to see Laura staring at her. Laura’s
penetrating green eyes felt like they were boring into her brain, daring Amy to
try to hide her secret.


“Say it,” said Laura.


The words had the power of a teacher, a part of
Amy’s consciousness realizing that she was getting a lesson, and she was at the
precipice of a momentous change in her life. “I didn’t tell anyone because I
was embarrassed. Not because it was two men, not because I had seen them, but
because. . .” Amy shivered. She fought the urge to turn around, to
see if anyone was listening, she fought the urge to whisper, somehow sensing
this was all part of the truth she needed to impart to Laura. “Because I was
turned on by it. By watching two men.”


The room seemed uncommonly quiet. Had she spoken too
loudly? Had others heard? Were they staring? 


And most important, had she misunderstood Laura?
Would Laura get up and walk out in disgust at this uncalled for sharing, of the
extreme in TMI?


Amy held her breath, but so help her, the wetness grew
between her legs, so strong was the image she had recalled. She should have
expected that reaction, after all, she’d masturbated to that very memory night
after night, not only when it had first occurred, but often since then. Even
when she had been with Steve. Even when she had been having sex with
Steve.


Amy’s stomach twisted as she waited for Laura to
pronounce sentence.


Laura, to Amy’s great relief, didn’t make her wait
long. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?” asked the elegant woman, her tone suggesting
she wasn’t in the least surprised by Amy’s revelation.


Amy shook her head in disbelief. “I can’t believe I
just talked about a sexual fantasy in a job interview.”


Laura gave her the dazzling smile. “Now that I’ve
seen you can be truthful, we can get to that.”


 


 


But they didn’t right away. Laura ordered a
bottle of champagne and hors d’oeuvres. If Amy hadn’t known better, it almost
felt like a date.


Maybe she didn’t know better.


No, Laura wasn’t giving off any of those vibes. Amy
had been approached, once gently and once aggressively, by lesbians, and
thought she would recognize the signs. She’d never been interested in women,
although she had the usual self testing fantasies.


Although if she were to experiment, Laura would be
very high on her list.


Amy realized she was famished, using the food and
the champagne to blunt her other hunger, the need she had awakened with her
story. 


Food and sex, she thought. Both were
cravings.


Laura tipped her champagne flute toward the crowd at
the bar. “What do you think they do for fun, with all their money? Once they
get tired of all the cars and travel and boats?”


“A woman can’t have enough shoes.”


“I wouldn’t disagree with you there. But after a
while even the thrill of a new pair of shoes wears off.”


“They go to resorts like yours?”


“Something like that. But what do these people have
in common?”


Amy looked at the well dressed men and women, the
easy conversation, the free flowing top shelf drinks. She didn’t grow up with
money, but she’d seen some; Steve’s parents were well off, in a wealthy circle.
One of her friends from high school had come from a rich family, Amy in awe of
their huge house and expensive cars. She didn’t understand until later that
there was a whole other world out there of really rich families, people who
didn’t send their kids to public schools. People who did what they wanted when
they wanted, who didn’t think about the cost of what they were buying. 


“They get what they want,” replied Amy.


“That’s right. And not just material things. They
live out their dreams. That’s what Sky Haven is all about. It’s not just a
place, it’s an experience, created exactly for people like these, people who
could buy and sell most of the people you see here, a means of living out what
they can’t buy. Well, they pay for it, handsomely, but you know what I mean.
What they take away is more lasting than diamonds. It’s an experience.”


Amy laughed, the champagne loosening her up.
“Diamonds last a long time.”


“Yet in the end they are just baubles. Can you
really tell one pair of nice studs from another?”


“I wouldn’t know.”


Laura said, “If someday you get the chance, you will
see what I mean.”


“So that’s what Sky Haven is? A resort for rich
people?”


“Resort isn’t exactly the right word. As I said, it
is more of an experience. A separate world. Very exclusive.”


“Is that why I haven’t heard of it?”


“Yes. It’s not for gawkers, for aspiring dreamers.
It’s for people who have already made it. That’s why I needed to see if you
could keep a secret. If you learn more, you cannot tell anyone.”


“Not that I’m planning to, but how do you control
that?”


Laura smiled. “By being a good judge of character.
And a very strict confidentiality clause, combined with delayed compensation.
Anyway, it doesn’t matter; if we were to get too much publicity in one
location, we’d merely move to another city; it’s the experience, not the brick
and mortar, that makes Sky Haven. Our guests can afford to go to wherever we
set up.”


“But people must know about it.”


“To anyone on the outside, it’s just a building. The
one located here is almost a building within a building. There’s one in another
city, with another name. A few outside the country, one on an island. They
appear to just be private clubs.”


Amy was having a hard time picturing it. Sure, she
grasped the concept, but what set Sky Haven apart from any other upscale resort
or spa? Still, it would be a nice break from the types of jobs she’d had.


 “It sounds like a great place to work,” said Amy.
“I shouldn’t, but I have to ask. Why me? I bet you get your pick of employees.
Why hire a under experienced single mom?”


“Single moms know how to take care of others—their
kids—while taking care of themselves. So it’s a plus. Throw in a little—we’re
being honest here, so don’t take this the wrong way—desperation of the right
kind, and that adds up to a combination of independence and willingness, which
is a rare combination and one that we can use. As for your experience—we
haven’t really discussed that yet.”


“I can learn,” said Amy. “I’m comfortable with
computers.” Which was mostly true, if you counted all the hours she’d spent
doing online homework with her kids. “I’m willing to try anything.”


“We’ll see,” said Laura, cryptically. She stared at
Amy for so long Amy got uncomfortable. At last Laura nodded. “Yes. I think we
can go to the next step.”


“What’s that?”


“You have to meet Mr. Everly. He’s the general
manager of this location. He makes the final decision on all hiring. After a
private interview.”


The way Laura had said private gave Amy a
shiver. Who was this Mr. Everly? Was he a sophisticated older man who would get
her even more flustered than Laura? Where one wrong answer would kill her
chances? Or worse, a balding guy with a comb over and a beer gut who’d give her
the job only if she put out for him?


Come to think of it, she wasn’t sure which one was
worse.


“Thank you,” said Amy. “I won’t let you down.”


Laura got up. “It’s not me you need to worry about.
It’s really all about you.”


“Wait! Before you go, please. Before, you said that
working hard was half the battle. I assume you meant regarding being successful
at Sky Haven. What’s the other half?”


Laura gave Amy another one of those assessing stares.
Then she said, “You have the potential. You have the outer beauty, it just
needs a little highlighting, the way you’d add makeup to highlight beautiful
eyes. The way you’d wear a certain cut of dress to highlight your curves.” She
touched the top of her dress, just below her neck. “You think I always dressed
like this? I had to learn as well. Clothing and makeup is relatively easy to
teach. Yet nothing can replace your inner beauty, your sexuality. If you can’t
let that out, the most expensive dress and shoes and jewelry will just look
like it’s on a mannequin. At Sky Haven, our customers need to see that inner beauty,
they want to be surrounded by it. It’s part of the experience.”


“You want innately appealing men and women, not just
pretty faces and bodies,” said Amy.


Laura smiled. “See? I was right about you. You get
it. Now go ahead and have some fun tonight. I’ll tell the maitre d’ to put
everything on my tab.” She leaned over and gave Amy an air kiss on the cheek.
“We’ll be in touch. Good luck.”


 


 


Amy listened to the murmur of voices in the
room, not focusing on any conversation, just submersing herself in the
ambiance. Laura had been gone for half an hour, Amy marveling at how she moved
through the crowd, cool and confident but giving out an aura of hidden sensuality.
As Laura had exchanged words with the maitre d’, Amy checked out the other men
in the room. Many of them were watching Laura, turning from their
conversations, from their dates, perhaps even from their wives. 


Laura was very pretty, yet there were plenty of
other pretty women in that room. What did she have that they didn’t? The others
had expensive clothes, fine jewelry, well done hair. It was something else, an
allure. 


Amy knew at that moment that Laura could probably
have gone up to any man in that room, with or without a woman by his side, and
taken him away. And in a sudden insight, Amy understood why.


It wasn’t how Laura dressed. Nor was it how she
acted, neither too available or too haughty. Nor was it her body, neither
perfect nor unremarkable. Rather, it was all of these. Laura was all of these
and none of these. She could be whatever a man wanted, a quiet business woman
with a wild side, an appropriately well dressed woman who wore salacious
lingerie underneath, a prim and proper wife who went swinging with her husband.
Laura could be all of those, and—Amy wasn’t sure how she knew this, but she was
sure of it—Laura cultivated that persona. She made herself into this
enigma of possibilities.


Amy marveled at the skill. Was it a skill Laura
always had, or had she learned it? Had Sky Haven taught her how to be so
alluring?


Yet as Amy thought about the conversation, she
couldn’t really get her head around Sky Haven. She’d been to a nice resort on
her honeymoon. She had good memories—of the resort, not the honeymoon—but at
the end of the day, it was just a place.


Laura had even made Amy think about being with a
woman. With Laura. Was that a skill, or was Laura really just a walking
infomercial?


Amy laughed out loud. She’d had too much to drink. . .


A deep voice behind her said, “That’s the best laugh
I’ve heard in a long time. I hope you’ll share the joke?”


Amy turned. A dark haired, olive complexioned man
wearing a nice suit and an exquisite tie sat at a nearby table. She hadn’t seen
him arrive, and wondered how much of her conversation with Laura he had
overhead. He had the square face she always associated with models and
newscasters, even features, handsome. Younger than she was, maybe five years or
so.


“It’s hard to explain,” she said.


“A complicated joke, or a sophisticated one?”


“Not really a joke. Just a thought that crossed my
mind.”


“Well, if it’s a secret then. . .” The man
grinned knowingly.


Amy felt herself flush slightly. Maybe he had
heard. “Tell you what,” she said. “You tell me what you were thinking of, and
I’ll do the same.” 


“You’ll tell me what you were thinking of, or what
you think I was thinking of?”


Amy laughed. He was pretty good. “I’ll let you
pick.”


“Sounds fair.” The man leaned forward, Amy noticing
his muscular arms, even visible under his suit jacket, her weakness. “I was
wondering what the odds were that  the two most beautiful women in the room
would be sitting at the same table.”


Amy glanced into the bar. “Where?”


“I meant you and your friend.”


Amy narrowed her eyes at him. “Does that line work
for you?”


“Who said it was a line? Just stating the truth.”


He seemed earnest enough, sure of himself, which
could mean either he was telling the truth about how he felt or he was just a
player. Amy had never been into players, but she was feeling pretty good, he
was certainly handsome and witty, and what else should she expect sitting alone
in a bar other than to be hit on?


“Thank you, then,” she replied. “I guess this is
where I need to tell you if I think that is what you were thinking, or if you
want to know what I was thinking.”


“Yes.”


“Yes?”


“Yes, it often works. The line. But only when it’s
true.”


Now Amy did blush. He was basically saying he was a
player, he liked to hook up, but he only hooked up with beautiful women. Telling
the truth. Exactly what Laura had said was so important. “Too bad my friend
left,” she said. “I bet she’d know how to handle a guy like you.”


As soon as Amy said it she realized her words could
be taken more ways than one. To his credit, the guy avoided any one of a
hundred sleazy comebacks she had invited. 


“A beautiful flower looks just as beautiful no
matter what side you look at,” he said. “I’m just seeing the other side.”


“Now you’re laying it on thick,” said Amy, but she
laughed again. She wasn’t in Laura’s league, but the man didn’t seem to mind,
or notice.


“Your turn,” he said.


“Okay, I’ll play.” Amy toyed with her glass, not
looking at him, pretending to consider. “Two people, sitting together, in an
exotic room filled with testosterone and hormones. Available. The obvious is
going to happen.”


The man cocked his head. “Interesting. Is that what you
were thinking? Or what you believe I was thinking?”


Maybe it was her conversation with Laura, maybe it
was the drinks. Amy was feeling reckless and confident all at once. “Does it
matter?” she asked, her voice a whisper.


The man smiled, exuding his own confidence. He stood
up and held out his hand. Not a handshake. An invitation.


Amy hesitated less time than she wanted to, less
time than she should have. She slipped her hand into his. “What’s your name?”
she asked, wanting to know more, wanting to know less.


“Does it matter?” he replied.


 


 


 


The keycard flicked through the slot, and
as he reached past her to push the door open his scent flowed over her, a
mixture of woodsy soap, or perhaps an exotic cologne, combined with a hint of excited
perspiration, all of it screaming manliness. Amy’s legs shook, she hadn’t been
this close to a man in forever, not a man who obviously had something on his
mind beyond delivering boxes to her front door or fixing her car.


This was the moment to make a decision, before she
entered the room. There was still time to escape, to walk, or run if needed,
down the hall, to hop in her six year old SUV and go back home to her empty
bed.


She hadn’t hooked up with a guy, a stranger, since. . .ever.
As in never. A little dancing, a little groping, a kiss or two. Nothing that
resulted in clothes being removed, certainly not a hotel room.


She still didn’t know his name.


If he said a word, if he asked her why she was
hesitating, if he made some comment about, well, anything, she would have
turned away. Run, even. Yet he said nothing, she couldn’t even see his face,
just his arm, and the half open door.


And because of that, because he didn’t speak, she
stepped inside. Now the thrill was on her, in her, she had been picked up by a
handsome stranger. Every woman’s fantasy.


Laura had said to have fun. 


Amy turned to him as the door closed, the room dark,
and didn’t wait for him, didn’t wait to see whether she’d be awkward or what he
would do to move things along. Instead she reached for him, her fingers
grasping his wonderful arms, and pressed her lips against his in the dark.


His slight hesitation told Amy she had surprised
him, and she smiled, a little mystery of her own. After all, he didn’t know her
name either. He didn’t know who she was. She could be a woman on the prowl, she
could be an escort, or she could be a divorced mother of two who hadn’t been
with a man in over a year.


He didn’t need to know.


She kissed him hard, probing, and her intensity
overcame his doubts, if he had any at all. He was a good kisser. Even as Amy
realized it wasn’t a kiss of lust, it was more of a kiss of experience, still
she reveled in it. She’d always felt that the first kiss would tell you if this
was a man you could get serious with. Tonight, she forced that idea aside, just
as he forced her lips open with his tongue.


He turned her against the door, taking charge, the
move strong without being forceful. Amy pulled him toward her, taking part in
her own taking. His chest pressed against hers, her breasts bound against her.


Her tongue was in his mouth, her body conveying its
pent up hunger. Part of her warned her of the dangers, yet there was something
about the darkness of the room that made her push the thoughts away. This is
a dream, a fantasy. It will be okay. It will turn out the way I want it to. . .


He broke the kiss, leaving her breathless. His lips
found her neck, just below her ear. She shook, caught between sensitivity and
arousal. She vaguely wondered if this is how he did it with all the women he
had, for she was certain he had plenty. But right now she didn’t care.


Would he realize how few men she’d been with?


Would that make her more appealing, or less?


He grasped her jacket and pulled it down over her
arms, trapping her, forcing her breasts out at him. A moment of panic was
overwhelmed by a desire to be desirable, her chest heaving, her breath coming
in small gasps that even in the dark he must have heard.


He let go her jacket, her arms locked at her sides.
The sliver of light under the door lit up her blouse in a soft glow, a
candlelight of clothing. His hands fell away, and she swayed, her back against
the door holding her up, her feet twisting in her high heels, able to move but
not wanting to, waiting to see what he would do. 


What she would do.


Her eyes had adjusted to the dim light, he was a
silhouette, he could be anybody. His head bent, his lips on her neck, his
tongue sliding down, down, down, between her breasts. Without warning his mouth
clamped over her nipple and she gasped as he took a mouthful of her breast,
blouse and bra and all. She was being groped by his mouth, a squalid yet erotic
massage, silk and cotton and teat all mashed together with his lips and tongue.
Her nipple hardened instantly, fighting with the fabric to be noticed, to get
as much of his focus as possible. No man had ever taken her this way.


Amy grabbed the back of his head, feeling decadent,
yet loving it, his surety, his aggressiveness, his disdain for small talk. She
hated both tentativeness and sleazy groping, this was neither, this was a man
taking what he wanted from a woman who wanted it. 


Even though she hadn’t known until this minute that
she had wanted it. Certainly not this way.


In disbelief Amy felt his hot breath on her skin.
His mouth expertly had opened a button on her blouse, then two. She arched her
back, missing his mouth on her teat, and was rewarded with his tongue slipping
under her bra, onto the other breast. Thank god for the dark, she hadn’t
dressed for a date, she had on an everyday plain bra and panties.


Panties. Would this go that far?


She half panicked again, she hadn’t planned for
this, she wasn’t on birth control, she didn’t have condoms, god would she be
able to stop him, either physically or mentally if he tried to be inside her?
She hadn’t had a man inside her in so long, the last hard thing in her pussy
had been a bottle. . .


Her nipple puffed in his mouth, and she moaned, another
weakness, a man who knew just the right amount of suck, that narrow edge
between gentleness and the hint of pain, pulling, kneading, making her think of
milk and pregnancy and babies and how they were made.


Without thinking, or perhaps because of what she was
thinking, her fingers, still half trapped at her sides, stretched toward his
crotch, feeling for his cock, finding hardness, tantalizing. He shifted to one
side, and her grateful fingers wrapped around his stiffness, using her fingers
to mimic what his lips had done on her breasts, rubbing him through the
terrible fabric which kept his skin from her.


He twisted the other way, pushing his cock into her
other hand, and without taking his tongue from her teat he pulled down her
jacket. It fell to the floor behind her, a petal of her flower plucked.


She wrapped her hand around his cock, his hardness
proof of his desire for her. She stroked his shaft, and he responded by pulling
at her breast with his lips and then releasing it, again and again, jerking off
her nipple. Amy’s eyes opened wide, no man had ever made her come just by
sucking on her, yet the heat in her belly suggested it just might be possible.


She stroked him harder, urging on his tongue, and
now he groaned into her, the first sound he had made. His cock surged, his
layers of clothing doing nothing to block his heat. A different warmth spread
over her, the excitement of getting a man off. 


Would he be content with that, a handjob, being
jerked off in his pants?


She didn’t get a chance to find out. His head
dropped down, leaving her gasping at the loss of his lips. In response his
hands were on her, one on each breast, as he dropped to his knees, the
roughness of the stubble on his chin scraping across her belly, her pussy. Her
legs closed reflexively, but he did not pull away, instead he pressed his head
against her thighs, smoothly but persistently. 


She succumbed to his desire, to hers, and opened her
legs.


The stranger was no stranger to what he was doing.
His kisses were planted expertly on her mound, his mouth nibbling at her folds
right through her panties, avoiding her clit yet teasing it out. Even as Amy
recognized his measured attempt to slowly arouse her she arched her back and
pushed her hips forward, hungry now, well beyond arousal. 


Perhaps sensing her impatience the stranger turned
his head, the tip of his tongue flicking along her inner thighs. Amy wanted to
pull his head back to her pussy but instead spread her legs farther apart, her
heels catching on the carpet, twisting her legs awkwardly. The heels could snap
off for all she cared, all that mattered now was his mouth, where it was, where
it would go.


He turned his head again, somehow her panties were
moved aside, and his hair grazed her swollen clit. She jumped, banging her head
against the door, his unexpected touch so silky soft in comparison to the hard
wood. Hair that felt like soft lips, familiar lips. Laura’s lips.


Amy shook her head against the door, her own hair
catching, pulling. No, not Laura, Laura was on her mind because Amy had just
seen her, nothing else. It was a handsome man between her legs, not a
woman.


The mouth between her legs slipped under her panties
to her pussy, the kiss on her clit direct yet at the same time incredibly
gentle. Like a woman’s kiss. Amy had only kissed a woman once, drunkenly on a
dare, not like this, no lips had ever felt so beautiful, so caring, so pretty.
Another gentle kiss, probing, gently demanding. Amy’s folds opened in response,
her clit pushing out, a tongue to meet the lips. 


Was she drunk now? Was that Laura between her legs,
not a man?


Amy was never good at leaving things alone, she
should have just gone with it, a man or a woman, what difference did it make,
here in the dark? A fantasy didn’t make her a lesbian or bisexual, she didn’t
need to embark on a gender soul searching, all she had to do was enjoy it.


Yet she could no longer picture the stranger, only
Laura. She looked down, her skirt was hiked up, blocking her view. She wanted
it to be the stranger, that was her fantasy. Her reality.


She wanted it to be Laura.


What was wrong with her, screwing up her reality
with an unbidden fantasy? 


The kiss turned to a long, delicious flow of a
tongue, Amy’s mixed thoughts combating her pleasure. With an effort she set her
hands on the shoulders, pushed them away, and slid along the floor to her
knees.


One sure way to get her head straight.


She found her goal, his mouth, her tongue snaking
in, the taste of herself overwhelming. Her eyes were closed, to prolong the
fantasy just a little longer.


His whiskers grazed her chin, that should have been
enough to set her mind at ease, but she needed the ultimate proof. “My turn,”
she said, and pushed upward on his torso.


He stood, and Amy quickly unbuckled his belt, her
mouth already on him, no hesitation, needing the evidence of his manhood. She
yanked down his pants and underwear in one pull, his cock jumping at her face. Her
lips grasped it like a lifeline, dragging her back to the present, her handsome
stranger. Not Laura, not the woman she might be working with. Just an honest to
goodness hard cock.


Which she sucked, skipping all the preliminaries, no
kissing and mouthing and nibbling and all the other ministrations she might
have performed to show a man how important he was, how much she wanted it to
last. Instead she jerked him off with her lips and hands, in a hurry now,
needing even more proof of his manliness, wanting what only a man could give.


His hands grasped the back of her head, her
willingness perhaps too much for his own deft lovemaking. Amy felt for his
sacks with her fingers, willing them to fill with what only a man could create.
Seed.


Even in the dark she could tell he had a good cock,
smooth, nice and thick, thick enough that she had to open her mouth wide. Not
the longest she’d seen, nothing like the cock of the guy Syd had sucked. . .


Syd. What made her think of him? First Laura,
and now Syd. She’d had her fantasies of sucking on Syd, at least before she’d
caught him and his lover or boyfriend or fuck buddy in the pool. Or was it suck
buddy?


The one with the huge cock, Syd’s mouth on it, just
as hers was now on this cock. She’d watched Syd take that cock deep, and
instinctively she mirrored Syd’s action, her head moving forward, the hands in
her hair along for the ride, and then urging her forward. And just as she had
every time she’d fantasized about Syd sucking that cock, her hand went to her
pussy, already soaked, almost dripping. Her finger dipped in, first one, then
two, running the wetness over her desperate clit, the juices smoothing, for a
second dulling the sensitivity, almost like a wet kiss. A kiss like Laura might
give.


Amy moaned from deep in her belly, the animalistic
sound setting off a chain reaction, the shaft in her mouth swelling, just as
the cock had no doubt swelled in Syd’s mouth. Her fingers spun circles on her
clit, Laura licking her into a frenzy, the woman so attuned to Amy that she
knew exactly where and when to drive her tongue, the instant the cock exploded
in Amy’s mouth, Amy swallowing, just as Syd would have swallowed, she was
certain of it. Laura’s tongue pushed into her pussy, Amy’s orgasm slamming her
into the door, Laura milking her juices just as Amy milked the shaft even as
she collapsed onto the floor, into the waiting arms of a man and a woman not in
the room.


 


 


Amy waited anxiously outside of Mr.
Everly’s office at Sky Haven. Laura’s call had come two weeks after their
interview, long enough that Amy was sure she’d been rejected. Laura had said
the delay was due to a background check, and was Amy still interested in
meeting the general manager?


Amy was tongue tied on the phone, just hearing
Laura’s voice. Since the hook up with the stranger she had fantasized again and
again about that night, as much about Laura and Syd as about the stranger.


The stranger had slipped his card into Amy’s hand as
she had straightened her clothes and escaped the room. She hadn’t looked at the
card, shoving it in her purse.


But she hadn’t thrown it out, either.


Even now, when she should have been thinking about
her upcoming interview, about being calm and focused and professional for her
meeting with Mr. Everly, she couldn’t keep her mind off of that night. It was
the most exciting experience she’d had in—perhaps ever.


The outer door opened, and Amy’s eyes shot in that
direction, half hoping, half dreading, it would be Laura. Instead, it was just
a messenger dropping off mail for Mr. Everly’s secretary.


A secretary who, as it turned out, fit every
stereotype of the beautiful bombshell: young, large breasts, long blond hair,
form fitting dress, toned legs, even the librarian glasses. Every stereotype
but one: in the brief conversation she’d had with Amy, it was clear the woman
was no bimbo.


Amy had struggled over what to wear, finally
settling on a different version of what she had on when she had met Laura: a
dark skirt, this one gray with a tiny herringbone pattern, a light blue blouse,
and the same fitted jacket. She’d gone with slightly lower heels, pumps.
Pantyhose, which she hated.


The door finally opened, and the man in the doorway
was another stereotype, right out of general manager central casting: middle
aged, tanned, tall, wearing a dark navy double breasted suit. His eyes were
blue and welcoming.


“Amy, come in, sorry to keep you waiting.” His voice
had the slightest hint of an accent, perhaps northern European. He reeked of
money and prestige.


He held the door for Amy and gestured to a seat, not
in front of his broad desk, but in a corner of the office, two lounge chairs
facing each other.


“Can I get you anything? Coffee, tea?”


“No thank you.”


He waited until Amy was seated, and then took the
other chair, a man relaxed in his space. He didn’t speak again right away, but
gave Amy a thorough once over, not in a leering way, but the way a buyer might
appraise a piece of art.


Or a broken down house with potential.


Oddly, the visual examination did not bother Amy as
much as she thought it might, or as much as she expected it might under another
circumstance. She tried to relax, sitting slightly forward.


Finally he nodded. “I see what Laura saw in you.”


Amy couldn’t help but ask: “You can tell that by
looking?”


“I was referring only to the physical. Of course,
she told me a lot about you as well.”


He paused, and Amy’s breathing quickened. What had
Laura said? Had she shared Amy’s secret story? Amy fought the urge to ask,
struggling not to react.


After long moments, Mr. Everly finally said, “You
have a level of self control.”


Amy let out a quiet breath. “Is that good?”


“It depends on what you are doing.”


Amy wasn’t sure what that meant so she kept her
mouth shut. 


He leaned forward. “Tell me why you want to join our
team.”


Amy had practiced this response. “From what Laura
tells me, it is a great place to work. You provide an experience that people
really want. That must require a great level of attention from your staff, and
excellent customer service. I appreciate that and believe I can help.”


“Why? What is it about you specifically that might
be a good fit for us?”


“I’ve had good service and not so good service, and
know that the difference is often as much a factor of the person serving you as
it is the company or the product.”


“Have you ever been to a high end resort?”


“Just once. But the concept is the same whether you
are at a grocery store or an expensive spa; it’s all about the customer.”


Everly smiled. “That’s a good answer.” He leaned
forward even more, the tips of his fingers almost grazing Amy’s knees. “But how
will you provide this service? What are you willing to do?”


Here it comes, thought Amy. He’s going to
ask if I’m willing to put out for him. Will he expect a blowjob right here?



A little voice in her head whispered: At least
you know his name. Not like the last man whose cock you sucked. . .


Would it really be so bad if it came to that? Have
sex with a handsome man to get the job she so desperately needed?


Amy realized she was leaning forward, perhaps
instinctively mimicking his posture, perhaps drawn to his virile magnetism. Was
this a test? What was the answer he was looking for?


“I’m willing to—do whatever is appropriate,” she
said.


He didn’t move, still so close she could see his
nostrils flare when he breathed. His eyes held hers for a long time. 


Finally, he leaned back in his chair and smiled, as
much with his eyes as his lips. “Yes, I believe you will.”


 


 


Ten days later, Amy examined herself in the
mirror of the Sky Haven staff locker room, nicer than any staff room Amy had
ever been in. She had been given a dark blue, slightly pinstriped suit which
fit her perfectly. The skirt was cut just above the knee. The blouse, also
supplied by the resort, was off white. She’d been told to wear black pumps. A
small logo on the jacket breast pocket was the only indication that she was in
a uniform.


But a uniform it was, no different from any other
outfit you might see at a high end chain hotel. 


Amy adjusted the skirt one last time, then followed
the others to an adjoining room, where chairs were laid out presentation room
style.


There were six other new employees, four men and two
women. Each women wore the same outfit as she did, the men in the same blazers.
The youngest appeared to be in his early thirties. Amy thought she was the
oldest, but two of the other women had such flawless skin and well toned arms
they could have just looked younger than they were, especially a stunning Asian
woman who made the uniform look like it belonged on a fashion runway.


The woman at the front of the room was similarly
dressed. “Good morning. My name is Mattie Sinclair. I’m in charge of employee
initiation and I’m here to see that you all get off on the right foot.”


The woman went on to talk about Sky Haven. “Above
all, no matter what job you do, always remember that we are here to serve our
guests. That is paramount. There will be times when you will be unsure of what
you should do; we cannot prepare you for every single situation. If in doubt,
assume that the guest is right. Never disagree or argue with a guest. If you
don’t feel you are in a position to resolve the situation, then assure the guest
you have heard their issue, and get help from a manager. Even if the guest
turns out to have unrealistic expectations—which is rarely even possible at Sky
Haven—you will never be faulted by management for looking out for our guests.”


One of the women asked, “What if they make an
unreasonable request?”


Mattie shook her head. “Our customers pay exorbitant
prices to stay here. There are no unreasonable requests. There may be
requests we cannot satisfy—and in very few cases, decide not to satisfy—but
those are rare exceptions. At your level, it’s not your job to decide about
those. That’s what the managers are for. As time goes on, you’ll gain more
experience.”


Mattie looked around the room. “You’ve probably
worked in many different environments. There are a multitude of ways to measure
performance. Think of the people you have worked with who stood out. I bet they
have similar characteristics. It’s not that they work hard; in fact, some of
them don’t seem to be working hard at all. It’s that they get the job done the
right way. They go the extra mile, they have a can do attitude. This is how you
will be judged. In short, if you treat the guests the way you would want to be
treated, if you go out of your way to see that they get what they not only
expect, but even more than they expect, you will do very well here. This
will mean not only advancement, but generous bonuses.”


Amy had heard versions of this message from other
bosses, although perhaps not with the added benefit of bonuses. It still
sounded a little grandiose, although she got the part about treating the
customers the way she’d want to be treated. She hadn’t even seen the guest
rooms yet, but if the elegant lobby she’d walked through on her brief tour was
any indication, Sky Haven was no doubt very expensive.


The resort was on the top twelve floors of a high
rise building that looked like any other in the city. Amy had passed by it a
few times, assuming it was an office building. And it was, from the front.
She’d been told to enter from the rear entrance, where a guard had examined her
identification and checked a list before letting her drive into the underground
parking garage. There, instead of the usual dingy stairway, was a well lit
lobby, where her id was again checked. She was given a pass card and pointed to
an elevator, which had taken her to the twentieth floor. The elevator had
opened not on a guest lobby, but near the employee locker room. She’d been
instructed to change there into her uniform; the resort was so exclusive that
the employees were not allowed to wear their uniforms outside the premises.


Amy perked up when the woman started talking
specifics. “All new employees do what we call the rotation. We want you to know
exactly what it takes to service our guests, from every possible vantage point.
So that you understand what all the employees do, and can therefore call upon
your knowledge of how to satisfy customer needs, each of you will work for a
few weeks in different roles. This will also help us determine where you will
best fit longer term.”


Mattie glanced at her clipboard. “I have your
initial assignments here. Remember, this isn’t indicative of your full time
job, think of it as extended training, an investment we are making in you. You
may think some of these jobs are boring or lowly. Do not make that mistake. There
are no unimportant jobs here. Whether you are at the front desk or cleaning
rooms, it’s all part of the experience for the guest. Now, I’ll break you into
pairs of two. Lisa, you and Amy will be in food service. . .”


Amy tuned out. Food service? Would she be cooking?
In this outfit?


 


 


A week later, Amy had finished her first
rotation in food service—which hadn’t been as bad as she had been expecting—and
was now starting her first day in accounting. Barely an hour into her day she
already had a headache. She simply hated working with numbers.


It wasn’t that she was bad at math, she was rather
adept. She had to be, otherwise she would have gone broke. After the divorce,
she’d been forced to learn how to budget, and perhaps that is why she’d grown
to hate anything to do with keeping track of money. It just reminded her of her
own dire situation.


Which had, though, taken on a slightly positive
note. Her first paycheck was safely in the bank. Well, it was already spent,
used to catch up on the most pressing of the bills. But Amy had practically
cried when she had opened the envelope. Even the tax deductions hadn’t bothered
her. 


And the amount, more than she’d been expecting. Not
big money, but very far on the other side of the minimum wage she’d earned at
practically every other job she had. With the promise of more to come, if she
did well.


The resort accountant, who looked like a younger
version of Mr. Everly—apparently Sky Haven’s policy of hiring good looking
people extended to the back office—was explaining how the accounting department
was much more than just invoices and payments to vendors. Above all, secrecy
was key. There were rigorous policies for protecting customer confidentiality;
in fact, the guests were identified only by number in the system, with a cross
reference to names that only a few senior staff members had access to.


Not for the first time, Amy wondered about the
customers. She’d yet to meet a single guest. In fact, she’d only seen a few, on
her second tour of the hotel. Crossing the lobby, she’d watched two couples,
who appeared to be together, checking in. It looked like any other hotel check
in, a bellhop standing by the luggage, efficient. The couples looked like any
other couples, maybe a little more attractive, but nothing else to set them
apart.


In the food service rotation, she’d mainly learned
how to set a room service cart and the ins and outs of delivering food. Not
that she had delivered any; it was all practice, in front of a manager who
pretended he was a guest; there was even a model guest room. The manager went
through dozens of iterations of what could go wrong, drilling in to the new hires
how to think on their feet to solve any possible problem.


When Amy had asked about doing a real guest
delivery, the manager had said something surprising: the trainees still had to
prove that they were capable of dealing directly with guests. The implication
was clear: some would never be on the front line, others would wash out.


Amy was determined not to be one of those. 


So far it had been nowhere like the glamorous job
that she had imagined, rubbing shoulders with the rich and famous in a posh
environment. But rich was overrated, as she knew from her in-laws, and she
didn’t really care about famous other than reading about them now and then.
Other than that, she just wanted to keep the job, already thinking about what
bills she might be able to pay off with her next paycheck.


 The manager told Amy she had a good head for
accounting. It wasn’t exactly what she wanted to hear, but it wouldn’t be the
end of the world.


Amy wondered what kind of money the accountants made
. . .


 


 


At the end of the week, Amy was changing
out of her outfit in the staff locker room. She was alone except for Li, the
tall Chinese woman she’d started with. They’d changed up the rotation teams,
and Amy had been with Li all week, although had barely exchanged ten words with
her, other than pleasantries.


“God, I hope I don’t get stuck in accounting,” said
Li, as she stripped off her uniform.


“It wasn’t bad,” said Amy. “I’ve worked in far worse
places.”


“It’s not that,” said Li. “I just want to work with
the guests. I’m just much better with people.”


“I heard it may be a while yet,” said Amy. 


Li had changed into a flattering silky dress and was
putting on new makeup in the mirror. “They told me I’d be moving on soon.”


“Oh, really?” Amy tried to hide her disappointment.
No one had said a word to her. She thought she’d been doing okay, but who knew?


Li puckered her lips as she did her lipstick. “Yes,
based on my prior experience. I’m only going through the rotation to learn
about how they do things here.”


“Prior experience?” asked Amy.


“I’ve been in guest services before,” said Li, but
didn’t elaborate.


“I haven’t even met any guests,” joked Amy.
“Except those few people checking in we saw on the tour.”


Li turned to her like she was sharing a secret.
“There are guests, and there are guests. Those were just the lower floor
guests.”


“Lower floor guests?”


“The VIP rooms,” said Li, pointing upward, “are on
the top floors. Sky Haven doesn’t just let anyone up there. They have to make
sure only the right guests get the full experience.”


“Isn’t that anyone who can afford it?”


“Not at all. I’m not sure what you were led to
believe, but this isn’t some playpen for any random rich people. Sky Haven
relies on discretion, why do you think there’s all this secrecy? But that goes
both ways. The guests have to understand this as well. The resort can’t have
people blabbing about the place, it would ruin the reputation.”


Amy wondered how Li knew all this, but it all made
sense. “What goes on up there, on the top floors?”


Li gave her a mysterious smile. “I have my
suspicions, but I can’t wait to find out for sure.” She turned back to the
mirror, gave her dazzling reflection a final once over, and said to Amy: “I’m
off to practice. Have a great night!”


Amy finished changing in the empty room, wondering
what on earth Li was talking about.


 


 


A month later, and Amy was at the end of
her second week of what was euphemistically referred to as room review.
This basically meant going into an empty guest room just before the guests were
meant to arrive to make sure everything was perfect. The prior week, the
training manager had tested her by messing up the room in multiple ways. Most
were easy to spot, a missing bath towel, or the bed covers creased. But others
were far more subtle: the television volume set so that when it was first
turned on it blared, the electronic clock set to PM instead of AM.


Amy was good at detail, and had done well on this
rotation. She felt pretty good, after all, she hadn’t been fired. Though the
work wasn’t exciting, each paycheck brought another thrill.


Yet nothing was definite. Already three of the new
hires who had started with her were gone. Amy didn’t ask, but figured they
hadn’t worked out and had been let go. Li was gone from the rotation as well,
but Amy had seen her once in the employee garage, Amy just leaving, Li coming
in, although it was already six in the evening. Li was dressed like she had
just been on a date or was going to one, an elegant black dress, glittering
jewelry that looked real, her hair stunning. She’d given Amy a little wink and
a smile.


Yet even with the uncertainty, Amy couldn’t help but
imagine what she might do with a raise if she got the full time job. Get her
credit cards under control, send some extra money to her kids. Maybe even treat
herself to a nice manicure.


She also couldn’t help but wonder about what went on
in the top floor rooms. It was like a mystery gift box sitting under the tree,
it was hard not to speculate what was in it.


Was Li working the top floor now? What on earth went
on up there?


So far, Amy had seen nothing of what Laura had
portrayed. Amy had come across a few more guests, and had now seen the spa
rooms, the gym, the pool. It looked simply like a very nice resort, though she
still hadn’t been on the top floors at all.


On her final day of room review, Amy was left alone
with the task of reviewing half a dozen rooms. No manager trailing her; she was
to work on her own and report back within an hour.


She moved quickly through the rooms; there were only
so many things you could mess up. Two of the rooms had no problems at all, Amy
smiling, thinking how that was probably meant to drive her crazy, wasting time
looking for a phantom problem.


She had a full twenty minutes left. Her first
instinct was to rush back to the manager to prove how fast she was. She entered
the stairway, which led to the staff elevator. The stairs leading up pulled at
her. She’d never been higher than this level. Up those stairs were the VIP
rooms.


Dare she?


A little peak should certainly be okay. All she
wanted to do was see if the floor looked different in any way.


Though she tiptoed, her heels clicked on the
concrete stairs, echoing faintly. At the second landing she paused with her
hand on the door. She decided she’d just brazenly walk in; if a manager was
there, she could just pretend that she’d lost track of what floor she was on;
if a guest, she’d just smile and walk by.


There was no one in the hallway. It didn’t look that
much different from the floors below; the rug darker and deeper, the lighting
more subdued. But still just a hotel hallway.


Somewhat disappointed, Amy entered the hallway. She
still had plenty of time.


The room doors were nicer than the ones downstairs,
burnished oak. At the third door she froze; it was ajar. No sound came from
within. She relaxed slightly, maybe it had just been cleaned.


Still, the scare was enough to bring her back to her
senses. She was just about to escape to the stairs when hushed voices drifted
from the far end, near where the halls crossed. A woman in a hotel uniform
appeared from the other hallway, pushing a room service tray. She was looking
back over her shoulder, talking to someone.


Amy panicked. Running into a staff person would be
worse than running into a guest. She turned to run for the stairway, realizing
how foolish and suspicious that would look. 


The open room door was right there. . .


She slipped into the room, her eyes darting
everywhere, words forming on her lips with an excuse, an apology.


The room was empty.


She stood just to the side of the doorway, half
listening for the sound of the room service cart. The rest of her attention was
on the room.


And what an odd room it was. There was a bed, but
instead of being against a wall, it was in the middle of the room. Along the
wall where the bed would normally be there were three large television screens.
Beneath the screens was a row of electronics: DVD players and joysticks. Next
to the bed were two dark green leather lounge chairs, facing the televisions.
On the same wall was a closed door which probably led to either the next
bedroom or a sitting room.


A game room, maybe? For the guests on the floor? Is
that why the door had been left ajar?


She let out a little laugh. Maybe all the talk about
the VIP floors was nothing but that, talk, marketing bullshit for the guests,
or more likely, the staff. Make them think there was some big deal to working
upstairs. Yes, the rugs and furnishings were nicer  than the other floors, but
other than the odd location of the bed and the multiple televisions, it was
just a hotel room.


Or maybe there were VIP guests here, and for some
reason they came to watch porn. That was the deep dark secret, couples escaping
to watch porn.


Amy couldn’t hear anything from the hallway. The
room service women must have been going down the cross hall. Amy wandered
through the room, checking it to see if there were any clues as to its real use.



A peek in the drawer of the credenza confirmed her
suspicions. Row upon row of porn DVDs were arranged in sections, carefully
marked by genre. Twosomes. Threesomes. Gay. Interracial. Bisexual. Hotwife.


What on earth was hotwife?


Amy wondered why people who could afford to pay to
stay here wouldn’t just watch their porn at home on their own expensive
systems? Or maybe it was a place for hookups and affairs?


Amy had seen enough. She had to get back soon
anyway. 


She turned to the door and froze. A man was standing
in the open doorway, watching her. Amy’s mouth opened, but no sounds came out.
She didn’t recognize him, he must have been a guest. He was average height, a
little on the slender side, with dark longish blond hair and a trim goatee. He
was dressed casually, in a nice polo and pressed slacks. A tattoo peaked out on
his right bicep. He was handsome in a rough sort of way, his stern demeanor at
odds with his attire, as if he normally wore biker leather and had dressed up
to come to the hotel.


His blue eyes were hard to read, penetrating, yet
Amy was unclear if he was angry. Just tell him you are a room checker,
she thought. It’s the truth, sort of.


He said, “I didn’t order a woman.”


What did that mean? Amy tried to smile, eyeing the
open door behind him. “I was just—”


“The service is slipping,” he said. He eyed her from
head to toe. “Although you certainly are good enough in the looks department.
What’s with the uniform, though?”


Amy wondered if she’d wandered into another
dimension. “I’m sorry. I was just leaving.”


A thud from the wall, and a muffled squeal, so
quickly suffocated by the thick walls and rug that Amy might have imagined it.


“They’re getting started,” said the man. “I don’t
want to miss the beginning.” He closed the door and crossed the room, grabbing
a remote from the credenza. “Help me get these going.”


“What? I don’t. . .”


But the man wasn’t paying any attention to Amy. Two
screens popped on at once. Amy had sidled away, intent on making her escape, her
training about the guest always being right flying out the window, shocked the
man was going to start some porno flick with her there, yet she still couldn’t
help but look at the screen.


The image showed two men and a woman. Fully dressed,
thankfully. The woman had her arms around one of the men and was kissing him
passionately. Behind her, the other man, who was black, looked on with
interest. The woman had flowing blond hair and light skin, which stood out in
stark contrast to the black man, whose head was shaven to a sheen.


The woman broke from the kiss, turned directly
toward the camera, and said, “If he fucks like he kisses, this is going to be a
really, really good night.”


That’s it, thought Amy. I’m out of here.


The guest sat down in one of the lounge chairs,
focused on the screen. Amy had made it halfway across the room when he said,
“Bring me a beer and a pitcher of ice water. Once this gets moving I’m not
going to get up.”


Amy hesitated. He obviously thought she was a
personal staff member. Is this what went on in the VIP rooms? Staff people
brought drinks while men watched porn?


She was desperately torn. She needed to leave, but
on the other hand, if she walked out now, the guest would no doubt complain,
and she’d have way more explaining to do to her manager than just about being
late.


She hurried over to the mini bar, grabbed a beer,
poured it into a glass, cracked the small ice cubes out of the tray, and filled
a pitcher from the minibar sink.


She returned to the man, trying to keep her eyes off
the screen, but she couldn’t help but hear the audio. 


“You kiss just as good,” said the woman. 


“That’s not all I do good,” said the other voice, no
doubt the black man.


The woman laughed, then the sounds of more kissing.
Amy set the drinks down on the table next to the man, who glanced up and said,
“Nothing for you?”


“No, if there is nothing else you need now, I’ll
just—”


“Just sit over there,” said the guest, waving toward
the other lounge chair. “I’ll let you know when I need you, I don’t want to
finish prematurely.” He gave a little laugh like he’d made a joke.


“You want me to just sit here?” asked Amy in
disbelief.


“If you like what you see you can, you know, do what
you need to, just not too loud, okay? I want to hear everything. This is her
first time with two men.”


He’s a weirdo, thought Amy. Like people who
thought soap operas were real, he thought that these porn actors were real
life. He probably had some infatuation with the blonde star.


Who right now was kissing the white guy again. The
man on the video was dressed similarly to the guest in the room with Amy, like
a preppy college kid, the proverbial handsome star quarterback. Amy now
realized the blond woman was much older than the men, she was in her early
forties. The two younger men were in very good shape, muscular.  Both were
impossibly handsome, unlike any other actor Amy had seen in a porno. Not that
she’d seen many. Maybe she should have.


The blond woman moaned into her kiss. She was wearing
a form fitting summery dress that showed off her curvy figure. The college boy,
as Amy thought of him, ran his hand down her back and brazenly grabbed her
butt.


The man in the room with Amy muttered, “Don’t rush
it.”


“Nice ass,” said college boy.


The woman on the screen moved her own hand onto his
ass. “You too. Tight buns, I like that.”


Amy stood there, feeling foolish. She was flailing
around for a way to make an exit without getting herself in trouble or making
the resort look bad, since the guest obviously thought she was part of some
deal he had made, or had made in the past. 


“Sit down, you’re making me nervous,” he said.


Amy took one look at the door, her hopes dashed. She
was in it now.


She sat on the edge of the chair, rather primly, not
that it mattered, the guest wasn’t really looking at her. On the screen, the
woman was now kissing the black man again. She had both her hands on his ass,
pulling him toward her, crushing her breasts into his chest.


The black man’s large hands were on the woman’s back,
almost engulfing her. She wasn’t big, but she wasn’t petite either, his arms
were just so muscular. He took one ass cheek in each hand and pulled her even
closer.


The woman turned, as if speaking toward the college
boy, or perhaps the screen, and said, “Hard in the front and the back.”


“You do that to me,” said the black man. 


“That’s not all I’m going to do to you,” said the
woman. She reached down and ran her hand over the black man’s crotch.


“She’s such a slut,” muttered the guest.


Amy was inclined to agree, although she wasn’t sure
if a porn star was really a slut. It was a job, wasn’t it? Now if Amy herself
had been in that scene, that would be pretty slutty for her.


And suddenly that image was in her head, Amy on the
other side of the camera, with those two men, in what looked like a hotel room.
Kissing each of them, having their hands on her ass. She normally didn’t go for
the clean cut college boy look, but he was doing it for her. The other guy she
might have drooled over in real life. She’d never been with a black man, the
opportunity just never came up.


Amy squirmed in the seat, a hot flush running along
her arms. She glanced over at the guest, embarrassed, but he wasn’t looking at
her at all. Actually, he was more her type, at least physically,
although it was hard to separate how he looked from what she now knew about
whatever this kink was of his.


The blonde was kissing the black man again. He had
let go her ass and now had his hands on her breasts. “No bra,” said the black
man.


The woman looked down at his hands. “Why waste time
taking it off?” 


“Well then,” said college boy, “this might help.” He
reached over and slipped the straps of her dress down her arms.


The woman said, “Let’s not rush things,” but made no
attempt to push the straps back up.


“I can’t wait for those,” said college boy, eying
her breasts.


“You’ll get yours,” said the woman.


“You bet I will.”


The woman smiled at him and reached for his crotch.
She was now rubbing both of them, one with each hand. Their erections were as
clear as day.


The camera zoomed in, Amy catching a movement out of
the corner of her eye. The guest had his hand in his lap, out of sight behind
the high arm of the chair. It was moving. 


Oh my god, thought Amy. He’s touching
himself. She turned away quickly. When she looked back at the wall, another
screen was lit, this one showing the entire room, the other one showing the
close up of the woman’s hand.


A thought nagged at Amy, but her eyes were drawn to
the woman’s hand. She wore a huge diamond ring on her left hand. And a wedding
ring. The hand that was wrapped around the very substantial erection in college
boy’s pants. An erection so large it looked fake. It had to be fake. 


The woman was married. Well, okay, in the
movie, maybe. The diamond was so big it had to be fake too.


What kind of man would want to fantasize about a
porn star who was married? wouldn’t that mean she was taken, off limits, a
woman he could not have for himself?


The black man grabbed the blonde’s straps and yanked
them down all the way. The woman’s breasts, large, full, like she’d just given
birth, burst out into the black man’s waiting hands. She grabbed the back of
his head and pulled him down into her cleavage.


He laughed, letting her have her way, nuzzling
between her breasts. She cradled his head even as she continued to massage
college boy’s stiff erection.


The black man twisted his head and covered a nipple
with his mouth. The woman threw back her head in delight as he sucked her
breast.


Amy’s own nipple stiffened as she watched. She’d
never been so turned on by porn before, and of all places, sitting next to a
stranger. The movie seemed so much like what might happen in real life,
especially since there was none of that stupid pounding music in most porn
films. Or maybe Amy was just imagining what she would have liked to happen to
her, two men wanting her that much, and being so uninhibited she could talk
dirty and still get aroused even in front of a camera.


Just as she had been aroused flashing her breasts to
a street full of men in New Orleans.


The black man pulled off the nipple with a
resounding suckling sound, the woman letting out a little yelp, gazing down at
her very swollen, very red teat. But instead of complaining she pulled the
black man back to her breast.


“You like it hard, don’t you,” said the black man.


“I like everything hard.”


“Let’s make it twice as hard then,” said the college
boy, bending to her other breast and pulling at her nipple with his teeth.


“Oww, oww, ooh, ooh.” The woman’s protestations
turned to moans of pleasure.


Amy’s hand went instinctively to her own breasts,
protectively, yet wondering what it would feel like to be suckled that hard.
Would she enjoy it? No man had sucked her that hard, she’d never let them.


Certainly not two men at the same time.


Both men pulled away, leaving the blonde panting,
her nipples elongated and ruby red, the second screen zooming in for a close
up.


“Tease,” said the woman.


“No one’s stopping you from doing anything,” said
the black man.


The woman threw a quick look at the camera. It
wasn’t a porn star look, no licking of her lips, no pouting, it was more like
she was communicating a big decision.


The man in the room with Amy whispered, “Do it.”


As if she could hear him, the blonde smiled and
dropped to her knees. She unbuckled the black man’s belt, pulling down his
pants. His cock, held in by his pants, was curled downward, but as soon as it
was free it began to straighten, stiff. The woman stared at it, watching it
grow right in front of her face.


Amy didn’t blame the woman, she couldn’t take her
eyes off the cock either. She’d never seen a black cock in real life. The skin
was so dark it was hard to tell if the skin was smooth or veiny. It might have
been a trick of the camera, but it looked larger than any cock Amy had ever
touched.


The blonde again looked at the camera, but this was
a much more fleeting glance, as if out of duty. The head of the cock was just
inches from her lips. Amy’s mouth was dry, she licked her lips, knowing that if
she were in the blonde’s place, that little movement of her tongue would have
grazed his cock.


Suddenly the woman opened her mouth and in one
movement dove onto the shaft, taking it half in her mouth in one fell swoop.


The black man smirked and looked right at the
camera, as if to say I knew she’d do that.


The blonde didn’t stop. Using just her lips, she fed
the cock into her mouth. Deeper and deeper it disappeared. Amy felt her own
throat constrict. The entire tableau was so decadent yet so wildly erotic; the
woman, her dress halfway down, her breasts out, on her knees, in heels, her
bright blond hair and light skin contrasting against the ebony muscular thigh,
the cock in her mouth like a spear.


Her movement frontward slowed, but did not stop.
Imperceptibly, she was taking more of the shaft. Amy leaned forward, it was
impossible to not want to see if the woman could take it all.


The blonde woman’s throat bulged, her hands coming
up in a warding gesture, looking like she was about to gag, but she regained
her composure and again the slow swallow continued, the prey reversing roles
and swallowing the anaconda. Again her throat constricted, her eyes opening
wide as she struggled, her nostrils flaring. Desperately her hands wrapped
around the shaft, and she yanked her head away, coughing.


“Not bad,” said the black man.


Amy shuddered as the woman took him again in her
mouth, pushing on, soon surpassing where she had faltered before. Amy held her
breath, expecting her to gag, but the woman managed to take it even deeper
before pulling back.


“Damn!” she said, in between coughs. “That’s the
first one I haven’t been able to take all the way. Maybe if I’m lying down.”


“Your mouth isn’t the only place you’re going to
have to take it all the way,” said the black man.


“Promises, promises,” said the blonde.


The man in the room with Amy said, “My wife is such
a slut.”


Amy was so immersed in the show she had almost
forgot the guest was there, like she had been in a movie theater, alone in a
crowd. She looked over. He was hunched forward in his chair, his lip quivering.
His hand was again moving in his lap, but instead of him touching himself as
Amy had thought, he was manipulating a joystick.


Amy thought she understood. The man was pretending
the woman in the video was his wife. He was watching a movie of his pretend wife
with two men.


But why here at the hotel? And what was the joystick
all about?


Amy looked back and forth from the man to the
screen. And, in growing horror, she realized there was a connection between how
the man moved the joystick and the view of the camera on the screens. He was
controlling the zoom.


It wasn’t a movie, this was real.


Just as the truth hit Amy, the college boy grabbed
the woman’s shoulders and twisted her so that she was bent over a leather
lounge chair. Still on her knees, he held her arms over her head and lifted up
her dress, revealing her round ass. It was not the ass of a young perky porn
starlet, it was the ass of a middle aged woman. Not fat, but not bony. Round
and full. An ass much like Amy’s own.


College boy brought his hand down on that ass with a
smack.


Amy recoiled. One of the cameras zoomed in tight,
showing the red cheek. The other screen stayed the same, a view of the college
boy leaning over her, the black man watching, the woman bent over the dark
green leather chair.


A dark green leather chair.


Like the one Amy was sitting on.


Her eyes dropped to the chair, then snapped back up
at the next slap. This time the woman cried out, but she made no effort to get
up, instead shoving her ass higher in the air.


The next slap was so loud Amy heard it twice. First,
faintly, in the air, and then much louder from the speakers.


Amy’s eyes darted to the connecting door. It
couldn’t be.


Another smack, and a loud yelp, and now there was no
doubt. This wasn’t a movie, this was happening. Right now.


In the next room.


Amy’s mouth opened in shock. Her eyes jumped from
the connecting door to the screen to the guest in the room.


“Don’t you think my wife is a slut?” asked the guest.


His wife. Not his make believe wife, his real
wife.


Amy, stunned, just stared at him. He stared back,
for a moment not focused on the screen. Amy could tell he expected an answer,
even as she sat mute against the backdrop of continued spanking. The woman was
panting, crying out, yet her tone suggested she loved what was being done to
her.


“I—I think I should go now,” said Amy.


The man looked confused. “What? We’re just getting
started.”


“No, there’s been a mistake. . .” Amy got
up, her legs weak.


“Sit down,” ordered the man. “I didn’t ask for you,
but now that you are here I want you to watch. If I can watch this so can you.”


“But, she’s. . .your wife?”


“My slut wife.” The man’s eyes went back to
the screen. “Now sit down so I can concentrate on this. I’ll decide whether I
want you to just watch or help me.”


“Help you?”


The guest turned to Amy, his eyes flashing. “I’m not
going to say this again. I’m a VIP at this resort, one of their best customers.
If you don’t do what I say, I’m going to drag you into Everly’s office and let
him know how you treated me.” He turned back to the screen.


Amy’s hands were shaking. If he did what he had
threatened, she’d get fired for sure. But was any job worth this? 


Yet the man had made no effort to touch her; he was
totally intent on his wife. Amy still couldn’t get over that. But if all he
wanted was some company watching, that wouldn’t be so bad, would it? She could
just sit here and close her eyes. The guy could jerk off for all she cared.


And it could solve her other problem. She’d have an
excuse for being late for her manager, she could say a VIP guest needed her.
She’d been told that she’d never be faulted for doing what a guest asked.


Slowly she sat down. I’ll just pretend it’s a
movie. I’m in a movie theater, there are a lot of people here, it’s dark,
there’s a sex scene, who knows what the other people in the audience are doing.
It wasn’t like she hadn’t been felt up in a movie before on a date in high
school.


Amy leaned back in the chair, pulled her knees
together, and closed her eyes.


The spanking had stopped. Instead the room was
filled with muffled slurps and moans, male and female. Some of the moans came
from the guest next to Amy. 


“Slut slut slut,” he muttered.


Amy held out as long as she could. It wasn’t like
she was going to be able to fall asleep or ignore what was going on. Like
cheating at hide and seek, she just had to peek.


She opened her eyes to a slit. The wife was now
flipped over on the chair, lying crosswise, her neck draped over one arm, her
legs over the other. Her head was thrown back, and she again had the black
man’s cock in her mouth. College boy was between her legs, licking her. Her
clothing was twisted around her torso, not a dress any longer, just a tight
wrap of fabric which covered nothing important.


Not that different from when Amy had been with the
stranger. You didn’t need to be naked to be a slut.


The wife had managed to take the black cock even
deeper in this position. The black man hovered over her, his balls hard and
hanging almost to the woman’s head. Amy had never seen such full sacks, she couldn’t
imagine how much cum he had in there.


College boy must have been pretty experienced for
his age, or the woman really loved what she was doing, or both, because she
suddenly arched her back and screamed, her cry muffled by the cock in her
mouth, yet there was no mistaking her orgasm. Her legs shook as they clawed the
air behind college boy’s back, her arm driving like a piston as she jerked off
the cock in her mouth. College boy didn’t let up, his tongue driving into her
opening. This was a fantasy Amy had many times, being licked with a cock in her
mouth, and her body reacted almost as the woman’s was, her legs opening, her
own wetness spreading, even her mouth parting.


Amy should have checked to see if the husband
noticed, but she couldn’t take her eyes off the screen. The wife was wailing,
no doubt super sensitive to the continued assault on her clit, or she was
having the longest orgasm in the world. Her excitement was contagious, Amy
unbelievably turned on by just watching. Her eyes darted ever so quickly to the
husband, who had the joystick in one hand, but his other hand had dropped to
his crotch, touching himself. 


Amy’s own hand drifted between her legs, she
couldn’t help herself. She slipped her hand under her skirt.


He won’t notice. . .


Amy’s panties were soaked through, as if she herself
had been licked. Her mound was thick and puffy. She pressed her palm against
the bulge, as if that could smother her need, force it back.


She dared not touch her clit.


The wife continued to pull wildly at the black man’s
cock. He grabbed her face and let out a deep groan. Amy could almost feel the
hot cum shooting into the blond woman’s mouth.


At the same time, both the black man and the husband
said, “Swallow it!”


Amy’s throat tightened, imagining taking a huge
load, and unable to contain herself she began rubbing her clit right through
her panties. Her eyes were glued to the screen but even without looking it was
clear what the husband was doing from the unmistakable sounds of him rubbing
himself hard through his pants.


Amy was so close, she was going to. . .


“What’s going on here?”


Amy’s head spun around. The door was open, and Laura,
the woman who had interviewed Amy for the job, was standing in the doorway. She
was glaring at Amy.


“I—I…” Amy pulled her hand out from under her skirt,
caught with her fingers in the honey pot.


“Shh!” said the husband. 


“Oh, Mr. Greene, I didn’t see you there, I’m sorry.”
Laura gave Amy a withering look, mouthing, What are you doing here?


Amy shook her head, what could she possibly say? I’m
masturbating in a room next to a guest who is watching his wife have sex with
two men?


She didn’t need to say it. There was no doubt in
Amy’s mind that Laura knew exactly what she had been doing.


Laura, dressed in a chic but rather conservative
dark blue jacket and skirt ensemble, looked more like a prim and proper
business woman today. Her hair was pulled back, her makeup subdued, her heels
medium high and black. 


Amy was so stunned and embarrassed she could barely
think. She was trying to decide what was worse, to stay or to run from the
room. Laura’s eyes went back and forth from Amy to Mr. Greene. Laura glanced at
the screens, appeared to make a decision, and sternly put her finger to her
lips, obviously telling Amy to keep her mouth shut.


Amy felt like she’d been caught by the teacher doing
something naughty. Her wetness cooled, a chiding reminder of her terrible act.


More moans came from the screen, but Amy kept her
eyes on Laura. She knew her future was in Laura’s hands.


Laura crossed over to Mr. Greene’s side of the room,
careful not to block the screen. Mr. Greene grunted at her, his fingers still
massaging himself, apparently not caring that Laura was right there.


Laura sat on the edge of his chair. She threw Amy a stern
look, then said, “Oh, Mr. Greene, I’m sorry about all this. She’s just a
trainee. There’ll be no extra charge for her.”


“I didn’t order you either, but since you’re here. . .”


“Of course, of course. I’ll be on the house as well.
We are going to do everything we can to make this right.” Laura’s eyes
snapped to Amy. 


Amy flushed, fighting the urge to run. That was no
longer an option.


Mr. Greene only grunted.


Laura turned to the screen. “Why Mr. Greene, isn’t
that your wife?”


“Yes,” muttered Greene.


“I’m sorry,” said Laura. “I didn’t recognize her. I
mean, she’s in that odd position, and it’s hard to see her face, it’s kind of
blocked by that black man’s legs. What is she doing?”


“She’s sucking his cock,” said Greene. “He came in
her mouth already, but she won’t give it up.”


“Maybe she wants more,” suggested Laura.


“She’s such a slut,” said Greene. “Isn’t she?”


Laura shook her head. “I don’t know. Is that what
you think a slut wife does?”


Greene nodded vaguely and rubbed himself harder. Amy
was dumbfounded. What was Laura doing? Rubbing it in Mr. Greene’s face?
Yet the husband seemed to be getting even more aroused as Laura spoke.


A sharp noise made Amy look at the screen. College
boy had shoved the chair aside and had swept the credenza clean. He bent the
wife over the credenza so that her face was right up against what must have
been the camera. Her cheeks were flushed, her makeup smudged. Her blue eyes
were bright with excitement as she stared into the camera. 


Amy belatedly realized that the woman had known all
the time that her husband was watching, that the little looks she had thrown to
the camera were not to some anonymous audience, but to one man, her husband,
each glance a communication.


Amy had missed the transition, but college boy was
now naked. He had a sleek swimmer’s torso, toned without being overly muscled.
He was staring at the camera as well, making it clear he was in charge of Mrs.
Greene.


College boy said, “Spread your legs.”


Mrs. Greene did as she was told. College boy’s cock
stood at full mast, a thick arrow that seemed to grow from behind the blonde.
He grinned at the camera, his look communicating the humiliating obvious: I’m
going to fuck your wife.


He waited, his hands on her hips. Mrs. Greene
squirmed. The black man stood off to the side, smirking.


“What do you want?” demanded college boy.


“I want you to fuck me!”


“Really? Isn’t your husband watching this?”


“Yes!”


“You want me to fuck you right in front of your
husband?”


“Yes!”


“I’m not sure I should do that. You know, men should
stick together.” College boy was smiling, obviously enjoying himself. “You’ve
already come, and even sucked David’s cock. That’s more than enough, don’t you
think?”


“No, please. . .”


“I guess I could just jerk off on your ass,” said
college boy.


 “Please, please!”


“We’ll, since you asked nicely, maybe I will rub up
against you and come on your pussy.” College boy had to bend down to get his
cock into position. He shifted up and down, sliding his shaft between her legs.


“No, I want you in me. . .” The
woman’s eyes were pleading.


“Do it!” hissed the husband.


Laura said, “Mr. Greene, since you are an important
guest, I feel it is my responsibility to tell you about another couple that
comes here. They had been trying to get pregnant for years with no luck. Something
about the man not getting aroused enough to make enough sperm? So they brought
in these same two men, David and Eric, and they, well. . .”


“What? They what?” demanded Mr. Greene.


“Well, they were supposed to just get the husband a
little aroused by fooling around with his wife. But the wife got a little
carried away, kind of like your wife is right now, not that the other
woman was any kind of slut, but I think she just lost control. Eric fucked her.
And you know what? Boom, she got pregnant, just like that!” Laura sounded amazed
at her own story.


Mr. Greene gulped. “She got pregnant by Eric?”


“I’m not sure if it was Eric, since David fucked her
too. Twice, actually. And the husband, he never got the chance, he spewed all
over himself watching, I’m not sure whose baby it will be.”


On the screen college boy Eric was still sliding up
and down. Mrs. Greene shimmied so much his cock jumped up out of the crack of
her ass. 


“I see Eric isn’t wearing a condom,” said Laura.
“Your wife is on birth control, isn’t she?”


The husband groaned. “No, no, I think she’s too old
to have more kids.”


Laura shook her head. “She doesn’t look that old to
me. She has a great body. You have children, right? Did her breasts get really
full?”


Greene moaned, “Like they were going to explode.”


“You look like you are going to explode too,” said Laura
“Would you like me to help you?”


The husband nodded dumbly. Laura slid to her knees
aside the chair and gently moved Mr. Greene’s hands away from his crotch. Amy
was amazed at Laura. Unlike the woman on the screen who seemed so—slutty, Laura
looked downright elegant, even on her knees. Laura unbuckled the husband’s
pants and slid them down around his legs. His cock jerked.


“Poor man,” said Laura.


On the screen, Eric was bent over the wife, not
moving. “Tease!” she gritted out.


Amy couldn’t believe her eyes. Was Laura going to
jerk the husband off? Or give him a blowjob?


Eric said, “Who you calling a tease, you slut?” In
one motion he thrust forward and buried his thick cock into the wife.


Her eyes fluttered, her mouth opening in a soundless
O, her eyes fluttering. Not in surprise at being fucked, she must have been
expecting it. Perhaps at the surprise of the Eric’s girth, or of being taken
all at once, or of being fucked in full view of her husband.


Unbelievably, a hot flush ran along Amy’s thighs, a
new flow of hot wetness flowing uncontrollably between her legs, reigniting her
arousal. Her hips lifted off the chair in unison with Eric’s thrusts into the
wife.


Amy’s urge to touch herself returned, impossible to
ignore. She looked over at Laura, who had let down her hair and was letting it
dangle over Mr. Greene’s erection. His cock jumped with every pass of her hair.


Laura was looking right at Amy. Say something!
she mouthed.


Amy’s hand froze on its way to her crotch. Laura had
caught her again, but that was the least of her problems. What did Laura expect
her to say?


“Uh, I—” Amy stuttered.


Laura’s eyes flashed angrily. She jerked her head
toward the screen, which only served to force her hair onto the husband’s cock.
He moaned and looked like he was going to grab her, but his hands stopped on
either side of her head, as if he were afraid to touch her.


Amy looked back up at the screen, where the wife was
shoving her hips back to meet Eric’s thrusts, her ass slapping loudly against
him. Hesitatingly, Amy said, “Uh, Mr. Greene, your wife seems to be enjoying
herself, which I guess you like?” 


Laura rolled her eyes at Amy. 


Amy was desperately trying to figure out what Laura
wanted her to say. Or what Mr. Greene wanted her to say. Laura obviously knew
him or had read him, just as she had read Amy in the interview. I could
really use those skills right now, thought Amy.


Laura dropped her hair right over the husband’s
shaft and twisted her head. At the same time she gestured to Amy, rolling her
hand above her stomach.


Amy mouthed, What?


Exasperated, Laura put her hand on her belly, then let
it rise, all the while distracting the husband with her hair. 


Pregnant? mouthed Amy.


Laura gave her an it’s about time look and
pulled away from the husband, leaving his cock quivering.


Amy looked back and forth from the wife to the
husband to Laura, trying to piece it together. Why had Laura told that story
about the other woman getting pregnant? Could that possibly be what excited Mr.
Greene?


Tentatively, Amy said, “What happened to that other
couple? Did they come back?” 


Laura spoke as if the husband wasn’t in the room. “Oh
yes, she had a nice bump, that’s how we know she got pregnant. She wanted to be
with Eric and David again, to thank them.” Laura lowered her voice, as if
telling a secret. “But I’m afraid there’s a sad part of the story.”


“What?” asked Amy, honesty intrigued.


Laura shook her head and continued in a whisper, “After
being with Eric and David she said she hadn’t let her husband fuck her any
more, and wasn’t going to. Just them and other men. Isn’t that sad?”


The guest husband came half out of his chair, his
legs shaking, his cock shaking as well. His hand jumped toward his shaft, but
froze just before touching himself. He seemed torn between wanting to rush in
to the other room and jerking off. 


Eric was now ramming hard into his wife, and his
grunts filled the room. Amy thought Eric was holding back, that he could come
any time he wanted.


“That is sad,” said Amy, amazed at her ability to go
along with the wild story. “No more sex for her husband?”


Laura granted her a little smile, apparently pleased
that Amy was finally getting with the program. “Well, they came back again,
when she was very pregnant, and after Eric and David had both come
inside her, she did sit on her husband’s face. She seemed to like that,
grinding on him. I guess you could count that as sex, couldn’t you?”


Amy couldn’t imagine any of that, but the husband
must have been able to, because he let out a huge groan, no longer able to
resist his own needs, his hand diving to his cock. And because of his reaction,
it became real to Amy, the image vivid in her head, a woman, pregnant by
another man, pushing her cum filled pussy into her husband’s face, her swollen
belly hovering over him, proof of her transgression.


An image Amy could never have conjured up in a
million years.


It was so—outlandish. So decadent. So practically
sinful.


So powerful.


So arousing.


Disbelieving her own reaction, Amy pictured herself
in that same position, sitting on her husband’s face, a position she’d never
taken with Steve. And making him lick her. Knowing she’d been with another man.


How powerful she would feel at that moment, how in
control, even if she had been taken by other men like the blond wife was being
taken.


Having it both ways, literally and figuratively.


Amy let out a little moan, her legs spreading like
they would straddling a man, her hand dropping to her belly, almost expecting
to feel it swollen.


Eric let out a string of grunts. It was obvious to
any man or woman who’d ever had sex that he was close.


“Oh, baby, he’s going to come in me!” said the wife,
and her face went through the most amazing metamorphosis, shifting from the
slut to a loving wife, sharing a wonderful experience with her husband.


And that’s exactly what Eric did, slamming in her
all the way, his hard grunts getting louder and closer together, over and over,
matching each ejaculation. He was still staring at the camera, but Amy barely
noticed him, her eyes were on the wife, she seemed amazed and joyously thrilled
all at once. Being in control as she was losing control. Being shared, yet
sharing.


In a sudden flash Amy realized she’d never have looked
like that if she’d been with her ex-husband Steve. This was an experience,
strange as it might seem, to share with a man you loved, a man who, for
whatever reason, wanted this for himself. And for her.


Amy’s fingers had found their way between her legs
again, and she rubbed herself gently. Gently, because if she rubbed hard she
was sure she would moan and come.


The husband had stopped jerking himself off to watch
his wife. Laura said, “Do you want me to touch you?”


The husband shook his head violently. 


“How about her?”


Amy’s fingers froze on her clit. Laura was talking
about her. Did Laura expect Amy to join in? Amy must have looked stunned,
and Laura shot her a stern look of warning. 


Laura, her eyes still on Amy, daring her to protest,
said, “She’s very sexy, don’t you think?”


Amy shook her head wildly.


Laura kept on. “She has great legs, don’t you think?
And a nice rear, very much like your wife’s. Wouldn’t it be nice to run your
hands along her thighs, take that nice butt in your hands, and lick her? I bet
that would be wonderful.” Laura hesitated, and then added, “And of course, her
pussy wouldn’t be full of another man’s cum.”


 Laura’s voice was pregnant with promise. She
sounded so earnest that for a moment, Amy thought Laura was speaking for
herself. Amy reddened, she’d had that very fantasy, Laura licking her. . .


“No, not either of you, I want my wife!”


Laura said, “I’m afraid she looks quite tied up.” 


The wife’s mouth opened, and as Eric continued to spasm
in her she let out a long shivering mew, blood rising in her cheeks, having her
own orgasm. “Baby, he’s shooting in me. . .”


“I think she’s getting off on Eric coming in her,”
marveled Laura. “And look, David is getting undressed, I bet he can’t wait his
turn!” 


The husband let out a distressing groan and grabbed
at his cock, too late, he started shooting all over himself, barely missing
Laura, who simply smiled and watched. The first few spurts had gone pretty high
and landed right on the husband’s shirt, but he finished fast, much sooner than
Eric had lasted, the comparison obvious to Amy. And likely to the husband.


Amy had never been in the same room with another
couple doing it. Not that Laura had been having sex with the husband, not
really. Yet as new and confusing as this all was, Amy found it astonishingly
arousing, much like when she had watched Syd and his lover.


At that moment she recognized a new truth. She
liked to watch.


The warmth grew between her legs again, driven by
the husband getting off, by Laura, by the threesome in the next room.


Who had changed positions, the wife now standing, for
a second her pussy in full view of the camera, red and wet and swollen. The
wife might have wanted to stay there, perhaps to let her husband see the proof
of Eric’s release, but David had moved up behind her and spun her around.


“Let me get a small washcloth for you, you came all
over yourself,” said Laura.


David grabbed the wife’s ass and lifted her up
effortlessly. She yelped and threw her legs around him, her heels falling off. 


“Baby, I need you!” she cried.


The husband jumped up, pulling at his pants as he
stumbled across the room. A thin stream of cum spewed from his cock onto his
pants and hand.


“I’m coming, baby!” He held his pants together with
one hand, and with the other fumbled at the latch to the interconnecting door.
He appeared on the screen a second later.


Laura stood up, dusting off her knees and
straightening her skirt. She let out a huge sigh. “I think we salvaged that
one.”


Amy was about to apologize when a loud “Oh!” came
from the next room, the moan in stereo, heard both through the speakers and the
partway open door. David was positioning himself to take the wife standing up
as she hung on to him.


Any let out a gasp.


“It’s okay,” said Laura. “It gets me hot too.”


Amy was ready to protest but Laura was looking at
Amy’s lap, where Amy’s hand was still between her legs. She’d been caught
again.


“Go ahead,” said Laura. “You earned it, with your
quick thinking. Although we have some talking to do later.”


Amy couldn’t believe she could still be so aroused,
it must have been the sounds from the next room. Or this beautiful woman
standing in front of her. “I can’t, with you looking.”


Laura smiled. “I’ll get out of the way so you can
watch.”


Amy wasn’t sure that would help, but she didn’t get
a chance to find out. Laura dropped back to her knees again, this time in front
of Amy’s chair.


“That’s going to make it worse!” said Amy.


Laura looked into Amy’s eyes. “Just watch the show
and enjoy.” She placed her hands on Amy’s knees and gently pried them apart.


Amy’s back pressed against the chair. “No, no. . .”


Laura kissed Amy’s legs, starting just above her
knees, using her head to lift Amy’s skirt a little bit at a time, her kisses
moving upward. Amy told her knees to come together, to protect herself, to stop
this, but her body wouldn’t obey. Not her, anyway, it was certainly obeying
Laura, whose soft presses were enough to make Amy’s body react. Amy hands moved
to Laura’s head, she had to stop her, she was embarrassed, this elegant woman
on her knees, Amy’s thighs sweating, her panties dripping. . .


Laura’s lips opened wide and suckled on Amy’s inner
thighs, her hair an arousing tease. Amy had this overwhelming urge to see
Laura’s face, and so she lifted up her skirt, in disbelief of both her own
actions and the fact that a woman so desirous was in between her legs.


Laura reached for Amy’s panties and Amy found
herself curving up off the chair to help get them off.


“This is so pretty,” said Laura. She pulled the
pillow from behind Amy and pushed it under her. “I want to see all of you.”


Amy shivered. No woman—or even man—had ever spoken
to her that way. Laura planted a gentle kiss on Amy’s pussy, Amy crying out,
her clit already protruding, grasping at Laura’s lips.


“Are you watching the screen?” Laura’s voice was
muffled, her lips plucking at Amy’s mound.


“No, I’m looking at you. . .you’re so
beautiful. . .”


“You like to watch?” 


“Yes, oh, that feels so good. . .”


Amy arched her back, throwing herself toward Laura’s
lips, her efforts rewarded with Laura’s tongue on her clit, Amy shaking,
pulling back, even that quick touch too much to bear. Amy suddenly knew what
must have been going through the husband’s head, wanting to touch himself, not
wanting to, because he was too sensitive, too aroused, wanting it to end,
wanting it to last.


Amy longed for Laura’s touch, yet she was afraid
she’d explode, that this unbidden, unknown, magnificent fantasy reality would
end.


“You’re so wet,” whispered Laura. “You must really
like the show.”


“It’s you, it’s you,” said Amy, but that was
only half true, she’d been wet from watching, her inner voyeur uncovered, the
threesome, and even the husband, making Amy face her own truth, and Laura
driving it home.


The tip of Laura’s tongue dipped into Amy’s opening,
followed by the rest, until Laura’s mouth was pressed hard against her, her
chin against the sensitive spot down between her legs, her nose in Amy’s wispy
hair. Amy arched off the chair like an acrobat, losing control, no longer able
to wait, wanting it all. 


Laura fucked her with her tongue, and then, pulling
back, poised her lips over Amy’s throbbing clit. Amy’s eyes shot open, poised
at the precipice, waiting, waiting, wondering what Laura would do next, praying. . .


Laura’s eyes opened wide, bright green, conveying
the smile her mouth could not.


And even before Laura’s tongue touched her clit, Amy
started to shake, her release starting not from the flick on her clit but from
the look in Laura’s eyes, this beautiful woman pleased at herself knowing she
was getting Amy off, that though she was on her knees, Laura was the one in
control, that she was the one choosing the path, determining the future, that
she was the one. . .


Making Amy shiver uncontrollably and make sounds
she’d never made before, guttural, primal sounds, begging and pleading, sounds
of thankfulness and release, and all at once she exploded, her hands flying out
toward Laura, hovering on each side of her face, torn between needing to push
her away and wanting to pull with all her might.


Amy’s legs kicked out, her feet curling, as Laura
took her, took every bit of her, and still Laura demanded more, until Amy did
as well, and now with no sense of control she grasped Laura’s head in her hands
and selfishly pulled the woman into her.


Amy’s chest heaved, her heart pounding. Laura gave
her one final, gentle kiss. When she looked up, Laura’s lipstick was smeared,
her entire mouth wet with Amy’s juices. Amy’s ears roared, she was no longer
able to hear anything but the rushing of her own blood.


She reached out and touched her finger to Laura’s
lips, embarrassed by her release. But Laura kissed her finger and then licked
it clean, and, as only she could do, made it look elegant.


“That—that was incredible,” said Amy, her voice
throaty and as raw as her pussy.


“I’m glad,” said Laura. She gave Amy’s hand a gentle
squeeze, then ran Amy’s finger around her own lips, catching the rest of Amy’s
arousal and dragging it to her waiting mouth, over and over.


“Why?” asked Amy. “Why did you do that to—for
me?”


“Weren’t you told that we give bonuses for going
above and beyond in taking care of our guests? You went beyond your training.
So the resort owed you—I owed you. And you owe me as well, and so I did what I
like to do.”


Laura started to stand, Amy reaching for her arms.
“Wait. Is there—can I do something for you?”


Laura smiled. “Maybe some other time. I got very
excited, I couldn’t wait, I took care of myself.” She guided Amy’s hand under
her skirt. 


Amy felt along Laura’s smooth thighs, past the edge
of her stockings, over thin straps of a garter belt. Finding no panties. Laura
pressed Amy’s hand against her mound, Amy’s fingers discovering puffy wetness,
Amy almost swooning, the realization that this beautiful woman had been aroused
licking her, aroused so much that she had to touch herself.


Amy’s own skirt was bunched around her stomach, her
panties on the floor. Somehow she’d lost her shoes. She smiled sheepishly and
tried to straighten herself up. “I’m sorry, I look terrible.”


“No, you look like a woman who just had sex,” said
Laura.


“I ruined your makeup,” said Amy.


Laura pursed her lips. “I catch you on the VIP
floor, where you had no business being, in a guest’s room, and on top of that,
you were masturbating in front of one of our best guests without him even
requesting it, and you’re worried about my makeup?”


Amy couldn’t believe the change in Laura, suddenly
so stern, as if none of what had just happened had taken place. She opened her
mouth to apologize, but then Laura broke out laughing. 


“You’ve got to learn to read people,” said
Laura.


Amy blew out a held breath. “Am I in trouble,
though? With my manager?”


“I could cover for you. I guess it depends.”


“On what?”


Laura turned slightly to look at the screen. The wife
was again bent over, and David, the black man, was taking her from behind. Only
this time it wasn’t a credenza that she held on to, it was her husband. He
stood in front of her, holding her arms, keeping her upright as David
relentlessly pounded into her. With each thrust, the woman’s entire body
slammed forward, and she would have fallen on her face if her husband had not
been there. Her head was bent up so that she could look at her husband as she
was being fucked.


Laura said, “When we first met, you told me that you
were willing to do try anything. Is that still true?”


“I think I just did,” said Amy.


“It’s easy being on the receiving end,” said Laura.
She indicated the husband on the screen. “It’s a little harder being in a place
you might not at first think you’d want to be. Having to play a part.”


Amy watched the husband, holding his wife, his cock
again erect, but his hands full, unable to touch himself. His wife’s face was
inches from his shaft, but she made no move to take him in her mouth.


“You mean be like Mr. Greene?”


Laura said, “More like Eric and David.” She looked
back at Amy. “Or me.”


Amy shuddered. Could she do that? Watch strangers
having sex? Join in? Even lick another woman?


Her pussy contracted, an urgent demand from her
body, an unmistakable reminder of how she’d been so aroused by all she had
witnessed.


“Can you?” prompted Laura.


Amy smiled tentatively, her mind not yet as
convinced as her body. “I guess we’ll see.”


 


~  ~  ~  ~  ~


 


 


Want to
see what happens next in Amy’s job and in her life? 


Read about
it in Working the Rotation #2!


 


Working the Rotation 2 (US
Kindle store)


 


Working the Rotation 2 (UK
Kindle store)


 


 


 


                



 


 


                  



 


 


 


 


 


 


 


~  ~  ~  ~  ~


 


 


 


 


Other books in the Pent
Up Desires Series


 


Aged to Perfection
(1 and 2)


A Model
Arrangement


Back in the
Workforce


Back in the Game


 


 


Want
to know when more of the Pent Up Desires books are released? Make sure
you sign up for my mailing list!


 


 


 









Join our mailing list


 


If you would like
to be one of the first to hear about new releases, get discounts, free stories
and epilogues and a chance to be on the Advance Reader Team, sign up here


(We promise we
won’t share your email or send too many!)


 


AND


 


You get a free
book for signing up!















Books by Blaise Quin 


The
Pent Up Desires Series


Back in the Game


Back in the Workforce


A Model Arrangement


Aged to Perfection 1
& 2


The Rotation Books


(more to come)


 


 


 


Aged to
Perfection


 


                    
       


 


 


 


Back in The Game


Forty year old Beth has kept herself in great shape since
her divorce, and while she would love to meet a man again, she hasn’t had much
luck with online dating. She used to play some volleyball, so she joins the
local club to play and maybe meet some men her age.


 


Imagine her surprise when she finds out that volleyball
isn’t all that’s going on at the gym. And the hot young studs on the other team
don’t care at all how old Beth is.


Back in The Workforce


Recently divorce Michelle has lost everything due to her
cheating ex-husbands gambling problem. She’s forced to take a job working for
Men With Muscles, a moving company staffed with strong college men who are much
younger than she is. They’re very interested in what kind of experience
Michelle has beyond working in the office.


 


Michelle fights to resist her temptations as she finds
herself alone in big houses with just the hot young stud movers. Until she gets
caught doing what she shouldn’t be, and now she has to pay the price.


A Model Arrangement


Jackie is forced to work lousy jobs after her ex-husband
runs off with all their savings. At a job fair she is approached by a talent
scout offering her a modeling job for an agency which guarantees results for
its clients. It sounds like a scam, but she’s got nothing to lose after being
groped by her boss.


 


The agency guarantee tests the product in a real life
situation, and Jackie gets to model a beautiful designer dress. Only it turns
out that the dress is designed to attract men, and of course there’s only one
way test whether it really works. . .


Allie Shows Her True Colors


Rob is totally smitten by co-worker Allie, but she’s all
work and no play. A totally buttoned up professional from a traditional
background, she seems to have no time for men. But Rob pursues her
relentlessly, and after he hits it big financially, she agrees to marry him.
Rob’s flying high, and his only concern is whether they will be physically
compatible, because Allie is saving herself for marriage.


 


The big day finally arrives, and so do the three big black
photographers Allie has personally picked out. They look more like linebackers
than picture takers, but Rob has left all the details up to Allie, who has
totally taken control of everything.


 


Except the photographers, who have ideas of their own. It
turns out Allie was saving herself for her wedding . . . just not in
the way Rob had hoped.


 


* * * For
Adult Readers Only *


 


 









Books by C. C. Morian and Blaise Quin


            


      


 


Awakening Her Needs


 


Happily married Emily and Justin are working through their
bucket list, which Justin has seeded with a few surprising possibilities to
spice up their unadventurous physical relationship. Shy, traditional Emily’s
reaction and willingness to explore stuns both of them. As Emily shockingly
discovers her hidden needs, Justin wants to do everything he can to support her
exploration, even if it means her being with another man.


 


Follow Emily and Justin on their amazing journey, from a
fantasy that is at first inconceivable, along a remarkably believable step by
step path as Emily slowly realizes who she is, to a destination of utter
transformation with a whole new world of realities.


 


Realities with men other than her husband.


 


A multipart part series (with a free Epilogue for newsletter
subscribers). Can be read standalone, but then you’d miss the
journey. . .





Discovering
Her Needs


 


Janet’s first marriage was a disaster, and her rebound
relationships more of the same, all sex and no love. She promised herself that
if she finally settled down it would be for all the right reasons. When she met
Mason, she thought she finally found who she wanted to be with, a good,
supportive man. So what if their love life wasn’t so wild? She’d been there,
done that.


 


Mason’s no wimp, but he does enjoy watching other man check
out his sexy wife. It’s his little secret, just something to pass the time when
he’s at some boring work event with Janet. But when he witnesses Janet running
into ex lover Brad, he’s stunned by her reaction—and his own.


 


Janet is amazed at how her revelations to Mason about what
she did with her old boyfriends spices up their love life. It’s just harmless
fun, right?


 


Until she meets up with Brad again, this time on purpose.


 


Not only for her, but for Mason.


 


 


 


Revenge Is Best Served Hot: Powerful
Women (3 novella bundle)


 


Giving Him
What He Deserves


The
Kissing Game


Reversing
Roles


 


Even the strongest women can be made to feel powerless in
the face of a sexist boss, a cheating boyfriend, or even a devious girlfriend.
See how these women reclaim their power, and get their revenge.


 


Giving Him What He Deserves: A wife gets a sweet
revenge on her cheating husband.


 


The Kissing Game: Tired of always having her men
stolen by her so called friend, a  woman finally gets her just revenge.


 


Role Reversal: Two women get wicked revenge on their
sexist boss. (Warning, this one is really wild!)


 


 











Books
by C. C. Morian


A Surprise Revelation (The Surprise
Series #1)


 


Melissa has a handsome, caring husband, a good job, a nice
house. But there’s something missing—passion. She had it before, with boyfriend
Marcus, and misses it terribly.


 


Biker Vern recognizes her hidden need right away. The
arousal he awakens in Melissa makes her wonder if marrying Richard was the
right thing to do. Now Melissa’s tenth year reunion is coming up, a tempting
opportunity to reconnect with alpha male Marcus. 


 


Richard. Vern. Marcus. 


Safety. Danger. Passion.


Choices.


 


(This is a standalone book, although Melissa and Richard’s
story will continue in A Surprise Reunion.)


 


 


 


A Surprise Reunion (The Surprise
Series #2)


 


Melissa seems to have the perfect marriage. It’s comfortable
and safe. But deep down, she knows there is something missing. So does her
husband Richard. It’s tearing both of them apart.


 


The only man who Melissa felt truly passionate about was
alpha male Marcus. But that was back in college, ten years ago, and Melissa
thought she was over him. Now she’s not so sure, and neither is Richard.


 


What would you do if your husband loved you so much that
he’d let you spend a weekend with your old boyfriend to find out if that’s what
you needed to be fulfilled?


 


(This is a standalone book, although you can read Melissa
and Richard’s backstory in A Surprise Revelation.)


 


 


 


 


Allure of The Vixen


 


Allure of the Vixen: The Lover


 


Michael is handsome and powerful, plenty rich and soon to be
a billionaire. He gets to pick and choose who he sleeps with, and has only one
rule: no married women. They aren’t worth the trouble.


 


Then he meets Joanne. She’s got everything Michael feasts
on. Stunning eyes. An amazing body. Brains. A smart mouth and sensuality. 


 


But she’s very married.


 


Joanne is so hot Michael breaks his rule about married
women. He’s used to getting what he wants, and he’ll have Joanne. Imagine his
surprise when he discovers that Joanne has her sights set on him, but wants to
keep her husband too.


You’ve read books about husbands and hotwives with lots of
details about them, but little about the lovers or the bull. This is a story of
how a stunning vixen chooses her lover. 


 


This is the first book in a multi-part series, from the
different points of view of the wife, the husband, the lover, and the bull.


 


 


 


 


 


Revenge In The Hamptons


(Powerful Women
Revenge Series)


 


Tessa is an up and coming executive, smart and attractive, a
woman who is powerful and independent. In everything except love, that is.
After having been dumped by her boyfriend who suddenly developed a desire for
demure Asian women, Tessa is about to give up on men. Then she meets Mike, who
seems to satisfy everything on her perfect man checklist.


                                                                                 


Yet Mike is not all that he appears, and when Tessa
finds out the truth she surprises even herself as she reclaims her power and
gets her revenge.
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