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Author’s Note

This is a continuation of the story of Amy, a divorced, thirty something mother of two, who, in rather desperate need of a job, has found herself working at the exclusive Sky Haven resort.

Sky Haven has turned out to be quite an eye opening experience for Amy. Not only in what she has learned about the services they provide, but in what Amy has learned about herself.

This is the next stage of Amy’s journey of discovery. As she goes through her rotation training of Sky Haven’s offerings, she will also learn more of what she herself is willing to offer, and even what she needs to offer.

In the first book, Amy has come to understand and accept her love of watching, and more than that, of being aroused by situations and experiences she’d never even contemplated. She has already been shocked by what she’s done. Exactly how far will she go? Will she continue to unlock new and hidden secrets?

Amy has begun to realize that she is a woman who simply loves sex. She shouldn’t be ashamed of that, right? Other women likely love sex as much as she does, yet they repress their true feelings—and their desires. Amy is simply, finally, able to do what many other women would love to do, if only they had the self confidence, the right situation, and the right support. After all, no one thinks twice about a man indulging in all sorts of wild escapades. Why can’t a woman?

For those of you who have joined Amy on her journey: perhaps you will find yourself aroused by what Amy does, and thus uncover secrets of your own.


WORKING THE ROTATION 2

Laura quietly closed the interconnecting door between the hotel rooms. On the screen, the VIP hotel guests, a husband and wife, had moved to the bed even before the other two men had left the room.

Laura said, “This part is private.” She clicked off the screens one by one.

The viewing room seemed abnormally quiet. Amy noticed the clock by the bed. It had been almost two hours since she’d inadvertently stumbled into the VIP guest room. It had been the fastest, and in some ways the most eventful, hours of Amy’s life.

First she’d seen a male guest watching what she thought was porn. Embarrassed, she’d tried to escape, only to be ordered by the guest to stay. Belatedly Amy had realized the guest wasn’t watching a porn video at all, he was watching a live feed of two men having sex with a woman.

From the next room.

And the woman was his wife.

Amy had finally uncovered the secret of what went on at the upscale resort Sky Haven. Not throughout the entire resort, but on the VIP floors. Amy had been shocked, but before the implications had sunk in, and before she could escape, one of her bosses had discovered her. Amy’s curiosity was probably going to cost her her job at the resort.

Worse, the boss was Laura, the beautiful woman who had first interviewed Amy, a woman who Amy had fantasized about, even though she’d never had a sexual thought about another woman. And in a impossibly fast progression that Amy couldn’t have in a million years imagined, that same beautiful woman had just brought Amy to a height of arousal and release she’d never in her life experienced, even from a man, all while watching and hearing the foursome in the next room.

Threesome, actually. A wife with two men. Her husband had only watched.

It was a series of events Amy could never have made up, and yet it had just happened. The wetness between Amy’s legs was undeniable proof.

Laura turned the other chair so it faced Amy and sat, gracefully smoothing her skirt before she spoke. “You said you’d be willing to do whatever it took to work here. Sometimes we say things in the heat of the moment we don’t mean. Now that you are calmer, we should talk.”

Amy was far from calm. Yes, the unexpected arousal had been tamped down, her release powerful and draining. Yet she still felt warm all over, and having the beautiful Laura look at her didn’t make things easier. Yet even with her hair down, even with the smudges in her makeup, Laura was back to her buttoned up self. Did Laura do this all the time with new hires? Test them out in the way she’d had with Amy?

Was it just a role Laura was playing? A role that Amy would have to learn to play in order to keep her job?

She could walk out now. File this away as a crazy experience. Something to laugh at years from now.

Go back home, with no job. To a pile of unpaid bills. Trying to forget what she had seen.

What she had experienced.

How aroused she had been.

That was a hard path to imagine taking. Perhaps she could beg for the job in accounting, the job they had destined her for after her rotation through the entry level positions at the resort.

Sitting at a screen, reviewing accounts. The bills of the resort guests. The guests who rented rooms to explore their sexuality, to live out their erotic fantasies, to share their wives, and who knows what else.

Amy knew that path was just as bad. She’d go crazy, sitting there, her mind running wild, thinking of what was going on a few floors above. What path she might have taken.

And of course she’d see Laura every day. How would Laura react to her?

Perhaps ignore her, which might be the worst of all.

Laura had waited patiently for her answer. Amy still didn’t know what to do. She needed to learn more. “Is this,” she said, not clear herself if she was referring to what the guests had done in the next room, or what Laura had done to her, “is this what goes on here at the resort?”

Laura said, “If you mean what you and I did, it’s not common.” She moved a lock of hair behind her head, a twinkle in her eye. “On the other hand, I won’t say it’s never happened.” Amy was trying to get her head around that when Laura added, “And not just with women.”

“Oh.” Amy’s mind filled in a million blanks. A male new hire being evaluated for the VIP floors, proving his skills with Laura. Perhaps one of the men she had seen with the wife, Eric or David. That would be a sight to behold, those two men with Laura. Amy didn’t feel jealousy, just a renewed arousal.

Amy suddenly realized her feelings for Laura were likely more physical than emotional, although she was so confused at that moment she wasn’t so sure. All that she had thought she had known about herself had been turned around. If anyone had told Amy that she would become aroused watching a man touch himself while seeing his wife with other men, so aroused Amy in turn would touch herself and welcome a woman’s lips on her body, she would have said they were crazy.

Amy wasn’t able to face that now. She changed the subject. “Is this common here? Men with their wives?”

“It’s pretty popular. Didn’t you ever go to a little inn with your husband for a romantic weekend? Or to a resort without your kids to reignite your sex life?”

Amy laughed. “You obviously didn’t know my husband. But I get the point.”

“That’s what guests do here. Even on the lower floors. Say a man and woman want to watch porn. They have kids, they don’t want a bunch of videos around the house, they don’t want to look through the internet. They come here, get a nice room, a massage, a big screen like this one by the bed, a chance to be alone and have fun.”

“And on the VIP floors, they do more?”

“That’s right. A woman checks in alone, she gets a massage, the masseuse is exactly the type of man she’s always wanted, because we’ve made sure. He has a foreign accent. He is good with his hands. He’s a stranger, a real stranger, but she doesn’t have to worry about getting hurt or him being a wacko or having a disease. He’s confident and funny. Or he doesn’t speak a word to her, he just makes love to her on the massage table. Whatever she’s always fantasized about.”

Amy shuddered, she’d had that very fantasy. Who knew there was a place it could come true? “That one I understand. And the couples watching movies. But the wife with another man?”

“Some couples like to watch other couples. They just stay in their own room. Like porn, but more real. Ever been in a hotel and heard sex next door through the wall, and wondering what they were doing? You want to see the couple come out, but you don’t, just in case they aren’t good looking. But what if they are beautiful? If you got to watch, maybe see things you’d never seen, try it out yourself with your man.”

Amy had been on the other end of that once. Back when she’d been first married. She and Steve, when they were still having sex, had gone away for a weekend. They’d gone at it hot and heavy in the hotel, Amy not realizing how thin the walls were. Later, in the hallway, the door to the next door room opened, an older couple coming out. Amy, embarrassed beyond belief, expecting the woman to make some comment. Instead, the man gave her a dirty look, like they’d been kept awake, but the wife, oddly, giving her a smile, staring openly at Steve. As if to say, I wish I had a man like that. The reaction had dispelled Amy’s embarrassment, and she immediately pulled Steve back into the room and they’d gone at it again, hot.

Amy didn’t understand all of it though. “But the guest, he was calling his wife a slut. And getting off on it.”

“What do you know about hotwives?” asked Laura.

Amy had noticed that term in the drawer of videos. “Wives who are hot looking?”

Laura smiled. “Yes and no. They may or not be that attractive. What is important is that who they are, and what they do, is hot to their husbands.”

“By having sex with other men?” Amy was thinking of Steve. “I can’t imagine a man being too crazy about that. His wife cheating on him.”

“Well, it isn’t exactly cheating if he knows, is it? Especially if he set it all up.”

Amy was struggling to picture it. She might not have believed it if she hadn’t just seen it with her own eyes. “I think the man would be jealous.”

“Some of them are. But it works the other way too. Many men simply love the idea of their wives being desired. It’s the ultimate proof of their own masculinity and attraction. It confirms to the man what he believes, or wants to believe, that he is not only with an incredibly arousing woman, a woman other men want, but she has actually married him. He’s beaten out all those other men who want his wife, he has won the mano a mano against all the men. His wife—who is hot by definition, because other men want her—has chosen him over all of them.”

“Okay, I get that part, but then why does he want her to have sex with other men?”

“It’s the ultimate proof of her attractiveness, her hotness. It’s one thing to say she is hot, to imagine other men wanting her. The husband might or might not believe that. But seeing it for real—seeing other men desire his wife so much they want to have sex with her—that can’t be denied.”

“But he knows the other men are just playing a part, right? They don’t really want his wife.”

“Sky Haven is where some couples try it out, to see if the reality—or what is close to a reality—excites them as much as it may have in a shared fantasy, or in watching a video. If it does, they often go on to the real thing.” Laura smiled. “Besides, you saw Eric and David. Did they look like they were acting?”

Amy couldn’t imagine how they could have been conjuring up their erections. And the woman they had been with, the wife, was certainly an attractive enough woman. “That’s why you only have good looking guests,” said Amy. “It’s for the staff too.”

“That’s right. The men and women who work here aren’t streetwalking prostitutes, they don’t have to take what comes along. We make sure the experience for our guests is as real as possible by ensuring that any staff who participates is truly excited about what they are doing.”

Laura paused. Amy realized that Laura was letting it sink in that Amy would have to be able to do exactly the same thing if she was to make it to the VIP floors. Amy was still too overwhelmed by all of what she had discovered to know.

It would take a lot of learning, about what guests might want, about what she might be willing to do. And a lot of daring.

Should she take the chance?

Was that who Amy really was, or could be?

A day ago she would have said no. Yet she’d just had sex with a woman, while watching other people have sex. It made her wonder if she really did know herself as well as she did.

“How did you know what to say to Mr. Greene?” Amy had been stunned at how Laura had teased the husband, casually commenting on how much his wife was enjoying herself with the other men, almost—but not quite—humiliating him. And yet, at the same time, offering to help get him off.

“Men aren’t always sure exactly what they want in all this. Do they want to just watch? Participate? Be a pimp? Be a cuckold? Many are torn, especially in the beginning. Some experiment with all the possibilities. Mr. Greene has been here before. He was unsure, could you see it? He thinks of himself in charge — he made the reservations, set it all up, down to the details of having two men for his wife. He wants to think of his wife as this sexy woman that no man can resist, because of course that makes him feel more manly. But he also likes her to act in a way she doesn’t act in real life, like a slut. I’ve met her checking in, and you’d think she was a demure wallflower. What gets him excited is seeing her so totally out of the character of the woman he knows, the woman he loves. It’s his wife, but this woman is new to him, do you understand?”

“I think so,” said Amy. “Like when you see a different side of a man in the bedroom.”

“Exactly. And if the other side is a little different, unexpected, maybe even wild, you get off on it, but are left wondering if that’s what you want all the time. Or whether it was there always, and now it has come out.”

“Or whether you discovered it together.”

Laura smiled. “You have good instincts. As you could see, Mrs. Greene has discovered a side of herself she perhaps didn’t know either. Here she is free to be another woman, a woman she’d never be in real life. As for Mr. Greene, he clearly not only likes to watch, but he gets turned on when another man takes charge, when his wife lets go. Especially when he is in another room, where he can’t touch her. I think he gets more aroused when he is separated than when he is in the same room. It’s like he’s being denied, did you see how he didn’t touch himself? He didn’t even let me touch him. I sensed he wanted to take that to the next level, to know what it felt like to be a real cuckold, forced to watch. To have it made really obvious to everyone that he was out of the picture.”

That was a little harder for Amy to understand. She couldn’t imagine her ex-husband, cocky Steve, getting off on being denied by Amy and another man. She tried to picture it, Steve in the corner, her being taken by a stranger, a black man like David, Steve forced to watch, yet getting an erection.

Maybe it wasn’t for Steve. But who knew? Maybe he’d learn he liked it.

How would she feel?

Maybe she’d be turned on too. After today, nothing would surprise her, even regarding her own reactions.

Would she feel a sense of power, having her man and yet having her independence too? Kissing another man, taking him in her mouth, letting him fuck her, right in front of her husband? Fuck her without protection?

Amy suddenly realized that a husband would have to love her very much to let her be with another man, to let her have experiences like threesomes, to let her have her own fantasies made real, fantasies that her husband could not provide himself.

Did men like that really exist?

If Mr. Greene was any indication, it appeared they did.

“What was all that about the pregnant couple?” asked Amy. “Did you make that up?” Laura had told a story to Mr. Greene about another couple at the resort, the woman getting pregnant by the man she was having sex with.

Laura smiled. “What do you think?”

“Oh my god, really?”

“Mostly. But the fear of another man making the wife pregnant is a big part of not only cuckholding, but even just wife sharing. The difference is that in wife sharing, it’s just a tease, but in cuckholding, the fear is real because it might happen.” Laura paused. “It does happen in real life. And with a black man in the picture for a white woman—and we don’t see this as often, but it is really powerful, the other way around. A black man watching a group of white men with his black wife. A complete reversal of the usual. In either case, the husband seeing the woman every day, her growing belly yet another proof of her sex with other men.”

“That seems so—hard to believe.”

“You’d be surprised at what people do. Ever watch really kinky porn?”

“I’m not sure what you mean by kinky. Anal?”

Laura laughed. “Oh my dear, you do have a lot to learn. Maybe this position isn’t right for you after all.”

Amy wasn’t ready to give up. “But what if Mrs. Greene really did get pregnant? Was she really not on birth control?”

“Only her and her husband know for sure. Maybe it was part of their fantasy, or his. I bet they will talk a lot about it, re-living it. Who knows? Maybe they just discovered today what they really want to do next.”

“Isn’t the resort liable? What about sexual diseases?”

“Our staff is tested all the time. Guests have to be as well. And they sign releases you would not believe. Besides, we have it all recorded.”

Amy was aghast, glancing around the room for a camera. “You keep the recordings?”

“They are locked away and held by an escrow company. We’ve never looked at one or needed to.”

Amy settled back in the leather chair. It was a lot to take in. Of course she knew about prostitution and escorts, and she’d heard about swinging. She’d had girlfriends who had been with two men at the same time. But this was a whole other world. No, another universe.

Amy had what she assumed was a normal sex life. One man at a time, intercourse, oral sex. She’d never even done anal. Sure, she’d had a few wild fantasies, one about her friend Syd with another man, curiously and unexpectedly arousing. Another about being with a woman, the woman who happened to be in the room with her right now, a woman with such sex appeal it crossed genders.

A woman who had been on her knees between Amy’s legs not an hour ago.

So Amy was no longer certain of anything. What she might or might not do, what might or might not get her excited.

Amy knew one thing for sure about herself. If she didn’t at least find out more, she’d regret it for the rest of her life. To have this opportunity and let it slip by without fully exploring it. It wasn’t about the job, not really. It was that she felt she had a chance to really learn something new about herself, to change, to grow, in ways she had no longer thought possible. To break free of her hemmed in existence, of thinking of herself as just a divorced, going on middle aged woman with an unclear future.

Or worse, to just exist day to day, surviving, working, marking time until she perhaps met another man, dealing with the frustrations of dating—a path that seemed, by comparison, to be timid and sad and boring.

By comparison to what, though. That was the question.

She simply had to know.

Her voice hoarse, she asked, “What would I have to do?”

Laura stared at her so long Amy wasn’t sure she was going to give her an answer. And in that pause, Amy realized she really, really, wanted to find out. “Please,” whispered Amy. Then, trying to make her case without pleading, she added, “You said I’d done well with Mr. Greene. I can think on my feet.” She hesitated. “You told me you understood me, that I was a woman who might be willing to do anything.”

Waiting for Laura’s response was the longest moment of Amy’s life. Finally Laura gave Amy a genuine smile. “You’d have to do another rotation.”

The rotation was how Amy had started at the resort, spending a few weeks in each department, food services, the back office. “I can do that,” said Amy, praying it wouldn’t be more accounting.

“This will be different,” warned Laura. “You’d have to rotate through all the possible roles you might be asked to play on the VIP floors. You’d have to both give and receive.”

Amy swallowed hard. That sounded so ominous.

Yet so exciting. About as far from a traditional life of a divorced wife as could be.

“What will I have to do?”

“Please our guests,” said Laura. “Nothing else matters.”

A day later, Amy reported to the staff locker room. Except this time she was on one of the VIP floors. The room looked the same as the other staff room downstairs, yet the uniform hanging in her locker was a step above her first one. It was still a suit, but the fabric was nicer, the hem a little shorter on the skirt, the blouse pure silk. Three awesome pairs of shoes: a nice set of black pumps, strappy heeled sandals, and pencil thin stilettos. Everything was in her size.

Three boxes were also in the locker. One was marked red, one white, one black. Inside, matched panties and bras. The white one pretty, the black one sexy, the red one decadent. Each had a matching garter.

A dozen pairs of stockings.

Amy had barely been able to sleep the night before, wondering what she had got herself into. Part of her was scared to death, imagining all kinds of terrible things. Yet another part of her was in high spirits, pleased at her own willingness to take this step. She’d always wanted to do something totally different in her life, as she was sure most people did. Yet like most people, she never really had the chance. Or taken the risk.

This wasn’t exactly what she had envisioned. But wasn’t that the entire point?

She was also excited, the way a woman was excited when she first met a new man. Learning about him, uncovering his secrets. Might he be the one to take her to another level of love, of arousal?

In her short time working at the resort Amy had already learned so many new things about herself. How she could be aroused watching others. How she could be aroused by a woman. What else might she discover?

The possibilities were endless, looping through her mind, and last night in her bed her fantasies were new, about David and Eric with the wife, about Laura between her legs, even about watching the husband get aroused.

It was about being in the place of the wife, being taken by two men. It was about her and Laura, but giving instead of returning, Amy on her knees, opening Laura’s legs. . .

The fantasies had spurred an orgasm, and then another, Amy finally falling into a deep, but very happy, sleep.

She was staring at the boxes, trying to figure out if she was supposed to change into the bra and panties, when Li came into the room. Li had been with Amy in the original rotation, but had moved very quickly to the VIP floor.

The tall Chinese woman looked elegant as always, even though she was wearing a duplicate of the outfit hanging in Amy’s locker. Amy couldn’t imagine it would look anywhere near as good on herself.

Li gave her a peck on both cheeks. “I had a feeling I’d see you up here.”

“You did? I was told I was destined for accounting.”

“You’re here now, that’s all that matters. Your regular trainer is out at a conference this week, so they’ve asked me to get you started. So you’ll have to be patient with me, I’m new at training.”

“I think you are the one who will have to be patient with me,” said Amy. “I don’t even know what to wear.”

“Once you get started for real, you’ll get an assignment sheet. In the beginning it will be just one per day. If the guest has a particular request, everything you need will be here. Sometimes they want a little dress up. Like a nurse uniform. Often they don’t specify, because they might not be sure themselves. Part of what makes you really good at this is reading about the guest and their desires, and then figuring out on your own how you should dress and act. You aren’t expected to be a robot, you have to contribute, you have to not only play a part but be a part. Does that make sense?”

Amy thought back to how Laura had acted with the husband. No, how she had been with the husband. “Actually, it does.”

Li smiled. “Good. Like the other rotation, you aren’t going to get near real guests for a long time. You have to be evaluated first.”

“I bet a lot don’t make it,” said Amy, not sure if she wanted confirmation.

“Actually, fewer than you think. The management is very good at screening. You wouldn’t be here unless they were pretty sure.”

Amy wasn’t exactly sure herself. “My case may be a little different.”

Li said, “We’re all different. That’s what makes it work.”

“I hope so.”

Li squeezed her hand. “You’ll do fine. And the money is amazing. Although after a while, if it is really right for you, you don’t even think about the money. I can’t wait to get here every day. I don’t even think of it as work.”

“You like it that much?” asked Amy.

“Oh, honey, you have no idea.”

“What if—what if I don’t want to do what I’m assigned?”

“You don’t have to. You’re not a prostitute. Think of yourself as an actress, but you are playing yourself. And the managers are so good here that they will figure out very quickly who you are and what you are not only willing to do, but will enjoy doing.”

Amy thought about how well Laura had read her, how the woman had seemed to be able to pluck from Amy her innermost desires, even during their first interview. Like most people, Amy often wondered what other people thought of her. Had Laura seen in her something Amy didn’t yet know, a secret desire, a hidden set of skills?

Amy didn’t think she had been playing herself with Laura, but perhaps she had been playing a part of herself that had yet to be uncovered. It was a scary, and yet exciting, idea.

Li stepped back and looked Amy up and down. “Okay, let’s get to work. Or non work. I have to ask you a question. Have you ever let a man come on your face?”

The shift in conversation was so abrupt Amy laughed. Li’s approach had broken through any of her possible inhibitions. “Not on purpose.”

Li said, “Hmm. That might change our approach. Maybe we’ll need to work up to it.”

“Work up to what?”

“Are you familiar with bukkake?”

Amy was sure she looked as puzzled as she sounded. “I have no idea.”

Li sighed. “Remind me to give you a set of videos to watch. Bukkake is when a group of men ejaculate on you.”

“What? On me? A group?”

“That’s all it is.”

“That’s all?” Amy wasn’t sure if Li was joking.

“Yes. You usually get on your knees. Some men want you to jerk them off, one at a time. Others want you to just kneel there, and they masturbate onto you. Sometimes it’s a combination of both. It depends on the men.”

Amy thought she’d been ready for anything, but this wasn’t one of the possibilities she’d considered. Of course she’d heard about gangbangs, although she was never sure how real that was outside of porn. She’d done plenty of oral with her ex-husband, and was comfortable, even excited, with swallowing. But to have a man come on her? What was the point?

“Is the woman expected to swallow it?” Amy couldn’t even put herself in the question.

“That’s part of what you have to decide. Unless they tell you specifically, that is. If not, you need to read the man, the group. Does he want to ejaculate in your mouth? Or just on your hair and eyes? Maybe even just on your clothes. Is he new at this, experimenting? Does he want you to beg, or pretend you don’t like it? Does he want you to take him in your mouth when he’s done? You get the idea.”

Amy heard and understood all the words, but couldn’t internalize it. “You—you’ve done this?”

Li’s dark eyes widened. “It’s kind of hot, really. Think of it. A bunch of good looking men—you haven’t seen a resort guest who wasn’t pretty attractive, right? A bunch of hot men, so aroused by you just being there. Almost all the time you are fully dressed. They are just looking at you, and getting so turned on they are willing to touch themselves—not only touch themselves, but do it in front of other men. If you keep that in your head you’ll be in the perfect frame of mind. You are doing it to them. You are turning them on so much they want to give you everything, and they often aren’t expecting anything in return. Just to accept their gift.”

Amy tried to imagine it. Sure, she’d been turned on seeing a man get hard over her. What woman wouldn’t? A man could mouth any words, but his erection was proof of his desire.

But a group of them, at the same time. Ejaculating on her. On her face.

Amy must have looked utterly stunned, because Li said, “Oh, dear, we may have to ease you into this one.”

Which is why Amy found herself, a half hour later, in one of the VIP training rooms, waiting for the man who would be playing the part of the hotel guest.

She stood nervously in the training room, which was an exact duplicate of a room on the VIP floor, only in a staff-only section of the resort. It had a king size bed, two leather lounge chairs, a big screen tv on the wall, and a large granite bar. The furnishings were upscale, the artwork tasteful. Without trying to be obvious, Amy had looked around the room, checking to see if there was a camera. She expected there was. She was, after all, being evaluated.

There might be people watching her even now.

That thought was scary, bizarre, and yet oddly exciting. She’d been on the other side of that camera and knew firsthand how it could affect a voyeur. Or would the person watching her simply be a clinical observer, making little checkmarks on Amy’s performance? A note here, a comment there, not getting aroused at all.

Strangely, that would be disappointing.

She’d been told to expect only one man, a man who wanted to jerk off on a prim and proper woman, like the type he saw at work.

Amy had chosen the white bra and panties and the simple black pumps. Li had nodded approvingly, and had given Amy a pair of black framed glasses, no prescription, like a librarian might wear.

Amy had just sat in one of the chairs when the door opened. She had formed an image of the trainer as a middle aged man, some average looking guy who was a little insecure with women. Wouldn’t that be the profile of a man who wanted to jerk off on a woman? A man with confidence issues?

But the man who came into the room made her jaw drop in surprise. She jumped up nervously. It wasn’t a shy middle aged man at all. It was Eric, one of the younger members of the resort staff. He looked like he had been pulled from central casting as the all American stud quarterback, the blond, blue eyed, hunk, six foot two, on the strong side of lithe. He was probably early twenties, but maybe older; he would probably always look a little younger than he was.

Amy had never met him in person, but she’d seen plenty of him nonetheless. He’d been one of the two men who had—she wasn’t quite sure of the word to use, serviced? —the hotwife while her husband watched.

No, not serviced. Fucked.

Amy normally didn’t go for the college boy look; she hadn’t even when she was Eric’s age, which seemed eons ago. Yet watching Eric with Mrs. Greene had certainly turned Amy on.

Eric gave Amy a grin. She wasn’t sure if she should shake hands. How did you great a man you’d seen not only naked, but having sex?

At the last second Amy remembered that she was in training and being evaluated. This wasn’t Eric coming in as himself, he was playing the part of a resort guest.

How should she act? The only hint she had was the request for a ‘prim and proper’ woman. So Amy smiled nervously, which wasn’t an act at all, and pulled her knees together.

“I’m sorry, sir,” she said, apologetically. “This room is taken.”

“I was told it was my room,” said Eric.

“There must have been a mistake. I’ll call the front desk.”

Eric grinned. “Maybe we can just share.”

Amy put her hand protectively on her neck. “I don’t think that would be appropriate at all.”

“Why not? We could split the bill, save us both some money.”

“No, no.” Amy stood up, keeping her legs pressed together, her toes crossing. “I’ll go to the front desk and see about another room.”

“There aren’t any. They told me I got the last room.” Eric looked at the large bed. “There’s plenty of space for both of us.”

“I should go.”

Eric took a few steps forward, crowding her. “Why? Is there something wrong with me?”

“Oh, no, sir.” Amy dropped her eyes demurely. “It’s just that it isn’t right. Besides,” Amy lifted her eyes to his, “I’ve never been in a hotel room alone with a man.”

“Never?”

“No.”

“No offense, but you seem old enough to have been with a lot of men.”

Amy sighed. “I’m just so busy at work, with my career, I haven’t had the time to meet men.” The last part was, in real life, true enough.

“Maybe you should spend less time in your room and more down at the bar.”

“The bar?”

“Yes, plenty of men there.”

Amy shook her head as if appalled. “I don’t think I would enjoy that. I mean, men at bars, they just want to—you know.”

“Pick up women?”

“Yes.”

“And bring them somewhere private?”

Eric was near enough to Amy that she could feel his heat. Up close, he seemed less chiseled, less like a model, a real man. The real woman in her wanted to look up into his nice eyes, but the part she was playing demanded she be shy. “Yes. Somewhere private.”

Eric grinned cockily. “Like a hotel room?”

Amy said, “Oh,” like she just realized where she was. “Oh. I should go.”

Eric blocked her way. “Tell you what. I was only planning on being here for a little while. I’d feel sorry if I made you lose your room. Why don’t I just do what I came for, and then you can have the room?”

“What you came for?”

“Yes. I have to have a phone call with my boss. It won’t take long.”

Amy said, “I don’t understand. You need a hotel room for that? Why don’t you just call her from the lobby?”

Eric grinned sheepishly. “Well, I have a confession. You won’t tell anyone? My boss is a woman, an older woman. Probably around your age. In fact, you remind me of her. You dress the same way and have the same kind of glasses. She’s very bossy, and though I’m a confident guy, I’m a little lost around her.” He paused. “You see, I have a crush on her, and I think she knows it and uses it over me.”

“A crush? On your boss?”

“Yes. It’s a little embarrassing. I get so worked up when I’m with her. Especially if we’re alone in her office. I get so—aroused. I just can’t help it.”

“Aroused?” Amy pretended to be shocked, but she’d seen Eric aroused before, and while her mind tried to play the part, her body kept thinking about his nice cock.

“You know, sexually. I get hard.”

Amy didn’t have to direct her eyes to Eric’s crotch, they went there on their own accord. “Oh.”

“I mean, just talking about it now, and seeing you—you really do remind me of her—I’m getting hard already. Want to see?”

“No, that wouldn’t be right. . .”

Eric ignored her. “Look,” he said, unzipping his fly. His cock poked out, already semi erect. As soon as it was freed it began to stiffen. “Damn. How am I going to talk to her now in this condition? I’ll never be able to concentrate.”

Amy backed away a step. “I should go.”

“Come on, you’ve already seen it. You got to help me out! If I don’t do well on this call I think she’s going to fire me because I’ve been so distracted in our other meetings. Every time I sit with her I can’t get this fantasy out of my head.”

Amy said, “What fantasy?”

“I want to just reverse the roles a little, so that I’m the one in charge instead of her. I think if I just get that out of my system, we’d be on equal footing. But I’m not sure exactly how I’d do that. I’ve thought about fucking her, but I don’t know, somehow that still doesn’t change the balance, you know what I mean?” Eric rubbed his chin. “Hey, you’re a woman. Maybe you have an idea.”

“No, really, I don’t. I—”

“Come on. Just tell me the first thing that pops into your head. What would make a woman feel like I was in control? I don’t mean being tied up or anything like that. Just, you know, what would make her feel beneath me?”

Tentatively, Amy said, “Maybe if she were below you, physically? Like on her knees?”

Eric’s eyes lit up. “That’s a good idea. I can’t quite picture her in that position though. Could you show me?”

“What? Me?”

“Sure. Just get on your knees, just for a minute. I want to see how it makes me feel.”

Amy made a show of pretending to think it over. “Well, okay, if you think it will help you keep your job.” She tucked her skirt primly behind her and edged to her knees in front of him. His cock, now swollen in his fingers, was just inches from her forehead.

“That’s great. Maybe if you looked up at me?”

Amy’s eyes met his. She could not tell if he was really aroused over her, or if he had hardened because he had concocted some image of another woman in his head to play this role.

Amy wondered how many women Eric had trained. He could be bored silly, going through the steps. Right then Amy decided she’d make it real for him. She’d be the image he would have in his head. Not just right now, but the next time, with the next trainee. “Like this?” she said demurely, opening her eyes, letting her mouth part so slightly, not like a seductress, but a shy woman on the verge of discovering her sexuality.

Eric’s eyes shifted, a new interest. “Yes, like that.”

Amy asked, as if the answer was very important to her, “What do you do after your meetings with your boss? I mean, to take care of your condition.”

“I sneak into the men’s room and jerk off.”

“Does that make you feel better?”

“For a minute. But after I feel worse, because then she’s even higher over me, you know what I mean?”

“You poor man,” said Amy. “Perhaps if you were to—touch yourself right in front of her, that would be better. Show her she couldn’t stop you from doing what you wanted to do.”

“Like this?” said Eric. He took his thick shaft in his hand and started to stroke himself. Amy tried to keep her eyes on Eric’s face, but she couldn’t help but see his cock grow, she was that close. She had always loved the idea of a man jerking off. Her ex-husband had never done it, thinking it made him look wimpy. In fact, Amy was excited by the thought of a man who had the confidence to masturbate in front of a woman.

“Yes,” said Amy. “In this position she’d be quite vulnerable. Your—penis—is so close to her face, and she’s not doing anything to stop you.”

“You’re right! I could even drop my pants,” Eric did just that, his cock now fully revealed, the entire shaft shiny and smooth, the head swelling.

Eric stood tall over her, his hand sliding up and down his erection. Amy knew it was supposed to be an act, but she couldn’t help but get aroused. Here was a young stud, with a beautiful cock, jerking off as he stared at her. It was impossible not to believe he was thinking only about her.

She felt herself leaning forward, her mouth dry. With her husband, she’d never been in this position, not only not on her knees, but having his cock so close to her mouth and not sucking on it. He would have insisted. And, truthfully, by the time she allowed things to get this far, she would have wanted to be sucking on it.

Somehow it was liberating, and, oddly, powerful, to not be doing anything at all. Just watching.

Her inner thighs grew warm even as her toes complained about being painfully compressed in her pumps. She tried to imagine what it would be like for the made up boss, a woman used to giving orders, to be suddenly on her knees in front of her subordinate. Humiliating. Just taking it.

Although not as humiliating as getting turned on by it.

“I’ve never watched a man do this,” she said truthfully.

Eric grunted, getting into it. “What do you think?”

“I’m afraid I’m having the same reaction you have with your boss. I can’t concentrate.”

“Why?”

Amy smiled sheepishly. “I’m getting—warm and tingly.”

“Have you ever watched a man come?”

“Not like this.” Which was also true.

Her words seemed to spur Eric on. He seemed less and less to be playing a part.

And now Amy herself was in between the world of make believe and a reality. The reality of being truly aroused.

She wasn’t Eric’s boss, so it wouldn’t be humiliating to touch herself. Who knew? Maybe if she were Eric’s boss she’d be aroused as well. Amy let her hand slide under her skirt, up along her thigh, slipping under her panties. She was undeniably wet.

“Go ahead,” said Eric.

And she did. She slipped one finger into her pussy, and then two, the odd position she was in making it feel new, like she’d never been touched that way. She spread her wetness on her clit, feeling it swell.

He really did have a nice cock. It was smooth, the head slick, perfectly proportioned. His slit opened and closed, like breathing, she’d never noticed that in a man before. With each stroke the head bulged, as if straining to break free from the shaft.

All at once, Amy was no longer playing a part at all. She really, really, wanted him to come. On her.

“Do it, please,” she whispered.

Eric grunted and started jerking himself faster. Amy matched his movements with her own, her fingers flying over her clit, faster even than he could slide his hand up and down. She realized she was staring at his cock, she really should be looking at his eyes. . .

And when she did, she saw true arousal there, he too was no longer playing a part, she was turning him on, just by being here, just by him looking at her. She wasn’t even touching him. And that simple thought, that she could turn on this young yet experienced stud drove her wild, she fought to hold on, she was here to make him come, not herself, yet she couldn’t take her eyes off him, she couldn’t let go of her aching clit. . .

She exploded on herself, her thighs jamming her hand into her pussy, her toes smashing into the pumps, her orgasm so encompassing it blocked the pain. She bit her lip, trying to hide her orgasm from him, but it was no use, she was jerking like a marionette.

Eric shook his head sadly. “You lose.” He stopped touching himself.

“No, no!” cried Amy, not acting now, she was that hot.

“No? You still want it?”

“Yes, yes!”

“Where!”

“Everywhere! On my face!”

Eric grabbed his cock with both hands, wrapping his fingers around the head, dragging down the shaft, pulling the skin tight. His cock thickened, emerging from the makeshift silo, growing, pulsing. When he reached the bottom he held on tight, the quivering shaft pointing right at Amy’s face, her eyes pleading into his.

And he erupted on her, a thick reward of seed hitting her right in the cheek, so full it splattered into her eye. The next shot caught her in the upper lip, filling her nostrils with its pungency. Again and again he spewed on her face, Amy’s eyes never leaving his even as his features blurred under the onslaught.

It went on and on, Amy never imagining a man could have so much cum, it was wildly exciting, all this because of her, and she twisted her face to catch every spurt. Her nose was blocked, she had to open her mouth to breathe, and when she did a thick drop teased her taste buds. She waited until more had dribbled into her mouth and then she swallowed.

She let him look at her like that, completely covered in his cum, as she expected a guest would want to. And right now, that’s what Amy wanted too.

Finally, she wiped her eyes, sliding the seed down her cheek and into her mouth. When she could see again, she said, “I hope you get to keep your job.”

When he spoke, she knew it was Eric himself, and not in the role he was playing, who said, “I hope you do too.”

The next afternoon, after visiting the resort’s medical office for a full physical and a battery of tests, Amy was back in the resort mock up training room again. She had been expecting the bukkake she had practiced for, but Li explained that today’s lesson would be on what she called “bi curious.”

“We get a lot of women at the resort,” said Li. “Some single, some married, but not with their husbands. Many of them have had fantasies about being with other women, but have never done it. Maybe they fooled around a little with a girlfriend, but it didn’t go all the way.”

Amy had kissed a girl only once. And, of course, there was what she’d done with Laura. Did Li know about that?

Li went on, “Many of the women aren’t even sure they would actually do it. So they come here. We let them watch some nice movies, movies made for women, not the stuff on the internet. It’s really eye opening for them. If they want, we let them watch real women together.”

“Just watch?”

“That’s usually the first step. Often it ends there. They like it, they want to watch, but don’t know if they could do it themselves. Others want to try, but don’t want to hook up with a stranger. The idea of a lesbian bar terrifies them. And sure, they might meet a woman, but how long would that take? How would they even read into whether another woman would be interested? And the married women who are intrigued by the possibilities. . .that’s even harder for them.”

“I thought that was every man’s fantasy,” said Amy. “Being with two women. Or even getting to watch.”

“Some men. Others wouldn’t like it. An affront on their manhood.”

Amy understood that. Steve would have freaked if she’d appeared to have enjoyed a woman more than him.

Which she now realized could easily have happened, especially if she’d met Laura back when she was married.

So here she was, alone in the room, just steps from where she had been on her knees the day before, having a man shoot cum all over her face. The room was the same, the rug bore no signs of her knees. No sign of Eric’s cum. She’d caught it all.

Amy had been a mess when she had left the room yesterday, even after washing off. As she had made her way back to the staff locker room, she wondered if the resort workers she passed knew what she had just done. It was embarrassing, like a walk of shame, yet oddly exciting, her little secret.

Or not so secret. Amy glanced over at the wall. On the other side there was likely another room, a manager watching her. Maybe more than one.

Amy checked her makeup in the mirror, aware it could be two way. She was in her usual uniform, and like yesterday, wearing the white bra and panties. All she’d been told today was that she was pretending to be with her lover, a woman, whose name was Mary.

Amy frowned. Is this how she’d be dressed to meet her lover in a hotel room?

She took off her jacket. That was a little better, but still so. . .formal. She tried to imagine what it would be like, going to a resort with another woman. No, it wouldn’t be on a vacation, this was the middle of the day. It was a tryst. The other woman was married, so was she. They were nervous, exploring, afraid to tell their husbands. This was their first time together. They’d even used made up names for the reservation.

The nervous part required no acting. Amy was here to meet a woman. A stranger. And have sex with her.

Could she do it?

And not only do it, but do it in a way that would be believable to those who were watching, to the woman she would be with. To herself. Not to go through the motions, not to let herself be used, but to be a willing participant, to not only act, but become the woman’s lover. To be so in the role that it was no longer a role, it was an exploration of her own inner desires, or at least her willingness to explore.

Oddly, it was her experience yesterday with Eric that helped her go on. She had slipped so easily into the role, and by the time it was over, it wasn’t an act at all. She had really wanted Eric to do to her what no man had ever done. She’d got off on it.

That was no act.

She’d already learned so much about herself, about her willingness to open her mind and body to new experiences, to let herself engage in a freedom she hadn’t realize she sought. And perhaps needed.

That was what urged her on now, that was what kept her from running out the door. The realization that this was as much for herself as it was about a role or a job.

Would being with a woman be different?

Yes, she’d had sex with a woman, or at least had been on the receiving end, with Laura. But she knew Laura, not well, but well enough. It wouldn’t be Laura who would walk through that door. It could be anyone, the woman could be tall or short or skinny or overweight, pretty or not so. Who would they send?

It was at that point that Amy decided she shouldn’t have a particular person in mind to get her in the mood. Not yet.

Still, painting a picture was a good idea. She released the top button of her blouse, getting in the role. She’d just come from work. Her and her lover would not have much time.

They’d be in a hurry. She should be naked, ready. Amy quickly unbuttoned her blouse, taking it off, setting it over the chair, fully aware she was being watched. A shiver ran down her. She’d been excited watching as well. Would her manager be turned on? Or was this old hat, another staffer in training?

The idea of being spied on while undressing by some creep was, well, creepy. But being watched when she knew she was being watched, that was. . .titillating. She tried not to make a show of it, yet she faced directly into the mirror as she removed her bra. She unzipped her skirt, turning slightly as she removed it.

She was wearing nude stockings, stay ups, with a nice lace top. Not the garter. That seemed more appropriate for men. She should have worn the black bra and panties though. Or the red. Dressing for her date.

Who was late. Had she been caught in traffic? Had she changed her mind?

Would she be nervous too? How would they start? Would they rush at each other?

No, it would be gentle, slow, probing. That’s how Amy would be, anyway, if this were real.

As if it wasn’t real enough.

Slow and probing. Damn, she had it all wrong! If Amy was meeting a woman for the first time, she certainly wouldn’t be naked. What if the woman changed her mind? If Amy had been the one arriving last, unsure of herself, the sight of the other woman raring to go would likely have scared her off.

Quickly Amy pulled her clothes back on. She was just buttoning her blouse when a tentative knock came at the door.

Amy composed herself, then crossed the room. She decided she was going to look happy and pleased, no matter what the woman looked like.

She didn’t need to fake her reaction. The woman in the doorway was beautiful. Not an elegant beautiful, like Laura, not an exotic beautiful, like Li, more like a woman you met at a party and hit it off with beautiful. Full lips, wide, dark eyes, shoulder length black hair. Her skin was flawless, as was her smile. She was dressed like Amy, in a suit you’d wear to an office, knee length blue skirt, medium heels.

“Hello,” said the woman, a little shyly. “I’m sorry I’m late.”

Amy took her by the arms and gave her a kiss on the cheek, lingering longer than one would with a stranger. She smelled of jasmine.

Amy led her into the middle of the room, consciously avoiding the spot where she’d been with Eric the day before. When she turned the woman was clutching her purse in front of her.

“Would you like a drink?” asked Amy.

“I have to go back to the office,” said the woman who might have been named Mary in real life.

“I’m kind of nervous,” said Amy. “Would you mind if I have a little wine?”

“Oh, please. Maybe I can too. Just a little.”

Amy knew there was wine in the fridge. Mary followed her over to the bar as Amy poured the drinks. They toasted, nervously laughing. “To new experiences,” said Amy.

“New experiences,” agreed Mary.

They both drank, their eyes meeting over the top of their glasses. Mary’s eyes were almost black, darker than Amy had ever seen. Up close, she realized that Mary was probably her own age, but looked younger.

Both women put their drinks down on the bar at the same time. “I’m not sure what we are supposed to do now,” said Mary.

“Neither am I,” whispered Amy. And that was the truth. This woman was beautiful, but Amy had just met her. Was she supposed to drag her to the bed? Is that what one did the first time with another woman?

On the other hand, Amy had hooked up with a strange man not so long ago, his cock in her mouth mere minutes after she’d entered his hotel room.

Somehow, it was different with a woman.

Amy said, “Would it be okay if I kissed you?”

Mary pressed her hands together over her chest, little fists, as if in protection, but she nodded.

Amy cradled Mary’s hands, and instead of kissing her on the lips, kissed her fingers, gentle kisses, experimental kisses, tiny kisses. She raised her eyes to meet Mary’s.

Whose eyes were wide; Amy sensing real nervousness there. Was this woman also being trained? Was this Mary’s first time with a woman?

Amy kissed her on the lips, a gentle kiss, a question.

At first Mary did not respond. She didn’t return the kiss at all, her mouth not moving, but she didn’t pull away either.

Amy let her mouth linger, not forcing, just the tip of her lips on the other woman. Ever so slowly, like releasing a long pent up desire, Mary’s lips awoke, the tiniest of movement, a response, a birth.

A shiver ran down Amy’s spine, just from that diminutive response. A birth of her own.

Amy wanted nothing more at that point than to excite this woman. Nothing else mattered, not the job, not the managers watching from their secret lair. Just the reaction of those lips.

For the briefest of breaths Amy grasped Mary’s upper lip in hers, then slowly pulled away.

“Oh,” whispered Mary, as if she had tasted a deliciously unknown fruit for the first time. “Oh.”

“Did you like that?” Amy’s voice was as quiet as her lips had been.

“Yes, very much.”

“Would you like to do it again?”

“Yes, please.”

This time Mary’s lips responded immediately, parting, a real kiss, yet Amy instinctively knew that Mary was kissing her as if she were kissing for the first time, this was a kiss from a woman to a woman, not the way she had ever kissed a man. Amy knew this because it was how she was kissing, this was not how she had ever kissed a man either.

Amy felt sixteen again, her first kiss behind the snack bar at a high school football game, Samuel Stevens, he was tentative as well, and it had been Amy who had kissed him first. They had both been clumsy, and if they had not been interrupted it might have turned into a really bad kiss or even worse groping, yet as it was she was left with a sweet memory.

There was no one to interrupt them here.

Their lips parted at the same time, small, probing flicks of their tongues, bringing a new chill, one of warmth. Yet unlike when Amy had been with a man, the warmth was like the heat from a gentle fire in the hearth after coming in from the cold.

If anything Mary was more aroused than Amy was, her mouth fully opening, her arms around Amy’s neck.

“Maybe we can go someplace more comfortable,” suggested Amy.

Mary nodded, and Amy led her to the foot of the bed. There Mary’s nervousness returned. Amy took Mary’s hands in hers, kissed them, and placed them on her own chest, above her breasts.

“Your hands are nice and warm,” said Amy. “Will you help me with this button?”

Mary seemed relieved to be busy, and she slowly released Amy’s button. Then, after a moment, the next and the next, a pause each time. At the bottom of the blouse Mary hesitated. “Go ahead,” Amy urged gently.

Mary gently released the blouse from the skirt. Amy stood there, her top partially open, goosebumps on her belly.

“I guess it’s your turn,” said Mary.

“If you are sure.”

Mary nodded quickly, and Amy slowly undid the buttons on Mary’s blouse. She was wearing a beautiful lacy bra, a half cup, her breasts wonderful, in that perfect place between full and erect, the breasts of a younger woman. The top of Mary’s areoles peeked out of the top of the lace.

“So beautiful,” said Amy.

“I picked it out just for you.”

“The bra is nice too,” said Amy, and Mary laughed, but Amy had been serious. She’d seen lots of women’s breasts, in locker rooms at the gym, her girlfriends trying on clothes or changing into bathing suits. She’d never thought much about it.

Right now, all she could think about was Mary’s breasts.

Amy should have waited, she should have asked if it was okay, yet her hands, driven by some primal need, or because it was what they were meant to do, rose up and cradled Mary’s breasts, one in each hand, her fingers wrapping over the top, the lace a teasing tickle in her palms.

“Oh,” said Mary.

Amy’s eyes snapped up, but Mary was focused on Amy’s hands, as if she were being touched for the first time. It’s like a first kiss, thought Amy. Feeling lips on yours, feeling hands on your breasts. . .

Amy ran her hands in circles, smiling as Mary leaned into the caress. Her movement shifted her breasts up, her nipples poking into the lace, dark and promising against the flimsy fabric.

Trying to break free.

Amy slipped her index finger under the edge of the bra, cupping Mary’s nipple. Mary’s eyes fluttered, and Amy bent her lips to Mary’s chest, planting a tiny kiss on the teat.

Mary moaned, grabbing Amy’s neck, pulling her forward and down, giving herself up, and Amy could hold back no longer, she wanted this. She took the nipple in her mouth, and losing control, sucked hard.

The nipple hardened in her mouth faster than any cock ever had, stiff and thick and full of desire. Amy tried to pull at just the bud with her lips but Mary was thrusting forward, forcing herself into Amy’s mouth, the bra a mere hindrance now. Amy pulled it down, Mary’s chest pressed into her face and mouth.

The slow burn that had warmed Amy flared into heat, her own nipples hardening. Without taking her mouth from Mary she reached back and unclasped her own bra, then fumbled for Mary’s.

She’d never removed a woman’s bra before.

The very thought was exhilarating. She was undressing another woman.

Amy pulled away, she wanted to see, she wanted to remember.

The bra had caught on Mary’s arms and hands, half covering her chest. Amy’s own had fallen to the floor, her chest heaving.

Slowly Mary let the bra drop, revealing herself fully. Her areoles were full, one nipple puffy.

“I want to feel your skin,” whispered Amy.

Mary melded into her, their arms around each other, their breasts in their own embrace.

They might have stayed like that for a long time, but it was Mary who said, “I want to see more of your skin too.”

Before Amy could react, Mary had reached back and unzipped Amy’s skirt. Mary dropped to her knees, gently pulled the skirt down along Amy’s legs. Amy suddenly felt self conscious, in only her panties and stockings, Mary’s face just inches from her pussy.

Which Mary stared at for the longest time, as if realizing what she was doing. Amy held her breath, not believing the position she was in. Just a few short weeks ago, she’d never imagined being with a woman. Now she was perhaps about to be licked for the second time.

Mary tentatively leaned forward and placed a tiny kiss on Amy’s panties, right on her pussy.

Amy moaned, her hips moving forward involuntarily, and Mary kissed her again in response. What was Mary seeing? What was she thinking?

Mary leaned forward again. . .

“No!” cried Amy. It came out louder than she had wanted.

Mary yanked her head back in surprise, a flash of hurt crossing her face.

“No,” repeated Amy, much more gently. She reached down and lifted Mary to her feet. “You first. Please.”

Mary hesitated, perhaps unsure, but Amy kissed her gently on the lips. “It’s important to me.”

Mary nodded, and Amy quickly removed Mary’s skirt. She was wearing stockings as well, and panties to match her bra. Amy gently pushed her shoulders down onto the bed.

Now it was Amy who fell to her knees, and now it was Amy who hesitated, her head between Mary’s legs, so close to the other woman’s pussy its musk suffused her panties into Amy’s nostrils. The scent was totally new to Amy, an uncovered secret, the magic scent of a woman.

Mary’s legs were drawn up, together. Perhaps, like Amy, she was uncomfortable displaying herself, or being licked for the first time, a fear shared by so many women.

Amy was aroused in a way she never had been before. Not more aroused, not out of control aroused, just—warm and sensual. Unsure, and yet desperately wanting to find out what she might do.

It was the tiny part of her that was still thinking rationally which had made her want to give first. She knew she’d been turned on by being on the receiving end, by being licked by Laura. But in the heat of passion, a person might do anything. She could have closed her eyes, imagining it was a man. She hadn’t, but she could have.

If she went first, there would be no way to escape the reality of where she was, what she was doing. Who she was doing it with.

Yet Amy could still be being driven by her own desire to be licked. Would she be able to take another woman in her mouth first?

Amy slid Mary’s panties down her thighs, revealing Mary’s beautiful, naked pussy. Mary’s labia was full and long and already parted, the tiny nub of her clit peeking out. Amy breathed in Mary’s scent, intoxicated. Not yet. . .

She removed Mary’s panties, running her hands along Mary’s silky stockings, gently spreading Mary’s legs. Amy looked up at Mary, who was not looking at her, instead, her arms were thrown back on the bed, as if she were being held down.

Amy kissed Mary’s inner thighs, her hair dragging along, feeling Mary’s skin react. At the same time, Amy let her fingers slip between her own legs, under her panties. Her pussy was warm, yet not fully wet. As she kissed Mary everywhere but on her pussy, Amy rubbed herself, her fingers slow and deft.

She’d masturbated hundreds of times, mostly fantasizing about men, only a few times about a women. Yet it was one thing to touch herself into arousal based on a fantasy of a woman. Could she do it with a woman spread before her?

Slowly she worked her mouth around every part of Mary’s pussy, all without actually touching her most sensitive parts. Up one thigh, outside her slit, through the sliver of hair along the top, across her belly, and down the other side.

By the time she had completed one circuit Amy’s own pussy had swollen in her hand. She slipped a finger inside herself, and then two, pulling the wetness out.

She began another circuit around Mary, this time closer, Mary’s legs opening in welcome.

Closer and closer Amy moved her mouth, yet each time she avoided Mary’s opening and especially her clit. She wasn’t teasing. Not on purpose.

Mary moaned, her legs now opened wide. Amy had completed the last two circuits with her eyes closed, but now she opened them. She was greeted by a totally new view, Mary’s lips swollen, her clit now looking like a teat, hard and protruding. Her clit was totally different from Amy’s, tight and compact and hard, at the very top of her opening, not elongated like Amy’s.

Amy marveled at the hard nub, her heat rising, just as it did when she got a man hard. Mary’s pussy opened before her, wet now, Amy breathing hard, both from her own fingers and from what she was seeing, what she was doing to this woman.

And that simple thought, that she was making this woman wet, turned her warmth instantly into a hard burning flame. This was just as good as seeing a cock harden, this was, not better, but arousing in a wonderfully new way. Amy had long thought that any man would harden with a woman between his legs, no matter what she looked like, no matter if the man thought her attractive or not.

Yet she didn’t think a woman would react the same way, especially since she had to expose herself so openly. That Mary was aroused by Amy between her legs sent a thrill through Amy like she’d never felt.

Amy’s orgasm overtook her almost without warning, unlike any release she’d ever had touching herself, out of the blue, as if called upon by magic. She pressed her fingers hard onto her clit, her entire body shaking, her eyes locked on Mary’s open pussy and hard clit and silky wetness. I did this to her, marveled Amy. I did this. . .

Even after Amy’s contractions had ended, still she waited, she had to be sure. Could she continue? Could she still lick another woman, now that she was free of her own driving needs?

There was only one way to find out.

She bent her mouth to Mary’s lips and kissed her fully, the same way she would kiss a woman on the mouth. Mary moaned, her pussy jumping into Amy’s face, Amy’s tongue flicking out, rewarded with erotic juices and Mary’s passion. Amy slipped her tongue deep inside, her nose crushed against the top of Mary’s mound.

It was. . .incredible.

The sensation of being inside another woman, with her tongue no less, was indescribable. Perhaps this is what a man felt like, with his cock buried in a woman’s pussy, this act of penetration, of being in her most private place. Amy’s tongue explored dark, secret parts, the sensation totally different from when Amy put her fingers in herself. Is this what she felt like to another man or woman licking her? This thrill of being allowed into the most concealed of treasures?

Amy wrapped her arms under Mary’s thighs, lifting them, her hands on Mary’s warm belly, driving her tongue deep, wishing she could reach all the way. When she looked up, Mary had thrown her hands over her face, as if unable to look, unable to believe she was being licked by a woman.

Amy wanted her to look, to see. . .

She pulled out her tongue, dragging it across Mary’s clit and away.

Mary’s head snapped down, her eyes wide, disbelieving, perhaps stunned that Amy was looking right at her. Amy held Mary’s eye as she returned to her clit, urging it to grow in her mouth, her tongue running in circles, closer and closer to the center. . .

An hour ago, Amy hadn’t been certain she could do this. Now she couldn’t imagine not doing it.

Mary’s mouth opened and closed, as if she wanted to speak, yet unable to control her vocal cords. Her back arched off the bed, her hands held up as if to ward off a pleasure that would be too much to bear.

“Stop, please, you have to stop!” Mary gasped.

Amy freed her mouth just enough to say, “You don’t like this?”

“No! I do, I just, you can’t, sometimes I. . .release, I squirt!”

Mary was telling Amy to stop, but her back arched even higher, probably painfully, her legs quivering, her pussy grabbing at Amy’s lips. Amy was intoxicated, exciting a woman this much, wanting more than anything to take her higher and higher, knowing without a shred of doubt this was what drove her now, not her own needs, not her own urges.

Or rather that it was part of her own need to bring pleasure to this woman.

She wanted Mary to come.

“Please, do it!” begged Amy.

“No, no, I can’t, I’ll—”

Amy took Mary’s clit fully in her mouth, then dropped down to the very bottom of Mary’s slit, flattening her tongue, dragging it up, through the now wide opening, into her depths, pressing it across her clit. Down again, and back up, each time going deeper, pressing harder, spreading Mary’s legs as wide as physically possible.

“Yes!” urged Amy.

Without warning Mary’s entire pussy clenched, like a fist pulled back, and she burst, smashing into Amy’s mouth, her body, her juices gushing out. Even with the warning Amy was stunned at the eruption, reacting instinctively, pressing her lips together. And then, not instinctively, but with deliberate purpose driven by desire, Amy opened her mouth and accepted her reward.

“Mom? Are you okay?”

Amy opened one groggy eye. Normally she woke at the first crack of dawn, a habit she’d not broken since Julie had been born. It was Julie who peered into her bedroom right now.

“What time is it?”

“It’s past ten.”

“Ten?” Amy still wasn’t thinking straight. “Just a few more minutes.”

“Mom, the moving people are coming today, remember?”

“Oh, no!” Amy jumped out of bed. “I’m sorry, this new job. . .”

Julie said, “But at least you can afford an apartment now.  I’ll get you some coffee.”

“Thanks, sweetie!” Amy groaned and collapsed back onto the bed. This was her weekend off from the resort. Her ex was tossing her out of the house he had been paying for until Julie left for college. Which she had already done, coming back just to help Amy pack, Amy only getting the extra few weeks by paying Steve rent. Unfortunately the house had already been sold, the new owners moving in the next day.

Amy’s first paycheck had been used for bills, the second for a one month deposit on a small apartment. She’d had to borrow from her friend Liz for the first month’s rent and the movers, but for the first time in her life Amy felt that she had a chance for a solid financial future of her own.

If she could just do well enough in her training and get to work the VIP floor.

The VIP floor meant more money, but it also meant going down a path she’d never have contemplated in a million years.

In the bathroom, she splashed water on her face. In the mirror she still looked the same, but there was no doubt she was on the verge of becoming a different woman.

This—job—was not what she had expected. It involved sex. Not directly for money, but indirectly.

Yet her reaction was nothing like she could have imagined. She had got off on it. What was it Li had said? It didn’t even seem like work.

The same woman stared back at her from the mirror, but one with a new understanding of who she was looking at. This wasn’t about money. Not any more.

Monday morning, Amy was tired from the move, so busy over the weekend she hadn’t focused on work. Yet now it all came rushing back, her anxiety about successfully completing the rotation training. And underneath it all, an excitement of what the new week would bring. A note was waiting for her in the staff locker room to report to the training manager, Guy LaPorte.

Amy had met him only briefly. Like practically all of the men working at the resort, he was handsome and polished. He gestured Amy to a seat on the couch in his office and sat in a chair across from her.

Amy waited while he gave her a once over. She was still a little uncomfortable with being so obviously reviewed physically, although the sheer transparency of it served to dissipate some of her nervousness. It wasn’t like Guy—or any of the other managers—snuck peeks at her, nor was it leering. It was more like—an inspection.

The physical assessment completed, Guy nodded and said, “I hear you have been doing well.”

“I’m trying.”

“Are you enjoying yourself?”

It was an easy question, and yet a difficult one to answer. How did you admit you enjoyed having a virtual stranger jerk off on your face? Or having sex with a woman you had never met?

Amy decided to meet transparency with transparency. “Yes. I am. So far.”

“It’s important that you do. Obviously this career isn’t for everyone. Not to mention if you aren’t in it one hundred percent our guests will sense it and not be pleased.”

“I understand.”

“Good. If that ever changes, you need to tell me right away. We want to be sure before you continue the rotational training period. Absolutely sure. You have done well, you think fast on your feet, which is actually more important than how attractive and willing you are. Forgive my bluntness, but there are a lot of women in the world, in this city even, who are more attractive than you, more beautiful than any woman on our staff, and yet very few of those other women would have what it takes to be successful here.”

Amy wasn’t upset at all, she certainly knew there were a million beautiful women in the world.

Guy continued, “From here, we are going to ramp up the training to a new level. Each session will be new and different in one way or another. While there are similarities in requests we get from guests, each situation is unique, and you need to be ready for anything.”

“I’m ready,” said Amy. Though she wasn’t sure what she was really ready for, she had learned enough about herself already to know she was willing to try, to continue her journey of discovery.

“We’ll see,” said Guy. “Although of course we hope you succeed. We are investing a lot in your training.” Guy pushed a button on the phone near the sitting area and said, “Send him in.”

The door opened and a man entered the room. He was medium everything: medium brown hair, medium build, medium height, light skinned, wearing tan khakis and a blue button down shirt. He was, in a word, average. Not unattractive at all, but certainly not a hunk. Just an average guy.

Guy said, “Amy, this is Pete,” indicating the unmemorable man.

Amy nodded her hello and held out her hand as he sat down next to her on the couch.

Pete didn’t look at all like resort staff, so Amy wasn’t quite sure why he was there. Another trainee? He was sitting in her space, and she tried to shift away without being obvious about it, but Pete was still holding on to her hand.

“Pete is going to be with you in the next rotation,” explained Guy.

Amy tried to hide her disappointment. She had nothing against Pete, she had barely met him. He might be the greatest guy in the world. But was this the man she was going to be required to have sex with? All her doubts came rushing back.

Could she possibly become aroused for this man? Not in a long term relationship, fall in love and then have warm sex kind of way, but in a do it right now I can’t help myself rush of lust?

As she had been told and now fully understood, this was more than just acting, she had to feel it.

Maybe she should just quit now. Maybe this wasn’t right for her after all.

Or perhaps she had it all wrong. Perhaps the rotation had nothing to do with having sex with Pete.

Her hopes were dashed when Guy said, “You are going to be Pete’s wife in the next rotation.”

“His wife?”

“Yes,” said Pete. “And to make it look official, I have this for you.” He still hadn’t let go her hand, and he slipped a large diamond on her ring finger. “And here’s the band.”

Amy had sworn she’d think long and hard before wearing another wedding ring. Yet here she was, with one on her finger. Although it was a role, the enormity of the implications still left her a little speechless.

Pete beamed at her. “Since we’re married, I think I deserve a little kiss, don’t you?”

“Oh, man, you should have seen the look on your face!” said Pete. He and Amy were in the hall outside the staff locker rooms. “I wasn’t what you were expecting, was I?”

They had just come from the training manager’s office. Pete’s somewhat sloppy kiss still lingered on her lips, and the wedding ring, and all it implied, weighed heavily on her finger.

“I’m sorry,” said Amy.

“Don’t worry about it,” said Pete, laughing. “If I didn’t look like this, I wouldn’t have this job.”

“You look fine.”

“I know, but hey, I’m not stupid. I’m just average looking. Not like the rest of the staff. Especially you.”

“You’re sweet.” And he was, really. If Amy had met Pete anyplace else she would have been more open minded toward him, but at the resort she was thinking only of sex. “I am sorry about how I reacted, though. I guess I didn’t hide it that well, did I?”

“It wasn’t bad. We threw it at you fast. I’ve seen better reactions, I’ve seen worse. You’ll learn.” Pete motioned her toward the women’s staff room. “The good news is the guests will all be better looking than me.” He winked at her. “Even the women. Now go change, there’s an outfit for you already in your locker.”

“What about you?” asked Amy. She was still embarrassed by her obvious disappointment at not being able to even pretend she was physically attracted at the first sight to Pete. He seemed like a real nice man, a guy she could get to like. As a friend.

“I’m already in my outfit! Come on, we are on a schedule.”

“What exactly is the rotation?”

“We’re married. This is our first visit to the resort. We’re not going to tell you much more than that except that I—as your husband—have been trying to convince you to do something you’ve never done. Something you’ve never even imagined doing, or that your husband would want you to do. So keep that in mind. Be—hesitant. But in the end, go along, and react as the situation dictates and with your own natural responses. Got it?”

“I guess so. What names should we use?”

“Pete is fine for me. You want a different name?”

Amy didn’t want to get confused. “I guess Amy is fine.”

Pete said, “You’ll be great.”

Still unsure, Amy went into the changing room. In her locker she found a short denim skirt, a black stretch top with a low cut neck, and a pair of short boots. In a box was a matching racy matching bra and panties, in deep red.

The underwear fit fine, although the bra pushed Amy’s boobs up high and full, not her style. It made her already ample bust look two sizes larger. The boots fit, but the skirt was tight, taut across, all the way from below her waist to her thighs, where the fabric hugged her. The top was way too tight, calling even more attention to her chest.

There was also a tube of lipstick, the same deep red shade as the panties and bra. A sticky note on the tube said, “Paint it on thick.”

The outfit gave Amy a clue to the role. Her fake husband Pete probably wanted her to pretend she was a hooker, or at least a hot cougar on the prowl. This was probably a practice run for some future guest husband who wanted his conservative, traditional wife to let loose.

Amy could live with that. In the mirror, she applied the lipstick liberally, puckered her lips, added a little more, and then, for good measure, adjusted her boobs so they stuck out as far as possible. She’d never looked so bosomy.

How bad could this be?

Pete was waiting for her at the entrance to the mock hotel room. Before Amy had a chance to speak, he said, “Baby, you look amazing! I told you that outfit would look great!”

He was already in role it seemed, so Amy said, “It’s too tight, Pete.”

“Nonsense. You look so sexy.” Pete kissed her on the cheek.

In the room, Pete led Amy to the tall mirror. He stood behind her, his arms lightly on her waist. “You are so hot,” he said.

“I’m a little uncomfortable,” said Amy, which was the truth.

“You should dress like this more often.”

“I couldn’t go out like this,” said Amy, which was the truth as well. “Everyone would look at me.”

“That’s the entire point, baby. I want everyone to see how sexy you are, and what a hot wife I married.”

Amy had a quick flashback to a pool party, years and years ago, before her kids. She was in a bikini, her stomach flat, her rear nice and tight, a great tan. She and Steve were with a bunch of Steve’s friends. She’d been lying on her stomach on a lawn chair, catching some rays. When she turned over she caught this military guy named Darren, who Steve always wanted to impress, staring at her. He’d probably been checking her out for a while, looking right up her legs at her crotch.

Darren hadn’t turned away, not even when she gave him a dirty look. When she turned to Steve for a little support, hoping he’d tell Darren to cut it out, Steve was looking right at Darren. Only he wasn’t pissed, he was grinning. Steve had caught a guy leering at her pussy and her husband looked like he’d just won the lottery.

Steve had fucked her hard that night, twice. She still remembered it, only now putting two and two together. Steve had been turned on because his buddy was checking her out.

“Is that what you want?” she said to Pete. “For your friends to see me like this?”

“I want everyone to see you like this,” said Pete. “Especially Carl.”

“Carl? Who is Carl?”

“Carl is who I think would be the right man to have sex with you.”

So this wasn’t going to be easy. “No, Pete, I don’t want to do that,” said Amy, playing the role. Yet her stomach did a little flip, wondering what Carl looked like, wondering if she’d be having sex.

“Now baby, we talked about this, I really do want to watch you have sex with another man.”

“You meant that, for real?”

Pete leaned into her ear. “I know it turns you on too. When we watched that video of the husband sharing his wife, I’ve never seen you so wet. That was the first orgasm you’ve had in almost a year.”

Amy couldn’t imagine going without an orgasm for a year, that’s what masturbation was all about, so she thought that Pete was laying it on a little thick. But she went along. “It wasn’t the movie, it was you, what you were doing. . .”

Pete smiled. “It’s okay, baby. You can admit it. I was watching you. I saw your reaction when that guy pulled his pants down. That was some cock, wasn’t it? I wish I had one like that to give to you.”

“No, I didn’t. . .”

“Sure you did. Maybe that’s why you don’t have orgasms with me very often, you need a man who is much more endowed. I want to give you that. I want you to have that.”

“Oh, Pete, I don’t think so, I just want you.”

“And I want you too, baby. I do. Let me give you this gift.”

“I don’t need a gift.”

“Then think of it as a gift for me.” Pete leaned into her from behind, looking over her shoulder, his body warm. “I want to see what you look like having sex, not the way I see you, but from across the room. I want to see how your entire body reacts, how you sound. I want to hear another man get turned on by my wife. I want you both to lose control. I want you to forget all about me being here, and just pretend you are alone with him, so I can see every bit of your beauty, your sexuality.”

His words sounded so sincere, so heartfelt, that a small shiver of heat ran along Amy’s spine. She’d seen the reaction of a husband watching his wife, so she had an idea of what Pete was talking about. But she’d never heard the reason for the arousal so earnestly expressed.

“You’d really like that?” she asked, beginning to truly accept the fact that there were husbands out there who wanted this very thing.

“Oh yes,” said Pete, shifting his hips forward.

Amy felt his erection push up against her ass, no acting at all on his part. And neither was her response, a warmth spreading in her belly, a warmth as much driven by his words and his earnest desire as his manhood.

She reached back to touch him, it seemed so natural now. “Maybe we can. . .”

“Oh, no, baby. Not me and you. Not now.”

“Then what?” she said, turning, thinking Pete might want to kiss her, or jerk off while she watched.

“Now you meet Carl,” said Pete, and went to open the door.

Amy couldn’t take her eyes off Carl from the minute he walked into the room. He was a hard man, and everything Pete was not. His skin was darker, rough. He was taller, with bigger shoulders, his muscular calves pressing against his denim jeans. His eyes were steely blue gray, framed by dark blond brows that matched his longish hair. He wore a leather vest over a plain tee shirt. His arms were covered in tattoos.

He reeked of manliness and testosterone and energy barely held at bay.

He didn’t look like resort staff any more than Pete did. He looked more like he’d just been let out of jail, a leader of a biker gang.

“Oh,” she said, which was all she could utter.

“Don’t be nervous,” said Pete. He gave her a kiss on the cheek. “Just do what comes naturally.”

Carl stared at her, an evaluation. Not the way her training manager had appraised her, this was a blatant sexual stare. He gave her face only a cursory glance, his gaze going immediately to her chest. Amy reacted involuntarily, squaring her shoulders, her female, prurient instincts taking over. The female putting on a show for the alpha male.

And alpha he was. Amy wasn’t one for biker types, at least not in real life, but even she would have checked this guy out if she’d seen him on the street. For the first time in her life she wanted a man to stare at her chest.

She was truly anxious, wanting this man to want her. Not for her job, not for a role, but because he was that hot. So hot that she reacted to him in a primal way, and the woman she was becoming did nothing to stop it, to restrain her urges with a veneer of control.

He was a little younger than she was, maybe early thirties. He was the type of man she imagined many middle aged women fantasized about, a tough man, maybe a little rough, who took what he wanted. Not a man to marry.

A man to fuck.

No, a man to be fucked by.

Her knees shook as his eyes traveled to her legs, her thighs very visible in the short skirt. Ten years ago, she would have looked amazing in this outfit. Now, she wasn’t so sure. . .

“I thought you said she was uptight,” said Carl.

“She is,” said Pete. “Not uptight, just—traditional.”

“She looks like a whore to me.”

Amy gasped, but Pete said, “But a good looking one, don’t you think?”

“I don’t pay for it,” said Carl.

“Of course not,” said Pete.

Carl appeared to be considering, then he said, “Turn around.”

“What?” asked Amy.

“Turn around. I want to see your ass.”

Amy glanced over at Pete, as she expected a reluctant wife would, as she would if she were in this position with a real husband, which she couldn’t imagine. She’d be hesitant, confused, upset, and pissed.

“Go ahead, baby, he’ll love it.”

Amy slowly turned, her legs pressed together. She was now facing the mirror, and could see Carl behind her. Off to the side, Pete sat in one of the lounge chairs.

“Lift up your skirt.”

“What? No. . .”

Carl said to Pete, “I got things to do.”

Pete jumped up and came over to Amy. “It’s all right, babe.”

“It’s embarrassing.”

“I’m right here. I’ll even help you.” Pete took her hand in his, giving her a squeeze, and with his other hand he lifted up Amy’s skirt. Amy had been fully naked before enough men, but she’d never felt so on display as right now, even though she still was fully dressed. The panties, though, were tiny, her ass fully exposed.

Amy held her breath, not believing how much she was already into this, wanting this hard man’s approval, this man who had likely seen much better asses than hers.

Carl grunted. “Put her on the bed.”

Amy shivered in response to the unspoken approval.

Pete kissed Amy on the neck and whispered, “I am so hard right now.”

Amy wasn’t sure which Pete was talking, the trainer or the husband. She was pretty aroused herself, not the Amy playing the role, but the real Amy. She couldn’t fake real arousal.

Pete led her over to the massive bed. The crisp white sheets looked like a sacrificial alter. Pete gently turned her shoulders and sat her down. “I’ll be right over there,” he said, returning to the lounge chair.

Carl came to stand in front of her. “I’ve heard about women like you. Prim and proper on the outside, but wild inside. Is that what you are like?”

Amy looked up at him and said, “I’m beginning to think so,” which was another truth spoken. Her voice was soft.

“Prove it,” said Carl.

Amy looked over at Pete, then at Carl, or rather, at Carl’s crotch, which was just inches from her face. Then back at Pete, who motioned for her to go ahead.

Amy realized she’d had sex twice at the hotel, but not yet with a man, unless you included Eric coming on her face.

She’d never even touched Eric.

She reached out and placed her hand gently on Carl’s crotch.

A warmth ran right through his tight jeans, up her arm, suffusing her, this simple touch igniting a flame. The room, the clothing, the sexual talk, seeing Carl, all that had been the fuel, and this touch was the ignition, setting her alight.

She was hemmed in by the tight clothes, her breasts and her pussy aching to break free.

Carl stiffened under her touch, setting off a chain reaction, more heat coursing through her, his cock swelling, her nipples hardening, his jeans bulging as his shaft pressed against her hand, wetness spreading between her legs.

Who was she, that she could get so turned on by touching a stranger? While being watched by another man?

Maybe Carl was right. Maybe she had an inner slut, just needing to be released.

She slowly unzipped him. It wasn’t his shaft that she released, but his balls, thick and full, bulging out of the opening.

His skin pushed against the hard zipper, but he didn’t seem to notice. A hard man all over, a man who thought nothing of pain.

She had to fight to slow down, to not yank off his pants. She needed to stay in role.

Or would a wife, perhaps long frustrated sexually, not even realizing how frustrated she was, lose all sense of control when her pent up needs were finally released?

She gave one last, quick glance toward Pete, not even focusing on him, and unbuttoned Carl’s jeans.

She had to work them down over his erection. When she had, his cock quickly filled, pointing straight out, thick and hard, just like him. The cock a woman would fantasize that man like Carl would have.

A strong cock. A cock that would stay hard for a long time, just like him.

Now the real Amy and the pretend wife Amy were one in the same. If her husband were in the room, she’d hesitate, no matter how hot this man was, no matter how much he turned her on, no matter how much bigger his cock was than her husband’s. She’d hesitate, because her husband had to love her to let her do this, had to want this for her as much as for himself, and she wouldn’t want to make him feel badly by ignoring him and jumping all over this other man.

And so, with real trepidation, and yet fighting her inner urges, Amy moved her mouth to the head of the cock and no farther, so close his musk filled her nose. She stayed that way as long as she could, and then did what she needed to do, what she wanted to do.

She gently ran her lips around the head of his cock, tentatively, softly. A first time kiss.

She might have gone on like that, dragging it out, for herself, for Pete, perhaps even for Carl. But the hard man said, “Don’t tease me, bitch,” and grabbed her head, thrusting himself into her mouth.

Which Amy instinctively opened, not because it was instinct to open your mouth when a hard object was shoved in your face, but because it was instinctive for a fully aroused woman to want a hard cock in her mouth.

Her hand flew to his shaft, partly to keep from choking, partly because she wanted to touch more of him. With her other hand she clumsily pushed down his jeans, groaning in frustration as she reached his boots. He shoved her back, her mouth grasping at his shaft, feeling the loss.

He quickly pulled off his clothes. His chest was as hard as the rest of him, not gym muscles, just jail hard, more ink, a tattoo of a man fucking a woman.

Amy, breathing hard, looked up into his face.

“I want to see your tits,” he said.

Amy hesitated once again. The real Amy, like most women past the age of thirty five, wondering if her breasts were still okay, just as she had wondered about her rear.

Slowly her fingers pulled her top free of her skirt.

“No,” said Carl. “I want him to do it.”

Pete was next to her in a flash, kneeling on the bed behind Amy. His hands were warm on her waist, and she could feel his erection pressing into her back. Pete’s touch was gentle, loving, yet excited.

He pulled the top up over her head.

Her chest was heaving, like in a Victorian  movie, her breasts shoved up and together by the bra. Her nipples pressed against the tight silky material.

“I said I want to see her tits,” said Carl.

Pete unclasped her bra, freeing it. The bra fell into her lap.

Amy’s first reaction was to cover her breasts, which sounded and looked foolish, she’d just undressed a stranger and taken his cock into her mouth. Yet that’s what she did.

Until Carl’s hard stare made her move her hands away.

Carl jerked his head, and Pete hastened off the bed.

Carl edged closer, until his quivering cock was just inches from Amy’s mouth. She wrapped her hands around his shaft, his heat filling her palm, like grabbing a hot log from a campfire. The head of his cock was much bigger than the shaft, with each stroke her fingers caught the edge of his helmet, which for some reason really excited her.

“Not with your hand. Use your tits.”

She pushed his shaft down between her breasts, but he was too tall to get the right angle, his cock kept jumping at her face. Inside, she was thrilled by the fact that he obviously liked her breasts. That he’d want his cock there instead of in her mouth.

Maybe he did this to all the women he was with. Maybe he didn’t care what the breasts looked like at all.

But he was staring at her chest, and he was with her right now, not with any other woman, and Amy didn’t care if he was acting a part. He didn’t have his eyes closed, fantasizing about some starlet or porn star, he was looking right at her, she was the one turning him on. She and her breasts.

Her tits. That’s how he thought of them.

She squeezed her tits together to give him more friction, his grunt proof of what he liked. His shaft slid up, emerging like a giant sea serpent, popping free. Amy struggled to hold him as he thrust again, and she fell back on the bed. He followed her down, straddling her, his cock pushing back between her tits. Her legs were held down by his weight, unable to even open because of the tight skirt.

She squeezed his shaft between her breasts, trying to catch his sensitive spot under the head. With each thrust he rode higher, his cock reaching her neck, her chin. She bent her head painfully and opened her mouth, her tongue out, and was rewarded as his cock grazed her lips.

She wanted him to come, she didn’t care if he shot all over her face.

Her pussy was dying to be touched, but she couldn’t reach herself. She squirmed underneath him, her body sending out a plea for attention.

He was getting close, so fast. I can feel it, she thought. I’m turning him on.

She squirmed again, moaning, and all at once he stood up, shoving her skirt up around her waist. Roughly he pushed her panties aside and lined his cock up against her pussy.

He’d moved so quickly Amy was a step behind, still thinking about his cock between her tits, waiting with her mouth open for him to come, and now he was poised at her entrance, torn between squeezing her legs together in denial and spreading herself open to give her pussy the attention it craved.

“Wait!” she said, finally regaining a small part of her senses. “You have to  wear a condom!” It was what she thought a husband would expect her to say, but also the real Amy speaking. She hadn’t been on birth control in forever.

“Why?” growled Carl. “You been fucking a lot of men?”

“No, no! I just can’t. . .”

“But you want it, don’t you?”

Amy couldn’t believe her own reaction, how quickly she had got in the role. No, how she had gone past the role, how her body had taken over entirely, she wasn’t thinking, she wasn’t acting, she was aroused and hot and in desperate need to be fucked.

It had been a long time.

She nodded vigorously.

Pete said, “Are you sure?”

Amy wasn’t sure if he was asking about whether she wanted to be fucked or whether she wanted a condom. “What do you want?” she breathed.

And for her part, she wasn’t sure who she was talking to, if she was asking Pete if he wanted her to be fucked, or if she just wanted to hear Carl say out loud that he wanted her. That he wanted to fuck her.

For his response, Pete stood up and handed her a condom.

Amy held it in her hand, the tiny packet a world of protection, yet also a world changer.

Everything seemed to slow down, the two men waiting for her response. A part of Amy waited too. Which part wasn’t so clear even to her, whether it was the role playing Amy, hesitating because that’s what a wife would do, or the real Amy, hesitating because she was amazed at what she was learning about herself.

Both Amys knew what they wanted though.

She ripped open the package and slipped the condom on Carl’s hard shaft.

No one hesitated now. Amy spread her legs as fast as she could, yet it wasn’t fast enough, Carl driving into her, his thighs slamming into her legs. The sensation of him inside her awakened that amazing feeling of fullness that only penetration could bring.

“You’re so tight,” said Carl, sounding honestly surprised.

All Amy could do was let out a little moan as an answer.

Carl pushed deeper, now into her full wetness, yet still he stretched her open.

“When’s the last time you had a cock this big?”

Her voice came out in a gasp, speaking as both the Amy role wife would speak, knowing her husband was listening, and as the real Amy, speaking the honest truth. “Since before I met Pete.” Eric’s cock had been just as big, but she’d never had it in her.

Carl had still not gone in her all the way, but he pulled back out, then started to fuck her, going deeper with each thrust. Amy could feel herself open, parts of her not touched in years, like Carl was using his cock to dig a hole for hidden treasure.

Out of the corner of her eye she saw that Pete had removed his clothes and was jerking off, watching them.

Watching her.

Yes, he was an average looking guy, he had an average sized cock, but something about how he looked at her, how he was getting obviously aroused at watching her, at watching her get fucked, was strangely exciting. Being fucked by this stud Carl was good, so good, but it was even better because another man,  a man she had taken a liking to, was enjoying it.

Maybe it was because Carl had reached her depths, maybe it was because he was all man, maybe she was so turned on just by being fucked, maybe it was she was in truth a slut, or maybe, just maybe, it was the combination of the hard man on top of her and the other man jerking off watching, whatever it was, she came, her orgasm so strong it threw her hips off the bed, so powerful she was even able to shove Carl partially off her.

Then Carl drove her back down into the bed, and her pent up release had nowhere to go, detonating deep in her pussy, rushing along his shaft, her pussy clenching in response, her legs jerking, and she came and she came and she came.

Carl muttered, “Fuck!” and pulled out, yanking off the condom, and shot his hot load onto her pussy, and as he lifted higher, onto her breasts, hot and thick, again and again, his cum claiming her, so much it ran down between her breasts onto her belly.

She was still twitching with aftershocks as he finished, her head bent so she could see his release.

“Next time it’s in you,” said Carl.

Amy wasn’t sure if Carl was in a role or not. He really sounded like he wanted to fuck her again. To come in her.

Even in the aftermath of her release, she knew she would want that as well.

Amy lay there for a long time, spent, the sounds in the room hazy. A click of the door was the only evidence of Carl leaving; he wasn’t a man to kiss her on the cheek and tell her how good it was. He would assume it was good for her, or not care. Yet Amy knew he had enjoyed himself. The thought made her smile.

Pete gently knelt on the bed. “You look so beautiful.”

He sounded truly sincere, and she smiled for him as well. She found herself liking him even more, for his gentleness, for his truthfulness. How odd, that she’d feel this way given that his comment had been made while looking at her lying half naked, covered in another man’s cum.

In a strange way Amy felt that she’d never been so open and vulnerable to another man, having him see her like this. She’d had a one night stand, a stranger seeing her naked the first time they’d met. She’d never imagined it possible that the first time a new man saw her naked was when she’d had sex with another man.

Because of this vulnerability, this shared experience, and yes, because Pete had enjoyed himself, she opened her arms to him. He lay atop her, their skin touching, fused by Carl’s still warm seed.

Her arms were around Pete, his body warm, his head on her chest. Only a part of her was really here, the rest of her mind was in awe at the great realizations she had come to about herself. That she was not only a woman who wanted and needed to explore her innate sexuality, but that she could be excited by kinds of sex she had never considered, had never even known about.

Of course there was another explanation. That she’d been without good, hard sex for so long that her physical needs, so long unfulfilled, had been uncovered and awoken, and that she was just in a crazy catch up phase. An infatuation. It would burn out, as all infatuations did.

She wasn’t there yet. Not even close.

Pete kissed her gently on the cheek. She realized she had not kissed Carl. The only time she had kissed Pete was at their first meeting, a kiss of greeting, it hadn’t meant anything.

She almost kissed him now, but hesitated, unsure. How would he take that? Her kissing him after the sex with Carl. Perhaps with the training managers still watching.

Their eyes met, and somehow she knew he would understand and accept whatever she did, whatever she didn’t do.

“Did you enjoy all that?” she whispered.

“Very much. And that’s the real me talking.”

“I’m glad,” said Amy. “And that’s the real me, too.”

His warmth and support and obvious joy at her arousal made her throw caution to the winds. “Can I do something for you?” For some reason this small question seemed a bigger step than having sex with Carl, than her job.

“I already did,” laughed Pete. “That’s how much I enjoyed watching you.” He kissed her again on the cheek. “If you looking at me like that, I’ll be able to prove it to you.”

“I’d like to see that,” said Amy, truthfully. “You pleasing yourself. I was a little distracted before.”

The next morning, Amy was back in the resort’s medical office. The same friendly doctor, whom everyone referred to simply as Dr. Judith, had just handed Amy a prescription for the morning after pill.

Amy didn’t need it, not yet. But as she had come to accept the importance of exploring her newly discovered cravings, she knew that sooner or later she’d find herself in a position to need that piece of paper.

“Are you okay?” asked Dr. Judith.

Amy said, “I think so.”

“We have other specialists you can speak with, if you would like.”

“A sex therapist?”

“Yes. And a psychologist.”

“Maybe at some point. Right now I’m good.”

Dr. Judith smiled. “I’m glad for you.”

Amy said, “So am I.” She sat there for a bit, realizing she was happier than she’d been in years.

“Anything else I can do for you?” asked Dr. Judith.

Amy held up the prescription. “Would it be possible to also get a prescription for the pill? To be on all the time? Just in case I decide. . .”

“Of course,” said Dr. Judith. “Just in case.”

For the next two days, Amy didn’t play any more roles. She watched movies.

She sat by herself in one of the training rooms, a remote control by her side, a DVD player attached to a large screen on the wall. She had been instructed to watch two specific DVD’s, labeled “Core Training.”  After that, she’d been told that she could choose from a drawer full of other movies and watch whatever she wanted.

Each movie lasted about twenty minutes. If Amy didn’t know better, she would have considered it to be porn. Instead, though the movies were of people having sex, it was meant to be instructional.

And these weren’t porn actors. Amy recognized the sets. They were all taken in a room exactly like the one she was in. The same furniture, the same bed. The same lounge chairs she had come to know so well.

She wondered if the men and women in the movies were all resort staff. Maybe one day she’d be on that screen, showing new employees how and what to do.

The first few movies were pretty basic, a man and a woman, a man with two women, a woman with two men. One of those was what Amy now understood to be a hot wife experience.

The movies progressed beyond men with women. Women with women. Men with men. Men with women with men with women, an orgy.

After the first movie, Amy was fidgeting. By the second she was warm. By the third she’d started to rub herself through her clothes.

She knew she was supposed to be getting an idea of what the resort guests might want to do. Of what she might be asked to participate in. But it was too hard to concentrate, she was too turned on.

Maybe if she just took care of her needs she’d be able to focus. . .

She slipped her hand under her skirt and rubbed herself, fast and hard, coming quickly.

There, she thought. Now I can concentrate. Amy was sure she wasn’t the first trainee who has done that.

In the movies she saw things she’d heard about, but had never seen in real life. And others she’d never even imagined. Positions and kinks and more kinks.

She hadn’t even made it through the core training videos when she was on the bed, naked, shamelessly touching herself again. Not in a rush to get off, just soft strokes on her already enflamed pussy.

The last movie was entitled Training Your Man. It began with a woman at work, a slender brunette with short hair. She wasn’t gorgeous, she wasn’t plain, she was what most people would consider pretty. She’s friendly to her co-workers, but on the quiet side. The movie then shifted to a man with close cropped hair and a tattoo on his arm, working on a construction site, the man loud and boisterous, all the men reeking of testosterone.

In the next scene, the man and woman are sitting at a dinner table, and it is obvious they are married. At first it sounds like typical married life conversation, asking about their day. As the dinner progresses, the woman becomes more assertive, the man quieter. She tells him to get her more wine, she makes him clear the plates in an authoritative manner. He complies meekly.

After the table is clear, she says, “Tonight will be more training.”

The man replies, “Do we have to?” There is both fear and a hint of excitement in his voice.

“You are not to question my decisions,” says the woman. The doorbell rings, and a small smile appears on the woman’s lips. “Answer that.”

The camera follows the husband to the door. When he opens it, there is another man there. He is ruggedly handsome, like a man you’d see in a beer commercial.

The scene shifts to a bedroom. The second man, who had come to the door, is naked on the bed, propped against the headboard. Amy wondered if this was going to be another hotwife scene, with the wife having sex with this man while her husband watched. He certainly fit the mold of a sexy lover. His cock was already half erect, presumably thinking about the wife, who was not on screen.

Yet when another person appeared, it wasn’t the wife, but the husband. He was also naked. He bends over the edge of the bed, supported by his arms, facing the other man.

Though Amy was a little confused, there was something oddly erotic about the scene: the two men, both good looking, in fact, the husband bigger and tougher than the other man, facing one another.

New juices flowed onto Amy’s fingers.

The wife approaches her bent over husband. She is dressed in a black leather bustiere, with black stockings and five inch stiletto heels. And she has a cock.

A large, black, strap on dildo cock. It must have been at least ten inches, huge on the slender woman.

Amy’s eyes widened as the wife took a position behind the husband. Even before Amy fully comprehended what the wife might do, the woman had already pushed the cock into her husband’s ass. He groaned loudly, Amy’s own ass clenching in painful sympathy. The wife pushed deeper and deeper, the man’s legs shaking, his groans increasing in volume and intensity.

Then the woman fucked him.

Amy watched, amazed, as the huge cock rammed in and out of the man’s ass. The wife, though smaller of stature, was in total control of this outwardly rough man, fucking him hard, in front of the other naked man.

Amy couldn’t believe it, yet it was happening right in front of her. Actors or not, this woman was fucking a man in the ass. Amy couldn’t help but wonder what it must feel like, something that big in her ass. It had to hurt, right? But the man who was getting fucked had a stiff erection, and his moans were not those of pain.

Amy increased the pressure on her pussy, the scene impossible to turn away from, shockingly arousing.

Amy wondered what it would feel like to be that woman, taking a man that way. The ultimate reversal of roles.

No, not the ultimate, because what happened next took it to an entirely new level, stunning her. The woman slammed into her husband so hard he fell forward onto the bed, right between the other man’s legs.

“Suck it,” ordered the woman.

And to Amy’s utter amazement, the husband did, taking the other man’s cock in his mouth. The wife moaned in pleasure, perhaps because of how the strap on pushed against her own clit, perhaps from watching the men.

Amy rubbed herself furiously, stunned at her own reaction as much as what she was seeing. Wishing she was there. Wishing she had that strap on.

Wishing she was the woman.

The room filled with moans, the man who was being sucked, the man who was being fucked, the woman, Amy.

Amy came first, fighting to keep her eyes open, she didn’t want to miss a thing.

An hour later, she finally left the training room. She hadn’t bothered with any of the optional movies.

But she’d watched Training Your Man three more times.

The next day Amy was told to report to the training manager’s office. Guy LaPorte was as polished as she remembered him. She sat across from his desk, dressed in her work uniform outfit, as he finished up a phone call.

After Guy hung up he said, “I just wanted to see how you were coming along.”

“Good, I think. I’m still getting used to everything.”

“Are you learning a lot?”

Amy reddened, realizing he had likely watched the videos of her training. “I’ve never learned so much so fast in all my life.”

“Hmm. Tell me something you’ve learned.” He leaned forward, interested.

“I’ve learned—.” There were so many things Amy could tell him. About positions, kinks. Yet she could have learned all about those elsewhere, even sitting at home, searching the internet. “I’ve learned about myself. About what I like. About who I am. About what I can do.”

Guy smiled. “Good answer.” He steepled his fingers. “Have you learned anything you don’t like?”

“About myself? Or about,” Amy waved her hand to indicate the resort, and all it implied.

“Both.”

Amy didn’t hesitate. “Not yet.”

“So you like the work?”

Amy thought back to what Li had told her, about the resort job not seeming like work. She finally understood. “Yes I do.”

“Good. Because I’m taking a new approach with you, something we haven’t done with any other trainee. In fact, we have already started.”

“Started what?”

“Your training session with Carl and Pete. You know what that was for, right?”

“I assume for a couple who had talked about wife sharing. But the woman is still hesitant. The husband wants his wife to see how it might play out. Not only for her, but for their marriage.”

“Exactly. We get a lot of those. Some couples decide not to go ahead based on what they see. For others, it is what unleashes their new lifestyle. Often they become frequent guests. As I expect the couple who watched you will be.”

“What?”

Guy smiled at Amy’s surprise. “That’s right. You have been progressing so quickly—we let a real couple watch. You made quite an impression. They’ve already booked a follow up visit. They’ve asked specifically for Carl, by the way.”

Amy was speechless. “You mean, there were strangers watching me?”

Guy laughed. “You knew your trainers would be watching, right?”

“Yes, but. . .” Amy laughed as well. “I see what you mean. But weren’t you taking a big chance?”

“I don’t think it was much of a chance. We are very good at evaluating potential. And you have as much potential as anyone we’ve seen. You don’t play a role, you become it.”

“I don’t know what to say. Are you sure?”

“Well, there will be constant evaluations. But you also came with a very strong reference.”

Amy wondered who he meant. Pete? He did seem to have taken a liking to her. “Who, if I may ask?”

“Mary.”

The woman she’d had the first time lesbian experience with. Well, perhaps the first time for Mary. “I thought she was a trainee?”

Guy beamed. “Actually, she’s my wife.”

“You’re wife?”

“She’s always wanted to—explore. What better and safer way? I trust her judgment one hundred percent. Now, are you ready to move up to the real thing?”

Which is how, a week later, Amy found herself on the VIP floor, standing outside the door to one of the large suites.

A lot had happened since her meeting with the training manager. She’d been given a raise and a nice bonus, which she’d used to pay off her friend Liz and also send gift certificates to her kids. She’d received flowers from her co-workers, and a funny card from Pete which said, To my hot wife, I hope we get to work together in the future. Amy had smiled when she read it. That night, she’d masturbated at home, reliving the experience with Carl. And in her fantasy, Pete was there, watching.

She’d had sex almost every day in her training rotation, and still she masturbated most nights. Amy couldn’t recall a time in her entire life when she’d been so aroused, when she’d had so many orgasms.

And now it was time for the real thing.

As if what she’d experienced already hadn’t been real enough.

What awaited her behind the wide door? No matter what she was walking into, she was certain it would be another learning experience for her. Not only about what she would do, but about herself.

She stood there, a little unsteady in her tall heels, vacillating between confidence and insecurity. Could she do it again, become the role? Where would that end? Would there be a role she could not take on? Would there be an act she would not be able to do? That would certainly disappoint those who had invested in her.

As for her own sense of herself, what would be worse? Not being able to perform an act, or not hesitating to do anything and everything?

There was only one way to find out.

Amy knocked on the door.

The man who answered the door was about forty. His serious demeanor was at odds with his clothing, because he was wearing a white bathrobe and had a bottle of scotch in his hand. He gave Amy a long look, taking in her entire body from head to toe.

He took a huge hit directly from the bottle. “You’ll do fine,” he said, grinning. “Just fine.”

He took Amy by the hand and led her into the huge suite. About a dozen boisterous middle aged men, all similarly dressed in white robes, quieted as she appeared, then began whistling and howling their appreciation.

“Toga, toga!” yelled one of the men, and the others took up the chant.

The man who had answered the door thrust the bottle into Amy’s hand. “Have a drink!”

Amy wasn’t one for scotch, but she gamely took a small sip. The man laughed and tipped the bottle, forcing Amy to swallow more than she planned, a trickle escaping down her cheek. Oddly, even in the outlandish environment, it made her laugh, reminding her of a college frat party she’d once been dragged to even though she wasn’t in college. She grabbed the bottle and took a big swallow. The men all cheered.

“Ever been to a toga party?” the man yelled over the noise.

“No!”

The man leaned in close and whispered loudly, “Actually, it’s our first time too. Not our first toga party, but the first to—oh, you’ll find out.”

Although the men continued their carrying on and drinking, Amy knew many were stealing glances at her. Others were openly staring. They all appeared to be about the same age, and were in remarkably good shape, at least from what she could see given their togas.

“We were the jock frat,” explained the man who had let her in. “I’m Brock. That’s Jules, Frankie, Doug, Ritchie, oh, you’ll never remember.”

Another man came over, holding up a very small bathrobe. “One for you,” he said.

Laughing, Amy said, “I’ll never fit in that!”

The man replied, “That’s the point!”

Amy took the skimpy bathrobe. “You really want me to wear this?” She’d spent a lot of time picking her outfit, a form fitting knit dress.

“To start, anyway!”

Brock said, “Don’t mind John. He’s a little drunk.”

John said, “Aren’t we all! You’ve got catching up to do. Say, what’s your name?”

Amy had been told that she could choose any name she wanted to for these encounters, any name that would help put her in the mood. Perhaps a name of an actress, or a friend who had a characteristic that might help her get into the role.

Amy looked at all the men, most openly staring at her now. She could not only see, but feel, the lust in the room. Each of those men, in their own way, wanted her.

She realized that she loved the attention. Not as a role, but deep down inside. Not the woman she was playing, but herself.

“Amy,” she said. “My name is Amy.”

Amy half expected they would want her to strip and change into the bathrobe right there, but Brock pointed her to one of the bedrooms to change. “Cover up good,” he said. “Only the winner gets to see you without the robe.”

Amy wasn’t sure what he meant by that. Maybe they were going to auction her off, which was kind of exciting. In the bedroom she took off her dress and laid it on the bed. Underneath, she was wearing panties and a low cut bra, no stockings. She wondered if she should keep them on or not.

She’d never been to a toga party. What would those men be wearing?

No, that wasn’t the important question. The real question was: What would those men be expecting?

Brock said only the winner would get to see her naked. That gave her a clue. She left on her panties and bra, but took off her shoes.

She checked herself in the mirror. The robe, with no buttons, showed a lot of her neckline and upper chest. The material was thick, unflattering on her butt. The butt of a middle aged woman. And the length was all wrong for her legs, cutting too low below her knees.

That wouldn’t do at all. . .

She cinched up the robe under the belt, did it again, and now she was flashing a little thigh. Not bad. She spread the top of the robe, revealing a hint of her boobs. Spread it some more, deep into her cleavage.

Better.

One of those guys in there would pay up for her. She was sure of it.

When Amy came back into the living room area, the conversation had quieted, all of the men staring at her. She saw appreciation, lust. The enormity of it hit her: she was alone with more than ten half naked men, wearing nothing but a bathrobe and skimpy underwear, in a resort where people came to fulfill sexual fantasies. A sudden urge to run engulfed her, yet she was rooted in place.

Perhaps because another urge held her there, the urge to see how far these men would go. How far she would go.

Men rarely looked good in robes, but these men looked fine indeed. No wonder they had been the jock frat. All were in great shape, some with broad shoulders, others muscular legs and arms, two of them lean and long. Two of the men were black, one was a burly Hispanic, the rest white.

“Let the games begin!” someone yelled.

Brock, who seemed to be the organizer, took Amy by the hand and led her to the middle of the room, where a folded blanket lay on the floor. “If you’d be so kind, my dear, to kneel here.”

Amy looked back and forth from the men to the blanket, her eyes wide. Did they expect her to give them all blowjobs?

Brock seemed to read her mind. “Oh, no, that’s not it. You’re more of a judge. Well, a participant as well.”

His reassurance was enough for Amy to kneel on the blanket. Her robe spread out, revealing more of her legs, and giving the men a nice down blouse.

She didn’t rearrange the robe.

A warmth of excited expectation formed in her belly. What would they do with her?

Brock reached into a bowl on the credenza and took out a piece of paper. “The rules we agreed upon. Farthest away to hit anywhere wins. In the case of a tie, highest point on the body wins. Amy is the final arbiter.” He waved the piece of paper with a flourish and read from it. “The first contestant is Jules!”

The room erupted in groans and laughter. One of the men stepped forward. He was tall and slender, with a neatly trimmed beard. “Stand back!” he cried. “I’m warning you!”

The men laughed again and shifted away. Brock knelt down besides Amy. “It’s a contest. Each of us is going to stand near you, one at a time. Whoever hits you from farthest away is the winner.”

Amy pulled her legs under her to get to her feet. “Wait a minute! No one said anything about hitting!” She wasn’t sure exactly what she had signed up for, but being hit was definitely not on the list.

Brock put a calming hand on her arm. “No, no, not like that. We’re going to, you know, jerk off. Whoever hits you from farthest away is the winner.”

Amy was still so in shock over the idea of being struck that she was confused. “Jerk off?”

“Yeah, like a circle jerk, except one at a time. And with a prize for the winner.”

The men were going to masturbate for her. That wouldn’t be so bad, would it? She’d watched Eric jerk off, it had been exciting. “What’s the prize?” she asked.

“Why you are, of course,” said Brock, laughing. “Now here’s how it works. If a guy can’t get off, he’s eliminated. But that won’t be an issue with you, I bet everyone is hard already. I know I am. Each contestant has to gauge how far he can shoot. If he misses you, he is out. If he hits you, we mark off the spot where he was standing, and the next guy has to beat it. No pun intended. Whoever shoots the farthest wins. If there is a tie, whoever hit you highest on your body wins. Get it?”

Amy sunk back down. This wasn’t what she was expecting. On the other hand, she’d trained for a bukkake, and this appeared to be easier. Plus, she loved watching a man touch himself over her. Her experience with Pete and Carl had proved that.

What woman wouldn’t be excited by men paying to touch themselves while looking at her?

“Am I expected to do anything?” she asked.

“Just be as pretty as you are. You’re not supposed to help one contestant over another, so no touching. Of course, if you take a liking to someone in particular, or want to help the process along, you are free to—do whatever, short of touching him. Oh, last thing. If there’s any doubt as to whether you are hit, you make the final decision.”

“I’m getting a little wound up here,” said Jules. “You better get out of the way, Brock.”

“Ready?” asked Brock.

Amy looked at all the men. Even the thick robes couldn’t hide their erections. “Let the games begin,” she said.

Brock got out of the way. Jules had taken position a few feet from Amy. She was on her knees, facing him, not sure where to look.

Jules pulled aside his robe, and Amy had her answer. He was naked underneath, his stiff erection pointing straight out. His cock was long and slender, like he was.

She hadn’t seen him touch himself. He’d become hard, just by looking at her. Though in a robe, she was fully covered.

The thought of this man, this group of men, getting so turned on by her just—being there—got Amy instantly aroused. She’d remembered going out with her girlfriends once after her divorce, in her twenties, in short hot dresses and fuck me shoes, dancing together at a club, wanting to attract the attention of the guys, the girls knowing they looked good as they swayed their hips and thrust out their chests, getting off on knowing there were men who would want them. They were safe in their group, and so they danced and strutted and teased. And yes, hooked up. Amy remembered vividly, she’d been so worked up in the guy’s car she’d sucked him in the parking lot. The first time she’d ever done that.

Now here she was, not teasing, not in a slut dress, just here. And yet, the men were still turned on. And so was she. She wasn’t even going to have to suck them off. And as Jules started to touch himself, Amy realized that might be a disappointment.

At first the other men urged Jules on, a few heckles thrown in. Amy couldn’t have looked away if she tried. This tall, good looking stranger was touching himself, his eyes glued to Amy. She knew he could be fantasizing about another woman to get himself really worked up, but his gaze never wavered. He was thinking about her.

The warmth that had started in her belly spread to her chest, her neck. She felt herself leaning forward, wanting him to see her breasts.

Wanting him to come on her.

The room quieted as Jules’s hands started to move faster. Amy realized she was holding her breath, letting it out just as Jules groaned and his cock jerked. A long bullet of cum shot right toward her face, Amy opening her mouth to breath, or perhaps because she wanted to taste him.

But the stream fell short of her face, hitting the floor near her knees. Another spurt followed quickly, this one arcing high, Amy watching it like a diver in a swim meet, up, up, down, down. . .and onto the hem of her robe. A small cheer went up.

Again and again Jules shot, but no more reached her.

“Not bad,” said Brock. He handed Jules the piece of paper with his name on it, and Jules placed it on the floor by his foot.

The next man quickly took his place. When he pulled aside his robe it was clear he must be a weight lifter, his thighs thick and muscular. So muscular that his cock looked a little small, though Amy was sure it was at least average in size. He was a fast jerker, his hands flying over his shaft. It took him a lot longer than the first man. At one point Amy thought he wasn’t going to come, maybe he was on steroids or something. She found herself leaning forward, urging him on with her body. When he finally let loose his release was thin and watery, barely getting halfway to Amy. He grunted and moved off.

Two more men followed quickly. Standing on the same spot that Jules had, both reached about the same distance, just shy of Amy’s knees, creating a dark spot on the rug.

Brock called his own name out. Amy gave him a smile; she thought he was cute. He made a show of opening his robe, to general laughter. He had a nice flat stomach, and an even nicer thick cock.

He held Amy’s eyes as he touched himself. Amy wished she could touch him, she would have loved to be looking into those deep dark brown eyes as she held his thick shaft in her hand, working him, wanting his cum on her tits or in her mouth. Her lips parted, Brock groaning. He was close, so much faster than the others, he must really want her. . .

His first spurt, thick and pearly white, hit Amy right next to her nose. Her eye closed involuntarily, she forced it open just in time to see the second shot splash into her chin. Again and again Brock shot, long streams that looked more like cream than liquid.

The jism on Amy’s face slowly ran down her cheek. Amy ran her tongue over her lips, a languid gathering of his release. She slid her tongue back in her mouth, the salty taste wonderful, erotic.

The men in the room moaned.

With her finger she scooped up the rest on her chin, licking it clean. The sensation of Brock’s cum in her mouth triggered a nervous energy in her legs. All she could think about was what it would have felt like if Brock had shot that hard directly into her mouth.

Or into her pussy.

Brock bowed gallantly and stepped away. The reaction from the men was a mixture of cheers and groans, no doubt thinking Brock had won.

Which seemed more likely after the next two men couldn’t even reach her with their ejaculations.

John was up next. He was so drunk he couldn’t get more than half an erection, and he finally stumbled off amidst friendly laughter.

“Ritchie!” called Brock. “You’re up next! Where the hell is Ritchie?”

A man came stumbling out of the hallway which led to one of the bedrooms. His robe was tangled around his legs. “Uh, I think I’ll have to pass,” said Ritchie, embarrassed. “I got so worked up watching her, I had to get some release.”

“You jerked off in the hallway?” someone said.

“I didn’t want you guys to be jealous of my big cock,” said Ritchie.

“Maybe you can rest up and go again,” suggested Amy, getting into it.

“No do overs!” said Brock. “Greg, you’re next!”

Greg was one of the black men, the really hot one. Amy had never been with a black man, not all the way. A long time ago she’d been drunk at a party and her girlfriends came up with this crazy idea for a kissing contest. One of the men there was black, and Amy had kissed him. A lot. One thing had led to another, and soon hands were exploring, but that was as far as it went. But not before Amy had felt the black man’s cock through his jeans.

Greg’s cock was extremely dark against the white robe, a mountain of granite against a wall of snow. His balls bulged as he slowly ran his large hand around his shaft.

He gave Amy a little smirk as he almost leisurely worked his cock. “Normally I don’t touch myself,” he said. “With so many women wanting to do this for me.”

Amy didn’t doubt it. She wished she was touching him right now. She found herself staring at his filled sacks, in awe of what they must contain, all that seed.

Her pussy contracted, and, though she was curled up, she felt it open between her legs, like it was reaching out in welcome to Greg’s promise of impregnation.

Amy shuddered. What if Greg beat out Brock? She would be his prize. What would he want to do with her?

Would he have anything left to give her? Would she be able to arouse him again?

Greg grinned, as if he were reading her mind. “Gonna do you,” he said. He grunted, pulling the skin down his shaft, his cock jerking, once, twice, and he erupted, his seed smashing onto Amy’s face, her head coming up, her mouth opening, trying desperately to catch it, she wanted it so badly. . .

The stream hit her right on her top lip, thicker than yogurt, hot and steamy and dense. She gulped it in, the thickest cum she’d ever tasted, sending shivers of amazement through her body.

Greg’s second shot followed fast, just as far as the first, hitting her in the cheek, as loud as a slap. Three more times he hit her body, even his final shot reaching farther than most of the other men.

“Looks like you got it!” said Ritchie.

“It’s a tie!” said Brock. “I hit her above the mouth too!”

“Yeah, a tie,” admitted Greg. “I should win for volume though.”

“No volume bonus,” said Brock. “Maybe next time.”

Amy’s eyes were still on Greg as he nonchalantly covered himself, so focused on him that she didn’t even hear the next name called.

It was the Hispanic guy. “I’ll never beat that,” he said. “But I want to come on her.” He stood much closer than the mark on the floor. Shorter and squat, he had a thick, smooth, brown cock. He was nice and hard, huffing as he jerked off. “I bet you got nice tits,” he breathed.

Amy almost couldn’t believe her own reaction as she said, “I’ll show them to you,” and opened her robe. The men cheered, and the man jerking off smiled widely. “More, more!”

Amy pulled her bra down far enough to release her breasts, full and womanly. Blood had flowed to her teats, making them dark and hard. Even her areoles were deeply inflamed.

“Damn!” the man yelled, and spewed his load, Amy leaning forward catch it, the cum running like a river between her tits. She squeezed her breasts together, holding the cum, letting him finish. When he was done Amy released her hands, and the still hot fluid ran onto her belly, a tickle she didn’t want to escape.

The man stumbled away, muttering, “Damn fine titties.”

One man left.

Amy looked up to see one of the sexiest men she had ever laid eyes on. She had not got a good look at him before, he’d been in the back of the pack. Now, a few feet away, Amy felt herself cringe into the floor, awed by his aura. She pulled her robe closed, as if she didn’t want him to see her like this. This was the type of man women fantasized about, the tall dark stranger, the prince. He could have any woman, but he wouldn’t want a slut, he wanted purity.

It was hard to appear pure when you were kneeling on the floor, covered in cum.

She involuntarily moved her hair from her face, her fingers touching the wet release of the other men. She rubbed it in her hair, as if that could hide her blemish from this man.

He was tall, but perfectly proportioned, the robe forming a perfect V from his wide shoulders to his narrow waist. His eyes and hair were dark, almost black. He had an air of confidence, but also one of bravado, like a billionaire and a biker rolled into one.

If Amy had met him any other place she would have stared at him. More. She probably would have made a fool of herself throwing herself at him.

Now all she could do was squirm on the floor. Why did he have to see her like this?

What was she thinking? That she was going to meet the man of her dreams in this job? That just because he had a great body and nice eyes he was a good man, a potential husband?

What kind of good man would be jerking off in a room full of men? Onto a woman he didn’t even know?

No, that wasn’t fair. This was their thing. It wasn’t like they were robbing banks or selling drugs to kids.

Besides, she was a good person. And yet here she was, half naked, on the floor, letting strangers come on her.

And liking it. Loving it.

Amy smiled for him.

And the wetness spread between her legs when he smiled back.

“I guess it’s up to you, Terrence,” said Brock.

Amy held her breath as Terrence took his place. She wondered if he’d be confident enough to stand behind the mark on the floor that Jules had set. If he did, and reached her, he’ d win. But if he fell short, he’d be out.

He stood in the same place.

Which delighted Amy. The other men who had hit her were hot, but there was something about Terrence. She wanted him to win.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his voice a deep promise.

“Yes,” whispered Amy.

Terrence pulled back his robe. His cock was as alluring as the rest of him. Perfectly proportioned, long and full. Not as thick as Brock’s, not as long as Jules, not with the full balls of Greg. Just perfect, the skin smooth and yet still manly.

When Terrence started stroking himself, it was evident he had no problem at all jerking off in front of a woman. In fact, he seemed to enjoy the fact that Amy couldn’t touch him.

And Amy so wanted to touch him. All the testosterone in the room had suffused into her body like a drug. Her nipples were filled to busting, her pussy begging to be touched. The remnants of the cum in her mouth was a constant reminder of the released sex in the room, of the still pent up desire threatening to explode out of her body.

Any had never been so turned on in her life without being touched, without touching herself.

The sounds and even the sight of the other men in the room faded away. It was just her and Terrence, his hand on his cock. And her reaction. It was as if he was connected to her by a powerful, unseen rope, binding her and controlling her.

Amy shivered, holding her breath, wanting him to want her.

She forced herself to glance quickly at his face. He was staring at her, not at her body, not her tits, but her eyes. He caught her looking and he gave her the tiniest of grins, yet his nostrils flared, blood rising in his cheeks.

Oh my god, thought Amy, I’m getting him off, he’s just looking at me and getting off, this handsome, hot man, I want to make him come, please come for me. . .

His eyes fluttered, and he groaned, Amy not looking at his cock, just his face, praying, begging. . .

She leaned forward, achingly, her mouth opening, a kiss, a welcome, a prize.

He let out a huge grunt, and a thick gob of his cum landed right in her open mouth, dense and sinful, a taste like no other, the pungent musk filling her nostrils. If his cock had been in her mouth she would have swallowed, desperate for more, but she held his thick seed in her tongue, cradling it, absorbing every bit of its aroma. Still her eyes were on his, and now his were fully opened, and she saw surprise there, and even as his second load hit in the lower lip she was smiling, inside and out, and she swallowed, reveling in the taste, so overwhelming her she didn’t even know where his final ejaculations landed.

Slowly the sounds of the room came back to Amy’s dazed mind. “Got her good,” someone said.

“Lower than Greg or Brock though.”

Amy was watching Terrence carefully, and at those words she saw the disappointment in his eyes.

And in that look Amy truly understood not only what he wanted, but what she wanted, who she had become, who she was. What she needed to do. What she chose to do.

It was time to move past the role.

It was time to be—Amy.

“I’m the final judge,” she said. And even before she spoke again, she saw Terrence smile.

Slowly she got to her feet, her entire body achy yet incredibly alive. She looked around the room. Even though all these men had got off, she was still the center of attention.

She loved it.

“I leaned forward,” she explained. “So Terrence reached just as far as Greg and Brock. I declare a tie.” She waited for that to sink in, to the men, to her own self. “A three way tie.”

Greg, Terrence, and Brock stepped forward. Brock handed Amy a drink. “You deserve this,” he said.

Amy drank, thankful for the alcohol, she wanted to clear her mouth. Not because she didn’t like tasting the remnants of cum, but because she wanted to kiss someone. All of them.

“Maybe I should go wash up,” she suggested.

“Use the robe,” suggested Brock.

Amy rubbed against the short sleeve, decided what the hell, and stepped out of the robe. She cleaned her face as well as she could, dabbing at her cheeks. When she was finished she clutched the robe in front of her body, a typically female reaction. It was stupid, she knew. She’d just let ten men jerk off on her, and she was hiding behind a robe.

“Should we go in a bedroom?” she said, suddenly shy.

Greg jerked his head at the leather couch. “This room works for me.”

“Me too,” said Brock.

Terrence nodded.

Amy’s eyes widened as she looked from one of them to the next, then to the rest of the men in the room. An audience.

Why not?

If I can have sex with three men, or in front of Pete, what did it matter that there were more?

She smiled. “Who’s first?”

Terrence grasped her arms. Amy thought he was going to kiss her, which right now she wanted more than anything. She half closed her eyes, waiting.

Instead, Terrence spun her around and pressed her down over the edge of the couch. “Who said we’re taking turns?” he growled.

“Well, in that case,” said Brock. He leapt onto the couch, slipping under Amy. “Come to me, baby.” He opened up his robe.

Amy was amazed that Brock was already hard again. Well, if no one was going to give her a lip to kiss. . .She lowered her head and kissed the top of his cock. Behind her, Terrence used his knees to spread her legs. She was spread eagled, bent over, her panty covered ass now facing the room.

Not for long. Someone, Terrence, Greg, she didn’t know or care, yanked down her panties. Her legs were spread too wide for them to come off. Before she could move they were roughly torn apart.

Amy moaned into Brock’s cock, wanting more kisses, her lips parting, but she couldn’t wait, her tongue flicked out, taking him in her mouth. Brock’s hips came up off the couch.

Now she had on nothing but her bra.

Strong hands spread her thighs. She felt so vulnerable, her ass and pussy exposed to all the men, yet at the same time she was exhilarated, being on display, being desired. She so desperately wanted to look at whoever was handling her, all the men watching, but she finally had a man in her mouth, and she couldn’t bear letting him go.

A tongue probed her pussy, and she screamed around the cock in her mouth, the sudden assault on her clit sending a shock through her entire body. Her legs shook, pulling away, it was too much, too soon, then it came again, a thick, rough, hard tongue pressed against her clit, swelling her in response. She couldn’t move, strong hands held her thighs, and her only release was through her mouth, so she sucked hard.

Over and over again the skilled tongue worked its way up and down her pussy lips, each time opening her, entreating her juices to flow. Amy had never been licked in this position, it was incredible, instead of the tongue running from her opening to her clit it was the other way around, this small change making it feel so different.

The man, she still didn’t know who it was, pulled away, and Amy moaned in frustration, thrusting her hips back, the sense of loss incredible, and was rewarded by the tongue driving into her pussy, deep, the man lapping at her, so loudly she could hear it over her Brock’s groans.

The tongue pulled out, and then rammed in again.

She was being tongue fucked.

The face slammed forward, Amy realized he must be right up against her ass, embarrassing and yet so erotic at the same time. She clenched her ass cheeks together, yet obviously the man didn’t care, his hands slid up off her thighs and spread her fully apart.

Amy’s legs had never stopped shaking, she would have fallen over if she wasn’t being held up, who was doing this to her? Where was the other man? Was he watching too?

That thought, that one of the men she wanted was watching her, drove her into another level of excitement, her hands flying up and down Brock’s shaft, taking him deeper and deeper, her every motion tied to the magical tongue in her pussy.

“You are so hot, sucking on me,” said Brock.

Amy didn’t know if she looked hot, bent over, but she certainly felt hot, heat building in her belly, little beads of sweat on her arms, pumping away. The tongue relentlessly fucked her, no longer on her clit, just in and out, deeper and deeper. . .

Brock stiffened in her hand, he was getting close, she wanted to make it last for him, so she pulled back, but at that moment the tongue slipped from her pussy and pressed into her ass, hard, and even before she realized it was happening she was coming, her body jerking, the strong hands still holding her in place, a torture of restraint. Fingers roughly rubbed her clit, making her buckle like a bronco, no, a mare being taken by a stallion.

She spasmed over and over, the tongue unrelenting in her ass, and when she could take it no longer, her muffled screams rising to a crescendo, the tongue finally pulled away, the hands releasing her ass, and she almost fainted. Yet before she had a chance to even catch her breath hands were again on her, spreading her even wider, and she was penetrated, a huge cock pushing into her in one motion, deep, and her orgasm reignited, her spasms pulling at the cock even as it drove into her.

It was the longest orgasm of her life, each thrust of the cock igniting another aftershock, Amy in disbelief, drunk on the sensation, unable to control her muscles. Her hand stopped stroking Brock, her mouth stopped working, she felt like she couldn’t breathe, even though she was breathing as hard as if she had run a marathon.

“Don’t stop now,” growled Brock, and he grabbed the back of her head and thrust upward, just as Amy was driven into from behind. Brock’s cock rammed into the back of her throat and she gagged, pulling back instinctively, just as she was slammed again from behind, the cock driving in her impossibly deep, catching the tip of her cervix.

If she hadn’t been so wet, so opened, if she hadn’t already come it might have hurt, but instead it only made her want it more, deeper.

She thrust her hips back. Now it was her turn to fuck.

Hands were on her hips, pulling her back and forth, and Amy was back in control, at least of her muscles, and she resumed her ministrations on Brock’s cock, moaning into him, wanting him, needing him.

Someone released her bra, and she was finally naked.

The room was filled with the symphony of the pounding of balls on her ass, the slurping of her pussy, the slapping of her breasts against her chest, and her moans around Brock’s cock.

Until Brock groaned, so loud it rose over the other sounds, and he shot his load into Amy’s mouth, hot and thick and sexy, Amy moaning with him, wanting all of it, the excitement of a man coming in her mouth multiplied a hundred times by having a cock in her at the same time.

He filled her mouth, and only when she couldn’t contain it all she swallowed, the sweetness of her success mixing with the salty taste. Even after Brock finished shooting she held him tightly in her mouth, now able to focus and enjoy the wonderful cock in her pussy.

She still didn’t know who was fucking her.

Was it Terrence, the Adonis, the man she had wanted to kiss, the man she had wanted to win? Or Greg, with his hard body and hard balls?

Balls filled with seed.

Oh no, she still wasn’t on the pill. . .

She clenched her pussy, a defense, yet all that did was tighten herself around the cock, and it felt so good her pussy rebelled against her, instead of fighting off the penetration it grabbed onto the cock, sucking at it, Amy unable to control her body, she had to. . .

Too late. Fingers drove into her hips, a loud satisfied groan filling the room even as her pussy was filled with cum, the cock spasming, Amy stunned at its power, she could actually feel him shooting, that was supposed to be impossible, and it was so hot she let go, of everything, of Brock’s cock, of her defenses, of her doubt, of her past.

She opened herself to the cock, to the cum, to being taken in a room full of men, to who she was becoming or had always been: a woman with a hidden pent up need, a woman of pure sensuality.

Amy’s head collapsed on Brock’s legs, her body still, wanting to feel and remember every bit of the sensation of this moment. The moment she had truly accepted the naked truth about herself.

She knew it wasn’t just about sex, because if that were the case she would have been sated, she would have come to her senses, realizing she’d lost control in the heat of the moment. Instead she wanted more. Right now. And tomorrow and the next day and the next. . .

A new warmth spread through her whole body, rising from her loins, extending outward like a tidal wave born from an earthquake.

The big cock pulled from her pussy with a sucking sound.

“Filled her good,” someone in the back of the room marveled.

“Not  yet,” said a voice behind her. Terrence.

She turned, finally. Terrence stood before her, his cock hard. Next to him stood Greg, his cock semi erect, covered in slick juices.

Her juices.

“Turn back around,” said Terrence.

“I want to look at you,” said Amy.

“Suit yourself,” said Terrence, and he grasped Amy under the thighs and lifted her off the floor.

She wrapped her legs around him, half laughing, this was another position she’d never done it in. She shifted, getting ready, Terrence’s stiff shaft dragging along her labia, but instead of entering her he kept going.

Her eyes widened in shock as his cock pushed upward, his hands digging into her ass cheeks, pulling them apart, opening her so wide she could feel the air. She squirmed, losing all kind of control, as Terrence’s poised his cock at her most sensitive and private opening.

“What are you doing?” she breathed.

“I’m going to fuck your ass,” he said. “After all, I already licked it.”

And with that he pushed up into her, Amy not ready, as if she could ever be ready for this, she’d never been penetrated in this position, or in her ass, yet she couldn’t resist, not because she didn’t have the strength, but because she didn’t have the will, she couldn’t deny her obvious need to keep going, to discover her limits, or even if she had any.

She stopped struggling, threw her arms around Terrence’s neck, and let herself drop.

The pain was abrupt, intense, subsiding for an instant, Amy half thinking it wasn’t so bad, then it grew and grew and grew, and she rode it, the cock, the pain, until an incredible, unbelievable sensation overtook her, an uncovered secret treasure trove of pleasure, a sense of fullness that could not be described, that could barely be contemplated.

A cock was in her ass. A big, thick cock.

Her eyes fluttered, yet she forced herself to keep them open, she wanted to look at Terrence, this hard, beautiful man, the stranger in a roomful of strangers, introducing her to a new level, awakening in her more than she ever knew existed.

She wanted everything, she wanted to rub her clit, she wanted a cock in her mouth, but most of all, she wanted it to go on forever. Not just being fucked, but the arousals and sexual discoveries of her new life.

Terrence thrust deep and held himself there, Amy feeling him stiffen, and held her breath.

His groan of pleasure told him he was shooting into her, and while she couldn’t feel his cum, she smiled in her own pleasure, a current of satisfaction suffusing her, warm and wonderful and, amazingly, as good as an orgasm.

She held herself still, attuned to the moment, to Terrence’s breath on her neck, to the spasms of his cock, to his musk, to the held breaths in the room, to the dripping seed flowing from her pussy, to the taste of cum in her mouth.

She lost track of how long she hung onto his neck, her legs wrapped around him, his cock still in her ass. The first sound she focused on was the pounding of her heart.

Until someone yelled, “Rematch!”

Amy smiled and sunk to the floor.

As she dropped to her knees she realized she still hadn’t kissed anyone on the mouth.

~  ~  ~  ~  ~

Wonder what happens next in Amy’s job and in her life? Check out Working the Rotation #3!

Working the Rotation 3 (US Kindle store)

Working the Rotation 3 (UK Kindle store)

~  ~  ~  ~  ~
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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.
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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. . .
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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 three part series, one from the lover’s point of view, one from the wife’s, and one from the husband’s. (This book was previously titled “Rules for the Billionaire” — if you’ve purchased that one, don’t buy this one again!)

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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