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Author’s Note


 


 


Welcome to the continuing journey 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. 


 


Amy has done so well in her rotation through all of Sky
Haven’s services she is promoted to the regular staff. Her success comes not
because she is good at playing roles, but because she has an innate ability to become
the role, to fully immerse herself into not only what the situation requires,
but to glean from the guests what they really want, even when they cannot
express it themselves. Just as Amy draws upon her own hidden needs and desires,
she is able to unleash and bring out in the open what really turns people on,
even when they were unable or unwilling to do so themselves.


 


Along the way Amy learns from the other staff at Sky Haven,
opening her up to a world of erotic experiences she never knew existed. Most of
all, Amy lets herself go. She never thought of herself as repressed, yet she
learns that even a woman with a typical range of experiences might have no idea
at all of what men, women, and couples do—or dream about doing.


 


Above all, she learns that she is a woman who absolutely,
totally, unabashedly, loves sex. Who loves learning about sex and trying out
new experiences. No one thinks twice about men who have a lot of sex. Yet woman
who do are called a slut. There isn’t even a male equivalent of slut. Such a
man is called a stud, or at worst, a player. Why, she wonders, should she be
ashamed? Why shouldn’t she indulge in her passion? 


 


Of course, all this comes at a price. It’s not like Amy is
going to be able to share this secret with anyone outside of work. Having a
boyfriend is hard to imagine, being married again out of the question. Unless. . .
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She did her best to concentrate, to read
him, to try to understand what he wanted. She carefully watched his eyes,
following his gaze as he looked her over brazenly. He lingered briefly on her
chest. Amy had pretty good boobs, or so she’d been told. Even after having two
kids and now in her thirties they had kept their shape. Yet she sensed this man
had seen bigger and better.


His eyes dropped. What was he looking at? Her waist?
Between her legs? The somewhat conservative suit she wore wasn’t tight, it revealed
little.  His gaze went lower. Her legs perhaps? Lower?


Amy needed to read him. She’d been trained in ways
of discovering what a client wanted, even if they didn’t really know
themselves. Yet she still had so much to learn. What did this man truly desire?


She had expected he would want to jerk off on her
face, maybe her breasts. She was prepared for that. After all, it wasn’t the
first time a stranger had come on her.


But this man was incredibly attractive. Younger than
she was; certainly he’d had his share of women. Would a hunk like him need to
go to a resort to jerk off on a woman?


Amy was sure he’d have women—women his age, women
her age—lining up to jerk him off and more.


It had to be something else. Think, Amy, think!


What would a young stud want to try out with a
stranger? It had to be something a little kinky, something that maybe a woman
his own age wouldn’t think about doing, or would think odd. Amy already had a
good clue, he wanted to ejaculate on her. . .


He had been waiting calmly up to now, but a small
tic had appeared at his temple, he was getting anxious, perhaps frustrated. She
had to make a decision fast. Did he want to tell her what to do, or have her
tell him?


He hadn’t spoken. She took this as a sign that the
next step was up to her.


She sat in the chair, trying to maintain a
comfortable air, but with a hint of being straight laced. She crossed her legs
primly, careful not to reveal any of herself. His eyes followed her movement.
Her legs?


She stuck out her chest and made a little sound,
seeing if that would draw his attention to her breasts. He didn’t even glance
up. Hmm. She did a little heel kick, and he stiffened. 


Her feet?


Amy had heard about foot fetishes, but she really
knew nothing of what they were all about. Yet this man was certainly staring at
her shoes and feet.


She couldn’t afford to guess wrong. Slowly she uncrossed
her legs, watching him closely. He was definitely focused on the lower part of
her legs. She was wearing closed toe black pumps with a three inch heel.


Amy stood up, taking a few steps toward him. “Before
we start, I was wondering if you could help me with something? I’m having a
problem with one of my heels. I think it is loose.” Amy was close enough to
hear his quick intake of breath.


Without waiting for an answer, she said, “If you
could just help me balance while I check. . .”  Of course, she could
have just pulled her shoe off while she had been sitting, but this gave her a
chance to see how he reacted.


Amy put her hand on his shoulder, the way she might
get help from a stranger, nothing sexual at all in her touch. She then reached
down and pretended to fix her shoe, grabbing the heel and manipulating it, as
if checking to see if it was loose. All at once she lost her balance, on
purpose, falling into his arms.


“Let me help you with that,” he said. His voice was
a nervous whisper, not at all like the confident man he appeared to be.


“Oh, I don’t want to be a bother,” she said.


“Not at all.”


“Well, if you insist.” Amy propped her foot up on
the arm of the leather chair. His eyes followed her foot, not for a minute
looking at her face. She had the feeling that if she flashed her boobs at him
he wouldn’t even notice.


Tentatively he reached out and touched her shoe, his
hands grazing her ankle. Amy swore she could feel his shudder run up her leg.
She had pretty good legs, with toned calves and thighs, and knew for a fact
that men looked at them. But she never expected anyone would be interested in
her ankles or feet.


He was close enough now that she could hear his
breathing, feel his aura. He gently took her ankle in his strong hand and, with
the other, probed at her shoe. To Amy, it was like he was touching a woman’s
private parts for the first time. His fingers shook with excitement.


Amy wasn’t sure what to do next. She had come a long
way in her work at Sky Haven resort, learning to read what the guests wanted,
even when they often could not put their desires into words. 


Yet even with her training, all that she had done,
each experience was different. The men and women who came here all had their
own desires, their own fantasies, their own needs.


Just as she did.


She let herself be guided by the man’s reactions.
Though her goal was to satisfy whatever the guest wanted, she no longer thought
of him as a guest. He was a man, a man she was with, a man she wanted to
please. Not for work, that would be work. What made Sky Haven
successful, what made Amy good at what she did, what made her better each time,
was not to think of herself in a role, but to be the role, to be the
woman who was wanted and needed at that particular moment.


The man’s strong hand was still gently caressing the
shiny leather of her pump.


“Is it tight?” she asked.


“I think so,” he replied, his voice betraying its
own tightness. “But maybe if you sat down so I could get a better look?”


Amy read into his tone, how he had phrased the
request. He didn’t want to tell her what to do, he wanted her to decide.
“Yes, I want you to do that.” She pulled her leg away suddenly, as if in
denial. What she got in response was a moan of disappointment.


She moved him aside almost roughly with her shoulder
and sat in the chair, once again crossing her legs, this time making a big deal
of it. Like she expected him to look.


And he did. For the longest moment he just stood
there, staring down.


“Well?” she demanded.


He dropped to his knees in front of her. His face
was just inches from her pussy, and in any other situation Amy would have
expected his eyes to be focused between her legs, to see if she was wearing
stockings or pantyhose, maybe even get a glimpse of her panties or pussy. But
his attention was totally on her feet.


She dangled her foot, each swing almost in his face.
He reddened, as if his secret had been revealed. Yet he didn’t look up. 


Though she wasn’t touching him, Amy could feel his
arousal.


She made him wait, then slipped her foot free of the
pump. Not all the way, just the heel, her toes still hidden. His eyes widened,
his nostrils flaring.


Here was a man who could have just about any woman
he wanted. His persona and look likely brought a set of expectations from those
women, expectations that he no doubt sought to fulfill. The stud. The man in
charge. The cocky bastard who got off and expected the women to as well, just
because they were with him. And if they didn’t, too bad for them.


Not a man who would admit that what he really wanted
was to touch a woman’s feet. Worship her feet.


“Check the heel,” ordered Amy.


Slowly he reached out for her shoe. His fingers
wrapped around the heel, sensually, much as hers might first touch a man’s
cock.


Which gave her an idea. “Stroke it,” she said.


And he did, the gesture so innocent, just a man
touching a shoe, yet so docile, so obscene, so full of meaning.


Amy had uncovered his secret, like finding a hidden
diary. Yet what key would open the lock?


She realized he had immediately obeyed each of her
commands. This strong man definitely wanted to be told what to do. He could
have sat on the sofa, he could have asked her to remove her shoe for him to
look at. Instead he had dropped to his knees. . .


“How does it feel?” Amy asked, not just because it
was the role she was playing, but because she honesty wanted to know. Which was
also, she had come to realize, what made her good at what she did. She wanted
to understand what other men and women wanted. So she could give it to
them.


So she could enjoy it herself.


“It’s incredible,” said the man. Hesitatingly, he
asked, “Can I touch your foot?”


“Is this your first time?”


“Yes.”


Amy jerked her heel out of his hand. “Then you need
to earn it.”


The man groaned loudly in frustration. Amy kept her
foot dangling right in front of his eyes. He could easily have torn off her
shoe and done whatever he wanted, he was bigger and stronger, but he just meekly
knelt on the floor in his expensive suit and waited.


Amy sensed—she didn’t really understand how she knew
these things, they just came to her, which was itself a revelation of her own
hidden sensuality—that the man would be turned on if she made him work for what
he wanted.


She aimed the sharp point of the narrow heel right
at his face. Trying to keep her lips from quivering, because she’d never
uttered these words, Amy said, “Suck it.”


She shouldn’t have been surprised, yet when he bent
to do her bidding she almost pulled her foot back in shock. He took the thin
stiletto in his mouth, his lips—quite nice lips—grasping, sucking.


Amy, to this point still separate from him and what
was going on, was suddenly connected to him in a way she had never been
connected to a man. Through her shoe.


No, that wasn’t it. She was connected through her control.


The realization fused them together, his mouth
through the heel, a surrogate for a woman’s penis. In his mouth. And in his
mouth because she wanted it there. They were joined, his heat running
through the gleaming leather, tingling her calf, racing up her thigh, shooting
into her pussy.


“You have a problem,” said Amy.


Finally the man tore his eyes away from her feet,
looking up at Amy, in a delirious perplexity, still mouthing her heel.


Amy realized he was so turned on he couldn’t think
straight, so she pulled her foot away, his lips smacking on the heel like a
broken kiss. “Fix your problem,” said Amy.


The man’s eyes cleared, understanding. His eyes
dropped back to Amy’s shoes. Without standing up—Amy realizing he couldn’t bear
being even that far away from her feet—the man started to unbuckle his belt.


“No,” said Amy firmly, pressing the bottom of her
shoe against his hand. “Those stay on.”


He didn’t argue, his fingers reaching for his
zipper, his eyes flicking back and forth from Amy’s feet to her face to see if
she would allow him to free himself. In his awkward position on the floor he
struggled to bend his swollen shaft out of his fly, the skin catching on the
rough zipper, the man grimacing yet not stopping.


He had a nice cock.


Amy forced herself not to stare at it, in another
situation she might have torn off his clothes, and even now she had to keep
from jumping on him, he was making her that hot. Not just him, but being in
this level of control, having this man do her bidding.


She thought he would start to stroke himself, but
once again he was waiting for her direction. His shaft quivered, a weathervane
predicting a coming storm.


Amy made him wait, and when she finally moved she
wasn’t entirely sure if it was because he deserved the release or she herself needed
it. She loosened her shoe by running it against his thigh, carefully avoiding
his cock. Her heel was now dangling, the arch of her foot visible.


She slid the top of her pointed toe against his
mouth. Just a tease, moving past.


His lips parted as the slick nylon of her stockings
passed by. This simple touch ran a shiver up Amy’s leg, it was like getting a
first kiss from a new man, a promise of what might come, laden with
possibilities.


Amy did not know where this would end up, but she
was sure it would be unlike any other experience she’d ever had. That in itself
was another thrill, the continuing discovery of her own sexuality which made
Amy love her job.


His lips were still puckered, waiting for another
pass of her foot. Instead Amy kicked off her heel. The man’s nostrils flared. 


“You like that, don’t you,” said Amy, still amazed
at how something as simple as a dangling foot could arouse a man, yet now fully
convinced of the truth.


His voice was a croak. “Yes.”


“Prove it,” said Amy.


The man reached his lips for her foot again, but Amy
pushed his face away. “Don’t touch me.”


The man groaned, his eyes pleading. Amy knew she
needed to play the role, but she was way past that now, it wasn’t just the man
who was aroused. She relented, as much for herself as for him. “I said don’t
touch me.”


Though he wanted nothing else, he was thankful for
this gift from her, and his hand dove to his cock. He slid his fingers up and
down his shaft, not jerking off hard, more like a caress. His eyes fluttered,
Amy realizing he was pretending she was stroking his shaft with her feet.


She had a sudden urge to do just that, to take his
shaft between her arches and make him shoot his cum all over himself.


Maybe next time.


Today, because it is what they both wanted and
needed, she watched as his strokes became longer and faster, Amy dangling her
foot to spur him on. She so wanted to touch herself, she was that aroused by
this display of supplication, from the effect she was having on him, not by
touching him or kissing him or letting him fuck her or lick her, but by denying
him her feet.


His breathing grew shorter, his eyes now wide open
again, his lips inches from her toes, yet still bound by her rule not to touch.
Amy knew exactly when he was going to come.


“Now!” she demanded, as if it was her decision.


He let out a long wail of appreciation as a thick
spurt erupted, splashing on his expensive tie. The next release splattered on
his suit pants, followed by a flood of cum, puddling and soaking into the rich
fabric. 


After his final gush he looked up at Amy, his eyes
flashing a hint of anger. Amy could not tell whether he was mad she hadn’t
touched him, or if it was because his secret had been humiliatingly revealed.
Amy gave him an honest, tiny smile. She had come to learn that there was
nothing at all humiliating about a sexual desire, even a desire to be humiliated.


Her smile changed his look to one of appreciation.
There was no need to continue the domination now, so Amy said, “I can help you
clean that up.”


The man examined the large stain on his tie and
suit. When he looked back up he had his own small smile. “No, I think I’ll just
leave it like that.”


“In that case,” said Amy, her voice hard, not by her
choice, but because she was back in the role she had perhaps never left. She
ground her foot into his crotch, smearing the evidence of his arousal on his
suit, and, even more importantly, into her stockings, onto her feet.


Within seconds after he had left the room her
fingers were on her clit, and like the man, her eyes never left the smears on
her stockinged feet as she came.


 


 


Amy read over her daily assignment sheet,
noting that she had most of the morning off. She deserved it—she’d had three
clients the day before, one of them lasting almost four hours—and yet she felt
a tinge of disappointment. As each week passed at Sky Haven, Amy became more
excited about her position. Not only because of the physical pleasure it
brought her, but because of the excitement she got from not knowing what would
happen next, what else she might discover about herself.


Still, the day looked promising. One client in
particular. . .


She went down to the kitchen, chatting with the
workers there. She’d been in one of those roles not long ago, clueless as to
what went on in the VIP rooms. Some of these people no doubt knew exactly what
she did, but no one judged her. Instead, they were friendly, and the dessert
chef, a pretty woman who could easily have worked the VIP floor herself,
whipped up a cappuccino for Amy with a smile.


Amy took her coffee to the break room, a comfortable
lounge with deep sofas and settees. The only other person in the lounge was Pete,
who also worked the VIP floor.


“How’s my hot wife?” he said in greeting.


Pete had played the role of her husband with a
client couple who wanted to learn about wife sharing. “You mean your hotwife,”
said Amy, sitting across from him.


“That too,” laughed Pete. 


“Couldn’t be better,” said Amy. And that was true.
Well, yes, she could imagine a few things here and there, but compared to where
her life was just six months ago, she was in a far better place. Her kids were
off at college, she had her own apartment, she was no longer broke and reliant
on her ex-husband, and she had a steady job. A job unlike she had ever known to
exist, but one she seemed destined to do.


“It can always be better,” said Pete.


Amy smiled. In many ways she was so different from Pete,
and yet he often seemed to be on her exact wavelength, almost able to read her
mind. He had become her closest acquaintance at Sky Haven, a good friend. After
all, he knew things about her that even her closest friends did not. He’d seen
her naked, he’d seen her fucked by another man, a stranger.


And she knew things about Pete too. Not just because
he’d jerked off watching in his role as the hotwife husband, but because she
recognized that he got off on it just as much as she had.


Pete was one of the few men on the Sky Haven VIP
floor who wasn’t a hot stud, who wasn’t there for his sinfully good looks. He
was just an average guy, not too tall, not too short, brown hair, brown eyes. A
man who you certainly wouldn’t turn away from, but might barely give a second
glance to. A man a woman would be unlikely to ever lust over. A man most women
would probably have to come to love before having sex with him.


It was just these characteristics that made Pete
perfect for certain roles on the VIP floor, especially in the role of a husband
who wanted his wife to explore wife sharing. Many of those guest husbands were
just ordinary guys. Like Pete.


“Maybe you are right,” said Amy. “But right now, I’m
pretty happy with how things are.”


Pete’s eyes gleamed. “I bet you’ll be happier at the
end of the day.”


“That’s usually how it has worked out,” Amy
admitted. 


Pete had his own assignment sheet. “I see we have a
client together.”


“I noticed.”


Pete hesitated, as if he were waiting for her to say
more. After a moment he said, “Well, then, see you later.” He got up and left
the break room.


Amy watched him go, a little confused by his sudden
apparent change in attitude, but after a while shrugged and went back to her
coffee.


 


 


 


Pete leaned against the wall outside the
break room. His heart was beating so hard he thought Amy might be able to hear
it right through the wall. He was having a harder and harder time keeping his
cool around her. He still kept up his easy going demeanor, but underneath it
all he was nervous as hell. He didn’t exactly understand why. Amy was pretty,
to be sure. But he’d worked with a lot of pretty women, beautiful women even.
Better looking than Amy. In fact, Pete had probably been with more hot women
than most guys would meet in their entire lives. And certainly he’d been with
more hot women than any average looking guy like him.


Yet there was something about Amy. He couldn’t quite
put his finger on it. Maybe it was how seriously she took her job, how easy it
was to play fun little tricks on her, harmless tricks. Of course, some of that
seriousness about the job likely came from her difficult personal situation,
but she had retained her drive even after it became clear she was doing well at
Sky Haven.


Maybe it was because she was so surprised at how
much she enjoyed what she did at the resort. While most of the men on the staff
obviously enjoyed their roles, it was hot to think the women did too. Not only was
Amy enjoying herself, but each time Pete had worked with her, she seemed so
amazed by what she was doing, about her own discovery of herself. She had a
purity, which was obviously ironic for a woman doing what she was doing, like a
virgin who discovered she was great at sex the first time she did it.


Pete felt like the awkward kid he’d been in high
school, stuttering from sheer terror whenever he happened to be near one of the
pretty cheerleaders, or the prom queen. All part of the in-crowd, who wouldn’t
give him a second glance. And if one of those women happened to look his way,
he almost peed his pants, shirking back so he wouldn’t make a fool of himself.


That those women, and the cool guys, would be amazed
at where Pete was now, it didn’t take away his nervousness around Amy.


He’d have to control his feelings if he was going to
continue working with her. He needed to be in the role, but the right role. He
couldn’t allow himself to get distracted by Amy.


If only she wasn’t so alluring. . .


 


 


Amy met the first client of the day in the
sitting room off of the bedroom. The client’s name was Donna, a cute petite
redhead. She might have been sexy, but she wore no makeup, was dressed in drab,
boxy clothes, and her beautiful hair had been cut in a straight across chop
that did it and her face no justice.


From the assignment sheet, Amy knew why Donna was at
Sky Haven. But her request was a little vague, and even if it hadn’t been, Amy
wanted to hear it from Donna in her own words.


“So tell me why you are here,” said Amy.


Donna glanced away. “I wrote it all down.”


Amy gave her a reassuring smile. “Sometimes it comes
out differently in words.”


Donna hesitated so long that Amy thought the woman
was going to get up and leave. In a small voice she finally said, “I want
to—have a little more say in what goes on with, you know.”


Sky Haven rules dictated that guests could share as
much—or as little—as they wanted with the staff. Donna’s application had
included the fact that she was married. “With your husband?” prompted Amy. She
kept her voice flat, leaving open the way for Donna to suggest another man.


Donna didn’t even pick up the hint. “He’s a good
man. He makes me feel good too.”


Donna’s demeanor suggested just the opposite about
the second part. Or rather, that sex with her husband was more about making him
feel good. Amy knew what that was all about. Now the question was whether it
was because Donna’s husband was selfish or whether Donna was just too shy to
let him know she wanted different sex.


“How long have you been married?” asked Amy.


“Ten years. We have three children, four, seven, and
nine.”


“That’s so nice,” said Amy. She leaned forward. “I
know it’s hard for couples with children to make time for each other. The
children bring so many other priorities, and of course, after a while, a little
of the initial excitement in a marriage can fade away, it’s only natural.”


Donna’s eyes widened. “Yes, you’re right. Have you
had this happen to you?”


Amy had, in a way, but she said, “This isn’t about
me, it’s about you. But let’s just say it is very common.”


“It is?”


“Very. I can’t share any specifics, because of the
secrecy we have for all our guests, but I can tell you that we get many guests
who are in very similar situations.” Amy was very careful not to call them problems.
Not only because of resort policy, but because she no longer thought of them as
problems herself. They were opportunities.


“What do these other women want?” asked Donna.


“Well, each person is unique, but I can tell you a
few possibilities.” Amy leaned back, taking in Donna’s entire demeanor, what
she said, and just as important, what she hadn’t said. Amy was still
learning the finer points of reading clients, but she was getting better all
the time. Donna didn’t strike her as a woman who wanted to be with other men;
reserved woman who ended up as hotwives usually did so at the prompting of
their husbands. Nor did she seem like she wanted a wild sexual fling, an
experimentation with a threesome or even another woman. If anything, Donna
sounded like she was fine with her husband, and wanted to please him, but. . .


But she wasn’t getting enough enjoyment herself.
That wasn’t much of a revelation, it was pretty common. Amy needed to delve
more. “Some couples experiment,” she suggested, leaving it open ended.


“We’ve tried a few things,” admitted Donna, but
didn’t elaborate.


Amy didn’t think Donna was going to go into detail,
so she said, “They watch videos, or use toys, or just talk about things they
find exciting, even if they’d never do them in real life.”


“My husband has suggested a few of those,” said
Donna. 


“And?” prompted Amy.


Donna just shrugged. “We’ve tried a few of his
ideas.”


Something about the way Donna had phrased that
admission caught Amy’s attention. Gently, she asked, “So your husband is the
one who comes up with the possibilities?” What she was trying to get at was: Is
your husband the one who makes all the decisions in the bedroom, who is in
control?


“Pretty much,” said Donna.


“Do you have any ideas of your own you’d like to
suggest to him?”


Donna looked down in her lap. Finally she said, “One
in particular. But I don’t know how.”


Amy reached out and took Donna’s hand. “I can help
you with that.”


 


 


 


Amy stood behind Donna in the sitting room,
looking at the woman’s reflection in a tall mirror. Amy was much taller than
the petite redhead, but Donna’s five inch spike heels had brought her head up
almost to Amy’s.


A black leather bustierre, skin tight black leather
pants, and the tall, sharp toed heels had transformed Donna from a demure
woman. She wasn’t nearly a dominatrix, she didn’t have the attitude or bearing
to pull that off. Not yet, anyway. But it was still an amazing change.


“It’s too tight,” said Donna.


“It’s supposed to be,” said Amy. “In fact,” she
cinched up the straps on the bustierre, making Donna’s perky breasts jut out
like an accusation, “this is even better.”


Donna let out a slightly embarrassed, but equally
awed, laugh. “Never in a million years would I have thought I’d wear this.”


“Yes, but how does it make you feel?” asked Amy.


“I feel—.” Donna turned side to side, studying her
profile, checking out her reflection. “I feel strange that I don’t feel
strange, does that make any sense?”


“More than you think,” said Amy. She too had often
wondered why she hadn’t felt odd after having a new sexual experience. She had
come to realize she still had a lot to learn about herself.


“What am I supposed to do when he gets here?” asked
Donna.


“Dressed like that, you won’t have to do much. Now,
just a reminder. The man who comes in won’t look like your husband. So if you
have a hard time pretending he is your husband, just pretend he is a man
you’ve been with or wanted to be with. Maybe before you were married. Or a man
you have a secret crush on. What’s important is what you want your time
together to be like. If you can picture him as your husband, that is great. If
not, just try to immerse yourself in the feeling.”


“I’m not—he’s not—going to touch me, is he? I don’t
want to cheat on my husband.”


“He won’t if you don’t want him to. This is the
entire idea—he’s going to do what you want him to do. Touch you. Or not
touch you. In fact, especially not touch you if tell him he can’t. Do you
understand? You are in control.”


“What if he doesn’t like it?”


Amy put her chin on Donna’s shoulder, their faces
close together in the reflection. “Today, it’s all about what you like.
And after today, you may find that your husband likes it too.”


“What about you?” asked Donna.


Amy was dressed in a matching outfit. “I’ll be with
you all the time. I can prompt you, or I can help be you. Think of me as your
double, your guide.”


“To do what?”


Amy smiled. “I can act in your place, in case you
don’t yet feel comfortable saying what you are thinking to the man. Just
whisper it to me, and I’ll tell him. Don’t hold back. You can try anything
you’d want to do with your own husband. The only limit is your imagination.” Amy
led Donna to the connecting door to the resort bedroom, then turned to face the
woman, taking her hands. “You can do this,” she said earnestly. 


Donna squeezed Amy’s hand, took a deep breath, and
opened the door.


A man dressed in a blue work shirt, denim jeans, and
carpenter pants sat in a lounge chair drinking a beer. Amy knew him, of course,
it was Pete. But Donna had never seen him before. Pete was dressed as Donna had
described her husband, how he came home from his rough construction work and
had a beer.


“What on earth are you wearing?” asked Pete.


Amy, standing behind Donna, felt the woman shrink
back. Amy gave her a supporting shove as she whispered, “What I want to wear.”


Donna repeated the words, but they came out rather
timidly. Amy realized Donna needed to see exactly how to do it. She stepped in
front of the smaller woman and said firmly, “What I want to wear.”


Pete did a great job looking both shocked and
intrigued. Or maybe he was shocked and intrigued. “Since when?”


“Since I decided. What are you wearing?” Amy
strode into the room, confident in her own spiky heels.


Pete looked down at his clothes. “My work stuff.”


“Take them off,” said Amy. 


“What?”


“You heard me. Take them off.” Amy’s voice was
filled with authority. She reached back and pulled Donna toward her, so that
the woman would feel part of the action.


“I’m not just going to take my clothes off because
you decided to—”


Amy took three fast steps toward the chair, yanked the
beer bottle out of Pete’s hand, spread her legs into a commanding pose, and
ordered, “Take them off.” From her position she now towered over Pete.
Amy was playing a new part, but even she was surprised at how well she was
pulling it off, and how exciting it was. Maybe the experience with the man who
she made suck her heel had awakened a new desire in her.


Pete squirmed in the chair. His face was just inches
from Amy’s tightly outlined crotch, the leather wrapping her thighs like a
glove, making them appear powerful. When his face turned up he was looking
right at Amy’s protruding breasts.


There was a hard intake of breath, Amy wondering if
it was hers or Pete’s or even Donna’s. The earthy aroma of leather filled the
space, intoxicating. As if entranced, Pete fumbled for the buttons on his
shirt.


As he did that, Amy slid to the side and prodded
Donna to stand closer to Pete. When Pete lifted his eyes again, he was looking
right into Donna’s tightly bound body. His eyes widened in disbelief and a hint
of his arousal.


Amy whispered in Donna’s ear. “Closer.”


Donna took a tentative step forward so that she was
only inches from Pete’s face. His eyes on the leather pants, he worked the next
button on his shirt, his hand brushing Donna’s thigh.


“No touching,” ordered Amy. She gave Donna a
prompting squeeze.


“No touching,” said Donna. Her voice was still
quiet, but it had lost some of its meekness.


“Are you going to take your clothes off too?” asked Pete.


“No questions,” said Amy. Again she prompted Donna
with a squeeze.


“No questions,” said Donna. “Keep going.”


Amy hid a smile. Pete struggled to get his shirt off
without touching either woman. He sat there and looked up, waiting to be told
what to do next.


Amy waited to see if Donna would take charge. She
was thrilled when her student said, “Keep going.”


Pete hesitated ever so slightly but the sight of the
powerful women standing over him was too much to resist. Awkwardly he pulled
off his boots and pants, his movements leaving his face vulnerably close to
Donna’s thrust forward breasts and thighs.


Amy could feel Donna’s rapid breathing. Bit by bit
Amy moved backward so that she was more behind the other woman than next to
her. This was Donna’s show.


Amy waited again, to see if Donna would take the
next step, but when Donna did not Amy realized it was probably too far for
Donna to go today. 


Or maybe not.


Donna, her voice surprisingly strong, said, “The
rest of it.”


Pete’s eyes widened in surprise, just as a husband would
who was seeing his wife acting in a way she never had before, so out of
character. So deliciously out of character. So powerfully out of character.


Pete hastened to comply. As he kicked off his boxers
his erection sprang up.


Now Donna did turn away, perhaps embarrassed, seeing
a man other than her husband not only naked, but aroused. Amy didn’t want to
lose all that had been accomplished, and she was getting hot herself, seeing a
man get hard just by being told what to do.


Even as the teacher, Amy was learning. Some men were
aroused when told what to do. And some women were aroused giving the orders.


Amy realized she was one of those women. 


Not all the time, not at the exclusion of all else.
But it was hot.


Maybe that was true for the men too. They could be
turned on being dominated, but that didn’t mean they were submissive all the
time. Even a powerful man might like to be controlled.


Amy spoke over Donna’s shoulder. The voice was hers,
but Donna could perhaps imagine she herself had uttered the words. “Touch
yourself.”


Pete’s head snapped up, and Amy could tell that he
was trying to keep in role, he was trying to look at Donna. But his eyes were
drawn to Amy. Amy felt Pete’s arousal right through his gaze, and though she
knew that Pete should be looking only at Donna, Amy was thrilled with his
response and how he had searched out her eyes.


“I said touch yourself!” ordered Amy.


Pete’s eyes were still locked on Amy as his arm
started to move up and down. Amy felt Donna cringe slightly, but she must have
been feeling the power, the excitement of control, because she did not look
away. Amy herself wanted to see Pete do her bidding—Donna’s bidding, she
corrected herself—but this wasn’t really about her. Just as she had told Donna.


Amy moved so that she was completely behind Donna,
crouching down slightly, pressingly lightly against Donna’s back. To give the
other woman support, but also to feel her reaction, to absorb by osmosis Pete’s
excitement.


Amy tensed as Pete’s breaths grew shorter, she could
hear his skin sliding on the slick leather of the chair. It was impossible not
to think of what it would feel like to have his hand and his cock sliding on
the slick leather of her pants, having him jerk off between her legs, between
her leather encased breasts.


Donna must have been thinking the same thing,
because her breaths also became short, and she leaned forward, her head not
turning away, her eyes undoubtedly locked onto Pete, onto what he was doing.
Onto what she had told him to do.


Amy was trying to stay in role, but she couldn’t
help herself. In a loud whisper she commanded, “Don’t stop!”


Or maybe it had been Donna who had spoken. 


Pete groaned, and Amy felt her tight pants pressing
against her swelling clit, her own juices flowing now. Her nostrils filled with
the decadent fragrance of Donna’s leather in her face, combined with the
pungent aroma of erupting cum.


 


 


Pete had been blown away by Amy’s
transformation. When she’d come into the room with the guest Donna, he was
supposed to be looking at the guest, but he had a hard time pulling his eyes
from Amy. She was in tight fitting leather, a look Peter didn’t normally go
for, but on Amy it was so incredibly sensual.


In the office, Amy was always kind and polite. No
pushover, but easy to be with, not at all a controlling type. Yet when she came
into the bedroom with Donna there was no doubt who was in charge. It was so out
of character for Amy, and that made it even hotter, the nice Amy transforming
into a powerful woman, a woman who was going to get her way. A woman who was in
control.


A kind of woman who many years ago would have made
Pete pee his pants with fear. Now he had a totally different reaction. Not from
the domination, but from who was in that role. Amy.


He’d never before been so excited being told what to
do. Although he had been there to please Donna, and it was her voice that gave
the commands, it had been easy—too easy—to imagine it was Amy.


Or maybe he was kidding himself. Maybe he just got
off on being submissive, and he was using Amy as an excuse. Maybe if only Donna
had been in the room he would have got just as turned on, the prim little
redhead asserting herself, taking control, telling him what he could and
couldn’t do.


Making him jerk off.


He’d never been so confused in his life.


 


 


Amy was early for her appointment with Mr.
Everly, the resort general manager. She was hoping she hadn’t done anything
wrong. She sat fidgeting in the waiting area outside his office, reviewing her
clients over the last few weeks. She thought she’d been doing okay, more than
okay, but the resort had such high standards and demanding clients, maybe she
had made a mistake along the way.


The outer door opened but it wasn’t Everly, it was Pete.
“What are you doing here?” she asked.


“I have an appointment at ten.”


“That can’t be right, I have an appointment at ten.”


Pete shrugged. “Maybe a mix-up.”


Amy didn’t think the resort made many mistakes, but
she hoped Pete wasn’t in trouble too. He was such a nice guy. “Could be. His
secretary isn’t here either.”


“How has your week been?” asked Pete. 


“Busy. Good busy. I’ve had some interesting
experiences. How about you?”’


“Okay.” Pete hesitated, his eyes not meeting hers. “Nothing
as good as our last work together.”


The staff never used guest names, but Amy knew Pete
was referring to the experience with Donna. “You were great,” said Amy.


“I’d never done that before.”


“Really?”


“Really because you don’t see me like that, or
because I played the role well?”


What made him ask that question? Amy said, “I just
thought it all went well. The guest was happy.”


Pete looked like he was going to say something,
stopped, then quickly said, “It was easy because you were there. I don’t mean
just another woman, I mean you in particular.”


“Why thank you. It was a little new to me as well.”


“A little?”


Amy didn’t have a chance to respond because at that
minute Everly walked in. 


“Good, I see you are both here. Let’s go into my
office.”


Amy’s nervousness returned as she was ushered into
the office. She sat on the same sofa next to Pete where she had first met him.


“So,” said Everly. “I see that you two have had a
few assignments together. How has that been working out?”


“The clients have been happy, I think,” said Amy,
not sure where this was going.


“More than happy,” said Everly. “In fact, while the
two of you are certainly doing well in your individual assignments, as a team
you get some of the highest marks we tend to see.”


Amy glanced over at Pete, who was looking down at
the floor, perhaps in modesty. When he didn’t speak, Amy said, “We have a good
rapport.”


“Well,” said Everly, “whatever it is, it is working.
You seem to perform especially well, both individually and together, with guests
who are exploring wife sharing and hotwife themes.”


Amy did like those especially well, but she didn’t
say anything, not wanting it to appear that she preferred one guest experience
over another.


Everly went on. “We’ve had so much demand we’ve
decided to set up a new resort dedicated only to those themes and related
experiences. Hotwife, wife sharing, cuckold. All the guests who want those
experiences will be sent to the new resort.”


“So no more of those themes at Sky Haven?” asked Pete.


Amy thought Pete sounded a little disappointed, and
she had to admit she was too. 


“That’s right,” said Everly. “We believe it will
make for a more dedicated experience for the guests.”


“Why are you telling us?” asked Amy. Were they going
to get fired because their best work would no longer be in demand at Sky Haven?


Everly smiled. “We’d like the two of you to be our
lead team at the new resort. It will be hard work, you’ll be doing training,
some management, and of course, being our premier service staff for guests. If
all goes well you’ll be promoted to be the resort day to day mangers. Are you
interested?”


Pete’s head snapped up, then he turned to Amy. “I
think we can make that work, don’t you?”


His voice was a little hesitant, but Amy, still
stunned at the offer, saw an excitement in Pete’s eyes. It was contagious. “I
think we’ll be just fine,” she said.


 


 


The next three months were a whirlwind of
activity for Amy. She and Pete worked hard helping to get the new resort up and
running. While the resort management took care of the real estate, furnishings,
and the physical requirements, Amy and Pete were heavily involved in staffing
and training.


The new resort, called Haven Share, was located well
over an hour away from Amy’s apartment. Often Amy was so tired from the long
day she stayed the night in one of the resort rooms. She hadn’t been back to
the original resort in over a month. She missed some of the other staff.


She missed the sex too.


At first she’d been so tied up in the new role she
hadn’t really thought about it, but as the weeks went on she found herself
itching for some physical contact. The resort had become so much a part of her
life and she longed for the thrill each day would bring. At night, though she
was exhausted, she still masturbated almost every evening, re-living her
favorite experiences at the resort.


Amy had enjoyed the hotwife related guests, but
wondered if these experiences would hold her interest over time. Of course,
there was a wide range of possibilities within that theme, which would help.
For her other interests. . .perhaps she could go back to Sky Haven
every so often to work. She’d have to ask Everly about that once the new resort
was up and running.


It wasn’t like she was going to easily find a
boyfriend to have sex with while she had this job. Amy could just imagine her
first conversation on a date. Oh, you are an IT manager? That’s nice. I work
at a resort where I help people explore their sexual fantasies. I often have
sex twice a day.


Right.


And not that she had it as a goal, but another
husband was also out of the question. What husband would want her doing this
job? And yet Amy couldn’t see her doing anything else, not for a while.


Not only would she not be able to tell a boyfriend
what she did, but what about her own kids? Fortunately they were off at
college, but already her daughter was asking probing questions about her job.
Amy had worked so hard trying to warn her daughter about boys, and here she was
with men all the time.


What made things worse was that she and Pete had
started driving to work together. The time in the car gave them the opportunity
to plan the day. The time together was also helping them become closer friends.



What made it difficult was that she was sitting just
an arm’s length away from a man she’d sort of been intimate with. Not in the
sense of having direct sex together, but Pete had seen her do things with other
men. Often these were first time experiences for Amy, almost like a secret she
was sharing with Pete. He’d watched as she’d been taken by other men, as she’d
taken them in her mouth, as she’d been at her most vulnerable. And she’d seen
him vulnerable too. Sometimes sitting next to him made her squirm as she thought
about the experiences they’d shared. Together, although mostly as a separate
experience. All the while chatting away about new hires and schedules and
reservation software.


It was enough to drive her crazy.


She sensed that Pete probably had similar thoughts,
but he was such a gentleman he never said a word, treating her professionally
and respectfully in their new roles. She had a wild thought of getting into the
car one morning dressed in the tight leather pants and top she’d worn the last
time they’d worked together, just to see what he’d say or do.


She just couldn’t do it, she didn’t want to be a
tease.


 That night, though, Amy put on the leather outfit
in one of the resort bedrooms, standing in the tall heels next to an empty
chair. She closed her eyes, pretending a man was in the chair and she was
ordering him to do whatever she wanted. The image was so vivid her entire body
was soon burning up, and when she pressed her hand between her legs, pushing
the sinful leather against her pussy, she came immediately.


 


 


Pete longed for, and dreaded, the days he
would drive to the resort with Amy. Just being together in the car seemed so
personal. They talked a lot about work, carefully avoiding the particulars of
their shared experiences. Yet Pete thought about them all the time. How turned
on he’d been watching Amy play the role of a hotwife, being with other men. How
sexy she looked, even when dressed.


What really turned him on was how much Amy
enjoyed the sex, how much she really seemed to relish being with other men. New
men. Different men. How she could at times be completely in control, telling
the men what to do, helping a guest like Donna be assertive, dominant. Yet with
another man, Amy would be almost shy, meek, accepting her own submissive
position, doing everything a man told her to do.


It was enough to drive him crazy.


Most of all, he loved watching her have an orgasm.
He’d given plenty of women orgasms, but he’d never seen any of them have a look
on their faces like Amy did. Like her entire being was orgasming, not just her
body. Pete wondered if he could ever get a woman off that way. So when he
watched Amy, he was thrilled at the thought he was having a tiny role in her
excitement.


Working together with her at the new resort was a
blessing and a curse. He was with her all the time now, but of course he
couldn’t touch her, he couldn’t be with her. Not in any real personal way. 


For her part, Amy was nice to him, but gave no
indication at all she was in the least attracted to him. She liked him, he had
no doubt, but it was completely professional, just like she was.


If only he wasn’t so turned on by just watching her.
. .


 


 


On the day the resort was to officially
open, Pete and Amy were going over the last minute details. Amy said, “I think
we should keep the schedule light for a while, to make sure we don’t have any
kinks.”


Pete wagged his eyebrows. “I thought having a lot of
kinks was the entire point.”


“Don’t let me hear you talking like that in front of
the other staff,” said Amy, pretending to be angry. “It sets a bad example.
Remember, these aren’t kinks, they are experiences.”


“The woman becomes management and suddenly she’s all
bossy,” said Pete. He gave her a little smile. “Not that I mind.”


“You’re management too.” 


“Now that we are management, you realize we get some
say in exactly what clients we accept, and what staff we assign to them?”


That was obvious, thought Amy. Why is Pete bringing
that up? She held out the reservation sheet to him. “You see a particular
client experience you want to be part of?”


Pete shrugged. “You can decide.” He pushed the
reservation sheet aside. “Surprise me.”


Amy wasn’t sure if Pete was just joking around. Amy
said, “Maybe I will.”


 


 


Pete had tried to keep his interactions
with Amy just as professional as she did, even though it was hard to control
his emotions around her. She had that much effect on him. So when he thought he
was at risk of giving away his inner feelings, he’d make a joke. That wasn’t
too hard; he’d been deflecting embarrassment with humor ever since high school.



That didn’t mean he was in complete control, far
from it. Every so often he’d blurt out something stupid, and have to backtrack.
Just now, for instance. Why on earth had he made that comment about having
control over what staff got assigned to guests? 


Deep down inside, Pete knew the answer. Like any
average guy who had a crush on a beautiful woman he considered out of his
league, he was fishing. Throwing out an idea, just to see if she’d give off a
hint of how she thought about him. To see if she’d suggest they work together
more often. 


It was desperately pathetic.


Pete wasn’t thinking about having sex with her—well,
he was thinking about that, but it was such a long shot he knew it
wasn’t realistic—just that he’d get to see her with other men. He’d started to
wonder if watching Amy with other men might be almost as good as having sex
with Amy himself.


He’d probably be too nervous anyway. Better to just
watch.


If Amy had called him on it, confronted him and
demanded to know what the hell he was insinuating, he’d be so embarrassed, but
so far she’d either not noticed or pretended she didn’t.


When she had handed him the reservation sheet he wanted
to add his name to every one of Amy’s assignments. That’s what a really
confident guy would have done. He might have pulled it off, and if she had
laughed, just pretended it was another joke. But what if she understood his
real meaning? It would be a disaster. Ironically, he might have survived such a
scene if Amy was a mean bitch; he could blame it all on her. But she wasn’t
like that at all. She would probably try to let him down easily, perhaps even
apologizing if she had given him the wrong idea. They were just friends,
and would always be friends.


Letting him off the hook would be far worse; it would
ruin their working relationship too. Perhaps even their friendship.


Pete prayed it was just an infatuation. He’d get
over it, he had to.


 


 


Amy did a final review of her outfit. She
was wearing exactly what the client’s wife often wore, a loose, casual dress
from one of the major catalog retailers. Amy knew this, because not only had
she met with the client, but she’d also met with his wife.


The man, whose name was Evan, wanted to know what it
would feel like to be cuckolded by his wife. It had taken him years to even
bring the idea up to his wife Chrissy. According to Evan, Chrissy had been
confused and shocked, and though she was supportive of her husband, couldn’t
quite understand his desire. They had talked about it, and once she came to
understand how serious Evan was, Chrissy said she would be willing to help. The
problem was that she couldn’t imagine being with another man.


Evan had come up with a plan. Would Chrissy be
willing to let Evan experiment with his fantasy at Share Haven? He didn’t want
to have sex with another woman, he just wanted to pretend he was being
cuckolded, so he could see how it felt. Maybe he wouldn’t like it after all.


Evan told Amy that Chrissy had agreed. Amy had
insisted on meeting Chrissy as well; she wanted to be sure that the woman knew
what the ground rules were. The last thing the resort needed was a guest’s wife
complaining about what went on there.


Amy had found Chrissy to be sincerely interested in
learning about Evan’s desire to be a cuckold, which was a concept Chrissy hadn’t
even heard about before Evan had brought it up. Amy explained that many men had
this very fantasy, but often were not in a position to explore it, afraid their
wives would not understand. Amy told Chrissy that the men often felt a
refreshing freedom from being released from the traditional male role of being
in charge. Even, Amy explained, in relationships where the woman didn’t expect
the man to be in charge. But since the role of the strong male was so prevalent
in society, men often put a self imposed requirement on themselves to take the
lead in matters of sex.


Chrissy had said she understood, but how did being a
cuckold address that? Amy said it was because cuckolding was the ultimate
abdication of control in a marriage. The man not only gave away his control,
but let another man take it; the other man and his wife made all the decisions.
The husband was completely free, but was still part of the process. He would be
right there to watch.


Chrissy hadn’t seemed entirely certain, but Amy’s explanation
had been enough for her to let Evan go ahead. During the conversation Amy had
sensed that Chrissy was warming to these new ideas, opening an avenue in her
mind of what couples did. Amy knew what that felt like, being exposed to a new
arousing fantasy. Amy suggested that Chrissy watch from the video room.


Amy had worn a wig that matched Chrissy’s hair style
and color. She and Chrissy were about the same age and height. They didn’t look
terribly alike, but with the clothes and the wig, it was a good illusion. After
all, the only thing that was important was the image Evan had in his mind.


Amy had chosen one of the newer staff members, Dirk,
to be her bull. He’d finished his training and Amy had been told he was good.
She hadn’t even met him yet. It would be an easy assignment for him. All he had
to do was pretend to be Amy’s lover.


Amy stood outside the door of the resort bedroom,
getting in character. It didn’t take much time, she was probably looking forward
to this as much as Evan. Ever since she had seen the training video about the
dominant woman, Amy realized she had a secret desire—a desire she hadn’t even
known she harbored—to be in sexual control. Not in a physically dominant
sense—although she had wondered how she would feel if that particular
opportunity presented itself—but in terms of calling the shots. She’d never
been in charge with her personal relationships. She hadn’t been submissive; she
always thought she had been an equal. She had never even imagined that she’d
enjoy being controlled, or controlling.


She’d learned otherwise.


Though Amy only had a few experiences, her fantasies
had been increasingly exploring the theme of taking more control. Of telling a
man what to do. Of making him do what she wanted.


On top of that, she liked being watched.


The combination of the two was irresistible. Being
watched while being in control. Making a man watch her.


She opened the door and entered. Evan was pacing the
room, clearly excited. He looked startled when he first saw Amy in his wife’s
outfit and the wig. Amy could tell he was already starting to picture his wife.
Chrissy was set up in the next room, watching via the hidden cameras, but Amy
was the woman right in front of him.


Any words he spoke would be like speaking to his
wife, because she’d be able to hear everything.


“What are you doing here?” asked Amy sternly.


“What? I—”


“I told you I’m going to be with a bull tonight. You
were supposed to be out of the house.”


Evan looked around at the room, then caught on. “I’m
sorry. Should I leave?”


There was a knock at the door. “Too late,” said Amy.
“Just sit over there in the corner and be quiet.” A thrill ran through Amy as
she spoke, a strictness so unlike her. The words had simply welled up from her
desire.


She got another rush as Evan hastened to comply, a
man doing her bidding. Only when Evan was seated did she open the door. The man
standing there looked even better than the photo she had seen. Dirk was a broad
shouldered hunk who reminded her of a beefy construction worker. He had a
natural tan and incredible arms, his muscles stretching the body builder shirt
he was wearing. He had hard eyes, but Amy was looking more at his pecs, which
were right in her face.


“You must be Dirk,” she said.


“And you must be Amy.”


“Wait, you don’t know each other?” asked Evan.


“Who’s that?” demanded Dirk.


“Just my husband. Ignore him.”


“I plan to,” said Dirk. He grabbed the back of Amy’s
head and smashed his mouth into hers, a kiss of ownership.


Amy melted into his mouth, her back arching, loving
it already. Dirk was playing the perfect bull. 


Amy had wondered what it would be like to do this in
her real life, to have a husband she loved, a husband she wanted to excite, and
knowing the way to do it was to kiss another man.


Amy pulled Dirk across the room so they were
standing just a few feet from Evan. “I couldn’t wait to meet you,” she said to
Dirk, not really having to act.


“Me too. Especially after Lucas told me what a good
fuck you were.”


Amy heard Evan gasp. So he got turned on by dirty
talk. She could do that. “What? He didn’t say anything about how good I sucked
his cock?”


“He did mention that too. But I’ve had a lot of
women suck me off. It takes a lot to impress me.”


Amy looked over her shoulder at Evan. “Did you hear
that? I’m a good fuck and I suck good cock.”


Evan glanced over at the wall, beyond which he knew
his wife was watching. In a quiet voice he said, “You don’t like to suck cock.”
It seemed like he was talking half to his wife and half to Amy.


“I love it,” said Amy. “You can watch and see.” She
sat on the edge of the bed and unbuckled Dirk’s belt. Normally she would have
dragged this out, spent more time kissing Dirk, but she was so hot already, not
only as the make-believe wife, but as herself. She loved turning a man on, she
always had. Even in her difficult times with her ex-husband, when they were in
bed she thrilled at getting him hard. Evan wasn’t her husband, but she could
pretend too, and he was obviously excited, she could hear it in his voice.


She could turn two men on at once. One by touching,
the other by watching.


She yanked Dirk’s pants down, his already hard cock
springing up, nicely framed by his powerful thighs. “It doesn’t take much to
get you going,” she said.


“I’ve got a hot woman about to suck my cock, what do
you expect?” said Dirk.


“A hot married woman,” corrected Amy. Then,
with her eyes directed at Evan, she took Dirk’s cock in her mouth.


The effect she had on both men was incredible. Evan
leaned forward, as if he wanted to see everything, but at the same time he
cringed back, helpless. Dirk also leaned forward, but it was to get more of his
cock into Amy’s mouth.


She didn’t stroke him, she used just her mouth, her
tongue sliding around his bulbous helmet and then along the bottom of his
shaft. As much as she could she tried to keep her eyes on Evan, so he could see
what it would be like to have his wife not only suck another man’s cock, but
enjoy it.


Amy didn’t have to fake that at all.


Though it hadn’t been terribly long at all since
she’d had sex, she already missed it, especially the incredible thrill of so
quickly getting a new man hard. Of feeling his lips on hers, of touching his
skin. Of having his cock in her mouth.


She ran her mouth along his shaft, up and down,
jerking him off with her lips. She nudged Dirk to the side so that Evan could
get a really good look. He was squirming, his eyes now no longer darting to the
wall, totally intent on what Amy was doing. Amy had no doubt that Evan was
imagining his wife in the room, sucking on a cock that wasn’t his.


Maybe Chrissy did suck Evan’s cock, but not the way
he wanted. Maybe he far preferred that she suck another man’s cock before she
sucked his. Or even instead of sucking his.


Amy knew that cuckolding took many forms. Some men
wanted to watch helplessly, even be tied up. Or secretly wanted to participate.
Others wanted to see their belief that their wives were desirable confirmed by
another man wanting her.


Amy would help Evan figure out what he wanted.


She let Dirk’s cock slip from her mouth, and finally
took it in her hand. Even with her saliva on it, the skin was coarse and hard,
just like the rest of Dirk. Amy gave it a good long stroke, then pointed the
head right at Evan. If Evan had any latent or secret desire to be with a man,
this would be the time to find out.


But Evan never took his eyes off of Amy. He had no
interest in a man’s cock, only what his wife might do with it.


Amy had a sudden vision of when she had secretly
witnessed her ex-husband’s friend Syd sucking on a cock, and how turned on she
had been. What would she have done if Evan had jumped up and joined in?


Her mouth reached for Dirk’s cock again, her eyes
closing now, the heat building, not only from Dirk’s arousal but from her
memory. Someday, she thought. Someday. . .


Dirk grabbed the back of her head and began fucking
her face. Amy didn’t resist, she took the shaft as deep as she could. Evan
wasn’t the only one who liked being free of having to make decisions, of being
told what to do. She might have let it go on like that, let Dirk fuck her face
so long that he shot in her mouth, but unfortunately that wasn’t what she was
there for today.


Reluctantly she pulled back, at the same time
pushing Dirk’s jeans all the way down. She pulled Dirk to the other side of the
bed and bent over, her ass facing Dirk, her face toward Evan.


Dirk started to take off her dress but Amy knew it
would be better if Evan saw her in his wife’s outfit. Besides, Amy couldn’t
wait.


“Fuck me,” Amy begged. “Fuck me now!”


Dirk got the message and lifted up the dress. He
yanked her panties aside and thrust his cock hard into her pussy.


Amy swooned, her pussy wet yet tight, relishing the
glorious stretching. She kept her eyes on Evan as Dirk grabbed her hips and
rammed into her. Evan was shaking as much as Amy was, but for a totally different
reason. His desire was pent up, hers was being fulfilled.


Amy was fighting to keep her eyes on Evan, it was
what he would no doubt want, yet with each hard stroke her eyelids fluttered.
She loved the fact that she was turning on two men, and she wasn’t even
touching one of them.


“Good fuck,” marveled Dirk.


Amy tightened her pussy around Dirk’s cock and he
moaned, or maybe it was Evan, Amy couldn’t think straight. She was trying to
stay in character but she was hopelessly slipping out of control, extra excited
by the hard and fast sex, a man wanting her so badly he needed almost no
foreplay to get rock hard and plant himself in her.


“I love the way you fuck me,” moaned Amy, and now
her desire and her role were combined into one, because it was the truth and it
was also what Evan wanted to hear, the words Evan wanted his wife to someday
utter. “You like the way he fucks me, Evan?”


“Yes, he fucks you so good.” Evan’s hands were
between his legs, pressing against his crotch.


“Harder!” yelled Amy.


Dirk slammed into her so hard she almost fell on the
bed, her hair splashing over her face, the slap of Dirk’s thighs on her ass
filling the room. “You like my cock, don’t you?” said Dirk.


“I love your cock! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”


Dirk rammed her like a jackhammer. Amy tried to hold
off, she was so close, she wanted to come but she wanted it to last, not just
for Evan, but for her.


Amy wanted to wait for Dirk, she wanted Evan to see
what being a true cuckold might require. She hadn’t planned this, but it was so
clear to her what she had to do now. “I want you to come in me!”


“What? In front of your husband?”


Amy forced her eyes open to look right at Evan.
“He’s free to leave. Or do whatever else he wants to do. As long as you come in
me!”


Evan tore at his zipper, yanking out his cock, no
doubt scraping on the metal, not caring, jerking himself off wildly. Yet even
his frantic hand could not keep up with Dirk’s powerful strokes.


Amy’s lip quivered, no need to be in role now, she
could just be herself. Her pussy clenched, her legs shaking, she cried out, “Do
it!” Begging Dirk, commanding Evan.


Dirk grunted and drove his cock deep, then held
still, erupting in her pussy, Amy coming immediately, clutching at his hand on
her hip, the overwhelming thrill of making a man come, of taking his seed in
her.


Dirk grunted again and again, Amy delirious,
fighting to stay up, not wanting to lose the connection, and only when Dirk had
growled a final release did she collapse onto the bed, pulling him down with
her.


For a long moment the room was filled only with the
sound of the three of them catching their breaths.


The connecting door opened. Amy, under Dirk, twisted
her head to see Chrissy standing there, her eyes flashing, not with anger, but
with excitement. And understanding.


The woman took in the room, looking first at her
husband, his hand on his now deflated cock, his fingers sticky with his
release. Then she looked at Dirk, still buried inside Amy. And finally her eyes
sought out Amy, and in that one look Amy knew what Chrissy desperately wanted. 


Amy slipped out from under Dirk. “I hope you can
recover fast,” she said. “Because there’s another woman here who needs you.”


 


 


After Amy got cleaned up and changed she
went back to the office, basking in a nice relaxed afterglow. She just loved
sex so much. She had it pretty good, she thought. In what other job could you
get a quickie right at the office?


Pete was there. “How did it go?” he asked.


“Fine.” Then she added, somewhat sheepishly, “Better
than that, actually.”


“Great.” Pete hesitated, then asked, “Uh, did Dirk
do okay?”


“More than okay. He’s still there. I think we’ve
picked up a new long term client too.” 


“You’re very good at this,” said Pete.


Amy was thinking she hadn’t had to do much acting
today. It wasn’t always about skills, it was about just being herself. “It
helps that I like it,” Amy admitted. Pete was the only person she could really
talk to about her job. Even her best friend Liz didn’t know what she did.


“Nothing wrong with that. Having passion for your
work.”


“I don’t think that’s what they mean by that.” But
Amy was smiling. 


Pete toyed with his computer mouse, not looking at
her. “We just got a new reservation request. It’s pretty—interesting.”


“They all are. What is it?”


“In a way it’s just the opposite of what you just
did. A wife wants some help on how to train her husband.”


Amy was instantly intrigued. “Train? What kind of
training?” She immediately thought about her favorite video: Training Your
Man.


“She isn’t—they aren’t—sure yet. They want to start
slow. The wife wants her husband to watch her get ready for a date, and then go
off with the guy while her husband waits.”


Amy frowned. “They can do that at home.”


“They have. They want to push it a little more. They
want some guidance.”


“Does the wife want her husband to watch? Does she
actually want to have sex with another man?”


“I think they want to play it by ear, see how it
goes.” Pete spun his tablet around on the table. “Here are their photos. I was
originally thinking Dirk could be the date. Or Carl, if we can get him on loan
from Sky Haven.”


Amy scanned through the interview notes Pete had
taken. The husband was a business executive, looking very formal in a three
piece suit, close cropped hair, a very conservative tie. He probably wore
wingtips. The wife, too, looked country club, a nice tan, great makeup, pearls.


“Carl, definitely,” said Amy. Carl looked like a
biker, complete with long hair and tattoos. His wife being with Carl would
drive the husband wild, and the wife was unlikely to have ever been with such a
man.


Amy had been with Carl herself. Though she’d just
had sex, she was getting hot just thinking about him now.


 


 


Pete had fought the temptation to ask more
questions about how Amy’s experience with Dirk had been. He’d met Dirk, the guy
was a stud. Just the kind of man Amy would like, tough and confident. The kind
of man Pete always wished he could be, but he just didn’t have the demeanor,
not to mention the looks or the muscles.


Years ago Pete would have been envious of guys like
Dirk, guys who could get whatever women they wanted, guys women jumped at. Back
then Pete didn’t get much sex, especially since he preferred steady
relationships to just hooking up. Or maybe he had preferred steady
relationships because he wouldn’t have had much luck hooking up. Either way, he
had his share of girlfriends, some even quite cute, and had been reasonably
happy.


Now, he wasn’t so envious of the men like Dirk.
After all, he got to be with pretty good looking women too, at Sky Haven.
Sometimes even with the guest wives. Though Pete was normally in the role of
the husband in a wife sharing or cuckold situation, there were occasions when
he’d actually played the date. There was this one woman who was hot for an
accountant she worked with, but she was afraid to start up an office romance.
Pete played a good accountant.


Another time, a bossy woman—who was a business
executive in real life—had a nerd crush. She wanted to do it with a geek. She
had this idea that geeks were good with their hands, that they’d be technically
good at giving her pleasure. Pete had done a good job. Still, it was a little
technical for him, there wasn’t much passion in it. The woman got off, more
than once, but not the way Amy got off, losing herself in the throes of
release.


So when Amy came back from her thing with Dirk, Pete
wasn’t as jealous of Dirk as he was of the husband Evan. It would have been so
hot to watch Amy with Dirk. Pete and Amy never talked real specifics, so other
than the fact that Amy and Dirk had put on a show for the husband and wife,
Pete had no way to know exactly what they had done. Amy must have kissed Dirk,
sure. But had she given him head? Had he fucked her?


Pete had got hard just thinking about it, and was
glad he was sitting down when Amy had returned to the office.


And now this new request, a husband wanting to watch
his wife get ready for a date. Pete thought back to a time when that had
happened to him in real life, not with a wife, but a girlfriend. It’s what had
made him first aware of the thrill of watching his woman—in a colloquial
sense—go off to be with another man. At the time, Pete thought he was weird,
what kind of guy got off on that? Much later, he learned it was not uncommon,
in fact, it was far more common than most people thought. It was only that most
men never admitted it to their wives, and even if they did, nothing happened.


Damn, if only there was a role for him in this one,
Pete playing the husband, watching Amy getting ready to meet her date. That
was a fantasy beyond belief.


 


 


The new couple arrived two days later. For
Amy, it was the easiest client experience she’d ever prepared for, because she
didn’t even have to do anything special to get ready.


Amy met the wife, whose name was Linda, in the
resort bar. She was a beautiful blonde, tall, slightly large boned, but because
of her height was perfectly proportioned. She had striking blue eyes. Her
attitude was businesslike, almost cool, but she was still personable.


“I have to admit I’m in an odd position,” she told
Amy. “Normally I know exactly what I want, but I don’t feel I was able to
clearly describe to your colleague Pete exactly what I think needs to be part
of our experience.”


“That’s not uncommon,” said Amy. “After all, if you
knew exactly what you wanted and how to do it, you wouldn’t be here. We have a
great deal of experience, not only with the general theme you are interested
in, but also in being able to adjust the experience as events unfold.”


“What do you propose?”


“Tell me more about what started you and your
husband thinking about it.”


“We’ve talked a lot. I guess I introduced the idea,
but he is quite willing. He’s a business executive, and understands the effect
of power on people. But it’s usually him in the position of power. I’ve had
executive positions as well, and admit I like having my way and telling people
what to do. Of course, that was about work. Now I want to see how it would feel
with my husband. And he’s interested in being—on the receiving end, so to
speak.”


“What have you done so far?” asked Amy.


“We’ve always taken turns taking the lead in the
bedroom. It excites both of us. Not really dominant control, just in terms of
who is initiating, who is deciding what we are going to do. What position, who
comes first, those kinds of things. Lately I’ve started to order him around
more. Make him watch while I touch myself, make him masturbate in the corner. Tease
him about fictitious men. But we haven’t taken it outside the privacy of our
own home. Our positions in the community are too well known for me to flirt
with a man at a local bar, for example. Which is why we came all the way here.”


“So what are you open to? Do you want to actually be
with another man physically?”


Linda’s eyes narrowed. “I still have a hard time
accepting that is a real possibility.”


“It definitely is. And I can assure you it is
discreet and safe. Of course, you need to decide if it is right for you and
your husband. But we can play that by ear as well. What you decide to do as the
experience unfolds could be a real eye opening experience for both of you.”


Linda was thoughtful. “Yes, I see how it could be.”


Amy said, “Here’s what I suggest. . .”


 


 


An hour later, Amy and Linda were drinking
wine, chatting away while putting on makeup in the bathroom of a resort suite.
The door was open to the bedroom, where Donald, Linda’s husband, sat alone.


Amy was wearing an outfit that matched the style of
what Linda wore, an upscale little black dress with matching pumps. The dress
showed a lot of skin on the shoulders and back.


When she had entered the room, Amy gave Linda an air
kiss, stepped back, and exclaimed, “You are so going to get laid in that
dress!” Then Amy looked over Linda’s shoulder. “Oh, dear, I’m sorry, I didn’t
realize your husband was here.” Amy put her hand over her mouth in mock
embarrassment.


“Oh, don’t worry about him,” said Linda, quickly
falling right into the role. 


Amy noticed that Linda hadn’t denied the possibility
of having sex, and she also saw Donald’s reaction; he’d certainly picked up on
it as well. He looked like a man who usually got what he wanted, and he was
visibly shaken. But not so shaken that he wanted to stop.


Amy had pulled Linda toward the bathroom. “Come on,
let’s touch up our makeup and we can talk about what we’re going to do.”


And so they had carried on a conversation which Donald
could easily hear. Amy said, “I’m so glad you came to this resort. The men here
are so hot.”


“I do like looking at a hot man,” said Linda. “Of
course, I’m here with Donald, it’s not like I’m going to do anything with my
husband right here.”


Amy could tell that Linda was really into it. The
woman’s eyes were sparkling, and she was saying all the right things that would
tease her husband. It gave Amy an idea. . .


“I mean it,” said Amy. “I can’t get enough of this
place. I was here just a few days ago, and I met this guy who has these
incredible arms, you know what I mean? I am so into strong arms.”


“What did you do?” asked Linda.


“What didn’t we do, you mean?” The two women
laughed. “I’m still sore!” said Amy.


“You’re too much,” said Linda, like they were old
friends. Then, after a moment, she added, “You think that guy will be here
tonight?”


Amy waited a few seconds to reply, to let what she
had said sink in not only to Donald, but to Linda. How far would Linda want to
go?


“I didn’t see him in the bar when I came through,”
said Amy. “But of course the night is young. But I did see. . .”


“Who?” asked Linda, now clearly intrigued.


“There’s this guy named Carl. He works here as some
kind of handyman. He’s a biker, he’s got long blond hair and killer eyes and
he’s just tight all over. I’m going to see if I can hook up with him tonight.
Again. He’s so much a real man, you know what I mean?”


“A biker?” asked Linda, taken aback.


“He’s really rough—it’s such a rush after the kind
of men I’m usually with, you know?”


Linda glanced toward the bedroom. “I can only
imagine.”


Amy stopped fluffing at her hair. “You mean you’ve
never been with a rough guy? Like a biker?”


“No, never.”


“Really?” Amy was watching Linda carefully now, this
was a decision point.


“I just never met many men like that,” said Linda. “Even
before I was married.” She hesitated, then asked, “What’s it like?” She’d
spoken in a whisper, but her excitement had certainly carried her voice to the
other room.


Amy made a fluttering motion with her hand, like she
was hot. “Wild. It’s not like they tell you what to do, but they just
know what they want and take it. But at the same time, they don’t boss
you around. Just hard and fast, no dancing around, no games. Besides, I get to
give as much as I get.”


“That sounds—like an interesting experience,” said
Linda.


Amy could tell that Linda had never even considered
being with a biker type before, but was certainly tempted now. She grabbed
Linda’s arm. “Hey, I have an idea! Why don’t you get with Carl tonight?
He’s going to take one look at you and want you.” Amy’s earnestness conveyed
the truth in her words, because she was speaking from experience. “Carl loves
to be with women who have never been with a rough guy, especially well off
classy women. He calls it breaking them in. You’d be a perfect match.”


Though Linda gave off every indication of being a
strong woman, her lip quivered. “I—I wouldn’t want to take him away from you.”


Amy flipped her hand. “Don’t worry, I’ll be fine.
Besides. . .I already hooked up earlier today.” Which was actually
the truth.


“I don’t know,” said Linda, but it was obvious she
was considering the idea.


Because of that, and because Amy recognized that
Linda was now speaking as much for herself as for the role she was playing for
her husband, Amy gave her a nudge. “Come on, what do you have to lose?”


“Well, my husband is here, I can’t just go off and
meet up with another man. I’m married. My husband might get all worked
up and go after the guy.”


Amy laughed. “Trust me, Donald isn’t going to mess
with Carl.”


“You don’t know my husband,” said Linda. “Who knows
how worked up he might get, all alone here, while I go meet another man.” Linda
hesitated, then added, “Especially if I’m on a date with another man.”


An unmistakable moan came from the other room, Donald
no doubt hearing every word.


Amy drove it home. “Oh, it won’t be a date,”
she said. “It’s not like you are going to be wasting time eating dinner.”


It was obvious to Amy that Linda was getting hot
thinking about the possibilities. Whether or not Linda actually would have sex
with Carl wasn’t even the point now, it was that her husband Donald thought
she might. And for perhaps the first time in her life, Linda was fantasizing
about what it would be like to be with a rough biker.


Amy said, “If you’re so worried about your husband
doing something rash, I’ll stay here with him. Make sure he doesn’t—take
advantage of the situation.” She leaned over and whispered in Linda’s ear,
adding, “I’ll make sure he doesn’t touch himself when you are gone, it will
make it all the more delicious when you come back. Trust me.”


Linda gave Amy a long look. “I believe I will.”


 


 


 


It had been a half hour since Linda had
walked out the door. The woman was clearly enjoying her experience at the
resort. Linda had given her husband a nice view of her final preparations, and
as she left she had said, “Now don’t do anything embarrassing in front of my
friend Amy. She’s obviously giving up a lot to stay here with you while I—while
I spend time with Carl.”


Donald had gawked at his wife, obviously not sure
what he should do. “You’re going to go on a date with a biker?”


Linda, looking in the mirror, had said, “Oh, it
won’t be a date,” just as Amy had said. She’d left without giving her
husband so much as a glance.


For a long time Donald had just stared at the door.
Then he began to squirm in the chair. “You think she’s met up with him yet?” he
finally asked.


“Met up? She’s probably kissing him right now.”


“What? Kissing him? Where?”


“At the bar, I bet.”


“In front of everyone?”


Amy frowned. “Why not?”


“I mean—what if she doesn’t find him attractive?”


“I can assure you, there isn’t a woman alive who
wouldn’t want to be with Carl.”


“If he’s so hot, what if he doesn’t want Linda?”


“I can’t believe you said that. Linda is so
beautiful. She’s got a body to die for.  Don’t you think she looked amazing
when she left?”


“I’ve never seen her look so—hot,” said Donald.


“And her lips, I wish I had her lips. I bet Carl
can’t wait to see his cock between her lips, he’s going to come so fast. The
first time, anyway.”


“Wait a minute, he’s not going to. . .Linda
is not going to have sex with some stranger. And a biker at that.”


Amy tossed her head. “She’s a big girl, she can make
her own decisions.”


Donald half rose out of his chair. “I’m going to. . .”


“Sit down,” said Amy in a commanding voice. Donald
snapped back in his chair like he’d been shoved. “That’s better,” said Amy. “Where
were we? Yes, how you felt about Linda getting ready to go out. That’s exciting
isn’t it? Seeing your wife primp, making herself look really good so she gets
noticed by the men at a bar? Does she do that for you?”


“Not so much, I don’t think.”


“Don’t feel badly. I mean, she probably hasn’t been
out on a date in—how long have you been married?”


“Almost fifteen years.”


“Fifteen years? And she hasn’t been with another man
in all that time?”


“Certainly not.”


“But of course she must fantasize about it. It’s
only natural. A woman has more than just physical needs. Women have wild fantasies
in their heads all the time about men.”


“She’s. . . told me a few of the things
she wants to do, that’s why we are here.”


“I’m sure what’s she’s shared is just the tip of the
iceberg. Has she ever talked about being with two or three men at a time? Or
having sex with a complete stranger? Or—”


“I don’t think my Linda thinks about anything like
that.”


Amy laughed. “All women have fantasies just
like those.” Amy certainly had. Amy let the idea sink in for Donald, that his
wife had been having sexual fantasies for years, fantasies that a woman would
have even if she loved her husband, even if they had a good sex life. Sexual
fantasies that she would likely never share, kinks, romances, experiments.
Fantasies that did not include her husband.


Amy saw the understanding dawn on Donald. Maybe not
all of it; most men would never know, could never comprehend that female
fantasies were far more varied and complex than the fantasies men had. Amy
said, “Why, she’s probably had those fantasies when the two of you were having
sex.”


“No, I can’t believe—”


“Did Linda ever ask you to take her from behind, in
a dark room?”


“Why, we’ve uh, yes. . .”


“You think it is you she’s thinking of then?
She’s pretending it was some hot guy she met. Or a man she knows, a man she’s
been lusting over.”


“No, no.” Donald was shifting in the chair, his eyes
glazing over.


Amy knew he had the image in his mind now, his wife
pretending it was another man in her. Donald was no doubt now in that terribly
confusing position Amy had come to realize was oddly exciting for a husband, of
getting turned on while picturing his wife being fucked by another man.


Before Amy had come to work at the resort, before
she had understood how much this image really turned many men on, she would
have felt sorry for Donald. And been angry at Linda for teasing him, for
tormenting him.


But now, recognizing that Linda and Donald had come
here together because they both wanted to understand and pursue this
experience, Amy pushed on. “That’s why Linda spent extra time getting ready.
She’s probably been waiting for this opportunity for years. Being free
to find some hot stud and do whatever she’s been wanting to do for so long.”


“She’s just teasing me. She’s not going to do
anything, especially with some biker.” Donald was trying to sound
disdainful, but the words came out more in awe and wonder.


Amy recognized his reaction immediately, a husband stunned
and aroused by the wife he thought he knew, doing something so out of
character. At that moment Amy realized that such a shocking insight might
actually reinvigorate a dull marriage. Like a proverbial slap in the sexual
face.


Hmm. . .maybe she could use that.


Amy bore down on Donald. “I noticed you squirming
around when you were watching Linda get ready, especially when she was asking
about Carl. She must have a thing for bikers. Rough men.”


“No, she doesn’t like it rough.”


“How do you know?”


“I mean, she’s never. . .she’s never asked
for me to do anything that could be considered rough.”


Amy shook her head sadly. “You don’t get it. If she
has to ask, then it isn’t what she wants. What I mean is, if she has to ask
you, then she doesn’t see you as the man who can give that to her.”


Donald sat up straighter. “But I could be, right? I
could learn.”


Amy shrugged. “Maybe. Or you could just let your
wife go be with her rough men whenever she wants. You can watch her get ready,
talk about it. Tell you about it when she gets back. How she got taken.”


“What about me?”


“She’ll probably get worked up telling you about it.
It might make your relationship even better.”


“You think?”


“I’ve seen it.” Amy pretended to think. “What would
you be willing to do for that to happen? To get that kind of excitement in your
marriage?”


“Anything, anything!”


“Anything covers a lot of possibilities,”
warned Amy. “If she told you tonight she was definitely here to try and meet up
with a rough biker, that would be okay?”


Donald barely hesitated. “Yes, if that would excite
her.”


“If she kissed him? If she went to a room with him?”


“Yes.”


“If he fucked her? If she wrapped her arms and legs
around him, if she was looking right at her wedding ring while he fucked her?”


“Yes, yes!”


“Would that turn you on? Would that make you want to
touch yourself?” Amy was getting hot herself just making up the story. Donald
wasn’t the only one picturing Linda with Carl. She moved closer to Donald’s
chair, standing over him with her legs spread, a position of authority. “Your
wife might be naked at this very minute, getting fucked by a biker. He’s so hot
and he has a really big cock, I know from experience. And he comes so
much—Linda is on birth control, isn’t she?”


“What? No, I mean, she’d use a condom, right?”


“Carl doesn’t like condoms. Besides, does Linda even
have one with her? Or two or three?”


 “I don’t think she packed condoms. . .”


“Hmm, maybe Carl will settle for a blowjob.” Amy
tapped her finger on her lip. “No, actually he won’t.”


Donald groaned, rising to his feet, at the same time
pressing his hand into his crotch.


“Sit down!” ordered Amy.


“I can’t, I have to. . .”


“Are you going to stop your wife?”


“Yes, no, I have to. . .”


“Oh, I see, you want to go and jerk off, right?”


“No, yes, yes! Please!”


Amy had promised Linda she wouldn’t let that very
thing happen. There could be no doubt now that Donald was completely taken by
the idea of his wife being with another man. Time to keep her promise to Linda.


Amy bent over Donald, a powerful move, making him
cower in the chair. In one smooth motion she yanked Donald’s tie off. Donald
was so shocked he didn’t even move as Amy tied one of his wrists to the chair.


He still had his other hand in his crotch.


Amy wished she had planned for this, so she
improvised. “Don’t touch yourself,” she said sternly. Then she sat on the bed,
and removed one of her stockings, careful not to give Donald a peek up her
dress. This was, after all, about Linda.


Amy took the slick nylon and used it to tie Donald’s
other arm to the chair. He was now helpless, his arms pinned down, unable to
reach his obvious erection, pushing against his finely woven slacks.


“Better settle in,” said Amy. “If Linda isn’t back
by now, she probably isn’t going to be here for a while.”


Donald moaned in frustration, but made no
complaints. Amy busied herself filing her nails and commenting on what Linda
might be doing at the moment. “I’m sure Carl has come in Linda at least once by
now. Probably in her mouth.”


Donald was getting more and more worked up. Amy
thought he might come right in his pants. He had gone well past thinking his
wife was just teasing him and was now fully immersed in the possibility that
Linda was having sex with Carl.


Not only thinking it, but wanting it.


Amy went on, “So the question is where Carl will
come next. In her pussy, I guess. Or maybe in her ass, you think?”


“What? Linda wouldn’t do anal sex!”


“You mean you’ve never done that with your wife?”


“Of course not! That’s for—”


“Men like Carl,” finished Amy.


“I can’t believe Linda has even thought about anal
sex!”


Amy laughed. “You have so much to learn. All
women think about it.” Amy leaned in close to Donald. “And here’s a little
secret for you. The woman who have done it are the ones who think about it the
most. So if you haven’t done it with Linda. . .” Amy let her
voice trail off, seeing that Donald was suddenly wondering if Linda had, in
fact, done anal before she married him.


Amy went on. “If she did it before she met you—you
know, a lot of women are like that, they had all these sexual experiences
before marriage, but won’t do them with their own husbands—she’s probably been
wanting it for years. And if she hasn’t done it, and Carl breaks
her in, she’s going to want it again. All the time.”


Donald’s eyes shifted from fear to hope, that even
as he was being cuckolded, he might get to be with Linda in a new way. Amy,
staying in her role, said, “Of course, when she wants it again, she’s going to
want it from Carl, or men like Carl. Not you.”


Donald groaned, straining against his bonds.


Though Amy totally understood and accepted how
exciting it was for Donald to be thinking of his wife off with Carl, Amy
wondered if she could ever do that to a husband. It was so far away from
what she thought a marriage could ever be like, what a marriage should be
like.


And yet the evidence was unmistakable. There were
couples who loved it, who came to the resort over and over to experience it,
who carried their experiences into their everyday lives, into their homes even.
Whose marriages were better because of what they now shared.


Not only because one of them got what they wanted,
but because they both did. The wife having her wildest fantasies come to
life, doing things she’d never consider doing with her husband. Rough sex.
Multiple men. Anal. And the husbands, proud of how much their wives were in
demand. Giving their wives the ultimate gift, a gift so big they needed help
giving it. Gifts from confident husbands, powerful husbands, even husbands who
wanted to be cuckolded. Just like Donald, who was learning—and accepting—what
he wanted.


So who was Amy to judge?


Who knew? Maybe it would be her husband one
day sitting in that chair, while she was off getting fucked by Carl. Or a gang
of Carls.


Amy couldn’t participate tonight, not directly, but
as Donald squirmed helplessly, Amy’s head was filled with her own wild
fantasies. If Linda didn’t get back soon, Amy might have to sneak into the
other room to get her own release.


There was a knock at the door. Amy went to open it.
Linda was standing there, Carl right behind her.


Linda whispered, “Is everything okay here?”


Amy could tell that Linda was worried about whether
it had gone too far, that just pretending she was with another man had caused a
problem with her marriage. Amy knew right then that Linda and Carl hadn’t had
sex.


Amy stepped aside. Linda’s took in the situation,
seeing Donald tied in the chair. Donald’s eyes goggled at Carl.


“Your husband was getting worked up thinking about
you and Carl together,” explained Amy. “I mean, really worked up. And
not in an angry way. I had to keep him from touching himself. Especially when I
told him all the things the two of you might be doing.”


Linda’s eyes went from Donald to Amy and back,
seeing the truth. All of it. Donald practically whimpered in the chair, but he
didn’t tell Linda to come back. And he didn’t ask her what she’d done.


Linda finally settled her look on Amy. “It’s okay,”
whispered Amy. 


Linda’s eyes melted with relief. Then, after a nod
to Amy, a nod of complete understanding, Linda’s eyes glittered, a mix of playfulness
and excitement. In a voice filled with confidence, a tone just as much for her
as for Donald, Linda said, “Well, things look very much tied down here, so to
speak, so I’ll leave you two. Carl tells me he is going to fuck my brains out,
and I can’t wait.”


Carl reached around Linda and took her breasts in
his hands possessively. Linda leaned back into him, her eyes right on her
husband.


Amy let Donald have a good long look, then slowly
closed the door.


 


 


Amy forced herself to focus on the
spreadsheet showing the new resort’s financial plan. She was in the office,
having to get the analysis done by the end of the day. But her mind kept wandering
back to the session with Linda and Donald. Amy had never thought of herself as
a dominant type, or a woman who would ever want to be a real life hotwife, but
every time she’d been part of an experience at the resort where she had to play
those roles, she’d found herself incredibly turned on.


Right now she could really use a release, but
she had too much work to do. She had purposefully scheduled no clients for the
rest of the day because of this looming deadline, but now she wished she had.


It was funny, in a way. Having to plan your day
around the distracting sexual fantasies that you couldn’t even imagine you
might have.


It wasn’t like she’d wanted to be sexually dominant
in her marriage or other past relationships. The thought of being in charge, being
dominant, had never crossed her mind. And even after she had seen other couples
explore it, even as she had made it a reality for the men who had secretly
wanted it, even after she had masturbated time and again watching a video about
a woman who completely dominated her husband, Amy still didn’t think it was one
hundred percent who she was. It was just another arousing sexual experience,
like being with more than one man, like being fucked hard by a virtual
stranger. Different roles to play.


No, they were no longer roles. They were part of her
now, different sides of her personality and needs, as much a part of her as was
her eye color and breasts.


The entire get fucked while your husband waits
experience especially pulled at her. She saw what Linda and Donald had shared,
what other couples had melded into their marriages. Amy couldn’t imagine having
that relationship with her ex-husband Steve.


Maybe that was why she was so hot right now, thinking
about it. . .teasing a husband. Her husband. Not Steve, but a
man she could share everything with, even this incredible desire, this
experience. He’d watch as she got ready for her date. Maybe he’d want to touch
her, but she wouldn’t let him, telling him she was saving it for her lover. Her
bull. Not even letting her husband touch himself, all the while suggesting what
she would do on her date.


Even bring him back to the room, let him fuck her
right in front of her husband.


Crazy. But so help her, it turned her on, just as
she had seen it turn on other women. And their husbands.


Maybe I’ll just find myself an empty room and get
myself off, she thought. I’m so worked up I’ll be done fast, then I can
concentrate on my work.


She jumped up and was running for the door when it
opened and she crashed into Pete.


He took one look at her wild eyes and said, “Those
financial numbers that scary?”


“No, I—“” Amy, embarrassed, searched his face. “I
just need to take a break.”


“Uh, you, I mean, you might have to be quick,” said Pete.
“Everly just called, they have some changes we need to work into the
projections.”


“What? It’s due at the end of the day!”


“I know, right? I’ll get started.” Pete went to his
desk and started working on his computer. “Go ahead, do what you need to do.”


Amy groaned inwardly, looking back and forth from Pete
to the clock. It wouldn’t be fair to Pete, going off to masturbate while he was
sitting here alone doing her work. She sighed and sat back down at her
computer.


But she had a really hard time concentrating all
afternoon.


 


 


At eight o’clock Amy hit the send
key. Finally. She was wired from pushing so hard all afternoon to get the
report out. She leaned back in her chair.


“You look like you could use a nice drink,” said Pete.


“Or a hot bath and a soft bed.”


“Well, we are a resort. . .”


Amy smiled. “It’s tempting. I might stay here
tonight. What do we have on the schedule tomorrow? I was too busy to look.”


“Don’t worry about that now. Why don’t we go up to
the top lounge and have a drink? We can talk about it later.”


A glass of wine sounded pretty good to Amy right
now. The top lounge wasn’t even open to guests yet, she could just relax.
“Sure.”


In the lounge Pete opened a bottle of wine and
poured Amy a glass as she plopped down in one of the curved sofas near the
window. The lounge was very quiet, dimly lit only by the hint of outside lights
from the city.


For a few minutes the two of them just sat and
looked out at the cityscape. After Amy had mellowed out she said, “We wouldn’t
have got that report out if not for you. You are much better at finances than I
am.”


“I’ve probably had more experience, that’s all,”
said Pete. “I’ll show you a few shortcuts.”


Amy knew that Pete had done some accounting. “We’ve
both made a big transition.”


“Who would have thought it? Even though we have to
do the reports, we’re practically running our own show here.” Pete shook his
head in disbelief. “Never could have imagined I’d be in this position.”


“Me neither. I feel like I’m a secret spy, with this
hidden life.”


“Exciting hidden life,” said Pete, as he
refilled Amy’s wine glass.


“That too. I mean, one minute I’m struggling to pay
the bills, getting thrown out of my house by my ex—it really wasn’t that long
ago. And now here I am.”


Pete raised his glass in salute. “Here we
are.” 


Amy usually didn’t pry, but the wine had hit her on
an empty stomach, and she was terribly interested. Besides, Pete knew her
story. “How did you get involved in. . .” Amy waved her hand at the
lounge. “All this. That is, if you don’t mind sharing.”


Pete ran his fingers around the top of his wine glass.
Finally he said, “I had this girlfriend. Years ago. She was really pretty, the
best looking woman I’d ever dated. Out of my league. I don’t know what she saw
in me. I knew she’d had lots of boyfriends. Maybe she was tired of the hot
studs and cool guys and wanted to try, I don’t know, being with a nerd.”


Amy said, “There’s nothing wrong with nerds.
Besides, you are so not a nerd.”


“Back then I was. . .more of one. But you
must know what I mean. Look at the guys we have working here, Carl, Dirk. All
the men at the other resort. Those were the kind of men this woman dated.”


“What happened?”


“Either I couldn’t give her what she wanted, or she
got tired of me, whatever, she started going out. With other men.”


“That’s terrible,” said Amy, feeling really sorry for
him.


“I was really broken up at first. I mean, I thought
I had hit the jackpot. But then something really weird started to happen—or it
seemed weird at the time, because I didn’t know what other people got off on.
She’d come home late, and I’d just know she’d been with another guy. And I got
turned on by it. I started building all these fantasies in my head, what she
was doing, who she was doing it with. It was so hot, like real life porn. It
wasn’t some actress I’d never met on a little screen, it was a woman I’d been
with. A woman I still was with.”


Pete paused and then went on. “One weekend we were
in Florida at the beach, and I saw her checking out this guy. I said, ‘Why
don’t you go and talk to him?’ She gave me this funny look, and I said, ‘Go
ahead. I won’t mind. In fact I’ll enjoy it. Like when you are out late at
night.’ She didn’t deny it, but she was a little mad, maybe at me knowing what
she’d been up to. She went off with the guy, and they disappeared. When she
came back to our room she had this look on her face like, ‘See? You made me do
it.’ Like it was my fault, and she had a right to be mad. I showed her proof
that I wasn’t angry—you can guess how. As soon as she saw how turned on I was
she jumped me and we had the hottest sex we’d ever had. After that we did it
all the time. She’d hook up, and then we’d—you can fill in the rest.”


“But you didn’t end up together.”


“No. It might have kept going, but I could tell she
really wasn’t into me, she was into what we were doing. And even
though it was finally out in the open, I knew I couldn’t really trust her,
because of how she had cheated before.” Pete laughed ruefully. “I was actually
the one who ended it. She was shocked. She couldn’t imagine a guy like me would
break up with her.”


“Don’t sell yourself short,” said Amy. “You have a
lot to offer a woman.”


“Yeah, that’s what my friends say.” Pete
looked like he was going to say something else, but stopped.


“Okay, I understand all that. But how did you end up
at the resort?”


“It’s a strange story. I was doing some accounting
work for this rich family. They had a really big house, and I usually did my
work in their home office. I’m there really late one night around tax time. I
think they figured I had left, and I hear them talking downstairs. Their conversation
gets pretty personal. The wife wants to go out on a date, but not with her
husband. He’s complaining. I don’t want to get caught eavesdropping, so I jump
up and make a lot of noise, and then come downstairs and tell them I was just
on my way out. Anyway, the wife gives me this look like she knows I overheard
what they were talking about. The next time I see her she sits me down and
tells me what’s going on, I mean way too much information. About their
marriage. About how she wants to be with other men and have her husband, you
know, just watch. But he isn’t interested.”


“Wow, that must have been a shock,” said Amy. “Not
now maybe, seeing what goes on here. But then.”


“It was. But of course I immediately thought about
my ex-girlfriend, and I don’t know whether I was just not thinking straight,
but I said, ‘Your husband doesn’t know what he’s missing.’ She looked at me as
if to say, ‘Finally, someone gets it!’”


“What did you do?” asked Amy, leaning forward,
really intrigued.


“I asked how I could help her.”


“You offered to have sex with her?”


“What, is that so surprising, me being the bull?”


Amy felt like she’d hurt his feelings. “No, I didn’t
mean that, of course you could be—”


Pete burst out laughing. “I mean, I don’t know how
you pull off your roles, you fell for it!”


“What? Why you—how do you always do that to me?” Amy
was laughing too. Pete had a way of always making her smile, especially when he
was pretending to be serious. “So none of that is true?”


“It’s all true. Except I wasn’t going to be the
bull. I knew it, and the wife knew it. Instead, she took me to Sky Haven. I
pretended I was her husband while she hooked up. All while her real husband sat
at home.”


Amy raised her eyebrows. “How did that end up?”


“Incredible. I got to be in a situation like I had
with my ex-girlfriend. This woman was beautiful, and she wasn’t cheating on me.
Not the real me. I don’t think of these situations as cheating any more, but
back then I didn’t understand. I got to watch her get ready, I helped her pick
out men at the bar, I was actually in the room when she did it. It
was—amazing.”


Amy could fill in the blanks on what Pete was
probably doing when this make-believe wife was hooking up with other men. “I
bet I know what happened. The resort saw how good you were and offered you a
job.”


“You guessed it. I got to play that role over and
over, and never got tired of it. The only thing that would have made it better is
if I would have had an emotional connection to the women, to be a boyfriend or
a husband. But I was good at it because I really didn’t have to act much.”


Amy was thinking of how hot she got in her own roles.
“I know exactly what you mean.” Usually once she got started, she wasn’t acting
at all, just being herself.


A very personal look passed between them, the shared
intimacy of a secret life, of the reason for their desires revealed. Amy gave
an embarrassed smile and looked away. When she turned back, Pete was still
looking at her.


“What?” she asked.


“Nothing.”


Amy asked, “What happened to the husband?”


“It worked out perfectly. He got into it, and took
my place. They became repeat guests at the resort, and then really didn’t need
us anymore, they did it on their own.”


Pete had put on a good front, but Amy heard the
hidden disappointment in his words. It had worked out perfectly for the
husband, but not for him. “There will always be more guests,” she said.


“Speaking of which. Tomorrow we have a challenging
one.”


“Oh?”


“A new client couple. They want to explore wife
sharing, but don’t feel they are ready. They want to see another couple play
their parts. They are especially interested in how the husband might react,
both during and after. Especially after.”


“You mean seeing if he really likes it, and not
having any regrets later?”


“Exactly.”


“Who are you thinking of putting in the roles?”


Pete shrugged. “Obviously I’m the right man for the
husband. For the wife. . .” He looked right at Amy. “Margie is good,
and Taylor would certainly work. But I was hoping you’d be interested.”


Pete’s tone set off a bit of an alarm in Amy’s head.
Pete sounded all business, yet there was a hint of more. She knew what he was
thinking, this would be their most intimate role together. Would it get in the
way of their working relationship?


She could do the role, of course. But she’d come to
fully accept that she was at her best when it wasn’t a role. When she could let
go, immerse herself, believe she was the woman she was portraying.


She looked out over the city, thinking of all the
secrets there, of all the men and women, of where she’d come from. Of how she
didn’t know a soul in that entire population, other that Pete, who she could
openly share her own secrets with. This secret, of what she did, who she
was.


She turned back to Pete. “I’m interested.”


 


 


After Amy left the lounge, Pete had gulped
down two more glasses of wine, trying to stop his hands from shaking. It was no
use, his head was racing as fast as his heart.


What on earth had he done?


It all started earlier in the day when he’d bumped
into Amy in the office. Bumped being the operative word. She had barely noticed
him, hadn’t even realized she had practically crushed her breasts into his
chest. Her eyes were wild, her thoughts elsewhere. Little beads of perspiration
dotted her forehead, a signal of her inner heat. Pete had seen enough women to
know she was aroused—hell, he’d seen Amy aroused, and recognized the signs.


She was rushing off to hook up, or to masturbate.


He knew it with a surprising certainty. He’d been so
enamored with her for quite a  time now, always watching her out of the corner
of his eye, trying not to be obvious, but often feeling like he was back in
high school, checking out a cute girl in the next row.


And, of course, he’d seen Amy with guests. He knew
exactly what she looked like when she was truly aroused, not faking it at all.


So there it was. What brought it on Amy, Pete didn’t
know, perhaps her guest experience earlier that day. Or maybe she’d been
sitting at her desk, distracted from the work, fantasizing about some hot stud.
A boyfriend he didn’t know about. Or Carl.







So when Pete had blurted out that line about Doing
what you need to do, that’s what he was thinking, kicking himself in his
head as soon as he’d uttered the words, thinking Amy would catch on to his
meaning. He’d embarrass both of them.


He’d only escaped because she was probably too
distracted.


Then he’d done it again, suggesting the lounge. More
words without thinking. It had all the trappings of a date, the two of them
alone, drinking wine, a romantic setting overlooking the city. He hadn’t
thought ahead, it wasn’t like he was thinking he’d make a move on her. He
certainly wasn’t so unrealistic to think she’d suddenly see him in a new light
and want to jump him, or even kiss him.


The evening had been going okay, and he’d almost
relaxed, and then she’d asked about how he got involved at the resort. It
wasn’t like he could just blow off the question, it would seem odd. So he’d
told her the truth. All the while realizing he was revealing an innermost
secret. Sure, the two of them shared the secret of their job, but it wasn’t
like Amy had told him what her fantasies were. Even as he was telling
the story he kept thinking it was too much information, too much sharing, but
he couldn’t figure out how to stop.


And a part of him, deep down, was perhaps hoping
that this was a way to finally learn how Amy felt about him, about whether she
would read into his story about what he really wanted.


But was afraid to say.


When Amy had said he shouldn’t sell himself short,
it sounded sincere, but he easily could have been reading too much into her
words She might have just been being polite. He’d responded instinctively,
tossing out the words that’s what my friends say, and was just on
the verge of asking But what do you think about me, for real? when he caught
himself.


She’d given him no indication at all she was in the
least interested in him as anything but a work friend. She would have had to
let him down, make it clear what their relationship was. It would be awkward,
not just then, but from then on.


So he’d lurched into more detail, digging himself
into another hole, finally wiggling out by throwing out the idea of him as a
bull—another wild shot begging for recognition—then pretending it was all a
joke. Thank god he could always be funny, recognizing exactly what other people
found funny. The average guy with the great sense of humor.


He had recovered, until she gave him a look,
a real honest to goodness intimate look. The kind of look that a woman gives
you to tell you she wants to be kissed. Peter hadn’t gone on a real date in a
few years now, but he remembered that look, both from when he had read it
correctly, and when he had not.


And there it was, Amy’s eyes shifting, softening.
He’d been so shocked he couldn’t react in time, even if his body wanted to his
mind was in the way. By the time he realized what was going on—what might
have been going on—it was too late.


Maybe it was a good thing. He had probably imagined
it anyway, his fantasy mind making up emotions that didn’t exist. For Amy, at
least.


Yet it still hadn’t stopped him from asking Amy if she’d
play the role of the wife in the guest experience. Earlier, he had in fact
thought she’d be perfect, and he was the obvious choice for the husband.
But after their rather intimate talk, he should have suggested other staff
members for one of their roles. It all sounded too contrived, too set up. Like
he had planned the entire lounge conversation, the intimate setting, the story,
to allow him to manipulate her into a role with him.


A role with her as his wife.


If he had been at home, alone, it would have been
enough to get him hard. Right now, all he could do was pour himself another
drink.


 


 


Amy was so accustomed to the fact that she
was being watched through hidden cameras she rarely even thought about it. The
couple who wanted to see what wife sharing was all about was in the very next
room. As far as Amy was concerned, they might as well be a thousand miles away.
It just didn’t matter.


Pete sat across the room, an untouched glass of
scotch in his hand, the bottle on the side table. It was a nice touch; the
husband liked to drink this very brand of scotch and he would no doubt notice. Amy
had been wrong to worry about working with Pete on this assignment; he really was
good at these roles.


Amy was pretty good too. She sat on the bed, facing Pete,
pulling on a pair of sheer stockings. Amy had never worn stockings much before
she started at the resort, now she loved putting them on. They made her feel so
sexy, the sleekness against her skin, yet leaving her bare above the thigh. So
much better than confining pantyhose. Often she wore no panties, a secret
freedom. No matter how many clothes she was wearing, being naked underneath was
a thrill, each cross of her legs a possible revelation, each hint of air a caress.


Pete’s eyes were locked on her hands and legs,
mesmerized. Amy took her time, her careful preparations making it clear to her
husband that she was working hard to make herself look good for her lover.


It wasn’t a difficult role for her, because she’d
been having this exact same fantasy more and more. She’d never put a real face
on her fantasy husband, not even the staff studs at the resort were the right
fit. They could be her dates, her bulls, but they weren’t right for her
husband. Not biker Carl, not tough Dirk, not young Eric or handsome David. She
hadn’t considered Pete, although she had good memories of a prior role when
he’d played her husband. So right now Amy was fine with having Pete again in
that role, especially since he was responding exactly as her make-believe
fantasy husband did, intent, squirming, obviously aroused by her preparations.


Amy also now knew that for Pete this wasn’t just an
act, he really did get turned on by the idea of a woman he was in a
relationship with being with another man. She’d been a little surprised that Pete
had shared all those details, even though she had asked how he had ended up at
the resort. Amy realized it took a rather strong man to admit his hidden sexual
desires. Her opinion of Pete had started to change after she had left him that
night in the lounge. He was stronger than she had thought. His sharing had also
made her feel even closer to him, and she hoped she could help make it easier
for him to be in this role by being extra sexy.


So tonight would be for Pete, as well as for the
guests.


As she worked the stocking up to her thigh Amy recalled
what she had read about the couple in the next room. They weren’t exactly sure
what they wanted, but knew what they didn’t want. No real cuckolding, no
humiliation. They said they loved each other very much and wanted to find a new
experience they could both enjoy, before, during, and after the event.


The before and during parts were easy.
The primping, then the sex. Amy had given a lot of thought about how to show
them the after part. That was going to take creativity. She and Pete
hadn’t talked about it much, because they wanted their actions to be natural,
unrehearsed.


Halfway through putting on her second stocking, Amy
frowned. “I wonder if I should just go without?”


“But you look so hot in stockings,” said Pete.


His voice portrayed an earnest honesty. Amy
pretended to examine her legs, extending one out, her foot almost touching Pete.
“Thank you. But I might want to wear those strap sandals instead of the pumps,
and those won’t look good with stockings.” She sighed. “What do you think would
be better?” Better, of course, meant sexier.


Pete jumped up and went to the closet, coming back
with two pairs of shoes. “Why don’t you try them both on?”


Amy took them graciously as she stood up. Pete
leaned forward for a kiss, but Amy turned her head so he just was able to touch
her cheek. “I’d kiss you, but I worked so hard on my makeup, I don’t want it to
smudge.” She gave a little laugh. “Not yet, anyway.” She knew Pete was acting
for the watching couple, but what he had done, and her reaction, was just what
she had imagined in her own fantasies.


She slipped into the tall heeled pumps. “What do you
think?”


Pete’s nostrils flared. “I’d have sex with you in
that.”


“Of course you would dear, you’re my husband. But
the question is whether he will want to have sex with me in them.”


“How could he not?”


“I don’t know,” said Amy. “He’s really hot. I bet he
can get any woman he wants. Besides, he’s much younger than I am. Younger than
you, of course. He’s probably used to being with women in their twenties, with
perfect boobs and tiny little asses.”


Pete beamed. “He’s going to want you, I know
it. Just like the other men. They all want you because you are so beautiful.”


“Thank you, dear.”


Amy shifted her dress this way and that, like she
was deciding whether it was the right outfit, pulling at the neck to show more
cleavage. Then she made a big show of taking off her stockings, the lift of her
dress sending a tingle between her naked inner thighs. Very slowly she slipped
into the strappy sandals.


She put her foot up on the lounge chair. “Would you
mind helping me with these?”


Pete lovingly did the straps on her shoes, his
fingers shaking. When he was finished she stood back.


“You seemed a little worked up,” she said, not just
speaking for the couple listening. Pete really was worked up.


Of course, she’d aroused the other men who worked at
the resort as well. Those erections and orgasms hadn’t been faked. Why should
Pete be any different?


“I can’t help it. I’m just thinking of how good you
look, knowing that I helped put that outfit on you, and in a little while he’s
going to take it off you.”


Amy leaned over Pete, brushing her lips up against
his ear. “If you like, I’ll let you take it off me again, later.” Amy realized
after she had stood up that she probably hadn’t spoken loudly enough for the
couple in the next room to hear, even with the sensitive microphones. But the
look on Pete’s face conveyed a thrill that was unmistakable.


She stood up tall. “Zip me up.”


Pete slowly raised the zipper on her dress the rest
of the way. Amy knew this was often one of the make or break acts for men
interested in sharing their wives. Helping them get ready for their date. Not
just get ready, but get dressed. If this got them excited, they were hooked.


She stepped back, modeling her outfit for Pete. “How
do I look?”


“Incredible. My hot and sexy wife.”


“Are you sure you want to stay and watch this time?
I could just leave you here to. . .you know.”


“I’m positive. I want to see for myself what you
do,” said Pete. “Unless of course you think you won’t be able to concentrate
with me here.”


“I don’t think that will be a problem. After all,
I’m going to be pretty busy.”


There was a knock at the door. “He’s early,” said Pete.
“He probably can’t wait.”


Amy hadn’t planned this part, but impulsively she grasped
Pete’s hand and gave him a kiss on the cheek. “Thank you for being part of
this. I love you.”


Pete stiffened, and Amy wondered if she’d gone too
far in the role. When she stepped away she noticed Pete working to regain his
composure.


His voice caught as he said, “I love you too. That’s
why we are doing this. I’ll be right here with you, all the time.”


Amy smiled at him, his hand still in hers, then she
pulled away and went to open the door. She was already feeling the butterflies
in her stomach she got when she was about to be with a new man. Though her
lover was part of the resort staff, Amy was always wracked by the same
insecurities. Would he find her attractive? Would she be able to get him
aroused?


A woman could easily fake an orgasm, but a man could
not fake an erection.


She took a deep breath and opened the door.


The man standing there was breathlessly hot, just as
Li from Sky Haven had described him. He was well over six feet tall, with dark
hair and blue eyes, an intriguingly uncommon combination. He was much younger
than Amy, late twenties maybe, perfectly proportioned, reminding Amy of a buff
outdoorsman. Amy’s stomach flutter turned from insecurity to desire.


“You must be Nick,” she said. “You’re even hotter
than Li described you.” She grabbed his hand and pulled him into the room.


“You didn’t tell me your husband was going to be
here,” said Nick.


“He wants to watch. Does it matter?”


“Not to me.” Nick pulled Amy into a tight embrace
and kissed her deeply. Amy swooned with the immediate intensity of his warm
lips on hers, her mouth opening without her even thinking, her tongue slipping
between his lips. She lost track of how long the kiss lasted, it was that good,
no longer playing a role, just being herself, a woman being kissed by a
handsome stranger, and kissing him back. 


When they finally broke the kiss her legs were a
little shaky, and she pressed into Nick for support, his chest a rock against
her breasts. Then they were kissing again, Amy forgetting where she was,
forgetting about the resort and her role and the couple next door, totally lost
in the moment. That she could do this so quickly was yet more proof of the
woman she had become, a woman who accepted and embraced her sexuality. A woman
who simply loved every aspect of sex, from the prelude to the glorious climax.
Sex was a symphony, and every man a new piece of music to learn and enjoy.


Nick’s hands drifted down her back, taking a firm
grasp of her ass. Amy pressed into him even more tightly, her breasts squeezed
hard, almost like another set of hands on her. She reached around Nick’s back,
her fingers digging in.


“I love your hands on me,” she said, her voice laden
with a pleasure she didn’t have to fake.


“Then you’ll like this,” said Nick, and he crunched
up her dress in his fingers, pulling it up to her waist, exposing her legs and
thighs and ass to Pete, sitting right behind her. Nick’s fingers were now on
her bare skin, firmly grasping her ass cheeks.


“Nice ass,” said Nick.


“Then you’ll like this,” said Amy. She spun
in his arms, turning so that she was facing Pete, pressing her ass into Nick’s
crotch. 


The reaction of the two men was a magic thrill. Pete’s
mouth was half open, his eyes wide. At the same time, Amy felt Nick’s erection
pressing right through his pants against her ass.


Nick reached around her and cupped her breasts in
his strong hands. His fingers sought out her nipples through the thin dress and
skimpy bra. “Nice tits, too,” said Nick.


“You hear that, Pete? He likes them.”


“I told you he would.” Pete’s expression was exactly
like Amy had seen on other husbands, a mix of nervousness and insecurity, yet
so proud that other men found his wife attractive.


Amy’s eyes fluttered as Nick expertly massaged her
breasts, showing an experience well beyond his age. Amy bet he’d been with a
lot of women. So what? It would make him that much better as a lover.


Just as her having been with a lot of men made her a
great lover too. Not just from experience, but from her sheer love of sex.


Amy felt a wave of loss when Nick’s hands moved off
her nipples, but it was quickly replaced by a new excitement as he unzipped her
dress. She wiggled her hips and let it fall to the floor.


She was wearing a matching black bra and panties,
the bra lacy on top, sexy. The panties were also lace, barely enough to cover
her, the waist nothing more than a thin strap. She felt wonderfully free out of
the dress, and yet confined by how it wrapped around her ankles, like she was
tied up, on display, helplessly available to be fondled by a stranger.


Like the man behind her, pressing into her back, his
obvious erection having one less barrier between them.


Nick’s hands were back on her breasts, slipping
under the thin bra, caressing her nipples with just the right amount of
pressure. For a moment Amy thought Pete was going to jump up and start sucking
on her nipples, such a wild idea, Nick milking her breasts into Pete’s mouth. Pete
actually was half out of the chair, Amy faltering, what was Pete doing? Was
this what the couple wanted? Having the husband participate?


She didn’t get a chance to find out, because at that
moment Nick’s other hand dove between her legs.


Amy cried out, her legs coming together instinctively,
a protective response, and then another instinct took over, a sexual response.
She spread her legs to give Nick access, and was rewarded with his entire hand
against her pussy.


With one hand still pulling at her nipple, Nick’s
other hand pressed flat against her pussy, sliding up and down, opening Amy’s
labia. Frustrated, she kicked out at the dress, wanting and needing to spread
her legs wider. She lost her balance, grabbing onto Nick’s arm, pushing his
hand harder between her legs.


“You’re wet already,” said Nick.


“You do that to me.” As always Amy was amazed at her
own reaction, how quickly she responded, how quickly the heat rose in her body.
It was as if, deep down inside the hard working Amy, the single mother, the
dedicated woman who had never cheated when she had been married, there was an
inner slut. A slut which rose to the surface every chance it got, driving her
to act like a whore any time a hot man put his hands on her.


In times of reflection it had bothered her, yet she
knew she could not fight it, her needs could not be denied. Like right now.


And she wasn’t a slut. That wasn’t the right
word, if it ever could be. She simply loved sex.


Amy craved a man’s hands on her, the way Nick had
his hands on her now, on her breasts and pussy, but she needed more. She needed
something in her mouth. She grabbed at his hand, keeping it on her pussy as she
turned to face him. “I want to feel your skin.”


Nick started to unbutton his shirt, but Amy pushed
his hands away, putting them back on her. She fumbled at his buttons, peeling
back his shirt, rewarded with a smooth chest of lithe muscles.


She kissed and licked his skin, then pulled down her
bra and pressed into his chest. His heat matched hers, and she rubbed her
nipples into his hard pecs.


She still needed more. She dropped to her
knees, pulling at his pants and freeing him in one smooth motion. His now
released cock grew right in front of her, Amy wanting so much to take it in her
mouth but held back, wanting to watch him get even harder, the proof of his
desire for her.


Nick’s cock perfectly reflected his body, smooth and
hard and long. This was another step she loved, just as she loved the first
kiss of a new man, the first feeling of his skin, the first touch of his hands
on her, her first view of his cock.


The first taste of his cock.


Her tongue darted out, touching just the tip. Her
mouth savored the subtle flavor of him, a hint of what he would be like when
fully inside her. Over and over again her tongue slipped out, little licks,
gathering his unique taste and bringing it into her mouth.


Nick’s cock jumped at each lick, his hands wrapping
in her hair. She wasn’t teasing him, she was teasing herself, wanting it to
last. Yet her mouth was now bursting with expectation, and she couldn’t bear it
any longer.


She opened her mouth to him.


A moan filled the room, Amy not sure if it was from
her or from Nick or from Pete, or all three of them. Husbands had told Amy this
was one of their most amazing thrills, seeing their wives take this gigantic
step. The first kiss was a shock, another man’s hands on a wife an excitement,
yet a cock in her mouth was really crossing the line.


A kiss might be a mistake, a grope might be unsure,
but sucking another man’s cock was a decision.


It wasn’t like the wife could say she didn’t mean to
do it.


And Amy certainly didn’t say that now. It felt so
good, having a hot, hard, real cock in her mouth, a new cock, a cock that might
bring her to new heights of pleasure. That she was also turning Nick on was
icing on the cake.


No, the real icing was having another man in the
room, watching. 


Amy remembered Pete at that moment, the couple, the
role. She turned her head, Nick’s cock still in her mouth, and locked her eyes
on Pete as she did her best to make Nick feel good.


 Amy had been using just her lips, her hands wrapped
around Nick’s thighs, but now she began to stroke his shaft, his hardness
exciting even her fingers, like they were extensions of her clit.


Pete was leaning forward, his hands gripping the
arms of the chair, as if fighting to restrain himself. Amy might have felt
sorry for him if she hadn’t been sure that Pete got off on this. With her eyes
she sent him a secret communication. It’s okay, you don’t have to play the
role, you can be yourself, you can show me your arousal, show it to me. . .


Nick grunted. “Going to be a tough decision, coming
in your mouth or your pussy—”


“Why not both?” murmured Amy.


“I was going to say, before you so rudely
interrupted me, it’s going to be a tough decision, coming in your mouth or your
pussy, first.” Nick pulled Amy’s head hard onto his cock. “Less talk.”


Amy took him as deep as she could. She still hadn’t
been able to deep throat any of the men at the resort, though she had tried.
Nick’s cock hit the roof of her mouth, Amy angling her neck, wanting to finally
do it, her fingers slipping from his shaft as it disappeared into her mouth.
Almost. . .


She pulled away, gasping, but was immediately back
at it, loving how the cock filled her mouth, the fullness and the musk and the
fear of choking so overwhelming she could think of nothing else.


Amy was forced to pull away again, trying to catch
her breath. 


“Looks like we need to put it somewhere else where
it can all fit,” said Nick. Effortlessly he pulled her up and guided her onto
the bed.


Smoothly he kicked off his shoes and pants and knelt
on the bed. Amy was still breathing hard as she stared at his beautiful body.


As he dropped his head between her legs she was
tearing at her panties, her need so great her fingernails ripped through the
fabric. She was rewarded with Nick’s tongue on her pussy, diving right into her
opening, Amy gasping, spreading her legs wantonly. Nick’s tongue dragged
against her clit, sliding up onto the top of her mound. When his hard stubble
hit her clit her hips thrashed wildly at the intense touch, wanting to get
away, yet needing more.


Nick kept moving up, his tongue dragging across her
belly, up between her breasts, yanking down her bra and taking her left nipple
fully in his mouth. Amy moaned, pulling his head down harder, so hard a lightning
fast pain shot through her, either from how hard he was sucking or how hard she
was pulling him to her, then the pain was subsumed with a delirious pleasure as
her nipple engorged into his mouth. Still she pulled him closer, not for the
first time wishing she could come like a man, showing her arousal by releasing
into his waiting mouth.


Nick was moving too fast, this was supposed to be
drawn out, letting the couple in the next room see how it played out, what the
wife and husband would say to each other, how each would react. But Nick was
too worked up, maybe from inexperience, or maybe, just maybe, because he
couldn’t control himself, Amy was turning him on too much, and all at once he
was fully atop her, his cock quivering at her entrance, and Amy had to use all
her willpower to not just pull him inside her.


Nick’s eyes were intense, on her, and then he must
have remembered where he was. He started to pull away, perhaps to go back to
more foreplay, but Amy held him in place. 


She had no doubt that a real wife could easily lose
control in this situation, that no matter how much she and her husband had
talked about talking it slow, in the heat of the moment the wife just might succumb.
The couple deserved to see that too.


And for so many reasons, today Amy couldn’t wait.


Nick seemed to read her mind. “Going to fuck you
good.”


“I know you are,” she breathed. She forced herself
to look over his shoulder, finally focusing on Pete. “You hear that, honey?
He’s going to fuck me!”


Pete’s hand was in his lap, pressing, his tensely
leaning forward posture signaling to Amy that he wasn’t acting, he was really
turned on, no doubt struggling not to touch himself, and this vision so aroused
Amy that she grabbed Nick’s cock and guided it forward. As soon as the tip hit
her folds she moaned, spreading her leg, her eyes jumping from Pete to Nick’s
cock in her hand, and for the briefest of instants she was in complete control,
her hand firmly latched around Nick’s cock, deciding where it would go and
when, and without even touching him she was in control of Pete’s emotions,
making him quiver as much as Nick was. Back and forth went her eyes, the cock
about to enter her, her own complicity in the act, her pussy pulsing in demand.
She wanted to see it go in, she wanted to see Pete’s reaction, she wanted to
see and feel all of it.


“Do it,” Pete groaned, and his words, so full of
their own desire, guided her fingers as she slipped Nick’s cock inside her. As
soon as he entered her Amy wrapped her arms around his back and surrendered to
the wonderful inevitability of being fucked.


Nick made up for his rush by fucking her slow and
deep. With each stroke Amy felt herself open up, the hard cock stretching her
as it briefly reached that point where her wetness hadn’t spread, a instant of
beautiful friction that was replaced by an even more wondrous sensation, of
having a man inside her.


Again she was lost in the moment, the completeness
of it so great she couldn’t think of anything else, where she was, who she was.


Nick levered himself up on his arms, his cool blue
eyes driving into her just as his cock was. She could have stared at those eyes
forever, fallen into them, but this wasn’t just about her. She kissed him hard,
then pulled his head onto her neck, her arms across his slick back, her fingers
digging in, her legs wrapping around his.


“Oh Pete, he’s fucking me!” Stating the
obvious, yet like she couldn’t believe it either. And a part of her couldn’t, a
part of her still marveled, still wondered at who this woman was, this woman
who could so fully lose herself in sex.


She should have been doing this for years and years.
She had a lot of making up to do.


“Do you like it? Does he fuck you good?” Pete’s
voice was as full of emotion as hers was, Amy realizing how he was beyond
playing a role too, and now she fully let go, basking in the sensation of being
fucked and watched at the same time, knowing she was turning two men on.


“I love watching you get fucked,” said Pete. “It’s so
hot. You are beautiful when you get fucked, I can’t see you like this when I’m
in you.”


Pete’s voice added to the chorus in her head, the encouragement,
the reassurance that she was not a slut, she was a woman who was living the
life she was meant to lead, who was taking what she wanted, who would not be
denied.


Who was beautiful not just on the outside, but in
how she brought pleasure, to herself, to men. 


Pete’s words were exactly what Amy needed to hear. “I
love it, I love it, he is fucking me so good!”


Her pussy tightened around Nick’s cock, his eyes
widening, she should be slowing down, she should be dragging this out, asking Pete
about a condom and how far she should go and how he felt, all the things a
husband would be thinking about as another man, a hot stud, rammed a hard unprotected
cock into his wife. There would be thoughts and emotions about another line to
cross, a line even beyond sucking another man’s cock and fucking, about him
coming inside her, inside her married pussy.


All of that flew by the wayside, cast aside by
Nick’s thrusts and his animal passion and Amy’s need, and when she looked again
at Pete, at his need too, seeing him unzip his pants, his cock jumping out, now
in his hands, unable to control himself, no act, all of that and more driving
Amy to a point she could not escape.


“Do it!” she cried, not sure if she was talking to
Nick or to Pete.


Nick thrust hard into her pussy, which grabbed at
his cock, wrapping around his shaft. Pete’s hands flew over his own cock, Nick
grunting, tensing, Amy holding on, wanting to come with him, to come with both
of them, so incredible. Nick’s control was the best of all of them, because it
was Pete who erupted first, his groan a catalyst for Amy, seeing Pete shoot all
over himself, his eyes locked on her with an intensity and arousal she had
never seen in him, and her orgasm smashed into her, her fingers digging into
Nick’s back, which set him off, and with a guttural grunt he unleashed into
her, wave after wave of his own spasms filling her pussy with his seed, Amy
struggling to keep her eyes open.


The last thing she saw was the look of incredible
pleasure, pride, and envy on Pete’s face.


 


 


A half hour later, Amy lay on the bed,
still naked. She should have been fully sated, yet she still buzzed with
intensity. Nick was gone, but before he had left she had taken his cock in her
mouth, slick with her juices, and sucked him until she was rewarded first with
his hardening, and then rewarded with his cum.


She stared at the ceiling, aware that her heart was
still beating way faster than normal. Her mouth was filled with the sharp taste
of Nick’s seed, and her thighs were wet with his release and hers. The ceiling
could be in any room, she could be anyplace, at a hotel with a boyfriend, in
her own home with her husband.


The bed dipped, and she looked up to see Pete. Amy
smiled up at him, knowing he had enjoyed himself, and glad she could so
comfortably be naked in front of him. Naked after just having sex while he
watched.


“He fucked you good, didn’t he?”


“So good. Did you like watching?”


“I did.”


 “You really liked it?”


“All of it. Especially when you took each step. When
you first kissed him. When he put his hands on you, that was so hot. When you
took him in your mouth the first time. And of course when he was inside you.” Pete’s
voice was filled with awe. “When he came inside you.”


 “Are you sure?” Amy was asking that question for
the other couple, but she wanted to know as well. Her own masturbation
fantasies of being fucked in front of her make-believe husband had never gone
this far, to the point where she was talking to her husband after. Normally
she’d long since had her orgasm and had left it at that. 


Perhaps she’d never continued because, for some odd
reason, though she controlled the fantasy, she might not get the answer she
wanted. It was as if the question was a bigger line to cross than having sex
with another man. Yet Peter had been so turned on. Could a man who had jerked
off watching his wife get fucked then deny his own arousal? Amy had to know. “You’re
not just saying it for me?”


Pete lay down next to her and whispered in her ear,
“They might still be watching. You know, to see what happens after.”


If she had been the wife in real life, if her
husband had been watching, what would she do now?


From what she had seen at the resort, Amy had come
to realize that if she had a husband who would not only let her be with
other men, but want her to—such a husband would have to love her very
much. Whether it was because he couldn’t give her what most aroused her, or
because she simply wanted to explore her sensuality, his support and acceptance
had to be based on a deep seated love.


Especially if he also wanted to watch.


Amy now knew for a fact that such men existed. 


So she did what she would have done if she had been
the real wife who had such a husband. She leaned over and kissed Pete full on
the lips, showing how a wife would thank her husband, how she would convey to
him that what she did with her lover or bull was sex, but what she had
with her husband was love.


Caught up in her vision, without thinking, she slipped
her tongue into Pete’s mouth, only then realizing what he must be able to
taste.


Amy expected Pete to pull back in horror, but
instead he kissed her with a passion that stunned her, a passion so strong it
pushed her back out of the role, and once again she was just herself, kissing a
man, feeling his desire, responding and participating. It felt so good she
rolled over on top of him, the kiss going on way longer than was necessary to
just to show the couple that the husband accepted and enjoyed what his wife had
done.


If they were even still watching.


Pete’s tongue was in her mouth now, and Amy opened
to him, instinctively knowing what he was doing, exploring, tasting. After a
while she could almost believe that she tasted Nick inside Pete’s mouth, and
this brought back visions of Syd and his lover, and all at once Amy was hot
again. Her hands felt between them, and she was greeted with the awesome dual
feeling of the wetness on Pete’s pants, where he had released all over himself,
and the hardness of his cock.


“You came,” she said.


“So did you.”


“Twice.”


Amy held him in a tight embrace. “Thank for letting
me do that,” she said.


Pete nuzzled into her chest, the perfect
representation of a happy husband with no second thoughts. “Anytime.”


 


 


Pete had a hard time concentrating the rest
of the day, so he left work early, saying he had a personal appointment. He
drove aimlessly, finally ending up at a bar by the riverwalk, practically empty
in the late afternoon. He sat outside near the water, alone, and ordered a
beer.


He’d finally kissed Amy. An honest to goodness, kiss
on the lips, passionate kiss. Not like the sloppy playful smooch when they had
first met, not like the pecks on the cheek when they had been in a role, all
play acting for other people.


No, this had been a real kiss. Not just him kissing
her, Amy had kissed him first. She’d put her tongue in his mouth. She’d continued
the kiss as he had responded. 


He’d been wanting to kiss Amy like that ever since
he had first laid eyes on her.


Well, maybe not kiss her right after she’d been with
another man, that hadn’t been on his mind when they had first met. Although now
that he had come to know her, to see what turned her on—and how it matched up
with what turned him on—it was an even more incredible kiss. 


So why did he feel like crap?


It didn’t take much self reflection to figure it
out. She hadn’t been kissing him, she’d been kissing Pete in his role as
the husband. It was all a show for the couple watching.


Worse, he’d practically manipulated Amy into it. Not
by getting on the bed with her, that was the right thing to do for the role.
Not even when he said how much he enjoyed watching; that was also good for the
guest couple to hear. Of course, it was easier for him because he was speaking
the truth. It had been hot watching Amy, as it always was. Hell, it was hot
just watching her in the office. Watching her have sex was worlds beyond hot.


No, what bothered him was how he had goaded Amy on,
telling her that the couple might still be watching, practically begging her to
do more, to push it past just talk.


He’d wanted to kiss Amy for so long, but not like
this. He wanted to kiss her because he knew he was falling in love with her, he
probably already was in love with her, his interest way past infatuation
now. He wanted Amy to see him for himself, not as playing a role, a make-believe
husband.


He had been an idiot. Amy had no interest in him,
not in the way he wanted. She was simply being nice, and on top of that, doing
her job. Any passion he had read into her response, into her kiss, was a
reflection of his desire, not hers.


As he had held her in his arms, he had pretended it
was just the two of them. They weren’t at the resort, there was no couple
watching, she was kissing him because she wanted to. She was kissing him to
show him she loved him even after she’d just been fucked by another man.


Pete couldn’t let himself do that again. It wasn’t
fair to Amy, and he’d drive himself crazy. Plus the next time he might go too
far, and she’d certainly pick up on it, and at best have to let him down, and
at worst be horrified.


If they weren’t working together, it might be
different. He could ask her out, hint around about his feelings, even come
right out and tell her. At least he’d feel better that he had tried. It would
be much easier for her too, even if she had to blow him off. But they had to
work closely together. Pete knew the resort had dealt with company
relationships before, the only prohibition was on manager and subordinate
relationships. Others they handled on a case by case basis. But this wouldn’t
get that far; Amy hadn’t given off any vibes that she was interested in him
other than as a friend. And he had certainly been keenly searching for any
hints.


He’d finally met a woman who might understand him,
and not only that, a woman whose sexual desires overlapped with his. On top of
that, Amy was kind, caring, smart, and really pretty.


Why did they have to be working at the same place?


He could quit. If he knew for a fact she was
interested, he’d do it in a heartbeat.


She’d just been playing a role, nothing more. He was
projecting his feelings onto her, all because of one kiss.


He had to nip this in the bud right away. Cool his
desires. Better to stop it now, or he’d be setting himself up for a devastating
disappointment. 


The waitress came to see if he wanted another beer.
He hadn’t even touched the first one.


 


 


The next day Amy was back in the resort
office. Pete was at his own desk, and though they had barely spoken, something
had changed between them. Amy could feel it in the air, she had heard the
slight catch in Pete’s voice as he had said good morning. Though they’d worked
on client experiences together before at the resort, they’d never been so
intimate together.


At  first Amy thought she was imagining things,
perhaps projecting her own confusion, but when she asked Pete if he was ready
for lunch he begged off, saying he was busy. Since they almost always ate lunch
together, and he couldn’t have any work that she also didn’t share, it sounded
like an excuse. Later, Pete asked her if she wanted coffee. Amy was still a
little upset from getting blown off at lunch, so she practically snapped at
him.


And so it went all day. That night, Amy could barely
sleep, worrying she had somehow ruined the one close friendship she’d formed in
the last year. Pete had been nothing but good to her, in and out of work. She
vowed to fix whatever was going on.


The next day, the first thing she said to him was,
“I think we should talk.”


Pete looked stricken, then said, “Are we breaking
up?”


“What?” Amy realized he was joking, which broke the
tension. “Should we?”


Pete turned serious. “What we did. . .the
other day. I’m not sure if it’s a good idea to work together.”


“Oh.” Amy searched Pete’s face. He seemed totally
sincere and deeply concerned. “In the office or. . .”


Pete looked away, and when he turned back to her Amy
sensed he was having to compose himself. “In the guest experiences. So it
doesn’t get in the way of our daily working relationship.”


Amy was at a loss, not knowing what to say. She
certainly didn’t want anything to jeopardize her relationship with Pete in any
way. “You’re right. I don’t want it to get in the way of our friendship.”


“Our friendship, right,” said Pete. “That too.”


“Okay,” agreed Amy. “No more shared experiences.”


Pete nodded and went back to his work, and though
they had agreed, Amy had an uneasy feeling.


 


 


Two weeks went by, and for the most part
things had returned to normal. Yet Amy still felt a coolness from Pete, almost
a forced separation. She hoped it would go away soon.


They’d been busy, working hard, the new resort
becoming established and gaining clients every week. There were so many guest
experiences Amy had to take part in that she was unable to get to her office
work until the evening, often too tired to focus. Pete took on more of the
weight on that end, even though he had his own client responsibilities. They
just didn’t have enough trained staff, and it wasn’t a job that could be listed
online.


After an especially long day Amy made her way into
the office, not knowing how she was going to keep her eyes open for the long
night that lay ahead, since the quarterly reports were due. To her compete
amazement, a sticky note was on her computer from Pete telling her he had finished
them. Get a good night’s sleep, said the note.


Amy almost cried with relief. Here she was thinking Pete
was angry at her, and yet he had been working extra to make her life easier.
She vowed to find a way to thank him.


That night, tired as she was, Amy went to a new
brewpub in town and bought Pete one of their new beers, a style she had seen
him drinking. The next day she set it on his desk when he was out, along with a
note that said, “Thanks for all you do for me.”


Feeling better, she went back to work.


Her phone rang, it was her daughter Julie. “Hi, Mom!
Just wanted to see if you needed any help getting ready for the party.”


“It’s not really a party,” said Amy. “Unless you
decided to bring a gang.” Julie was off from college for the summer, working an
internship, and they were having a few friends over for a cookout.


“No, just the ones I told you about. How about you?
Who’s coming?”


“Just Liz and Sandra.”


“Mom, you’ve got more friends than that.”


“I know, I just haven’t been in touch with many of
them since I started this job.” Obviously Julie didn’t really know what
Amy did at work. And Amy really had very little time to keep in touch with many
of her friends.


Pete came into the office, noticed the beer and the
note, smiled, and gave Amy a big thumbs up. 


Julie said, “Speaking of your job. You keep telling
me you like the people there. You must have met someone you can invite.”


Amy watched as Pete centered her gift on his desk,
not disturbing her note. She had told Julie she worked with good people, and it
was the truth. Like Pete for instance. She thought, Why not?


After she finished the call, Amy said, “Hey Pete,
are you interested in a cookout this weekend?”


 


 


Pete tried not to read too much into the
gift of the beer, after all, that’s what friends at work did. Amy was just
being nice. And he would have helped out anyone on getting the reports done.
Well, maybe not as much as he had helped Amy, but it wasn’t like he didn’t help
other people either. She helped him too, when she could. No, the beer didn’t
mean anything. He was not going to make the mistake of reading into
every nice gesture Amy made as an indication of her being interested in him
other than as a friend.


The same went for the invitation to her cookout. Amy
was probably inviting lots of her friends, a big party. She’d never invited him
to her place before, but he hadn’t invited her to his place either. If he’d had
his own party, he would have. So this was just another friendly gesture. Even
if she didn’t invite anyone else from the resort—and she probably would—it
didn’t mean anything.


Pete knew that Amy trusted he’d be discreet at her
party; they’d both discussed how much they kept what they did at work secret
from just about everyone. He at least had a few friends who knew what he did, it
was probably easier for a guy to share anyway. But Amy had kids. Pete liked
kids, but couldn’t imagine having to deal with them in his current situation.


So the cookout was no big deal. Besides, he couldn’t
very well say no, that would be impolite. It wasn’t like he had any big plans
this weekend.


Although if he had, he probably would have cancelled
them. He was trying hard to keep to his resolution not to read into Amy’s
actions, but deep down inside, he knew he was looking for an excuse to see her
outside of work.


 


 


Amy had been out with Pete for drinks many
times with the gang at work, but this was the first time she’d had him—or
anyone from the resort—over at her apartment. She wasn’t especially worried
about Pete letting slip too much about their jobs, since he had even more
experience than Amy did with having to keep that secret. As far as everyone knew,
Amy and Pete simply worked in the central office of a vacation resort company.


Pete showed up dressed in his usual polo shirt and
chinos, looking like he always did, with two bottles of nice wine. Amy met him
at the door, smiling, glad he had come, so comfortable with him now. She
couldn’t believe she had at first thought he was kind of unforgettable. There
was so much to a person besides looks. Besides, he looked just fine. She vowed
never to make that mistake about him, or anyone else, again.


As the party went on Amy introduced Pete to a few of
the guests, including her friend Liz. Liz, of course, grilled Pete about his
work. When Liz had finally wandered off for another drink, Amy leaned in toward
Pete and said, “Sorry about all the questions.”


“The trick is to make the job sound boring,” said Pete.
“Then they lose interest.”


“I know, but it’s hard to. . .hide the
good parts.”


“Just tell them about the office paperwork. Go into
detail about spreadsheets.”


Amy laughed. She was glad she had invited him, it
gave her a co-conspirator. “If Laura had met me at a party and I started
talking about spreadsheets, I’d never have got the job.”


“I don’t know about that. You could make
spreadsheets sound sexy if you wanted to.”


Julie called out, “Hey Mom, we’re running low on
ice.”


“I’ll get it,” offered Pete.


After Pete had walked into the kitchen Julie came
over. “Sorry Mom, I didn’t mean to break you two up.”


“What? He’s just a friend.”


“Yeah, right. I talked to him too, before.”
Julie was smiling mischievously.


“What did he say?”


Julie shrugged. “What do you think he said?”


Amy forced down a surge of panic. “Something about
spreadsheets?”


“Uh, no.”


Amy thought about how close she had become with Pete.
She trusted him. “He’s just a friend,” repeated Amy. What on earth had Pete
said to Julie?


“From whose point of view?”


“From both of ours. It’s mutual. We just work
together, that’s all.”


Julie rolled her eyes. “Mom, he’s so into
you.”


Amy looked off toward where Pete had gone. “He said
that?”


“Duh. Of course not.”


“Then why would you think that?”


“Because he so carefully didn’t say it. And
the way he watches you. Nothing creepy, he’s just cute. Don’t you like him?”


“Of course I do. He’s really nice. And funny.”


“Are you seeing him, or what?”


Amy saw Pete come out of the door with the ice, his
usual helpful self. “We’ve had drinks a few times with people at work, and we
sometimes eat dinner at the office together if we are there late, but we are
definitely not dating,” she said. Of course Amy didn’t mention to Julie
about any of her other interactions with Pete.


Because there was no way what she and Pete had done
could ever be considered, by any normal definition, a date.


 


 


The cookout party went on pretty late into
the evening. After the last guests had left, only Julie, Pete, and Amy were
left. They started to clean up, but then Julie said, “Mom, I have to go. I have
some things to do at my place.”


Amy was surprised, since Julie was usually so
helpful, and couldn’t imagine what Julie could possibly have to do so late at
night. Maybe she had a date? 


Julie kissed Amy on the cheek as she left,
whispering, “Have a nice night.” She nodded toward Pete.


Amy rolled her eyes. “Call me tomorrow.”


“I will. Not early.” Julie laughed and left.


“What was that all about?” asked Pete, bagging up
the trash.


“Nothing.”


“What should I do with all this opened wine?”


“Put it in the fridge, I guess. Although since I’m
hardly ever here, it will probably go bad.”


“We could drink it,” said Pete.


“That’s a lot of wine.”


“Then we’d better get started. Can’t waste good
wine.”


A few hours later Amy was feeling pretty tipsy. She
and Pete were sitting out on her balcony, swapping stories of challenging
client situations at the resort. They were careful never to use guest names. It
was dark and quiet, most of the lights in the other apartments off, everyone
asleep.


“What have you done at the resort that surprised you
the most?” asked Pete.


“About what the guests want?”


Pete took a sip of wine. “Or about yourself.”


“Where to start!” Amy considered. There were so many
situations that had shocked her at first. Later, when she came to see how
common some of the fantasies were, she was less surprised by what the guests
found exciting, but more surprised by her own reactions. “There was this
one situation, back at Sky Haven,” she said. “This married guest. Real macho
type, I think he ran a construction crew. Anyway, he told us he thought he
might have an interest in other men.”


“Not that uncommon,” said Pete.


Amy glanced at him sideways. “You telling me
something?”


“What? No, not me. Nothing against it, of
course, but I just haven’t had those feelings. I meant it’s pretty common in
general, men wondering.”


“Oh.” Amy hoped she hadn’t hurt Pete’s feelings.
He’d certainly never given her any indication he was gay, in fact, just the
opposite. Besides, he wasn’t the type of guy who would be upset with the
question. Still, she quickly went on with her story. “I—I’ve certainly seen men
who have those desires.” Amy was thinking of her husband’s bisexual friend Syd.
“Anyway, this guest, he wanted to see if he was still turned on if he saw men
together for real, not just reading about it or seeing it in a video. But he
didn’t want to participate directly to find out.”


“And?”


“We arranged it so that he was out on the balcony
with the door open a little. He could see in to the bedroom. More real than the
cameras. I got him all set up, and then I went into the video room to monitor
the beginning of the experience, just to make sure it got started okay. I
couldn’t see the guest, of course, just the two men from the staff.”


Pete leaned over and nudged the door open on the
balcony where they were sitting. “Like this.”


Amy glanced into the darkness of her apartment. It
wasn’t at all the same as the resort, but she could see the door to her
bedroom, and it brought back the images of the two men. She could easily
imagine them just inside, getting ready to. . .


“I ended up watching,” she said. She’d never shared
that with anyone.


“How much?”


“All of it,” she admitted. And suddenly in her head she
was back at the resort, discovering a new excitement, or maybe not new at all,
because of how she had reacted to seeing Syd and his lover long ago. The two
men at the resort had gone far beyond what Syd had done, their oral
ministrations just the opening salvo in what came later.


The memory was so real Amy surprised herself by
saying, “It reminded me of something I’d seen a long time ago.” Maybe she was a
little drunk, but she went on to tell Pete the whole story about seeing Syd.
She rationalized that she had told Laura the first time she had met her, and
Amy knew Pete way better than she had known Laura.


Amy shuddered, growing warm in the memory. She’d
fantasized many times about Syd and his lover, often just watching, other times
joining in, not exactly sure what she would do, only wanting to be part of it.


Amy must have been quiet for a long time, and when Pete
spoke his voice seemed to come from the darkness. “Go ahead,” he whispered.


Amy reluctantly pulled herself from her reverie.
“That’s it. I watched them.”


“That’s not what I meant,” said Pete. “Go ahead.
Now.”


Amy looked at him, confused at first, trying to
figure out what Pete meant. He wasn’t looking at her, his eyes were cast
downward, toward her lap.


When she looked down, she realized her hand had
fallen between her legs.


Her head snapped up, embarrassed. She had been so
caught up in her memory of the two men in the resort, and her fantasies of Syd,
that she had pressed her hand against her pussy, her automatic reaction, a
prelude to touching herself. 


“It’s okay,” said Pete. He started to get up. “I can
leave you to it. To them.”


Amy thought about all she and Pete had shared, not
just the secrets, but all of it. In the back of her mind an alarm bell was
going off, the warning from Julie, that Pete was interested in Amy as more than
a friend.


Something muted the alarm. Maybe it was the wine,
maybe it was how aroused she was, maybe it was Pete’s immediate recognition and
understanding of her arousal. Maybe it was because she knew he liked seeing her
get off. Maybe it was because she was seeing Pete in a new light. All of these,
none of these, Amy wasn’t sure. 


What Amy was sure of was she didn’t want him
to go. She touched his arm. “No. I want you to stay. That is, if you want.”


In the dim light Amy couldn’t read what Pete was
thinking, and he didn’t answer right away. Finally he said, “You know I love
watching you.”


Amy glanced around, but there was no one in sight,
and the apartments across the parking area were too far away for her neighbors
to see her. Amy was so worked up she didn’t care. Worked up even more now,
because a man would be watching. Besides, it was just the two of them, sitting
on a balcony, no one could possibly know what she was doing even if they were
to look out a window.


No one but Pete.


Amy unbuttoned her shorts and slipped her hand down.
Her pussy was already wet, an excitement which made her arch off the chair. At
first she just rubbed herself slowly, her movements so furtive that if Pete
hadn’t been looking right at her he might not have known what she was doing.


But he did, and that made it all the more exciting
for her. She pictured herself watching the two men, maybe even in her own
apartment, touching herself while another man watched her. A man who loved
watching her get off.


Her eyes closed, not because she didn’t want to look
at Pete, but because it helped her put herself in that room. Tonight she would
gather up the courage to be with those two men, she’d join them, and what would
happen would happen.


She rubbed herself harder, her panties slippery with
her juices. Frustrated, she lifted her hips and dragged down her shorts. The
warm night breeze hitting her pussy was like a spotlight on her decadent
exhibitionism, as if she were on a stage instead of on a dark balcony.


Wouldn’t that be hot, being on a stage, touching
herself in front of a roomful of men. . .


The two men multiplied into four, then eight, then
too many to count, some watching her, some very busy with each other, their
moans and grunts filling her ears. . .


She smashed her fingers against her clit, spasming
in the chair, shoving her fist into her mouth to muffle her scream as she came
all over herself.


When her eyes finally opened Pete was watching her,
a smile on his lips. “Was it good for you too?” she asked sheepishly.


“Always.” Pete sat there for a long time, a hard to
read expression on his face. He seemed happy, yet there was another emotion mixed
in. Finally he got up. “I’d better go, we have a full day tomorrow.”


“You shouldn’t drive.”


“I’ll call a cab, you can drive my car in tomorrow.”


Amy thought it was an odd conversation, especially
with her panties twisted around her knees. “You can stay here.”


Pete looked back toward the apartment, toward Amy’s
bedroom. Then back at Amy, who was pulling up her shorts. When she was decent
he said quietly, “I’d better not. See you tomorrow.”


 


 


Pete didn’t call a cab right away after he
left Amy’s. Instead he sat on a bench in a little park bordering her apartment
complex. He could see Amy’s apartment, he could see the balcony where they had
just been together. It was very dark, Amy had turned out the lights. He
wondered if he had been sitting here earlier whether he could have made out the
two figures on the balcony, and if so, whether he could have guessed what was
going on.


Probably not. But he didn’t have to guess, he had
been there. He was still tingling from the thrill of it, and from the sheer
implications of how his relationship with Amy had changed. At least, he thought
it had. It had to have changed, right?


It was one thing for Amy to have sex in front of him
when at work, when she was in a role, doing her job. It was something totally
different for her to do it at home, just for him. Well, do it for herself, but
with him there. This was a totally different kind of sharing from what they did
at the resort.


Or maybe he was reading into it again, projecting
his own wishes of where he wanted his relationship with Amy to go. For her,
what she had done might be simply the same as what she did at the resort, it
was merely a different location. After all, she had started out telling him a
story about what happened at the resort. That’s what got her worked up, not
him. Worse, she was fantasizing about two men. Pete knew a lot of women had
that fantasy, it wasn’t a surprise at all. But it was far removed from her
having a fantasy about him, even though she had asked him to stay. Amy
simply liked being watched. He just happened to be available.


He mentally kicked himself for not accepting her
offer to stay. Who knows what might have happened? Maybe she would have crawled
into bed with him, just for company. Even that would have been incredible. Or
the next morning, she might have felt comfortable having him there. Even if
nothing happened, it would be easy to invite him over again. Or he could ask
her to his place.


Twice he got up from the bench to go back to the
apartment. He pictured her coming to the door, just the look in his face
telling her what he wanted to express. She’d kiss him, or lead him by the hand
inside.


Now it was too late.


The light was off. She wasn’t waiting up for him,
that was for sure.


Pete had no idea why he was so hesitant with her,
why he lost all his confidence. He wasn’t in high school any more, those days
were gone. Where was the Pete who had urged his girlfriend to fuck other men?
Where was the Pete who suggested he could help the wife of his accounting
client? Where was the Pete who actually had sex with women in the same room as
their big burly husbands?


He just couldn’t think straight around Amy, that’s
how much effect she had on him. Without even trying on her part. He should
consider himself lucky, in a way. If Amy had been a tease, she could have
driven him crazy, dangling herself in his face, and then pulling away. Yet even
though she had just masturbated in front of him, he was sure she wasn’t doing
it to tease him, not at all.


What would Amy have done if he had joined in with
her? Pushed him away? Grabbed his head and pulled him between her legs?


Now he’d never know.


Pete realized he had to find a way to change the
trajectory of his relationship with Amy, one way or another. Otherwise he was
going to go nuts. Yet though he sat in the dark for a very long time, he
couldn’t figure out how.


 


 


 


Amy thought of the next few weeks as
relatively uneventful, if having sex multiple times a week with different men
could be considered uneventful. It appeared she and Pete were back to normal,
holding to their decision not to work together on guest experiences. If
anything, the aftermath of the cookout had set a new tone in their friendship,
allowing them to share another secret and be intimate without touching one
another. For Amy, it was like friends with benefits, without the sex.
She hoped Pete felt the same way, and was not frustrated. They hadn’t had a
repeat of that night, but Amy wouldn’t mind at all if they did. She’d be more
than happy if Pete felt comfortable enough to touch himself in front of her
outside of the resort. That’s how close she felt to him now.


She’d been a little drunk that night on the balcony,
so hadn’t really thought about it much until the next morning. Pete had been
such a gentleman. He could have—not quite taken advantage of her, she wouldn’t
allow that, and it wasn’t in his character—but he could have assumed she was
putting on a show to lure him in, or just to have meaningless hook up sex. Or
worse, to tease him. Certainly other men might have made those assumptions,
seeing a woman touching herself right in front of them. Other men would have
made it about themselves, instead of letting her have her fantasy. Other men
would have been challenged, she was sure of it, by the thought of her getting
off on a fantasy about two men, of all things.


But not Pete, he had understood. He accepted who she
was, with no judgments. She had already started to think of him in a new light,
and that evening had only added to her revised view of him. So he didn’t have a
rock hard set of abs. So he wasn’t over six feet tall. So he didn’t have the
biggest. . .none of that mattered. Who knew where it might lead?


Maybe Julie had been right. Maybe a relationship
with Pete shouldn’t be out of the question.


But it could ruin their friendship—she’d seen it
happen so many times. And working together was a complication.


Better to be careful. 


Besides, she really didn’t know if Pete was
interested in her. Sure, he liked working with her, he liked to watch her. He
treated her respectfully. But he was nice to the other women at the resort too.
None of that meant he wanted to be in a relationship with her. He certainly
hadn’t said anything along those lines. He hadn’t asked her out, not even to
dinner. In fact, Pete was the one who had said they shouldn’t do any more guest
experiences together. He must have had the same concerns, that they not read
too much into the emotion which spontaneously burst out as they were playing
their roles.


Better to let things just go as they were going. She
was probably reading too much into it, anyway.


 


 


One morning Amy found Pete frowning over
the upcoming reservation schedule. More than frowning, he looked downright
distraught. “We have a problem,” said Pete.


“What is it?”


“This couple,” he said, tapping the screen, “wants to
see how a husband might react seeing his wife in a wife share situation.”


Amy shrugged. “Sounds pretty standard.”


“They want three men.”


“Okay.” Three men wasn’t common, but it wasn’t
unheard of either. “Have they been here before?”


“No, but they are repeat guests at Sky Haven.
They’ve even done real life wife sharing away from the resort, but only with
one man. It’s hard to find multiple men then can trust.”


“What’s the problem?”


“They really want to find out how a husband would
react to seeing his wife with three men. If they are going to do multiple men
in real life, the husband wants to be in the room, not only to see, but for
safety. So they want a pretend husband to be there as well to make it even more
realistic.”


“Makes sense.”


“They are going to Europe on Saturday, and think
they might be able to have an opportunity there to explore their fantasy, for
real. But they need to be sure it’s for them, so want to come to the resort.
The timetable is a problem. They’ve offered to pay double. They can’t do it
tomorrow. That leaves the next day as the only possibility. We have Lou
available, and we can get David from Sky Haven. Plus Dirk.”


“I still don’t see the problem.”


Pete hesitated, then turned his screen around so Amy
could see, bringing up the staff availability. Amy was pretty good at reading
these schedules and finding ways of moving the staff around at the last minute.


Her eyes flicked back and forth, then she switched
to another screen. “Oh,” she said.


“Exactly,” said Pete.


The schedule was full. Every other woman on staff at
the resort was fully booked on that day, and so were the women at Sky Haven.
“Maybe we could fly someone in. . .”


“I already checked,” said Pete. “The timing doesn’t
work.”


“I’m the only one who has flexibility,” said Amy. “I
think I could move this one,” she pointed to the screen. “He’s a regular, we’ll
give him a free visit if he can switch.”


“I thought about that too,” said Pete. “It’s the
husband role we need to fill.”


Amy scanned through the rest of the staff. “Oh,” she
said again.


The only man available was Pete.


“It doesn’t look like we have much choice,” said
Amy.


“There’s always a choice.”


Amy thought about how far she and Pete had come,
getting over their problem, settling into a nice working relationship and
friendship. She didn’t want to ruin that. On the other hand, this was their
job. Besides, it wasn’t like she was going to be having sex with Pete,
he was just going to be watching. It wouldn’t be that much different from when
he had watched her before.


“I’m good if you’re good,” she said.


 


 


The request from the couple to see a wife
with multiple men had come in out of the blue. Pete certainly hadn’t made it
up. It was both a wonderful thrill and his worst nightmare.


A thrill, because he’d get to watch Amy again. He’d
never seen her with more than one man, he wasn’t even sure if she’d been
with more than one man. So she’d be exploring, which she loved to do. And he’d
be there to see it.


A nightmare, because he’d have to play the role of
the husband. A husband who had a wife in real life who had already been shared,
more than once. Which meant the husband liked it. So that was the role Pete
would be in. So close and yet so far.


Pete wouldn’t have to act at all. He had no doubt
Amy would enjoy it, and he loved nothing more than seeing her get turned on,
seeing her openly explore her sexuality.


He was going to have a hard time controlling
himself.


It would be like the last time, only more so. Not
because there were multiple men, that really had nothing to do with it. But because
of what had changed between him and Amy. Because they’d kissed. Because she’d
told him her fantasies. Because she’d been comfortable enough to touch herself
in front of him, outside of the resort, free of any role.


What if the couple wanted Pete to kiss Amy after
she’d been with the other men? What if they wanted Amy to—do one of a multitude
of things, all of them intimate? What if they wanted her to cuckold Pete,
humiliate him? They hadn’t mentioned that in their request, but these
experiences often set couples on totally new paths.


Pete could masturbate in front of Amy if he had to.
He’d done it before, although usually she was too busy to really notice. But he
didn’t think he’d have a problem—hell, he didn’t think he’d even hesitate—if
Amy was looking right at him. What would she see in his face? Would she see the
truth? Would she think he was just acting?


He had tried to figure out a way to change his
relationship with Amy. This wasn’t exactly he had in mind.


Maybe it would force the issue, one way or another.


 


 


“Ready?” asked Pete.


“As ready as I’ll ever be.” Amy had to admit she was
a little nervous. She still worried about working so closely with Pete,
especially now that they seemed to have settled into a relationship that
worked.


Her excitement over the prospect of being with three
men helped overcome her nervousness. She’d done it once before and had loved
it. That time, it had been one man at a time. Who knew what could happen? Three
men, so many possibilities.


Four men, counting Pete. Though his job was to
watch.


That was good too. Of all the men who could be
watching her, she was glad it would be Pete. In fact, it seemed natural that it
would be him.


And because it was Pete, she’d be really able to get
in the role, let go. Pete obviously liked her very much; he’d proven it time
and again. Any man who watched a woman masturbate in front of him without
asking for anything in return certainly had demonstrated his selflessness.


That’s what got Amy past her worry. Pete would be
there for her. They’d figure out how to make it work, just like they had
everything else.


Amy gave him a smile, hoping he understood.


Pete smiled back, seemingly happy, but she couldn’t
tell if he had understood her message or if he was already in role.


The adjoining door to the video room was open. The
other couple would be able to peek in or watch on the monitors. The plan was
that Pete would be near the doorway so the couple could communicate to him what
they wanted to see.


What they wanted Amy to do. To have done to her.


Amy had let the wife dictate her outfit. There had
been no time for Amy to meet her, so in some ways Amy was flying blind. In
other ways it gave her the freedom to be herself. It would be even less of a
role than usual.


She was wearing a form fitting dark skirt that reached
almost to her knees. The top was fine silk, a smooth caress on her skin.
Underneath, a beautiful bra, with a matching garter belt, holding up black
stockings with lacy straps. Soft leather pumps. Amy had felt a chill putting
them on. When she looked at herself in the mirror, there was no hint at all of
the racy secret beneath the outfit. Her hair was done up fashionably. She felt like
a chic French woman, on the way to shop on the Champs Elysees, or perhaps
meeting other aristocratic ladies for a mid day drink.


Or meeting her lovers in a fancy hotel.


Pete appeared behind her, and for a moment they just
stood, Amy feeling his warmth. In her heels she was taller than he was.


“You look amazing,” said Pete.


Like most women, Amy was always critical of her
appearance, focusing on what didn’t look good. But today, she could only
agree. It wasn’t just the outfit, it was how her eyes sparkled in expectation.


Or maybe it was the certainty in Pete’s voice. She
believed he was telling her exactly how he felt. That she looked really good.
To him.


 Julie’s words flashed into her mind. He is so
into you.


Amy faltered. Her eyes met Pete’s in the mirror. She
saw only truth there, the truth of his words, and another truth. A truth she
had missed. And perhaps a reflection of her own feelings.


 “Have fun,” said Pete.


Amy turned to him, and not just because the couple
was in the next room watching, she gave Pete a soft kiss on the cheek. “You
too.” Her kiss lingered, her body pressing against his, her fingers grasping
his arms. She suddenly thought of a hundred things she should say, but there
was no time.


Fortunately, the words she spoke, the words she had
to speak for the role, were some of the words she would have said. “I—I’m glad
you are here with me. That we are together.”


Pete tilted his head, perhaps hearing the different
tone in her voice. “So am I.” He glanced toward the adjoining room, as if
making a decision. Then he smiled, a smile that seemed as much sad as happy. “I
always enjoy watching my hot wife.” 


There was a knock at the door. Amy squeezed his
arms, her eyes telling him she was ready, ready to open herself to a new path, and
not just for what was about to happen in the room.


She wasn’t sure if Pete understood, she wasn’t even
sure what she was trying to convey. Everything was moving so fast in her head.


And in the room.


The knock came again. Pete left her with a brief
touch on her arm and opened the door. He stepped aside as Dirk, David, and Lou
entered, a mass of testosterone.


For a long moment Amy looked from them to Pete and
back. Then Pete stepped out of her line of sight, her eyes filled with the
three men, and the intensity of their masculinity forced all other thoughts out
of Amy’s mind. She had no choice—her body gave her no choice—but to simply
stand there, as they crowded around her, getting their eyeful. The three men
couldn’t have looked more different, yet all were incredibly hot. Dirk, who
she’d been with before, the rough construction worker. David, the unruffled
black man with the smooth skin. Amy had seen him in action more than once, and
many nights she’d masturbated thinking about him. The third man she had not
met, Lou. He was swarthier, with a southern Mediterranean look.


All three were self assured, men who were confident
around even the most attractive women. Dirk smirked at her, a knowing smile.
And why shouldn’t he? He’d already fucked Amy. He’d come inside her.


A heat began in Amy’s thighs at the memory, a heat
that rose as the three men circled around her in the middle of the room like a
pack of wolves. Pete had retreated to stand by the wall, but it wouldn’t have
mattered where he was or if there had been a dozen husbands in the room, real
or make-believe. These men had culled their prey and nothing would stand in
their way.


Amy felt a tinge of guilt for so quickly succumbing
to these men, to not thinking about Pete.


“Told you she was hot,” said Dirk.


“I’d say elegant,” said Lou.


“Both,” agreed David.


“That’s a very nice outfit,” said Lou.


“Thank you,” said Amy. “My husband bought it for
me.”


“That him over there?”


The question gave Amy an excuse to look at Pete, to
make him part of the experience, to share it with him. “Yes.”


“You’d better take it off before it gets all messed
up.”


“It doesn’t matter,” said Amy. “He’ll buy me another
one.” It was the right thing to say for the role, yet the words thrilled her,
especially as she saw Pete’s reaction, how he leaned forward, a look of pure
pride on his face.


“In that case,” said Dirk. He reached out and placed
his hand under Amy’s neck, letting it linger, a hint of danger. Then with a smirk
he slipped his hand down, catching the edges of her fine blouse in his rough
fingers. He didn’t hesitate as he reached the first button, just kept going.
The button flew off, Dirk’s hand slicing down Amy’s chest like a knife, the
buttons nothing but a hindrance. His coarse skin was an assault on the silk, on
the skin between her breasts, on her belly. A thick line of whiteness appeared
on her skin where his calloused hand slid down her middle, like he had marked
her for his own.


Amy’s eyes followed Dirk’s hand, seeing the line born
on her skin. Suddenly Lou grabbed her now unbuttoned blouse from behind and
yanked it apart hard, pinning her arms to her sides. Amy gasped in shock. The
blouse was now a trap. 


Or a display, it just depended on how you looked at
it.


Tightly bound, Amy’s breasts jutted out, barely held
in check by her half bra. Her chest was heaving like the damsel in a Victorian
novel. The thin bra straps were the only things keeping her from being
uncovered, and they were now lost under Lou’s big hands on her shoulders.


Amy leaned back into him. None of the men had
touched her private and sensitive parts, yet she was already feverish with
arousal. One of her nipples poked right through a gap in the lace of her bra.


“Look at that,” said David. “She likes it.”


“Maybe it needs a little help,” said Dirk. He took
the nipple between his fingers and coaxed it out. Amy moaned, and, not able to
hold back any longer, she painfully reached behind her for Lou, only her hand
able to move, feeling between his legs. She was rewarded with the stiffness of
his growing erection.


It was so good, as it always was, this first
touch of hardness, this proof of how she was arousing a man. Amy smiled in her
pleasure, rubbing Lou’s cock through his pants.


At any other time she might have been content doing
that for a while, getting Lou really worked up, but the combination of the
three sexy men had jolted her past kindling and into a roaring fire. 


David grabbed her by the back of the head. His mouth
crashed into hers, opening, Amy already beyond the usual tentative searching
out, seeking compatibility. She thrust her tongue deeply into David’s mouth,
shuddering with joy as he responded, their tongues curving together like bodies
in heat. 


He was so hot. . .


Hands were on her skirt, roughly grabbing at the
zipper. Amy didn’t know whose hands they were, she didn’t care.


Dirk worked her other nipple, and now both poked
shamelessly from her bra, an advertisement of her arousal. The zipper caught on
the skirt, hands fumbling at her waist, tearing at the hook. A hard yank and
the skirt broke free, catching on her hips as it fell.


More rough hands, yanking the skirt down past her
hips, her knees. It pooled around her ankles, trapping her. Between the skirt
around her legs and her blouse around her shoulders, she was bound standing up.


Lou’s cock now pressed against his pants, and he
pushed into Amy, his shaft driving her panties into the crack between her ass
cheeks. Amy fell forward in the assault, her mouth still on David’s.


Until Dirk clamped his lips over her protruding left
nipple. Amy’s mouth opened in response to the pressure, like she was a balloon
being squeezed. Her head flew back, spots filling her vision, as Dirk expertly
pried her nipple with his lips.


Amy needed more hands, she needed more lips. . .


Dirk’s mouth tightened on her nipple, harder and
harder, Amy starting to recoil, her trapped hands flailing, unable to push him
away, the pressure edging toward pain. . .


And then past it, overwhelmed by pleasure, her
nipple bursting into his mouth, right through the bra, Amy having a sudden
vision of a man’s cock springing out of his pants as she sucked on him. She desperately
searched out more hardness, finding it with the tips of her fingers between
David’s legs.


For a brief instant she had everything she wanted, a
man’s mouth on her nipple, a cock in her hand, another cock threatening to
smash through useless fabric into her ass.


“She’s hot for me,” said Lou.


“For me, you mean,” said Dirk.


“I’m the one she’s looking at,” said David.


Amy swooned. They were fighting over her. . .


She didn’t want them to fight, she wanted them all
to have her, and yet the competition for her drove her wild, these hot men all
wanting her for themselves.


“I’m yours,” she moaned, to all of them.


“Of course you are,” said Dirk. With a savage yank
he tore apart her panties like they were paper.


All at once, as if the three men had a secret plan,
they stopped touching and kissing and fondling. The sudden loss of connection
left Amy gasping. The men stepped back, but it didn’t matter, Amy couldn’t
reach them, her arms were still trapped against her sides, her legs still bound
up in her ruined skirt.


The men circled her, just out of reach, yet with
each pass the hairs on her arms stood up, her skin prickling from their flowing
heat. Around and around they went, now coming closer and closer.


“Stop!” cried Amy.


“You want us to stop?” asked Lou.


“No, I want you to—”


“Stop what?”


“Teasing me!”


“Teasing? You call this teasing?” said Dirk.


“Yes!” Impossibly, Amy was more aroused now that she
wasn’t being touched.


“What do you want?” asked Dirk.


“I want. . .” What exactly did she want?
She wanted to be kissed. She wanted to be touched, suckled, licked. She wanted
to kiss, to touch, to lick, to be fucked. 


She wanted it all.


Her head spun around. Dirk, with his broad shoulders
and rough looks. David, with skin so slickly dark it shone. Lou, with his
penetrating eyes and sexy self confidence.


And behind them, Pete, standing against the wall by
the open doorway, his eyes locked on the real life play unfolding, his make-believe
wife helplessly bound in the circle of men.


Bound, and yet practically begging to be taken.


Wanting to be watched.


Her eyes on Pete, Amy said, “I want you.”


“You want us what?” asked David.


Still watching Pete, Amy spoke the words she knew
had to be said, for her, for the couple, for Pete. “I want you in me.”


“Who?” asked all three men at once.


Amy might have been imagining it, but she swore that
Pete had mouthed the question as well.


“All of you.” Amy realized she was smiling as she
spoke. Smiling not just because she was the object of attention of the three
men, but because Pete was watching, because he was smiling too. He was happy
for her, he wanted her to have what she wanted, what she needed. 


Amy knew with a certainty that Pete would have had
the same response even if the couple was not in the next room.


“Where do you want us?” asked Dirk.


Amy was about to give her own response, but Pete
held up a finger, leaning in to the other room. She could not hear what was
said, but when Pete looked back into the room his eyes were gleaming.


That look told Amy what Pete was going to say before
he said it. And so she said it with him, their voices joining.


“Everywhere.”


No one moved, a frozen tableau of unexplored
sexuality. Amy could barely stand, still wearing her heels, her legs cramping
from being in one position, her fingers clenching into fists at her sides.


Amy vaguely wondered what would happen if no one
touched her, if she might have an orgasm just standing there, from nothing but
the promise of what might happen and the pent up hormones filling the room.


Her nipples were still hard, her pussy hot with
wetness, her nostrils dilating with expectation. In another minute she was
either going to fall down or have a spontaneous orgasm.


Dirk grabbed her blouse, the sudden touch making her
jump. “Better get this out of the way.”


“No,” countermanded David. “Leave her like that.”


“Except this,” said Dirk, and he pulled down Amy’s
bra to just below her breasts, forcing them up and out.


“Real nice tits,” said David.


“Nice real tits,” said Dirk.


Amy knew they were making her suffer, unable to
move, unable to really reach out and touch them. They had what she wanted and
they all knew it.


But she had what they wanted too.


“I hear a lot of talk,” she goaded. “Not much
action.”


“You hear that? She wants action,” said Lou. Still
behind her, he grasped her shoulders and bent her back to him, forcing Amy’s
head practically upside down.


Which left her breasts pointing up. Amy saw only
ceiling, then Lou loomed over her, covering her mouth with his just as the
other two men each clamped their lips on her nipples.


Amy almost exploded with relief, her body finally getting
the attention she craved. Her nipples pulsed as Lou sucked on her tongue. Amy’s
was bent back awkwardly, yet the pleasure from kissing Lou and having her
breasts suckled far overcame the discomfort.


She was now utterly trapped, by her clothing, by the
closeness of the three men, by the hands on her, by the role she was in, by her
own desires. Yet with all those constraints, she felt unbelievably free, not
having to even decide where to put her hands or her mouth, not having to decide
what to think. 


The revelation was an awakening, a realization that
she need not worry about being considered a sexual object, or that she was on
display for all these men and for the couple in the next room. She didn’t have
to fight being a sexual object, because she was a sensual woman, not an
object. She didn’t have to worry about it here, or anywhere. She could embrace it,
accept it. Love it. Other women were all about art or music, she was all about
sex and sensuality and the most intimate of physical connections. Sex was
her art.


Lou broke free of the kiss, but before Amy could
react he was replaced by David, Amy barely able to catch her breath before new
lips pressed into hers. The men had rotated, her other nipple now in Lou’s
mouth. 


Right now she wouldn’t have cared if the husband
from the other room had come in and was sucking on her. Or maybe he was sucking
on his own wife’s breast, turned on by watching this exotic rotary dance take
place.


Would the husband be wishing his wife was in the
middle of three men? Would the wife?


That’s what Amy would have been wishing for if she
had been in the other room.


Again the men shifted, and now she was kissing Dirk.
The intensity of his kiss matched the harder sucking on her teats, Amy stunned
she wasn’t in pain, from their harsh demanding mouths, from her head and neck
being bent backward, from her immobility. 


Each tongue in her mouth was like the thrill of
tasting a new cock, each different, unique. Without realizing it she began to
suck Dirk’s tongue, as if it could release into her mouth like a cock.


All at once Dirk stopped kissing her, stepping back.
Amy heard a zipper unleashed behind her, the unmistakable sound of pants being
dropped, then she was pushed from the front, falling, falling. . .


She squealed, unable to break her fall with her
hands, she was going to land on her back, she was falling. . .


Right into Dirk’s arms. He pulled her on top of him as
he lay in the middle of the floor. The other two men loomed over her as she dropped
on Dirk, his cock pressing into her from behind, his arms firmly wrapped around
her.


David started unbuckling his belt. It was like she
was looking up at a mountain, his powerful thighs above her head. She couldn’t
move, held tightly by Dirk, at their mercy.


Lou dropped between her legs, his stubble rough on
her thighs, making her squirm, ticklish and aroused at the same time. Her eyes
widened as David dropped his pants, his thick ebony cock pointing directly at
her, a divining rod seeking her heat.


Lou forced his face between her legs, his tongue
pressing into her mound.


Amy’s voice caught in her throat, her back arching
on its own. Her eyes were locked on David’s enticing cock as Lou pushed his
tongue against her pussy lips, even as Dirk’s cock quivered against her ass.


David knelt down by her face, the tip of his
beautiful cock just inches from her lips. Amy’s mouth opened, yet she could not
reach him, so tantalizingly close. She tried to lick him to no avail.
Struggling forward against Dirk’s tight embrace, she closed the distance, her
tongue sneaking out just as a hint of precum emerged from David’s slit. That
tiny taste set off a burning chain reaction from her mouth to her throat to her
belly. Slowly David moved closer and closer, his balls and cock filling Amy’s
vision, everything going relentlessly black.


She pushed out her tongue in welcome, and David lay
his cock on it. For a delicious moment Amy just held it there, poised at her
mouth, savoring how it looked, the musk of his body, as always so turned on by
this most intimate of trusts, a man putting his sensitive organ between her
teeth. 


She and David moved as one, David pushing his cock
forward, Amy curling her tongue, a groove for his manhood to slide into her
waiting mouth. Lou was working on the edges of her pussy. Amy was torn between
lifting her hips to meet him and dropping back down on Dirk’s cock. Her clit
clamored for attention, and yet the way her legs were squeezed together from
her skirt still wrapped around her ankles made it impossible for Lou to reach
her clit. Or maybe he was purposefully avoiding it, the ultimate denial even as
she was being licked, even as she had a cock in her mouth.


Amy wriggled in frustration and desire, desperately
kicking free from her skirt, and was granted a brief moment of joy when Dirk’s
cock pressed against her pussy.  


“Get that thing out of here,” groused Lou.


From behind and partially beneath her, Dirk laughed.
“No problem.”


Amy felt Dirk move away, the pressure of his shaft
lost, and involuntarily she moved downward to keep the connection, momentarily
pulling her mouth from David’s cock.


Which is why she was able to scream when Dirk’s cock
drove up into the crack in her ass, perfectly lined up against her tight
opening, no, she wasn’t ready for that, no lubrication, she couldn’t
take it. . .


She wanted it, so help her, she didn’t care about
the pain now, about potential pain, she only knew what she needed, and that was
to get a release. She groaned in frustration, and perhaps taking pity on her
Lou cupped her now dripping pussy and rode his palm down and under her, into
the crack of her ass.


Over and over he spread her own juices, Amy’s ass now
almost as wet as her pussy. She sensed, rather than saw, Lou pulling off his
pants even as he continued to lick her.


Then everything happened at once. . . 


Lou’s cock was poised at her pussy, David grabbed
the back of her head, and Dirk pressed his cock against her now wet but still
tight rear opening.


For a long moment everything stopped, Amy poised at
the brink of the ultimate of penetrations. She wanted the moment to last
forever, she wanted it to end. . .


As one they all pushed into her, penetrating into
her body, into every one of her openings, the simultaneous entry driving Amy
into an orgasm, not a release, but a scream for more, a roar of acceptance.
Dirk’s cock pushed past her tightness, stretching her, she wasn’t ready, wasn’t
wet enough, and yet the pain was but a small price to be paid for the
indescribable sensation of a cock in her ass and her pussy at the same time,
just a thin membrane separating the two hard shafts inside her. All while she
had a cock in her mouth, a hard reminder of what was in her pussy and ass,
thick shafts and balls filled with seed.


Amy had to fight to keep from sucking as hard on the
cock as the men had sucked on her tits, yet she was so worked up she couldn’t
help herself, her mouth pulling on David’s shaft, demanding. Instead of pulling
away, David grabbed the back of her head and pulled her tighter onto his cock.


Three men inside her at the same time, Amy had fantasized
about such a moment, but the reality was so much better than the fantasy, a
dazzling sunset on the beach compared to a painting.


One fantasy fulfilled, three men in her, one fantasy
rekindled, three men together. . .


Deeper and deeper each man pushed, Dirk’s cock in
her ass, Lou’s in her pussy, David’s in her mouth, her throat constricting just
as her pussy tightened and her ass was forced open. 


Amidst the overwhelming sensations, Amy had one
lucid thought: Was this what the couple wanted to see? A woman being taken by
three men in the most intimate ways possible? Not only being taken, but so
obviously wanting it? All while her husband watched?


Pete! Where was Pete?


Amy saw him out of the corner of her eye, his hand
pressed against his crotch, perhaps not even realizing it. Pete’s face was
filled with fear, worry, excitement, envy.


That was all she managed to see, because at that
moment all three men began fucking her.


Amy’s eyes fluttered as Dirk and Lou pushed into her
from opposite sides, first one, then the other, her body a ping pong ball
between their hard paddles, smashing into her. Dirk hit a place so deep inside that
her hips shot upward, impaling herself on Lou’s cock, the head catching her
cervix, and she fell backward just as Dirk was making another thrust upward.
She would have screamed again, but at that moment David drove his cock all the
way to her throat, and all she could managed was a helpless gag, a parched
woman guzzling water too fast.


Amy’s senses were overwhelmed, all her nerves firing.
Lou was now fully on top of her, pressing against her breasts, his weight
driving her down onto Dirk’s cock, Lou fucking her so hard Dirk did not have
the room to push upward. Lou grunted, each thrust shoving her onto Dirk’s cock.
Amy had to crane her neck to keep David’s cock in her mouth, Lou not stopping,
ramming her like a jackhammer, faster and faster and with a loud grunt he
buried his cock in her all the way, and though Amy was not touching him with
her hands she could feel him shooting, filling her with his seed, his body
shaking as he emptied inside her.


Amy moaned around David’s cock, her mouth working as
fast as it could, caught up in Lou’s release, and perhaps her own arousal was
contagious, because David grunted once and exploded, his cum slicing right down
her throat, Amy not even tasting it at first. David’s shaft swelled, Amy
pulling back, she wanted to be filled here too, in her mouth, and she was, so
much cum she had to swallow fast and even then her mouth was immediately filled
again, the pungent aroma of seed smashing into her nostrils. 


Her mouth tightened on David’s shaft to get every
drop just as her pussy squeezed around Lou’s cock to pull in every bit of his
release. Both men stayed in her well after they were finished before pulling
free.


Which left Amy on her back, her legs spread wantonly
wide, cum dripping on her chin, wetness spreading along her thighs. With a cock
in her ass.


For a few heartbeats no one moved, Amy looking up at
David and Lou, their shafts wet with her juices, their eyes inflamed by their
conquest. Behind them, Pete was still standing against the wall, but now he was
not alone; the husband and wife were standing in the doorway, and the look on
their faces was impossible to mistake. The husband was behind his wife, his
arms around her, half in embrace, the other half in protection, trying to keep
her safe from these hard men, men who might want to do to his wife what they
had done to Amy. Yet the couple had still decided to enter the room, they
hadn’t left. The husband was also offering up his wife, if not to these men,
then to what they represented.


And the wife, her eyes bright with arousal and
disbelief, her legs squeezed together, her own protection, and yet she was
leaning forward, her mouth parted, her own mix of denial and sheer longing.


Amy felt herself starting to smile, in another few
seconds she might have beckoned to the woman to join her, yet before she could
act Dirk drove his cock up into her ass. Amy was almost thrown off him, her
hands grasping at his thighs. Dirk shoved upward again, and with Lou no longer
on top of her Amy was lifted so high his cock almost slipped from her ass,
going past that tight spot, and when she fell back atop him a quick, sharp pain
spiked right into her belly.


“Help me!” Amy cried, not even knowing who she was
talking to, or what help she wanted.


But Pete seemed to know. He crossed the room before
Dirk’s next thrust, kneeling next to her, his face inches from hers. In that
one look Amy fully realized how much Pete understood who she was, what she
needed, and what she wanted.


Which is why he reached for her, not to touch her
breasts or to kiss her, but to grasp onto her shoulders. To hold her in place
so that she could take Dirk’s hard fucking. So that she could fuck him back, so
she could slam her ass down onto Dirk’s hard cock. So that she could completely
concentrate on the utter capitulation to both Dirk’s desire and her own.


And so it was Pete she was looking at, not Lou, not
David, when Dirk’s cock swelled in her ass, it was Pete who saw her without any
defenses, who didn’t think of her as a slut at all, but as a woman in the midst
of her own passion, her own unique artistry.


 


It was Pete who squeezed her shoulders even as she
squeezed her ass tight around Dirk as he shot his hot cum into her most private
of openings. 


It was Pete she collapsed into after Dirk had
emptied himself inside her with a final spasm.


It took Amy a long moment to catch her breath. Pete
was still holding her shoulders, an odd, yet absolutely fitting, embrace.


 


 


Pete had known this was going to be a
difficult experience to watch. He felt more like Amy’s real husband than ever
before. Just as it began, he had felt a change come over Amy, as if she also
felt this time was different. Something had changed.


Her kiss on his cheek sent a shiver down his spine.
That tiny kiss, her gentle embrace, was like the first kiss of a new
relationship. Pete had steeled himself to not read into her actions, yet he had
felt the difference in that kiss. The kiss gave him no choice.


There had been no time to explore what it all meant,
the men had arrived.


It seemed like Amy forgot him right away, and who
could blame her, those three men, so big and strong and so right for her. Men
to give her what she needed. Men to give her what perhaps no single man could
alone give her, what no husband could give her.


Other than to let her be with other men, even three
of them.


He could be that husband.


The idea shocked Pete, although he shouldn’t have
been surprised. Oddly, as the men began to touch her and kiss her, as she
kissed them back, as they tore her clothes from her, Pete’s confidence actually
grew. Instead of hiding meekly, the ineffective husband, a surge of power and
security filled his entire being. What those men were doing to her, with her,
he perhaps could never do. But he could do something men like them could
never do, he could let Amy be herself, be with other men. Those men would never
share their wives, it would be an affront to their masculinity, it would take away
exactly what made them so attractive to Amy.


But Pete could. He could not only share her, but
love her as she was shared. During and after.


So he didn’t mind it when Amy lost herself in those
men, when she became so utterly lost in the sex she probably didn’t even
remember where she was. This was who she was, and Pete loved her not only in
spite of it, but because of it.


He would have been content to just watch, pleased
with his new sense of self confidence, his belief that perhaps he’d be able to
someday start a new relationship with Amy.


Until she looked at him, and spoke to him. I want
you. Those were her words, and she had been looking right at Pete when she uttered
them.


Before tonight, Pete would have assumed it was part
of the role, or that Amy was really speaking to the other men. But now he was
certain she had been speaking to him. Not to the make-believe husband,
but to the real Pete.


Amy had left her role, as she often did, and was
just being herself. But now she was not only being herself sexually, she was
communicating as Amy. She was telling him something.


The question remained: Did she even know what she
was communicating?


Then the men took her.


Pete couldn’t take his eyes away. He should have
been angry, how she gave in, how she was subsumed by the sex. Yet her ability
to so fully immerse herself was one of the very things he loved about her. She
held nothing back. He knew that she’d be the same with her love as she was with
her sex.


He was aroused by her, for her. He wanted nothing
more than to see her utterly fulfilled and pleasured, even if it took three
other men to do it.


When she cried out for help, Pete knew exactly what
he had to do.


 


 




Sometime thereafter—Amy wasn’t sure how much time had passed—she lay on the
bed, naked and sated. Lou, Dirk, and David had left. It was Pete who had
carried her to the bed, it was Pete who had gently untangled her from the
remnants of her binding clothes.


After Pete had set her on the bed he went into the
adjoining room, returning after a few moments, leaving the door ajar.


He sat next to her on the bed. Amy had become so
comfortable with him that she made no move to cover herself. She was doubly
happy that he had been there to watch. Especially today.


Gone were her second thoughts about working with Pete,
about baring her innermost desires in front of him.


Amy could still smell the remnants of sex in the
room, especially from the trail of seed between her legs. No doubt Pete could
as well. Perhaps even the couple in the next room.


Amy felt like stretching, but she didn’t have the
energy to even lift her arms. Though she had done very little herself, it was
as if she had run a long race. Pete, however, was leaning forward, attentive,
his face radiating the pleasure that she felt, like a mirror to her emotions.


“Was it good for you too?” she asked him, just as
she had on the balcony.


He smiled, and she took his hand in hers. After a
brief hesitation he took it to his face and lightly kissed her fingers. “It did
more for me than you could possibly imagine.”


A new look had come into Pete’s eye. “What?” she asked,
glancing at the adjoining door. Then she realized the couple might have given Pete
additional instructions. Perhaps they wanted to see how a husband would react
after his wife had been taken by three men. Amy said, “Are you just saying
that, or did you really like it?”


Pete hesitated again, cocking his head, and for a
brief moment Amy thought he might deny it. But then he said, “Let me prove it
to you.”


He moved before Amy could react or respond, kneeling
on the bed, gently spreading her legs, staring at her pussy.


And then he lowered his head.


“No, no,” protested Amy, but her words had no power,
and even if they had, they were revealed as a lie as she spread her legs wider
and grasped the back of his head.


Pete kissed the edges of her pussy over and over,
his mouth opening wider at each kiss, Amy tensing as his lips approached her
opening, as his tongue closed in on her wetness. Not just her wetness, but
Lou’s, and perhaps even Dirk’s. She squirmed, wanting to move away, no man
should have to do this, no man should want to do this, she shouldn’t let
a man do this, she shouldn’t want to do this.


Only a man who accepted her fully would do this.


Only a man who loved her would do this.


And with that thought Amy let herself go, she gave
in to her desires and to his, and she wrapped her fingers in his hair as his
tongue dove into her depths, licking, sucking, tasting.


Swallowing.


And just as she had been turned on by David coming
in her mouth, just as the other men shooting into her had made her come, she
suddenly understood how Pete felt, this acceptance, this desire. Amy pulled him
even tighter against her, her thighs wrapping around his head, and gave him
what they both so obviously, so truthfully, wanted.


Amy thought she had been sated, she had felt like
she had no energy left, but she had merely been in the eye of the hurricane.
Her heat returned with the power of a tempest, as if the three men had been
merely the foreplay of the fury which was to come.


She wanted to bask in the enormity of what Pete was
doing to her, and why, yet she could not hold still, her legs spreading to give
him complete access, then wrapping around his back to pull him close, then
spreading again, her hands on the back of his head, guiding, coaxing, thanking.


It wasn’t how Pete licked her, it wasn’t that he was
better than any other man who had licked her, it wasn’t that he hit her clit in
a new way, it was why he was licking her, and when he was licking
her, that’s what grabbed hold of her now, that’s what made her legs shake and
her belly twist and her breasts heave, and that’s what made her hips lift off
the bed as she came into his mouth, a pulsing drumbeat of release that went on
and on and on. And still she held him there, even when she was past the point
of sensitivity, even when she could barely concentrate as her nerves overloaded
her mind.


Pete didn’t move even after she was finally done, so
she pulled him up on top of her. His face was glistening with juices, juices of
acceptance. He still had all his clothes on.


Her heart was still pounding, her mind catching up
with what her body and soul was telling her.


To show her acceptance, Amy kissed him
lightly on the mouth, her tongue drifting over his lips, communicating her
understanding of what he had done and why.


And though she just had a wonderful orgasm, though
she had flown through the storm, she was now totally alert, even in her
relaxation.


Pete leaned up on his elbows. “Let’s do this for
real.”


“You don’t call that real?”


“No. I mean, all the time. In real life.”


Amy’s blissful state must have been clouding her
brain, because she didn’t understand. That didn’t seem to be in any role Pete
might be playing. Her eyes drifted to the other room.


“They left a long time ago,” said Pete.


“You mean, all this, that wasn’t for them?” She knew
it wasn’t, deep down, but she needed to hear Pete say it.


“It was for me.” Pete kissed her on the cheek. “For
us.”


It finally clicked. What Pete had done. What he had
been trying to tell her for so long. How he had been acting.


“Are you asking me to marry you? After what I
do?” Amy heard the incredulity in her own voice.


“Who else completely understands you, what you like,
and accepts it?”


“But—”


Pete put a finger to her lips. “Shh. I love you. And
because I love you, I will never take anything away from you. I know
what you like, what turns you on. I’m not only fine with your needs, it excites
me too. Don’t you see? We’re perfect for each other. That is, if you want me.”


Amy wasn’t as stunned as she might have been, for
the seeds of this truth had been planted when she had first shared her needs
with Peter, seeds even stronger than the seed which other men had shot into
her. She knew it, she just hadn’t accepted it. 


It was time to accept love the same way she accepted
herself, the same way she accepted her sexuality. It was certainly more
important. Yet  the idea that she might have both seemed an impossibility.


Perhaps deep down this was another need she hadn’t
realized she had. To find a man, a good man, who truly understood her, who
would accept the woman she had become.


She had worried that her professional life would get
in the way of her friendship with Pete. She had her priorities backward.


“I can’t believe you are asking this now, after what
you just saw me do.”


Pete laughed. “I think it was the perfect time for a
proposal. After all, I was just on my knees.”


Amy kissed him, way past the point of being in a
role. It was a good kiss, a warm kiss, a loving kiss. “You are so funny.”


“I can do it the traditional way. Flowers, a nice
dinner out, surprise you with a ring. If you think that would be better.”


Amy could see her reflection in Pete’s bright eyes.
Her own face was alive, happy. She’d always wanted a man to both love and lust
over. But what had that got her before? The man she’d lusted over hadn’t really
loved her, and she hadn’t really been in love with him. She had been too young
to know that difference. Here was a man who she really liked as a friend, a man
she had grown closer to every day. A man she could love. So what if she didn’t
lust over him? She could always get those men. With Pete’s genuine
support.


Besides, what man could ever know her better than Pete
did?


“No,” she said.


“No you won’t marry me?”


“No, your proposal was way better.”


“And?”


Amy could feel Pete shaking with anticipation. She didn’t
know what to say. She was actually surprised that she wasn’t more shocked than
she was. She’d always known Pete liked her. Their friendship had started at
work, but had gone well beyond that. And their friendship was based on trust
and openness, the true basis of love.


And yet. . .


“I—. I don’t know what to say. I care so much for
you, Pete. I trust you, and I never even really seriously thought that would be
possible for me with another man. But I’m not sure I know who I am anymore. Who
I am, and what I need.”


“I think I know your needs,” said Pete.


The words could have been playful, but Pete’s tone
was serious. Amy was too. “That’s exactly my point. You’ve seen—you know—what
excites me. I’ve come to accept that this isn’t just a phase for me, it is who
I am. I don’t think it would be fair to you—to any husband—for me to continue
on as I do.”


Pete was silent for a long time. “Please don’t take
this the wrong way, but you are being unfair by using that as an excuse.”


“What do you mean?”


Pete’s eyes were earnest. “That part isn’t entirely
your decision, it’s mine too. You can’t decide what is right for me any more
than I can decide what is right for you. What I mean is, if I’m okay
with you being you—which means living your life the way you want,
fulfilling all your needs—why should you think it is unfair to me?”


“I know that. But Pete, don’t you see? Some of the
things I’ve learned that I like. . .” Amy was thinking about how
turned on she got being in charge, even treating a husband as a cuckold. She
shuddered at the thought, although not from aversion. Would that be fair to a
husband?


Fair. That word again. Pete was right, who
was she to make the decision on what Pete would like? What he would want?


Could it be possible?


To have a man who would love her so much he would
let her be herself, not the woman she thought she had been, but the woman she
had become? The woman she still might become?


Thinking aloud, she mused, “I don’t know where I’m going
to end up. What I could end up wanting.”


Pete kissed her gently on the cheek. “I can help you
find out. We can take the journey together.”


A deep warmth settled over Amy, and it had nothing
to do with the sex she just had. This was an internal warmth, a comfort, her
body telling her she was exactly where she needed to be. 


Amy had come to realize that life and decisions
weren’t all about logic, that being guided by her body could give her clues to
what was good for her. She squeezed Pete’s hand, realizing she hadn’t felt so
good in ages. A happiness that came from the heart, rather than a sexual
release.


Which made her next words easier than she could have
possibly imagined. “I will marry you.”


Pete melted into her, their lips touching. “I can’t
tell you how happy I am.”


“There’s one condition,” said Amy.


“Anything.”


“I want you in me.”


She helped him take off his clothes, and by the time
he was naked they were both shaking. He slipped very easily into her still wet
pussy.


“I bet you can’t even feel me,” said Pete.


“It’s because I’m so wet,” said Amy, which was true.
And, because she knew him as well as he knew her, because it was what he no
doubt wanted to hear, she added, “I’m so wet from all of that cum in me. And
from you licking me. And because I was already so stretched.”


Pete groaned, not with jealousy, but with joyous
arousal. “Lou has a big cock, doesn’t he.”


“Huge,” agreed Amy.


“I bet he came a lot,” said Pete.


“You would know,” said Amy. She didn’t have to say Since
you licked me after, because of course Pete would understand. She smashed
her mouth into Pete’s, her tongue snaking out, another silent communication
about what she had taken in her mouth.


Their tongues were together, Amy now convinced she
had found a man who she could share her fantasies with, who she could share her
life with. Who she could, in a way, share her men with.


Pete had been right. She couldn’t really feel him
inside her.


Yet as he fucked her, not with lust or demand, but
with passion, she realized with great joy that it didn’t matter at all.


 


 


 


~  ~  ~  ~  ~


 


 


 


Want to be
invited to Amy and Pete’s wedding? See what happens next in Working the
Rotation #4!


 


Working the Rotation 4 (US Kindle
store)


Working the Rotation 4 (UK Kindle
store)


 


 


 


 





 


 


 


 


 


 


Get the
entire series!


          


 


 


 


 


~  ~  ~  ~  ~


 


 


 


 


Other books in the Pent
Up Desires Series


 


Aged to Perfection
(1 and 2)


A Model
Arrangement


Back in the
Workforce


Back in the Game


 


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


 


 


 









Join our mailing list


 


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


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


 


AND


You get a free
book for signing up!
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Books by Blaise Quin 


The
Pent Up Desires Series


Back in the Game


Back in the Workforce


A Model Arrangement


Aged to Perfection


(more to come)


 


 


 


Aged to
Perfection


     


 


 


 


Back in The Game


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


 


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


Back in The Workforce


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


 


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


A Model Arrangement


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


 


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


Allie Shows Her True Colors


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


 


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


 


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


 


* * * For
Adult Readers Only *


 


 









Books by C. C. Morian and Blaise Quin


            


      


 


Awakening Her Needs


 


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


 


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


 


Realities with men other than her husband.


 


A 4 part series. Can be read standalone, but then you’d miss
the journey. . .


 


Other books in the Her
Needs Series


 


Discovering Her
Needs


Satisfying Her
Needs1 and 2


 


 


Coming Soon


Accepting Her
Needs


Exploring Her
Needs


Want
to know when more of the Her Needs books are released? Make sure you
sign up for our mailing list!


 





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.


 


 


 


 


 





images/00001.jpeg
Book 1~
Blaise Quin





images/00014.jpeg





images/00007.jpeg
Blaise Quin





images/00010.jpeg
s

Sl
ﬁ{eﬂg
3 e cle

b





images/00011.jpeg





cover.jpeg
Blaise Quin





images/00006.jpeg





images/00005.jpeg
ROLA
Sl





images/00013.jpeg





images/00008.jpeg
ol KENIN%
: /Vz?éd;‘





images/00009.jpeg





images/00012.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg
Blaise Quin





images/00003.jpeg





images/00002.jpeg
Bl
Blatse Ouin





