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Author’s Note


 


Most hotwife stories begin at a point where
the couple has not yet begun their journey into wife sharing. Perhaps an
event—the wife meeting an old boyfriend, the husband seeing how other men check
out his wife—triggers their exploration. Or their relationship simply needs a
boost, and in their search for new experiences they try wife sharing. 


 


Other stories jump right in on a couple that is already well
down the road, enticing us along with new locales, new risks, new rewards.


 


What these stories have in common is that the wife sharing
begins after the marriage. I have often wondered, though, what it would
be like to see a marriage begin on the assumption that wife sharing was
to be part of the relationship? Not a possibility, but an integral element of
the marriage?


 


Consider Amy. Divorced for quite a few years, she has her
share of secret fantasies. With her first husband, she never talked about—and
certainly never acted on—these fantasies. They were fantasies many women have:
being with a specific man, being with more than one man, being with a woman.
She certainly realized there was a wide range of sexual experiences, including
‘kinks,’ but had no idea how many people really took part in them. 


 


Not until she starts working at Sky Haven does she come to
realize that a whole different world exists, not only from what she has
experienced, but from what she even imagined. A world not only of testosterone
driven men, but of free spirited, open minded women. Of couples. 


 


Amy not only discovers this world, but discovers she likes
it. Being watched. Being shared. Being in control.


 


She enjoys it so much—not only the experiences, but how she
has come to learn about herself, and what drives her—that she is compelled to
continue her journey. It will, of course, have a price. She can’t really share
what she does with those outside the secret confines of the resort. Even a
boyfriend seems out of the question.


 


Yet suddenly she has an opportunity for the unthinkable, to
enter into a marriage with a man who will support all of her needs.  Who wants
to marry her not in spite of her desires, but because of them. And of
course, because he loves her.


 


Though Pete professes his support for Amy, will he change
his mind once they are married? Or by knowing exactly what he is getting into,
will he be able to enjoy watching his wife, without all the angst, worry, and
jealousy? And even if he does not, will Amy really want to be in such a
marriage? Will she act differently once she is no longer a single woman?


 


Let’s find out.
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Amy moved effortlessly through the crowded
upscale bar. Her way was made easy not only because she was confident,
comfortable in her elegant dress and high heels, but because everyone in her
path, man and women alike, made room for her to pass. Such was her aura of self
assuredness, such was her allure.


A year ago, Amy probably wouldn’t even have been in
a place this expensive; she wouldn’t have had the money or even the time. And
if she had set foot in such a place, she would have sat in the corner, watching
the beautiful people, not quite timid, but feeling she was not in their league.


No longer.


She’d once sat in this very bar, nervously sipping a
drink, waiting for an interview for a mysterious job at a secretive resort. A
woman named Laura had entered the room, looking like she belonged there, so
poised that every eye in the room had followed her. That woman, a recruiter for
Sky Haven resort, where the rich came to covertly play out their wildest
fantasies, had seen in Amy a hint of the willingness and self awareness that was
a requirement for working at the resort. 


At the time, Amy hadn’t known much about the resort,
and even less of what she might offer. She was willing to learn, and a bit
desperate, having been tossed from her house by her ex-husband. With few
prospects, she had jumped at the opportunity for a new beginning.


And what an opportunity it had been.


Sky Haven wasn’t just about fantasies, it was about
sexual fantasies. A resort where the entire staff was trained and willing to
fulfill every desire of their guests. Very few could pass the stringent tests
to be hired. They not only had to be attractive, but able to not only play a
role, but become the very essence of what their guests demanded. Often the
guests didn’t know exactly what they wanted, and it was up to the staff to read
them, to understand why they were there, what they wanted to learn, to
experience. 


And be willing to do anything to make that
happen.


Laura, a master of reading in others not only what
they wanted but what they could achieve, had seen in Amy a potential to be
successful. Yet perhaps not even Laura had fully realized how successful Amy would
become. She’d taken on role after role, able to envelope herself in the
experiences, able to become the experiences. Shocked at first, Amy had
come to accept how good she was, and how Sky Haven had unlocked an entire world
of sexual desires she hadn’t even known existed, let alone that she had hidden deep
inside.


She was so good that she had been promoted to help run
a new resort, called Haven Share, that was dedicated exclusively to wife
sharing, hotwife, and cuckold fantasies. These were some of Amy’s favorites,
and she was very good in her roles, often playing a wife being shared while
watched by the woman or the couple who had arranged the fantasy. In these roles
Amy helped wives understand why their husbands wanted them to be with other
men. She’d also taught wives how to cuckold their husband. She’d been the
teacher, the student, the watcher, the participant.


There had been many other experiences—wild,
enjoyable experiences—beyond wife sharing, but Amy had to leave those behind
because of her move to the new resort and her management duties. 


Also promoted was her closest friend at Sky Haven, Pete.
She had met him there, and he was one of the few people she could talk to about
her job. Even her best friend Liz didn’t know exactly what Amy did.


And Pete had asked her to marry him. She’d been
surprised, especially about how and when the proposal had taken place. Perhaps
no other woman in the world had been proposed to under those conditions. And
yet, it now seemed fitting, given who Amy had become. The entire journey which
had led to a marriage even becoming a possibility still amazed her.


Yet tonight she focused on the task at hand. She was
here to interview a possible staff recruit for the resort. This was almost as
hard as pleasing guests, because making the wrong hiring decision would be a
disaster not only for the resort but even for the candidate.


Amy spotted the woman right away, sitting at the
bar, as pretty as her photo, looking a little younger than her thirty two
years. Amy would have recognized her even if she had not seen a photo; though
the woman was attractive, there were two dozen women at the bar who were even
more attractive. Yet she had an allure, a poise. Her back was straight, her
head up, her eyes neither languid nor darting around the room, in short, she
looked comfortable being alone, and Amy knew from experience very few women—or
men—could do that. They would be on their phones, toying with their drinks,
making useless chatter, anything but being able to just be themselves in an
ocean of people.


This woman had the basics. The question, though, was
would she have the willingness? Would she be willing, as Amy had, to fully
immerse herself into the resort, to give herself up one hundred percent? Would
she have what it took to satisfy the most demanding of clients, to let herself
go places sexually that were beyond even her wildest fantasies?


There was only one way to find out.


Amy glanced at the man on the stool next to the
woman, and the man immediately offered Amy the seat. She gave him a smile, a
thanks, not an invitation.


She turned to the woman, now with a new smile,
inviting the truth. “I’m Amy. Tell me what excites you.”


 


 


The next few months were a whirlwind of
activity for Amy, running the resort, doing recruiting, managing staff, serving
clients. And planning a wedding.


Her wedding.


She still couldn’t believe it was happening. She was
going to get married again. She hadn’t really thought it possible, not with her
job. Of course, if she had met the right man, she could have quit, and yet that
somehow would be like moving backward in her life. After she had found a job
she loved, almost a calling, to have to give it up because she couldn’t tell a
man what she did for a living, what she was passionate about. Who could marry a
man you couldn’t share your secrets with, who wouldn’t be excited about your
passions?


She’d never contemplated she might find a man like Pete.
And yet there he had been, right in front of her all that time.


She’d had second thoughts. Not because Pete wasn’t a
good man. Not even because she didn’t lust over him the way she had with her
first husband. She had come to love Pete as a friend, and she was convinced her
love would only grow. No, it was because deep down she wasn’t sure if a
marriage would be fair to Pete if she continued on in her job. Sure, he said he
was fine with it, and she knew he got off on it. But was it fair, always
having sex with other men?


She’d have to talk to Pete about it, to be
absolutely sure.


With her management role, she was less and less
involved in serving the clients directly. She already missed that part of the
job, which was why she had penciled herself in on the schedule when one of the
regular staff members called in sick. She was getting worked up just thinking
of the possibilities, but when she read over the reservation she was
disappointed to find out that she wouldn’t have much to do in the
role—certainly nothing that would satisfy her itch. 


She couldn’t back out now.


Amy found Li in the dressing room, getting ready for
the role. Li would have looked elegant wearing a burlap bag, but today she had
outdone even herself. Li was wearing a beautiful blue dress which perfectly
hugged her slender frame. A short slit at the side hinted at her tight thighs.


“Stunning,” said Amy. “As always.”


Li blew Amy a kiss. “Now let me borrow your boobs.”


“Swap for your cute little butt.”


“Wouldn’t look good on you.”


“And my boobs wouldn’t look good on you, you’d fall
on your face. Yours are perfect.”


Li looked at herself in the mirror, pressing the
dress down in front. “Another cup size would be. . .”


“Don’t you dare get a boob job,” said Amy.
“If you do I’ll never let you fill in here ever again.”


Li made a fake pout. “It’s not like I’m going to get
any today, anyway. I’m as horny as. . .I’m as horny as I always am.”


“Me too. Thanks again for filling in.  Two staff
sick the same week, I can’t believe it.”


“Let me help you with that zipper,” said Li. She
zipped Amy up, her chin on Amy’s shoulder, looking at their reflection. “You
are so beautiful,” said Li.


“I’m like a dim bulb compared to you,” said Amy.


“Don’t be ridiculous.”


Amy put her hand over Li’s, keeping her close. “I’ve
always meant to ask you. . .I know we joined at about the same time,
and I got this promotion. . .”


“And you’re thinking I’m mad, because I didn’t?”


“Something like that,” admitted Amy.


Li kissed her on the cheek. “You deserved it. And
I’m perfectly happy where I am and what I’m doing. Thought I do miss you at Sky
Haven.”


“I miss you too.”


Li’s eyes, black as they were, still twinkled. “Since
we aren’t going to get any, you and I can slip into a room. . .”


Amy laughed and gave her a playful slap on the
cheek. “None of that, tempting as it is.”


Li nuzzled in tight, Amy melting into the woman’s body,
her erect breasts a promise against the bare skin on Amy’s back. “Is there
anything I can to do to convince you?” Li breathed into Amy’s ear.


Amy reached back and grasped Li’s slender hips,
pulling her even tighter. “I’m way past temptation already. But we have clients
waiting.”


Li did her fake pout again. “You were more fun
before you became management.”


 


 


Pete sat in his car on a street in a quiet
suburban neighborhood. It wasn’t the kind of neighborhood he had grown up in.
Ever since he had taken the job at the resort, he could never imagine living in
a place like this, a neighborhood of married couples, kids riding bikes in the
street. His job had meant giving up the idea of marriage, at least for a while.
He hadn’t had a single relationship that had lasted for more than a few weeks
since he had started working at the resort. He just wasn’t able to continually
be cagy about what he really did for a living. It just wasn’t in his demeanor
to not be truthful.


Which was odd, since he was good at playing the
roles he was assigned. Acting was like not being truthful, portraying a persona
other than yourself. And yet, he had no problem doing it. Perhaps it was
because there was a little bit of himself in most of the roles he played. This
was especially true at the new resort, where he’d been almost always cast in
the role of a husband whose wife was going to be shared.


The job had made up for his lack of a personal life,
at least a personal sex life. In many ways he had the best of both worlds. He
had lots of female friends, who were exactly that—just friends. Some of them
probably thought he was a closet gay. Because he didn’t hit on them, there was
little tension; he could, in many ways, be himself. Yet at work he got to have
quite a bit of sex, even in the role of the husband. Since the sex just
happened to be exactly what most turned him on, it all had worked out great.


He did miss having a real girlfriend, and he’d
always seen himself married someday. Maybe living on a street just like this
one. That guy putting the play set together, for instance. His wife was
probably inside, or running errands after leaving her job as a manager in a
bank, their kids at an after school activity. Pete could have been like that
man.


Yet all that had been set aside. He wasn’t sure how
long he was going to work at the resort, but it was certainly a once in a
lifetime job, and he’d got the promotion to help run the new resort.


It was soon after he met Amy that he started
thinking of a different path. At first, though he was rather smitten by her, he
assumed it was just an infatuation. The women who worked at the resort were so
innately beautiful—not in an artificial way—they simply exuded female
sensuality. So he’d been smitten by some of the women before. He always got
over it.


But not Amy. Each time he worked with her he got to
see her blossom, how she was changing right in front of him. He often thought
he noticed her changes even before she did. The way she did something new,
totally in the moment, one hundred percent committed. And how she often
realized during the experience that she was on a new path, and instead
of recoiling she opened herself to it, reveling, learning, growing. He’d never
seen this happen in real time. People changed, but it wasn’t like the changes
could be witnessed.


This is what had first attracted him to Amy, it was
what made him feel closer to her than she probably knew, even though she was
fully aware that he was often watching, in the same room as her secrets were
undressed, a nakedness as powerful as her being undressed. He not only saw her
changes, he felt them. He was there as Amy opened herself, mentally and
physically. He was there as the truth of who she was deep down was plucked from
her, as she saw it emerge. He was there—he’d held her hand—as her orgasms
reflected the explosiveness of her new understanding.


Try that working as a bank manager.


Pete had tried to resist his attraction to Amy. The
risks had seemed too great. Yet time after time, their interactions seemed
destined to bring out the truth of his feelings. And Amy had certainly come to
know him, and what he was all about.


They meshed, in their approach to life, in their
desires. It would have been hard to find two more complementary people.


On paper, at least.


So he had hesitated, and yet, when the situation
presented itself, he had taken the leap. And Amy had accepted him, perhaps
realizing all at once what he had taken months to see, that they would be good
for each other, that together, they would continue to grow.


The man building the play set stood up. He was
probably proud of himself. Pete smiled. That man would probably never know the
pride of seeing the woman he loved being desired by other men.


Or perhaps he would. Up and down this street, there
were certainly many secrets behind these traditional walls. Fantasies and kinks
and all manner of sexual experiences.


So here he was, about to be married. Pete knew Amy
would make most of the arrangements for their wedding, but he wanted to make it
a wedding she would never forget. No, that wasn’t it, obviously a woman would
never forget her wedding. Rather, Pete wanted it to be a wedding that was
perfect for the two of them, a wedding no other woman could ever have. A
wedding that, after it was over, none of the special guests who had participated
in it could imagine that any other wedding would be appropriate for Pete and
Amy.


And it started here, in this neighborhood.


The house Pete was parked in front of belonged at
one time to one of Amy’s friends, back when she had been married to Steve. In
fact, Amy and Steve had lived just a few miles from this very spot. Pete had
not driven to see that house; that was Amy’s past, and this was about Amy’s
future.


He’d been waiting here for a while, because no one
was home, but a neighbor said the owner would be returning soon.


The man building the play set went in the house.
Maybe to have a beer. Maybe to watch porn. Maybe to have sex with his wife.
Maybe to have sex with his wife while watching porn. Maybe to watch a video of
her having sex with another man. No one on the street would know.


A red truck pulled into the driveway of the house
Pete sat in front of. A man got out of the truck, glancing at Pete’s car. Pete
walked up the driveway. “Sorry to bother you,” Pete said. “I’m trying to get in
touch with a man who used to live here. I was wondering if you had his contact
information?”


“What’s this about?” asked the man. Not suspicious,
mostly curious.


“An opportunity,” said Pete. 


 


 


 


 


Amy and Li stood against the wall. Between
them, a woman in her early forties. Though she was made up well, her hair and
makeup professionally applied, she looked downright dowdy in between Amy and
Li.


Which was all part of the plan.


The woman, no doubt aware of her relative
appearance, unconsciously slumped, her knees coming together. Amy had warned
her of exactly this, and gave her a little nudge with her elbow. The woman
looked over, nervous. Amy lifted her eyebrow, telling the woman with her
expression to buckle up. The woman nodded, lifting her head, standing taller.


Like most women, Amy knew that true beauty went way
beyond the outside appearance, and yet many women doubted their inner beauty.
Amy herself had been gifted with looks that many men found attractive, and yet
she herself had doubted her appeal as well. It was only after working at the
resort had she learned to project her inner beauty to magnify what she had on
the outside.


If she could do it, this woman could as well.


The woman’s husband thought so too. He loved his
wife, and told her she was beautiful to him, more beautiful than elegant women,
than fashion models, than movie starlets. More beautiful because he loved her,
and she loved him. She had said she believed him, but deep down she had her
doubts.


So they had come to Haven Share so the husband could
prove it to her.


He was right there in the room, with two other men.
Both of them were incredibly handsome, confident men, both of them a little
younger than the wife. Not chiseled men, not men from commercials. Real men.
Men who no doubt had been with many women, sexy, beautiful women. Men who most
women would immediately notice, men who woman would secretly fantasize about.


The husband was an average guy, and would have come
in a distant third place in the looks department compared to the other two men.
He didn’t seem to mind; in fact, he had requested the staff provide the hottest
men they had.


The husband was speaking to the two men. “Now,
remember you can only choose one woman. I want you to write down how much you
are willing to pay for the privilege of being with her. If you choose the same
woman, the higher bid gets the prize.”


This had been Amy’s idea, having the husband pretend
he was auctioning off the women. Even though Amy knew the outcome, it was still
sinfully erotic. Amy had been able to come up with the idea because she’d had
this very fantasy herself, being on a stage in front of a group of men,
auctioned off to the highest bidder. In her fantasy she was sometimes clothed,
sometimes naked, often examined closely, even touched. It should have been
degrading, being an object, yet it made her hot, just as she was getting hot
now, especially since she’d already been with one of the hot studs in the room.
He was grinning at her now, Amy’s tongue slinking across her lips without conscious
thought, remembering how his tongue had run across her lips, and not
just those on her mouth.


The husband came over to stand by the women. “Which
one shall it be? Consider this elegant Asian. Doesn’t she have the most
incredible legs? And this wonderful hair.”


The man ran his fingers through Li’s hair, Li
playing the part, leaning forward, gazing seductively at the two bidders. Or
perhaps she wasn’t playing a part at all.


The husband moved on to the woman in the middle. His
wife, although today he was pretending to be her auctioneer.  “Or this blonde.
Beautiful, no? Look at those lips. Don’t you just want to kiss them?” The
husband leaned in, like he was going to do just that. His voice held far more
emotion than it had when he had been talking about Li.


His wife was supposed to be looking at the bidders,
but she glanced at her husband, Amy catching the look, a mix of disbelief and
delight, for surely she had heard the love in her husband’s voice.


The man tore himself away, moving on to Amy. “Ah,
this one. What a body, no? Not some stick, all bony. A woman’s body, curves to
wrap around you.”


The man was playing his role well. Amy noticed his
wife stand up even straighter, perhaps some instinctual reflex, to be the woman
who would mate with the alpha male. That instinct was enough to overcome what
might have been her original discomfort with her husband acting like a pimp,
selling her to the highest bidder.


The two men crossed the room and examined the women.
Though Amy knew how this would play out, how it had to play out, still
her knees shook under their gaze. She too stood up taller, on her toes in her
heels, wanting to look perfect, wanting to be chosen. The testosterone of the
men wafted over her as they passed, lifting the hair on her arms, making the
back of her neck tingle.


They were so. . .male. The embodiment of
the most appealing elements of the sexual man.


Amy had to resist her urge to reach out and grab
one, grab both of them, say to hell with the role, she wanted to be
chosen. Trembling, she held herself in check, knowing that whatever fantasies
she had before about being auctioned off would be nothing compared to what
she’d fantasize about the next time.


The man Amy had not been with stood so close to her
that his chest brushed her nipples. “Nice lips,” he said. “What can you do with
them?”


“Anything you want,” she replied.


“Good answer.” The man gave her a smirk and moved
down the line. He hesitated in front of the wife, then moved on to Li. “How
about you? What can you do with your lips?”


“Anything I want,” said Li.


“Feisty one, are you?” The man looked back at the
wife. “What about you?”


The woman, perhaps overwhelmed by the entire
situation, or by the hulking presence of the man, stood mute. Amy helped her
out. “You’ll have to pay to find out.”


The two men took their time finishing their up close
examination, Amy getting hotter with each second. The wife, even if she felt
nervous, had to be feeling the heat wafting off the two men. It would be one
thing to have a stranger in your space, his face inches from yours, openly
staring at your entire body. Yet this was different. After all, her husband was
right there.


A sensual risk made possible, because of the safety
of her husband, her marriage.


Their erotic examination complete, the men wrote
down their bids and gave the bidding slips to the husband. The husband glanced
over at the three women, his look lingering on his wife, giving her an
encouraging smile.


In the real world, who knew which of the women the
men would pick? Would they choose Li, tall, elegant, exotic? Or the next door
wife, a bit hesitant, yet perhaps with a hidden secret of kinkiness and
willingness, the proverbial shy librarian, her libido liberated by a stud? Or
the curvy Amy, with her full lips and fuller breasts?


In the real world, it would be a hold your breath
moment. Here at Haven Share, Amy knew what would happen, but that didn’t make
the outcome any less sweet.


The husband made a big show of opening the first
bid. He did not speak, but looked back and forth from the bidder to the women.
Then he looked at the second bid. He smiled. “It appears both bidders have
chosen the same woman,” he announced. “I’m afraid I’m going to have to ask two
of you to leave.”


The husband stood in front of the women again,
dragging it out. Amy sensed the wife’s nervousness; Amy sure that she was
actually now in real doubt of the outcome, wondering if those two men really
would want her. And, of course, wondering what she might do if she was the
winner.


Amy had spoken to the couple about that, and had
urged them to keep an open mind, to not close off any possibilities.


The husband stood in front of Li. “You’re out.”


Li turned up her nose with a sniff and walked out
the door.


The husband now stood in front of the two remaining
woman, like a reality dating game. Amy could almost hear the dramatic music in
her head.


“Sorry, dear,” said the man. But he wasn’t talking
to his wife, he was looking at Amy.


Though Amy expected this, she felt a sting of
disappointment that wasn’t faked. “You don’t know what you’re missing,” she
said to the two men, and walked out after Li.


At the doorway she heard the man say, “Not only did
you choose the same woman, you bid the same amount!”


“I’ll raise my bid,” said one of the men.


There was a brief pause, and the husband said, “Or
you can both have her.”


Amy smiled and quietly closed the door.


Li was fanning herself. “That was so hot. I
love being auctioned off.”


Amy was pretty worked up herself. “You’ve done this
for a client experience?”


“Who said anything about a client experience?”


Amy raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “And?”


“I didn’t lose.”


Amy laughed. “I didn’t think you would.”


“That was a nice touch, the tie bid.”


“Thanks,” said Amy. “I liked it.”


“What do you think they are going to do?”


“What would you do?” asked Amy.


“I’d give them more than their money’s worth,” said
Li. “And I’m talking real dollars.”


“I meant if you were the wife.”


“Same answer. Speaking of wives, I hear
congratulations are in order.”


“Thank you. I guess word travels fast.” Amy hadn’t
really had a chance to tell too many people about getting married other than
her kids and best friend Liz.


“So what happens now?” asked Li.


“We have to work out some things. Like what—”


“No,” interrupted Li. “I mean right now.”


“What do you—.” Amy didn’t get it at first, but
caught on as Li moved in closer.


Li grazed her lips across Amy’s ear. “I hope you
aren’t going to turn into a prude and be even less fun than management.”


Li’s closeness and beauty forced all other thoughts
from Amy’s mind, and she leaned back against the hallway wall. She was already
worked up from taking part in the auction, and now Li was tempting her. Again.


“We shouldn’t,” said Amy.


“Think of it as the continuation of the auction,”
said Li.


It was easy, too easy, for Amy to imagine. “Are you
bidding or buying?”


“Which would you prefer?”


“I didn’t bring my purse.”


“I’m buying then,” said Li.


Amy felt herself falling into Li’s fathomless eyes.
“You don’t have a purse either.”


“I have a better currency.”


Li’s lips touched Amy’s, a hint of her tongue, a
promise. Amy had always thought Li to be one of the most beautiful women she
had ever seen in person, and just the thought of Li’s mouth on her was enough
to almost make her faint. Without conscious thought her mouth opened, reaching
for Li’s lips, but Li had stepped back.


The two women locked eyes, Amy knowing she probably
shouldn’t do this. “This isn’t right,” she said.


“It’s not like I work for you.”


“That isn’t it.” What was the problem? Amy
remembered the gift Laura had given to her for doing a good job, a very personal
gift, the first time Amy had been with a woman.


Amy was management now, though. She shouldn’t be
carrying on with the staff, should she?


And she was going to be married. What would Pete
think?


Amy knew the answer right away, another indication
of how right Pete was for her. She glanced up and down the hallway. “Not here.
Someone could see.”


“We’ll give them a show.”


“We have a responsibility to our guests,” said Amy,
though she was smiling, her mind jumping to the possibility of being watched,
guests turning the corner to see her and Li together.


 Her heart pounding with expectation, Amy took Li by
the hand and led her to a room down the hall, opening it with her pass key.


The door had barely clicked shut when Amy spun on
Li, pulling her head to hers, finally able to do what she’d dreamed about doing
for so long. Their lips met, soft, yet demanding, a combination impossible with
a man. For long moments their lips danced, smooth, gentle, probing, asking,
responding. For an instant they broke free, more to catch their breath, and
then immediately resumed, the kiss wonderful.


Amy couldn’t remember any kiss being as good, or
lasting as long. She lost track of how long she stood there, just inside the
room, unaware of anything except for Li and her luscious lips. There could have
been people in the room, she wouldn’t have known, she wouldn’t have cared.


Amy reached behind her for the light switch and
turned it on. “I want to see you.” She gently moved Li away, holding her at
arm’s length. “You are simply stunning. I didn’t know you could look better
than you do, but in that dress you are breathtaking.”


Li closed the distance, grasping Amy’s wrists,
holding them to the wall above her head. She nibbled at Amy’s ear, a gentle
balance against the almost dominant position she held Amy in. “I look better
out of it.”


Pressed against a wall, hands held above her head
just like this, Amy had once been with a nameless man, a man who had taken her
in the dark. That had been an unexpected thrill, yet this was so much more.


And so much better with the lights on.


“Leave your hands there,” ordered Li.


Amy was again on display, like the auction, but even
better, because now she was being claimed by the winner. Li deftly freed the
buttons on Amy’s blouse. Cool air sizzled against the heat on Amy’s stomach. Li
ran a long, elegant finger between Amy’s breasts.


“I finally get your breasts,” said Li.


“You can have them, take them, please. . .”
Amy thrust out her chest, a long hidden desire to be with Li gushing up from
deep inside. 


A man, perhaps wanting to show Amy who was in
charge, perhaps wanting to tease her, would have made her wait, would have made
her beg. Perhaps another woman might have as well. But Li quickly unclasped
Amy’s bra, and using her soft hair, brushed it to the floor.


Amy’s arms were still over her head. She watched in
delirious amazement as Li bent her neck and kissed Amy’s left nipple. Softly,
like how her lips had been kissed. And like that kiss, this one kept going, Li
doing sensual, erotic, secret ministrations with her lips and tongue, Amy’s
eyes widening, and then fluttering, a surge of heat rushing from Li’s mouth to
Amy’s nipple, into her breasts, her belly, her womb.


When Li finally pulled away, Amy’s nipple was longer
than it had been ever since she had been nursing, her teat engorged. Li kissed
it again, pulling at with her lips, enticing it to burst. Amy’s knees buckled,
her arms starting to drop. Li grabbed Amy’s wrists and pinned them to the wall.


“Not yet,” cautioned Li.


“Please, the other one,” begged Amy, twisting her
shoulder to offer her other breast to Li. Her extra sensitive breast.


Li’s face fell to her breast, and Amy cried out, so susceptible,
the nipple exploding in Li’s mouth, Amy’s hips coming off the wall. She could
have broken free of Li’s grasp, yet the sensation of being held helplessly
pinned to the wall was a wicked excitement, of being taken by this impossibly
beautiful woman.


Amy wanted to give in return, yet she couldn’t bear
to move, to risk losing Li’s contact, to give up this glorious female attention
on her breasts. Li’s mouth was doing things Amy had never felt before, it
didn’t seem like there could be too many ways to suckle, yet with each movement
Li was making Amy felt like she had never been sucked before.


Maybe it was like this for a man, feeling
differences in how women sucked their cocks.


All at once Amy needed something in her mouth, but
there was nothing there, she would have welcomed Li’s tongue if only she could
get it without losing the incredible sensation on her nipple.


Suddenly Li thrust her hand under Amy’s skirt,
diving past her flimsy panties, expertly finding Amy’s clit, pressing, flicking. . .


Amy erupted, coming into Li’s hand, into her mouth,
pulsing, her hips slamming against Li. Li didn’t let go of Amy’s clit or her
nipple, her mouth working like magic to bring Amy’s orgasm to another level, to
drive it higher and longer with a brain numbing intensity.


Amy’s arms collapsed, pulling Li’s head into her
breasts so she could share her shuddering aftershocks, a thanks better than any
words. She held the other woman against her for a long time, yet still her
heart beat hard, her breaths short.


When Amy could finally speak again she said, “Now
let’s see if you really do look better out of that dress.”


 


 


Pete drove away from the house, mission
accomplished. The first part of it, anyway. There were still a lot more steps
to take, but he had a plan. This would be like setting up a guest experience,
only better. He was good at organizing, at pulling together all the pieces.
This time, he wouldn’t even have to try to be in a role, he could just be
himself. The man he was meant to be.


It would take some doing, getting it all perfect for
Amy. But she certainly deserved it, and what he had planned would leave her no
doubt of how much he loved her. The hardest part was keeping it secret. Not
that any of the others involved would talk, they were good at secrets. Rather,
he worried about his own ability to keep his face from revealing his excitement
when he was with Amy.


It was a good thing they were both so busy,
otherwise he might slip up. She had invited him over to dinner at her place the
next day, he’d have to be careful.


He didn’t want to keep secrets from her; trust would
be critical to the success of their relationship. But keeping a gift a secret
wasn’t a lie, of course.


Part of the challenge of coming up with the perfect
gift was getting the order right. Pete had gone through all the possibilities,
it actually seemed hard to make the wrong choice. Yet he wanted it to be ideal.


He had just pulled into his own apartment parking
lot when his phone rang. Amy.


“I’m with Li,” said Amy. “Sharing our good news.”


“That’s nice to hear.” Though Pete and Li had
overlapped at Sky Haven, he really didn’t know her that well and had never
worked with her. Li wasn’t involved with many of the wife share experiences, instead
usually cast as a cool, out of reach diva. Pete didn’t think he’d have much in
common with Li. Amy really liked her though, so that was good enough for him.


“She’s—she seemed really interested when I told her
about how much trust we have for each other. She doesn’t seem to think it’s
possible with a man.”


There was a commotion on the line, Pete hearing laughter
and what sounded like the words I didn’t say that!


“What’s going on there?” Pete asked.


“Nothing,” laughed Amy. Then, in a harried whisper,
“Stop it.”


“Stop what?” asked Pete. 


“Not you. I was talking to Li.”


“Okay.” Pete was a little miffed, he never liked being
on the phone when the person he was talking to was talking to someone else.
“Should we talk later?”


“No, we need to get this cleared up.”


“What’s to clear up? Of course we trust each other—”


Amy interrupted. “Not clear it up between me and
you, silly. Between me and Li.”


Pete was thoroughly confused. Was Amy saying she
didn’t trust Li? She wouldn’t do that with Li right there. “Amy, are you, uh, have
you been drinking?”


“In the middle of the day, at work? Of course not.
Speaking of work, where have you been?”


“I had an errand to do.” Pete quickly changed the
subject. “So you called me to, what exactly?”


“I told you, clear this up with Li. I told her she could
get married, I know she could find a man she could trust and still be able to
keep doing what she’s doing, and—.” There was another round of laughter, followed
by Amy again saying, “Stop that or I’ll tell him the rest!”


“Tell me what?” asked Pete, getting a little
exasperated.


“No, don’t! Okay I warned you! Tell you that I told
Li that I’d. . .don’t go there, Li!” Amy rushed the rest of the words out. “That
she’d look so sexy if she got pregnant!”


Pete stared at his phone. What on earth was that all
about? But of course, he immediately pictured Li pregnant, her tall elegant
figure with a baby bump. He’d never thought Li was his type,
too—untouchable—but the idea of her pregnant changed the image totally, it made
her approachable, it was hot. Which of course got Pete thinking about Amy
being pregnant, and how she might get that way.


His cock didn’t start to harden, it sprang
into an immediate erection.


He glanced around the parking lot. Not that many
cars, everyone at work. It wasn’t like anyone would see.


“Pete? Aren’t you going to answer my question?”


“What?” He’d missed what Amy had said.


“Aren’t you listening to me?”


“Yes, yes.” More laughter. Amy and Li sounded like
the proverbial young women at a sleepover. Talking about men. Talking about him.


Pete shifted in the seat, uncomfortable yet really
turned on. That was a fantasy he’d yet to share with Amy. Sitting in a
room with beautiful women as they talked about him. Making him feel self
conscious, yet excited because he had their attention, they were with him.
Their talk turning to sex. Seeing him get aroused. 


Telling him to touch himself.


His cock strained against his pants, and he fervently
wished he was in his apartment. “Uh, Amy, can I call you back in a few
minutes?”


There was no answer.


“Amy?”


When she came back on the line, Amy’s voice was
breathy. “You can, but you might miss it.”


“Miss what?”


Another hesitation, then Amy’s voice again, changed,
as if fighting for control. “Tell me you trust me.”


“You know I do.”


“I want to hear you say it. I want Li to hear you
say it.”


“I trust you.”


“No matter what I do?”


“Of course. That’s the definition of trust.”


“See? I told you,” said Amy.


Pete figured she was talking to Li. 


“Now you can go ahead,” said Amy.


“You want me to call you back?” Pete was still
worked up, eyeing the distance to his front door.


“Not you, Li. Oh, Pete, stay with me, I wish you
were here. . .”


Amy moaned, a moan that Pete recognized, she was,
she was. . .


It finally hit him. Amy had said she was with Li.


 Not with Li as in hanging around having a
coffee chatting, but with Li as in. . .


They were having sex.


Pete’s cock jerked so hard it hit the steering
wheel. “Are you, are you. . .” he said, stupidly.


“Yes, yes,” moaned Amy.


Pete wasn’t sure if she was answering his question
or if she was urging Li on. His mind filled with images of what they might be
doing. What Li was doing to his future wife.


And he had a very good imagination.


His eyes shot around the parking lot, calculating if
he could make it back to his apartment in time. Amy had called him on purpose,
she wanted him to hear what she was doing.


Amy’s moans increased in intensity, gathering steam,
coming closer. Pete didn’t have to be there, didn’t have to see, he knew
exactly how close she was.


He’d never make it inside.


He grabbed his cock right through his pants, rubbing
himself in time with Amy’s moans. “Don’t stop,” murmured Amy, and Pete could
almost believe she knew exactly what he was doing, that she was urging
him on as well as Li.


He did as she would want him to do. He jerked
himself off in his pants.


“No, not there, what are you doing, oh, oh, yes,
don’t stop!” Amy stopped speaking in words, yet her vocalizations were unmistakable,
her voice shifting to a primal language, yet one easy to translate, not even
the impersonal phone could hide this truth. 


Pete was hunched over, the phone pressed against his
ear, his hand massaging his cock, waiting, waiting. . .


He heard the telltale catch in Amy’s breath, her
explosive release, the sound setting him off like they were in the same room,
connected, touching. He came right in his pants, not caring, not only getting
off but so happily stunned that Amy had called to share this with him.


No secrets.


He came so much a stain spread in his crotch, yet
even with all that he was done shooting well before Amy finished, her last
moans shifting to a plea for Li to stop, she was too sensitive, she couldn’t
take any more, not again.


Again. Like they’d been at it for a while.


Pete slumped back in the seat, his heart thumping.


Wow.


Another woman, perhaps, would have kept this
experience a secret from her future husband, might have been ashamed at what
she had done. Or only told him years later.


That wasn’t Amy, and he was so glad for it.


More fumbling on the phone, then a different voice.
Li.


“This future wife. . .” said Li, her voice
filled with drama, as if she was going to impart a terrible truth to Pete. A
truth he didn’t want to hear. That Amy really wanted to be a lesbian. That she
and Li were going to run off together. That the wedding was off, that Li was
going to marry her instead.


Li was so convincing that Pete’s breath caught in
his chest.


“This future wife,” said Li, “this future wife of
yours. She tastes wonderful.”


A huge grin spread across Pete’s face. “I think so
too.”


It seemed he and Li had something in common after
all.


 


 


 


Amy blew out the candle and stepped back,
making sure everything was perfect. She wasn’t the best cook in the world, so
she at least wanted to make the table look nice. She made a few last minute
adjustments, first to the table, and then to her makeup in the hall mirror.


She felt oddly nervous.


The doorbell rang and she jumped. She took another
critical look in the mirror, decided there was no more to be done to surprise a
man who had already seen her naked, and went to open the door.


Pete stood on the doorstep, also appearing to be a
little anxious, like he was on a first date. He was half hidden behind a huge bouquet
of roses.


“I hope you like red,” said Pete. “And white and
pink. I wasn’t quite sure what you’d like.” He grinned nervously. “At least as
far as roses go.”


“I like them all,” said Amy. “They’re beautiful.”


Inside, the two of them just stood there, oddly
awkward. To cover her discomfort, Amy took the flowers and busied herself
putting them in a vase.


“Wow,” said Pete, looking over the table. “What’s
the big event?”


“I realized I’ve never made dinner for you. Not that
I’m a chef. But we’re getting married and we haven’t had a meal together that
wasn’t at work.”


“You did a mean cookout,” Pete reminded her.


“It’s not the same.” Out of the blue Amy felt close
to tears. “I—my first marriage didn’t go very well. I don’t want to mess this
one up.”


Pete took her in his arms. “I doubt very much you
messed anything up. We can make our marriage whatever we want it to be.”


Amy was crying now, unsure exactly why.


Pete said, “From what you’ve told me, I’m not
anything like your ex. That’s a good thing, right?”


Amy nodded into his shoulder.


When she still didn’t stop sobbing, Pete gently
asked, “Are you having second thoughts?”


Amy clutched at his arms, pulling her head away. The
look in his eye melted her heart. In that one look she realized that he was
more worried about her happiness than his own.


That one look dashed whatever second thoughts she
may have been harboring.


And yet. . .


“No, I want to marry you. I do. I never thought I’d
find a man who would treat me as well as you do. But I do think about how we
got here. What our marriage is based on.”


“Trust. Openness. And you have to admit, we don’t
have much in the way of secrets.” Pete brushed away her tears.


Amy let out a laugh of relief. “That’s for sure.”
She kissed him softly on the cheek. “I just don’t know what kind of wife you
want me to be.”


“I could ask you the same question.”


“I just want you to be you.”


“I’d say the same. I think a better question is,
what kind of marriage do you want us to have?” Pete led her over to the sofa.
“I mean, I want you to just be yourself. I don’t want you to change, or to give
up anything.”


“Anything? That covers a lot.”


“That’s right. We can keep working at the resort. If
that’s a problem, I can find something else to do.”


“Or I can.”


“Would you want to quit now? Really?”


Amy considered. She’d never been happier in a job.
She had never been in charge before, and was proud of what she had
accomplished, and thankful for the trust her bosses had given her, and for the
opportunities.


And, of course, there were the incredible sexual
experiences, and her personal journey of self discovery.


Still, could she keep on with all that, and be
married at the same time?


“I wouldn’t want to give it up, not now,” she
admitted. “Unless it would affect us.”


“It won’t,” said Pete.


Amy lay against his shoulder. “I just—I’m not sure
after all I’ve seen—after all I’ve been part of, whether I can ever think of a
husband the same way again.”


“Who says there’s only one way to think of a
husband?”


“What do you mean?”


Pete took her hands in his. “Remember our first time
working together? With Carl?”


Amy smiled. “Not easy to forget.”


“What did you like about it?”


“Is that a trick question?”


“Come on, just tell me.”


Amy remembered it like it was yesterday. She had
played the hesitant wife, her husband urging her to have sex with biker Carl, a
man who took what he wanted. All while her make-believe husband Pete watched.
The sex with Carl had been incredible, but it was more than that. “All of it,”
she said. “How good it felt. How oddly natural it felt to have you there. To
have you watch.”


“I don’t have to tell you how good it was for me
too. I told you about what got me into this, about having a hot girlfriend, and
I wanted other men to know how lucky I was. Not just any men, but studs. Men
not like me.”


“Don’t say that.”


“I’m just being realistic. Women find some men way more
attractive than other men, just like men do when they think of women.”


“But that’s about sex, not marriage. Or love.”


“You are making my point for me. I want a marriage
based on the love. I don’t mind if you lust after other men.”


“Lusting is one thing, having sex is
another.”


 “It’s better, as far as I’m concerned. As
long as we are open about it, and trust one another. But that brings me to my
other question. So you liked being shared with Carl. Are you worried that
you’ll want to be shared in a real marriage? I thought you’d want that.”


Amy had thought long and hard about this. “I would
never have imagined I’d say this, but yes, I would. Now that I understand why a
husband would want to share his wife.” She took Pete’s face in her hands. “And
if that husband was you.”


Pete kissed her. Not a kiss of lust, but of
understanding. Amy had heard the saying about men falling in lust and then in
love, and women fell in love, then in lust. Maybe that would happen to her as
well.


Pete was smiling. “Now that we have that resolved. . .tell
me what else you’d like to do besides being shared with another man. Other
men.”


“There’s not much you don’t know about that already.
You know about me and Laura, that one time, and me and Li. I can’t believe I
called you up during that. I felt guilty after, like I was teasing you, or
choosing her instead to be with.”


“Shh. We talked about this. I was so glad you called
to—share. Don’t you see? That’s what makes us so good for each other. I loved
that you thought to call me, and that you did. You must have known how I’d
respond as well, otherwise you wouldn’t have called. It was incredible.”


“I never did ask what you did,” said Amy.


“You know what I did.”


Amy squeezed his hands. “I was hoping. I wish you
could have been there.”


“Believe me, I filled in the blanks. Although what
was Li doing when you said Not there?”


Amy felt a flush in her cheeks. “Can I have any
secrets?”


Pete laughed. “Of course.” He grinned mischievously.
“Maybe I’ll ask Li.”


“Don’t. She’ll likely tell you.”


“All the better. Or maybe I’ll ask her to show me.”


“Pete. . .”


“Only kidding. I think.”


“Speaking of which, where exactly were you when I
called?”


“In my car, outside my apartment.”


When he didn’t continue, Amy filled in her own
blanks. “Oh, did you. . .”


“I had to grab a gym bag from the trunk to hold in
front of me as I ran into my apartment.”


“Hmm,” said Amy. “That must mean you enjoyed our
call.” She got serious again. “So you didn’t mind? Me with a woman?”


“Of course not. You can have all of that, and more,”
promised Pete. “And I’ll be there for you, listening, or watching, or being
surprised. Whatever you want.”


“It shouldn’t be just up to me,” protested Amy, yet
inside she was twisting with excitement over the possibilities.


Pete looked away briefly, and when he turned back to
her his voice was also serious. “It will also be exciting whenever you want it
to be only up to you. If you make all the decisions. Do you know
what I mean?”


If they hadn’t been so close, if they hadn’t already
seen and been part of the wide range of what couples did, Amy might not have
had a clue. But she understood exactly what Pete was trying to tell her. He was
saying she could decide to fuck other men and tell him later, she could deny
him sex while she got ready for a date, she could tell him how she had sucked
another man’s huge cock. She could make him jerk off on himself while she told
him how she had let another man shoot inside her.


If that’s what she wanted. If that’s what she
needed.


She had never thought she’d want to be that kind of woman,
yet her experiences at the resort, especially when she had helped a woman
cuckold her husband, had been an eye opening experience for Amy, unleashing
unknown desires to be in charge.


Her face must have betrayed her thoughts, because Pete’s
eyes sparkled, and he smiled knowingly. “Yes,” he said. “All that, and more.”


“Which would you like better?” asked Amy. What she
meant was: Would Pete like better if he was making the decisions, if
they were making them together, or if she was making them? 


Pete didn’t hesitate. “I like them all.”


Amy wouldn’t have believed it possible. Not only to
find a man who would understand and support her desires, but who would be
whoever she wanted him to be sexually.


But she believed him, because she trusted him.
Because he trusted her.


Amy nuzzled up closer to him. Her fingers brushed
his crotch, not at all surprised to feel his erection. “That’s good,” she said.
“Because I like them all too.”


 


 


 


 


Six months
later


Amy tried to stand still as Liz helped make
the final adjustments to her wedding dress. She was actually more nervous than
the first time she had got married.


Liz stepped back, turning Amy toward the full length
mirror. “Beautiful,” said Liz. “And so is the dress.”


“I can’t believe I’m wearing white,” said Amy. And
in white she was, the dress, her bra and panties, her white stockings.


“All brides can wear white.”


“Well, it’s not like I’m a virgin.” Amy still hadn’t
told Liz about what she really did at work.


“Who gets married as a virgin these days? You don’t
see even thirty year old first time brides not wearing white. Not to mention
the twenty two year old brides who’ve been living in the hook up culture.”


“I guess.” Amy took a final look in the mirror. “You’re
right. No one would expect a woman my age to be a virgin.”


“You wouldn’t want to be a virgin now, anyway,” said
Liz. “Think of all the sex you would have missed out on.”


If she only knew, though Amy. Liz had a
pretty active sex life. Amy had often considered hiring her at the resort, but
had hesitated to mix her personal and professional life. Of course, all that
was about to change once she married Pete.


“I’m so glad for you,” said Liz. “Finding a good
man.”


“I’m glad too. He’s—he’s everything I want in a
man.” More than she ever imagined she could have in a man.


“Pete is going to be amazed when he sees you in this
dress.” Liz laughed. “My ex told me that his biggest excitement in life was
when we had sex the night we got married and I was still in my wedding dress.
For some reason that seems to turn men on. It wasn’t like we hadn’t had sex
before that night.”


“I didn’t do that with Steve. It rained the night of
our wedding, and I didn’t want to ruin the dress, so after the ceremony I
changed out of it. It wouldn’t have mattered, Steve got drunk anyway and fell
asleep. And I was already pregnant, he wasn’t so much into me then.”


“He was a jerk,” said Liz.


“He still is.”


“Another reason to be thankful for Pete. He worships
the ground you walk on.”


“He’s different from Steve, that’s for sure.” Amy
hesitated. “He’s actually different from any other man I have ever met.”


“That’s a good thing, right?”


“Oh my, yes.” In so many ways, Amy thought.


There was a knock on the door. “Better not be Pete,”
said Liz. “Bad luck to see you in your wedding dress before the ceremony.”


Liz opened the door a crack, then the rest of the
way when she saw it was Li. “You make a bridesmaid dress look hot,” said Liz.


“Thanks to you,” said Li, “since you helped pick
them out.”


“She’d make a burlap bag look hot,” said Amy,
turning away to hide her blush. It was a little disconcerting having a
bridesmaid she’d had sex with. Though Amy was consumed by thoughts of the
wedding, the memory of Li’s soft lips washed over her.


Li said, “The florist has some questions, and the
caterer is asking about hot plates, I didn’t know what to tell them.”


“I’ll take care of it,” said Liz. “If you can stay
here and help Amy.”


“Sure.”


After Liz left, Amy said, “I hope they don’t run Liz
all over the place, she’s done so much helping plan everything.”


“They are going to run her all over the
place, but not because anything is actually wrong.”


“What do you mean?”


“I worked things out with the florist and the
caterer to keep Liz busy,” said Li. “You need a little time to yourself.”


“What for?”


“You’ll find out in about one minute. In the
meantime, let me look at you.” Li slowly walked around Amy, tapping a long,
elegant finger to her lips.


Which of course made Amy again think of Li’s lips,
and where they had been on Amy’s body.


“If you keep doing that, I’m going to get all worked
up, on my wedding day, no less,” protested Amy. “What will Pete think?”


Li moved in close, her lips touching Amy’s cheek. “I
think that’s exactly what Pete would want, to have you worked up.
Otherwise he wouldn’t have planned this.”


“Planned what?” asked Amy, confused, not able to
think straight with Li’s erotic presence wafting over her.


There was another knock at the door. “Perfect timing,”
said Li. Her lips brushed across Amy’s. “Have fun.”


Li glided out the door. Amy’s confusion turned to
shock when a man entered the room, a man she hadn’t seen in years.


Syd.


“What are you doing here?” Amy gasped. The last time
she had seen Syd he was naked in a pool, with another man, a vision she had
replayed over and over in her head countless times.


Syd looked even better now than when she had first
had her crush on him, back in high school, better than when she had fought off
her attraction to him in the years after she had married Steve.


Syd still had the longish hair, the tall, muscular
build, the sparkling eyes, the perfectly proportioned body.


He was as beautiful a man as Li was a woman.


“Why, I thought you’d be happy to see me,” said Syd,
a playful tone in his voice.


“I—of course I am. But. . .how, what. . .”
Amy’s head was reeling, first from the memory of her tryst with Li, and now
with her longstanding fantasies about Syd, fantasies that had started out with
the two of them making love. Those fantasies continued for years, but had
changed, they weren’t about Syd making love to her, they were about Syd with
another man.


“It’s pretty simple, really,” said Syd. “Pete sent
me.”


“Pete?” Amy was dumfounded. She’d told Pete about
knowing Syd year’s ago, and a story about him. But Pete had never even met Syd.
How on earth? “I thought you were in Mexico? Did he invite you?” Amy couldn’t
believe that Pete would even have remembered Syd’s name, let alone figure out
how to track him down. It must have been an incredible amount of work. Just
like Pete, wanting her to have her friends with her.


“I’ve been back for a while. And yes, Pete invited
me, and not just to the wedding.” Syd handed Amy an engraved envelope.


Amy, still not sure what was going on, opened the
note, recognizing Pete’s handwriting. The note said, This is the first of my
wedding presents. I hope you like it and will enjoy it in every way possible. I
love you so much.


The words enjoy it in every way possible were
underlined.


Amy looked up to see Syd smiling at her. “I’m the present,”
said Syd.


All at once Amy realized what it meant, the note,
the words, the gift. “No, no, I can’t, not now, not here!” But her heart
was already pounding. Syd in the flesh was even better than the Syd of her
fantasies.


Her excitement only grew because Pete had planned
it, because he knew her, because he wanted this for her.


Syd raised an eyebrow. “You can’t? Or not now? Or
not here, which is it?”


“I’m getting married!”


“You’re not married now.”


“Yes, but. . .” Amy’s voice trailed off,
she had no energy behind her protestations. Her legs were shaking so hard
ripples ran across her wedding dress.


“You know,” said Syd, “I’ve fantasized about you so
many times through the years.”


“You have?”


“I never did anything, since you were married to Steve.
But I almost broke my promise to myself to leave you alone after that day you
watched me and Tristan at the pool.”


“You knew about that?”


“We both did. Tristan thought it was hot. So did I.
We talked about it a lot, after. When we were doing what you saw us do.”


“You did?” Amy was waving her hands in complete
disbelief.


“Sure, you can ask him yourself.”


“He’s here?” Amy’s head was swimming. First
she’d been alone with Li, and now a man—two men—she’d spied on having sex were
at her wedding. Two men she’d fantasized about.


Two men who had fantasized about her too.


Syd moved in closer to Amy. She wanted to step back,
she should have stepped back, it was what any other bride would do. But
she was rooted in place. Perhaps because of her shock, perhaps because of Syd’s
aura, perhaps because this was Pete’s gift.


Pete wanted her to have this.


Not only for his pleasure, but because he knew it
would be a once in a lifetime thrill for her.


Her hand came up to touch Syd’s chest, perhaps to
ward him off, yet the instant she touched him a shock ran right through her
fingers, raising the hair on her arms right into the lace of her wedding dress.


Her wedding dress.


Syd was her wedding gift.


From Pete.


Pete had promised her that he would be whatever man
she wanted him to be, that he would not only accept her needs and desires, but
would support them. She had heard his words, she had believed them, but she had
never imagined he meant this.


Syd covered her hand with his. “Do you want me to
leave?”


All at once Amy understood exactly how far Pete was
willing to go, how much he loved her. They’d talked about it, Pete had said it
many times in different ways, yet even the most ardent of words from a man you
trusted wasn’t the same as seeing the proof this way.


And so, though she was in a wedding dress—no, because
she was in her wedding dress, Amy replied, “It wouldn’t be right to turn down a
gift from my husband-to-be.”


“I was hoping you’d say that,” said Syd. He took Amy
in his arms. “I’ve wanted to kiss you since high school.”


Amy’s lips parted, because she felt the exact same
way. Her eyes closed in expectation.


“But I can’t,” said Syd.


“What? Yes, it’s okay, I think Pete must have
expected. . .” Amy couldn’t believe she had jumped from shock and
doubt to desire.


Syd put his finger to her lips. “Not because of
that. I just don’t want to ruin your makeup.”


Amy’s first thought was to hell with the makeup,
she could fix it.


“I have a better idea,” said Syd, as he guided her
to the loveseat. “Makeup safe.” Syd gently pressed her into the sofa, dropping
to his knees in front of her. “Remember the last time you saw me like this?”


“Oh, do I!”


“I like it better that you aren’t hiding,” said Syd,
as he took her ankles in his hands and spread her legs.


Again Amy knew she should be resisting, but seeing
Syd, and him having his hands on her, was too much to resist.


So instead she lifted up her dress, revealing her
white stockings with their lacy tops, and her tiny string panties.


“I bet you picked these out for Pete,” said Syd.
“I’ll just work around them.” Amy’s eyes widened as Syd’s tongue slipped along the
edge of her panties, tracing a path along her labia. He grazed her clit and she
jumped, grabbing at his head. Out of the corner of her eye she saw her
reflection in the full length mirror. A woman all in wedding white, her legs
spread, a hot man between her thighs.


It should have been horrifying, a woman in her
wedding dress, on her wedding day, being licked by a man who was definitely not
going to be her husband.


And yet it was exciting beyond belief. Amy couldn’t
take her eyes off the mirror, watching Syd as he wrapped his arms around her
thighs, expertly probing her pussy. 


“You’re so wet,” murmured Syd. “You must have been
very excited thinking about your wedding.”


“It’s you,” whispered Amy, not because she was
embarrassed, it was the truth. She whispered because she didn’t want even her
voice to break the spell of the magic that was unfolding.


Syd licked her like she’d never been licked, a tiny
bit of Amy’s brain wondering if he was better with his mouth because of what he
did to Tristan with it, and that brought on a new wave of arousal as she
pictured the two men in the pool together, Tristan’s head thrown back in the
passionate throes of his arousal. Never before that moment, when she had
witnessed them in the pool, had Amy ever thought about two men together, what a
turn on it could be for a woman, but now she couldn’t imagine how it could
possibly be otherwise.


Syd had worked his tongue past her tiny panties, now
delving deep into her pussy, like he was fucking her with his mouth, another
sinful thought, not only getting licked but fucked before her wedding, no way
she could let that happen, that wouldn’t be right, there wouldn’t be time. . .


Syd’s mouth pulled at her clit and she cried out, clapping
her hand over her mouth. Syd didn’t stop, sucking her clit into his mouth,
engorging it, her own little cock, hardening from the urgent oral demand. Her
fingers dug into Syd’s glorious, thick hair, her own head flopping back, she
had no control over her muscles. All her nerves had concentrated in one place,
in her clit, which Syd expertly explored. The image again of Syd in the pool,
Tristan’s head thrown back just as hers was now, hearing today the moans of
satisfaction from Syd that she couldn’t hear then. She was at the very edge,
driven by the flicks on her clit, by her pussy being licked by another man on
her wedding day, and most of all, by pretending, wishing, that she was being
watched right now by the man who most wanted her, by the man who loved her, by
her soon to be husband Pete.


And with that thought she let herself go, knowing
again she was making the right decision, that this was exactly what Pete wanted
for her. She let go, not only in her mind but in her body, her release pouring
into Syd’s waiting mouth, her body jerking with pleasure and utter joy. She
squeezed her lips together, otherwise she would have screamed.


Her fingers had no strength, yet she continued to
hold Syd’s head after her release, reveling in the enormity of what she had
just done. When Syd finally pulled away she grasped at his arms as he stood up.
His erection was pressing against his thin wool dress pants.


“You can’t very well go out like that,” said Amy,
feeling the familiar thrill of seeing a man hard, a man who had become hard by
licking her.


She leaned forward, unbuckling his belt and gently
working his stiff shaft out of his pants. His cock was as beautiful as he was,
smooth and almost silky. The head was full and thick, as were his sacks, packed
with virility.


“I won’t be able to do this justice,” said Amy. “Liz
might come back any minute.” Pete would want this too, Amy was sure of it.


“It’s all part of the gift, there’s a plan to keep
her busy.”


“How many people know about this?”


“How many do you want to know?”


Just the thought made Amy swoon, the wickedness of
some of her wedding guests, and especially Pete, knowing she was having sex
before the ceremony.


She rode her fingers up and down Syd’s cock, making
the head grow, wanting this moment to last, to have his cock in her mouth. And
most of all, to tell Pete about it later, in glorious detail.


But Syd pulled away. “That will really ruin your
makeup.”


Amy groaned in frustration. She was so hot now, she
wanted to do for Syd what he had done for her, she wanted him to come. She
wanted to be able to tell Pete she had made Syd come. In her mouth.


She’d redo her makeup, there was still time. . .


She stroked faster, her tongue darting out, she
could still lick him without smearing her makeup. She pushed her tongue against
his slit, the tiny taste of precum setting off a fire in her, the unique flavor
exploding in her mouth. She moaned, her tongue searching for more, ringing
around the head. Her strokes grew faster, more urgent, her tongue lashing out,
flicking on his cock the way his tongue had flicked her clit.


“If you keep doing that we’re going to have a bigger
problem than lipstick,” said Syd, obviously struggling to control his voice.


Another vivid image sprang into her head, her face
covered in cum. Amy jerked faster, she’d open her mouth, she’d take it all. . .


“Careful,” warned Syd. “I come a lot.”


Which was exactly what Amy was hoping for, his cum
in her mouth, on her, in her. . . 


In her.


Is that what Pete wanted? Is that what she
wanted?


Listening again to her body, responding with
instinct, trusting her faith in Pete, and trusting in her own certainty of what
he would want, she spun around on the loveseat, slipping out of her panties, spreading
her legs, lifting her dress, pointing her ass and pussy to Syd’s ready cock in
invitation.


“Makeup safe,” she murmured, grasping Syd’s shaft
and guiding it to her very wet and ready opening.


She could feel Syd’s hesitation, perhaps not
believing that Pete’s wedding gift could include fucking the bride to be.


But Amy believed it.


With her free hand she grasped Syd’s hips and urged
him forward, “Yes, yes, that’s it, you wanted this, didn’t you? You’ve always
wanted this. So did I. Then. Now. I want it! So does Pete. . .”


Syd buried his hands in her dress as he buried his
cock in her pussy, Amy’s arousal surging at both sensations. Her pussy welcomed
his hard shaft, the proof of his desire for her, both of them swelling,
stretching.


Amy grabbed the arms of the loveseat and thrust her
hips back at Syd. “Fuck me, fuck me, please. . .”


Syd needed no further urging, his fingers wrapping
in her dress the way hers had wrapped in his hair. He fucked her long and slow
at first, gradually building up speed and intensity, her pussy grabbing onto
his shaft so hard that she could hear their skin collide, a slippery smacking
that filled the room.


Amy forced her head up, she wanted to see it all. In
the mirror she saw a woman offering herself up on her wedding day. Had she
witnessed such an act a year ago, she would have assumed it was a woman with
her husband, consummating their wedding, together alone after the vows had been
exchanged, after all the guests had left.


Today she recognized the image for what it was, a
wanton hotwife to be, fucking a man before her wedding. Not cheating, it
wouldn’t have been cheating even if she had said the vows.


She was consummating the wedding.
Consummating the very special marriage she was about to begin. 


There was only one more thing that could make the
consummation complete. That would make it perfect.


“Come in me,” she urged. And to make sure Syd knew
she meant it, she used not only her words but her body, pressing her ass back
onto him, tightening her pussy around his cock, pulling, demanding. . .


Still staring at her reflection, she was on the very
edge, ready to come again, seeing the proof of how much Pete loved her, a man
who would not only let her do this but set it up. She wondered what Pete was
doing right now, she hoped he was thinking about her, hoping she was about to. . .


Have cum shot into her pussy, Syd grunting,
swelling, erupting into her, Amy seeing the tenseness in his face give way to
pure pleasure, how long he must have been waiting for this, just like she had
been, waiting for years, and in this room waiting until he came. . .


And she came too, her pussy wrapping tightly around Syd’s
spasming shaft, her mind filling in the details, picturing his cum shooting
deep in her, over and over, her orgasm sapping her energy so that she could no
longer support herself. She grabbed onto Syd, keeping him inside her as their
last joint spasms glued them together.


They stood there like that for long moments, Amy’s
legs shaking, from the orgasm, from the sheer immensity of what she had just
done. She ran her tongue over her parched mouth, realizing she had bit her lip.


She’d have to fix her makeup after all.


In that case. . .


She dropped to her knees, taking Syd’s semi hard
cock in her mouth, tasting him, tasting herself, reveling in the implications. 


When she had licked every drop, when her mouth was completely
and utterly filled with the proof of what she had done, she pulled up Syd’s
pants and zipped him up. Giving him a pat on the crotch, she said, “There. Now
you can go out in public.”


“Never thought I’d ever be having sex with a woman
in a wedding dress,” said Syd. 


“My gift to you,” said Amy. “Will Tristan be
jealous?”


“You can ask him.”


Amy smiled. “I think I just might.”


 


 


Pete had been told that the best man was
the busiest person at the wedding, confirming the logistics, making sure he had
the ring, dealing with the officiant, and otherwise being supportive of the
groom. The groom wasn’t supposed to do much except just stand there and enjoy
watching his bride walk down the aisle.


Pete would enjoy that, of course. Especially that,
given who else was in the audience.


But like Dirk, the best man, Pete actually had a lot
of last minute things to take care of. It was all part of his plan, it all had
to be timed just right, and on top of that, kept secret.


He wouldn’t have been able to pull it off if not for
Li. After that memorable phone call, he had sought out her help. Her first
comment to him was, “If I was unsure about you being right for Amy before, the
fact that you aren’t avoiding me is proof I was wrong. It takes a strong
confident man to talk to a woman who has been with his future wife.”


“Well, we have shared a lot,” Pete had said. Then,
feeling good, he had added, “We should talk about it sometime.”


Li had leaned down—she was much taller than Pete in
her heels—and given him a light brush of a kiss on his cheek. She whispered,
“Or you can be there the next time.”


Which had given Pete a great
idea. . .


Today, the big day, all was in place, in fact, the
first part of his plan had already begun. Even as he stood there making final
adjustments to his bow tie, it would already be underway. Pete hadn’t heard
otherwise—he had his phone on the table, and kept glancing at it—but he still
worried. Worried that it wouldn’t turn out right. Worried that he had
miscalculated, that Amy would think his ideas for making the wedding perfect
were crazy, that she’d be upset. Livid even. Livid enough to run away.


He’d worked so hard to pull it all together—the
first part especially, the risky part, requiring the participation of a man he
didn’t even know.


The man who could, at this very minute, be
with his soon to be wife. . .


Pete felt faint. It had all been his idea, yet
having an idea and having it come to fruition were often very different, the
possibility of the reality not being anywhere near as good as a pristine
inspiration. Well, there was nothing pristine about this idea,
which made it all the more exciting, nothing pristine about it except Amy’s
white wedding dress, which of course he hadn’t seen, he hoped she was
wearing white, it would be perfect. . .


 


 


Amy was scrambling to repair her makeup
when Liz returned. “I’m so sorry,” said Liz. “First there was the florist, and
then the caterer, and the DJ, it’s like everyone had a problem all at once.”


“Thanks for taking care of it,” said Amy. Liz would
never know just how thankful Amy was.


“Are you ready? We only have a few minutes. Oh, my,
your eye makeup is smudged. Have you been crying?”


“Tears of joy,”  said Amy, hiding her smile, still
flushed with pleasure.


“Let me help fix you up.” Liz worked on Amy’s eyes.
Every time Amy looked at the mirror she kept seeing the reflection of her being
fucked by Syd. “Open your eyes,” said Liz, “or I won’t get this right.”


“A little smudge isn’t a bad thing,” said Amy. “It’s
not like I’m promising Pete perfection.” Which was true, but Amy was also
thinking of how much Pete might be turned on seeing her makeup all smudged. A
secret communication to him of how much she loved his gift.


“You are perfect,” said Liz. “Plus it’s your
wedding day. You want to be all that your husband wanted.”


“I can’t disagree with you there,” said Amy. She
tried to stay still as Liz fussed over her.


The music started.


Liz took one last look at Amy, smoothing out her
dress. “I should have hung this up, it got a wrinkle.”


“It’ll be fine.” Better, thought Amy. Maybe
Pete would notice the wrinkle too.


“Are you ready?”


Amy mouth was still filled with the taste of her
juices, her pussy was still filled with Syd’s cum. She had to turn her face as
Liz gave her a kiss on the cheek, afraid Liz would recognize the aroma.


“More ready than you can possibly imagine,” said
Amy.


 


 


She was late, wasn’t it time to start?
Pete’s hands were shaking, sweating, as he stood in front of the guests. Every
eye must be on him, seeing his suffering. His sudden insecurity made him think
that every guest was wondering the same thing he was, whether Amy was going to
show up.


Her being late could either be really good, or
really bad.


Pete didn’t want to think about either one. If it
was bad, he’d be heartbroken. If it was good, he’d be unable to concentrate. He
needed to get the vows right, to make it clear how sincere he was, to make his
lifelong promise to Amy.


He should have considered this, that he wouldn’t be
able to concentrate.


Even if the first part went well, even if Amy understood
and liked his gift, Pete worried that Amy would walk down the aisle, filled
with their friends from the resort, every one of the men—and women—so
incredibly good looking, and she’d wonder what on earth she was doing, marrying
average looking Pete.


Worried, as every warm blooded groom did, that she
wouldn’t show up at all.


He couldn’t help it. He loved her, he believed her,
he trusted her. She said she wanted to marry him. Yet he couldn’t help but
wonder. She could have any man, he was sure of it. She didn’t need a man, a
husband. She could just. . .


“She’ll be here,” said Dirk.


“What?” 


“You’re wondering if she’ll be here.”


“How did you know what I was thinking?”


“Because I’d be worrying about the same thing.”


“You?” Pete couldn’t believe it. Dirk was a handsome
stud. “I can’t imagine any woman standing you up.”


Dirk grinned. “Maybe not any woman. . .
But Amy is not any woman. You are a very lucky man.”


Pete knew he was, but hearing it from Dirk was
unexpected. He was about to respond, but the wedding march music
started. . . .


 


Walking down the aisle was a surreal
experience for Amy. Her eyes were on Pete, straight ahead, but now and again
she had to look down to make sure she didn’t trip.


She was finding it hard to walk in heels and a body
clinging wedding dress when she had cum dripping down her leg.


When she glanced up the first time, she found
herself looking straight into the eyes of Lou, who was giving her a big smile.
A big, knowing smile. Maybe Lou didn’t know what she’d just done, but he
certainly knew what he had done with her in the past. Amy couldn’t help
but blush, turning her head to keep from smiling or laughing or who knows what,
but as soon as she did that, the next person she laid her eyes on was Carl,
who’d also been with her.


Syd was in the next row, Tristan by his side. Amy
almost didn’t recognize Tristan in a suit, the last time she had seen him he
had been naked, sitting on the edge of a pool, his face flushed with arousal.
He gave her a little nod, his eyes shifting, a message of the secret they
shared. The man they shared.


Her eyes widened, taking in the crowd, suddenly fully
comprehending that she’d had sex with a lot of the men in the room, Carl
and Nick and David and Eric and Lou. . .


And not just the men. There was Laura, and Li, both
of them beautiful, elegant. Laura’s eyes hinted at the time they had been
together, Amy’s first introduction to the joy of being with a woman. And Li,
her eyebrow raised knowingly, not only at their own sharing but at her
involvement in making Pete’s gift a reality.


Amy half stumbled, catching herself just in time,
all those men, watching her now, she loved being watched. . .


And there was Pete, smiling, watching her, watching
her being watched, and oddly this gave Amy the strength she needed to make it
all the way down the aisle, smiling now, a smile of more than happiness.


 A strength she needed, because the wetness had
grown between her legs, a wetness that she was even now adding to.


How many women were wet as they walked down the
aisle to become a wife? 


And for this reason?


She finally reached the small dais, turning to face Pete,
pulling the veil from her face, wondering what he could see as he looked at her
now. She’d never seen him so joyful, and she hoped that part of his joy was the
response of her own happiness reflected in his face.


“Nice wedding gift,” she whispered to him.


“The first of many,” said Pete.


Amy didn’t have time to ask what that meant, because
the officiant had begun the ceremony.


Amy knew the words by heart, what women didn’t,
especially since she and Pete had chosen to make only small changes to the
traditional vows.


“Will you, Pete, take this woman. . .”


Amy’s heart hadn’t stopped pounding since she had
been with Syd, her heat only rising as she had walked down the aisle. She must
have been smiling, though, because Pete was as well, he looked so happy. . .


“To obey. . .”


Wait, that wasn’t supposed to be in the vows!


Yet Pete was saying the words, giving her a little
wink. Or maybe her mind was playing tricks on her, he hadn’t said that at all,
she was projecting. Her head was buzzing, she couldn’t keep looking at Pete,
she might start laughing or crying with joy, so she glanced away, just for an
instant, to regain her composure.


And looked right at Dirk, the best man, Pete’s friend.
Six inches taller, his broad shoulders dwarfed Pete. A man who had done more
with her than even Pete had, a man who had fucked her in the ass.


Amy’s ass puckered so hard in the memory she bet the
guests could see. She blushed crimson, no longer hearing the words, even though
she had spoken, praying she had said the vows correctly.


She didn’t think she had uttered obey. . .


Her eyes were drawn to Dirk’s huge hands, hands that
had fondled her and groped her, hands now giving Pete the wedding band.


With this ring. . .


 Amy fought to focus, she should be remembering all
of this, her special day. At that instant she felt a thick river of wetness on
her thigh, a small escape of Syd’s seed, Pete’s telling gift.


And with a smile she realized that she could never
forget this day, not in a million years. This had been the perfect wedding for
her, the ultimate proof of Pete’s love, of his acceptance of who she was.


Of a promise of who they could be together.


You may now kiss the bride. . .


Amy’s lips reached out first, her tongue darting
into Pete’s welcoming mouth, wanting him to understand exactly how much she
appreciated all of it, his gift, his support, his love. Wanting to convey all
of this to him by the taste of what lingered in her mouth.


No kiss had ever tasted so sweet.


Under the sound of the applauding guests she
whispered, “Thank you. For everything.”


“I love you so much,” said Pete.


“I love you too,” she said, then turned to her
guests, her friends.


Her lovers.


 


 


Two hours later, the wedding party was in
full swing. Amy couldn’t help but reflect on how different this wedding had
been to her first. That ceremony had been subdued, proper, almost embarrassing,
the family and probably most of the guests knowing it was all for show because Steve
had been pressured to marry Amy because she was pregnant.


At her first wedding Amy hadn’t been showing much,
her wedding dress purposefully loose, yet she had felt the eyes on her. Her
prim in-laws were probably thinking slut, even though she had slept with
only one man, their son.


Yet here, today, she felt none of that scorn, that
derision. How ironic, that she had none of those feelings, even though she’d
slept with so many men in this very room. She was sure they didn’t think of her
as a slut at all.


It was funny how life turned out.


The joke was on her in-laws and all those prim and
proper guests from her first wedding, because they’d never get to experience
the joyous exploration she’d had. For one of the very few times in her adult
life she was truly happy.


Pete was twirling her daughter Julie on the dance
floor. The two of them had already become close, Julie instinctively knowing
how happy Amy was with Pete. Amy saw her laugh at something Pete said. Behind
them, Amy spied her son. He caught her eye and gave her a big thumbs up.


“You should be dancing,” said a voice behind her.
She looked up to see David, looking dashing in his tuxedo, his shaven head
glistening in the reflected lights.


She got that little twist in her stomach, the one
she got every time she had ever spoken to a man she’d had sex with. All dressed
up as he was, she couldn’t help but conjure up his virile, naked body.


He held out his hand, and she took it, her fingers
disappearing into his as he led her to the dance floor. He was as good a dancer
as he was a lover. In another life, with another husband, at another wedding,
Amy would have been totally self conscious, unable to move, being in full view
of everyone with a man she’d been intimate with. With a man that many of the
other guests knew she’d been intimate with. That her husband knew
she’d been intimate with.


That her husband had watched her be intimate with.


No, not intimate. A man whose cock she had
sucked. Whose cum she had swallowed.


She laughed, totally comfortable in the memory and
the joy of being totally free, free of embarrassment or guilt or self
consciousness. 


She turned at a tap on her shoulder. A much younger
man, Eric, David’s friend, the first man Amy had been with at the resort, a
training session that she had at first failed, yet one which had started her on
her journey. Eric gave David a friendly gesture with his hand, cutting in on
the dance.


“Hey, she’s mine,” protested David.


Amy gave David a kiss on the cheek. “There’s enough of
me for everyone.”


“It’s not like we can just pass you around,” laughed
David, relinquishing her to Eric.


“Why not?” asked Amy, and then she was spinning off
with Eric, the music shifting into a gyrating beat, making Amy think of much
more than dancing.


She danced with them all, a slow waltz with the suave
Lou, her chest growing hot as she pressed into him, best man Dirk, trying
unsuccessfully to hold his eyes without smiling, even biker Carl, who managed
to look cool while hardly moving.


Taking a quick break for a drink, she was joined by
Laura and Li. “Tired yet?” asked Laura.


“I should be, but I’m not. I’ve never had so much
fun at a wedding!”


“In that case,” said Li, taking her by the hand,
“let’s dance.”


Laura joined them, and the three women danced
together, the other guests making space for them, cheering. Amy threw her head
in abandon, totally lost in the moment. In a twirl she caught sight of Pete,
tipping his drink to her in a toast.


She didn’t want this night to end.


 


 


Pete was still having a hard time believing
it was all real. Even though they’d exchanged the vows, even though the room
was full of people having a good time, even though Amy looked radiant in her
wedding dress as she stood talking to their friends. Even though he was now
wearing a wedding ring.


He looked at it now, the sounds of the conversation
and music drowned out the thoughts that now filled his head. He was married.
A husband.


He’d told Amy that their marriage could be anything
they wanted it to be, that he could be whatever husband she wanted. They didn’t
have to be defined by convention, by what society thought of as what a wife or
a husband should be, how they should act.


He’d been truthful when he made that promise to Amy.
Having a ring on his finger shouldn’t affect his promise, it should actually
make it stronger.


Yet marriage was supposed to mean fidelity. That
usually implied having sex with only your spouse. That wouldn’t be true for
them, especially for Amy. Could a marriage have a fidelity of love, but not
sex? Would Amy still love him as she had sex with other men?


Would he still be able to love her?


Pete shook his head. These were terrible thoughts to
be having on his wedding day.


Yet of course he wondered, it was impossible not to.
He wondered if he’d still feel the same way with Amy. Not stop loving her, of
course. But would he still get as excited watching her with other men as he did
before she was his wife?


The music rushed into his ears, a new song. Syd was
now in the group Amy was talking too. Amy was laughing. Perhaps she was
laughing at what Syd had said. Or perhaps she was happy to again be with the
wedding gift Pete had given her.


Syd was the man Amy had fantasized about for years.
Pete had tracked him down. Pete had wondered how he was going to ask Syd the
favor, and once he did, how Syd would react to the hard to believe invitation,
an invitation to do far more than attend the wedding.


Pete had danced around the topic, then finally had
blurted out the truth, that he wanted to make Amy’s wedding memorable, and he
had this idea about fulfilling a wish she’d had, well, more like a
fantasy. . . He eased into it, saying Amy had told him a story
about seeing Syd once, with his friend, in a pool. Pete had stopped to see if
Syd put the two pieces together, fantasy and seeing Syd.


Syd had.


From there it was easier than Pete had thought, not
because it was likely to be an invitation Syd had received before, but because
it was pretty clear Syd had long held his own fantasies about Amy. Pete had
described his gift as sort of like a bachelorette party, where the guests were
all the bride-to-be’s ex-boyfriends and crushes, like a last fling before
marriage.


Syd’s only question was whether he could bring his
partner Tristan, the man Amy had seen Syd with in the pool.


Which was more than fine with Pete, because he knew
Amy would certainly love the idea.


Nick, one of the resort staff Amy had been with, had
joined Syd and Amy. Amy was doing introductions. What would she say? Syd,
this is Nick, he fucked me in front of Pete. Nick, this is Syd, I haven’t seen
him in years, Pete invited him so he could be with me just before I walked down
the aisle, we. . .


Actually, Pete didn’t know exactly what Syd had done
with Amy. It wasn’t like they’d had time to talk about it. She’d obviously
liked the gift, though, she’d still married him.


Two very strong thoughts came to him.


The first was that Amy looked absolutely beautiful.
He’d seen her naked, he’d seen her in many outfits, but tonight she was simply
perfect, wearing her wedding dress, a wedding dress she wore because she had
married him.


The second thought was how proud he was, how
incredibly lucky he was, how unbelievably excited he was by the fact that Nick
and Syd and all the other men were hot for Amy. Not because they worked with
her, not because they played a role with her, but because she was that
arousing, that sexy, that sensual. She could have any of those men, she could
have enticed them at any time, even if she hadn’t worked with them or known
them. Pete knew she could have her pick, and yet she had married him.


Amy pulled Nick out on the dance floor, their bodies
very close. Pete’s mind and heart had told him the truth, that he was fine with
Amy continuing on with other men, more than fine. And now his body added to the
chorus, his cock stiffening as he watched his wife dancing with a man who had
fucked her.


He was sitting there grinning, stunned by his own
good fortune, when a voice said, “What’s so funny?”


He turned to see Julie, Amy’s daughter. Now his step
daughter.


“I’m just really, really, happy.”


“Then let’s dance again.”


“I’d love to, just give me a minute.”


Pete wanted to watch a little more of Amy with Nick.
And he also had to wait until his erection went away.


 


 


Amy was still wide awake as she and Pete
stood outside the door of the bridal suite. The music was still ringing in her
ears, her senses still tingling from the excitement of the ceremony.


She leaned back against the wall as Pete worked the key
lock. She wasn’t drunk; she’d been having so much fun she hadn’t had time to
drink. She had been having so much fun she didn’t need to drink.


“I can’t wait to get out of these shoes,” she said.


“Just keep them on a bit longer,” said Pete. “For
me, okay?”


Amy couldn’t deny him anything, after all, this was
his day too. Besides, she was so worked up, after having danced with so many
hot men. And women. Late as it was, she couldn’t wait to get in a bed with a
man. 


With her husband.


If he wanted her to stay in her shoes, in her
wedding dress, that was just fine.


“I’m supposed to carry you over the threshold,” said
Pete.


“That’s just for a new house. I think. It’s old
fashioned.”


“I have to admit I don’t have a house to give you as
a gift. But I do have a gift for you.”


“You’ve already given me an incredible gift. The
most memorable gift a bride could ever receive.”


“I told you, that was the first of many.” Pete
kissed her. “I do have a question for you though.”


“What?”


“The men you danced with tonight. Which one did you
like the most?”


“As in dancing?”


“As in whatever.”


Pete sounded serious. What was he asking? Which man
she most enjoyed being with? And why now?


This was her husband, and she had promised herself,
she had promised him, there would be no secrets between them. So she spoke the truth.
“I can’t really pick a favorite. I loved being with all of them.”


Pete’s face dropped, and for a moment Amy thought
she had misread him. He was hurt, she’d said the wrong thing, she should have
said Of course you are my favorite Pete.


She reached for him, but all at once he started
laughing, and she realized he had been teasing her.


“I was hoping you’d say that,” he said, and opened
the door. 


Pete had taken her hand, and Amy let herself be led
into the suite. Oddly, the lights were on, the room brighter than she expected.


And not empty.


The room was filled with men. Men she knew. Lou and
David and Nick and Carl and Eric and Dirk. A virtual harem of men, handsome,
white, black, brown, ruddy, bronze.


Amy’s mouth opened in shock, her eyes traveling from
each man and then back to Pete.


“My other wedding gift,” said Pete. “Gifts.” He held
up Amy’s hand, like he was introducing her as a debutante. To the men he said,
“Gentlemen, I give you my wife. And I mean that literally.” He turned back to
Amy. “That is, of course, if you’ll accept this wedding gift. A rainbow of
men.”


Amy’s mind reeled, realizing the true extent and
implications of Pete’s surprise. She searched Pete’s face, yet all she saw
there was happiness for her, and a real confidence, a certainty in his
decision, in his gift.


She turned to the men. She could see their arousal,
they were not here to play a role, they were here because she excited them, she
aroused them. And they knew they aroused her. Their heat was so palpable Amy
could feel it on her skin.


She felt so wonderfully on display, so wanted, the
only woman in the room, so extra noticeable in her bright wedding dress. Her heart
began to pound under their lustful gazes.


And from her own desire.


She squeezed Pete’s hand. “I’ll accept your gift
under one condition.”


“And that is?”


“You have to watch.”


Pete’s smile was contagious. “I was hoping you’d say
that, too.”


 


 


 


“Who would you like first?” asked Pete.


Amy looked at each of the men in turn. She couldn’t
possibly choose wrong. “Such a hard decision.”


“Maybe one who hasn’t quite given you everything?”
suggested Pete.


Amy, her mind racing, understood exactly what Pete
meant. Dirk, Lou, and Nick had fucked her without protection. David had come in
her mouth. That left Eric and Carl.


Amy took the two men by the hand and led them to the
massive bridal bed. She gave Pete one long, last look. It was not to see if he
was okay with what was about to happen, she was certain he was. It was so he
felt connected to her, her way of telling him she was thinking of him, and not
just the other men.


She was telling him she loved his gift, and she
loved him.


And then, thrilled that Pete was watching, she stood
on her toes, and gave Eric a deep kiss. Eric wrapped his arms around Amy, his
tongue diving into her mouth. Amy’s breasts were pressed against Eric’s
powerful chest, the kiss even more arousing because Pete was watching. Because all
the other men were watching too.


She broke free of Eric, panting, and Eric gave the
other men a thumbs up sign. Amy smiled and turned to Carl, who grabbed Amy by
the back of the head and pressed his lips hard against hers, a demanding kiss.
The two men kissed so differently, yet both had the same effect on Amy, sending
a searing heat to her belly.


Carl pushed her down onto the bed.


Amy wanted it to last, yet she was already so hot,
after being so close to these men all night, after dancing with them,
unleashing a primal arousal. She couldn’t wait. She squirmed to free herself
from her confining dress, but Pete said, “Leave it on, at least for a while. I
want to see you like that.”


Amy shook with the thought. Her husband wanted to
see her get fucked in her wedding dress.


It was so sinful, so utterly decadent, the ultimate
proof of his acceptance of what their marriage would be like.


Instead of unzipping the dress, she pulled it up so
that her legs were free. She had never put her panties back on after Syd had
fucked her, and now she lay back, her dress bunched up around her waist, her
legs covered in white stockings, the white above and below highlighting the
nakedness of her pussy.


She lay like that, like a slut, her legs spread in
invitation to the rough biker who stood at the edge of the bed. Yet she felt
nothing like a slut, or if this was what a slut was, Amy was happy to be one.


Carl dropped his pants, and without even taking off
his shirt straddled Amy on the bed.


“Going to fuck your wife,” said Carl.


It sounded so crude, so arrogant, so condescending,
yet it was exactly what a man like Carl would say.


“I hope so,” said Pete.


“Me too,” said Amy, pulling Carl down on top of her,
something extra arousing about both of them being partially dressed. Like a
quickie, a fast fuck in a back room of a party with a new guy, a stranger,
except this time all the guests at the party were watching.


Carl had fucked her before, but with a condom. Amy
reached for his cock, already hard, her fingers loving the feeling of
unprotected skin. She knew she was wet inside, but she’d need more lubrication
for Carl’s thickness, so she ran the head of his cock against her opening.


Carl wasn’t one to wait. As soon as Amy had lined
him up with her opening he drove into her. Amy gasped as she was stretched, her
body reacting instinctively, her juices flowing, her legs widening, her pussy
opening to his thrust. His face was inches from her, his eyes intense, not
kissing her, just watching her, wanting to see her reaction to being fucked,
her brief discomfort, followed by her submission, and then her arousal.


He fucked her hard, Amy lost in the sudden
intensity, Carl’s thrusts so concentrated, so forceful, that they pushed
everything out of Amy’s mind, where she was, what day it was, the other men in
the room, that she was now a married woman. It was nothing but her and Carl,
nothing but his cock and her pussy.


His intensity communicated to her more than words
possibly could, this was a man who wanted her, who perhaps had wanted her since
he had first been with her, who because of the role he was in then had been
denied the opportunity to fuck her without protection, who instead had to be
content with shooting his cum harmlessly onto her belly and tits. 


And Carl was a man who wasn’t easily contented.


He fucked Amy with an intensity that was no role, a
hardness that matched his demeanor, a hard man with a hard cock. 


Amy couldn’t take her eyes off of his, and she was
so attuned to him that even in his controlled visage she saw the first hint of
his impending release. Her fingers dug into his forearms, her legs wrapped
around his thighs, her pussy urging him on. He didn’t speak, he didn’t grunt,
and yet Amy knew with a certainty when he was ready. Her eyes called out to
him, and he drove deep, Amy holding still, and even as Carl’s eyes and face
held their hard stare, he could not hide the gushing communication of his cock,
the unmasking of his underlying emotions. He swelled inside her, Amy feeling
every pulse of his shaft as he released into her waiting pussy.


She was close herself, yet she held off, wanting to
revel in Carl’s uncharacteristic exposure of his desire, and it was only when
he had finished did her mind begin to pick up the reminders of where she was,
the bed, the wedding dress, the other men in the room in the periphery of her
vision.


And it was all that, as much as it was Carl’s hard
fuck, that pushed her to her limit, it was the thought of being taken, in front
of these other men, of being on her back with her legs spread in her wedding
dress while her new husband watched, and that is what took her to the limit and
over it, and she welcomed the last of Carl’s seed with a massive release of her
own, coming on his cock and in the wondrous joy of how she must look to Pete.


Her eyes sought out her husband, watching from
across the room in his tuxedo, so cute. He was grinning widely, making it clear
to Amy he was enjoying watching her now that she was his wife just as much as
he had enjoyed watching her before.


She mouthed, “I love you,” even as her legs were
still wrapped around Carl’s back.


Eric moved into her field of vision, blocking Pete.
He had dropped his pants, his thick shaft growing from his body like a tree
limb. Amy shifted on the bed so that her head was hanging over the side. Again Amy
was turned on by a man already hard just from watching her. Eric moved closer
and Amy found herself staring up at Eric’s huge balls from below.


She’d never sucked a man in this position,
everything looked so different, so new, so exciting. She ran her tongue
backwards from the head down to the base of his shaft, gently mouthing his
balls. Eric lowered himself as Emily took more and more of his sack into her
mouth. She knew this was a very sensitive spot for a man so she tried to be
careful, but having the promise of all his seed so close almost made her lose
control. Eric didn’t seem to mind, holding Amy’s head as he pressed his balls
deeper into her mouth.


Amy’s senses were overwhelmed by his closeness, his
musk, the unfamiliar sensation of being underneath in this position, Eric’s
cock laying along her chin and throat. She used her tongue around and around,
stunned by how hard his balls were. They had to be so full. . .


She opened her mouth as wide as she could, trying to
take all of him. It was impossible, so she did then next best thing, she again
ran her tongue along the bottom of his shaft, over and over, her hands around
Eric’s thighs. Eric groaned and bent over, driving his cock into her mouth.


Amy’s head had nowhere to go, bent back over the bed
almost painfully, but she didn’t care, another new position which thrilled her.
She pulled Eric down and her desire must have been communicated in her hands
and moans, because Eric began fucking her mouth.


If she’d been on her knees his cock would have
rubbed against the roof of her mouth, but in this position it ran across her
tongue, multiplying the effect of his taste and touch. Deeper and deeper he
thrust, the head at the back of her tongue, at the edge of her throat, Amy
trying to relax her reflexes, too much, she gagged, Eric pulling back, Amy
turning her head to catch a breath, then grabbing the shaft again with her
lips.


Her legs were still spread wide, the dress bunched
up. How wild she must look! On her back, her pussy open for all to see, her
head thrown back, her face being fucked. Eric moved his cock expertly, just
deep enough to make her start to gag, and then pulling back, over and over,
Amy’s throat opening, taking him deeper and deeper, until almost his entire
shaft was in her mouth, the deepest she had taken any man. 


Eric’s cock was not the longest she’d ever sucked,
otherwise she might not have been able to take it so deep. Yet it might have
been the thickest, perfectly matching his massive balls. Thinking of all that
he might release only served to excite her more, and she began pulling at
Eric’s thighs as he drove into her mouth. Her tongue on his shaft gave her the
first warning of how close he was, and instead of pulling away she opened her
mouth and throat as far as she could, forcing herself to relax her muscles.


And was rewarded with a giant spasm of Eric’s cock
along her tongue. Amy swore she could feel the driving flow of his cum along
his shaft, the release so deep that at first she couldn’t even taste it or feel
it, it disappeared right down her throat. Yet the jerks of his cock on her
tongue told her that he was shooting, all that cum from his full balls being
loosened into her. Again and again his cock surged, Amy taking short breaths
through her nose, now finally catching the pungent, salty tang. 


Eric grunted, signaling his final release, and as he
pulled out Amy grasped the head of his cock with her lips, catching the last
remnants of his seed, the taste exploding in her mouth, creating a powerful
memory of all he must have sent into her belly.


Amy lay catching her breath, her head and arms
splayed back over her head. From this upside down position she watched Pete
approach her. Thinking he wanted to join in, she reached for him.


“Not yet,” said Pete. “Here, let me help you out of
that dress.”


Amy sat up, her head swimming, and not just because
of the rush of blood. Eric and Carl were still in the room, watching. Pete
started to turn her around but she grabbed him in her arms in a big embrace.
“Do it from the front,” she said. “I want to see you.”


Pete felt around her back for the zipper, fumbling
through the lace. His movement brought his face close to hers, Amy knowing he
could discern the scent of Eric’s seed.


Pete managed to get her unzipped and he worked the
dress down her body, gathering it up. Amy stepped free, now wearing nothing but
her demi cup bra and her white stockings and shoes.


“Brides are the best,” said Nick, approvingly.


“Especially this one,” agreed Lou.


“There’s only one thing that can make her look
better,” suggested Dirk. He moved to the other side of the bed, making a come
here gesture to Amy.


Amy crawled across the bed, her ass up in the air, pointing
toward the other men. Dirk didn’t even take off his clothes, he simply unzipped
his pants, his cock jumping out like a spring. 


Before Amy could even reach for it she felt the bed
shift. She turned to see David, naked from the waist down, pulling off his
shirt. His deep ebony skin was perfectly outlined against the white wedding
dress which Pete still held as he stood behind Dirk.


“Eyes forward, please,” said Dirk, and as Amy turned
Dirk’s cock brushed across her cheek. She opened her mouth instinctively,
feeling the rush of another cock that was hard because of her.


There were few things she delighted in more than
seeing the proof of a man’s desire for her, using her mouth and tongue to probe
his hard shaft. . .


Nothing better, except for another hard cock,
pressing into her pussy.


Amy moaned around Dirk’s cock, this was so perfect.
Dirk had fucked her before, and she’d sucked David, and now their roles were
reversed. Or her role was reversed. Though she was incredibly wet and
stretched, she still felt the onslaught of David’s cock press into her folds. In
her mouth, Dirk’s cock was in the more familiar position, the top of his shaft
running along the roof of her mouth. 


She needed her hands to balance herself, so she used
just her mouth to work magic on Dirk’s cock. She had to keep from biting him as
David thrust into her. She half fell off the bed, yelping. David grabbed her
hips and proceeded to ram in and out of her, and soon Amy was shoving back at
him, the room filled with the slap of her ass against his thighs. She balanced
on one hand and used the other to grab Dirk’s cock, his erection so hard she
was able to use it for leverage.


She was slammed back and forth on the bed, speared
from front and back, Amy not believing this was happening, one man had already
shot cum in her mouth, another man in her pussy, and now she had two more hot,
willing, ready men. No, four, Nick and Lou were lining up for their turn, one
in front, one in back. A train.


An orgasm snuck up on her, set off from the idea of
these men having her, more waiting their turn, her husband now out of sight but
watching. Her body quivered, a long, deep from within release, a sensation
she’d never had, not an explosion, but a growing, burning fire of red hot
coals.


She hadn’t made a loud sound, but something in her
body’s response, either her mouth or pussy tightening, was transmitted to the
two men, and as one they pulled out of her. Amy let out a long, low wail,
reflecting her orgasm, a wail of surprised joy, a wail turning into
frustration. She shoved her hips back against David, and she was so open and
wet he slipped right in. If he wasn’t going to move she was, and she started
fucking him, goading him to continue, and she was rewarded as he grabbed her
ass and pulled her into his cock. Her lips sought out Dirk and once again her
mouth was filled.


Spurred on by her simmering orgasm, Amy jerked Dirk
off hard, wanting him to feel as good as she did, her hand flying even faster
than her hips, and without warning Dirk exploded into her mouth. Amy struggled
to take it all, her cheeks filling, hurriedly swallowing, getting ready for
more. Dirk’s grunt was lost in the sound of David’s body smashing into her ass.


“Fuck!” yelled David, his fingers digging into Amy’s
thighs, holding her in place as he released his seed into her pussy.


Two men had come in her, at almost exactly the same
time. . . 


Amy craned her neck to look at David, his face
showing exactly how pleased he was. As he pulled out Amy spun on the bed and
licked him clean, her belly twisting in arousal at the sinful taste, a
combination of her juices and his cum. 


And not just his.


Her mouth just had enjoyed the most delicious
buffet, going down the line, not of food, but of men, tasting to her heart’s
content.


David moved to the side, and the first thing she saw
was Pete.  He was now seated, looking like the proverbial drunk new husband,
his tie askew, loopy eyed. Yet he hadn’t been drinking, he was drunk only on
what he was seeing. His hands were clenched in her wedding dress, which lay in
his lap and over his legs. It gave Amy a wild idea, but she didn’t have time to
put it into motion, because another cock was thrust in her face.


She took Nick’s cock in her hand, her eyes on Pete,
holding the shaft in her fingers, her eyes widening for Pete’s benefit. She
gave it a long, slow lick while staring at Pete. 


Pete leaned forward, his eyes intent, his face
flushed with excitement, watching closely as Amy ran her tongue up and down
Nick’s shaft. What was Pete thinking now, she wondered? He obviously had
planned all this, he wanted these men to please her. To fuck her, to come in
her. Amy has suspected that Pete enjoyed this as much as she did, but seeing
how he watched her now she fully accepted it. 


She wiggled her ass, a flag of attraction, knowing
there was one man left in the room who hadn’t been in her yet.


One man beside her husband, that is.


Out of the corner of her eye she saw Lou, now naked,
taking his place in the train, kneeling on the bed and lining his cock up with
her demanding opening.


And once again she had two men in her, such an
incredible feeling, a sensation few women would ever experience. It was one
thing to kiss a man as he fucked you, yet there was something so much more
encompassing in having a hard, throbbing cock in your mouth, the double
penetration magnifying the effect of having a man’s body inside her.


Her initial, out of control arousal had been
slightly sated, so now she was able to focus on both men, using her hands and
mouth on Nick, squeezing her pussy around Lou, wanting it to last for her and
for them. She lost track of time, it might have been fifteen minutes, a half
hour, longer. Every time she sensed Nick getting close she would stop stroking
him, using just the tip of her mouth to maintain contact. Whenever Lou’s grunts
grew closer together she would slide forward, relaxing her muscles, reducing
the tightness.


“Tease,” muttered Lou.


Amy laughed around Nick’s cock. She couldn’t imagine
being any less of a tease right now. “I’ll show you tease,” she said,
and jerked forward, slipping away from Lou, at the same time letting Nick’s
cock plop out of her mouth.


She thought they would force their way back into
her, but both men waited, heeding her wishes. Amy missed their touch but at the
same time was thrilled with her control.


“Pete, I can’t believe what you let your wife do,” said
Nick.


Amy wasn’t sure if Nick was referring to what they
had been doing to her, or to her stopping them.


Pete answered her question, at least as far as he
was concerned. “Amy, that’s really no way to treat our wedding guests, don’t
you think?”


Amy gave Pete a friendly smirk. As if she was the
one not giving her guests more than any bride would give.


“On the other hand, guys,” said Pete. “That’s really
no way to treat the bride.” Pete hesitated a few seconds, and then added,
“Making her wait, that is.”


“Works for me,” said Lou, and drove his cock into
Amy.


Amy was thrown forward, smashing into Nick’s shaft,
opening her mouth just in time, the head bulging halfway down her throat. Lou
started to fuck her with abandon, Amy barely holding on, her fingers clutching
the sheet with one hand, and Nick’s cock with the other.


It was clear what both men wanted, and they wanted
it now.


Their sudden intensity awakened a new desire in Amy,
her second sexual wind, and as they each drove into her, filling her mouth and her
pussy, she had only one thought: for them all to come together.


She used her mouth to provoke Nick, she used her
inner muscles to bring Lou closer and closer, and as their arousal grew so did
hers, until she was just at the edge, forcing herself to wait, wait. . .


Lou’s fingers dug into her ass, signaling his
impending release, and Amy jerked wildly at Nick, letting him know with her
hands and her mouth and her moans how much she wanted it. Nick’s shaft swelled
in her hands and she clamped her pussy on Lou’s cock, the two men grunting in
unison, Amy finally letting herself go, her orgasm making her eyelids flutter
as the two men emptied themselves in her at the same time. The sensation was
overwhelming, cum jetting into her mouth as her pussy was being filled, her own
orgasm serving to entice every bit of seed into her body.


Amy was whimpering, she couldn’t take it for another
second. When she had swallowed the last of Nick’s release she collapsed onto
the bed. The sheets, though dampened with sex, still felt cool against her hot
cheeks. Lou languidly withdrew from her pussy and she lay there gasping,
completely sated and full, both figuratively and literally.


Pete knelt beside the bed. His eyes were shining. He
took her finger in his and used it to gently trace a line across her upper lip.
Amy realized Pete was using her finger to wipe the remnants of Nick’s cum off
her face, so she slipped her finger in her mouth and sucked it like she was taking
the release of a penis.


“Do you like your gift so far?” asked Pete. He was
still clutching her wedding dress.


“It was incredible,” murmured Amy. Then her brain
kicked in. “What do you mean so far?”


“I want you to remember this wedding night forever.”
said Pete. “And the night is young.”


“Pete, no, I can’t take any more!” Amy couldn’t
imagine more sex or another orgasm was possible. The wetness between her legs
was spreading, most of it not hers. She instinctively looked down.


“Well, not there, I guess,” said Pete, reading her
mind.


Before she could respond Pete got up and turned off
the light.


The room was plunged into darkness. Amy heard
shuffling, then a door opening and closing. Gentle hands took her by the
shoulder and guided her onto her belly. Her shoes and stockings were lovingly
removed. Amy felt like she’d been instantly transported to a sexual spa, and
she was being laid out for a massage.


Or massaged in preparation for getting laid.


Her legs were spread by confident hands on her
ankles. For a moment Amy thought she was going to be tied to the bed, but instead
her arms were raised over her head. On her belly, she was now facing the room,
or so she thought; she had got confused in the dark.


The lights clicked back on. She was staring directly
into Pete’s face. He was kneeling at the edge of the bed, inches from her face.
Behind him, the six men she’d shared her wedding bed with stood watching.


“You are so beautiful,” said Pete. “Without your
clothes, with your clothes. Especially when you wore this.” He held up the
wedding dress. “I’ll remember this night forever, and I hope you will too.”


“It will be very hard to forget,” replied Amy, not
meaning to make a pun, but she laughed when she realized what she had said.


Pete kissed her on the forehead, and suddenly Amy
felt the bed move. Someone was on the bed, behind her. She started to
turn to see who it was, but Pete quickly stopped her, taking her face in his
hands. “Don’t look.”


Amy was perplexed. Behind Pete she could see Dirk
and Lou and David and Nick and Eric and Carl. Everyone was accounted for. “Who
is it?” she whispered.


Pete didn’t answer right away, making her wonder and
suffer. “Does it matter?” he asked.


Amy didn’t think she could possibly become aroused
again, but this went right to the heart of her desires, this sudden surprise. A
new man.


Another gift from her loving husband.


“I can’t believe how well you know me,” said Amy,
truly thankful and in awe of how well Pete understood her. “I think you knew
me—the real me—before I did myself.”


“I thought I’d change that old saying,” said Pete.
“Something old, something new, something borrowed, something blue. I know you
wore those antique pearls, and your garter was blue. Although that seems to
have disappeared. You can think of all these men as being borrowed. And now
it’s time for the new. Not something new, but someone new.”


Amy’s legs were shaking, sensing the man poised
behind her. Who was he? “What is he going to do?” whispered Amy.


“Well, you said you were full,” said Pete. He nodded
over Amy’s shoulder.


Amy’s eyes widened in shock as she felt a hardness
press against her tight ass. “No. . .I mean I can’t, I
shouldn’t. . .”


“Better hold on,” said Pete, taking Amy’s hands in
his. Amy willed herself to relax, it was happening so fast, she wasn’t ready,
yet the sheer stunning surprise of what Pete had planned for her was such a
rush. Her entire body tensed, her heart pounding, her ass clenching at just the
implied pressure on her tight bud.


She grasped Pete’s fingers like a lifeline. Strong,
firm hands spread her ass cheeks, the cock dipping down along her dripping
pussy, instantly covered in lubricating fluids, not only her wetness, but the
seed of the other men contributing to prepare this mystery cock from entering
her.


Over and over the shaft slid along her pussy, then
it settled at her tight, pulsating opening. 


Pete held her hands, and Amy gasped as the head of
the cock pressed into her ass.


Her eyes locked on Pete’s, their faces inches apart,
his gaze as much support as his fingers entwined in hers. Seeing how intent Pete
was on watching her, seeing how much he wanted to please her, she practically
melted, her lip quivering with her love for him, odd as that seemed as a
strange cock was pressing into her most private and sensitive opening.


She might have cried tears of joy at her happiness,
her sheer luck for discovering who she was, for finding a man like Pete who
would support her, for the unknown bliss of what unbridled sex could bring. Yet
at that moment the stranger forced his cock deeper, her ass instinctively
resisting the hard intrusion, and it was only her inner softening about Pete
that allowed her body to overcome that resistance.


She opened herself to the intrusion, accepting,
wanting it for herself, for the stranger, and especially for Pete. She wanted
the thrill, the pleasure, and yes, even the quick pain that was even now
building, building. The pain battled with the thrilling pleasure, just as Amy
fought to keep her eyes open, to let Pete see every iota of her response, every
single reaction.


She’d been taken this way before, and she knew what
to expect, the biting pain as the head of the cock pressed past the last
tightness of her opening, and yet still she was stunned at how that pain
transformed first into pressure, then into the unique arousal, the thrill of
being entered this way quickly overwhelming any discomfort.


The thrill of being fucked in the ass.


By a stranger.


While holding her husband’s hand.


Looking into his eyes.


Her own eyes fluttered, her fingers squeezing Pete’s,
for support, for thanks, and to communicate to him exactly what she was going
through.


The cock edged deeper.


Deeper.


Amy gasped, wondering how far it was in her. She
tried to hold still, it was impossible, her body shaking like a leaf in a
hurricane, yet her ass had no place to go, no place to escape, as her hips were
pressed into the bed by the spearing of the hard shaft.


Deeper.


She was too tight, she needed more lubrication. Her
ass clenched again, making it worse, a threat of returning pain. Her lip
quivered, and she was about to cry out when Pete’s face changed, his eyes
widening with excitement, and now it was his fingers digging into hers.
She wished she could see Pete’s cock, to see how hard he was watching her.


Because she knew with a certainty that Pete was
hard.


His reaction again filled her with a softening wave,
and she must have relaxed her muscles ever so slightly, because the pain
suddenly went away and was replaced by the indescribable, utter sensation of
fullness that only being fucked this way could produce.


Deeper.


She saw her reflection in Pete’s eyes, a face in
blissful torment, an image of unimagined arousal.


Skin against her ass. The cock was all the way in. A
final press, and she jumped as it hit that most sensitive of spots, a place
nothing was perhaps made to ever reach.


Or in Amy’s case, a sensitive spot her body had just
for this.


Strong hands grabbed her hips, and the cock pulled
out, Amy sucking at it with her ass, recoiling, yet demanding, a new pressure,
that of release.


Then it pushed back into her, hard.


Amy let out a sound she’d never made before, a yelp,
a demand, a plea. The cock pulled almost all the way out, expertly just to the
point where her tightness was greatest, where the threat of the possible pain
was as fearsome as the pain itself, and then pushed back in, the pressure building.


Again.


Again.


“Oh, Pete, he’s fucking my ass!” she moaned
joyously.


“Do you like it?”


“I love it! Can you see?”


“Yes, he’s fucking you so good. I love watching
you!”


The pain was totally gone now, swept away by the
sheer thrill, by the intense excitement of being taken this way. And, best of
all, by being watched and held.


By her husband.


“I want you, I want your. . .” Amy
couldn’t think straight, she wanted Pete, his cock, his touch.


“Soon,” said Pete. “This is for you.”


Amy cried out, squeezing Pete’s hands so hard she
thought they would break. The strokes were now full and deep, delving all the
way to the magic spot, Amy pressed to the bed, even the silky sheets rough
against her swollen clit.


A hard thrust pushed her forward on the bed, her
face pressed against Pete, and she kissed him, a fleeting kiss, because the
next stroke made her cry out, her lip quivering against Pete’s, her breath hot
and filled with the remnants of all she had taken in her mouth.


“What do you want?” whispered Pete.


“I have it all,” she gasped.


“Right now. What do you want right now?”


“I want him to come!”


“Say it!”


“Come in me! Come in my ass!” Amy used the last bit
of her strength to lift her hips off the bed, meeting his hard thrust, and she
squeezed around his cock.


She was rewarded with a swelling, with strong
fingers digging into her, the stranger’s, Pete’s, and she swore she could feel
the release, the powerful spurts of cum shooting into her hot and ready ass.


Now she was crying, in absolute joy, from being
fucked, from seeing how excited her husband was. That would have been enough
for her, but as the cock was still releasing inside her the man wrapped his arm
around her thigh and flicked her clit with his fingers, and she was so primed
that one touch was all she needed, and her entire body rose up, shooting like a
rocket, impaling herself against the hard, secret cock. The finger flicked her
again, her body jumping, Amy trying to pull her hand away from Pete to stop the
relentless attack on her clit, but Pete wouldn’t let her go. Amy’s mouth opened
to yell, but no words came out, her orgasm unlike any she’d ever had, volatile
but with no end.


“I can’t, I can’t. . .”


But they made her, and she could.


When it was finally over her head collapsed on the
bed. Pete stroked and kissed her hair. Amy had never felt so fully sated, so
wonderfully exhausted, as if every muscle and nerve in her body had been used
to its utmost extent.


The unknown man pulled out, Amy now so totally
stretched and relaxed she barely felt it. The bed shifted, and out of the
corner of her eye she saw him move across the room.


He hadn’t spoken a single word.


As he walked out Amy got a quick glance at a tight
ass and a lean torso, long black hair tied back, his skin a distinctively
beautiful reddish brown. Her first thought was of an American Indian, a
warrior, hardened from the realities of life in nature.


And then he was gone.


Just as Pete had promised her, a rainbow of men.


She squeezed his hand and closed her eyes.


 


 


Pete had chosen this gift—these gifts—for
Amy, and yet he’d never given a gift that brought such joy to himself as well.


Not only because of how much Amy loved his gifts,
but because of how much he was turned on. Not only was it incredibly hot to
watch the intense, demanding sex, but seeing how much Amy reveled in it was
almost too much to take.


He had to struggle to not touch himself, to jerk off
right then. He didn’t want it to end.


Not even Carl’s announcement that he was going to
fuck Amy, fuck Pete’s wife, bothered him in the least. After all, that’s
why he had invited Carl to this particular party. Hearing the words made it
better for Pete, not worse.


And he’d seen how Amy had reacted to the words, how
she had lifted her dress, her wedding dress, spreading her legs, her
legs tight and so shapely in the form fitting stockings. She had no panties on,
and Pete couldn’t imagine she would have not worn panties for her wedding,
which could only mean they’d been taken off earlier, with Syd.


Which told Pete Syd had been near Amy’s pussy. Maybe
he had licked her, maybe he had fucked her. . .


Had Amy walked down the aisle moments after being
fucked? Had her pussy been wet with cum as they had exchanged vows?


Even if Carl hadn’t been fucking Amy now, Pete would
have hardened uncontrollably at that thought.


It was a good thing he hadn’t known the details of
what Amy had done with Syd, otherwise he would never have made it though the
ceremony.


He felt he had no second thoughts, yet if he had,
deep down inside, they were swept away by the thrill he got from the thought of
his bride to be being fucked just before the wedding.


And by the thought of his bride being fucked right
now. Not just fucked, but fucking, Amy wrapping her legs around Carl and
holding him tight as he released his seed into her.


Amy had been fully immersed with Carl, yet at the
end she looked right at Pete, telling him she loved him.


Amy knew it wasn’t just about her, that it even
wasn’t just about him getting excited as he watched. It was about why they both
got excited, and it went far beyond the sex. Pete knew he could get excited
watching a beautiful woman have sex. But nothing compared to watching this
beautiful woman have sex. To see every inch of her body, every reaction in her
face, in a way he never could if he was the man having sex with her.


From that point on, it had only got better. Watching
Amy suck on Eric and swallow his load. Then going to her to remove her dress,
the way she had turned to him so she could see his face, unable to avoid her
breathy exhalation, colored with the aroma of Eric’s seed. 


After that Pete had no strength left to stand,
falling into the chair, clutching Amy’s dress, watching the other men take
their turns.


And then, his next gift for Amy, completing her
harem. A man she had never met, a man Pete had known for years, a man he
instinctively realized, the moment he had first seen Amy have sex, she would be
drawn to. A powerful, silent man, a man of mystery.


A man who would take his wife in a way not even Pete
had.


In fact, Pete had only had sex with Amy once, the
night he had proposed to her. He had licked her, and he had been inside her. He
could still remember her taste from that night, he could still remember the joy
of first entering her, a joy that was greater, not less, because she was
already wet and full of another man’s cum.


After that night, Pete knew Amy was willing to have
sex with him, she wanted to have sex with him. But the first time they
were alone together he had joked that they should save it for their wedding
night, the two of them laughing at the ridiculousness of his comment. And Amy,
sweet Amy, sweet understanding wonderfully teasing Amy, had surprisingly
agreed. Yes, she had said, at first with a light voice, and then more
forcefully. They shouldn’t have sex together until they were married.


So for six months he’d listened to Amy’s stories
about being with other men, he’d jerked off watching her get ready, he’d jerked
off while she was with them, he jerked off when she came back. Once or twice
she’d kissed his cock, nowhere near as many times as she had kissed his lips,
especially after being with another man.


He’d spewed on her belly, on her legs, on her
breasts, on himself. But never in her mouth or her pussy or her ass.


And now, tonight, three different men had come in
Amy’s mouth, and three different men had come in her pussy. And one in her ass.
Not to mention what Syd must have done.


Just as Pete had planned it.


 


 


Amy dreamed, or thought she was dreaming,
it was hard to tell, because she felt so utterly alive, so attuned to reality.
Perhaps this was because she was naked, capturing every atom of the
environment. A man stood before her, also naked, her eyes drawn to his private
parts, then his torso, and as her gaze reached upward to identify him, the body
changed, dragging her eyes back down. Again and again, each time a different
body, a different man, her eyes never making it to his face.


Yet the men all looked familiar, each bringing forth
memories of the cut of their abs, their waists, and especially their cocks.


She realized she was seeing every man she had ever
been with, and now she knew who they were. The men at the wedding, the men who
had been guests of the resort. Even her ex-husband Steve. For all his issues,
they’d had some good sex.


The last man wasn’t standing, he was sitting. His
body was hidden behind a white puffy pile, was he naked?


She’d have to identify him by his face.


Her eyes moved up, past the whiteness.


Pete.


She smiled at him, and he smiled back.


“You’re awake,” he said.


“What? How long was I sleeping?” she asked dreamily.


“It doesn’t matter.”


Which meant it had been a while. She was too languid
to look for a clock. “What have you been doing?”


“Just watching you.”


The real reality returned. She was still on the bed,
still naked—that much was the same as her dream—still in the same position she
had been after she’d been taken by the stranger. On her stomach, her legs
spread, her head facing the foot of the bed.


Facing Pete.


This is how her husband had watched her get fucked.


Perhaps at another time in her life, once past the
uncontrollable throes of sex, she would have closed her legs, she would have
covered herself, embarrassed. Perhaps if another man had been sitting there.
Yet with this man, her new husband, the man who had given her this great gift,
she merely smiled.


Pete still clutched her wedding dress in his lap.


She got up and stretched, feeling incredible. Her
husband had made all this happen. It was his turn.


She gently took the dress from his fingers and set
it aside. “I want to thank you for such a wonderful wedding gift,” she said.
“Gifts.” She straddled him on the chair and pulled free his bow tie. She began
to unbutton his shirt. 


Her lips brushed his forehead with a gentle kiss.
“That is for Syd,” she whispered. She undid a few more buttons, then kissed him
on the cheek. “That is for Dirk.” More buttons. “Lou.” A kiss on his neck.


She pulled Pete’s shirt free, drifting the tips of
her fingers along his chest, feeling how he tensed. She kissed his chest.
“Eric.”


Her hands reached his belt, and she freed it, then
dropped to her knees before him as she pulled down his pants and underwear. His
cock was hard and quivering. “David.”


She kissed him on the stomach.


She slipped off his shoes, then his pants. She
kissed his thigh. “Nick.”


Her hair brushing against his cock, she kissed his
other thigh. “Carl.”


She looked up at him, poised over his shaft, her
eyes full of meaning. With her eyes directly on his, she kissed the very tip of
his cock, loving how it jumped at her. “The mystery man.”


Pete’s breathing was shallow and quick, his skin
warm in her fingers as she spread his thighs.


She stayed like that for long moments, the two of
them communicating with their eyes, Amy reading him with her fingers. This was
the time any other woman would take her husband’s cock in her mouth, where any
other woman would repay the incredible kindness and love he’d shown her, where
any other woman would release him from his pent up torment.


This is where any other woman would have sucked him
or fucked him.


This is where another man would have expected it,
wanted it, perhaps even begged for it.


But Amy was not any other woman. And her husband,
thankfully, was not any other man.


“I know we talked about waiting for our wedding
night,” she said.


His breathing quickened, long months of expectation
barely held in check.


“But. . .” she began. Before she could go
on, before she could decide in her mind whether she wanted to prolong this, not
just for a few minutes, but perhaps much, much longer, Pete finished her
thought.


“But the night is young,” he said.


Amy smiled, reinvigorated with a new thrill. Their
hands moved as one, meeting on his hard shaft.


“I want to watch,” whispered Amy.


“I know,” Pete replied, and with her fingers resting
lightly on his wrist, he began to jerk off.


She moved back to the bed, not because she didn’t
want to be close to him, but because she wanted to see it all, his hands, his
cock, his body, and especially his face. She’d never seen a man look so tense
and happy at the same time.


“I love looking at you,” she said, and meant it.


“You’re so beautiful,” he said. “I am going to do
everything I can every single minute of every single day to make you the
happiest woman in the world.”


“You already are.”


His fingers slowed. Amy suspected  he was trying to
make it last, yet it was a hopeless goal, he had to be so incredibly aroused.
He deserved his release, a release to remember forever.


She grabbed her wedding dress, clutching it just as Pete
had clutched it as she’d been fucked, as those other men had come in her mouth,
in her pussy, in her ass.


She held it out toward him. Again their thoughts
were the same. Pete leaned forward, pulling the skin along his shaft down hard,
forcing the head to bulge, the slit to open. . .


And with a moan of delight he shot into the folds of
her wedding dress, Amy watching every spurt, the dress catching it all, Pete’s
release disappearing into the billowy lace.


When Pete was finished Amy could see no evidence of
his cum. It was as if her dress had swallowed it whole, just as her mouth and
her pussy and her ass had swallowed every drop from the other men.


“That was so hot,” said Pete. His hand
dropped from his cock. His eyes were alive, there was not a hint of
disappointment in what he had done, and what he hadn’t done.


Amy shivered at her own happiness. “I thought so
too. Now it’s time for my gift to you.”


“That wasn’t it?”


Actually, Amy had bought Pete a watch, but that
seemed so inadequate a gift right now. She’d give it to him later. Instead, she
stood, and took him by the hand, leading him to the bed, where she directed him
to lie on his back.


 “I have three gifts for you,” she said, hooking her
leg over his chest, straddling him. “One I’ll give to you later. This is the
second.” She lifted herself up on her knees, edging up until her pussy was
poised over his face. She loved the way he looked as he lay under her. She
couldn’t believe that at one time she had not thought Pete to be especially
attractive or appealing. Right now, especially in this position, he was the
most desirable man in the world.


She lowered her pussy toward his face. Her lips met
his, a kiss to define their love and their relationship.


He kissed her pussy, then opened his mouth to accept
her. To accept her in every possible way.


She didn’t believe it would be possible that she
could get aroused again, yet as Pete probed her with his tongue a new heat
spread from her pussy to her belly to her breasts. Not a heat of passion, or
lust, but of love, of the happiness of a true sharing.


Amy lifted her hips so she could see Pete’s face.
She’d never seen a man look so content, his eyes bright, his mouth in a grin,
his chin covered in wetness.


She reached back to feel for him. He was still only
semi hard, but that was okay.


She slipped down his chest, leaving a trail of
wetness, and guided his shaft into her. “My third gift,” she whispered.


She was so wet and full of every kind of juices that
she wouldn’t be able to feel Pete in her even if he had been fully erect.


And that was okay too.


No cock had ever been so sweet, no cock had ever
been so good, though physically she could barely feel him as she gently,
lovingly, rode him.


“You’re the perfect husband for me,” she said, and
now, finally, kissed him full on the lips.


Their kiss was one of deep communication, of even
deeper understanding. And in that instant Amy knew that this night had not been
the highlight of their relationship, it was just the beginning.


She couldn’t wait.


Perhaps Pete would have hardened again, perhaps he
might even have made her come, by fucking her or licking her, or just by her
thinking about her incredible night.


But she never got the chance. The door opened in the
other room, Amy’s head snapping up at the interruption. She stared aghast at Pete.


He was smiling, a knowing smile.


“I can’t!” she protested. “And I don’t want
another man now, just you.”


Pete was laughing. “Who said anything about another
man?”


Amy twisted her head to see two women in the doorway
to the bedroom. Laura and Li. Li, still in her wedding outfit, was standing
behind a very naked Laura, holding Laura by the shoulders, like she was being
offered up as a gift.


“Ladies’ turn,” said Li.


Amy looked back and forth from the beautifully
alluring women to Pete, and soon she was laughing too, even as a renewed heat
spread in her breast.
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Back in The Game


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


 


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


Back in The Workforce


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


 


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


A Model Arrangement


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


 


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


Allie Shows Her True Colors


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


Realities with men other than her husband.


 


A 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
Needs


 


 


Coming Soon


Accepting Her
Needs


Exploring Her
Needs





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!)
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by C. C. Morian


A Surprise Revelation (The Surprise
Series #1)


 


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


 


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


 


Richard. Vern. Marcus. 


Safety. Danger. Passion.


Choices.


 


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


 


 


 


A Surprise Reunion (The Surprise
Series #2)


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


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


 


 


 


 


Allure of The Vixen


 


Allure of the Vixen: The Lover


 


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


 


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


 


But she’s very married.


 


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


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


 


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


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Revenge In The Hamptons


(Powerful Women
Revenge Series)


 


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


                                                                                 


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