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Amanda HawkinsThe Hero of the Story: No, really, he is!
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Oh god… Loribeth’s body is alive in ways I never dreamed of! I feel soft all over, so

sweet and sexy—but you know what’s weird? I was never attracted to girls, and I

didn’t have much time for my sister when we were kids, but when I took off that

fabulous dress, stripped down to my lingerie and checked myself out in the mirror—

for the first time in my life I could see what the fuss was about. I finally had the kind

of body men actually want—guys like Jeff, whose interest in me was obvious from

the moment he dropped his pants. Apparently they’d been saving themselves for the

last three or four months, in anticipation of getting it on big-time for their wedding

night. I felt a bit guilty when I realized that, but it went away the moment I checked

out Jeff’s package. The man’s huge! Frankly, I felt flattered that it was my body that

inspired something so impressive. Yes, even then I was thinking of this as my body.

I warmed him up with my mouth, kneeling next to our bed. Then he swept me into

his arms and kissed me like no groom has ever kissed his bride’s older brother. I felt

more loved and desired in that moment than ever before—no surprise there. Then he

lowered me onto silken sheets, told me that he loved me, and well… what followed

made me a woman, in mind, body and soul. It was when he was inside me, manhood

pumping in and out with ever-increasing ferocity, in the seconds just before he shot

his load—that was the moment Loribeth and I were fused into a single being.

After that, I could no more imagine being my sad-sack brother than I could imagine

being… I don’t know, a smelly old bear? Cold, hungry and lost in the woods. I was

a real woman, I was Jeff’s wife and this was my life now. Until death do us part.


