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Bryce lifted his new bride
into his arms, carrying her symbolically over the threshold of
suite 1429 at the Bellagio Hotel. The room softly glowed gold and
purple from the neon Las Vegas Strip below. He carefully laid
Jessica down on the enormous king sized bed, and crawled on top of
her, admiring how stunning his new wife looked in her
gown.

Meeting six years ago near
the UCLA campus, it was hardly love at first sight. Bryce was a
very driven, type-A, business major that only had eyes for his
business contacts. He spent every spare minute networking with
local business executives looking to get his foot in the door. On
the complete opposite side of the spectrum, Jessica was studying
veterinary medicine and volunteering at the local animal shelter on
weekends. The serendipitous meeting of these two polar opposites
occurred at a charity golf outing sponsored by ASPCA. Instant lust
overcame Bryce as he watched Jessica schmooze the execs for
donations. Jessica, on the other hand, had been laser-focused on
her charity work, and barely had time to shoot a random glance at
the handsome stranger that had been eyeballing her all afternoon.
Weeks went by until Bryce worked up the nerve to call her, tracking
down his future wife through the animal shelter. The rest, as they
say, is history.

“You looked so beautiful
today Jess, I love you so much.”

Bryce leaned down trailing
soft kisses down the nape of her neck to the top of her cleavage.
He ran his hand down the curve of her hip, gathering her dress up
over her slender thighs.

Jessica laced her fingers
through his wavy brown hair encouraging him to move his mouth lower
to the throbbing ache underneath her dress.

“I love you too
baby”

Hooking his fingers on
either side of her white lace thong, he worked it down her long
legs and onto the floor. Bryce took his time lavishing kisses along
the slim strip of curls that adorn her womanly mound. Jessica
inhaled sharply as his probing tongue dipped repeatedly between her
soft wet folds. His hands reached up caressing her ample breasts
while his tongue flicked and darted expertly over her swollen bud.
Her pulse quickened, and her muscles quivered as she reached her
orgasm. Clutching handfuls of the creamy white bedspread, Jessica
cried out succumbing to the ecstasy.

“Your turn Hubby
dear.”

She changed places with
Bryce, straddling his legs and pulling his pants down to his knees.
Her hand reached in his boxers coaxing his manhood to awaken from
its slumber. Puzzled at his still flaccid state, she slipped his
shorts down and focused all of her effort on getting him hard. She
tried in vain to suck him back to life, as his lifeless flesh
stared back at her, unrelenting in its retreat.

“You OK sweetie? Are you
not feeling up to this right now?”

“I thought I was, I don’t
know, maybe I drank too much at the reception.”

Bryce had struggled several
times before with impotence, which he chalked up to stress or
exhaustion from his 60-hour workweeks.

Claiming defeat, Jessica
stripped off her wedding gown and climbed back in bed with Bryce.
Lying warm and safe in his arms, she vowed to try again
tomorrow. This marriage will not go
unconsummated, she
thought drifting off to sleep.

Coppery orange hues kissed
the mountains as the sun heralded the start of a new day in Las
Vegas. The newlyweds had plans to meet several of their bridal
party that morning for brunch. Groping the left side of the bed,
Jessica felt the empty spot where Bryce had been. The steam
emanating from underneath the bathroom door gave away his location.
As she strode toward the door to join him in the shower, she was
taken aback by the sounds of moaning echoing off the tiled
enclosure. Jessica cracked the bathroom door to see her husband,
fully erect, stroking his generous shaft to completion.

Jessica felt confused and
slightly hurt that her husband did not rise to the occasion with
her, but was perfectly capable of doing it on his own.
Was it me? Did I do something wrong?
Her mind spiraled with self-shame as she
second-guessed herself. This had happened a few times before Vegas,
and she still struggled to solve the mystery of his Jekyll and Hyde
sexual performance.

Arriving at brunch, Jessica
quickly wove her way through the vast sea of tables over to her
best
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