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		Chapter One

		

		What If We Tried This?

		

		Hallie Bergstrom was at work, just noodling around on her computer--taking a brief sanity break, actually--when she first read the article on one of the web’s ubiquitous news pages. She grinned and shook her head; then quickly moved on to another article.

		But on her lunch hour that day, she found the piece she had read earlier again, about the so-called “The 80/20 Solution”, and reread it carefully. The story still struck her as being off-the-wall: she had trouble imagining anyone actually doing what the short article suggested.

		The main premise of the piece was that more and more people were coming to the logical conclusion that even though they truly loved their partner, very few people could manage to be one-hundred percent of what the other person needed, one-hundred percent of the time.

		Answering about eighty percent of their partner’s needs was the most a majority of the couples interviewed in the article could manage. So they were giving each other some space, agreeing to spend eighty percent of their time together and giving themselves a pass on the other twenty percent.

		That sounded wild to Hallie; a little crazy, in fact. But still....she mused thoughtfully; this offbeat solution also represented a very creative and innovative way of dealing with several problems inherent in a long-standing marriage like hers.

		After all, she told herself, anyone could get slightly bored with someone else after spending enough years together. It often was absence, after all—when you really thought about it—that truly made the heart grow fonder, as the old saying went.

		So just before leaving her office that night, she impulsively printed out a copy of the thought-provoking article and slipped it into her briefcase. She told herself as she surreptitiously made the copy that she just wanted to study it some more at home.

		But she was aware, at the same time, of a still-nebulous plan that was already forming in the back of her mind…

		

		****

		

		“You know, our spring break vacation is coming up during the middle of next month,” her husband, Al remarked casually at dinner that night. “We really should get cracking on plane flights and room reservations pretty soon. I know that Las Vegas has Hell’s own amount of hotel rooms, but I still think we’re going to get a better deal, the earlier we book.”

		Hallie just stared at him vacantly when he finished speaking. It was all she could do not to frown. They had celebrated their tenth wedding anniversary only two months ago and they had already spent three of their spring-break vacations in the desert gambling mecca. The spring vacation trip Al was proposing would up that total to four, in just ten years.

		It wasn’t that she didn’t enjoy visiting the neon-bright, bustling city which Humanity’s love of trying to get something for nothing had built in the middle of nowhere. But all Al wanted to do when they were there was gamble and test some new betting system he had devised to “beat the house”.

		She, in turn, was more into seeing the glamorous shows along the world-famous Las Vegas Strip, eating in the many fine restaurants which the desert oasis offered, and shopping to her heart’s content in its fabulous, famous-designer boutiques; which rivaled those of Rodeo Drive in Beverly Hills in both their opulence and their numbers. During the day—when she wasn’t busy shopping—Hallie was more than content to lay in the bright desert sunshine, beside a sparkling swimming pool, working on her tan and sipping a refreshing daiquiri.

		And she had to admit; she had done all of those things every time they had vacationed in Las Vegas in the past.

		What bothered her was that she had been forced to do most of them alone; while Al visited the tables, or sat in their hotel room, his eyes never straying from his laptop’s monitor, refining his latest betting system’s finer points in light of the previous evening’s play results on the gaming floor. Each of them had had fun on their previous Vegas trips, she supposed, but she kept telling herself that having an active companion to enjoy her version of the fun with would have made it even better!

		It wasn’t her fault that her interest in gambling was nowhere the level of her husband’s. She had to admit that he was definitely much happier at the tables, trying to break the bank, than he was lounging about in the hot afternoon sun, sipping exotic cocktails with her.

		And she couldn’t complain that Al was merely being foolish with their money; with all of this incessant gambling. Her husband had such a brilliant mind for numbers and odds that he never lost much; when he lost at all.

		Their past trips to Las Vegas had been wildly successful, if you used winning money as your criteria for judging them. Al had managed to either arrive back home without spending a dime; despite the extravagant price of their top-flight hotel rooms, the cost of their first class airline tickets, her lavish shopping sprees, the total bill for their meals, and the tab for renting a car for the entire ten days. On some trips, he had managed to turn a small profit on his latest “system”, even after covering all of their expenses!

		As she looked across the dinner table at him now, she saw that he was starting to look slightly exasperated, waiting for her reply to his statement about the reservations and plane tickets.

		“I thought we were still talking about Hawaii this year,” she responded at last, “or perhaps taking a driving vacation through the western states; seeing the Grand Canyon and the Redwoods. I’m pretty sure that making Las Vegas this year’s spring break destination hadn’t been decided yet, the last time we discussed it.”

		“We went to Hawaii for a couple of weeks two years ago, in the late summer,” Al reminded her somewhat impatiently.

		“What about driving through Arizona and California? We were still talking about that, the last I heard.”

		“You were still talking about it,” he corrected her somewhat sourly, his voice bordering on becoming testy.

		“They have Indian casinos in those states,” she reminded him.

		“Some of those places aren’t much more than glorified Quonset huts with a few poker machines and slots scattered around,” he replied disdainfully. “The table games offered in those places are a joke to a serious player. I know. I’ve checked them out carefully on the web.”

		She had done some checking, too, and she knew what he’d just said to be true. While some of the Indian casinos in the two western states were sprawling and Vegas-like with their huge, gambling halls and five-star resort facilities, many of the smaller ones wouldn’t even be worth visiting; not for a real gaming aficionado like her husband.

		Besides, she knew the drill. Most gambling systems were based on hours of steady play, backed by sufficient funds to allow for that, and strict adherence to the system’s betting strategy.

		Runs of what other people called “luck” tended to ebb and flow over the course of several hours. A serious player had to be able to sit at a table for a long time, in order to chart the losses and wins in his head as they happened, and vary his bets accordingly.

		It wouldn’t really be possible do that on a driving trip which was mostly sight-seeing oriented. The vacationers would, instead, end up seeing mostly the insides of Indian casinos--and not the Redwoods—if their intention was to win any serious money on such a trip. It was either that or you’d end up leaving the casino just when your luck was about to change for the better, and wind up hiking through the Redwoods with much less money in your wallet than you might have if you’d only stayed at the tables for a few more hours!

		As she thought about that, it suddenly dawned on her that she was going to lose this argument. They were going to end up in Vegas again, spending half of their four weeks of annual vacation together, but really apart--for all practical purposes.

		Oh, they’d see each other once in a while for dinner or lunch, and spend part of the night sleeping together in their hotel suite: Al tended to gamble into the wee hours of the morning sometimes. And of course, they’d fly out to Las Vegas together and fly home the same way.

		And that would be it--that would be their spring vacation. She had the distinct feeling, as she considered all of it, that she’d seen this movie before, one too many times!

		Abruptly recognizing she was very sure she couldn’t stand doing what they usually did again, she raised a hand—signaling for him to wait a second—and rose from her seat at the kitchen table. She made her way into the den, quickly found her briefcase, and fished around inside it for the copy she’d made of the article she’d read today.

		Marching back into the kitchen, she handed it to him and sat down again opposite her husband once again. She said, “Read that and tell me what you think.”

		Looking somewhat mystified by her behavior, he dropped his eyes and scanned quickly through the short article. If anything, his bewildered look intensified as he read it.

		When he was done, he asked, “So, what are you trying to tell me with this?”

		“I just saw that article on the net today, at work. I haven’t had time to give it a lot of thought yet,” she began, “but I am sure that I don’t want to spend my spring vacation the same way I have three times before. I want to do something different this year, if you’re dead set on going to Vegas again this spring.”

		His handsome face assumed a wary look as he asked, “What do you mean…‘different’?”

		A wild, slightly-unhinged thought popped into her mind and she asked him, “What if we flew out to Vegas together, like usual, but we separated at the airport? We could each book rooms at different hotels along the Strip. We could even go so far as renting separate cars; that way we’d be free to explore Vegas on our own: we could each do whatever we wanted. Then we’d meet up at the airport in ten days and fly home together.”

		Al sat back in his chair, as stunned as if she’d just asked him for a divorce from out of the blue. It was clear to Hallie that his logical, mathematician’s mind was struggling to process what she’d just suggested.

		If it didn’t represent such a serious moment in their marriage, she would have laughed! Poor Al was obviously dumbfounded; he had truly been gob-smacked by her unexpected proposal.

		Not that she was totally at ease with it either. She was already experiencing pangs of regret over what she’d just suggested. As she looked at Al, she remembered meeting him for the first time, in an advanced math class she’d taken back in her senior year of college.

		He’d been introverted, shy, and completely gorgeous—in a nerdy, backward sort of way—besides being brilliant. She’d been tall and blonde and curvy, just the way she was now, and not nearly as good at math as he was.

		He wore contacts these days, after years of her nagging him to try them, so he was even more handsome than he had been back in school, when he’d still insisted on wearing those horn-rimmed glasses. And he had a quiet confidence about him now that he hadn’t yet developed back in college.

		She liked to think she’d had something to do with that, too. His geeky friends hadn’t believed at first that a true stunner like her could really be interested in a shy, nerdy boy like Albert Bergstrom.

		But that had just gone to show how much those guys knew. Because she had been; deeply interested!

		At first, she had to admit, she’d just been attracted by his good looks--and how painfully unaware he’d been about them—and by his brain. She had started out merely hoping she could charm him into helping her pass the math class.

		She’d been successful at doing that alright, and as they saw more and more of one another, he’d somehow worked up the courage to ask her out on a date which had nothing at all to do with their studies. And to his great surprise and everlasting joy, she had accepted!

		They hadn’t had sex for the first few dates and when they at last did, it had been a revelation for them both. Hallie had discovered that shy, backward-with-women Al had a very nice cock and a true desire to learn more about how to use it to really please a girl. And she had been only too glad to turn the tables in their relationship and act as his willing instructor for a change!

		He, in turn, had discovered that being in bed with a male pin-up fantasy girl like Hallie was so much better in reality than it had been in all of his past daydreams! She’d had much more sexual experience than him, of course, but she’d reveled in showing him a few new tricks in the bedroom. And he’d proven to be a more than adept pupil.

		Now, sitting across the table from him, she smiled at those fond memories and reached across to touch his hand lightly. He jumped, lost in re-reading the short article for the sixth or seventh time.

		Startled, Al looked up and asked, “What about sex with other people we might come into contact with while we’re taking this mini-vacation from each other? This article says some couples who try this 80/20 thing abstain from having sex altogether while they’re apart, while others feel free to do whatever they want during the twenty percent of separation time.”

		“It also says, if you read it carefully, that every couple differs in what they feel comfortable with doing,” Hallie countered. “We could discuss what is acceptable in our case, sexually speaking, before it ever happens, and stay strictly within those boundaries, if we decided to try this.”

		There was another long silence in the kitchen as he thought about that. She could almost see the gears in that spectacular mind of his engaging as he wrestled with this new “problem”.

		After as short while, he surprised her right down to the soles of her shoes by smiling broadly and saying, “Okay, let’s discuss this logically, like two rational people. First, let’s decide if we even want to do it; if it seems right for us. And then let’s talk about how we want to proceed, exactly, if we do decide we want to try this.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Two

		

		Deciding

		

		Though it was her who had set this whole thing in motion, Hallie had to admit she was nervous about even discussing the details of her radical vacation suggestion with Al. Together, they quickly cleared away the left overs and put the dishes in the dishwasher after finishing dinner.

		While they worked, he floated the idea of the two of them having a drink and going into the living room to continue their discussion. That sounded great to Hallie. Neither of them were big drinkers, but they did keep a few bottles of their favorite liquors in a cupboard in the kitchen.

		Al opened the cupboard, quickly fixed her a gin martini, and a Canadian whiskey over ice for him. Then they made their way into the living room, him clutching his cocktail in one hand and the copy of the article that had started all of this in the other.

		Sitting together on the couch, they sipped their drinks in a slightly uneasy silence. Their cocktails had been half-consumed before he finally said, “I guess we’ll go ahead and fly out together to Vegas and then rent separate cars at the airport, if we decide to try this.”

		She nodded her head in agreement and answered, “Separate hotels are a good idea; too, I think. That way, we can avoid running into each other all the time. That could be awkward; depending on how we decide to handle the ‘seeing other people while we’re separated’ part of this equation.”

		He bobbled his head earnestly, agreeing with her, and said, “Las Vegas is a big town and it’s full of visitors. If we were to stay in different hotels, I doubt we’d run into each other at all during those ten days.”

		Hallie nodded again as well, indicating she was entirely in accord with what he’d just said. That settled; they finished their cocktails in silence.

		Without even asking if she wanted another, he rose from the couch, reached out for her empty glass, and then walked into the kitchen. She heard more ice being added to the glasses and he soon returned to the living room carrying two fresh drinks.

		He waited until they had both taken a few sips and then said, “Returning to the sex-with-other-people angle; what do you think?”

		She agonized. Hallie had to admit, she hadn’t thought much about that aspect of this daring plan at all.

		I haven’t even had much time to think about the “separate” vacations part of it, she told herself, much less the “sex with other people” part!

		Like most married couples, their first years spent together had been white-hot in the bedroom. They’d made love twice a night some nights, and never failed to have sex at least four or five times a week.

		Needless to say, those impressive numbers had tailed off over the intervening years. She supposed they were intimate four or five times a month now, on the average.

		She still found Al very attractive as a sex partner, and she was confident he felt the same way about her. Hallie had grown accustomed over the years to being the object of leering glances from the men she met.

		They couldn’t seem to help staring at her long legs admiringly, or gazing longingly at her tight little ass. And they were constantly stealing looks down her bodice, whenever she wore anything low cut. She’d had beautiful, quite bounteous breasts ever since she’d turned thirteen and most of the men she’d met over the years seemed to be as attracted to them as cats were to catnip!

		Since she’d been married, she’d barely taken note when men undressed her with their eyes. It had become almost as expected by her as the sun coming up each morning.

		But lately--since she’d been in her thirties--she’d begun to feel her biological clock ticking. Her body’s desire for sex seemed to be amping upward in recent years, not decreasing, and that increased her awareness of men’s ogling glances.

		She’d done some research on the net and discovered that this was all quite normal. Mother Nature had instilled in almost all human females the drive to procreate while they still could, and as she got nearer to the end of her natural reproductive years, she had quite naturally felt her need for sex growing.

		She and Al had always talked about wanting kids, eventually; just not right away. He had always been too busy, at first fighting for more classes to teach—representing a full time professorship—and nowadays, he was lobbying for tenure at the small university where he taught mathematics.

		Hallie, on the other hand, had been obsessed with clawing her way to the top of her department at the large manufacturer she where she worked. She had always hoped to become Vice-President in charge of Marketing before she took her first maternity leave.

		And now she was very close. She might get finally get the long-coveted VP position as soon as this fall, if her current boss got promoted when old man Markley retired at the end of this coming summer.

		She pushed all such thoughts from her mind and concentrated on the subject at hand. Al was patiently waiting to discuss the possibility of sex with other people. Should they—would they--elect to remain exclusive, during their proposed separation, or would they give themselves the freedom to explore…to play around a little, if the opportunity presented itself?

		“I really hadn’t thought much about it,” she finally admitted to her husband.

		She reached out and patted his knee with the palm of the hand she wasn’t using to hold her cocktail, saying, “This isn’t about my wanting an excuse to cheat on you, if that’s what you’re thinking.”

		He flashed her a grin and said, “That’s a relief, since I’ve always felt I married way above my class. You could have any man you wanted, just by winking at him and bouncing those big boobs of yours provocatively.”

		Hallie laughed delightedly at that comment and gave his knee a little squeeze. She said with a light-hearted giggle, “Why, thank you, Dr. Bergstrom! That’s the sort of thing a girl who is no longer in her twenties likes to hear.”

		Gradually, the smile left her face and she said, “And what about you? You’re a very nice looking man, you know. I’m sure you wouldn’t have any trouble attracting other women if you wanted to do that.”

		Al’s face colored: she felt herself falling in love with him all over again in that moment. He was such an adorable man, boyish and charming, and the fact that he was so unaware of his impact on women had always rendered him even more irresistible!

		He stammered, “I don’t want that…or at least I don’t think I do.”

		Al drew stiffly her into his embrace, suddenly bringing to mind how fumble-fingered he’d been on that long ago first date, and whispered, “I’m more than happy with who I’ve got already, believe me. Every time I look at you, and realize you’re mine, I can barely believe my luck—even after being married to you for ten years.”

		Hallie felt her heart melting. She looked at him and said simply, “Let’s go into the bedroom now, tiger. I want to show you—rather than tell you--just how much you mean to me!”

		

		****

		

		She had to admit, his cock was still awesome. As they lay together, naked on the sheets minutes later, she took his swollen eight-inch prick in her fist and worked the loose skin up and down expertly.

		Hallie had always liked the fact that she could barely close her fingers around Al’s whopper of a dick. And she really liked the way it felt up inside of her, stretching her pussy wide open, filling it to the brim as he worked it slowly up and down in her snug, slippery confines.

		He almost never failed to bring her to a climax when they fucked. And she had read enough articles, in enough of the women’s magazines, to know how lucky that made her, since she knew that many women had trouble orgasming from straight sex alone.

		Al kept had himself in shape over the years, too. He ran every day on the track at school, unless it was pouring down rain. And he had lifted his share of weights in the college gymnasium over the years as well.

		She herself belonged to a gym catering to women, and she jogged almost every day--two or three miles on most of them--when she had the time. So her body was nearly as long and lean and supple as it had been back when Al had first met her in that math class.

		Hallie found that she was really into having sex with her handsome hubby tonight! She had smiled at Al and kissed her way down his bare chest, giving each of his manly nipples a little lick, before toying with his bellybutton, hidden among the thick ridge of sandy-blond hair which ran all the way down to his pubic patch as she had kissed and licked her way downward.

		“J-Jesus, Hallie, what’s gotten into you tonight?” Al gasped out the question as she’d reached his cock head and began to kiss it lightly, with just the slightest hint of tongue.

		“I’m just savoring what I have, darling,” she sighed, lapping at his big dome-like head. “Just relax and enjoy it, why don’t you?”

		“Oh, oh, yeah,” he panted his agreement as she eased the thick, plum-like tip into her sucking lips, continuing her tongue’s loving caress, “I’ll do that!”

		She felt a little guilty that she hadn’t done this for him in well over a month. Hallie realized as she sucked more of his hefty cock into her mouth that she hadn’t given him a for-real, suck off blowjob in ages!

		Well, he hasn’t eaten me until I came in a long time either! She assured herself defensively as she began to suck him in earnest.

		The thought that both of them had gotten very lazy with each other in the bedroom over the years hit her with all the force of bolt from on high, and she realized it was true. Hallie sighed around her husband’s big dick and redoubled her efforts with her tongue and lips.

		No wonder the sex between us isn’t near as hot as it used to be, she admonished herself as she slid her lips up and down his throbbing shaft. He isn’t nearly as ardent as he used to be, but then, neither am I!

		She asked herself why that was. Hallie loved to suck Al’s cock, the way she was doing now, and yet she rarely did it anymore.

		I guess we’ve just become too complacent with each other over the years, she admitted to herself. This is fun; it’s great, and I love doing it--but I don’t do it very often nowadays!

		She would have shaken her head, if her mouth and throat weren’t full of pulsing cock meat. It was so odd! She loved Al with all her heart and she knew he loved her as well.

		But we don’t go out of our way to please each other the way we used to, she thought as he moaned and wrapped some strands of her long blonde locks around his fingers, forcing all of his burgeoning cock into her mouth.

		He really loves it when I suck his dick! She thought proudly, nursing at his prick lovingly, stroking up and down its length with her tongue teasingly. I’ve always known that, and yet I’ve all but stopped doing this for him!

		“H-Hallie…honey,” he rasped out a thoughtful warning. “I’m…I’m getting so damned close!”

		She almost giggled, sucking even harder, deciding that she was going to surprise her beloved man by sucking him all the way off tonight! She found that she wanted to do it, even though she had always thought of her dear Al’s come as being both copious and rather strong-tasting!

		I suppose I’ve swallowed close to a gallon of that hot, gooey stuff over the years, she told herself as she braced for the deluge that was no doubt coming her way in a few seconds, and Al loves it so when I gulp it all down for him! What’s another mouthful or two?

		Al groaned and then shouted excitedly, “Oh, damn, Hallie, here it comes!”

		A huge jet of hot, slick goo hit the roof of her mouth seconds later, inundating her tongue in male jism. She swallowed quickly, and waited for the second outpouring.

		She didn’t have to wait long. Al nearly yanked the strands of hair he was gripping out of her skull as he buried his shooting cock deep in her throat, crying, “Fuck, babe, it feels like heaven to come in that hot little mouth of yours!”

		The second gush was even larger than the first, so much so that Hallie had trouble getting all down in one swallow. She gulped and gulped, finally clearing her mouth of the clinging semen and licking all around his prick for more as she did so.

		Al was beside himself with excitement! He moaned again and dropped his ass down onto the bed once more, his cock firing another three big splashes of ball juice into her eagerly accepting mouth.

		She smiled at him and swallowed everything he gave her, laving his sensitive dick with her busy tongue all the while. Al hissed, “You’re so sexy! God, I can’t believe you’re married to me, sweetie; that you’re all mine!”

		His cock stopped spewing out jizz and she licked up the last little dribble for him, swallowing it as well. She let his spent dick slide from her mouth and asked him coyly, “Did you like that, baby? Did I do it good for you?”

		Al growled and pounced on her, flipping her onto her back and urging her long legs apart. She gasped as he attacked her tits with his sucking lips, his tweaking fingers, and his sharp teeth!

		“Oh, yeah, darling,” she sighed in growing ecstasy, “eat me right up, why don’t you?”

		He was only too happy to comply. For a torrid ten minutes, he continued to gobble up her breasts hungrily, while his fingertips toyed with her sopping pussy lips.

		She had succumbed to the fad that was sweeping her gym several months ago, paying for a full Brazilian wax job on her lower body, so there was nothing between his busy fingertips and her bare vagina. Hallie bit her lower lip to keep from crying out as he nibbled tantalizingly at her very erect pink nipples while he stroked her clit and splashed it with the thick pussy lube that was oozing out of her slit!

		“Guh! Gaaawwwwwdddd, that feels so good, honey!” She gasped the words aloud as her orgasm began to build.

		Al didn’t bother to respond verbally. He just kissed his way down her sleek, trembling tummy and got on his belly between her stretched-wide thighs.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, that’s what I want!” She whined as his mouth touched her ready-to-boil-over pussy for the first time. “Eat me! Lick me!”

		He did, lapping at her juicy twat lips hungrily, as though he had never tasted a woman’s pussy before and he was entranced by the experience. She dug her fingers into her man’s short-cropped hair and urged his face still closer to her wildly-aroused cunt!

		“I’m…I’m nearly there already!”

		Al grinned and licked even more quickly, his tongue caressing her nearly-exploding clit teasingly, as fast as a lizard’s. She sucked in a huge breath and began to shake all over as the fury of her release gripped her.

		“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! Oh, fuck; its so strooonnnngggg!” She growled out the words, throwing her hips up off the mattress, mashing her quivering pussy into his mouth on her way to up to heaven!

		He managed to keep his mouth glued to her pussy lips until the last little spasms of pleasure gripped it, and then sat back on his knees, his face shiny with cunt oil and girl come as he grinned down at her. Al gripped his once-more hard cock by its base and teased her glistening pink folds with just the head, concentrating on her clit.

		“D-Do it!” She urged him passionately. “Push it inside me, darling! Fuck me! Oh, God, I need fucked so badly!”

		He laughed and said, as he took her fully, “Well, I’m not going to do it badly, for your information! I’m going to do it great!”

		And he did! For at least fifteen minutes, he pummeled her throbbing cunt with his hardness relentlessly as she clung to him.

		She felt his nut sac bounce against her bottom dozens of times; hundreds maybe. And she came and came around the pistoning shaft.

		Once, twice, three times in all! He threw back his head and roared that he was coming too just as she went off that third time and they twisted their bodies together, reveling in their mutually-shared orgasm.

		

		****

		

		“We haven’t had sex like that in a quite while,” he commented wryly, minutes later, as they lay cuddled together, the fireworks over.

		She giggled and shook her head, agreeing that they hadn’t, saying, “Not for ages; that was spectacular, darling!”

		After a minute had gone by in silence, he asked her, “Why is that? What was different about tonight?”

		She thought about that for a moment and then said, “Well, we went all out for each other tonight, for one thing.”

		Shifting around so that she could look him in the eye, she said, “It’s been a long time since you ate me like that.”

		“Well, it’s been a long time since you sucked my cock that well, too,” he said somewhat defensively, “and you let me come in your mouth.”

		They both shared a guilty laugh and she said, “Touché; I guess we’ve both been taking each other for granted for a while, sexually speaking.”

		Another lapse in the conversation ensued. At last he asked, “Do you think the idea of our not being together in Vegas this year had anything to do with tonight?”

		After a pause, she said, “Maybe it did. We never talked about what that might mean, specifically, as far as sex goes.”

		“Maybe we shouldn’t,” he suggested. “Maybe we ought to just go on vacation and let whatever happens, happen.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Three

		

		Vegas – First Day

		

		So, in the end, they elected to do just that. They never did discuss any sexual boundaries for the two of them: they simply decided to leave on their vacation trip and see what transpired.

		When Al tried to bring up the idea of their telling each other about everything they’d done while they were apart, once they returned home, Hallie surprised both herself and her husband by demurring. She said, “Let’s decide that when we’re back home again. If we want to, we will. If we don’t think that’s a good idea, we won’t.”

		Al thought about it and finally agreed, saying, “Okay, I guess we’ll play this totally by ear all the way. If we decide we want to know all about what the other person did, we can do that. If we don’t, we don’t have to do that.”

		Hallie thought about that for a moment and then added, “And I think we should each decide separately what works for us. I’ll tell you what I did, if you decide you want to hear it, and I feel comfortable with telling you, but you don’t have to tell me what you did if you don’t feel right about doing that. And vice-versa.”

		Al considered that for a long time and finally smiled as he said, “I think that’s a great idea. If a person isn’t comfortable with hearing all of the gory details about what the other one did, they shouldn’t have to, now should they?”

		

		****

		

		They flew out early on a Saturday morning. It was about a two hour flight, so they got into Vegas at around noon, local time.

		The two of them walked off the plane together and made their way through the familiar, gaudy, neon-outlined metal sculptures of palm trees which decorated McCarran International Airport, and to the luggage carousel. He had two bags, as well as his carry on, as did she.

		When they had retrieved all of their gear, it was time to say good-bye. Hallie felt weird, kissing her husband farewell after they had just arrived, but that was what this particular vacation was all about, now wasn’t it?

		“No cell phone calls,” he reminded her, a wry smile on his handsome face as they got ready to make their way over to the nearby car rental section of the airport.

		“Only in emergencies; as we agreed,” she answered him, arranging her bags so that she could roll them along behind her more easily.

		“I’ll meet you back here in ten days, then,” he said, clearly trying to sound unconcerned, and failing miserably.

		“Take care, darling!” She urged him, throwing her arms impulsively around his neck again and giving him a real scorcher of a kiss, complete with lots of tongue.

		“Y-You too,” had replied as they finally broke apart, his voice sounding ragged.

		“Have fun,” she told him somewhat wistfully as they took their final leave of each other.

		“But not too much fun,” he said, nervously completing the old joke as they got ready to board the bus to the car rental counters.

		They both laughed, but there was no real joy in their laughter. It sounded more sad and fearful to each of them than it did mirthful.

		

		****

		

		Al got on the blue and white McCarran Car Rental Center van first and she followed him aboard. It was a short trip to the rental building and the bus was only half empty, but they still didn’t sit together.

		It was as if their “separate vacations” had started already and they were busily pretending not to know each other as the small van rolled along. The Hertz counter—his choice on this trip--turned out to be a ways away from the space reserved for Alamo, which had her reservation.

		They lost sight of each other during the rental process. When Hallie had finished signing all the papers and picking up her keys to the car, she looked around and Al was already gone.

		That’s probably for the best, she thought resignedly, rolling her bags out to the shuttle bus that would take her to her car.

		She had rented a Hyundai sedan for this vacation, which turned out to be light blue in color. After hoisting the bags into its trunk, she set out for South Las Vegas Avenue—the fabled “Las Vegas Strip”, and the Mandalay Bay Resort, where she had reserved a room with a king size bed.

		Upon arriving at the casino resort hotel, she had a bellman unload her bags from the trunk and take them up to her room. She went over to the reservation desk and registered, presenting her American Express card to the girl behind the counter.

		Hallie and Al had stayed at this hotel before. That was why she had picked it.

		Though the Mandalay Bay had a large casino—as all the major hotels lining the Strip did—Al had experienced a particularly poor run of luck here on their last trip. Therefore, she was fairly confident that she wouldn’t see him at this hotel in the coming days.

		Al was a percentage player; a system guy. But he shared with other gamblers a superstitious, very non-scientific belief in luck and “bad vibes”.

		And since the Mandalay Bay’s casino held nothing but bad memories for Al, she expected him to stay well away from it. Smiling wryly at that thought, she turned away from the desk and found the elevators, arriving at the room just as the bellman was delivering her bags.

		She tipped the young man a twenty, and locked the suite’s door after him as he left. After a cursory inspection of the plush hotel room, Hallie went over to the floor to ceiling window and looked out on the Las Vega Strip.

		“It will be garishly spectacular tonight,” she murmured aloud in the empty suite, “with all the neon signs and the marquees blazing.”

		But for now it’s just another boulevard crowded with traffic, she thought to herself, closing the drapes.

		She thought about what she wanted to do tonight; a show, some gambling, nightclubbing? Deciding that she was content just to rest up for the week that lay ahead of her, Hallie made plans to go down to one of the Mandalay Bay’s many restaurants later, eat a solitary dinner, and retire early; intent on a three mile run in the early morning, to start off her Vegas vacation.

		I wonder what Al’s doing tonight, down at the Venetian, where he’s staying?

		Hallie smirked at her own naiveté. He’d be gambling, of course, in some casino or another; either at the Venetian itself or inside of some other glitzy, smoke-filled room along the Strip.

		Cards, roulette, or craps tonight, she asked herself, knowing Al had an affinity for all of them, or something more exotic…like Baccarat, James Bond’s game?

		“What does it matter?” She asked aloud as she crossed the room to the big bed. “It has nothing to do with me, thank God. At least it doesn’t on this trip!”

		

		****

		

		Dinner was delicious, she thought to herself as she rode the elevator back up to her room at nine that night.

		She had chosen Kumi, the Mandalay Bay’s excellent Japanese restaurant for tonight’s meal. Hallie had wanted to try it last time she’d stayed here, but Al didn’t really care much for Japanese cuisine.

		Her husband’s tastes ran more to steak and seafood, so they had dined at Red Square on one of the nights when they had actually eaten dinner together, before Al had disappeared into the casino for what had turned out to be a disastrous night at the tables. He’d enjoyed the surf and turf, as she recalled, while she had sampled one of the restaurant’s seafood offerings.

		Tonight’s meal had been a parade of fish, shrimp, and crispy rice; and all of it had been great. I really made a pig of myself this evening, she thought as she removed the dress she had worn down to dinner and got out of her bra, pantyhose, and panties.

		After she had gone into the bathroom, removed her make up and brushed her teeth, she went over to the dresser and got out one of the plain-Jane nightgowns she had packed for this trip and put it on. But, she noted, there were also some very thin, very lacey lingerie sets buried in that drawer.

		Closing it quickly--as if to hide that highly incriminating evidence of her own daydreams about spending at least on night on this vacation with someone other than her husband—she turned out the last of the lights and got into bed.

		Why did I even pack those, she chided herself as she fumbled with the television remote, do I really expect to have a male overnight…”guest” in my hotel room on this trip; someone who would appreciate them?

		“Well, Al and I never did establish whether it was okay for us to ‘fool around’ during our separate vacations,” she murmured aloud, as if that justified her behavior in packing that revealing nightwear, smiling—because she knew she would be doing no such thing, and neither would Al, she thought confidently--as she surfed through the channels on the room’s big screen television.

		But if that was true, why did the mere idea of doing that; of meeting some gorgeous new man while on vacation and letting him…spend the night in her bed, set her heart to hammering so? The whole notion of it struck her as being wildly exotic and completely taboo; and therefore, very attractive, in a totally inappropriate sort of way, of course!

		She giggled like a schoolgirl as she allowed herself to fantasize about that some more, noting that her nipples seemed to be spiking of their own accord beneath her nightie. And her untouched pussy seemed to be getting very wet as well.

		Resolving to thrust such illicit thoughts from her mind, she concentrated on the TV, clicking through the channels faster and faster, seeking something that would hold her attention. At that very moment, as if placed there by Fate, her wild channel surfing yielded a view of a pair of naked female breasts--accompanied by a truly muscular, hunky, naked man’s image as well.

		“What the hell?” She asked herself aloud as she dialed the remote back to that channel.

		She knew HBO didn’t show porn exactly, but some of its soft-core erotic offerings—screened by the premium channel at night—did border on the explicit. As she arrived back at the channel, she saw that while the girl was completely nude and so was her male companion, the film-makers had been careful not to show actress’s naked vagina or the male actor from the front, just the back.

		Still, just look at those shoulders on that guy! She thought as she stared at the hulking actor. And that ass…he’s utterly yummy—I’m kind of sorry they can’t show him from in front!

		The actress had nice breasts; too, Hallie had to admit, as the camera zoomed in on them. She felt her own chest tighten with excitement as she stared at the lurid images, and the slick lube began to flow once again in her pussy as they two naked performers embraced on the screen, and then shared a steamy kiss.

		A twinge of yearning shot through her whole body as she spent the next few minutes watching the naughty movie. She and Al had been having a lot more sex than usual lately—ever since that night when they’d first discussed the possibility of taking separate vacations this year—and she had to admit, she was already missing his dependably hard cock on this trip!

		It’s amazing, what a little steady sex will do to a girl’s libido! She thought as her right hand drifted underneath her nightgown to find her clit.

		When her other hand released its grip on the remote—seemingly of its own accord--and eased its way up onto her chest, where her nipples were making pronounced bulges in her nightie, she sighed and said aloud, “Oh, damn; if I’m going to do this, I may as well do it right!”

		Hallie hit the pause button on the television, pushed the covers aside and got out of bed. When she returned from the bathroom seconds later, she had her vibrator in hand.

		It had been a last minute addition to her cosmetics bag, but she had ended up bringing it along--just in case. She sighed again and shucked out of her nightie entirely before getting back into bed.

		Just in case of what? She asked herself sardonically as she flicked the vibrator on and started teasing her clit with it while she began watching the indecent movie on TV once more.

		“In case I got horny, which apparently I did,” she spoke aloud as she began tweaking her nipples with her free hand.

		The guy in the movie began fake-humping the girl onscreen. Hallie sighed and thought how good a for-real fuck would feel right about now!

		She slipped the vibrator into her juicy quim and ran it in and out, making sure to keep it pressed tightly against her clit as she did so. Her big breasts jerked under her lightly-pinching fingers and she moaned aloud.

		“Oh, fuck but this is going to be a long ten days!” She whispered to the empty hotel room as she began to masturbate in earnest…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Four

		

		Second Day

		

		Al Bergstrom didn’t wake up until ten o’clock, Vegas time. His first thought was of Hallie, but of course he didn’t find her there next to him in bed when he turned over and automatically sought her welcoming embrace.

		It all came rushing back to him; the separate vacation strategy they’d both agreed to try this on this spring break; the separate rental cars, not even registering at the same hotel—all of it. He touched his morning wood and sighed, remembering all the blisteringly-hot sex he and his knockout of a wife had shared in preparation for this trip.

		“I guess it’s going to be a quick stroke off session for me in the shower this morning or nothing at all,” he mumbled aloud disappointedly.

		He quit touching his hard cock and rubbed his bristly chin instead, resolving to make the best of today anyway. He was going get up right now, take that shower and grab a shave, jack off, and then go down to corral himself some breakfast.

		After that he thought he’d probably go into the Venetian’s casino—where he’d done so well last night--and play a few hands of cards this morning--or maybe he’d have them bring the car around and head out to a casino located somewhere else on the Strip. An uncharacteristic feeling of restlessness indecision seemed to have taken a hold of him today, and it just wouldn’t let go: he really didn’t know just what he wanted to do this morning.

		And that wasn’t like him at all. Normally, on past trips to Vegas, he’d had everything planned; laid out well in advance.

		Now, without Hallie by his side, he felt adrift. Why was that?

		He was at last in Vegas, totally on his own; free to do whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted for a change, without her whining about him accompanying her to some show, or to dinner, or to the hotel pool to get some sun. So why wasn’t he feeling happier?

		“Dammit,” he carped aloud in his empty hotel room, “I won big last night. Why do feel like shit this morning?”

		He was up by nearly seven grand this morning. He’d won at blackjack, baccarat, and even roulette last night.

		And he hadn’t had that much to drink while he’d been at the tables, so he knew he wasn’t suffering from an alcohol-induced hangover. He was always careful to watch the amount of booze he imbibed when he gambled, having learned long ago that liquor tended to make a man bolder with his bets than he might otherwise have been, had his head been clearer.

		Oh, sure, he’d had a couple of pops at a bar last night just before he’d come up to the room; to celebrate his good fortune and make sure he’d sleep well. But that was after his evening at the tables was done, and he’d told himself that the booze was going to be helpful in tamping down his excitement over winning that much money.

		But Al knew that he hadn’t overdone it with the alcohol even then. He was positive that he didn’t have a hangover this morning.

		He felt like shit for other reasons; reasons he didn’t even want to think about. Like what had Hallie been doing last night, left on her own in Sin City?

		After all, she was a truly beautiful woman. Had she attracted the attention of another man?

		And if she had, had she taken him up on his offer of companionship? Al fumed as he thought of another guy squiring her to a show on the Strip, buying her dinner in a fancy restaurant, while he’d been busy at the tables!

		He shook his head angrily, as if to clear it of such thoughts—telling himself that he was powerless to change what had happened with his wife, if it indeed had happened last night--and threw off the covers. Al stood up, stretched, and went into the bathroom, shedding his tee shirt and boxer shorts along the way. The shower felt great as he first shampooed his short hair, and then soaped up his body, concentrating on his privates.

		When he had his cock good and hard amid the bubbles, he stroked it and let himself think about his sexy wife; her long blonde hair, those perfect runner’s legs of hers that seemed to go on forever, that tight little ass, and how good her snug little pussy always felt around his big dick…

		

		****

		

		Al found the high stakes blackjack tables--which utilized only two decks--to be all but deserted at this hour, just before ten-forty-five in the morning. He had just finished a very good breakfast, spent glancing through the local newspaper while he had eaten, drinking several cups of coffee as well.

		Masturbation, a filling breakfast, and just relaxing for a little while seemed to have done the trick. He felt better than he had up in his room; more focused and in command of his thoughts.

		Now, as he entered high stakes area of the casino, he stopped near one of the few tables hosting any players at all--an extremely cute Oriental girl who was holding down the “third base” position and a corpulent, middle-aged white guy in red, vee-necked tee shirt with “Las Vegas—A Sure Winner!” stenciled across the chest just below a gigantic pair of red and white dice--and watched the action for a few minutes.

		The gorgeous Asian girl mostly won and the slovenly guy in the logo tee shirt lost almost every hand, largely because he was a terrible card player. The man consistently made large, foolhardy bets on dubious hands, and frequently called for another card, or a “hit”, when he should have stood on what he had been dealt originally. After watching the play for a while, Al sat down in one of the vacant slots in between the two players and laid ten hundred-dollar bills out on the table.

		After the dealer had quickly converted the thousand into chips and Al had pushed out the minimum bet—fifty dollars—the man dealt everyone two cards. The Asian girl, who looked to be barely into her twenties, had the lustrous, jet-black hair common to many Orientals; it fell down around her shoulders in a glossy ebony curtain. And she had huge, chocolate-brown eyes which seemed to all but fill her almond-shaped orbital rims.

		If her flawless face was little short of gorgeous, the rest of her was just as spectacular. The impressive twin bulges pressing against her loose tee shirt indicated a pair of outstanding breasts, and the short set of legs visible beneath her baggy walking shorts looked to be utterly perfect as well.

		The dealer had first dealt Al an ace and then followed up with a five. Al couldn’t see cards the third base girl held, but the fat, gold necklace-wearing man next to him turned out to have two kings, which he split and laid out on the table with the required additional bet for each hand. The card that was dealt to him on top of the first king was a seven and the next was another face card.

		Again, he chose to split the face cards, plunking down an additional ante. He received an eight and then a nine, drawing a big smile from him.

		Al was staring at the six which showed in front of the dealer. His system for playing blackjack called for him to pass on another card, but just as he was about to do so, the Oriental girl put her hand on the back of his and said to him urgently, with a friendly little smile, “I think you ought to take a hit; you look like a lucky guy to me.”

		The dealer looked ready to say something—players discussing game strategy was strictly forbidden at the Venetian, as it was in every other casino in Vegas—but the dealer looked as if he couldn’t decide whether the Asian cutie was just being flirty or was offering Al real advice on how he should play his hand. At last, he cleared his throat and warned the girl, “No helping the other players, Ma’am.”

		“Sorry,” she apologized with an insincere little smile.

		Al smiled back at her and thought, “What the hell?” He nodded for the dealer to deal him another card.

		It was a five, giving him twenty-one points total; an automatic winner! His smile widened as he laid down his cards and raked in his winnings.

		The girl passed on another card, and the dealer drew a jack, neatly busting, so everyone at the table won! Al flicked out another two hundred dollars in chips for his second opening bet and smiled at his new friend, saying, “Good guess, and thanks.”

		She whispered her answer so softly he had trouble understanding what she said. The girl mumbled, “It wasn’t a guess. I count.”

		Her voice was so low the dealer couldn’t quite make out what she’d said. Al got a blackjack on the next deal; the fat guy lost, and the girl won.

		They played another ten minutes, with the girl and Al winning steadily, the fat guy mostly losing, and then another dealer appeared to take the first one’s place. Al was wildly excited about what his cute young tablemate had said about card counting.

		He always kept track as best he could of the denominations that had already been played, at least as far as the face cards and aces went. But they were playing with two decks of fifty-two cards each; and that tested the capacity of most people to remember every single card which had been played, him included.

		He might have a mathematical mind, but he’d be the first to admit, he was far from being an infallible card counter. He had read with interest about how some rare people could keep track of all the cards that had been already played, even when a dealer’s mechanical “shoe” included six full decks!

		He wondered if this tiny slip of a girl was among that elite circle. He was dying to ask her more about it.

		Using the impending change in dealers as an excuse to do just that, he said to his new acquaintance: “I have a feeling about the new dealer: to me, he looks luckier than the last fellow was. What would you say to us taking a short break? May I buy you a drink…?”

		

		****

		

		“I’m Victoria Wang,” the vivacious young woman said as they waited for the mimosas they had just ordered in a nearby cocktail lounge to be delivered. “I won’t saddle you with trying to pronounce my actual Chinese name. I picked Victoria myself, years ago.”

		“Why Victoria?” He asked; intrigued by this outgoing, sure-of-herself young woman who was not much older than many of his students back at the college where he taught.

		“Well, I wanted something that started with a ‘vee’ and Vera was already taken,” Victoria said, with a wry little smile.

		Al didn’t know much about women’s fashion, but even he recognized the name of the famous dress designer, Vera Wang. He smiled at her little joke and said, extending his right hand to be shaken, “I’m Al Bergstrom, Victoria. And I think you’re quite an accomplished card player.”

		“One of my many illicit skills,” she replied jokingly, smiling at him as she shook his hand. “Poker is really my game, when it comes to cards. But I do okay at blackjack.”

		She cocked her head to one side slightly and said, “You’re not a bad player yourself, for a system guy.”

		Al looked across the table at her quizzically, asking, “Oh, what makes you think I use a system when I play?”

		Victoria laughed and said dismissively, “Please, Al…the way you bet? The way you’re constantly figuring the odds at the table in your head before you make a move? All of that screams: system guy, it’s as plain as day.”

		“Oh, I see. You’re an expert, a pro, then?”

		She laughed and said, “No, not really, but I do spend a lot of time in Vegas at the tables. I live in San Jose, so it’s not much of a flight. I design algorithms for an outfit in the Valley.”

		She writes complex computer algorithms in the Silicon Valley, he said to himself, impressed. That means her math skills are probably as good as mine, if not better!

		“What was your major in college?” He asked her as their drinks arrived.

		“Digital theory, with a minor in math,” she said, taking her mimosa. “I went to MIT for my masters.”

		Holy fuck, MIT! He told himself, really impressed now.

		“What do you do, Al?” She asked the question casually, after taking a small sip of her drink.

		“Math professor,” he admitted with a tiny smile, “at a small college in the Midwest. I’m here on my spring break vacation.”

		She looked at his wedding band, asking, “Oh, and where’s Mrs. Al this morning?”

		He didn’t know why, but he found himself willing, even eager, to confide in this youngster. So out spilled the story of his ten year marriage, Hallie’s disdain for gaming, and this new…”arrangement” they were experimenting with on this vacation.

		“Wow, that’s radical,” she commented admiringly, drinking more of her champagne and orange juice. “So she’s here, in Vegas right now, just not with you?”

		“No, she’s staying at another hotel down the Strip.”

		Victoria Wang studied him with her huge, inviting chocolate brown eyes—which seemed to him to dance with mischief—before offering, “I think you kind of rock, Professor. Want to hook up with me and win some real money on your vacation?”

		Because he was around young college student types all the time, Al was cognizant of the possible sexual meaning to his new friend’s offer. The words “hook up” had a definite sexual connotation among people her age. That made him a little nervous; because he was not at all sure he wanted that, though she was undeniably sexy and super-attractive.

		“Alright,” he said at last, deciding he’d deal with the possible sexual aspects of her proposal later, if the need arose, “where do we start? Do want to hit the high stakes blackjack tables again?”

		“I’m hearing great things about the Mandalay Bay casino being ultra-hot for players right now. Let’s go check it out. Do you have a car?”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Five

		

		The Mandalay

		

		She kept telling herself that she shouldn’t…but the temptation to do it was almost irresistible! In the end, Hallie said to herself: Screw it!

		Pulling on the scandalously tight little pair of crimson running shorts she had been mentally debating about wearing, Hallie sat down on the bed and eased into her socks and trainers. She had her shoulder-length, golden blonde mane pulled back into a tight ponytail, and she had completed the look with a black baseball cap.

		The fetching cascade of bright blonde hair dangled out the hole at the back of the ball cap, where the snap-in black plastic strap could be used to adjust the cap’s fit. She had finished off her running outfit with a sports bra which covered her breasts—just barely—and its color matched that of her ebony ball cap.

		While the bra ended many inches above her exposed navel, it was made of a heavy enough material to keep her bouncing boobs under control as she ran. Her formidable breasts would jiggle and shake as she pounded down South Las Vegas Boulevard this morning, but they would stay inside the low cut bra; Hallie had covered enough miles on the streets at home in it to be confident of that.

		Guys are going to be staring at me with their tongues hanging out as I run by in this outfit, Hallie thought smugly as she pulled the room door closed behind her and headed for the elevator.

		What guys? She questioned herself as the elevator arrived. It’s six-thirty in the frigging morning! No one is out on the streets at this hour except for drunks, cops, and cabbies!

		Indeed, the sun was barely up as she made her way through the almost deserted lobby and out onto the street in front of the massive hotel-casino complex. She headed downtown, past the Luxor, past the Excalibur, and the Bellagio.

		On the other side of the wide boulevard, she saw the MGM, the Tropicana, and the Paris, with its half-size recreation of the Eiffel Tower. Hallie was running smoothly, her long strides eating up The Strip on this cool spring morning.

		Along the way, she passed all of the usual suspects, cabbies and cops, plus the late night/early morning revelers returning to their hotels after a night of gambling, drinking, and God-knew-what-all. Many of the people she passed were male and nearly all of them stopped to admire the tall, sleek blonde in her ball cap and tight shorts!

		This is so wrong of me! Hallie told herself, giddy with excitement about the cock-teasing show she was putting on. But it feels so good!

		She knew Al appreciated what she did to keep her statuesque body in tip-top shape; all that running and countless hours spent at the gym. But it felt great to be able to finally show off the results of all her strenuous efforts to a myriad of strangers in this anonymous, totally safe way.

		She had always harbored a secret desire wanted to do this, but she had been afraid of what Al would say about her little venture into exhibitionism. Now--since they were in a strange town but staying at different hotels--she suddenly didn’t have to worry about that anymore, so she was doing it!

		If she had pulled this little stunt at home, she would have heard about her scandalous behavior right away. But here…she guessed it was true…what happened in Vegas stayed in Vegas!

		Hallie was breathing hard and sweating profusely by the time she arrived back at her hotel and headed for the elevators. There were a few more people up and about now, after her run was over, and all of the men stopped what they were doing to take a gratifyingly long look at the spectacular blonde in the abbreviated running outfit.

		She was smiling to herself as she reached her floor. This was even better in real life than it had been in her daydreams for all these years!

		It gave her added confidence to go ahead and make another of her long-held fantasies into a reality on this vacation. As she stripped out of her running clothes, she stared down at the bed; at the tiny new bikini she had impulsively bought a few days ago and secreted into her suitcase when Al hadn’t been in the room.

		There was shockingly little to the daringly-cut swimsuit as she examined it while it lay on the bed. The small triangle of cloth that covered her vagina was so skimpy she knew she’d have to shave off all of her remaining pubic hair in the shower this morning in order to make her new suit work.

		That would have been another eyebrow-raiser, had Al been here. But Al wasn’t here--at least not with her--so she resolved to indulge in making the second of her long-held fantasies come true this morning!

		Hallie marched nude into the bathroom and turned on the shower. Once it had reached the proper temperature, she stepped into it and lathered up.

		She normally shaved her pits and her legs each morning. But now she made a special point to soap up her trim little blonde bush as well, turning away from the spray as she did so.

		

		****

		

		“Holy Jesus,” she murmured in the steamy bathroom minutes later, turning this way and that in front of the mirror.

		I haven’t this bald down there since I was ten, she told herself, deciding that she had a very attractive set of “innie” pussy lips.

		She finished drying off and went into the bedroom to try on the bikini. It now fit perfectly, she had to admit, and the three tiny straps of material across her tight little ass cheeks only served to draw attention to how firm and perfect her butt was.

		The triangles of the suit’s bra were cut a little bigger than the bottom of the swimsuit was. It was true that the bikini featured only a tiny single strand of material across the back, but the cups in front were just barely large enough to contain and support her sumptuous mounds and to hide her nipples!

		She threw on a modest pool wrap and picked up the phone to dial room service and have her breakfast brought up. Hallie ordered sparingly, as she usually did in the mornings; just dry toast, coffee, juice and a bowl of cereal with raspberries, Special K cereal, with a serving of two percent milk.

		

		****

		

		Hallie stopped by the Bikini Bar and got herself a mimosa, for courage, as she wandered around the Mandalay Bay’s vast swimming pool area. It was just past ten in the morning, and she felt particularly decadent, drinking a cocktail before it was even noon!

		She carried a large red beach bag and was dressed in a pair of new sandals, the pool wrap, a big, floppy straw hat, and a pair of oversized sunglasses, in addition to her new barely-there bikini. Sipping her champagne and orange juice, Hallie stepped out into the bright sunlight and made her way over to the row of chaise lounges located directly across the huge swimming pool from the area known as the Beach Stage.

		At noon there would be a DJ, spinning out the hits, and this whole expanse of the sprawling pool complex would be awash in gyrating, shimmying twenty and thirty-somethings dressed in skimpy bikinis like hers or in tight Speedos. Or at least that’s what the promotional video playing on the Mandalay Bay’s in-room entertainment channel had led her to believe.

		She had long daydreamed about visiting this area of the pool, but she never had done so on her previous trips to Vegas with Al. He was her guy and she loved him dearly, but he definitely wasn’t the type to get drunk before noon and shake his booty amid a bunch of hotties!

		As she settled in on one of the empty chaises, she asked herself if she was that type? She definitely had the body for it, thanks to all that running and all those visits to the gym.

		But was she really going to…shake it today? Hallie laughed to herself at that slightly risqué thought as she took off the wrap and got her suntan lotion out of the beach bag.

		I guess I’ll see whether I am or not; when noon finally rolls around, she said to herself, slathering on a generous helping of the protective lotion.

		

		****

		

		One thing Hallie hadn’t counted on was the intensity of the Nevada springtime sun and its effect on a girl sipping champagne all morning. By eleven thirty, she had visited the ladies room twice and jumped into the pool numerous times, to cool off. And she’d ordered three more of the delicious mimosas from the very attentive poolside wait staff.

		She was feeling very loose and sun-warmed, and incredibly…naughty as she lay by the pool and watched a legion of hot young men ogle her shamelessly-displayed body. Most of them were a decade too young for her, barely into their early twenties, by the look of them; but they were yummy to check out anyway, as they busily ogled her right back!

		Maybe I should give one of ‘em a try, she thought half-drunkenly, remembering how many times she had used her vibrator up in the room last night. I should pick out a really cute, really buffed guy, invite him up to my room for a drink or two, and make him my boy-toy for the night!

		Hallie giggled aloud as she fantasized about doing just that and resolved to keep that plan in mind for further consideration later in the afternoon. For right now, she decided to flag down one of the wait staff and order another mimosa.

		She hadn’t been this…“well lubricated” during the daylight hours in years. Hallie felt like she was back in college, free to do anything she wanted; able to behave or misbehave in any way she liked.

		And it was a wonderful feeling! This separate vacation thing was a marvel--her more than a little bit inebriated brain told her--and she was truly glad she had tried it.

		“Well, what have we here?” A deep male voice said at just that moment.

		Hallie looked up from her chaise and beheld Mr. Male Perfection staring down at her. He was well over six feet tall, gorgeous, with perfectly-tanned skin, a set of shoulders and abs that just wouldn’t quit, jet-black hair which hung down to his broad shoulders, and no waist at all.

		“Some friends and I have a cabana, right across from the stage. We’ll have a primo view, once the music starts in a little while. Would you care to join us, beautiful?”

		Hallie was aware of a very slight Hispanic accent as he spoke. She could see now that he was a Latino, albeit a very light-skinned one.

		All in all, he was simply…delicious! Part of her—the half drunken, horny part—wanted to take him up on his invitation, but the faithful wife portion of her brain kept on screaming: No way!

		“Come on, it will be fun,” he urged her with a high-wattage smile that was little short of irresistible. “Why bake out here, when you can party in style with us, chica?”

		He reached down and extended his hand, the smile never fading, as he said, “My name is Enrique, and I’d love to show you a good time.”

		She thought, as she looked up at him, I’ll just bet you would, handsome! And I bet you could, too…if I was that kind of girl!

		He was about twenty-five, she told herself. And he was in truly remarkable shape, whatever his age.

		Enrique had muscles where other guys didn’t, or at least theirs weren’t as well developed as his. And he had the sexiest green eyes; so unexpected in a Hispanic guy.

		“Come on, it will be fun,” he said hopefully.

		“Well, maybe just for a little while,” she was surprised to hear herself telling him. “It is getting hot out here!”

		

		****

		

		The cabana was a simple affair, really. But it did have inside seating, out of the relentless sun; and it had an overhead fan, which circulated the warm desert air. It also featured great service: the cocktail servers appeared every few minutes to take drink and food orders.

		Enrique had a small group of other people there, all young and very attractive, like him, and he quickly introduced her to them. Apparently, all of them lived and worked in Las Vegas, and today represented a sort of traditional spring ritual to the group.

		Every year, he explained, this small group of friends splurged and rented a cabana at the Mandalay Bay pool, just to party together and dance and listen to the music. Robby, one of Enrique’s male companions, was a dealer at the Sands Casino. Robin, his girlfriend, was a Keno runner at the Mirage. Another, a tall, incredibly handsome guy named Ray was a valet attendant at the Venetian Resort—where Al was staying—and his date was worked in the hair salon at the Bellagio.

		Enrique hadn’t had a date, until now. The others explained that he fancied himself quite the young man about town and that he usually preferred to just cruise around the pool, single out the hottest woman there, and invite her to the party. They said he rarely missed with the women he set his sights on.

		Hallie felt a warm glow inside, at the notion that suave young Enrique considered her to be the best looking woman within the vast pool area today! Looking over at him, so tall and suave and deliciously buffed, she bet he didn’t miss very often with the girls he chose to lavish his attentions on!

		She guzzled her mimosa happily and ordered a fresh one…

		

		****

		

		“You’re wearing a wedding set,” Enrique whispered as they danced cheek to cheek out on the walkway in front of the cabana later that afternoon. “Where is your husband, if I might ask?”

		The day had been wonderful; lots of horsing around in the pool with Enrique and his friends, scads more mimosas, and tray upon tray of delicious snack food, brought by the responsive wait staff. Hallie had bought a few of those, charging them and her drinks to her room.

		“We chose to take separate vacations this year,” she told him simply, staring up into those mesmerizing green eyes of his as they shared a slow dance. “We’ve been married ten years, so we thought a little space couldn’t hurt.”

		“You don’t look old enough to have been married ten years, chica,” he told her with another of those devastating smiles of his.

		“Aren’t you nice to say so,” she said, nuzzling her cheek into his bare shoulder.

		She felt what seemed to be an utterly huge cock up against her belly as they danced. Enrique was wearing a pair of tight Speedos which left as little to the imagination as her brief bikini.

		“I’d have guessed your age as being about the same as mine.”

		“Oh, and what is that?” She asked him, curious as to what he’d say.

		“Twenty-three,” he answered, “I’ll be twenty-four in a week.”

		Wow, he’s nine years younger than me! She thought, feeling like a true cradle-robber at that moment.

		“This place has one drawback,” he murmured into her ear just then, “it closes down at eight every night.”

		He looked down at the stunning blonde cuddled against his broad chest and said, “Can I buy you dinner later, in the hotel?”

		“Why don’t you let me buy you dinner?” She asked him the question with a smile. “To pay you back for all the fun we’ve had today.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Six

		

		Confrontation

		

		Victoria and Al had started out in the main casino just before noon. And she had been right about the Mandalay Bay being a place that might be worth a visit: they had both won a bundle of cash so far today!

		He had balked at coming to this place at first, because he knew Hallie was registered here, and he still remembered the four-grand pasting he’d experienced in this same casino on his last stay here two years ago. But he had finally convinced himself that his odds of seeing his wife were miniscule, given the sheer size of this place and her tepid interest in gambling, meaning she wasn’t likely to turn up on the gaming floor. And Victoria had insisted that this casino was among the hottest on the Strip right now, as far as customer payouts went.

		It was now edging on into the evening and they were many thousands of dollars ahead. They had played blackjack, craps, and poker— the latter at separate tables, so they wouldn’t waste their time competing against one another for the poker pots—and they’d even enjoyed some luck at roulette, which offered gamblers the poorest odds of all the popular table games.

		But it had turned out that Victoria had an interesting betting strategy for roulette, and he had simply followed her lead. They had both won nearly ten-thousand dollars apiece today in total and they were now headed into dinner, with plans to hit the high stakes gaming area once again when they had finished eating.

		He had to admit, Victoria had been a revelation! She was brilliant as well as beautiful, with a lightning quick mind that was more than match for his own when it came to computing odds, and she had shown him some card counting tricks that couldn’t help but come in handy in the future.

		“What do you fancy, Victoria my dear? I’m buying,” he told her as they left the casino in search of food.

		“Oh, let’s just whip into the Citizens Kitchen and grab something quick,” she answered him. “We’re on a roll, Al. I’m anxious to return to the high stakes tables while we’re still hot.”

		“Sounds okay by me,” Al acquiesced. “I ate in that restaurant several times when I stayed here two years ago and I can’t remember being served a disappointing meal.”

		

		****

		

		“You look quite dashing,” Hallie complimented her “date” for tonight, Enrique, as they entered the hotel lobby arm and arm.

		He’d had a change of clothes tucked away in his beach bag and he’d ducked into a bathroom just before they’d left the pool area and changed into the light grey sports coat, a dove-grey pullover shirt, dark grey slacks combination he wore now with some black loafers, sans socks. He had waited for her at one of the lounges downstairs while she’d run up to her room, taken a quick shower, and hustled herself into a casual but very attractive outfit.

		She was now wearing a pair of skin-tight, royal blue Capri pants, a skimpy bra, and a teal-colored blouse which she’d chosen to wear with the top three buttons undone. A pair of Jimmy Choo’s low-slung, black patent leather pumps completed her outfit.

		Hallie had taken an extra few minutes to dry her hair and redo her make up, but it had been worth it. She was confident that she looked great tonight; despite the glow on her face from all the sun she’d gotten today.

		She’d found Enrique in the Orchid Lounge, where they’d agreed to meet, and they now crossed the large casino area arm and arm, laughing and talking like a pair of old lovers or newfound friends, heading for Red Square. Hallie had phoned down to the concierge desk and made reservations for a table for two while she’d been up in her room just now changing clothes.

		The fine-dining restaurant was one of her favorites at the Mandalay Bay, but it felt more appropriate to couples dining, somehow, so she hadn’t eaten there last night when she’d still been by herself. She and her husband had enjoyed a great meal there on their last trip to Vegas, two years ago.

		The entrance to Red Square was fairly close the entrance to Citizens Kitchen. As Hallie and Enrique emerged from the casino, she immediately saw Al getting ready to enter the other restaurant with a beautiful little Oriental girl on his arm. He saw her at the same instant, and they both assumed the guiltiest of looks and stood as if suddenly rooted to the carpet, just staring at each other in amazement!

		

		****

		

		Al was the first to recover his wits. He hurriedly ushered Victoria into the restaurant, signaling his wife to call him on her cell by using pantomime gestures behind the younger girl’s back.

		Hallie nodded almost imperceptibly and walked quickly with Enrique into Red Square. She waited until they had been seated at a table for two and then asked, “Could you excuse me for a minute? I have to visit the restroom.”

		With shaking hands, she dialed up Al’s phone and waited. When he answered, she heard a toilet flush, so she knew he was also in the restroom of his restaurant of choice for the evening.

		“Who is that with you?” She demanded without preamble when he answered.

		“I might ask you the same question,” Al responded hesitantly.

		There was dead silence for at least thirty seconds. She at last said, “His name is Enrique. I met him out by the swimming pool earlier today. Who’s that little bimbo with you?”

		Al sounded insulted that she had called his new female friend a “bimbo” as he answered somewhat stiffly, “Her name is Victoria and she really knows her way around a casino. She’s shared with me some betting strategies that hardly anyone else uses.”

		“I’ll just bet that’s not all she’s taught you,” Hallie’s voice was almost a possessive growl.

		“Well, from the way you had yourself wrapped around…Enrique, I guess I could say the same!”

		Hallie’s blood boiled. How dare he accuse me of fooling around with Enrique when that little Oriental slut with the big tits was draped all over him just now?

		There was another silence that lasted an uncomfortably long time. At last she said, “We said that we’d just see what happened, as far as being with other people on this vacation went. Is that still what you want to do?”

		Al thought that over for a long moment and then answered defiantly, “Fine by me.”

		Incensed by his answer, she disconnected from the conversation and turned off the phone, shoving it back in her purse angrily. Hallie was so mad at her husband at that moment, she could barely see straight!

		“The menus came while you were in the bathroom,” Enrique said with a smile when she sat back down at the table. “What do want to eat tonight?”

		Hallie looked at the tall, muscular hunk of Latino eye-candy and thought recklessly, You, I want to eat you right up, handsome!

		

		****

		

		“You seem different, ever since you got in the restaurant,” Victoria said to Al, eyeing him carefully.

		“Different…what do you mean, different?”

		“I don’t know, distracted, somehow, as if you had something else on your mind.”

		The image of trim young Enrique naked and in bed with his wife flitted through Al’s head. He flashed Victoria a smile that was little more than a grimace and said, “I don’t know what you mean by that.”

		She didn’t look as if she believed him, but she went back to scanning the menu. They both ordered something light, not wanting to take the time for a big meal and not anxious to dampen their mental acuity by ordering something heavy.

		They were both looking forward to returning to the high stakes room after they’d finished dining, although Al was so preoccupied with thoughts of Hallie and her young boy-toy that he wasn’t as excited as he had been a half hour ago. He just hoped he could concentrate on the tables, the odds, and keeping his mind in the game.

		

		****

		

		“What do you want to do now, hit the tables for a while?” Enrique suggested, gesturing at the nearby casino.

		What do I really want to do now? Hallie asked herself, gazing up at the handsome Hispanic boy.

		That Asian girl had been spectacularly cute! She’d had a gorgeous face, all of that long, shiny black hair. And those tits of hers had easily been as big as Hallie’s own, and they’d looked even bigger on the shorter girl!

		Al had intimated that they were just gambling buddies. Hallie didn’t believe that for a second!

		That little Oriental tramp was too curvy to resist. She knew Al; he liked big boobs, a trim ass, and great legs.

		That little bitch had all of that and more! Hallie fumed. It may have started out innocently enough, but he’s going to end up in bed with that slut tonight—I just know it!

		That decided her. She turned to her handsome escort for the evening and said: “I’m not much of a gambler. How would you like to come up to my room instead and have a nightcap?”

		His green eyes lit up and she took his offered elbow. She told herself that this was wrong; that she shouldn’t be doing this.

		But right at that moment, she found she didn’t care! If Al could carry on with that little slant-eyed tramp, what harm would a few hot kisses with Enrique do?

		What if having him up in your hotel room leads to more than a few hot kisses? She asked herself, heading for the elevators that would take them up to her room. I guess I’ll deal with that later, if it come up…

		

		****

		

		Al saw the two of them disappear behind the closing elevator doors and his heart sank as quickly as the elevator climbed. His grip around Victoria’s arm tightened reflexively, and she looked up at him questioningly.

		“It’s nothing,” he told her through clenched lips, “let’s play.”

		He didn’t win a single hand over the next half hour. Realizing that he was in danger of losing all of his morning and afternoon winnings at this rate, he got up from the gaming table and walked around the casino, thinking about his wife being in bed with another guy, craving a drink so badly—lots and lots of drinks—that he could barely restrain himself from going over to the nearby bar and ordering some tequila shots.

		“Hey, what’s the matter?” Victoria’s voice asked from behind him. “You were playing like a novice tonight. What happened to that cool, calculating dude I met this morning?”

		He said, “I’m just not into it tonight. I think I’ll head back to the Venetian and grab some shuteye.”

		“Well, in that case, can I catch a ride with you? I’m staying there, too, you know.”

		Al looked surprised by her request. He asked, “Don’t you want to play a while longer? You looked as if you were raking it in hand over fist.”

		“No, I’m tired. I think I might hit the hay early myself tonight.”

		Together, almost wordlessly, they made their way through the hotel and out to valet parking, where he retrieved his rental car and drove them back to the Venetian; largely in silence on Al’s part. When they got there, he turned his car over to the valet and they went inside arm and arm.

		“Well, it’s been fun,” he said distractedly, once they reached to lobby.

		“Oh, no, you’re not getting off that easily,” Victoria said with a smile, taking his arm once again. “I’m going to make you buy me a drink, and then you’re going to tell me all about what’s really bothering you.”

		

		****

		

		“So that’s what happened,” he sighed, finishing his drink. “She’s probably screwing that guy right this second.”

		Victoria nodded that she probably was. She finished her drink and asked him with a flirty little smile, “Have you ever participated in revenge sex, Al?”

		He started and just looked at her for a moment. At last, he managed to stammer, “Are you…I mean, it sounded like you were saying that…you and I…?”

		“Shall we go up to your room or mine?” She asked him with an even bigger smile, once again taking his arm.

		“W-Why?” He croaked out the question, his mouth suddenly dry with nervousness.

		“Because I think you’re hot,” Victoria said. “And I’ve wanted to fuck you ever since I first got to know you this morning.”

		Again, she smiled at him, still holding his arm possessively, while leaning into him. She said, “Look, I’m really sorry that your wife has decided to cheat on you. But I’m glad I was here, ready and willing to take advantage of the fact!”

		

		****

		

		They decided on her room when they got into the elevator together. Victoria was still clinging to him affectionately, but he looked more like a man on his way to face the firing squad rather than a guy who was about to bed an Asian beauty a full decade younger than him.

		“I…I’m not used to doing this,” Al explained nervously to Victoria as they rode up to the seventh story; the floor her room was on.

		She smiled up at him and whispered reassuringly, “I know you’re not. You’re such a sweet, sweet man; that’s what makes you so alluring.”

		“Alluring…me?” He stammered, giving her an awkward grin as he felt his face reddening.

		“Very,” she said encouragingly, going up onto her tiptoes so that she could put both arms around his neck, “it’s the fact that you’re not a player…not a horndog…that I find so endearing.”

		With that, she kissed him. He closed his eyes and kissed her back as her tongue sought entrance to his mouth…

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seven

		

		Fireworks at Mandalay Bay

		

		After taking a quick glance around her hotel room, Enrique seemed to visibly relax. She sensed he had been surreptitiously looking around at first, for the telltale signs of her husband being in residence in the room; a man’s suit hanging in the closet or male toiletries evident in the bathroom.

		He suddenly seems a lot more confident again, now that he’s assured himself that Al is nowhere in the picture; just like I told him he wasn’t, Hailey thought as she watched the younger man finish glancing around her room, trying not to let on that that’s what he was doing.

		“How about that cocktail I promised you?” She said, opening the mini-refrigerator invitingly.

		“Sure, I’d like a scotch over ice,” he said smiling at her with relief still showing on his handsome face about the fact that they were not about to be interrupted by an irate husband.

		“Well, there’s several mini-bottles of scotch, but you’ll have to fetch the ice from the machine down the hall,” she told him, gesturing with her head towards the ice bucket standing on a nearby dresser.

		“No problem,” he said, snatching up the empty bucket and heading for the door.

		

		****

		

		“Where do you work, Enrique?” She asked him the question after he had returned and they had added ice to their two drinks.

		He looked a little reluctant to share that information with her, but at last he said, “Right now, I’m a bartender at the Mirage. But that’s only temporary. I’ve got bigger plans than that; much bigger!”

		She smiled at him appraisingly and thought; I don’t really care what you do for a living, handsome. I just hope you’re as good with that big cock of yours as I think you are!

		Hallie tipped back the iced gin she was holding and downed most of it, feeling the rush from the alcohol immediately. She had been drinking all day, on and off—mostly on, she admitted to herself—and her head was already spinning from all of the unfamiliar alcohol and the thrill of being here, like this, in a locked hotel room with a gorgeous virtual stranger; knowing that they were about to…to…fuck!

		She thought of the big-titted little Oriental slut that had been hanging on Al’s arm earlier in the evening and finished the rest of her gin in two big swallows. As she was setting down her empty cocktail glass, Enrique asked her, “What do you do, Hallie?”

		“When I’m alone, like I am now, in Vegas,” she turned after setting the glass down and put both arms around his big neck, hanging on him, crushing her big breasts against his muscular chest, “I do whatever I damn well please!”

		His lips were on hers in an instant, and his tongue was pushing its way into her mouth. She moaned and thrashed hers against his, sucking at it a little bit as she did so, grinding her tits against his powerful pecs.

		The next few minutes were a blur to her. Somehow, he managed to set his drink next to hers without really breaking off the kiss, and he also managed to get his sport coat, his knit pullover shirt, and her top off as well as her bra!

		Once naked skin touched naked skin, she knew it was inevitable that they were going to go all the way. She sighed as he undid her lower garments as well as his own.

		At last, only her thin panties and his boxers separated them. And soon they, too, were gone and she felt the biggest cock she had ever imagined trapped up against her bare belly as they kissed.

		Holy fuck, what a monster! She thought in a bit of a panic.

		Al’s was big and thick, but not this big and thick! She stopped kissing Enrique and stepped back a little, peering down at the throbbing shaft in awe.

		That thing is a good ten inches long, she told herself, and it’s as big around as my forearm!

		“Like it, chica?” He asked smugly, reaching down and putting both of her hands around it.

		Her thumbs couldn’t quite touch her index fingers, and there was still at least an inch of hard dick jutting out of her clenched fists! Enrique was huge!

		“I…I never had one that big before,” she stammered, still staring down at the pulsing thing she held in her hands as if mesmerized by its sheer size and volume.

		“Lots of girls have said that, believe me, when they first see it,” Enrique said, smiling confidently.

		He stepped closer to Hallie and thumbed her erect nipples as he whispered, “But once they have it inside them, they don’t want to give it up.”

		Hallie didn’t know about that. She wasn’t certain, now that she had seen how massive he was, that she wanted something as big and thick as this boy’s cock in her tight little pussy!

		She almost told him she’d be happy to give him a handjob and send him on his way when Enrique said, “Fuck, babe, you’re an incredible looking woman! That bikini you had on down by the pool didn’t leave a lot to the imagination, but now…seeing you completely naked; you’re the fucking most gorgeous woman I’ve ever seen in my life!”

		He sighed and said, “Your husband is a fool to leave you alone in Vegas, with that face and that body!”

		Hallie felt her pussy contract and her titties jerk together when he said that. The fact that his thumbs and forefingers were on her nipples, squeezing just lightly and teasing them didn’t hurt either, she had to admit!

		She knew she was a little vain about her appearance. She’d always loved to hear men go on about how beautiful she was…

		“Come on, let’s give this big bed a try, chica,” Enrique said just then.

		And when he began to maneuver her over toward it, she didn’t resist…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, God, suck ‘em!” She begged him.

		They were both naked in the middle of her king size bed and Enrique was simply worshipping her sensitive nipples with his lips and tongue! More than a few boys and men had done so before—and nearly all of them had gone gaga over her sumptuous mounds—but this boy was absolutely devouring them as if he’d never had a set of tits to play with before!

		Her pussy was so wet, it was overflowing with lube. She whined and fed him her breasts eagerly, her eyes half closed in ecstasy.

		No one had ever gotten her pussy off without even touching it before, but Enrique’s mouth on her plumped-out nipples felt so heavenly, so exquisite, that he was about to accomplish that feat! Hallie murmured and cooed as he sucked at her mindlessly, running her fingers through his long black hair, urging his mouth down still further on her super-sensitive breasts!

		“Such sweet ones,” he sighed, changing nipples once again while his busy fingers tugged at the one his mouth had just left in a way that kept her trim ass wriggling all around the mattress beneath him. “I’ve never sucked such a sweet pair of tits in my life, chica!”

		“Oh, yeah,” she breathed heavily as he fell upon them again, sucking and licking, nipping lightly with his sharp front teeth at the pliant pink spikes of flesh.

		“Got to eat you now,” he murmured, kissing her between her heaving tits and then moving his lips rapidly down her body.

		A lightning bolt of pure joy shot through Hallie’s breasts and sizzled right down her backbone and into her pussy when he said that! If this guy’s pussy-licking skills matched his tit-sucking prowess, she was in for the cunt-eating experience of her life!

		Enrique kissed his way down her taut tummy and slid down further onto the mattress. She felt his hot breath on her ready-to-explode clit and then held her own breath as the tiny bud disappeared into his sucking mouth.

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” she wheezed as he began to caress her tender clit with his tongue as his lips sucked at it.

		The boy’s tongue plunged deep into her soupy cunt and she screamed as she came! It was just so good…so complete…so utterly wonderful!

		Hallie felt her pussy contract around his gliding tongue and she whined as a furious jolt of orgasmic pleasure gripped her whole body. Her hands were like claws now, gripping his long hair and frantically drawing his mouth tighter onto her spasming cunt.

		“Fuck, its so goooooooooood,” she crooned as the intense contractions continued in her pussy.

		She ground her juicing lips onto his face and groaned in total bliss. The sound of him swallowing her outpouring just served to heighten her ecstasy as the long, powerful climax rolled on and on.

		At last, the violent spasms quieted; then faded away completely. She sighed with unabashed satisfaction as they gradually came to a full stop and Enrique’s head withdrew from her crotch.

		“Holy shit, chica,” he gasped, a huge grin on his pussy juice-smeared face. “You really come when you come, don’t you?”

		She felt herself blushing but she whispered softly, “Yeah, I guess I do at that.”

		To her surprise, he didn’t plunge his super-hard cock into her sloppy depths the way she had supposed he would. Instead, he reached for her upper body and pulled her to him.

		“I want some head now, too,” he murmured, centering his huge cock head just short of her lips.

		Hallie panicked. This guy’s dick was nearly twice as big as her husband’s, and she had always thought of Al’s cock as being very large!

		She quickly thought back to all the boys and men she had sucked over the years and realized that none of them could compare to Enrique! He was way bigger than any of them had been!

		“I…I don’t know about this,” she pleaded softly, looking up at him.

		Again, he surprised her by not saying something like: “that’s okay; just do the best you can.”

		He grabbed her once again by the shoulders and dragged her long body to the foot of the bed, where he let her head dangle off the mattress as he stood up. Staring down at her, he whispered, “Just open your mouth and throat. I’ll do the rest, chica.”

		Before she could even think about it, he bent his knees and slipped his enormous cock head between her lips and fucked downward. Using her mouth and throat like a pussy, he eased most of his gigantic dick into her surprised face!

		Hallie gurgled in protest, but Enrique kept right on fucking in and out of her mouth. She felt his huge ball sac hit her in the forehead, once, twice, three times.

		On the third thrust, it really smacked her and it just lay there for a few seconds. He groaned and murmured, “Oh, my dick looks so great in that beautiful face of yours, chica!”

		All of it! She thought in rising panic. He’s got nearly that entire monster buried in my throat!

		“Oh, yeah, that’s it,” he sighed as he started to skull-fuck her again slowly, “use your tongue and just suck lightly on it, baby!”

		Hallie amazed herself by not gagging. There was something about this angle that allowed her throat to open all the way and she found it much easier than she normally would have to control her gag reflex.

		“Now you’ve got it all,” he murmured, watching his battering ram of a cock ease down into her lips, “I can see the head way down in your throat, chica!”

		That mental image seemed to send a jolt of pure sexual excitement crackling through Hallie’s body. She reached up and caressed his huge nut sac as she increased her suction on his gliding cock as it stretched her lips open.

		Her other hand snaked down across her belly and found her clit. She began “flicking the bean” as she ate the boy’s mammoth prick with growing need.

		After all, he had just given her pussy the licking of its life. It was only fair that she give him the very best blowjob she could manage in return!

		Enrique caressed the sides of her neck as he fucked her mouth and throat. He slid his hands up to her chest and down onto her jutting mounds, capturing her once-again hard nipples and gently tweaking them as she sucked.

		Hallie gasped with pleasure and circled her tongue around and around on his pistoning cock as he drilled it in and out of her sucking lips. She stroked his balls with her fingernails and felt them tighten.

		Her pussy was again churning out lubricant and she slathered her clit with the hot oil as she “Jilled” herself off while he watched. Enrique smiled down at her and said, “Fuck, by you’re one hot mama! You and I are going to have such fun tonight!”

		She lashed at his cock head with her tongue by way of an answer, and stroked her clitty faster and faster. He tugged hard on her nipples and really began to fuck her mouth in earnest.

		Hallie knew he was going to come, and come soon. She welcomed it!

		I hope he has a lot for me to swallow, she thought as his dick flew up and down in her mouth and his balls got tighter and tighter under her playful fingers.

		Enrique’s handsome face contorted as if in pain, and then he shouted, “Oh, fuck, chica, here it is!”

		Al and a couple of guys in her past had really shot big loads into her mouth. Some of them had come so hard and jetted out so much of the thick goo that she’d had a hard time swallowing it all for them.

		But nothing in her past had prepared her for the wad of hot jism young Enrique’s balls held for her! In an instant, her mouth was flooded with thick, gooey cock cream!

		Hallie swallowed, and then swallowed again, and still it kept on coming. She felt it breach her lips and begin running down her cheeks on each side, but the monster cock didn’t stop coming!

		A huge wave of orgasmic pleasure washed over her at that moment and she writhed on the bed, swallowing male come and gulping for breath. It seemed for a few seconds that she might drown in the boy’s semen, but she didn’t care!

		There was nothing but the furious spasms of joy pulsing through her body and the sound of Enrique sighing with pleasure as she blew him and the exquisite knowledge that she was, at that moment, the hottest, nastiest girl in Las Vegas!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eight

		

		Ecstasy at the Venetian

		

		“This is nice,” Al said, glancing around her room as she closed the door and locked it behind them.

		“I bet yours looks just like this one,” she said archly, turning toward him.

		“Yeah, I guess it does at that,” Al replied sheepishly, feeling like an utter dunce for saying something as stupid as that in an effort to make conversation.

		Before they’d decided to have sex, Al had been able to talk to this girl so easily. Now he suddenly felt tongue-tied and awkward around her

		He was nervous, so nervous he doubted he could even get it up, no matter how lovely Victoria was. This just wasn’t him!

		Al Bergstrom was not a cheater by nature. He had never even daydreamed about being with anyone other than his wife!

		“Hey, relax,” Victoria said with a smile, seeming to sense how uptight he was.

		She took his hand and led him over to her bed, sitting him down on the edge of the mattress. Plopping her trim ass down right next to him, she whispered, “Hey, I’m not exactly a virgin, and neither are you. Let’s just take this slowly and enjoy ourselves, shall we?”

		He breathed easier. He felt as if her words had somehow helped to lessen his anxiety.

		Victoria said, “I know you like kissing me, don’t you?”

		Al grinned at her and nodded that he did. She eased his sport coat off and threw it across the bed; then she began lightly kissing his neck, working her way gradually up to his cheek.

		Wordlessly, they kicked off their shoes and scooted fully onto the bed, moving up against the pillows at the head of it. She snuggled into his arms and their lips met once more.

		Her tongue was in his mouth again and he sighed, feeling his cock start to harden right away. Maybe this wasn’t going to turn out to be a complete disaster after all…

		

		****

		

		“J-Jesus, you’re good!” Al sighed as Victoria’s lips slid up and down his stiff prick.

		They were naked atop her bed and he had her phenomenal tits resting in his palms, squeezing and toying with them, as she lay on her sleek belly between his legs and blew him. The girl looked incredible without her clothes on—like an Oriental fantasy come to life!

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed as she sucked him, obviously enjoying herself immensely.

		She pressed her big tits into his hands and sucked even harder, her tongue never ceasing its hot caress of his hard flesh. Al moaned and tugged at her brownish, very pretty nipples, rolling them between his fingertips as he did so.

		Victoria groaned and took all of him in her mouth and throat with her next downward head plunge, her tongue going crazy on his prick. He gasped and cautioned her, “You’d better stop for a second, if you don’t want me to come in your mouth!”

		She looked up at him with those unbelievable brown eyes twinkling as she let him slowly slip from her saliva-slick lips and murmured, “Maybe I’ll do that for you later tonight, darling, but right now, I want this big thing inside me!”

		Al shuddered as he contemplated that, but it was a shudder of disbelief and anxious anticipation, not one of revulsion. This girl was unreal!

		From his infrequent forays into web porn, he’d come to the conclusion that most Asian girls preferred to let their pubic hair grow long and silky. But Victoria’s cute little pussy wasn’t like that at all.

		Her tiny pink slit had been waxed as bald as his wife’s, and was just as beautiful. He couldn’t wait to slip his hard on into it and ravage it!

		Victoria apparently couldn’t wait for that to happen either. She rolled over onto her back and spread those perfect little legs of hers wide for him, smiling all the while.

		Al scrambled eagerly into place and centered his cock in her tiny opening. He glanced down at her and whispered, “Should I…use something?”

		“Hell, no, I’m on the pill,” she said laughingly, “I’m clean and I bet you are too, aren’t you?”

		He felt his face coloring with embarrassment as he said, “I haven’t done this with anyone but Hallie in ten years or so. Not until now, that is.”

		“Well, then go ahead and do it!” She chided him, hunching her pussy upward. “You have a great cock, Al. And I want it!”

		Al sighed and pushed downward slowly. She opened for him easily and his thickness slid down into her welcoming slickness all the way up to his balls.

		Damn, I think she’s even tighter than Hallie, Al told himself as he bottomed out in the young woman’s snug little hole. And fuck is she hot inside!

		“You…you feel so great!” He breathed out as he settled down onto her.

		“So do you,” she sighed, craning her neck upward to kiss him once more.

		They shared a long, tongue-filled kiss as he slowly began to fuck her. His motion grew faster and faster as the kiss got hotter and hotter.

		God, she’s so great to fuck! Al told himself as he got used to balling the little Chinese-American girl.

		His thoughts turned momentarily to Hallie, but he quickly pushed them away; out of his consciousness. That handsome Hispanic kid was no doubt doing to his wife what he was doing to Victoria, right this moment.

		She called the tune, he thought angrily, deciding he didn’t feel all that guilty at all about fucking another woman.

		Looking down at Victoria, he discovered that he really didn’t feel very guilty. She was lovely, and willing, and oh, so hot!

		She gurgled with pleasure as he really began laying the meat to her. Matching him thrust for thrust, she worked her pussy up to meet him and buried his flying cock up to the hilt in her voracious little cunt.

		Oh, man, but she’s a great fuck! Al thought, bearing down hard, giving her the best he had.

		“Oh, oh, God,” she sighed aloud, breaking off the kiss breathlessly, panting for air. “Fuck me, Al! Oh, baby, can you ever fuck!”

		It was all Al could do to hold back from coming in the gyrating, eagerly-hunching girl when she said that. He wanted to make her orgasm…he was suddenly desperate to feel her climax beneath his pounding thrusts!

		He needn’t have worried, as it turned out. Seconds later, her eyes flew open to their fullest and he felt her pussy clutch wildly at his hammering cock.

		“Oh….oh…fuck,” she gasped, beginning to shake all as he rammed into her, “I’m coming! Oh, God, am I ever coming?”

		Al roared out his own pleasure and started to fill her with his hot cream. She closed her eyes and he felt her long fingernails dig lightly into his back as he spunked her again and again.

		“Oh, yeah,” she moaned in utter ecstasy, clutching her body hard against his as he emptied his balls into her. “Oh, that’s it! Pump me full of that hot stuff!”

		

		****

		

		“See, that wasn’t so hard, now was it?” She asked him teasingly as they lay together at the top of the bed, resting up from their explosive climax.

		He laughed and said, “Don’t ever tell my wife this…but that was among the greatest fucks I’ve ever had in my life!”

		She giggled and said, “Don’t tell my boyfriend back in San Jose, but that was one of my top five ever, too!”

		He started, and then asked her, “You have a boyfriend back home?”

		Victoria smiled and said, “Yeah, I do. We live together, and we’ve talked about getting engaged later this year.”

		Al just looked at her, stunned. She shrugged and said, “Hey, we’re not engaged yet; so technically, I’m still free to play around.”

		He said, “What if you found out he’d slept with someone else while you were away this week; how would you feel about that?”

		“I’d probably kill the bitch and him too,” she said, breaking out into peals of laughter at the thought of how unreasonable she was being.

		“Hey, I’m a woman,” she said at last, when she’d finally stopped laughing. “We don’t have to make sense, or haven’t you heard?”

		He shook his head, smiling at her twisted logic, saying, “Oh, yeah, I’m familiar with the concept, believe me.”

		The two of them just sat there, looking at each other fondly for long seconds. At last, Al said, “Why me? Do you usually fool around when you’re in Vegas?”

		“I never have before,” she said, the smile leaving her face. “But I find myself very attracted to you, somehow. You have a lost-puppy dog vibe about you that I just can’t seem to resist!”

		Al laughed and said, “Lost-puppy dog, huh? I guess I’ve been called worse.”

		The both chuckled at that and then he said, “How about your boyfriend? Is he like that too, a puppy dog?”

		Victoria shook her head that he wasn’t, saying, “No, not at all; Gil is very macho; very much in charge. He’s tall and blonde and he’s got the sexiest blue eyes.”

		Al asked, “Is he into algorithm design, too?”

		She laughed, “Gil, no way! He’s a salesman, all charm and polish and bullshit. He wouldn’t know an algorithm if it sneaked up on him and bit him in the ass!”

		Al nodded that he got the picture, and she added, “My parents hate the fact that I’m with him, of course. They want me to marry a nice Chinese boy and have umpty-umpth grandkids and stay home and take care of them. They’re very traditional in that way; totally unlike me!”

		“I get that you’re not very traditional,” Al said, brushing her nipples with his fingertips.

		Her eyes went half-closed over the next few seconds and her nipples slowly began to jut outward from her spherical mounds as he continued to toy with them. She sighed and whispered, “In the spirit of being non-traditional…how do you feel about anal sex? Speaking for myself, I just love it!”

		Al felt his cock twitch as he thought about claiming this girl’s gorgeous little ass. He and Hallie didn’t share that kind of sex together; they never had.

		You had to go back to his freshman year in college, to find his one anal experience. And it hadn’t been that memorable, now that he thought about it.

		He’d slipped his hard cock up the ass of a very out-of-it coed at big party he’d attended. She’d had so many beers and so many drugs by then, he doubted she’d even remembered the next day that several guys at the party had used her backdoor, as well as her pussy, that night.

		Victoria reached for his swelling-to-life dick and began to pump it in her fist, saying, “How about it, Al. Don’t you want to fuck me in the ass?”

		“I don’t really have much experience with anal sex,” he confessed as he stiffened up in her grasp. “But I bet I could learn to love it, with the right teacher.”

		She just smiled and scooted off the bed, only to disappear into the bathroom. He saw she had a big tube of sex lubricant clutched in her hand moments later, when she returned to the bedroom and climbed back onto the mattress beside him…

		

		****

		

		“Damn, I thought your little pussy was tight!” He gasped out the words as his lubed-up cock head finally succeeded in punching its way through the elastic ring of muscle surrounding her anus.

		“God, you’ve got a thick one!” She sighed as his prick began to fill her forbidden passage. “Play with my nippies and my clit as you slip that big cock of yours into me, Al-darling!”

		Breathlessly, he did as she asked. He was only too happy to toy with her tiny, but extremely sensitive little clit and pull at her long, brown nipples as he fucked her in her perfect ass!

		Jesus, this feels so good! He kept on telling himself that as he drilled Victoria’s tight little bottom. I wish Hallie went for this, too! I’d love to fuck her in that great ass of hers, now that I think about it!

		He told himself that the Hispanic kid was probably doing that right now. Al almost laughed aloud, imagining that; Hallie letting someone ball her precious little ass!

		“Oh, oh, fuck,” Victoria moaned at that moment. “That feels so fine, Al! Fuck me; fuck my tiny little asshole hard while you play with my clitty, pleeeeeaaasssse!”

		Oh, man, he thought, reveling in what he was doing; how obscene it was, how tight the young girl’s ass sheath was around his pistoning cock!

		Victoria gave out with a whinny-like noise that sounded for all the world like a contented filly being well-fucked by her stallion! He felt her butt clench around his flying cock meat--clamping down on it so tightly that he could barely penetrate it—and her tits jerked together violently beneath his fingertips.

		“Uggghhhhhhhhhhhh! I’m coming!” She gasped just then, and he felt her whole body spasm with the fury of her orgasm.

		Fuck, oh, fuck, he thought as his dick began to spew jet after jet of hot jism up her contracting butthole. This is so wild! This is so fucking wild!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nine

		

		Back at the Mandalay Bay

		

		Hallie was slightly shocked that Enrique was almost hard again as soon as she finished licking up his cock cream. She was still gasping for breath and squeegeeing the last drops of his errant jizz from her cheeks into her mouth as she sat back up on the bed.

		Glancing downward, she saw his awesome cock begin to flex and harden right up again. She remembered--from own her high school and college days--how horny most young guys were, but this was ridiculous!

		“I want to fuck that hot little pussy of yours now, Hallie,” he breathed hotly, taking her shoulders in his strong hands and arranging her on her hands and knees in front of him, as he moved into position behind her.

		“Give me a minute to catch my breath,” she protested weakly, feeling the head of his ball bearing-hard prick already nudging up against her super-wet pussy lips.

		But Enrique was having none of it. His hands drifted back up onto her shoulders and then onward, up into to her long blonde locks.

		He grabbed a handful of hair in each fist and tugged her backward, impaling her cunt upon his rigid cock shaft. She moaned as the biggest thing she’d ever had shoved into her pussy in her whole life slid into her tight little slit and kept right on burrowing downward.

		“Ohhhhhhhh, fuck, but that thing is wide!” She grunted out the words as the boy buried himself as deep as he could go in her wildly stretched-open pussy’s depths.

		She felt his huge ball sac come to rest against her ass cheeks and knew that she had all ten inches of him berthed inside her. Hallie groaned as she realized that this virtual stranger was completely unprotected as well!

		I should have made him wear a condom! I should have insisted on it!

		But she could feel huge load of come she had just swallowed sloshing around in her belly as he began to fuck her. If he did have some awful disease, she knew she could catch it just as easily from swallowing his come as from having it shot into her unprotected pussy!

		Oh, I’m such a fool! She thought to herself as Enrique’s cock picked up speed inside her mashed-open lower lips. What am I even doing here--with a stranger’s bare cock inside me--while me husband’s is probably buried in some Asian tramp’s pussy down the Strip?

		Enrique reached down right at that moment and adjusted the angle of her hips just slightly, bringing his rutting dick into full contact with her clit. A wave of sensual, joyous excitement broke over Hallie’s impaled body as he did that, and she closed her eyes and dug her fingernails into the bedspread.

		Jesus, it’s starting to feel so wonderful, she admitted to herself as the boy’s huge prick berthed itself deep in her cunt again and again.

		He reached under her just then and began kneading her swaying, shimmying tits with his strong fingers, finding her aroused nipples and tugging on them gently as he fucked her. She groaned at how nice that was and then shuddered with pleasure as another spasm of bliss rolled through her.

		“Is it starting to feel good, chica?” He murmured, leaning forward and licking her naked back tantalizingly. “Is Enrique’s big cock starting to feel like it belongs in that tight little pussy of yours?”

		Damn him, if it didn’t feel that way! Hallie wouldn’t give the swaggering boy the satisfaction of admitting it, but his mammoth cock was starting to feel great gliding deep into her stretched-open twat!

		Her clit was jammed right up against that huge hunk of meat’s hot, slippery outer skin, and it felt marvelous as the pulsing surface came in constant contact with the sensitive little bud. She felt her titties jerk together as he pulled lightly on her nipples in tandem with her pussy’s involuntary clenching.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, keep dooooooooing that!” Her voice sounded far away to her, because of the roar building in her ears as she got ready to climax.

		“I will,” Enrique promised her in a low, guttural whisper, “and I’ll do this, too!”

		She felt his right hand release her nipple relocate itself on her ass cheek; his thumb begin to toy with her anus. Hallie was so into the steady penetration by his big cock that she was hunching her hips backward, in time with his strokes, skewering herself back onto both his plunging prick and his invading thumb.

		“Nuh-no, not back there!” Hallie admonished him, trying in vain to twist away from the intrusive digit.

		But it was too late. Her own thrusts backward drove his thumb a little further into her ass with each lunge. And his cock felt so good inside her that she couldn’t seem to help herself; she kept hunching her ass back onto his gliding thumb!

		“Do you like it, baby?” He sighed into her ear as he fucked her in the ass with his fat thumb while he continued jamming his prick into her pussy.

		“No…no…I don’t like it at all!” She moaned out the words but her own body betrayed her, even as she said them.

		Hallie was poised on the brink of huge orgasm, and she knew Enrique could feel it too. Her tits were bunched tightly and they throbbed in unison every time he tugged at her nipples. And her pussy! It was absolutely sucking at his cock as it slid back and forth in her!

		And then there was her ass sheath; it was clenching open and shut around his maddening thumb in perfect time with her pussy’s wild contractions. She threw back her head just then and moaned helplessly, “Oh, fuck, oh, fuck, oh, fuck am I ever coming great?”

		A fireball of pure ecstasy enveloped her. Hallie screamed and shook and her whole body tensed beneath his hammering thrusts!

		She was transformed into one gripping, quivering muscle in that instant. And the intense come-fury raged through her like a tidal surge enveloping a small island.

		“Fuck, chica,” Enrique sighed, his big dick lurching inside her, followed by a torrent of hot male come.

		The boy’s prick was driven into her as deep as it would reach and jet after jet of his scalding semen filled her womb. Hallie groaned--hoping her birth control pills were up to the task--and came and came right along with him…

		

		****

		

		“So, you don’t usually take it up the ass, hey, chica?” He teased her as his fingertips caressed her anus as he cuddled her in the moments following their fierce mutual orgasm.

		“No, I don’t like to be touched back there at all,” Hallie told him truthfully. “We’re not going do that tonight, so you may as well get it out of your head.”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, but you’ve got such a pretty ass, baby,” he sighed, stroking her tight little butt cheeks with just his fingertips before returning to diddling her forbidden hole. “It seems a shame not to taste it!”

		Taste it…what the hell does he mean…taste it? She asked herself, still feeling slightly disoriented from the intensity of the climax they had just shared.

		Enrique didn’t give her time to ponder that question for long. He leaned down and began kissing her bare skin all over again.

		First his soft lips were on her shoulders, on her collar bones, on her upper chest. And then he was kissing and sucking her right nipple once more. Hallie leaned back against the pillows and let him work his oral magic on her breasts once more.

		This boy was a true genius with his mouth and tongue. She let out her breath and caressed his long, dark hair as he started to move from nipple to nipple once more.

		He’s going to fuck me again, Hallie told herself as he slowly brought her tits to full attention.

		There was none of the panic over that thought that there had been a few minutes ago. She already had a huge load of this young man’s semen in her tummy and another in her pussy.

		What difference did one more make, she asked herself as he bit down gently on her left nipple? She groaned at how exquisite that felt; a little pain to go along with her rising pleasure.

		“Ummmmmmmmm, that’s it, baby,” she cooed aloud, running her fingers through his dark locks more eagerly, drawing his hot mouth down tighter onto her pumped-with-excitement breasts. “Bite ‘em just a little!”

		But after a few seconds more of the delicious nipple-play, he began kissing his way down her belly, stopping briefly to tease her bellybutton; then moving steadily downward, dragging his tongue over her clit—even though it was probably smeared with his own semen! She gasped at how devilishly…nasty that felt.

		No one had ever licked her pussy after he’d come inside it! The whole idea that a macho guy like Enrique would willingly swallow his own…stuff, struck her as being somehow really…hot!

		Her young Latin lover continued to lick at her clit even as he reached his left hand upward to tweak her nipples. She wriggled her ass around on the mattress beneath him, her fingers tightening around his hair as she moaned, “Oh, oh, you hot baby! Eat it! Eat my gooey pussy for me!”

		Enrique gently urged her downward even further on the bed, until she was lying nearly flat on her back in front of him. His tongue still roamed all over her jizz-filled pussy slit, but he was mainly concentrating on her clit, as his fingers glided across her breasts, teasing her nipples to full erectness as they went.

		And then the naughty tongue moved downward, across the tiny strip of skin between her vagina and her anus. All at once, just the tip was toying with her lower opening!

		“W-What are you doooooing to me?” She cried out as his tongue penetrated her ass and wriggled inside it for the first time.

		His left hand was on her right nipple; his right was caressing her gooey clit in time with his tongue’s exploration of her anus! She closed her eyes and groaned, her whole body alive with excitement at the lurid, taboo sensations the boy was suddenly coaxing from it!

		Oh, oh, God, he’s fucking my ass with his hot tongue! Hallie told herself incredulously.

		She knew what he was doing was beyond nasty! She knew that she should stop him.

		But she didn’t…

		

		****

		

		Her mind quickly flashed back to her only other anal experience. She’d been barely fourteen and one of the dad’s she’d babysat for was driving her home late at night, he and his wife having just gotten back from a party.

		Mr. Costner, the dad, had volunteered to drive her home. It was only a few blocks to her parent’s house but it was nearing two in the morning, so it seemed best to her to let him drop her off in front of her door.

		He didn’t look much like his namesake--Kevin Costner, the movie star--but he’d been handsome enough in his own right. And she knew he had the hots for her.

		She may have been only been fourteen but she’d known, even at that young age, when a guy was attracted to her. Hallie hadn’t been very experienced with sex back then—she had given a few handjobs to various boyfriends, going all the way back to the eighth grade--and had even briefly sucked the cock of one of her latest flames, finishing him up in her fist--but that was about it.

		Mr. Costner had been drinking heavily at the party, as had Mrs. Costner. The woman had staggered off upstairs as soon as they’d gotten home and Hallie had imagined her face down on the bed, snoring in her evening clothes as her husband helped her into the car.

		Sure enough, Mr. Costner had apparently thought they had all the time in the world that night, too. He’d pulled over nearly as soon as they were out of sight of his house and undid his seat belt. The car had been a sedan, with no console, so he’d had free access to her teenaged body just by sliding over towards her a foot or so.

		“You’re a hot one, aren’t you, Hallie-girl?” She remembered he had asked her drunkenly.

		And then, before she could even answer, his lips had been on hers. She’d tried to protest, but he had been a grown man, with lots and lots of sexual experience.

		His tongue had entered her mouth right away and his hands had been all over her budding tits as they made out. Practically before she’d known what was happening, she’d found herself completely naked in the front seat with him and his big cock had been in her hand.

		“Oh, yeah, you know how to do that, alright!” He’d moaned as she fisted him automatically, the way she’d done her various boyfriends in the past.

		He’d leaned down and began sucking her nipples so nicely just then. Hallie had been half naked with a few boys by then, so she’d already discovered that she loved to have her sensitive nipples sucked!

		She remembered how expertly he’d fingered her clit while he gobbled her breasts right up. He’d made her come once and then twice, with just his finger up her juicy little virgin pussy and his mouth on her tits!

		“I…I’ve never done this before!” She remembered panting as he’d sat back and taken the rubber from his wallet and rolled it onto his big cock.

		“That’s okay,” he’d grunted, forcing her up onto her knees and making her face the seat. “You can’t get pregnant if this thing breaks while I’m inside you this way.”

		Then she’d felt the most pain she’d ever felt in her life as he’d bulled his massive dick up her ass and began to fuck her really hard in the “wrong hole”! She remembered how cold the leather of the car seat had felt against her tits and belly, and how the cock had burned like a hot fireplace poker while it was being driven in and out of her virgin ass!

		The condom had been the lubricated kind, thank God, but it hadn’t provided nearly enough lubrication, and she was so happy when he’d finally wheezed, “Oh, fuck, kid, I’m coming right up that cute little ass of yours!” and she’d felt something incredibly warm filling her ravaged asshole through the rubber…

		He’d hurriedly pulled his pants back up right away after they’d finished. She’d gotten dressed while he drove the few blocks to her parent’s house.

		The Costners had never called her to baby-sit again, so she’d never laid eyes on her first real lover again. She never said anything to anyone about that night, but she’d never let anyone fool around with ass again either!

		

		****

		

		“Don’t worry, chica,” Enrique’s voice was saying just now. “I’m going to make sure you enjoy this as much as I do.”

		He sprang up off the bed and went into the bathroom. She heard him rummaging around through her toiletries on the counter.

		“This should do the trick,” he assured her, returning with a small, travel-size bottle of her favorite skin cream. “It’s good and slick.”

		“No, no, I don’t want this!” Her protests sounded weak and ineffectual even to her as the boy knelt back on the bed and squirted a huge jet of the moisturizer up her gaped-open asshole.

		“Oh, damn, that cold!” Hallie shrieked as he flooded her with the cool cream back there.

		He laughed and gathered her into his strong arms, saying, “Don’t you worry; I’m going to warm it up, starting right now!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Ten

		

		Aftermath

		

		“I shouldn’t have let him do that to me,” Hallie murmured under breath as she glided along South Las Vegan Boulevard at six the next morning.

		Every step she ran reminded her that Enrique’s huge cock had been deep in her ass last night! Her butt didn’t exactly hurt; not really.

		But it didn’t feel quite right, either. As she ran, she kept feeling as if her anus was more distended than usual; wider than it normally was.

		I guess it should feel wider! She told herself ruefully. That kid’s dick was a monster!

		And she had let him put it up her bottom; not once, but twice, before he had finally kissed her good bye and left her hotel room just a few minutes ago. She smiled at that memory, in spite of the mild discomfort she was experiencing in her ass as she ran.

		I’m a very naughty girl, she told herself happily. I let a boy I barely knew spend the night with me and fuck me as often as he wanted to, wherever he wanted to!

		“I can’t believe I let myself indulge in such bad behavior,” she chided herself softly as she passed the Bellagio hotel-casino’s entrance.

		Still, he had been gorgeous. And that big cock of his had felt nothing short of phenomenal, up her pussy; even in her mouth and poking its way down her throat. She had to admit, it had even felt great up her ass…once she had gotten used to having her spectacular body used in that way!

		I guess it’s true what they say about really handsome guys with huge dicks, she thought. There is definitely something special about them…

		

		****

		

		As she ran along, she thought about last night, smiling.

		Enrique had quieted her protests by kissing her. She had tasted his semen on his tongue as it invaded her mouth during the kiss, and that had really turned her on for some reason!

		He hadn’t flipped her over onto her back, to get her up onto her hands and knees for her second exposure to anal sex, like she’d supposed that he would. Instead, he had ground his muscular, hairless pecs down onto her nipples while he’d kissed her and fed his raging hard on into her soupy cunt once more!

		She remembered thinking that he’d changed his mind about claiming her ass, as he’d balled her brains out in the conventional way. Hallie hadn’t minded that a bit, tossing her hips up off the bed to meet his every thrust, reveling in the way his mammoth cock felt inside her lust-slickened, come-laden pussy.

		She’d hoped that he’d make her come with his hot fucking, and he had. But instead of coming along with her however, he’d eased his still-hard dick out of her spasming confines and nudged it up against her well-lubed anus instead.

		Enrique had been smart enough to touch her clit with his fingers, keeping her orgasm going, while he’d slowly parted her anal passage and slipped inside. His penetration had felt so natural; so much a part of her climax, that she hadn’t made any protest at all when he’d taken her up the wrong hole!

		On the contrary, she’d cooed and wriggled her ass against his cock as it had slowly filled her, sucking at his jism-smeared tongue frantically. He’d been balls-deep in her bottom practically before she’d known it; stretching her, filling her with the sensation of hot, throbbing male meat.

		She’d shuddered as she’d felt his big nuts coming to rest against her and had realized that he was now fully inside her forbidden hole. It had felt so different than it on that awful night when Mr. Costner had done the exact same thing, seventeen years ago!

		Her new lover had also known enough to let her get used to being pried open so fully back there, before he’d started to fuck her. Instead, he’d made out with her until she had been totally aroused once more.

		Hallie remembered how that had felt. She’d hungered for more stimulation! She’d actually felt glad when his big cock had begun to ease up and down her stretched-to-its-limit asshole!

		“Oh, that’s right,” she’d crooned when the steamy kiss had finally ended and she had felt herself being speared again and again by his gigantic manhood, whispering, “Fuck me! Fuck me right in the ass!”

		Smiling somewhat ruefully at that memory, Hallie crossed the street and made her turn back for the Mandalay Bay. She had to admit, she had behaved like a total slut for her young Latin lover last night.

		So why didn’t she feel worse about all of the incredibly nasty things she’d willingly done with an almost total stranger…?

		

		****

		

		Al struggled out of bed when he awoke for the final time at around ten in the morning. He’d staggered back to his own room from Victoria’s at around five and fallen into bed, exhausted from all the exotic sex he’d experienced last night!

		He glanced at the clock now and sighed. She’d be stepping off the plane in San Jose in less than an hour. And he’d be left here in Vegas all by himself, to stew about cheating on Hallie; about her cheating on him, and what it all meant.

		Do I want to hit the tables this morning? He asked himself as he stumbled into the bathroom, took a long piss, and started the shower.

		Strangely enough, he found that he didn’t. He couldn’t seem to get Victoria out of his mind and he knew his concentration at the gaming tables would be shot as a result.

		“You really got to me last night, brown eyes,” he murmured to himself aloud as he stepped into the shower and lathered up.

		He shaved, while recalling everything they’d done in bed together. Jesus, that girl was a real hellion, beneath that calm, inscrutable Oriental facade she presented to the world.

		“I bet Hallie could do some of those same things--just as well as Victoria did them—if she’d just let herself,” Al mused aloud as he shaved his face by feel while he was in the shower.

		But his Hallie would never take it up the ass so willingly, would she? He asked himself that question as he finished up with the shave and started shampooing his hair. And she would never suck a cock after it had been up her ass—the way Vicky did last night--if she ever were to let that happen; that’s for sure!

		Al shut off the shower after rinsing off all the shampoo and grabbed a towel. He was nearly dry and ready to face the day when he heard a soft knock at his door.

		Who the fuck can that be? He asked himself the question with slight irritation, tying the towel around his waist and shuffling into the bedroom to answer it. I don’t know a soul in Vegas, other than Hallie. And she’s sure as hell not going to come calling on me anytime soon…

		He undid the lock and opened the door, expecting to see a maid from housekeeping, asking him if it was alright to make up the room for the day. Instead, Victoria stood there, smiling shyly, with her luggage behind her.

		“I decided to stay over one more day,” she said simply. “I called my boss and told him I’d be in later this week and he was okay with that.”

		The diminutive Chinese girl smiled and said; “But I don’t have a room here any more. Can I stay with you?”

		

		****

		

		It seemed like they’d been fucking for hours but Al didn’t want to stop. Victoria was on top now, leaning down, feeding him her nipples as she rode his cock.

		“God, you’re so beautiful,” he murmured up at her as she changed from the left one to the right one, “and that little pussy of yours feels like pure heaven around my cock.”

		She smiled and whispered, “I don’t know how many times I’ve come this morning, but it was a bunch! You’re quite the stud cat daddy, Professor Al!”

		He laughed at her lewd compliment and thrust his pelvis up off the bed, really driving his dick up into her. She moaned with pleasure and mashed her clitty downward, against his buried prick and sighed, “This is why I came back. God, I needed this!”

		Rolling her over onto her back, keeping his cock buried inside her to the max, he whispered, “I thought you said your boyfriend was a real sex god?”

		She looked up at him and said with a tiny giggle, “He is! But he’s not you, Al. You’re something special: Mrs. Al is a fool to give you up, even for a week!”

		Al brought to mind the image of Hallie and her Mexican boy-toy and smiled. He thought, Take that, you bitch! This stunner of a young girl thinks I’m a super-stud!

		He bore down and fucked Victoria for all he was worth. She gasped with delight and clung to him feverishly, her girlish pussy clasping around him once more as he made her come yet again…

		

		****

		

		Hallie tossed her sweaty tee shirt into the dirty clothes bag and stepped into the shower. She felt great, after the five-mile run; her muscles were all warmed up, stretched out and ready to take on the day.

		But I’m not, she admitted to herself. I’m thirty-two, not twenty-two. I can’t pull an all-nighter with some young stud like I did last night and launch right into my day anymore.

		First, she’d take a long, hot, leisurely shower. And then she’d phone down to room service for a light breakfast and make sure to tell the desk she wouldn’t want maid service until after two this afternoon.

		Then, after she’d eaten, she’d grab herself a long nap. After that, she planned on hitting the gym and maybe getting a massage in the day spa.

		Last night with Enrique had worn her out in some ways, but it had invigorated her in others. She felt slightly ashamed of what a tramp she’d been with him, but the sex had been little short of spectacular; she had to admit.

		Her thoughts turned to Al and a wintry smile creased her lips. Part of her hoped that little Oriental girl had given him a night to remember as well.

		But not too good a night; she wanted him back, after this little experiment was over. She knew that already.

		Enrique and his massive cock had been fun, but that was all it had been. For the long haul, Al was the man she wanted in her arms for the rest of their lives!

		She picked went into the bedroom and ordered breakfast, thinking about her young Mexican-American swain. He’d told her that he had to work his evening shifts at the bar for the next couple of nights, but he’d said that he’d have a surprise in store for her come Thursday, if she was still going to be in town.

		She was, but did she want to see the buffed young cocksman again? Hallie smiled as she thought about that and decided that she’d play it by ear when Thursday rolled around…

		

		****

		

		“Y-You don’t want to gamble?” Al asked, shocked.

		Victoria was down on her tummy, between his legs, sucking him back to fullness. Gamine-like, she gazed up at him and said, “No, that’s not why I came back. I’ve already won enough money on this trip.”

		She gave his long, thick cock a loving slurp that went all the way from the engorged head, clear down to his balls, and then back up again. When she got to the top, she ran her tongue all over the tip of it before saying in a low, sexy growl, “I came back for this, and only for this!”

		Holy fuck, Al thought, realizing that for once, he didn’t care if he went down to the casino or not. All I want right now is to be in bed with this little hottie! She’s something else again!

		

		****

		

		Hallie slept until nearly two o’clock in the afternoon. Her small breakfast had really hit the spot and she’d fallen asleep practically as soon as she’d finished eating it.

		According to the brochure in her room, the Mandalay Bay had two gyms, the free-to-all-guests Cardio Center and a more extensive gymnasium facility located in the spa area, which cost an additional thirty dollars a day to use. She thought the Cardio Center would be adequate for her needs today.

		She wasn’t really that into gyms. While she attended the one back home religiously three times a week, the real secret to her maintaining her enviable physique was her running. And she could do that anywhere, as she had proven once again this morning.

		After making an appointment for a full massage later that afternoon, Hallie got dressed in yet another set of gym clothes and rode the elevator down to the floor housing the Cardio Center.

		She was just fooling around with the free weights when a deep male voice offered, “Let me show you how to do that exercise properly, ma’am.”

		Turning, she gazed up at a blond, blue-eyed hunk of a man. She had thought young Enrique had been buffed, but this guy was incredible!

		This one was at least a full decade older than Enrique was, and he stood at least six-six; he had muscles on top of his muscles and no waist at all. This confidently smiling demi-god of the gymnasium leaned over and took the light barbell from her grasp.

		“Do you work here?” She asked him. “Are you an instructor?”

		“God, no,” he chuckled, “I’m a guest, just like you. But I hate to see anyone—especially someone who looks as if she works out all the time, like you do—performing an exercise the wrong way. You’re liable to hurt yourself by pulling something and then you might give up working out with free weights altogether. And that would be a shame.”

		He gave her long, tall body an approving glance and said, “It would truly be a waste in your case, with that body! I’m Gavin, by the way; Gavin Stone.”

		Of course you are, she thought, licking her lips mentally as she ogled the utterly yummy Gavin the way a homeless man might gaze in the window at an all-you-can-eat buffet!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eleven

		

		Further Developments

		

		Gavin owned several family work-out centers in upper New York State, as it turned out. He was thirty-six, wasn’t currently married, and flew out to Las Vegas frequently to gamble and see shows and generally act as a tourist.

		And she was having dinner with him tonight--at Sinatra’s, no less--one of the fine dining establishments at Wynn’s Encore Hotel and Casino on the Strip. She had read all about Steve Wynn’s restaurant tribute to the late singer and friend, but she had never eaten there.

		It wasn’t the sort of place a woman went for dinner by herself, and Al had always been too busy gambling to accompany her to such a place for a leisurely, not to mention very expensive, meal. Tonight was going to be different!

		She was going to dine in style, on the arm of an utterly gorgeous man. And she found she could hardly wait.

		Hallie kept her massage appointment, and then went to the Mandalay Bay’s full service beauty shop for a complete facial, a comb out, and make up session. When she returned to her room at around six that evening, she felt as if her whole body had been caressed, pampered, and done up to perfection!

		“Am I going to invite the oh, so delicious-looking Gavin up here for a nightcap later?” She asked herself the question as she surveyed her freshly made up room.

		We’ll see, she promised herself.

		So far, she liked him a lot. But they had the whole evening ahead of them; oodles of time for her to get to know the hot-looking entrepreneur from New York.

		“Plenty of time to decide whether I want to…let him fuck me or not,” she said aloud, her voice breaking off in a naughty, girlish giggle.

		She felt like a completely different person now. It was as if her normal, everyday life had been suspended for a week and she had somehow been plucked from it and dropped into this sexy, non-judgmental environment, as if by magic!

		This is the kind of life I might have had if I had never met and married Al, she told herself; the life of a carefree career girl, on an expensive Vegas vacation by herself, exploring her desires…sampling her deepest fantasies, with no one to tell her she’s behaving like a slut!

		Hallie asked herself what woman wouldn’t want to experience that, if she was offered the chance and if she was being honest with herself. Just imagine; no guilt, no recriminations; and at the end of the magical vacation, she could just go back to her mundane, everyday life, with no one the wiser!

		She decided on the spot that she absolutely loved this 80/20 solution! Thinking about it, she sincerely hoped Al was as happy with it as she was!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, baby, you feel so great in my ass!” Victoria keened out the words.

		It was nearing dinner time and the two of them were locked in yet another red-hot sexual position, an athletic one which bordered on qualifying as a gymnastic routine, with Al’s hard cock driven deep into the girl’s shapely little ass. She was holding her legs out straight, her hands down upon his bent knees to steady herself, and she was jiggling her lush body up and down atop his sheathed cock, her big tits bouncing wildly as she shimmied atop him and he fucked her in the butt.

		Al’s hands were supporting her knees, steadying her still further in the gymnast-like pose, as he gazed up raptly at her tits jellying and shaking while she jerked up and down on his up-thrust dick. He felt like a real sexual athlete in this weird new position, but it was a powerful feeling and he reveled in it!

		God, she’s like the Kama Sutra, come to life! Al thought in amazement as Victoria Wang got ready to come once more around his rigid prong.

		The Asian-American girl’s little ass still felt like pure heaven around his cock and he marveled at her ability to come, and come hard, several times during each of their couplings. She threw back her head just at that moment and growled, “Oh, Al, I’m going off so damned great! Your dick is pure magic!”

		All at once, she started to squirt big jets of clear liquid from her untouched pussy lips while she shivered and bucked atop his prick. He thought at first she was peeing on him as the hot juice rained down on his bare chest, but it tasted sweet, not salty, when some of it splashed up onto his lips!

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck, here it comes, Vicky!” He gasped out his own state of ecstasy as his semen began to spurt up into her clenching butt tunnel.

		She wailed like a banshee as he bathed her insides with his hot come, still quivering all over. Then it was as if someone had let the air out of a life-size balloon; Victoria oozed down onto his body, his cock staying tucked in her asshole as she melted down onto him atop the bed.

		They were both sweaty and panting, but they laughed as they held each other tight. Al felt drunk with the sheer joy of being with her, of holding her close to him with his cock still buried up her well-creamed ass.

		“God, that was intense!” She breathed in his ear. “I don’t squirt like that very often.”

		Victoria pushed herself up off his chest and continued softly, “Only when I’m really coming hard--only when I’m super-into what I’m feeling!

		He smiled up at her, saying, “And I’m able to do that to you?”

		She grinned naughtily at him and whispered, “Only an out-and-out stud can do that, Professor. And like I keep telling you…you’re a real deal, when it comes to studs!”

		They just stared happily at one another for long moments, and then Al said, “Well this stud is all fucked out for a little while. Besides, I’m starving to death!”

		“Mmmmmmmmm, me too,” she murmured, kissing him briefly. “Let’s take a shower and go out somewhere and eat. Maybe we’ll sit down for a few hands of cards someplace, and then come back here and fuck some more! How does that sound?”

		Al moaned, but the big smile never left his face as he said, “You’re going to kill this old man with all of this hot sex, you know that, right?”

		“What a way to go,” she whispered with that devilish twinkle in her dark eyes, just before she kissed him again…

		

		****

		

		“I’ve always heard about this place, but I’ve never been here before,” Hallie told Gavin, looking around at Sinatra’s.

		The famous restaurant was full tonight, as it was most nights. She looked at the menu as she sipped her gin martini and said, “Wow, I don’t see anything on this menu that’s much below fifty dollars.”

		She looked up at her dinner companion, who was dressed in a very expensive-looking sports coat and slacks combination, and said, “I’d be happy to pay for my own meal.”

		Gavin laughed and said, “Nonsense, this is a date, lady; even if you did turn out to be married.”

		He glanced down at her ring set, which she hadn’t been wearing in the gym today, but she had worn to dinner. She smiled at him and said, “Let me tell you about this little experiment my husband and I are trying…”

		

		****

		

		They decided to forego leaving The Venetian for now and went into the Carnevino to have dinner. It was a very expensive, locally famous restaurant which billed itself as an “Italian Steakhouse”.

		That sounded good to both of them, as it turned out that Victoria loved Italian food above all else and Al felt like having a good steak. He grinned as he thought that he might need the protein, if the rest of the night turned out to be anything like today had been!

		“I’m surprised that you’re so wild about pasta and tomato sauce,” Al teased her as they sat down and started to peruse their menus.

		“Marco Polo journeyed to China in the twelve-hundreds,” she said, her brown eyes twinkling with mischief. “It is said by some that he learned the art of making noodles from the Chinese and took that knowledge back with him to Italy.”

		She batted those playful eyes at him and continued, asking, “Is it any wonder that, as a Chinese-American girl, I’m fond of the cuisine he helped create?”

		Al laughed and shook his head, saying, “That’s the most racist thing I’ve ever heard! If I’d said something like that in my classroom, the ACLU would be all over me.”

		They both chuckled and she said, “But I’m Chinese, so I can get away with it.”

		The waiter approached the table and Al asked her, “So, China-girl, what kind of noodles are you going to order tonight? Have you decided yet?”

		“I think I’m going to try the spaghetti with lobster and tarragon in the sauce,” she said, looking up at the waiter.

		“And I’m going to have a steak, the dry-aged New York strip,” he told the young man taking their orders, “medium, red inside, but not too bloody.”

		“Wow, that’s over seventy dollars,” Victoria said to him, “I felt bad enough ordering the spaghetti that went for thirty.”

		“We’re up something like, thirty-five grand so far between us,” Al chuckled. “I think we can afford to indulge ourselves tonight.”

		In the spirit of what he’d just said, he ordered a very expensive bottle of red wine to accompany their dinner …

		

		****

		

		“This is way better than great,” Hallie told Gavin, closing her eyes and savoring the exquisite flavor of her Scottish salmon.

		“You’ve got to taste this osso buco, if you like veal,” Gavin said enthusiastically, “it’s so good it really does seem to melt in your mouth!”

		As soon as she’d chewed and swallowed her latest mouthful of salmon, she did just that, eating a small piece of the veal from his offered fork. Hallie sighed. As Gavin had said, the osso buco was sheer heaven on a dinner plate!

		“This place is expensive, but it’s so worth it,” she said to her date for the evening. “Thank you for taking me here.”

		“What do you want to do after we finish eating?” Gavin asked her.

		“Oh, I don’t know,” she responded, smiling over at him invitingly, “let’s just play it by ear.”

		

		****

		

		“You said something about trying our luck at the tables tonight earlier,” Al said when they had finished up with dinner and strolled back out into the main part of the Venetian.

		“I’ve been hearing good things about the MGM’s high stakes room,” she said, looking up at him. “We could try the two-deck blackjack tables for an hour or so, and then go on back up to your room.”

		Al sighed and whispered softly, “You’re going to wear me out.”

		“I have to leave tomorrow, or risk getting fired,” she sighed back at him. “I want to get all I can of that marvelous dick of yours before I go.”

		Al felt ten feet tall when she said that. She was so young…so beautiful…so eager to make love to him!

		“Let’s go over to the MGM right now,” Al said, “before I change my mind and just ask you back up to the room.”

		She smiled and said, “Either way you want to do it, Professor. I’m all yours tonight!”

		

		****

		

		“I don’t usually gamble,” Hallie said doubtfully, standing next to Gavin at the roulette table, “I’m awful at it. My husband is the gambler in the family.”

		Gavin peered down at her and whispered, “You’re sure this is okay, your being out with me tonight?”

		Hallie laughed gaily and said, “Positive. Al and I have this agreement, as I told you before. For this week and this week only, I’m a single girl again, and he’s free to do whatever he wants as well.”

		Gavin shook his head admiringly at that enlightened notion and then placed a few hundreds on red, just before the croupier started the game. The hotel employee changed them out for chips in the blink of an eye and dropped the ball onto the spinning wheel.

		Her date had bet on red, and red it was. He handed her a couple of hundred dollars worth of chips with a smile.

		“Oh, I couldn’t!” She told him coquettishly, pushing his hand back. “Those are your winnings.”

		“I said I was going to stake you tonight,” Gavin said with a mischievous grin, “so half of it is yours.”

		They went over to the nearby craps table and he attempted to explain the game to her. Al had tried the same thing, years before and—when he had finished--she understood as much about the complicated bets the game offered as she had before; nothing!

		“Just bet for me,” she instructed Gavin, handing him back the chips he’d given her.

		He placed all of their combine chips on the table. Miraculously, they won again.

		She now had over six-hundred dollars in winnings! Hallie beamed when she thought of all the cute outfits she could buy with that amount of money.

		Over the next hour, they toured the casino, arm in arm, with him placing bets and her looking on in bewildered, excited awe. They kept winning and winning!

		They lost a few times, too. But overall, they finished their circuit of the Mandalay Bay’s large casino thousands of dollars ahead!

		“This calls for a drink,” he said, handing her a huge wad of hundreds as he cashed their chips in and split their joint winnings right down the middle.

		She looked at her handsome suitor as she stuffed the thousands of dollars into her small clutch purse excitedly; finally beginning to get an inkling of what Al liked so much about casinos! And the she said, her voice quavering just slightly as she thought about what she was about to say might mean, “Why don’t we go up to my room and have that drink? I’m sure we’d be much more…comfortable there.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twelve

		

		A Night of Ecstasy

		

		God, but his body is perfect! Hallie thought as she lay on her back underneath him, licking Gavin’s big balls and letting her busy tongue glide slowly down his cock as he knelt on the bed just above her.

		She even found herself tempted to tickle his asshole with her tongue tip, and she had never been inclined to do anything like that before; with any man!

		It was just that Gavin was so totally…edible! And his magnificent body had been thoroughly waxed, from one end to the other: there wasn’t a hair visible anywhere, except for his head, of course, and she found the bare look to be a really arousing one for a truly buffed guy like Gavin.

		“Jesus…Jesus, you’re a real hottie, babe!” He groaned out the compliment as she sucked his left nut into her mouth and began to lave it with her tongue.

		Gavin groaned and whispered, “I mean…most women who are as beautiful as you…they can turn out to be real ice queens, when you get them into bed!”

		She let his testicle ease out of her sucking mouth and whispered incredulously, “Ice queens; what do you mean, ‘ice queens’?”

		He grinned down at her and fed his thick cock head into her willing lips as he said softly, “You know; they’re so fucking gorgeous they think any man would thank his lucky stars to find himself in bed with such a fabulous beauty. So they just sort of lay there, expecting you to do all the work.”

		Hallie decided she’d consider what he’d just said a compliment, as she kept avidly sucking his cock. He certainly couldn’t accuse her of just laying here, now could he?

		Since they’d gotten up to her room a half-hour ago, she had given him a drink, shared a teasing, provocative conversation with him, in between hot kisses—with a lot of tongue involved—and slowly let him strip off both her clothes and his. Then she had fondled his naked cock and balls lovingly while continuing to kiss him; and now she was giving him a super-slurpy, super-sloppy blowjob with lots and lots of tongue involved!

		“Oh, fuck, can you ever suck a cock?” He hissed out the words as she gobbled up nearly all of his eight inches, all the time swirling her tongue around it.

		She just loved his dick! It reminded her so much of her husband, Al’s!

		It was just about the same length, and it was thick and heavy like his was. She slurped hungrily at its heft and girth as she slid her lips up and down its saliva-slick length.

		Hallie knew it was slightly different, because it was Gavin’s, not Al’s. But it felt so deliciously familiar in her mouth, and the taste of his oozing pre-come was almost identical.

		Should I go ahead and blow him? She asked herself the question, remembering she had opened last night’s evening with Enrique by swallowing his massive load of cock cream; and that had turned out great!

		But Gavin wasn’t in his mid-twenties, as her Mexican-American boy-toy had been. This muscular cutie was nearer to forty than he was to twenty.

		I want him to fuck me, she thought greedily, lusting to feel this fat cock up her needy pussy soon. Maybe I’ll suck him off all the way later, as a special treat, if he proves to have a lot of stamina!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, Gavin-darling,” she cooed as she let his prick slip from her lips a few seconds later, “I got so wet from sucking your big balls! Don’t you want to feel just how wet I really am?”

		Gavin didn’t bother to reply. He simply reached down and manhandled her long, lanky body further up onto the bed, bending her at the waist until her toes pointed at the headboard.

		“God, you are wet,” he grunted as he fitted his stiff cock into her weeping hole and shoved it forward.

		Oh, God, I did it again! The thought flitted through Hallie’s mind as the big cock drilled all the way down into her. I meant to make him use condoms tonight!

		“Damn, but you’re tight,” Gavin sighed with pleasure as he bottomed out in her.

		His prick was right up against her clit at the moment. And it felt soooooo goooooooooood!

		Fuck making him stop now to put a rubber on! She thought; as he began to ease his dick up and back in her juicy slit. Maybe next time…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, fuck, babe,” Al groaned in ecstasy as Victoria tongue-fucked his hairy asshole. “The things you do to me!”

		He never had his butthole licked before. He’d never even thought about it until now, when she’d started doing it!

		Victoria and Al lay on a scattering of one-hundred dollar bills, strewn across the bed in his room. They had knocked ‘em dead at the MGM; raking in a little over fifteen grand in an hour!

		After racing back to the Venetian just now with their loot in tow and downing several celebratory drinks in one of the bars, they’d taken the elevator back up to Al’s floor. During the short ride, they’d managed to thoroughly embarrass some older couple from Cleveland or somewhere, such was their passion for each other. They had barely been able to refrain from stripping each other’s clothing off while they’d made out in the elevator.

		The clothes hadn’t lasted long once they’d closed and locked the door to the room. Laughing with drunken excitement, they’d tossed the huge wad of hundreds up into the air like confetti on New Year’s Eve, and then rolled atop it on the bed as they’d eagerly stripped off each other’s clothes.

		Working his way downward from the girl’s sultry lips, Al had outdone himself when it had come to sucking her globe-like breasts. He’d kept at it until she’d been writhing around beneath him on the hundred dollar bill-covered bedspread. Then he’d given that waxed-bare little pussy of hers the tonguing of its young life!

		Victoria had come, wailing out her intense pleasure, while nearly yanking his hair out of his head and pushing her exploding cunt up into his mouth. He’d reveled in the taste of her, the slickness; the sheer heat of her orgasm.

		And then she’d surprised him by forcing him over onto his back and really feasting on his cock and balls. She’d been giving him the blowjob of his life ever since then, stopping only to rim out his asshole!

		Al was groaning and working his ass all over the bed as she tongue-fucked him. He gasped and frantically, “No more; oh, God, Vicky, it feels so wild to have your tongue back…there!”

		She grinned up at him as she slowly withdrew the slippery little digit and instead replaced it with her middle finger, finding his prostate and massaging it tenderly as she whispered in a sexy, teasing voice, “No more, Professor…really? Don’t you want to… come in my mouth?”

		With that, she slid his pulsing hard on back into her sucking lips while her naughty little tongue went crazy on his shaft. Al bucked up off the bed as she stroked the surprisingly sensitive gland within his ass more firmly.

		“Agggggghhhhhhh! Oh, ugh! Oh, fuck,” he bellowed, his body helplessly jerking up off the mattress as it launched into orgasm, unleashing a huge spurt of hot come inside her nursing lips.

		Victoria purred like a satisfied kitten and swallowed the super-heated goo enthusiastically, sucking for more as she continued to caress his prostate.

		“Oh, oh, fuck, oh, damn,” he moaned as he flooded her mouth with still more spunk, his whole body shaking like a leaf in a gale. “That feels so damned great!”

		The girl swallowed and swallowed again, her tongue never ceasing its immoral slide around his jerking prick. She licked up the last of his outpouring and cleaned off the head of his cock before letting it slip from her mouth.

		“You naughty boy,” she crooned, easing her finger out of his rectum, “you really gave me a bellyful of that hot, after-dinner treat I love so much!

		He reached down and pulled her to him. Her mouth was still coated inside with his jizz, but he didn’t care!

		This girl was blistering-hot and he couldn’t get enough of her! The two of them kissed until his cock started to stiffen against her tummy and she sighed, breaking off the lascivious kiss and whispering, “How about some anal this time, stud?”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, it goes in so deep this way,” Hallie panted as Gavin took her from behind for the first time.

		“God, but you’ve got a pretty ass,” he murmured, stroking her trim little butt lightly with just his fingertips as he continued to pummel her pussy from the man-behind position.

		She was lying partially on her side, looking back at him, and he was up on one foot and one knee behind her, hammering his big cock down into her succulent depths as if he couldn’t get enough of her slick pussy. Her large breasts bounced as he fucked her and it just felt so good to her to be ravaged like this!

		“Do…do you…like it back here?” He whispered, touching her asshole in a tentative manner with his fingertips.

		Gavin had a thick cock. And it was long, too.

		But it wasn’t as long as Enrique’s had been, nor quite as thick; and if she had somehow managed to take that one up her nearly virgin asshole and enjoy it…?

		“If you’re gentle,” she said, looking up at him tantalizingly, “I…suppose I might let you put it up my ass if you wanted to, darling!”

		He smiled and she felt a squirt of cool sex gel being shot up her anus. Gavin had used the bathroom after their first tryst of the evening was over, so she wasn’t surprised to discover that he had seen the tube of sex lube--she’d bought it at one of the gift shops in the hotel this afternoon, just in case she ran into a situation like this tonight--lying on the countertop. She was a little ashamed to admit to herself that she was dying to feel Gavin’s big cock up her ass almost as badly as he was!

		The big man rubbed the slippery gel up into her tight little hole and she felt his cock slowly being withdrawn from her pussy. She sighed as the mushroom-shaped head nudged up against her slickened nether entrance.

		Hallie drew in her breath as he took her up the ass. He went slowly, letting her get used to being stretched open, and he reached down and toyed with her right nipple as he filled her.

		“Fuck, but you’re thick,” she murmured as she felt his massive balls come to rest against her thigh.

		“And you’ve got the tightest ass I’ve ever been inside,” he breathed as he began to slowly fuck her in the bottom.

		“Play with my clitty, while you do that,” she whispered up at him, “and I’ll come for you.”

		He chuckled and murmured, “You bet you will, you little wildcat. You’ll come for me all night long!”

		I hope he’s right about that! Hallie thought to herself as he really started to give it to her while he toyed with her clit. Fuck, but I hope he’s right!

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Al, really bang it into me!” Victoria pleaded.

		She was on her back, lying up against the pillows at the head of the bed, and Al was lying on his stomach in between her widespread legs, fucking like a demon into her tight little well-lubed asshole. The Oriental girl was holding her legs out straight as he power-fucked her bottom and pointing her toes out at the corners of the room, like she was some sort of sexual gymnast who hoped to be awarded extra points for style by the judges.

		Al leaned down and kissed her, and felt her big boobs jiggle against his hairy chest as their tongues met. God, this girl was something special, when it came to sex!

		She whimpered just then, and twisted beneath him, almost as if she was trying to dislodge his pistoning cock from her bunghole. But that wasn’t what she was doing at all, he quickly realized.

		Victoria was coming once again; around his flying prick! He gasped as he felt a big splash of hot liquid against his lower belly and groin, and knew he’d made her orgasm so hard that she was squirting once more!

		He rammed his dick into her ass as deep as it would go and began to empty what was left of the semen in his balls into her tight butt. Fuck but that felt great!

		“Oh, Professor,” she sighed when she’d finally regained enough breath to speak, “I’m so glad I’m going home tomorrow.”

		“Why, didn’t you like that?” He knew his voice sounded as bewildered as he felt right at that moment.

		She smiled as she admitted ruefully, “Too much; I liked it way too much!”

		He smiled back at her and she whispered, “My boyfriend has only made me squirt once in a couple of years together; and you’ve managed to do it twice in two days! What a lover you are, my sweet Al!”

		

		****

		

		Enrique’d had his good points, but then so did Gavin. Right now, he was balling Hallie right up to Heaven with his fat cock.

		She moaned and closed her eyes, reveling in how his big nuts were slapping so rhythmically against her left thigh as he fucked her up the ass. Her clit was singing under his skillful fingertips, and she was about to orgasm again, spectacularly!

		“Oh, baby, you’re such a great fuck!” Gavin panted as he drilled her again and again. “This little ass is just perfect, and you’re so fucking pretty!”

		“Give to me!” She pleaded, feeling herself about to climax. “Fuck me hard, right up the ass!”

		Gavin sensed that she was about to go off and he rolled her clit between his thumb and forefinger, squeezing down on it lightly. Hallie’s eyes rolled back in her head and she began to quiver from head to toe.

		What a beauty this one is! She told herself as waves of orgasmic fury broke over her. This guy is really fucking my brains out!

		“That…that naughty little asshole of yours is milking me!” Gavin groaned. “It’s sucking the come right out of me!”

		A deliciously nasty thought struck Hallie at that moment, at the very peak of her climax. She waited several more seconds—so that she could enjoy this feeling of utter bliss just a little longer—then she abruptly scooted her body upward, freeing Gavin’s big dick from her ass.

		Before he could even react, she moved downward, capturing the slightly brownish-looking shaft in her hand and feeding it into her mouth! Gavin sputtered with surprise as she began to suck like a wild woman on his prick while licking at his whole soiled rod!

		“F-Fuck,” he screamed, releasing a huge jet of spunk into her nursing mouth, “I’ve never met a woman like you before; that’s for fucking sure!”

		Hallie swallowed contentedly, enjoying the way his come tasted as it traveled down her gullet and into her tummy. His cock was slightly pungent, but she didn’t care right at that instant: the shock value of giving him ass-to-mouth sex—like the biggest sluts on the web did it in those porn videos--was too good to pass up!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Thirteen

		

		Reconnecting

		

		Hallie woke up the next morning at six, when the bedside alarm went off. She was thoroughly ashamed of herself: she’d behaved like the Slut of All Sluts again last night with handsome Gavin!

		She giggled to herself as she thought of the completely shocked look that had registered on his face when she’d gobbled up his shitty dick and swallowed his spunk so unexpectedly. That moment had been so impossibly hot; so incredibly unlike the Hallie she always been, until this trip!

		Getting up and heading into the bathroom, she was only slightly surprised to discover that she felt great this morning, considering what a total tramp she had been last night. She used the toilet, flushed it, and sauntered naked back into her bedroom, where she began rummaging through her drawer for yet another hot running outfit to wear this morning.

		“Oh, well,” she muttered aloud as she sorted through her choices, “Gavin’s flight is halfway back to New York by now. And I doubt I’ll ever see him again; so what difference does it make how nasty I was with him last night?”

		It’s like the old saying goes: “What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas”, she assured herself. Or at least I hope it does!

		

		****

		

		Seriously bummed out, Al told himself as he awakened at nine and found Victoria’s side of the bed empty. There’s no other way to put it!

		He glanced over at the spot where her suitcase had been and saw that it, too, was gone. He sighed.

		She was probably already back in San Jose by now, on her way in to work. He was sure going to miss his little Oriental fireball!

		Al thought of all the money they’d won together. That was nice, but he realized he’d trade a goodly portion of it in a heartbeat for another day of her laughter; another day of her tight little body meshed with his!

		He was so depressed at that moment that he seriously considered calling Hallie this morning—for all of a hot second or two! She had made it abundantly clear the last time they’d talked on their cell phones that she didn’t want to hear from him again on this trip.

		Sighing deeply once more, he rolled out of bed and went into the bathroom.

		What do I want to do today? He asked himself as he emptied his bladder.

		Gambling--until now the great passion of his life--suddenly seemed less thrilling than it always had before. He guessed he would try his luck somewhere later this morning, but his heart really wasn’t in it.

		His thoughts drifted back to Victoria and all the hot times they’d shared together and he let go with a long sigh at that memory. But at his center, he was a realist.

		Al knew in his heart that she was too young for him. And he doubted he’d really trade Hallie for the cute, vivacious Victoria, even if he had been given the chance.

		But another day—and especially, another night in bed--with Victoria was wonderful to fantasize about. He started the shower, intent on shaving, getting cleaned up, and facing the empty day which lay before him…

		

		****

		

		Hallie didn’t go to the gym today. She only did weight training every other day and she had lifted yesterday.

		Her mind rolled back to meeting Gavin at the gym during that session and a rueful smile crept onto to her lips as she realized that even if this had been her day to go to the gym, her chances of meeting another Gavin there were less than those of her winning at the craps tables all by herself! She shed her sweaty running outfit and stepped into the shower.

		It was still another day before Enrique had promised to call her about his big “surprise”, so she had nothing at all on her plate for today. She chided herself for thinking that way as she took her shower: Las Vegas was full of interesting things to do; she just had to find one of them to occupy her time!

		She thought of the several thousand dollars still in her purse from last night and realized that she could afford to do anything she wanted today. Hallie mentally ticked through a couple of her options: shopping at Fashion Show Mall? Or maybe I might like to go to a local museum and take in an exhibit?

		As she got ready, she resolved to read through the many brochures down in the lobby, by the concierge desk, containing Las Vegas attractions after breakfast. She was bound to find something that interested her!

		

		****

		

		In a million years, Al wouldn’t have expected to have found himself walking through the Shark Reef Aquarium exhibit at the Mandalay Bay Hotel at one o’clock in the afternoon. For one thing, the Mandalay Bay was where Hallie was staying, so he’d normally have stayed strictly away from it, because he didn’t want to give the impression that he was spying on her, if she were to spot him in “her” hotel.

		But at this time of the day--if she kept to her usual Vegas schedule--Hallie would either be off shopping somewhere or lying out beside the pool, getting a tan and drinking exotic rum drinks. Since he didn’t intend to go anywhere near the pool area while he was here, and he’d already tried the casino the other night, he thought he was safe enough from running into her.

		No, his chances of bumping into Hallie were virtually nil, he assured himself. So why not indulge his curiosity about the shark exhibit? He’d always been sort of secretly into sharks, sneaking a look at the low-brow spectacle of Shark Week on cable television back home whenever he was sure Hallie wouldn’t catch him.

		“What in the hell are you doing here?”

		Al recognized Hallie’s shocked voice without even turning around. He was halfway down the famed Shark Exhibit Tunnel, staring up at the sea life, especially the slow-swimming sharks, when he heard her ask the question.

		“Lookin’ at the sharks,” he said innocently, still not turning around, continuing to study the big sandtiger shark swimming lazily by directly over his head in the long observation tube. “I might ask you the same thing. Are all the stores closed today or something? Is the swimming pool being cleaned?”

		He turned and saw her standing a few feet from him, wearing a stylish sundress he’d never seen her in before, looking as spectacular as she always did. Hallie smiled and came closer to him, saying, “Very funny, Professor; I like to do other things besides shop and get a tan when I’m in Vegas, I’ll have you know.”

		“Like see the sharks?” He asked her, smiling tentatively.

		“Like see the sharks,” she agreed, taking his arm casually, as if they’d never been apart. “Shall we?”

		They toured the rest of the large facility together, ooohing and aaahing at the sights; petting the stingrays in the shallow “touch pool”, admiring the progress of the stately sea turtles as they swam slowly by. Al had forgotten how much fun it was to do something like this with Hallie: she was smart, funny, and great company.

		He slowly felt himself falling in love with her all over again as they walked through the aquarium together, laughing and talking, both of them carefully avoiding asking the other about what had transpired while they’d been apart. When they were almost done touring the exhibit, it seemed the most natural thing in the world for him to ask her if she’d like to have lunch with him and for her to readily accept.

		

		****

		

		God, he’s so cute, Hallie thought as they sipped their wine and sat across the table from one another, waiting for their lunches to arrive, and I don’t know if it’s just me, or it’s because I haven’t seen him for a few days; but doesn’t he seem more relaxed, more fun to be with than he usually is when he’s in Vegas?

		“So how come you’re not fidgeting around in your seat, Al?” She asked him teasingly. “Aren’t you in a hurry to get back to the gaming tables?”

		“I can wait,” Al said, smiling at her. “I’m way, way ahead for this trip. I’ve won over twenty-five grand so far.”

		Hallie just stared at him, impressed as she could be at his good fortune. She said, “Wow, that’s got to be your best trip ever! Aren’t you excited?”

		He stared off into space for a moment before answering, “You’d think I would be, but no, I’m not. It’s great; don’t get me wrong, and its way better than losing!”

		They both chuckled at that and drank some more of their white wine before he went on to say, “But I’m really not all that excited.”

		He smiled warmly at her again and said, “I’ve been thinking about all of our trips here in the past, and about how you were always urging me to stop and enjoy myself more; see the sights, take a few hours off from the tables to experience a great meal or to see a show.”

		She nodded, loving what she was hearing. He shrugged and said, “Maybe you were right all along. I’ve been too busy trying to win to really enjoy this place before now.”

		He toasted her with his wineglass and said, “I guess that was a good idea all along; let’s it and see, what do you say?”

		

		****

		

		After lunch, they got in his rental car and drove up South Las Vegas Boulevard together, chatting and pointing at this sight or that one, as if they’d never seen them before. He surprised her by pulling into the New York, New York parking valet, and hustling her into the line awaiting a ride on the famed roller coaster that featured an upside down loop and a trip to the top of the casino-hotel.

		Both Al and Hallie were nervous on roller coasters in general so, needless to say, they had never ventured onto this one in all their past trips to Vegas. She looked over at him as the cars started their steep climb with a terrified smile on her face, looking like a six year old riding her first scary amusement park ride ever!

		They screamed like little kids and held each other tight as the coaster plunged downward at over sixty miles an hour. Al was laughing like a maniac out of pure terror as they went into the loop and their car turned completely upside down, Hallie holding onto his arm for dear life…

		“God, but that was fun!” She gasped as they finally came to a stop. “Let’s never do that again!”

		He roared with laughter and nodded his avid agreement. They stopped in the first bar they came to and had a double, then sat down at some quarter video poker machines and played for a while, just to further decompress after the roller coaster ride.

		“Where do you suggest we go next?” Al asked her.

		She smiled; totally amazed and delighted at the unexpected way this day was turning out, and said, “Well, I’ve always wanted to see Red Rock Canyon, if you wouldn’t mind taking me on a short trip? It’s not far, from what I’ve heard.”

		“Okay, Red Rock it is,” he told her, the poker machine in front of him dealing him another hand as he spoke.

		He got four cards that were all spades; the queen, the ace, the ten, and the jack. Al looked over at his wife and said, “You don’t suppose…?”

		After hitting the “hold” buttons on all four cards, he pressed the “deal” button. The last card was the king of spades, completing his royal flush and winning him eleven hundred dollars on a five-quarter bet!

		Hallie grinned and said, “You’re buying me an expensive dinner tonight with your winnings, buster.”

		“Done,” he told her, “and gladly.”

		

		****

		

		“I like this much better than I did the view from the roller coaster this afternoon,” she said, gazing out the window of the Stratosphere’s Top of the World restaurant.

		“It’s much less hectic, that’s for sure,” Al agreed, sipping his whiskey and staring over at his gorgeous wife.

		It was nearing seven o’clock, a prime gambling hour, and yet he didn’t feel the normal compulsion he’d always felt before when in Vegas to have a quick dinner and sprint off to the tables. He found he’d much rather remain here, staring out the window of the slowly-revolving restaurant and making small talk with Hallie than he would rush off to some smoky casino tonight.

		They’d had fun together all day long. The roller coaster had been wild, the win at video poker had been totally unexpected, Red Rock had been enchanting, and tonight was comfortable, yet thrilling in its own way as well.

		Was Hallie going to invite him up to her room when he took her back to the Mandalay Bay? Was he going to accept, if she did?

		Who the fuck are you kidding, Al? He asked himself, staring at the lovely, enchanting, movie star-pretty blonde sitting across the table from him, coolly sipping her martini and staring out at the Vegas Strip.

		He let his mind drift back to earlier today, out at Red Rock Canyon. They had driven the thirteen mile circuit through the nature area, stopping several times to take in the view; even getting out of the car once and walking down the trail until they were out of sight of the road.

		“Isn’t this beautiful, darling?” Hallie had gushed, entranced by the sensational panorama of the desert, the massive red rock cliff face, and the wondrous vistas stretching out ahead of them.

		He’d been impressed by the scenery, too. But he’d mostly been staring at Hallie in that short-hemmed sundress; at her long, glamorous legs, at her cascade of blonde hair shining in the bright desert sunlight, at how beautiful his wife truly was.

		“Hey, you’re supposed to be looking at the rocks,” she’d chided him, turning and catching him in the act of ogling her.

		“The rocks are pretty,” he’d said, stepping closer to her and sweeping her into his arms, “but you’re so much prettier.”

		Their kiss had electrified them both. It had been all he could do to resist pressing her up against a nearby boulder, raising her short dress, dropping her panties, and taking her then and there!

		Only the thought of a group of girl scouts and their scout master suddenly rounding the bend had stopped him from doing just that. And he’d suspected that was what she had wanted too, from the way she’d been rubbing her breasts up against his chest hungrily as they kissed, and the way she was sucking hungrily at his tongue!

		“What looks good to you tonight?” She asked innocently just then, looking up from the menu.

		“You do, darling,” he answered truthfully. “You look good enough to eat!”

		Clearly delighted by his response, she blushed as she answered with a giggle, “Well, you just never know, now do you?”

		

	
		

		Chapter Fourteen:

		Reunion

		

		“Oh, yeah, just like that!” Hallie murmured as Al bottomed out inside of her pussy. “Oh, baby, that feels so great!”

		They were naked on the bed in her suite. He was lying on top of her, and she was lying on her back, reaching under his chest to fondle her big breasts as he repeatedly rammed his dick into her.

		Ostensively, she had invited him up to her room to offer him a nightcap. But there had been no drinking involved once they’d arrived there.

		When they were inside to room, she had locked the door and flung herself into his waiting arms. As soon as their lips met, neither of them gave another thought to having cocktails or to anything else.

		Al and Hallie had torn the clothes off each other, kissing frantically as they’d done so. He hadn’t had to suck her nipples or lick her pussy, and she hadn’t gotten a chance to show off her newly-acquired blowjob talents either.

		They had both been so eager for each other that they hadn’t been able to get on the bed fast enough! He’d rolled her over onto her back and shoved his cock into her extremely wet pussy immediately, giving her just what they both had been so desperate for all day long.

		“Oh, Al-darling,” she groaned into the mattress as she whipped her ass up off it to meet his lunges, “fuck me deep, the way you always do!”

		She’s a goddess! Al thought as he frenziedly balled his wife. Victoria was gorgeous, and so different, as far as body type and ethnicity go; but my Hallie is the perfect woman for me—she’s fantastic, and she always has been!

		“Mmmmmmmmm, I’ve missed that fat cock of yours so much,” she cooed just then, and her hot words about how much she’d missed his dick made him question whether she’d let that Mexican kid fuck her after all.

		The thought that perhaps she hadn’t caused him a pang of intense guilt, when he thought back to all he’d done with Victoria. He’d felt more than justified at the time, but if Hallie really hadn’t done anything with anyone else…!

		“I…I’ve been missing this tight little pussy of yours, too!” He finally whispered that somewhat guilty response in reply to her last comment.

		Hallie tensed up under him for a second, and he wondered if she was experiencing the same sort of guilt he was—remembering all she had done with someone else--or if the momentary tension she sensed in his body had a different source…

		

		****

		

		What if that hot little Oriental girl I saw him with was just a gambling buddy? What if he didn’t fuck around with her, the way I did with Enrique and with Gavin?

		Hallie chewed on her lower lip, looking very guilty and remorseful at that moment. She was grateful that Al was too busy rutting into her to notice her face right now.

		She sighed and told herself, Oh, well, it was an honest mistake on my part! Any wife would have just assumed that her husband wouldn’t be able to keep his hands off a girl as pretty as that one was, especially if he thought I was cheating on him with handsome young stud like Enrique!

		She resolved to make it up to Al, at least partially, by giving him the fucking of his life right now. Hallie began tossing her hips up to meet his thrusts even more enthusiastically than before, determined to really screw her husband’s lights out tonight!

		

		****

		

		“Jesus-God, you’re like some sort of wild woman tonight, Hallie!” He groaned out the words as she wriggled out from under him and urged him over onto his back.

		She had come like a hurricane just now around his downward-rutting cock, but Al hadn’t. Two days with Victoria had not only drained his balls, it had taught him a patience he’d never had before.

		Hallie threw a thigh over his torso and seated herself on his upraised shaft. They both moaned as she slid all the way up into him again, and then she leaned over and dangled her nipples in his face.

		“Ooh, that’s right,” she crooned, “suck ‘em for me, darling. Suck ‘em while I fuck you so sweetly!”

		Al nursed on the left one for a few seconds and then replaced it with the right, his tongue going crazy on her jutting pink spears. Hallie sighed and leaned further forward, forcing her breast even tighter against his sucking lips.

		Her pussy contracted around his cock and he groaned, causing a delicious vibration to reverberate through her whole breast mound. Al jammed his hips upward, mashing his hot prick against her throbbing clit even more as he sunk himself all the way in her almost liquid depths.

		God, but she’s a great fuck! Al told himself. Victoria was too, but it was different with her, somehow. Hallie is my wife and I love her. I grew inordinately fond of cute little Vicky during the last two days, but I didn’t really love her; and I couldn’t really picture spending the rest of my life with her, like I can with Hallie.

		“Oh, God, you fuck me so great!” His wife murmured just then, her head thrown back, her eyes drifting closed in rising ecstasy; her pussy sheath sucking at his cock as it went up and back. “Cream me! Let me feel that hot come of yours shooting into me, darling!”

		Al moaned and lost it almost instantly when she said that. In only a few seconds, he felt his come gushing up into Hallie’s clasping pussy and he heard her whine: “Oh, fuck, it feels so hot inside me, darling! Your spunk is making me come like mad!”

		The two of them clung together, just enjoying the totality of the moment. Al sighed and whispered in her ear, “You’re the best, baby! Coming in your tight little pussy is so special; it always has been!”

		Hallie was caught up in the sheer depth of her orgasm. But she still heard the tiny warning bells going off in the back of mind; even as she shook and shivered with bliss atop Al’s magnificent cock.

		What did he mean by my pussy being “the best”? She asked herself worriedly as she floated back down to earth from heaven. Did that little Oriental slut give him something to compare my pussy with?

		She thought at that moment about asking him, straight out, if this was the case. But she didn’t.

		If I did that, he might feel justified in quizzing me about Enrique and what we did together! Hallie cautioned herself mentally. Best to let sleeping dogs lie…

		

		****

		

		“Do you want to just spend the night?” She asked him when they woke up from a mutual nap at eleven-thirty. “We have a license somewhere at home that says its okay for us to do that, as I recall.”

		Al laughed and tousled her hair as he got up to use the toilet. Returning to the bedroom, he got back into bed beside his lovely wife and took her in his arms once more, pulling her close.

		“Let’s just go with what feels right,” he said non-committally, just before their lips met.

		His cock started to stiffen as soon as they kissed. He rubbed it against her sleek tummy and moved his hands up and down her back and onto her ass, squeezing her taut buns like two hard rubber exercise balls.

		“Mmmmmmmmm,” she sighed into his mouth as they kissed, giving him the distinct impression that she wanted more--not less--ass stimulation!

		That struck him as being weird and also as being brand new. In all their years together, Hallie’s perfect little ass had been strictly off limits!

		But his own recent experiences with Victoria’s trim little butt emboldened him now. He risked touching his wife’s rosette with just the tip of his forefinger and was instantly rewarded with a deep, sensual growl of pleasure.

		He almost recoiled in shock! Hallie had always been super-sensitive about her ass, but not in a good way!

		In the past, all of his attempts to caress her intimately back there had been immediately rebuffed in no uncertain terms. But now, suddenly, she seemed very open to being touched back there!

		Don’t tell me she let that Mexican kid fuck her in the butt? He asked himself the question incredulously.

		He started to break off the kiss and ask her if that was the case, but then he stopped himself.

		What if she picks up on the fact that I’m a lot more tuned into the possibilities of anal sex that I used to be, after my time with Victoria? He asked himself.

		He didn’t want to tell her anything about Victoria right now…if ever! Maybe it was best just to walk away from mentioning the ass thing, for now at least…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, oh, fuck, but you’re sucking me great!” Al groaned a few minutes later.

		Hallie, whose mouth was sliding eagerly up and down his once-again stiff cock, just looked up at him, her big blue eyes shining with excitement, and kept right on sucking. Her tongue was all over his prick shaft and he couldn’t decide if he wanted to blow his second load of the night down her throat or in that fantastic little pussy of hers again!

		He’d have to decide pretty soon, he realized; because his nuts were tightening up inside their sac. Making his mind up, he reluctantly eased his hard dick out of her nursing lips and panted, “Got to fuck you again, honey. I want you up on your hands and knees this time!”

		His wife didn’t waste any time in complying with his request. Hallie scrambled up into the doggie position as fast as she could, her pussy still shiny, both with the evidence of his first penetration of the night and with a fresh coating of her own pussy lube.

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she moaned with satisfaction as he filled her, thrusting all the way into her cunt with one forceful stroke. “Oh, you feel so good in me; so right!”

		“Right”? The word reverberated through his head as he began to fuck her. Has she been taking someone else’s cock in this tight little hole, someone whose prick felt all wrong, but great at the same time?

		Incensed by that thought—though he knew he shouldn’t be, in light of all he’d done with Victoria over the past few days—he began to hammer his wife’s cunt unmercifully, really giving her a vicious reaming. To his surprise, she cooed out her pleasure and then moaned, “Oh, Al, you’re absolutely pummeling me—and I just love it!”

		That response would have surprised him right down the soles of his shoes, if he’d been wearing any shoes! Hallie didn’t usually enjoy really hard fucking all that much; she’d always been more of a kiss-and-cuddle type of a girl.

		But there she was in front of him on her hands and knees; ooohing and aaahing over the savage pounding she was taking. Her big tits were jiggling and jellying all over the place and her pussy was literally gushing out lube, as if this was the most exciting kind of sex in the world to her!

		Sometimes--at the gaming tables--he told himself, it paid to take a chance. He gathered up all of his courage and began to toy with her asshole as he jack-hammered his cock into her pussy.

		“Oh, yeaaaaahhhhhh,” she whined, as if being touched back there really turned her on!

		Emboldened, Al sunk his finger into the tiny hole all the way up to the knuckle. Hallie made a noise like a filly being fucked by a stallion and thrust her ass back onto his invading finger.

		To his amazement, his whole finger disappeared into her ass and she never missed a beat! Her backward lunges onto his gliding cock continued, and she moaned with satisfaction as he started to finger her butt in time with his pussy fucking!

		She’s been taking it up the ass from someone; that’s for fucking sure, Al told himself incredulously, with a sinking heart.

		His mind was a seething cauldron of conflicting thoughts and emotions at that moment! He resented her cheating on him—that was a given.

		But he was also excited by this wild new woman he found his dick sliding in and out of at that moment! She was as hot as molten lava and apparently ready for anything in bed, but she looked just like the girl he had been married to for ten years!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Fifteen

		

		New Adventures

		

		“Should I call you, later today?” Al asked as he prepared to take his leave of Hallie the next morning, at just past six.

		Hallie looked at him, agonizing over what to say. Last night had been wonderful!

		She felt like they’d really reconnected, on every level. In some ways, she was ready to hop of a plane with him right now and return home.

		God, I feel like such a selfish…cunt for doing this, she thought to herself just before she whispered, “Let’s finish out our vacation as planned. Don’t get me wrong; last night was super!”

		She gave him a smile that was hot enough to melt glass and then continued softly, “I had a great time with you yesterday and last night.”

		Hallie felt her face coloring as she whispered emphatically, “Especially last night!”

		Thinking back to the extraordinary sex they’d shared, she felt her blush deepening. But then she said, “But we’re scheduled for a few more days in Vegas. Let’s spend them as we planned originally, and then compare notes when we get home, okay?”

		Al smiled wryly as he asked, “So, no more ‘dates’, and no more cell phone calls, except in an emergency, right?”

		“Those are the rules we both agreed to before we left on this trip,” Hallie reminded him as she slowly closed her hotel room door. “See you at the airport, bright and early Tuesday morning?”

		He nodded, the smile leaving his face, and she closed and locked the door. She felt like a true bitch at that moment!

		But today was Thursday, and she had to admit, she was curious about oh, so delectable Enrique and his big surprise later this morning. She felt like the lowest sort of Jezebel, but she kept telling herself that she and Al were forever: Enrique and Vegas were just for a few more days!

		I know I’m being selfish and probably foolish as well—last night was just about perfect, after all!—but she found she wanted a few more days of the exhilarating experience of feeling totally free; completely on her own that she had come to cherish so much in the last few days.

		“When we get home; we’re no doubt going to go back to being boring old Al and Hallie once more,” she murmured under her breath as she made her way over to her dresser to find a running outfit to wear this morning. “But for today…!”

		

		****

		

		Al rode the elevator down to the lobby, still reliving last night in his mind. Hallie had been unbelievably hot and sexy; there was no doubt about that.

		Part of him wanted to take this elevator right back up to her floor, pound on the locked door until she opened it, and sweep her back into his arms! She was everything he wanted; everything he needed!

		And yet…a few more days—spent on his own--in Vegas sounded pretty great, too, in a way. He felt that his wife and he had really reconnected last night; he sensed a new feeling of utter confidence that things between them were going to more than just alright when they returned home to their normal lives.

		He felt the old itch to gamble returning and found himself anxious to get back to his own hotel to shower and shave, grab some breakfast and then play some cards.

		Who knows? He might win big again…

		

		****

		

		“That is some car,” she said, eyeing the old Cadillac a bit dubiously.

		It was a relic from the fifties--with a garish pink paintjob and a set of tailfins which included brake lights atop them—and it harkened back to the early years of Elvis and the start of the rock and roll era. But the old car had been lovingly restored, she saw as she and Enrique approached it.

		The tuck and roll leather of the red and white seats gleamed as if new, and the huge steering wheel and the dash looked as if they’d just left the Cadillac assembly line in Detroit a few days ago. Enrique smiled and opened the passenger door for her, and then hurried around to the driver’s side.

		He had on the same Speedo’s he’d worn the day she’d first met him out at the pool, plus a baggy white bowling shirt with two breast pockets which looked very “fifties” too, a pair of cheap sandals, and expensive sunglasses. As he put the big coupe in gear, he grinned happily over at her and said, “Next stop, fun in the sun at Lake Mead!”

		He looks like an ultra-handsome Mexican pool boy or some sort of Latin-lover gigolo, she thought as they headed down the Strip and then to the nearby freeway entrance. But that’s okay. Today he’s MY gigolo or boy-toy again, and I can hardly wait!

		Hallie wore the brief bikini again, the cover up wrap, and the same pair of outrageously large sunglasses she’d worn to the Mandalay Bays pool area the other day. She also had on the same pair of sandals and she carried the same over-sized red canvas bag, containing a book, a tube of sun-block, and another change of clothes.

		They were headed to Lake Mead, just a few miles from Vegas. Enrique had called at just past nine in the morning and explained that he and the two male friends she had met at the cabana that day owned a houseboat which was moored at one of Lake Mead’s marinas. They and their girlfriends were expecting Enrique and her for a day of fun, sun, booze, and barbequing on the vast lake.

		That had sounded like great fun to Hallie, so she’d said yes immediately and started to pack. It was now just past ten and they were off.

		“The three of us went in together and bought this old houseboat a couple of years back. We restored it, in our spare time,” Enrique said as they drove along. “It costs a lot of money for a year-round slip at the marina, but we’re able to rent the boat out to tourists a lot in the spring, summer, and early fall; so that more than covers the mooring cost.”

		She nodded that she understood and he added, “Today it’s just for us though; kind of the conclusion to our annual spring-time tradition. First we have the pool party at the Mandalay Bay, followed by a blowout on the lake on our boat.”

		“Sounds all kinds of fun,” she said, smiling over at him.

		“Oh, baby, you have no idea,” he answered with an excited grin.

		

		****

		

		I guess I haven’t lost my touch, Al thought as he watched the pile of high-dollar chips in front of him grow and grow throughout the morning. I must be up another five thousand so far today!

		The casino was about to change dealers once more as Al raked in his chips and stood up. This new guy had played him to a standstill on his previous rotation that morning and Al wasn’t anxious to spend another twenty minutes just sweating to break even.

		Besides, he needed a bathroom break and perhaps a quick drink to celebrate his overall good fortune this morning. As he headed toward the nearby restrooms, he felt the tiniest of tugs on his sport coat sleeve.

		A stunningly cute woman of about thirty, with long, gorgeous red hair and the most adorable spray of freckles across the milk-white skin of her beautiful face was staring up at him with a bashful smile. She said, in a voice so soft that it reminded him of a little girl’s, “Excuse me, but I couldn’t help but notice you’re very good at blackjack.”

		He smiled at her and she rushed on to add, “I’m Jeannie, from Stillwater, Oklahoma?”

		Her small voice went up as she completed her introduction, making it sound like a question. She also had a southern drawl that Al found both charming and almost musical.

		“A couple of friends and I are here on vacation, sort of a ‘girl’s night out’ kind of deal?” She informed him.

		She held up her left hand, displaying a small wedding set, and added, “I’m married; so are my two friends. But our husbands decided they’d rather go bass fishing than see Las Vegas. So we flew here without them!”

		Al smiled and nodded. Jeannie was as cute as she could be, but he was beginning to wonder what all this had to do with him.

		“Well, I don’t know that much about gambling,” she whispered to him, almost as if she was worried her local reverend back in Oklahoma might overhear her. “But it looks like it might be a lot of fun?”

		Al chuckled and said, “It can be…if you win. Losing isn’t much fun, take it from me.”

		She grinned at him and said, “That’s why I was wondering if I could get you to teach me how? It looks to me like you win a whole lot more often than you lose!”

		

		****

		

		They parked in the lot right above the marina and unloaded their gear. She had only her big red bag, but Enrique turned out to have two large ice chests in the trunk.

		“Better let me get that, chica,” he cautioned her as she started to reach into the Caddy’s spacious trunk. “It’s really heavy; full of ice and beer.”

		She nodded and released her grip on the two handles, instead taking up her red bag again and following Enrique down the ramp to a big houseboat that looked as old as his car but had been just as nicely restored. Hallie saw Ray, the tall cutie she’d met that day in the cabana, up on deck.

		“This is a big boat,” she commented, watching Enrique wrestle the big ice chest on board.

		“She’s fifty feet long, exactly,” her Latin lover answered, setting the one chest down and starting up the ramp for the second one.

		“So it’s just Ray, and Robby and their ladies today, on this big old boat?” Hallie asked as he passed her.

		“That’s the plan,” Enrique said, “just like at the pool that day.”

		

		****

		

		“Try not to be so nervous,” Al cautioned his lovely companion. “It’s just a few dollars, after all.”

		Jeannie looked over at him worriedly and answered, “Maybe to you, it’s just a few dollars. But to me, it’s part of the grocery money for next week!”

		Al shook his head and said, “It doesn’t pay to gamble with money you can’t afford to lose, Jeannie. Trust me on that one.”

		The dealer tossed her an ace, and him a ten. They were sitting at one of the low stakes tables and he was attempting to teach her how to play blackjack like a professional gambler.

		She’d already lost forty dollars and was clearly worried sick about it. The dealer hit her with a four and she looked desperately over at Al.

		“Take another card,” he whispered.

		A six floated her way and Al smiled, “Twenty one, Jeannie. Congratulations, you win!”

		Her face lit up as the chips were paid out to her by the dealer. She had—at his insistence—bet ten bucks that time, so she wasn’t down by nearly as much as she had been moments ago.

		He was fast getting bored, despite the charming company, playing for nickels and dimes. Al fished a couple of hundred dollar bills out of his wallet and tossed them in front of her, saying, “Let’s cash out and head into the high stakes room. It’s a lot more fun than this.”

		Her eyes widened at the sight of the hundreds and he added, “Consider that a small loan among friends. Come on, I feel lucky all of a sudden. Why win a few bucks when you could win hundreds at a time?”

		

		****

		

		Enrique was showing her around below deck. It was a beautifully appointed boat, with a nice galley area, a built in, upholstered booth for dining, with a big faux leather couch over near one of the big windows. She looked out at the bright blue waters of the lake and she heard the engines start.

		Looking over at Enrique, she asked, “Where are the other girls? I haven’t seen them yet.”

		Enrique looked a bit sheepish as he replied, “I guess they couldn’t make it today. They had to work. That’s what Robby told me when I came aboard with the second ice chest just now.”

		Only me and three horny young guys; in this barely-there bikini, she told herself nervously as they started to pull away from the dock. I don’t think I like this. I don’t like it one bit!

		Robby and Ray had seemed like a couple of nice young guys that day by the pool. But she didn’t feel comfortable being alone with them—not to mention the lecherous Enrique—on this…this floating…bedroom!

		

		****

		

		“Holy moly, Al, would you look at all those hundred dollar chips,” Jeannie’s tiny, little girl’s voice sounded awe-struck as she gazed at the huge pile of chips in front of them. “How much do you suppose is there?”

		“Seven or eight thousand, at least,” Al said, calmly assessing their joint winnings.

		He smiled over at her and said, “You’re really getting the hang of it now, Jeannie-girl; you’re turning into quite the little card shark!”

		Her eyes were shining like a pair of highly polished emeralds as she stared at all that money. She looked up excitedly at Al and asked, “Are you really going to give me half of it?”

		He laughed and said, “Why not? You won it fair and square. Even after I take back my initial stake, you’re thousands ahead for the afternoon.”

		“C-Can I buy you dinner?” She asked the question shyly, blurting, “I feel like I ought to do something for you; after you taught me all about blackjack and betting and just…everything!”

		“Dinner would be nice,” he smiled at the radiant redhead, “and you can certainly afford it. But you don’t have to feel that you own me anything; I’m way ahead for the day, too.”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Sixteen

		

		Sparks

		

		“I’m not used to drinking,” Jeannie confessed as she sipped her second glass of champagne, “just a couple of beers once in a while with Red, he’s my husband.”

		“I don’t normally drink a lot at home either,” Al said to her.

		They had been talking about their respective mates and their lives outside of Vegas while they’d eaten an excellent dinner at one of the Venetian’s seemingly endless array of restaurants. It seemed that Jeannie was a grade school teacher back in Stillwater, and her husband Red was a heavy equipment operator. The two of them had three kids back home—who were spending this spring break week with their grandparents—and a large, rambling ranch-style house.

		She looked at Al and said, “I can’t believe you’re here with your wife, but the two of you are staying at separate hotels!”

		“Well, as I said, it’s sort of an experiment,” Al explained. “We’re just trying it out to see if we like it.”

		“Red would never go for that,” she said somewhat wistfully, drinking more of her champagne.

		“I don’t know why not,” Al countered. “You two are sort of doing the same thing during this spring break of yours, just in different parts of the country. You’re here, learning to play blackjack, and he’s out fishing with his buddies.”

		Jeannie gave him a crooked smile. It was very obvious that she was really feeling the two celebratory cocktails she’d had with him before dinner, as well as the champagne.

		She said, with a girlish giggle, “I guess we are at that, when you think about it!”

		

		****

		

		“I don’t feel right about this,” Hallie whispered to Enrique as they dropped anchor in the middle of the vast lake. “I don’t like being the only girl here with three guys.”

		“I told you; their gals had to work today,” he said somewhat exasperatedly. “What’s the big deal? Robby and Ray are okay guys.”

		“That’s not the point. This lake cruise sounded fun when it was three couples out on the boat for the day,” she told him coolly. “Three guys and one girl does not sound like nearly as much fun!”

		He grinned lasciviously at her and said playfully, “Three guys and one girl can have a whole bunch of fun together!”

		Hallie’s blood ran cold as he said that and she responded stonily, “Maybe that’s more fun than I want to have. Did you ever consider that?”

		To her consternation, Enrique just laughed and answered, “We’ll have to see about that, chica. We’ll just have to take it as it comes, now won’t we?”

		

		****

		

		“Are you sure you want to do this?” Al asked her as they were about to step into his hotel room. “It’s kind of boring really, unless you’re some kind of math nerd like I am.”

		Jeannie laughed and said, “Lead on, Al, I teach sixth grade math as well as the next girl!”

		Somewhat reluctantly, he opened the door; then closed it and locked it behind them out of reflex. He led her over to the small table which held his laptop and turned it on.

		“It’s just an endless display of possible blackjack hands, along with the odds on drawing the next card. I’ve programmed the computer to keep track of what’s been played already, in a two-deck configuration.

		Jeannie surprised him by sitting right down in front of the screen and putting the machine through its paces for a few minutes, staring intently at the cards and the numbers. She looked up at him after a while and said, “Can we have another drink? Isn’t that one of those honor bar thingies over there?”

		“Sure we can, if you want,” Al answered doubtfully, staring down at her and noting that she was already well on her way to being drunk.

		“What…you think I can’t hold my liquor?”

		“I think you’ve already had more than you’re used to drinking tonight, Jeannie,” he admonished her in a light, friendly tone.

		“I’m on vacation,” she said as she grinned elfishly up at him. “So I’m allowed!”

		Al laughed and gave up. He went over to the small refrigerator and opened it, turning to her and asking, “Okay, what’s your pleasure then, my dear?”

		“Bourbon, on the rocks, please,” she said, licking her lush lips nervously. “I want to get just a little more tipsy!”

		Al wondered why she wanted to do that, but he didn’t question her on it. Instead, he got out a handful of the tiny ice cubes from the two ice trays in the freezer compartment. He dropped half of them in a glass for her, opened the small bottle of bourbon he found on the top shelf of the refrigerator, and poured it in.

		After fixing a scotch on the rocks for himself, he crossed the room and handed the bourbon to her. They clicked rims and he said, “To a successful day.”

		She surprised him by standing up and drinking her bourbon down in three big gulps. Making a face at the strong taste, she sat the glass on the table, threw her arms around his neck and whispered, “To an interesting night, too!”

		Jeannie went up onto her tiptoes to kiss him and Al felt her big tits up against his chest.

		Her tongue tapped on his lips and he opened them to her without further hesitation. He felt his cock stir to life instantly…

		

		****

		

		“You guys are not playing fair!” Hallie said with a frustrated laugh as she once again lunged at the beach ball as it sailed high over her head. “You’re supposed to let me catch it once in a while!”

		It was well into the afternoon. They had sipped a few beers, done a few tequila shots, had a few more beers apiece, and then grilled up lunch on the houseboat’s gas barbeque.

		Hot dogs and hamburgers had made up the menu, but Hallie found that she was surprisingly hungry and had eaten one of each, along with several handfuls of potato chips. Now they were treading water, next to the boat, playing keep-away with a big inflatable beach ball, with Hallie in the middle of the three guys.

		She was feeling too drunk to swim very well, but she gamely kept trying to push herself up high enough in the water to touch the thrown ball and deflect it whenever it sailed over her head. All of them were laughing and giving each other a hard time about their respective athletic abilities as they played beneath the hot Nevada sun.

		“Whoa, babe, I think you lost something on that last try for the ball,” Ray said in a kidding voice, jerking his head towards her.

		“Holy shit, those are righteous!” Robby said with a grin, staring at Hallie’s chest.

		She looked down and saw her breasts floating free of their restraining top just below the surface of the water. Embarrassed beyond words, she reached down underneath them and got her nipples covered up once again with the tiny triangles of cloth.

		“I don’t think this suit is quite up to the task,” she muttered bashfully, feeling her face reddening.

		“Don’t apologize,” Ray said with a big grin. “We don’t mind a little titty-show; not when we’re talking about a pair of outrageously-pretty boobs like yours!”

		Robby and Enrique laughed and nodded their agreement. Hallie felt her blush deepening as she swam past them, headed for the ladder leading up onto the deck.

		“Well the show’s over, boys,” she promised them as she climbed aboard.

		Ray came up the ladder right after her and stood dripping on the deck next to her. He nodded at the pile of clean towels she was standing next to as she dried off, and asked, “Would you pass me one of those?”

		Robby had on a pair of baggy swim trunks, but Ray favored Speedos, just as Enrique did. As Hallie reached over and grabbed a towel for him, she saw that her recent unintended topless display had obviously had a big impact the young man.

		That thing is downright HUGE! She thought to herself as she glanced down at Ray’s semi-hard cock in the tight black trunks he wore. It looks even thicker and longer than Enrique’s…and that’s really saying something!

		

		****

		

		“Why?” Al asked Jeannie as she eagerly stripped off his sport coat and then his pullover knit shirt.

		“Because I’m more than a little bit drunk…and Red is a thousand miles away, fishing,” Jeannie said, staring hungrily at his revealed pecs with their covering of brown fur, “and I really like you…plus I’m feeling really horny and excited tonight, after winning all that money!”

		She looked up at him with those big green eyes of hers and whispered, “I’ve never done anything like this before; you know that, right?”

		He asked her patiently again, “Then why--why me; why now?”

		“Because you’re really cute, and I want to, and because you showed me how to gamble,” she replied, her face breaking into a huge smile as she spoke, as if she’d just had a revelation. “You’re like James Bond or something; at least you are to me!”

		James fucking Bond, Al thought to himself incredulously as she started to unzip his trousers. Me…James Bond?

		He almost laughed out loud at the ridiculousness of that notion!

		But he didn’t stop her when she slid his pants down around his ankles, nor when she tugged down his boxers; and he did nothing to prevent her from dropping to her knees in front of him to begin enthusiastically licking all around his cock head…

		

		****

		

		“We shouldn’t; they’ll hear us!” Hallie whispered to Enrique when they were alone in the bedroom with the door closed.

		She had wanted to put on some fresh clothes, now that her swimsuit was wringing wet; so she’d stepped into the bedroom just now to change. Enrique had followed her inside, closing the door behind him and dropping his own wet Speedos to the carpet.

		Hallie had to admit, she’d been half mesmerized by the sight of his huge cock stirring to life as he looked over at her naked body. Then he’d kissed her, and she’d gotten very wet, and her nipples had begun to stand out against his smooth chest, and she’d felt his dick throbbing against her stomach as it grew to full hardness!

		Now he had her spread-eagled on the bed and he was kissing her lips, her nipples; her sensitive little clit. She was softly moaning encouragement to him as he continued to get her hotter and hotter.

		Just as he was about to mount her, she’d whispered her warning about the other men overhearing them as they made love. Enrique merely smiled and said, “Let ‘em listen, if they want! Let ‘em think about me getting the hottest piece of ass on the lake today…the poor bastards!”

		

		****

		

		“Oh, Al, fuck me hard!” Jeannie whined, about to come once more.

		He was on his knees, banging his rigid cock down into her glove-like pussy. She was lying partially on her side beneath him and he was squeezing her right breast provocatively as he hammered himself down into her.

		“Man, oh, man but you’ve got a thick one!” Jeannie gasped; a huge smile on her face. “And it feels so good inside me I can barely believe it!”

		Al thought about the fact that he was fucking another man’s wife; the mother of his children. How did he feel about that?

		Jeannie was a very willing partner. There was not argument about that; after all, she had been the one who had somewhat heavy-handedly seduced him, not the other way around.

		Some guy I don’t even know might be doing the exact same thing to Hallie right now that I’m doing to Jeannie-- at this very moment--for all I know, he reminded himself, gliding his dick into the married girl’s pussy over and over again, reveling in its juiciness, its snugness; its unbelievable heat!

		He also reminded himself that he spent part of the last week fucking Victoria numerous times, in every hole she possessed. And she’d had a serious, live-in boyfriend back in San Jose.

		I guess when it comes right down to it, I’m way more amoral than I would have ever admitted; he chided himself mentally as he continued to enjoy Jeannie’s tight little pussy.

		Al was shocked to find that the notion Hallie might be doing just what he was now doing, with someone else, bothered him hardly at all, the more he thought about it. For them at least, experiences like this were proving to be part of the naughty fun separate vacations provided.

		He thought back to the wonderful time he’d spent with Hallie in bed just last night and grinned. She had definitely learned a few new tricks from someone else over the past week, just as he had!

		I guess there’s nothing wrong with that, he thought magnanimously, eyeing Jeannie’s tight little asshole. In a way, we owe it to each other to learn all we can while we’re apart, to please each other with throughout the rest of the year!

		He touched the tiny brown rosette lightly with just a fingertip. Jeannie shuddered but made no move to stop him.

		“Have you ever…?” He let his voice trail off.

		Drunk, extremely turned on, Jeannie smiled shyly up at him and shook her head “no”. In her tiny little girl voice she stammered, “But if you wanted to show me how to do it that way, I’d be willing to try it!”

		

		****

		

		“Eeeeeeeee! Pound it into me!” Hallie wailed, coming fiercely on Enrique’s driving cock.

		The others could hear her; she knew that! But she found it exciting, somehow, knowing that they were listening to her climax so loudly!

		What a slut I am! Hallie admitted to herself. It turns out—down deep inside--I’m not only a nasty girl, but I’m a closet exhibitionist as well! I absolutely love knowing those two boys are hearing this!

		“Uhhhhhhhh! Take my big load, you sexy bitch!” Enrique bellowed as he cut loose inside her unprotected pussy.

		Hallie felt her orgasm ramp up sharply. Knowing Robby and Ray could hear Enrique’s rapturous words through the boat’s thin walls made all this even hotter somehow!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Seventeen

		

		Fire

		

		“G-Go slow,” Jeannie gasped as Al’s fat cock head breached her anal ring for the first time, “oh, damn, you’re so thick!”

		He did go slowly, easing his hard prick into her ass fully. His nuts came to rest up against her lovely little pussy and he sighed with pleasure.

		“God, but you’re tight back here, Jeannie,” he rasped, his breath coming in pants.

		“L-Like I said…you’re the first one to do it to me this way!” Jeannie winced as she said the words, obviously nervous and in some discomfort.

		Al reached under her and found her clit. She moaned as he began to tickle it and he felt her ass muscles flex around his buried cock.

		“Just relax,” he advised her, “I’m not going to do anything more until you’re ready.”

		She sighed, nodded, and closed her eyes, obviously reveling in the way he was playing with her tender little bud as his prick pulsed and throbbed deep within her forbidden hole. Jeannie’s moans grew louder as he tweaked a nipple with his other hand while he continued to tease her clit.

		Al felt like Victoria had really schooled him in the art of anal sex during his brief time with her. He was utterly confident that he could make Jeannie—an anal virgin--come this way during her first butt-fucking. He waited patiently, stroking and teasing her, until she was slowly waggling her little booty back onto his buried cock, clearly starting to enjoy the sensation of his prick up her ass and his fingers toying with her clit and nipples before he risked moving within her.

		He finally slid his big cock out of her a little, and then pushed it slowly back inside. She sighed and said, “Oooh, that feels so nasty!”

		Al gradually began to ass-fuck her a bit faster. She groaned—clearly from pleasure, not discomfort now—and murmured, “Oh, Al, this feels so…naughty!”

		He chuckled and leaned lower over her back to whisper, “Naughtier than you sucking my cock earlier?”

		She sighed and said, “It’s all naughty…so deliciously naughty; everything I’ve done with you is so…sinfully fun!”

		Jeannie had clearly come to Vegas with sin in mind. And he found that he was delighted to aid and abet in her moral downfall!

		Al fucked her virgin ass with growing fervor as he squeezed her tiny nipple and stroked her clit…

		

		****

		

		Hallie lay back on the bed, temporarily sated and full of Enrique’s gooey spunk. She thought about how she felt right at that moment; elated, ashamed of what a slut she’d just been, excited about her situation—alone on this boat with three horny young men, in the middle of a vast lake—and very nervous about it at the same time!

		The bedroom door eased open and Robby stuck his head inside, a huge grin on his boyish face as he beheld her sprawled out in the nude on the bed, her pussy lips shining with coating of Enrique’s come. He looked over at his Hispanic friends hopefully.

		“It’s all up to Hallie, compadre,” Enrique said with a shrug. “It’s her call as to what happens next.”

		Her heart began to pound as Robby stepped fully into the bedroom. His baggy swimsuit was gone and his cock was standing out away from his chiseled body as he stared at her, the hopeful smile still on his face.

		She knew she should have at least crossed her arm over her nipples or reached down to block his view of her waxed-bare pussy—or done both. But she didn’t.

		Instead, she stared at his very erect young cock with a certain taboo curiosity. Hallie decided it reminded her lot of her husband’s; it was about the same length--eight inches—and it was just as thick and heavy-looking.

		The youthful member throbbed with arousal as its owner stared longingly at her nakedness. She licked her dry lips and asked herself if she wanted to be gangbanged; knowing that was what was about to happen!

		Gangbanged…it was one of the most taboo of her lingering late-night fantasies. It had been since her youth, but she’d always been much too “nice” a girl to even consider making it into a reality!

		But that was a definite possibility now, she realized. All she had to do was say the word, and she would instantly become the centerpiece in just such a wicked tableau!

		As if on cue, Ray stepped into the room right along side of Robby. Her eyes immediately moved down to his crotch and her breath caught in her throat. She saw that he was as nude as his friend and just as hard.

		Jesus, that thing is a foot long, if it’s an inch, she told herself nervously as she stared at his massive cock and elephantine balls!

		She turned her head and looked over at Enrique in mild panic. His impressive dick was starting to get hard again, too, and she knew in that instant that they were all going to fuck her, no matter what she said!

		Hallie made up her mind to just relax and enjoy it. After all, she had come on this boat ride seeking a good time.

		Well, she was going to have one; that was for sure!

		

		****

		

		“Your cock feels so great!” Jeannie cooed, about to come again. “I’ve never felt anything like it!”

		Al was panting and sweat rained down off his brow as he powered his dick in and out of the little grade school teacher’s hitherto virgin ass. He knew he was going to come soon, right up her butt, and he wanted to ensure that she climaxed right along with him!

		“Oh, Al, no one’s ever done the things you do to me,” Jeannie whined just then, as her whole petite body began to quiver. “I-I’m coming again!”

		Al threw back his head and roared as he started to shoot his spunk up her tight little hole. She was screaming out her intense pleasure along with him, and he felt her body jerk; her ass and pussy convulsing together, her butt sheath milking the come right out of his cock!

		He groaned, “You’re a great fuck, Jeannie! Your little butt is so tight I can barely believe it!”

		She gurgled, gripped by utter bliss, as his words reached her, and she moaned, “Fuck it hard, then, why don’t you, darling? Really give it to me, right up my naughty little bottom!”

		Al did just that, pounding his spurting cock up and down inside her until it was too limp to fuck her with anymore. She shut her eyes and came and came as he flooded her ass with his hot cream…

		

		****

		

		Hallie had Robby’s cock balls-deep in her mouth as he sat lightly on her torso, just below her breasts. She craned her neck up to eagerly suck it as Robby continued to tease her aroused nipples with his fingertips. And she felt Ray fitting his massive cock head against her gushing pussy and pushing his way forward at the same instant.

		That huge knob of hot male meat felt like a battering ram, trying its best to breach her snug little opening. She groaned around Robby’s dick and dug her fingernails into the bedspread as he kept up the pressure. At last, she felt the mammoth head pop inside her stretched-open pussy lips and begin burrowing its way deep into her juicy cunt!

		The three of them were in the middle of the big bed, with Enrique looking on excitedly from one side, his cock once again as stiff as it could be as he watched his two friends having their way with her. She was swallowing Robby’s entire dick now with each head-stroke and moaning around it as Ray finally bottomed out in her pried open depths.

		So much, she thought semi-coherently, so much cock for me to take all at once!

		Both of the boys were bare-backed inside of her. She hadn’t even thought of the condoms she carried in her purse before now: there simply hadn’t been time.

		First Robby had knelt on the bed, clearly eager for a blowjob, and she had willingly obliged. She had found—to her shame—that she couldn’t wait to feel his beautiful cock inside her lips!

		And then, as the first boy had thrown a knee over her body and had sat lightly on her upper belly while she sucked him off, she had felt Ray kneeling between her wide-open thighs. Her lips were busy gliding up and down Robby’s prick, so she hadn’t been able to utter a word of protest as he’d taken her pussy like he owned it.

		Would I have said anything, even if I could? She asked herself the question, tossing her hips up to meet Ray’s thrusts while lustily gobbling up Robby’s delicious cock.

		The realization broke over her that she probably wouldn’t have, even if she’d been able to do so. The idea of being gangbanged by these handsome, studly boys had proven too tempting to resist!

		After all, she reminded herself, I’m free to do whatever I want this week. And right now, I want to experience this!

		The whole thing was like a dream to her; a hot, illicit dream that was coming true even as she dreamt it. No recriminations, no one to tell her “no”; no one to stop her from doing anything she might desire…no matter how kinky or how nasty those forbidden desires might prove!

		

		****

		

		“I’ve never done anything like this before,” Jeannie whispered earnestly, as if she was worried he wouldn’t believe her.

		They were lying cuddled together at the head of the bed and Al was slowly stroking her hair. Her head was on his bare chest and she was staring up dreamily into his eyes.

		“This is all so different from my normal life,” she said, smiling bashfully. “I can’t even begin to describe how different it really is!”

		“My life usually isn’t much like the one I’m living this week either,” Al concurred with a chuckle, not quite believing he was in bed with yet another gorgeous stranger, so soon after last night with Hallie and his ground-breaking time with Victoria.

		“My husband, Red, is a good guy, and a good dad,” she whispered to him. “But he’s nothing like you in bed.”

		She colored slightly as she admitted, “Our sex life has become pretty much a once-a-week, wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am affair, usually.”

		“It’s easy to get in a rut like that,” Al said, meaning it, thinking about how Hallie and his own sex life had been before this trip to Vegas.

		Hadn’t the two of them been in just that kind of “normal”, unfulfilling relationship before this? He said to Jeannie, “You ought to try some new things when you get home; to help spice things up between you and your husband in the bedroom.”

		He grinned at her and added, “You’re a red-hot little woman, under that laid-back, school teacher exterior.”

		“He’d be crazy-suspicious if I were to do that,” she told him doubtfully, smiling a rueful little smile. “Red would know that I learned those little tricks from some stud in Vegas!”

		Stud…that’s the second time this week that a stunning girl has called me a “stud”! Al realized with a start, his heart racing and swelling with pride.

		“You could lie to him, and say you watched some porn video in your room,” he suggested to Jeannie, reaching over to draw her up onto his chest.

		“Maybe I could at that,” she sighed as she felt his cock getting hard once more in between her ass cheeks.

		“Oh, Al, are you going to fuck my little bottom again?” She crooned out the question as he began to rub his stiffening dick up and down in her gooey cleft.

		“I think I just might have to do that,” Al whispered to her as he drew her down for another scorching tongue-kiss…

		

		****

		

		J-Jesus, it feels so good! Hallie screamed to herself as all three of them fucked her at once. It’s so wild…so nasty, but it feels incredible!

		Enrique was up her ass, while his huge-cocked friend, Ray, was inside her pussy, banging away. And Robby was gliding in and out of her frantically-sucking lips!

		She could barely remember how it had come about; she’d been so turned on by what the three young men were doing to her. They had all been touching her so sensually; making sure that her nipples, her clit; her anus was ready for sex!

		The switch in positions had come about so quickly, so smoothly as soon as Enrique had climbed onto the bed, a tube of sex gel in his hand; that Hallie had barely had time to think about it. The boys had swiftly rearranged themselves and she had been a more than willing accomplice to their steamy desires.

		Now she was up on her knees, with Enrique kneeling behind her, sodomizing her; while Ray lay on his back underneath her, his enormous cock jutting upward for her to ride, while Robby was right next to him, his impressive prick burying itself again and again in her willing mouth as she leaned over to suck it for him!

		“Fuck, she’s tight, dudes,” Ray groaned as her pussy contracted around his pistoning cock, in time with her ass sheath clutching at Enrique’s as he staked his claim in her hot little ass!

		“She sucks cock like some kind of a fucking sex goddess!” Robby crowed, driving his prick deep into her throat as she continued to enthusiastically gobble him up.

		“And her ass was made for fucking!” Enrique chortled as his big dick ravaged it mercilessly.

		The situation; their hot descriptions of her body—not to mention the utter thrill of being such a really bad girl for them!—had Hallie ready to climax again. She groaned and sucked even harder at Robby’s hot shaft, while her ass and pussy spasmed in unison around the two gigantic cocks.

		“Fuuuuuuuucccckkkkkkk, she’s too friggin’ much!” Ray moaned as his long, thick rod bucked once in Hallie’s pussy and began to spray out its hot load deep inside her!

		“Ummmmmmmmm,” she murmured as ecstasy enveloped her and she began to shiver and shake atop the two boy’s rutting cocks.

		“Ugh! Oh, oh, fuck,” Robby gasped as her vibrating throat caressed his prick and his balls tightened up. “Take it, you hot bitch! Take all of it!”

		Hallie’s mouth and throat were suddenly full of hot, creamy spunk, and more was jetting into it with each passing second. She swallowed and swallowed again, lost in the reverie of being the sex toy of these gorgeous young men; of indulging one of her wildest fantasies to its very limit…of making her darkest flights of fancy come true!

		“Jesus, she’s even hotter than I remembered!” Enrique groaned as his cock went off in her ass.

		She felt the molten flow begin inside her most intimate hole and nearly passed out from the sensation that caused…

		

		****

		

		Jeannie didn’t seem to be able to make a sound! She was quivering in pure bliss atop his buried cock and he was unleashing a second torrent of boiling cream up her gripping ass as she rode him, cowgirl style!

		Al moaned and pinched her tiny nipples hard as he filled her, and her eyes rolled back in her head. Her ass seemed to be aflame around his spurting prick, clenching and clutching wildly at him, sucking the come right up out of his balls!

		“Oh, oh, holy fuck, but you’re one hot piece of ass, Jeannie!” Al sighed as he emptied his nuts up into her.

		She seemed to deflate onto his chest at that moment, a radiant, triumphant little smile on her pretty face. Jeannie’s breath was hot and sweet on his cheek as she whispered, “That means a lot; coming from a real stud like you!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Eighteen

		

		Conflagration!

		

		Al woke up at eleven the next day, to find his bed empty once again. He vaguely recalled Jeannie leaving at around four this morning, after yet another torrid fuck session; this one in her pussy.

		She’s such a sweetie, Al thought fondly, when he recalled how great that last time had been.

		“Old Red has no idea what he’s missing out on,” Al said, throwing off the covers and heading for the bathroom. “That little girl could fuck his lights out, if he’d just let her!”

		Before she’d gone, early this morning, she’d confessed that she and her two friends from Oklahoma had rented just one room at a cheap motel way off the Vegas Strip—in order to save money—and that she had to get back before the night was over or there’d be hell to pay. The other two women had gone out to a show last night, but the performer was one Jeannie didn’t particularly want to spend the money to see, so she hadn’t gone with them. She said that they’d believed her story about wanting to wander the Strip and learn more about gambling, when she’d had the rapid cell phone conversation with them yesterday afternoon.

		“They might buy my story about gambling all night, when they see all the money I’ve got in my purse,” she’d told him just before she’d left. “But not if I don’t get back before dawn!”

		Al smiled, remembering their sweet time together—the winning at the tables as well as the incredible sex—as he leaned over and flushed the toilet. Jeannie is such a nice woman at heart, he thought at he started the shower and shed his tee shirt and boxers before stepping into it.

		“But, boy, she sure could fuck!” Al finished his thought aloud, a huge smile on his face, as he started to lather up…

		

		****

		

		“Oh, God, we shouldn’t!” Hallie protested weakly as the naked, dripping-wet boys dragged her over to the couch.

		But she knew that they would! Their cocks were as stiff as they could be again and they were all leering expectantly at her.

		The four of them had just completed a three-in-the-morning dip in the lake, to wash off the sweat and the evidence of the heavy sex they’d all been participating in for hours on end. Hallie had sluiced out her pussy and asshole while she’d treaded water and the guys had likewise washed off their cocks and balls.

		Now, as they stood dripping in the front room of the houseboat, their clean pricks were responding to the sight of her naked body in the fading moonlight filtering in from the open windows. Enrique sat down on the fake leather couch and pulled her down onto his lap.

		“You’re way too hot to ever say ‘no’ and mean it, chica,” he kidded her as he hefted her big tits in each palm and drew her in for a kiss by tugging playfully on her nipples.

		Fuck, I hate to admit it, but he’s probably right! Hallie thought as their lips met.

		She felt the now-familiar thrills begin to shoot through both breasts as he expertly manipulated her sensitive little nubs while they kissed. Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Robby kneeling on the couch next to them, and then turning around and scooting upward to sit on the sofa’s back, his hard cock jutting outward from his nut sac.

		“I want to try Hallie’s cute ass this time,” Ray’s deep baritone announced from behind her as she felt something cold and wet and very slippery being squirted into her anus.

		Oh, damn, I don’t know if I can take that, she told herself worriedly as she felt his finger enter her asshole and begin to lube her up back there. Ray’s cock is even bigger around than Enrique’s and it’s a couple of inches longer, too!

		“Let me fuck her pussy this time, dude,” Robby said to Enrique. “It’s my turn.”

		His…”turn”, Hallie said to herself somewhat ruefully. These guys are passing me around like a lit joint at some frat party!

		But she didn’t protest as Enrique and Robby quickly switched positions. She was now sitting on Robby’s lap and he was massaging her titties as they shared a hot soul kiss, while Enrique watched them from his nearby perch on the back of the couch…

		

		****

		

		Al’s cell phone buzzed in his coat pocket. He was sitting at high-stakes poker table, assessing his chances of winning this pot; he had been dealt an ace, a king, and a four so far.

		He was shocked to see the name Jeannie Rousseau on the Caller Id screen, so he answered it, whispering, “How did you get this number?”

		“I called your phone from mine last night, while you were taking a potty break,” Jeannie’s soft little voice replied, clearly proud of herself for thinking to do that.

		He grinned as another four was dealt him. Thing were clearly looking up for the day, both for this hand and for his sex life!

		“Listen, I hate to bother you, but could you meet me up at your room in about an hour?”

		The dealer was glaring at him and his cell phone, so he said, “Sure, I’d be happy to do that.”

		He disconnected and put the phone back in his inside jacket pocket as he discarded all of the face cards and the dealer dealt him a final four. Al smiled and pushed out five hundred dollar chips…

		

		****

		

		Much to Al’s surprise, Jeannie wasn’t alone as he opened to door to her gentle knock an hour later.

		A sloe-eyed beauty with flawless olive skin and very straight, jet-black hair stood next to her. The other woman’s eyes were almost as black as her hair.

		“This is Sal, my neighbor from three doors down back in Stillwater,” Jeannie said.

		“He is cute!” Sal said bashfully, after staring at Al for long seconds.

		Al just stood there, looking bewildered. Sal offered shyly, “My name is really Salali, in Cherokee, but everyone shortens it to Sal.”

		“That’s a beautiful name,” Al said. “What does it mean?”

		The native-American girl blushed and murmured softly, “I’m not going to tell you. It’s too embarrassing!”

		Jeannie said, stepping into the room, taking the door from Al and shutting it behind her and her friend, “They didn’t totally believe my gambling-all-night story; Sal and my other friend, Edna.”

		The little redhead added, “My other girlfriend, Edna, flew home this morning. She said she’d had enough of the bright lights of Las Vegas. Edna came here primarily to see that show last night. She’s kind of religious and isn’t really comfortable with gambling and some of the other things that happen in Vegas.”

		Al just stared at them, sensing that there was more to this tale than he’d heard so far. Sure enough, Jeannie took his arm and whispered up at him conspiratorially, “They weaseled the truth out of me eventually. Edna was shocked but she promised not to ever say anything to anyone back home about what you and I did together last night.”

		Sal’s blush deepened as Al gazed at her inquisitively as he asked, “What about you, Sal? You’re not going to rat on Jeannie, either?”

		Jeannie gave out with a tiny chuckle and said in her soft voice, “Sal may not look it, but she turned out to be intrigued, I guess you’d have to say, by the details of our night together, Al!”

		He smiled at the dark-haired beauty. She was lovely; big breasts hidden discreetly away beneath her conservative top, a trim waistline, with short, but perfect legs just like her friend, Jeannie.

		“I thought that since Edna had gone home, the three of us might hang out together for the rest of the afternoon…and tonight!”

		Again, Jeannie’s words were soft but her intentions were crystal clear, at least to Al. He felt his cock getting hard as he looked from Jeannie back to Sal and pictured both of them naked and in bed with him!

		

		****

		

		Oh, yeah, fuck me! That’s what Hallie wanted to say.

		But she couldn’t. Enrique’s long cock was all the way down her throat and Robby’s was deep in her pussy; while Ray’s was balls-deep inside her asshole! Her three young lovers were plowing into her all at the same time, and it all felt wonderful to Hallie, God help her!

		So good to get fucked like this! She told herself, hunching her hips downward and backward a little at the same time, so that she could fuck both Ray and Robby at once.

		And her mouth kept moving on Enrique’s super-cock. And her tongue never stopped its constant caress of his fat glans and his slick shaft!

		God, I’m such a slut! Hallie thought to herself as she all but attacked the three boys and their fantastic bodies!

		“Oh, man, I’ve never been in an ass this tight before,” Ray sighed at that moment. “It’s so hot and so fucking snug around my big cock!”

		“What a hot bitch she is!” Enrique chortled as sucked his cock magnificently. “I knew it from the first moment I laid eyes on her out by the pool!”

		Hallie was kneeling on the couch over the seated Robby, who was pounding his thick cock up into her cunt. Ray was standing behind her, bending his knees so that he could drive his gigantic prick in and out of her stretched-open ass, while Enrique was sitting on the back of the couch, as close as he could get to Robby so that she could lean over and give him a torrid blowjob while his two buddies doubled her!

		All of it was just about perfect, really, in Hallie’s opinion! She’d been worried about taking all of Ray’s enormous manhood at first, but now it felt great, reaming out her ass; and Robby’s fat cock was mashed up against her clit as she frantically fucked him at the same time!

		And I just love having Enrique’s big boy down my throat, she marveled, cock, cock, and more glorious young cock; I just can’t seem to get enough!

		

		****

		

		“It’s such a nice one,” Sal sighed, fisting Al’s prick longingly as she stared at it.

		The three of them were in his bed, exploring each other’s bodies. Al was lying on his back, between the two naked beauties, as they giggled over his big nuts and played with his engorged hard on.

		“I told you it was gorgeous,” Jeannie sighed, leaning over and giving the head a tiny lick as it protruded from her friend’s hand, “just like him.”

		Al couldn’t believe this was happening. He had a large breast—both belonging to a different girl--in each hand and he was absently tweaking their nipples as the two women oooohed and aaahed over his prick!

		Jeannie’s nipples were tiny little pink nubbins, while Sal’s were rose-colored spikes which jutted outward from the center of her large areoles. The two friends were alike in that they both had spectacular tits, round and full and solid as they could be.

		Again, Jeannie’s were lightly-freckled, milk-white orbs with tiny pink centers, and Sal’s were a light brown and oh, so alluring in their own way, with their large, protruding nipples. Al could barely wait to pop one in his mouth and feast on it as her juicy little cunt slid up and down his dick!

		“Geez, he’s so hard!” Sal whispered, clearly entranced with his cock.

		“Suck him a little, girlfriend,” Jeannie urged her. “He just loves that!”

		The little redhead leaned down and kissed his balls as Sal’s lips descended on his shaft an inch at a time, her tongue caressing him. Al sighed and squeezed both women’s nipples a bit harder and closed his eyes in utter ecstasy.

		This was a vacation he’d remember as long as he lived! He hoped Hallie was having as good a time as he was; whatever she was up to and whoever she was spending hers with!

		

		****

		

		Oh, fuck, I’m going to come again! Hallie realized.

		What was this, three or maybe…four times the boys had gotten her off during the fiery triple-fuck? She’d lost count but she didn’t care!

		Why bother to count anyway? She asked herself the question as she felt her tummy begin to tremble and her pussy clamp shut around Robby’s penetrating cock.

		Her guys would be fucking her all night long, making come and come again…that was for sure! And she could hardly wait…

		All at once, Enrique groaned and grabbed two handfuls of her blonde hair, drawing her lips down tight against his balls. She felt an enormous fountain of hot come bathe her throat and swallowed automatically, savoring the pungent cream like a fine wine!

		“Oh, oh, take it, you sweet bitch,” Ray gasped just then and she felt him geysering up her butt, inundating it in spunk!

		“F-Fuck, I’m coming too!” Robby groaned, his dick jerking inside her, filling her clasping pussy with a torrent of warm goo.

		Hallie wanted to scream! She wanted to throw back her head and roar, she was coming so hard.

		But she couldn’t, not with Enrique’s huge cock down her throat, spurting his rich goop into her tummy as Robby and Ray pumped theirs into her body’s tight little holes…

		

		****

		

		“I’m gonna’ come,” Sal sighed in ecstasy as she rode Al’s big cock like a cowgirl.

		“Mmmmmmmmm, me next,” Jeannie murmured, stopping her suction of Al’s nuts just long enough to call dibs on his prick next.

		Al grinned like a pasha and felt Sal’s tight little cunt open and close around his gliding dick. He squeezed both of her protruding knobs at the same time and buried his cock in her warm, juicy recesses as she came and came around his prick.

		This can’t be happening to me, he told himself disbelievingly as the stunning Native-American girl climaxed so spectacularly on his cock.

		But apparently it was…!

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Nineteen

		

		Decompressing

		

		Hallie didn’t get back to her hotel room until early Friday evening. She wouldn’t have come back then, except that all three of her young lovers had to work the evening shifts at their respective casinos.

		“God, I don’t begrudge them that,” Hallie said as she stripped off her bikini and tossed it in the trashcan, thinking about having work eight hours after the sexual workout the four of them had participated in for the last two days!

		Her new bikini was ruined but she didn’t care. It had served its purpose on this trip and she wouldn’t have dared to wear such a revealing swimsuit back home anyway.

		She stepped into the shower and spent a long time shampooing her hair, conditioning it, and then gently washing her abused body. Those guys had really used her, yesterday and today!

		Hallie giggled and told herself shamelessly that what they had done to her was exactly what she had wanted them to do!

		I couldn’t get enough cock, she admitted to herself as she carefully cleaned out her pussy and washed out her anal canal for as far as her slender fingers could reach. After I decided to let them all fuck me; I was a totally brazen bitch about wanting their dicks!

		She smiled as she remembered how many times she’d come on their plunging cocks; how many times she’d sucked them off and swallowed their come, like she had been the sluttiest slut on the planet! They’d fucked her in the ass repeatedly as well—all three of them—and she’d loved every second of it!

		What happens in Vegas had better stay in Vegas! She thought as she finally turned off the shower and began to dry herself off. If anyone back home ever found out about even a tenth of what I did on this trip…!

		

		****

		

		“Remember, you’ve got to promise me that you’re going to tell your husbands that you learned all of your new tricks from watching porn videos in Vegas,” Al told the two girls before he reluctantly opened the door for them on Saturday afternoon.

		“We will, Al-darling,” Jeannie promised, tearing up a little as she and Sal prepared to take their leave of him. “God, I wish we didn’t have to fly home tonight!”

		“Yeah, we’d both like to spend one more night with you,” Sal sighed, stepping into his arms.

		They shared a tender, tongue-filled parting kiss. Al wouldn’t have believed it possible—he had so much sex in the last few days—but his cock started to stir to life as Sal rubbed her sumptuous breasts against his chest while they kissed.

		He sighed as they finally broke apart and admonished them both, “Remember, tell them about the porn videos and then ask them for what you want in bed. It would be a crime against nature for two hotties like you to go back to having lackluster sex lives.”

		The two women smiled and nodded that they would take his advice. Jeannie said, “You don’t have to worry about that, Al-sweetie. I’m not going back to a quick roll in the hay once a week; and I don’t think Sal is either!”

		Sal reached out and touched his half-hard cock through his slacks and said, “That’s for sure. Meeting you has convinced me that having great sex as a part of your marriage is worth whatever you have to do to get it!”

		Al wanted them to stay longer. Hell, he wanted to rip their clothes off right now and throw both of them back on that bed and spend another night with them!

		But he knew that he couldn’t. They had a motel room to check out of, a rental car to return, and a flight to catch.

		“Oh, by the way, Salali, name in Cherokee, means ‘little squirrel’, Sal admitted shyly, smiling at him.

		“Have a safe flight home, and a happy life, little squirrel,” he whispered as he kissed fondly once more and she stepped away from and out of his life entirely.

		They said good-bye again and then they were gone. He stood looking a bit despondently at the closed door for long seconds.

		Several minutes later, he took and deep breath, sighed and then shrugged into his sports coat to go down and hit the tables once again, more to kill some time than anything else.

		After all, it was Saturday night in Vegas. Maybe he’d get lucky again!

		

		****

		

		Hallie lacked the energy to spring out of bed and go for a run on Saturday morning. Instead, she just lounged around in her room and ordered breakfast.

		Satisfying the sexual needs of three horny young men for two days and one night had taken more out of her than she cared to admit. She didn’t think she could sleep any more, but she surprised herself by doing just that after she had eaten her room service breakfast; staying in bed most of the day on Saturday.

		She ended up only leaving the room to take a quick elevator ride down to the main floor to grab some dinner, at one of the Mandalay Bay’s stellar restaurants. Returning to her room Saturday evening, she found a movie to watch on television, on one of the movie channels, that she’d been meaning to see.

		Hallie made it to the end of the movie, but crashed shortly after it ended. She didn’t wake up until three in the morning, and then only to use the bathroom and turn out the lights in the room before returning to bed and to sleep.

		Sunday proved to be a different story. She got up early and ran, took a shower and got into some nice, casual clothes.

		Hallie was resolved to get out and see some more of the city before she had to go home. If she met someone else she wanted to have fun with in bed; that was fine.

		And if she didn’t…well, she had to admit that she’d had enough strange cock to last her for a while! She was a little bit reluctant accept the fact that she was more than ready to go home, to resume her old life, but she clearly was.

		“This has been fun, a truly otherworldly experience,” she said aloud, as she waited in the empty hallway for the elevator. “And I wouldn’t trade it for anything, nor would I change a single moment of it. But I think that it’s finally over.”

		

		****

		

		Al couldn’t seem to get a decent hand Saturday night. He tried blackjack, poker, pai-gow poker, roulette, and even baccarat--all with the same result: today just wasn’t his day when it came to gambling.

		As much as he liked winning, he hated losing. After dropping a grand or so at the various games, he came to the conclusion that his heart just wasn’t in it this evening and went back to his room to order a room service meal and watch a movie.

		When he was ready to face the day on Sunday morning, he found that his interest in the tables that day was nil. So he went over to the concierge desk at the Venetian instead and looked at the various tourist brochures he found there. None of them really caught his eye, the way the Shark Experience had.

		All at once, a thought hit him: why not do one of the things Hallie always did in Las Vegas, something that she had constantly nagged him to do with her but that he’d always begged off on before today? Normally, like a lot of men, he hated to shop for clothes for himself. And it was true that some of the shops here were on the ultra-expensive side.

		But he had won over thirty-thousand bucks on this trip so far. He could afford to splurge a little!

		

		****

		

		Hallie ended up in Caesars on that Sunday morning, at the Forum Shops, just wandering through the expensive stores, looking at this and that. She had thousands of dollars worth of hundreds in her purse, after her successful fling at gambling with Gavin, so she was shopping as well as window shopping.

		But just because she had some “mad money” with her, didn’t mean that she was necessarily going to spend it. She was much too wily a shopper for that!

		Hallie had checked out Gucci, and Kate Spade, as well as Ferragamo and several others. She hadn’t bought anything yet, but she’d been sorely tempted several times.

		In the distance, she saw a sign for Coach up ahead and thought she’d check out their expensive purses. Maybe a new briefcase, for work, she thought as she sauntered toward the exclusive store…

		

		****

		

		Al valet-parked at the Forum Shops; he seemed to remember that they had a Brooks Brothers store there and he thought he’d look at their suits. He had an important math conference coming up, where he was to deliver a paper he was almost finished writing, and he wanted to look his best for it.

		A salesman glommed onto him shortly after he crossed the threshold into the store but Al didn’t mind. He gave the young man his measurements and the salesman led him over to a rack of expensive suits that turned out to be just the sort of thing he was looking for.

		He browsed quickly through the dark suits; wanting something in charcoal, navy blue, or even black, provided it didn’t look too funereal. At the conference, he wanted to appear prosperous, but not too prosperous; serious but not stuffy!

		“That one looks perfect on you,” the salesman assured him as he stepped out of the changing booth minutes later. “Of course, it will look much better with the right shoes, a dress shirt, and a tie. That knit shirt you’re wearing doesn’t really do it justice, and neither does that pair of loafers you have on.”

		

		****

		

		Hallie did a double take. Was that Al in Brooks Brothers?

		He looked absolutely scrumptious in that charcoal suit! She smiled as she watched him through the window, turning this way and that in the three-sided mirror, at the behest of the salesman.

		She felt the same fluttery feeling in the pit of her stomach she as had all those years ago when she’d first seen him across the room in that math class! Earlier today, she had fought down the urge to call him on the cell and ask him what he was up to today, not wanting to be the one to call a halt to their separate Vegas vacations.

		Now, however, she marched right into Brooks Brothers and over to him, surprising him as she approached. Hallie smiled and said, “I don’t care how much it costs; you should buy it!”

		Al smiled hugely at the sight of her and said, “Well, I don’t know; twenty-five hundred bucks is a lot more than I usually pay for a suit.”

		She took his arm familiarly and whispered, “You as handsome as a movie star in this suit, darling!”

		“Well, that’s good enough for me,” he said, smiling over at the salesman. “I guess I can’t argue that.”

		The salesman, who was an attractive young man of about twenty-five, quickly looked Hallie up and down and then said with an admiring smile, “I wouldn’t, if I were you, sir.”

		

		****

		

		After letting the tailor mark up the new suit, with a promise it would be ready and delivered to the concierge desk at the Venetian by noon tomorrow, Hallie and Al left the store and wandered down the mall arm in arm. He asked her how she happened to be here today, just to make conversation.

		“Oh, I’d thought I might buy myself a new briefcase at Coach or Gucci,” she answered, still holding his arm.

		“Well, I see Coach right over there,” Al said, “let’s go in and have a look, why don’t we?”

		He ended up buying her the most expensive leather case they had in the store. She reached into her purse to pay for it, but he stopped her by saying, “Hey, I’m way up on this trip, as far as winnings go. I insist on buying it for you.”

		Hallie grinned up at her handsome husband and whispered, “Big spender, huh? Are you trying to impress me?”

		“Maybe,” he smiled back, “is it working?”

		“Could be,” she replied enigmatically, holding his arm even tighter as she continued to smile up at him, “we’ll just have to see.”

		“How about me buying us some lunch,” he asked her. “I’ve heard Spago is great and it’s right here in Caesar’s.”

		“Oooh, Spago, you are trying to impress me, aren’t you?”

		“What if I am?” He said, kidding her right back. “What man wouldn’t be trying to impress a really hot-looking blonde like you?”

		She winked at him as she said in a low, breathy whisper, “Keep talking like that, Mister, and you’re definitely going to get lucky tonight!”

		

		****

		

		Lunch was sublime. Al and Hallie laughed and talked all the way through it as if they’d never been apart, and yet there was an underlying current of excitement that wouldn’t have been there on a “normal” vacation.

		This was really more like a “date” between them, and they both knew it. When lunch was over, Hallie offered to get it, proudly showing him the huge wad of hundreds in her purse.

		“Where in God’s name did you get that?” He wanted to know.

		“Turns out, you’re not the only accomplished gambler in this family, I’ll have you know,” she said mockingly, smiling at him as she said it.

		“When did that happen?” He demanded, grinning back at her.

		“I’ll never tell,” she assured him coyly.

		“Want to put some of that money where your mouth is, darling?” He asked her with a cocky smile. “Let’s hit the tables for a while.”

		Heart pounding, Hallie answered his challenge with, “Love to; why don’t you lead the way?”

		They took his car back to the Venetian, locking her new briefcase securely in the trunk before turning the car over to the valet. Once inside, he led her over to the two-deck, high-stakes blackjack table, where they sat down right next to each other.

		“You’ll have to coach me,” she warned him as a handful of their hundreds were converted into chips. “Blackjack still isn’t really my game.”

		

		****

		

		“I can’t believe it,” he sighed as Hallie won yet again while he lost another hundred dollars.

		“You know what they say about beginner’s luck,” she admonished him, putting out two hundred as her opening bet.

		She was up by about five-thousand dollars, while he was running about even for the session. They had been playing steadily all throughout the late afternoon and into the early evening, with her consistently winning and him struggling to break even.

		She acted as if she was having the time of her life. He certainly was!

		Ever since they had been married, he’d dreamed of Hallie coming to share his interest in cards and gaming in general. Now he was at last getting his wish, and he found he couldn’t be happier.

		

		****

		

		“Hey, it’s almost seven,” Hallie said at last.

		“So what,” Al answered, studying his cards carefully.

		“I’m up about ten-thousand dollars and you’re up at least three,” she told him, like a mom patiently explaining something to her child, “and my stomach is saying that lunch, even though it was excellent, was a long time ago!”

		He smiled and shook his head “no” at the dealer, passing on another card. The dealer hit his own sixteen, got a king, and so everyone at the table won. Al raked in his winnings and said, “I always like to quit winners. Let’s go see about dinner.”

		Tossing a hundred dollar chip the dealer’s way, he put his stack of chips in his pocket and stood up. Hallie joined him, stashing away her pile of winnings in her already stuffed purse and taking his arm once again.

		“Where do you want to eat dinner?” He asked her, walking away from the table. “I’m buying.”

		“How about ordering room service up in your room?” She whispered, smiling up at him invitingly. “I’m just dying to suck your cock, darling!”

		

	
		

		

		Chapter Twenty

		

		Getting Reacquainted

		

		“God, I’ve missed this so much!” Hallie sighed as he slid into her.

		Al wanted desperately to ask her exactly what she meant by that: had she missed having any cock at all on this trip? Or had she, as he suspected, had she been enjoying another guy or guys’ cocks in his absence but missing his anyway?

		He didn’t ask her, because he knew that would open the door to questions about his own fidelity; questions he now found himself reluctant to answer. He thought somewhat guiltily of Victoria, and Jeannie, and of the ‘little squirrel’, Sal.

		No, he wasn’t going to be the one to bring up sex with other people: he realized full well that he wouldn’t have a leg to stand on if he did!

		“You’re so handsome,” she cooed as he started to fuck her, ruffling his short hair lovingly. “I’ve missed you so much!”

		“I’ve missed you, too,” he sighed back, remembering all three of the other girls he’d recently been with and struggling to push their memories completely out of his current thoughts.

		“You’ve got such a great cock,” Hallie murmured, tossing her hips upward, matching his thrusts down into her perfectly. “But then, you always have.”

		Just what was he supposed to read into that, he wondered. Again, he found himself asking if she’d had another cock recently to compare his with?

		“You’re so tight, darling,” he told her as he rutted down into her, “and God, are you ever beautiful!”

		Hallie moaned and pulled him down into a kiss, her tongue shooting up inside his mouth. She was as hot a fuck as ever, he had to admit, maybe even hotter than she’d been before this trip!

		

		****

		

		She rubbed her sensitive nipples up against his chest hair, remembering how smooth Gavin’s and Enrique’s waxed-bare pecs had felt. Hallie also remember their long, fat cocks gliding down into her, and a tremor of lust reverberated through her!

		Got to stop thinking of other guys while I’m with Al, she admonished herself. They were hot, but then, so is my husband!

		Staring up at Al with her eyes wide open as they kissed, she felt her heart melting for him all over again! He was so sweet…so gentle with her, even though he was fucking her fiercely right now!

		My Al knows just how I like it, she thought proudly. He always crushes that thick cock of his up against my clit when we fuck. He makes me come nearly every time; he’s been doing it for over ten years!

		This all felt so familiar, so right, Hallie told herself. Sex with Al was perfect! Why had she ever wanted other guys in the first place?

		For the excitement, she admitted to herself as she thought further about the reason for her recent straying; because they were new and different! And because they made me want to get so down-and-dirty with them!

		Al never asked her to be nasty with him. He’d always worshipped her, ever since that first night they’d gone to bed together.

		That’s nice, and I love it, Hallie thought as she felt her pussy tightening around Al’s stroking cock. But Enrique taking me up the ass was so…nasty…so thrilling!

		Her Latin lover hadn’t asked her permission, he had just shoved his massive dick up her nearly virgin asshole and fucked her hard! Gavin had asked first, but then he’d taken her back there too, more than once.

		And Ray…he hadn’t been a bit shy! He’d simply drilled his foot-long monster up her butt while Robby fucking her pussy and she’d been busy sucking off Enrique!

		Hallie felt her cunt contract sharply around Al’s cock. She moaned as she thought of her recent, cheating encounters with other men and hissed, “Fuck me! Oh, God, Al, fuck me hard and get my naughty pussy off!”

		Al shivered as if a bolt of lightning had just hit him. He leaned down and asked in an insistent whisper, “Oh, has this little pussy been naughty?”

		She gave him a fiery, defiant smile and said, “Oh, God, has it ever?”

		Al shuddered with passion and really began to nail her! He rammed his thick cock into her cunt, hard; so hard her titties shook on her chest and her eyes rolled back into her head!

		“Oh, Al, oh baby,” she whined as her orgasm gripped her totally, “I’m coming! You’re making me come so damn hard!”

		She felt his jism rocketing down into her and gripped his body even closer. A huge climax enveloped both of them just then and they ground their pelvises against one another until he had no more spunk to shoot and she stopped quivering in ecstasy!

		

		****

		

		“That was certainly a hot one!” She said admiringly. “Have you been…practicing or something?”

		“You were pretty…incendiary yourself,” he countered. “How about you; have you been…practicing with someone else, darling?”

		The two of them just looked at each other for long moments. At last, Hallie asked, “Do you really want to know?”

		Al thought about it for almost a full minute, and then said, “Not unless you’re just dying to share the details with me.”

		Hallie thought of Enrique, and Gavin, and Robby, and Ray; especially Ray, with his horsecock! She flashed her husband a tiny smile and shook her head “no”.

		After a long pause, she asked him, “How about you; do you have any stories you want to tell me?”

		He just grinned and whispered, “Not really.”

		They stayed like that for what seemed like forever. Finally, Al said, “Let’s just leave it at that; no recriminations, no hurt feelings, and no details. What we did in this town stays in this town, okay?”

		She breathed a visible sigh of relief and said, “That’s very okay with me, darling!”

		Reaching down for his cock, she was delighted to find it was getting hard already. She beamed up at its owner and purred out the words, “What do you want to do next, sweetie?”

		

		****

		

		They were making love again, of course, but this time Al was up on his knees behind her and she was on all fours in front of him. Maybe it was all the anal sex he’d shared with Victoria, Jeannie, and Sal, but he couldn’t seem to take his eyes off Hallie’s cute little rosette as his cock disappeared in and out of her pussy lips.

		Emboldened by his own experiences—and by the fact that she had as much as admitted to him that she’d had some of her own, over the past week—he touched her anal star with his forefinger as he drilled her. In the past, Hallie would have glared back at him over her shoulder and told him in no uncertain terms to “cut it out!”

		But this time she didn’t. On the contrary, his wife of ten years nudged her ass back onto his exploring finger and sighed, “Oh, Al, it feels so nice when you touch me back…there!”

		Al’s cock lurched inside her pussy and he quickly drew his finger away. But that was only so he could immerse it fully in his mouth, to get it good and wet!

		“Oh, Ohhhhhhhh, yeaaaaahhhhhh!” She crooned as he slowly slid it knuckle deep into her ass while he continued to fuck her in the conventional way.

		He felt her super-tight little hole grip his finger as he eased it in all the way up to his palm and wiggled it around. Hallie moaned and tossed her long blonde hair from side to side, but made no move to dislodge him.

		She loves it now! Al told himself, slightly shocked by what he had discovered. My little Hallie just loves to have her butt played with while she’s getting fucked!

		Her low, insistent groan deepened as he picked up the pace, of both his fucking and his ass-teasing. That told him all he needed to know!

		“D-Do you have any lube?” He whispered the question uncertainly; half afraid she might suddenly turn back into the old Hallie.

		“In…in that nightstand,” she sighed.

		He leaned over and opened it, keeping his other hand right where it was, and his cock gliding in and out of her slick pussy. His fingertips felt something like a tube of toothpaste and as he drew it out, he saw that it was big tube of super-slippery sex gel.

		Naughty, naughty girl, he chuckled to himself as he opened it and shot a long streamer of the goo down into her asshole, working it in with his delving finger. I wonder how long he was…how thick?

		Hallie moaned and twerked her ass against his lubing finger. She cooed, “Oh, Al, I want it! I want to feel your big cock right up my ass!”

		The cat was really out of the bag now, as far as what she had really been up to during their short separation. But Al found that he didn’t mind.

		As he slid his hard cock out of her juicy quim, he doused it quickly with the lube, and set the head against her recently-vacated asshole’s entrance. He pushed forward as he strummed her clit and Hallie shivered all over and hissed, “Fuck, that feels so good!”

		His dick disappeared into her butt an inch at a time. Al watched its progress with a grin, as he realized that he was finally getting something he’d been fantasizing about for over a decade now!

		“Jesus, Hallie, but you’re tight back there!” He sighed as he bottomed out in her hitherto forbidden hole.

		“And you feel huge,” she groaned. “I’d forgotten how thick you were, baby!”

		Maybe her mystery lover wasn’t as wide as me, he thought smugly as he started to enjoy his stunning wife’s gorgeous little ass for the first time ever. Even if he was bigger than me, she seems to have snapped right back into shape; she’s as tight as Jeannie or Sal was, that’s for sure!

		“Oh, darling, you do that just right!” Hallie let out her breath as he stroked her clit while he busily reamed out her ass.

		He reached under her and claimed her left nipple with his fingers and began twisting it lightly, in perfect time with his finger strumming her clitoris. She groaned in pure ecstasy and he felt her penetrated ass clutch wildly at his cock as it fucked her.

		“Ummmmmmmmm, you’re such a stud, darling!” She sighed in rising bliss. “I should have let you do this a long time ago; just think of all the time we’ve wasted!”

		“Well, we’re all done with that now,” Al panted as he hammered his cock into her butt faster and faster. “From here on out, I’m doing you every way there is to do you!”

		Hallie shivered underneath him and he felt her clit jerk just as a torrent of hot pussy juice drizzled down onto his teasing finger and her tight little ass got even tighter. She murmured, “That sounds wonderful to me, sweetie! I just want you to fuck me and fuck me and fuck me—in whatever hole you want from now on!”

		Al emitted a low, evil-sounding chuckle and rammed into her butt even deeper; even harder…

		

		****

		

		“You bad boy,” she said in a teasing whisper as she toyed with his chest hair, “you about fucked my little ass off just then!”

		“Oh, I somehow think you can take it,” he told her with a grin, pulling her naked body in even tighter against his.

		She laughed and then said, “No comment, but I suspect you’re right!”

		They laughed and cuddled against each other, as happy as they’d ever been throughout their long and very successful marriage. Both of them realized that the “don’t ask; don’t tell” policy they’d mutually adopted in regard to their little Vegas adventure was just right for them!

		The shared mystery of what they’d both done, and whom they’d done it with, was proving tantalizing to daydream about; to fantasize over. It was much better than knowing what had actually happened, as far as both of them were concerned!

		Still smiling, Hallie slid down so that her mouth was even with his gooey cock. She licked at it with just the tip of her tongue.

		“D-Don’t you want me to get up and wash it off before you do that?”

		“No, there’s something about a girl doing this for her guy when it’s still all dirty that is really thrilling. You’ll see.”

		She sucked his soiled prick head into her lips and began to lave it with her tongue.

		Al was once again hard as a rock in seconds and she beamed up at him knowingly as she began to blow him…

		

		****

		

		The next day, aside from going downstairs to eat breakfast, go over to the Mandalay Bay so that she could check out a day early, and returning her rental car, they didn’t leave his hotel room. They barely left the bed!

		Al and Hallie had been married ten years, so they had fucked in virtually every position there was to do it in over that period. But they tried them all out again; just to be sure they hadn’t missed any.

		When they finally boarded their flight home Tuesday morning, they were holding hands like a young couple who had eloped to Vegas to get married. They drew smiles and stares from their fellow airline passengers and from the crew, but they didn’t care.

		The magic was well and truly back in their marriage, thanks to their Las Vegas vacation…

		

	
		

		

		Epilogue

		

		Same Time Next Year?

		

		“Hey, how’s my guy?” Hallie asked as she breezed into the house and threw her leather briefcase on the sofa. “Did any of those cute young coeds flash you a lot of tit today, in an attempt to turn a ‘B’ into an ‘A’?”

		“Maybe,” Al said, glancing up at his centerfold-pretty wife, who was elegantly dressed in a new suit and a new pair of black Jimmy Choo heels. “Did any visiting corporate types try to maneuver the new VP of Marketing into spending the night in their hotel suites?”

		“Just two today,” Hallie told him, feigning disappointment. “I must be slipping.”

		“Were you tempted?” Al kidded her.

		She broke into a big, sexy grin and said, “One of them was way cute, now that you mention it. Office scuttlebutt says he has a monster dick going for him, too!”

		“Maybe you ought to check that out,” Al teased her; “see if it’s true.”

		“Nah, I don’t think so,” Hallie said, plopping herself down on his lap, crushing his newspaper in the process. “I’ve got a big-dicked stud at home, you know, to keep me satisfied.”

		He grinned at her and she grinned happily back at him. After a while, he said, “I got a flyer in the mail from the Venetian today.”

		“Oh, are you going to stay there again next spring?”

		“I don’t know. How about you, are you going to be a Mandalay Bay girl again?”

		Hallie stared off into space, her smile turning dreamy and far away as she mentally relieved last spring’s adventures at the Mandalay Bay. She said at last, “Maybe, I haven’t really decided yet. After all, we’ve still got months to think about it.”

		“But we are going the separate hotel room, separate rental car route again?”

		“Definitely, unless you don’t want to do that again,” she answered him without even thinking about it.

		Al thought about Jeannie, and Victoria, and Sal; then said, “No, separate is okay with me; I think those days apart last year did our marriage a world of good.”

		She leaned down and kissed him for a long time, their tongues dueling and caressing one another. When she drew her lips away from his at last, she said breathlessly, “No argument there, Professor!”

		Hallie felt her nipples spiking and her pussy getting wet as she thought about being on her own in Vegas once again in a few months. She said, “Maybe we’ll hook up for a night or two this year again, like we did last year; just for variety’s sake?”

		Al smiled and said, “Sounds fine to me, baby, whatever you want.”

		“Let’s go into the bedroom and talk about it before I fix dinner,” she whispered, her blue eyes flashing with mischief. “You can help me out of this suit.”

		Wordlessly, she got up off his lap, he folded the newspaper and laid it on his easy chair, and they went hand and hand into the bedroom together…

		

		The End

		

		

		

		Author’s Notes

		

		All of the characters and situations described within this book are fictional and not based on any actual, living individuals. Many of the streets, restaurants, hotels, casinos, and other Las Vegas area locations in this tale are real places, of course, and have been described as accurately as memory and research can portray them.

		Astute observers will note the absence of condoms in this story, and the total disregard our characters have for the prevention of pregnancy or the possibility they might contract a sexually transmitted disease during their various couplings in this book.

		That's because this is a fantasy, a work of fiction. If you choose to participate in such behavior, please use protection.

		Like this book? Hate it? You can always drop me a line at ckralston@gmail.com to let me know what you thought. I'd love to hear from you, either way.
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