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  Chapter One


  


  “We can’t afford a Maserati,” Stella told her husband as she admired the red Maserati GranTurismo convertible he had brought home for her. She was already in love as she ran her fingers down the sleek fender and smelled the scent of new Italian leather. Stella could already picture a cop with his foot on the bumper as he wrote her a speeding ticket while she flashed him to tempt him to tear up the ticket!


  “Nonsense,” Vince exclaimed. “I’ve got the most beautiful piece of arm candy at The Towers, and she deserves a car that’s almost as exotic as she is! The engine gives me a hard-on just listening to the four hundred and fifty-four horses begging to be whipped into action. Just like my hot and sexy wife!”


  “Vince! Hush, the valet will hear you!” Stella exclaimed as she glanced at the young man who was drooling as he fantasized about getting behind the wheel.


  “He’s not paying any attention to me. He has you and a red exotic sports car to stare at. I know he’s trying to decide which one is sexier, and I’m betting it’s you?”


  “Behave, I’m old enough to be his mother,” Stella complained, but deep down, it excited her to know that her husband still thought she was beautiful, even though she’d just had her fiftieth birthday.


  “This was supposed to be your birthday present, but these cars are built by hand. I had to move heaven and earth to get it here when I did.”


  “Are you sure that it’s not too expensive?” Stella replied as her resistance melted away.


  “Sweetie, I’ve sold my company and made an obscene amount of money that we can never spend in our lifetime. Retiring to Las Vegas and living in a penthouse condominium has been our dream for a long time. We are going to have fun in Sin City, and you need an exotic car to show off those gorgeous legs of yours,” Vince replied as he swept his wife up in his arms to kiss her passionately. “I can’t wait to find out what you had to do to avoid your first speeding ticket!”


  He must have read my mind, Stella giggled to herself as her fantasies ran wild. What would a big strong policeman make me do to avoid a speeding ticket?


  Then Vince turned to the valet and said, “Bob, can you put Stella’s new baby to bed?”


  “Yes, Sir!” the valet quickly answered. “She’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. I’ll take great care of her.”


  “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were talking about my sexy wife?” Vince laughed.


  “You do have a beautiful wife, along with a fabulous car,” Bob replied.


  “Stella’s not bad for a MILF, don’t you think?” Vince kidded the young man.


  The valet looked at Vince and didn’t know what to say. Stella was drop-dead gorgeous, especially for a mature woman. She still had a trim figure that had been enhanced by breast enlargements and could easily pass for a girl many years younger.


  “Sir, your wife is one of the hottest women I’ve ever seen!” the valet offered and hoped that he didn’t step over the line.


  “And don’t you forget it!” Vince laughed. “Come on, honey, time to make your first payment on your new car.”


  “Vince! Behave!” Stella protested. “You’re embarrassing me.” But, inside, she was almost melting from the valet, saying she was hot and thinking about him opening the car door to watch her get out in a miniskirt. She could feel the moisture between her legs as the idea of flashing the valets caused her brain cells to short out. I’ve got to pick out the proper clothes to wear in my new red hot rod, she fantasized. Especially for the college-age boys with big hot rods!


  In their new condo, with no family around to condemn her, Stella was determined to broaden her horizons. She had been a prim and proper housewife forever and always the dutiful spouse of a business executive. Now that her husband was retired, she was rethinking his insistence on having a sexpot for a wife. No one knew them in Las Vegas, and why not please Vince and become eye candy for him? The thought of wearing scandalous outfits like the movie stars further ramped up her heat level to boiling. She could still remember the pictures of Bella Hadid on TMZ with that dress slit up to her waist. Everyone was asking if she had on underwear or not.


  Riding up in the elevator to their penthouse, Stella giggled, “Are you sure you want your wife to dress like a slut, with her boobs hanging out?”


  Pinching her butt, he exclaimed, “I can only hope and would love to have a hot wife to show off. I can just imagine parading my sexy wife in front of my golfing buddies who have drab, dull spouses! Plus, I want to introduce you to a couple I’ve met who live in Tower number one.”


  “Who are they?” Stella asked.


  “Larry Archer, who owns The Fox’s Den, a strip club on Industrial over behind Circus Circus, and his wife Foxy, who is the woman I want you to look like,” Vince replied. “Not look exactly like, but I’d love it if she were a role model for the new you.”


  “Are you sure you want me to emulate a woman whose husband runs a strip club? I can just imagine what a tramp she must be!” Stella replied in a huff, yet deep down, she wondered what this was really about.


  “Baby, he has more money than God, and besides you, his wife is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. She’s six feet with curly brunette big hair, and legs that go forever. Foxy never wears a bra, and her tits are always on display,” Vince gushed. “But, to give her credit, she is poised, intelligent, and high maintenance to boot.”


  “How did you meet them?” Stella asked.


  “When I was signing the contract to buy our condo, they were in the manager’s office, and we talked for a few minutes. He runs around with the mayor and the sheriff, as I understand it. They have a live-in girlfriend, who is also a knockout.”


  “Why would the mayor and the sheriff run around with someone sleazy enough to own a strip club?” Stella asked. “That just doesn’t make any sense. Those people are gangsters and perverts.”


  “I’d like for us to get to know them better, then we can decide for ourselves,” Vince responded as the elevator binged at the top floor. “I thought I’d invite them over for drinks.”


  “Okay, I guess. Let me see what I have to wear?” Stella replied as she mentally went through her inventory of clothes.


  “I’ve got that taken care of,” Vince replied. “I asked Foxy for a recommendation, and she offered to take you dress shopping at Yvette’s, which is apparently a high-end shop for sexy women. Foxy said they cater to MILF’s as well.”


  “What’s a MILF?” Stella asked. “I’ve heard the term but was embarrassed to ask what it meant as it sounds dirty?”


  “Mother’s I’d Like to Fuck!”


  “What! That’s terrible,” Stella replied. “Mother’s having intercourse! Why would anyone want to be a MILF?”


  “I believe that you’re overthinking this,” Vince said. “It simply means mature women who are still sexy and hot.”


  “Well, I don’t know if I want to be known as a MILF? Do you think it’s safe for me to go with her? Is she a stripper at his club?”


  “What’s the worst that could happen at a clothing store?” Vince laughed. “I’ll be the one whose credit card gets melted! I doubt if Foxy has cooties!”


  “Foxy? That’s another thing. Who has a name like Foxy?” Stella questioned.


  “It’s just a nickname,” Vince said. “Besides, she is a fox, exactly like my wife! For once, just go with the flow and stop nit-picking. She’s articulate and easy to talk to. Give her a chance, and I’m sure you’ll like her?”


  “You’re sweet, but I’m not sure I could ever be a fox?” questioned Stella. “She’ll probably make me look like a slut?”


  “I can only hope,” Vince repeated. “I told her to dress you properly and to ignore any pushback! I bought you new boobs and want to get my money’s worth.”


  “You’re an asshole but a lovable asshole,” Stella laughed. “Okay, I give up and will put myself in her slutty hands. I promise not to say “no” for the next twenty-four hours.”


  “Perfect,” Vince said as they walked into their condo. “Slip into the sexiest dress you currently have, and she’ll be here in a few minutes to pick you up.”


  “What?” Stella replied. “I need to think about this?”


  “What happened to not saying NO!”


  “I did promise, didn’t I,” Stella admitted. “If I come back looking like a streetwalker, then it’ll be your fault?”


  Slapping his wife on the butt, Vince got a beer out of the Sub-Zero and yelled at her back as she walked towards the bedroom, “Sexiest, shortest dress you have, and I expect better ones to follow!”


  Without slowing, Stella raised her hand and shot him the finger before turning into the master bedroom.


  Standing in their walk-in closet, she looked at her dresses hanging there, especially at the hemlines. There was one much shorter than the rest, and Stella pulled it out and tried to figure out where it came from. Halloween, two years ago! It struck her that she’d dressed at an outrageous party as a prostitute. She remembered all the attention she’d received and how excited Vince had been over her dress. He couldn’t keep his hands off me!


  You want sexy, you’ll get sexy, she told herself as she slipped the dress off the hanger. Putting it on, she looked at herself in the full-length mirror. Subconsciously, she tugged the hem down as it barely reached mid-thigh. Turning around, Stella looked over her shoulders and then remembered that the dress was cut so low in the back she couldn’t wear a bra, and her panties showed.


  Well, the bra has to go, and I’ll wear the pair of bikini panties Vince bought me, she thought. With the bra on the floor, the dress looked a lot better, except now her breasts were really exposed. She’d gotten the dress before her breast enhancement, and now it was almost too small. The girls threatened to spill out, but that was apparently what her husband wanted.


  Vince walked in and suddenly stopped as he saw his wife standing there. “Wow, you sure clean up well! Have you got time for a quickie?”


  “Asshole!” Stella laughed. “You wanted slutty, and Foxy’s getting slutty! As you can see, I can’t wear a bra with this dress, so I’ll be like Foxy.”


  “You are so beautiful. You don’t know how much I love you!” Vince exclaimed as he ran his fingers down her exposed back. The low-cut back exposed the top of her butt crack, and she had to pull down her bikini panties to keep them from showing.


  “Keep your hands to yourself,” Stella said. “I’m saving myself for Foxy.”


  “Don’t torture me,” Vince exclaimed. “You know how much I’d love to see you with another woman.”


  “Men! You’re all alike. Do you think Larry wants to see his wife having sex with another woman?” Stella asked as she tried to picture Foxy kissing her. Vince had shown her a picture of Foxy and Larry on his phone, and she was a tall drink of water.


  “As hot as his wife is, I’m sure he wouldn’t mind,” Vince replied. “Besides, they have a live-in girlfriend.”


  “Girlfriend?” Stella asked. “Whose, his or hers?”


  “I’m kind of guessing both, but then you’d say that was a guy thing!” Vince laughed.


  “Do you know what their girlfriend looks like?” Stella asked, suddenly intrigued at the thought.


  “Here’s her picture that I stole off Larry’s phone,” replied Vince smugly. “He was showing me pictures of his club, and I forwarded the pictures to my phone while he was talking to someone else.


  Looking at Vince’s cell, Stella saw Foxy and this big redhead with enormous jugs standing there, both topless. It looked like all they were wearing were string bikini bottoms and stilettos. The redhead looked like a wrestler from Monday Night Raw and had just stepped out of a cage match. She was not fat but muscular and easily six feet tall without the high heels, like Larry’s wife.


  “Doesn’t Foxy have nice tits?” Vince offered.


  “Mine are bigger,” Stella replied in defense.


  “But her’s are pierced,” he countered.


  Taking his cell phone out of his hand, Stella enlarged the image to show Foxy’s nipples. She had gold loops on each nipple. Stella could feel her sex clench as the thought of sucking Foxy’s puffy nipples hit her.


  “Would you like me to get pierced?” Stella asked as she wondered how it would feel and how bad it would hurt.


  “I don’t want to make you do anything you don’t want, but,” Vince offered.


  “But, you’d like to see me with nipple jewelry?” Stella laughed but secretly thought the idea had merit. “If I got my nips done, then I’ll have to show them off. Would that be okay?”


  “I’ve always encouraged you to show off, and I meant every word!” Vince encouraged her. “It has always been my fantasy to have arm candy to parade around with and make everyone else jealous!”


  “So, you don’t mind your friends looking at me as a sex object?” Stella asked as the thought of Vince considering her as slutty arm candy was a thrill that penetrated deep into her loins.


  “Larry loves to show off his wife, and if he can do it, so can I!” Vince assured her. Just then, the house phone rang, and Vince picked it up. Hanging up the phone, he turned to Stella and said, “Your ride is here, and I’ll walk you down to be sure the valet doesn’t molest you too badly.”


  “Only in your dreams,” Stella laughed and picked up her phone. “Forward me those pictures of Foxy and their girlfriend. I need to get pointers on how to improve my image.”


  Walking out into the lobby of their tower, they saw Foxy standing near the door, talking to one of the security people. If it was possible, Foxy was wearing even less than she was. Her dress barely covered her behind and was cut so low in front that it was a miracle her nipples didn’t pop out.


  “Foxy, this is my wife Stella. I made her promise to do anything you asked!” Vince chuckled.


  “Anything?” Foxy giggled as she took Stella’s hand.


  “Anything!” Vince confirmed. “I also told her that she couldn’t use the word ’No’ for 24 hours.”


  “Then I’ll have to work fast! We’ll be back when I’m through with her,” Foxy quipped as they walked out into the valet area. Foxy’s Mercedes SLS AMG was waiting with both gull-wing doors up. Turning back to Vince, Foxy said, “I’ll take her from here!”


  Stella looked at the car, which was sitting on the ground, and wondered how to get in without showing off the goods.


  “It’s easy once you get the hang of it,” Foxy said, reading Stella’s mind. “Just kind of back in and sit. Once your behind is on the seat, then swing your legs in.” Taking Stella by the shoulders, Foxy turned her around and said, “Sit and Stay!”


  Before she could do anything, Foxy kissed her, and Stella felt the warm tongue in her mouth like a poisonous serpent. Her fear was quickly replaced by the fire between her legs as she probed Foxy’s tongue with her own.


  Then hugging Stella, Foxy whispered in her ear, “Don’t worry, this is just a show for the boys! You’re safe, for now.”


  Off guard, Stella sat down in the low-slung sports car without thinking about the show she was putting on. Realizing what everyone was seeing, she started to pull her knees together, but Foxy barked, “Stop that!” under her breath. Stella instantly relaxed her legs and let them naturally fall apart. Foxy winked at her and hit the button to power down the gull wing door.


  Stella looked out the window to see Vince beaming from ear to ear as he talked to the valet. He gave her a thumbs-up through the car window. Turning, she watched Foxy sit down, and she was more graceful at climbing in. The other valet held her hand, and Stella noted that Foxy’s legs were spread. She made no attempt to stop him from looking up her minidress, which barely covered her behind. The upskirt shot must be fantastic, she thought to herself.


  “See, with practice, it’s easy to get in this car,” Foxy replied as she punched the button to fire up the engine. Stella was surprised at the rumbling engine noise, and she could hear the slight whine of the turbochargers spooling up. She always thought that a Mercedes was quiet, and Foxy’s sports car seemed almost mad to be sitting still.


  “Where are we going?” Stella asked. “I’ve got to say I’m not completely comfortable here. My husband is pushing me to be something I’m not sure is proper. You don’t drive too fast, do you?”


  “Larry says I should have been born a hormonally charged teenage boy as I love fast cars and fast women!” Foxy said with a laugh. “He makes me use a four-point harness instead of a conventional seat and shoulder belt, but I think of it as a way to keep my conquests from escaping my clutches! You’re perfectly safe from everything except me, as the car has a built-in titanium roll bar, but I don’t!”


  “But to answer your questions, we’re headed to Yvette’s,” continued Foxy as she expertly drove out of the Tower’s property and headed over towards Las Vegas Boulevard. “It’s a little dress shop with only the top clothing lines. Remember, No is the only thing that cannot pass your lips per your husband’s orders.”


  Foxy reached over and ran her hand up the inside of Stella’s thigh. She could feel Stella’s leg tremble at the touch. “What’s Vince trying to push you into?”


  It was disconcerting for her new friend to be toying with her leg as she drove. Then Foxy saw an open spot at the curb and pulled in. Putting the car in park, she turned to Stella, “Vince told me that he wanted to have a hot piece of ass as eye candy, and I was free to change you any way I wanted. Is that what you want?”


  “Well, yeah,” Stella stuttered, “But this is moving a little fast for me.”


  Leaning over, Foxy kissed Stella and could feel her melting. The older woman’s mouth easily opened for Foxy’s tongue, and they kissed for a long time. As their lips parted, Stella opened her eyes to see Foxy staring deep into hers. Then Stella closed her eyes and pressed her lips against Foxy’s.


  “Now, that wasn’t too bad, was it?” Foxy softly asked. “The last kiss was for the boys. This one is for me.”


  “Nooooo,” Stella’s response came as a drawn-out sigh. “I liked it, but it’s wrong. Girls shouldn’t be kissing girls?”


  “Even with Vince’s permission?” Foxy asked.


  “What will your husband say?”


  “He’ll just be pissed he didn’t get to watch,” Foxy giggled. “Guys always want to watch girls make out and hook up. What’s really the problem? At least I can’t get you knocked up like that young valet would love to do! I can picture him bending you over the hood to breed you.”


  “Vince wants me to be sexy, and I don’t know how. I’ve never done anything crazy before, and you’re the first girl I’ve ever kissed,” Stella confessed.


  “Didn’t it feel good?” Foxy said as she continued to draw patterns on Stella’s inner thigh with her fingertips. “I could tell by your lips that you were enjoying our kiss, and I liked your tongue in my mouth. Do you know what a safeword is?”


  “No, what’s that?”


  “People who play games use safewords to set limits. A safeword gives you the ability to say “No” when you don’t mean it. That way, your nice girl side is saying no, but your bad girl side is saying keep going. It’s like in high school when your boyfriend felt you up, and it felt good, but you were afraid it was wrong. You could tell him no but didn’t mean it. It’s like when I run my fingers up your leg, I can feel your body reacting to my touch. I know you want it, but you remember your mother saying it was wrong to let a girl touch you this way. So when I touch your pussy, it’s okay to tell me to stop, but I’m not going to. I can tell from how wet your panties are that you don’t want me to quit,” Foxy said as she heard Stella moan. “This is the first experience you’ve had with another woman, isn’t it?”


  “Yes, and I don’t want you to stop even when I’m not allowed to say ‘No,’” Stella confessed as she grabbed Foxy’s arm to push her fingers against her wet hole. Foxy stroked Stella’s soaked crotch as the MILF leaned against the headrest with her eyes closed. I’ve only known this big-haired woman for five minutes, and she’s already trying to get in my pants, Stella thought as the sensation of Foxy’s fingers stroking her pussy through drenched panties made her mind melt. She giggled at the thought of having sex with a woman.


  “What’s so funny?” Foxy laughed.


  “We’ve only known each other for five minutes, and you’re about to slide into third base!” Stella laughed.


  Foxy chuckled and replied, “Remember, I’ve only got twenty-four hours, so I have to work fast!”


  Spreading her legs for this crazy woman, Stella ran her hand up the inside Foxy’s firm thighs and said, “Without the clock, would you have taken longer?”


  Pushing Stella’s panties aside, Foxy slipped one finger deep into Stella’s love box and kissed her deeply. Foxy’s finger seemed to be in her brain as the realization of being finger fucked caused her mind to explode. Her first reaction was to yank the finger out of her VJ, but it felt so good that she ignored her nice girl side screaming at her. Stella sank into the seat with her legs spread wide to allow Foxy full access.


  Stella came back to reality as she realized that Foxy was painting her lips with her wet fingers. After coating her mouth, Foxy slid her finger in and ordered, “Suck it clean!”


  Tasting herself on the brunette’s fingers caused Stella to think, Was that on my bucket list?


  Before she had time to check her bucket list, Foxy’s tongue was back in her mouth and sucking the juices off her tongue. Stella could tell that this was not an act, and the taste of pussy juice was getting Foxy off.


  As their lips parted, Stella could detect the scent of her snatch on Foxy’s breath as the sensuous woman panted on her face. Finally, Foxy gasped, “Was it good for you too?”


  Foxy slumped back in her seat as Stella continued to play with her thighs as she got closer to her target. Reaching her vagina, Stella discovered that the big-haired girl wasn’t wearing underwear which at this point wasn’t much of a surprise. Running her fingers between Foxy’s wet lips confirmed that she was turned on, also. There was no resistance as Stella’s finger slid home into Foxy’s love tunnel. Stella’s finger was instantly covered by the fluids dripping out of Foxy’s sex.


  God, that feels good, Stella said to herself as she explored Foxy’s pussy. She could feel the beautiful brunette’s muscles as they pulsed and squeezed her fingers. Foxy didn’t say anything, and when Stella looked at her, Foxy was massaging her breast with her fingers. That’s when Stella appreciated the advantages of wearing a wrap dress. It made it easy to play with yourself! The picture of Foxy topless didn’t do credit to the sight of those tits just a couple of feet from her mouth.


  Today, she only had gold studs in her nipples with rounded ends, like miniature barbells. The thought of sucking those made Stella’s mind spin out of control again. As she continued to finger fuck her new love, Stella put two fingers into her overheated pussy. The thought that she was in another girl’s cunt while playing with herself was blowing her mind.


  Foxy’s eyes slowly opened, and she looked at Stella, “Don’t stop but keep in mind that I have a hair trigger. Don’t make me come unless we’re stopped, as Larry gets mad when I run into something while having an orgasm.” Then she slipped the car into gear and dove into traffic. Stella had never been as relaxed as she played in Foxy’s wet love hole.


  “Fuck!” Foxy exclaimed as she stopped in a line of traffic as the barrier poles came down and started flashing. “About the only train tracks in the city, and once again, we’re stopped short of our goal!” Foxy put the car into park, subconsciously telling Stella it was okay to get the big-haired girl off again.


  “Am I sick?” Stella asked as she twirled her fingers in her new girlfriend. “I can’t believe I’m doing this in the car?” Then she looked up at a guy in a truck parked beside them. “Foxy, there is a man in the truck next to us watching us play with each other.”


  Stella could feel the love juice pouring out of her pussy as Foxy worked her cunt. “Is he cute?” Foxy asked and tried to look out the passenger window at the peeping Tom.


  “Maybe thirty, with blond hair. Not too bad, kind of a surfer type,” Stella replied.


  “Would you kick him out of bed?” Foxy laughed.


  “Depends on how big his dick is?” Stella giggled. “God, I am getting sick, or maybe hanging around you too much? Do you actually sleep with the strangers you pick up?”


  “Truth?” Foxy asked.


  “Yeah, truth?” Stella replied.


  “If you haven’t figured it out by now, Larry and I are swingers. But, no, I’m not terribly loose with guys. Between Larry and my boyfriend, I get all the dick I need, and a guy has to push my buttons to get past third base with me,” Foxy replied as she pulled her juicy fingers out of Stella’s snatch and started sucking them clean.


  “You have a boyfriend?” Stella asked.


  “Yep, with a monster-size cock that I love to ride,” Foxy answered as she eased one and then two middle fingers back into Stella’s wet hole. She loved the sloppy sound Stella made as she frigged her dirty hole.


  “Larry, is okay with you taking care of your boy toy?” Stella asked, intrigued.


  “Yes and no. It’s complicated. This is just between us girls, okay? I ran off to California for a few months to try out my fantasies, and since I’ve been back, Butch has become a bigger thing,” Foxy lamented. “I didn’t mean for it to get out of hand, and I’m having trouble weaning myself off his cock.”


  “Does Larry have a little dick?” Stella inquired.


  “Lord no, he’s a solid eight inches of rock-hard steel that never goes down, but Butch is closer to a foot hence the nickname Horse Dick!” Foxy giggled, then seriously continued, “I’ve hurt our relationship and have been trying to fix it but keep stepping on my cock! Larry allows his girlfriend and me a night out with Butch every week, and we sleep over, so he doesn’t have to listen to us screaming!”


  “Larry has a girlfriend like your boyfriend?”


  “He actually has two plus several girls in his stable. Don’t feel bad for him as he gets a lot more pussy than I do dick,” Foxy laughed. “Well, to be honest, I probably get as much pussy as he does, but you know what I mean. Larry’s girlfriends are just NSA sex, whereas mine is a little more serious.”


  “What’s NSA sex?” Stella asked.


  “No Strings Attached,” Foxy answered. “Larry has always been good about fuck ‘em and forget ‘em, but Butch is a little bigger deal for me. Our relationship is more complicated now, but swinging didn’t screw it up; I did. We’ll get over this hump, and everything will smooth out, but right now, it’s a little messed up. If you’re interested, we’ll get together for a drink, and I’ll explain things better.”


  Looking up, Foxy saw the barrier lift and told Stella, “Wave goodbye to your friend, and we’re out of here.” It was only a couple of minutes to the valet entrance of Fashion Show Mall, off Las Vegas Boulevard. The two valets recognized the car and license plate, FOXXXY, while running to open the doors.


  “Showtime,” Foxy quipped. “Remember your training!”


  Stella took a breath and put a smile on her face as the gull-wing doors lifted. Holding out her hand, she swung her legs out and looked the valet in the eyes as he tried to keep from looking down between her legs. She casually spread them to ensure he didn’t miss the show and allowed him to help her out of the car.


  Glancing over at Foxy, she saw the tall brunette kissing her college boy valet, and Stella planted one on her guy while pushing her boobs against his chest. They tongue wrestled for a minute, and she could feel his erection against her abdomen. Giggling, Stella squeezed his hand, then flounced over to the entrance and waited for Foxy. Remembering to take a deep breath and push her boobs out, she let the young man get a good look at her assets.




  Chapter Two


  


  Walking in the automatic doors, Foxy asked, “Did you do okay?”


  Giggling, Stella replied, “I left him with a boner!”


  “Good girl!” Foxy laughed. “Keep their dick hard and they will be putty in your hands. Just don’t tell your husband too much until he’s ready for the new you.”


  “I hope he is as he’s the one who pushed me into this,” Stella said as she hooked her arm in Foxy’s. They walked next to Neiman Marcus and Foxy pointed to the small store next to the well-known store from Texas.


  Walking in, Stella was amazed at how big the store was. From the outside, it looked tiny but was wedge-shaped and seemed to go on forever. The sales girl looked up when she heard the door open and smiled at Foxy, “Hello Foxy, let me get Yvette for you. She’s in the back.”


  Stella remarked, “This place is huge and I thought it was a teeny store.”


  “You’ll love Yvette, she’s a trip,” Foxy replied as she started flipping through one of the dress racks.


  “Foxy, mon amour je t’aime,” Yvette said as she walked out of a curtained entrance. “Comment allez-vous? Qui est votre beau compagnon, un nouvel amant?” Walking over to Foxy, they exchanged the obligatory kisses. Yvette was a tall thin woman of indeterminate age with a black bob hairdo and pearl necklace. She was beautiful in a stern manner.


  Then Foxy replied, “J’essaye peut-être de rentrer dans son pantalon mais ça a l’air prometteur.”


  Stella looked back and forth between the two of them trying to understand what they were saying.


  Foxy laughed and introduced her, “Yvette, this is my new friend Stella. Stella Yvette.”


  Yvette walked over and kissed Stella on each cheek, saying, “Any lover of Mademoiselle Foxy is a friend of mine.” Then holding Stella by the arms, she stepped back and looked her up and down. Then walked around to see the back view.


  “Stella needs a new wardrobe as you can see,” Foxy said as Yvette pursed her lips while she studied Stella. Finally, she responded, “Je suis d’accord.”


  Stella looked at Foxy with a confused expression on her face. Foxy laughed and said, “You don’t want a word-for-word translation, but Yvette agrees that you need new clothes.”


  Yvette motioned them into the back dressing room. Walking in, Stella saw a raised platform, and the French woman pointed to it, “Déshabiller.”


  “I don’t understand?” Stella replied.


  Giggling, Foxy said, “Take off your clothes and get on the platform. This isn’t a request, it’s an order.”


  In shock, Stella pushed her dress off the shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Taking a deep breath, Stella slid her panties down to join her dress. Stepping over the dress, she numbly stepped up on the platform. Do not act embarrassed! Stella told herself as she clenched her fists by her side. She looked straight at Yvette as the French woman studied her. Then without a word, she walked out of the room.


  “Did I pass the test?” Stella asked Foxy as she commanded her arms not to cover her breasts or pubic area.


  Laughing, Foxy replied, “You have to forgive Yvette. She doesn’t mean anything and is used to my lack of modesty.”


  “Are you close to Yvette?” Stella asked.


  “Do you mean are we lovers?” Foxy chuckled. “Yes, she is unbelievable in bed.”


  “Has Larry had her?”


  “No, she considers American men gauche or unsophisticated, especially Texas boys like Larry,” Foxy replied. “She doesn’t mind his money but prefers female company. I’d suggest overlooking her manner as she’s a warm person when you get to know her.”


  Just then, Yvette and the salesgirl came in with an armful of dresses. Foxy glared at Stella, who took the hint and tried to appear nonchalant about being completely naked in the store. The salesgirl was cute and gave Stella a little smile and a nod of her head.


  “Viens viens,” Yvette said, and the salesgirl held out her hand to help Stella off the platform. She immediately felt more comfortable being at the same level as everyone else. Stella placed her hand on the salesgirl’s shoulder for support and stepped into the first dress. Pulling it up, she looked at Yvette, who looked ready to barf, saying, “Ca ne va pas du tout.”


  “Needless to say, she doesn’t like that dress on you,” Foxy replied while hiding the smile on her face.


  It was all Stella could do not to burst out laughing at the French woman’s reaction to the dress on her. She felt relaxed and winked at Foxy, who gave her a smirk. Shaking her head, Yvette went through the dresses and pulled a black minidress out. She held it in front of Stella while nodding her head. Then she helped it over Stella’s head and, while smoothing it, ran her hands over Stella’s boobs. She could feel her nipples knotting up and the moisture starting to flow between her legs as Yvette’s hands roamed over her body.


  Stepping back, Yvette exclaimed, “Magnifique! Elle prendra celui-ci.” As Stella pulled the dress over her head, the salesgirl hung it on an empty rack.


  “J’aime tes seins,” Yvette said as she fondled Stella’s boobs and kissed each nipple.


  “She likes your tits,” the salesgirl giggled. “They do look delicious!”


  “I gathered that,” Stella laughed as she warmed up to this odd woman. Then she looked at the salesgirl and could see the lust in her eyes also.


  It only took Yvette a few minutes to put a serious dent in Vince’s credit card’s available limit. She never asked Stella if she liked something or not but just instructed the salesgirl on which rack to put the dress on. Foxy asked Yvette for a wrap dress like hers, as Stella indicated she wanted one also. One magically appeared, and it fit like a dream. Yvette showed Stella how to adjust the wrap such that the opening down the front went from a modest display of Stella’s jugs to one open all the way to her pubic mound.


  Foxy said, “She’ll wear that one home! I know Vince will love it.”


  Stella was shocked at the total, but her credit card didn’t whimper. After giving the salesgirl her address to ship the clothes, she and Foxy walked back to the valet station. Stella kept playing with her dress and experimenting with the gap down the front.


  Foxy shook her head and exclaimed, “Here you were worrying about showing too much, and now you are flashing everyone at the mall.”


  “I know, I’m terrible, but it is so much fun,” Stella exclaimed. “After the truck driver watched me get finger fucked, I think I went downhill from there. It’s okay for me to say finger fucked isn’t it?”


  “Yeah,” Foxy laughed. “Try cunt on for size!”


  “Cunt,” Stella repeated. “It doesn’t sound that bad when you say it. My cunt has been dripping since I met you.”


  Foxy chuckled, “I can’t tell if you’re testing the waters or changing your choice of words?”


  “Speaking of cunts,” Stella replied. “The salesgirl gave me her phone number. Do you think I should call her?”


  “If you’re interested in getting in her pants, I’d contact her. It’ll cost you dinner, but she’s a pretty good fuck for a cunt!” Foxy laughed.


  “You’ve had her?” Stella asked.


  “She’s a tasty morsel,” Foxy confirmed. “She expects to get something out of the deal, but Vince can afford it. She’s not a bad gold digger and enjoys being seen at nice places. I think she’d make a pretty good live-in if you guys wanted to try it.”


  “You have that big redhead living with you, right?” Stella asked.


  “Chrissy moved out here with us from the Midwest. She’s been a good friend for a long time now,” Foxy confirmed. “We were her first threesome, and I was her first girl. She’s been eating pussy ever since!”


  “And you both sleep with her?” Stella asked. “Vince told me that I couldn’t say No, but I don’t know how long that will last?”


  “Just be careful who you invite into your home,” Foxy cautioned. “Don’t let someone steal you blind or cause marital problems. We’ve almost got a houseful ourselves, but it’s working out fairly well.”


  “Tell me about Larry’s girlfriends?” Stella asked.


  “Sherry is a television reporter at Channel 12, and he likes her a lot. She’s a tall blonde mid-twenties, with nice size boobs and a great body. I asked her to take care of Larry when I left him and ran off to California. Then the other day, he met a real doll at a house party. She’s married, but that hasn’t stopped her from getting with Larry on the side. Now, she could be trouble but so far hasn’t left her husband. She looks a lot like me and could be an issue down the road,” Foxy lamented. “It’s okay to have some extra fun but always guard your home turf.”


  “Is it okay for swingers to be getting some on the side?” Stella asked.


  “Technically, no, as that’s considered cheating, and it doesn’t sit well with Larry, who has more traditional values than me,” Foxy replied. “But it’s not enough of a problem to show her the door. I understand that she’s a great fuck and getting kinkier by the minute. But the issue is mostly about Butch nailing me and his girlfriend, which is causing some discomfort. Butch has been servicing me for a long time, but lately, our relationship is in flux.”


  “Does Chrissy help take care of Butch?” Stella wondered as she struggled to understand the dynamic of Foxy and Larry’s relationship.


  “Chrissy does not approve of me fucking Butch, and while he’s had her a few times, she normally sticks with Larry,” Foxy replied. “Technically, a unicorn and not a swinger; Chrissy doesn’t believe that I should be doing him outside of the party scene.”


  “Doesn’t she like his big dick?”


  “Oh, yeah. Chrissy is like any other woman who sees that horse cock of his, but she prefers Larry’s dick as he’s a better fuck and more in tune with a woman’s needs. One thing you’ll learn about Larry is that his first goal is to satisfy the woman and then take care of his needs last. I guess the new hasn’t worn off Butch’s big tool for me, and I seem to be addicted to extra big dicks.”


  “You and Chrissy aren’t in competition for Larry?”


  “No, we’re more like step-sisters than girls fighting over the same man. Chrissy knows her place and is comfortable with the benefits. She doesn’t need to work, drives a new Corvette convertible, loves lying out nude at the pool, eating pussy, and her only job is to fuck a guy and his wife, along with being extra arm candy,” Foxy laughed.


  As they walked into the valet area, one of the guys smiled at them and ran over to Foxy’s sports car, which was parked out front in the reserved section. The breeze was blowing Stella’s dress open, but now she turned slightly to give the wind a better advantage. Feeling the air on her exposed love box did nothing to cool her off, and the moisture was erotic as she felt her cunt throbbing. She took Foxy’s hand in hers and giggled when Foxy scratched her palm like a horny teenager.


  It was fun telling the valets goodbye, and Stella ran her fingers over his crotch to check his erection. As the doors swung down, Stella turned to Foxy and quipped, “I think I’m in love!”


  “A girl after my own heart,” Foxy laughed and headed toward home. The Towers compound showed up quickly. It was close to The Strip and four blocks square with twenty-foot walls around it. They pulled up to the security building at the entrance, and Foxy waved over the guard.


  “Good afternoon, Ms. A. What can I do for you?” He asked as he leaned over to look in the window.


  “I just wanted to introduce you to Stella. She and her husband Vince have just purchased the penthouse on Tower Three and are good friends of Larry and me. They have just moved to Las Vegas, and any help you could assist them in getting settled would be greatly appreciated by Larry and myself.” Foxy said as she patted Stella’s leg right at the helm line of her short wrap dress. Foxy continued to play with Stella’s inner thigh, which caused the older woman to squirm in her seat.


  “Ma’am,” the guard said, “I’ll instruct my men to show every courtesy to ensure their stay at The Towers is enjoyable.” Looking at Stella, he handed her a card and said, “Here’s my card with my personal cell number on it also. If ever my staff or I can be of service, feel free to contact me any time, 24x7. I will also reach out to the Tower Three hosts and make sure they take good care of you and your husband. Especially since you are friends with Mr. Archer and his wife!”


  “Thank you, Gary,” Foxy said as she touched his hand. “That’s very sweet, and I’ll mention your service to my husband.”


  The guard stepped back from the car and saluted them. Foxy smiled and repeated, “Thank you.”


  “Did he mean what he said by helping us out? Or was he just being polite,” Stella asked as she watched the guard through the back window. She couldn’t help but notice his muscular build and the way he stood in the entrance. Stella shuddered at the thought of him making her do immoral things against her will. Oh, God, what’s happening to me, she thought as she tried to listen to Foxy, oblivious to her wicked thoughts.


  “… yes, especially security or police-related issues. Vegas is now run by bean counters instead of the mob but there are times when you need real help. If you or Vince are in a situation where you are concerned about your safety, call my husband or Gary. Larry maintains a full security force of retired Delta, Special Forces, or SAS people and is tight with the power people in Sin City. Never hesitate to call Larry as he loves to ride in on his trusty steed and tilt at the closest windmill to save a damsel in distress,” Foxy replied, with a laugh, but the serious tone of her voice told Stella that she meant it.


  Driving around to Tower Three, Foxy asked, “Why don’t you and Vince stop by later for drinks so you can meet the whole gang?”


  “We’d love to. Especially before my ‘no’ clock runs out,” Stella laughed. “Now I get to try out my exit on the valet with my new dress. Wish me luck!”


  Foxy pressed the door button, and the passenger side gull wing swung silently up. The valet was standing there and watched Stella lean over and kiss Foxy. “Later,” she said and held out her hand for the valet to assist her.


  Spreading her legs while giggling, Stella slid out of the car. The valet tried in vain to keep his eyes on her face while helping her out of the vehicle. Turning back to the car, Stella flipped open her dress to flash Foxy her bare butt and waved goodbye.




  Chapter Three


  


  Walking into her penthouse, Stella saw that Vince was watching television. He almost dropped his drink and jumped up to see his wife.


  “Well, what do you think?” Stella laughed. “Trust me, I never said no as ordered!”


  “My God, you are the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” Vince exclaimed as his wife stood there in a dress which was opened to her navel and almost completely exposed her boobs. Stella pulled the dress apart to show Vince her pussy and let him get a good look.


  “You even lost your underwear?” Vince asked as he put his arms around her, and they kissed for a long time. He tried to figure out what she tasted like as her lips were so soft and melted into his.


  “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you tasted like pussy?” he finally exclaimed.


  Stella’s smile grew wider as he looked at her, and she licked her lips to check the flavor, then thought about the taste. “No, that’s not my pussy!” she finally exclaimed with a grin.


  It took Vince a second to realize what she was saying, and he blurted out, “Foxy?”


  “Guilty as charged,” Stella giggled. “I wasn’t sure if you could still taste it. I thought I’d licked most of it off?”


  “You ate Foxy?” Vince asked.


  “Not yet,” she replied, “But depending on my no No’s status, that may change?”


  “I’ll tell you on the way over to Larry and Foxy’s condo. We are invited over for drinks, so let’s go,” Stella continued.


  “Do you need to brush your teeth?” Vince asked. “Everyone will notice.”


  “I’ll get in trouble if I do that,” his wife instantly responded.


  Numbly, he grabbed his sports coat and slipped it on. Stella stood there impatiently, with her cell phone, waiting to leave.


  “Please, I’ve got to know?” Vince pleaded as they rode down in the elevator.


  “I finger fucked her,” Stella smugly responded. “And we kissed.”


  “And she didn’t stop you?”


  “It would have been kind of hard as her fingers were in my cunt,” Stella laughed. “And Cunt is my new word of the day, cunt, cunt, cunt!”


  Stella fiddled with her wrap dress as they rode down the elevator. She finally decided to have it open halfway between her nipple line and her belly button. Feeling her belly button with her fingertip, she mentioned, “I think I’m going to get my belly button pierced. Foxy knows a woman who does that.”


  “What about your nipples?” Vince asked.


  “Maybe. I’m also considering having my nips done but haven’t made up my mind,” Stella replied. “I’m afraid of the pain, but I may have Foxy make me do it.”


  “So, you’d do it if Foxy asked you to?” Vince said as he wondered how hot his wife would look with pierced nipples?


  “Not asked, but made me do it,” Stella responded.


  “Would you do anything she told you to?” Vince wondered.


  “I don’t have a choice but to obey her,” Stella replied seriously. “This is all because of the no No’s.”


  “What if she told you to sleep with Larry?” Vince asked her as the elevator doors opened. “Would you tell me, and would you do it?”


  “I’d probably just ask if you wanted sloppy seconds?” giggled Stella. “I guess it would depend on whether you wanted to know or not. I could just keep you guessing until I came home with my cunt full of cum!”


  They walked from the hallway to the front desk, and the manager said, “Good evening. Is there something I can help you with?”


  “No, thanks,” Vince replied. “We are just walking over to Tower One for drinks with Foxy and Larry Archer.”


  “I’ll run you over in the golf cart, and here’s my card. Just call when you want to be picked up?” the manager said as he grabbed the keys from under the counter. They walked out and climbed into the golf cart. Vince said, “Sweetie, you sit upfront so you can look around. Plus, you’re easier on the eyes than I am.”


  “You need to keep your opinions to yourself,” Stella replied, then giggled, “I’m not sure if other people want to hear you bragging about your wife!”


  “Don’t take this the wrong way, but if I had a wife as hot as you, I’d be showing her off also,” the manager said as he glanced at her legs exposed almost to the goal line.


  “You’re sweet,” Stella said and kissed the manager on the cheek. “It’s still a little embarrassing, but Foxy is teaching me how to be arm candy and show off for my husband.”


  “I agree,” the manager replied. “She keeps all the valets excited if you know what I mean?”


  “See,” Vince responded, “You could help her with valet duty, as I’m sure they’d love to see your legs also!”


  “Vince, behave! But don’t worry, they’ve already had a preview,” Stella giggled, but it turned her on to have the guys talking about her. It’s exciting to have men think I’m a hot package, and maybe Vince is right; I should show off more, and this MILF thing might have merit, She thought as she looked ahead to the Tower One valet entrance. A big black Suburban, covered with antennas and spotlights, pulled up and parked. A police car? She thought.


  “Do you think there is a problem, as that’s obviously a police car?” Stella asked the manager.


  “No, that’s the Sheriff’s vehicle. He’s probably visiting Mr. and Ms. Archer. He has a cute wife also who visits often,” the manager replied.


  Just then, the valet opened the Suburban’s door, and a woman in her forties slipped out of the car. She was medium height, had nice boobs, short spiky blonde hair, a miniskirt, and wearing stripper shoes.


  “That’s Suzy,” the manager laughed. “If she’s dressed conservatively, then she’s Rachel. She’s also one of Foxy’s makeover successes.”


  That’s weird, Stella thought. Why would someone have two names? At least I won’t be the only one with my butt hanging out.


  As they pulled up, the sheriff exited his Suburban, and he had a short conversation with the driver, who then pulled the car away from the valet section. The sheriff was tall and well-built with closely cropped sandy blond hair. He was wearing slacks, a blue shirt, and off white sports coat. He walked over to his wife and kissed her on the cheek.


  The manager stopped the golf cart and said, “Here’s two more for the party.”


  Stella got out of the golf cart while trying not to look self-conscious in her ultra-short wrap dress with most of her boobs exposed. Vince walked up to the sheriff and introduced them. “Hi, I’m Vince, and this is my wife, Stella. It appears that we are joining you at the Archer’s.”


  Doug turned and smiled at Vince, “Pleased to meet you. This is my wife, Suzy, and I’m Doug.” The men shook hands, and the girls appraised each other.


  “Nice to meet you, Stella. Are you new?” Suzy asked while appraising the competition.


  “Yes, we just moved into Tower Three from the midwest.”


  Just then, a long black stretch limousine pulled up. The driver jumped out and opened the rear door, and a showgirl, complete with a tall headdress, slinked out. She was a good six feet and wearing a jeweled bikini outfit that accented her slim body and gorgeous looks. From behind her, another similarly dressed showgirl exited the limo. It was obvious that they had done this many times with the plumage head covering.


  Then out came a short chubby older man with a martini in his hand. It was apparent that he was no stranger to alcohol with his drinker’s nose. The two showgirls formed up on either side of him, and they walked up to Vince, Stella, Doug, and Suzy.


  “Hopefully, we’re not late for the party,” he said.


  Doug spoke up, “Mayor, it’s so good to see you. This is Stella and Vince. They are newcomers to Las Vegas and live in Tower Three.”


  “Greetings, and let me welcome you to the greatest city on earth, and I am your humble servant!” the mayor said with a flourish after kissing Stella’s hand. “Let’s not keep Foxy and Larry waiting. Plus, I need a drink!”


  The Tower One manager escorted everyone in and walked them to the elevator. After everyone entered, he took his key card and scanned the sensor, then pressed the penthouse button. Stepping out of the elevator, he said, “Have a nice evening and call if we can be of assistance?”


  As the doors were closing, the Mayor said, “Madam, I hope you’ll do me the honor of showing you around my fabulous city?”


  Stella giggled, “I’d love that, Mr. Mayor. Could I get a headdress to wear?”


  “Of course. Porsche will fix you up with a complete outfit. Would that be okay, Vince for me to dress your beautiful wife as an exotic showgirl?”


  “I’d love that. My wife is the sexiest thing around, and it would be great for you to show her off!” Vince replied.


  “It’s a date, my dear,” the Mayor laughed, “I just love having beautiful women at my side!”


  “Great,” Vince replied. “I just might have to extend her no No’s!”


  Suzy looked at Stella with a quizzical expression on her face.


  Stella, laughing, replied, “Inside joke, I’ll explain later.”


  As the elevator doors opened with a hiss, standing in front of them was a French maid. Not just any French maid but a six-foot redhead built like a cage fighter. “Bonjour, everyone. I am Chrissy, your maid for the evening,” Chrissy said with a smile and a fake French accent.


  Laughing, the mayor walked over and kissed Chrissy on the cheek. “You are the prettiest French maid I have ever seen, Chrissy. Do you have ruffled panties as well?”


  “No, Mayor, I didn’t have any, so I just wore a black thong. Do you approve?” Chrissy laughed and turned around. Looking over her shoulder, the big redhead lifted the helm of the already short skirt to show the mayor her muscular behind with a black string running between her butt cheeks.


  The mayor adjusted his glasses as he carefully inspected Chrissy’s behind. Nodding his head, he straightened up and said, “It’s a perfect example of a feminine behind and very sophisticated! I completely approve. Now, where’s my drink?”


  Chrissy linked arms with the mayor, and they walked off in search of a drink. Larry shook hands with Doug and Vince then they walked out on the patio.


  Foxy and Suzy kissed for a long time, then she held out her hand to Stella, who joined the two women. Stella was swapped out for Suzy, and they exchanged tongues as well. As Stella and Foxy kissed, Suzy reached around Stella and fondled her boobs.


  “I appreciate Foxy taking my wife clothes shopping,” Vince told Larry as they stood on the patio overlooking the Las Vegas Strip. The sounds of partying tourists drifted up to them along with the garish flashing lights from the hotels. “While I love the dress she’s wearing tonight, I’m afraid my credit score will take a hit?”


  Laughing, Larry replied, “It’s the price you pay for eye candy! Once her closet is full, she’ll have to slow down. I know that Foxy will be a bad influence on her.”


  Doug commented, “You guys have it easy; your wife can always dress as she wants. My wife has to have two sets of clothes. One for official occasions and another for parties when she’s Suzy.”


  “Pardon my curiosity, but I don’t understand your wife’s name or names?” Vince probed.


  “Legally, her name is Rachel, but when she’s dressed like tonight, she’s Suzy,” the sheriff explained.


  “Suzy is another one that my wife corrupted,” Larry replied with a chuckle.


  “I’m enjoying the new Stella, maybe I should give her another name so I can tell them apart?” Vince laughed. “It sounds like she’s already breaking the hearts of college boy valets around town.”


  “Foxy’s girlfriends tend to have problems keeping their knees together,” Doug said. “Suzy is a perfect example of that!”


  “Your wife flashes also?” Vince commented with a laugh, “I thought my wife was the only slut in the group?”


  Doug and Larry laughed at the comment, then Larry responded, “If you’re not happy with your wife’s new attitude, I’d recommend that you yank her chain now, as later it may not be possible.”


  “No, I like Stella showing off and love her new look, especially when she forgets to put on underwear. I really like the no-bra look and the possibility of pierced nipples!” Vince replied.


  “Most of the girls who run with Foxy are braless, and the show is always great,” Doug replied. “My wife looks fantastic with her jugs hanging out, and you should see my admin after she started leaving hers in the drawer?”


  “She’s really hot,” Larry agreed. “The two of them are always a hit when they visit the Den.”


  “Suzy and your assistant hang out together?” Vince asked. “That doesn’t cause problems?”


  “They are good friends, and Suzy said she wanted to be sure that Violet didn’t cause issues,” the sheriff replied. “I assume I can count on your discretion Vince, but Suzy and Violet are a little more than friends.”


  “They are lovers?” Vince asked as he thought about Foxy making out with his wife.


  “We have an agreement,” Doug chuckled. “I can take care of Violet, and Suzy is free to play around as long as she is low-key doing it.”


  “I’m envious,” Vince replied. “Foxy and Stella seem to be becoming more than friends also. She came home today tasting like pussy and told me it was my fault for telling her no No’s!”


  “What’s no No’s?” Doug asked.


  “I’ve been trying to get my wife to act sexier and told her that she couldn’t say ‘No’ for twenty-four hours. With no ‘No’s’ she is free to give in,” Vince explained as Doug and Larry got a big laugh out of it. “I told her that I might extend her contract.”


  “It was kind of the same thing for me, and it’s been the happiest we’ve been. Wait until your wife comes home, and you get sloppy seconds. I love being in her stretched-out pussy and feeling my dick covered in someone else’s cum,” Doug laughed.


  “And don’t forget the breakfast blowjobs!” Larry commented.


  “That’s right,” Doug said. “Corn flakes never tasted so good when your dick is in your wife’s warm mouth for breakfast.”


  “And the only thing it costs you is letting her run loose?” Vince asked.


  “She goes out with Foxy and Larry, so I don’t have to worry about her getting in too much trouble,” Doug replied. “She still tells me about her adventures in Los Angeles with Foxy. I love it when she comes home tasting like cunt juice or Larry’s cum.”


  “You’re taking care of Doug’s wife also?” Vince asked as the possibilities of what his wife might do was coming closer to home.


  “It was the only way to keep her from picking up strangers,” Larry confessed.


  “You don’t think Suzy is going to leave you?” Vince questioned.


  “No, we have a good relationship and love each other. I’ve become more comfortable with the concept of swinging even though we don’t practice it because of my job. I like knowing Suzy is out having fun, and it’s not going to go anywhere. I don’t know about you and Stella, but our girls like being on a long leash, and it does have benefits.”


  “I realize that you’re kind of being thrown into the deep end because these types of relationships usually take months to accomplish. There is certainly an adjustment period to accepting your spouse sleeping around, but if everyone agrees, then it usually works out fine. Foxy is normally good about picking up on possible candidates for the Lifestyle and is rarely wrong. Certainly, if you guys decide to bail, it’s no big deal, and everyone will accept your decision,” Larry said bluntly.


  “You and Foxy do okay with this?” Vince asked. “So far, it’s been a turn-on thinking about Stella with Foxy or you, but so far, she hasn’t gone all the way. At least, I don’t think she has?”


  “This has to be your decision, and I don’t want to pressure you. My wife is sometimes overly aggressive but will respect your rights,” Larry replied. “Doug can tell you about it as a somewhat participant, but just remember that it is ultimately your and Stella’s call.”


  Just then, Larry’s cell phone rang. Pulling it out, he looked at the display, then said, “I’ve got to take this.” He walked over to the corner of the patio, and it was apparent that something was wrong with his expressions and clenching fists.


  Shoving the phone back into his pocket, Larry approached the group, “I’ve got to handle a situation.”


  Doug asked, “Can I help, Larry? My metro vehicle is right outside with lights and sirens.”


  “Abby’s husband beat her up, and you shouldn’t be involved in this, Doug. It might get ugly,” Larry replied, clearly agitated. “It’s best you don’t know how this turns out so you can plead ignorance if necessary.”


  “I’ll go with you,” Vince replied.


  “It’s not necessary,” Larry replied.


  “I insist,” Vince stated. “Let’s go!”


  “Okay, give me a minute,” Larry replied and walked into the bedroom to grab his compact Kel-Tec 9mm semi-automatic in a pocket holster. Pulling the slide back slightly, he confirmed that he could see the shell in the breach, then put the pistol in his front pocket. The Kel-Tec pocket pistol is the size of your hand yet carries seven jacketed hollow point +P personal protection rounds designed to take someone down with one shot.


  Walking out, he met Vince at the elevator, and they headed down to the parking garage.


  “Who is Abby?” Vince asked. “I assume she is someone special?”


  “I was afraid this was going to happen,” Larry said. “We met at a house party, and she became infatuated with me. She’s a sweet girl and has rubbed her husband’s nose in it to get back at him for being such an asshole!”


  Pointing to his hulking 3500 series fully armored Suburban, Larry rushed to his car while clicking the unlock and remote start buttons. Jumping in, he and Vince buckled up as he spun the tires, backing up. Heading out of the garage, he accelerated hard. Suddenly, Foxy appeared in the middle of the exit lane with her hand out. Larry slid to a stop and waved her out of the way. Foxy refused to move, as the car slid to a stop. Foxy ran to the side and hopped into the back seat while yelling, “Go!”


  “You shouldn’t be in the car, sweetie!” Larry barked as he turned onto the street and pinned the accelerator. The 454 V8 screamed as the turbos kicked in and pushed them back in their seats as the eight thousand-pound vehicle leaped ahead like a car half its weight.


  “Easy,” Foxy replied and put her hand on Larry’s shoulder to calm him.


  “I’ve been trying to tell her to ease off her husband,” Larry replied and eased up on the accelerator but held it at eighty as he drifted onto Interstate 15. Once on the freeway, he let the Suburban hit a hundred and held it there.


  As they passed the 215 highway, he took the massive vehicle to one hundred thirty in the HOV lane. Taking the exit at St. Rose Parkway, he blew the red light and quickly reached Abby’s subdivision. Luckily, she lived in a non-guard-gated subdivision, so he didn’t have to break down the barricade.


  Within seconds, he was in front of their house. Abby and her husband were standing in the front yard, screaming at each other. Hearing the car slide to a stop, they stopped and stared as Larry, Foxy, and Vince exited the vehicle.


  “Abby, step away,” Larry ordered as he walked toward her husband. Foxy reached Abby as blood poured out of her nose and cut lip. Taking Abby by the arm, Foxy led her to the car. Out of the corner of his eye, Larry could see her get safely in the Suburban. Locked in the heavily armored vehicle, he knew that his wife and Abby would be safe from anything, including an RPG attack.


  “Do you think you’re a big man, beating up a woman?” Larry barked at Abby’s husband, who immediately swung at Larry. Without pausing his approach, Larry easily ducked the blow and let it miss his head. The missed punch threw Abby’s husband off balance, but Larry stopped him with a short strike to his chin. With his weight behind it, Abby’s husband dropped straight to the ground from the blow and lay there unmoving.


  Larry stood there looking down at Abby’s husband while clenching and unclenching his fists. Finally, he extended his fingers, then turned and walked back to the car. Just then, a police car with lights and siren slid to a stop in front of the house.


  The two cops inside leaped out, and one looked at Larry and said, “Larry, what the hell is going on?”


  “It’s okay, guys, just a domestic dispute with a couple I know,” Larry replied as the other cop went over, helped Abby’s husband up, then spun him around and grabbed his arms. Foxy got out of the car with Abby hanging on to her.


  “Foxy, are you okay?” the cop asked.


  “I’m fine. We were just trying to get Abby to safety,” Foxy replied. Abby was holding a bloody towel to her face, but it was obvious what had happened.


  “Ma’am, do you want to press charges?” the cop asked as the other police officer snapped handcuffs on Abby’s husband and pushed him down to his knees.


  “Abby?” Larry asked. “You can’t allow him to beat you. Your decision, but I’ll back you whichever way you go?”


  “I want to press charges,” Abby timidly replied.


  “Fucking cheating slut!” her husband replied, and the cop yanked up on his handcuffed arms, causing him to cry out in pain.


  “Larry follow us to headquarters so she can make a formal statement and we’ll put this guy in a holding cell where he can be someone’s bitch,” the one cop replied, and they shoved the guy in the back of the squad car after bouncing his head off the roof.


  “Ma’am, do you need paramedics or want to go to the hospital?” the policeman asked Abby.


  “No, I’m okay. Just shaken up. This is the first time he’s hurt me,” Abby said.


  Larry stepped between them and said, “Guys, thanks for your help but I’ll take care of her, okay?”


  Getting the girls in the car, he got his medical kit out of the back and got in. Passing the first aid kit to his wife, Larry told Abby, “It will be okay. Foxy and I will take care of you.”


  Foxy got an alcohol wipe, then, holding Abby’s chin, dabbed her split lip. “Sorry, I know this burns,” Foxy said.


  Abby tried to grin and replied, “You’re getting off on this, aren’t you?”


  “Seriously, Abby, I don’t care if you fuck my husband. I’m only trying to get you cleaned up so you don’t get an infection. You may not believe it, but the girls my husband runs around with are usually friends of mine. If you get an infection and it screws up your beautiful face, then you won’t be eye candy anymore! Larry needs beautiful women hanging off his arm.”


  “Sorry, I always worried about you hating me,” Abby replied.


  “Sweetie, Larry hasn’t promised you anything, has he?”


  “No.”


  “We may have our differences, but you need to know that Larry and I are a couple. While we have our fun, you will always be a friend and nothing more. Larry says that you are a great lay, and I don’t want to screw up your relationship, but you have to accept the rules,” Foxy said as she dabbed disinfectant on Abby’s cut lip. “I see that Larry is not going to be getting a blowjob for a few days,” Foxy said with a laugh and patted Abby’s leg.


  “Don’t be mad at me. I love being with Larry, and he treats me right,” Abby sobbed.


  Foxy tenderly kissed Abby on the uninjured side of her mouth, “I know Larry is a good man, and don’t blame you for wanting him. While you can’t have him permanently, I’ll let you borrow him on a regular basis,” Foxy said. “Maybe I’ll take care of you if Larry is busy,” she replied as she stroked the inside of Abby’s leg.


  It took a couple of hours to give a statement to the police, and by the time they pulled into the parking garage, Abby was fast asleep on Foxy’s shoulder.


  “Come on, let’s get you to bed,” Foxy said as she helped Abby to the elevator.




  Chapter Four


  


  Stella woke from a fantastic dream of having sex with a big redhead and another MILF while some guy watched and jerked off. Then suddenly, it struck her that it wasn’t a dream at all. After Larry, Foxy, and Vince had left, they had a few drinks then the mayor and his showgirls left to go to another party.


  Stella smiled as she remembered the big redhead crawling between her legs on her knees. Lifting Stella’s dress, Chrissy giggled when she saw that Stella wasn’t wearing panties and kissed the MILF’s bald pussy. Stella moaned and ran her fingers through her long red hair as Stella spread her legs and leaned back on the couch. She surrendered to Chrissy’s tongue as the knowledge of not being able to say ‘No’ caused fireworks to flash behind her eyelids.


  Stella enjoyed her first real girl-on-girl sex with the stocky redhead as Chrissy sucked the almost virginal pussy. “That feels unbelievable,” Stella moaned at the sensation of having a warm tongue deep in her needy hole.


  Suzy sat beside her, pulled the sash holding her dress together, then slipped the dress off her shoulders. Suzy teased Stella’s nipples with the tip of her tongue, and after nipping her hard nub, she clamped her lips on Stella’s areola. Stella couldn’t believe the sensation of having her pussy and boob sucked simultaneously as she quit trying to keep her dress together.


  Stella felt so good as the two girls worked her over. The big redhead in the black bustier and miniskirt used her long tongue to lick up the pussy juice. Stella could see Suzy’s husband with his dick out and jacking off while watching his wife suck her tits.


  Stella waved him over and asked, “Why jerk off when you can put that nice dick in my mouth and let me suck it? Then you can have sloppy seconds when the girls finish with me!” Stella giggled about what a slut she’d become, and it was all her husband’s fault. Cunt, cunt, … cunt, she thought.


  Doug got up on the couch and put his cock in Stella’s mouth. Suzy looked up to see Stella sucking her hubby’s dick. “You go, girl!” she said and returned to sucking Stella’s hard nipple.


  The idea of sucking another guy’s dick was the most erotic thing she’d ever done. Even better than finger fucking Foxy. He had a nice size penis but not as big as she expected Larry to have. It was good that Vince wasn’t here to see his wife with a cock in her mouth, and a mouth on her pussy. She hoped that he wouldn’t be too upset. She didn’t have much experience sucking a guy as she’d always considered it nasty before Foxy. Well, it was still nasty, but now good girl, nasty!


  The feeling of his hard dick sliding down her tongue made her mind fuzzy, plus Suzy kept sucking her titty. She could taste his precum as it poured out of his dick. It was crazy to be giving the Sheriff a blowjob while her husband was, God knows where?


  Kissing the head of his dick, Stella looked at Doug and asked, “Am I doing okay? I don’t have much experience?”


  “It feels wonderful,” he answered.


  “Really?” Stella said and immediately swallowed Doug’s dick as far as she could. I’m going to give him the best blowjob he’s ever had, she thought as she licked around the mushroom head. I hope it doesn’t taste too bad when he cums in my mouth.


  Just then, Chrissy slid a long finger deep into Stella’s ass, which caused her to jerk in reaction. Giggling, Chrissy sucked Stella’s clit while fucking her bunghole. Her climax had been building, and the finger up her backdoor pushed her over the edge.


  Chrissy continued working her as Stella climaxed intensely, and Doug’s dick slipped out of her mouth as her body jerked in response. Then, laying her head on Doug’s thigh, Stella waited until her body stopped spasming before telling him, “Sorry, Doug, give me a second, and I’ll finish you, but I just came so hard it was unreal!”


  Suzy stopped and said, “If you’d like, I’ll help you suck Doug off. He’s a good fuck if you’d like to try him?”


  “You don’t mind?” Stella asked as her mind swirled with the expectation of Doug fucking her while his wife helped. She couldn’t believe that Suzy would allow her husband to screw her. But Larry and Doug let their wives screw other people just like she was fixing to do. I hope Vince doesn’t get mad, but I will let Doug take me even when I want Larry’s dick in me.


  Suzy kissed Stella and told her, “No, silly. I don’t mind in the least that Doug bangs you. He’s screwing his secretary, and I know she doesn’t mind. I know how erotic it is for a stranger to take you.” Then, kissing Stella again, Suzy whispered in her ear, “Wait until Larry fucks you with his big dick. Then, you’ll be hooked for good! His cum is really sweet but remember, you have to share with the rest of us girls,” Suzy giggled in her ear and started to chew on her earlobe, which made her sex clench in anticipation.


  As she relived last night, Stella felt her pussy and realized that she’d gone to bed completely naked. Vince must have been tired, as she didn’t remember him coming to bed. Stroking her mound, Stella used her thumb to rub her clit while running her fingers between her lips. Vince breathed deeply as she slid one, then two fingers into her cunt. Stella was still wet inside, and working her pussy felt so good. Pulling her fingers out, she held them up and looked closely, then smelled her fingers.


  Doug’s cum was still in her even after Suzy had sucked her well-fucked cunt. It made her head swim to smell her fingers. She could distinguish Doug’s juice from her fluids. Then it struck her that Suzy’s juices were in her as well. She spasmed from the memory of Doug pulling his dick out of Suzy and jamming it into her needy hole. The thought of his dick, covered in his wife’s pussy juice, mixing with her juices, caused a lightning bolt to flash between her cunt and brain. It was like sticking her fingers in a light socket. Remembering it caused her body to spasm.


  Suzy and I are sex sisters, like two Indians who cut their hands and mingle their blood. Our pussy juices are mixed, and we’ll be forever joined. Now, after Larry fucks his wife, then me, we’ll all be sex sisters! Stella thought as the fantasy of how it would feel to have his big throbbing dick in her caused her to plunge her fingers back into her wet hole.


  Pulling her fingers out, Stella sucked them clean as she remembered Doug holding her head as he pumped a big load of cum into her mouth. The funny thing was that while Doug was feeding her his future children, his wife was instructing her on how to suck off her husband.


  Suzy had whispered, “Only suck the head when a guy is shooting off because if his dick is down your throat, his precious fluid will shoot straight to your stomach instead of staying in your mouth. Foxy gets mad if she doesn’t get a taste, and you don’t want her upset with you! Once you kiss us, then you can swallow.”


  Dutifully, Stella only sucked the head of his dick while he was pumping her mouth full. She was so horny that she didn’t even notice the taste of his cream, only knowing it all had to be in her mouth. Every time a little cum would drip out the corner of her mouth, Suzy would quickly lick it up. As Doug fed her, Stella’s brain went up in smoke while Suzy had her fingers deep into her pussy.


  It was still hard to accept that Doug fucked her with his wife’s encouragement. But Doug’s dick only made Stella want Larry’s even more. She could imagine Foxy whispering dirty thoughts into her ear as she sucked off Foxy’s husband. She had never had a dick in her stomach, as Suzy had told her how it felt to have Larry deep in her juicy hole.


  Suzy bragged about how good it felt to have Larry’s cock hit her cervix, and now she needed that to be completely satisfied. She had to order a cervical wand because Suzy said it allowed her to massage her cervix when Larry or Butch wasn’t around.


  Will Vince be upset when he finds that now I need big long cocks in me to be satisfied? Stella asked herself as the pussy juice ran down her fingers.


  I need to take care of Vince so he doesn’t feel shorted, she giggled to herself and lifted the sheet off him. Was ‘shorted’ a Freudian slip, she wondered as she carefully eased his dick out of his boxers.


  Vince will benefit from my new experience, Stella thought as she kissed the head of his dick. It seemed unusual not to taste pussy juice or cum on his dick as she licked it. Instead, she could feel her husband’s erection as she softly sucked it. She could take the whole thing in her mouth and could feel him growing on her tongue.


  Sucking softly, Stella enjoyed the feeling of her husband’s dick stiffening. Of course, she wouldn’t tell him, but she fantasized about Larry’s cock being in her mouth and then splitting her poor pussy apart. The idea of what it must feel like to have his big head opening me up was more than she could imagine. I hope that Larry doesn’t ruin me for poor Vince, but it might be worth the sacrifice.


  As she sucked his stiffy, Stella smiled as she felt his fingers in her hair. Then, letting his cock slip out of her mouth, she kissed it and said, “Good morning, sweetie. Is this a good way to wake up?”


  “I’d love it if you’d wake me up like this every morning,” Vince said. “Not making up for a guilty conscience, are you?”


  “Maybe a little,” Stella confessed. “Are you okay with that?”


  “On one condition?” Vince replied.


  “What’s that?”


  “Let me fuck you while you tell me all about it?” Vince laughed.


  “You knew?”


  “The bedroom smelled worse than any whore house I’ve ever been in!” Vince chuckled. “If I weren’t so horny, I would have slept in the guest bedroom.”


  “What do I smell like?” Suzy asked.


  “Pussy and cum,” Vince laughed. “Plus the evidence on your face and tits!”


  Looking down, Stella could see dried patches of stuff on her boobs. Wetting her finger, she swiped one of the patches and tasted it. Pussy, she thought. Then she did the same thing with a different patch. Cum, she realized.


  Looking up at Vince, she asked, “My face also?” Touching her face, she could feel dried patches that she knew were bodily fluids.


  “Covered in pussy juice, and there is a streamer of dried cum running out of your mouth and down your cheek,” Vince chuckled. “But the big clue is the smell!”


  “Are you mad?” Stella asked, worried about running loose last night. “Please don’t be mad?”


  “Are you kidding?” Vince replied. “Especially being woken up by your soft lips on my dick. You’ve never done that before, and if it takes you getting a little strange stuff to get a blowjob, I’m down.”


  “I wasn’t a nice girl,” Stella giggled. “But I was a good girl!”


  “Rub my dick and give me a detailed report. Don’t let me cum until the climax?” Vince laughed, then added. “Be a good girl for me.”


  “Well, after you left, and then the mayor left for another party. Chrissy got down on her hands and knees and went down on me. I hate to tell you but eating pussy is girl’s work. I have never come so hard in my life as I did with Chrissy’s tongue in my cunt and her finger up my ass!” Stella giggled as she stroked and kissed his dick.


  “Girls are better at eating pussy?”


  “Don’t ever get in a contest. You’ll lose,” Stella laughed.


  “Anyway, that big redhead was chowing down while I held her head and played with her hair. It was almost embarrassing how wet I was, and it sounded just like a dog lapping up water. I know that’s probably terrible, but my cunt was dripping, and Chrissy was cleaning me out.


  “Doug’s wife untied my wrap dress and slipped it off my shoulders. So, I was sitting on the couch naked while coming over the face of a beautiful big tittied redhead and being finger fucked in the ass. Then Suzy started sucking my boobs and kissing me. Oh, God, I love being with a woman!


  “That was when I noticed Suzy’s husband had his dick out and was jacking off as he watched us. He had a nice looking dick, so I waved him over and made him stand on the couch, putting his dick at mouth level,” Stella said. She could feel Vince’s dick throbbing and started sucking it.


  “Don’t stop. Keep going!” Vince protested.


  “There’s no way to get around it, baby. I sucked his dick, and it felt so good in my mouth. He has a nice cock, and the pre-cum was pouring out as I sucked it. It was the first time I’d ever sucked some guy’s dick, and it was exciting to have his cock between my lips.


  “I knew he would cum in my mouth, but I wanted it so bad. It only amped me up to finish him off. I didn’t even think about how his stuff would taste. I just knew I had to make him shoot off while I sucked him. And it was not for Doug; I was doing it for myself. I’d been a nice girl for too long and was ready to become a good girl for you.


  “Forgive me, Vince, but I needed to taste his creamy load. So, I worked him hard, but he was a pushover. I think he liked watching his wife suck my boobs while Chrissy ate my pussy.


  “Baby, he held my head and started to pump his load in my mouth. His wife told me to just suck the head so I could keep the cum in my mouth and not swallow too much. His juice ran out of my mouth, and Suzy kept licking it off my cheeks.


  “And the flavor, it was so good, and all my fears about the taste were overblown. It’s a bit tart, but I loved it, and then Suzy was all over me. She sucked her husband’s cum out of my mouth. That was so erotic, and it was weird. I could tell her reaction to taste his spunk in my mouth. I thought to myself, is this where I’m heading?”


  “I’m becoming a cum slut, and I love it!” Stella confessed. “Are you okay with that? Your wife, a slut, who’s not allowed to say no?”


  “I know you’re moving fast, and I admit that I’ve never expected you to change as you have in the last couple of days,” admitted Vince. “I’ve realized that I don’t want a homely wife; I want a hot one. I want everyone to stare at you when we walk in. I see what people do when they see Larry walk in with his wife, and I want people to look at me like they do him, with you on my arm. I see the relationship between the Archers and think it is why they are as close as they are.”


  “Thank you for telling me that,” Stella replied. “Are you up for the rest?”


  “Please,” Vince said. “I need to hear what I’ve already imagined?”


  “Suzy and I finished sucking her husband off, and then we kissed for a long time. It was strange in one way and erotic in another. Here I was, making out with the wife of a man I just sucked off and loved it.


  “We started swallowing his dick again, and Suzy showed me tricks about satisfying a man I had never realized before. I asked Suzy if it would be okay to fuck her husband, and she laughed and said, ‘Of course. I’ll help you.’


  “She put his dick in me, and I could feel her stroking my pussy as he fucked me. Suzy was kissing me, and it almost seemed as if she was the one screwing me. His dick felt so good inside me. Then she put her fingers up my ass and started to rub his cock through the wall between my pussy and my ass.


  “She got us both off by rubbing his cock inside me. I could feel his warm cum spreading through my pussy as my climax rolled over me. I felt so relaxed, and the first thought I had was how much I love you for letting me do what I did.” Stella confessed.


  “So he fucked you pretty good?” Vince said as he ran his fingers through Stella’s hair. She was looking at him while sucking his dick.


  “This is how I sucked his dick?” Stella giggled. “Now you need to show me how he shot off in my mouth?” She licked at the head of his cock and traced around the underside of the helmet with her tongue.


  “God, that feels so good!” Vince exclaimed as he laid his head on the pillow. “Keep going, and I promise I’ll give you a present.”


  “You better!” Stella giggled. “I’m sure Larry would give me a present or two! I bet he’d like to have my lips wrapped around his cock. Especially if that hot wife of his was sucking my pussy.”


  “Would you kiss her afterward?” Vince asked.


  “I have to. It’s a rule!” Stella laughed.


  “A rule?”


  “Any time one of us girls sucks off a guy, they have to share with the other girls. It’s called cum kisses, and it’s one of Foxy’s rules!” Stella giggled as she stroked her husband’s dick and kissed it. “You’ve been warned that anytime I come back from their condo, I may have a mouthful of juice.”


  “Maybe, you should go over this morning and check on Larry and his new girlfriend. He may need comforting?” Vince suggested.


  “Are you hoping I come back with a mouthful of spunk?” Stella laughed.


  “Or some other place,” Vince replied. “What would be perfect would be both or all three!”


  “Vince, you’re terrible,” Stella replied. “What kind of guy pimps out his wife.”


  “Just trying to be helpful,” Vince said.


  “You didn’t tell me what happened last night, and I know that it must have been late when you got back?” Stella asked.


  “Remind me never to cross Larry,” Vince said. “I see why he didn’t want the Sheriff to come with us. His girlfriend’s husband had smacked her around, and he went after Larry in the front yard. It looked like something out of a kung-fu movie. The guy threw a punch at Larry, but he easily dodged it. Then he launched a right hook that staggered Abby’s husband, and he dropped like a rock. It looked like someone hit him upside the head with a 2x4. I’ve never seen anything like it. The guy just collapsed where he was standing, like dropping a sack of potatoes. That’s another reason for you to be nice to Larry.


  “The cops showed up right after Larry dropped the guy, and they all knew each other. The cops never asked Larry much at all. They put Abby’s husband in cuffs and threw him in the back of the patrol car. We had to take Abby to Metro to file a complaint against the dude. The way the cops acted around Larry, I know Abby’s husband is in deep shit! I guess we just ran around town while you were getting your brains fucked out!”


  “It wasn’t like that. Well, maybe,” Stella snickered. “But that’s not a bad idea. I’ll run over and check on Larry’s new girlfriend.”


  “There goes my blowjob,” Vince said. “But if you get some, bring it home and show me?”


  Giving Vince’s dick a final kiss, she said, “I’ll finish you up when I get back. Maybe, I’ll have more stories to tell you.” Vince watched her naked butt as she walked into the bathroom, and he heard the shower.


  “Be sure and brush your teeth!” Vince yelled.


  “Asshole!” he heard from the bathroom.


  Laughing, Stella stepped into the shower and let the hot water wash over her. It was almost a shame to wash off the dried cum and pussy juice, but maybe she’d get lucky and have a fresh supply of spunk for her husband!


  After the shower, Stella went through her closet. Her new clothes hadn’t arrived, and she couldn’t wear the same wrap dress from yesterday. She loved that dress and couldn’t wait for her new clothes to be delivered.


  Flipping through the rack, she stopped at a sleeveless overshirt that had possibilities. The shirt didn’t have buttons and was designed to hang open over another outfit. Taking it off the rack, she put the shirt over her nude body. It was close to a wrap dress, and with a sash, she could pull it off, she hoped.


  After putting on her makeup, she walked nude to the house phone. Larry had given her the number for their penthouse, and she had committed it to memory. Dialing the phone, she walked through her living room and out on the patio.


  We need a pool as they have, she thought as she walked around the patio nude. Foxy sunbathes in the nude, and so can I.


  “Hello,” she heard on the phone. “Foxy, this is Stella.”


  “Hi, what’s going on?” Foxy asked.


  “Would you mind if I came over? We didn’t really get a chance to talk last night, and I have so many questions I’d like to ask you about my new life?” Stella asked.


  “Problems at home?”


  “Just the opposite,” Stella gushed. “Vince is almost pushing me. Not that I’m complaining.”


  “Sure, come on over. I’ll call the front desk and have them send you up. We are trying to figure out what to do with Abby, and maybe you’ll have some input?” Foxy said.


  Hanging up the phone, Stella put the shirt on and checked the length. It was barely long enough to cover the subject. She had a sash from another belted dress and wrapped it around her waist. Looking in the mirror, she tugged the dress apart to open it up below her breasts. No use bothering about panties. I’ll probably just lose them, she giggled. Plus, I’d probably be the only one there with any on.




  Chapter Five


  


  She felt so confident as she rode down in the elevator. When she checked on Vince, he was sound asleep. Probably dreaming about his blowjob and filling my mouth with his hot sperm, She giggled to herself.


  Walking up to the front desk, Stella smiled at the man behind the counter and noted with satisfaction that he checked out the fact she didn’t have a bra on, and her boobs were visible almost to her nipples. She said a mental thank you to her plastic surgeon for her new tits.


  “Can I get a lift over to Tower One? I’m visiting Foxy Archer,” she smiled sweetly.


  “Of course, Ms. Waters,” the man said. “I’ll take you right over.”


  They walked out and got in the golf cart. Stella made sure the man got a nice look, then she politely pulled her skirt together. Giggling to herself, she realized what Foxy said was true, and she could control men with her body.


  After a couple of minutes of light talk with the desk guy, they arrived at Tower One and pulled into the valet station. Stopping, the desk man said to the valet, “She’s all yours.”


  Stella patted him on the leg and kissed his cheek. “You’re sweet,” she laughed and hopped out using the valet’s hand for assistance. A shudder ran through her body as she watched the valet glance between her legs to see up her shirt posing as an ultra-short dress.


  I can feel my pussy getting wet, and I haven’t even kissed Foxy yet or tasted Larry’s cock, she thought as she gave the valet a big smile. This must be what it’s like to be a slut! Stella told herself. Giving guys upskirt shots is so erotic. I love it!


  The valet held her hand longer than necessary, but Stella enjoyed the young man’s attention as she pranced into the lobby of the first tower. The cute girl behind the desk flashed a smile at her and said, “Morning, Ms. Waters. Go on to the elevator. It’s already programmed to take you to the top.” Then the young attendant winked at her.


  She knows I’m fixing to get fucked! Stella told herself as she blew a kiss to the front desk attendant. Maybe I’ll come back for you later! She giggled to herself.


  Stella could feel her slick pussy lips rubbing together as she walked through the lobby to the elevators and into the open doors, like a giant cunt. As the doors closed with a hiss, Stella’s fingers were deep inside her sex. She leaned against the wall as it lightly rocked while both headed for the top floor. Her climax hit just before the elevator doors opened, and after cleaning off her fingers, she opened her eyes to see Foxy staring at her with an amused look on her face while holding the elevator doors open with her foot.


  Foxy was a goddess to behold. She didn’t have makeup on and looked as if she’d just stepped out of the shower. Her big head of curly hair was still damp as she stood there in a wife-beater t-shirt cut off just below the bottom of her boobs and what looked like men’s boxers. She was barefooted but, with her height, still towered over Stella.


  “Starting early?” Foxy laughed as Stella pulled her fingers out of her mouth and could see the flush of embarrassment cross the MILF’s face.


  “Sorry,” Stella apologized. “I now realize what it’s like to have a drug addiction. It seems that I’m hooked on sex and can’t get enough.”


  “Well then,” Foxy laughed. “Come in and give me a taste so I can get my fix!”


  Stella walked into Foxy’s arms, and they kissed. Stella could feel the reaction as Foxy tasted the pussy juice in her mouth. She felt Foxy give a spasm and then suddenly relax. “Did you just come?” she asked.


  “Yeah,” Foxy answered in a kind of sleepy voice. “I have a hair-trigger, and anything gets me off. I can even come by thinking about it.”


  “Without touching yourself?” Stella asked, amazed. “Show me?”


  Stella watched Foxy as her eyes slowly glazed over and rolled partially up in her head after briefly jerking from side to side. Then with a jerk, Foxy smiled and said, “See, it’s easy once you learn how. The only problem is that after I come twenty times in a row, I’m exhausted and only want to sleep. Larry will fuck me, and I’ll wake up, climax, and then pass out again. There are downsides!”


  “Do you pass out with Butch?” Stella asked.


  “Yeah, but it’s different with his dick,” Foxy replied. “I love the size and looking at it, but I don’t orgasm riding that big cock like I do when Larry is pounding me. Every guy is different when they do you, and I love them all. Just some more than others.”


  “How did you learn to come by thinking about it?” Stella wanted to know as the possibilities were mind-blowing.


  “Larry taught me, but it’s pretty easy. You have to focus on your pussy and clear your mind,” Foxy laughed. “Then let nature take over. I’d suggest that you find some alone time with your vibrator and practice getting yourself off. Try to focus on your body and ignore everything else. Not everybody can learn the trick, Sherry is getting there, and a couple of girls at The Fox’s Den have learned how. Still, it has downsides, but it is kind of neat to be exhausted from climaxing over and over.”


  “I’ve got to learn how to do that?” Stella asked. “Do you think Larry could teach me?”


  “Be careful what you ask for,” Foxy chuckled. “It’s hard to turn it off once you turn it on. I can come from sucking dick or eating pussy, and it’s sometimes awkward when I get my rocks off just before a guy comes, and his cock slips out of my mouth. Of course, it’s kind of neat getting a facial. But I like to taste it rather than have my face painted unless I’m putting on a show.”


  “I love your outfit, but are those men’s boxers?” Stella asked as her mouth watered from looking at Foxy’s nubile body.


  “I like boxers if I’m not going out. They are comfortable and easy to slip on or off,” Foxy replied. “If you need Larry, you’ll have to go to the Den as he’s working.”


  “Did you let Abby stay over?” Stella asked.


  “She’s asleep in the guest room,” Foxy said. “I gave her an Oxy as she was in pain last night from her asshole husband’s beating. I’ve got a mind to go over and kick him in the nuts!”


  “She’ll be okay, won’t she?” Stella asked.


  “Nothing, a good divorce lawyer, can’t solve,” Foxy replied. “Come on in; you can’t stand in the doorway all day.”


  Stella walked in and was glad she’d picked out the outfit she was wearing. Everyone at their condo constantly dripped sex, and she didn’t want to be the odd man out. Watching Foxy’s ass in those shorts was erotic.


  It was almost as if she was reading Stella’s mind as Foxy turned and asked, “If my boxers bother you, I can change or take them off?”


  Laughing nervously, Stella replied, “What I’d like is probably not politically correct.”


  Foxy grinned and said, “Okay, but you’ll have to join me.” With that, she pulled the t-shirt over her head and hooked her thumb in the waistband of her boxers, and pushed them off her hips. Bending over, she picked up the boxers and t-shirt and then threw them on a chair.


  Looking at Stella, she said, “Well?”


  Stella shook her head to clear her thoughts and, pulling the sash, stepped out of her dress and pitched it on top of Foxy’s clothes. She continued to stare at Foxy’s luscious body.


  “How about a tour of my bedroom?” Foxy giggled.


  “I’d love to see your etchings,” Stella laughed as Foxy took her hand and led her down the hall. They had a massive bedroom with poster-size nudes of Foxy on the wall. Most were artistic nudes except for Foxy and Chrissy kissing as the redhead held Foxy’s jugs. There was another of Foxy kissing some dark-haired girl as they knelt on the bed.


  Looking at the pictures, Stella could imagine herself on the wall with Foxy. “Who’s the dark-haired girl?” she asked.


  “Beverly or Bev, a long-time girlfriend from the east coast,” Foxy replied as she pulled the cover down on the bed. “Hop in,” she asked.


  “Are we going to have sex?” Stella asked as her love tunnel started to drip. This is all moving so fast?


  “Isn’t that why you came over this morning?” Foxy asked as she climbed into bed and patted the spot beside her. “Come on, remember you can’t say ‘No.’”


  Stella didn’t know what to say or do. Indeed, she wanted sex but preferably with Foxy’s husband. Not that she’d kick Foxy out of bed. Closing her eyes for a second, Stella climbed into bed with Foxy as Foxy put her arms around her and pulled her close.


  Giggling, Foxy said, “It’s an adjustment period, and I know you think that all we do is fuck and suck. Which is true most of the time but not always. Besides, I could smell your pussy when you walked off the elevator! I hope you’ll settle for me; otherwise, you’ll have to get in your car and drive to the Den so Larry can service you.”


  “Am I overstaying my welcome?” Stella asked as she cuddled up to Foxy and kissed her erect nipple with a gold ring piercing it.


  “Put your leg over me so I can feel your wet love hole,” Foxy said. “That’s better, but spread your lips.”


  Stella’s mind seemed to melt as she rubbed the inside of her cunt against Foxy’s leg. She could feel the moisture as she rubbed her inner lips on Foxy’s thigh. Foxy was rubbing her ass and running her fingertip around Stella’s rosebud as the MILF shivered in delight. She moaned as the finger went in up to the second joint without resistance.


  “That’s better,” Foxy said. “Relax and think about how good my fingers feel in your ass. Now, I’m going to put another in and don’t try to fight it. Good girl, that’s it, just relax. It will be close to what it feels like when Larry butt fucks you when I get three in. Please don’t insult me by saying No, because I know better than you what you want and what you need!”


  “Vince made me promise not to say No,” Stella replied as the second finger in her ass was making it hard to think. Three fingers are the same as Larry’s dick, she told herself over and over. “Will Larry want to have anal sex with me?”


  “Who are you trying to convince, you or me?” Foxy laughed. “He butt fucks all his girls, and you might as well give in. The quicker you give him your ass, the more you’ll be able to enjoy it!”


  “And it doesn’t hurt?”


  “The biggest problem is getting past your sphincter, as most guys just want to shove it in. With Larry, he will slowly work his dick in until the head pops in. Then he doesn’t move his cock until he feels you relax. After that, he’ll slowly start fucking you as you open up. Once you can take his cock then you quickly get to the point he can just shove it in and rock your world. Larry would never hurt you unless you wanted him to, and he’s not big on pain. I, on the other hand, enjoy laying a whip across a girl’s sweet behind and making her beg for more,” Foxy replied. “You should let Larry break in your ass as you’ll love it after he’s finished with you. Until you are used to taking his big cock in your backdoor, stick with Larry and let him get you stretched out. Then maybe I’ll let you ride Butch’s monster cock.”


  Stella told herself to relax as the two fingers went deeper and deeper into her behind. All she could think about was Larry’s big cock in her dirty ass and how good it was going to feel. Then Foxy kissed her and separated her lips with her warm tongue. Stella automatically sucked Foxy’s tongue as she fantasized about Larry’s dick in her mouth and how her husband would react to her telling him about Larry butt fucking her.


  “Vince hasn’t said anything about wanting to get with anyone but seems to enjoy hearing about my adventures. Is that normal?” Stella asked.


  Foxy laughed and replied, “Most everything we do is not normal by contemporary standards, but you may be in a cuckold - Hotwife relationship, where the husband allows his wife to play around.”


  “This morning, I was telling Vince about sucking Doug’s dick, and I could feel his cock throbbing in my hand. Then when I told him how Doug had filled me with his hot cum, I could tell that Vince was ready to shoot off,” Stella admitted.


  “Did you suck him off?” Foxy asked.


  “No, I kept thinking about Larry’s big cock and decided to see if he’d fuck me,” Stella replied.


  “You need to keep everything in perspective, and while I agree that Larry’s dick is nice, you need to take care of your homework,” Foxy said. “Certainly, I don’t mind you riding Larry’s pole, but Vince is your husband, and he comes first. I don’t want you to screw up your relationship with Vince because you can’t keep it in your pants.”


  “Did you have that problem with Butch and LA?”


  “Yeah, and the only thing that saved me was Larry’s patience and understanding. I have to admit that I stepped on my dick, but at the time, I wasn’t thinking straight,” Foxy replied, and it looked as if she was ready to cry. “You need to learn from the mistakes of others as you won’t live long enough to make them all for yourself.”


  “But, it came out all right, didn’t it?”


  “Depends,” Foxy replied. “Now Larry has two serious girlfriends that he didn’t have before, and I’ve become addicted to Butch’s giant dick. Today, I might make different choices, but I’ve got to play the hand I was dealt.”


  Just then, there was a knock on the open doorway, and they looked up to see Abby standing there nude with a swollen and bruised face. She looked a lot like a raccoon with two black eyes.


  “Abby, how are you feeling?” Foxy asked.


  “Sore and sorry for dragging you into my problems,” Abby replied.


  “Come get in bed with us and meet my friend Stella,” Foxy replied as Abby got gingerly into bed. She cuddled up to Foxy and lay her head on her shoulder.


  “Thank you for being nice to me,” Abby said. “I’m not sure that I would be as nice if our roles were reversed. Larry was so sweet for defending my honor.”


  “We all have our cross to bear,” Foxy replied and kissed Abby on the forehead. “Larry will always be Larry and loves to ride to the rescue of a damsel in distress or do battle with the closest windmill. I think he’s seen Monty Python’s Search for the Holy Grail too many times, especially the Castle Anthrax scene.”


  “He dropped my husband like a rock!” Abby said. “The asshole deserved it, but I guess I did egg him on some.”


  “You need to appreciate that you and Larry are just having sex and it’s not love,” Foxy replied as she stroked Abby’s head. “You’ll never have Larry like you might want and have to settle for what you have now. I hope you understand that?”


  “I know, Foxy. We’ve been rocky for a long time, and your husband treats me so well. I guess I just rubbed it in my husband’s face. Larry’s never promised me anything beyond a good time, and I appreciate you letting me come around,” Abby stated.


  “I told her the same thing,” Stella offered and reached across to stroke Abby’s breast. “I think we’re all after Larry’s dick.”


  “You too?” Abby said. “I thought I was the only one hot for him?”


  “I confess, and I’ve never even tasted his dick,” Stella laughed.


  “Trust me, it’s worth it,” Abby replied. “He even humors me with my games.”


  “Games?” Foxy asked.


  “I like to pretend that I’m a hooker and he’s my John,” Abby giggled. “That makes it even dirtier! He leaves me a tip on the nightstand, and I call him Lloyd.”


  “Fuck, Abby! You are a trip!” Foxy laughed. “Just never use the word ‘whore’ with him. He hates that word. He thinks it’s demeaning to women.”


  “Oh! It hurts to laugh,” Abby grimaced. “Point taken. I’ll tell him to keep the tip next time and give him a frequent flyer discount.”


  “Do you really pretend to be a hooker?” Stella asked, amazed.


  “I made him take me to that motel near the Olympic Gardens strip club,” Abby said. “It is so seedy, and Larry didn’t want to lay on the sheets. The desk clerk told me to leave my name and phone number so he could send business my way. I felt so cheap and dirty. It was the most fun I think I’d ever had, and just the thought of Lloyd butt fucking me in that sleazy motel is so erotic and nasty. I never came so hard in my life!”


  “You mean Larry?” Stella asked.


  “That’s the same thing Larry kept saying,” Abby laughed. “I think he was starting to get pissed about pretending I’d forgotten my John’s name?”


  “You actually called him Lloyd while he was fucking you?” Stella giggled.


  “I did,” Abby replied. “And you know what a big dick he has? It’s not like a girl is going to forget that thing in you. I kept whispering in his ear about how much better he was than my usual johns. I loved it, and I think Larry just tolerated me for being such a slut.”


  “While I shouldn’t offer my competition pointers, don’t push Larry too far. He loves his girls to be sexually adventurous but don’t be too cheap. Dress well, sexy but expensive. It’s okay to show a lot of skin but look good while you’re doing it,” Foxy said.


  “You should see all of the clothes Foxy helped me to pick out?” Stella added. “I can’t wait to join his stable?”


  “You want to sleep with him also?” Abby questioned. “You’re not his type?”


  “What do you mean, not his type?” Stella retorted. “I’ll show him a good time.”


  “But you’re a MILF, and I thought Larry only liked younger girls?” Abby replied. “Plus, you don’t look anything like Foxy, and those are the types of women he is attracted to.”


  “Girls, girls, let’s not fight over my husband. Larry likes mature women also. Suzy is one of his favorites, along with Pam,” Foxy explained.


  “Who’s Pam?” both Stella and Abby exclaimed.


  “Pam is the Hotwife of Jack, Larry’s security manager. She’s another MILF doll, and Stella looks a lot like her with nice blonde hair and big boobs. Larry likes confident, sexy women, and while I must admit he prefers tall slim brunettes, he won’t kick either of you out of the rack!” Foxy chuckled.


  “Larry is fucking another friend’s wife?” Abby asked.


  “They are swingers also, and it’s not like you cheating on your husband. Jack loves to watch like I think Stella’s husband, Vince, will and brings his Hotwife over to be serviced on a regular basis,” Foxy told Abby. “If you girls would like, I’ll call Larry and see if he has time to come take care of you?”


  “Yes,” both girls replied in unison. “My lip hurts too back to give him a blowjob, but my other holes are open for business,” Abby offered. “Just as long as he doesn’t shake my head too much!”




  Chapter Six


  


  Larry was going through invoices as he forced himself to take care of business. His accountant handled everything, but Larry’s anal nature forced him to review the statements himself. His cell phone binged with a text, and pulling it out, he saw Foxy asking if he’d come home and service Abby and Stella.


  Laughing to himself, Larry stacked the invoices and buzzed the front to bring his car around. Walking out of his office into the bar area, he spent a couple of minutes with Jack, his security manager, to be sure everything was in order.


  Then going to the bar, he leaned over the bar and kissed Linda, his club manager. She also reminded him that he was falling down on his duties. Laughing, he said, “I should be back later and will try and get caught up.”


  Walking outside, his Range Rover was sitting there with the door open and a valet standing there in her cowgirl vest and booty shorts outfit, which looked similar to a Dallas Cowboys cheerleader outfit except without the halter top. The valets were typically college students at UNLV, and The Fox’s Den paid their tuition, so there was always a waiting list of applicants fighting for the chance to park cars at the hottest strip club in Sin City.


  The show the valets put on was often worth the price of admission at the club, and Larry worried sometimes about exposing them to a life that belonged to older, more jaded people. Let them enjoy their lives, he thought. He knew several of the valets were living with couples they had met at the Den and trading sex for room and board. I should talk, Larry thought. On any given day, I have several girls living with me, in addition to Chrissy, our long-time girlfriend.


  Getting from the club, behind Circus Circus, to his condo was normally less than ten minutes. The red light at Sahara and Las Vegas Boulevard, where the world’s largest postcard store is located, was usually the worst. The tourists wandered around and often stepped out into traffic while gawking at something or taking pictures. But tourists and their money were the lifeblood of Las Vegas. Larry’s wife, Foxy, was a Texas Hold-Em player who spent a lot of time with Larry’s cash playing cards with these three-day immigrants and separating them from their hard-earned savings.


  Laughing to himself, Larry thought, The rubes don’t stand a chance against my wife and her braless tits. Flashing a nipple, her bald beaver, or a long leg to distract an opponent is all fair game to her.


  Stella is an interesting woman, and it seems as if her husband is a cuckold, He postulated. Pam has been a Hotwife for a long time and is still gorgeous as she enters the MILF world. Then he started having to service Doug’s wife and now Stella. It was getting hard to keep track of them. Now Linda is reminding him that he’s falling down on his homework also!


  Then there was the problem with Abby after her husband beat her up for playing hide the weenie with Larry. He liked Abby, and she was getting very kinky in bed. But for him, this was sex and nothing else. Abby’s husband shared most of the blame as he forced her into swinging and then realized that she liked it. Larry was still having issues with his wife and her new career as a porn star, plus fucking Butch and his horse dick every week. Now that she had sucked his girlfriend into the threesome, he had to deal with his wife and girlfriend both fucking their friend with a giant cock.


  As he pulled into the security section at The Tower’s entrance, Larry waved at the guard and waited as the barrier lifted. I’ve got to figure out how to deal with Abby, he thought as he headed toward the basement parking garage. He had already decided that she could stay with them for a few days until she decided whether to file for divorce or not. He was now outnumbered by his wife, Chrissy, and Sherry sharing a bed with him. He could see the handwriting on the wall and assumed that Stella and Abby would be bunked out also. Maybe I could trade Butch Stella and Abby for my wife and girlfriend? he considered. That might work out, except the two new girls might tax Butch’s stamina.


  His wife used to get Butch off at least four times in a row before she teamed up with Sherry. Now that date night was at Butch’s apartment, he didn’t know how much they were getting fucked but assumed that the two girls would work him until he couldn’t get it up. Larry hated to be judgmental about his wife, especially since he was getting a lot more pussy than she was likely getting dick. Still, her new attitude rankled him.


  While it was almost laughable, now his girlfriend was fucking Butch. It seemed that he couldn’t win with either girl. Then to top it off, he now had to deal with Abby and Stella.


  Parking his car, Larry walked over to the elevator and badged the sensor with his phone to allow him access to their penthouse. The doors silently closed, and the elevator quickly accelerated. It was only a few seconds before he felt it slowing down. The elevator opened into the vestibule, and Larry noted that the security doors into their condo were locked open. Access to the condo was restricted, and during the day, they typically left the door open. If the door was open, it confirmed that his wife was up and about, even at this early hour.


  Laughing to himself, he noticed the pile of clothes on the floor. I know where this is headed, he thought. Picking up the discarded clothes, Larry carefully straightened them and hung the garments over the back of a kitchen chair.


  Walking into the bedroom, Larry saw his wife in bed with Abby and Stella. He knew that Chrissy had spent the night with a girlfriend, so he didn’t have to worry about taking care of her, and Sherry was at work. Chrissy was perturbed about Foxy fucking Butch and usually took Larry’s side in the argument. Not that she minded Foxy riding his big dick, but Chrissy had gotten upset with her running off to California and felt that his wife should be doing more to make things right.


  Trying to maintain control, Larry could feel his dick stiffen as he saw his wife in bed with two other women, who were all naked and groping each other. Other than her black eyes, bruises, and swollen split lip, Abby looked so much like his wife that it was unsettling. She had exactly the same body, less the full head of curly brunette hair, as Foxy. Then there was Stella, an older MILF with a mature yet fantastic body. She had at least two fingers in Foxy’s pussy, and he could see that his wife was mid-orgasm as Stella finger fucked her. Foxy’s eyes were open, but he knew from experience that nothing was registering in her overheated brain. The lights are on, but nobody’s home!


  He didn’t say anything after he saw Foxy’s eyes starting to roll up in her head, which signaled that a full-blown climax was coming. Stella was sucking one of Foxy’s nipples and pounding her pussy like crazy. Abby saw him standing there, and her mouth opened in surprise as Foxy arched up off the bed and cried out.


  Foxy was fascinating to watch as her body spasmed in a grand mal seizure as she held the sheet with both hands and forced herself against Stella’s probing fingers. As far as he knew, Stella was a newbie but seemed to be fitting in well.


  Abby slipped out of bed and hugged Larry. “Sorry I can’t kiss you, but my mouth is sore, courtesy of my asshole husband,” she whispered in his ear. Running her hand down his chest, Abby cupped his cock, “I’m okay in your favorite spot!”


  Chuckling not to disturb the girls who were now kissing and sharing Stella’s wet fingers, he said, “It looks like I’m interrupting?”


  Giggling, Abby replied, “Be careful with the MILF. You might not make it out alive! I think she’s worse than I am.” Abby grabbed his jeans and unbuttoned them, then unzipped the fly. Reaching in, Abby grabbed his semi-erection and moaned as she closed her hand around it. “I was hoping that I’d at least get to feel it before Stella realizes you’re here!”


  “Larry!” Stella yelled. “Bitch! Get your hands off his dick! I’m next in line, and I don’t want sloppy seconds! Well, actually, I think I’d like to have sloppy seconds and get a taste of what you’re holding!”


  Foxy laughed from the bed and said, “Aren’t you glad you came home, Larry? We’ll talk when you come up for air.” Then she picked up her phone off the nightstand and started texting. After a couple of minutes, she said, “Stella, got out on the patio and stand next to the wall facing Las Vegas Boulevard. Sherry wants to get a look at you.”


  “But I’m naked?” Stella asked as she got out of bed and walked toward Larry and Abby.


  “Exactly,” Foxy replied. “Before you drop down on your knees, go outside and show off for Sherry.”


  “But we’re forty floors up? How will she see me?” Stella asked with a confused look on her face as she switched between looking at Foxy and Larry’s dick.


  “She’s coming by in the station’s news chopper,” Foxy replied and then switched her attention back to her cell phone.


  “It’s okay. I’ll keep it warm for you,” Abby said as she kissed Larry’s dick with the corner of her mouth and grimaced. “Fuck, that hurts,” she exclaimed.


  “His dick better not be dirty when I get back,” Stella admonished Abby.


  “My mouth is too sore to suck it,” Abby admitted. “But, I’m open for business elsewhere for Lloyd’s cock,” she laughed.


  Not fully understanding, Stella walked through the family room and out on the patio. Off in the distance, she could hear the whop-whop sounds of a helicopter rapidly approaching. Stella could see the logo of Channel Twelve News on the side of the body as the colorful chopper slowed to a stop and pivoted to point the cockpit at her.


  Stella could easily see Larry’s girlfriend through the clear plastic bubble cockpit. In the copilot’s seat next to the pilot, Sherry had her skirt pulled up and her legs apart. She could see that Sherry had forgotten her panties also. The pilot was an attractive but slightly butch-looking brunette with short-cropped hair and looked to be in her late twenties. The interesting thing was that she was holding the yoke between her knees so that she could stroke Sherry’s pussy since piloting a copter is a two-handed process.


  Stella pushed her boobs out and did a pirouetting bump and grind dance for the two in the chopper. Damn, I love being naked, she thought as her fingers slid into her dripping wet pussy. She could see Sherry open her legs wide as the pilot worked Larry’s girlfriend over while they looked at each other.


  Stella felt so dirty as she pulled her fingers out and showed them to the girls in the helicopter. The pilot did the same, and simultaneously, both girls sucked their wet digits. Sherry turned to kiss the pilot, and the aircraft jerked as the pilot lost her concentration. Then Sherry laughed as the pilot grabbed the yoke to steady the chopper.


  Waving goodbye, Sherry said something to the pilot, who laughed at the remark and rotated the Bell Ranger to head off down the Strip.


  Walking into the bedroom, Stella said, “Larry, your girlfriend is cheating on you with her pilot.”


  Foxy laughed from the bed and added, “Yeah, she’s a cute little slut, and the way she eats pussy, I don’t blame Sherry.”


  “You’ve had the pilot?” Stella exclaimed.


  “You are not the only one to have roaming eyes!” Foxy laughed. “I actually prefer more lipstick lesbians, but she’s not bad, just a little butch looking. Plus, I always get the pick of the litter!”


  “Lipstick lesbian?” Stella asked.


  “Girls that look more girly,” Foxy offered. “The pilot looks somewhat masculine, but the top of her head is cute. I certainly wouldn’t kick her out of bed!”


  Stella knelt in front of Larry and took his dick from Abby. With a smile, she kissed the head and slowly sucked it into her mouth. Larry’s dick is so much bigger than Doug’s, she thought to herself as she began to suck it.


  The sensation of letting Larry’s cock grow in her mouth was unbelievably erotic, and she couldn’t help from moaning as the head entered her throat. Stella’s poor mind had taken a beating with her new friends, and sucking his dick caused what few brain cells she had left to go up in smoke.


  As she nursed, Stella felt a warm pair of boobs pressed against her back as two soft hands reached around and started to massage her breasts. “I can’t suck his marvelous prick, but I’ll help and enjoy watching you service Larry. I mean Lloyd,” Abby whispered in her ear as she blew a hot breath that seemed to burn deep into Stella’s mind.


  Determined to take the whole thing, Stella pushed forward, but when the head of Larry’s dick hit her gag spot, she retched and choked. She tried but had to let his dick slip out of her mouth and take a breath. Coughing with tears running down her cheeks, Stella held his dick against her cheek and tried to recover.


  Hearing everyone laugh, Stella’s cheeks were flush with embarrassment as everyone got a laugh at her not being able to deep throat a dick this big. Giggling, Abby continued to chew on Stella’s ear lobe and whisper dirty words into her ear, followed by the hot breath that drilled into her head.


  “We’ve all been there and done that,” Abby chuckled. “Larry was my first big dick and did the same thing you did. Just think how it’s going to feel when he starts to pound your cervix. Then you’ll have a sore pussy to go with your abused throat! But it’s like a drug, and we’re all addicted to that hard weapon!”


  “How do you take it?” Stella gasped as she began to kiss and lick the shaft. The head was purple and shiny as she worshiped Larry’s cock. There was a big dollop of pre-cum, and she licked it off with relish. A shudder ran through her body as she accepted her faith as another one of Larry’s slut girlfriends.


  “Lesson two,” Abby giggled. “Just let his dick slide down your tongue and feel the veins along the side. If you pay attention, you should be able to feel his heartbeat as the blood courses through his dick.


  “Open wide and stick your tongue out a little to guide it in.


  “After he’s in your throat, feel for your gag reflex and stop at that point. When the urge to choke eases up, take him a little deeper. Just bob up and down as you push the limits.


  “What you’ll find is that every time you can take a little more of his cock. Keep trying, and before you know it, the whole thing will be in your throat, and you’ll be kissing his abdomen.


  “Larry is hard to get off and will fuck you forever. But when you feel that he’s about ready to blow his load, stroke the shaft with your hand and only suck the head. I lock my lips just behind the head. That way, his precious cum will fill your mouth instead of shooting down your throat.


  “Keep sucking until every drop is in your mouth, then kiss all of us so we can enjoy it before swallowing.


  “Of course, if people are watching, then you need to get some spunk on your face and lips for everyone to enjoy. Personally, I’m greedy, and if I don’t have to share or put on a show, every drop goes into my stomach!


  “After he shoots off, his dick will be sensitive, so ease up sucking it for a couple of minutes until he’s ready to fuck you. Welcome to Larry’s stable of fillies!” Abby whispered into Stella’s ear. The sensation of Larry’s cock sliding down her tongue was bad enough but Abby blowing her hot breath into Stella’s ear was almost impossible to ignore.


  Just when she thought resisting his big dick was the furthermost thing in her mind, feeling Abby’s fingers starting to play in her wet pussy put her over the top.


  “Don’t torture me any longer, Larry! Put your big dick in me and get it over with,” Stella exclaimed as she gave the head a final kiss.


  Laughing, Larry pulled Stella and Wanda to their feet. After kicking off his shoes and stepping out of his pants, he looked over at the bed. His wife was sucking one of Stella’s boobs while Abby finger fucked her. Stella’s eyes were glazed over and half-open as she hooked her finger at Larry, becoming him.


  Pulling his silk t-shirt over his head, Larry carefully got in bed while trying not to shake Abby’s injured head. Crawling between Stella’s legs, he start to eat her pussy, but Abby said, “It’s already wet enough. Just fuck her and stretch out her pussy, while we help. We’ll clean her up after you’re through with her.”


  Laughing, Foxy pulled Larry’s arm until he was on top of Stella and between her wide-open legs. Abby held Larry’s dick and rubbed it between Stella’s wet pussy lips. Stella kept trying to hump and capture his cock, but Abby would not let her have it. Stella’s head thrashed from side to side in frustration.


  “Please,” Stella begged. “Everybody except me has had his cock. Let me have it. I promised my husband that Larry would fuck me. I can’t go home with an empty pussy for Vince to play in.”


  “Should I put her out of her misery?” Abby giggled to Foxy.


  “You might as well, or she’ll never let us live it down!” Foxy laughed as she twisted Stella’s nipple and increased the agony. “Go for it,” she told Larry.


  These girls are crazy, Larry thought to himself as the head invaded Stella’s love canal. The feeling of sliding into the hot, wet hole caused him to take a breath. Stella’s pussy was tight and seemed to suck him into her. He felt her fingernails digging into his ass as she forced herself against him. Larry knew he was going too deep and tried to pull back. But felt her shudder as his dick hit bottom and ground against her cervix.


  “Arghhh!” Stella cried out but didn’t release her death grip on the cheeks of his ass. Whimpering, she continued to grind against his abdomen, ensuring that his bulbous head was smashed against the entrance of her womb. Larry tried to pull back, but it was impossible to override her death grip.


  The sensation of Larry’s cock hitting her cervix created a sharp pain and caused her to cry out before she could bite her lip. It seemed as if the pain unleashed her inner emotions and let them pour out like a broken dam in a thunderstorm.


  Stella’s first climax seemed as if she’d been struck by lightning. Behind her closed eyelids, it seemed as if a brilliant light flared as it struck her brain. She could feel her body convulse, but nothing stopped her. The only thought in her feeble mind was to keep her cervix pinned to Larry’s big dick.


  Larry gave up trying to ease up and let his dick slide deeper into her hole. Once again, she took his entire length, and the reaction was instantaneous. Her follow-up climax would rival Foxy’s as she thrashed uncontrollably under him. She gave several full-body convulsions before relaxing lifelessly on the bed.


  As soon as she relaxed her grip on his ass, Larry began to slow fuck the MILF and gave her most of his dick but didn’t ram brutally into her cervix. Her sex felt like being in a warm bowl of chocolate as he slid easily in and out of her tunnel.


  Stella felt like it was a beautiful dream. She was floating on clouds and had never felt as relaxed and serene. When she finally realized that someone was on top of her, she thought Tony had never felt this good. When had he got muscles like this? She asked herself as his firm body moved on top of her. We’re having sex, she thought as Tony filled her, unlike any other time. His dick is a lot bigger than usual, she realized. Then opening her eyes, she saw Larry smiling down at her.


  “Welcome back,” he said and gently kissed her. Larry’s tongue was hot and needy as she greedily sucked it. The whole time she is wondering if this is some wonderful dream. Then she felt the head of his dick hit her cervix, and the lightning bolt shot directly into her brain.


  “You just fucked me?” Stella questioned and heard everyone laughing. Then Foxy’s bushy head appeared, and she giggled, “Welcome home.” Then she pushed her husband aside and kissed Stella.


  “Your only job is to take care of her pussy,” Foxy instructed. “Leave the rest to us girls. Just do your duty.”


  With a smile, Larry picked up Stella’s legs and put them over his shoulders. She opened her eyes wide as she realized Larry wasn’t done with her. With her feet up in the air, Stella was glad Tony wasn’t here to see what a slut his wife had become. She could feel the head of his cock between her lips as he slowly entered her.


  “Just relax and let him take care of you,” Foxy whispered into Stella’s ear. “Concentrate on how good his dick feels and try to ignore everyone else in the room. After a little practice, you can tune everything out and just enjoy yourself. My husband has the best dick you’ll ever have, and I want you to have the fuck you deserve.”


  “Thank you, Foxy,” Stella replied. “I’m going to give him the ride of his life!”


  Giggling, Foxy kissed her as Larry slid his dick deep into her wet hole. Stella let out a low moan, and he could feel her squeezing his shaft as he filled her love tunnel. When the head of his cock rammed into her cervix, Stella grunted and bit her lip but then smiled.


  “It’s not as much of a shock the second time around,” Stella told him as she squirmed around on his dick. “Let me have more,” she gasped as he filled her to overflowing. “That’s it. Rub the head of your fuck tool against my cervix!”


  “With my feet on Larry’s shoulders, it makes his dick go really deep!” Stella exclaimed to no one in particular. “Bred me, Larry! Every fucking inch, and fill me with your hot tasty cum!”


  Larry could feel Stella relaxing as she got used to his long dick, and she had a pussy to die for. He loved to be with a woman, and some are just a lot better than others. The way Stella gave herself to him was extremely erotic. It was a lot like fucking his wife as Stella committed everything to their union. Stella’s slick sex welcomed him, and he was quickly pounding the entrance to her baby oven as she thrashed around on the bed.


  “Coming, … coming, … coming,” Stella cried out as she thrust against him. The pain of hitting her cervix was long gone, and she wouldn’t have noticed it anyway. Her eyes were open wide and unfocused while she climaxed. Larry noted that her eyes would flick from side to side just before her orgasm hit, exactly like his wife did. Eye-rolling climaxes are so neat, he told himself as Stella’s brain flew into outer space.


  With a spastic full body spasm, Stella’s eyes rolled up completely in her head, and she collapsed lifelessly on the bed. Larry’s dick almost slipped out as she fell back, but he managed to keep the head in when she turned to jello. It was so much like fucking his wife, and he fully expected her to freak out like his wife if his dick slipped out.


  Automatically, Larry started to slow fuck her back to life as her body twitched, including her fingers. Stella’s mouth was open and slack as he pumped her back to life. When her mouth closed and a slight smile crossed her lips, Larry knew she was back among the living.


  Giggling, Stella said, “Thank you. That was the best fuck I’ve ever had. Don’t tell my husband until I’m sure he’s on board with the antics of his slut wife.”


  “Remember, it’s not cheating if your husband knows,” Foxy added as she leaned in to kiss Stella’s warm mouth. “Refuse to talk to him unless his dick is in his hand and he’s jerking off!”


  Abby had been stroking Stella’s clit and playing in the wet mess between her legs. Abby stopped and said, “How about this? Let Larry stick his wet dick in me for one climax, and then he can finish in you. My head hurts too bad to get seriously screwed, but I can probably manage one orgasm. Then he can shove that monster back in your hole and finish up.”


  “Is that okay, Foxy?” Stella asked. “Do you mind if Larry pumps a load in my needy hole?”


  Laughing, Foxy replied, “You’re a trip kid. I’m used to sharing his love juice, and it’s fine as long as I can help with cleanup duties.”


  “Just pull it out slowly,” Stella said. “I’ll try not to go crazy.”


  “Don’t worry. I’ll take care of you while Larry takes a run at Abby,” Foxy chuckled as she stroked Stella’s clit as Larry pulled out. Stella groaned when his dick popped out but relaxed as Foxy shoved three fingers in her cunt to fill the gaping hole.


  Abby was lying next to Stella with her eyes closed and fingers in her pussy. Larry rolled over and got between Abby’s legs.


  “Fuck me, Lloyd. Streetwalkers don’t need foreplay. Just put it in and satisfy yourself so I can go back to my street corner,” Abby giggled.


  Shaking his head, “Lloyd” rubbed the head of his dick in Abby’s wet slit. For no foreplay, she was more than ready and easily took his cock. Grinning to himself, Larry went deep in Abby’s pussy until he hit bottom harder than normal.


  “Asshole!” Abby yelled. “Don’t be a dick and fuck me right. You never shove it in like that until I’m stretched open and fully wet.”


  “Don’t ask for a piledriver unless you’re ready for it!” Foxy replied with a laugh. Then rolling over, she gave Abby a soft kiss as Larry resumed slowly fucking the streetwalker. “Now, is that better?”


  “Well, I guess I asked for it, didn’t I?” Abby chuckled as she pulled Larry down for a kiss, then grimaced at the pain from her split lip. “Sorry, baby, I didn’t mean to call you Lloyd.”


  Then, looking at Foxy, Abby said, “Can you hold my head while your husband fucks me? It hurts really bad to shake my head.”


  Laughing, Foxy got up and straddled Abby with the injured girl between her legs and cradled her head with her hands. Sensually running her fingers through Abby’s hair, Foxy said, “I’ve got her. Try doing her harder now.”


  Leaning over, Foxy kissed Abby’s black eyes and then the tip of her nose as she felt Abby’s body start to arch up from Larry’s cock hitting deep in her cunt. Abby’s eyes were wide open from the sensation of his dick rubbing against her cervix. “That’s it! That’s what I need,” Abby murmured. “Just a little more, a little harder, … oh fuck! Cumming, cumming,” she cried out, then gave a convulsive jerk, collapsing on the bed.


  “Okay, the bitch has had her turn at bat. Time to finish taking care of me,” Stella exclaimed as she spread her legs for Larry.


  When Larry’s dick slipped out of Abby, she cried out, and her body started to shake. Foxy’s middle two fingers slipped quickly into the girl’s cunt, and Abby relaxed as a smile spread across her face.


  “The coast is clear, baby. Go for it,” Foxy said as she began to kiss Abby’s face while finger fucking her. “Don’t worry,” the big-haired brunette whispered into Abby’s ear. “Larry will be back for more after he satisfies the needy MILF.”


  “Thank you, Foxy, for everything,” Abby replied as she longed to kiss Larry’s wife but knew her split lip would hurt too bad. Foxy’s fingers in her wet hole were making it hard to think and seemed to pierce directly into her feeble brain.


  “That’s okay, Abby. When your lip heals, you can make it up to me,” Foxy giggled. She loved playing in Abby’s wet cunt and watching her react as she probed Abby’s love hole.


  “Can we go out on the patio or a different bedroom? Larry is shaking the bed too much, and my head is pounding,” Abby asked as Stella arched up off the bed to take Larry’s cock deep in her cunt. Every time he slammed into her, the bed would jerk, and it felt like an icepick into her brain.


  Laughing, Foxy helped Abby out of bed, and holding hands, they walked toward the patio. Stopping in the kitchen, Foxy opened the Sub-Zero and grabbed two bottles of Fiji water.


  Thankfully, Abby held the cold bottle against her forehead as they walked out on the patio. The morning air was still cool with the sun low on the horizon, and a light breeze was blowing.


  “Do you want an Oxy to take the edge off?” Foxy asked as they lay back on the double-wide chaise lounger.


  “No, I like that too much and know that it would not be hard to become dependent on them,” Abby replied. She twisted the cap off and took a long drink from the water bottled halfway around the world. “You guys have the best of everything. We could never afford luxuries like Fiji water or a Sub-Zero refrigerator.”


  “Besides Larry’s big dick, he is extremely intelligent and a good businessman,” Foxy replied. “We’ve had a good life, and it’s been a fun trip.”


  “As much as I love Larry’s cock, it hurts to shake my head. I probably shouldn’t have made him take care of me as my head is pounding now,” Abby said as she put the cold water bottle back against her head.


  Foxy put her arms around Abby, and they cuddled together. Both drifted off to sleep in the cool morning air.




  Chapter Seven


  


  Back in the bedroom, Stella was seriously in love as Larry pounded her cunt. She loved the feel of his rock-hard dick as it slid in and out of her drenched pussy, which had previously belonged to her husband, Vince. She had never believed that she could be multi-orgasmic, but Larry was proving her wrong.


  Stella could feel her next climax building like a snowball rolling downhill, and she tightened her grip on Larry’s ass to urge him on. It is never like this with Vince, Stella thought as every time his dick hit her cervix, it added another log to the fire. She always worried when she had sex with her husband that he would quit before she got off. But not with Larry. He was a machine and ramped up or down his strokes to follow her mood, yet never stopping.


  It was like his dick was hammering her brain with lightning strikes to her feeble mind. The flashes of light behind her closed eyelids only egged her on. It was almost embarrassing to listen to the sounds her sodden pussy made with his cock churning her sex. Using her fingertips, she felt his prick as it slid in and out of her wet hole.


  That’s my fluids, she thought as she felt his dick on the backstroke. When she couldn’t stand it any longer, Stella slipped her hand out from between them. I’m terrible, she giggled to herself as she began to suck her dirty fingers clean. The taste of her sex juices finished her off, and the orgasm struck like being hit by a bus. As she arched up off the bed to force herself against Larry’s cock, Stella could hear her brain starting to ring like a bell.


  Following Foxy’s lead, Stella tried to ride the lightning as long as possible. Foxy had told her to empty her mind and let her body take over. Every time she came, it got easier and stronger. Her legs would jerk uncontrollably as he finished her. While she was climaxing, Larry would give her his full cock and not hold back. It was funny but having him hammer her cervix didn’t hurt during orgasm but only increased the intensity. He must have fucked my brains out, was the feeble thought as her mind continued to ring.


  “Fuck!” Stella heard Larry say through the fog and tried to clear her mind. She could hear him groping around on the nightstand.


  “What?” he barked at the cell phone, and Stella was somewhat relieved at discovering her brain wasn’t ringing. It was the fucking phone and not my fucking mind! She giggled to herself.


  Then the empty feeling as his cock slipped out of her love nest and Larry walked into the bathroom. Her middle two fingers automatically replaced Larry’s big dick in her stretched-out pussy. Stella could hear Larry talking to someone, and it was the first time she’d ever heard him raise his voice. He always seemed calm and in control, as she’d expect from a Texas country boy. He was the complete opposite of his high-strung wife.


  Stella had been continuously horny ever since they had met the swinger couple. Her first cheat was with Doug, the sheriff, and his wife. Well, except for letting Foxy play in her cunt. Then there was the valet at the shopping center. She had plans to drop by and get his phone number and ask if he’d like to try some MILF pussy instead of his usual college girl snatch. She may have a tighter body, but I’ll do more to satisfy him!


  At first, she was put off by the thought of being a MILF, but Vince was so turned on by having a hot and sexy wife that everyone desired. It was exciting to have men lust after her and created emotions she had never experienced before. Eat your hearts out, guys. My wife is hotter than yours!


  Foxy’s encouragement to show the goods had further amped up Stella’s already melting brain. With her new red Maserati convertible, she was looking forward to her first speeding ticket and seeing if she could talk herself out of the summons. The thought of the cop looking in the car while she innocently spread her legs for him kept her continually dripping. Maybe letting him look at my braless boobs would help also, she thought as the image of being on her knees sucking some man in blue’s big dick caused her mind to fuzz over. Then after blowing the cop, I can go home and tell my husband about it while he jacks off. But will I have to eat pussy if it’s a lady cop?


  “Sorry, Stella, something at work,” Larry said as he eased into bed. “Now, where were we?”


  “You were fixing to fuck my brains out,” Stella reminded him. “My pussy is needy, and that girl with raccoon eyes has left with your wife. My husband expects me to come home full of your love juice, and I don’t want to disappoint him.”


  “Vince enjoyed learning about last night?” Larry asked as his dick went effortlessly into Stella’s already hot and sloppy pussy.


  “I’ve never seen him so excited,” Stella replied. “I think he’s figured out that if he lets me play around, he’ll get better satisfied. This morning I woke him up with a blowjob. But let’s not talk about my husband when you have more important things to take care of, namely me!”


  With that comment, Stella relaxed on the bed as she remembered Foxy’s words to empty her mind and let her pussy take over. This is all for you, Vince, Stella thought and promised herself she would only think of Larry’s big dick.


  “Oh, God, your dick is big!” Stella exclaimed as she felt the head of his cock slam into her cervix. “I used to think Foxy was kidding when she told me that.”


  Stella is a trip, Larry thought to himself as he worked the mature woman’s sex. He loved it when his dick would effortlessly slide into a woman’s love canal. He realized that she was a natural nymphomaniac as she thrust against him.


  Her next climax was slow in coming as Larry pounded her wet cunt. Stella’s fingernails digging into his ass cheeks encouraged him to use her. Her half-open eyes were unfocused as his wife’s were when getting seriously fucked.


  Stella’s mind was somewhere beyond Jupiter as the waves of pleasure roiled her. She tried to withstand the inevitable orgasm as long as possible to maximize the pleasure. It felt like the head of his dick was in her brain rather than knocking on the door of her baby oven.


  Biting Larry’s shoulder to keep from screaming, Stella’s climax hit hard as she thrust against him to ensure every inch of his long dick was hers. She could feel her legs jerking uncontrollably as the explosion between her legs consumed her in a white-hot flame.


  Normally, Larry could outlast all of his partners, but Stella’s pussy couldn’t be ignored. Stella’s teeth left his shoulder and clamped on his earlobe as she grunted into his ear, “Give it to me, Larry! Breed me like the bitch in heat I am. Pump me full of your love juice!”


  He could feel the head of his cock mashed against Stella’s cervix as the first burst of cream left his dick. With her legs over his shoulders, his cock had a straight shot to her core as he pumped his load into her depths.


  As his fertile sperm filled her hot sex, Stella watched the fireworks show behind her eyes as a calm spread over her. She could see her feet kicking his shoulders as the waves of pleasure covered her and sucked her into the undertow.


  Looking deep into her lover’s eyes, Stella could see that he felt the same way as he filled her. Pulling him down, they kissed for a long time before pulling apart.


  “Wow,” is all Stella said and gave him a final peck on the lips. Relaxing on the bed as the warm glow spread from her pussy to every part of her body. She had never felt as satisfied and content before.


  Lying beside him, she held his wet cock and stroked it. She could feel his heart beating as the veins along the shaft pulsed. Larry’s dick softened slightly but never fully lost his erection. Feeling the mixture of their fluids was strangely comforting as she played with his penis.


  “Sorry,” Larry said. “I usually last longer than that.”


  “Are you kidding,” Stella chuckled. “Any more than that would have killed me. I didn’t mean to bite you so hard.”


  “You are certainly different,” Larry admitted. “It’s not often that I find a lover as exciting as you.”


  “Besides Doug, you are the only one to take me beside my husband. I would never admit this to him, but that climax was the best I’ve ever had,” Stella replied.


  Just then, Foxy walked into the bedroom and crawled into bed. “How are the love birds?” she asked as she leaned down to suck their combined fluids off Larry’s dick.


  “Leave some for me,” Stella said as she watched the big-haired brunette clean up the mess she had made. How my attitude has changed over the last few days, she thought as she watched Foxy sucking his dirty cock. It was obvious his wife was enjoying the product of their lovemaking.


  Laughing, Foxy pulled off Larry’s cock and replied, “We have to save some for Sherry as she gets pissed when she doesn’t get to taste every girl that rides his dick!”


  “You guys are so casual about sex,” Stella observed. “It’s hard to imagine how comfortable you are with your husband banging me.”


  “It’s just sex,” Foxy replied. “Swinging may initially have some bumps in the road, but generally works out fine. One of the good things is that it allows each partner to satisfy their needs without screwing up the marriage. Larry enjoys sex, and if we weren’t doing this, he’d probably be out catting around.”


  “And you?” Stella asked.


  “The truth is that I like pussy about as much as I do dick,” Foxy replied. “I was inexperienced before Larry and naively thought every guy’s cock was as big as Larry’s. But I quickly realized that I already had the biggest dick at home. I’ve always had lesbian needs, and being able to enjoy the company of other women is one of my rewards. Then there are my exhibitionist tendencies. I love to flaunt my sexuality, and house parties are the perfect place to show off.”


  “So big dicks are few and far between?” Stella asked.


  “I think statistically, Larry’s size and beyond are only five percent or less,” Foxy replied as she cuddled up to Stella and kissed her. Stella moaned as she tasted the fluids in Foxy’s mouth and sucked her tongue.


  Larry dozed as the two girls discussed sex and swinging. Stella enjoyed cum kissing Foxy and sharing the jizz between them.


  Stella gave Foxy a final kiss and said, “Vince said he’s never had sloppy seconds. I think I’ll get dressed and go home while I’m still full of Larry’s spunk.”


  Walking into the lobby, Stella was aware of her appearance and told herself to suck it up. There were two young women standing behind the counter and, to their credit, appeared to ignore the fact she looked like shit at three in the morning.


  “Would it be possible to get a ride over to Tower Three?” Stella asked with a smile. She could feel the cum in her pussy starting to ooze out and hoped that she could make it home with Vince’s prize intact.


  “Of course,” One of the clerks replied and walked around to escort Stella out the front entrance.


  Stella appraised the young woman completely differently than she would have previously. The girl was in her early twenties, very pretty with brunette hair fashionably styled, and wearing a long-sleeved white dress shirt, mid-thigh length black skirt, and gray sports coat with The Towers logo on the pocket.


  Sitting down, Stella tried to ignore the fact her dress was extremely short and hoped that she didn’t leave a wet spot on the seat. “Thanks for the lift,” She said as they pulled out of the valet area.


  “My pleasure,” The young woman replied. “Mr. and Ms. A’s guests are always interesting to meet. They usually brighten up a dull graveyard shift. I hope I get a chance to meet them someday.”


  “As pretty as you are, I’m assuming they’d love to meet you,” Stella replied. “They seem to surround themselves with gorgeous women.”


  “You are not too shabby yourself,” The girl replied and patted Stella on the leg. Then they were forced to stop and allow a garbage truck to empty a dumpster and blocked the street. As they sat there, the young woman turned to Stella and asked, “Is it as wild as the rumors make it?”


  “Short answer is yes,” Stella replied with a giggle. “I’ve had so much fun since we met the two of them. I’ve discovered a world that I never knew existed and have done things the old me would have been disgusted by.”


  “Sounds intriguing,” the girl replied. “I’m Theresa, by the way, and hope someday that I can get invited.”


  “Nice to meet you, Theresa. I’m Stella, and my husband is Vince. We just moved here after my husband retired.


  “I’ve dated one of the valets at your tower, and he was telling me about your new Maserati convertible your husband gave you. They are all taking bets on what you’ll do to get out of speeding tickets!”


  “I know,” Stella confirmed. “I’m looking forward to servicing a man in blue. I know I’m terrible, but it is an exciting fantasy.”


  “If you need moral support, I’d love to go riding with you and help take care of him,” Theresa said as her hand casually rested on Stella’s knee.


  Stella’s body shivered at the thought of the two of them on their knees with a dick between their lips.


  “You’re too young for such dirty thoughts,” Stella laughed but was intrigued at the thought.


  Squeezing her knee, Theresa turned to Stella with the raucous backup beeper of the garbage truck in the background, “I’m serious and think it’d be fun to run with you guys.”


  “Are you serious, as this crowd is definitely in the fast lane with the hammer down?” Stella studied the young girl’s face as she wondered about her. Young girls often have not come to grips with their sexuality. I’m just now realizing that myself, Stella thought.


  “You forget that I work the night shift and get to see the women who come and go at three in the morning,” Theresa replied, then laughing, continued, “You’re not the only woman enjoying getting their brains fucked out!”


  “Are we that bad?” Stella giggled. “I guess I should have realized that people would notice, but it’s been so much fun turning into a slut.”


  “There are so many rumors going around about what happens in the penthouse. Everyone thinks it’s nothing but a big orgy going on 24x7. The interesting thing is that there doesn’t appear to be any problems or fighting,” Theresa said.


  “You’d be surprised at how well everyone gets along,” Stella replied. “But as you mature, it’s easier to separate sex from love. This is a big step for someone as young as you are. Make sure you realize what you’re getting into.”


  “Is it okay that I don’t have a partner to share?” Theresa asked. “I don’t want to cause any issues but am dying to try it.”


  “You are what we call a unicorn or a girl who parties alone,” Stella replied. “From my short time in this crowd, I can guarantee that you’ll be well taken care of and protected. Well, you’ll be safe from everyone except us!”


  “This all sounds so exciting, and I can’t wait to try everything. It’s a little embarrassing, but I’m horny all the time. I hope that I can get taken care of,” Theresa asked. “I know that it’s not acceptable for a woman to want sex, but my sexual drives seem to be excessive compared to other girls I know.”


  The garbage truck finally got the trash picked up and disappeared. As they approached the valet area, Stella asked, “Would you like to come upstairs and meet my husband?” Her hand on Theresa’s leg asked the silent question.


  After a brief hesitation, Theresa squeezed Stella’s hand and replied, “That sounds like fun. It’s a slow night anyway.” Pulling the walkie-talkie off her belt, Theresa radioed in and told her partner that she was taking a break and would be back later.


  Stella congratulated herself on being brave and forward. She knew that Vince would love their new guest and hoped he could halfway satisfy her before sending the young girl to Larry and completing her training.


  Parking the golf cart, the two girls walked through the lobby and to the elevator. As the elevator doors closed, Stella put her arms around the young woman and kissed her. She could feel the need in Theresa’s lips as she probed the girl’s mouth with her tongue.


  Holding Theresa’s hand, Stella walked into the master bedroom. Vince was in bed stroking his dick while looking at the television. Looking at the TV, Stella could see that her husband was wacking off while watching a video of her.


  “Why watch me on TV when you can have the real thing,” Stella laughed.


  Vince jerked his hand off his dick and stared open-mouthed at his wife. Then he saw Theresa standing beside Stella. Quickly, he grabbed the sheet and pulled it over his lap. The large lump under the covers did nothing to hide his erection.


  Giggling, Stella pulled her dress off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor. Vince saw his wife had been put through the wringer. There was dried cum running down the inside of her leg, and she had a hickey on one breast. He hated to imagine what were all the dried patches on her face.


  Standing behind Theresa, Stella reached around and began unbuttoning Theresa’s shirt. Smiling at Vince over Theresa’s shoulder, she unhooked the bra and slid her hands underneath to cup Theresa’s warm breasts and twist her already hard nipples. Stella could see the shock on her husband’s face as the young woman sagged against her.


  “I brought you a present,” Stella giggled and kissed Theresa’s neck. The young desk clerk turned and returned the kiss as she put her arms around Stella’s neck. Vince slid his hand under the sheet and started to rub his dick as he watched his wife make out with the twenty-year-old woman.


  “Are you okay with this?” Stella whispered in the young girl’s ear and was excited to get a wet tongue in her ear as an answer.


  Now, he was sure that his wife had been telling him the truth about her adventures. From the way Stella was making out with the young girl, it was apparent this wasn’t the first time. Vince had fantasized about his wife having girl-on-girl sex, and now it was happening right in front of his eyes.


  The young girl his wife, had brought home looked familiar and was dressed in the typical outfit the front desk attendants wore. Then he realized that his wife had brought him one of the girls who worked the front desk.


  His present was gorgeous, and sort of reminded him of a young Foxy. She was tall and slender with long legs. Nice boobs that stuck straight out, and it was obvious that his wife liked them. Vince watched as Stella unzipped the girl’s skirt and helped her step out of it. Standing beside the bed with only a thong and heels on, Vince could feel his dick throbbing in anticipation.


  “Vince, this is Theresa. Theresa, this is my husband, Vince,” Stella said as she introduced them. “Let’s get your thong off, and then I’ll introduce you to Vince’s nice dick,” Stella giggled.


  Vince knew that Theresa should be offended by Stella’s comments but was surprised by the look of pure lust that crossed the young girl’s face as she ripped the thong off and climbed on top of him after pulling the sheet off his cock.


  Vince looked at his wife as he felt his dick slide easily into her tight tunnel. They both groaned as he plunged into her depths. Stella reached down and picked up the torn underwear from the floor.


  “Fuck her, Vince,” Stella said as she pressed the girl’s wet thong against her nose and inhaled deeply. The scent of Theresa’s pussy juices seemed to penetrate deep into her brain as she watched her husband fuck the young woman.


  Still in shock, Vince wasn’t sure what to do as he expected the politically correct police to burst in the door with his wife pointing at him in disgust. Yet the lust-infused look on her face as she breathed in the girl’s pungent scent confused him. Even though he knew his wife was catting around, still the fact she was encouraging him to pound the young women while she watched was hard to accept.


  Climbing in bed alongside her husband, Stella held Theresa’s wet thong over Vince’s face. “Tell me that this isn’t the most delicious thing you’ve ever smelled,” Stella giggled. “When you finish with her, you can have sloppy seconds from me. Fuck her as Larry has just finished nailing my cum filled ass. Get back at your cheating slut of a wife by banging this gorgeous young thing!”


  “Thank you,” Theresa grunted as she twisted on Vince’s hard rod. “Your husband’s dick feels so good in my tight little hole! Fill me with your hot spunk, so it can be just like your wife’s cum filled cunt.”


  “I’m not going to last long,” Vince gasped as the sensation of her tight pussy squeezed his dick, and her bouncing boobs were right in front of his face.


  “Give it to me, lover. Don’t worry, you’ll last longer when I ride you the second time,” Theresa said as she kissed Vince and plunged her tongue into his mouth.


  “Oh, God! I’m cumming!” Vince exclaimed as he thrust deep into her hole. He watched the young girl’s eyes glaze over and could feel her body jerking as she climaxed with him. He watched as a slight smile crossed her face, and she bent down to nibble on his ear, “I can feel your hot cream in my honey pot. I’m going to make your wife eat it out and then give it back to me.”


  Vince couldn’t believe how nasty this young girl was as she said things that shocked yet excited him. He could feel her react every time she felt a rope of love juice being pumped into her hole.


  “Tell me that’s not the best pussy you’ve ever had?” Stella whispered into his other ear as he dumped the last of his load into the young woman as she convulsed above him. “Wait until I make her suck your dirty dick and then kiss me!”




  Chapter Eight


  


  Foxy was alone with nothing to do, like in the song from The Pretty Reckless, “I’m Young and Easily Bored.” Nobody was at home to entertain her, and then a thought struck her, I need to visit the two college boys who are starring in the new MILF movie Max is shooting.


  She hadn’t seen Gary since she had him on the casting couch and was riding his ten-inch cock. He was a little nerdy but with that dick, who would care what it was attached to. He could probably use some additional training before shooting a porn movie with the MILFs, she thought to herself with a giggle.


  Larry had been a little perturbed with her and the fascination she had for Butch’s big cock, or Horse Dick as she called him. Foxy had been trying to wean herself off that monster rod as she knew that it pissed her husband off. As swingers, partying with others was something they both did, but it was different with Butch here lately. Larry now had two serious girlfriends, and that concerned her, especially Abby. Foxy was starting to worry that she’d pushed her luck a little too far.


  After Abby’s husband beat her up, Larry had been overprotective of a girl that could be her twin except for the curly big hair. Abby’s mouth was currently out of service from a split lip, but that would quickly heal then all of her holes would be open for business.


  I can just say that I’m broadening Stella’s horizons with new lovers, she thought as that excuse was as good as any. Foxy picked up her cell and dialed Stella.


  “Stella, this is Foxy. Are you busy?”


  “Not for you, sweet thing. What do you have in mind?”


  “Max is shooting a new MILF next-door movie, and I need to check on the two college boys that are going to play the male leads,” Foxy replied as she flipped through her rack of mini dresses. “Would you like to join me while I drop by the frat house?”


  “Are they big boys?” Stella asked with a giggle.


  “The smaller is about Larry’s size.”


  “The other boy is bigger?” Stella questioned, and Foxy could hear her take a breath.


  “Much,” is all Foxy said after pulling a t-shirt dress off the rack.


  “Let me ask Vince,” Stella replied and then said, “Fuck him, I’m in! Give me fifteen minutes.”


  “Okay, I’ll pick you up at valet,” Foxy said and disconnected the phone.


  Foxy pulled out the drawer with nipple jewelry and selected gold loops with a thick woven gold chain. She got a cotton ball and a bottle of alcohol and then disinfected both of the rings. Foxy put in the 18 caret gold loops through both nipples after attaching the heavy chain. She loved the chain as it tugged on her nips and kept them erect. She could never decide which state of arousal she liked when it came to her nipples. Normally, she had puffy large areolas, but when erect, they became hard nubs that were so sensitive. Wearing a chain between the rings would tug on them as she moved and sent little electric shocks to her addled brain.


  No use in wearing a thong, she thought. If things go as expected, I’ll probably lose it somewhere, or one of the college boys will claim it as a prize. Maybe I should bring a nail so he can hang them on the wall of his dorm room.


  Grabbing a pair of wedge sneakers to accent her six-foot height, Foxy looked at herself in the full-length mirror. The cotton mini dress came to mid-thigh and nicely accented her long slender legs. The dress was a classic design with a deep-cut front that accented her perky breasts. Her nips and nipple rings showed clearly through the thin t-shirt material and clung to her body. Not wearing underwear ensured that there wasn’t a panty line to disturb the flow of the dress.


  Grabbing her iPhone, Foxy took the elevator down to the basement garage and got in her car. Driving over to Tower Three, she saw Stella flirting in the valet area. When Stella saw her, she ran out to meet the car. Laughing, Foxy powered up the gull wing door, and Stella jumped in. She was wearing a crop top, a white tennis skirt, and Nike sneakers.


  “You look like a cheerleader,” Foxy laughed as the door closed.


  “It was the only thing I had that seemed to appropriate,” Stella laughed. “Do the boys live in the dorms?”


  “No, a frat house close to the university,” Foxy replied.


  “Is this going to be like Animal House?” Stella giggled. “I don’t have a toga.”


  “Hopefully, we won’t need togas,” Foxy said as they turned on Maryland to head towards the university. Foxy automatically put her hand on the inside of Stella’s thigh and stroked her leg. “Are you excited?” Foxy asked. “You forgot your underwear, and your pussy is already getting the seat wet.”


  “Oh God, yes,” Stella exclaimed. “I can’t wait to meet the college boy with the big dick!”


  “Make him take it easy at first,” Foxy cautioned. “Gary is a lot bigger than Larry, plus being a couple of inches longer.”


  “So, you think we’re going to get some loving?” Stella asked excitedly.


  “Does Vince know you’re getting some college boy dick?” Foxy asked.


  “No, he’s in bed with this cute young thing I brought home,” Stella said. “I’ll send him a selfie while he’s in the saddle riding her. Maybe with a big dick in my mouth or cunt! God, I love my new word of the day, cunt! Cunt, cunt, … cunt.”


  I need to find out about this new girl? Foxy thought as she shook her head in amusement. Foxy pointed to the large house on the corner. It did look a lot like the one in Animal House.


  They pulled up to the rambling older two-story home. A couple of guys were sitting on the front steps drinking beer and watching the Mercedes pull to the curb.


  “Remember your training,” Foxy reminded Stella as the gull-wing doors opened. Stella hopped out before Foxy and rapidly walked up to the house.


  “Hello, boys,” Stella said as she assumed a wide-footed stance, hoping to look sexy and extra slutty for the young guys.


  “Hello, Ma’am,” one boy politely said as he looked past Stella to watch Foxy walk up the sidewalk. Watching her walk was an experience in itself. As an ex-model, she automatically reverted to her runway stride and strutted up the sidewalk to the boys.


  “Hey, guys, we’re looking for Gary. Where can we find him?” Foxy asked as she stood next to Stella, who was thinking about moving up the steps to give the boys a better shot of her pantyless pussy under the short skirt.


  “Uh, go on in and take the stairs to the second floor. His and Don’s room is the first on the right,” one boy replied.


  “Thanks, boys, and try to ignore any loud noises you may hear!” Foxy laughed as she flounced up the steps, and together they walked into the house. The stairway was right inside, and hand in hand, the two girls walked up the steps.


  Stopping at the first door, Foxy rapped on the door with her knuckles. “Showtime,” she giggled to Stella and squeezed her hand.


  They stood there for a minute, and no one answered the door. Finally, Foxy tried the knob and found the door unlocked. Twisting the handle, she opened the door and peeked in.


  Looking inside, Foxy saw both boys, in their boxers, with headphones on, lying in bed. They both had a laptop on their stomach and were jerking off. It was apparent that Gary and Don were watching porn and fixing to waste precious sperm on Internet sluts instead of the two gorgeous women standing there requiring servicing.


  Stella’s eyes were large as she saw the size of Gary’s cock. Don’s wasn’t bad either, but Gary’s was monstrous. It was the biggest thing she’d ever seen.


  “I don’t think I can take that,” she whispered to Foxy.


  “Start with Don, and then we’ll switch after he gets you stretched out. Make sure and take pictures for your husband to jerk off to,” Foxy said as she pulled her dress over her head and threw it on a chair. Quietly she approached Gary, leaned over, and took the head of his dick into her mouth.


  Gary’s eyes popped open as he looked down to see the big-haired brunette sucking his ginormous dick. She pried his fingers off and tried to stuff as much in her mouth as she could.


  Following Foxy’s lead, Stella quickly stripped and started to suck Don’s rod. She moaned in ecstasy as the feeling of his dick in her throat caused her juices to flood. Blindly fumbling around, Stella found her cell phone and managed to start the video camera. In selfie mode, she could see herself on the display with Don’s big cock in her mouth. Trying to hold the phone still, she bobbed up and down on his dick while videoing the action.


  Vince is going to love this, Stella thought.


  Don took the phone from her and started to film Stella sucking his rock-hard tool. Free from having to hold the phone, Stella attacked his cock with a vengeance. Using the tricks Foxy had taught her, Stella took his hard member down her throat until the head hit her gag reflex. Then backing up a little, she let the urge to gag subside and then pushed down again. Slowly, she managed to get most of Don’s nine-inch dick into her throat.


  Stella could feel Don’s fingers tightening in her hair, and she pulled off with a giggle. “Fuck me first, and then I’ll suck you off,” she laughed. “I’m plenty wet. Just push it in slowly until that beautiful weapon is buried in my cunt!”


  Giving his dick a final kiss, Stella lay down on the bed and spread her legs for Don. He could see that she was dripping wet as she played with herself.


  Quickly, Don got on top of her and put the head of his cock between her lips. He was surprised at how easily his dick went into her love tunnel. Stella arched up off the bed and thrust against him.


  Slow down, my ass, Don said to himself as he felt the head of his cock hit her cervix. He watched as Stella’s eyes opened wide and then rolled up in her head while her body was racked with convulsions. Her first climax came while he was still finding his rhythm. Ever since he and Gary had tried out for the porn movie, his girlfriend no longer interested him. She had a better body than these mature women, but none of the bullshit. Don had no idea who this woman was, but she was fucking him as hard as he was putting it to her.


  He could feel her jerk every time his dick hit bottom, but none of the bitching his girlfriend did. The strange MILF was not complaining in the least as he pounded her wet pussy. Don could feel the jerking start in her body and realized that her second orgasm was rolling in right after the first.


  Stella corkscrewed under him as she urged him to fuck her harder and harder.


  “Oh fuck, oh fuck,” Stella repeated over and over as the next climax roared in on the express train from hell. Then with a grand mal convulsion, Stella collapsed onto the bed and lay lifeless.


  Worried that he’d hurt her, Don started to pull his dick out. Stella started to jerk and thrash around, crying, “Dick, dick. I need dick.” Don tried to get his cock back in, but she kept spasming, and he missed the hole. Finally, he got the head in and pushed all the way down, causing Stella to moan and immediately stop moving.


  “That’s better,” Stella said. “Never pull your dick out without permission. Especially Foxy, she really goes apeshit.” Then she grabbed his ass cheeks to pull herself against him. Closing her eyes, she luxuriated in the sensation of an almost too-big dick reaming out her dirty hole.


  Stella noticed that Don had propped her cell phone against a stack of textbooks and was recording the cheating wife’s behavior. Smiling to herself, Stella blew a kiss to the phone and mouthed, “I love you, Vince,” to the camera.


  Then she pulled Don down and kissed him. Probing his mouth with her tongue, Stella couldn’t believe how good his dick felt inside her. First Doug, then Larry, and now Don had taken her, and she was ecstatic. It was hard to understand why her husband was thrilled at other men fucking her, but it was something that she could certainly accept.


  “Am I as good as the girl in the video you’re watching?” Stella groaned as her next orgasm began to rapidly consume her.


  “Better, lots better,” Don grunted as he continued to pound the insatiable MILF under him. Stella dug her nails into his back and ass to encourage him, which made Don fuck her harder.


  Foxy stood naked on the other side of the dorm room and watched Gary jerk off to a video on his laptop. Staring at the small screen, she realized that he was watching one of her movies which caused a virtual flood between her legs. She had to grab the bookcase for support as her first climax slammed into her overheated brain.


  When her legs stopped jerking, she approached the bed with Gary in his boxers, stroking that massive cock of his. Watching the video out of the corner of her eye, she remembered how much fun that movie had been to make. She had taken care of two big dicked guys with a girl to help her.


  Getting down on her knees, Foxy knelt beside the bed, peeled Gary’s fingers off his dick, and replaced them with her own. “Don’t worry. I’m here to take care of you,” Foxy softly said as she watched the precum ooze out of his fuck sausage. Then, leaning over, she licked the pre-ejaculate off the head of his dick and wiped it across her lips. While it didn’t have much taste, the idea was enough to make a shudder run through her body.


  “Move your laptop to the side so you can watch the movie while I suck you,” Foxy giggled as her lips closed around the bulbous head of his cock. I love sucking a big dick, Foxy told herself as she flicked at the head with her tongue while drawing him into her throat.


  The sensation of the veins along the shaft rubbing on her tongue pulled the plug on her mind, and the reptilian part at her brain stem took over. But, for Foxy, it was the need to be bred that controlled her. Gary’s prick was so big she could only get about half in her mouth, so she jacked him off with both hands while sucking hard.


  She could feel his dick throbbing and knew he had gotten a head start on her. I love young guys as they reload so quickly, Foxy thought as she worked on getting him off. She could feel his fingers tightening in her bushy hair as he prepared to fill her mouth.


  “Is it okay?” Gary gasped.


  Foxy didn’t answer but doubled down on her efforts to milk his cock of all the precious cum boiling in his nut sack. When the first shot of spunk hit the back of her throat, Foxy’s orgasm struck her feeble brain like a white-hot poker. She felt sorry for the guy if she came at the same time, but Gary’s big fuck tool exploding in her mouth got her off every time. She tried to keep her lips locked around his prick, but the waves of emotion crashing into her brain made it hard to keep it all in her mouth. Dick juice started to run out the corners of her mouth.


  She could feel Stella licking the cum off her cheeks as Foxy rode the lightning. Then, realizing Stella was helping, Foxy relaxed a little to fully enjoy her climax. As her body convulsed, she felt Gary’s dick slip out of her mouth and directly into Stella’s. It’s okay. I’ll get any cream I lost out of Stella’s mouth, Foxy thought as the waves of her orgasm poured over her.


  It was a climax unlike any Foxy had lately, and afterward, she lay her cheek on Gary’s stomach to watch her girlfriend sucking his cock clean. As she knelt by the bed, she felt a hard cock probing her wet pussy and slipping deep inside. Don’s dick was the same size as her husband’s, and the sensation of the head ramming into her cervix restarted her come machine.


  Foxy scooted over until she could suck the shaft as Stella bobbed up and down on Gary’s oversized rod. At the same time, Don was deep in her pussy and ramping up his attack. She pushed back to ensure every inch was in her cunny as he pounded her sloppy wet hole. She could feel her mind starting to slip away as the next climax poured over her like a giant wave at the beach.


  It was nice not to have to worry about the cameras and let nature take its course. Usually, her legs would jerk as the come consumed her, but this time there was one convulsive motion, and then the climax pulled her into the undertow.


  When her brain started to work again, Foxy found herself face down on the floor as Don began to empty his cock into her. He was squatting down, driving his nine-inch prick deep into her hole from the back. For a second, she thought it was Larry fucking her and not some random college boy, but the cold floor told her this wasn’t home. The chilled wood against her hot nipples tried to pull her attention from the big dick in her wet hole. She could hear Don grunting every time he fired a load into her baby oven, and Foxy automatically relaxed to allow him to breed her. Her mind slipped away as her womb filled with potent college boy sperm. The thought of thousands of little tadpoles looking for an egg to fuck made her pop off again.


  Finally, Don pulled out and flopped alongside her as he gasped for air. Like her husband, Don’s prick was still at full hardness even after popping off. Foxy stared at his cum covered dick waving in the air and swung a leg over his so she could rub her wet pussy on him. Then she slowly slid down until she could kiss his messy cock and lick off his cream and her fluids. As she began to suck his dirty dick, Foxy looked up to see Stella riding Gary’s fat dick with a satisfied look on her face.


  As she enjoyed the taste of Don’s well-used prick in her mouth, Foxy watched Stella riding that big joint like a trooper. She could see that Stella was taking every inch as she seemed like a woman possessed. Stella’s hair was flying as she twisted and jerked on that big pole, oblivious to the spectacle she was creating. Foxy smiled to herself and returned her attention to cleaning up Don’s cock and enjoying the combined taste of their fluids.


  As she sucked Don’t dick clean, she could see motion out the corner of her eye. Twisting to look, a guy was standing there jacking off. Giving the head of Don’s cock a kiss, she asked, “Who the hell are you?”


  The college boy answered, “I could hear you through the wall and came over to check it out. Do you want me to leave?”


  “No, that’s okay,” Foxy answered. “If you have a free hand, get my iPhone and video Stella and me taking care of Gary and Don. Get plenty of close-ups and try not to shake the phone while jacking off.”


  College boy picked up the phone and put it in Foxy’s outstretched hand. She unlocked the phone and handed it to the guy, who immediately started videoing the scene while simultaneously stroking his tool.


  Hearing Gary yell out, Foxy saw him arched up to drive his huge dick fully into her MILF girlfriend’s cunt as she had a massive climax in response. She smiled at the expression on Stella’s face as the orgasm tore through her body while Gary pumped her full of dick juice.


  Foxy slowly got off the cold floor and sat on the side of the bed to try and get her brain working. Gary lifted Stella off his long dick and gently laid her on the bed beside him. Stella lay there motionless with a little smile on her lips as cum began to dribble out of her stretched-out pussy lips.


  Foxy licked her lips at the sight of Gary’s fuck tool, covered in cum and pussy juice, as she got ready to clean him up. Then she saw some woman leaning in to examine Gary’s waving dick. It wasn’t a college girl as expected but some random woman, attractive, about forty, with blonde hair in a ponytail, wearing a t-shirt and unzipped shorts.


  The woman had her hand down the front of her shorts and was obviously playing with herself as she looked between Stella’s well-used hole and the big dick that did all the damage.


  “Excuse me!” Foxy retorted at the interruption.


  “Sorry,” the woman replied. “I’m Judy, an Uber Eats delivery person, and I was walking down the hall after dropping off a food order. The door was open, and the sounds were enticing. So, I came in and joined the crowd watching the action.


  “Crowd?” Foxy asked, confused. Then she looked around the room to find it full of college guys and a couple of girls. Most of the guys had their dicks out, jerking off. A cute little blonde had her t-shirt pulled up, squeezing her boobs and twisting her nipples.


  “Don’t you know that you’re all going to go blind if you keep that up!” Foxy laughed at the crowd, which brought a collective laugh from the group of young guys and girls after hearing the perennial warning from mothers everywhere about going blind from masturbating.


  Crawling into bed, Foxy cuddled up to Stella and whispered, “Are you doing okay?”


  Stella giggled and replied, “I’ve just had the best fuck of my life. Who’s that woman?”


  “Uber Eats,” Foxy replied with a laugh.


  “I’m available,” Stella laughed. “Tell her she can eat me!”


  Turning to Judy, Foxy asked, “Why don’t you take your clothes off and join us?”


  “But I’m married,” Judy replied.


  “It’s okay. We’re married also,” Foxy chuckled. “While you’re stripping down, let me taste your fingers.”


  Foxy could see the decision process playing out on the woman’s face as she was confronted with doing what she should do against what she wanted to do. Foxy helped by reaching up and trying to pull the woman’s t-shirt over her head.


  She saw the woman close her eyes, and then a smile grew. I’ve got her now, Foxy thought to herself.


  Pulling her hand out of her shorts, Judy shoved the two wet middle fingers into Foxy’s mouth and, simultaneously, tore the t-shirt off. Slipping her fingers out of Foxy’s mouth long enough to get her arm out of the t-shirt armhole, she shoved her dirty fingers back into Foxy’s open mouth. As the big-haired brunette sucked contentedly on the taste of fresh pussy juice, Judy worked her shorts and panties down.


  The little blond college girl with her t-shirt pulled up squatted down and helped get Judy’s shorts and underwear off. Then the blond leaned over Judy and kissed Foxy’s dirty lips as she continued to clean up Judy’s digits.


  As their lips separated, Foxy told the college girl, “Thanks for the help.”


  “We girls have to stick together,” the girl giggled. “This is so neat!”


  “Stay and help me?” Foxy said. “On your knees next to Judy.”


  The blond college girl quickly pulled her top off and shimmied out of her jeans. Foxy noticed with satisfaction that the girl didn’t have underwear on. Then, kicking off her sneakers, she dropped down beside the Uber Eats woman and started playing with her ass.


  “Put your finger in her,” Foxy suggested.


  “Which hole?” the young girl giggled, “One or two.”


  “Two,” Foxy laughed.


  Foxy watched Judy’s face as her eyes opened in surprise, then slowly closed as the finger disappeared into her ass.


  “Good girl!” Foxy approved, and both girls’ bodies shuddered in response. “After you feel her relax, put in another one,” Foxy added.


  Judy hesitantly kissed Foxy as the college girl probed her backdoor. Foxy loved kissing virgins. She could always tell when a woman was not used to kissing another female. A girl’s lips are always so soft, and the feel of her tongue gliding down another girl’s was highly sensual.


  Foxy flashed back to the last time she was with Sasha, her ladyboy. Most trannies had problems getting it up, but Sasha was extremely feminine, to begin with, and only took a few hormones. So when they made out, it was like being with another woman. Well, except for the seven-inch dick she had, which was always hard, like her husband’s.


  She loved it when Sasha was on top of her with their tits together and her hard cock buried in her pussy. It was Foxy’s ultimate lover, a girl with a nice dick to kiss and fuck her.


  Judy brought her back to reality when she started to twist one of Foxy’s nipples. She could tell Judy wanted to hook up with her but didn’t know how to go about it.


  “After our fuckfest, can you go home with me?” Foxy asked between kisses. “I’d like to get to know you better and introduce you to my husband and girlfriend.”


  “What about the blond with her fingers in my butt?” Judy giggled. “She seems promising.”


  Laughing, Foxy replied, “We’ll bring her too. Can you not go home for a couple of days?”


  “Hubby has ED, and I haven’t had sex in months,” Judy admitted. “That’s why I got the job delivering food to keep my mind off my needs. So I’ll just tell him I’m staying over with a girlfriend, which will be close enough to the truth. He spends his off time playing golf and will probably not even realize I’m gone.”


  “What’s your name?” Foxy asked the young college girl who was finger fucking Judy’s ass.


  “Trish,” the girl replied. “And yes, I’d love to go home with you, and unlike Judy, no one checks up on me.”


  “Are you girls ready to help Stella and me take care of the boys one last time before you take a turn?” Foxy asked the new recruits.


  Judy did say anything but groaned, and her body jerked in response to Trish sliding another finger into her ass.


  Looking at Gary’s big cock, Foxy knew he was up to the challenge and crawled on top of Stella, who didn’t need any encouragement. Instead, she eagerly clamped her lips against Foxy’s pussy and began to lap up the juices that continued to pour out.


  “Easy, Stella,” Foxy said. “Let me get everything ready before I lose the ability to think. Then, Gary, get up on your knees and butt fuck me while we eat each other out. Don, I hope you don’t mind putting your hard dick into my girlfriend again.”


  “What do you want me to do?” Judy asked Foxy. “I’m open to suggestions.”


  “Get up a little on the bed and help me eat Stella’s pussy,” Foxy suggested. And, Trish, keep on doing what you’re doing. Put two in the stink and one in the pink, as my husband would say.”


  “God, that’s awful,” Trish replied with a laugh. “I love it, and it makes me feel so dirty! I can tell knowing you is going to be an education.”


  “Good girl,” Foxy giggled and watched as Trish twisted her hand around until she could put her thumb in Judy’s pussy, while keeping her two fingers in Judy’s nasty hole. The Uber Eats woman moaned as the thumb entered her love tunnel. Trish quickly figured out that she could squeeze her fingers and thumb together and make Judy’s body jerk in response. Rubbing the perineum would make the older woman thrash about as Trish giggled.


  “Try to relax until Don gets the head in,” Foxy instructed as she rubbed his cock on Stella’s puckered ass. Then, working up spit, she dropped it right on her girlfriend’s virginal ass and encouraged the college boy to ease it in.


  “That’s right. Just short strokes and work the head of your cock in Stella’s ass. Once she’s stretched out, you’ll be able to fuck her as hard as you want. Gary, start working your dick in, but not too fast until I get Don in the groove,” Foxy said. “Once you start butt fucking me, I won’t be able to put two thoughts together.”


  Foxy twisted her head around until she could kiss Judy’s warm lips. The MILF delivery person had the cutest expression on her face as she watched Don start to nail Stella’s backdoor.


  “Oh! God! He’s in,” Stella cried out as the large head of Don’s prick went past her sphincter muscle. Her body gave a spastic jerk as her tight hole grabbed him behind the head.


  “Stop for a minute, Don,” Foxy warned. “This is the crucial part. You’ve got to give her body a minute to relax. Your ass will automatically tighten up, and it’s important to stay still and give her a second before fucking her. Once you take it up the ass regularly, it gets easier to start, and you don’t have to wait as long.”


  Foxy knew Stella was on her own as Gary’s ginormous dick slid easily into her tight butt. She could feel her brain flying into outer space as it shut down and ceded control to her autonomous primitive control.


  Her last thought before her orgasm washed over her was the satisfaction of watching Judy’s tongue flick Stella’s clit as Don resumed butt fucking her MILF girlfriend. The knowledge that she now had two guys with giant size dicks to butt fuck her was the one thing that remained in her feeble mind as it started to explode.


  Luckily, Gary had been with Foxy before and somewhat knew what to expect. However, this time seemed different without all the movie cameras and film crew standing around and seemed more intimate, even with a room full of fellow students standing around.


  As Gary’s cock slid home and his balls slapped against her pussy, Foxy gave a massive convulsion and collapsed on Stella, lying underneath, busily licking the big-haired girl’s drooling cunt.


  Stella looked up and watched Gary’s dick deep in her girlfriend’s backdoor as she snacked on Foxy’s wet snatch. She felt like a voyeur as she watched Foxy’s most intimate part being violated as the bushy-headed girl shuddered with the beginnings of another climax.


  Feeling Don’s dick pop into her ass made Stella suddenly realize that Foxy wasn’t the only one being butt fucked. Focusing on the pussy juice dripping into her mouth, Stella tried to relax and let Don do his business.


  I’m being ass fucked, Stella giggled to herself as she felt Don’s cock working its way into her tight hole. Funny, it doesn’t hurt at all, she thought while trying to picture how it must look for the two women in a sixty-nine position as two college boys butt fucked them. As Foxy’s body thrashed on top of her, Stella could feel herself reacting to her oncoming climax.


  It was hard to see what was happening as Foxy went between full-body orgasms and unconsciousness. Gary’s dick was only a few inches from her face as she watched him screw her girlfriend. Every time Foxy would climax, a flood of pussy juice would pour out of her cunt and straight into Stella’s mouth. She tried to drink as much as possible, but at times, it would run out of her mouth and down her cheeks.


  Vince will be really surprised at how my face looks after this, Stella giggled to herself. I’m glad I like the taste of pussy; otherwise, this might be a problem.


  Don grinned at his roommate as they banged these two women. This was much more fun and without the agony of convincing a girl their age to give it up. Foxy had a body equal to any girl his age, and her running mate wasn’t a slouch either. Guys were always talking about banging a MILF, and if these two were any examples of mature women, then I’m ready to jump ship. Especially since the Uber Eats delivery person joined them.


  The cries of the two women getting their brains fucked out mixed with the slapping noises of a room full of horny college boys jacking off. Stella’s brain joined Foxy’s as the girls took almost a combined two feet of dick up their anal passages.


  Through the brief periods when Foxy’s brain worked, she could feel the cum splashing on her back as someone shot off across her shoulders. Once between climaxes, she realized she was sucking off some guy as he held her head by the hair and fucked her mouth. After that, all she remembered was the flood of dick juice as he sprayed across her tongue.


  Later she awoke with the tone of her phone receiving a text message as it lay across her chest. Lifting it, Foxy realized that it was partially stuck to her boob with dried spunk. Trying to look at the phone, Foxy realized that only one eye worked. What the fuck! She thought and felt her face to find that dried cum had glued her eyelid together.


  Where the hell am I? Foxy questioned as she looked around the dimly lit room. Then she remembered Animal House and halfway expected to see John Belushi looking in the window. Instead, feeling a warm butt against her, she saw Stella sound asleep beside her.


  Where are the boys? Foxy automatically thought as the single bed couldn’t hold everyone. Probably out drinking beer and celebrating getting some MILF pussy, she giggled to herself.


  Looking at her phone, she read the text from her husband, “Do you have Stella? Vince is checking on her. Love you.”


  Laughing to herself, she quickly texted back, “Be home soon with the runaway bride. Love you too.” Checking her phone, Foxy noted a serious dent in available memory from new videos. I can’t wait to see myself in action, she told herself.


  Slowly sitting up on the edge of the small bed, Foxy sat for a minute, holding her head in her hands. The scent of cum and pussy juice seemed to fill the room as she thought, Someone flat got their brains fucked out. Then giggling, replied, It was Stella and me.


  I need to get out of here, Foxy thought. I’m getting horny from the stench!


  Looking around, she saw the Uber Eats woman and the college girl asleep in Don’s bed. Staggering over, she sat on the corner of their bed and kissed Judy, whose eyes slowly opened, then smiled at her.


  “If you still want to come home with me, let’s go?” Foxy asked. “We need to get out of this den of inequity before gangbang two point oh starts.”


  “Me too?” Trish asked as she raised her head off the pillow.


  “Of course, sugar britches,” Foxy said to her. “Let’s get dressed, and then we’re off like a prom dress.”


  Luckily, Foxy’s outfit was still draped over the chair, and she quickly slipped it on. Then, finding her clutch purse, she slipped her iPhone into it and snapped it shut. Apparently, the conversation had awoken Stella, who attempted to get her clothes on.


  “Judy, take the college girl with you and follow us home. We live in The Towers if we get separated, but I’ll try to drive slower than usual,” Foxy laughed as she stepped into her shoes.


  Digging her phone back out, she texted Larry, “Tell Vince to come to the condo and pick up his wife.”


  Checking to ensure that the new girls were alive and in the Uber Eats girl’s car, Foxy headed back towards their condo. She resisted her normal urge to test the speed limit but was quickly near the Strip and her home. Pulling into the entrance, Foxy waved at the security guard, who, luckily, was someone she knew.


  Looking in the car window, Rachel exclaimed, “Well, look what the dog dragged in. This time it looks like you had an extra good time!” Then looking around to see if anyone was around, leaned in for a kiss. “You taste as good as you look, also!”


  “Nice to see you also, Rachel,” Foxy laughed. “Unlike the last time, we really did get our brains fucked out this time.”


  “You two look like shit. You must have had a great time,” Rachel chuckled. “You need to invite me to one of your soirees to help take up some of the slack. I’m glad Mr. A is the forgiving type.”


  “Sorry, this was just a spur-of-the-moment type of thing,” Foxy replied. “I promise, next time, it’ll be your day in the barrel.”


  “Promises, promises,” Rachel laughed. “Seriously, what do you need besides a hot shower and ten hours of sleep?”


  “The car behind us has a couple of women joining me. It’s okay to wave them in,” Foxy asked.


  “Sure,” Rachel replied and stepped back from the car. “Let me know if Larry boots you out.”


  “He won’t dare. It’s my condo,” Foxy laughed and started through the entrance.


  Rachel looked at two in the car behind Foxy as she waved them in. They also looked a little worse for the wear, and she laughed while walking back into the security center.




  Chapter Nine


  


  Pulling into her assigned parking spot, Foxy got out of the car and pointed to the visitor spot next to her Mercedes. Stella managed to join Foxy as she pulled her crop top down to cover her boobs, especially the one with a hickey on it.


  “This is nice,” Judy said as they waited for the elevator. She noticed her car looked out of place in the parking garage filled with high-end vehicles. “Your husband must do well.”


  “He owns The Fox’s Den strip club,” Foxy replied as she kissed the college student’s warm mouth.


  When the elevator opened, Foxy led them into the penthouse, where Larry was drinking a beer with Vince and Larry’s girlfriend Sherry, who must have just come in from work. Her clothes were in a pile on a chair, and she was naked except for thigh highs, thong, and heels.


  “Well, look what the cat dragged in,” Chrissy exclaimed as she walked in from the kitchen with a drink for Vince. The big redhead was wearing bikini bottoms and obviously had just left the pool with her wet hair.


  Trish looked at Big Red’s enormous boobs and licked her lips in anticipation. She had never seen so much overt sexuality in one spot as these two beautiful women paraded around virtually nude without a thought.


  “Looks like you girls had fun,” Larry said as he examined his wreck of a wife. It was obvious that she’d been rode hard and put up wet, as they said, down south. From the streaks of dried cum running down her cheek and the inside of her legs, Foxy had a good time. Especially the vacant look on her face from climaxing over and over was the confirmation.


  “I didn’t mean for it to get out of hand,” Foxy started to apologize but stopped when Larry waved her off.


  “Fuck, Foxy. What’s the matter with you?” Larry snapped and then took a breath. “Okay, okay, I don’t mean to rag on you, but you’re slipping out of control.”


  “We, I just planned on getting together with the two college boys starring in a new MILF movie Max is shooting,” Foxy said. “But we didn’t plan on the other guys in the fraternity joining in and the gangbang that resulted.”


  “Gangbang,” Larry said while shaking his head.


  Vince looked at his wife, and there was no doubt in his mind that she’d had her brains fucked out also. He couldn’t help but squeeze his cock in his pants as he fantasized about what his wife had done. Stella looked worse than Foxy if that was possible. She had what looked like patches of dried cum on her face. Like Foxy, there was a trail of dried spunk running down the inside of her thighs.


  Vince could feel his dick throbbing as he looked at his wife, barely managing to stay standing. She was obviously exhausted but was trying to hide the grin on her face.


  “I think I should take my wife home to get some rest and let you guys talk,” Vince said as he got up and took his wife’s hand. Then, taking the elevator down to the lobby, he walked his wife out to the golf cart he’d borrowed.


  As he drove to Tower Three, he ran his hand up the inside of his wife’s thigh and could feel the sticky sperm covering her leg.


  “Proud of yourself?” Vince asked as he looked at the smirk on her face.


  “Yeah,” Stella giggled.


  “Was it good?” He asked.


  “Unbelievably,” Stella answered. “I let them all fuck me. I didn’t turn anyone down. Well, except for the Uber Eats delivery woman. I made her suck my pussy! You wanted a slut, and you got one!”


  “Are you still full of cum?” Vince asked as he rubbed her sloppy, well-used cunt under her short skirt.


  “Maybe,” Stella admitted. “Have you ever had sloppy seconds?”


  “Once, during a drunken office party,” Vince admitted.


  “Would you like to try it again?” Stella giggled. “I’ll even let you pick the hole.”


  “Oh, God. They took your ass too?” Vince stared at his wife. His dick was so hard it hurt as he thought about Stella being butt fucked.


  “Can you wait until we get upstairs, or do you want to fuck me in the lobby?” Stella asked. “I’d hate to stain their couch.”


  Pressing down on the accelerator, Vince said, “I’ll try to wait.”


  Leaving the cart in valet, Vince rushed her through the lobby and into the elevator. Once the doors closed, Stella pulled her crop top off and quickly unzipped her tennis skirt. Vince unbuckled his pants while trying to kick off his shoes simultaneously.


  “Let me ride you,” Stella said as she pushed her husband into the family room and onto the couch. Vince could see jizz dripping out of her pussy as Stella grabbed his cock and guided it to her wet hole. “No foreplay needed. Just fuck me hard as all the college boys did!”


  Dropping down, she impaled herself with a groan as he plunged deep into her sloppy cunt. Vince couldn’t believe how his wife’s pussy felt, and the sensation of other men’s spunk covering his dick made him instantly start to pump his load into her already full hole. Then, grunting, he filled her messy hole with his love juice. He could picture all the sperm swimming around, looking for an egg to fuck!


  Laughing, Stella said, “You didn’t last long, but I still love you. I’ll let you try the other hole if you can get it up again. It’s only fair as all the young guys used it!”


  Slipping off his dick, which felt so good as it dropped out of her cunt. Stella turned around until she could suck his cock. “Damn, your dick is dirty, but I’m a good wife and will clean it up for you.” She plunged her mouth down on his dick and started to suck it deep into her mouth, moaning continuously.


  Vince groaned with the sensation of being in her warm slippery mouth and the knowledge that she was sucking his and an unknown number of guys off his tool. He never realized that his wife could suck dick like this as she bobbed up and down with an intensity that surprised him.


  Stella stopped for a second and looked up at Vince. “Remember, as soon as you get it up, you can have my ass and my mouth again!” Then she resumed licking his dick clean.


  The thought of fucking his wife in the ass was the most erotic thing he could imagine. Especially with the knowledge that she was already full of college boy spunk in all her holes. Get hard, get hard, he kept telling his dick.


  He watched his wife’s head moving up and down as she worked his dick back to a full erection. Then the thought hit him, and he asked, “Did you get movies?”


  Stella stopped and looked at Vince. He watched as she wiped a mixture of cum and pussy juice from the corner of her mouth. Then Stella took the glob and wiped it across her full lips with her finger, replying, “What kind of wife do you think I am who would video your cheating slut of a wife letting a bunch of college boys fuck her?” Then with a laugh, continued, “Of course I did! If you can find my phone, I’ll unlock it for you. Wait until you see the ones on Foxy’s phone.”


  After ensuring she’d cleaned all of the leftovers off Vince’s semi-erection, Stella asked, “Would you like to hear a dirty story? I have to warn you; it’s really nasty.”


  “Of course,” Vince exclaimed as his mind exploded with the possibilities.


  “I was lying on my back as Don worked his eight-inch dick into my backdoor with my feet on his shoulders. Foxy climbed on top of me in a sixty-nine position. Her pussy was stretched open right above my mouth.


  “I watched as a drop of Gary’s jizz started to drip out and opened my mouth wide to receive his present. It took my mind off Don’s dick until I felt it pop past my sphincter muscle. Then, I heard Foxy telling Don to wait and let me get used to it before starting to fuck my dirty hole.


  “I watched as Gary started to rub the head of his massive cock against Foxy’s asshole. I didn’t think it would fit, but he managed to get the bulbous head in her rear entrance. I could feel Foxy’s body spasm when the head slid in.


  “The boys started to butt fuck us simultaneously, and my mind was turning into oatmeal. The taste of cream falling out of Foxy’s pussy onto my tongue was bad enough, but feeling Don’s nice dick in my stomach as Foxy licked my clit made it almost impossible to think.


  “You have to picture that I was under Foxy sucking her cum filled pussy while a couple of inches in front of my eyes was Gary’s huge dick violating Foxy’s asshole.


  “Baby, she took a foot of fuck tool up her ass and was climaxing continuously. Every time she came, a flood of pussy juice would pour out of her cunt. I tried to drink as much as possible, but it kept running out of my mouth. I just wish you were there to watch.


  “I managed to work one hand up until I could hold Gary’s balls out of the way so I could watch him butt fuck her. By this time, Don was deep in my ass and pounding away. You can’t believe how good it feels to have a big dick in your backdoor. The sensation is indescribable; from now on, you can use it as long as no one’s in there first.


  “Foxy’s fingers were deep in my pussy as both guys ass fucked us as hard as they could. I kept having one orgasm after another. Not as many as Foxy, but more than I’ve ever had.


  “As I watched Gary ass fuck Foxy, he started to get erratic, and I knew she was in for another load of college boy sperm. You can imagine how potent a twenty-something guy’s spunk is. All those little tadpoles looking to fuck our eggs. Can you imagine their disappointment to find they were both in the wrong hole?


  “Almost simultaneously, both guys came and started pumping their love juice into our anal cavities. I could feel Don’s warm cream as he filled my dirty hole. I could see Gary’s dick jerk every time he fired a rope of dick juice in Foxy’s cute ass.


  “I knew my next job and was determined not to chicken out. So when Gary finally stopped filling Foxy’s behind, his dick slipped out, and he collapsed on the bed.


  “I watched Foxy’s asshole as it was wide open, and I thought I could probably fist fuck her. As I stared at the perfectly round hole, there it was.


  “The first drop of Gary’s spunk started to run out, and I opened my mouth in anticipation. I didn’t think it would be a lot, but as I watched, this stream of cum ran out of her ass and down across her pussy lips to drip into my mouth.


  “My climax was so intense; I think I lost consciousness for a moment. The next thing I remembered was the feeling of cum running down my tongue and into my throat.


  “I knew right then that your wife is a dirty cheating cum slut. I hope you’re happy because I don’t want to go back to being a dutiful housewife anymore. Foxy has turned on the light for me, and I don’t want to stop.


  “So, now is your chance to decide if you want your dull spouse back or not?”


  Vince took a second to consider it, as this was so much to accept. He could see the concern on Stella’s face as she worried if she’d crossed the line.


  “I love you, baby,” Vince replied. “Of course, I love the new you and can’t wait to tell Larry and Doug that I’ve joined the club. Especially if you always come home with movies.”


  “And a sloppy cunt,” Stella giggled.


  “That goes without saying,” Vince confirmed. “Now, how about letting me try the backdoor?”


  “Anything for my loving husband,” Stella laughed and got up on her hands and knees. “Take it easy at first until you get me opened up. Then take anything you want.”


  Vince could see that his wife’s asshole was already partially open as he rubbed the head of his dick on her puckered hole. Then, pushing lightly, his cock penetrated her well-used hole until he felt her sphincter grab him behind the head.


  “Easy,” Stella said and pushed against his leg. “The college boys were nice enough to grease up my ass with their cum and make it easy for you to get what you want. Then, slowly start to fuck me and work your cock inside.”


  Vince had never felt anything like the sensation of being in his wife’s anal passage. It was tight, yet his dick slid easily into her ass without resistance.


  “Push your cock deep until your balls slap against my pussy,” Stella instructed. “Yes, that’s it. Give it to me!” She emphasized.


  Vince couldn’t believe he was deep in his wife’s rear hole. He had fantasized about this for as long as he could remember, and now he was balls deep in her tight ass. Well, truthfully, it wasn’t very tight, but just knowing that he was joining a bunch of college boys made it so much better.


  “How does it feel?” Stella asked him over her shoulder. “It feels so good to me.”


  “Unbelievable,” Vince replied. “How many guys before me?”


  “Truthfully, I’ve lost count, but yours is the best so far,” Stella lied. Nevertheless, she was still a little concerned about her husband accepting what a slut Foxy had turned her into.


  “Don’t lie! I know there have been bigger cocks in you from how you’re stretched out. I just fell in,” Vince laughed.


  “But you’re going to fill me up, aren’t you?” Stella asked as Vince was buried in her backdoor. “I need a nice load in my colon to finish me off.”


  “Don’t worry, baby. I’m fixing to give you a nice warm present,” Vince exclaimed as he attempted to fuck his wife as the college boys had. “Did Foxy get well screwed also?”


  “Oh, Vince, she’s really bad and didn’t turn anyone down. She had jizz running out of every hole. I tried to keep her cleaned out, but there was so much cum, I couldn’t drink it all,” Stella exclaimed. “We had so much fun. Did you see that she picked up an Uber Eats delivery person and some random college girl?”


  “I was wondering who they were,” Vince replied. “The MILF looks nice.”


  “If you get a chance, take care of her and the young girl,” Stella remarked. “The MILF is such a horny slut, and Theresa, the college girl, is not bad either.”


  “You’ll also be okay with me getting some on the side?” Vince asked.


  “Of course, there is only a couple of rules,” Stella giggled. “Foxy told me that she loved to suck Larry’s dick after he’d gotten some strange stuff, and I’d like to try that also. Plus, always take pictures and movies for me to watch. Maybe the next time you butt fuck me, you can tell me how your cock felt buried in the Uber Eats lady’s pussy or ass or mouth!”


  “You’d like to give me a blowjob after I’ve screwed someone?” Vince asked as he couldn’t believe the change which had come over his wife.


  “After all the things I’ve done today, nothing you could do would surprise me,” Stella laughed.


  Vince could feel his cum ready to burst out as he rammed his dick into his wife’s well-used asshole. Stella had her head down on the pillow and gripped the sheet with both hands to keep still as Vince pounded her ass.


  I’m such a slut, Stella told herself as she felt Vince fixing to add his sweet cream to the loads already deep inside her. Most of the college boys had bigger cocks than her husband and planted their fertile spunk deep in her colon. This way, Vince will finish filling me up, she thought as he rammed her as hard as he could.


  “I can’t wait. I’m fixing to cum!” Vince shouted.


  “Do it!” Stella echoed. “Fill your dirty cum drinking slut of a wife full of your seed! Breed me like the horny tramp, I am!”


  Forcing his dick as deep as he could, Vince groaned as the first burst of dick juice sprayed into his wife’s well-used ass. “Oh, God! That feels so good,” Vince exclaimed as he grabbed her hips and held his cock inside her. It felt like her ass was sucking the cream out of his prick as he filled her up.


  Stella could feel his dick pulse with every rope of hot cum Vince shot into her rear as her orgasm rolled over her. The sensation of warm spunk filling her anal passage was so relaxing and a perfect ending for their fuckfest.


  Exhausted, Vince held on as long as he could, slowly pulling his dick out and falling over on the bed. Stella collapsed onto the bed as waves of pleasure ran through her body. She had never been so happy with her husband and his desire to turn his wife into arm candy.


  As the fog of sleep closed over him, he initially forgot about his cleanup blowjob, but feeling his wife’s lips close around the head brought him out of the fog.


  “You don’t need to do that,” Vince said sleepily.


  “I’m not doing it for you,” Stella replied. “I’m doing it for myself.” Then she began to suck his dick deep into her throat, and her slurping rocked him off to sleep.


  Vince never noticed his wife digging in her ass for his cum and sucking it off her dirty fingers. All he remembered was dreaming of Foxy and Chrissy sucking him off as he watched a bunch of college boys taking turns with his wife. His last thought was of two guys double dicking his wife as some other guy pumped a load of jizz into her mouth and on her face. The look on his wife, cum running down her cheeks, as she pulled the next cock to her lips was impossible to forget. The line of guys waiting for their turn is like a gang of dogs fucking a bitch in heat!




  Chapter Ten


  


  After Vince took his wife home, Larry got another beer out of the SubZero and looked at his wife. “Why don’t you go take a shower,” he suggested. Larry thought about mentioning how his wife smelled but decided that it would not help the strained situation.


  Foxy looked at Sherry and Chrissy for support, but it was obvious that they weren’t very sympathetic. “Sounds like a good idea,” Foxy replied and escaped the cold stares of the family room. On the way out, she grabbed Judy and Trish and led them to the master bedroom.


  “Bitch!” Chrissy said uncharacteristically as she poured herself a glass of wine.


  “It’s okay,” Larry replied. “Cut her some slack. This has been a trying time for all of us.”


  “She’s out of control,” Chrissy continued. “You know I never say anything, but I think it’s about time to yank her chain. How do you feel, Sherry?”


  “I’m trying to stay neutral,” Sherry replied as she rolled her thigh-highs down and removed her heels. “Damn, it feels good to take your clothes off. I’ll be glad when the elections are over, and I can stop kissing the ass of every politician that shows up and slapping away their groping hands.” Then, giggling added, “Larry is the only one allowed to grope me, well, besides you, Chrissy!”


  “I want to try that new queer bar in the Fruit Loop,” Chrissy said. “It is supposed to cater to lipstick lesbians that I like better than the butch ones. Anyone want to join me?”


  “I’ll stay here and referee the fights,” Sherry laughed. “Unless you need a wingman?”


  “No, one of my girlfriends is already joining me, so I won’t be solo and look like too much of a pussy hound,” Chrissy replied and walked out to get dressed.


  “You okay,” Sherry asked as she watched Larry kill his beer which was not characteristic of him. Larry was normally the moderating person in the group, yet tonight he was wound up tight like a three-dollar clock. She went over and sat in his lap with her arm around his neck. Kissing him on the cheek, she said, “Take a deep breath and let it go.”


  “I know, I know,” he replied. “She just seems to aggravate me these days. I know she’s just spreading her wings, but Jesus Christ!”


  “Let’s talk about something else; how’s your new girlfriend, Abby?” Sherry asked. “She still calling you Lloyd and making you leave her a tip on the nightstand?”


  “Yeah, I think you’re the only one here who’s not Loony Tunes,” Larry replied. “Don’t you go off the deep end on me?”


  “Has Abby filed for divorce yet?” Sherry asked. Larry had met her at a house party after her husband said he wanted to try swinging. They went to several parties where her husband banged everything in sight while Abby sat on the couch. Then she met Larry and had a threesome with him and Chrissy. Since then, she’s been all over Larry, and her husband didn’t realize that while he was screwing around, she would be free to do the same.


  It came to a fight, and she ended up with a bruised and bloody face, along with a split lip and two black eyes. Larry showed up and punched her husband out. Then the police arrested the guy and threw him in jail overnight.


  Abby has been staying with Linda, the club manager, while working on a divorce. Of course, most of the time, she’s been sleeping over at Foxy and Larry’s condo. Abby likes for Larry to take her to seedy motels where she pretends to be a hooker with her John, whom she calls Lloyd.


  Larry humors her as she’s a great lay, and he feels somewhat responsible for breaking up their marriage. Abby has been a good diversion from the antics of his wife and her newfound freedom and looser morals than usual.


  Foxy has always had a thing for Butch, their friend with the huge cock that she calls Horse Dick. Being swingers, they both fooled around, but Butch has become more of an item here lately. Then she introduced Larry’s girlfriend, Sherry, to Butch and his dick. Foxy and Sherry started having threesomes on a weekly basis with Butch at his condo. So far, Larry has bit his tongue. He’s used Abby and the other girls in his stable to distract him.


  Foxy had gotten a bit of a wild hair and ran off to California to become a porn star. She’s been getting rave reviews and recently won an AVN award for the hottest new adult actress, which has helped fuel her exhibitionist tendencies.


  Cuddling up to Larry, Sherry pressed her warm breast against his arm and snuggled against his neck. She loved the masculine scent of his body and could feel herself getting wet thinking about his large cock buried deep inside her hole.


  “I’ll always be here for you,” Sherry whispered and punctuated it by thrusting her tongue into his ear. “You know Foxy loves you, and she’ll get over the insatiable urge to ride that big dick of Butch’s.”


  “I certainly hope so,” Larry replied. “As swingers, we do this kind of shit, but she seems to be a little over the top these days.”


  “Who are the two girls that Foxy brought in?” Sherry asked. “I don’t remember seeing them before.”


  “As best I can tell, she and Stella picked these two up while fucking some college boys,” Larry replied, shaking his head.


  “Her appetite for sex does seem to be a little more excessive than normal these days,” Sherry said as she relaxed against Larry while trying to calm him down. “I’m assuming your wife will be sound asleep shortly from the way she looked, and would you like to take care of me as I could use some loving?”


  “Give me a minute to relax, and let’s use one of the guest bedrooms. I agree that she probably needs to recharge,” Larry replied and squeezed Sherry around the waist. I know that she’s trying to take my attention away from Foxy, Larry thought to himself. Sherry is certainly a more stable person than my off-the-wall wife.


  Sherry thought about the conversation she’d had with Foxy about them becoming a poly couple and decided to try it out. Taking her hand, Sherry twisted Larry’s chin until she could kiss him. As their lips melted together, Sherry couldn’t believe the need in him.


  Larry being a dyed-in-the-wool swinger, had always avoided serious kissing of Sherry and his other girls. Swingers believe that kissing is deeply personal and may cross the boundaries between sex and love. It excited Sherry to realize that he had relaxed his standards and seemed to be really into kissing her.


  As their lips separated, Sherry moaned, “Make love to me, Larry.” She held her breath after broaching the taboo topic between swingers.


  Larry didn’t say anything but helped Sherry up off his lap, and they walked together down the hallway to a back guest bedroom. The master bedroom door was closed as they passed it.


  Sherry closed the door behind them and started to unbutton Larry’s shirt. Running her fingers across his chest, Sherry shivered with the thought of him on top and inside her. Grabbing at his belt, she quickly dropped his pants to the floor and pushed his boxers down. Sherry sat on the bed and pulled Larry to her. She lay back with her legs relaxed but not splayed open, appearing available but not slutty.


  Larry eased on her but kept his full weight off of Sherry. The sensation of him above her caused Sherry to spasm with delight. Their lips met as she directed his dick to her wet sex. It was impossible to stifle a moan as his erect dick slid easily into her pussy. Sherry was in heaven as she knew Larry was going to make love to her and not simply fuck her.


  “You feel so good inside me,” Sherry whispered in his ear as he began to slowly move in her depths. Her first orgasm felt completely different as it slowly built. After living with Larry and Foxy, her climaxes had become hard and fast as Foxy’s were, but this was completely different. Her whole body was warm as he slowly ramped up his speed and intensity.


  As they kissed, Sherry could feel the heat in Larry’s mouth as he thrust deep inside her. Her climax mirrored his, and she heard him gasp as he came inside her. It was the most satisfying orgasm she’d ever had as he filled her with his life-giving seed.


  Sherry’s body jerked in response with the sensation of hot cum spreading through her sex as a calmness spread over her. They seemed to be one person as the feeling encompassed the two of them.


  “Thank you,” Sherry whispered. “That was unbelievable.”


  “I think we may have broken some rules,” Larry admitted.


  “That’s okay. We’ll talk about it later,” Sherry softly replied as she kissed his soft lips.


  Sherry lay partially on Larry, with her leg over his and her wet pussy against his thigh. Laying her head on his chest, she lazily played with his nipple while enjoying the afterglow of great sex.


  There was a knock on the door, and the college student slipped in naked and still damp from her shower.


  “Can I join you?” Trish asked as she approached the bed.


  “Of course,” Sherry replied and patted the bed on the other side of Larry.


  Climbing in bed, Trish mirrored Sherry’s position with her leg over Larry. She reached across and stroked Sherry’s cheek and said, “Thank you, and I didn’t mean to cause any issues joining you.”


  “No problem,” Sherry replied. “You don’t have a dog in this fight, and I’m happy to have you with us. Is Foxy down for the count?”


  “Yeah, she and Judy are dead to the world, but after what they’ve been through, I’m not surprised,” Trish said.


  “Didn’t you get taken care of?” Sherry asked.


  “Certainly, but not quite like Foxy and her new girlfriend,” Trish replied with a laugh. “But, I’m more into quality rather than quantity. If I’m not pushing my luck?”


  “I know that Larry would love to take care of you,” Sherry giggled. “And I enjoy helping. Come down here, and I’ll introduce you to what you’re interested in.” Scooting down, Sherry kissed the head of Larry’s semi-erect prick and tapped his other side with her fingers.


  Moving down, Trish looked at Larry’s obviously dirty cock with a layer of sperm and pussy juice on it. She watched as Sherry sucked his dick into her mouth. With a moan, Sherry swallowed it deep into her throat and milked it. His dick slipped out of her mouth, and Sherry’s body gave a spasm. She gave the head a final kiss and smiled at Trish while licking her lips.


  “Do you like it with his stuff on it?” Trish asked as she wondered if she could do that.


  “Personally, I love it, and it’s my little kink,” Sherry giggled. “I need to taste Larry’s lovers, and it satisfies me to know what they taste like. If you join our little group of perverts, I know that you’ll be exposed to things that may be different from what you’re used to, but keep an open mind. These are normal fluids and not a lot different from simply sucking him off. No one will force you to do anything in our crowd, but you’d be surprised at how good some things are.”


  “I’ll try to be more open,” Trish admitted. “I was surprised at some of the things Foxy did without thinking and didn’t seem to worry about being a slut.”


  “Don’t ding her too badly,” Larry interjected. “She’s not as bad as she seems.”


  “Be quiet, Larry, and enjoy your blowjob,” Sherry giggled. “I’ll take care of Trish and her questions.” Leaning across Larry, she kissed Trish and continued, “Do you like girls, I hope?”


  “I think so,” Trish answered. “I’ve made out a couple of times while I was drunk but enjoyed being with Foxy and Stella. It was kind of neat having my fingers in Stella’s ass after Foxy told me to do it. Then Judy and I went down on Stella, which was exciting.”


  “Who is Judy?” Sherry asked.


  “She’s the Uber Eats delivery person who wandered into Gary and Don’s room when she heard Foxy, who is pretty loud, by the way,” Trish said.


  “Gary and Don?” Larry asked. “Are they the two college boys starring in Max’s new MILF movie?”


  “Be quiet, Larry. I’ll tell you what you need to know,” Sherry laughed, and Larry closed his eyes to listen as she stroked his hardening erection. Sherry licked her lips and gave the head a big wet kiss. Looking over at Trish, she pointed his dick at the college girl and gave her a ‘well?’ look.


  Trish looked between Larry’s cock and Sherry as she struggled with the decision. Logically, it wasn’t that much different from sucking Stella’s pussy but seemed a lot nastier. The fact his dick had been buried in Sherry’s pretty hole shouldn’t make it dirty, should it?


  Sherry waved his dick at Trish again, and she decided, I might as well get it over with, as Sherry was not going to let me off the hook. Leaning in, Trish could smell the scent that wafted off Larry’s fuck tool. Trish took a breath and drew the heady aroma deep into her lungs, where it seemed to set her young mind on fire.


  But it was when her lips touched the bulbous head that did it for her. The taste was strong but not repugnant as she automatically licked the head with her tongue. I can’t believe that I’m tasting his cum and Sherry’s juices that are covering his dick? Trish asked herself as she began to suck the head. The sensation of his shaft sliding down her tongue seemed to penetrate her brain like a white-hot poker.


  “Good girl,” Sherry told the college student as she licked the shaft of Larry’s cock as it disappeared into Trish’s mouth. She watched the girl’s face for clues and was pleased to see Trish force her mouth down on Larry’s dick.


  “How’s that feel, Larry?” Sherry asked while watching the young unicorn warm to the idea of sucking his dirty dick clean. She watched Trish’s cheeks cave in as she sucked hard on Larry’s cock. “When she gets your dick cleaned up, then you can get it dirty again in her young cunt.”


  Leaning in, Sherry whispered, “Get his dick hard so he can fuck you. You’re going to love his big cock!” Wrapping her lips around Larry’s rod, she kissed Trish with his dick between their mouths. Sherry managed to get her tongue around the head and partially into Trish’s mouth to enjoy the taste of cum.


  “After he takes care of you. I’ll take a turn and clean him up,” Sherry told her. Trish giggled and replied, “That’s okay; I’ll clean it up since I’m the one getting it dirty.”


  “Are you sure?” Sherry asked as she helped Trish kiss and lick Larry’s stiff cock. “Lay down, and I’ll help.”


  Trish straightened up and lay back on the pillow. Larry kissed her and got in between her legs. Sherry held his cock and rubbed the head up and down Trish’s wet lips. She could see the wetness on his dick as it eased inside her young slit.


  “Oh, God! That feels so good!” Trish exclaimed as Larry went effortlessly deep into her wet hole.


  “More! Please,” Trish asked as her eyes opened wide from being probed far beyond normal.


  Larry picked up her feet and put them on his shoulder, which made him go even deeper. Sherry held Trish’s head up so she could watch Larry’s dick go inside her hole as he began to fuck her harder and faster.


  “Watch his dick as it goes into your pussy,” Sherry giggled. “See how wet he is, as that’s all your juices making it slippery. Focus on your cunt and try to tune everything else out. Is he hitting bottom yet?”


  Opening her eyes, Trish looked at Sherry and nodded yes as her eyes lost focus, “I’ve never had anyone who could hit my cervix before.” She arched her body up and forced herself against Larry’s dick as her climax consumed her.


  “Fuck her, Larry,” Sherry said as she twisted Trish’s nipple and tugged on it. Smiling, she cuddled up to the college girl and stroked her clit as Trish started to tremble. Rubbing her ass, Sherry slowly probed the girl’s asshole and let her finger ease into the second joint. Feeling Trish’s muscles relax, Sherry added another finger and began to rub Larry’s cock through the perineum between her ass and pussy.


  Trish’s half-lidded eyes looked at Sherry as they shared an emotional bond.


  “Harder,” Trish gasped as she began to thrash underneath Larry and twist around his cock buried in her wet hole.


  “It’s time, give it to her,” Sherry told him as Larry pounded her cervix harder. Trish began to grunt every time he hit bottom and arched up to meet his thrusts, ensuring him hammering the entrance to her womb.


  “Breed her, Larry. Pump her young baby oven full of your sperm,” Sherry ordered and leaned in to kiss the young girl as she convulsed under him. Sherry continued to finger fuck Trish’s ass.


  Sherry heard Larry grunt and ram his dick all the way into Trish’s wet hole. Smiling to herself, she pressed against his throbbing cock with her fingers. Through the thin wall between her ass and pussy, she could feel Larry pumping his load into the college girl’s sweet cunt.


  “Can you feel his burning load in your cunt?” Sherry asked between kisses.


  Twisting her head back and forth, Trish looked up at Sherry with big round eyes as she feasted on the sensation of his scalding cream filling her love canal.


  “It’s so hot,” Trish exclaimed as her eyes closed and a shudder moved through her body. Larry kept the head of his dick pressed against her cervix as he emptied his balls into the girl’s juicy hole.


  Sherry could feel Trish’s body turn to rubber as her climax released her, and a smile crossed her lips. She looked so good, and Sherry couldn’t resist kissing her inert body.


  “Let me have her now,” Sherry laughed and pushed him off her. Larry rolled off Trish and lay beside her as his racing heart slowed.


  Sherry cuddled Trish and stroked her breast while watching her erect nipple slowly relax and become a puffy areola that needed to be sucked. Scooting down, Sherry began to suck her boob and nurse on it. She could feel Trish’s fingers in her hair as she nursed on the young girl’s titty.


  Pulling Sherry’s head up, Trish kissed her and said, “Thank you.”


  “The pleasure was all mine,” Sherry replied. “I mean that.”


  “Will you help me suck it?” Trish asked.


  “Of course,” Sherry replied. “It wasn’t bad, was it?”


  “Once I got past the idea, it was pretty neat!” Trish replied. “I can’t wait to see how I taste on his cock.”


  “You’ll love it,” Sherry confirmed. “I can’t wait to taste you myself, and if you’ll let me, I’d love to clean you out?”


  “Just as long as you kiss me afterward,” Trish giggled.


  “Dirty girl,” Sherry laughed. “You’ve got a deal.”


  “His dick is still hard,” Trish said in astonishment. “Is he always like that?”


  “One thing you’ll learn about Larry is that his dick is always hard and doesn’t require any help getting ready,” Sherry said. “Did you like it?”


  “Big, his dick is so big,” Trish confirmed. “I’ve never been fucked like that before, and it was amazing. But now I want to suck it clean, then I want to help him fuck you!”


  “Girl, I love your ideas,” Sherry said as her pussy clenched with anticipation of getting screwed again. This time, I need to be fucked instead of made love to!


  “Give me a second, as I’m so relaxed. It’s hard to get going,” Trish said. Finally, she kissed Larry and said, “Thank you. That was amazing.” Then she worked her way down until his dick was in front of her face.


  Sherry was waiting for her, and they stared at each other with Larry’s cock waving in between them. Trish caught it with her mouth and shuddered at the taste while sliding the spunk-covered dick into her mouth.


  Sherry smiled as she watched Larry’s cock disappear in the college girl’s mouth. The reaction to the young girl tasting his dick was priceless, and Sherry knew the girl was hooked. Waiting to be sure that Trish was securely attached to Larry’s dick, Sherry wormed her way between the taut legs of the young woman.


  Spreading her legs, Sherry looked at the shaved pussy and licked her mouth in anticipation. Taking her thumbs, she spread the girl’s labia apart and kissed her erect clit. Licking up between her lips, Sherry enjoyed the taste of fresh pussy juice with a taste of cum, indicating more to follow.


  Sherry watched the young girl’s cunt still open from Larry stretching her out and waiting for the first sign of his present deposited deep inside her hole. Licking her lips, she saw the first sign and resisted the urge to bury her tongue in the bald pussy in front of her mouth.


  As the fresh cum started to run out of her love tunnel, Sherry’s eyes dilated at the sight, and she lapped it up before it could fall onto the bed. Scooping up the baby juice, Sherry’s body shuddered at the taste and the fact she was licking up the sperm straight from a girl’s well fucked cunt.


  Sorry boys. No eggs for you to fuck today. You’re going to have to be satisfied with being in my warm stomach, Sherry told herself as she spread the jizz across her lips with her tongue. The idea that she was cleaning out the pussy of a girl that Larry had just finished breeding was so erotic and nasty. She knew that most of his precious life-giving fluid was pumped into her baby oven, but enough leaked out to satisfy her perverted urges as she greedily gobbled it up.


  Sherry looked up to see Trish looking at her as she sucked Larry’s cock.


  “How’s the taste?” Trish giggled.


  Clamping her lips tightly together, Sherry scooted up until she could kiss the college student and share the mixture of cum and pussy juice that she was swishing around in her mouth. She felt Trish’s tongue forcing her lips apart until the dirty mixture of sex fluids ran down the young girl’s tongue and into her throat.


  Sherry could feel the girl’s body convulse as the mixture of spunk and cunt juice burned its way down her tongue and deep into her feeble brain. Sucking the girl’s tongue clean, Sherry pulled some of the jizz back into her mouth and relished the taste of their union.


  “What do you think of Larry?” Sherry asked as they continued to kiss and share the fluids between them.


  “I just realized what it was like to be really fucked!” Trish replied with a laugh. “I don’t think I’ve ever been fucked before.”


  “He is nice, isn’t he?” Sherry said. “I love taking him and know exactly what you’re talking about.”


  “Foxy keeps talking about Butch. What do you think of him?” Trish asked.


  “Big,” Sherry honestly replied. “But Larry is a better lay. His dick is a little shorter, but he knows how to use it and satisfy the woman. Butch just puts that monster in you and hammers away. Larry’s goal is to satisfy you first, and Butch just wants to get his rocks off.”


  “Larry felt like he was in my stomach, and he’s the first who could hit bottom,” Trish admitted. “I don’t think I could take a bigger cock than Larry’s.”


  “Butch’s cock doesn’t get as hard as Larry’s, and he doesn’t abuse your cervix like Larry’s dick does,” Sherry giggled. “Like Foxy told me, guys who say dick size doesn’t matter must have a small cock.”


  “I know that I’m going to be sore in the morning,” Trish replied. “But it was worth it!”


  “It’s a one-way street, and after you get used to having your cervix worked over, you’ll probably need a cervical wand to reach deep in your sex to take care of business.”


  “Cervical wand?”


  “It’s a S-shaped plastic rod used to massage your cervix, which will require extra attention after you start taking Larry on a regular basis,” Sherry replied as she eased two fingers into Trish’s sloppy cunt. “Damn, your pussy feels good! Do you play with yourself after getting a good fucking?”


  “First, before Larry, I don’t think I’ve ever had a good fuck,” Trish chuckled. “And I always thought it was dirty, especially after all the horror stories my mom told me.”


  “Most guys have no idea about satisfying a woman,” Sherry agreed. “Stick it in, pound away for a couple of minutes, then turn on the TV. Around here, sex is an all-night affair. Don’t be surprised to wake up in the middle of the night with Larry’s dick buried in your tight little hole! There is something about waking up from a deep sleep in the middle of an orgasm.”


  “Then there are the times when you will wake up with my tongue deep in your tasty pussy,” Sherry added. “We tend to tag team the new girl.”


  “What do you wear to sleep so Larry can take you when he needs some?” Trish asked.


  “Everyone always sleeps naked,” Sherry replied. “In case you haven’t noticed, clothes are optional in the condo. Wait until you’re in their home out by the mountains in the infinity pool, which overlooks a fabulous view of The Strip.”




  Chapter Eleven


  


  Judy slowly realized her husband was holding her breast as the fog of sleep burned away in her mind. It felt good but was somehow different, and she could feel his hot nipples burn into her back as they spooned.


  Wait! Judy thought. Something is wrong?


  In the dim light that managed to slip through the heavy drapes, she looked down at the hand holding her boob. When did my husband start wearing red finger polish? She asked herself. As she moved to better inspect the feminine hand holding her tit, she felt a twinge between her legs. I’m sore down there!


  Then it hit her, the college food delivery, the orgy, and I got seriously fucked! A warm glow covered her as she smiled to herself. This has been an unreal experience, she thought as the girl with the red fingernails started to work her nipple.


  Judy hated when her husband played with her boobs. His hands were always rough, unlike the soft fingers kneading her erect nipples. She could feel the wetness spread between her legs as she watched Foxy, she assumed, play with her in her sleep.


  It must be Foxy, Judy thought as she realized that she could feel the big-haired brunette’s nipple rings pressed against her back. Where’s Stella? Judy thought and chastised herself for being greedy. Then she remembered that Stella had gone home with her husband. I hope Stella’s husband isn’t mad about seeing his wife looking like a gangbanged tramp?


  Carefully rolling over to face Foxy, Judy put her slender brunette’s hand back on her boob while kissing the woman. Foxy still tasted like cum and pussy juice as they softly smooched. Judy could detect the scent of sex on Foxy’s breath which she found strangely erotic. What would my husband say if I came home smelling like ejaculate? Judy thought to herself. Not ejaculate but cum and pussy juice, she corrected herself. Even after a quick shower, Foxy was still a mess. A gorgeous mess but a well fucked mess!


  Giving Foxy another kiss and getting no response besides a squeeze of her boob, Judy slipped out of bed and staggered to the bathroom. Looking at herself in the mirror, Judy was shocked at the reflection. I didn’t get that much action last night, and I still look like I’ve had my brains fucked out! Judy told herself.


  Turning on the shower, Judy cleaned up and tried to make herself presentable. In the medicine cabinet was a supply of sealed guest toothbrushes, and she felt better after brushing her teeth.


  Walking back into the bedroom, she looked at her t-shirt and shorts on the floor. Judy couldn’t bring herself to put the clothes on, as lord knows what they were covered in. It appeared that clothes were optional here, and I decided to go to the kitchen and look for coffee au natural.


  Walking to the kitchen, Judy found Chrissy making a pot of coffee. Chrissy was naked also and still damp from the shower herself. She automatically reacted to the tall redhead with long straight hair and large boobs. Chrissy was a big girl with a fit, muscular body and no tan marks. Like Foxy, Chrissy sported a bald Brazilian pussy.


  “Morning,” Judy said and tried not to be self-conscious about being buck naked.


  “Oh, hi. Judy, isn’t it?” Chrissy turned to her and flashed a big smile. “Coffee will be ready in a couple of minutes.” Then, seeing that Judy appeared uncomfortable, Chrissy said, “I can find you some clothes if you’d be more comfortable, but the dress code is fairly minimal here.”


  “I had assumed as much, but running around naked is a little different for me,” Judy responded. “But, give me a couple of minutes to get used to it. I’d like to try and fit in here.”


  Chrissy laughed at the remark and kissed Judy, who could taste pussy in the big redhead’s mouth.


  “I didn’t ask, but you’re into girls, I hope?” Chrissy asked and, with a laugh, said, “I haven’t brushed my teeth yet, and still taste like the gorgeous young thing I had last night. I’ve been holding off cleaning up to enjoy her as long as possible.”


  “I think so,” Judy replied and laughed. “This is all new to me, but so far, so good. Are you gay?”


  “No, just seriously bi,” Chrissy responded. “I like dick, but pussy is my current choice du jour. I’m an equal opportunity lover and pussy hound.”


  “If I’m not being nosy, what is your relationship with Foxy and Larry?” Judy asked.


  “Girlfriend is the simple answer,” Chrissy said. “We were a threesome back in the midwest, and they asked me to move to Vegas with them. I was divorced from an asshole husband, and it seemed like a good thing to do. I provide arm candy for Larry and help watch out for his wife.”


  “That’s probably a full-time job,” Judy replied.


  “Yeah, Foxy has been a little off the rails here lately,” Chrissy said as she took two coffee cups out of the pantry. Then, pouring coffee in, Chrissy placed the cups on the kitchen table. “Be careful, the coffee is hot, and I don’t want you to burn your tushy!”


  “Thanks,” Judy replied, and after taking a sip, “The coffee has a nice flavor and a unique taste.”


  “It’s TexJoy, a local brand brewed in south Texas. We also use their steak seasoning when grilling,” Chrissy said as she sat across from Judy.


  “So, Larry is from Texas?” Judy asked. “He seems so different from his wife.”


  “He’s a keeper for sure,” Chrissy confirmed. “Larry is like an immovable boulder resisting the oncoming flood, and his wife is more like a gazelle, bounding all over the place, always one leap out of the fire and into the next. Everyone kids about Larry being like Don Quixote tilting at windmills as no wrong is too big for him to tackle.”


  “She’s not really a dingbat, is she?” Judy asked.


  “No, Foxy is very intelligent and not the total airhead she projects. She does shit and assumes Larry will clean up after her,” Chrissy honestly replied. “Friends like that are one in a million, and I love them both to death. So what’s your story?”


  Judy stopped for a moment to collect her thoughts before proceeding. “My husband has lost interest in me, and his ED has worsened. However, I’m starting to understand that it may not be all his fault, as I haven’t tried very hard to fix it. It’s embarrassing to admit, but I sucked more strange cock last night than I ever did with my husband. Does everything always revolve around sex here?”


  Laughing, Chrissy replied, “It would seem that way as we’re always in the rack. Swingers treat sex more casually than straights, and Larry is a horn dog which doesn’t help. If you don’t enjoy getting screwed, this may not be the place for you.”


  “I didn’t mean it in a bad way. It’s just that I was raised to believe that sex was something you did in the dark and never talked about it,” Judy commented. “To watch Foxy and Stella take on that room full of college boys was eye-opening, to say the least. It all seemed so natural, and I just got caught up in the moment.”


  “So she really did get gangbanged?” Chrissy chuckled. “Besides one of her movie shoots, we were only in one gangbang before that I’m aware of. For all her crazy ways, Foxy likes to know who’s fucking her and is typically more selective than a lot of people.”


  “I think it started out to be the two guys, but once Foxy and Stella were getting laid, the noise drew a crowd. Foxy is very vocal while having sex and talks the whole time except when she’s close to a climax. Then it becomes guttural sounds she makes when her brain is turned off,” Judy reflected. “It would have been impossible to ignore the two as the grunts and groans were so loud. After that, the room slowly filled with horny guys, and I don’t think Foxy ever realized that she was pulling a train. One guy would shoot off in one of her holes while someone else was next in line, waiting their turn.”


  Just then, the house phone rang. Chrissy walked over and answered it. Then, after a brief conversation, she came back to the kitchen table.


  “If you need to put clothes on, let me know, as Vince and Stella are coming over for coffee,” Chrissy said.


  “If you’re going to stay naked, then I’ll try it,” Judy giggled. “It’s not like they haven’t seen it before.”


  Trish walked in straight from the shower with a towel around her waist. “Good to see everyone naked,” Trish laughed. “I was hoping I wasn’t the only one running around bare ass!” She untied the towel and laid it across a chair to sit on.


  “Good morning,” Judy responded. “How’d you sleep?”


  “In between Larry’s dick and Sherry’s tongue, I slept like a log!” Trish laughed. “Foxy called this a fuckfest, and now I agree with her.”


  “I think Foxy and I just passed out,” Judy said. “But you didn’t get as much action as she did. So while I didn’t get as much loving, I’m not used to it and more than a little sore.”


  “If this is what swinging is all about. Then, I’m ready to sign up,” The young college girl replied. “I always thought I was oversexed, but now I realize I don’t hold a candle to these girls.”


  “I felt the same way when we first started having threesomes back home,” Chrissy commented as she watched Trish’s tight ass while she poured a cup of coffee. “I hope that we’re not too much for you? But, if you’re like most girls, it will grow on you.”


  “God, no!” Trish gushed. “This is the first time I’ve felt only moderately horny instead of always dripping wet and randy. My girlfriends tell me something is wrong with me, but I realize I’ve just been running with the wrong crowd.”


  “Welcome to the world of swingers,” Chrissy laughed. “Fuck’n and suck’n is what we are all about.”


  “Are you a unicorn also?” The college girl asked. “Foxy said that’s what I was, and it sounds so kinky. Are there a lot of us?”


  “You’d be surprised at how many single girls are in the Lifestyle just to get their needs taken care of,” Chrissy confirmed. “One of Larry’s regulars is a girl who loves anal, but her boyfriend thinks it’s dirty and refuses. So, Larry only gets her mouth and ass; then she doesn’t think she’s cheating on her boyfriend.”


  Judy laughed, “It’s not cheating if he only butt fucks her. I’ll have to try that reasoning on my hubby to see if he bites.”


  “It makes sense if you don’t think too deeply,” Chrissy replied. “I’m not technically a unicorn as I generally don’t attend house parties but mainly get together with Larry and Foxy. Well, other than when I go out hunting on my own, that’s primarily for pussy and not dick. If I need cock, Larry takes care of all my needs without having to leave home.”


  “I have to say, he flat satisfied me,” Trish giggled. “I’ve never had a dick that big before.”


  “The nice thing about Larry is that he takes care of the woman before himself,” Chrissy confirmed. The house phone rang, and Chrissy answered it. “Vince and Stella are on their way up,” she said.


  The couple walked out of the elevator with a large box of bakery items. Vince said, “I picked up some stuff at the restaurant to keep everyone from having to get dressed.”


  “Good boy,” Chrissy said as she started to dig through the box and selected a chocolate long john. Then, seeing the girls in the buff, Stella pulled her minidress over her head and threw it on the couch.


  “Now, that feels better,” Stella said as she rooted through the donuts and poured herself a cup of coffee.


  “How are you feeling?” Judy asked.


  “Like I’ve had my brains fucked out,” Stella laughed. “I love Las Vegas or Sin City as I now know it! And I’ve got my wonderful husband to thank for my new life!”


  “Just wait until you get stopped for speeding in your new convertible,” Vince added.


  “I know,” Stella giggled. “I’ve been thinking about putting a set of knee pads in the glove box, so I don’t get scratched up while I work off the speeding tickets.”


  “Are you doing okay with everything,” Chrissy asked Vince as she brushed donut crumbs off her large breasts.


  “Ecstatic,” Vince replied. “I’ve always been jealous of guys who have hot wives, and now my dreams are fulfilled. I owe it all to Foxy for corrupting her! I’ve thrown out all of her old clothes, and Yvette is filling her closet while emptying my bank account.”


  “I love you, Vince,” Stella gushed. “Plus, I’ve decided to get my nipples pierced so I can wear jewelry like Foxy. Chrissy offered to suck my pussy while they do the procedure to keep my mind off it.”


  “And I’ll take videos of the whole thing,” Vince added. “I can’t wait to see you with gold nipple rings and a connecting gold chain like Foxy’s.”


  “I’ve talked to the sales girl from Yvette’s and invited her out to dinner. I told her to pick out a dress to wear and add it to Vince’s account. Foxy told me she was a good fuck, and I want to make a run at her,” Stella giggled. “What do you think your golfing buddies will say when you show up at Joe’s Steak House with a hot slut on each arm with their tits and ass hanging out?”


  “I can’t wait,” Vince replied. “I can just imagine the two of you talking a cop out of a speeding ticket!”


  “Just remember Sin City’s motto,” Chrissy laughed. “What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas!”


  Larry walked in fresh out of the shower with a towel around his waist. “Morning, all,” he said as he poured himself a cup of coffee.


  “The breakfast room is clothes optional,” commented Stella as she stared at his crotch.


  “Honey, go over and help Larry off with his towel,” Vince suggested.


  “Good idea,” Stella agreed and walked over to rip the towel off and drop to her knees. Checking to be sure her husband could see, Stella began to kiss his cock and stroke it with her fingers. Larry closed his eyes to enjoy the moment as his dick rapidly stiffened in her mouth. Everyone watched as Stella bobbed up and down on Larry’s stiff cock.


  “Now, I need that big cock in me,” Stella said as stood up and pulled Larry to a chair with his dick in her hand. “Sit and let me ride that.” Stella sat on his fuck rod as she guided it home. She let out a little gasp as he filled her. She leaned back against Larry’s chest and squirmed around until he was buried in her hole.


  Smiling at Vince, Stella asked, “Can you see, okay, Baby? Larry’s cock is deep in my pussy and feels so good. Why don’t you get your dick out and stroke it while you watch?”


  “I’ll help,” Judy said as she slid off her chair and unzipped Vince’s pants. Extracting his dick, she bent over and swallowed it electing a moan from Vince.


  “Turn sideways a little,” Stella suggested. “I want to watch you take care of my husband and remember to share after you finish him.”


  Stella’s pussy was so hot and wet it was hard for Larry to keep from dumping his load in her as she bounced up and down on his cock. He cupped her boobs and twisted her nipples as she rode him.


  “Baby, I can feel his dick throbbing in my juicy hole and know that he’s fixing to add his baby juice to the load you pumped in me before we came over,” Stella said as the electricity began to strike her brain.


  “Make him put it deep!” Vince encouraged his wife as he watched Larry’s big cock disappear into his wife’s love box.


  “Don’t worry, baby. Larry always hits bottom on every stroke, and I can feel the head of his dick mashed against my cervix,” Stella said as her climax began to take over control of her body. “Make Judy take good care of you while Larry fills me with his cum.”


  “Her mouth is like velvet, and I’m trying to hold out until I see Larry finish,” Vince gasped as Judy’s hot mouth consumed him. He ran his fingers through her hair as he tried to imagine what it was going to be like when his wife finished off the big dick in her. He had seen movies, but this would be the first time to actually watch her in person.


  Stella watched with what few brain cells she had left as Judy worked over her husband. Every time Larry’s big dick hit bottom in her pussy, she could feel another part of her brain go up in smoke. She was starting to feel like Foxy, with climaxes that completely controlled her and continued to hammer her unmercifully.


  Twisting her head around until she could kiss Larry, Stella whispered, “Fill my dirty hole full of your sweet cum, and I’ll make Trish clean your cock up. Vince can’t hold out much longer and needs to see what a complete slut his wife has become!”


  Stella smiled to herself as she felt Larry’s strokes become faster and a little erratic. I’ve got him now, she thought. He’s fixing to fill me with his sperm and finish breeding me while my husband watches.


  Stella tried to keep her eyes locked on Vince’s as her climax roared in on the express train from hell, but it was no use. Larry rammed up hard and drove his dick deep inside her needy cunt as she frantically grabbed for his legs to hold herself against him. Oh, God! She thought as the warm cream began to fill her pussy while his tadpoles swam around looking for an egg to fuck. They are all in my baby oven waiting for you, she projected to the millions of little swimmers looking to make a real woman of her.


  Across from his wife, Vince watched the thing he had both feared and wanted at the same time. He could see the instant Larry started to fill his wife’s pussy with his potent love juice. Her eyes opened wide for a second when she felt the first blast of cream strike deep in her wet hole. Then her body gave a convulsive jerk, and she collapsed back against Larry’s chest.


  Larry continued to slow fuck his wife as Vince watched the big cock easily slide in and out of her pussy. After a couple of strokes, Vince could see the coating of cum covering his shaft as Larry finished with Stella.


  Closing his eyes, Vince tightened his fingers in Judy’s hair and let nature take its course. He felt Judy’s lips tighten around the head of his dick as she sucked the jizz out of his dick. Vince had never climaxed as hard as he relived the moment his loving wife had let a guy fuck her brains out and fill her with his juice.


  He could feel Judy jerk every time he pumped a rope of cum in her needy mouth, and he could feel her body convulsing with every shot. Finally, Judy laid her head on Vince’s leg, and he could feel her breath on his cock as she planted little kisses on the head.


  “Thank you,” Judy softly said to Vince. “I needed that.”


  “Me too,” Vince agreed. “That was unbelievable.”


  “Do you mind if I see if your wife needs any help?” Judy asked.


  “Make sure you kiss her,” Vince encouraged Judy.


  “Don’t worry,” Judy giggled. “That’s the first thing I plan on doing.”


  Staying on her hands and knees, Judy crawled over to Stella and worked herself between Larry’s legs. She watched Larry’s cock slip out of Stella’s mouth and, without hesitation, twisted Stella around until they could kiss. Stella’s eyes were vacant, which made Judy smile as she licked up the stream of cum running down the girl’s cheek. Scooping up the runaway jizz, Judy pushed her tongue deep into Stella’s mouth and let Vince’s spunk mix with Larry’s.


  “Just another day in Paradise,” Vince said as he watched his wife on her knees helping the Uber Eats woman clean up Larry as he planned his next dinner date with his wife and one of her new slut girlfriends. The thought of having the maitre d seat him and two gorgeous sexy girls, one on each arm, while everyone stared was so exciting.


  


  * * * The End * * *
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  BULL Riding MILFs - Foxy continues to recruit MILFs to join her posse as they search for eligible men who can meet her qualifications and tend to their needs. Tired of his wife being a plain Jane, Vince offers her up to become a beautiful mature Hotwife. Stella is sacrificed and shared among the many suitors vying for their affection.


  Hotwives in Search of Bulls to Ride - Another scorching Hotwife tale for those of you who share and enjoy having your lover come home filled to the brim.


  Vince asked Foxy to turn his wife into arm candy and may have gotten more than he bargained for. Stella is quickly introduced into Foxy and Larry’s swinger crowd as a new unicorn, ripe for the picking. Her training includes pulling a train and other group activities with Foxy’s oversized friends.


  This story is full of nonstop, explicitly detailed sexual scenes as only Larry Archer can portray them. The action is always HEA and bareback for your satisfaction. No Safe Sex lessons included.
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			I Saw Mommy Sucking Santa Claus - A swinger couple and their girlfriends have a chance encounter with Santa Claus while getting ready for a Christmas swingers party. Santa drops in by accident at the wrong house and finds three beautiful naked girls trimming the Christmas Tree. He finds out that they have been very naughty and they decide to give him a good blow job so he will put their names on the ‘Nice’ list.
		


  While this is obviously a fantasy, as we all learned the cruel truth about Santa at around age 6, the other aspects of the story were taken from our friends and our lifestyle. The names have been changed to protect the guilty! This story contains explicit descriptions of sexual activities between consenting adults and if this is not to your liking, please stop reading and visit your public library.


  This is a FREE story and if you haven’t read anything by Larry Archer, this is a good way to get your feet wet.
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			The Perfect Wife – Larry Archer scores again with a Hotwife tale that is guaranteed to warm the cockles of your heart. Our hero, Tony, is a troubleshooter for a large multinational organization and is constantly being sent to the far corners of the world.
		


  The first day Tony and his wife Wanda are ensconced in their new condominium in Sin City, he is sent to London to fix an accounting software glitch that has brought their European division to its knees.


  Wanda, shy and timid house frau, is abandoned in a strange new city with only the clothes on her back as their moving van is broken down halfway between St. Louis and Las Vegas. With no food in the pantry, she is forced to eat at the restaurant located in the exclusive Towers complex. Luckily, Foxy and Chrissy take her under their wings and introduce her to a lifestyle she could only imagine in her wildest dreams.


  Without Tony’s protection, Wanda is forced into situations beyond her control and discovers that she loves it. Tony sees glimpses of his new wife over FaceTime as Foxy turns her into the MILF she was destined to be.


  The Perfect Wife is a nonstop erotic adventure into the world of Hotwives and their cuckold husbands. This long 70,000-word story has twists and turns that Larry Archer is known for, with a HEA ending, as everyone lives happily ever after.


  The Perfect Wife is available in paperback and electronic format for all types of computers, cell phones, electronic readers, and tablets.
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			Company Benefits - Our hero, Reggie, finally makes salesman of the year. The promotion includes a new office on the top floor of his company office building. They manufacture heavy equipment, such as bulldozers and snowplows.
		


  Off-limits to all worker bees, the top floor of their skyscraper is covered with thick carpet, glass-walled offices, and administrative assistants straight out of Penthouse. He discovers to his delight that executives are treated like royalty and afforded every perk desired.


  Reggie’s only job is to sell heavy equipment, and assistants handle everything else. What Reggie didn’t realize was that his employer had a special department called “Triple S.” Triple S or Spousal Support Services’ job was to take care of the wives left alone as their jet-setting husbands roamed the world selling bulldozers.


  The company knew that a happy wife means a happy life or, more correctly, a happy salesman who makes more money for the company.


  Reggie boards the company jet to fly off to Buffalo and get their signature on a two hundred and fifty million dollar snowplow contract. At the same time, Triple S shows up at home to take care of his wife, June.


  While he’s frolicking with the flight attendants, his wife June is watching the tight buns of the pool boy cleaning their pool with his long pole while the pool girl explains all of the benefits she’ll be enjoying courtesy of Reggie’s employer.
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			In My Dreams is an explicit erotic story about a twenty-year-old woman whose world is turned upside down by her parents’ untimely death. Shy and withdrawn, Patrica, or Pixie as she was known, was raised under a strict and overprotective roof by parents terrified of everything, especially hormonally charged young men and killer hornets.
		


  After her parents died in the tragic car accident, Pixie was left alone in the home where she grew up. Alone and struggling to deal with her loss, Pixie took a job in a large metropolitan city far away to try and resolve her demons while starting over.


  Pixie realized that weird things were happening to her in the strange new city even though she was happier. For example, she kept finding totally inappropriate clothes in her dirty clothes hamper or her closet. Like a miniskirt that barely covered her butt or a see-through blouse. Both of which would result in a beating if her mother were still around.


  Pixie’s dreams began to reveal that she had a darker side which disgusted yet excited her at the same time. After reading the book Sybil about a woman with multiple personality disorder or Dissociative Identity Disorder as it’s currently termed, she began to understand what was happening to her.


  In My Dreams is about a shy, naive young woman who comes to grips with the fact that a nymphomaniac slut lives inside her. This erotic story written in the explicit style Larry Archer is known for will delight you with the twists and turns of Pixie learning to embrace her sexually perverted hidden side.


  She discovers that Theresa, her alternate nympho personality, was living a life full of sexual exploits that began to overwhelm Pixie’s shy backward side and propel her acceptance of the new merged Pixie.
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			Idle Hands - Bored housewives decide to cheat as they discover the illicit but erotic word of swinger’s and visiting the glory hole to satisfy their most basic urges.
		


  Two MILFs whose husbands are gone most of the time discover that Idle Hands are really the devil’s workshop as they dabble in the world of forbidden pleasures. This hot, explicit, yet HEA story exposes what really goes on in the backrooms of adult theatres and the bedrooms of wife swapping swingers.


  Written in Larry Archer’s humorous yet highly erotic style, is a fun read from the start. His stories are like a gangbang, once you start pulling the train, the action never stops.
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  Swinger’s Box Set #1 – Three full-length HEA explicit swinger’s stories. 200,000 words of the hottest erotica about the forbidden world of swapping wives and group sex.


  * * * Read for FREE on Kindle Unlimited * * *


  This 200,000-word box set with three of Larry Archer’s hottest HEA explicit swinger stories. Based upon personal experience, join Larry and Foxy as they explore the forbidden world of married couples who swap partners and explore their sexuality with others.


  These three stories take the reader through virtually all kinks such as girl-on-girl, lesbian, BDSM, cuckold, Hotwife, strippers, gangbang, and group sex nonstop action.
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  Cuckold – Hotwife Box Set #2 - Four Full Length HEA Explicit cuckold – Hotwife stories, over 142,000 words of hot and nasty cheating wives on the prowl.


  * * * Read for FREE on Kindle Unlimited * * *


  Four hot and sexy stories about cheating Hotwives and their cuckold husbands, who love to watch.


  Story #1 – The Watchers - An unsuspecting husband discovers by accident that his wife attends gangbang sex shows and takes care of the guests.


  Story #2 & #3 – Wife Swap and Wife Swap 2 – A two-story series about two best friends who decide to spice up their marriage and swap husbands for the weekend. What could possibly go wrong with this idea?


  Story #4 – Cheating Glory Hole Wives – Two wives become bored when their husbands spend all their time in their man caves and decide to entertain themselves by working at the glory hole.


  Four explicit HEA sex stories as only Larry Archer can write!
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  House Party (Foxy & Larry #18) is an 85,000-word novel about an innocent house party that goes wrong or extremely right, depending on which side of the story you’re on.


  Foxy and Larry attend a house party where Foxy falls for the husband of a couple from Los Angeles. She runs off, leaving her husband to deal with the man’s wife as well as their live-in girlfriend and becomes immersed in the pornographic movie business as an upcoming actress.


  Fans of Foxy know that she is a bi-sexual exhibitionist who likes to live on the edge and has always led a protected existence, sheltered by her husband, who picks up after her.


  Moving to LA, she quickly tires of Russell and moves in with a houseful of people who work in the porn industry. Foxy, on her own for the first time in her life, runs amok and is either staring in porn movies, hopping from bed to bed, or walking naked at the nude beach.
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			Crashing the Swinger’s Pajama Party is an 80,000-word explicit erotic novel about how Greg and Samantha innocently invite themselves to what they think is just a huge New Year’s Eve party given by neighbors that they’ve only met a couple of times socially.
		


  Imagine the surprise of when they crash their neighbor’s New Year’s Eve Party only to discover that they are in the midst of a swinger’s pajama party, with over one-hundred people engaged in outrageous behavior.


  Based upon an actual event, the party crashers are quickly drawn into the erotic world of swingers, where virtually anything goes. This HEA story follows the new couple as they quickly discover how much fun the Lifestyle can offer.


  Larry Archer’s swinger couple who are in most of his stories, Foxy and Larry, serve as ringmasters to guide and coach our new couple as they immerse themselves in this anything-goes lifestyle
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			Cheating Glory Hole Wives is a heartwarming story for all you glory hole fans. The guys are all in the basement building their man caves while their unsatisfied wives twiddle their thumbs. Two married women finally decide to take matters into their own hands, or more correctly mouths.
		


  Ensconced in his man cave in the basement so he can watch non-stop football, Ralph becomes suspicious that his wife is entertaining herself with a completely different sport. One where she spends most of her time on her knees! Worse, she has sucked his best friend’s wife in on her dirty little game, and both wives start disappearing at night dressed in outfits that would be more appropriate for streetwalkers than sweet loving housewives.
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			Nina, the Fallen Ballerina, is a sexy tale about a beautiful young woman who trained all her life to be a ballerina. However, as she grew up, she realized that she was never going to achieve her dream.
		


  Ballerinas are typically small tiny girls, and as Nina grew into a picture of her mother, she was tall and lanky, not ballerina material at all. Frustrated, Nina threw herself into her college studies and graduated with an MBA at age twenty-four.


  Once again, she was thwarted in her dreams. Working in an office with a sexist boss, she found herself unfulfilled and unhappy.


  Just when things couldn’t get any darker, she discovered a job listing for exotic dancers at The Fox’s Den. Could this be her destiny? She asked herself as she was interviewed by the club’s manager Linda.


  Maybe it was the first time dancing naked on stage or the way Linda kissed her that Nina felt she was home at last. It seemed natural to fall into the casual sex attitudes at The Fox’s Den, and Nina found herself passed around like a joint at a hippie party.


  


  

    [image: ]

  


  
			Stripper or Nurse? (80,000 Words) Is an erotic novel that blends the world of cuckold and Hotwife with swingers into a novel size story of erotic romance. Tom visits his favorite gentleman’s club with his friends to watch beautiful women dance in the nude. Tom’s fun morning quickly falls apart after he throws a blood clot and suffers a heart attack on the club floor.
		


  Luckily The Fox’s Den has trained all of its dancers in CPR, and they quickly jump into action to save the customer’s life.


  Tom’s wife, Suzanne, becomes naturally furious as she feels her husband’s heart attack is the fault of the dancers and their nubile naked bodies. But she falls under the guiles of the strip club’s owner and realizes her repressed sexuality.


  The story becomes an intertwined story of the seduction of a Hotwife by swingers and the coming to grips of a cuckold husband, who realizes how much he enjoys watching his wife in action.
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			Another Day in Paradise (40,000 Words) Monica is a mid-western girl who moves to Las Vegas to pursue her dreams of being a chorus girl. Like many others, who came before her, she finds fame and fortune a difficult goal to achieve. By accident, she meets a fellow dancer who gets her a job serving as eye candy escorting the mayor around town, to help keep her afloat.
		


  Her girlfriend, Porsche, turns out to have a wild side, and quickly Monica is thrown into the clutches of two swingers and their girlfriends for a sex-filled romp that will keep you titillated page after page. This is a hard-core story with a plot that leads you down the road of Monica’s seduction in exquisite detail. You’ll be amazed as to how quickly she comes over to the Dark Side.


  Another Day in Paradise is another in Larry Archer’s humorous looks at the life of swingers and the misadventures they lead. This 40,000-word novella is chock full of explicit descriptions of hot-hot action, with a HEA ending as only Larry can portray.
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			Coffee, Tea, or ME? (21,600 Words) Foxy wins a Texas-Hold’em tournament at a Las Vegas Strip Casino and invites her husband down to celebrate. While our two favorite swingers are celebrating, they pick up and seduce Zoe, a recent divorcee.
		


  What follows is a night of debauchery in a hotel Bridal Suite as they turn her every way but loose in the no holes barred style that Larry Archer is known for.


  This is an adult’s only novella that will leave your eReader smoking and you may have to store it in the freezer (just kidding). If you are looking for some serious porn that is extremely explicit with vivid descriptions, look no further than “Coffee, Tea, or ME?”
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			The Voyeur (15,000 Words) a delicious little tale about a small-town girl who moves to the big city to escape her abusive and domineering father, who beat her for any real or perceived thought about anything related to men or sex. Constance takes a job far away from home in Saint Louis, where she works at an ad agency surrounded by people who live on the edge between fantasy and reality.
		


  There she meets her new best friend Sue, who takes the naive girl under her wing and tries to iron out some of the kinks instilled by her father and his paddle. Constance rapidly blooms and finds that she’s not only attracted to men but also girls. Then things heat up as she starts letting the guy across the courtyard watch her dress and help with her wardrobe selection.


  This story is primarily girl-on-girl, with some voyeuristic scenes thrown in and written in the no holes barred style of Larry Archer, with graphic descriptions of the action to fill your imagination.
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			Wife Swap 2 (54,400 Words) carries on in the same depraved and debauchery filled story from the start in Wife Swap. This long, for a BDSM sex story, follows Carol as she falls into the clutches of Dominatrix Mistress Foxy, who decides to beat some sense into her and breaks up Carol’s marriage to take her as the latest submissive in Foxy’s stable.
		


  In spite of the occasional beatings, this light-hearted romp completes Carol’s education as she realizes what she’s been missing all these years.


  This story blends cuckold/Hotwife scenes, BDSM, and swinging situations into a fun-filled erotic story that has something for almost everybody, regardless of your kink.


  Note that at 54,000+ words, this story is much longer than your normal smut story, and you get a lot more bang for the buck. Compare story lengths and remember Larry has sex on virtually every page.


  As always, Larry Archer combines a good storyline with sexual situations involving straight, girl-on-girl, anal, oral, facials, and group sex with graphic descriptions. This story is completely bareback and no safe sex lessons included.
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			Wife Swap ( 26,300 words) In a plot similar to their 1969 movie namesake, two couples Bob & Carol and Ted & Alice decide to open up their marriage and share some of their most intimate fantasies. Follow along as the two wives decide to swap husbands for an innocent date, but things rapidly spiral out of control when they realize that Carol has multiple personalities like the famous Sybil, who is up for anything and anyone.
		


  This is Larry Archer, at his best, weaving a scorching hot explicit tale of consensual bareback sex between two couples that leaves no detail out as everything is on the table for these throwbacks to the swinging era of the ’70s.


  You may have to put your Kindle in the freezer to cool it off after reading this graphic novel about swingers and the swinging lifestyle.
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			Fantasy Swingers 2 (35,000 Words) tells of a couple, who become interested in swinging because of the wife’s infatuation with a co-worker. Later while shopping for a sexy dress, they meet a couple of swingers, who initiate them into the alternate lifestyle known as swinging. This story deals with the conversion of Cynthia from a sweet innocent housewife to a complete slut (use your imagination here). Cynthia and her husband are thrown into the deep end of the swinger’s pool and learn to sink or swim or at least swallow!
		


  Cynthia learns the actual meaning of “Thank you, sir. May I have another?”


  This story was originally one of the first that I wrote and about 75% true, with the rest being a fantasy from my sick mind. Most of the characters have been taken from people I have known and partied with. I have changed the names and places to protect the guilty. If you recognize yourself in the story, then I hope it was as good for you as it was for me.


  As always, this story deals with sick and perverted people and the disgusting things they do to each other and themselves. If the thought of fucking and sucking (not making love to) a total stranger makes you queasy, then stop here. Otherwise, I suggest that you take your laptop into the bathroom and lock the door.
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			The Dancer (21,000 Words) is a story about a young college girl who is working her way through college by dancing at The Fox’s Den, a gentlemen’s club in Las Vegas. While on the job only a week, she has learned a lot about sex beyond what was taught in Sex Ed 101.
		


  What could possibly go wrong? Only that her mother learned of her new job stripping and was convinced that she was also hooking. What’s a mother to do, so naturally she crashes into the bosses’ office in full on crazy lady attack mode.


  Thankfully cooler heads prevailed, and the crazy lady ends up in bed with the bosses’ wife, while the young dancer, Peaches, ends up in a threesome with the boss Larry and Linda, the manager.


  As all of Larry Archer’s stories go, this one is full of well written and graphically described sexual situations on virtually every page. His stories are always HEA (happily ever after) and exactly the reason that you read erotic stories, to be entertained and sexually stimulated.


  This story, like all of Larry’s, are bareback and leave no hole unplugged. The scenes include girl-on-girl, straight sex, oral, menage, swingers, anal, cream-filled, and with a little BDSM thrown in for good measure.
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			Swinger’s Pool Party (13,000 Words) Foxy and Larry attend a pool party hosted by a couple of swingers they know. While at the party they meet a new couple, Mike and Cindy. While getting to know them, they introduce the husband to the Hotwife pool hostess, leaving them to take care of his wife.
		


  Cindy feels at ease with Foxy and Larry and quickly forgets about what her husband is up to. Foxy finds that Cindy is as eager and open-minded as she is beautiful. After a hot and steamy threesome, they take Cindy back to their house for more fun.


  In the morning, Cindy is introduced to the sexy widow who lives next door and comes over for coffee and early morning satisfaction.


  This adult’s only story contains explicit sex scenes, threesomes, girl-on-girl, and all-around hot times.
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  Driving the Stripper Mobile (53,000 Words) is a story about Don, an ordinary guy who is down on his luck. In fact, while he was down, Lady Luck even gave him a couple of hard shots to the stomach. Dumped by his wife and fired from his job, Don is befriended by a stripper and the club owner, who feel sorry for him. The strip club builds a truck with a clear plastic box on the back, complete with a stripper pole. The plan is for the Stripper Mobile to drive up and down Las Vegas Boulevard, while girls dance in the plastic box. Hopefully, people will be attracted by the beautiful girls dancing and visit the club. The club owner decides to give Don a shot and hires him to drive the Stripper Mobile.


  Don ends up with one of the strippers as his girlfriend and is thrown into a world of swingers, group sex, erotic dancers, cuckolding, lesbian, and perverted sexual acts that he had only previously dreamed of. This story involves graphic sexual scenes and is told in a well-developed storyline as only Larry Archer can weave it.
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			Cuckolding: A Night At The Bar (24,500 Words) Tina, a 40ish housewife, who has kept herself in great shape, has decided to do something about the fact that her husband doesn’t measure up. This MILF initially trolls the bars and picks up younger studs that are big enough to satisfy her every need. At first, she cleans up before coming home, but when her husband doesn’t seem to mind her late-night “dates,” she discovers that he enjoys being a cuckold and starts making him clean her up after she’s been out with one of her Bulls. Then the night they walk into a small neighborhood bar, she discovers an extra-large soccer team, who had stopped for a beer. That night her husband, Steve, discovers the full truth about what his wife has been up to.
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			Cuckolding: A Hotwife Is Born (47,000 Words) A graphic tale about a 40-year-old housewife, who is seduced by her next-door neighbor, and turned out as a Hotwife with her cuckold husband. Tina is happily married except for the small fact that her husband is too little to take care of her needs. Her husband has gotten a big promotion, which enables them to buy a new house where Tina meets her sexpot neighbor Gretchen.
		


  Gretchen sees potential in Tina and introduces her to the sexy world of clubbing, where she and Gretchen are on the outlook for young and virile studs to party with. Tina becomes caught up in a world of non-stop sex as she samples everything she finds, including the girls.


  This story is very graphic with non-stop action and a good storyline to weave all of the acts of perversion together into a hot story that doesn’t give you time to take a breath.
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			Cuckolding: My Wife Is A Porn Star (24,000 Words) is a kinky story about a guy who comes home to an empty house as his wife is out partying with the girls. Figuring that this would be a good time to watch some porn on his computer, he grabs a beer and picks out a new video to watch that looks pretty hot. As he’s sitting there, playing with himself while watching these two girls take care of everyone on the set. In the last scene, he finally gets a good look at the girls and realizes that he’s just jerked off to his wife and his best friend’s wife making a pornographic movie.
		


  The story involves acts of cuckolding (Hotwife) action, voyeurism, lesbian, group (menage), oral, anal, and facial scenes told in a light-hearted manner with graphic descriptions of the sex scenes portrayed as only Larry Archer can spin the tale.
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  Cuckold and Hotwife - Box Set 1 (96,500 words) is a box set of three Hotwife stories for your reading and self-abuse pleasure. Almost 100,000 words describing some of the wildest scenes you could ever imagine. If you’ve ever wondered about the erotic fantasy of watching your wife being ravaged by men, right in front of your eyes, this is your entry into that forbidden world.


  Written by a swinger, who’s been there and done that, this box set is based upon the true adventures of a swinger couple to give you an up-close and personal look at the world of cuckold husbands with their Hotwives.


  The box set includes A Night at the Bar, A Hotwife is Born, and My Wife is a Porn Star.
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			The Watchers (36,000 words) is a tale about Gene, an insurance adjuster, who is having a mid-life crisis after 20 years of marriage. Imagine that you’ve just finished a mind numbing seminar and are sitting in a hotel bar having a drink when you pick up on the conversation two guys next to you are having.
		


  You hear the words Sex Show, and your ears perk up. As you listen, you discover that for one-hundred dollars, you can watch people having sex right in front of your eyes. For someone who looks at wrecked cars and damaged houses for a living, a sex show sounds irresistible.


  The sex show turns out to be everything Gene could hope for and much more. At the end of the show, he discovers that one of the actresses is his sweet innocent wife of twenty years.


  As with all of Larry Archer’s erotic stories, this one is for adults only and features graphic depictions of bareback sexual conduct between grown people, who should know better.
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			The Runaway (34,000 Words): Foxy and Larry, two swingers, pick up a stranded girl on the side of the road and take her home to try and help her just before Christmas. Initially, their motives were simply to try and help her, but rapidly the homeless girl becomes infatuated with the couple and their lifestyle. Their mission of mercy now turns to debauchery as they invite her into their home and family. This is an erotic romance story that is intended for mature adult audiences only and includes graphic descriptions of sex between consenting adults with straight, bisexual, and group scenes.
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			Seduced by the Dark Side (58,000 Words) is a hard-core non-stop erotic romance about a small-town farm girl from Minnesota who moves to Las Vegas to experience the wilder side of life. Ingrid’s education starts as soon as her plane lands in Las Vegas, where she is picked up by Stormy, an exotic dancer while trying to get her luggage. Accepting a ride from her new girlfriend, she finds out how much fun the back of a limo can be with a bunch of horny exotic dancers.
		


  On her first day at work, her new boss, Crystal, catches her taking care of business while she relives her experience from last night in the limo. Her boss, who is a MILF in expensive clothes, takes an immediate liking to her. While driving in her boss’s new convertible, she meets a swinger couple, Foxy and Larry, on Las Vegas Boulevard, who invite them to a gentleman’s club that night for what promises to be an exciting evening.
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			Alyson Discovers The Glory Hole (31,000 Words) Two swingers, Foxy and Larry, take a cum obsessed girlfriend to a Las Vegas adult theater with glory holes to satisfy her cravings for servicing strangers.
		


  While in the toy section, they pick up a straight couple when the wife becomes infatuated with Foxy’s braless jugs, micro-mini, and thigh-high boots. Foxy makes Alyson take care of the husband to help get her warmed up. Foxy’s dominate side quickly comes out as she punishes the cashier for hitting on her husband and gives her ten lashes with her riding crop in front of the other customers as a correction.


  This story involves oral sex, facials, cum swallowing and sharing, anonymous sex, group sex, lesbian or bisexual sex, anal, and Mistress/slave action that is non-stop from the beginning to the end.
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			Fantasy Swingers (12,000 Words) tells of a couple, who become interested in swinging because of the wife’s infatuation with a co-worker. Later shopping for a sexy dress, they meet a couple of swingers, who initiate them into the alternate lifestyle known as swinging. This is Part 1 of a multi-part series of how Cynthia and Francis are introduced into swinging by veteran swingers, Foxy and Larry.
		


  The follow-up stories deal with the final conversion of Cynthia from a sweet innocent housewife to a complete slut (use your imagination here). Cynthia and her husband are thrown into the deep end of the swinger’s pool and learn to sink or swim or at least swallow!


  Cynthia learns the actual meaning of “Thank you, sir. May I have another?”


  


  About the Author - Larry Archer


  


  Erotica from the Dirty Mind of Larry Archer.


  


  I write hardcore action filled adult erotica stories primarily in several topics, swinging, group sex (menage), bi-sexual, lesbian, Master/slave (BDSM), and some incest/taboo. I’ve been writing adult oriented smut since 2012.


  My wife and I were always a little on the liberal side and got into the Lifestyle (swinging) after a few years. The Lifestyle has always been a lot of fun for us and has led to interesting situations.


  Writing adult-themed (erotica) stories using situations we’ve been in as a base was a natural for me. I have a vivid imagination and find it easy to start with a scenario and develop that into a story. We travel a lot and have met numerous couples across the country, which provides me with more fodder for my tales.


  A lot of my stories involve a couple, Foxy and Larry, who are dyed in the wool swingers and enjoy life to the fullest. Sometimes they are central characters, sometimes they will drift in and out of a story, like Alfred Hitchcock, and other times they never show up. They tend to epitomize the best (worst?) of swingers I have known and bring out the best of the Lifestyle.


  Foxy and Larry tend to attract (seduce) straight couples who are interested or leaning in the direction of trying something different. We have personally introduced some couples to the Lifestyle and, surprisingly enough, didn’t have sex with a fair number of them.


  The Lifestyle gives a couple the opportunity to experience relationships with others and help keep things from getting dull in a marriage after a few years. While the basic reason for swinging is to exchange partners, there is a friendship that develops between couples that are difficult to understand by what we call “straights” or those on the outside.


  So if you’ve been a bad boy or girl, talk it over with your partner and get in the game.


  Now having said all those things, I need to offer a “Don’t try this at home.” clause. The Lifestyle is not for everyone, and nothing I say should be construed to mean that I want you and your spouse to try this. Every sport you undertake has certain risks and benefits. Just because it is right for someone else doesn’t mean that it is right for you. I will not be responsible for any action that you take or the results from such action based upon anything I write or say. This is a grown-up activity, and as an adult, you are responsible and not the author. Remember to have safe and responsible sex.
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