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Foreword
I’ve wanted to write this book for a while, and the basic premise of it is a fairly straightforward one, right? Husband and wife act out a prostitution fantasy, where she pretends to be “bought” by him. It’s the kind of thing you might find in an issue of Cosmopolitan—tip #3 in an article about how to act some spice back into the bedroom. I love the challenge of taking those basic stories and fantasies and breathing new life into them—and I like to think that I’m at least half-way successful at doing it. (See All In for my take on the strip poker conceit.)
A few months back, though, there was a pretty heated conversation on Twitter around “female-led hotwifing.” I won’t rehash it (read it here on my blog: kennywriter.com/storify-female-led-hotwife-stories/) but the back and forth got me thinking about how I’d write my own “female-led” book.
That’s when I remembered this story idea, and everything fell into place. The “twist” is so simple: unlike most incarnations of the this fantasy (or hotwife stories in general), it’s not the husband who wants his wife to act like a whore—the story is actually about a wife who literally has a whore fantasy.
In any case, Vincent and Angelica’s story flowed after that. I’d say it’s the fastest a book has come off my digital pen, except that I wrote my next book even faster (tentatively named Separated, With Benefits). In any case, I can assure you that just because it was written quickly, it does not lack for quality or sexiness. It should be a fun read, and those looking for something light and couples oriented should look no further than the pages you hold in your hand.
If you’re looking for more, though, please check out a new site that I launched with a few other authors of this genre:

hotwifebooks.com. I’m trying to keep it updated and relevant, and pay attention to it because we’ve got a few goodies in store for our readers in the coming months.
Take care. If you liked what you read, please leave a review wherever you bought it, or email me personally. My address can be found in the back, along with other ways to contact me.
Thanks for reading!
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Chapter 1
Vince
The view of the Las Vegas Strip from Fortuna was even better than the one from MGM. As the sun set along the palm tree-lined boulevard, Vegas spread out in all its brightly lit splendor. Vince’s room was high enough that he could only just make out people moving from casino to casino, the pulse of this city beating with expectation. In an hour, night would fall and the energy would really flow.
The Health & Fitness Convention was over, and Vince was exhausted. He’d filled his last three days mostly walking the vendor floors and attending workshops on the latest and greatest in wearable fitness tech, but he hadn’t been getting great sleep at night. It was always strange sleeping in a bed alone, without Heather’s warm body beside him, her light brown hair fanned across her pillow. So rather than waste the time tossing and turning in a strange bed, he’d wandered the casino floor to people watch.
Tonight would be different. Tonight, he wouldn’t be alone. He’d already checked out of the convention hotel and moved his things to Fortuna, the newest casino on the Strip, and more importantly for him, on the opposite end. He didn’t know many of the other attendees of HFC, but he sure as hell didn’t want to chance running into one of the few that he did.
Now, he waited nervously for his company.
A knock came at the door, two swift raps, a pause, and then a third. Vince’s stomach fluttered. He checked himself out in the mirror as he crossed the room to the door. He wore a pair of pressed, gray slacks and a rich, black shirt, rolled at the sleeves and open at the collar one more button than he was comfortable with. He wanted to exude confident sophistication, not geeky awkwardness, and they say clothes make the man.
Vince hadn’t shaved, either, the dark scruff a departure from his usual clean-shaven self. That’s how he’d always been—ordered, upstanding, a rule-follower. Not tonight. Not for the next three nights. His heartbeat quickened.
He touched his wedding band with his thumb. Its white gold was scuffed and dented from the many years he’d worn it, but he’d never taken it off. He wondered if he should now.
The knock came again. His heart leapt. He went to the door.
“Hello. Vincent Webb?” said the woman on the other side of the door.
At first, Vince just stared. She was absolutely stunning—Hollywood red carpet, arm candy kind of stunning, although that was kind of the point. Her long, red hair hung loosely around her face, complementing her porcelain skin and the deepest cobalt eyes he’d ever seen.
She cleared her throat, her brows creasing ever so slightly. Even that gesture was gorgeous. “Is this room 1455? Vincent?”
“Um...yes.”
“And you are...?”
“Sorry, yes. Vincent Webb. You must be Angelica.”
Angelica smiled, and Vince felt his heart melt a little. She looked him over, quickly assessing him like she did this all the time. “That’s right. I’m your date.”
His date. Vince took a long, slow breath to calm himself.
“Invite me in?”
“Sorry, yes. Please, come in.” He stepped aside, allowing her to enter his room. He’d been so focused on her face that he’d barely had a chance to take in the rest of her. He ached when he did.
Angelica wore the kind of black dress that he’d seen plenty of times here in Vegas—tight, short, sexy—just never on a woman who was here for him, and he’d never seen someone pull off the look with such grace. This woman could have worn a pair of booty shorts and a tube top and made it look elegant.
The dress ended well above her knees, displaying a pair of stunning legs, long and lean, made more so by her tall stilettos. They were as impractical as they were sexy, and it was those heels that made him wonder who this woman was.
“Can I get you something to drink?” he asked, remembering that she was real, not some photo in a fashion magazine.
When he met her eyes again, Angelica was smiling knowingly. “You can look. You’ve already paid me for it.”
Vince’s chest tightened. Paying her for it. He could barely breathe.
Angelica laughed, musical, wonderful. “I’d love a drink, but why don’t we get one in the bar downstairs?”
Vince looked her over again. Her breasts didn’t spill over the top of her dress in a trashy way, but they did spill over enough to draw his eyes. He thought of cupping them, feeling the soft flesh fill his hands—
“Or we could just stay here, if you’d like. Would you like a preview of what’s to come?”
Vince looked back up at her. She was watching him watch her, eyes on fire.
“Please,” he said, his voice quivering.
Her smile widened. She reached behind her and slowly unzipped the dress. She winked. “Just a sneak peek.”
Vince shifted. He wanted to adjust his cock, but was embarrassed to. This woman seemed too classy for that.
She helped him out, glancing at the armchair in the corner of the room. “Why don’t you take a seat?”
Vince nodded. He felt so out of his league. Crossing the room, he adjusted himself, relieving some of the pressure. Sitting, he looked back at Angelica. She brushed the straps of her dress off her shoulders, shimmying out of the slinky material.
He watched, enraptured. She wore a black bra of rich lace, low cut and padded enough to lift her tits up like an offering. He could make out the hint of her pale, pink nipples at the edge of the bra, the only disruption to her smooth, creamy skin. His eyes widened at the navel piercing, a silver bar tipped with a ruby red jewel.
She pulled the dress lower, out over her hips. Her thong was tiny, matching the bra and barely covering her sex. He licked his lips, expecting to see the shadow of her pubic hair, but detecting nothing.
Lower still, the dress fell around the high points of her heels. She wore nude stockings, expensive and shimmering, topped in lacy bands.
“Do I meet your expectations?” Angelica asked, knowing her answer from the hungry look on Vince’s face.
“You’re gorgeous.”
Angelica brushed her long, red hair over her shoulder. “Thank you.” She took a step towards him, sashaying her hips. “Now do you want me to suck your cock first? Or do you want to fuck me?”
Vince’s breath caught. Despite her sinful body in her sinful lingerie, he wasn’t expecting such a direct question. His cock flexed, aching to be set free.
“Heather, I—”
“Angelica,” she said, interrupting him. “For the next three days, it’s Angelica. Or Angie, if you want to be cute. I’m yours to do with as you please.” She cocked her hip. “What would please you?”
This was Heather’s fantasy more than it was Vince’s. She’d always been the kinkier one in their relationship. But now she needed him to take the lead. He took a deep breath and put on his game face.
“The girlfriend experience, right?” he said.
As she looked at him through her lashes, he wondered if they’d always been so long. “That’s what you’re paying for,” she said. “Why don’t we start with a blowjob?”
Vince stared at his wife in disbelief. It wasn’t like Heather didn’t give blowjobs, she just usually didn’t offer them so directly. They were part of foreplay, a thing she did to get him ready before sex. Angelica, however, lowered herself to her knees without hesitation, reaching out to rub his cock through his pants like it was the most natural thing in the world.
“What do we have here? A big boy.” She kept looking up at him with those eyes. He knew she was wearing colored contacts, but he couldn’t get over how different they made her look. He could almost pretend that the woman between his legs actually was a high class call girl.
She unzipped him and fished out his cock. “Very nice, Vincent. I see we’re going to have a fun few days.”
She stroked him with both hands, and Vince noticed that her wedding and engagement bands were gone. Her naked fingers reinforced how wrong this felt, despite the fact that they were a happily married couple role playing in the privacy of their own room.
Angelica leaned down and wrapped her lips around the crown on his cock. He groaned, his balls swelling.
She pulled her mouth from him briefly. “That good?”
He nodded tightly. “It’s good.”
She accepted the compliment graciously, as if he’d told her that he liked her hair, or the sound of her voice, not her oral skills. When she returned to his cock, she sucked him with more enthusiasm than he thought she normally did. Or was that just his imagination?
Angelica flipped her long, red hair over her shoulder, giving him a clear view of his cock disappearing between her soft lips. Her eyes were closed, and he studied her smokey eyeshadow and glittering mascara—more makeup than Heather ever wore, but just the right amount for Angelica. He wondered what she was thinking about. Was she picturing him as some random customer? How deep did her fantasy run?
Even asking the questions sent a pulse of excitement through him. He glanced outside, where Vegas waited for nightfall, when anything could happen.
“Look at me,” he said, wishing that his voice came out stronger than it did. Wishing he’d had the courage to add, whore at the end of the order.
She opened her eyes and looked at him, vibrant, electrified. He saw his wife, but didn’t. He didn’t recognize the wildness in her gaze, like he was a stranger to her, brand new, and she blew him like she had something to prove.
She pulled off him again, although she kept pumping his spit-slick shaft with her hand. “So does a good girlfriend swallow?”
He nodded, not trusting himself to speak. She returned to his cock, swallowing him swiftly, taking more of him deep. He felt his cockhead press against her throat, and for a moment, he thought that she’d take him even deeper. His fingers flexed to pull her head against him, to force himself into her throat, but he resisted.
Instead, she sucked off him, hard and slowly, until he popped free of her mouth.
“Or does a good girlfriend take it on the face?”
“Ah, fuck!” Vince groaned. He caught them both by surprise as he exploded. The first burst splashed across her cheek before she could get her lips back around him.
A small part of him was disappointed. The rest of him was too busy losing his mind on the orgasm. He leaned back in his chair, shut his eyes, and shot off inside Angelica’s wet, dirty mouth. She drank him swiftly, but he’d been holding that load for the past four days. She couldn’t keep up, and it quickly overwhelmed her. Come escaped the corners of her mouth, dripping off her chin and into her creamy cleavage. She pulled back, just as one last pulse sprayed her neck and the straps of her bra.
Vince had never given Heather a facial. He’d always worried that it would be too demeaning. Angelica, however, sat back on her haunches and couldn’t stop smiling. She wiped her chin clean with her fingers, then licked them clean.
She smiled. “Yummy.”
As casually as he could, Vince stuffed himself back into my pants and zipped up. “I think I’m ready to show off my girlfriend. Would you like a drink?”



Chapter Two
Angelica
Angelica. For the next three days, that was who she was. She’d waved goodbye to Heather Webb back in Minneapolis and boarded the plane. By the time it touched down in Sin City, she was Angelica, a call girl that made ten grand a day offering men the chance to have a “girlfriend experience”. Only she was the girlfriend that didn’t say no.
She looked at Vince—Vincent to Angelica—and wondered if he’d be able to take full advantage of that freedom.
She turned to him as they rode the elevator down to the main floor. “This your first time in Las Vegas?”
“Nah. I come here every year for HFC.”
“HFC?” she asked. She knew what it meant, of course, but playing ignorant about Vince’s life helped her get more into her role.
He smirked at her, but answered with a straight face. “Health & Fitness Convention. It’s one of the biggest health and wellness expos in the country.”
“So you’re in the fitness industry. That makes sense.” She ran her hand along his torso. She saw Vince as a stranger would. Broad shouldered and lean, he stood just over six feet, tall enough that she still had to look up at him, even in her four-inch heels. “You keep in great shape.”
Vince rolled his shoulders back subconsciously, puffing out his chest. The Heather inside of her would have giggled—she’d seen him do that when talking to other pretty women—but Angelica simply admired.
“Thanks,” he said. “CrossFit.”
She did smile at that. Like it was for most people, CrossFit was an obsession for Vince. Beyond work and the television shows they watched together, it was one of the things he talked about most. Heather worked out with him at times, and it was always a good workout, but she hadn’t bought in as fully as he had. They both knew she was mostly just humoring him. Angelica, on the other hand, was interested in everything that he was interested in. That was her role.
“Exciting. Maybe you could show me a few exercises later on?”
He looked at her with a wry smile. “Is that a euphemism?”
She had been trying to ask a semi-genuine question and hadn’t followed the way it sounded. When she did, she forgot her persona and blushed. “No, I’m being serious. Or, I mean...” Not serious, but serious for Angelica. “Can we start over?”
Vince looked at her in a familiar way, one that saw his wife, not his whore. The elevator doors opened before either of them could say anything. Reset.
*
The elevator opened right onto the casino floor of Fortuna. The ringing and chaos of thousands of slot machines was overwhelming, despite how ubiquitous it was to this city. It filled the airport. It rang through the casino lobby. It poured out of nearly every building that she passed when she took her walk down the Strip earlier that afternoon.
On a literal level, it was the sound of money being won and lost. It represented commerce and the foundation that this whole city was built on. But in another sense, Angelica heard excitement in the clattering jingle, the nonsensical chimes, the incessant ring of someone being paid out. And she heard sin. Gambling was nothing compared to where her fantasies went when she let them, but it was exciting by association. People came here to pay for happiness, whether at a slot machine, a blackjack table, or in the arms of a prostitute. And here she was.
“Let’s get that drink,” she said. She led them through the warren of the casino floor to a lounge she’d scouted out earlier.
As they walked, she couldn’t shake the feeling of being watched, or the urge to tug down on her dress. It wasn’t the shortest dress she’d brought to Vegas, and it certainly wasn’t the shortest she spotted in the casino, but it was short enough to make her self-conscious.
She grimaced. Short enough to make Heather self-conscious, not Angelica.
She was safe here, she reminded herself. She was hundreds of miles from home, in a city that boasted a motto all about sin and secrecy. It was the ideal place to play out this fantasy—her deepest, darkest fantasy.
All she had to do was look around. The cocktail waitresses at Fortuna were all gorgeous, wearing tiny dresses that resembled togas, and cute, little angel wings that somehow made the whole ensemble even dirtier. She caught Vince looking at one, a blonde carrying a tray laden with drinks.
“You think she’s pretty?” Angelica asked.
Vince looked at her sharply, ready to make the automatic answer of a husband caught with a wandering eye. He seemed to remember who she was supposed to be at the last moment, though. “I do. Do you?”
The question felt warm inside her chest. She looked at the cocktail waitress. Her blond hair was blown out, her nails painted, her lashes false. Everything about the woman was fake, including—Angelica guessed—her chest. But was she thinking like Heather would? Would Angelica be so critical? She decided that she would.
“She’s sexy, but not my type,” she said. Scanning the crowd, she found another blond waitress floating through the blackjack tables and taking orders. Her hair was paler, straighter, hanging like a blade over one eye. Her skin was as creamy as Angelica’s, and while her tits were also probably store-bought, there was something more real about her. She nodded in the blonde’s direction. “That one, on the other hand, is definitely my type.”
Angelica got a kick out of Vince’s silent gasp. As Heather, she’d never admitted that she had a type—not of women, anyway. She’d never thought she did, either, until she actually took the time to think about it, and it surprised her as much as it surprised him.
“Good choice,” Vince said. “You’ve got good taste.”
Angelica could tell he was thinking about her fooling around with the blonde. Color sprung to her cheeks. She was his whore for the next few days. What if he wanted to watch her do that? She smiled and banished the thought. He probably would, but he’d never ask.
Vince led them into the lounge. A piano player filled the intimate space with bluesy riffs, and despite it being open to the casino floor, the slot machines faded to background noise.
They ordered drinks—a vodka tonic for her, with lime, and a whiskey and coke for him—then settled into a booth that overlooked the casino proper. “So you’re here for a health conference…” she began.
“Yeah.” He took a sip of his drink as he fell into character once again. Fake small-talk about stuff they already knew would help with their roles. “I’m a buyer for a local sporting goods chain. Sort of, anyway. We’re looking to support some fitness wearables.”
“Like the Apple Watch?” she prompted.
“More like a Fitbit. There are a ton of them out on the market now. Every major company seems to be putting them out. That’s what I’m here for. To see what the latest and greatest is, beyond those usual players.”
“Do you wear one yourself?” she asked, touching his bare wrist.
“I should, shouldn’t I?”
Angelica shrugged. “Our careers don’t have to define us.”
“But they usually do,” he said. She watched him watch her fingers on his wrist, conscious of the indentation where her rings normally were. “How about you, Angelica? How much does your career define you?”
Her heart began to race as she thought about her role. “Honestly, I’m still figuring that out.” She dragged her eyes up to Vince’s. “I like to please.”
Vince swallowed visibly.
With a laugh, she added, “But I don’t know if that’s the job, or that’s why I’m drawn to it.”
She shocked herself at her own innuendo, but did a decent job of hiding it. She used Angelica’s persona as an excuse to talk so openly. After all, it wasn’t Heather admitting this...
And God, the way he was looking at her was so fresh. He studied her, trying to understand her. Like this really was their first date. Like she was someone brand new.
“So how was the convention?” she prompted when it seemed like the conversation wasn’t going anywhere.
“Did you find anything worth reporting home about?” she asked.
“Um….” He laughed nervously. It was the kind of question that Heather would ask when she picked him up from the airport, and she cursed herself slightly for breaking the already tenuous illusion. But still, it was also something Angelica would ask. A warm-up question. A girlfriend question.
He said, “No, not really. A few promising products out there that I’ll follow up on.”
“So do you travel a lot for work?”
“Not a lot. A few times a year I come out to one of these conventions. Last month, I went to an athletic shoe expo.” He looked up at her shyly. “Exciting, I know.”
Angelica touched his arm, laughing. “Just because a conference is on shoes doesn’t mean there aren’t other ways to make it exciting.”
He looked away from her, embarrassed. “I’ve never done anything...like this.”
Neither have I, she thought, then repressed it. Instead, she said, “You’ve dated before, right?”
“Yes.” He thumbed his ring. If he was feeling guilty, that was a good thing. It meant he was buying into the role play.
“Then you’ve done this before. Just think of me as more...open than anyone you’ve ever dated.”
The thought alone sent a quiver across her sex. Saying it aloud made her wet.
Again he looked at her like a stranger. This time, there was less shyness in the stare. Less awkwardness. He was finally getting the game. He reached out and ran his hand across her leg, running it up the inside of her thigh before touching the hem of her skirt and stopping.
“Let’s talk about you,” he said.
Angelica’s heart began to race. She had her whole story worked out, her persona picked and planned. She’d done her homework as much as she could. She was twenty-nine. College-educated. She’d started escorting while pursuing her MBA. She got the degree, but never did anything with it. Escorting was just too lucrative. What he paid for got him a basic girlfriend experience—dates, conversation, overnights, and all the conventional sex he wanted. Anything more would cost him extra, but she wouldn’t deny him anything if he paid.
That last part was what made her nervous. She hoped he’d push her. It was at the heart of her whore fantasy. But it scared her at the same time. “I’m an open book, what do you want to know?”
“Well, first of all...” he began. His fingers found the lace of her thigh high, reminding her that she was wearing thigh highs at all. She held her breath, waiting for her question. “...have you ever seen Zumanity? The Cirque du Soleil show?”
Not even close to the kind of question she was prepared for. Tension drained from her. “No, I haven’t,” she said with a laugh.
“Good, because I have tickets for us tonight.” He leaned in. “But you should know, it’s a little racy.”
She couldn’t stop smiling. “I think I can handle it.”
Vince looked past her, his hand suddenly fleeing her inner thigh. He tensed. She turned enough to follow his eyes, and there, entering the lounge, was one of the most attractive men she’d ever seen.
He was older than the two of them, judging from the gray in his hair, although beyond that he could have been anywhere between late thirties to his early fifties. He had a boyish charm to him, from his gait to his full head of hair to the smile that reached his eyes, like he was always in on some joke. Like he was Clark Kent who’d just decided not to conceal that he was Superman anymore.
He had a young woman on his arm who was breathtaking—exotic in a way that made Angelica think of Spanish guitars and hot, sweaty nights. She had stunning eyes, dark and long lashed. For a scintillating moment, their gazes met. Angelica’s heart skipped a beat before she looked back at the older gentleman.
He approached them with purpose, and when Vince rose to greet him, Angelica stood as well.
“Hello, again,” the man said, holding out his hand. He had a baritone voice that rose from his barrel of a chest. A voice used to issuing commands. “Vince, right?”
Vince shook it. “Good memory. I’m afraid mine isn’t so much.”
The man wasn’t fazed. He looked from Vince to Angelica, and when his eyes touched her, she trembled ever so slightly. “Jackson Price,” he said, looking back at Vince. “I was selling you on Neuro.”
“I remember,” Vince said. “Headband that measures brainwaves. Pretty clever.”
“So you’re reconsidering my offer?”
“Definitely,” Vince said. He sounded genuine, but Angelica heard the forced politeness.
“Always good to hear,” Jackson said with a grin. “Enough business. Introduce me to your lovely companion.”
Price turned his attention on Angelica, his pale, blue eyes doing a quick once-over. A tingle ran up her spine as their eyes locked. She couldn’t look away, even if she wanted to.
“Sorry, this is Angelica,” she heard Vince say. Then stop, considering how to introduce her. “My wife,” he said at last.
That was the sensible thing to say, of course. They’d come here to play this game because it was safe and away from the world they moved in. They’d even changed hotels, moving to the opposite end of the Strip, to get away from any possibility of running into someone they knew. Guess they hadn’t gone far enough.
Still, Angelica couldn’t help but feel slightly let down. She’d just started getting into her role. To put it on pause was a shame.
Price looked from her to Vince, then back again. “Riiight,” he said. “Well, in that case, this is my wife, Mariana.”
Wait a second, he didn’t believe them?
The brunette flipped her hair back and shot Vince a flirty smile. “Pleased to meet you,” she said, her Spanish accent thick.
This woman was an escort, Angelica realized, and this good looking man thought that she was one, too. The situation went from disappointing to thrilling in a heavy heartbeat.
“Nice to meet you, Mariana,” Angelica said. “I love your dress. Who’s the designer?”
Mariana accepted the compliment with enough enthusiasm that Angel wondered if it was genuine. Her dress—short with black sequins that set off her dark hair—looked designer, although she had almost no eye for high end fashion like this. Angelica was banking on her instincts.
“Giorgio Armani,” Mariana said. Like Jackson, her eye contact was strong and mesmerizing. “Jackson bought it for me.”
Price added, “I like seeing beautiful things on beautiful women.” He said it looking at Mariana, but Angelica couldn’t shake the thought that he was talking about her. She felt the fantasy slipping, and herself slipping back into the woman she was. She took a moment to harness Angelica’s confidence once again. Said, “Well, Mr. Price, you’ve got great taste.”
She was pleased with the way Jackson Price smiled at her.
He turned back to Vince. “I don’t want to take up any more of your time. It was good to see you again.”
“You, too, Jackson.”
Angelica felt buzzed by the time he walked away—and that wasn’t just the vodka tonic. She looked at Vince. He looked troubled. Jealous?
“Well that was...interesting,” she said. “Do you work with him?”
“Wasn’t planning on it. Definitely won’t anymore,” he said. “We met yesterday. He was at the Neuro booth, this weird headband wearable. I didn’t realize he was the owner.”
“He’s got great taste in women,” she said.
Vince’s laugh was a little off-balance. “I’m starving, and I think our dinner reservations are just about ready.”
“Must keep our energy up for tonight.”



Chapter 3
Vince
Dinner reservations were at Les Chez Francois. Vince had to book the reservation a month in advance, but all his foodie friends had said it was well worth it.
It was around the time that Heather had come to him with this crazy proposition. He knew a little bit about her fantasy. They’d actually role played it a couple times before, but never outside of the bedroom. Even still, he’d been shocked when she’d approached and asked, When you’re in Vegas, have you ever thought of hiring a...companion? Too shocked to realize where she was going with it.
Never, he’d said immediately.
Really? Not even a little? I thought Vegas was all about temptation.
I love you, Heather. I’d never do anything like that.
That’s sweet of you, she’d said. But I was thinking about it. Maybe it’s time for Vincent to show Angelica what Vegas is all about.
And now they were here.
“Hello, is this your first time dining with us?” The server was a pretty, young blonde with a slight French accent. She went over the specials and took their drink order—a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc that cost almost as much as Vince’s flight out to Vegas. This would be an expensive trip, he realized, but at least he’d been able to expense the first half of it.
Looking across the table at Heather—Angelica—he realized that it was worth it. How many men had wives as cool as he did? Most of his friends had to practically beg to get laid once a week. His had set this whole escort fantasy up, from the dresses to the lingerie to the very real sounding terms. She really embraced her role, to the point that he wondered if she was serious when she said she’d do anything he wanted...for a price.
Price. Jackson Price. That had been scary, and for all kinds of reasons. Price represented his professional life, for one, not that he’d ever see the man again. Even crazier, though, was the way he’d looked at his wife. He hadn’t been fooled—or had been, in an ironic way. Price had looked at her dress, her hair, the lack of rings, and saw Angelica, not Heather. And because of that, more than anything else, Vince saw Angelica.
They enjoyed dinner together, stumbling through small talk as they kept the role play up. Angelica was as charming and fun as Heather. She laughed at his jokes, she hung onto his words, and asked smart questions that showed that she was following the conversation. Vince wondered if Mariana was able to do that. Or if Price even wanted that.
Then he thought about Angelica doing this for a guy like Price. Was she this charming because she knew who he was, regardless of the game that they were playing, or could she do the same for any man? The idea unsettled him, churning his gut enough that he had to shift. Yet buried in all of that discomfort was something curious. Pride, maybe? He couldn’t quite put his finger on it.
“So what are you thinking about now?” Angelica asked. She’d tilted her head slightly, and the tip of her ear peeked out through the curtain of red.
“Just how lucky I am,” he began, then saw the warning in her face. He was doing it again, pulling back the curtain on their game. This fantasy was important to her, and he kept fucking it up. “I’m glad I ended up with you over someone like Mariana, I mean.”
Angelica relaxed a little. “You didn’t think she was pretty?”
“Oh, no. She was very pretty. I bet she’s a model. But you’re—”
“You’re not going to tell me that I’ve got a better personality, are you? I’m going to be offended.” Her cheeriness was infectious.
“Personality isn’t the right word. I was going to say that you’re more approachable. You make me feel comfortable. I don’t think I could relax with someone like her.”
She raised an eyebrow with a sly smile. “Oh, I bet you could, once she got you into bed. I bet she’s a wild one.”
“And you’re not?” Vince wasn’t sure where the question came from, but there it was.
Vince felt her foot brush along his ankle. “Well, I do like sex,” she said. “A lot.”
“And that is why you’re more attractive,” Vince finished. “You’re attractive, approachable—the ‘girl-next-door,’“ he said in air quotes. “But you also introduced yourself with a blowjob.”
“That your type?” she said, laughing.
“Pretty much.” He eased into his role. He thought of some of the questions he’d wanted to ask before, but felt foolish asking. “So let’s talk about you, Angelica.”
“Sure, Vincent.” Her eyes practically glowed. “What do you want to know, beyond whether I’ve seen Zumanity?”
Vince smiled. Get in character. “Where did Angelica come from?”
“I’m guessing you’re not looking for a lesson on where babies come from...”
He didn’t say anything. Just waited.
“Well, I guess it started just after college,” she began carefully. “Believe it or not, I’ve only ever had one, true one-night-stand.”
Vince felt his eyes grow wide. He’d never heard this story. It had to be a made up—an Angelica story. Still, when he watched her closely, he saw a little color spring to her pale cheeks. She glanced up at him through her lashes and smiled.
“I was on a business trip. In New York. It had been a long day...”
Vince tried to place it in Heather’s chronology. Just out of school, she’d worked for a design firm with clients all over the country. She’d mentioned some travel, so it was possible.
“I was down at the bar, still in my suit, when this guy came up to me...” She paused. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t be talking about other guys with you—”
“No, no,” Vince said a little too quickly. Even if this story was made up—which it probably was—it was still sexy to hear. A little embarrassed, he added, “I don’t mind.”
Angelica nodded, the hint of a smile forming. “He was older than me, and really handsome. He bought me a drink. Then another. When we were only halfway through that round, he said, Ready to go up to my room?”
She was flushed again, her eyes far away. Vince shifted uncomfortably. This was feeling very authentic.
“The way he said it...with so much confidence. Like he knew I’d go.”
Vince had to clear his throat to speak clearly. “And did you?”
“Yes. I went. We fucked.” She smiled, more for herself than for Vince. “We fucked a lot.”
Vince shifted. He’d never heard his wife quite like this. They’d talked about past boyfriends, but it had always been more mundane—he was a bio major, or he worked at Mason Rhodes. They’d never talked about sex.
She continued. “When I started to get dressed again, he went to his wallet and pulled out some cash. He kissed me hard, then pushed it into my hand. Don’t want to forget about this, he said. I added a generous tip. You were incredible.”
Vince gawped. “He paid you?”
She nodded. Her face was on fire. “I didn’t know what to do. I took the money and left. It was mortifying, and yet...” The smile was back. “Such a turn on.” She looked at Vince. “So if you want to know where Angelica came from, that’s it.”
“Is that story true?” Vince’s heart raced at the possibility. It couldn’t be, right—
“Yes.”
He studied her, trying to determine if she was in character or not. “I mean, is that true?”
She stared at him flatly, revealing nothing. “Yes... I just said that it was.”
Vince groaned. He wasn’t going to get anywhere, so he played along. “So you like the idea of someone paying for you. It’s not just a living.”
He didn’t miss Angelica’s sharp breath. He’d struck a truth. “Something like that.”
“And I’m paying for you.”
She looked around, making sure no one overheard. Vince remembered where they were, and that no one but them knew this was just a game.
“You are,” she said huskily.
Earlier, when he’d shifted the conversation to her, he’d chickened out and asked her about Zumanity instead. He’d felt silly—he still felt a little silly—but her story had gotten his blood pumping. The wine and its pleasant buzz helped, too.
“You seem like the kind of woman who doesn’t do this just for money.”
Her eyebrows went up and she smiled widely. “I do, do I?”
“You enjoy it. You liked our warm-up earlier, didn’t you?”
Her answer was breathy. “Yes.”
“You can’t wait to do it again.”
Her foot pressed against his ankle. “I can’t.”
“Are you wet right now, thinking about it?” His heart pounded as he felt the rush of these questions—questions he’d never be able to ask Heather.
“Yes.”
“Prove it. Give me your panties.”
Angelica’s eyes flared. She hesitated a moment, then started to rise before Vince stopped her. “No, not in the bathroom. Do it here.” He looked around. “Quickly now, before anyone sees.”
He watched the excitement play across Angelica’s face. This was the kind of man she was looking for. She didn’t want Vince, her husband. She wanted the kind of man who told her they were going back to his room, not asked. She wanted Vincent, who paid her to fuck him.
He told himself that he could be that man for her, if only for a few days. He could do this.
Swiftly, she reached beneath her dress and slipped out of her thong. Her face was bright red by the time she handed it over to him, but she met his eyes steadily. “This what you want?”
Vince felt the gusset. It was damp, and that encouraged him to continue. “So if I asked you to meet me in the bathroom right now…?” he asked.
Her too blue eyes glittered. “I’d meet you.”
“And if I also invited our waitress?”
Angelica’s chest rose and fell too slowly to be natural. “I’d charge you extra.”
He watched her carefully, focusing on her breathing, on the way her muscles moved under her skin. Asked: “And you’d do it?”
“I would.”
She wasn’t lying. She was scared shitless, but she wasn’t lying. His cock was thick and hard. He didn’t think he could make her do something like that, but it was such a turn on knowing that he could.
“I think…” He paused, slipping her thong into his pocket. “...that it’s time to go to our show. Ready to watch some sexy acrobats?”
*
Zumanity was everything it promised to be: entertaining, sexy, adult-oriented. By the time they left, they were both ready to tear each other’s clothes off. They’d shared a couch for the show, and while they hadn’t quite hooked up, there had definitely been a lot of touching.
“That was incredible,” Angelica said as they stepped out into the warm, desert night. It was well past ten, but the Strip was just now coming alive. Light shows and people busied themselves up and down the congested road.
Vince laced his fingers through Angelica’s and pulled her on toward Fortuna. “Let’s walk. With this traffic, it’ll be faster, anyway.”
“You’re probably right.”
Even walking along like this was different than a stroll with his wife. Angelica’s heels had something to do with it, changing the way their hands entwined, the way their arms swung between them. But it was more than that. She walked with a carefree buoyancy. With her, he felt as light as air.
And oddly enough, that made him feel guilty.
“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” he said.
“Thinking about your wife?” she said.
“More like the opposite,” he said slowly. “I keep forgetting about her...” He looked over at Angelica, who was watching him through the spill of her hair. “Then I realize that I’m forgetting her.”
She pulled him closer, linking elbows. “Don’t think about her. It’s sweet that you feel guilty, but don’t.” The Angelica facade dropped for a moment and it was Heather smiling at him. “She’ll forgive you. Trust me.”
That put his mind at ease. “Okay.”
Down the Strip, people brandished flyers for strip clubs and whore houses, slapping them loudly in front of their faces to get their attention.
“Maybe the walk wasn’t such a good idea,” Vince said as they made it through a particularly aggressive cluster of them.
Angelica held out one of the flyers that she must not have been able to get rid of and read it in a straight monotone: “Girls, girls, girls. Come see the finest girls this side of the Strip...strip.” She laughed. “Clever.”
“Very original,” Vince agreed sarcastically.
“Want to take me here?” she asked.
“Um...” Take her to a strip club? He’d never thought of that. Or rather, he’d never thought seriously about doing that. “Do you want to go?”
Angelica laughed, giving nothing away. “If you do, I do. That’s how this works.”
“You know that’s not an answer, right?” he said
“It is for me. You’re paying me. I’m at your command.”
“But I’m paying for a girlfriend, not a puppet. It’s sexier, knowing you think something is sexy.” Vince figured that this probably wasn’t what his wife wanted to hear, but if he was going to play the john, he was going to do it his way.
“And if I were to tell you that it’s sexy to be told what to do?” Angelica asked.
“I’d still want someone more than a puppet.”
“Fair.”
They walked along the Strip like a couple, lost in their own thoughts. Was that what Heather wanted? To be told what to do? She’d always been the more sexually adventurous one of the two. This was her fantasy, after all. Was she dissatisfied with him in some way? Did she want him to be more forward? More like Jackson Price?
A man like Price would know how to handle Angelica. Or, at least, the man that Vince thought Price was. There was the man that Vince needed to emulate, the kind of man he could be while in Vegas. He was rich. He paid for companionship, and wanted to show it off.
“Do you like to dance?” he asked her.
Angelica came out of whatever wandering thoughts she’d lost herself in. “What? Oh, I’ve never danced like that before. Not on stage—”
Vince followed her line of thinking and cut her off. “No, not dancing like stripping. I mean at a club.”
“Oh.” She laughed. “Of course I do. What girl doesn’t?”
“Good. I want to show you off.”
Angelica flushed just a little, smiling at him bashfully. “Do you now?”
“Want to check out Olympia?” Olympia, the club on the rooftop of Fortuna, was new and exclusive. Vince had seen pictures of the chic club, built around a series of swimming pools. It was the kind of place that he’d not normally visit, which made it perfect. He may not be actually paying for Angelica’s time, but he was certainly paying a small fortune for this experience. But it was so worth it.
“I was hoping you’d suggest there,” she said.
“Hope you packed a bikini.”
“I packed several. Let’s go back to the room so I can model them.”
“Taxi!”
*
Angelica emerged from the bathroom in a black, string bikini, accented by gold rings at her hips and between her breasts. It was the third bikini she’d modeled, and the clear winner for what to wear tonight. While the other two were sexy in their own ways, this one felt right to wear to a club.
“What? You don’t like it?” she asked, seeing Vince smirking. He was lounging on the bed, already in his swimming trunks, one arm bent behind his head.
“I love it,” he said. She’d paired the bikini with a short, black wrap that could almost pass as a skirt, and a pair of heeled sandals, tall, slinky and open-toed. “I’ve just never had to think of bikinis in terms of clubwear.”
Angelica smiled. “Welcome to Vegas, then.”
She approached the bed, her hips swinging hypnotically. This woman was sex personified. She’d gathered her long, red hair into a severe ponytail, bangs and all pulled back tightly, and wore gold, teardrop earrings that sparkled in the hotel’s dim light. A necklace accented her otherwise creamy chest, dainty and gold to match the rest of her outfit, with a little heart at the end.
Vince recognized that. It was the first piece of jewelry he’d ever given her. With everything else so new, so carefully curated to create this new experience, he wondered why she’d gone with something so familiar.
“You’ve been to a club at a pool?” Vince asked, straightening up on the bed.
“I mean, we’re in Las Vegas. Maybe not a club, but plenty of parties.” Stopping in front of the bed, she did a little spin. Her wrap was see-through, and he could see that the bikini bottoms didn’t quite cover the lower curve of her ass. “So is this what your girlfriend should wear?”
Vince reached out and touched her hip, dragging his eyes up her long, pale body. Her nipples pressed hard against the flimsy material of her bikini. He wanted to take her right there.
“You’re a very attractive woman,” he said.
“And you get to show me off.”
He pulled her onto his lap. “You like being shown off, don’t you?”
“It’s what you’re paying me to do.”
He slipped his fingers beneath her bikini bottom, cupping her ass. “I’m paying you for a lot more than just that.”
She kissed him, and he tasted her lipstick. “You’re hard. Want me to suck you before we go?” She shifted, straddling him, pressing her pussy right against his erection. “Want to fuck me?”
She undulated on him, dry humping him through the thin layer of their swimsuits. Her breath caught. It felt so good.
“Zumanity got you excited?” he asked.
“No, baby. You do.”
It was such a line that as soon as it left her lips, they looked at each other and started laughing. For a couple short moments, they were back to being Vince and Heather again. Vince risked breaking the illusion, asking, “Are you having fun?”
Heather nodded, tugging on her ponytail in this way that was so indicative of his wife. Then she was right back in her role. “So much fun. And I’m about to have more when we hit the dance floor.”
Vince knew she was horny. At least he’d had some release earlier, although that felt like an age ago. But he was the one “paying,” and he knew if they didn’t go out now, they probably wouldn’t leave at all.
“Come on, let’s go.”



Chapter 4
Angelica
The line for the club was outside on the ground floor, just to the left of the main gates to Fortuna. They actually had to exit the casino to get in line, and what a line it was. It started in front of a pair of gold elevator doors adorned to look like the gates to the gods, and stretched nearly half a block—and in terms of the Vegas Strip, that was a long way.
Everywhere along the line, beautiful men and women waited, chatting, smoking, checking their phones. Angelica and Vince were behind four young women who looked like strippers. They were pretty in that stripper way, and when she saw Vince looking at them, she felt a wave of inadequacy rush through her.
“This fucking line,” said one of the girls. She thumbed something out on her phone and rolled her eyes.
“We’re so going to be late,” said another.
“I told you we should have left a half hour ago.”
“We’ll be fine,” said the fourth. “Watch.”
A bouncer came down the line, sizing everyone up as he went. Occasionally, he’d stop at a group, chat with them, then wave them to the front after saying something into his radio. The groups ushered to the front were almost always female.
“Hey, Tony,” the fourth woman called. She was a curvy brunette who seemed covered in glitter. The bouncer turned to them and took a step closer. “Remember me? I’m Cady. From the Rhino?”
The bouncer smiled, recognizing her. “Hey, Cady. Long time.”
She smiled. “We should do something about that.”
“We should.”
“But not tonight. Tonight, we’re here meeting Greg Saunders, and we’re kind of late. Think you can help us out?”
“Just the four of you?” he asked. His eyes strayed to Angelica hungrily. She felt herself blush, then hated herself for doing that.
“Just us,” the brunette said.
“Sure thing, doll. Go on up.” He waved them up, patting Cady’s ass as she walked by. “Call me later. You can make it up to me.”
“Sounds like fun, big boy.” She winked and like that, they were gone. The bouncer continued down the line, looking at Angelica again, taking in her bikini-clad body. A wave of heat passed through her as she considered flirting with him to get in, too. Then the moment passed and he moved on.
She cursed herself for chickening out. Angelica wouldn’t do something like that.
*
A half hour later, they finally arrived at the golden doors of the club. The ride up was crowded, smelling of perfume, cologne, and the heady musk of a night gone wild.
They entered the club, forty stories up, and Angelica had to keep herself from staring. The music was chill. The lights were low. The crowd spilled across the multi-tiered space, an undulating mass of humanity. It was exactly the kind of place that Angelica would frequent. She lived and breathed in this space. Time for Heather to, as well.
“Tequila shots,” Angelica said as they strolled into Olympia. In just a bikini—and a small one at that—she felt exposed. She felt everyone’s eyes on her, judging her, wanting her. The rational side of her knew that they probably saw her as eye candy, but would they wonder more? Would they wonder if she was a paid companion? A whore? In the rush that always came with the fantasy, she hoped that at least some did. She repeated a bit more loudly, “We need tequila shots.”
“I like the way your girl thinks,” a random man said to Vince. He looked at Angelica and smiled. “Someone get this girl a shot!”
The tenor of the night was set with that shouted line. She was exhausted. She was jet lagged and travel weary. But she’d never felt more awake in her life. She walked through the club like she belonged. She absorbed the music, the dim ambiance, the silhouettes entwined in its shadowy corners. Guys nodded at her, checking her out with appreciative smiles. The girls checked her out just as carefully, only with the haughty judgment that women reserved for other women.
“Salt and a lime with the shots?” the bartender asked.
“Do I look like a pussy?” Angelica asked. Her adrenaline spiked at the challenge, but she maintained form. The bartender grinned and slid over two shots of clear liquid without another word. She handed one to Vince. “To a much longer night,” she said.
“Cheers,” Vince said, smiling yet clearly fighting to keep up.
The tequila was like drinking fire, but she didn’t choke or cough. She rubbed her mouth with the back of her hand and looked around the club to mask the burn.
Built at the very top of Fortuna’s north tower, Olympia was true to its namesake, perched at the top of the world. Vegas glittered below, not just the Strip, but the gridded suburbs and the desert beyond. Olympia was a mixture of indoor and outdoor spaces, featuring pools that glowed with underwater lights and turned the club into an ethereal experience.
And throughout, it was filled with beautiful men and women, undulating to the sensual tunes that spun out of the dark. While the guys came in two varieties: rich and young, and rich and old, the women were all young, and all hot. They wore designer swimsuits—most completely impractical for actually swimming—heels, makeup, and raw sexuality. Angelica studied them, feeding off their confidence.
“This place is incredible,” Vince whispered, not wanting to sound like a tourist.
Angelica could have felt the same way if she let herself. “Ready to dance?”
They stepped into the mass of people like stepping into the surf. The crowd rushed up around them, swallowing them in the wild, swirling flow. Most of the light came from the swimming pools, leaving center mass dark and intimate. Angelica danced close to Vince, feeling his rigid muscles beneath his t-shirt. He smelled good, familiar yet new. She slipped her hands under his shirt, where his skin practically burned.
“I can’t wait to fuck you,” she whispered. She pressed her knee between his thighs, feeling him erect through his swimming trunks.
His hand tickled down her back. “I bet you say that to all your clients.”
Angelica’s body tingled. “I do, but with you I actually mean it.”
“Go on,” he said, smiling.
“You keep in good shape. I like that.” Her hand, still under his shirt, brushed along his abs to his pecs and the soft curls of his chest hair. “I’d probably fuck you even if you weren’t paying me.”
“Probably?” he asked, amused.
“I’m very particular with my personal life.” She kissed his neck softly. “But you make me wet.”
Vince shivered against her. She stepped back, giving them a little space between them, and took his hand. “Feel,” she whispered.
She placed his hand just above her bikini bottoms. He looked around, checking to see if anyone was looking. She half-hoped that someone was.
His fingers were hot as they glided beneath the flimsy material of the bikini. She bit her lip, watching him closely as he explored her sex for the first time.
He found nothing but bare skin, his eyes going wide. Heather had a trimmed bush. Angelica got Brazilian bikini waxes. Then he pressed against her clit, dipping lower, finding her pussy slippery for him. She moaned, her brow creasing as pleasure washed through her.
Another set of dancers jostled them. “Sorry!” they said, completely unaware of what was going on. Vince’s fingers were out of her again, leaving a slick smear across her hips and back, where he rested his hand.
“Told you,” Angelica said.
“I can’t wait to see that,” he said.
“Me, either.” She turned her back to him, pressing her ass against his cock and lifting her arms up in front of her. “But first, we dance.”
*
Angelica loved dancing. That wasn’t something she needed to pretend. She’d always loved dancing, ever since she was a girl taking her first ballet class. She loved the free expression the movement allowed. She let the music guide her, pass through her, drive her hips and body against her man. The kind of music being spun in Olympia was slow, grooving, the kind that was more about bodies grinding against one another than anything fast or flashy. It was the kind of music to fuck by, and while no one was doing that on the dance floor—at least none that Angelica could see—couples got close. And that alone was a fiery turn on.
They broke for another round of drinks, plus waters this time, sharing a lounger by one of the many pools.
“You can go for a swim if you want,” Vince said. The pool was empty, its surface tranquil.
“And mess up my hair?”
“Wet hair can be sexy,” he said.
“Then let’s take a shower together, later. Your room has an impressive one.”
Vince grinned. “You know how to make a guy feel all excited.”
Angelica squeezed her thighs together. He wasn’t the only one.
A waitress walked by, holding a tray of drinks and heading for a set of stairs roped off and guarded by a bouncer. “What do you think is up there?” he asked her.
“An even crazier scene.” She finished off her drink and took his hand. “Come on, let’s go check it out.”
“But we’re not on the list,” Vince said.
“No, we’re not.” She felt nervous inside, but the stiff drink helped with that. She approached the bouncer, who was built like a running back, tall, muscular, dark-skinned. She managed a smile.
“Name?” The man sounded like gravel under boots.
“Angelica. I’m here for the Greg Saunders party. I’m a little late.” The man stared at her blankly when she added, “I’m with Cady and her crew.”
He narrowed his eyes a bit. “She didn’t mention any other girls.”
Angelica’s hopes began to fall. This man wasn’t as dumb as he looked. She considered her options, throwing out the haughty, privileged bitch. She was a working girl, serving decadence just as much as this guy. She’d appeal to him on that level.
Stepping close to him, she ran her hand up the seam of his black shirt, tracing each button. “Just do me this favor before I get into even more trouble...?” She raised her brows as she met his eyes.
“Mike,” he said. She saw his hard exterior crack. He looked her up and down, appraising her more closely. Her stomach fluttered. She wanted to cover herself. Instead, she shifted ever so slightly, rolling her shoulders back and lifting her chin. He grinned, liking what he saw.
“And who’s this guy?”
“He’s here to make sure things stay safe. Surely you understand that.” She touched the bouncer’s chest, batting her lashes. She almost had him. “So what do you say. Do me this favor, and maybe one day, I’ll return it.”
She’d never wielded her sexuality so brazenly. It was such a rush, regardless of how safe it was—regardless that she’d be long gone before she’d have to pay this favor back. He looked at her and saw sex, and it practically melted her on the spot.
“I get off at four,” he said. He wanted her tonight. Her heart raced. Be Angelica. Be her.
“I don’t,” she said with a wink.
The bouncer grinned. “Another time then.” He stepped to the side. “Go on up.”
She looked back at Vince, who was staring at her like he didn’t recognize her. She laughed, flipped her ponytail, and led them up to VIP.
Climbing the stairs felt like climbing into another world. Angelica could practically feel the ambiance shift, going from chic and glamorous to something more decadent.
“Hello,” said a pair of young women as they passed in front of Angelica and Vince. Both were wearing nothing but thong bikini bottoms and heels, flaunting their breasts like they were on a European beach.
In the single pool up here was a brunette floating on an inflatable chair, wearing nothing but a laurel crown. Like everyone else here, she was attractive enough to be a model, with breasts so perfectly round and firm that they couldn’t be real. She took a drag off of a vapor cigarette, the tip glowing blue.
“Yup, mountain of the gods,” Vince said. “Well done.”
“Ready to be immortal? Just for one night?” she asked. She could already feel the electricity of the night that stretched out before them.
About half the space was covered in a canvas pavilion, the space divided by white, gauzy curtains Iike the ones at the entrance. The topless women they’d seen moments ago passed into one of those alcoves, and Angelica swore she saw a man rise to greet them. Her pulse beat a little faster.
“Let’s get another drink,” Vince said.
“Sounds perfect. I’ll find us somewhere to sit. Get me a vodka tonic?”
“Sure.”
She liked the look of nervousness on his face as she walked away, and made sure to swing her hips more deliberately.
She made a circuit of the club. Things felt more low key up here. There was no dancing, only lounging in small groups, talking, drinking, cuddling. Walking through the crowd, she felt like she belonged. The attention she earned was appreciative rather than suspicious. She’d never worn a mask that covered so little, but that’s how she felt. Her identity was locked safely away behind skin and sex appeal.
She climbed a short set of stairs to a landing that overlooked the floor. She was surprised to see another pool up here, closer to the size of a jacuzzi than the other pools she’d seen at the club. Cady and her friends, the ones she knew were prostitutes, were gathered around the pool, hanging out with a multinational group of young guys as nerdy as the women were attractive. If she were to guess, this was a Silicon Valley startup fresh off an infusion of VC. Most of the guys were sitting in rattan lounging chairs, a girl in each of their laps, but a few were in the small pool, including Cady, who was already topless. In front of them, the Vegas Strip glittered.
Angelica smirked to herself, thinking of going up to them and thanking them for getting her in when someone spoke behind her. “You see some strange things in Vegas.”
For a moment, Angelica wasn’t even sure it was directed at her until a man stepped up beside her.
“Like a club with the singular purpose of getting the female clientele to dress in bikinis?” she asked.
“That would be very strange.” The man was Asian, falling on the young and rich end of the spectrum, although just as with all Asian men, she couldn’t quite place his age. He wore an actual suit, unlike many of the men here, black and tailored to his trim body. “I’d probably visit a club like that.”
“And would you wear a swimsuit as well?”
His laugh was bassy, the kind she felt in her chest. “God, no. I don’t think I could pull that off.”
She checked him out more openly, liking his broad shoulders. “Oh, I don’t know. From what I see, I think you could. I happen to like slender guys.”
He smiled. “How about you? Would you give in and wear a bikini?”
“Of course.” She beamed at him. “To be able to wear a bikini and not have to worry about getting sunburned? That’s every pale girl’s dream come true.”
The man took his turn checking her out. “Well, I’m very happy that you feel that way.” He met her eyes again. “I’m Jin.”
“Angelica,” she said.
“You don’t have a drink,” he pointed out. “Are you waiting for someone like me to offer you one? Or are you waiting for a date to bring it?”
For a titillating moment, she imagined the former. It had been years since she’d been hit on—like really hit on—and as wrong as it was, it was exciting.
“Waiting for someone,” she said at last.
“That’s a shame,” he said. “I was hoping you were free.”
“Me, too,” she said. It was a lie—mostly, anyway. Felt dangerous to say, though, hitting her as hard as the shot of tequila earlier.
“Can you become free?”
She hid behind her persona, which in and of itself was thrilling. “Not tonight. I’m working.”
Jin didn’t look surprised, although something definitely changed between them. The mood went from light and playful to something heavier, as potent as an orgasm. His eyebrow went up so slightly that she almost thought she imagined it.
Then he glanced back down to her tits and his smile grew. “Tomorrow night then.”
“I’m spoken for through Thursday.”
Jin’s brows went up visibly this time, his mouth opening for a moment before he got his surprise under control. “Well, Angelica, he’s a very lucky man.”
She batted her lashes. “Yes, he is.”
“Well, I leave Tuesday, unfortunately, but I come back to Vegas a few times a year. Do you have a card, for my next visit?”
Angelica clung to the mask harder than she had since she’d stepped off the plane in Vegas, but even still it didn’t feel like enough. This man was propositioning her. Like, really propositioning her. He was willing to pay money—a lot of money—to sleep with her. The rush was stronger than anything she’d ever felt. If she hadn’t been leaning casually on the railing, she may have stumbled.
But as flattering as it was, she couldn’t give him what he wanted. “I don’t have a card, no.”
“Then your number.”
She smiled darkly, feeling herself regaining the upper hand in his desperation. “I don’t give my number out to strangers. Even good looking ones.”
That felt better. More in control. Jin seemed to understand that he wasn’t getting anything and backed off before he looked like a fool. He pulled a card of his own from a silver case and handed it to her.
“My card. Look me up. Maybe next time we meet, I won’t be a stranger.” She took it, maintaining eye contact the whole time. “It was nice meeting you, Angelica.”
“You too, Jin.”
As he left, she couldn’t help feeling some small part regretful.



Chapter 5
Vince
With a whiskey coke in one hand and a vodka tonic in the other, Vince went looking for Angelica. They’d done a good job with this place, turning the club into the modern perch of the gods. Even the pavilion was designed to look like some kind of Greek temple, although functionally it just sheltered the bar and some booths.
What was most striking was the clientele—and the women. Up here, in VIP, there were more mismatches—old men with young, attractive women. He didn’t need to be in Vegas to suspect what that was all about.
But that wasn’t what occupied his mind as he drifted through the club. Instead, he thought about his wife—or at least the woman he was with, who vaguely resembled his wife. Heather wouldn’t have handled the bouncer the way Angelica had. Heather was pretty and knew it, sure, but she never used her looks like that. Not so boldly. If he didn’t know otherwise, he really would have thought she was legitimately a high-end call girl. It frightened him as much as it exhilarated. He was seeing a completely new side of his wife.
“Vince. Hey, Vince.”
Vince froze at the sound of his voice. A moment before, he’d felt safe in his anonymity. Now, it was gone.
“Twice in one day,” Jackson Price said, emerging through the gauzy curtains on the pavilion. “Maybe it’s fate.”
Vince forced a smile. “Jackson. Nice surprise.”
“Where’s your...wife.” There was enough of a pause to let Vince know he wasn’t buying the story. Vince would have appreciated the irony had he not been freaking out inside.
“Around,” he said. When he realized it was too glib of a response, he added, “She’s looking for seats. I got the drinks. Where’s your wife?”
Jackson grinned at the charade. “Getting me drinks.”
Vince felt awkward, but he forced it down and reminded himself of the man he was supposed to be—a man more like Jackson. “Mariana, right? She seems fun.”
“Ditto to yours,” Jackson said with a grin. “You’ve got great taste.”
Vince felt something shift in his chest at the hungry expression on the other man’s face.
Vince said, “Hey, we should get out of here. Go hang out in my suite all together. Mariana would be up for it.” He leaned in. “I bet Angelica would be, too. I bet she’s a wild one under her sweet sophistication. Am I right?”
For a second, he imagined the scene, dripping with decadence—Mariana and Angelica crawling over each other as Jackson and Vince circled them, cocks ready. He could practically taste it.
He also knew there was no way Heather would ever go there—and yet a man like Jackson Price would expect that she would. That’s what women like Angelica did, after all. If the money was right.
He needed to get the hell out of there—now—before this whole game came crashing down around them. So he summoned all the confidence that Vincent would have and nodded.
“That would be sweet,” he said. “But not tonight. Tonight, she’s all mine.”
Jackson returned Vince’s smile with one of his own. “I get that. She looks like a screamer. Have fun with that.”
Jackson Price was a good reminder that he needed to stop thinking of Angelica as his wife. If she wanted to be treated like Heather, she would have flown here as Heather. She wouldn’t have dyed her hair, or bought new clothes, or given herself a new name. She wanted to be treated the way Price would have treated her.
Vince clasped hands with Price. “You have fun, too.”
“Plan on it,” he said. “And hey, you’ve got my number. Let’s set something up another night. I’m here for a couple more days.”
“I’ll think about it,” Vince said non-committally, while reaffirming to himself that they needed to get the hell out of this club. Only part of that desire had to do with distancing himself with Price. It was time to start treating her like the dirty slut she wanted to be.
That’s when he saw her being chatted up by a handsome Asian guy. He saw him hand her a business card. Saw her slip it into her tiny purse. His mouth filled with the copper bite of jealousy. Of insecurity. She smiled brightly at the guy, and when he leaned in, she kissed him on the cheek.
Vince felt dizzy. His vision began to shutter around him. Someone asked if he was alright. The voice sounded like it came through water. “You okay, man? You okay?”
He breathed. He hadn’t been before, and when he did, he gulped at the air like a drowning man. The stars in his periphery receded.
“Take it easy, man,” the voice said. Someone clapped him on the back. “Looks like you got a bad hit of something. Drink some water and get off your feet.”
“Thanks,” Vince mumbled. He looked back up at the landing where Angelica had been standing. She was still there, but alone now, the ghost of a smile on her lips.
When he started making his way to the stairs to the landing, he realized that he was hard. Painfully so. And in just a pair of swimming trunks, visibly so. He ducked behind a short stretch of open bar and wondered how he’d get to her.
Luckily, Angelica spotted him before he had to move. She waved, smiled, and for a brief moment in time, she was Heather again—Heather descending the stairs in a designer bikini and heels that she’d never wear. Okay, so maybe not quite Heather.
The problem was that he hadn’t been able to get far enough away from the pavilion, where Jackson Price sat and watched behind a curtain somewhere.
“There you are,” she said, moving into place at his side. She bumped him with her hip and took the vodka tonic from him.
“Sorry, ran into an old friend,” he said. When she looked at him questioningly, he whispered, “Jackson Price is here.”
“Oh.” He saw anxiety on her face, but also something else. She licked her lips...nervously? “Where?”
“Pavilion,” he said.
Without looking in that direction, she offered her arm to him. “Time to leave?”
“Probably for the best.”
“Come on, let’s go.”
As casually as they could, they collected their drinks and made for the stairs. It was only as they were on their way down the stairs that Vince spotted Mike the bouncer and he realized that they might have a problem.
They almost made it past Mike without the man turning to see. Even when he did, it took him a moment to recognize them. They were about ten feet away when he did.
“Hey, where are you two going? I thought you were with Cady’s group.”
Vince froze up. Angelica did not. She grabbed him by the hand and pulled him into the crowd without a word. Mike took a couple lumbering steps in their direction, realized that he’d be leaving his bouncer post unmanned, then shook his head at them, teeth clenched. The last thing Vince saw before the crowd swallowed them up was the bouncer lifting his radio and barking something into it.
Adrenaline roared in Vince’s ears, nearly drowning out the pulse of the music. He felt like an army was in hot pursuit, ready to tackle him. He felt like everyone in the club was watching them race through the crowd. He followed Angelica, trusting her to get them out of there. They ducked left, right. She grabbed his hand and pulled him through a door. Suddenly he was faced with a couple women staring at them as they stood in front of the mirrored wall of a bathroom.
“Don’t mind us,” Angelica said. She tugged him into a stall, shut the door, then climbed up onto the toilet.
Vince’s heart beat like a drum in his ears. He felt taut all over, his eyes rolling with panic. When he looked down at the redhead, she had her hand over her mouth and was doing everything she could not to laugh hysterically. He stopped seeing his wife at that point. He also stopped seeing a whore. For the first time since this whole charade had begun, he saw Angelica.
And fuck, she was exciting.
Her laughter died when she saw the way he was looking down at her, but her smile remained at the corners of her lips and in her eyes. Wordlessly, she reached out and touched the front of his swimming trunks, where his cock pressed hard and healthy. Her eyes never left his, even as she untied the waistband and pulled the front down exposing his erection..
Vince held his breath as this siren with her long, copper ponytail and cobalt blue eyes, smirked, and wrapped her lips around him. He released the breath in a gasp, louder than he’d intended. Outside the stall, the gasp was echoed by the women who’d been in there. His face burned with embarrassment, but he wasn’t about to stop Angelica. Didn’t even cross his mind.
She wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft, pumping in slow time with her opening bobs. He heard the door to the bathroom swing open, heard the thump of the club’s music fill the space before the door swung shut. Had the women left? Or had someone new entered? Security?
He tensed. Waited. Angelica started to bob faster. Her cheeks sank as she sucked, bringing out her eyes and her high cheekbones. Security didn’t barge through the stall door, but by the time he would have realized that, he’d forgotten all about them. Angelica’s mouth felt so amazing, so wet and soft, her tongue darting swirls beneath his glans. But he wanted more. He was done being teased. It was time for this whore to start whoring.
He thought about Jackson Price and what that man would do. Or the Asian guy he’d seen her talking to. Or even Mike the bouncer. He reached down, grabbed her ponytail, and gently pulled her head back. “Enough teasing, slut.”
Those other guys probably would have pulled her hair harder, rougher. They would have used harsher language. For Vince, who was still feeling his way, this felt like a giant step into the unknown.
He pulled her to her feet, where they kissed hard, fevered, hands groping, pulling, exploring. He slid his into the bottoms of her bikini, clutching her ass, squeezing. “I’m going to fuck you,” he said. “Fuck you like the whore you are.”
He yanked her bikini bottoms down. Angelica gasped, more from surprise than fear. Her face continued to blaze as they got caught up in the maddening swirl of the moment.
Vince took her spot on the toilet seat, dragging her with him, into a straddle, into his lap. She took hold of his cock and deftly placed it against her cunt. She was sopping and smooth. So fucking smooth.
“Fuck me,” he ordered.
When she lowered her pussy on to him, when her wetness enveloped his cockhead, his shaft, sinking all the way down to the root, he nearly lost it. It felt so different than when he was with Heather. She didn’t move like his wife. She didn’t smell like his wife. She didn’t feel like her, either. He felt guilty for loving the sensation of something new—of needing that newness at all. He loved Heather. She was all that he needed, ever.
Yet here, with Angelica in his arms, her hips bucking in his lap, he couldn’t help but want more of this, feel more of this, explore all of this. He had Angelica for the next three days, and he was going to make the most of it.
“Fuck, you feel so huge, baby,” she said.
Vince grabbed her ass, helping her bounce in his lap as they pushed past the point of no return. She quickly adjusted to his rhythm, falling into a frantic harmony with his clutching hands. The toilet seat shifted below their sweaty, rutting bodies, plastic rattling on porcelain.
“Uh, God,” Angelica moaned. There could be no mistake about what was going on in the stall. “Fuck your whore. Fuck...me….”
Vince let one ass cheek go, slapping it as he fucked her. She groaned, sharp and guttural. “You like that, whore?”
“I’m your whore. Your fucking whore.”
“Fuck yeah.” He slapped her ass again before grabbing hold and pulling her against him. His cock drove deep, splitting her, stretching this strange pussy until his balls touched her ass and unleashed their pent up excitement.
Angelica went off with him, tossing her head back as she dug her fingers in his hair. He clutched her to him, the very public world around him blurring away. In that perfect moment, it didn’t matter that they were in the women’s bathroom of a Vegas club, that they probably had security outside looking for them. As he emptied himself into Angelica and felt her pussy throb around his cock, he could have remained that way forever.
Until he couldn’t. Until he remembered where they were, and what they were running from.



Chapter 6
Angelica
The kick of adrenaline was back, that dizzying buzz of excitement that had her heart racing since she’d landed here. Go, go, keep going, it urged.
Reckless. That’s what it was. But that didn’t stop her.
She groaned, a second orgasm storming on the heels of the first. She curled into Vincent, clenching his hair in her balled fists. “Ha….” Her voice shuddered. Everything fucking shuddered.
When the moment passed, she sat back on Vincent’s legs and languidly opened her eyes. When she looked down at him, he was staring back at her, fear all over his face. “We have to get out of here.”
Angelica felt a ripple of fear pass through her before she got herself under control. “Calm down, calm down. Let me think.”
“Okay.” He was looking at her wildly, his panic almost infectious. She could feel it fluttering at the edges of her strange calm. The mask was still in place.
She helped him to his feet, helped him stuff his cock back into his swimming trunks. That seemed to snap him out of his momentary paralysis.
It was a thrill that he was looking to her for a plan. Back home, it was typically the other way around.
She said, “Okay, so the best thing to do is split up. They’ll be looking for a couple—specifically me. We’ll be less recognizable if we leave separately.”
Vince didn’t look comfortable with the idea. She could see him working out a reason not to before abandoning it. “You’re right.”
“You go first. Let’s meet back in your room.”
He nodded, then reached out and kissed her hard. “Be careful,” he said.
“Don’t worry, I can take care of myself.”
He nodded, believing it. If only she could believe it herself.
As she watched him go, the door to the club swinging open and shut, she felt fear at last. How the hell was she going to get out of this?
Slowly, she emerged from the stall. The bathroom was empty, mercifully. She caught her reflection in the mirror, assessing what resources she had to work with. Not much, unfortunately. With just a bikini and a short wrap, she couldn’t disguise herself. Her purse contained lipstick, her phone, a credit card, and an ID that would betray her true identity. She sighed.
The door opened, and for one tense moment, she worried that security had found her at last—or that Vince had come back when he realized he couldn’t make it free. Instead, a pair of young brunettes came in, clearly inebriated.
“I’m so ready to leave. This place is dead,” said one as she positioned herself in front of the mirror beside Angelica. Her eyes looked unfocused, her speech slightly slurred.
She reached into her purse and pulled out a cigarette when another said, “You can’t smoke that in here!”
“What the fuck, Dana? It’s fucking Vegas.”
The second stabbed her finger at a sign bolted to the wall—Absolutely No Smoking.
“What’s that say?”
The first squinted at the sign. “Says, This place fucking blows.” She then burst out laughing at her own joke. The second woman joined her a moment later.
“Come on, Jules, let’s get the fuck out of here,” the second—Dana—said. “Plenty of places to smoke. And without all this pretentious bullshit.”
Jules found that funny, for whatever reason, and started laughing. The girls shared a high five, almost missing their hands, before stumbling out of the bathroom.
Without thinking her plan all the way through, Angelica followed close behind, pretending to be with them. Security would be expecting her to be with Vince, not with a couple of inebriated women.
A short line had formed in front of the elevators, waiting to take club goers back to street level, and a security guard seemed to study them. Angelica’s pulse quickened as she drew closer. She didn’t recognize the guy, but if they had her description...
“Hey, I love your suit,” Angelica said to Jules just as they arrived at the elevators. The brunette’s suit was a one-piece with cutouts on the sides of her waist that gave her skinny body curves.
She blinked at Angelica, seeing her for possibly the first time. She swayed a little, her eyes slowly coming into focus to take in Angelica’s own suit. For a moment, she wondered if this girl was about to puke on her.
“Yours, too.” Jules reached out and touched the gold ring between Angelica’s breasts. Angelica caught her breath and the other woman’s light touch. “Nice tits, by the way. Who did them?”
“Um...” She never thought of herself as endowed enough that anyone would think they were fake. “They’re real.”
“Get the fuck out of here,” Jules laughed.
Angelica saw the security guard move down the line, running his eyes over each of the patrons waiting on the elevator. Her heart raced faster as she willed the elevator to arrive.
“Hey, do either of you have a cigarette?” Angelica asked. “I’ve been dying for a smoke all night, and those vap things don’t do a thing.”
Jules laughed. “Totally agree,” she said, fishing into her purse for her pack. “They’re only good for smoking weed, and even then, I’d rather have a nice J.”
“For sure,” Angelica said as sincerely as she could, considering she neither smoked pot, nor knew what a ‘J’ was.
Jules lit up the cigarette herself, taking a long drag on it. That caught the security guard’s attention, and just as he started taking an interest in Angelica, too.
“Hey, you can’t smoke in here.”
Jules turned to the guy, took another long pull, and released a cloud of smoke right into his face. His fists balled up. The air crackled.
The doors to the elevator chimed, then slid open.
Jules flashed a crooked smile at him, shrugged, and headed for the elevator. All his fury was so focused on the drunk girl that he didn’t even look at Angelica right behind her. Then the doors slid shut and they were headed down.
“I can’t believe you just did that,” Dana said with a hysterical laugh. “I swear I thought he was going to punch you.”
“Meathead,” Jules said with a laugh. She still hadn’t put out her cigarette, and the acrid bite of it quickly filled the small space. She passed the cigarette to Angelica. “I believe this is yours.”
“Uh, right.” She took it awkwardly, lifting it to her lips and taking a puff. It had been years since she’d last had a cigarette—during a time that predated Vince—and even back then, she’d only ever smoked socially. Nicotine and tar filled her lungs, reminding her of more carefree times. “Thanks.”
“Hey, for a hottie like you, you can have the whole pack,” Jules said. She stepped up to Angelica, slid her hand around her waist, and kissed her.
It caught Angelica so much by surprise that she gasped, letting the other woman’s tongue invade her mouth. The kiss tasted like lipstick and smoke, and felt just as confusing. Even more so, she found herself returning it. The night had already been wild, why not add her first ever girl-on-girl make out session?
Jules pulled back far enough to look Angelica in the eyes. She was still drunk, but her glassy stare had given way to something more passionate. “Want to come back to our room and play some more?”
Angelica had never been with a woman, but she had to admit that a part of her was curious. “Sorry, I have to pass. I’m meeting someone else.”
Jules tipped her head to one side. “I’m really good at eating pussy. Right, Dana?”
“Me-ow,” the other girl said.
Angelica looked at Jules’s lips, soft and succulent. It sent a jolt right through her. “I’m sure you are. Maybe another time.”
Jules just shrugged, giving up as easily as this had started. “Suit yourself. You don’t know what you’re missing.”
The doors opened, and Angelica was suddenly aware that they weren’t alone. In fact, about a dozen other young clubbers had witnessed the exchange and were openly staring—the guys in particular.
Dana and Jules left first. Angelica hung back, the still smoking cigarette pinched between her fingers. When she finally exited, her hips sashaying, the tingle of Jules’s kiss still on her mouth, she felt like a badass. She felt like Angelica.



Chapter 7
Vince
Vince’s heart didn’t settle until the door to the hotel room was safely shut behind him, and even then he kept expecting security to come pounding on the door. When he was pretty sure that he hadn’t, he put his head in his hands and thought about the last half hour.
He shouldn’t have left his wife—his wife. Not alone. Not dressed as she was. And certainly not in a club where she was wanted by security who thought she was a hooker. He thought about Mike and the deal she’d made—Do me this favor, and maybe one day, I’ll return it. Was that day today? Tonight?
Vince felt the panic rise in him, stormy and violent. He was on his feet, halfway to the door before he realized he had no idea what he could do. Somewhere beyond, Heather could be in some security office, bent over the desk as Mike evened up the score.
Vince steadied himself on the hotel door as his stomach squirmed. He grew dizzy with the panic. With the helplessness.
Don’t worry, I can take care of myself. Her last words didn’t set him at ease. They did the opposite. The vision of his wife getting fucked changed. She was no longer Heather. She was Angelica. And she was smiling.
Fuck me, big guy. Punish me. She looked back at him over her shoulder, glistening with a sheen of sweat. She breathed deeply, her eyes heavy lidded.
Vince...was hard. And just as immediately, he was ashamed. What the fuck was wrong with him? And yet...and yet he couldn’t shake the lurid image of Angelica getting ridden by the big, black bouncer, her pussy stretching around his huge cock, her body reacting to the strange, new feeling.
I can take care of myself. Jesus, he never should have left her alone—
A knock came at the door. Hard, self-assured. Vince froze, the panic of being chased by security once again seizing him. He stepped back, looking for a place to go, for something to defend himself.
“It’s me.” Angelica. She was back. “Vincent, are you in there?”
Relief flooded him. He opened the door to the redhead, smiling broadly beyond the door. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, as if she’d just been running...or fucking.
The panic coiled around his chest again. “Did you have to… How did you get out?”
“Long story.” She closed the distance between them. Her nipples were hard. Her hair still held back in that severe, high ponytail. And was that...cigarette smoke?
Their mouths found one another, neither sure who started the kiss, neither wanting it to stop. She tasted of smoke and booze. Of sin and danger. Questions flit through the heat and haze—was that all she tasted of? Was that someone else?
He bottled up the queasy questions as he walked his hands along her body, untying the bikini top. It went slack, hanging from her neck between her tits—her soft, ripe tits.
She gasped as he lowered his mouth to her nipple, rolling her shoulders back, her upper body swaying back. She would have fallen had he not held her upright, against him, against his mouth.
Her nipple hardened ever more as he swirled his tongue around it. Her fingers went into his hair, tightening.
He spun her around, her back to the bed. Vince wasn’t the kind of guy who did things like push his wife onto her back, but now, in this confusing role play, he pushed her. She gasped, her surprise turning into a happy laughter. “Ooo,” she said, pushing up with her elbows.
“You’re so beautiful,” he said. Laying back like that, topless and pale, she was a vision.
“Am I worth it?” Her cobalt blue eyes met his, unabashed.
“Every penny.” He glanced down at her bikini bottoms and that little sarong. Again, he heard the order that he normally wouldn’t have made, a moment before he did. “Take that off.”
Her bare chest rose and fell. She nodded, her eyes never leaving his as she hooked her bottoms with her thumbs, lifted her ass, and shimmied out of them.
Vince stole a look down between her legs, at the pussy he’d felt, but not seen before. At the pussy he owned for the next three days. It was beautiful, as pale as the rest of her, compact, tight, and completely bare.
“Like it?” Angelica asked. She spread her legs, lewdly spreading her strange pussy with her fingers until it glistened pink and open. “Does it excite you?”
Vince shed his own swimming trunks, his cock springing free.
“Looks like that’s a yes,” she said.
Vince couldn’t play any longer. He could neither tease nor be teased. He had plenty of time for that over the next couple days. Despite the frantic fuck in the bathroom, or the blowjob earlier, he was impatient to feel her wrapped around him. To feel her swoon beneath him. To listen to her scream.
He climbed up between her legs, cock in hand, feeling thicker than normal despite the previous two orgasms. He thought about her fantasy—how turned on she got when treated like a whore. “Ready to earn your way on your back?”
He still felt a little silly saying it—he would have even if she really was a call girl—but it worked. Angelica gasped, her face taking on a wild, intense smile.
She spread her legs wider, reaching out to take his cock in her hand. “Come see why they all say I’m the best.”
It was all an illusion. A game. But for a fleeting moment, as this beautiful woman tugged on his erection and looked up at him with her bedroom eyes, he bought it. He saw his escort. His paid companion.
She placed him against her pussy, smooth and slippery. “You’re so wet.” The words tumbled out before they’d ever formed.
“It’s been an exciting night.” She pulled. He sank inside her. She rolled her head back as he penetrated her, her smile as languid as a stretching cat’s. “You’ve been exciting.” She wrapped her legs around his back and pulled him deeper into her.
He drew back, then thrust hard. “You like that?”
She moaned with each push. “Yes!” Her fingers curled behind his head. “Fuck me, Vincent. Fuck me hard.”
His wife didn’t speak like this. She didn’t talk dirty. Angelica did. Angelica reached into his hair. She ran her fingernails down his back. She moaned loudly, and came even harder. And unless he didn’t know his wife at all, nothing about the experience was faked.
He pulled back, looking down at her. Her eyes were closed. What was she thinking about? Who was she thinking about? Vince nearly lost it. Jealousy, excitement, anger, passion—it all came out in a rage.
He slammed his hands on the bed. “I’m going to come,” he growled.
“Do it,” Angelica said, her eyes remaining shut, her whore fantasy playing out. Was she with that guy she saw at the club? Was she with Jackson Price? Or even the bouncer?
He groaned as his orgasm tore through him, as his cock pulsed and come boiled down his length, exploding inside of her.
Angelica moaned, gasping, her orgasm crashing against his.
Spent, he managed to push up on his arms and watch this beautiful creature crest, all soft lines and panting, pale flesh. Her head was back, her chest up, her back off the mattress, a sinuous curve, moaning, gasping.
In the afterglow, Angelica smiled. “You came inside of me. Naughty boy.” She rose gracefully, heading for the bathroom to clean up.
He watched her go, her ass swinging side to side, and wondered if that wasn’t a thing guys did with their escorts. Then realized that he didn’t care. He would with this one.
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Chapter 8
Angelica
Angelica awoke before Vince, and for one disorienting moment, she was Heather again. She draped a naked leg over his and snuggled into him from behind. When she opened her eyes, she expected to see the sweet yellow curtains of their bedroom back in Minneapolis, and the hazy morning light diffusing through their familiar bedroom.
But the light here was different. Harsher. Brighter. And those curtains were neither sweet, nor yellow. They hung heavy and black, designed to block out light, not diffuse. The sun made its way in anyway, fighting through the long seam.
She shifted against the man in her arms. He was naked. She was naked. She didn’t do that, not even on the hottest days of the year.
Last night returned as defiantly as the sun cutting through the curtains. The role play. The game. Angelica and Vincent. The adrenaline. Being chased by security. Having sex in the bathroom. The excitement of playing the prostitute.
She rolled on to her back, snaking her hand down between her legs. She came alive as she touched herself, touched the unfamiliar curves of her waxed cunt. She glanced at Vince, who was still out of it, then crawled out of bed and into the shower.
Last night had been one of the most exciting of her life. She didn’t do things like that. She’d rarely gone to clubs, even when she was young, but there was a moment last night when she became the kind of woman who had. She’d talked her way into the VIP level with just the promise of sex—
“Gah,” she groaned. She planted her hand against the shower wall as she fingered herself. She wasn’t gentle, the way Vince touched her, but rough, hard. The kind of touch that she wished a john would use. The kind of control she wanted to give up.
She thought about Jin, who’d approached her, who would have paid for her. She imagined him pressing her against the shower wall, her tits mashed against the tiles, her hands pinned over head. He’d fuck her from behind, telling her what a hot slut she was, what a naughty, little whore.
She clenched down and came like a storm, her stifled moans muffled under the shower’s hiss. It sated her for the moment, but she knew the need would be back in an hour or two. For now, though, she could think straight.
*
Angelica was Angelica again as she headed down to the pool. Vince was still sleeping, mumbling something about being hungover, so she’d left him with a glass of water and a soft kiss on the cheek.
She was in Vegas, staying at one of the most upscale casinos in the world. She wasn’t about to miss her chance to lounge by the pool. She wore a new bikini. This one was pink and haltered, and while it covered more than last night’s, she hadn’t been walking around last night under the high, Vegas sun. She felt sexy, felt the eyes on her as she stepped into the pool area, her pale skin glittering with sunblock. She’d paired it with tall, cork-heeled sandals that showed off her pedicure—bright red, to match her fingers and the shade of her lips.
Her nipples hardened. Her pussy tingled. She once again reveled behind her itty-bitty, teeny-weeny little mask.
Despite it only being ten o’clock, the pool at Fortuna was pretty crowded. Most of the guests were lounging around it, not actually in the pool, although there were a few—unlike last night on the roof.
Still, it was easy to find a chair to stretch out in, and she’d just set her towel down when a server came by and asked if she’d like anything to drink.
She began to say something about it being a little early when she looked around and realized that more than a few of the guests out here had fruity, frozen beverages. “Sure, why not. A strawberry daiquiri please.”
“Right away.”
Angelica adjusted her sunglasses and looked around, pretending not to notice all the stares she was getting, or how unexpectedly exciting they were. Instead, she allowed herself to be Heather for a few minutes, shielded by the mirrored aviators.
If any of her friends from back home knew what she was doing, they’d freak. Hell, if Heather herself heard that a friend of hers did something like this, she wouldn’t believe it. To think that Molly or Sara or Annie would come out to Las Vegas and pretend to be an escort was just too preposterous to even consider, and they were all just as pretty—if not more so—than her. Hell, Annie was a beauty queen back in college.
Only Vince knew, and even that set her nerves off. She’d lived with this fantasy buried for so long, afraid of how he’d react, of what he’d say. She was a good girl who’d done a few naughty things in her past, but who hadn’t? More importantly, it was the good girl that Vince had married, so it was the good girl that she’d always tried to maintain.
Heather laughed to herself, hearing the melodrama in her thoughts. It wasn’t that she felt repressed or anything. Just, every now and then, this desire welled up inside of her—to be bought, to be used.
Last night had been good. Vince had tried his best to indulge her fantasy. He’d bossed her around. He’d called her his whore. When he pulled out and came on her face—a first for both of them—she had a glimpse of what it was like to truly be his whore. But when she thought back on last night, it was her memories of other men that got her the most excited. Jackson Price had assumed she was a call girl. So had Mike the bouncer. And then there was Jin. She still had the man’s card, that little piece of paper exciting and illicit, a tangible manifestation of her dark fantasy. He wanted her. He’d actually pay to have her.
And that made her feel so damn guilty. What kind of good wife thought like that? Vince didn’t deserve that. He’d been supportive enough of her fantasy—
“Excuse me, but I believe this is yours,” came a voice. A familiar voice. She looked up to see her daiquiri being offered, fruit and a paper umbrella blooming from the top. It was held in Jackson Price’s outstretched hand.
Angelica quickly got back into character, happy to hide behind her sunglasses. “Side job?” she asked, taking the frozen drink.
He looked around and grinned. “Are you kidding me? Serving beautiful women dressed in bikinis...this is a dream job.”
She lowered her glasses enough to give him an open once-over, and she liked what she saw. Before, all she’d had to judge him on was his crisp suit and his handsome face. He was still handsome—his dark hair flecked with gray, his nose slightly hooked, his jaw rigid and square—but this suit gave her much more to work with. There was no mistaking it, under his tank top and swimming trunks, he was in great shape. He wasn’t over inflated like a weightlifter, but he was broad across the shoulders, with thick arms and a trim waist. He took care of himself, and she appreciated the eye candy.
“Very nice, Jackson.”
He took the empty seat next to her without asking if he could. She kind of liked that. “You wear Vince out?”
Angelica giggled—until that moment, she hadn’t decided whether Angelica was a giggler or not. Looked like with Jackson, she was. “Totally wore him out.”
He said, “You need someone who challenges you more.”
She bristled at that, even as it flattered. “He was enough, trust me.” She reclined in the chair, sipping her drink and ignoring him. “What about your lady love? You scare her away despite your money?”
“Ha! I like you.”
“You and everyone else.” Heather didn’t know where this was coming from; Angelica knew exactly.
“Spend the day with me.”
She smiled beneath her shades, feeling warm all over, and from more than just the sun. She turned back to him, slowly, her smile never wavering. Jackson had his sunglasses pushed up onto his head and was admiring her openly. Things...quivered.
“But Mr. Price, what would your ‘wife’ say?”
Jackson laughed out loud. “She does her thing during the day. I do mine. We’ll get back together tonight, but in the meantime, I’m free.”
Her heart quickened at his persistence. “You know, I would love to...” She let the statement linger before pouring slightly. “...but I’m with Vincent through Thursday.”
He seemed ready for her reply. “I’ll pay double whatever he’s paying you.”
She kept the coy act up. “But you don’t know what he’s paying me.”
“A number then. I’ll pay you ten grand for the day and night.”
Ten grand was a lot of money. Her head spun. He’d pay that much for her? She managed to keep her reaction beneath the surface and her voice calm. “You think that’s double?”
“Fifteen, then. Don’t tell me Vince is paying you more than seven. This isn’t my first rodeo.”
Fifteen thousand dollars for less than 24 hours of work. That was insane. That was almost as much as she made in three months. But it wasn’t the money that had her pussy so wet and her nipples hard. It was the fact that he was willing to pay for her time, her companionship...her body.
“It’s a generous offer, but what kind of girlfriend would that make me?”
“The hottest kind...a cheating one.”
Or a cheating wife. She loved her husband. She’d never been tempted, not once, despite a few offers.
Not that she was tempted here. Or so she told herself.
Not in any serious way.
“I’m sorry, Jackson. I’m with Vince through Thursday, and despite what you may think of me, I expect you to respect that.”
He reclined his head and rose. She could see a large bulge press against his trunks. “Fair enough. It was good seeing you again, Angelica.”
She watched him leave, drinking in his broad shoulders beneath his tank top. She watched him all the way to the pool’s exit before realizing that she’d been staring. It was only when he was gone that she broke out of the spell.
“Get a grip, girl,” she said, flopping onto the lounger. The man hired prostitutes to spend time with him while in Vegas. What kind of man was that?
Still, she couldn’t shake the smile. Instead, she closed her eyes and drifted off in the sun.



Chapter 9
Vince
“Blow on them for luck.” Vince held up the red, plastic dice, and Angelica blew. It felt less silly than he thought, although the success he was having at the craps table certainly helped.
Angelica pressed her bright red lips together and blew. Good God, that was sexy.
He threw the dice, and they tumbled down to the other end, bouncing against the padded wall before stopping on—
“Nine. Three and six. Nine!” announced the croupier.
“You win again!” Angelica said, hugging him. “Nine pays out three to two. That’s...Jesus, baby, you just made over $600 in one throw.”
Vince felt as exuberant as she sounded. She was right about the odds, and a woman’s quick grasp of mathematics had never been sexier.
“Hey, man,” a drunk, young man said. “Can I borrow your Lady Luck?” He leered at Angelica.
“Does she look like someone who I’d just lend out?” Vince asked, feeling emboldened by the recent wins.
The man stared at her tits, which were well represented in her clingy, red dress. “You’re right, too rich for my blood.”
He gathered his chips and stumbled away as Vince and Angelica laughed.
They’d been wandering through casinos on Fremont Street in Old Vegas all afternoon. Angelica was the perfect ‘girlfriend’. She wasn’t just arm candy, although she filled that role very well. With her, he felt like a high roller. But it was more than that. She seemed genuinely interested in the things that he was interested in—and in a different way than Heather was.
Like the thing with craps. Heather was not a gambler, and had never shown even a hint of curiosity about it. But when they’d stepped up to the craps table, Angelica had asked pointed questions about the rules. What are the odds? What’s the come line (this was said with a snicker)? What’s the ‘hard way’ (another snicker)? Not only that, but after about a half hour of watching, she had as strong a grasp of the rules as Vince.
Same went with their conversation at lunch. She’d brought up CrossFit, seemingly curious about the subject. Heather never would have gone there. She knew how much he could talk about it, and had heard it all.
Of course, it was all an act. There really was no Angelica. Heather was just doing a damn good job pretending that there was. That alone was hot.
“Let it ride, sir?” the croupier asked as he pushed the dice down to him.
Vince looked at Angelica, who smiled and nodded. Do it.
“Let it ride,” he said, scooping up the dice. He had over a thousand dollars on the table. A seven would wipe him out. A nine and he really could afford someone like Angelica if he wanted to. His body trembled. Angelica stepped close, running her hand up his chest. She had to feel his racing heart.
He held up the dice, and she blew. “Good luck.”
The dice flew, striking the green felt. Tumbling. The numbers spun, flipped, and settled. A five, and a—
“Five and four. Nine again.”
Vince stared at the dice, all the way down at the end of the table. His stomach fluttered. He didn’t believe it. Couldn’t. Angelica leaned in, her breath hot against his ear. “I want to fuck you so badly right now, my winner.”
“Cash me out, sir,” Vince said. No, Vincent said.
“Yes, sir.”
He looked at the pile of chips amassed in front of him, dwarfing anyone else at the table. He looked at the players gathered around, staring at him, wondering who this rich schmuck was. It was a look he knew well because he was usually right beside them, wondering how a guy could get so lucky. He had money, a beautiful woman on his arm, and the luck to keep it.
“Why don’t we do something else, first,” he said, feeling his confidence surge.
“Anything.”
Vincent liked the sound of that. “I’m taking you to a strip club.”



Chapter 10
Angelica
It felt like she was dating again. Like she was feeling this man out for the first time—not only figuring out who he was, but who she was in relation. Not that she was defined by her man, of course, but she definitely behaved differently depending on who she was with. Early in college, she dated a straight-edge metal head, and found herself dressing down more than dressing up. It wasn’t that she disliked wearing pretty things, just that it was less important at the time. When she’d dated a preppy fraternity brother, she found herself paying more attention to her makeup and acting cool.
When Heather met Vince, it had been the same way. He was into fitness, so that drew out the sportier side of her. By the same token, he took more of an interest in restaurants and dining, and together they turned into foodies.
Now, with Vincent, that newness was back, which was crazy since he was barely any different. Only he was. Vince never would have suggested a strip club. She didn’t even know that he liked the idea of them, although maybe that was more Heather’s naïveté than reality. Even crazier, Angelica didn’t just pretend to be interested—she was interested. Or curious. Or something.
They slid into a cab, and before Vince could ask the driver to recommend a club—a really bad idea when in Vegas, as most of the drivers are being paid off by the cheesier clubs—Angelica said, “Take us to Orchid Lounge, please.”
The cabbie grinned, looked at Vince enviously, and said, “Right away.”
Vince was looking at her in that curious way again, like he didn’t know who she was. She just smiled and patted his knee. “You want somewhere classy, right?”
He nodded, a question on his tongue that he let go. She smiled and looked out the window as they pulled away from Fremont Street.
Her research had included strip clubs. It seemed like a subject that an escort should be somewhat knowledgeable—not that she ever imagined she’d be going to one. She knew which ones were tourist traps, which ones were trashy, and which were the most sophisticated. Orchid Lounge was one of the classiest—small and intimate with beautiful women and drinks that, while not cheap, weren’t watered down.
They drove out into a part of Las Vegas that most visitors probably never saw—neighborhoods, convenience stores, men and women who supported this city of sin. And beyond them, the mountains, where the sun had begun to make its way.
Vince followed her eyes. “It’s like seeing the city without its makeup,” he said.
The driver chuckled at that.
Angelica said, “Don’t you know it’s rude to stare?”
The driver laughed harder.
“It’s actually comforting,” Vince said. “It’s nice to see something normal after these last few days.”
Angelica heard something in the statement, felt something in his stare, but before she could ask him about it, they pulled up to Orchid Lounge.
“Have fun, you two.”
Vince paid, got out first, and helped Angelica. Her red dress wasn’t terribly short, but she still had to be careful not to flash anyone. Not that there were many to flash. The only person outside besides them was a doorman, stationed outside a nondescript building with a black awning and a matching black carpet. No neon lights marred the building. Not even a sign, beyond a silver orchid on the front of the awning.
“Two?” he asked as they approached.
Vincent nodded as Angelica threaded her fingers into his. He was nervous, but doing a good job hiding it.
The bouncer said something into his radio and nodded. “Welcome to Orchid Lounge,” he said, holding the door open for them.
Angelica had never been to a strip club, so most of her expectations were set by television and the movies. She had no idea if this particular club was indicative of all Las Vegas clubs, but it sure held up well next to those high, glitzy expectations.
A single stage took up the center of the room, about waist-high, circular, and adorned with a shiny, brass pole. A blonde was spinning on it acrobatically as they entered. She was as pretty as a model, slim and sleek with small breasts and a tight little ass. She wore a white g-string, tall, plastic heels, and nothing else.
A brunette greeted them at the door, dressed in a tiny black dress and equally pretty. “I’m Danica. Right this way,” she said. Angelica caught Vince looked at the brunette’s butt, but couldn’t blame him much—she looked, too.
“Is this your first time?” the woman asked.
“Yes. We’re here on vacation,” he said for them.
“Welcome to Las Vegas then. There’s a two drink minimum. You’re welcome to watch the stage shows, but we ask you to tip if you enjoy them. Lap dances are $20 for a song, and if you want to get a private dance, it starts at $200. We also ask that you buy the dancers a drink if you choose to go back there.”
The club wasn’t crowded, although it was just a Monday night. Velvet armchairs created little islands through the main part of the club, with booths lining the back. The hostess led them to a set of chairs towards the back of the room, far enough from the stage that they could talk.
“Any questions before I leave you?”
“Yes,” Angelica found herself saying, much to her surprise. “Will you be dancing later?”
Danica actually looked bashful. “No, I just...I don’t dance.”
Angelica stepped up to her, touching her face. This close, she looked younger than Angelica had thought she was, and she was surprised that Danica was intimidated by her, not the only way around.
“Shame,” Angelica said. Her voice didn’t waver. “I was looking forward to that.”
The brunette sighed, a slight blush settling in her apple blossom cheeks. She lost her composure for only a moment though. Her smile returned. “Well, you’ll have to settle for one of the dancers. Have fun now. Someone’ll be by for your drinks.”
When they sat, Vince was looking at her in that way again, like she was new to him. She smiled and winked, casting her eyes around the club.
Angelica was in a strip club. How crazy was that? On an intellectual level, she had never thought very highly of them. Quite the opposite, in fact. She thought of these kinds of clubs as businesses of exploitation, where women came from broken lives, desperate to make a buck with their bodies. As she watched the blonde finish her set, though, she realized how pretentious that sounded. Instead, she wondered about the dancer herself. Who was she? What was her story? What series of events led her to Orchid Lounge, taking her clothes off for money?
An Asian woman took her place, her long, black hair parted at the side, sharp and glossy. She wore a orange and red kimono with rich, golden details that caught the lights of the club. She took the stage with a confidence that Angelica wanted to emulate. This wasn’t a broken girl from a broken home. This woman commanded.
At the first, hard beats of her song, the new dancer tore open her kimono, revealing a tight body in a little pair of shorts and a bra, both of which matched the discarded robe. She reached behind her, grabbed the pole, and hoisted herself up. The show was on.
“That’s impressive,” Vince said beside her.
Angelica nodded, realized how mesmerized she’d become.
“She’s one of our best,” a female voice said between them. “Kim is a headliner here.”
Angelica turned to see yet another attractive woman bending low between them, showing off a healthy expanse of tanned cleavage. She had to force herself to look their server in the eyes—pretty hazel ones under a crown of golden hair. Vince wasn’t as successful at diverting his eyes.
“She’s very good at what she does,” Angelica said.
“Want me to see if she’s free for a dance? She loves entertaining couples.”
Angelica felt her cheeks go hot before she could control herself. “Maybe. But I’d like to keep my options open for now.”
Their cocktail waitress smiled. “Of course. I’m Mandy. What can I get you two while I wait?”
“Vodka tonic, please,” Angelica said.
“And you?” Mandy asked Vince.
“Whiskey and coke. Please.”
“Right away,” Mandy said.
She left, and Angelica got a good look at the woman as she did so. Mandy was more petite than the dancers she’d seen, with breasts that seemed a little too full for her otherwise tight, little body. She wondered if Mandy danced, before shaking her head. She needed to get her thoughts under control.
When she looked back at Vince, he was studying her, a half-smile adorning his handsome face.
“What?” she asked.
“Nothing.”
“No, what?”
Vince chuckled. “You look like a kid in a candy store, without, um, looking anything like a kid.” His eyes ended in her cleavage.
“What’s that supposed to mean?” Angelica asked.
“You can have any girl in here that you want,” he said. “Who do you want?”
“We’re here for you, Vincent,” she reminded.
“And what if I want to watch you get a lap dance?”
She was Angelica, she reminded herself. Not Heather. Not Vince’s wife. “Then I’d say lucky me...but it’ll cost you extra if you want me to be that kind of girlfriend.”
She watched him repeat the words to himself, processing them. That kind of girlfriend. A smile crept across his face, but before he could say anything, Mandy was back with their drinks. Vince pulled out a thick billfold of cash—most of the winnings he’d made at the craps table—and peeled off three twenties. “Keep the change,” he said. “Angelica here likes you.”
Mandy looked surprised at the large tip before recovering. She glanced at Angelica and smiled. “Why thank you.”
When she left, Vince said, “I’d like to propose a toast.” He raised his glass. She raised hers. He smiled, boyish and charming. Her heart fluttered. She knew what he was going to say next. “To being that kind of girlfriend.”
“But you don’t know my fee.”
Vince rolled off a couple bills—the hundreds from the inside of the roll. “A couple hundred will make you the kind of girlfriend who likes lap dances?”
She nodded. The only thing that marred the fantasy was the way his voice went up at the end, turning a strong statement into a question. Still, it was pretty damn hot. The money had always been abstract, of course. Before he’d won at the craps table, it wasn’t even real money, just an idea, and even now, that billfold was more prop than anything. Still, she could practically smell the money, and it was a pretty heady smell.
Vince peeled off more bills. “In that case, I can’t wait to find out what a thousand will do.”
He folded the thick wad of hundreds in half, leaned forward, and pressed them into her hand. Angelica shivered. She knew how reckless this was, passing money back and forth in public like this—even as discrete as Orchid Lounge—but with that recklessness came such a rush. It blew over her, taking her breath with it.
She pinched the money between her fingers, feeling the texture of the bills. They were crisp, new, yet profoundly dirty.
“I guess you’ll find out,” she said, tucking the money into her purse. Heat climbed up the back of her neck. But this is what she wanted, right? To step out of her comfort zone. To relinquish responsibility to her “job.”
She nearly laughed as Vincent’s face lit up. Now who was the kid in the candy store? she thought. She turned back to the stage, no longer bashful as she watched the dancer strip out of her bra. The woman had beautiful breasts, soft, small, perfect for her body. It was silly, but this woman felt real in a way that Angelica hadn’t expected. So far, all the dancers did.
She heard a woman beside her, whispering to Vince in a voice as smooth as silk. “Hi, I’m April. Would you like a dance?”
Angelica turned. Her pulse quickened. The blonde who’d been dancing when they’d entered was perched on the arm of Vince’s chair. She wore a small, black dress that was somehow sexier to Angelica than when she’d been dancing in her thong.
Jealousy rippled through Angelica as Vince looked at April hungrily. She hadn’t considered the possibility of their little game ending with Vince fooling around with another woman, although if he wanted a threesome…
She felt dizzy at the prospect, forcing herself to breathe in and out slowly. Things wouldn’t go that far, she reassured herself. They were at a strip club, not a brothel. These women were paid to tease, not fuck. Not like her.
“Maybe later,” Vince said. “We just got here.”
The blonde didn’t look disappointed. Instead, she slid off of Vince’s seat and into Angelica’s lap. She smelled of vanilla, and where their legs touched, Angelica marveled at how soft her skin was. “How about you, sweetheart? Want a dance?”
Angelica forced a smile, even as she freaked out inside. “Maybe later,” she said.
April caressed Angelica’s face, her touch light yet intoxicating. “Hope so.”
Angelica and Vince watched her leave, her ass so enticing in that dress as she sashayed over to another group of guys. In a way, Angelica admired her mercenary attitude. She seemed to enjoy what she did, but she didn’t lose sight of why she did it: it was a job. That’s what Angelica was playing at, too. She wasn’t actually into girls. She was just doing her job, and this new aspect of her job required her to like girls.
“She didn’t do it for you?” Vince asked with a knowing smile.
“Oh, she did. It’s just early.”
Vince nodded, looking around the room. “How about her? The redhead?”
Angelica followed his eyes to an attractive woman with a bob of bright red hair. She was gyrating in the lap of an older gentleman, her top already off. Her breasts were too large for her slight build, and not in a natural way. Angelica realized they were the first pair of obviously fake breasts she’d seen here.
“I don’t think so.”
“Yeah, not your type,” Vince agreed, moving on. He was already on to others.
“And who do you think is my type?” Angelica asked, amused.
Vince stopped looking around and smiled, focusing on someone opposite Angelica. “Her,” he said.
Angelica looked, nerves tight. There were about half a dozen strippers between the two of them and the bar on the far side of the room, but as soon as she looked, she knew exactly who he was talking about—Jackson Price’s arm candy, Mariana.
The Spanish prostitute seemed to sense Angelica looking. Their eyes met. Angelica tingled with nervous energy before looking back at Vince.
“She’s a stripper?” Angelica said.
“I believe that they’re called dancers.”
So this is what Jackson meant when he said that she did her own thing during the day. She wanted to look back at Mariana, but didn’t dare.
Vince picked up on it. “You really do have the hots for her, don’t you? Should I call her over?”
“No!” That was more of Heather talking than Angelica. “I mean…”
Vince chuckled. “Well, looks like she’s with someone right now, anyway. We’ll just have to wait.” He was falling more easily into his role. He still looked a little awkward in this place, but less so.
“How about you? Who excites you?” she asked.
Vince opened his mouth, ready to give the automatic response that Angelica knew he would—only you, honey. Then he remembered himself, but still didn’t answer, wary of hurting her feelings.
“Go ahead. I’m not a jealous girlfriend,” she said. “I know how to share.”
She cracked a smile at Vince’s hungry surprise. It was fun pretending to be so bad.
A dancer approached Vince from behind, running her hand across his shoulder as she bent forward. “Can I dance for the two of you?” She whispered it to Vince, but her eyes were on Angelica. She was a California blonde, and in her lacy, black bra, her tanned tits spilled into tantalizing view. When Vince turned to her, his face was full of them.
“Sure, please join us,” he said. Again, he went for his thick roll of bills, and again, he got a hungry reaction from the stripper. He passed her a twenty. “What’s your name?”
“JJ. And yours?”
“Vincent. And this is my girlfriend, Angelica.”
JJ slid into Vincent’s lap as she ran an appreciative glance over Angelica. “She’s very generous,” JJ said. “Nice to meet the two of you.”
“The pleasure’s all mine,” he said.
“It will be.” JJ smiled. “You look like you’re having a good time in Vegas.” She said it to Vince, and based on the way she glanced at Angelica, she implied that Angelica was more part of the good times than the you.
“I’m having a great time,” he said.
The song changed to some hip hop that Angelica didn’t recognize. It was the kind of song that would get her back on her feet were they in a dance club. JJ started moving her hips in Vince’s lap, turning away from him before she reached for the front clasp of her bra. “Let’s make it even better.”
Angelica couldn’t help but compare herself to this professional stripper, and when she did, she couldn’t stop the insecurity from creeping in. The blonde was in her early twenties, with a perfect body that would have been hard to compete if Heather was also in her early twenties. Her breasts were full, yet still firm and high. Her stomach was a washboard. Her skin a rich bronze and completely unblemished. Skin like that didn’t last, but Vince probably wasn’t thinking about the effects of the sun on this stripper. Judging from the way he was staring at this girl’s body, his thoughts were a lot less practical.
You’re not jealous, are you? she asked herself. She looked away from the two of them, letting her eyes wander the club...right to Mariana. The brunette was talking with one of the bouncers guarding the passage to the back room, and Angelica took the moment to check her out more openly.
The last time Angel had met her, she’d been glammed up, but appropriately so for the lounge scene. Now, she wore considerably less—a pair of skintight jean shorts that was smaller than some underwear that Angelica owned and a red tank top that left her flat midriff bare. She was fit in a way that Angelica could be if she had the time to work out more often—lean and athletic without being muscled.
As if sensing Angelica’s appraisal, Mariana turned in her direction. Their eyes met, once again, and once again Angelica’s heart fluttered. She felt heat slide across her sex, only this time, she couldn’t look away.
The brunette whispered something to the bouncer, who nodded, and then she was picking her way across the room to Angelica. For one panicked moment, Angelica wondered if it was too late to run away. She looked at Vince, who was deep into JJ’s lap dance, and realized that she didn’t have time to run.
“Hi there,” came the woman’s voice, right along with a lilting Spanish accent.
Angelica turned. Mariana was breathtaking up close. “Hey there.”
“Angelica and Vince, right?”
Angelica nodded. “Sorry for staring.” All of her confidence fled under this other woman’s sensuality.
“Don’t apologize.” She bent forward, enough that her olive-hued cleavage could no longer be ignored. Angelica’s gaze slipped down, taking in the healthy line created by the woman’s bra. “I really like to be stared at.”
Angelica blushed as she forced herself to meet the woman’s dark eyes again. She had such long lashes.
“I’m Mariana.” The way she pronounced it, rolling the R and putting emphasis on Ana, was so sexy.
“I remember,” Angelica said.
That seemed to please the brunette. “I’m about to go on stage, but would love to take the two of you into the back after…”
Angelica’s chest tightened at that. She couldn’t. This was too fast. She looked at Vince, who was alone again. JJ had moved on, apparently.
Mariana redirected the question at Vince. “What do you say? Would you like to see me dance with your ‘wife’?”
Angelica didn’t know what to say. She felt so frazzled. Somehow, she clawed back some of her confidence. “Let’s see how you do on the pole.”
Mariana smiled, her tongue peeking out between her white teeth. “Watch me and enjoy.”
She leaned in and kissed Angelica lightly on the lips. It was more of a peck than anything else, but to Angelica, it felt like a brazen make out session. She squeezed her thighs together and watched Mariana make her way to the stage.
“She gets you hot, doesn’t she?” Vince’s question snapped her out of her daze.
“Yes.”
He held out his hand, and immediately she went to him, sitting on his lap. She felt his cock press against her thigh, nudging closer to it. That’s what she needed right then and there—some reminder of masculinity. If she could have taken it inside her, right there in the middle of the club, she would have.
“Watch her, baby,” he whispered. “Think about how fun it would be to fool around with her.”
Angelica nodded. She’d watch, but she wouldn’t think...that. But she didn’t need to tell Vince that she wasn’t.
Robin Thicke’s “Blurred Lines” bubbly beat came on over the PA system, light and fun, and Mariana immediately fell into it with a smile. At first, all she did was stand at the edge of the stage, her hips bouncing, commanding the attention of everyone present, whether they were with a dancer or not. Then, with a flourish as the first verse began, she spun back, grabbed the pole, and twisted herself into the air.
Angelica couldn’t help but gasp. The woman was a tiger up there on the pole, contorting and spinning with powerful grace. And it was sexy—fuck, was it sexy. Angelica’s pussy warmed. She shifted in her seat, riveted on the stage, on the stripper, as her heart raced.
I know you want it / I know you want it / I know you want it
You’re a good girl
Mariana spun back to the glossy stage, on her knees, and flipped her long, dark hair back. When she opened her eyes, they were fixated right on Angelica.
The way you grab me
Must wanna get nasty
The dancer mouthed the lyrics. Angelica squeezed her thighs together, trying to contain herself. She looked at Vince, who was watching her as much as the stripper on stage. He winked. She laughed. That felt good. A release. Relax. Relax. Picking up her drink, she was surprised to find a new one in its place. The healthy gulp she took helped...until Mariana crossed her arms in front of her, grabbed the bottoms of her tank top, and peeled it over her head.
Mariana’s body was a work of art, sculpted, but in a real way. Angelica looked at her and imagined the time the dancer must have spent in the gym—and on the stripper pole, apparently—rather than one forged under a surgeon’s knife. When she released her breasts from her bra, they looked natural, too, although nature had been been generous to her. They bounced and moved in a mesmerizing way—a mouth-watering way?
Angelica took a deep breath, then reminded herself to take more of those. She felt dizzy. She tingled all over. And because of another woman? She wasn’t into girls. It was just an act. Right? This was just Angelica and her persona. This was just because Vincent paid her to like them.
The song shifted into David Guetta’s “Hey Mama”, and things went from fun and buoyant to sweltering. Mariana pulled to a stand, grinding against the pole like a lover. Angelica wasn’t alone as she swallowed hard. The dancer shed her tiny pair of denim shorts, leaving her in nothing but a minuscule, red g-string. Tossing her hair, her back to the pole, she reached above her, grabbed the brass, and hoisted herself airborne again.
Angelica tore her eyes away from the stage to look around. She was surprised that not everyone was transfixed and slack-jawed at the raw eroticism before them. Still, Mariana had more people gathered at the stage than any other dancer since they’d come in here.
Flo Rida’s “Low” came on, and Mariana moved to the edge of the stage, teasing her spectators and accepting bills into her g-string. A small part of Angelica wished she was one of them. Some reached out to touch the stripper, although she never let their hands linger long. Some stole glances down her panties as they slipped a bill into the band. Some asked her questions that were met with smiles and non-answers.
And then she was back at the pole, dollar bills saddled in her g-string.
“Does she make you wet?” Vince asked behind her. It wasn’t the kind of question that Vince normally asked, but then again, nothing about this situation was normal.
Angelica looked at Mariana up there, comfortable and confident in her nudity, her athletic body on display. “Yes.”
Vince tightened his hand around her waist. “Considering what her other job is, I wonder what she’d do during a private dance?”
Angelica’s heart skipped as she considered the possibilities. She swallowed her nerves and turned into him, wrapping her arms around his neck. “What are you hoping will happen?”
She could practically feel his excitement roll off him in waves of heat. It inflamed her. He said, “I’m hoping that she discovers how wet you are.”
Angelica’s stomach fluttered. It all still felt like a dream.
The song changed again. She looked back at the stage in time to see Mariana descending to the floor. She hadn’t bothered to dress again, holding her clothes against her while somehow not looking bashful. For a moment, Angelica wondered if maybe the stripper had forgotten about her. Then, Mariana looked past the crowd of guys around her and found Angelica’s eyes once again.
Angelica took a fortifying breath. Vince hugged her closer, offering silent support. Here goes.
Mariana cut through the crowd like it wasn’t there. Her hips picked up the beat of the next song, swaying hypnotically. She smiled, drawing out her high cheekbones and the sparkle of her dark eyes beneath her long lashes.
Angelica hadn’t felt this nervous in a long time. Her heart was beating so fast, her breathing so shallow.
Mariana approached them, placing her hands on either side of the chair that they shared. This close, Angelica could see the sheen of sweat on the other woman’s dusky skin and could smell her sweet perfume. “How was that?” Mariana asked. “Did I do okay?”
Angelica couldn’t resist glancing down at the other woman’s bare breasts. They were right there, full and round, capped with long, dark brown nipples.
“You were very good,” Angelica admitted.
Mariana looked past her, at Vince, and asked, “So you going to buy her a dance?”
“Only if I get to watch,” Vince said.
“I would not expect anything else. Let me go get dressed again. Do not go anywhere.” With that, she pushed back to her feet and sauntered away.
Angelica looked back at her husband. “I’m going to need another drink.”
Vince laughed, turning to look for Mandy.



Chapter 11
Vince
Vince fought to keep his cool as he placed $200 in cash onto Mandy’s serving tray. “Cash is so much easier,” she said. “No need to run cards or any of that nonsense.”
Vince nodded. This, more than anything he’d done since arriving in Las Vegas, felt like something that he shouldn’t be doing. It was, he realized, probably the feeling that he would have had if he really had hired a call girl. It felt risky. Dangerous. It got his adrenaline going like few things did.
“If I want to tip...?” he asked.
“You should. But that’s all handled between you and Mariana.” The way she said it was filled with suggestion.
“Okay.”
“Come on, I’ll take you back there,” Mandy said.
Vince laced his fingers with Angelica’s—or Heather’s? When he glanced at his wife out of the corner of his eye, that freaked out look was definitely his wife’s. It was yet another reminder of who she was and how far she was willing to take this. It also reminded him that once, not too long ago, he’d started to take Heather and her sexuality for granted. He’d started to see a partner, not a lover. As they followed the beautiful Mandy into the back rooms of the strip club, he saw her again.
Mariana met them just inside the curtained entrance to the back. She’d changed, although not into much. Her negligee was black and translucent, clinging to her body like a shadow rather than anything substantial. The only thing she wore beneath it was a black g-string, and even that looked more see-through than solid.
“Ready?” she asked the two of them, although she only held out her hands when Mandy gave her a slight nod. “Come on, let’s go have some fun.”
Behind the curtain, being led by the hand by a stunning stripper as the bass-filled hip hop grooves of the club thundered around them, Vince felt the thrill of a VIP member. It was like an amplified version of last night in Olympia.
The hall back here was as richly appointed as the club exterior, which surprised Vince for some reason. The floors were glossy, varnished hardwood, the walls polished, black marble. She led them to a set of stairs, carpeted down the middle in rich purple. “Who am I dancing for? The two of you? Or just Angelica?”
Vince wasn’t sure how to answer. He hadn’t missed the hint of jealousy Angelica had while watching him with JJ, so he hedged. “Let’s start with Angelica,” he said.
“Mmm, I can work with that,” she said, releasing Vince’s hand so she could step closer to the other woman. “You want a two-girl show?”
Vince saw Angelica stiffen, and a great big part of him nearly gave his wife an out. His lust had been vying for control all night. It almost had it. And besides, if she wanted to play this game, he could, too.
He reached into his pocket, fingering the billfold that was rapidly getting smaller. He knew that he should probably save most of this, add it to their rainy day fund. A windfall like this didn’t come along often.
But what fun was that?
He pulled out the roll of bills and counted off an extra $200. Even as experienced as Mariana must have been, he didn’t miss the hungry way she watched him count it. “Call this a downpayment on the night. I want you to make it unforgettable,” he said.
Mariana lit up. “Come on, let’s go find us a really private room.”
Mariana went up the stairs first, giving them each an intimate preview of what was to come. Vince could see up under her negligee, and even though it was nothing new, something about the shortness of it made the act naughty. He looked away, only to see Angelica taking in the same view. She blushed when she saw him looking, squeezing his hand. He bent down and kissed her neck in reassurance.
They met another large bouncer at the top of the stairs, wearing a black suit and a hard expression. “Is Suite C open?” Mariana asked him.
The man’s face melted into a wide smile. He looked past her at the couple. “It is.”
“Not anymore,” she said. To Vince and Angelica, she said, “Come on.”
Suite C was on the far end of a long, ornate hall that looked more at home in someone’s mansion than in a strip club. The walls were painted burgundy, the floor has a plush carpet running along its center, and many of the doors were shut. Only the music thrumming through the dark space and Mariana’s state of undress reminded them of where they were.
She led them in, leaving Vince to close the door. He could feel the pressure inside the room, thick, pressing on his chest. He didn’t hear the door click shut over the beat of his heart in his ears.
In the center of the room was a red velvet couch, all curves, no edges, no arms. The kind of sofa you could spread out on—have sex on. It was also the only piece of furniture in the room beyond a low coffee table.
The air in the room grew thicker still. He tore his eyes away from the couch to see Mariana standing close to Angelica, whispering something in her ear. They looked so beautiful standing together like that—Angelica in her short, red dress, Mariana in her negligee. Both wearing tall heels, they were about the same height.
“Why don’t you two sit?” Mariana said.
Shyly, Angelica held her hands out to him. He crossed the room, his cock pressing against his pants, and took her hands. Together, they sat as Mariana moved to a long bar that Vince hadn’t noticed. She pulled a bottle of champagne from a bucket of ice and scooped up three glasses. “Suite C, for champagne,” she explained as she crossed back over to them, one long leg in front of the other.
Vince’s eyes drifted down to her chest, where her dark nipples were easily seen through the lingerie. When he looked back at her, she was smirking. Go ahead, look, she seemed to say.
She settled into a spot on the opposite side of Angelica before handing the bottle over to him. “Open this while we get comfortable,” she said.
Vince took it, but his focus was on Mariana’s fingers, lacquered pale pink and tipped with white. They were mesmerizing as she ran her hand up his wife’s arm. He could see goosebumps form on Angelica’s pale skin.
Mariana’s question was a sing-song whisper. “You have been with another woman before, yes?”
Angelica shakily fell back into her call girl persona. “Yes.”
Mariana turned her hand over, caressing Angelica with the soft backs of her fingers. “I love women. So soft. So beautiful.” Her fingers reached Angelica’s neck, sweeping a thumb along the line of her jaw. “I love kissing them, don’t you?”
Mariana leaned in, tilting her head as their pink lips closed the distance. Vince held his breath. His eyes grew dry as he fought the urge to blink. He didn’t want to miss a moment of this. He didn’t want to miss a single detail. Angelica’s chest rose and fell rapidly, feverishly. She closed her eyes and parted her lips, ready to receive. He could see her tongue dancing, ready.
And then Mariana pulled back, smiling. She touched Angelica’s face and looked at Vince. “Do you need some help opening that bottle?”
He’d completely forgotten the champagne in his hands. He’d been working the wire cage that held the cork on, turning it over and over. It broke in his hands.
“Does he always have a hard time following instructions?” Mariana asked Angelica.
Angelica giggled, the tense mood breaking. “Sometimes. He’s usually pretty good.”
The song that had been playing merged into another. Mariana’s hips and shoulders caught the sultry bass and she rose to her feet, beginning her show.
Despite the fact that she was a stripper, Vince had had a hard time openly ogling her. He shed his misplaced chivalry as soon as Mariana shed her negligee. He couldn’t not look at her body. Up close, she was even hotter than he’d imagined. Her tits were full yet firm, her skin a deep, smooth olive. He wanted to reach out and touch her. Instead, he put his hands to working opening the bottle.
Shakily, he poured the glasses, handing one to Angelica first, then extending one to Mariana. The Spanish stripper took it, easing herself into Angelica’s lap.
“Cheers,” she said.
They drank—Angelica just a little bit longer—before things really started to boil. Mariana set her glass down, ran her fingers through her hair, and started to gyrate her ass in Angelica’s lap.
Vince watched his wife’s reaction more than anything. She hid it well, but he recognized her look of embarrassment, somewhere between laughter and shock. Mariana knew what she was doing, though, keeping her dark eyes locked on Angelica’s, her hair caressing Angelica’s skin, her hands touching Angelica’s knees. The shock and embarrassment gradually changed to something headier, something that made Angelica’s eyelids droop and her breath go shallow.
Mariana reclined on Angelica until her lips lined up with her ear. The stripper whispered, “Help me with my panties.”
Angelica didn’t hesitate, although her body quivered a little as she looked down Mariana’s nearly naked body, to the last scrap of clothing she had on. The g-string looked so tiny, barely enough to cover her lips.
“I thought touching was against the rules,” Angelica said, even as her fingers moved to do it.
“I make exceptions for amazingly hot women. You qualify.” She raised her ass and wiggled her hips. “Go ahead. I know you want to.”
Angelica looked at Vince, who was holding his breath. The scene was something he never thought that he’d see, and was so happy that he was. He gave a short nod as Angelica’s hands moved down the stripper’s hips. She hooked her thumbs into the flimsy strings and peeled them down.
Mariana’’s pussy was as bare as Angelica, and even in the low light of the room, she glistened. Angelica gasped, riveted. “I always get wet when I dance for pretty women,” Mariana said. She covered Angelica’s hands with her own, drawing them up her stomach, toward her breasts. “I love how soft their hands feel all over me.”
Vince expected Angelica to pull her hands away. To end this whole night right then and there. Instead, she glanced at Vince, seeming to find resolve there. Then, she finished the journey, covering the other woman’s breasts with her hands.
“Mmm, yes, Angelica,” Mariana said in that sensual accent of hers. “Don’t be afraid, you won’t break me.”
When Angelica pinched Mariana’s dark nipples, Vince’s eyes went wide and Mariana cried out in pleasure. Angelica licked her lips, encouraged. She did it again, and the stripper writhed in her lap.
“You touching me the way you like, Angelica?”
“Yes,” she replied, out of breath.
Mariana twisted in her lap, her tits slipping out of Angelica’s grasp. “May I?”
Vince watched the women exchange a whole conversation in that stare. Incredibly, Angelica gave a tiny nod. Mariana grinned, her hands cupping Angelica’s swells.
Angelica stiffened, pressing back into the sofa, but didn’t protest. Mariana said, “I can feel them. Do I make you excited?”
“Yes.”
“I’m going to kiss you now, Angelica.” An-gel-ica. Sing song and sexy. She didn’t wait for a response. She leaned in and kissed Vince’s wife right before his eyes. And Heather—or Angelica, or whoever the hell this was—not only didn’t resist, not only accepted it, but kissed her back. Deeply. Wetly. Passionately. He watched their tongues find one another. He watched their heads and lips meld together. Angelica’s hands moved along the stripper’s body, exploring her soft curves. He watched that exploration, too, the way her fingers skimmed down the other woman’s back, her narrow waist where she’d twisted around. Her thighs, strong yet lean.
Mariana broke the kiss, breathing hard. She turned away again, resuming the dance, letting Angelica explore more. She met Vince’s eye at last, glancing down at his bulge where he’d began to subconsciously rub himself. “You can take it out if you want. I don’t mind.”
Vince blushed, pulling his hand back. “No, it’s okay.”
Mariana shrugged. “Then just watch. You have more willpower than me, Vince. I’m too impatient for that.”
As she spoke, she took Angelica’s right hand where it had been caressing her hip, and pulled it towards her sex. “Touch me here,” she whispered. “Feel how wet you make me.”
Vince felt like the air in the room had been sucked out. He watched, delirious, as Angelica tentatively brushed her fingertips along another woman’s pussy. She circled her clit before moving lower, easily burying two digits inside.
Mariana moaned sharply, her whole body bucking back against Angelica. “Ay, mi.”
The look on his wife’s face was priceless. She was Angelica once again, electrified as she gave pleasure to another. She pumped her fingers faster and faster into Mariana’s pussy as her free hand worked the stripper’s tit. She wasn’t gentle. Mariana didn’t want gentle. She wanted hard and rough, and Angelica, being the good whore, accommodated that.
Mariana twisted back so the women could kiss again. It was wet, messy, and so fucking hot. Mariana came like that, moaning against Angelica’s mouth until she couldn’t maintain it any longer. She arched her back, covered both of Angelica’s hands with her own, and gave one final cry.
Mariana didn’t bask in her orgasm for long. She had a job to do, and it wasn’t about her own pleasure. With a shuddering breath, she slid off of Angelica, her body naturally falling into rhythm with the music.
“It’s a good thing these walls are soundproof,” she said. “Es
increíble. Gracias.”
“You’re welcome,” Angelica said. Her voice was husky, but she was once again looking more bashful than brazen, like she couldn’t believe she’d just fingered a stripper to orgasm.
“Want me to return the favor?” Mariana asked. She undulated to the floor, moving her dark eyes off of Angelica, over to Vince. The question had been for him. “Would you like me to eat her pussy?”
Mariana’s offer stunned Vince, even though they all knew that’s where the night was headed. He looked past her, where his wife looked terrified—her eyes wide, her breathing shallow, her lips parted just enough to gasp. Their eyes met, locked. He studied her, searching for something—anything—to indicate that she was okay with this. He wanted to think of her as Angelica, his high-end call girl, but he couldn’t. Not now. Not in this moment. He saw Heather, and no matter how turned on the idea of watching another woman go down on her was, he couldn’t do it if she didn’t want it.
He almost mouthed the question—are you sure?—but couldn’t. Not with Mariana watching him as closely as he watched his wife.
“I’m sorry,” he said. “Maybe next time.”
The room seemed to deflate, all the tension racing away. And with it, the sexual high. Mariana nodded, knowing that she’d hit a limit. She turned back to Angelica, sliding up over her panting body, and kissed her one last time. “Hope you come back soon,” she said. “I’d love to make you scream.”
When Angelica licked her lips and watched the stripper stand and get dressed with a hint of disappointment, Vince felt regret like a slap across the face. Had he read his wife wrong? Had she wanted it? She’d never, ever expressed interest in another woman, and even when he’d “paid” her to be into it tonight, she seemed hesitant. When he looked at her and she looked back, when she smiled weakly, he wasn’t sure.
He rose, pulling out a healthy stack of bills without even counting them. “Thanks for the dances,” he said, pushing them into Mariana’s hand. He half-considered changing his mind and telling her that the money was for Angelica’s oral pleasure, but the moment had come and gone. Asking now would have felt awkward.
“If you change your mind, I work every night but Tuesday and Thursday,” Mariana said in the lush, spicy accent of hers. “Mandy will be by in a few to lead you out. It’ll give you two a chance to...straighten up. Have a good night.”
Alone in the room, Vince looked at Angelica, who looked like she’d just weathered a hurricane. “That was...amazing,” he said.
She took a steadying breath, met his eyes, and smiled in a way that would have gotten him hard had he not been there already. “Hope you remember that when you’re tipping. Want to find another girl? Someone for you, maybe?”
“Tempting, but right now, I want to take you back to the hotel and fuck you.”
Angelica licked her lips. “You’re the boss.”
A knocking came at the door. Mandy stood there, looking cute as ever. “You two have fun?”
Vince slipped his hand into Angelica’s. “We did.”
“Mariana is good, isn’t she?” She held a small slip of paper. “You must have made an impression. She was practically bouncing.”
Vince looked at his wife. They’d done that. They’d made a worldly stripper and prostitute bounce.
“Angelica here puts on a good show,” Vince said.
Mandy gave her a once over. “Wish I could see that.”
Angelica blushed.
Mandy led them back into the main room of the club, where they walked hand-in-hand, as giddy as newlyweds. Vince felt the warmth of Angelica’s smile on his face. He couldn’t wait to get her alone.
A new dancer was on stage, of course, spinning on the brass pole, her long, dark hair loose and blowing out behind her. Like every other dancer here, she had a slender body, like a model’s, with pale skin and small, natural breasts. She was already down to a short, green skirt and a pair of ankle-high boots. The skirt was short enough that it didn’t cover her garter that was stuffed with bills.
“That’s Tatiana. Want me to introduce you?”
“Thanks, but we’re on our way out.”
“Then thanks for coming,” she said cheerily.



Chapter 12
Heather
After the dimness of Orchid Lounge and the craziness that had happened in the back room, it was surprising to step out into daylight. It was only early afternoon, and that seemed wrong. They hailed a taxi and headed back to Fortuna.
Heather had a lot on her mind, so it was a quiet, contemplative ride, made warm by the buzz of the champagne and her close brush with bisexuality.
Had she really done that? The larger question—the one that she wanted to deny even thinking, even as she asked herself over and over again—was why she felt so disappointed that Vince hadn’t asked for more.
She looked over at her husband as their taxi fought its way back into the thick traffic of the Strip. He was a good man. Her rock. There wasn’t a day that went by when she regretted marrying him, and plenty when she pinched herself that she did. So it made her feel guilty—so very guilty—when she had thoughts like this: He gave so much, yet sometimes, she felt like he wasn’t giving her the right things.
“What?” Vince asked when he saw her looking at him.
“Nothing,” she said, looking away.
“No, talk to me. Something’s bothering you.”
He wasn’t speaking to her as Vincent—but then again, he hadn’t been Vincent much during this trip, despite her efforts to play Angelica. That was it, though. That was the real problem.
“When we’re back. I’ll tell you when we’re in the room.” She felt the fourth wall begin to break down. This fragile illusion was coming apart. She sighed. They’d lasted a day and a half. That was longer than she’d thought they’d make it anyway.
They left the cab as Vince and Heather, married for five years, dating for seven. Her defenses faltered with the familiarity. She’d relied on Angelica to deal with the things she’d done—sex in the bathroom last night, flirting with strange men, fooling around with a stripper. Without the persona, though, she had to deal with it as Heather. She looked at Vince, worried that he’d be horrified. This wasn’t the woman he’d married. It wasn’t the woman he’d signed up to spend the rest of his life with—
“Okay, talk, sweetheart,” he said, breaking her out of her swirling insecurity. She was surprised to see that they were already standing at the closed door to their hotel room.
“Are you upset at me?” she asked.
“What?” He sounded incredulous. When he realized that she really was asking the question, he gathered her into his arms. “Are you kidding? Why would you even ask that?”
She felt tears begin to well up. Vince was so genuine. So good. She hated that she could ever want more than him. “It didn’t freak you out? That’s not the woman you married.”
He opened the door, took her hand into his, and led her inside. “It’s not? You sure?”
Heather blushed. He was right. At least a small part of Angelica had always been inside her, hushed and quiet, waiting. But that didn’t make any of this right. “So it didn’t freak you out?”
“No, it didn’t. It was hot, crazy. Unbelieveable, honestly. But it didn’t freak me out.” He paused, empathy overcoming his excitement. “It freaked you out, didn’t it?”
Heather sighed. “Yes, kind of.”
“Things got carried away. I shouldn’t have...I shouldn’t have made you do those things,” he said.
Heather blinked. “You didn’t make me do anything.”
“I did. The money. The offer. The game. I asked you to be the kind of woman who liked lapdances.” He grimaced. “I’m sorry. I let my little head do too much of the talking...”
But Heather was shaking her head before he finished the sentence. “No, that’s not it.”
“It wasn’t?”
“I...I liked that you made me do that…” She trailed off as she realized what she was saying.
“What?” he asked, confused.
She led him over to the bed, pulling him down next to her. “That’s part of the fantasy,” she said. Her heart began beating. Could she talk about this aspect of the fantasy? Could she go here?
“What, Heather? Tell me. I won’t get mad.”
“But you may think less of me,” she said.
Vince shook his head slowly. “No.”
She wanted to believe. She had to believe. She took a deep breath. “I’m not into strippers. Or other women—”
“I know,” Vince said.
She held up her hand. “Heather isn’t. But Angelica could be...if that’s what her man wanted.”
Vince shook his head, not following.
“Angelica likes....” She stopped herself. Shook her head. “No, I like the idea of being bad. Naughty. Of doing things that I shouldn’t.” Jin and his chiseled good looks popped into her head. Jackson Price, too, and his offer. She felt guilty. She felt excited. She looked back at Vince. She could see all kinds of questions written on his face, but like always, he just waited patiently for her to go on. She loved this man.
Sighing, she continued. “I think that’s where this fantasy came from. The call girl one. I mean, I know that prostitution isn’t glamorous. I feel so sorry for the women who have no choice but to do it, and I’d never wish that on anyone. But as a fantasy...”
“As a fantasy, you get an excuse to be bad,” Vince finished for her.
“Yeah, I guess so.” She bit her lip, watching her husband closely as he processed it. He didn’t appear to be mad, just thoughtful.
Finally, he asked, “What things do you think about, but don’t do?”
“It’s not like that. Not exactly.” She reached out, touched his leg. “It’s more the fact that I’m doing something because I have to, rather than anything specific. Like the strip club.”
“You and Mariana?”
Heather blushed. Her stomach fluttered. That still felt like a dream. “Yeah, that. But also visiting a place like that at all. You know how I feel about strip clubs. But Vincent wanted to go, so Angelica wanted to, also. And I’m not just saying that I kind of, sort of, wanted to, but only because you were interested. When I walked in there on your arm, it was such a rush.” She could still feel the energy of that moment.
“I think I get that.” He covered her hand with his, but he kept his eyes cast away in thought. When he looked back at her, he looked pained. “Do you wish that I’d asked Mariana to go down on you?”
The question made her queasy. Her gut reaction was a bold no. But it wasn’t the only reaction. “I don’t know. Maybe part of me does. In the moment, I was...disappointed.” She saw his face fall and quickly added, “But I’m glad you didn’t. Things were already heavy. In the end, this is a game, and I want you to respect me when it’s over.”
Vince looked up at her, his hand sliding off hers and up the inside of her thigh. “You say some silly things, Heather. I’ll always respect you, no matter what. What you’re doing is incredible.” He kissed her, his mouth warm, whiskered, masculine. His words rang in her head as his tongue invaded—I’ll always respect you, no matter what.
That was the problem right there, she realized. She loved that he felt that way, but it also meant that he’d never push her. He’d never use her in the way that she fantasized about in the darkest parts of her imagination.
His hand climbed up her thigh, up under her dress. Gasping, she broke the kiss as his fingers touched her soaking panties. “Naughty, naughty. Are you wet for another woman?”
“Yes.” It wasn’t completely true, but she felt Angelica tugging her back into her role.
“Are you just saying that?” He slipped her panties to the side and brushed his fingers across her sex.
“No, not...not really.” She groaned. It was getting hard to think. “I never thought...I’d like it, but when she was dancing for me...uh...it was so...hot….”
“It was hot to watch,” Vince agreed. He kissed her neck, up to her ear. “I want you to think about her now. Think about her doing this.” He pushed two fingers inside of her as his thumb sought her clit.
She shut her eyes, and the scene was set—Mariana was there, fingering her, loving on her, as Vincent sat beside her, kissing her neck, reassuring her.
“Uh, yes,” she moaned.
“Tell me what you’re seeing,” he prompted. “Tell me what you wish had happened.”
She drew a shaky breath. “We’re back in that room, on the couch. You’re beside me, kissing me.”
He kissed her neck, nipping at her ear.
“And she’s...between my legs...touching me…” She could almost feel Mariana’s soft hair on her thighs, could almost smell her spicy aroma.
Vince’s shifted beside her, moving to the floor, but in her imagination, he left her—left her to watch her fool around with another woman. She felt panic rise through her, irrational yet sharp, as she felt her dress being pushed up.
She kept her eyes closed as Vince spoke again, his voice disembodied. “What’s she doing now?”
“She’s between my legs. You’re watching. And she’s pushing my dress up—ahh...and now my panties down.”
She knew it was Vince pulling at her thong as she raised her ass off the bed. But she let her imagination go, seeing Mariana, her wavy brunette hair, her dark, Spanish eyes.
“It’s so exciting, Vince,” she confessed. She felt him blow across her waxed mound, but saw Mariana do it.
“Do you want to feel her tongue on your pussy?” he asked.
“Yes.” And then, “Pay her.”
“Only if you keep telling me how you feel,” he said. A hand brushed along her pussy, the soft pad of a thumb just north of her clit.
Heather raised her hips, frustrated, ready for more than just teases. “Fine, sure. But please, just pay her.”
“Two hundred for more?” Vince asked, his voice seemingly directed elsewhere. “Here you go.”
In the heat of Heather’s mind, she didn’t see her husband playing a silly game. She saw Mariana accept the cash with a wide smile, turn back between her legs, and run her fingers—ah!—run her fingers across her swollen sex. A moment later, she felt a tongue slide across her lips, wet and electric. She ignored the scratch of Vince’s whiskers, burying herself deep into the fantasy.
“I feel her mouth on me. She’s licking me, my clit—mmmph!” The tongue shifted to her clit. “Her fingers inside...me.” Fingers pushed inside of her. “It’s so sexy, Vince. It feels so wrong, but I...love it.”
She basked in the fantasy, realizing that she wasn’t enjoying this for Vince—although she got off on what this act was doing to him. She was getting off on the idea of fooling around with another woman. Of feeling the soft touch of a woman’s tongue dance between her thighs.
“Yes, she’s good. She’s so good.” Heather gasped, clutching the bedsheets beside her. She was close. So close. She imagined looking down her body, down at the woman eating her out. Their eyes met, Mariana and her high cheekbones, her long lashes.
Heather arched back, her moans growing, stumbling to get out. She pressed her head against the mattress and thrust her tits to the ceiling. Fingers drove into her. A tongue wove magic across her smooth skin, her exposed clit. Her whole body lit up, dizzy and fiery and too much to take. Mariana disappeared. Vince disappeared. All that remained was the sensation between her legs and how it cut deep, all the way to her core.
When she came down from the intense orgasm, she was surprised to see that they were in their hotel room with the late afternoon sun streaming through the wide windows. She looked down, discovering Vince there. That surprised her, too, as her mind pieced itself back together. His cheeks were slick with her juice.
“You came hard,” he said. He crawled up over her. She reached out and pulled him in for a kiss, not caring that she could taste herself all over him. The orgasm had muted her anxiety. Vince wasn’t going to judge her. Why had she ever been afraid that he would?
She touched his shirt, popping the top button. “You’re still dressed,” she said.
“So are you.” He pushed her dress up her hips. “But fuck that. Right now, I need you.”
She could feel his need. When he kissed her, there was power behind it. When he undid the clasp of his belt, the rasp of metal sounded wonderfully risqué. Vince always checked his lust, suppressing his need for hers. As he freed his cock and ran his hands over her body, she felt his need finally taking control. Yes, yes. Take me!
With his pants open but still on, he pressed his cock against her, adjusted his angle, and sank deep. She was wet enough to take the swift thrust, biting her lip as she gasped.
“God, you feel so...good,” he groaned.
“So do you, baby.” She wrapped her hand behind his neck, pulling him against her. “Fuck me. Fuck...me!”
“You like it like this?” He delivered the question like a bark, as hard and as rough as his driving hips. “You like to be treated like a whore?”
His question triggered something both anxious and exciting inside of her. She did. She didn’t. But really, maybe, she did!
“Yes!”
“You want to be at the whim of other men. Men who pay you for pleasure. Men who expect a girl willing to fulfill their dirtiest fantasies.”
“Yes!” His words felt like heat on her face. “I want that. I want to be someone’s dirty fantasy.”
“Tell me more,” he said. “Tell me what you want.”
“I want...I want to be like Mariana. To be seen like her. To be wanted...like her.” She shut her eyes, seeing Mariana up on stage again, everyone watching, desiring. She imagined the Spanish beauty on the arm of Jackson Price as he led her back to his room. Did he force her to her knees? Did he spank her as he took her from behind.
“Mariana the stripper? Or Mariana the hooker?”
“Yes. Both. That.”
His cock came harder, faster. She raked her fingers through her hair as the sordid scene in Jackson Price’s hotel room played out—Mariana, with all her beauty and class, screaming as her client rode her pussy.
The scene shifted. She was by the pool, Jackson in the seat beside him. Spend the day with me, he’d said. He was willing to pay her fifteen thousand dollars for the privilege, but what did he expect that much money would buy him?
“Come, baby. Come with me!” she cried.
Vince turned his head, his reply raspy against her ear. “I’m close. I’m...close….”
She squeezed her eyes tight as her climax built. Her fantasies twisted and swirled, a chaos of guilty pleasures. The man on top of her wasn’t Vince, or even Vincent. He was Jackson Price. And as he pounded her, she knew that he’d want more. He’d want dirtier. He’d want Angelica.
“Fuck me with that big, fucking cock!” she shouted. That’s the woman he’d want. The kind who didn’t hold back. “Your cock feels...so...good. Ngh!”
Her words had their intended effect. The man over her turned into an animal, growling, intensifying. She clawed at his hair and dug her heels into his ass—into Jackson’s hair—into Jackson’s hard ass. She lost herself in the fantasy as her orgasm welled up through her, as the cock inside of her came to life, spewing fire. She screamed, every muscle in her body going taut. Each pulse of Jackson’s cock sent her deeper into the heated darkness of her climax.
Vince collapsed on top of her, and her fantasy finally released her. She was back in their hotel room—Vince and Heather’s room. The daylight streamed through the windows once again. The man on top of her was her wonderful, loving, familiar husband—and she was relieved that he was.
He rolled off of her and let out a laughing sigh. “Wow.”
“Yeah,” she agreed. “I wish I had a cigarette.”
“So you smoke now?” Vince asked, surprised.
She thought about the cigarette she’d gotten from those party girls as she’d escaped Olympia. Had that been just last night? She considered telling Vince that Angelica smoked, but decided against it. She wasn’t ready to resume that role. Not yet. Instead, she said, “No, but that kind of sex could definitely get me started.”
“That would be pretty sexy,” Vince admitted.
That surprised her. She turned to him. He’d been staring up at the ceiling, but shifted his eyes to look at her. “Yeah? You like the idea of me smoking?”
Vince flushed, averting his eyes for a moment. “I guess sort of. I mean, I’m glad that you don’t, but I kind of like the idea of it.”
She touched his face. That answer was so Vince. Even after what they’d just done, what they’d just admitted, he had trouble admitting his true desires to him. “I’ll keep that in mind. You know I used to smoke. Before we met?”
His eyes went wide. “Really?”
“Mmm hmm. When I’d go out with my friends, back before bars banned them. It was a social thing. I used to associate mixed drinks and cigarettes.”
Vince smiled, and the way he looked at her was so fucking hot. Like he was seeing her once again for the first time.
She lowered her voice. Leaned in. “You want to know something else?”
“What?”
“Angelica is a social smoker, too.”
“I bet she is,” he said. “Where’d Angelica go, by the way?”
“Just giving us some space,” she said with a soft laugh. “She’ll be back, don’t worry.”
“I’m not worried. I actually think you’re sexier.”
Heather nodded. She knew he wasn’t just saying that. He meant it.
Vince caressed the skin of her arm, lost in thought for a moment. At last, he said, “You know, when I ran into Jackson Price at Olympia, he seemed very interested in you.”
She thought of her own encounter with the handsome business man. She hadn’t told Vince about that, and now felt guilty. Before she could, though, Vince continued.
“He wanted us all to hang out. You, me, Mariana...”
“Just hang out?” she said, although she wasn’t that naive.
“No. He thinks you’re my escort. I’m sure he wanted more.” He finally took his eyes off the slope of her breasts to look at her pointedly. She gasped—he looked so scared, so serious.
She said, “Before you suggest what I think you’re about to suggest, you should know that I saw him, too.” Surprise and shock tightened across his face. She went on quickly. “We just talked, but...he wanted to buy you out. He wanted to spend the day with me.”
He didn’t say anything for a long, tense moment. She fought back the urge to say more, to reassure. She remained silent instead.
He blew out a quick breath. “Well that’s interesting.” Then he smiled, and the man she married was back. “I bet that turned you on, didn’t it.”
It wasn’t a question. She nodded, blushing. “It was pretty flattering.”
“Just flattering?”
Heather rolled her eyes, but knew she couldn’t deflect. Not based on the way he was looking at her. “Okay, it turned me on, too. Thinking that someone was willing to pay so much money just to be with me...”
“How much money?”
She winced. “Fifteen grand.”
Vince whistled. “Damn. Let’s call him now!”
“Har, har, mister. Just remember that when we get back home and it’s time to settle up for my services.”
Vince kissed her, friendly yet full. “What if I did call him up? To hang out, I mean.”
Her pulse rose. He couldn’t be suggesting what she thought he was. “Hang out?”
“You want a man who will treat you like a whore. I can’t be that guy. I tried, but I can’t. Jackson could.”
Heather stared at him, her mind quickly working out what he was saying. Jackson was definitely a guy who knew how to treat a girl like a whore. When had that turned into a virtue? Yet it was. In this context, at this point in time, it completely was. Only…
“You can be, you know,” Heather said, running her fingers over his pectoral muscles. “You just need to forget about me for a second. I give you permission. Heather gives you permission.”
Vince laughed. “You know how strange this conversation is, right?”
Heather nuzzled him. “Probably not the strangest one had in Vegas.”
“Probably not,” he said, then went quiet for a long time. “So what do you really think of my idea?”
Heather almost played ignorant. Almost blurted, What idea, but she knew there was no way to stall this question forever. And when she went there, when she thought about being with another man, all those heated, guilty sensations coiled around her. “You know what you’re suggesting, right?” she asked.
“I do.” His smile disappeared. He was serious, and despite the light way he’d brought it up, he didn’t make this suggestion lightly. Color flooded his cheeks. “Truth is, it would be kind of exciting to watch.”
Heather’s brows knitted together. That was a revelation. “You’d be okay with me...”
“Well, it’s not like I’d just be watching. I mean, he’s still got Mariana.”
The same curious mixture of jealousy and arousal that she’d felt when watching JJ the stripper dance with him welled up around Heather. She hadn’t considered that, but now that she did, it was kind of exciting. And scary as hell.
“Right,” she said. “I guess there’s her.”
“But I can just watch,” he offered.
“No. Don’t do that.”
He cocked his head and looked at her. “If you don’t want me to—”
“It’s not that. I...do,” she said.
“You don’t sound too certain,” he said.
She took a deep breath. “So how is it that you can find it exciting for me to be with another man, and I can’t get excited at the thought of you with another woman?”
He spoke carefully, like he was half-expecting this to be a trap. “You’ve never said anything about that before.”
She smiled. “Well, I’m learning a lot about myself this trip.”
“Me too,” he said. “So...you’re sure?”
“No.” She laughed. Vince joined her a moment later. “But I want to try it...as long as we’re good.”
He looked scared to death, but also more excited than she’d seen him in a long time. “We are.” He finally pulled off his shirt. “I’ll call him in the morning.”
“What’s the plan right now?” she asked, eying his naked torso.
“Right now? I show you what you’ll be giving up if you decide to run off with Jackson Price.”
“Ha. Okay, let’s see what you’ve got.”
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Chapter 13
Vince
Vince sat alone in Olives, Fortuna’s upscale martini bar, sipping a dry martini at half-past eleven in the morning. Only in Vegas.
The martini was necessary for what he was about to do, though. Until this moment, the girlfriend experience had been exciting, but in a safe way—the kind of exciting that married couples should probably stick to. Now, they were about to blow it all open.
Was something wrong with them? It wasn’t the first time he’d asked the question. He’d considered the possibility that they were insane dozens of times already, and probably would dozens more. But then the quiver of excitement tickled up his spine and across his scalp, and he wondered: how could they not do this?
It wasn’t just about Mariana, whose spicy sexuality would have been enough for any man’s fantasy. If she fucked half as well as she danced, she was going to blow his mind. But no, she wasn’t the only reason. Vince didn’t need to shut his eyes to think about what it would be like to watch Heather on her back on the bed as another man pumped his cock into her. He could almost hear her wild moans as she experienced that. He wanted to see that.
Taking a sip of the martini, he pulled out his phone and made the call before he lost his nerve. It rang twice—enough time for him to consider hanging up.
“Hey, Vince!” Too late. Jackson answered. “This is unexpected! Calling to reconsider my offer from a couple nights ago?”
He was joking, Vince could tell, but the question still unsettled him. It wasn’t too late to not do this. He could make up some business reason for this call, but...
“Actually, I was,” Vince said. There was a slight pause on the other end. Vince’s face turned a furious red. He rushed on, needing to fill the silence. “So actually, we ran into Mariana yesterday. At Orchid Lounge—”
“Ah, yes. Now you’re sold.” Jackson chuckled. “Well, I’m meeting up with her later tonight, but I’d have to run this by her. Business, as I’m sure you know.”
“Of course,” Vince said, forgetting that aspect. “I already cleared it with Hea—Angelica.” He caught himself. “Said that she has some unfinished business with Mariana.”
Jackson laughed. “Now I’m definitely sold. I’d pay anything to see that.”
“Right. About that...” Vince said. He had no plan for what he was about to say. The words just started tumbling out. “Angelica says it’ll cost an extra two grand to make tonight a group thing. I’m already tapped out...”
“You want me to pick up the tab for both girls? Didn’t you call me?” He didn’t sound pissed off. More like incredulous, and almost impressed with Vince’s ballsiness.
“I did, but didn’t you ask first?” He also knew how much Jackson had been willing to pay Angelica, which gave Vince insight. Two grand was nothing.
Things were tense as both men squared off over the phone. As Vince waited, he spotted Angelica standing at the entrance of the bar, looking around. In her floral sundress, short and light, she was back to girl-next-door mode—although a much different version than the one Heather rocked. Her red hair was loose, held back by a pair of oversized sunglasses that sat on her head, and her sandals were towering.
For a quick moment, a part of him hoped that Jackson wouldn’t go for the deal.
Then the man spoke. “Sure, what the hell. I did just say that I’d pay anything to see her play with Mariana. I’m going to fuck the hell out of her as she does it, too.”
Vince’s chest tightened. That’s what he was counting on. “I’m sure she’s looking forward to that.”
Angelica looked at him cockeyed as she sat in the seat next to Vince. Vince just smiled. “What time do you meet up with Mariana tonight?” he asked.
Angelica drew a sharp breath as she picked up on the conversation. She looked radiant, thanks in part to the last hour in the salon, but mostly thanks to the anticipation for the night yet to come.
“Not until later. Around ten,” he said. “Alternatively, since I’m paying, why don’t you send Angelica up to my room now? We can work out the difference?”
The suggestion sizzled through Vince. He looked at Angelica, who hadn’t heard it, and wondered what she’d say to that. Would she like the idea? Jealousy churned in his stomach even as his cock stiffened. “I don’t think she’d go for that. You may be paying extra for the chance to play, but I’m still her client.”
Angelica’s eyes widened at all of that. Paying extra, she mouthed. Vince grinned, nodding.
“You’re an asshole. Did you know that, Vince?” Jackson chuckled. “Fine. You can come, too.”
This was all moving so fast. Vince had been prepared to share his wife, but he still had counted on a couple hours of buffer. “How about we meet for drinks later tonight. Say eight thirty? Discuss the arrangement.”
“Man, you’re a fucking tease,” Jackson said. “You may have gotten a taste of that sweet pussy of hers over the last couple days, but it’s all new to me.”
Vince looked at Angelica as he said, “Calm down, you’ll get your taste.”
Angelica blushed.
“I’ll see you at eight thirty. At Olives.”
“Fine. See you then.”
Vince hung up, set the phone gingerly on the bar, and looked at his wife. “It’s done.”
“I heard.” Angelica nodded stiffly, took a breath, and relaxed. “Just him?”
“Mariana will meet up with us later.”
“Are you sure?”
“Yeah.” He covered her hand with his. “I am. You?”
She licked her lips, cast her eyes away guiltily, then looked back. “Yeah.”
“It’s okay, hon. I want you to have fun,” Vince said.
“You’re too good for me,” she mumbled.
Vince said, “Are you kidding me? These last few days have been beyond my wildest imagination, and they’re just going to get better.” He looked her in the eyes. “I want you to let go tonight. Embrace Angelica. I want to watch that. See that.”
She worried. Heather worried. What if she did something that upset him? Before she could ask, he moved on.
“Let’s talk about Angelica. What’s on the menu?”
“What do you mean?”
“If you were really a...professional, you’d have a website or something, right?”
“Yes, but those don’t exactly spell it out. I mean, prostitution is still illegal.”
Heather seemed to speak from experience, and the idea of Heather browsing escort sites was a sexy one. “What do they say?”
“Usually it’s pretty vague. They talk about companionship, and assuring that everyone has a good time. Sometimes they talk about a ‘gift’ or a ‘donation’ for the companionship.” She took a sip of his martini. “Now, the details come in on the escort review sites.”
She smiled, coy and so sexy. Vince’s heart skipped a beat. “So what kinds of details would your review say?” he asked.
“Well, they’d say I do GFE, for sure, which usually comes with BBBJ, CFS, DFK, DATY, and MSOG.” She spoke the language of hooker lingo fluently. Vince blinked, staring at this redhead as reality began to distort all over again. She was becoming Angelica.
“What?” he said with an uncertain laugh. “Please translate.”
Angelica leaned in, her voice throaty. “It means I like deep kissing…” She turned her head and their lips met. Her skin was hot and supple, parting as she pushed her tongue playfully into his mouth. She broke the kiss, but didn’t move away. “It means I like giving blow jobs and getting my pussy licked. I’m good for multiple releases, extended engagements, and overnights. And while I usually require condoms, for my favorite clients, I can go BBFS.”
“BBFS?” He could barely breath. Everything felt tight.
She looked positively wicked. “Bare back sex.”
“Oh, God…” His balls actually tightened, like he was about to come in his pants. He had to rein it in. Angelica wouldn’t let him.
“I’m selective about the guys that I go out with. You’ve got to be clean, of course. You need references. You have to be polite, unless we’re playing, and because I’m choosy, you’ve got to be hot.” She touched Vince’s face. “You fit all that criteria.”
“Well, that’s good.”
“I’m expensive, but for the donations, you get a tailored experience, just for you.” Her voice was low and husky, an aural caress. “Want that sweet girlfriend experience, like we’re on a third date and ready to take things further? Want to go back to your place and learn how naughty your girl can be? I’m her. I can talk dirty. I can scream your name. I can spend all night on my knees, sucking your cock if that’s what you want.”
Vince took a slow, shaky breath, then released it just as slowly. His mouth was dry, but he didn’t want to move. He didn’t want to shatter this spell.
“I do girls, too—doubles—but I’m pretty new to that. I’ve done couples….”
“Two guys?” Vince asked before he could help himself.
Angelica eyed him carefully, considering how to answer that. It was all fantasy, but for a moment, Vince felt like the persona was real, and Angelica was trying to decide whether to admit something that intimate. At last, she said, “Not yet.”
“Um…anal?” He felt flushed just asking it. Heather would have rolled her eyes. Angelica just laughed.
She said, “We call it Greek. I’ve done it once, but no, that’s not on the menu.”
That was a curious answer. Why not just say no? Had Heather tried that, before they were married?
“But the thing that they’ll all say is that if you’re looking for someone who will show you more than just a quick roll in the bed, I’m your companion. I’m not just the girl that’s okay with kissing. I become your girlfriend, or wife, or whatever you want. We’ll explore your darkest fantasies together, free from judgment. Is that something you’re interested in, Vincent?”
“Yes,” he said.
“So what are your darkest fantasies, Vincent?” At last, she leaned back, releasing him from her stare.
He swallowed, wiping the sweat from his brow. There were so many ways that he could answer this. He could be Vincent and make up some raunchy fantasy. He could be himself and admit to getting turned on by the idea of her with another guy. Or he could be sincere, break from the fantasy for one more moment and speak as husband to wife.
Of course he went with the third option.
He reached out and took her hands in his. “You’re it. You’re my deepest, darkest fantasy. The one I didn’t even know I had.”
Angelica began to protest, but he cut her off.
“Seriously, thank you for these last few days. I’ve learned a lot—about you, about me, about how we work together. I thought you were sexy from the moment we met—you, Heather Michelle Webb. You were the kind of woman who I immediately wanted to know more about, and you know what’s great? I’m still learning about you.”
Heather smiled through Angelica’s veneer. Emotion gathered wetly in the corners of her eyes.
“But you want to know about my darkest fantasy.” His blood pressure rose as he built up the courage to confess. “I didn’t know it until now, until this weekend, but I guess a part of me, kind of...”
“Go on,” she said, encouraging.
Vince sighed. “It’s exciting to know that I’ve got a wife who’s this...sexual.”
Heather’s smile was wide, lighting up her face.
“You have no idea how hot it is hearing you talk about GFE or PB&J or whatever. To know you know about Greek, or that you do girls, even if you don’t. The words alone are intoxicating. I want more of her. More of Angelica. And as crazy and fucked up as it is, I can’t wait to see what happens tonight. I can’t be your alpha, but you know what? I want to see what happens when someone else is.”
Heather reached out and touched Vince’s face. He nuzzled against the soft touch of her hand, ringless but still his wife’s.
“You’re in luck, Vince, because all of that is my fantasy, too.” She leaned into him again, bringing her lips right up against his ear. “And tonight, you’re going to get to watch what happens when someone really does think I’m a whore.”
They’d spent the morning having slow, languid sex, yet despite those sweaty hours, Vince was hard again. If he took her back to the room, they’d be fucking again, and then he may have had nothing left for tonight.
“Let’s go lounge by the pool before lunch,” he suggested.
“You just want me in a bikini again.”
“Maybe. You did pack three, and only wore two.”
She laughed. “Come on, you can help me get dressed.”
*
The hours flowed, somehow too slow and too fast. A dozen times, Vince wondered if this was right. He could see the same contemplative excitement in Angelica.
He considered asking her if she was sure, of reaffirming that this was what she wanted. He held his tongue every time. He already knew that answer. He also knew that she wanted to be told what to do. She wanted to be treated like a whore. So he did his best.
“You’re going to show Jackson Price a good time, right?” he said.
Color sprung to her cheeks. That was Heather. Angelica spoke. “Of course.”
“You’ll let him do anything he wants to you?”
“If that’s what you want,” she said.
“It is. I’ll pick up his tab. You show him a good time.”
Angelica’s hand was warm as she touched his neck. “A good time could mean a lot of things.”
Her statement hung in the air, electric. “I know.”
“You want me to suck his cock?”
“Yes.”
“Let him fuck me bareback?”
“If he’s clean.”
“Let him come inside me?”
Vince’s chest tightened. “If you want to.” He knew it wasn’t the response she wanted, but that wasn’t a line he could tell her to cross.
Angelica answered with a smile, cryptic and suggestive all at once.
After that, Angelica booked an appointment to have her hair down. Vince told her to pamper herself, get a mani-pedi, get a massage. He still had some cash left over from winning at craps, and it felt good to act like a high roller.
As she did that, he wandered the casino, both physically and mentally. He played a few games when he felt like it, but mostly, his thoughts were on tonight, and what they were going to do. He thought of his response to seeing her flirt with the bouncer at Olympia, and then with that handsome Asian guy in the VIP section. That had been intense.
It was nothing compared to the intense images that flashed through him as he walked through the casino—Angelica’s red lips closing in on Jackson’s, her hand around his cock, his cock driving in and out of her bare pussy.
He shook his head and raked his hands through his fingers. He felt the eyes of security on him, realizing how crazy he must have looked. Get a grip, man. Get a grip. Then he walked into Olives at seven, when he was supposed to meet Anglica, and saw her standing there. It took his breath away.
The redhead wore the quintessential little black dress—sleeveless, tight, and short. It was both elegant and sexier than anything Vince had seen her wear in public, and her tall, platform heels suggested that she was expensive.
“Wow,” he said as he approached her.
Her hair was loose and lightly curled, falling around her shoulders in shimmering, copper waves. She touched her cheek, showing off her bright, lacquered nails, and smiled. “Me?” she asked demurely.
“You. Come on. Let’s get dinner.”



Chapter 14
Angelica
Angelica felt like her foot was stuck on the accelerator. The world blurred around her. Had she really just arrived a couple days ago? Was her visit to Orchid Lounge really just a few hours ago? And was she really about to sleep with another man as her husband watched?
That last question swirled around her, as dizzying as it was exciting. It stayed with her through dinner. It stayed with her as they moved to the bar for drinks. And when Vince looked over her shoulder and said, “Looks like our evening companion is here,” she wondered how she’d keep it together.
She turned, and there he was. Jackson Price.
Watching the good looking man saunter up to them had her weak...everywhere. He looked good in a casual way, dressed down in a pair of white slacks and a untucked turquoise shirt with the sleeves rolled up. With that white and winning smile, this man was too attractive for his own good. She’d dated a few guys like him before meeting Vince. Guys like him were not marriage material, but they could be a lot of fun.
When she’d married Vince, she figured she’d never experience a guy like that again. She had no regrets. It wasn’t even a sacrifice. Vince was everything she needed. Despite that, though, the prospect of what came next had her on fire. She’d been wet since they decided to try this, practically shaking as she’d stepped into her little, black thong and shimmied into her little, black dress. Her fingers had trembled as she rolled her nude thigh highs up her legs. She was a call girl. She was going to give herself to another man’s whims. For money.
“Angelica, you look stunning,” Jackson said. He leaned in, and immediately she gave him her cheek. She could smell his cologne, thick and musky. He pumped Vince’s hand with a cocky half smile. “Now, let me get a drink and we can discuss the details of tonight.” He paused, looking at Angelica. “You don’t have anything yet? Your husband’s reneging on his duties already?”
The irony, of course, was that while what he said was true, he was actually joking. Vince took it in stride. “You’re picking up the tab tonight. Figured we’d wait.”
Angelica was pleased with Vince’s quip, but suddenly saw the night devolve into some kind of power struggle. Instead, Jackson laughed. “Fair enough.” He got the attention of the bartender. “One Cosmopolitan and a glass of Casamigos Reposado, neat. And what are you drinking, Vince?”
“I’ll take a Sierra Nevada.”
Jackson nodded. To the bartender, he said, “Put it on my tab.”
“Right away, sir,” the man said.
“Let’s go get a booth,” Jackson said, already turning away.
Angelica stared at his back, admiring how nice and broad it was, before snapping out of it. She looked at Vince, who looked uncertain, and offered him her arm. Jackson was clearly going to take lead of tonight, but she was in this with Vince.
Jackson undressed her with his eyes as she moved into the booth beside him. Her sleeveless dress didn’t offer a healthy glimpse of cleavage like some of the others she’d brought, but it molded to her chest in a way that left little to the imagination. On top of that, her nipples sat stiff and excited, visible to Jackson’s appraisal.
“Angelica,” he said like he was tasting the name. “It suits you.”
“Thank you.” His compliment made her feel warm inside. It also made her want to say something naughty. “But I hope you’re not expecting an angel.”
He looked faux disappointed. “I was. One of my favorite things is to corrupt something pure and innocent.”
Angelica gasped. She resisted the urge to look at her husband. Instead, she smiled, reached out, and touched Jackson’s scruffy face. “I can be whatever you want me to be. You want someone pure?” She batted her lashes. “I want you to corrupt me.”
Jackson lit up at the offer, looking wolfish. He practically licked his chops. “For two grand, I plan on it.”
He reached forward, placed a hand behind her head, and pulled her close. Her first instinct was to push him away. Her second was to freeze. Instead, she smiled, tilted her head, and kissed a man who wasn’t her husband for the first time in years.
Jackson’s kiss was as powerful as his ego—so much different than her husband. Where Vince was playful, Jackson kissed to dominate. She yielded to the press of his tongue, letting herself get swept away in the torrid exchange. Her body tingled at the sense of wrong in this kiss, as heady and intoxicating as a shot of tequila. She forgot about her surroundings, her circumstances, her very self. All she felt was this strange man’s lips on hers, his unfamiliar taste in her mouth, and the world blurred sideways and out of sight.
The moment passed as quickly as it arrived. Jackson pulled back, leaving her sputtering, and the world flooded back in around her. Their drinks had arrived. Vince was still there, his emotions a mystery behind the frozen smile on his face.
“So you have no problem with kissing,” he said happily. “What else don’t you have a problem with?”
“Let’s talk about what you want to do, first, then we can discuss what’s possible.” Her heart raced, but somehow she kept calm. She reached for her Cosmo, a drink that she wasn’t crazy about. It had alcohol in it, and right now, that was all she really needed.
Jackson looked past her as he fingered his own drink. He shared a look with Vince. “Ever done two guys?”
“I have,” she lied. She knew it was a question he’d ask, so had done her best to mentally prepare for it. Even still, her insides screamed. “But I don’t do greek, so no DP.”
The idea of two cocks at once was one she’d harbored secretly for years—one in her mouth, one fucking her from behind. The sensation of being at the center of so much testosterone always got her wet. But DP—a cock in her pussy and ass at the same time—scared the hell out of her.
“Well, that’s a shame,” Jackson said. “But we can work with that, can’t we, Vince?”
“We can still have a lot of fun,” he said. Angelica glanced at her husband, saw him smile, and knew that everything was going to be alright.
She ran her hands up the inside of both of their thighs, exploring the hard muscle of these fine, handsome men—men who would soon be naked, ravishing her, sharing her. She shivered, moved her hands higher, and found them just as excited as she was.
Jackson grinned, winking at her as she closed her hand over his bulge. She couldn’t be certain through the slacks and boxers, but he felt large. Her heart fluttered. That wasn’t a possibility she’d considered. Vince was more than big enough for her, and she’d never been hung up on size, but as she traced this man’s impressive erection, it was definitely exciting. He was different than Vince—new—there was no mistaking that.
“Not so innocent, are you?” Jackson said.
Angelica squeezed his cock. “Hard to stay innocent with this big guy in my hand.”
Jackson laughed. She felt Vince’s cock pulse. It gave her courage to go on. “So what else do you want to do to me?”
Jackson draped his arm around her, rubbing the back of her neck with his thumb. “I want you on your knees, sucking our cocks, one after another like a good, little slut. Then I want you to beg us to come all over you.”
Angelica could picture the scene. She saw them look from above her, naked, hard, powerful. She could almost feel the weight of their dicks in her hands, and the way they pulsed with each ejaculation. She imagined their salty taste, the hot ropes of come landing on her face and neck, the way it cooled and dripped down her chest. It was a fantasy she never knew she had, yet it hit her with force.
“That gets you hot, doesn’t it?” Jackson said. “You like the idea of being our slut.”
“Yes,” she said breathlessly.
“And then, when you’ve cleaned up, you’re going to do it again until we’re nice and hard.” He turned close to her, whispering his narrative into her ear as his hand touched down on her thigh. “And when I’m there again, I’m going to bend you over and split you open.”
His hand climbed higher, tracing the lace of her stocking tops. He grinned at that before gliding the short distance to her panty-covered pussy. She groaned, pushing her shoulders back as she arched forward. Her eyes fluttered shut.
“She’s wet,” Jackson said to Vince. “This whore likes her job. You’ve found a winner.”
He pressed his fingers harder against her sex, zeroing in on her clit. Only the thin material of her thong preventing her from coming. Angelica squeezed her eyes tight and bit down on her lower lip. A moment later, she was shocked to feel a pair of lips on her neck—not Jackson’s, but Vince’s. Heard him whisper, “She’s definitely into the sex. No faking it from her.”
Jackson’s fingers worked over the top of her thong, sliding across her cleanly waxed mound. She stifled a cry as his fingers found her clit.
“That’s a quality that’s hard to find in an escort,” Jackson said. “Even the expensive ones eventually get jaded. Angelica, though, isn’t there yet. Are you, slut?”
She tried to answer, but the words wouldn’t form in her mouth. She just shook her head as she lifted her hips, pressing her mound against Jackson’s hand. She wanted to feel his fingers inside of her. She wanted to feel his cock.
Instead, he withdrew from her and smiled. “I’m ready to head upstairs. You two ready?”
The air was so thick she almost choked on it. When she nodded, it felt like she was sitting at the bottom of a pool. “Let’s go,” she said.
*
They went to Jackson’s suite, which made the whole situation feel even more real. Actual call girls must have experienced this sort of thing all the time—walking into a strange hotel room with a strange man, the excitement of the first time electrifying everything. When she’d knocked on Vince’s door the first time as Angelica, it felt charged and exciting and extremely naughty. That feeling was like a shadow compared to this moment, right now, as Jackson swung his door open, put a hand on her ass, and led her into his suite.
Her heart beat hard and loud, drowning out everything. Maybe Jackson said something. Maybe it was Vince. But for one tenuous moment, she wondered if this is what a heart attack felt like.
Then she felt Vince behind her, his arms collecting her in a tight, supportive embrace. She wasn’t alone. She wasn’t doing this on her own. “I love you,” he whispered. And like that, her nerves relaxed.
Jackson returned to her, holding a stack of bills. “Business first,” he said. “Two thousand flowers for your time.”
Flowers. Dollars. She looked at the stack of hundred dollar bills and felt breathless. That was a lot of cash. That was even more expectation for her to perform. She reached out and took it, slipping the thick roll into her purse.
“Don’t want to count it?” Jackson asked.
“Do I have to?”
“Nope.”
She stepped up to him, touching the top button of his shirt. “I didn’t think so.”
This time, she initiated the kiss. Even in her four-inch stilettos, she felt short in Jackson’s arms. She liked that. It felt good to be enveloped. His hands cupped her ass, squeezing her there, drifting lower to pull up the hem.
She backed away before things went too far. She could feel Jackson’s need in his stare. Her nipples tightened. “Would either of you like something to drink?”
“Sure,” he said. “I’ll take a bourbon on the rocks. I believe there’s something top shelf in there.”
“And you, Vincent?”
“A beer if there’s one in there. Anything cold.”
Jackson chuckled. “So what about you, Vince? You ever share a girl?”
“This would be a first.”
“Not something you can get from the missus, huh?” Jackson said.
Angelica smiled to herself as she fixed Jackson’s drink. If he only knew.
“My wife has been known to surprise me, but no...probably not something I could get from her. What about you, Jackson? Sounds like you’ve done this before.”
“Maybe once or twice.” He grinned. “But never with someone as hot as Angelica. I’m going to have to get her information, so that next time, I don’t have to share.”
She mixed a vodka tonic for herself, then turned back to the men. “I’ll make sure not to tell Mariana that you said that.” She couldn’t help but swell with pride that this man wanted her over someone as gorgeous as the Spanish professional.
“Oh, she won’t mind. Next time I’m here, I’ll just hire both of you. Nothing like walking into a casino with a beautiful woman on each arm.” He took the drink from her and held it up. She retrieved her own. “To Vegas. I fucking love this place.”
They drank heartily. Angelica knew this was the last formality before the night took its debaucherous turn. She swallowed half her drink before setting it down. Jackson’s eyes were all over her, dark and domineering.
“Come here,” he said.
Her chest tightened. Her body felt impossibly heavy until she willed herself to step forward, and then she felt as light as air. Hands behind her back, she approached Jackson, ready for anything.
He ran his hand along her face, touching her chin and turning her head. “You are so beautiful,” he said. “Your skin is so soft.”
His ran his thumb up to her lips. She wrapped her mouth around it, sucking it like a cock. That made him smile. He turned to Vince. “I think she’s ready to party. Mind if I go first?”
Out of the corner of her eye, she saw Vince take a long swallow of his beer. “Go for it,” he said. “Just make sure you leave something for me.”



Chapter 15
Vince
Vince’s gut churned. He stumbled back to a chair, hoping that neither his wife nor Jackson noticed. They didn’t. They were too enthralled with one another. That spiked his jealousy to obscene levels. If it wasn’t balanced by the equally overwhelming sense of excitement and lust, he probably would have put a stop to this.
Instead, he stumbled into the suite’s armchair and watched as another man led his wife over to the king-sized bed. Vince ran his fingers through his hair. They came away damp with sweat. He loosened his shirt, fighting to breathe, and focused on the scene.
Jackson threw himself into the bed, leaning back on his arms to look up Angelica. “Let’s see that body of yours,” he said. “Take off your dress.”
Angelica glanced back at Vince one last time. He released the tightness in his chest slowly, nodding. She reached behind her, drew the zipper down her back, and slipped it off her shoulders.
She didn’t have a bra on, and from his angle, Vince caught the sides of her pale slopes. Somehow, that discrete peek was sexier than seeing them full on. But maybe that had to do with the fact that another man was catching a full frontal. She shimmied and the dress pooled around her ankles, treating the men with a tantalizing view of her thong and thigh highs.
“Very nice.” He reached out and touched her tits. His hands drifted lower, to her hips. Sitting up, he took hold of her thong and pulled it down. Angelica gasped. Jackson looked up at her, smiled, and said, “Even more beautiful.”
With that, he leaned forward and buried his face between her legs. Vince watched, stunned, as his wife stood with her back to him in nothing but stockings and heels as another man ran his tongue along her pussy.
She ran her fingers through Jackson’s hair, licking her lips as she enjoyed the sensation. Jackson caressed her ass, pressing his fingers into her pussy from behind. Angelica’s moan tore through the room. Vince shifted on the seat, touching his erection through his pants.
“That’s tasty,”Jackson said, drawing back, “but I’m feeling a little overheated in all these clothes.”
He pulled his shirt off, baring his toned body, dark and tanned. “On your knees, Angelica. Time to start earning.”
Vince was rooted to the chair. His eyes burned from not blinking, but he dared not blink. He didn’t want to miss even a millisecond. He wanted to remember the way his wife opened another man’s trousers, how she yanked them off when he raised his ass off the bed, how she gasped when his cock sprang into view just inches from her.
The turmoil he felt was nothing compared to the excitement. It was real life pornography starring his wife. He burned it into his brain.
“You’ve got a beautiful cock, Jackson,” she said. “Nice and big.”
“Just the way you like them, huh,” he replied.
“Oh yeah. The bigger...” She kissed the tip of it. “...the better.”
Vince stared at Jackson Price’s erection, unable to stop himself from comparing. The man had the kind of swinging dick to go along with his ego, longer than his own, and he never considered himself small. Angelica had never complained, but to hear her bring up size, he suddenly felt insecure. Did she want more than he could give her? Would Jackson do things to her that he could not?
“Oh, fuck,” Jackson groaned. Angelica dropped her head between her shoulders and wrapped her lips around the cap of his dick.
Vince’s insecurity was drowned out by the droning buzz of his excitement. Angelica was sucking another man’s cock. Another man’s!
She pulled up, although her hands continued to pump him. “It’s so big, Jackson. I can’t wait to feel it inside me.”
“I can’t wait to feel that, either,” he said huskily as she went back to blowing him. “You do BBFS?.”
Vince gasped. He was still getting a handle on the slang, but he was pretty sure that Jackson was asking about bareback sex. The sense of wrongness was thrilling.
“Not without papers,” she said between sucks.
“I have them in my bag.” There was desperation in his voice. Vince wasn’t sure how he felt about his wife fucking another man without protection. They were safe, she was on the pill, and if Jackson could prove he was clean...
But even still, it felt so wrong!
Angelica sucked off his cock, wiping a string of saliva from her lips. She stared up at him, quiet, thinking. She was tempted. They were brushing up against the boundaries of their comfort zone, and it was thrilling.
“I’ll pay you an extra thousand dollars,” Jackson said, feeling close to closing this deal.
Angelica licked her lips. Her chest rose and fell, tight and fast. That was a lot of money, but Vince knew it wasn’t about the figure, but the fact that someone wanted her enough to pay her so much.
“Okay,” she said. The single word seemed to suck the air from the room. Vince stared, wide-eyed and rock hard. “But you don’t finish inside me. And I see the money first.”
Jackson didn’t look too happy with the limit, but let it go with one look into her eyes. He wasn’t going to get any more. He slid out from under her, hopping to his feet, buck naked. He was a fine specimen of masculinity, but Vince knew now who was really in control. He looked at Angelica, climbing onto the bed, and smiled. She continued to impress him.
She arranged herself at the head of the bed, reclined on the pillows, her legs casually splayed. Her pussy was wet, parted slightly, ready for sex. She blew Vince as kiss as she drank the last of her vodka tonic and set the glass on the bedside table.
Jackson returned with a short stack of hundred dollar bills and a stapled form that must have been some kind of medical test. “Have a look.”
She took the money and the papers and set them beside her empty glass without a second glance. “Checks out to me.”
Jackson licked his lips, staring at her pussy before looking over at Vince. “You can vouch that she’s clean?”
He had to clear his throat before he could answer, and even then he sounded like a frog. “She’s clean.”
Jackson took his cock in his hands and climbed in between her legs. “She sure looks fucking clean. I love a bald pussy.”
Before Vince could brace himself, Jackson placed his cockhead against Angelica’s pussy, steadied himself on the pillows behind her head, and thrust forward. His shaft sank into her with nothing more than a moan from Angelica.
“Fuck, you’re tight,” Jackson grunted. His ass rose off of her, then fell again, drawing gasp after gasp from Angelica.
Vince recognized the sounds of sex from his wife, and for a confusing moment, he felt disembodied. Why wasn’t he there with her? Why wasn’t he fucking her now?
“Oh, yes!” she cried. “Fuck me, Jackson. Fuck me with your big dick!”
“You like that, don’t you?” Jackson demanded.
Her voice was a coiled spring. “Yes.”
Jackson caressed her thigh and the tops of her stay-ups. She wrapped a stocking-clad leg around his butt. Jackson pushed her further, grabbing it and lifting it over his shoulder.
“Oh, that’s so good,” she said. “Show me...show me what you can do with that big cock.”
Jackson fucked her harder, emboldened by her cries. Vince wished he could see more than Vince’s ass and back, but his wife’s moans were intense enough at the moment. “Uh! Uh! Uh!” The harder he fucked her, the louder she got.
“She really is into it,” Jackson said to Vince.
“Told you.”
“Fuck, that’s hot. Are you going to come for me, whore? Do you get off on cock alone.”
“Shut up...and...fuck me!”
“With my big dick?”
“With your big...fucking...dick!”
“As the lady wishes,” he said. With that, he plowed her hard enough that even Vince felt breathless. Angelica arched beneath him, her climax building, rising, filling the room until Vince felt pressed back into the chair. He didn’t dare touch himself, even through his pants. Even the thought of friction had him on edge.
“I’m close,” she moaned.
Jackson grunted. “Then do it. Come. Show me you’re a slut for a thick cock.”
“Remember to pull out,” she said.
“Don’t worry, baby. I remember. I’m a gentleman like that.”
Angelica’s laugh turned into a moan as she crested. She went stiff below him, shoving her breasts against his chest. She clawed his shoulders, digging her nails into his skin, and squeezed her eyes shut. “Oh, yes! Oh, my...oh my god!” Her voice went shrill and unintelligible as she screamed her release. Her release on another man’s cock.
Jackson pulled free, dripping with sweat and breathing hard. He looked down at Angelica and grinned. He’d vanquished her. She was now his.
Glancing at Vince, he nodded. “You must be ready to bust over there, man.”
“It’s getting a little uncomfortable,” he admitted.
Jackson edged away. “Take a ride, then. I need a break before I pop.”
Take a ride. He looked at Angelica, whose eyes were still closed. She was still lost in the aftermath of her orgasm. If they were at home, if he’d been the one that got her off, he would have let her bask there. But they weren’t at home, and he hadn’t just fucked her to a screaming orgasm. The redhead there on the bed wasn’t Heather, wasn’t his wife. She was a whore, and it was Vince’s turn.
He stood, hesitating. For a second, he felt too self-conscious to undress in front of another man. He’d never liked locker rooms. He never knew where to look. Then Jackson hopped up, his dick wagging before he as he strutted back to the bar and refilled his drink. Then Vince thought, Fuck it, and stripped down.
Angelica opened her eyes as he crawled onto the bed. The bright blue of her lenses still startled him, but her smile was his wife’s. They didn’t say a word, although volumes were communicated in that glance. She didn’t look exhausted or weary. She didn’t need a break. She seemed to say, I’m ready to be reclaimed. I’m ready for my husband.
And so was Vince.
Vince entered her, and immediately he could tell she felt different. Not looser, exactly. The friction was still good. Her slippery lips embraced his cock like always, snug and liquid. But she felt wetter and just...different. Fucked. Taken. Maybe it was all in his head, but Vince couldn’t shake the fact that he’d just watched her get taken by another man.
“Yes...” she hissed as he pressed home. He heard her need. Felt it as she wrapped her arms around him, her legs, pulling him close, pulling him tight. He could feel her heart race against his chest. Could hear her shallow pants. And still she kept pulling him tighter, like she wanted him to climb inside of her.
She moaned sharply as he thrust into her, encouraging him to take her swiftly. “That’s it. That’s it. Fuck...me,” she gasped.
“You feel so...good,” he said.
She rocked her head back, releasing her death grip on his shoulders. He fucked her harder, the wet slaps roaring in his ears. She opened her mouth to cry out, but no sound emerged. It was like life had lost all sound...for a moment. Then, she screamed. He felt her climax as much as he heard it—powerful, bottled, as intense as it was intimate.
For a taut moment, Vince thought he might join her. He almost didn’t care, wanting to join his beautiful creature in her ecstasy. But the night was young, and more stubbornly, Jackson hadn’t come yet, either. He wasn’t going to be the first.
So as he felt the rush of the orgasm, felt his balls tighten, felt every molecule in his body hold its breath, he tried to stop it. He buried himself deep inside her and stilled his hips. He thought about anything he could to keep himself from coming. He thought about their home back in Minneapolis, and how they wanted to renovate the kitchen. He thought about the backsplash that Heather liked, and the Samsung fridge he wanted to purchase.
It worked. He held his orgasm at bay. Angelica opened her eyes and looked at him, smiling weakly, almost shyly. Good lord, he loved this woman.
The bed shifted beside them. Jackson had returned, a drink in one hand, his dick in the other. Angelica looked over at him and smiled. “Bring that thing over here, baby.”
Vince gasped as she reached out and wrapped her hand around Jackson’s erection. Her red, lacquered nails looked so wrong against the dark, thick shaft of this other man. Vince’s stomach filled with butterflies. When she pulled it to her and wrapped her lips around him, the butterflies took flight.
Vince began pumping her again as Angelica worked Jackson’s dick, fixated on the way her cheeks caved as she sucked down, or the way she seemed to take more and more of him. She jacked off what she couldn’t swallow, the moist fapping sound arousing in its wrongness.
“That’s it, Angie baby,” Jackson said. “You love two cocks in you, don’t you?”
She moaned around his cock in response. Vince jumped inside of her, his climax once again tingling in his balls.
“I bet you’d do this for free, wouldn’t you?” he continued to taunt. “I bet that the job is just an excuse to fuck new guys, fuck strange men.”
Her brow furrowed as she whimpered around his cock. Astounding Vince, she fed her free hand down between her legs, working her clit as he fucked her. Jackson knew what he was saying, knew how to play her.
“I’m going to come all over you. And so is Vince. You like that idea, don’t you?”
“Gah!” she moaned, tearing her mouth away. She flopped onto her back, eyes closed, hand a blur between her legs. “Do it!” she hissed. She still held Jackson’s cock, continuing to beat him off as she writhed beneath him. “Come, baby. I want to feel it.”
“Where?” he demanded.
“On me. All over me.”
“Where?!” His voice was tight.
“My face. Come on my face—”
She didn’t finish. He came first, launching a rope across her cheek. She cried out, a long moan that welled up from somewhere deep and dark. She arched her chest forward, the moan rising and rising. Vince pulled out, feeling his balls tighten, feeling the inevitable release take control. He exploded across her stomach, across the strange, new belly piercing of hers, splashing the underside of her tits. Jackson aimed his come at her open mouth, messily feeding her his come.
Jackson said, “That’s it, baby. Show us how much you like to get dirty. Show us what a slut you are for it.”
Angelica continued to finger herself through it all, working her pink and parted lips now that Vince wasn’t fucking her. And Vince, for his part, couldn’t believe what he was seeing—what he was doing. Was this really the woman who thought about tiled backsplashes back home?
He sat back, running his fingers through his hair again, his balls empty at last. Angelica’s pale body was covered in come, a depraved mess of sweaty, panting flesh. She wiped come from beneath her eye and sucked it off her fingers before opening her eyes. “Mmm… tastes so good.”
Jackson chuckled, looking at Vince. “Now that, right there, is well worth two grand.” He reached out and tweaked her nipple. “But we’re just getting started, aren’t we, baby?”
Angelica shivered. So did Vince. “We sure are. But first, I’m going to need to take a shower. That okay with you boys?”
She didn’t wait for a reply, just bounced up and sauntered toward the bathroom. They watched her go, both silently admiring her graceful, naked lines and the perfection of her heart-shaped ass.
“Any chance I could buy you out tonight? No offense, but I’d love to spend some alone time with that,” Jackson said.
Vince squirmed slightly at the prospect. He wasn’t tempted, but he kind of was. What would Angelica say if she came out here and he was gone? Would she be upset? Or happy?
Sensing hesitancy in Vince, Jackson pressed. “I’ll give you a discount on any product of mine you buy for the first shipment. 20% off. It’s nearly at cost. Your employers will love you.”
Somehow, negotiating like that didn’t hold the same power for Vince as cold, hard cash did. But that wasn’t the temptation. He could have cared less about the discount. It was the idea of leaving his wife alone with another man, a man who had no problem pumping come all over her pretty face—a man who could truly help her realize her whore fantasy—that was most exciting.
It wasn’t a completely horrible idea. Jackson was safe enough. He was an alpha male, but he understood the word no. He was handsome, Angelica was attracted to him, and he’d been vetted if he was able to hire someone as high end as Mariana. That reminded him...
“What about Mariana?” Vince asked, hedging.
“You want to spend the night with her? You’re welcome to. I can set that up.” Jackson seemed a touch desperate. This was a bad idea. A very bad idea. And yet…
“You said she was meeting you at ten?” Vince asked. He looked at his watch. It was just after eight. “Let’s all meet back at Olives around then. We’ll figure out what comes next.”
Jackson’s face tightened. He looked about to push it when Vince said, “That gives you almost two hours with Angelica. Surely that’s worth 20% off the next shipment.”
Jackson followed, torn. He’d already given up so much, could he really concede yet again? “Fine. But you need to leave, now. You’re eating into my time.”
Vince pulled on his clothes. “Don’t forget to tell Mariana where to meet us.”
“Maybe I won’t. Maybe I’ll just enjoy the two whores myself.”
Vince froze. He hadn’t considered that. Then he shook his head. This man wasn’t going to risk losing Angelica. He said, “Fine, then I can stay.”
Jackson ground his teeth, then sighed. “You’re a bigger asshole than I thought you were.”
“Ditto, Jackson.” Vince slapped the other man on the back. “Now go and enjoy her.”



Chapter 16
Angelica
Angelica stepped beneath the shower spray, still buzzing from what she’d just done. She’d fucked another man. She’d broken a set of vows that she’d never thought she would. And maybe worst of all, she was still turned on by the act of infidelity. They were out there, ready for her to return, ready to enter her, use her, fuck her all over again.
She shut her eyes and stared straight into the hot spray of the shower, letting the heat wash away her guilt. She and Vince were good. There was no denying how turned on he was, how hard he felt as he’d fucked her, how he jumped and grew when she’d turned and taken Jackson’s cock in her mouth.
God! She’d taken Jackson’s cock in her mouth, while her husband fucked her. Her heart raced. She grabbed the bar of soap and ran it across her body, lathering up her body in a feeble attempt to clear her mind. Instead, she ended up focusing on her breasts, rubbing her nipples until they scraped hard and long against her palms.
She snaked a hand down between her legs, down to her smooth sex that had now known two men in one night. As she pressed two fingers inside of her, she remembered Jackson doing the same, remembered Jackson’s thick cock splitting her, so different, so new, so amazingly good.
“Uh,” she groaned, bracing herself on the tiles. She was sore, but couldn’t resist playing with herself. She couldn’t wait to get back out there, couldn’t wait to feel his new cock split her again. And that made her feel terrible.
She shut her eyes, forcing herself to think about her husband, Vince, sweet, sweet Vince. As she held his face in her mind, she realized that she wasn’t thinking about him purely out of guilt, or pity, or any of those negative emotions. She thought of the smile lines around his eyes whenever he mouthed, I love you, and she knew that whatever Jackson was, he’d never be half the man as Vince. Not when she left this crazy city. Not when morning came and life shook off its hangover.
The air shifted in the bathroom as the door opened and closed. She turned, ready to greet Vince with a kiss. Instead, she jumped as Jackson stepped into the shower with her.
“Hi,” he said. Before she could process what was happening, he collected her wet, naked body into his arms and pulled her into a long, deep kiss. Despite her shock—or maybe because of it—she quickly responded to the kiss, curling her hands around his hips and tilting her head as their tongues danced.
Jackson’s hands caressed her body, running down her back to cup her ass cheeks. He squeezed them, pulling her tighter against his muscular body. She felt his cock brush her thighs, not quite fully erect, but not soft, either. Something deep inside of her squirmed, wanting to feel more of him.
“Yeah, that’s all for you,” Jackson said with a grin.
She didn’t even realize that she’d wrapped her hand around his cock until he said something. She looked down between them, seeing it as though it wasn’t her own. He looked so large in her fingers—had she really taken that inside of her? And had she done so without any protection?
Getting into character once again, she turned her lips up into the most sinister smile that she could manage. “You’re very generous, Jackson.”
“I try,” he said with a laugh. “And you know what? I think you should reward such generosity.”
Her stomach fluttered as he placed her hands on her shoulders and pushed her down to her knees. She made sure to look up at him as she did so, watching him watch her as she ran her tongue along the side of his cock.
“Mmm, yes,” he moaned in satisfaction. “I like you like this, on your knees. I bet you like it, too, don’t you?”
She considered herself a generous person. The act of giving—whether sexual or otherwise—always made her happy. Watching Vince open a well-thought-out present was one of the most exciting things she could do. With Jackson, that need to please took on a much more twisted significance, but if anything, it was amplified. She wanted to please him, even if it meant taking on a more subservient role. And here, on her knees, looking up at him as she rubbed his cock against her cheek, it was pretty damn subservient.
“What can I say? I can’t get enough of your cock,” she said—mostly because it was what men like Jackson wanted to hear, but also...maybe...because it was true?
“And I can’t get enough of watching you play with it.” He reached for the bar of soap, handing it down to her. “Show me what you can do with those beautiful tits.”
Angelica didn’t follow at first. Not until he rubbed the soap from his hands all over his cock. Her body tingled at the wrongness of what he was asking, even as she straightened up on her knees and his soapy cock came to rest in her cleavage. She’d never done this before—she didn’t have very large breasts—but they were apparently big enough to close around his cock. She soaped them up, swirling her hard nipples as she did.
“That’s it, get them nice and slippery,” Jackson encouraged. “Then wrap those puppies around my cock.”
Angelica did as she was told, using her hands to press the soft tit-flesh around him. She felt him grow there, excited by her lewd act, stiffen and fill the soft space between her mounds. Her pussy tingled. Her breath went shallow. Jackson began to fuck her, rocking his hips along her cleavage as she held them tight.
“You are one sexy bitch,” he said, his eyes never releasing hers.
She felt his words as much as his dick, felt them spread through her like wildfire. Her smile was practically a snarl. “You like that?” she asked. “You like rubbing your big dick between my tits?”
Jackson groaned.
“Oh, I know you do,” she said huskily. “Keep fucking them, baby. Keep fucking my tits.”
Jackson thrust harder, his balls pressing against the underside of her breasts with each forward push. She dared to look away, look down, seeing the sudsy crown burst through her pale décolletage.
Just as she thought that maybe Jackson was going to come like that, he pulled away, staggering back a pace. “Fuuuck, that’s hot.”
Angelica watched as the shower washed away the soap on his cock, then leaned in and swallowed it back into her mouth. She felt him close, and focused in on making that happen. After all, wasn’t that what she was there for? To get him off again and again?
“Fuck, baby, stop...give me a...break...” Jackson pushed her away, his touch gentler than she’d expected. “We’ve got a few hours together, and I’m in no rush.”
“You don’t like having your cock sucked?” she asked, reaching out to jack him off.
“I do. I love it. And you do it better than most.” The compliment was more thrilling to Angelica than she cared to admit. He added, “But baby, I want to feel that pussy of yours again.”
Angelica rose, wrapping her arms around him. She lowered her voice to a purr. “We can do that, too.”
They made out again, wild, abandoned. It occurred to her that Vince hadn’t joined them yet. She began to look toward the door, half expecting to see him watching just outside, when Jackson picked her up by the ass and pinned her against the shower wall. The tiles were warmed by the long shower and felt good on her back. The thick cock that penetrated her pussy felt even better. All thought of her husband fled.
She clung to him as he fucked her there against the wall, holding her in place as he drove up into her. She wrapped her legs around his back, digging her heels into his meaty ass. The man was solid, built of muscle and masculinity, able to take her like she weighed nothing.
And oh, did he take her. This was another fantasy she’s harbored for a long time—to be fucked against a wall. Jackson fulfilled it oh so thoroughly. “Fuck me, Jackson. Fuck...me...ahhh....” She couldn’t form words anymore. Her brain scrambled them up. She moaned and panted, louder, harder. Somewhere in the back of her mind, she thought of Vince out in the bedroom. Did her moans turn him on? She cried out louder, feeling a scream begin to develop with her imminent climax.
“That’s it, baby. I know you’re close,” Jackson said. “Don’t hold back. Don’t ever hold back from me. I want it all.”
She moaned something that could have been a yes. Could have been a more. Could have been a fuck, I’m coming! Because—
“Fuck, I’m coming!” She lost it. The scream came, throaty and rough. She let go of his neck. slapping the tile behind her. Jackson held her steady, continuing to thrust up inside her. She wanted to feel him come with her—come inside of her.
“You sure?” she heard him ask.
“Yes! Do it. Please. Please....”
“Fuck, you love sex,” he barked, ramming deep enough that she saw stars. Then she felt him well up inside her, liquid fire that spread through her, burning every barrier away. Angelica, Heather, wife, whore, sex-starved slut—there was no longer a distinction. She was one and the same.
It was only when she felt him begin to shrink inside of her that she realized what she’d done. She’d let this man come inside of her. Had Vince heard? Did he know? She looked to the door again. It was still empty. Had he stormed out when she begged him to come inside her?
“He’s not there,” Jackson said. He pulled away from her, helping her feet find perch on the ground once again.
“Where did he go?” she asked, more worried than anything. She’d fucked up. She’d crossed a line, and now she felt fear flapping through her at the consequences.
“Down to Olives. To meet up with Mariana.”
And just like that, the fear turned into chest-clenching jealousy, as powerful as it was unreasonable.
“Don’t worry, we’ll meet up with them later,” Jackson said. He guided her face back to his, brushing her cheek. He kissed her passionately, reminding her who her current client was. “But right now, we’ve got a couple hours to kill, and I know just how I intend to do it.”
She could already feel him begin to rise against her thigh. He must have taken something, because even Vince, who was ten years younger, didn’t have this kind of recovery time. Not that she cared. She was already warming up to the idea of experiencing him again—especially if Vince was with Mariana.
The jealousy raged again. She hated how irrational she was being, and worse, recognized that she was, but couldn’t stop herself. He wouldn’t do that, right? Not without her there? After all, the first time she’d fucked Jackson, he’d had front row seats...
“Come on, let’s get out of here,” she said. “I’m turning into a prune.”
She led him back out, pulling on robes as they went.
“It’s such a shame to see you cover that body of yours,” Jackson complained with a wink.
“Well, I left my shorter robe back in Vince’s room. You’ll just have to deal.”
Jackson stepped up to her and opened her robe, sliding his hands around her naked skin. “I can deal with it like this...”
“No complaints from me,” she giggled. “But let’s go drink some water, first.”
“Got to keep up with the fluids, right?”
She retrieved a couple bottles of water from the bar, wondering how much the hotel charged for them, then stopped caring. Wasn’t her money. Instead, she tried to get her emotions under control. Had Vince really left her with Jackson so that he could play with Mariana? And how did she feel about that? A little upset, yes. Jealous, absolutely. Excited? Maybe a little. Ultimately, though, she realized that the gloves were as off as the rest of her clothes. She had two hours of alone time with this stud. She was going to appreciate every moment of it.



Chapter 17
Vince
Leaving that room was one of the hardest things Vince had ever done in his life. It was also one of the most profoundly arousing. Despite the sex, he was hard by the time he made it to the elevators.
He’d actually left his wife alone with another man—a man with a large cock to go right along with his ego. What if he satisfied her in ways that Vince couldn’t? What if they never recovered from this?
Before his elevator even reached the ground floor, he’d gone back and forth about whether to go back and put a stop to it. In the end, he stayed down in the casino. They’d already had sex, after all. What was a little more?
But they’d already had sex! Heather had another man’s erection inside of her, pumping her, making her scream. He was probably giving it to her at that very moment, maybe in the shower. If he were Jackson, that’s what he’d do. And that thought was intensely arousing.
Vince hit the craps table, but lost a few hundred dollars in about five minutes, so moved to low-limit poker to slow things down. He ordered drinks. He calculated odds. He did his best not to think about the good time Jackson was showing his wife as he waited for the next phase of the night: Mariana.
And it was a nice phase, he decided. Certainly unexpected. This was, after all, Heather’s fantasy. He’d gone into it without expectation beyond having a little fun with “Angelica.” Then again, he also didn’t think she’d actually fuck another man for money.
He shifted, his cock hard again.
“Bet’s to you,” the dealer said. The table was staring at him, waiting.
“Sorry. I check.” He hadn’t even looked at his cards. Pocket Queens. Pretty good. He should probably have raised. The betting made its way back around to him. The board was unassuming, so this time, he raised, a couple others followed. Next round was the same. His two Queens were good, until the King showed up on the final deal, the dreaded river. Two queens and a king. Was he the king? Or was that Jackson? He bet anyway, knowing that anyone holding onto a King would have him beat. Turned out, two guys did, but it didn’t matter—the third guy was holding onto a pair of Aces. Sneaky.
Vince tried to divine some kind of life lesson out of that hand, then gave up and cashed out. He was down a little, but not much. A good time to get out—before he lost it all.
Was that what he was doing now? Losing it all? Was he being a total dumbass to leave Heather alone with a guy with a big cock that his wife clearly enjoyed?
Vince ended up going out into the street, sitting at the fountains of Fortuna, to watch the crowd ebb and flow along the Strip. The line was already long headed up to Olympia, but there was no way he was going to set foot in that club after what happened Monday. Still, seeing all that beautiful flesh in bikinis and not much else reminded him of the decadence of the rooftop club. He’d had sex with Angelica in the bathroom, and that was not even at the top of what must have gone on up there nightly. How many of the women in line were being paid for their companionship? And even if they weren’t, how many were looking for a fun night with a strange new man? After all, that was what Vegas was all about, right?
He thought about Vegas’s motto, and while it was cliched and silly, it worked because so many others bought into it. People used it to do all kinds of things that they’d never do back in their normal lives. They’d stay out later. They’d try illegal drugs and experiment sexually.
He thought about the the economy that had built up around that motto. Not just the “legitimate” parts, like the gambling, the bars, and all the things along the Vegas Strip, but the seedier side of things that fed all these fantasies that were too dark to leave the city limits. Heather and Vince were in the middle of it all, and it bothered Vince almost as much as it turned him on. He knew that it wasn’t all glitz and polish. He knew that most of the women who had to spread their legs for money didn’t do so with men like Jackson Price, and most didn’t like it as much as “Angelica.”
That’s probably what made this work, though, and why Jackson was so drawn to her. Other women, like Mariana or Cady from Olympia, were probably better from a skill and experience perspective, but they didn’t bring with them the raw enthusiasm. When Angelica screamed on Jackson’s cock, there was no pretense.
Was she screaming on Jackson’s cock right then?
The question brought him back to the thing that he wanted to both obsess over and not think about at all. It fueled his once again raging erection. He didn’t need to close his eyes to see the two of them rutting away on the bed, covered in sweat and—
“Hallo.” The woman’s sultry greeting snapped him out of the fevered vision. He blinked and there she was—Mariana the escort standing before him.
“Oh, hey. I...you look great.” He felt flush as he stumbled over his words. She did look great, although in a much different way than Mariana the stripper had looked. The heavy makeup and fake lashes were gone, as was the stripper attire. Her hair was held out of her striking face by a ponytail and, like many of the dresses that Angelica wore, Mariana’s white minidress was sexy and short without being slutty. The fact that it was long sleeved and didn’t show much skin above made up for the fact that it showed off a dangerous amount of her legs, which somehow balanced in favor of classy.
“I thought we were meeting at Olives at ten?” she asked, her sing-song accent swirling around Vince.
“Yes, that’s the plan. I was just people watching.”
A slow smile spread over Mariana. “You do like to watch, don’t you?” She hooked her arm in his. “This works out. I wanted to talk to you first. Get to know you a little.” She began guiding him back toward the casino. “Do you like to gamble?”
“Do you?” he asked.
Mariana paused, the smile never slipping—even from her eyes. “Vince, you’re so sweet. One thing to know about me, si, is that I like what you like.” She leaned close. In her heels, she was about as tall as he was. “But I also do love the craps. There’s nothing more exciting than throwing dice down a table, yes?”
Vince was slowly falling for this girl. “I like craps, too. Come on, let’s go.”
*
“Five. One and a four is five,” the croupier announced as he swept the dice back to him.
Mariana bounced on her heels next to Vince. She’d thrown, and she’d won. Again. “You are good luck. Did you know that?” she asked. “I’m going to have to reward you extra special tonight.”
A couple others around heard, flashing envious looks at Vince. Not that he really saw them. He was too busy focused on the Spanish beauty by his side.
“You’re a lucky man,” someone said, clapping his hand on Vince’s back. “You’ve got a beautiful wife.”
He started to correct him and deny that they were married when Mariana placed a hand on his arm—a hand with a very prominent diamond ring on it. “See, Vincent? Listen to this man,” she said. To the man: “I tell him this all the time.”
When the guy spoke next, Vince smelled the booze on his breath and noticed how he swayed ever so slightly. They were in the midst of a professional drunk. “If you’re taking her for granted, maybe I can take care of her for you.”
Mariana pressed herself even closer to Vince. “Oh, I doubt that you could. My husband here keeps me more than satisfied.”
Vince’s ego rose, his head filling like bubbles in a freshly poured flute of champagne. It was all a ruse, of course, but the small clutch of eavesdroppers around him didn’t know that, and suddenly he was getting more than a few appreciative looks.
“You still feeling lucky?” he asked her.
“I am,” she said back. When she smiled like that, he couldn’t help responding like some teenage boy. “Want to go and make me even more lucky in our room?”
The drunk shook his head and turned to the woman next to him. “It ain’t her that’s the lucky one.”
The woman gave Vince a once over. “Oh, I wouldn’t say that.”
With his shoulders back and his chest sufficiently puffed up, he led Mariana away from the table once she’d collected her winnings. “Gentlemen. Ladies. Have a good night,” he said.
When they were out of earshot, Mariana said, “You know, I’m looking forward to tonight, right?”
Vince didn’t know whether to believe her or not. She made guys fall for her for a living, so he probably shouldn’t. Instead, he decided not to care. There’d be plenty of time to analyze all of that later. Right now, he was in the presence of one of the hottest women he’d ever seen. He was going to focus on that.
He managed to scrape together enough confidence to say, “Then I better not disappoint.”
“Oh, I doubt that you will,” she said. “At the very least, you are very nice to look at.”
They went to Olives earlier than the prearranged meeting time. Even at 9:30, though, the place was a lot more crowded than it had been earlier. They staked out a spot on the corner of the bar, finding privacy in the crowd.
Once they ordered, Vince felt the makings of an awkward conversation coming up. He preempted that with a question for her. “So tell me about the ring.”
Mariana smiled and held it out, her fingers splayed. The diamond caught in the light. “Beautiful, isn’t it? Three carats, princess cut, platinum fixture.”
“So you’re married?” he asked.
Mariana lowered her hand. “To Jackson, I am.”
Vince blinked. “You really are married to Jackson Price?”
Mariana repeated his question to herself silently, comprehending the meaning. She covered her mouth and laughed when she did. “Oh, no. Sorry, I meant, this is...how do you say it in English? Role-playing?”
“Ah, you’re pretending to be married to Jackson.”
“No, he’s…” She paused, casting her eyes away in thought. She looked even sexier like that. “I pretend to be married. But not to him.”
“Ah, now that makes sense,” Vince said. Jackson had a fantasy to sleep with other men’s wives. How perfectly ironic. “So you pretend to cheat on your husband with Jackson?”
“And he tells me how naughty I am when I do.”
Their drinks arrived—two martinis, salty with brine and olives. He raised his to hers. “To hearing all about how naughty you are.”
“So you like naughty women, too?” she asked once she’d set her drink back down. “I actually think that you like good girls who are sometimes bad.”
Vince raised his eyebrows. Had she overheard a conversation he’d had with Heather? He couldn’t remember if they’d discussed this at Orchid Lounge. “What makes you say that?”
“Just a...how do you say it? A hunch?”
Vince nodded.
“You could have done a lot more in the back room with the two of us, you know. Angelica may be sweet, and I suspect new to this profession, but she was ready to take things further.”
Vince’s heart beat sped up. “You think so?”
“Si. She’s like me. She likes to be bad, especially with someone watching. And especially in a place where she shouldn’t.” Mariana pulled her olive spear from her drink and lifted it to her mouth, but paused just before biting an olive off. “It’s why I love Las Vegas so much. It’s a whole city where no one should really be.”
Vince watched her suck the green olive off the spear and crush it between her teeth. Her lips were painted bright red, and he could already imagine how they’d feel wrapped around his cock later tonight—later tonight!
“You mean...how do you mean?” he asked.
“Well, like, we’re in a desert, yes? All around us, it is dry. Beautiful, but dry. Not the place for a city, and yet, here we are.” She looked around, rolled her eyes, and refocused on Vince. “Maybe that’s why everyone feels like they can do anything here. Everyone takes risks here without realizing how risky they’re being. I don’t know.”
She was making a scary amount of sense. He was taking a huge risk, doing what he was doing, leaving his wife alone with a strange man who thought she was a whore. And while he knew it was risky, it wasn’t until now that he fully wrapped his head around it. It was enough that he wanted to close the tab and bolt back up to that room—the room where they’d spent the last hour and a half together.
“So tell me about you, Vincent,” Mariana said. She rested her hand on his knee. “What’s your fantasy?”
“I…” Beneath her smoky stare, his mind went blank. He didn’t know anymore. To watch another man with his wife? Yes, that was still a fantasy for him, even if he’d just done it. But he couldn’t give that as an answer. “...I like to watch.”
“Just watch? I do not believe that,” she said, stepping closer. “I think that’s the gentleman in you speaking. I think that you’ve got a filthier side of you somewhere in there, ready to come out.”
He groaned as her hand pressed against the front of his pants, tracing his erection.
“Don’t get me wrong, I’m fine with you watching as I play with Jackson and Angelica. I can’t wait to feel her lick my pussy as I suck Jackson’s cock.” She squeezed his cock. “But if you wanted to join me, I do have one fantasy that I’ve never done before.”
Vince’s voice didn’t crack, but only barely. “Yeah?”
“With all those willing bodies, I’ve never had two cocks in me at once. One in my pussy. One in my ass. And maybe a pussy on my mouth. Smothered in sex. That’s what I would like to do.” She’d been looking at his collar, lost in thought. When she stopped talking, though, she turned her eyes up to his, dark and alluring. “Would you like to help me fulfill my fantasy?”
“Ah...I take it you’re okay with the double date tonight?”
Mariana blinked, looked from eye to eye, then started laughing. It was a hearty laugh that couldn’t be faked, and seemed to come to her as a surprise. “Are you kidding? You two are gorgeous. I was hoping to do something like this when we first bumped into you. If I wasn’t already under obligation, I would have solicited you for tonight. This was pretty...” She searched for the word. “...fortunate.”
“Really?”
Mariana touched his face. “You’re like a little kitten. I want to just eat you up.”
Vince grinned. “You don’t strike me as someone who eats kittens.”
Her laugh turned mischievous, bordering on intimidating. “Oh, you don’t know me very well. Yet.”
Vince shifted, fighting a desire to take a step back. Instead, he looked at his watch and was surprised to find that it was already 10:30, with no sign of Angelica or Jackson. All of a sudden, his stomach was back to doing flips.
“Think we should just go up there?” he asked. “To Jackson’s room?”
Mariana covered her mouth, doing a good job at faking a scandalized expression. “But Vincent, what if we walk in on them...doing it.”
Vincent took a shaky breath. “That’s what I’m counting on.”
“You do like to watch, don’t you?” She picked up her martini and drained it in one gulp, impressing Vince by not coughing. “I’m ready when you are.”
*
Vince didn’t know what to expect when they got up there.
No. Correction.
He did know, and it had him equally excited and nervous.
“Do you have a key?” Mariana asked as they stopped at the door.
“I thought you maybe had one.”
Mariana laughed. “I thought you did.” She pressed her ear to the door. “I don’t hear anything.” With that, she knocked.
Vince felt himself begin to hyperventilate. This felt so wrong. So fucked up. He shouldn’t be here, knocking on his wife’s door while she was with her lover. The nausea of being betrayed—of being cheated on—hit him in the chest. For one tight and uncomfortable moment, he couldn’t breathe, he couldn’t hear, he could barely see.
He saw the door open, and suddenly all that heavy reality snapped back into place. Jackson stood on the other side, wearing a white robe that was belted at the waist, but open at his chest. His skin was glistening beneath the matte of dark curls. He held a cigarette in his hand, the air about him swirling with smoke. Vince wanted to say something about how he didn’t think that was allowed, but he couldn’t find his voice.
Jackson grinned when he saw them. “Hey, honey, we have company.”
Angelica’s answer was hoarse. “But I haven’t a thing to wear.”
“And that’s exactly how this company’ll like you,” he said. Jackson turned away from the door with a gruff laugh. He shucked the robe from his shoulders, baring his muscular back and buttocks to Vince and Mariana.
Vince looked at Mariana, who lit up. She took his arm and led him inside.
The smell of sex immediately struck Vince, even with the cigarette smoke. Angelica was lying on the bed, propped up on an elbow and a sheet twisted around her enough to hide her sex, but not her breasts. He wasn’t sure how she’d react to him showing up, and studied her closely. She smiled, happy to see him outwardly—and at first that’s all he thought she felt. Then he saw it, the tightness around her eyes and the way she forced her casual pose. She was worried about how he’d react.
That made him feel better. He gave her a short nod. I’m okay. This is okay.
“Very pretty company,” Angelica said.
“Aren’t they though?” Jackson said. He handed her the cigarette, and to Vince’s surprise, she took it from him and sucked a long drag off of it. When she blew out the smoke, he leaned in and kissed her hard.
Vince shifted uneasily. That would never be a comfortable thing to watch, no matter how many times they did it. Would it always be so exciting? He hoped so.
Mariana left Vince’s side, slowly sauntering up to the bed in her tight white dress. Vince licked his lips, not wanting to miss a thing, not wanting to even blink. Jackson drew back, taking the cigarette from Angelica. “I believe you two met earlier?” he said, looking from one woman to the other.
Angelica looked shy as she nodded.
“I wish I’d seen that,” Jackson said. “But now I get to see an encore.”
Mariana crawled onto the bed, leaned over Angelica, and two women kissed. It was passionate from the moment their lips kissed, wild and unchecked and surprising because of that.
Jackson looked at Vince and smiled. He left them there, standing and making his way to the bar. The man wasn’t hard, but he was far from soft. His cock swung confidently between his legs, too large for his own good—the cock that was probably just inside his wife.
Vince looked away, where the women continued to make out. It was a better view, the fantasy more accepted and less confusing.
“Those two look as good as supermodels, don’t they?” Jackson said as he poured himself a drink.
“They’re very hot,” Vince admitted. Thing was, he’d never thought of Heather as model-like. She was pretty, for sure, and in the right clothes and tall heels, could even pull off statuesque. But she’d always possessed a girl-next-door quality that upended the glamorous illusion.
That said, watching her lower the zipper of another woman’s dress—this one with the dark, Mediterranean looks of a European fashion model—made it hard to see that girl-next-door anymore.
Mariana sat up over Angelica, who rolled onto her back to watch the other woman disrobe, her cobalt eyes fixated. Mariana pushed the dress off her shoulders, baring her back and her breasts, unfettered by lingerie. From his vantage, Vince could just see the tips of her dark nipples, high on her full breasts. Angelica wet her lips.
Mariana shimmied out of her dress with the showmanship of the stripper that she was. She wore nothing but her tall, white heels and a white thong that looked good against her tanned skin. She looked down at Angelica, reaching out to touch the red head’s soft face. “Would you like me to eat your pussy?”
Vince heard the echo of the question earlier, the one that he’d demurred to, the one that Angelica had claimed she would have liked trying. Now it was in her court and control.
“Yes,” she said, almost imperceptibly quiet. “Please.”
Mariana’s hand slipped down, pulling the sheet from Angelica’s body. She ran her fingers over her nipples, squeezing them softly, smiling. “I can feel your heart racing,” Mariana said. “Mine is, too.”
With that, she ripped the sheet away, exposing Angelica and her pale nakedness. Angelica gasped. Mariana purred, drinking in the sight of the other woman’s hairless cunt.
Vince reclined against the wall, uncertain that his feet would support him as he watched. He slowed his breathing, reminded himself to blink, and watched as his wife crossed yet another line he never thought that she would.
Mariana kissed down Angelica’s body, stopping to swirl her tongue around the other woman’s pale nipples before continuing her journey. Angelica sank back into the pillows, draping one arm above her as the other idly played with her nipple, still wet with spit. She flicked her eyes up to Vince, wide, a little frightened, a lot turned on. He held that gaze, glad that he was here with her, but wishing he could be more. He thought about crossing the room, taking her hand, kissing her.
He took a step forward when suddenly her eyelids grew heavy, her lips parted in a gasp, and she threw her head back. Between her thighs, Mariana had reached her pussy, had run her tongue across the smooth plane of her cunt.
“Mmm, you taste as good as I imagined,” Mariana said. She toyed with Angelica’s clit at first, flicking and dancing around it, driving the other woman crazy.
“Ah!” Angelica cried, no longer some pre-Raphaelite painting idling on a bed. She came alive, mouth agape, fingers in her sweaty, copper hair. Her chest heaved with each moan, gasping for breath.
Mariana licked lower, spearing her tongue deep between her slippery lips as her thumb took over on her clit. “Mmm, I taste more than just your come,” Mariana said, smiling up from Angelica’s pussy. “Is that you, Jackson?”
Vince tore his attention from the girl-girl show, shooting a look at Jackson. He smirked. To Vince, he said, “Turns out she’ll do BBFS after all. Every girl has a price, and this chick loves come. Almost as much as you, Mariana.”
“Mmm, I do love it,” the brunette agreed, going back to Angelica’s pussy. “Especially when it comes out of such a beautiful girl. You really filled her up, didn’t you?”
Vince felt each of the revelations like a body blow, only...only these were the most exciting body blows he’d ever felt. He stared back at Angelica, but she was lost to Mariana’s lips and tongue, lost even deeper when Mariana pressed two fingers into her, corkscrewing them deep. Angelica clenched her teeth, her nostrils flaring as she stifled a scream. A bead of sweat trickled down her forehead.
“I love watching two hot chicks screw,” Jackson said. He came over to Vince, holding a beer out to the guy. Despite the man’s nakedness, it almost felt like they were meeting at a sports bar, sharing a drink over the game. “It’s a thing of beauty, man.”
Vince took a pull at the lager, savoring the bubbles across his tongue as he watched Angelica gasp and writhe, as Mariana’s silky, dark hair bounced between his wife’s long legs.
“Very hot,” he agreed.
“Sorry that we didn’t meet you down at the bar,” Jackson said. He also had a beer. “Once Angie and I got started, time just flew. She’s a fiery one, and it’s not just the red hair.”
Vince drank his beer to hide his gulp. “Definitely not,” he said, when what he really wanted to ask was, What did you guys do? He looked around the room instead, noticing how chaotic things were since he’d left. The hotel’s guest services book, which had been on the desk, was now on the floor, along with the pens and note paper that had also been there. Even the lamp was off kilter, leaning on the wall, dark. He wondered if it even worked, and in that torrid moment saw his wife bent over the desk as Jackson Price fucked her from behind.
“Uh...uh...UH—” Angelica’s moans grew louder, more strained, each harder fought than the last until the sensation of Mariana’s mouth on her pussy was too much. She opened her mouth to cry out, but no sound came. She rocked back, a silent scream twisting her face. She pressed the back of Mariana’s head into her sex, spread her legs, and at last—at last—her scream emerged, shattering the stillness of the room.
As the orgasm burned through Angelica, Mariana kissed up her body, back over her flat belly and the soft slopes of her breasts. She kissed her nipples, her collarbone, her neck. The brunette pressed her knee against the Angelica’s pussy, lowered her lips to the other woman’s, and nuzzled their noses together.
“You have a tasty pussy,” Mariana said, her Spanish accent extra thick.
They kissed again, sharing that taste, any and all hesitancy on Angelica’s part gone.
“I do taste good, don’t I?” she said between kisses.
Mariana glanced over at the men, watching from the bar. “Jackson, darling, want to fuck her while she returns the favor to me?”
Vince felt simultaneously disappointed and excited that she’d chosen Jackson over him, and when Mariana glanced in Vince’s direction and blew a kiss, he knew that she’d done it on purpose.
Jackson walked over with a swagger, shoulders back, arms out at his side, cock growing with each step. Vince watched Angelica carefully, watched how enraptured she was by this man. Her eyes were already fucking him, wide and blue, smiling. It was enough to send a thrill along Vince’s spine.
Mariana whispered something into Angelica’s ear before rolling onto her back and reclining into the pillows beside her. She still wore her white thong, but Vince got the impression that that wouldn’t last long.
Jackson joined the women on the bed, crawling up beside Angelica. He ran his hand up her thigh, touching her pussy as he leaned in and kissed her. He touched her without the hesitation of a new lover—he touched her like a man would a familiar lover...or a whore.
Vince edged over to the armchair and took a seat. It gave him a good view of the action on the bed, and he didn’t want to miss a moment of it. “You ready for me again?” Jackson asked.
In response, Angelica reached down and wrapped her hand around him. “I’ll never get tired of such a beautiful. Big. Cock.”
They were staring at one another, deep and lost, entwined in their lust. Vince was glad he was sitting down. He wasn’t sure his legs would support him. Was she faking that connection? Was she still playing the role of Angelica, or was this Heather losing herself in another man?
Jackson grinned. “There’s just one thing,” he said. He pulled her up to a sitting position, kissing her once again. He backed off, turning her head to Mariana. “Before you do, I want you to make her come. Then, you’ll get my cock.”
Angelica paled, but only for a moment. Anyone but Vince would probably have missed it. She glanced at him in the chair across the room, drawing strength from his presence. He tried to communicate in that look that she didn’t have to do this if she didn’t want to, and that he’d always love her, no matter what. Whether she got that or not, she was back in character, fitting the sultry mask into place before Jackson or Mariana realized it had slipped.
“But Jackson,” she said in her most innocent voice. “I’ve never done that before. What if I can’t.”
Jackson chuckled, thinking she was playing, when really she was. “I’m sure you’ll figure it out, baby. Just do to her what she did to you.”
She giggled. “I’ll try.” She turned to Mariana, crawling over her, kissing her once again. She whispered something to the brunette that brought a smile to her face, before she made her way down her body, kissing, nibbling, licking. When she made it all the way between the other woman’s legs, she kissed across Mariana’s thong-clad mound, drawing a gasp from the other woman.
Jackson moved up to Mariana, kissing her deeply as Angelica teased her with her mouth. Angelica stole a moment when the others weren’t looking to smile over at Vince and mouth, Just watch. And with that, she grabbed the tiny white panties and drew them down Mariana’s hips, exposing the other woman’s bald pussy.
Vince held his breath, riveted. He felt his eyes begin to burn from lack of blinking, but didn’t dare blink. He stared even harder. Angelica situated herself on her stomach, stretched out long and lean between the other woman’s splayed thighs. She tucked her red hair behind her ear, stroked Mariana’s soft skin, and lowered her head.
Vince couldn’t see the lick, but he saw Mariana’s reaction, and that was enough. The Spanish beauty moaned, breaking free of Jackson’s kiss. Jackson refocused on Mariana’s tits, sucking them as Angelica sucked her pussy. He may have set the ultimatum for Angelica, but he was more than willing to help her achieve it.
“Use your fingers on her ass,” Jackson said. “She loves that.”
Angelica focused her tongue on Mariana’s clit as she stroked her fingers lower. The effect was immediate. Mariana went as taut as a board, her scream high pitched and guttural.
“You like that, don’t you, whore?” Jackson grabbed Mariana’s hair, pulling her head back as she came. “You like it when another whore fingers your asshole. Don’t you?!”
“¡Si! Ay dios mio! Ay!”
Jackson released Mariana and moved around behind Angelica. To Vince, he said, “And this is why I love whores. They’ll do anything you tell them. No need to be afraid of what they’ll think of you in the morning.”
Vince watched him take up position behind his wife. Watched the other man grab her hips and pull her up onto her knees. He was so rough with her. So callous to her knees. And Angelica actually seemed to get off on that.
“Isn’t that right, Angie? You’ll do whatever I want?” He teased her pussy with his cock, but didn’t push it inside. Angelica moaned, pressing her hips back into him. Still addressing Vince, he said, “I bet this one would do anything just to get fucked again. She’s a total—” He rammed inside her. “—nymphomaniac.”
Angelica’s moan washed up along Mariana’s pussy. She raised her hips higher as he drilled deep, her eyes fluttering shut, her hair a copper mess across the other woman’s flat stomach.
Vince couldn’t argue with Jackson’s assessment of her. The pale hottie with her ass in the air and her face in Mariana’s snatch was definitely into the sex. Jackson fucked her like the player he was, drawing her moans out with each stroke. And Vince had the perfect angle to see it all, to see how this other man held his wife’s hips, to see her smooth labial lips stretch around his thick cock, to see each moan and shudder of her slender body.
Jackson said, “Keep eating Mariana’s pussy, nympho. Prove to me you like girls as much as you like guys.”
With a deep breath, Angelica did as she was told. Vince lost sight of it beneath the curtain of her hair, but it was enough to see Angelica’s head bouncing between Mariana’s thighs.
“Want to join?” Jackson said to Vince. “Mariana’s mouth could use a cock.”
Vince froze. Until now, they hadn’t crossed this line. He’d managed to stay an observer. He didn’t even have Angelica to look to for what to do; she didn’t move from her spot between her two new lovers. But there was no plausible reason for him not to join and...and if he was honest with himself, he didn’t really want to remain just a watcher.
So with his whole body thrumming and his heart climbing up his throat, he stood and crossed the room to the threesome. As he got closer, as he climbed on the bed, the scandalous scene resolved into crisp, heaving detail. He could see each bead of sweat roll across her pale skin; could smell the soft perfume that, until now, had been synonymous with date nights with Heather; could hear each clipped pant and gasp. Most exciting of all, as he moved up to Mariana’s head, he got a direct view of his wife’s tongue dancing across a pussy.
Sensing him looking, she locked eyes with him, playful and unashamed of what she was doing. With him watching, she glided her tongue higher, encircling Mariana’s clitoris and bringing another loud moan from the other woman.
“You’re going to have to feed it to her,” Jackson said. “I think she’s a little out of her mind right now.”
Took Vince a moment to figure out what he was suggesting. Then he remembered why he was positioned where he was, and that he had his cock in his hand. He looked one last time at Angelica for any last minute objections. She watched, but didn’t discourage, didn’t shake her head or look worried or anything. So he put Vince the family man out of his head, stepped into Jackson’s shoes, and nudged his cock against Mariana’s lips.
Instantly, she swallowed him into her mouth—her wet, soft, unfamiliar mouth. Her tongue dazzled, but more than that was the sight of this beautiful stranger with her dark hair and her long lashes down between his legs, blowing him. It could have been a dream, but it wasn’t. It could have been a fantasy, but this was real.
The foursome fucked like that until Vince felt his balls begin to tighten. He was close. So close. When Mariana pulled back, he thought she was giving him relief. Instead, she pulled him closer and bathed his balls with her tongue.
“You are going to come?” she asked.
“Yes.”
“Will you be able to get it up again?”
He tried to calculate how many times he’d come already, but it was hard to do even simple arithmetic when she took his entire scrotum into her mouth. But it didn’t matter. There was only one answer with Jackson Price listening, even if it wasn’t realistic: “Yeah, don’t worry about me.”
“Good, because I’m going to drink your come,” Mariana said.
Vince barely had time to react. Everything inside him flexed at once. Mariana wrapped her lips around him a moment before he erupted. He thrust forward, causing her to gag for a precarious moment.
“I’m sorry,” he said, backing off. She didn’t let him pull away too far. She tightened her hand on his cock and held the tip in her mouth, swallowing each pulse.
It became too much. He was too sensitive. He finally pulled out of her and sat back hard on the pillow, spent. That didn’t mean the rest of the action stopped, though. Vince watched in a haze as Mariana reached down and pulled Angelica up her body and into her arms. They kissed passionately, sharing his come. Jackson shifted up with them, lining his cock up with Mariana’s pussy. With one push, he was plundering his original escort’s buzzing sex.
Vince watched it go down like a live-action porn—one that starred his wife, sandwiched between two beautiful extras. Jackson fucked first Mariana, then Angelica, then back again, powering his cock into their moaning bodies as they tried to keep making out. Eventually, they couldn’t kiss any longer, and Angelica rested her face in the crook of Mariana’s neck and fought to breathe, to stay sane, to stay whole.
Vince started to rise again, although he’d come enough times that the erection arrived with a dull throb of pain. He considered going for his phone, considered taking a snapshot of this lewd act. Instead, he tried committing it to memory.
Jackson pulled free of them, wiping his brow. He actually flexed over them, his carved body rippling. “Fuck, I love pussy.”
Mariana glanced over Angelica’s shoulder, meeting his eye. “I hope you love the anal, too,” she said in accented English.
Jackson laughed. “I love the anal, yes.”
Mariana looked past him, to Vince. “Ready to fulfill my fantasy?”
Vince knew exactly what Mariana wanted—two men inside of her, fucking her, smothering her in sex. But until that moment, it had been academic. He’d said he’d help her fulfill it without really thinking about what that entailed. Now, though, he understood exactly, and he wasn’t sure he could go there.
Mariana whispered something to Angelica, something that made the redhead gasp and stare. “Really?” she mouthed.
“Watch,” Mariana said, kissing her one last time.
Angelica crawled into Vince’s arms on the other side of the king-sized mattress, as Jackson and Mariana positioned themselves on the bed—Jackson beneath, Mariana squatting over him, facing away. He gathered her hips into his hands, holding her over him as she took his thick cock and positioned it against her asshole.
Angelica turned, just in time to watch Jackson’s cock pass into Mariana’s ass. “Ay!” she cried, tossing her head back. She fumbled for purchase, reclining her body as her weight took her down, down, down, inch after inch of Jackson’s shaft splitting her back door.
Angelica gasped at the lewd sight. “Oh, wow,” she said.
Vince wondered if that’s something his wife wanted to try, but didn’t dare ask it. Instead, he stared, riveted, as Jackson buried himself to the hilt inside his whore. Mariana had trouble breathing, fighting through stuttering gasps and foreign curse words.
Then, incredibly, she began to fuck him. She began to gyrate her hips along that length, sliding up and down. Jackson helped, directing the action with his meaty hands, until the anal sex was as hard and swift as the more conventional variety.
Angelica fidgeted. Vince didn’t blame her. It was uncomfortable just looking at it.
Mariana opened her eyes at last, finding him there, watching. “Your turn,” she said. “Time to fuck me.”
He stared down at her open pussy, empty and wet and ready for him.
Vince froze. He still wasn’t sure if he could go there, if he could actually fuck another woman, even one as hot as Mariana. He just stared at her like a idiot, unable to form a coherent thought.
“Don’t worry, I’m clean. Jackson has seen my tests.”
That’s what she thought he was hesitating about? He almost laughed. He glanced at Jackson, pumping his cock in and out of her ass. The man’s nod was as much a confirmation that she was telling the truth as it was a challenge to him—are you man enough to fuck this whore at the same time?
Angelica turned to look at him. “Do it,” she said. “I want to watch that.”
And just like that, the conflict left him. He slipped out from behind his wife and crawled over to Mariana’s ripe body as his mind sang—Angelica was fine with this—his wife was fine with this.
He climbed in between Mariana’s thighs, doing his best to ignore Jackson’s hairy legs, or how close he was about to get to another man’s cock. He looked over at Angelica one last time. She’d already begun to play with her pussy, and nodded when he looked her way.
Vince released a breath, took his cock in his hand, and pushed forward, sinking into the warm embrace of another woman.



Chapter 18
Angelica
The moment Jackson had entered her, hours and hours ago, Angelica felt like she was caught in a fever dream—only without all the unpleasantness of a fever. She couldn’t settle. She didn’t want to settle. She wanted to fuck and be fucked. Jackson had attended to that need, again and again. He’d fucked her in the shower, at the desk, in the armchair, on the bed. He’d used her. Called her names. Pulled her hair and slapped her ass. He’d made her spit on his cock as she blew him, made her slap it against her tongue, fuck her tits, use it against her clit like a dildo.
He’d made her, and she’d done it. And she’d gotten off partially because he’d made her.
When Mariana went down on her, rationally she knew that she could stop it. Rationally, she knew that as soon as she said something made her uncomfortable, everyone in the room would stop and respect that. But there was nothing rational about this week, about Vegas and Angelica and becoming the plaything of rich men for thousands of dollars. If he wanted something—anything—she was pretty sure that she’d give it to him. She was too out of her mind to realize how frightening that was.
Despite all that, though, she did see the anguish in her husband’s face as he watched. She saw his excitement, too, raw and deep. She didn’t fully understand it until she saw Mariana wrap her lips around his cock. It had felt like a bolt between her eyes, shocking and sizzling all at once.
And that sensation was nothing like what she felt when the Spanish whore had beckoned him over to her, her legs spread wide, her pussy primed and ready for him.
As she watched Vince, her loving husband, slide into Mariana’s bald snatch—the bald snatch she’d just been licking—and watched him break his vows, she felt something violent and searing rush inside of her. It matched the scream that exploded from Mariana as both men penetrated her—the scream that blurred into a string of Spanish expletives.
Angelica tried to put herself in Mariana’s position, tried to imagine what that must feel like, but just couldn’t. All she could really do as gawk at the spectacle, amazed at how crazy it was. She’d never seen anything like it. Even when she’d read about it—first encountering it in her research leading up to this weekend—she’d never actually visualized it. But as she watched Jackson’s cock stretch Mariana’s ass as her husband plunged into her pussy, as Mariana’s screams filled the suite, Angelica realized that while she was pretending to be a sex worker, this woman embodied it.
Angelica was in awe.
And then she was joining them. She crawled up to Mariana, cupping her full breast, squeezing the damp flesh in her hand. Her eyes opened, met Angelica’s, wild and wide. Angelica swooped in, kissing the other woman, pushing her tongue deep as she pinched hard on the prostitute’s swollen nipple.
Mariana pulled away, her face tight with ecstasy. “I want…” Her eyes fluttered shut as a moan welled up through her. When it passed, she could only half open her eyes. “I want to eat your pussy.”
The word pussy was never as sexy as it was in that moment, lilting, sing-song, and laced with promise.
At first, Angelica had no idea how to accommodate the woman. Not with the press of the two men around her, with no signs of stopping. Mariana leaned back, staring up at Angelica, inspiring her to troubleshoot.
“Use the headboard,” Vince offered. “Jackson can hold you up.”
Angelica did as her husband directed, swinging her leg over Mariana’s head. She lowered her pussy right over Mariana’s face, gingerly at first, not wanting to smother the woman. Jackson wasn’t so thoughtful. When he grabbed her hips and pressed her sex into the other woman, the smothering happened anyway. And Mariana went wild.
Angelica found her persona. She wasn’t just some spectator. She wasn’t Heather. She was a creature of sex, and that meant more than just her body.
She reached down, grabbing Mariana by the ponytail, and pulled. “Eat my pussy, you whore.”
Mariana’s moan vibrated across her sex. Angelica rutted on the woman’s face, brushing her clit against the other woman’s nose.
“I want to feel your tongue like a little cock,” Angelica spat. The result was instantaneous. Mariana moaned louder, her body shaking, but did as she was told. What Angelica wasn’t expecting was one of Jackson’s hands coming off her hips to cup her own breast, or Vince’s touch on her lower back.
Group sex. Angelica was having group sex. Heather was having group sex! Crazier, it felt so natural. It felt so right.
Angelica didn’t want to be the first to come, but when she felt it build, she couldn’t stop it. She didn’t want to stop it. There would be more after. The night was just one long procession of orgasms, each as intense as the last. Mariana tongue-fucked her. Jackson pawed at her. And her husband reassured her. What better place was there to be?
Things went hazy. The undulating foursome rutted away, moaning, panting, sweating. Angelica was lost in an orgasm that wouldn’t stop. She felt Mariana crash beneath her, but was unable to pull off, unable to do anything but sit on her face and scream.
Did Jackson come first, erupting deep in the hooker’s ass—the other hooker—or was that Vince, filling a woman that wasn’t her for the first time? Or maybe no one came. Maybe that was just her mind slipping free from the reality of things.
They shifted—or rather, things seemed to shift around her. She felt the sweet softness of the mattress on her back, and the tender feeling of Vince’s familiar cock enter her. She reached up, gingerly cradling him against her. They kissed, reunited, one once again. She could have lost herself in that moment, pure and true and profound. This was the eye of the sex storm, a blissful moment when she could look up into Vince’s eyes and know that she’d have him always.
Then the men switched, and the group sex was back on. By morning, she only remembered snatches of it. Vince fucking Mariana doggy style as the women kissed. Sixty-nining Mariana as Jackson fucked her, pulling out at the last moment to finish in Mariana’s mouth. And last, but certainly not least, she had the foggiest memory of watching Vince make Mariana scream, the brunette’s body all stretched out and sweaty, an instrument that Vince had finally mastered. Had finally claimed.
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Chapter 19
Heather
Mariana woke before the trio were fully awake. She whispered to Angelica, “Want to grab breakfast with me? I want to talk to you about something.”
Angelica’s heart skipped a beat, although she didn’t know what made her nervous.
“Sure,” she said. Mariana had already dressed—a pair of white shorts and a t-shirt. Without make-up, the Spanish girl looked younger than she had last night. Angelica said, “I need to swing by Vincent’s room. I only have my dress here.”
“I’ll meet you down at the buffet,” Mariana said.
Angelica left the guys alone, giggling to herself at the image of the two of them waking together, naked in bed without a girl between them. Returning to her room, she jumped in the shower and washed herself off quickly before pulling on a pair of tight jeans and a tank top. She didn’t bother with makeup, or even drying her hair, and when she caught herself in the mirror, she saw Heather.
Or almost, anyway. She didn’t know that the Heather she’d left back in Minneapolis existed anymore. Not after Vegas. Not after Angelica.
She went downstairs, no longer the whore of this week, but no longer the girl-next-door, either. She still noticed the eyes of men on her as she moved through the casino, hungover and tired, yet not so much that they missed her tight ass. Would Heather have noticed them so acutely?
Mariana was sitting at a table at the buffet with a mountain of bacon and pancakes in front of her. Heather laughed. “Not the breakfast I would have expected for such a skinny girl.”
“Do you realize how many calories I burned last night? Between the club and those two guys—and you—I could eat a cow.”
Heather blushed, despite all that had gone down. She grabbed a piece of bacon and took a bite. The saltiness made her mouth water and her stomach grumble. “I believe you’re eating a pig, not a cow.”
Mariana rolled her eyes and laughed. “I like you.”
The warmth in Heather’s cheeks grew. “Thanks. I like you, too.”
Mariana pulled out her mobile. “Can I get your number? I’ve been doing this for several years now, but have never worked with another girl as well as you.”
Heather hesitated. She’d done so well keeping up the Angelica guise, despite all odds. The lie had served her well, leading her on the kind of adventure that she’d never imagined she’d have. When she’d come up with this little game, she thought that she’d have some fun with Vince that first night, maybe some of the second, and then they’d enjoy a mini-vacation as husband and wife. The possibility of last night never even crossed her mind.
But now, she wasn’t sure how to continue the ruse. If she gave Mariana her number, would she forever have to keep it up? Would she be stuck having to come up with excuse after excuse about why they couldn’t get together? Her number didn’t even have a Nevada area code.
On the other hand, if she didn’t give her number, Mariana would be hurt, and this woman had been too good to her to do that to. So, instead, she took a great, big breath and confessed.
“I’m not actually a…” She paused, looking around to make sure no one was eavesdropping. “I don’t actually do this for a living.”
Mariana stared at her like she’d just told her that she practiced magic. It occurred to Heather, only after the words were out of her mouth, that maybe the truth wasn’t such a good idea. That maybe the young woman—a young woman who did have to whore herself out for money—would be insulted by the deception. Here was this middle class white girl from the suburbs coming onto her turf, taking money from her men.
Mariana set the phone down gently. “I do not understand.” She sighed. “Sorry, my English is sometimes not so good.”
“Your English is great,” Heather said. She suddenly felt very foolish.
“So...you’re not an escort?”
“No. I’m a marketing manager,” she said. “I live in Minneapolis.”
“And last night, you were…” Mariana trailed off, still confused.
Heather sighed. Might as well tell her the whole truth. “I really am Vince’s wife. We were playing a game.”
Mariana processed it. Heather held her breath. This woman would either explode in anger or—
Understanding finally dawned on the brunette. Her brows went up and her eyes went wide. “You were playing a game?” She started laughing—a good-natured laugh, one that made Heather want to join if she wasn’t so freaked out. “Now that’s some kind of game! You two are swingers?”
The other woman’s laughter calmed her nerves. When she answered—an almost embarrassed “no”—she was laughing right along with her. “We’ve never done anything like that before. Ever.”
Mariana’s eyes went even wider. “Never? I don’t believe that.”
“You…you’re my first…woman.”
“Wow. I cannot believe that.” Her laughter died slowly, but her smile remained. “You did not seem like that was your first time.”
“Well, I had an excellent example to follow,” Heather said shyly.
“And so Vincent is...your husband?”
“My one and only.”
“You are a very lucky woman,” Mariana said.
Heather felt a rush of pride for Vince. “I know. Sometimes I forget, but yeah...I know.”
“He is lucky, too.” When Mariana reached out and touched Heather’s hand, her whole body tingled. She’d had sex with this woman. She’d shared her husband with her. It made her sweat, just thinking about it. It also made her feel guilty.
“I’m not so sure about that,” Heather said. “I kind of got carried away last night.”
“I think he will forgive. Trust me, I have been with many men—and many of them married. I do not excuse what they do, but a lot of times, they do it because they are bored at home.” Mariana chuckled. “You will not have to worry about that.”
That made Heather feel better, although that wasn’t her real fear. “I slept with another man,” Heather said. “Right in front of him.”
“He liked it. He’s a voyeur. Guys like him enjoy watching almost as much as participating.” Mariana paused. “How about you? He didn’t just watch…”
Heather glanced up at Mariana, realizing only then that she’d looked away.
“No, he certainly didn’t just watch,” Heather said. “How can I be mad?”
“Emotions are not always...what’s the word? Reasoning?”
“Reasonable,” Heather said. “And no, they’re not, but I am. Or...used to think I was.” She thought about the last few days and wasn’t so sure anymore. She looked at Mariana, really focusing in on the fact that this woman had slept with her husband. To her surprise, other than a slight twinge in her gut, she wasn’t mad at her. She didn’t want to scratch her eyes out or pull her hair. She didn’t feel upset or hurt or jealous. It had happened, and she was happy that it had when she could watch. “I’m fine. It was pretty sexy, honestly.”
Mariana smiled widely. “I always love doing couples like you two. And you know what? I should have known that you actually were a couple. You were too close to one another.” She laughed. “I just thought you were really good at giving the Girlfriend Experience.”
“Well, I am at that, too!”
Mariana said, “Let me at least take your email. You are too fun to say goodbye to.”
Giving her address to a high end call girl. What better way to end her trip to Las Vegas? She gave it, then ended up taking Mariana’s as well.
“So your real name is Heather?” Mariana asked. “I like that. It suits you.” She rose, a mischievous smile spreading across her face. “But I hope you don’t put Angelica away forever. She suits you, too.”
Heather sat by herself in the breakfast buffet for a long time, contemplating the conversation. Was Angelica gone for good? Would she remain in Vegas like everyone else’s dirty stories?
*
Vince and Jackson texted her shortly after Mariana left and joined her a few minutes later. Neither had showered and looked pretty worn out—far more than she or Mariana had looked. She smiled at that.
“Rough night?” she asked.
“Some of it was rough,” Jackson said with a wink. Even after last night, he was still trying to win points. “Why’d you leave? I was hoping for some morning fun.”
She looked at Vince. “You paid for a night, you got a night.”
“Not even going to give me a goodbye beej?”
She tilted her head to the side and made the best doe eyes she could at him. “Aw, you’re such a sweet talker, Jackson. I would, but my jaw’s a little sore.”
“Shame,” he said. “I had fun last night, though. What sites are you registered on? I’ll make sure to leave you a glowing review.”
Heather’s stomach twisted. She’d told Mariana the truth, but she had no desire for Jackson to know it. Not only did he know who her husband was, but she suspected he wouldn’t take kindly to being deceived. “Um, I’m actually not on any sites. I keep a low profile.”
He looked at her strangely. She’d seen him look at her like that before, like a puzzle he was trying to work through. “Tell me, Angelica, what does your husband think of your profession?”
That fluttering in her stomach opened into a cavernous pit so wide that she felt her whole body fall through it. For one runaway moment, she actually thought about running away. But the reality of the matter closed in. She looked at Vince, who was about as white as she felt.
She did the only thing she could do. She denied. “What are you talking about?” she asked.
Jackson merely grinned. “I know you’re married.” He reached out and touched her left hand, running his thumb along the indentation where her rings usually were. “You should wear them, by the way. It’s sexier that way.”
Heather allowed herself to relax a little. Okay, so he knew she was married, but he didn’t know that she was married to the man sitting right next to him.
“You like fucking other men’s wives?” she asked.
“I do. Particularly when they look as good as you.” He squeezed her hand, touching her wrist. She shivered. “But you never answered me. What does your husband think you did last night?”
“He actually gets off on it.” As soon as she said it, she knew that it was the right thing to say. It felt dangerous, intense, exhilarating. Like running downhill. She glanced at Vince, who was staring at her with this intense expression that nearly made her laugh.
Jackson hadn’t been expecting her response. “Yeah?” he said.
Heather turned her hand over, tickling his palm. “It’s actually how this all started. He likes the idea of sharing me...” As she spoke, she leaned across the table to him, her voice growing lower and lower. “...and of me off doing dirty things with other men.”
She finished with a kiss, long and deep and slow. It was the kind of kiss that even yesterday, she couldn’t fathom sharing with another man.
“He’s cool with you offering the girlfriend experience? That can get pretty intimate.”
Angelica smiled, feeling the balance shift back to her. She looked at Vince, reaching out to him. He took her hand. “Oh, yeah. He loves the idea of me going on dates with other men. Of spending all night with them. Of fulfilling all their naughty little fantasies. He knows that in the end, I’ll always return to him.”
She kissed Vince this time, deep and hard. When she pulled back, she did her best to keep the emotion from her eyes, adding, “You guys are the lucky recipients of his generosity.”
“I’ll say,” Jackson said.
“He must be quite a guy,” Vince said with a smirk.
“Oh, he is.”
“Can I get your card? And do you travel?” Jackson asked.
“I’ve been known to travel,” she said. “But I left my cards in the room. Why don’t you give me yours and I’ll send you my info.”
If they did this again, she’d have to at least set up a fake email address. If? Or when? She breezed past that as he handed her his card. She could practically feel Vince watching the exchange.
“Have a safe trip, Jackson. It was nice meeting you,” she said.
“The pleasure was all mine,” he said. To Vince: “Enjoy your last day. And call me about those discounts. I’m a man of my word.”
“Will do.” The men shook, and at last, she was alone with her husband.
“So…” she said, her heart fluttering.
“So,” he repeated. She couldn’t read his expression, and that scared her. Had she fucked up after all? Had Mariana been wrong? Then he smiled. “So I like sharing you, huh?”
“You do.”
“And the idea of you doing dirty things with other men?” he inquired.
“Uh huh. You like that, too.” She ran her leg up his under the table. “Are you going to deny it?”
He looked sheepish. “I guess you’re not the only one with dirty fantasies. I just didn’t know about this one.”
“Well, to be fair, I learned a few things about myself, too,” she said.
“I learned some stuff about you, too. Like...you’re into girls?”
“It was definitely an experience,” she said, warmth flooding her. “I guess maybe I am?”
“Sure looked convincing to me,” Vince said. He took a deep breath and released it. “I still can’t believe...well, any of last night! Don’t get me wrong, I’m not upset or anything. Just...surprised is all.”
“I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me.”
He shook his head. “No, don’t apologize. That’s not what I mean. I’m just trying to wrap my head around the whole thing, you know?” He shifted. “Want to get out of here? Go for a walk?”
“Sounds like a great idea,” she said.
*
The Vegas Strip in the morning was a busier scene than she was expecting, although a very different one than last night’s. As the glitz and glam slept off last night’s parties, real Vegas picked itself up and got itself back in order. Delivery trucks made their rounds. Sanitation workers swept and hosed off the sidewalks. A few stranglers stumbled into cabs, a few families went sightseeing while things were PG, but mostly what they saw was a scene that could have played out back in downtown Minneapolis—minus the giant pyramid shaped buildings and extravagant fountains and piazzas. Heather found the dichotomy of the city oddly comforting.
After a couple blocks, Heather finally began. “First of all, I want to promise you that when I first brought up the game, I had no idea it would lead to last night.”
Vince hesitated before he replied, and that made her uncomfortable, so she quickly added, “Seriously, I just thought it would be like any other vacation, only a little kinkier.”
Vince chuckled. “Well, it was definitely kinkier.”
She was quick to add, “I didn’t mean it like that—”
“I know. I know what you meant.” He stopped and took her hands, looking at her. “And I know that you never intended for it to go where it did. But it did.”
“Yeah.” She looked at the ground between them. Vince gently pulled her chin back up.
“Hey, look at me, Heath. I’m not upset. Just surprised.”
Heather knew he was holding back. They’d been together too long for him to be able to hide things. “Just surprised? What else, Vince?”
At first, she didn’t think he’d tell her. He was clearly thinking about something, but couldn’t seem to say it. She was about to prompt him again when he spoke.
“I guess...I guess a part of me keeps thinking, Who is this woman that I thought I married?” He looked worried as soon as he said it. “That sounds bad. I don’t mean it like that.”
“But you kind of do,” she said, staring up at him. “You’re wondering whether I’ve always been capable of that. How much was Angelica, and how much was the woman you married.”
“That’s an oversimplification, though,” he said. “They’re not mutually exclusive. We’re not market segments, and our identity doesn’t always fit neatly into nice, little buckets.”
She smiled. Vince was so good at making her feel better, but he was also covering something as he waxed poetic. “Good speech, but you’re still wondering who I am.”
Vince laughed. “Well, maybe a little. But you know what? I’m excited to learn more about her.”
“She doesn’t scare you?” Heather asked.
“Probably less than she scares you,” he replied.
Heather pulled him tight to her, resting her head against his. “I love you, Vince. All of me does. No matter what.”
“I love all of you, too.” They kissed, then continued on down the street.
They passed into a cluster of bars and restaurants and smaller casinos that weren’t attached to resorts. It felt more like downtown than the Strip.
Heather was the first to speak. “So it really did turn you on? Watching that?”
“Do you really have to ask? It...it was even sexy when I wasn’t there. Just thinking about you upstairs was so...intense.”
They stopped in front of a tattoo parlor—one of several in this little stretch of shops.
“I can still close my eyes and see you getting fucked.” He shut his eyes for a moment, then shook his head. “And I hope that I keep that memory forever.”
Heather touched his shirt, looking up at him. “Well, if it fades, we can always make new memories.”
She didn’t know if she meant it, or if she was just teasing, but the reaction was immediate and visceral—for both of them.
“What happens in Vegas, stays in—”
“Nothing stays here, Vince.” She gestured to the tattoo shop. “This wouldn’t be here if that were remotely true.”
Vince looked at the shop and laughed. “Maybe they’re temporary?” He looked over the display, close-up photos of tattoos, some very elaborate. “You ever think about getting one?”
“Sometimes.”
“Really?” Vince asked.
“Was way back in college. I thought about getting one in the girl spot. But everyone did back then.”
“And now?”
Heather laughed. “I’m a different person now.”
“And you’re a different person than you were last week,” Vince said.
“We both are. Now come on, I’m not getting a tattoo.”



Chapter 20
Vince
Vince raised his glass to the woman across from him. She wore her red dress that complemented her red hair—pulled up into a high, elegant twist. She’d removed her bright, blue contacts, and he was happy that she had. Now when he looked at her, he knew he was looking at his wife, Heather.
But then again, she was changed, wasn’t she? As changed as he was.
“What should we toast to?” he asked.
“How about to us?” Heather suggested.
“Sure. To Vincent and Angelica. May they continue to have fun adventures.”
Heather giggled. “Is that who we are tonight?”
“I think we’re always going to be them. A little bit, anyway.”
Heather said flatly, “You better not be hiring escorts when you travel.”
“Don’t worry. I won’t...unless her name is Angelica and she looks exactly like you.”
Heather smiled. “I think we could probably arrange that. We can see if she’s free next time you’re on the road.” She swirled her wine. “You know Mariana asked for my contact info. To work with me in the future.”
Vince’s pants tightened. “Really?”
“Yeah.”
“What did you tell her?”
“The truth.”
“Really?!”
“I didn’t know what else to do. She took it well. And...she still wanted my contact info anyway.”
“For future work?” His stomach fluttered. That would be wrong, right?
“She didn’t say. I don’t think so?” Heather said. He couldn’t tell if she was being deliberately vague or not until she added, “Not that I’m interested.”
Vince teased her back. “You sure about that?”
She looked serious. “Vince. Yes. I had fun this weekend—a lot of fun—but that doesn’t mean I want to do it again. It was risky. Dangerous. It could have gone as badly as it went well.”
“But it didn’t. And I bet that Mariana screens her clients thoroughly, so the worst you’d get was an arrogant prick who thinks he can buy beautiful women for his pleasure.” He wasn’t sure why he was trying to push this point, but he couldn’t stop.
Heather studied him quietly. “You know that that’s only part of the risk, right? And you’re right, there are strategies to minimize that. But the real danger is losing what we have right here, between us. It was reckless.”
He said, “And yet here we are, still thinking about it. Still turned on by it.”
Heather cast her eyes down, gently rotating her empty dinner plate. He regretted calling her out on it, but let her work through things herself.
“Is something wrong with me?” she said at last.
“If something’s wrong with you, then there’s something wrong with me, too.”
“Maybe there is,” she giggled, snuffling a little.
“Look, are you in love with Jackson?”
Heather’s response was immediate. “No!”
“Are you going to run away with him?”
“Of course not.”
“And do you love me any less?”
Heather sighed. “You know I don’t.”
“Yes, I do.” He had one more question, one that he was almost too nervous to ask about. Heather picked up on it right away.
“What?” she asked.
Vince took a deep breath. “Do you respect me any less?”
He watched Heather process the question, happy that her response wasn’t quick and thoughtless. He needed honesty for them to move forward. He needed quiet contemplation.
“I see. You’re worried that because you let...what happened happen...” A flush climbed up her neck. Even now, after all that had happened, he loved that she could be shy at times. “That I slept with another man, and you didn’t turn jealous with rage, you thought that I’d respect you less.”
“Pretty much.”
“Oh, Vince. If anything, it’s totally the opposite. I’m so lucky to have a guy like you.”
He was happy that she’d removed the contacts. He saw nothing but heartfelt honesty. “You didn’t want me to throw you over my shoulder and carry you out of there?”
Heather laughed. “I don’t think so.”
“Look, you’re not a possession. I don’t own you, or control you. I love you because you’re your own person. I love that this fantasy is yours, and that you went to so much trouble to really bring it to life.”
Heather said, “Oh, you mean taking money from a man for sex?”
Heather got like this when he paid her compliments, always trying to deflect them. He ignored the attempt. “I mean the hair. The clothing. Piercing your belly button. Even how you researched the slang. Attention to detail has never been so sexy.”
Heather laughed. “You know I never do things halfway.”
“And I love that about you.”
“So what comes next?” she asked.
“That’s up to you,” he said. “But I don’t think this’ll be the end of our game.”
She said, “Right now, I want to go back to our room, shut off the lights, and make love as we look out over glittering Las Vegas. We can save the future for the future.”
“I love that idea.”



Chapter 21
Angelica
Angelica crossed the hotel room naked, unconcerned with how exposed she was. She hadn’t bothered with the curtains, and while night had fallen outside and she was high up enough that only a few windows across the way could see her, someone could still see her. The possibility that someone did sent a thrill through her.
She looked at the outfit she’d laid out on the bed once again and smiled. She hadn’t picked it—she never would have picked something like this. It was all at the request of her client, but this is what he wanted.
She put the garter belt on first, taking her time to roll up the dark stockings. She loved that feeling, the soft wisp of silk on her smoothly shaved legs. The thong came next, so small that it wouldn’t have covered her pubic hair if she hadn’t waxed it bare already. She’d been keeping it that way since Vegas, liking how naughty it looked. She finished with the push-up bra—an important component considering her uniform.
She barely recognized the ghostly reflection in the window. In the black lingerie and with the extreme bra, she looked borderline trashy, but it was her blond hair that made her look twice.
Angelica moved to the window, touching it, tracing the golden tresses. She’d opted to maintain her eye color this trip, a hazel that Vince sometimes called mountain lion eyes.
Beyond her reflection glittered Los Angeles, and with it, a whole different form of decadent pleasure. She felt that blond fit the scene better—particularly this fantasy.
She stepped back, grabbing the navy blue dress. Wriggling into it, it felt a size too small, and shorter than anything she’d worn since Las Vegas. It had gold buttons up the front, stopping between her breasts, which were spilling over the top. Thank you, Victoria’s Secret, she thought. She tied a matching gold and blue scarf around her neck and fixed a blue pillbox hat into her golden hair. Her navy pumps and white gloves were the final touches, and when she saw her reflection again, she couldn’t help from laughing.
To herself, she pointed in both directions with two fingers and said, “Emergency exits are here, here, and here.” She laughed even harder.
Thing was, while she didn’t look exactly like the stripper version of a flight attendant, it was a stretch to imagine that any flight crew dressed like this. Not anymore. But that was part of the fantasy.
Taking a deep breath, she grabbed her roller bag and headed for the door.
*
The airport hotel was crowded with more businessmen than tourists, although at dinner time, the lobby was filled with both. Crowds gathered in the great atrium, where an indoor fountain gave Vegas a run for its money.
Angelica maneuvered her bag through the crowd, looking like she was walking with purpose—just a regular flight attendant going about her daily routine. She felt exposed in that outfit. She felt the eyes of men—and a few women—sweep across her, taking in the scoop of the dress, its shortness, what her tall heels did to her legs. She fought down the blush, reminding herself that this reaction was intentional, that her look was as much a mask as anything else. Especially with her blond hair, no one would recognize her, so let them look.
Once she got her head straight, she put an extra swing in her hips. Her smile lit up her face and warmth began to build between her legs.
That’s when she spotted Vince hovering near the edge of the fountain, checking his phone. He wore his dark suit better than many of the guys milling about, the clean lines tailored to his slender frame and broad shoulders. His dark hair was glossy and styled, combed into the fashion more fitting a business executive than her husband. But that was the point. That was the game. Her heart picked up at that.
She wheeled her bag over and stopped before him. “Excuse me,” she said.
He turned, his eyes lighting across her cleavage before meeting her own. “Why, hello,” he said.
“You were on the flight in, weren’t you?” she asked.
Vince nodded, his gaze slipping once again to her body. She almost giggled, stopping it before she broke the mood. It tickled her that even after all these years, her husband couldn’t keep his eyes off of her.
“You certainly took my mind off the long flight,” he said.
This time, she let herself laugh, light and flirty. “Did I now? How so?”
He shifted, putting his phone away at last. “Oh, you’re going to play coy with me now, are you? You spent an awful lot of time bent over fixing the drink cart.”
“The tray was stuck,” she said with a smile.
Vince said, “I could have helped you with that.”
“I’m sure you could have,” she said. “But maybe I like the idea of being bent over, as long as you’re behind me.”
Vince chuckled and shook his head. “You look like the kind of woman who would.”
“What else do I look like?” she asked.
He reached out and touched the coil of blond hair that hung down her face. “The kind of woman who likes to serve.”
Her heartbeat picked up.
He went on. “The kind of woman who takes her duty to care for her passengers very seriously.”
Her voice surprised her, coming low and husky. “I do. We pride ourselves on having the best customer service.”
He said, “Always in the air, always flying from city to city, I bet you meet a lot of interesting men during your travels.”
“All the time,” she said, stepping close to him. She could feel his heart beating as quickly as her own. He looked down at her hand, noting the ring she wore—their ring. This was no longer just her fantasy, but Vince’s. “Don’t tell my husband. He thinks I’m such a good girl.”
Vince stared at her, riveted.
She leaned close, whispering into his ear. “He doesn’t know how hard it can be, serving these rich, confident, good-looking men all the time, and have him so far away.” She still didn’t fully understand Vince’s fantasy, but she knew how excited it got him, and that was enough. “He doesn’t know that sometimes, they’ll slip me the name of their hotel, and a meeting time. And sometimes, after we’ve finished our duties at the airport, I’ll go meet them...for a drink.”
Vince tried to keep up his role, but his voice was tight. “Just a drink?”
“A drink in their room...shortly before we tear our clothes off.”
Her husband’s nostrils flared as the fantasy played itself out in his imagination. “Is that what you were expecting, Vince? You want to take me up to your room and fuck me with your big, hard cock? You want to fuck me like a pornstar?”
Talking dirty was not only easy as Angelica, but thrilling.
He groaned, pulling her into his arms. “You’re so sexy,” he said. The illusion dropped for a moment, and it was Heather he was talking to—Heather who was the sexy one. That felt thrilling, too. Then: “Come on, Angelica. Show me exactly what the pornstar experience is like…”
 
The end of The Girlfriend Experience
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