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  Prolog


  House Party 2 is the next story in the House Party series, and readers are encouraged to read the original story to appreciate the storyline fully. The first part of this story will bring the reader basically up to date with the lead in to this story as told in House Party.


  Foxy, Larry, and their live-in Chrissy live a hedonistic life in Las Vegas. Larry, a successful businessman, sold his company back in the mid-west, and they moved to Sin City to enjoy life. No stranger to strip clubs, Larry was lucky to meet an older man who owned a strip club and wanted to get out of the business.


  Larry purchased his club and proceeded to remake the club in his image of what a perfect strip club should be. The Fox’s Den, named after his wife, was designed as a toy business, and he never intended to make money at it but was surprised when his gentleman’s club became the hottest spot in town, and the money rolled in faster than they could spend it.


  The dancers, servers, and other employees were encouraged to spend time with the customers and not try to empty their wallets like other gentlemen’s clubs. Being friendly with the patrons and treating them well, the business continued to grow by leaps and bounds.


  Foxy and Larry are swingers, and in addition to the regular crowd of tourists and locals, it became a prime hangout for those in the Lifestyle. Known for its tight security, visitors felt comfortable in the club, especially single women.


  The Fox’s Den also was the go-to spot for bachelorette and girl’s only parties as they felt safe with all the security around. Women were free to let their hair down, and when among swinger wives, it was common for straight housewives to take off their tops and dance topless for an adoring crowd.


  The eclectic blend of strippers, partying tourists, locals, and swingers ensured that the action was always nonstop and hot, both on the stages and the dance floor. The dancers were also free to engage in over the top outrageous conduct, which further inflamed the audience.


  Sex acts between the dancers and often customers, kept the action nonstop twenty-four hours per day, seven days a week. Even though the Den was a cop hangout, law enforcement looked the other way when someone pushed their conduct beyond what state and local laws would allow.


  Larry was a friend and supporter of the boys and girls in blue as well as firefighters and paramedics. After a particularly stressful shift at work, The Fox’s Den was the perfect place to let off steam and relax. Larry hired ex-Special Forces, Delta, Rangers, and even a few SAS soldiers to deal with security.


  Soldiers who were often cast aside after the government found they couldn’t serve their masters in Washington any longer, were a cause célèbre for Larry. A couple of the regulars were psychologists and psychiatrists, who were drafted to deal with the traumas common with soldiers who had experienced the unimaginable horrors of war and fighting people with no respect for others.


  By working with his security people, he ensured that they were eased back into civilian life with their phobias eased. As close to half the homeless are ex-military, Larry felt it was his duty to help those who had given so much to their country and asked so little in return but were cast aside like discarded garbage.


  Foxy, Chrissy, and Larry were invited to a house party to meet a new couple from LA who were just entering the swing scene and wanted to learn more about it. Russell and Delphine were a beautiful middle-aged couple and were quickly swept up by our gang of perverts.


  Foxy, who usually is more interested in women, found herself extremely attracted to Russell and dragged him off to bed after inviting the rest of the gang to join them. The five of them climb into bed, and Foxy and Russell start having sex, while Chrissy and Larry gang up on Russell’s wife, Delphine.


  After an evening of satisfying sex, Foxy decides to go back to Russell’s hotel room and tells Larry to take Delphine home with him and Chrissy. The next morning she gets a wild hair and decides to run off to Los Angeles with Russell.


  Larry got a call from Sherry, a television news reporter, that both he and his wife previously had an affair. She received a call from Foxy asking if Sherry would watch over Larry since she decided to skip off to LA with Russell.


  As everyone knew, leaving Sherry with Larry was like having the fox guard the henhouse, as she was madly in love with Larry. Foxy accepted the fact that she’d started this whole mess and could end up on the short end of the stick.


  Sherry quickly moved in with Larry, Chrissy, and now Delphine, the wife that Russell abandoned when Foxy left town with him. Once in LA, Foxy learns that Russell owns a movie studio that makes porn movies.


  She’s quickly sucked into the porn business, and after Russell starts grumbling, throws him under the bus and moves in with a group of adult film stars and stagehands. One of Russell’s directors, Max, takes one look at Foxy and asks her to try out for the lead in an upcoming adult movie he’s shooting. Foxy is now in hog heaven and without Larry’s moderating presence, quickly becomes engrossed into a life of debauchery and making dirty movies.


  That’s pretty much the basics up until now, Foxy’s living a life of nonstop fucking and sucking while starring in porn. Larry is left minding the store and trying to take care of his live-in women and part-time girlfriend.


  The action is just getting started!




  Chapter One


  Foxy was in the middle of coupling with the same two guys, and a girl from her first “official” porn movie and seriously felt there was truth to the “getting your brains fucked out” theory.


  One guy was in her throat, or at least as far as his big dick could go in her mouth. The other guy was completely buried in her ass. She could feel his balls slapping against her cunt every time he rammed his cock home. To top it off, her girlfriend was underneath her, licking Foxy’s wet drooling cunt.


  In Foxy’s fantasy world, she could picture the heads of their dicks touching in her stomach. She was being skewered from both ends or spit-roasted as the saying goes. Almost every time the guy rammed his cock up her ass, she would orgasm. It went in so deep, and she imagined this is how a colonoscopy must feel, except that the scope was likely a lot smaller than the cock buried in her ass.


  She had just sucked the other guy off, and he had fired his load into her mouth and across her face. The problem with huge dicks is that it was hard to contain all the cum in your mouth. Now, I need Max with his camera crew, she told herself with a giggle as she felt the cream dripping off her chin. She could feel his jizz tightening on her face as it dried and could just imagine how slutty she looked. Hopefully, I can remember to get a selfie before passing out after they finish with me.


  The dick in her ass had just stopped erupting and felt like it was down to a dribble as the guy slowly pulled his cock out. When the head slipped out, she collapsed onto the girl underneath and buried her head between her sweet thighs to lap up the juice on her young shaved pussy.


  Her new girlfriend June was so nasty, maybe even more than Foxy if that was even possible. She had climaxed so many times that now, even with a tongue buried in her well-fucked hole, she could barely respond to the sensations that continued to pound her brain.


  Then as she felt the cock juice starting to drip out of her wide-open rear hole and run down into her girlfriend’s mouth, Foxy managed to work out a feeble climax. The orgasm was so weak; it barely registered in her fevered brain as she tried to focus on the young girl’s sweet pussy in front of her face.


  Through the fog of her orgasm, she heard “Larry Archer,” which snapped her to relative alertness.


  “What? What was that?” she muttered as she tried to force her brain to reboot. Listening, she realized that she’d heard something on the television. “Give me the remote!” she ordered.


  Turning towards the television, Foxy tried to focus on the big LED screen. One eye glued completely shut from dried spunk and the other partially covered with a rope of cum that stretched from her hair across her face to her cheek.


  Holding the unfamiliar remote in her hand, Foxy searched for and finally found the reverse button to back up the program. Thank God for satellite television, she told herself as she punched the reverse then play buttons. If Larry has gotten hurt because of my shenanigans, I’ll never forgive myself.


  After a second, the screen cleared, and she watched as a line of limousines pulled up to a hotel entrance. The valet rushed to open the rear door and outstretched Porsche, one of the Mayor’s constant companions. Dressed in a typical sequined showgirl bikini outfit, she seemed ten-feet tall with the plumage from the headdress.


  The Mayor was the perfect symbol of Las Vegas. He was a short chubby guy who got his chops as a lawyer defending mobsters and organized crime figures in Chicago. Everywhere he went, two showgirls accompanied him, dressed in classic costumes, complete with mile-high feathered headgear.


  Porsche was Foxy’s favorite showgirl, and they had spent many hours in bed together, without the headdress.


  Next, the Mayor exited his limo, carefully balancing his ever-present martini to avoid spilling it. The Mayor always had a perpetual grin on his face. He was a perfect representative for the excesses of Las Vegas and as a retired mob lawyer, well suited for the job as Mayor of the greatest city in the world.


  Taking a sip of his martini for the cameras, he extended his hand into the limo and helped his second showgirl out. Another of Foxy’s “close” friends, she could feel her nether regions dampen from the erotic thoughts of those two.


  The next vehicle up was a black Suburban and not a limousine as expected. Larry, you asshole, always have to be different! Foxy relaxed as she realized that he wasn’t hurt or in trouble. The enormous armored 3500 series Suburban with oversized run-flat tires and bulletproof windows, looked like a hungry lion among a herd of gazelles. She could almost hear the whine of the turbochargers on the 454 cubic inch V8 engine. Then the driver’s side and front passenger doors opened, and two girls exited.


  Foxy recognized them as two valets from The Fox’s Den except they were mostly clothed, which was the unusual part. Wearing sleeveless white shirts with a diamond opening to expose their young boobs, both girls were wearing black bow ties, black miniskirts with black strappy stripper shoes. They were perfect representatives of The Fox’s Den, her husband’s famous strip club.


  The girls opened the rear door, and from the back seat came a long, long leg exposed all the way to the waist. Foxy wondered how long she had practiced that exit as the side slit on the dress went all the way up to the promised land.


  She laughed to herself as she noted that the cameraman subconsciously centered his video camera on the girl’s crotch. The dress, open from the slit, went across the girl’s thigh and just barely hid the evidence of her wearing underwear or not. Foxy assumed she was commando, as she was Larry’s date.


  The dress looked familiar, and then she realized, The Mayor’s Charity Ball is tonight and she’d completely forgotten about it. I know Larry is mortified with me being in Los Angeles, not to mention getting my brains fucked out by two huge cocks.


  When the rest of the girl appeared, it somewhat relieved Foxy that it was Sherry, the girl she’d asked to look after Larry. God, she was gorgeous and wearing a dress Larry had just bought for me. Sherry filled it out much better with her big melons, and Foxy could see that the top of the dress was under a lot of strain, courtesy of the best plastic surgeons around.


  She remembered being shocked at the price tag and wondered why the less you got, the more you paid. The cameraman zoomed in on Sherry’s big tits as the moderators talked in the background.


  “Who is that with Larry Archer? That’s not his wife, is it? I thought she was a big-haired brunette and not a blonde.”


  “She looks familiar, but …, wait that’s Sherry Marsh from Channel Twelve News, isn’t it? Where’s Larry’s wife, and what’s he doing with Sherry?”


  “I’d heard there might be trouble in River City, but that was just a rumor. Sherry looks exceptionally beautiful without her typical work outfit on.”


  “Did you say they were having problems?”


  “I just heard that Sherry was spending a lot of time with Larry and some other woman but wasn’t sure if it meant anything or not.”


  “Here comes Larry out now. He is smashing in that tuxedo with his chiseled body and sexy looks. You know, I agree that he looks a lot like a young Elvis Presley. He has that sweet and innocent yet dangerous look about him.”


  “He is reaching back into the Suburban; maybe Foxy is on the far side. No, no, that’s not her, it’s another tall blonde, similarly dressed or undressed.”


  “Remember, the mic is on!”


  “Sorry, ignore that last remark. This girl is tall, well over six-foot, and stunning to be polite. She’s wearing a similar metallic dress, open in all the right places, and with the backlight, almost transparent. Larry has done all right with these two. If the Archer’s are having problems, he’s obviously not letting it bother him.”


  “I guess it took two to replace his hot wife!” the one moderator snickered.


  Both moderators politely laughed at the comment as the second girl slid out of the Suburban, and both girls stood with their arms interlinked in Larry’s and smiled for the cameras which blinded them from all the strobes going off.


  Larry walked over to the Mayor, who stood there waiting, and they both shook hands. Larry kissed both showgirls on the cheek and introduced his dates.


  “Mr. Mayor, please allow me to introduce Sherry and Delphine. Girls, this is the Mayor of our fine city.”


  Handing his martini to one of the showgirls, the Mayor kissed both of Larry’s girls while trying not to stare at the mountains of boob flesh exposed. He was shorter, which put his face right on the proper level, and all he could think of was motorboating those jugs.


  Turning to Larry, he quipped, “Two for one tonight, big guy?” Then after a moment’s hesitation, “Foxy indisposed?”


  “She’s out of town, “ Larry answered noncommittally.


  “We need to get together and talk about your upcoming Charity Bikini Golf Tournament. I’ve got some ideas on how to expand it and bring in even more money for local charities,” the Mayor said while not taking his eyes off Sherry and Del’s luscious hooters.


  About this time, the Sheriff walked up with his wife and shook hands with everyone. His wife Rachel was an attractive woman in her mid-forties with short blonde hair and wearing an expensive dress that was relatively modest considering her husband’s position.


  Rachel’s husband Doug was a poster boy for someone in law enforcement. He was six-foot, broad shoulders, and crew-cut blond hair. For all their differences, Doug and Larry had formed a lifelong friendship.


  Kissing Larry on the cheek, Rachel whispered in his ear, “Is everything okay with you and Foxy? I’ve heard rumors and now seeing you with these two bombshells! And both blonde to boot, Larry. That’s almost heresy.”


  “Everything’s fine, she’s just out of town for a couple of weeks,” Larry answered.


  There was a concern on her face as she replied, “Call me when you’re alone and can talk.”


  Larry squeezed her arm and replied, “Will do.”


  She looked him right in the eyes and added, “Soon!” Then she gave him a peck on the lips, and Larry was sure he felt the tip of her tongue give him a little poke.


  They formed up and walked in behind the Mayor and his entourage of showgirls.


  The television coverage switched to a car wreck on the 405, and Foxy clicked off the TV. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she said.


  “What’s wrong?” her girlfriend asked.


  Throwing the remote down on the bed, Foxy fell back as a tear ran down her cheek. “I completely forgot about the Mayor’s Charity Ball and Awards Ceremony tonight. If Larry weren’t pissed at me before, he would be now! Fuck, fuck, fuck!”


  “What’s he got to be mad about? It looks like he has two beautiful women, one on each arm,” her girlfriend asked.


  “Face, it’s all about face, and that’s terribly important to Larry. I’m not there with him, and now I’ve fucked up big time. This could be trouble!” she said as she rolled over and cried into her pillow.




  Chapter Two


  The Mayor, his showgirls, Larry, and his girls, and the Sheriff and his wife were seated at a large round table, right next to the stage. The first hour was consumed by pressing the flesh as all the movers and shakers came by to kiss the Mayor’s ring and make their appearances.


  Sherry’s boss and the station manager came by, and both made snide comments about her outfit, suggesting that it was not appropriate. Sherry said that she wasn’t at the banquet on an official basis and felt she could wear anything she wanted on her own time.


  Larry was concerned about the negative consequences to her job, but Sherry said, “Fuck ‘em if they can’t take a joke! I think I look good. Del and I need to represent you and the Den properly.”


  The Mayor made a point of reminding Sherry’s boss that much of their access to the city government was courtesy of the Mayor’s office and what a fan he was of Sherry’s work at the television station.


  After Sherry’s bosses left, the Mayor turned to Larry and remarked, “What’s up with him? I love Sherry’s outfit, and he’ll be sorry if he dings her for it.”


  Nodding his head, Larry replied, “Maybe I should send Tiny over to give him an attitude adjustment?”


  His response struck the Mayor as terribly funny, and laughing, he agreed, “Larry, you sound like some of the gentlemen I used to represent back in Chicago.” Then turning to Sherry, he patted her on the arm, “Don’t worry, my dear, any problems, Larry and I will take over the station.”


  The Sheriff laughed and said, “I didn’t hear any of that.”


  After the rubber chicken dinner, the Mayor walked up to the podium along with his showgirls on either side. Tapping on the mike, the conversation rapidly died down as everyone turned their attention to the Mayor on stage.


  “Thank you all for coming here tonight and helping us celebrate the largest and most successful year of fundraising we’ve ever had. As you all know, the Mayor’s Charity Benefit is dedicated to the downtrodden and underprivileged in Las Vegas.


  “This year, we have raised an obscene amount of money, but the work never seems to be done. Planned Parenthood is stressed with companies cutting back on insurance for women’s health care and other services. I urge you to make our elected officials protect women’s rights as they are under attack in ways we’ve never seen before.


  “As Mayor of the greatest city in the world, I have to say thank you for all your support and how you’ve stepped up to fill in the ever-increasing needs of the community.


  “I would be remiss if I didn’t recognize my best man and chief money raiser for those in need. I know a lot of you may look down on some of his less than mainstream entertainment, but please join me in a big hand for Larry Archer, his wife Foxy, and his crew at The Fox’s Den.”


  The Mayor started to clap, and everyone stood and applauded as Larry turned bright pink from embarrassment. The applause seemed to go on forever as the Mayor waved at Larry. “Come on up here, Larry.”


  Sherry and Del pulled Larry up out of his chair, “Come on, Larry, it’s time to face the music. Del and I will walk you up. Sorry, we don’t have showgirl outfits for you.”


  Both girls were taller than Larry’s six-foot with their high heels on, and they looped their arms through his and escorted him up on stage.


  The applause was continuous as they walked up, along with a few wolf whistles, and the guys got a look at the two tall girls with long legs and slits in their evening gowns that went all the way to the waist.


  After walking him up, both girls kissed Larry on his cheeks at the same time and then stepped back to flank him. Both girls looked fabulous, and each had a long leg exposed through the side opening in their dresses.


  The Mayor hugged Larry tightly, and everyone clapped. Waving Larry to the microphone, the Mayor stepped back.


  Larry knew that he would be recognized but never in a million years thought he’d have to say anything. Walking to the podium, Larry gripped it with both hands and looked down for a second.


  “Mayor, distinguished fellow guests. I am humbled to be up here tonight and apologize that my wife Foxy had to miss this. When the Mayor first talked to me about how we could address the needs of less fortunate people in Las Vegas, I initially suggested that we hold a charity golf tournament.


  “I agreed that The Fox’s Den would fund the tournament and all proceeds would go towards the Mayor’s charities. I was amazed at the instant support we received from not only my employees, but from the City of Las Vegas, the Sheriff and his men and women, firefighters, and many other organizations in the community, both public and private.


  “We share a common adversary, poverty, homelessness, and the erosion of women’s rights. The only way to solve these problems is to put aside your animus and join together. One of my wife’s goals, women’s rights, is particularly dear to my heart.


  “As many of you know, my business would not seem to support women’s rights, but you’d be farther from the truth. My wife was a women’s libber before it became popular and burned her symbol of man’s oppression long before we came to Las Vegas.”


  There was silence for a moment, and then laughter and clapping began across the audience. The entire room stood and clapped, then suddenly, a black lace bra landed on the stage at Larry’s feet, followed by another, then another.


  Larry watched as a woman in the front reached behind her and then pulled her arm down to work the shoulder strap off. Then she did the other as her husband watched in amazement or possibly horror. After getting both straps off, she pulled her bra out the top of her dress and then, giving it a couple of loops around her head, launched her bra up on the stage to join the growing pile.


  Larry couldn’t help but laugh as the bra’s piled up around his feet. “Thank you for that outrageous sign of support, and if my wife were here, hers would also be on stage. That is assuming she still owns one!”


  “I didn’t mean to make a political speech, but women’s rights are under attack and in closing I’d just like to urge every one of you to vote for candidates who will support women’s health issues in upcoming elections as well as our other charitable organizations.”


  Larry turned from the podium, and the Mayor walked up and gave him a big hug. Right behind him were Porsche and her friend. She surprised Larry by Frenching him on stage to the roar of the audience.


  The Mayor held up his hands as the noise slowly subsided. “Friends, Foxy, and Larry are two of my closest friends, and there has never been a more modest guy than the one standing in front of you tonight. While I’d never urge anyone to visit a strip club, do me a favor and drop by The Fox’s Den and get a lap dance some time.” He paused, then added, “Bring your wife, trust me, and she’ll enjoy it also.”


  “In closing, I’d just like to say that Las Vegas owes Foxy, Larry, and his beautiful girlfriends a debt of gratitude for all their work in the community. I’d like to give Larry this award as a small token from the citizens of Las Vegas.” Then Porsche walked up and handed Larry this huge trophy and kissed him on the cheek as the camera’s flashed.


  Larry shook hands one last time with the Mayor and walked back to his table, carrying the award. Both Del and Sherry were waiting for him, and both kissed him on either cheek as the strobes flashed, and he blushed in embarrassment. Sitting the award on the table, Larry sat down and looked at his hands for a moment.


  “Congratulations, Larry, Del, and I will give you another special reward later,” Sherry said with a giggle as she squeezed his cock under the table.


  The Monsignor stopped by their table and asked to speak with Larry. Surprised, Larry stood up and shook hands with the priest. “Yes, Father, what can I do for you?”


  “My son, this is awkward, and I hope that you will accept my apology?” Monsignor Murphy said. The senior clergyman was in his early sixties, a little portly, but distinguished looking with fashionably long gray hair. Larry tried to place any interaction they had ever had but came up blank.


  “Why are you apologizing to me? I don’t think we’ve ever met, and there is nothing for you to apologize for,” Larry replied.


  “I’m afraid I’ve maligned you and now have egg on my face,” the priest said, and there was apparent contrition on his face.


  “Wait, Father, I don’t understand? You must realize that we move in different circles, and I can’t believe there is anything you could have done to be sorry for.”


  “Walk with me, Larry and let’s talk,” the Monsignor said.


  It took almost fifteen minutes to exit the ballroom as everyone stopped Larry to congratulate him as the priest stood politely by. Numerous people spoke to the Monsignor, but it was evident that Larry had more fans than he ever realized.


  As they stepped out on the sidewalk, the priest asked, “Larry, would you mind if I smoke?”


  Larry waved his hand in dismissal, and the priest looking around to be sure that no one was paying attention, took out a pack of cigarettes and lit one. Taking a deep drag, the priest blew the smoke up into the air. Turning to Larry, “I’ve been an asshole!”


  “Father?”


  “We’re just two guys taking a walk and can talk honestly, can’t we?”


  “Of course, Father.”


  “Larry, you must know that the church doesn’t approve of your gentleman’s club and what goes on inside?”


  “Father, I accept your condemnation and understand it, but I must say that you don’t have any idea of what goes on at The Fox’s Den. Wait, honestly you are probably right about a lot of things, but things are not always black and white.”


  “Can we agree to a truce?” Monsignor Murphy asked.


  “Certainly, as I have no ill will towards you,” Larry replied as they shook hands.


  “After seeing how much money you’ve donated to the church’s charities, I’ve been reevaluating my opinion of you, and I’ve realized that I’ve been wrong. It dawned on me that the church has always taught us to accept everyone, both saints and sinners.”


  “Don’t beat yourself up, Father,” Larry said as he touched the Monsignor’s arm.


  “Why do you do it? I don’t think there are a hue and cry for your help?”


  “Father, I understand that the church doesn’t have high regard for me, but I’m from East Texas, and after family, I was taught to care for the community around me.”


  “While I’m not sure that we can publicly be bosom buddies, I have a lot of respect for you and my undying gratitude for all you’ve done for the city’s needy,” the priest answered.


  “That works for me,” Larry replied. “I don’t do this for recognition only to satisfy my internal need to do some good and give back to the community.”


  “Thank you, son, and if I can ever be of service, all you need to do is call. Here’s my card with my personal contact information.”


  “Thank you, Father, and likewise take my card. Keep in mind that I also have a security company and can provide discrete security services that you may need from time to time.”


  As they approached the entrance, Larry said, “Go on ahead, Monsignor, I need to make a phone call before returning.” They shook hands, and the priest disappeared into the massive hotel-casino complex.


  Jack, Larry’s security manager, answered the phone as he stepped into the hallway and closed the door to shut out the noise. “Larry, how’s the banquet going?”


  “Fine, Jack, be glad you didn’t go. I’ll be glad to get out of this tuxedo and into a pair of jeans.”


  “You made the six-o’clock news tonight,” Jack offered and then asked, “What can I do for you?”


  “Did you find out anything about Delphine’s husband, Russell?”


  “Of course, I did, and there is a complete packet at the security desk of your condo tower. I’ve also emailed you a synopsis on this guy.”


  “Give me a thumbnail sketch?”


  “Sure, the bottom line is that he seems to be pretty much on the up and up. He was a small-time movie producer until he branched out into porn movies.”


  “Porn?”


  “Yeah, he seems to be pretty legit and worth a fair chunk of money. Russ lives well, has a nice spread, and a lot of people working for him.”


  “Thanks, Jack, I’m worried about Foxy because she doesn’t always make the best decisions when she starts thinking with her dick. Sometimes she’s as bad as a guy about doing stupid things.”


  “I wasn’t going to tell you Larry, but Steve and another one of my guys are currently babysitting her. She’s staying at a nice place with what appears to be a bunch of porn actors and actresses who all live together. Tomorrow, I should have all the financial details on who owns the place where she’s staying and all that.”


  “Does she know?”


  “No, they are staked out in a surveillance van I rented, which is parked at a house for rent down the street. I’ve put sound microphones on the outside of the building and have a drone flying over the pool area regularly. Don’t worry. She’ll never know I’m there unless it looks like she’s in trouble. I’ve hired a couple of LAPD off duty officers to assist in helping if necessary. They don’t know anything, and I will not bring them in unless there appears to be an issue.”


  “Thanks, Jack,” Larry said. “I appreciate your discretion, and this cannot get back to Foxy unless something blows up. She must not know that we’re watching her.”


  “Don’t worry, Larry,” Jack replied. “No one knows of this, not even Pam. We’ll keep a watch on her, but she’s on a long leash for now.”


  “Oh, and one last thing. I don’t want any reports on what she’s doing either. Just keep her safe.”


  “Understood,” Jack replied. “Hopefully, she comes to her senses soon.”


  “Me too, buddy, thanks,” Larry replied as he terminated the phone call. He felt better that Jack had her under a loose watch but also felt bad that he was checking up on her as they both valued their privacy over virtually everything.


  The evening went by quickly, and Larry was surprised at how many of the movers and shakers, who never talked to him before, stopped by the table to offer their respects. Even Sherry’s boss stopped by to congratulate him and drool over Sherry and Del’s cleavage.




  Chapter Three


  He had just sat his coffee down when the interoffice phone rang with a call from the front door, “Larry, you’re not going to believe this, but there are a priest and a nun to see you!”


  “Send them back to my office,” he said and then buzzed the bar and requested a pot of tea and a pot of coffee.


  Getting up, he slipped on his sports coat as the priest might be upset that he was carrying a gun. Just as he walked around the desk, Linda walked in with the guests. As usual, she was minimally dressed, and from the expression on the Monsignor’s face, it was a shock.


  “Monsignor, how nice to see you so soon. You could have just called and saved yourself the embarrassment of visiting my den of inequity,” Larry replied with a smile on his face.


  The Monsignor quickly grabbed Larry’s hand and shook it vigorously. Turning to the nun, he said, “Larry, this is Sister Ruth, Sister, this is my good friend Larry Archer.”


  The nun was in her early twenties, plain-looking, with short brown mousy hair. Larry could tell that she’d be stunning with makeup and a hairdo. She mumbled something but wouldn’t look Larry in the eyes.


  “Sit, please,” Larry said as he pointed to two chairs in front of his desk.


  Sister Ruth quickly sat and looked down as she folded her hands in her lap. The Monsignor was nervous as he paced back and forth. Then he noticed the pictures on the wall and started to look at them.


  “This is one of the mayor’s favorite pictures of him and your wife at the Bikini Charity Car Wash,” he stated as he leaned in to study it carefully.


  “I know,” Larry replied. “He always mentions that picture.” The mayor and Foxy were standing beside the mayor’s limousine, and Foxy appeared to be virtually topless with her soaking wet wife-beater t-shirt clinging to her like a second skin. Her nipples were clearly on display as the drenched thin ribbed cotton hid nothing.


  Studying the poster size picture, the Monsignor noted, “She has pierced nipples, doesn’t she? Is it polite for me to ask a personal question of your wife?”


  “Sure,” Larry laughed. “She’s certainly not making any effort to hide them.”


  Taking his fingertips, the priest touched Foxy’s nipples on the picture and shaking his head, took a seat. “Who is that big redhead?” He asked.


  “That’s Chrissy, our girlfriend,” Larry offered. He didn’t want to go into a more in-depth description of their living arrangement unless the priest asked more pointed questions.


  “Larry, you lead an interesting life,” the Monsignor replied as Linda walked in with a tray of refreshments. It was a welcome break as it gave the priest something to do as he poured himself a cup of tea and picked up a donut.


  “I really shouldn’t,” he exclaimed as he bit into the donut. “These are delicious,” he exclaimed as the front of his shirt was covered in glaze flakes.


  “There is a small donut shop on Charleston near I-15 that makes these, and they are some of the best I’ve ever tried. Our head of security is an ex-cop, and they always have a nose for the tastiest donut shops.”


  The nun took a half cup of tea and was nibbling on a donut as Larry broached the subject, “What can I do for you today, Monsignor?”


  “Larry, this is embarrassing, and I was hoping that you could offer some advice. Sister Ruth here is pregnant, and I’m at a loss to know what to do?”


  “Father, I know the church’s position on this and am not sure what I can do. How about just telling me what you would like to happen?”


  “Larry, I want to terminate Sister Ruth’s pregnancy, before this gets completely out of hand,” the priest confessed. “How can we do this?”


  Looking at Ruth, who continued to look at her feet, with her hands clasped in her lap, Larry asked, “Ruth, what do you want? Do you want to end the pregnancy?”


  “Yes,” she answered in a small voice, barely above a whisper.


  “I’m sure you can understand, the church cannot be involved in this, and I’m probably going to hell for even mentioning it, but this seems to be the only viable alternative,” the priest interrupted. “I’m already dreading my next confession, and there are forces at work here, which could be big problems.”


  “Ruth, if it’s okay with you, would you stay with me until we get this resolved? That way, no one has to know anything. Father, can her absence be explained?”


  “Yes, certainly,” the priest said. “I’ll just say that she was called back home for a family emergency, and you can have all the time you need. I’ll make sure her records get lost in a clerical error.”


  “Ruth, is this okay with you?”


  “Thank you. I’d like that,” she replied and looked up at Larry with noticeable relief on her face.


  “Any expenses, just tell me and I’ll get you the money,” the Father stated.


  “Don’t worry about it,” Larry replied. “I think we can take care of this without you having to dip into the tithing box.”


  “Thank you, Larry,” the priest said. “And there is one other problem. You may have heard rumors of the Catholic Mafia, who are similar to the Italian mob except with robes and crosses. I don’t want to be melodramatic, but news of this delicate situation has already reached Rome, and I need to protect young Sister Ruth from any retribution.”


  Larry thought for a second before replying, “I think I’ve heard mention of them. But don’t worry, we can deal with them if the need arises. Stick to the story that Ruth is dealing with a family emergency. You don’t know any of the details, much less where she’s staying. She will be well protected; I give you my word.”


  Relieved, Father Murphy left after getting Sister Ruth’s bag from the car.


  Larry shut down his computer and escorted Ruth out of the club and into his car. The valets were all over them as usual. Sister Ruth seemed to take all of the attention with a grain of salt.


  After carefully straightening her habit, she turned to Larry, “Is it always like this?”


  “Generally speaking, yes,” Larry answered. “Not too much for you, is it?”


  “The girls seem to like you, and their outfits are outrageous,” Ruth said as she watched over her shoulder at the parking lot, which was disappearing in the distance.


  “Sister, do you want to talk about what happened to you? If not, I understand,” Larry asked.


  “Please call me Ruth as Father Murphy thought it would be best if no one knew of my past,” Ruth replied. “I was young and naive to the advances of several priests, who used to have sex with me regularly.”


  “I thought priests only liked young boys?” Larry said with a laugh.


  “Tell me about it,” Ruth said with a smile on her face for the first time. “Monsignor Murphy mentioned that you live with several women, is that true?”


  “Yes, it is generally my wife and a girlfriend, but my wife is out of town, and now it’s my girlfriend plus two other women.”


  “So, are you having sex with them as the priests had with me?” Ruth said as she looked directly at Larry.


  “No, nothing like that. While I admit that I’m having sex with them, this is completely consensual among all the parties. You are probably inexperienced, and I don’t want you to get the idea that it’s ever okay for people to force you into having sex.”


  “They didn’t force me; well, not at first. I thought that I was supposed to let them use me, and this was just an unwritten duty for me. Later on, it became more like I had to submit anytime they wanted me. Then I missed my period.”


  “Ruth, do you mind if I have a doctor examine you so that you know for sure exactly what’s going on here?”


  “I’d like that Larry as now I’m not convinced that the church has my best interests at heart.”


  “When we get to the condo, I’ll talk to Sherry, who I’m sure can recommend a good OBGYN to discuss your options. But above all, don’t worry as you’ll get the unbiased advice you need, along with any treatment that you decide on.”


  “Thank you, Larry,” Ruth said as she reached across the console and squeezed Larry’s hand.


  “And Ruth, we lead a somewhat unconventional lifestyle, so don’t feel any pressure to join in on anything you may see. My girls may forget about who you are and fall back into their normal behavior, so try not to pay attention to them. They have a different lifestyle than you’re probably used to.”


  “Thanks, Larry, I realize that I’m a nun but not completely ignorant of what goes on outside of the church. I’m sure that I’ll be fine, and you can treat me just like the rest of your girlfriends, who I’m interested in meeting.”


  Pulling into the condo complex, Ruth was surprised at the number of guards at the entrance, and while they treated Larry with deference, there was an atmosphere of concern.


  “They take their job seriously, don’t they?” Ruth said as they looped through the spacious grounds to the underground garage of Tower One.


  “Certainly,” Larry said. “You can feel safe here, and no one will harm you or make you do anything you don’t want to. As we were leaving the club, I spoke with my Security Manager Jack and asked him to tighten up things at this complex and the club until I understand what’s going on and who the players are?”


  “Don’t worry, Larry. I’ll stay close,” Ruth replied. “This is a beautiful place and stretches for blocks right on the Strip, do you own it?”


  “It’s not for public information, but yes, I’ve bought The Towers under a shell company I own. Foxy wanted to live here, and the only way I could ensure her safety was to buy the place. She is on a long leash, but I watch closely over her for her safety as she is often naive about things!”


  Sister Ruth asked, “Do you control her as the church controlled me?”


  “No, don’t get the wrong idea. I do not pry into her life as that’s an invasion of her privacy. She is the love of my life, and while she’s run off on a lark to California, I try to watch her without interfering.”


  “That’s so sweet of you,” Ruth replied. “That’s what you mean by keeping her on a long leash?”


  “Exactly, it’s a Southern saying as I’m from East Texas, and you’ll probably hear idioms that may need an explanation from time to time.”


  Parking his Range Rover, they exited the car, and Ruth looked at the low-slung sports car parked in the next slot.


  “That’s an exotic sports car. Do you know who owns it?”


  “It’s my wife’s Mercedes SLS AMG coupe. The car is an updated version of the 1950’s SL 300. She calls it The Beast.”


  “It looks like something that you’d drive.”


  “Mine is the 1973 Corvette roadster over there. That’s my toy,” Larry replied with a laugh.


  “Is the new red Corvette convertible there yours also?”


  “That car belongs to Chrissy, our girlfriend. It’s the new mid-engine Vette and very fast.”


  “Lucky girl,” Ruth said as she looked at the shiny new convertible.


  Getting into the elevator, Ruth commented, “There are no buttons to push?”


  Larry pressed the key fob against the sensor, and the elevator doors closed with a hiss. “You can only go to your floor, and if you need to go to a different level, security has to send you. I’ll get you a key fob so that you can go to the gym, restaurant, bar, or for a run. I only ask that you stay inside the compound until I understand what’s going on here. There is more going on here than meets the eye, and I don’t like that. Anything inside the compound that you have to pay for, just bill it to my account.


  “Anything that you need should be available here, but if you want to go shopping for clothes or other stuff, I’ll have someone escort you off the premises. I’ve just hired a SAS girl who would be perfect escorting you.”


  “What’s SAS?”


  “Special Air Service is one of England’s premier security forces like our Seals or Delta Force. Gwendolyn is on loan to us so she can become accustomed to US ways and our culture.”


  “Thank you, Larry. You make me feel so much safer,” Ruth said as she took his hand. “Is it okay if I hold your hand?”


  “Of course,” Larry said as he squeezed her hand. “You’ll find that people from Texas and the South in general, tend to be huggers.”




  Chapter Four


  The elevator opened directly into the combination family room, breakfast room, and kitchen. Chrissy was in the kitchen working, and Larry heard Ruth gasp as Chrissy’s butt was clearly visible.


  Chrissy was a six-foot Amazon with long red hair, big boobs, and a weightlifter’s body but was not overly muscular. Larry always thought she reminded him of Xena, the Warrior Princess. She had lived with Foxy and Larry for many years and was their closest companion.


  Like Foxy, she was a nudist and often didn’t bother to get dressed. Proud of her body, she naturally assumed that everyone else would enjoy looking at her as much as Foxy and Larry did.


  Turning, Chrissy broke into a big smile as she saw Larry and walked over. She was buck naked except for an apron, which said, “Fuck the Cook.” The top of apron partially covered her big jugs and it went down to just barely cover her sex.


  Kissing Larry, she looked at Ruth and asked, “Who is this little waif?”


  “Chrissy, this is Ruth; Ruth, this is Chrissy. Ruth will be staying with us for a while.”


  “Larry, is she straight as she seemed to be shocked by my appearance, and her dress reminds me of a nun? Should I put clothes on?” Chrissy asked.


  “It’s okay, Chrissy,” Ruth replied. “Don’t change anything; I’m the one who needs to adapt.”


  “If you want me to get dressed, I will?” Chrissy said. Turning to Larry, she said, “Sherry will be here in a few minutes. She is tied up on some news story.”


  Ruth sniffed the air and asked, “What’s cooking that smells so good?”


  Chrissy waved Ruth over and said, “I’ve got steaks on the grill, with baked potatoes, and a mixed salad. Wine is chilling, and there is a pitcher of Margaritas in the freezer just waiting to be blended.”


  “Can I help?” Ruth asked.


  “Sure, would you toss the salad,” Chrissy answered.


  “Do you have an extra apron?” Ruth asked.


  “In the top drawer,” Chrissy said as she lifted the corner of a steak to look at the underside, which was grilling on the Gaggenau counter-top stove.


  “You can grill a steak indoors?” Ruth asked as she looked at the expensive-looking stove.


  “Larry only buys the best things for Foxy and me. Of course, if Foxy is cooking, we’ll probably need a fire extinguisher as he didn’t marry her for her domestic skills,” Chrissy replied with a laugh as she lay the tongs down on the mat.


  Larry got the Margaritas out of the Sub-Zero freezer and put the blender onto its base. Pushing down on the Ninja Profession, he pushed the blend button for a second to re-blend the mixture. Turning around, Larry almost dropped the blender when he saw that Ruth was naked, wearing only an apron like Chrissy was wearing.


  Without clothes on, she had an unbelievable body. Ruth’s clothes had hidden her slender yet perfect figure. Nice tits, maybe a small C-cup, tiny waist, and muscular legs. She had a pretty full bush of pubic hair but excellent all-around shape.


  Ruth had a blush on her face but was handling her nudity well. Chrissy looked over and said, “Nice! If you’d like, I can trim your bush for you?”


  Ruth looked down and lifted Chrissy’s apron to inspect her pubes. Her red bush was tiny with a close-shaved landing strip. “I’d like that,” she replied.


  “Foxy is lasered and has no hair at all, Sherry and Del are shaved, and I’m the only one who technically has a bush,” Chrissy added.


  “Lasered?” Ruth asked.


  “It’s some type of cosmetic laser that kills all the hair on her pussy and legs so that she never has to shave. She never has razor stubble to scratch your face. I’m also lasered except for the small patch so that I only have to use crew-cut clippers on it.”


  “Why don’t you take it all off?” Ruth asked.


  “Well, I guess I’d like people to know that I’m a natural redhead,” Chrissy answered with a giggle as it was apparent with her milky white complexion and a smattering of freckles on her breasts, that she was an authentic redhead.


  She and Ruth shared a laugh and a quick kiss to Larry’s surprise. “Anyone want a Margarita?” Larry asked. “Or a glass of wine?”


  Ruth said, “Larry, give me the Margaritas and sit down. I’ll fix your drink and get Chrissy a glass of wine; I’ll take water. Also, don’t you think you should join us and take your clothes off?”


  “Oh, okay,” Larry replied as he walked to the bedroom and stripped down while hanging up his clothes. As he returned, Ruth’s eyes were drawn down below his waist, and then she looked up at Larry and blushed.


  Chrissy laughed and said, “Now, you see why Larry always has girls hanging around him.”


  Ruth didn’t say anything, just turned a brighter shade of pink and busied herself tossing the salad.


  Hearing the elevator open, Larry looked over to see Sherry walk in, wearing a fashionable business suit with a knee-length skirt. Slipping her jacket off, she hung it on the back of a breakfast room chair. Leaning over, she gave Larry a long sensual kiss, then, “Who’s the new girl?”


  “Hi, I’m Ruth. And you are?” Ruth asked.


  “Sherry,” she answered as she gave the woman a once over. The girl didn’t seem to be Larry’s type, a little mousy but with a nice body. She seemed to be about twenty with short-cropped hair that couldn’t decide if it wanted to be blonde or brunette. Sherry looked with distaste at her hair; it seemed as if she had cut it herself with a pair of scissors.


  Chrissy walked over and gave Sherry a long tongue filled kiss while mashing her boobs all over Sherry. Then she walked over to the grill and resumed watching the steaks.


  “I might as well get comfortable also,” Sherry said as she unbuttoned her blouse. Pulling it out of her skirt, Sherry folded it over her suit coat. Reaching behind, she pulled her zipper down and stepped out of her skirt. Laying the skirt over her blouse, Sherry stepped out of her heels.


  “That’s a hundred percent better,” she said as she sat in Larry’s lap with only thigh highs and a black thong.


  “Would you like me to help you off with those?” Ruth asked as she motioned to Sherry’s thigh highs.


  “That would be wonderful,” Sherry answered as Larry put his arm around her and cupped one of her breasts. Playing with her nipple, Larry kissed her on the neck as Ruth knelt between Sherry’s legs and started to roll down Sherry’s hose.


  “Is that better?” Ruth asked as she gazed up at Sherry from between the blonde’s thighs. Ruth stroked Sherry’s legs as she waited for an answer.


  “Larry, where did you get this girl? She’s a keeper!” Sherry responded as she snuggled up to Larry. Ruth looked up at Sherry and breathed in deeply the increasing scent from between Sherry’s thighs. Ruth laid her cheek on Sherry’s leg as she let her emotions roll over her after years of keeping them in check.


  The long-repressed thoughts Ruth had pushed to the back of her mind since her early years, suddenly burst forth with a vengeance. One of the reasons that she’d joined the church was to cleanse herself of forbidden desires that always seemed to lurk at the edges of her mind.


  Ever since her mother caught her masturbating, she seemed to make it a goal in life to rid Ruth of all the evil thoughts she was having by continually dragging her to church. At first, she fought against her mother’s constant haranguing, which even went so far as putting hot sauce on her hands before bedtime to make playing with herself painful. All it did was further infuriate her, but she finally succumbed and gave in.


  Ruth had lived so long devoid of emotional release, and it seemed strange to feel her body responding to Sherry as the woman stroked Ruth’s hair. All of the things that she’d been taught seemed to be thrown on their head.


  She’d been taught that to lay down with another woman was wrong, and she was likely doomed to hell for the thoughts than seemed to burn their way into her brain. Still, this was the first time in a long while that she’d felt any actual emotions for another person, much less another woman.


  First, she had to endure the sexual assaults from a number of the priests, and her vows made it seem that she would have to submit herself to their weekly sessions. Returning to the convent with the filthy evidence staining her habit, Ruth would stay on her knees and pray for hours, but it never seemed to help.


  Closing her eyes, Ruth continued to rest her cheek on Sherry’s thigh while she tried to sort out her feelings. Sherry continued to run her fingers through her hair, and it seemed as if she was being encouraged to slide closer.


  Surely, Sherry doesn’t want me to lay against her vagina, or does she? Ruth asked herself as she felt her face being encouraged to scoot even closer. Ruth could feel her mind starting to drift as the realization that for once, she was safe, and no one would harm her or question her dirty thoughts. The fingertips pushing the back of her head seemed to get more insistent as she inched closer.


  When her nose touched Sherry’s labia, Ruth could feel the shudder run through the woman’s beautiful body. She waited for Sherry to push her away but just the opposite. The blonde’s fingers tightened in her short hair, and there was nothing to do but scoot even closer until her lips were almost touching Sherry’s.


  Sherry took both hands and firmly held the nun by the hair. Like in a dream, Ruth felt her head being twisted until her lips were firmly against Sherry’s. She didn’t know what to do beyond the obvious and lightly kissed Sherry’s damp pussy lips.


  The spasms she got in reaction seemed to indicate that she’d done the right thing, and she eased her tongue into the girl’s slit and got her first taste of pussy. For a second, she worried that she might be turning into a lesbian, but it felt so good, she just put her brain in neutral and decided to go with the flow.


  Her tongue was damp from the beautiful blonde’s juices, and she savored the taste and smell that permeated her senses. Ruth had no idea what to do but continued to lick between Sherry’s slick lips and probe as far as her tongue would reach.


  She felt Sherry spasm, and suddenly her mouth was flooded with the girl cum, which was running out of the warm pussy surrounding her mouth. Ruth could see flashes of light behind her closed eyelids as the stream of pussy juice ran down her tongue into her throat.


  Ruth knew it was wrong, but her fingers had a mind of their own and slipped deeply into her own love nest as she lapped up all Sherry’s sweet elixir. Maybe it was her resistance slipping away or Sherry’s fingers in her hair, but Ruth forced her mouth against Sherry’s cunt and sucked the lips into her mouth.


  Ruth suddenly felt another hand on her head as the fingers tightened themselves in her hair. Opening her eyes, Ruth looked up over Sherry’s sweet pussy to see the big redhead kissing Sherry.


  She had never seen two girls kiss before, and her mouth watered at the thought of tasting the Amazon’s red lips. The redhead ground her tongue into Sherry’s hungry mouth, and it was evident that they’d done this before.


  Ruth wasn’t sure if they had ever seduced a nun before, but she wouldn’t put that past them. She could feel Sherry’s hard clit as it rubbed against her nose and slipping her mouth up a hair, she captured the erect nub in her mouth.


  Sucking Sherry’s clit into her mouth and lightly chewing on it with her teeth, she could feel Sherry’s thighs starting to slap against her head, boxing her ears. Smiling to herself, Ruth continued to work on Sherry’s clit and pussy lips as the blonde began to thrust against her face.


  Ruth could feel Sherry’s pussy running down her cheeks as it gushed out of her wet love hole. Firmly, she felt Sherry jerking her head against the blonde’s sex as the girl came again on her face and in her mouth.


  After Sherry orgasmed, she relaxed her hold on Ruth’s hair and slumped back into the chair. Ruth felt her head pulled up, and she rose to keep Chrissy from pulling her hair out. The look on Chrissy’s face as she saw Sherry’s love juice dripping off was so erotic.


  As they kissed and Chrissy tasted Sherry, Ruth could feel Chrissy’s climax slam into her body. Sucking Ruth’s tongue deep into her mouth, Chrissy savored the taste and wanted more. Breaking the kiss, Chrissy licked both of Ruth’s cheeks clean and leaned down until she could suck the juice off Ruth’s nipple, where it had dripped.


  Ruth decided that payback was in order and pulled Chrissy down by her apron. It didn’t take much of an effort to get the redheaded Amazon on her knees so Ruth could get a handful of her long red hair and tug her into position.


  With surprising fluidity, Chrissy spread Ruth’s curly hair and dove in. Ruth groaned in response to the tongue thrust deep into her juicy pussy as her labia was sucked into Chrissy’s hungry mouth.


  She had never felt anything like the sensation from a hot wet tongue lapping up all of the juice that was starting to drip out of her love hole. It was when Chrissy began to suck her clit and finger-fuck her, that finished her off.


  Grabbing Chrissy’s head with two handfuls of hair, Ruth face fucked the redhead until she felt Chrissy’s body jerking in response to her orgasm. She knew it was against everything she’d been taught, but climaxing in Chrissy’s mouth was the most erotic thing she’d ever done.


  Letting go of Chrissy’s hair, Ruth slid down to the floor and sprawled out alongside the redhead. Laying her head on the Fuck part of the ‘Fuck the Cook’ logo, Ruth closed her eyes and listened to the redhead’s heart beating as it slowly returned to normal.


  Running her fingers through the tiny red strip of short curly hair, Ruth played with them for a second before stroking the redhead’s outer lips.


  Taking her forefinger, she ran down between the lips and felt the moisture within. Ruth could feel Chrissy’s body trembling in response to her finger and traced up and around the girl’s erect clit. It looked like the little dick it was, and she rubbed it with her finger.


  Ruth’s finger slid easily into the redhead’s wet pussy, and they both moaned as her finger went deep into her new friend’s hole. Twirling her finger around in the wet juicy morass, Ruth closed her eyes to savor better the feeling of being palm deep in another girl’s sex.


  She could feel Chrissy squeezing her finger as she explored the girl’s secret spot, and the feeling of wet juice running down her finger was indescribably erotic. Looking at Chrissy’s face, the redhead’s eyes were closed to enjoy better Ruth’s fingering her.


  This is so nasty! She told herself as the emotions burst free in her mind like a forest fire. But now, ‘nasty,’ didn’t seem to be that bad, and she could feel her pussy throbbing in sync with Chrissy’s. I could get used to this, Ruth told herself as an evil grin crossed her face.


  Chrissy’s fingers were tightening in her hair, and the spasms she could feel confirmed the fact that the flood of wet juice was the result of her making Chrissy orgasm again. She felt the girl slump against her in exhaustion as Ruth slowly pulled her dripping digit out.


  Her wet finger seemed to call her, and Ruth looked closely at the girl cum running down into her palm as she held the finger in front of her face. Closing her eyes, she smelled the intoxicating aroma of the girl’s sex. Without thinking about what she was doing, Ruth sucked her finger clean and luxuriated in the taste and smell of the big redhead’s juicy box.


  It was like lightning bolts that struck her brain and seemed to emanate from the dirty fingers in her mouth. God, that tastes so good! She told herself as every drop of juice was vacuumed off her finger. Now, I know I’m going to hell, Ruth told herself, but now it didn’t seem to be that bad.


  As she lay against Chrissy, half-asleep and completely satisfied, she heard Larry’s girlfriend ask, “Why don’t we take this show on the road or at least the bedroom so we can be more comfortable?”


  The big Amazon lifted Ruth off her knees as easily as picking up a pillow. Ruth studied Chrissy for the first time and realized what a big girl she was. Easily six-foot in bare feet, Chrissy has a bodybuilders’ figure except not with the chiseled muscles of the hard-core weight lifters. Her muscles were hidden behind a voluptuous figure that included a large pair of breasts.


  Chrissy didn’t have breasts or tits. She had hooters or jugs as tits didn’t do justice to the pair of girls she sported. Ruth doubted if they were real, but from what she’d seen, they certainly felt natural.


  Sherry stopped them by touching Ruth’s arm. “Are you okay with this? Chrissy can push the envelope at times, and I don’t want you to feel uncomfortable?”


  Ruth leaned over and kissed Sherry firmly on the lips. Her tongue slid into the beautiful blonde’s mouth, and she could feel the girl sucking her tongue.


  “I don’t have much experience, but I want to be a willing participant,” Ruth answered as she pulled Sherry off Larry’s lap and sat down. “Let me sit here for a minute, and then I’ll join you in the bedroom.”


  Ruth could feel Larry’s hard cock throbbing against her bare butt as she settled down in Larry’s lap. His strong arms enveloped her, and she felt so safe and content as she cuddled up to him.


  She liked the fact that he didn’t grab her breasts or maul her like the priests always had. Resting her head on his shoulder, Ruth could feel the tension running out of her body like water from a pail. For as long as she could remember, Ruth had never felt as comfortable and content as she did at this moment.


  Glancing down, she could see that her nipples were hard as a rock and throbbing like never before. Up until now, sex was just something she had to endure and hope that it wouldn’t last too long. Larry had never touched her and the way she felt now, she’d give him anything he asked.


  Her breasts were hot and burning from need. Ruth had never experienced real sexual arousal before, and it was a strange but welcomed feeling. In the back of her mind, she could feel her conscience berating her for acting like a loose woman, but she couldn’t ignore the aching of her vagina or the way her wet lips rubbed together.


  Ruth had never been entirely naked before in front of other people, much less men, but now it felt normal to be sitting on a guy’s lap with his hard cock throbbing against her ass. She wondered what it would feel like inside her. Ruth knew that this was going to be unlike any of her previous times she was in the back room at the cloisters.


  Kissing Larry’s neck, she worked her way up until she could whisper in his ear. “I’m still conflicted about this but willing to try. Will you be patient with me and help me work through everything?”


  Turning his head, Larry kissed her cheek softly and replied, “You don’t have to do anything that you don’t want to or feel uncomfortable doing? I promised the Father that I would help with your problem, and that is all I need to do. I want you to be comfortable and feel safe here.”


  “Larry, I have feelings running through my body that I’ve never felt before. Even though it goes against everything the church has taught me, I think I need to do this,” Ruth whispered in his ear as she struggled against the almost overwhelming urge to reach between her legs and grab the cock pressing into her ass.


  Running her fingers through his hair, Ruth turned his head and kissed him deeply while shoving her tongue deep into his mouth. Her lips were as soft as melted butter, which told Larry that she wanted him. Foxy had always told him that the softness of a woman’s lips always telegraphed her need. Ruth’s were so hot they almost burned him as she ground herself against him. When she started sucking his tongue, he knew that she was comfortable and ready to expand her knowledge.


  Taking Larry’s hand, Ruth pressed it against her breast and moaned with the sensation of his warm hand softly caressing her boob. Breaking the kiss, Ruth leaned back until she could easily see his face.


  “Is it alright for me to have sex with Sherry and Chrissy also? The church considers that a major sin, and we are told to pray until the urge goes away!”


  “Certainly, it is okay for you to be with another woman and nothing to feel bad about. Both girls love to be with another woman.”


  “Does your wife like girls? Is that okay to ask, but I’d like to know as I’d like to understand more about you two?”


  “Yes, she’s probably more comfortable with another woman than she is with most men.”


  “A lesbian?”


  “No, bisexual or pansexual would be a better description if you’re trying to pigeon hole her.”


  “So, is that why all of your girlfriends also appear to be bisexual also?”


  Larry laughed and replied, “I guess it sounds like that, doesn’t it? We are swingers, and a big percentage of women in the Lifestyle go both ways.”


  “I think that I’m going to leave the church after all that I’ve experienced. The last few months have opened my eyes to a lot of things, especially that people are not always good, and that disappoints me. Larry, the church despises everything you stand for, yet you seem to be the only decent person around!” Ruth said as she kissed him deeply.


  Sherry interrupted with an announcement, “Dinner is served, assuming you two can come unglued!”


  Ruth sat for a few more minutes in Larry’s lap and played with the soft hair on his chest. She thought about everything that had happened to her, which turned her world upside down.


  The one person I’ve been taught to hate is the person that I love, Ruth said to herself. She knew that she should be ashamed of herself for everything she would likely do tonight, but for the first time, she felt at peace with herself. Deep down, she knew that Larry and his girlfriends would look after her and were the friends she had always searched for.


  Ruth fully accepted that she would terminate the cursed life within herself and looked forward to some time in the future when she could be married and be ready to welcome a child into the world. The abuse she suffered from priests had wholly changed her belief in the church and what it taught. What was wrong is now right! She told herself as she luxuriated in the strong arms of her savior.


  Laying her head in the crook of Larry’s neck, she cried tears of joy and was comfortable with herself. He squeezed her body tightly, and she clung to him for a few minutes as Sherry and Chrissy made the table, while working around the two soon to be lovers.


  Ruth initially doubted the sincerity of her new girlfriends as how could two beautiful women welcome a potential adversary into their midsts and even their bed.


  No matter how she tried, Ruth could not detect a bit of jealousy from the redhead with the big jugs or the tall sophisticated blonde television personality. They both seemed perfectly happy to coexist while sharing the same man who always seemed to have a stable of women around him.


  From what she’d seen at The Fox’s Den, Larry did not want for female companionship as the girls seemed to throw themselves at him. But what is going on with Larry’s wife? She questioned herself. I know he’s still in love with her, but what woman would walk off and leave what she has?


  I’m not going to take this for granted and hope I don’t do anything to screw up this good deal, Ruth told herself as she felt Larry’s hard cock poking her butt as if to remind her what was in store for her tonight.


  Giggling to herself, Ruth wriggled around on Larry’s dick to make sure he was aware that she was thinking about him and how she prepared to sacrifice herself on his altar of love.


  What is it going to feel like to ride his penis? Ruth asked herself and immediately thought, God, I’m such a slut! It’s not a penis; it’s a cock; a big fat cock that’s going to split me open!


  She shivered as she tried to imagine what it would feel like to sit down on his long dick and welcome it home into her love box? She had never sat on one of the priest’s penises as that would have embarrassed her to death.


  Just the thought of being completely naked to the world and sitting on a pervert’s dick was disgusting. Still, the realization of Chrissy and Sherry watching her ride Larry was the most exciting thing she’d ever experienced.


  Will they like to watch my tits bounce as I ride his dick? I hope they want to kiss me as this girl-on-girl thing is just as exciting. My brief experience between Sherry’s legs made my cunny throb with need.


  Remembering how Sherry had chewed on Larry’s earlobe, Ruth nibbled on his ear and whispered, “Larry, promise me that you’ll fuck me tonight? Just think you don’t have to worry about getting me pregnant.”


  Larry chuckled at the comment and replied, “Ruth, are you sure that you’re ready for this? Taking you to bed has never been a condition of helping you.”


  “You do want me, don’t you?”


  “Of course, I want you, but I just want to be sure this is what you want and not what you think is expected.”


  “I don’t have a lot of experience but want to learn, and I need you to show me what you desire from a woman.”


  Larry didn’t say anything in response but slid his fingers up from cupping her boob and twisted her nipple between his finger and thumb.


  The slight pain followed by a lightning bolt that struck deep in her brain made the room spin around her as Ruth clung to Larry until the jerking in her legs ceased.


  “That felt so good! Would you do that some more?” she begged while blowing into his ear.


  Larry continued to softly twist and pull her nipple out as Ruth watched her nipple shrivel up until it was hard as a rock. It looked like a little pebble surrounded by the light brown patch of her areola.


  “That is so neat,” Ruth said. “One is all wrinkled up, and the other is somewhat normal!”


  “Time to eat,” Chrissy announced as she sank in front of Ruth. “Snack time before supper,” she said with a giggle as she pushed the nun’s legs apart. “I’ve never eaten a nun before,” the redhead continued as she kissed Ruth’s erect clit, which was poking out from under the hood.


  Ruth’s body spasmed at the touch as she looked down to see the ginger girl running her tongue up Ruth’s slit and ending up with her clit in Chrissy’s mouth.


  “Is it okay if I hold her head?” Ruth whispered into Larry’s ear.


  “She likes that and tells her that you enjoy it also.”


  Reaching down, Ruth used her fingers to move Chrissy’s long red hair off her face so she could see better. Running her fingers back on either side of Chrissy’s head, Ruth inner twined her fingers in the long red hair and pulled her mouth against her pussy.


  “Suck me, please!”




  Chapter Five


  The steaks were slightly overdone due to the sexual interlude with Ruth, Sherry, and Chrissy but still tasted great. Ruth even decided to drink a little wine to relax and further ease her conscience, which continued to nag at her even though she was more excited than she’d felt in years.


  For the first time, Ruth felt at ease and happy. She was comfortable knowing that Larry would take care of her unfortunate pregnancy as the thought of carrying a priest’s child was abhorrent to her.


  Eating in the nude also seemed normal, well except for Sherry licking off the BBQ sauce, which had dripped on her nipple.


  Reaching behind her, Chrissy untied her apron and threw it across an empty chair back. Reaching over, she pulled the ties loose while looking at Ruth.


  “Are you sure that you’re ready for this? I can guarantee that it will be a big step for you,” Chrissy asked the nun.


  “You’ll be gentle with me?” Ruth asked with a smile on her face as she pulled the apron down into her lap. Her nipples were tight and tingling.


  Taking her hand, Chrissy led Ruth to the master bedroom. Larry and Sherry walked behind them and admired the two cute butts in front of them.


  Ruth’s small tight ass contrasted with Chrissy’s muscled cheeks as they moved up and down. Chrissy’s hand was casually draped across Ruth’s behind, and her fingertips caressed the nun’s rump.


  Walking into the bedroom, Chrissy took Ruth in her arms and held her tightly. She could feel the girl’s hard nubs burning their way into her more massive jugs. Resisting the urge to kiss those soft virginal lips again, the redhead asked, “Are you sure that you’re ready for this? Once you climb into bed with us, it’s going to be hard to go back.


  “If you had a choice, would you do it all over again?” Ruth asked as she softly kissed the Amazon’s lips.


  She could see Chrissy thinking about everything that had happened to her, and as the grin slowly spread across her face, “In a New York minute!”


  Ruth laughed as she watched Chrissy get ready for bed, even though the sun was still shining outside.


  As Chrissy pulled the bedspread off, Ruth asked, “Could I ask a favor?”


  “Of course, what do you want?”


  “Can I be bald like you and Sherry?”


  Laughing, Chrissy said, “Sure, it’ll just take a couple of minutes. Just let me finish getting the bed ready.”


  After folding the bedspread, Chrissy walked into the bathroom and came out with a large thick bath towel, clippers, shaving cream, and a razor. Spreading the towel on the bed, Chrissy lay Ruth down with the towel under her behind.


  “Just lay there and keep your legs spread wide,” Chrissy said as she pulled a short stool over. Sitting down between Ruth’s legs, Chrissy took the battery-powered clippers and cut off all the nun’s pubic hair until she just had a small stubble left.


  Walking back into the bath, Chrissy came out with a large bowl full of hot water and a washcloth. Wetting the cloth, she gently washed off any remaining hair then spread the shaving gel across Ruth’s mound.


  Watching Chrissy wet down her pubic area, Ruth got a sudden flash of embarrassment. She asked, “Are you sure you don’t mind shaving me?”


  Putting the washcloth into the pan of hot water, Chrissy smiled up at Ruth, “No, I enjoy shaving another girl. It gives me a good excuse to play with your pussy, and I know that I’ll be the first to try it out!”


  Without waiting for a response, the redhead spread a layer of shave gel on the stubble of Ruth’s pubic hair, then picked up the razor. Rinsing it in water, Chrissy started to shave off Ruth’s bushy curls carefully. As the razor got clogged, she’d rinse it off and keep going. In just a few minutes, Ruth was almost entirely bald.


  The sight of her bare pussy was so erotic, and she knew that Chrissy could tell how wet she was as she’d stick a finger into Ruth to stretch her pussy lips for shaving. One time, Chrissy looked up to Ruth and pulled her wet fingers out of Ruth’s cunt and sucked the juice off of them. Ruth could feel a shudder run through her body as she saw her new girlfriend sucking her juices off her finger.


  “Here, check it out,” Chrissy said as she handed Ruth a hand mirror. “It’s okay. No one is here except us. Spread your legs to take a closer look.”


  Ruth had never really seen her vagina before, as it had always been a sin. Chrissy finished wiping her down with a hot wet cloth and then picked up the stuff and walked into the bathroom. Holding the mirror between her legs, she carefully examined herself.


  Reaching down, she felt her bald pussy. It was so smooth, and her fingers just glided across her lips. She felt a jolt, like being shocked, as she brushed her clit. Chrissy was still out of the room, and Ruth took the opportunity to spread her labia and look at her erect love button. It was hard, like a little dick, and touching it made shocks fly through her body.


  “You know that your clit is actually a little cock?” Chrissy told her as Ruth jumped from realizing that she’d been caught. Laying on the bed with her feet pointed to the headboard, Chrissy opened her legs and spread her pussy open for Ruth.


  “My clit is a little larger than yours, but that’s probably because I play with myself so much,” Chrissy confessed as she rubbed her mound. “Do you like to Jill off?”


  “I’ve never done that. It was a sin.”


  “Nonsense,” Chrissy laughed. “Just watch me and do what I do. You have to learn what you like, but I’ll show you how I like to play with myself. Run your fingers up and down in between your lips. Close your eyes and focus on how it feels. Don’t be embarrassed as I’ll be doing the same thing myself.”


  Using her fingertips, Ruth hesitantly touched between her outer lips and gasped at the sensation.


  “Feels good, doesn’t it?” Chrissy asked. “Take your time and explore. When you’re comfortable, try feeling up inside and see how nice and wet you are.”


  Glancing over at the redhead, she could see that Chrissy had her two middle fingers deep in her wet hole. Closing her eyes, Ruth emulated Chrissy and moaned as her fingers went into her wet passage. It was easy just to turn her brain off and go with her feelings.


  Ruth felt one of Chrissy’s big jugs press into her own, and the sensation of the redhead’s tongue in her ear only fueled her desire. She could feel the girl’s hot breath in her ear as she whispered, “Here, let me do that.” Then she felt her fingers pulled out of her wet pussy.


  “Clean them off for me, so I can taste you when we kiss,” Chrissy told her as the sensation of another girl’s fingers went deep into her cunt. She only hesitated for a moment, then started to suck her fingers clean as the redhead probed deep in her wet tunnel.


  I can’t believe that I’m sucking my pussy juice off my finger! Ruth told herself as the taste seemed to be burning its way deep inside her brain. Wiping her wet fingers across her lips, she hoped that Chrissy would like that also.


  As their lips met, Ruth could feel the reaction in Chrissy’s body, when she tasted the almost virginal cunt juice on Ruth’s lips. Suddenly, her pussy felt like it had touched a live wire, and she thrust upward against the redhead’s hand in reaction.


  “What was that?” she gasped as she tried to stop her legs from jerking.


  “That was your g-spot,” Chrissy replied with a giggle. “Feels good, doesn’t it?”


  “I’ve never felt anything like that before. My g-spot?” Ruth replied.


  “It’s an area behind your clit, and I can teach you how to find it. It will almost always guarantee an orgasm when it’s stroked.”


  “I can’t believe how my life has changed. Everyone I’ve met today has been wonderful. Is Larry as nice as he seems?” Ruth asked.


  “He’s perfect, and you couldn’t ask for a better person. His wife Foxy is also good people, and hopefully, you’ll get to meet her also.”


  Father said that they were swingers. Will I have to sleep with him and his friends?”


  Laughing, Chrissy replied, “Once you get to know him, you’ll realize how silly that question was. Even if you were a swinger, Larry wouldn’t expect you to sleep with him, unless you wanted to. Plus, that’s not how most swingers operate. You’re not expected to do anything you don’t want. To be honest, you’re probably in more danger from Foxy and myself!”


  Ruth leaned over Chrissy and pressed her boobs against the redhead’s big love pillows. Then looking Chrissy straight in the eyes softly kissed her. “So far, I’ve enjoyed everything you’ve done to me, and I hope you’ll teach me a lot more.”


  “You’re welcome, I’m sure,” Chrissy replied as she kissed the nun and explored her mouth with her tongue. Ruth’s hard nipples were pressing into her own, and they felt like burning coals against her milky white skin.




  Chapter Six


  Larry had just finished scanning his emails when his manager Linda walked in and dumped a stack of financial reports on his desk with a loud thump.


  Linda was a gorgeous creature, tall, lanky, and all leg with a dark bushy head of hair. She looked so much like his wife, and people always asked if they were sisters or maybe even twins. In her early thirties, Linda had a fabulous set of breasts, which were perhaps a C-cup but poked straight out like Foxy’s. He kept hoping that she would decide to get her nipples pierced, like Foxy, but would never push her into any body modifications.


  An older dancer, Linda assumed she’d be laid off when Larry bought the club. Thirty is a typical retirement age for an exotic dancer as most guys wanted eighteen-year-olds with an empty head and overstuffed boobs. Linda was neither with smaller yet perfect tits and now working on her degree in business administration at UNLV, courtesy of Larry.


  She had been thankful and relieved when Larry offered her the position as General Manager. Larry always told himself that it was one of the best decisions he’d ever made. Linda was a hard worker, and he never had to worry about the club with her around. Well, and besides the fact, she was a great fuck, and both he and his wife spent a lot of time in the rack with her.


  “Larry, I don’t know why you torture yourself with reviewing the monthly reports? Don’t you trust our bookkeeper?” She asked as she leaned over and kissed him firmly on the mouth. Her hungry tongue slipped inside and offered him more pleasant things than financial reports, to consider.


  “I know, I know,” he responded. “But you know how anal I am and need to be sure everything is going okay. There is so much money that passes through this joint; I don’t want it to start sticking to anyone’s fingers.”


  “Speaking of sticky fingers, when is that runaway bride of your’s coming home?”


  “Dammed if I know Linda,” Larry muttered. “That woman is going to drive me crazy, and I keep thinking she’ll get this wild streak out of her system.”


  “You’re still having people watch her, aren’t you?” Linda asked.


  “That’s supposed to be a secret. You weren’t to about know about that.”


  “I know, but I’m not going to rat you out, and I think it’s so sweet of you to keep a loose tail about on her without prying into her business.”


  “She’s still the love of my life, and I don’t know what I’d do without her,” Larry said as he looked up to Linda. She could see the shinning in his eyes and knew it was time to change the subject.


  “There are a couple of UNLV students that are coming by this afternoon to interview for jobs as dancers. They both look pretty hot, especially the tall one, which I’m guessing is going to push your buttons.”


  “That sounds nice, and I’m looking forward to getting them on the casting couch!” Larry said with a laugh.


  “You’re a trip, and you know that you’d never get laid without one of us girls helping you out. You should be more aggressive and try to live up to your tough guy, studly image!” Linda said over her shoulder as she sashayed out the door with her ass swaying under the short jean miniskirt.


  Laughing to himself, Larry spun the reports around such that they were right side up and took a final sip of coffee before diving into work. The girls were always kidding him that he missed half the pussy offered him because of his easy-going ways.


  Looking at the Charitable Donations section, Larry was surprised at how much they were giving to local religious and charity organizations. He had made a deal with the Monsignor and was beginning to believe that he’d made a deal with the devil instead of the head priest of Las Vegas.


  He had first met the Monsignor at the Annual Mayor’s Charity Ball when Larry received an award for all his charitable deeds. It was the most embarrassing thing he’d ever done, getting up on stage to accept an award.


  Larry didn’t usually have a problem speaking to an audience, but this was thousands of people and also on television. He didn’t have Foxy to bolster him, and while his girlfriend Sherry was perfectly comfortable in large crowds, he was a fish out of water without his wife.


  The Monsignor of the Archdiocese of Las Vegas took him aside and asked for help with some unspoken problem that somehow was related to the pregnant nun staying with him. If that wasn’t bad enough, Rachel, the Sheriff’s wife, had hit on him and was forcing him to have sex with her.


  This wouldn’t be a problem as she was drop-dead gorgeous and a MILF poster girl, like Jack’s wife, Pam. He’d never had any compulsions against screwing a married woman, but this one was married to one of his best straight friends. Plus, the fact that the Sheriff could make life miserable for him if he found out that Larry was diddling his wife.


  She’d told him that she was planning on having an affair, and if he wouldn’t fuck her, she’d find someone who would. Rachel flat out told him that it’d be better if he were helping the Sheriff with his homework rather than some stranger.


  Rachel turned out to be insatiable, and she named herself Suzy Slut so that people would not know who she was when she was on the prowl.


  Now besides banging his friend’s wife, he was talked into doubling down at the battered women’s shelter and Planned Parenthood by the head priest of Las Vegas. It turned out that the priest was a lot more liberal than he’d expected.


  The club’s donations had virtually doubled, but at least it was tax-deductible and was a chunk of money that he didn’t have to worry about hiding from the IRS.


  There was also a darker side to the story about the Monsignor and the church, which troubled him as he learned more about it. He’d always thought that the Catholic Mafia was a myth but was now starting to put more faith into the story.


  Larry made a note to himself to ask Jack, his security manager, to look into the Monsignor’s background and gather more information. There must be more to the church than meets the eye, and he never liked being in the dark about things.


  Just then, the phone rang, and one of the doormen said there was some MILF hottie named Suzy that wanted to come back and talk to him. Larry said to send her back, and then he stacked up the reports and put them neatly on a corner of the desk.


  Larry heard a knock at the door and looked up as Rachel gave him a big smile as she was closing the office door behind her. As she walked in, he knew that this wasn’t the Sheriff’s mild-mannered wife but Suzy Slut, for sure.


  Suzy had her short blonde hair spiked out and was wearing a short red wrap dress, which was mostly undone and open almost to her navel. To top it off, she had on red sky-high stripper shoes.


  “You know, Suzy. If the Sheriff saw you dressed like that, he’d probably arrest you on the spot for probable cause,” Larry told her with a laugh.


  Pulling the cord loose that was holding the dress together, she just smiled at him and put both hands on her hips, pulling her dress completely open. He noted that she’d forgotten to put on underwear, once again.


  Like his wife, Rachel had gone through laser treatments and was bald as a baby’s butt. He loved that about Foxy as she never had to shave. She always said that she didn’t want any of her girlfriends to get hair in their mouth.


  Walking around the desk, she pushed Larry’s chair back and sat in his lap, straddling him. She rubbed her hard nipples on his face and let him suck them for a minute, while she ran her fingers through his hair and kissed the top of his head.


  He could feel the need in her hot lips as they kissed, and she fucked him with her tongue. His hands automatically caressed both of her boobs and tweaked her nipples. She could feel his hard cock pressing against her firm butt as she squirmed on his lap.


  “I’ve missed you and your big hard dick,” she moaned into his ear as she chewed on his earlobe. “Why don’t you fuck me more often?”


  “I’m afraid that your husband might notice,” Larry chuckled.


  “He’s so busy with work that he never has time to take care of my needs. Besides, if I give him any more pussy, he’ll be afraid to come home!”


  “Rachel, we’ve talked about this before. I love fucking you, but my conscience still bothers me about banging a good friend’s wife.”


  “If you don’t fuck me, then I’m sure that I can find someone who will!” Rachel said, and she bit his earlobe for emphasis.


  “Ow! Okay, okay, I’ll try to do better,” Larry conceded.


  “That’s better,” she said as her wet tongue drove deep into his ear. “Now, it’s time for you to start getting caught up with your chores!”


  Rachel slid down off his lap and crawfished back under his desk. Grabbing him by the legs, she pulled his chair back into position. He could hear her giggling as she pulled down his zipper and carefully extracted his hard cock.


  “Go back to work, I’ll take care of myself,” he heard from underneath his desk as her warm lips wrapped around his cock. Larry closed his eyes as he felt his dick being sucking into that warm morass of her mouth. She flicked at the head with her tongue and used it as a guide to tell his rod where to go.


  He tried to focus on the reports, but Suzy was bobbing up and down on his cock while massaging his balls with her hand. Damn, her blowjob skills have improved over the last few weeks they’ve been together.


  His dick eased out of her mouth so that she could kiss it and lick around the head. Running the tip of her tongue under the helmet made his toes curl. Before she swallowed it again, Rachel instructed, “Hold off as long as you can. Make me work for your sweet cum!”


  His hands were shaking as he picked up the financial reports. There was not even a hint of teeth as his dick went smoothly into her hot velvet tunnel until her lips closed around the root. He could feel her choking, and the sensations from her throat muscles trying to eject the object blocking her airway were almost impossible to resist.


  He could feel her jerking as she held onto his thighs and forced her mouth against his abdomen. There was a deep moan from under the desk as she collapsed on his leg. He could feel her panting breath on his dick as her tremors slowly decreased.


  “I’m getting more like your wife. Now, I can orgasm while sucking dick. Did you like it?”


  Running his hand through her short blonde hair, he said, “That was fantastic!”


  Giggling, she responded, “No more fooling around. I want you to give me what I came to get. I need to buy some mini dresses to show off for you, and we’re wasting time with all this talking!”


  As Larry’s cock easily went back into her throat, he looked up to see Rachel’s husband at the office doorway.


  “Oh! Hello Doug. What brings you to my den of iniquity?” Larry asked as he tried to ignore Doug’s wife’s hungry lips as she continued to service him. He could tell that she was enjoying his embarrassment and was trying to torture him.


  “Larry, do you have a minute? I need to talk to you about something?” Doug, the Sheriff, asked with a concerned look on his face. “I hope you don’t mind, but I asked Linda to have someone entertain my driver as we need to talk in private.”


  Larry could feel Doug’s wife hesitate as she stopped sucking his cock to listen. “Sure, grab a chair and sit down.”


  The Sheriff sat down and took a second to adjust all the crap cops carry on their Sam Browne belt. He turned the volume down on his walkie talkie to blank out the continuous drone of the dispatcher. Depending on his duties, the Sheriff would switch between a suit and his duty uniform, so today, it was serious.


  Looking Larry straight in the face, Doug simply stated, “It’s about my wife.”


  “Rachel?” He asked as he bit his tongue to stop from asking, “Or Suzy Slut?”


  “Unlike you, it’s the only one I’ve got.”


  “At least your wife is at home,” Larry responded.


  “Sorry, didn’t mean to bring up bad thoughts. I understood that Sherry has moved in and is taking care of you.”


  “True, but she’s a substitute and not a replacement,” Larry said.


  Larry felt the head of his dick bury itself in Rachel’s throat as she resumed cock sucking with a vengeance. It was all he could do not to moan.


  After a moment’s silence, Larry asked, “Trouble at home?”


  “Just the opposite, my sex life is ten times better than it was on our honeymoon.”


  “Maybe this is a dumb question, but if you’re getting laid regularly, what’s the problem?”


  “Let me ask you a question, have you ever had a blowjob with your cereal in the morning? That’s probably a dumb question, knowing you, I’m sure you have!”


  “So, you’re getting a bowl of corn flakes and sucked off for breakfast?” Larry asked, laughing, and then grimaced as Rachel bit his dick.


  “It’s not funny, Larry, I’m exhausted,” Doug said. “I don’t know what’s come over my wife as here lately she’s insatiable. I don’t know how you do it?”


  “Maybe you should find her a boyfriend,” Larry replied with a laugh.


  “I’ve been thinking the same thing. Am I sick? Do some guys allow their wives to have sex with other men?”


  Larry thought for a second and then replied, “Honestly, Doug, you’d be surprised at the number of men who like to watch their wives with another man.”


  “We’ve never really talked about this subject, but you and Foxy are swingers. Aren’t you?”


  “Yes, we’re in the Lifestyle but not hard-core. Are you interested in trying it?”


  “On one hand, I’d say yes, but unlike you politically, it would be a touchy subject.”


  “Do you think Rachel would go for it?”


  “A month ago, I’d have said I’d be crazy to suggest it, but now I’m not so sure. This is kind of embarrassing to ask, but does Foxy like to talk dirty during sex?”


  Larry burst out, laughing at the thought as the Sheriff’s wife continued to take his hard dick down her throat while trying not to gag out loud.


  “Sorry, Doug, but that is so funny that you should ask. Yes, my wife loves to talk dirty and fantasize about sexual situations as I’m banging her!”


  “The other night, I came home from work, and she was naked, kneeling on the couch with her butt facing me and said ‘Larry, stick your big cock in me! Pick whichever hole you’d like,’ and Lord help me, I dropped my pants and shuffled over and stuck my dick in her.”


  “Which hole did you pick?” Larry asked with a chuckle.


  “I told myself that it was you fucking her rather than me, so I made the obvious choice.”


  “How was it?”


  “Unbelievable is the closest answer I’d have. We’ve never had anal sex before, and Rachel has mentioned it a couple of times, but I always thought that it was dirty and kind of disgusting!”


  “I love to butt fuck a girl,” Larry answered honestly. “Foxy loves to take it up the ass.”


  “But does Foxy suck your dick afterward? I only lasted about a minute or so, and she surprised me by spinning around to swallow my dirty cock.”


  “Foxy loves to suck cock after sex, irrespective of where the dick has been.” Then after a moment’s hesitation, “Did it bother you that she called you Larry?”


  “No, I knew that she was just fantasizing about you fucking her. She’s told me before that she’d love to have a threesome with you and Foxy. The idea is kind of interesting, though.”


  “Don’t let it bother you, a lot of guys, myself included, enjoy watching their wives have sex with other people.”


  “This is why I stopped by this morning. I think my wife is having an affair?”


  Suzy suddenly stopped sucking Larry’s cock as she listened.


  “An affair, why do you think that?”


  “Well, for one thing, why is she suddenly interested in non-stop sex and dressing like a slut all the time?”


  “Do you mind her new dress style?”


  “Actually no, she looks so hot all the time now. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think I was looking at your wife rather than mine. She gave up her bra and doesn’t wear underwear most of the time. The thongs she wears are not much better than going commando.”


  “Foxy never wears a bra and often no panties either, Doug,” Larry confirmed. “You realize that she still loves you, don’t you?”


  “I’m starting to realize that more each day, even as she becomes a bigger slut by the hour,” Doug said with a laugh. Then he paused and said, “Would you do me a favor?”


  “Of course, just name it?”


  “I’ve decided to take my wife up on her suggestions that I take my secretary out for drinks, and I need someone to look after Rachel.”


  “You could just hang your tie on the doorknob,” Larry responded with a chuckle as he thought about college days and shooing off your roommate.


  “Larry, I’m trying to be serious here, and you don’t know how hard this is to ask you. Bluntly, would you take my wife and keep her for the weekend? That is assuming she wants to, but I already know that answer.”


  “I’d love to have your beautiful and sexy wife for the weekend. But I don’t want it to screw up our friendship?”


  “Larry, I’ve realized that my wife has needs that I can’t fully satisfy, and watching you deal with your wife has convinced me that you’re the right man for the job. Plus, you’re one of the few people I trust with Rachel,” the Sheriff responded as he reached across the desk to shake Larry’s hand.


  Maybe it was the realization that Doug was giving him permission to screw his wife that caused Larry to release into Rachel’s mouth. The first blast of his cum was so strong it actually hurt as it sprayed into her mouth.


  He could hear her moan under his desk as his balls reloaded and shot another massive blast of cum into her hungry mouth. He thought he could hear her sloppy pussy as she frantically finger fucked herself while sucking all of the cream out of his cock.


  Larry could feel Suzy’s orgasm as her body jerked in between his legs, and the pauses when she couldn’t focus on two things at once. His dick slid out of her mouth as she lay her cheek on his thigh and panted loudly. Hopefully, Doug couldn’t hear his wife from under Larry’s desk as she kissed his cock and started to lick it clean.


  Doug broke into his blank state of mind as the last of his spunk was vacuumed out of his dick by repeating, “Larry, you’ll do it, won’t you? I need your help to make sure my wife doesn’t do something stupid like your wife!”


  He could feel her teeth raking lightly along his shaft as he tried to find the start button on his brain. Taking a deep breath, “I’ll be glad to take Suzy, I mean Rachel off your hands for the weekend.”


  Mentally kicking himself for accidentally using Rachel’s alter ego, Larry was further reminded of his faux pas as Suzy nipped at his cock. I need to be more careful what I say when I’ve got my dick in some girl’s mouth!


  Doug didn’t seem to notice Larry’s slip of his tongue as he was still processing the fact, he’d just asked a friend to fuck his wife and keep her naked and tied to the bed all weekend.


  After a pregnant pause, Doug stood up and shook Larry’s hand one last time, “I better get out of your hair as I know you’ve got a lot of things to do. Here’s Rachel’s cell phone number and don’t tell her we’ve had this conversation, okay? Ask her out for a drink, and I know she’ll be thrilled. I’m going to tell her that we have something that’ll keep me tied up all weekend so the coast will be clear for the two of you. Take some pictures and video, so I know that she’s having a good time?”


  “I’ll take good care of Rachel,” Larry replied as they shook. “I’ll make sure she’s good!”


  Watching the Sheriff walk out of his office, Larry waited a second and then said, “It’s okay; he’s gone.”


  Pushing his chair back, Suzy crawled out from under his desk. He noticed with satisfaction that her lips coated with cum, and a stream of spunk had dribbled out the corner of her mouth and ran down her cheek.


  “You and my husband are assholes!” she barked at him. “What kind of guy pimps out his wife to a big-dicked buddy so he can fuck her slutty hole, while her husband is nailing his secretary?” The whole time, she had a big smirk on her face as she wiped the cum off her cheek and then stuck the finger in her mouth to suck it clean.


  Larry started to tell Suzy that it wasn’t politically correct to call her a secretary instead of an administrative assistant but opted to keep his mouth shut.


  After a moment’s contemplation, Suzy added, “What I ought to do is cut both you and my husband off as that would serve you both right. But, that may be a little extreme, how about I cut Doug off as I’m not sure I can give up your cock, cold turkey?”


  Hopping up in a motion that would make a stripper proud, Suzy took her hand and swept all of the financial reports off his desk and onto the floor. Larry managed to catch his laptop just before it hit the floor. She laid across his desk, face down, and flipped her skirt up to expose her beautiful ass.


  She held onto the other side of the desk with both hands. Looking over her shoulder at Larry, she pleaded, “Do your duty and fuck your friend’s cheating wife! I want your dick in me before my husband has time to walk out the front door. You know which hole I want to be filled and just ram it in! Make it hurt and prove to me what a cum crazy slut I am!”


  After giving him orders, she lay her cheek on the desk and closed her eyes. She had already sucked him back to a raging hard-on, and he stepped up behind her. Holding his cock, he rubbed the head against her puckered backdoor.


  “Fuck me, asshole!” she screamed and pushed back against his cock.


  The head of his dick slid easily into her tight orifice as she yelled, “Oh, God! That’s what I need! Every inch, Larry! I want to feel your balls slap against my cunt! Make it hurt and split me open with that marvelous weapon of yours!”


  Grabbing Suzy by the waist, he brutally drove his cock deep into her ass as she screamed incoherently. Larry could feel the muscles in her anal passage, contracting and squeezing his dick rhythmically as she climaxed during his first stroke.


  “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” she shouted while pushing back to ensure he was buried in her tight rear hole. “Fuck me, asshole! Fuck my cheating ass!”


  They had made anal sex a regular part of their lovemaking, but this time was different. Larry was using her and started to pound as hard as he could. He could feel his balls tightening up and knew that he wasn’t going to last long, even though this would be his second load.


  “Butt fuck me, Larry!” she ordered as he watched her body start to jerk with her next orgasm. He tried to hold out as long as he could, but it was impossible to wait.


  “I’m coming!” he bellowed as the first hard rope of cream exploded out of his cock into her hungry hole. He could feel Suzy’s ass squeezing his cock as she milked the load out of him. He tried to keep pounding her as long as he could, but two climaxes in a row were both unusual and draining.


  As Larry felt the jerking of her body start to ease up, he gave her a couple of hard thrusts and lay down on her back, while he finished pumping her full of his love juice.


  Suzy could feel the white-hot spunk filling her rear passage as the lightning began to strike behind her eyelids. Her body was automatically reacting to his long dick, deep in her colon as her next climax slammed into her like a runaway train.


  It was a good thing that she was lying across Larry’s desk as her legs gave out and turned to rubber. Suzy tried to stay with it and fully enjoy the sensations emanating from her recently virginal anal passage. It felt like Larry’s cock was deep in her brain or at least in the middle of her stomach as it throbbed and twitched.


  The desk was cold on her cheek and nipples as the tremors continued to travel through her body, and a calm settled on her body. Suzy was feeling this more and more, every time Larry fucked her.


  Funny how before she would never have used that filthy four-letter word, but now it seemed to slip from her lips easily. Fuck, she said to herself as she felt Larry’s cock slowly easing out of her well-used hole. Suzy Slut takes it up the ass once again, she thought with a chuckle.


  So many things have happened over the last few weeks, she thought as the flood of memories started flashing across her mind. It seemed as if every time Larry fucked her, it evoked a non-stop stream of emotions, which always seemed to be locked in fast forward.


  There was a sudden emptiness as the head of Larry’s big dick popped out of her ass. When he disconnected, she melted onto his desk into a pile of satisfied goo. “Thank you, Larry. I needed that more than you’ll ever know,” she said with a satisfied look on her face. “The only thing that would make this better would be to have your wife cleaning the cream out of my ass with her fingers while I licked her bald pussy!”


  Larry lay on her back and softly kissed the nape of her neck, and the warmth of his body felt so comfortable and made her feel secure. She knew that no matter what, Larry would never let anything bad happen to her. She could tell that he was holding himself up with his arms so that she didn’t have to carry his entire weight and only pressed against her with enough force to make them as one.


  “I love you, Larry,” she said as the slight stubble from his beard scratched her sensitive neck when he kissed her earlobe. She could feel his softened cock against her thigh, and a little cum was running out onto her inner leg. Suzy smiled to herself as Larry made her so complete and at peace with the world.


  “I love you too, Suzy,” Larry said in response. He knew that Suzy loved him but not in the way she loved her husband. They had a special bond forged out of sex and need, not from genuine love.


  “Bravo!” They heard, and Larry looked up to see Linda clapping from the office door as she held her phone, obviously videoing the whole scene.


  “Fuck you, Linda!” Suzy said with a smile on her face. “You’re just jealous.”


  Linda burst out laughing as she continued to film the two naked, sweaty bodies entwined on top of the desk, with papers strewn across the floor. “I should ask how it was, but from all the grunting and screaming, I’d guess pretty good!”


  “Tell me that you haven’t been in this same spot yourself?” Suzy said as she struggled to roll over on her back while pushing Larry off of her.


  Walking into the room, Linda said, “Well, that position does look pretty familiar.”


  Suzy gave up trying to roll over and just lay face down on the desk. She was too relaxed to do anything else. Suzy reached across and ran her fingers across Larry’s chest as he tried to slow his breathing. Taking her fingertip, she traced around his nipple as she could already feel her body responding to his hard body.


  “Lord, what a gaper!” Linda said as she zoomed in for a close-up shot of Suzy’s open asshole. It was open in a perfect circle but was slowly closing back up.


  Linda took her finger and traced around the raw edge of her open ass, making Suzy’s body jerk in reaction. “You’re wide open! I bet I could get three fingers in your ass before you ever felt a thing.”


  Scooting over, Suzy lay her head on Larry’s stomach and watched his cock waving at her. It was still hard to believe that his dick never seemed to go down. It would get a little softer after he shot off, but even limp was larger than her husband’s full erection.


  She watched as the last of his cum oozed out of his cock head to run down the shaft slowly. Taking her finger, Suzy traced patterns in his sperm and tried to write her initials on the head of his dick. She could feel her brain start to pound as she licked her lips, while the waving love tool drew her like a cobra to a flute.


  His dick was so dirty and nasty, but she couldn’t resist and knew how good it would taste. Suzy didn’t think Linda would think bad of her as she slowly scooted down until she could bend his cock and kiss the head.


  As her lips touched the helmet, Suzy’s entire body shuddered with the taste and the acceptance of being Larry’s nasty cum slut. And if the truth were known, his ass slut also. As the head of his dick entered her warm mouth, she could feel her next climax heading towards her like a tidal wave crashing ashore at the beach.


  The taste of her ass and his cock juice made the jerking increase to the point that the muscles in her stomach were rolling like a belly dancer’s. As she surrendered, Suzy was vaguely aware of Linda was finger-fucking her open asshole. I wonder how many fingers she has in me? was Suzy’s last semi-conscious thought.


  It was impossible to cry out as the head of Larry’s dirty cock was buried in her throat. All she could do was groan and then grunt as her orgasm flared. The fireworks exploded behind her eyelids as everything went white, then slowly faded to black.




  Chapter Seven


  As he sat there with Suzy softly sucking his dick, he thought about what Suzy’s husband had asked of him. He could hear Suzy’s breathing slow and become deeper as she slipped off to dreamland.


  “Suzy, wake up for a second!” Larry asked.


  Half-asleep, she replied, “What is it Larry, do you need to fuck me again? Just tell me which hole you want to use?” Then she resumed sucking his cock.


  “I heard that the Sheriff’s Department has some big exercise this weekend with Homeland Security, and there’s a good possibility that your husband will be tied up all weekend. I thought that this would be a good time to spend the weekend together. What do you think?”


  “Only if you promise to keep me naked and tied to your bed,” Suzy replied with a giggle as she kissed the head of his cock. “Promise and remember that I was under your desk for the conversation with my husband?”


  “Why don’t I get one of the girls to drive you and your car to my condo. I’ve got to finish a couple of reports but will be about an hour behind you. That’ll give you a chance to meet Sherry and Chrissy.”


  “Okay, if you promise not to be late.”


  “I will not be more than one hour,” Larry confirmed. Then he asked Linda if she would take care of getting Suzy to his condo. Linda helped Suzy get her clothes organized and shoes on the right feet. After kissing Suzy and Linda goodbye, Larry picked the reports up from the floor and started going back through them.


  Finishing up the reports, he was satisfied that everything was in order. Just as he was sliding the financial reports into a desk drawer, some wild-eyed guy burst into the room. He didn’t look like a gang or mob guy, but Larry reached behind his back and closed his fingers around the 45-caliber XDM Springfield compact automatic clipped to the back of his pants in an SOB (small of the back) holster.


  Just as he was deciding whether to pull the pistol or not, Tiny and Steve burst into his office. Tiny was six-foot-four and two-hundred and forty pounds of muscle. Ex-Delta, Tiny was their go-to muscle.


  Steve was just as lethal except from a longer distance. Steve was an ex-scout sniper who was still recovering from PTSD, he suffered in the Middle East. Steve’s specialty was dropping someone who was two-thousand yards away with a 50-caliber Barrett sniper rifle. Steve was six foot and moved like a cat. He looked a lot like a surfer with short blond hair and a nasty scar down on his arm, courtesy of his last firefight in Afghanistan.


  It took them a second to get in the room, and Larry almost laughed at the two guys trying to get into the room at the same time. Tiny could just barely fit through the door by himself, and with Steve pushing, they were jammed in the door frame like something out of a three stooges movie.


  Behind them, he could see Jack, his security manager. Jack was in his early fifties and an ex-cop who he had partied with back in the mid-west. Jack was a cuckold with a beautiful MILF Hotwife. Pam was a voluptuous blond with shoulder-length hair and nice boobs, along with a figure that would make a much younger girl proud.


  Jack loved to watch Larry take care of his wife and would jerk off while Larry screwed Pam, who was virtually insatiable, and sometimes it was a challenge to wear her out. Jack ran a tight ship at The Fox’s Den, and Larry was surprised how this loon got past everyone.


  Finally, after almost tearing the door frame off, Tiny grabbed the guy and twisted his arms behind his back, causing the man to scream in pain!


  “Sorry, Larry. He slipped past us before we noticed him,” Tiny said in his deep coarse voice that sounded like gravel poured out of a bucket. “I’ll take him out and teach him some manners!”


  “Wait, a second,” Larry said. “Who are you, and what do you want?”


  The average looking guy was in his mid-thirties, and the realization that he had screwed up big time was becoming apparent.


  “Are you fucking my wife?” the guy yelled.


  “I’m not sure?” Larry answered, honestly. “What’s her name?”


  “Lola!”


  “Lola doesn’t sound familiar. Why would you think I’m banging your wife?”


  “She confessed that she slept with you, and I’m pissed!”


  “Do you have a picture of her?” Larry asked as he tried to place her.


  The guy reached for his pocket, causing Tiny to clamp down on his arm. As he howled in pain, he said, “My phone, I was only getting my phone.”


  “Slowly,” Tiny growled.


  Pulling out his phone, the guy opened to the gallery and showed Larry a picture of his wife.


  “Oh, yeah!” Larry said. “Did she come in here with a bunch of girls for a bride’s night out?”


  “Yes, she was the maid-of-honor for my best friend and his fiancé.”


  “Was the bride-to-be a tall blonde with a nice rack and long legs?”


  “That’s her. Did you fuck my wife?”


  “Sorry, to say, but yes I banged your wife.”


  “Are you still screwing her?”


  “No,” Larry answered simply.


  “What’s the matter? Is she not good enough for you?” The man was now pissed that I didn’t want to fuck his wife again. Give me a break! Larry thought.


  “No, it’s not like that at all. Your wife forgot to give me her phone number, and I didn’t know how to contact her. I guarantee that I’d be fucking her if I got the chance.”


  “Well, that’s better, but I’m not sure if I like you screwing my wife.”


  “I hate to break it to you, but I had a threesome with your wife and your best friend’s wife that night!”


  “What! You fucked my buddy’s wife also?”


  “Yeah, I did.”


  The man stopped and mulled over what he’d just learned. Finally, he asked, “Well, how was she?”


  “Your wife or the bride?”


  “Both.”


  “Your wife is a great fuck. You should be proud of her. I remember doing your wife while the bride was sitting on her face, getting her pussy ate out when the bride pulled my dick out of your wife’s cunt and sucked me off.”


  “She sucked you off? My friend says that she won’t suck his dick!”


  “Maybe she doesn’t suck his dick, but she sure sucked mine. Then she kissed your wife with a mouthful of cum. Here, wait, I have a picture on my phone.”


  Larry pulled his phone out and flipping through the photos, selected one, and showed it to the man. “This is your wife, right?”


  “That’s her.”


  “See the cum running out of her and your friend’s wife’s mouth?”


  “You really fucked my wife, didn’t you?”


  “And her girlfriend also,” Larry confessed.


  Holding Larry’s phone, he said, “I wish I could have seen that?”


  Looking at Jack in the doorway, he saw Jack nod his head. Then turning to the man, Larry said, “Would you like to have a copy of the video?”


  “You have a video?”


  “Jack films most everything that goes on around here,” Larry said simply.


  “I can’t believe you had a threesome with my wife and her best friend. Do you think I should tell her husband?”


  “Is he going to react like you?”


  “I don’t know, maybe. I’ll look at the video, and we could watch it together.”


  “Do me a favor. You’re welcome here, but don’t think about causing any trouble. I would hate for your wife to become a widow so soon in your marriage. She was a willing partner, and I’m not planning on moving in on your territory, so take better care of her, and maybe she won’t come back.”


  “Okay, can I leave now?”


  “Sure, the boys will show you to the door.”


  “Larry?”


  “Yes?”


  “Could I write down my wife’s name and phone number for you?”


  “I’d like that,” Larry replied.


  As his boys escorted the somewhat subdued husband out, his phone rang.


  “Hello, Suzy! I’m just about to leave and got tied up,” Larry said after seeing Suzy’s number come up in Caller Id.


  With a giggle, Suzy replied, “You wore me out, and I decided to stop to get a snack. Your guy dropped me off at the Dairy Queen near your condo. Would you meet me here?”


  “On the way,” he responded as he grabbed his sports coat and headed out the door.




  Chapter Eight


  Sitting in the backseat of his department Suburban, Doug replayed the events of their conversation in his mind as his driver drove to Metro’s headquarters. He felt better after asking Larry to service his wife. Well, he didn’t come out and ask that Larry nail his wife, but the implication was pretty clear.


  Taking his personal cell phone out of his pocket, he composed a long text message to his wife.


  We have a department-wide operation running this weekend with Homeland Security, and I will not be home until Tuesday at the earliest. Why don’t you call a friend and have a good time this weekend, you deserve it? I’ll be out of touch most of the time, so don’t call unless it’s an emergency.


  Reading the message, Doug had to chuckle to himself. Rachel always said he was too proper, even his text messages were written in correct English without emojis or abbreviations.


  Well, this weekend I’m going to try something different, he told himself as he pressed Send.


  Would Larry take his not too subtle hint and call Rachel? He asked himself. Then he closed his eyes and tried to imagine how it would feel like to have Foxy riding his cock while he watched Larry butt fucking his wife?


  Fuck her Larry and stretch her ass out, Doug though as Foxy slid down and started to suck him off as she cleaned his dirty dick. Pump your cum in her ass because I’m fixing to spray my load in Foxy’s mouth!


  That was one of his favorite fantasies of Larry butt fucking his wife while watching Foxy edge him to a climax that made his head explode. The vision of his cum spraying up in the air and falling on Foxy’s face as she sucked the juice out of his dick. Especially when he looked over to see sperm running out of his wife’s open ass hole to fall in Chrissy’s mouth as she cleaned up his wife.


  Switching to the phone’s Gallery app, Doug found the picture he’d had taken at the last Fox’s Den Bikini Charity Car Wash, where he and Larry’s wife were standing together in front of his department ride. She was wearing her trademark ripped up wife-beater t-shirt that was soaking wet from the car wash.


  He could feel his dick throbbing in his pants as he looked at her perfect tits with the wet t-shirt glued to them. Her puffy nipples were visible along with the outline of the loop nipple rings she was wearing that day.


  He had to give it to Larry, for allowing his wife to go out of the house in that outfit. Her top was hacked off so short that the bottom curve of her breasts was exposed. Her low-cut Daisy Dukes were also trimmed such that the cheeks of her ass peeked out. The zipper on her shorts was pulled about half-way down and gaped open to let you know she didn’t have any underwear on. There was not a hint of pubic hair, which made him think of Rachel.


  A few weeks ago, Rachel had started getting lasered so she wouldn’t have to shave anymore. Her Brazilian was almost complete, and she was down to a few random hairs on her pussy. The first time he’d went down on her, he was shocked that she was almost entirely bald was a sight he’ll always remember.


  What few hairs she had left were soft like a baby’s. He’d never eaten a shaved cunt before, and the experience was like being in bed with a porn star. That was the first night she’d started talking dirty to him, and the sensation of her holding his ears to guide his tongue and lips to her inner being was unbelievable.


  She’d called him Foxy and talked to him like she and Foxy were longtime lovers. What she said was so believable that Doug would not have been surprised to learn they’d had sex, and her rambling was not a fantasy but her simply reliving her time together with Larry’s wife.


  Afterward, Doug told her that he wasn’t complaining but what had come over her.


  Laughing, Rachel replied, “I now understand how Larry’s wife is and think it’s about time I started to enjoy myself also. You don’t mind me fantasying about sleeping with Foxy, do you?”


  Doug asked the obvious, “And Larry also?”


  There was a long pause as she looked at his face, covered in her last orgasm, and finally responded, “Would that be okay?” Then she kissed him and licked her girl cum off his cheeks and lips.


  Doug knew that he should get mad and yell at his wife, but the thought of her eating Foxy out and sucking her tits was causing his dick to harden and throb. What would I say if she fucked Larry? He had asked himself but was unable to formulate a response. Now that question is probably mute as I’ve already told Larry, I want him to fuck my wife!


  Giving Foxy’s perfect nipples behind that wet t-shirt an air kiss, Doug closed the Gallery app and put his phone away as they pulled into the parking lot of the county sheriff’s administration building.


  Walking into his outer office, the first thing he saw was his secretary, bent over, getting something out of the bottom filing cabinet drawer. Her already short skirt was hiked up to the bottom of her perfect young ass. Violet was medium height with a voluptuous body and one that he could look at all day.


  She was in her early twenties and straight out of college and worked as a civilian employee in the sheriff’s department. She had shoulder-length blonde hair that hung straight down and accented her oval face and blue eyes. It was her full pouty lips that he couldn’t get enough of.


  Ever since she’d started work, it was apparent Violet was attracted to him and flirted shamelessly when they were alone. She had a habit of sitting on the corner of his desk, which caused her skirt to ride high on her thighs.


  Rachel occasionally would drop in, and Violet immediately picked up on the fact his wife quit wearing a bra several weeks ago. As soon as his wife left, Violet had asked, “Do you like the fact your wife doesn’t wear a bra anymore?”


  He had answered honestly, “It was a shock at first, but now I love to see her braless!”


  “She does have a nice rack,” Violet commented, and from that day forward, she stopped wearing a bra also.


  “Hi, Doug,” Violet said. “Did you enjoy your visit to The Fox’s Den?”


  At the mention of The Fox’s Den, Doug stopped short and asked, “How’d you know about that?”


  “If you don’t want people knowing you hang out in strip clubs, then tell your driver not to 10-7 you at a gentleman’s club.”


  Fuck! Doug thought, it never dawned on me that my driver would 10-7 us at the Den.


  Code 10-7 tells the dispatcher where an officer is when he leaves his vehicle. Then you call in a 10-8 when you resumed your shift.


  Looking at Violet with a sheepish grin, he replied, “I’ll talk with my driver about giving up my location at Larry’s place. I was there on police business.”


  “Oh, yeah, sure you were, and what were you supposed to be doing there, checking to be sure all the girls had their nipples covered up?” Violet retorted with a laugh. “How is that place, I’ve been dying to go, especially from all the rumors and stories I hear?”


  “I’ve only been there for business and usually with the Mayor. I try not to ogle the girls when I’m in uniform or with his majesty?” Doug replied. “Who’s been telling you stories about the Den?”


  “Denise, the Patrol Sargent, apparently goes there all the time and has been trying to get me to go there with her?”


  “Denise is gay?” Doug questioned.


  “I’m pretty sure she plays for both teams, especially from the way she’s been hitting on me,” Violet replied then after thinking for a second, continued, “Of course I wouldn’t want to step on Foxy’s property!”


  “She and Foxy?” Doug asked incredulously.


  “Doug, for such a smart guy, you seem to miss a lot,” Violet replied with a laugh as she leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “Didn’t you realize that Larry’s wife was seriously bisexual?”


  “I always thought she was just putting on an act for the guys. Especially with a hunk like Larry for a husband.”


  “A lot of us women have varied tastes,” Violet replied. “Speaking of varied tastes, when are you going to take me to the Den?”


  “You’d actually like to go?”


  “Of course, I would,” Violet replied. “Don’t you take your wife? I know she’d love it.”


  “A month ago, I would have disagreed, but here lately, I’m not sure what my wife is into.”


  “Well?”


  “Well, what Doug?” she repeated. “Are you or aren’t you going to take me to that Den of Inequity?”


  “Violet, you are one of the sexiest, prettiest girls I’ve ever known, but I’m old enough to be your father?”


  “Daddy Doug, will you take your little Sugar Baby and show her how the other half lives?”


  “Daddy?”


  “Doug, seriously. Get your head out of your ass. I like older, more mature gentlemen and would love to be your arm candy.”


  “Okay, but be careful and don’t call me Daddy around any of the people at the cop shop,” Doug replied as he felt his dick rapidly harden in his pants.


  “Promise, Daddy? Can we go tonight? Violet pleaded. “I’ll be a good girl and dress up special for you. I want you to be proud of your little girl.”




  Chapter Nine


  Driving home to shower and change clothes for his date with Violet, Doug received a text message on his personal phone. There were no words, only a picture of a woman’s hand holding a big hard cock. He immediately whipped into a shopping center parking lot to study the image.


  Deep down, he knew that this was his wife’s hand, and it was apparent that she knew what she was doing. The hard dick in her hand looked like it was made out of steel, with pre-cum running down the head.


  Blowing up the picture on his phone, he could make out the lipstick outline of a pair of lips on the cock. He was convinced that his wife had kissed the shaft of Larry’s cock before taking a selfie for her husband’s enjoyment or shock! The wedding ring on the girl’s hand confirmed that he was looking at his wife holding Larry’s hard tool.


  I can’t believe my wife is sending me dick pics of her lover’s rod as she plays with it. As he’s staring at his wife’s lover’s cock, his phone beeps with another text. Swiping to the next picture, at first, it looks the same. Then he realizes that there are subtle differences. Now there is a lipstick ring around the helmet, and the pre-cum has been cleaned off.


  Oh, God, Rachel has been sucking his cock, is all Doug can think about. This is all my fault!


  Then here it comes; the next picture is a closeup of a girl’s lips wrapped around Larry’s big cock. Doug can see her tongue working the dick as she sucks on it. His cock throbs with need just like Larry’s cock is probably doing in his wife’s mouth right now.


  Doug can’t help himself but pulls out his dick and starts jacking off as he looks at the pictures of his wife cheating on him.


  Hopefully, he’ll send me a picture of his cock in Rachel’s pussy, Doug tells himself as he tries to relieve himself.


  Suddenly, there is a banging on his car window, and he looks up to see an older woman beating on his window with her cane while yelling, “Pervert! I’m going to call the police!”


  Doug started to tell her that I am the police but decided to drive away instead! Good thing I’m in an unmarked patrol car, he said to himself.


  The next picture came at a red light. Glancing down, Doug saw a selfie of his wife’s face with white stuff all over her lips. Fuck, he’s already shot off in my wife’s mouth before I’ve even had a chance to pick up my date!


  He quickly pounded out a message to his wife, “Did you suck Larry off?”


  Almost immediately, his phone rang with an incoming FaceTime call from his wife. Accepting the call, the screen cleared, and there was Rachel, licking cum off her lips.


  “Did you suck Larry off?” He shouted.


  “Doug, you don’t have to yell! I heard you the first time, but you’ll have to be more definitive?”


  “More definitive?”


  “When are you talking about? Are you asking if I just sucked Larry off or sometime in the past?” his wife asked innocently while continuing to lick what looked like jizz, off her lips.


  “Is that Larry’s cum on your lips?” Doug loudly asked.


  Taking her time to draw out the suspense, Rachel took a final swipe at the corner of her mouth with her tongue, and then sucked her fingertips. Finally, she looked at him with a shit-eating grin on her face and replied, “Oh, you want to know if I just sucked your best friend off at Dairy Queen?” She laughed as she scanned the room with her phone and ended up with a shot of the two people sitting at the table next to them with their mouths hanging open.


  “The next thing you’ll want to know is if I swallowed your best friend’s spunk?” Then she laughed and opened her mouth, sticking out her tongue. “See, all gone!” Rachel cackled as she panned the room with her cell phone.


  Doug could see that his wife had a half-empty malt in front of her as she scooped out more vanilla ice cream and ate it with relish. She was a messy eater and got more of the white stuff on her face than in her mouth.


  Larry was sitting across from her and trying as hard as he could not to burst out laughing.


  He felt like an idiot, but the evidence had been so incriminating. All he could say was, “Sorry!”


  “Well, you should be!” Rachel said with a laugh. “Of course, later on, the answer to your question will probably be completely different! Have fun tonight with Violet!” Then he was staring at a blank screen after his wife hung up on him.


  As he sat there looking at his iPhone, it beeped with a new message. Opening his messaging app, he found himself looking at a closeup of his wife with Larry’s cock in her mouth, along with the message, “Forgot to send you the money shot.”


  Blowing up the picture, he could see cum running out the corners of his wife’s mouth. She had a big grin on her face, and her cheeks were caved in as she sucked Larry clean.


  Slumping back against the driver’s seat, Doug could feel a cold sweat breaking out across his forehead. My cheating wife really is a cum-slut, he told himself. Then he burst out laughing at the absurdity of the whole thing.


  After all, he was the one to suggest that Larry take care of his wife, and he had no room to talk when she took him up on it.


  A few minutes later, Doug stood nervously at Violet’s apartment door and, after hesitating for an instant, pushed the doorbell. There’s no reason for me to feel bad, he told himself. After all, my wife is probably pinned to Larry’s bed right now!




  Chapter Ten


  As the door swung open, he was shocked speechless. Violet stood there in a little minidress, with a big chrome zipper that ran all the way down the front of the dress. The zipper was already pulled down dangerously low and threatened to let her beautiful pert boobs fall out.


  She had a dangly piece of jewelry in her navel that kept catching his eye as it twinkled in the light.


  “You like, Daddy?” Violet asked as she spun around for him. The red dress was glued to her body and gaped open to show all of her young breasts except for the nipples.


  The minidress was backless and plunged down to the top of her ass. He could see the beginning of her butt crack, and it was apparent that there was nothing under the dress besides Violet.


  Doug figured that the only thing holding the dress together was her nips. If she moved too much, then that dress would fly open and expose all her charms.


  The dress ended at the bottom of her cute little butt, and it was making his dick hurt to look at her. The sort of halter top exposed the sides of her breasts and made his dick ache from the side boob exposure.


  “You are the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen,” Doug replied honestly.


  “Thank you, Daddy, you look ravishing to me also,” Violet said as she hooked her arm in his. Her hard nipple was drawing designs on his arm as she continued to rub against him.


  “Are you ready to go?” Violet asked as she was pretty much hopping up and down. “I’m so excited, I’ve never been to a strip club before!”


  Helping Violet into the car made his dick even harder than before if that was possible. Her dress was so short that he could see her bald pussy peeking out from between her thighs.


  “You know Daddy, we don’t have that much time together, and we can skip a few steps if you don’t mind.” After saying that, she took her fingers and traced around his hard cock, which was visible through his slacks. “This can be our third date,” she said with a giggle.


  Doug groaned as her fingertips lightly caressed the shaft, and then she leaned over and kissed him. Her tongue darted into his mouth as she squeezed his hard rod and stroked it through his pants.


  As they drove, Violet continued to lightly stroke the outline of his hard dick in his slacks. She made no attempt to pull her dress down, not that it would have done much good. It had been years since he’d dated and was unsure how to proceed.


  Violet took pity on Doug and took his hand off the steering wheel and put it on her leg about halfway between her knee and the hem of her dress. The heat from her bare skin almost burned his hand as she said, “Now isn’t that better? It’ll give you something to think about.”


  It was hard to concentrate on driving as she was holding his cock as he was softly rubbing the inside of her thigh. Doug told himself to be careful as it would be embarrassing to get in a wreck and get caught with his barely dressed young secretary.


  Squeezing his cock, Violet asked, “You and your wife are doing okay, aren’t you?”


  It was like she had thrown a bucket of cold water on him when she mentioned Rachel. The realization that he was out with a girl, young enough to be his daughter, made him ask himself, What am I doing?


  Stuttering, he answered, “Uh, fine. Why do you ask?”


  “Don’t get uptight, Doug, it’s only a question. I’m not interested in breaking up your marriage. I’d just like to have a little fun, and I get the impression that you would also?”


  “I have to confess, I’ve never done this before.”


  “Well, you could have fooled me!” she answered with a laugh. “Relax, Doug, It’ll be fun. I promise.” Then she squeezed his cock for emphasis, “Just think of me as your Sugar Baby.”


  After a moment’s silence, Violet asked, “Is Rachel fooling around?”


  There was a pregnant pause before he answered, “Is it that obvious? Was I the only one who didn’t know?”


  “You should have suspected something with her abrupt change in clothes and attitude. Her skirts are getting shorter by the minute, and I expect any time for a boob to pop out. Has she cut you off?”


  “No, quite the opposite. Sex is better than it ever was, and she’s doing things she’d never do before.”


  “That’s strange, as I always thought the guy would get cut off when his wife started cheating on him?”


  “Not to be crude, but who’s she fucking?” Violet said as she squeezed his dick.


  “My best friend, Larry.”


  “Larry, Larry Archer? The owner of The Fox’s Den? That’s got to be trouble for sure.”


  “You don’t know the whole story either,” Doug responded as he tried to calm his racing mind and focus on Violet’s talented fingers.


  Finally, he continued, “She fantasizes about sleeping with Larry and his wife, Foxy.”


  “Fantasizes?”


  “Here lately, she calls me Larry and tells me to fuck her with his big cock. If it’s not Larry she thinking about, it’s his wife. Honestly, I wouldn’t mind getting a piece of his wife myself.”


  “I know,” Violet responded. “I saw her at one of the Den’s Bikini Car Washes, and her tits in that wet wife-beater t-shirt, with it, glued to her skin is awfully tempting.”


  “You’d sleep with another girl?” Doug asked. “Have you done that before?”


  “In college, I kissed several girls, usually while I was drunk, but I wouldn’t mind trying it for real while I was completely sober so I could remember everything.”


  “Rachel is always taunting me with how good Foxy’s pussy must taste and how much she loves to suck Larry’s cock, especially after he’s been fucking her.”


  “She’s saying that like she’s already going down on him?”


  “The stories she tells seem true to me, but I’m not completely sure that she’s actually been in bed with him. But, if she hasn’t, she will have this weekend.”


  “What do you mean?”


  “I asked Larry to spend the weekend with her. I hope I made the right decision, but I basically told him that he could fuck her this weekend.”


  “So, that’s where she is, in Larry’s bed with his dick in her?”


  “Sounds pretty bad, doesn’t it? I actually told my best friend to fuck my wife!”


  “I don’t know about that. It sounds pretty sweet to me and from a husband who must love his wife,” Violet said as she continued to trace the outline of his dick with her finger.


  “Sweet?”


  “Of course, Daddy! You must love your wife to allow her to climb in bed with another couple. Plus, I’m sure that you’ve realized that Larry’s cock will get her out of your hair for the weekend,” she answered as she slowly pulled his zipper down.


  Doug’s dick was so hard, and she had problems bending it enough to work it out of his pants. Leaning over, she licked off the pre-cum and kissed the head of his tool.


  “Tell me honestly, you’re turned on thinking about his big rod in your wife’s pussy, aren’t you?” Violet as she licked around the helmet, which caused Doug to groan as his dick throbbed in her mouth.


  “Do you think that Larry has a big dick?”


  “I know for a fact, straight from the horse’s mouth, so to speak,” Violet said as she took the head into her mouth and sucked softly while flicking the head with the tip of her tongue.


  “Oh, God! That feels so good,” Doug said as he ran his fingers through his secretary’s hair and gently pushed down on the back of her head. “How do you know he has a big dick?”


  Letting her mouth slip off, with a pop, Violet straightened up and kissed Doug, while continuing to stroke his rock-hard rod with her soft fingers. Looking down, she could see the head exposed every time her hand went down. She shuddered as she watched the pre-cum oozing out of his slit and licked her lips in anticipation.


  “Denise told me that Larry had one of the biggest cocks she’d ever seen and he flat knew how to use it. She said that once Larry had fucked you, it ruined you for other guys.”


  “Do you think I’ve screwed up by letting Larry have my wife?” Doug asked anxiously. “Will I ever get her back?”


  “I think your chances are better than ever from what I’ve seen,” Violet responded. “Foxy and Larry are swingers, and he doesn’t want to keep your wife, only fuck her from time to time,” she continued with a giggle. “Put it another way, when Larry is nailing your wife, it leaves you free to bang your secretary!”


  “Violet, I know that you’re trying to make me feel better, but you’re not helping,” Doug answered as he squeezed the steering wheel so hard his knuckles were white.


  Violet burst out laughing, and after a pause, Doug joined in. “It’s just sex, Doug, and Larry only loves your wife when she’s naked with her butt up in the air or her lips wrapped around his cock!”


  “I guess you’re right,” he answered. “I’d be a hypocrite if I complained about Rachel while you’re stroking my dick.”


  “Exactly my point,” Violet answered. “Your wife is in good hands and will show up on Monday a little sore but otherwise as good as new! Which will be a good thing as you probably will not be able to get it up on Monday, if I have anything to say about it.”


  Violet continued to stroke Doug’s cock as they pulled into The Fox’s Den parking lot. She giggled to herself as she imagined what the cute little valets were going to say when they saw his hard dick.


  Bouncing up to Doug’s car, the valet pulled his driver’s side door open. Looking down, she saw Violet’s fingers wrapped around his cock, and a little “Oh!” escaped her lips. The valet looked over at Violet and shared a moment with her as his dick throbbed in the young woman’s hand.


  With barely a moment’s hesitation, the valet quipped, “I see you’re getting started early and in the parking lot, none the less!” Looking over at Violet, the college girl asked with a giggle, “Do you need any assistance?” and watched as Violet used her thumb to rub pre-cum over the head of his dick.


  “If you could, that would be nice,” she answered. “It’s hard leaning across the console.”


  “My pleasure,” the valet responded and pushing Violet’s fingers off, swallowed Doug’s dick in one motion, all the way to the root.


  Doug groaned as he watched the girl head as she bobbed up and down on his tool. He didn’t know what to do, and it felt so good to be in this stranger’s mouth, he just closed his eyes and leaned back against the headrest.


  He had been on edge all night. First, it was seeing the pictures of his wife sucking Larry’s cock and then his secretary in her barely-there mini dress flaunting her body at him. The feeling of the parking attendant’s warm lips closing around his turgid member finished him off.


  Doug exploded as he felt the head of his dick in the valet’s throat. As sick as it sounds, all he could think about was how his wife sucked the cream out of his tool as he thrust into her mouth and what she was likely doing to his friend right now.


  Violet reached across the console and grabbed the valet with a handful of hair. Pulling the valet off Doug’s erupting cock, she leaned across and kissed the valet. Plunging her tongue into the young girl’s mouth, she sucked the cum off her tongue as they mashed their lips together.


  After the kiss, Violet pushed the girl back down on Doug’s cock and forced her to take it deep into her mouth. As she licked the jizz off her lips, she looked across to see her boss watching her with an open-mouthed expression.


  Laughing, she licked the spunk across her lips and watched the valet finish cleaning her date up. Pulling the valet back off Doug’s cock, Violet noted with satisfaction the blank look on the young woman’s face as a thin stream of sperm ran out of her mouth and down her cheek. She must have enjoyed that as much as Doug did? Violet told herself as she leaned in to get a final cum-kiss.


  The valet grabbed the steering wheel to steady her shaky legs as she slowly lifted her head out of Doug’s lap. She looked across to Violet and gave her a shit-eating grin.


  “Show me?” Violet asked, and the valet opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out.


  “All gone!” the valet said as she licked her lips after showing Violet that she’d swallowed all the evidence. That’s the same thing my wife said, Doug, told himself.


  “Next time, save me a taste,” Violet replied with a giggle.


  As Doug got out of the car, the valet walked around the car with her still shaky legs and helped Violet out. Pushing Violet against the car, the valet forcefully kissed her, while pulling her zipper down another couple of inches.


  Nervously, Doug looked around the parking lot to see if anyone was paying attention to his secretary and the valet. He could feel his dick already starting to grow, even though he’d just cum in the young woman’s mouth.


  The valet had Violet’s nipple out and was twisting and pulling on the nub as Violet moaned from the abuse her boob was getting. Finally, they parted as the cars were starting to back up behind them. The valet gave Violet’s nip one final kiss and then tucked it back into her open dress. Doug noted that neither his date or the valet made any attempt to pull the zipper back up, which was now down to the point that you could see the beginning of her mound.


  Violet was having a problem walking and clung to Doug’s arm for support as the security guard opened the door for them. Doug was embarrassed, but the guard’s expression was neutral and gave no evidence that his date making out with the valet was anything out of the ordinary.


  “Doug! I’m glad you could make it,” Linda, the club manager, said as she kissed him on the cheek. “Who is this delicious young thing?” she asked as she turned her attention to Doug’s date.


  “I’m Violet,” the girl stuttered out as she tried to focus on the tall, slender brunette with the crazy mane of curly hair. Linda was wearing her typical outfit of a ripped up wife-beater t-shirt and jean miniskirt. Her long tanned legs were exposed provocatively by the skirt, which barely covered her behind, and the wedge sneakers added another couple of inches to her already six-foot height.


  Violet looked hungrily at Linda’s C-cup boobs, which were straining to burst out of the too-small t-shirt. Ever since Linda had seen Larry’s wife Foxy strut in with her wife beater and miniskirt on, she knew this was the outfit for her also.


  The Fox’s Den had regular wet t-shirt contests, and the stage was littered with torn t-shirts that the contestants ripped up for the show. The cleanup crew picked up the discarded clothes, and if no one claimed them, they would send the clothes to the cleaners. As a result, the file cabinet in Larry’s office was always full of skimpy outfits, which the girls often raided when they needed a new costume.


  Linda put her arms around Violet’s neck and kissed her hungrily as their nipples rubbed together. Violet was in love with the valet, and now this tall goddess was making her wonder if she could love two girls at the same time.


  Linda’s hot tongue was in her mouth, and Violet could tell when she tasted the last of the cum in her mouth. The brunette grunted as she drove her tongue into Violet’s mouth and sucked the last of the jizz off the young girl’s tongue.


  Doug stood there as his dick rapidly became harder than ever while watching his secretary and the club manager swapping spit. Usually, when he was in the Den, he tried to ignore the goings-on as they were often bordering on illegal. Now, he was having to watch these two girls make out without a thought of who was watching. Doug pulled at his slacks to try and give his cock room to grow as the thought of fucking Violet, and Linda became a real possibility.


  For a fleeting second, Doug wondered if his wife was getting fucked or sucking dick right then. Or, eating pussy was another possibility. That was her business and Doug’s fault for being willing to allow his best friend to fuck his wife, so he could dick his secretary.


  Shaking his head to clear his thoughts, Doug focused on the porn scene playing out in front of his eyes. Rachel is going to have to fend for herself, he told himself as he squeezed his rock-hard cock.


  As Linda’s lips reluctantly parted from the Sheriff’s young secretary’s, she could see the naked lust in Violet’s eyes. The girl’s hard nubs rubbed through Linda’s thin cotton t-shirt like two red hot coals.


  “Nice to meet you,” Linda said as she took both Violet’s and Doug’s hands. “Let’s find a four-top in the corner, so we can continue without someone telling us to ‘get a room’.”


  From that instant, Violet knew that she was in love. Linda’s tanned sultry looks and that mess of tangled brunette curls screamed, “Fuck Me!” She unlocked her hand from Linda’s and slipped her arm around Linda’s waist to hold her tightly with their hips rubbing together. Linda’s now free arm slipped around her neck and allowed her fingertips to trace patterns on her heaving breast.


  In college, she had often kissed other girls as guys seemed to love that, but she now realized that she was in the big leagues. She could still taste her date’s cum after watching the valet suck him off then kiss her.


  Linda pointed to a chair, and Doug obediently sat. Then Linda sat next to him and pulled Violet down onto her lap. Violet snuggled up to Linda and kissed the side of her neck while the sensations, like electric shocks, fired between her nipple and brain as Linda toyed with the young girl’s erect nubs.


  Violet’s dress zipper, pulled down almost all the way, made it easy for Linda to explore her nubile body. Linda luxuriated in the feel of her tight toned body and firm boobs. The girl’s nipples were so hard they looked like pencil erasers. Rolling the nub between thumb and forefinger elicited gasps from the young woman, and Linda could feel her jerk every time her nip was pinched.


  Linda could tell that the girl, basically right out of college, was inexperienced but eager to learn the joys of lovemaking between two women. It had been a long time since she’d had a hot yet naive girl in her lap like this one.


  Doug seems to be struck deaf and dumb, Linda realized as he watched his date, making out with another woman. Reaching over, she stroked his hard cock through his slacks, and Doug didn’t seem to notice it at all as he was enthralled watching Violet with Linda.


  “Doug, are you okay with Violet and I getting to know each other better?” Linda asked as Doug stared at Linda’s fingers, twisting his date’s nipple. “Doug, up here! Look at me for a second!”


  “What?” Doug asked as Linda expected him to start drooling any minute now.


  “Why don’t you go up to the stage and watch Peaches dance, while I get to know Violet better?”


  Almost in a trance, Doug got up and half knocked his chair over while stumbling to the stage next to their table.


  Linda looked at Peaches, who was watching out of the corner of her eye while pulling the transparent black negligee over her head. Nodding at the Sheriff, Linda saw Peaches grin and wink at her.


  Doug’s brain was a mass of jumbled thoughts as he lumbered towards the stage. The almost jungle music seemed almost like an ice pick into the center of his mind as he tried to regain control over his emotions. His cock was throbbing and painful like a high school boy with blue balls after an unsatisfying date.


  He sat down at the stage and looked up at Peaches, who was swaying to the beat of the music with her eyes closed. Her body, covered in a thin layer of sweat, which made her boobs shine from the overhead strobes and black lights.


  He knew that he should pull out his badge and yell, “Everyone’s under arrest!” But all he could do was watch her nipples as they swayed to the music. For a fleeting second, Doug wondered if his wife’s tits were covered in sweat as his friend fucked her brains out?


  Doug was sure that his wife would not be wasting time at a strip club, and he just knew that Rachel was currently naked and stuffed full of cock. He tried to focus on Peaches’ beautiful tits, right in front of his face, but he kept flashing back to the image of his sweet cheating wife with Larry’s dick in her mouth and jizz running out and dripping on her tits.


  Peaches’ eyes slowly opened and looked directly at Doug. She gave him a big smile and slowly licked her lips in an open mouth gesture, which made his dick throb even worse. He tried to look over at Violet to see what she was doing, but Peaches shook her head at him and used two fingers to point at him and direct his eyes to her.


  She took her fingers and touched her face, then slowly drug the fingers down her cheeks, neck, and then circled her nipple. Doug could see the involuntary jerks of her body as dirty thoughts crossed her mind.


  He was transfixed and completely forgot about his wife and his date as Peaches swayed up to him. Her sex was just above eye level, and his focus was centered on her gyrating pussy, which was right in front of his face.


  Peaches was completely nude except for mile-high black stripper shoes and a black translucent thong, which had a rapidly growing wet spot on it. He was torn at what to look at, her gorgeous breasts, or the growing wet spot on her thong?


  The dancer stepped down on the drink ledge, running around the stage, with one foot on either side of Doug, while seductively swaying in front of his face. He could smell the delicious aroma of her sex as her pussy twitched and moved seductively.


  He tried one last time to check on Violet, but Peaches grabbed a handful of his hair and yanked him back around. It was obvious what she wanted him to look at as she squatted down with a knee on either side of his head.


  Confused and terrified at the thoughts running through his mind, Doug tried to resist, but Peaches only increased the pull on his hair until he was forced to allow himself forward. Her thighs caressed his cheeks as she pulled him closer until his nose was grazing her wet thong.


  Doug was afraid he was going to shoot off in his pants as she rubbed her juicy pussy on his nose, barely separated by the thin material. He could easily see her engorged lips, which were swollen and distended. He wanted a taste so bad but was afraid that it would be too much, but Peaches continued to pull and twist his head towards her.


  Finally, he couldn’t stand it any longer, and tentatively took a lick of her wet G-string. The taste hit his brain with the subtly of a blackjack upside his head. He could feel her body humming as she grabbed him with the other hand and pulled his mouth hard against her throbbing cunt.


  Somehow, she pulled her thong to the side, and Doug realized that he was sucking her juicy pussy, with his tongue deep inside her hole. He rubbed her clit with his nose as the world around him disappeared, while her wet pussy drooled all over his face.


  Peaches slid her hands back until she held him by the back of his head, allowing her to force his lips against her sloppy sex while she humped his mouth. Doug could feel her juices pouring out as he frantically tried to gobble up every drop but could feel a lot dripping off his chin.


  By this time, Peaches was also in the ozone and babbled in an unrecognizable language as her climax raced through her body. She was yanking Doug against her love box as it poured girl cum into his mouth.


  Doug could feel the release as he shot off in his pants at the same time Peaches came in his mouth. He ignored the mess he was making and tried to suck up every drop of her juice as it ran down his tongue into his throat.


  Exhausted, Peaches collapsed against him as she continued to hold his face against her snatch as the final tremors ran through her body. Tilting his head up, Peaches took a second to examine the mess she’d made of his face. There was a coating of girl-cum all across his cheeks and running out the corners of his mouth.


  She kissed his bruised lips, and the taste of her pussy on his lips hit her brain like a 2x4 whacking her head. Peaches came again from reliving Doug sucking her off and coming in his mouth.


  Doug suddenly noticed the clapping and shouting going on around him. Everyone at the stage was cheering his performance. He waved his hand in a weak acknowledgment as Peaches straightened up her thong and staggered back onto the stage.


  She strutted around the stage, picking up her money and discarded clothes before blowing Doug a final air-kiss and walking off stage. She stopped at the steps and gave the next girl a long tongue filled kiss before walking back to the dressing room.


  Doug sat at the stage for a minute as he tried to collect his thoughts. He absentmindedly touched his cheek and felt the evidence from his encounter with Peaches. His wife had never come anything like the flood of juice, which poured out of the dancer’s love box.


  He couldn’t help but wonder what his wife was doing and if he’d fucked up big time in his desire to fuck his secretary. Did my dick make me screw up once again? He asked himself as he struggled with the enormity of his decision and the possible consequences.


  Doug needed to know, even though he worried about what he was fixing to find out. Pulling his cell phone out of his pocket, he messaged his wife, ‘Everything going okay? I love you.’


  Within seconds, his cell binged, and there was a picture of a woman riding a cock in the reverse cowgirl position along with the response, ‘Thank you, baby, I’m having so much fun. I love you too.’


  Is this my wife, with a big dick in her? He asked himself as he studied the picture. He wasn’t sure as the picture was crooked and so close up that all he could see was a bald pussy stuffed full of hard cock. It certainly could be his wife, but after the trick she pulled on him of pretending to suck off Larry, it wouldn’t be unthinkable of her sending him a picture from Larry’s phone.


  ‘Please, don’t kid me, Rachel. Is that you?’ he said in a follow-up text.


  After a minute, his phone announced another message. He was almost afraid of opening it but needed to know for sure. This time it was a video, and he took a deep breath and pressed the play icon.


  It was similar to the previous picture but showed a woman riding a guy’s cock, which was shiny wet from her juices. As he watched the girl bouncing up and down on the dick, he could hear his wife in the background talking. “Larry, you’ve got the biggest dick I’ve ever had in my cunt.” Then after a moment, “I’ve got to stop for a second and show Doug, it’s really me.”


  As the cold reality hit him, he watched the girl slide off Larry’s cock, which sprang up and slapped against his abdomen. He could see the picture spin crazily as the girl twisted around to get a close up of the throbbing rod, which had just eased out of his wife’s slippery hole.


  Then his wife’s face came into focus as she lay her face on his thigh and talked to him from behind Larry’s twitching tool. “You may want to hit stop as what comes next might be too much,” she said with a giggle.


  Then Doug watched as his wife’s lips closed around the head of Larry’s big dick. With a deep moan, she swallowed almost every inch of his wet cock as her body jerked in spasms with her lover’s joint in her throat.


  Doug’s wife’s eyes were half open and rolled up in the back of her head as she bobbed up and down on Larry’s dick. She kept trying to get the last inch in her mouth, and Doug could see her forcing her mouth down on this dick as the muscles in her throat jerked from trying to expel the foreign object.


  Finally, as the last of his cock disappeared into her mouth, she opened her mouth for a second to take him fully. Then she pressed her lips against his abdomen and shuddered from a hard climax. It was almost creepy to watch his wife’s eyes finish rolling up in her head as her orgasm consumed her. All he could see was the whites of her eyes as her entire body spasmed.


  Doug was transfixed as he watched the last of the video. Rachel gave him a lazy smile as Larry’s cock slipped out of her mouth and bounced off her cheek. Giggling, she kissed the purple head of her lover’s engorged fuck stick as she looked directly into the camera.


  “Doug, send me a video of Violet sucking your dick,” she asked as her tongue wrapped around the head. He could see her licking the pre-cum off Larry’s rod and smacking her lips in ecstasy. “What do you think of your slut wife now?” Rachel asked the camera as she continued to lick the veined shaft.


  As the video ended, Rachel added a final comment, “You know you need to get back at your cheating wife, so I better see some video of you fucking that tramp of a secretary! Who knows Doug, one day you might get to see your slutty wife cleaning out the cunt of your well-fucked girlfriend?”


  Just as the video faded, he heard his wife say, “I love you!” as she sat back down on Larry’s big dick with a grunt as it hit bottom in her love hole.


  Doug automatically replied, “I love you too,” as the video stopped and left him looking at the final frame of his wife as she settled down on Larry’s cock. It was evident from the look on her face that his best friend was deep inside his wife and the grimace that told him it must hurt a little, but she was making no effort to unplug herself.


  Doug’s cock was throbbing in his pants as he replayed the video, in his mind, of Rachel getting her lights drilled out. What had she told him? Would she really suck Violet’s pussy after he fucked her? Or did she mean that she wanted to suck Violet’s cunt after Larry fucked her?


  As he walked back to his table, he could see that Violet was sitting on Linda’s lap as the club manager continued to play with her boobs and kiss his date. Sitting down, he realized that he had shot off in his pants, and it was now getting sticky and uncomfortable. Why didn’t I notice this before? He asked himself. But it was apparent that Peaches could take a guy’s mind off of anything.


  Leaning over, Violet kissed him deeply and thrust her tongue into his mouth. It was evident from the heat of her lips that Linda had done her part in keeping his date ready for action. It took him a second to realize that Violet tasted like pussy, and he wondered if it was her’s or Linda’s.


  “Can you keep your girlfriend entertained for a minute? I need to check on the club,” Linda whispered in his ear as she tongue fucked his ear. Without waiting for an answer, Linda stood and pulled down her jean mini until she was somewhat presentable. Then she leaned over and kissed Violet one last time before threading her way through the crowd as she walked towards the bar.




  Chapter Eleven


  “Are you having a good time?” Violet asked as she kissed Doug. “I’m having a wonderful time, and it looked like you got a great dance from that girl.”


  “I didn’t mean to abandon you,” Doug apologized, but the memory of that dance would be a memory he cherished for years.


  “That’s okay, Linda took really good care of me, while that dancer was riding your face. You got to eat her, didn’t you? I can taste her pussy on your lips. That must have been so neat, and everybody was watching.”


  “I’ve never had anything like that happen to me. You’re not upset with me?” Doug asked.


  “I enjoyed watching her take care of you, and I’m going to finish you just as soon as we get back to my apartment,” Violet replied as she squeezed his cock. “You’re pants are all wet! Did you cum?”


  “I’m ashamed to say but yes. I got so excited about everything that’s happened, and I just couldn’t hold back.”


  “Wow, that’s two orgasms in a row for you. Do you think you’ll have a third load for me?” Violet asked as she stroked his cock through his slacks. “Think of this way. After cumming twice, you’ll last a long time when you’re fucking me. The only decision you’ll have to make is where to put it; in my pussy or my mouth?”


  Leaning over, Violet kissed him deeply and enjoyed the leftover taste of the dancer in Doug’s mouth. She wondered if she might be able to get together with another girl.


  In college, she’d kissed some girls, but it was always when she was half drunk and in front of a bunch of guys. All the girls at The Fox’s Den were hitting on her. The possibility of a full-on affair with another woman seemed a definite possibility.


  “You said that Larry was taking care of your wife, right?” Violet asked Doug.


  “I asked Larry to keep her so I would have time with you,” Doug responded, then added, “I hope that I didn’t fuck up giving my wife to him?”


  “Do you think Larry is going to bang your wife?” Violet asked.


  Pulling his phone out of his pocket, he opened to the last set of messages and handed the phone to Violet. She slowly flipped through the pictures and videos, studying each one carefully.


  “Do you mind if I send these to my phone?” Violet asked as she thumbed the phone with the speed of someone who had grown up with a phone in their hand.


  “Are you going to send her the pictures she asked for?” Violet asked.


  “What are you talking about?” Doug asked as his brain currently wasn’t working very well.


  “She wants to see me sucking your dick and you fucking me,” Violet answered. “It would be cool if we had a video of you sucking that dancer off?”


  About this time, Linda walked up with Jack, the security manager.


  Referring to Jack, Linda asked, “I checked with Jack, and he got a pretty good video of you and Peaches. Would you like a copy?”


  “You have video?” asked Doug.


  “Of course, Jack has high definition cameras all around this place. While not as good as using a hand-held camera, I’m sure that you’ll enjoy watching,” Linda responded.


  “Of course he wants a copy,” Violet butted in. “And I want a copy also! Let me give you my phone number.”


  “This is embarrassing,” Doug said as he sat there with a stain on his pants.


  Jack added, “Doug, I’m about your size, I have a change of clothes in my office, so why don’t you take a quick shower and change clothes before you leave so you’ll be more presentable.”


  Doug nodded his head as he thought about having to walk out of the club with a cum stain on his tan slacks.


  Jack said, “Linda, why don’t you take Doug to the shower in Larry’s quarters, and I’ll bring in a shirt and pants for him.”


  Linda said, “Come on, you know the way.”


  Violet said, “Can I come too?”


  “Of course,” Linda replied as she held out her hand to help Violet up.


  Walking right behind Linda, Doug went into the back, and they all walked into Larry’s office.


  “Larry has private quarters?” Doug asked.


  Linda opened a plain door that looked like a closet. Walking in, Doug looked around at the bedroom, which contained a king-size bed. He immediately pictured his wife on the bed, while Larry fucked her.


  “Rachel?” Doug muttered as he thought about his wife, currently in the arms of his best friend.


  Linda took his hand and led him into the bathroom. “Take your clothes off, Doug, and I’ll have someone wash them. Stop worrying about Rachel and get cleaned up.” She started unbuttoning Doug’s shirt and took it off his shoulders. Then she unhooked his belt and unzipped his pants, allowing them to fall to his ankles.


  Doug was embarrassed about being naked and tried to cover himself.


  “Give me a break,” Linda said. “Don’t you think we’ve seen a naked guy before?” Gathering his soiled clothes, she turned and left the bathroom.


  Doug opened the shower door and turned on the water. After adjusting the temperature, he stepped into the shower as the water washed away the evidence of his lapse in judgment. He was washing his face when he heard the shower door open and close.


  He washed the soap off his face to find out who was in the shower with him when he felt two boobs pressed into his back. He groaned at the sensation of two hard nipples rubbing against him. Getting his eyes clean, Doug looked around to see Peaches smiling at him with a washrag in her hands.


  “Peaches?” he said.


  “Relax Doug, I helped cause your mess, and I should be the one to help you get it cleaned up,” Peaches said. She reached around started to stroke his cock with her soapy hand. “You know you’ve got a nice dick.”


  “My wife doesn’t think so,” Doug replied as he closed his eyes to enjoy Peaches jerking him off. “Just ask your boss?”


  Putting her arms around his neck, Peaches kissed him. He couldn’t believe how hot her lips were or the need he could feel in her tongue. “It’s not personal, Suzy just wants some strange stuff, and I agree with her that it’s better for Larry to be fucking your wife rather than a stranger.”


  “I know,” Doug replied as he held Peaches against him as the feeling of her tight body and hard nipples were hard to ignore. “I don’t have any right to complain.”


  “Don’t think about your wife,” Peaches whispered in his ear. “Just think about how much fun it’s going to be taking care of your admin?”


  “And you think my wife will be okay?” Doug asked as the sensation of Peaches stroking his soapy cock was making it hard to think.


  Laughing, Peaches replied, “Beyond being a little sore, I guarantee your wife will be returned to you happy with a big smile on her face!”


  Doug knew it was true. His sweet innocent wife was probably getting her brains fucked out as he showered. This is all my fault, he realized.


  Quickly, he toweled off and looked around for clothes, but there was none in the bathroom. Wrapping the towel around his waist, he walked into the bedroom. What he saw shocked him, his administrative assistant was laying on the bed, buck naked. In between her legs, was the club manager, also nude. She was sucking Violet’s pussy as his admin ran her fingers through Linda’s curly hair.


  Doug could feel his dick quickly harden as he watched Violet writhing around while holding Linda’s mouth firmly against her cunt. For a second, he didn’t notice Peaches as she pulled the towel off of him and grasped his cock, while they watched.


  “Mmmm, your dick is rock hard!” Peaches said. “Have you ever watched two girls making love?”


  Doug didn’t say anything, and he just shook his head as Violet came in Linda’s mouth. He felt something warm and soft on his dick. Looking down, he watched as Peaches’ lips closed around his cock as she slowly sucked him into her throat.


  He didn’t know what to do? Violet was getting her pussy sucked while Doug was getting his dick sucked. He jerked back and forth, watching the two girls and then watching the stripper as she swallowed his rod.


  Peaches took his hand and put it on the back of her head. In a daze, he watched Violet turn around until she was on her knees with her head between Linda’s legs. Doug could see her pussy as Linda pulled it open to lick the juices out from between her lips.


  The stripper’s mouth eased off his cock so she could watch for a second. Then she kissed the head of his dick and licked off the pre-cum. “Get in bed and fuck her,” Peaches said.


  Almost in a trance, he crawled onto the bed and got on his knees behind Violet. Linda reached up and grabbed his cock. Then she guided it to the young girl’s tight little cunt. They both groaned at the same time as his dick slipped into her wet passage.


  Linda was massaging his balls as he started to fuck his secretary doggy style. Doug could feel her hot slippery passage as it offered no resistance to his dick and seemed to be burning hot as he started to pound her harder.


  Being a cop and a health nut, Doug was in excellent physical shape, but he’d already climaxed twice, and while the spirit was strong, the body was wearing down. Linda was working his ball sack as he gave it to his secretary.


  Violet kept sucking Linda’s pussy as she held on to her legs to keep Doug from driving her into the headboard. She couldn’t believe how good Doug’s cock felt in her cunt as he rammed into her. She could tell his dick was starting to get softer, but it felt so good to have him in her.


  Violet had fantasized for weeks about screwing her boss, and now he was finally in the saddle. Thank you, Larry, for fucking Doug’s wife so that I can have him, Violet told herself.


  She hoped that they could stay fuck buddies as she didn’t want this long term. From what she knew about Larry, he would not try to take Doug’s wife away from him, and that suited her perfectly. Larry fucks Suzy, and I get to fuck Doug, she repeated to herself, every time she felt his balls slap her pussy.


  Linda could tell that Doug was wearing out, but she needed to make sure he consummated his relationship with Violet. Working her hand out, she took a finger and ran it around Doug’s asshole. Then slowly, she inserted one finger and could feel Doug react to the finger in his ass.


  Fuck! Someone’s in my ass! Doug told himself as he felt the finger going deep. After the initial reaction, he realized that it felt pretty good. Relaxing, he could feel the finger going deeper and starting to work his ass.


  Linda was continuing to work his balls as Doug started to enjoy the finger in his ass more and more. Linda then began to push on his prostate, which ramped up his urge to cum and pump his secretary full of his love juice.


  Violet could feel Doug’s strokes getting more erratic as the cream in his balls started to boil. Lifting her head from between Linda’s sweet thighs, she looked over her shoulder and told her boss, “Give it to me. Fill me with your hot load!”


  Doug was holding Violet by the hips as he drilled into her with every ounce of his remaining strength. He could see that her face was covered in pussy juice and thought about his wife with Larry’s big cock in her while she sucked the redhead’s cunt clean. I bet my wife’s face is as dirty as Violet’s, and I’m going to pump her full, just like Larry is doing to my wife!


  That was all it took, and he drove his dick deep into his secretary’s sweet young hole and held her tightly against him as the spunk spewed out of his cock. Violet was babbling in some foreign language as she climaxed with him and used her pussy to suck the jizz out of his throbbing dick!


  “Oh! God, that feels so good!” Doug blurted out as Violet’s tight little twat squeezed his rod and seemed to suck the baby juice out. He could feel her body spasm every time he squirted a rope of cum into her hot little pussy.


  Linda could feel Violet’s nipples burning into her stomach as the young girl collapsed onto the older woman, pulling Doug’s dick out of her wet tunnel. His cock flopped down, landing between Linda’s eyes and down her nose.


  She opened her mouth and licked the head of Doug’s cock as the last of his spunk dripped into her open mouth. Reaching up, she bent his softening manhood until she could get it into her mouth.


  The taste of Violet’s pussy juice mixed with cum caused her body to shudder as she drank in the obscene taste and smell of the young girl’s well-used hole, straight off of Doug’s dick. Linda could feel Violet’s fingernails digging into her ass as the girl forced her mouth against Linda’s cunt.


  Unable to hold back any longer, Linda submitted to the urge between her legs and let her emotions boil over. She tried to keep sucking Doug’s tool, but her climax was so intense, she couldn’t concentrate on anything besides her needy cunt.


  She could feel herself squirting as Violet attempted to suck up all of her girl juice, but it was too much. I hope Violet doesn’t mind as she’s probably never experienced a girl squirting. Linda told herself as she felt the girl sucking her labia.


  Doug rolled over and collapsed face down on the bed. Almost instantly, his breathing slowed, and he slipped off to dreamland. Three climaxes in a row were too much!


  Linda and Violet untangled themselves, and Linda managed to twist around until she was face to face with the young woman. Violet’s half-opened eyes were unfocused as Linda took her into her arms.


  They kissed, and Linda could tell the instant that the taste of pussy and cum hit Violet’s brain. Linda licked her juices off of Violet’s face and then kissed her as a smile slowly formed on Violet’s mouth.


  “Okay?” Linda asked as she watched Violet’s eyes focus on her face. They were nose to nose, and each could smell the other’s breath as they traded kisses.


  “If I were any better, I’d melt,” Violet giggled. “Thank you, that was so good! Is this what it’s like when you are in bed with Foxy and Larry?”


  Laughing, Linda took a minute to kiss Violet’s soft lips, still covered in Linda’s pussy juice. As their lips separated, Linda automatically licked the tasty fluid off her lips before responding, “Yeah, a lot like this.” Lowering her voice, she continued, “Except that Larry’s big dick is still hard after Foxy and I are both unconscious!”


  “Is he that good of a fuck, and how big is his cock?” Violet asked.


  “Larry ruins you for other guys, and once you’ve had him, you’ll realize what it’s like to be fucked!” Linda replied with a giggle. “Oh, and his cock is about eight-inches or more!”


  “Is that the biggest dick you’ve ever had?”


  “No, Foxy’s boyfriend Butch’s cock is probably ten or eleven inches and fat!”


  “Larry doesn’t mind Butch fucking her?”


  “Keep in mind that they are swingers and this is just sex and not love,” Linda replied. “Plus, Larry knows that his wife is a size queen and can’t resist a giant cock.”


  “Has Butch fucked you?” Violet asked as she tweaked Linda’s nipple with her thumb.


  “Fuck yeah! That’s the biggest cock I’ve ever had. Foxy and I call him horse dick. Larry is a better fuck, but the feeling of being stretched to the limit is unbelievable.”


  “I hope I get the chance to try him out,” Violet answered in a whisper. “I need to be careful and not piss off Doug.”


  “I think he’s dead to the world, but yes, tread likely until you understand how comfortable he is with his new situation,” Linda replied.


  “I really want Larry to fuck me, but I know that he’s fucking Doug’s wife, probably even at this minute, and know that I have to treat Doug with kid gloves until he fully accepts his wife being in love with Larry’s dick!” Violet replied with a chuckle. Then she tenderly kissed Linda and asked, “How do you do it?”


  “It’s pretty easy as the biggest problem is fighting off his wife,” Linda laughed. “I think she gets more pussy than he does!”


  “She likes girls more than guys?” Violet asked.


  “I’ve often wondered about that, but I think that with Larry’s dick at home, there’s not a big urge to search for new dicks! Well, except for the times, she finds a big rod like Butch’s to drool over!”


  Linda paused as the bartender placed two shots of Patron in front of the girls. Violet, by now, was a pro and didn’t hesitate. She started to lick her hand but was stopped by Linda, who sensuously licked the valley between her thumb and forefinger while looking deeply in Violet’s eyes.


  Violet shuddered at the sensation of Linda licking her hand, which triggered the memory of her body’s reaction to Linda sucking Doug’s cum out of her cunt. Then picking up the salt shaker, she shook salt onto Violet’s hand.


  Leaning over, she kissed the young girl and explored her mouth with a needy tongue.




  Chapter Twelve


  The next week, after the Mayor’s Charity Awards, passed quickly and it seemed like a constant stream of people were calling to touch base with Larry. He wasn’t sure if he wanted to be this popular, as it was nice to be able to blend into the background.


  Larry got Sherry an access chip for her car along with an elevator card and parking space in the basement lot of his tower. This way, she could come and go as she wanted. He leased Del a Mercedes SL coupe for her to drive around in, and she quickly settled in as the number 3 wife.


  Larry was surprised that Del didn’t seem to be concerned about her husband and was spending more and more time at The Fox’s Den. Linda and Peaches were teaching her to dance, and several times she did a turn on the stage in the afternoon when they weren’t busy.


  As an older dancer, Del was a hit with the older, more sophisticated customers who came in wearing a suit and tie. She’d asked Larry if he minded her dating and, after getting permission, started seeing a couple of guys on a somewhat regular basis.


  She then informed Larry that she was working as a Sugar Baby escort and having a ball. She didn’t consider it was turning tricks only that she was going out with generous older men. Larry told her to be careful and not get caught up in any stings because she doesn’t need her picture in the paper.


  Larry asked if she needed any money, and she replied that she was from old money and had bankrolled her husband in his movie business. Her attorney had set her up with a local bank account and credit cards. Now that she had “Sugar Daddies” to take care of her, she was doing fine.


  Working with a real estate broker he knew, Larry got her a lease on a beautiful condo in City Center at the other end of the Strip. She just used it for entertaining and spent most of her time with Sherry, Chrissy, and Larry at his condo.


  Larry laughed as he thought about Russell’s reaction when he discovered that his wife was a successful escort and Sugar Baby for several executives! Technically, she is a rich high-priced hooker, and I’m her pimp! He thought with a chuckle. I guess I should buy a big hat and a fur-trimmed Cadillac!


  Then the thought of his wife in LA, doing Lord knows what sobered him up. Picking up the house phone, he called Jack and asked for an update on his wife.


  “Still status quo,” Jack responded. “I’ve tightened security around her because of this potential threat from the church, which I have a big problem believing, but never the less, I’m as close to sitting on her doorstep as I can be. I’ve been thinking about seeing if our SAS girl Gwendolyn can bump into Foxy and befriend her.”


  “I’m not sure about that,” Larry replied. “I want her safe but also don’t want Foxy pissed at us. Do you know if Gwen goes both ways or not?”


  “I’m guessing she is not opposed to it,” Jack said. “Trying not to type-cast her but a girl in a rough and tumble group like Special Air Service would tend to make me think she would be okay with it.”


  “Tell her that I’m okay with having them meet but not to push the issue and see if there is some friendship there. Also, make sure and not spill the beans on us watching her,” Larry cautioned.


  “Will do, I’ll see if they can casually run into each other and if nothing else become neighbors,” Jack said.


  After hanging up the phone, Jack took his cell and updated Gwendolyn on what he wanted her to do.


  Hanging up her cell phone, Gwen got a cold beer out of the frig and sat down at the kitchen table to consider her options. Glancing over at the television on the kitchen counter, she could see Foxy and June sunbathing at the pool.


  God, she’s gorgeous! Gwen thought to herself as she watched the two girls lying side by side, completely naked. Foxy was stroking June’s bald pussy as they lay touching each other. The Hasselblad camera on the Mavic drone had unbelievable resolution, and it was almost as if she was standing right above them.


  Double checking that no one was in the kitchen, Gwendolyn slipped her hand down the front of her cargo pants and rubbed her wet sex that had soaked her panties. Staring at the monitor, she could picture herself pushing Foxy’s legs apart and licking that bald mound.


  Laughing, she thought about Jack’s suggestion that she should see if they could meet. The thought of lying next to the two girls, caused her pussy to throb except for the thought of the asshole guys in the house who are going to be wanking off at the idea of her seducing Foxy.


  The guys had bought a box full of batteries for the drone and kept it flying around the house down the street almost continuously. Perverts! She thought with a laugh. However, it was erotic to see the girl’s antics down the street. If I didn’t know better, I’d think Foxy was showing off for us.


  Gwen tried to ignore the comments of the other security guys as she’d met Larry and was sure he’d be furious at the guys jerking off to his wife when they were supposed to be protecting her. Not that he really minded them watching, but they should be paying more attention to what’s going on around her.


  Hearing someone walking down the hall, Gwen quickly pulled her hand out of her pants and looked at her wet fingers before one of the guys could walk into the kitchen and catch her Jilting off.


  Taking a quick second to suck her fingers, she wondered how Foxy would taste and what the guys would say if they saw her between the big-haired brunette’s thighs as the drone circled the pool down the street?


  Carl, one of the guys in the house, grabbed a bottle of water out of the cooler and twisting the cap off, checked out the monitor while taking a drink, “I bet you’d love to get in between those legs and eat at the ‘Y’?”


  “Asshole, all women aren’t lesbians!” Gwendolyn spat.


  “A good fuck is what you women need!” Carl replied.


  “It’s too bad that there is not a real man around here to fuck us!” She threw back at him.


  “Catty,” Carl responded.


  “How about I fix it one night, so you’ll always have your little dick in your hand,” Gwen laughed.


  “Jokes aside,” Carl replied. “That hurts to even think about!”


  “How about if I give it a little kiss before I slice it off?”


  “On that note, I’m out of here,” Carl replied as he walked out of the room while cupping his package.


  “Pansy,” Gwen called out to him with a laugh. American guys as such whimps, she thought. Still, all in all, they were pretty good blokes even if they were chauvinistic.


  Turning back to the monitor, Gwen thought about how to meet Foxy without raising her suspicions discreetly? I probably need to get more appropriate clothes than these cargo pants I typically wear.


  Gwen looked in her bedroom closet and saw nothing remotely appropriate. Rummaging through her drawers, she found a pair of jogging shorts. Holding them up, she thought maybe.


  Locking the bedroom door, she dropped her cargo pants and stood there in her t-shirt and bikini panties. Gwen started to step into her jogging shorts but stopped and looked at herself in the mirror.


  This is my opportunity to meet that big-haired brunette down the street, but I need to be on my “A” game, she thought. Hooking her thumbs in the waistband of her panties, she slipped them off and picked up the jogging shorts.


  Glancing at the mirror, she realized that she would need to clean up. From watching the drone videos at the pool, Gwen knew Foxy was completely bald, and she decided to do the same.


  When she was a teenager, Gwen was like most girls and shaved because it was the thing to do. Joining the SAS, she was bunked with other women and had let her bush grow out as a lot of older women had pubic hair. However, she kept herself closely trimmed and neat, but now she realized that being clean shaved would improve her chances with Foxy.


  Gwen didn’t fully understand what the relationship was between Larry and his wife. She’d only interacted a few times with Larry but had a positive impression of him. What she did know was that everyone worshiped the ground he walked on.


  Steve had helped set up the surveillance operation on Foxy, and Gwen took everything he said to heart. She had never been bloodied in battle as Steve was and acknowledged his expertise.


  They had shared a beer and war stories during one late night as they set up shop to protect Larry’s wife.


  “How well do you know Foxy?” Gwendolyn asked as they field stripped and cleaned the Heckler & Koch NK416 assault rifles. Gwen also checked the 30-round magazines to ensure that they were each filled with 5.56x45 NATO rounds. Loading the magazine was a calming exercise for Gwen. She liked the repetitious motion of picking up a round from the ammo can, quickly check the cartridge for any damage, and then snapping it into the magazine.


  Steve paused to think for a second while checking his 50-caliber Barrett M82A1 sniper rifle, also known as the M107 by the U.S. Military. He wasn’t sure how exactly how to respond to Gwen’s question as he knew more about Foxy than he felt comfortable admitting.


  “Sure, I know her from around the club,” he cautiously answered.


  Gwen watched his face as he answered, and she knew that he wasn’t truthful.


  “You’ve slept with her, haven’t you?” Gwen probed as Steve’s face flushed.


  “Don’t lie to me, Steve, we are entrusted in keeping her safe, and I need to know everything?” she asked as she wiped the Hoppe’s gun lubricant off her hands.


  “Yeah,” he finally admitted and wouldn’t look the SAS soldier in the eye.


  “Well?”


  “Well, what?”


  “How was it?” Gwen asked as she touched his arm, which forced him to look at her. “Does Larry know?”


  “Of course he knows,” Steve snapped.


  “Don’t be defensive. I’m not judging you. Was she a good fuck?”


  “Don’t be tacky! You’re talking about me sleeping with our boss’s wife!”


  “I heard rumors that she likes women more than she likes men. Is that true?” Gwen asked.


  A grin crossed Steve’s face as he replied, “That’s true. She likes girls more than guys.”


  “But you slept with her?” Gwen asked, “What gave you a leg up?”


  “I was protecting her and one of her girlfriends.”


  “So … does this mean you have a threesome?” Gwen giggled.


  Steve’s faced blushed again as he thought about the night he spent with Foxy and Suzy. He could feel the heat in his face as he finally replied, “It was the most amazing night of my life!”


  “But, isn’t one girl just like another? What made her so special?” Gwen asked, suddenly interested.


  “Let me ask you, have you had a lot of lovers?” Steve asked.


  Now it was Gwen’s turn to be embarrassed. “No, just a couple of blokes. I don’t have much experience, and it never seemed to be that big of a deal.”


  Laughing, Doug replied, “I hate to tell you, but you’re now in the big leagues. Have you ever been with another girl?”


  “No, I’ve never even really kissed a girl,” Gwen answered. “Did you watch Foxy and her girlfriend have sex? Are you getting a hard-on?”


  Doug looked down at his lap and saw his obvious erection. “Sorry, I didn’t realize that. You have to realize what a sexual object she is, and everybody around her has a woody.”


  “What all did you three do? Especially if just thinking about it turns you on?” Gwen asked as she tried to decide if Steve had a big dick or not? “Come on, Steve, tell me just like you’d tell one of the guys!”


  “Well, it all started one night when two housewives decided to attend a beginner’s course in swinging (Walk on the Wild Side) that Foxy put on at The Fox’s Den. The two girls, Sandy and Kim, were being ignored by their husbands and decided to have some fun.


  “As it turned out, Foxy seduced Sandy, and I hit it off with Kim,” Steve said.


  “Foxy gets Sandy, and you got Kim?” Gwen asked with a laugh.


  “Something like that except Larry ended up with Kim.”


  “Wait, are you saying that Larry fucked your new girlfriend?” Gwen asked.


  “Something, like that,” Steve replied. “I got her first, but then Larry took her off my hands.”


  “Were you mad?”


  “A little peeved at first, but I got to take Foxy and Sandy to a hotel for a threesome, which made me feel better.”


  “Is that when you fucked her?” Gwen asked.


  “You make it sound so sleazy?” Steve said. “Foxy is an intelligent and classy lady.”


  “From what I see, Foxy is a cheating slut,” Gwen commented.


  “From normal standards, you’re probably right, but we live in a world that is completely different. Sex is normal, and no one thinks anything about it,” Steve admitted.


  As they talked, Gwen became aware of the spreading wetness between her legs. Growing up with a family of brothers, she’d made a conscious effort to minimize her sexuality. Now she had an almost irresistible urge to rub herself.


  As they finished setting up their armory of weapons, Gwen finished her beer and told Steve, “I’m going to call it a night, and I’m planning on an early run tomorrow morning, so don’t be concerned if I don’t come back.”


  Laughing, Steve asked, “Are you going to take Jack up on his request to meet Foxy? Remember to keep your knees together!”


  “Foxy wouldn’t want me. Would she?” Gwen asked as she stuck her hand in her pants pocket, to keep from playing with herself.


  “I think you’d be her type. You’re a shorter version of her Amazon girlfriend, Chrissy. It’s okay, and I won’t tell the guys what you’re up to,” Steve chuckled.


  “You don’t think I’m a slut, do you?” Gwen asked as the urge to masturbate was getting harder to resist.


  “No, not at all. Foxy always says that she’s a slut but not a cheap one! They lead different lives, and the one thing you need to recognize is never to lie to Foxy and try and accept her kinks!”


  Trying not to hurry, Gwen walked to her bedroom, then closed and locked the door. As soon as the door was closed, she started ripping her clothes off. She watched herself in the full-length mirror as her clothes fell to the floor.


  She could smell her excitement as she slipped under the sheets. Gwen’s hand went immediately to her mound, and she stroked it while trying to fantasize about what she and Foxy would do to each other.


  Spreading her labia, she couldn’t believe how wet she was. Gwen’s fingers were coated with her juices as she plunged them in and out of her love tunnel. She was so wet, and her pussy made obscene noises as she tried to satisfy her itch.


  She was making so much noise, that it was embarrassing and told Alexa to play music to drown out the noise. How can I be so horny from thinking about meeting a girl?


  The rest of the night was spent tossing and turning while erotic dreams flashed through Gwen’s mind in fast forward.




  Chapter Thirteen


  Max took the can of soda June handed him and settled down at the kitchen table. He laid the script on the table, and hearing a noise looked up to see his favorite actress Foxy walking in from the patio.


  Foxy was wearing a white translucent pool cover-up that was barely long enough to cover her butt and open entirely down the front with the tie cords hanging down. Max could almost see her pierced nipples, but the cover hung on her erect nubs. Her bald pussy was on full display, and Foxy seemed to be utterly unconcerned about being naked.


  “Max, Baby, how are you?” Foxy asked as she walked over and kissed him on the cheek. Her cleavage was right in his face as he tried to ignore her luscious boobs. God, she is so beautiful, and I wish I had a chance, Max told himself.


  Max pushed the script across the kitchen table to Foxy, who idly started thumbing through the script. “What’s the movie about?” she asked.


  Max hesitated as he tried to figure out what to say without pissing Foxy off. “It’s a really hot group scene. Not much in the way of dialog but an opportunity to show off your acting skills.”


  “Group action, you mean there are going to be several couples, like a swinger scene?”


  “Not, exactly.”


  “Not exactly means what?” Foxy questioned, suddenly wondering what the hell was going on. “Come on, Max, you know you shouldn’t lie to me.”


  “It’s sort of a gangbang,” Max offered.


  “It’s more than just a simple gangbang, isn’t it?” Foxy pressed.


  “You’re going to be the only female with a bunch of guys. You’ll have them all to yourself,” Max replied.


  “And?”


  “You’re going to be blindfolded so you can’t see who’s fucking you, and you’ll be wearing headphones so you can’t hear anything except music,” Max said and waited for Foxy to yell at him that she wasn’t big on gangbangs.


  Foxy shuddered at the thought of nameless guys fucking her. She knew Larry would not be happy about this, but she didn’t have to ask his permission. He was okay with her fucking guys, but she’d never had more than one guy or maybe two at a time.


  Lately, she’d been getting a little more experimental in her choice of partners and knew if Larry found out the truth, he would probably be pissed. Larry always loved it when she dressed or acted like a slut, but here lately, she felt as if she was sliding from “Slut” into “Cheap” territory, which would not thrill him at all.


  Max broke into her thoughts with a shocker, “I know that you and your big redheaded friend have been in a great gangbang before so it’ll be kind of the same thing.”


  “How did you find out about that?” she asked as her eyes blazed. Max jerked back as if he’d was slapped. “Where did you see that movie?” Foxy snapped.


  “A grad student from UNLV showed it to me when she applied for a job. She was one of the camera crew who worked for a couple in Vegas who shoot group scenes,” Max explained.


  “Pam and Jack’s,” is all Foxy said as she started to relive that night when she and Chrissy pulled a train all night (The Watchers). She could feel her pussy clench at the memory of the DP plus one when one guy was in her cunt, another in her ass, and one in her mouth at the same time. Every one of my holes was stuffed full, she thought to herself as she tried to resist touching herself as the images flashed in front of her eyes. But, it was when they all came almost at the same time that finished me off!


  “Pam and Jack?” Max questioned.


  “Friends of Larry and me who have regular group parties where people get to watch two lucky girls get their lights drilled out by a group of big-dicked college boys.”


  Ideas suddenly appeared in his mind as Max thought about the possibilities. “How does this party work?”


  “Pam and Jack have a huge family room with the walls lined with couches and right in the middle of the room is a king-size bed, all by itself. The bed surrounded by studio lights, which make the bed brightly lit, and the rest of the room is in shadows when the other lights are off.


  “People pay one-hundred dollars a head admission, which is divided up among the girls and the camera crew,” Foxy continued.


  “The guys don’t get paid?” Max asked as he tried to fit the details together and picture the scene.


  “No, they get to fuck our brains out, and that’s payment enough!” Foxy replied with a laugh. “There is never a shortage of volunteers.”


  “Are these swingers who attend?”


  “A lot is, but there are always a bunch of straights, both couples and singles who enjoy watching. You’d be surprised at how many housewives would like to secretly get their holes reamed out?”


  “Does the audience get to do the girls?”


  “No, not usually. This is not supposed to be a swinger’s event, just a way for people to watch us emulate the German Goo Girls in person. Of course, it doesn’t stop people from participating if everyone agrees.


  “There are normally a couple of housewives who suck off the guests as they watch. Some of the women on their knees are swingers, but we have several who are straight housewives and come to suck dick and eat pussy, without hubby’s permission, of course.”


  “Would you do something like this again?” Max asked as his thoughts were in overdrive.


  “Are you talking about in addition to this movie?”


  “Yeah, this would be neat, and I have a room in my basement that’s perfect for this,” Max said as he almost wrung his hands in excitement.


  “I don’t know; I was half drunk, and without Chrissy’s encouragement, I don’t know if I could do that again. I have to be in the right frame of mind to fully let my slut side out!”


  “What if we talked your best friend June in to joining you?”


  “June has always been shy, and while she loves to suck dick, she’s been hesitant to do it on camera,” Foxy replied. “It would be nice if I had a partner in crime.”


  “You enjoyed it, didn’t you?”


  “It was one of the best evenings of my life, and I came so many times, I was almost comatose by the time Chrissy loaded me into the car.”


  “Was Larry okay with it?” Max asked.


  “I’m not sure that he fully approved, but he keeps me on a long leash, and allows my excesses from time to time. He watched the video afterward as I sucked him off, and from how hard his dick was, I think he enjoyed it even if he didn’t want to admit it.”


  “What would you say to a regular program, where we had regular gangbangs, and you and Chrissy could host the event?”


  “That might be fun,” Foxy said after thinking about it for a minute. Her mind was thinking of the possibilities of her and Chrissy dressed in only a thong and stripper shoes to host the event sort of like Elvira, Mistress of the Dark, does. I could cherry-pick the dicks as I watched the action, she thought to herself and shivered with the anticipation of taking the best guys home.


  Max broke into her, musings, “Would Chrissy move out here and stay with you?”


  “No, Chrissy would never leave Larry, and she’s more than pissed at me for leaving than he is,” Foxy replied honestly. “As much as she loves my pussy, she likes Larry’s dick more.”


  “Are you planning on moving back to Las Vegas?” he asked.


  “I’m toying with the idea, but I’ve had so much fun being on my own,” Foxy answered as she tried to be honest with herself at the thought. “Once you’ve been with Larry, most guys pale in comparison. He’s the complete package in addition to having a talented cock.”


  “But, don’t you like the two big-dicked guys you’re always hanging around with?”


  “Of course I do, but while I’d never admitted it in public, I need more than just a big cock in my cunt or mouth. But, I’m afraid that I might have already burned that bridge and may not be able to go back.”


  “You think Larry will divorce you for the television star he’s shacked up with?”


  “No, not yet anyway. Sherry is hot and has an unbelievable body, but she still has a few things going against her.”


  “She looks perfect to me?” Max offered.


  “First, the biggest thing is that she’s blonde and doesn’t have big hair. You can take the boy out of Texas, but you can never take Texas out of the boy,” Foxy replied with a chuckle. “Unless she’s changed a lot, she’s not a big enough of a slut for Larry,” she answered as an image of Sherry naked formed in her mind. “I’ve had her, and while I know she’s a great fuck, she can’t fully let herself go like I can, and Larry likes that.”


  “You’ve had Larry’s girlfriend?” Max asked astonished.


  “When I discovered that Larry was cheating on me, it wasn’t tough to figure out who it was. He’s not very good at sneaking around, and as much as he enjoys it, his conscience bothers him,” Foxy said. “I confronted her and quickly realized that she was the one who seduced Larry and not the other way around. I couldn’t blame him because if we’d met her at a party, I would have fought Larry for her company, and he would have to be happy with sloppy seconds!”


  Foxy slid her hand under the kitchen table and started to stroke her already wet love hole as she remembered climbing into bed with Sherry. While Larry isn’t big on blondes, I’m not nearly as picky, she confessed to herself.


  “But, you fucked her too? Your husband’s side hustle?” Max questioned as he tried to come to grips with the fact that she fucked her husband’s girlfriend.


  “It’s not that big of a deal. We sleep with other people, and it doesn’t mean anything,” Foxy explained. “I realize that it’s a difficult concept for straights to understand, but I thought that since you make dirty movies, you’d have more of an open mind?”


  “No, I do! At least I’d like to think I do,” Max said as he played with the script on the table. He kept flipping through the pages, not reading anything, just trying to do something with his fingers. “I always thought I’d direct the next Godfather and never believed that I’d be doing porn.”


  Foxy put her hand on top of Max’s, squeezing it, and he looked up at Foxy as she replied, “While your smut may not be Godfather style, at least you don’t have to worry about sleeping with the fishes. I love working with you and think that you’re a great director. You are gifted and great at what you do. Don’t you enjoy it?”


  “But it’s such a sleazy business.”


  “Doesn’t it make your dick hard to watch us acting out your story? I know that it keeps me horny the whole time. My husband just got a big award from the Mayor of Las Vegas, and he runs a strip club. That should tell you something, if you’re good at something, keep at it.”


  “You think so, Foxy? You think I’m a great director?”


  “Yeah, and I’ve been thinking, how would you like to own your production company?” Foxy asked as an idea started to form in her mind.


  “Me, having my own production company? I don’t have the finances to pull that off, besides I’m under contract to Russell,” Max replied as he accepted the obvious.


  “What would you say if I got my husband to finance you and set you up in your own business?”


  “Foxy, I’ve cast his wife as a porn star and had a bunch of guys screw her. I can’t believe that he’d touch me with a ten-foot pole when he finds out what I’ve done to his marriage?” Max said, shaking his head. “I’ve been a little worried about what he might do to me when he finds out what you’ve been up to!”


  “Don’t kid yourself, while we haven’t seen Larry lurking around, and I can guarantee you that he knows a hell of a lot about my and your business. While he keeps me on a long leash, there is still a collar around my neck, and Larry’s hand is always on the strap, irrespective of how long the leash is.”


  “You think he knows? I’ve heard he can be a scary guy, as I’ve heard rumors of him making people dig their graves out in the desert!”


  “I’m not the airhead you may think I am. Consider the fact that the home I’m living in was sold several months ago and we have not been asked to pay rent since the sale. I don’t even know the name of the buyer, but I can just about guarantee you that it’s a shell company that Larry owns. “We also get free utilities and high-speed cable to boot. Didn’t you ever wonder how I got a new Mustang Shelby GT500 convertible?


  “You may not have noticed, but a bunch of guys must have bought the house that’s right down the street. They don’t seem to have jobs as they are always home, and all look like special forces types, and suspiciously like the security people who work for Larry.


  “I’ve noticed those guys, down the street, unloading crates of stuff that looks a lot like cases for military weapons and gear. I can just about guarantee that while they’d never admit it, Larry is paying them.


  “Then there are the drones, which fly around the house all the time. While I agree that the guys running them are probably jacking off to our antics around the pool, but they belong to Larry, and I’ve met the woman that is staying with them.”


  “Should I be worried?” asked Max, suddenly concerned, and stuck his finger in his shirt collar, pulling at it. Suddenly, everything seemed to be getting to tight as the walls closed in on him!


  “Not unless you do something to harm me,” Foxy said simply. “If you do something to get me hurt or in trouble, I can guarantee that there is no place in the world where you could hide. Larry is the nicest guy in the world, but I’ve seen his dark side.”


  Picking up her iPhone, Foxy flipped through the photos until she found a picture of Tiny. Turning the phone to Max, “See this guy, everyone calls Tiny? He’s six-foot-four and two hundred forty pounds of solid muscle and will do anything Larry asks without question. Check this one out. Steve is an ex-scout sniper who can bypass your high-end security system, slip into your house, and cut your throat without waking you. His real skill is reaching out and touching someone from two-thousand yards away. That’s over a mile. Search YouTube for someone shooting a pumpkin with a 50-caliber Barrett sniper rifle. It explodes into a thousand pieces, and that would be your head.”


  Max turned pale and started to shake as he realized more about Foxy’s husband than he’d ever wanted to know.


  “Don’t worry, Max,” Foxy said as she patted Max’s hand. “I’m just warning you not to sell your soul to anyone except possibly Larry. Just because he’s letting me run loose doesn’t mean that he’s forgotten about me and is not watching out for me.”


  Foxy got up and brought Max a cold bottle of Fiji Water from the refrigerator. He quickly twisted the cap off and gulped down about half the bottle.


  “This brings up a subject I need to broach with you. I think if I ask Larry sweetly, he’ll agree to buy out your contract with Russell and set you up with a full production studio in Las Vegas. Larry has a shit load of money and would love to have you working in Las Vegas as that would mean his runaway bride would come home.”


  “Does that mean that you’d go back to Larry?” Max asked as he considered the offer.


  “Maybe, I haven’t worked out that part of the deal, but I miss Larry and think I’d like to be back home. I’ll still act as I love everything we’ve done together. So what do you think?”


  “Do you think Russ will let me out of my contract?”


  “Have you ever seen the Godfather?”


  “Of course, everyone has.”


  “Remember the part where the Hollywood producer wakes up with his horse’s head in bed because he wouldn’t sign a singer the Godfather asked him to. Well, that could be Russ,” Foxy said simply. “Larry will simply make him an offer he cannot refuse.”


  “Would you talk to Larry about helping me set up the business, and you promise he won’t hurt me?”


  “It’ll take me a little while as I have to work on Larry, but I’ll get it done. Why don’t you talk to your wife and get her feelings on moving to Las Vegas? Unless something major comes up, assume that it is a done deal and finalized within a couple of weeks.”


  Showing Max to the front door, Foxy kissed him on the cheek and walked back to her bedroom with the script in her hand.


  Max sat in his car for a minute while resting his forehead on the steering wheel. This is my dream of a lifetime, and hopefully, Larry doesn’t hand me a shovel to dig my grave with, he thought to himself as he started the car and drove home to his wife. Hopefully, this is not the last time I’ll see her, Max thought to himself.




  Chapter Fourteen


  “Come on June, what could it hurt?” Foxy asked her girlfriend as she tried to convince her to join the upcoming gangbang.


  “You know that I’ve never been comfortable in front of the camera,” June replied as she stroked Foxy’s leg as they drove to Black’s nude beach outside of La Jolla.


  “Think of all the cocks, you’ll get to suck!” Foxy replied with a laugh.


  “The fact that I’m even considering this insane idea should tell you how much I would enjoy that,” June said. The thought of what it would be like to suck their wet dicks as they pulled out of Foxy’s hole caused her to squirm on the seat, and hopefully, she wouldn’t leave a damp spot.


  “You don’t have to let any of them fuck you. I’ll take care of that, and all you have to do is clean up the mess afterward,” Foxy said with a laugh. “Most of the time, you never get to suck their wet cocks straight out of my pussy!”


  “I know, and the thought of how good they’ll taste right out of your well-fucked cunt is making my cooter drip.”


  “I think you’ll like it if you try it. When I feel the cameras looking at my naked body, it makes me climax in an instant.”


  “Give me a break. You don’t need anyone watching you to light your fuse. You’re a regular come machine,” June commented as she slipped her fingers inside of Foxy’s loose short’s leg and found her juicy pussy, wet as usual.


  Foxy chuckled, “That’s what my husband always says!”


  “Let me think about it, and I’ll let you know,” June replied as she leaned back against the car seat of Foxy’s Mustang Shelby GT500 convertible. “Don’t you drive a Mercedes sports car back home?”


  “Yeah, I have a red Mercedes SLS AMG Black series, which is a modern replica of the 1950’s 300SL. It has gull-wing doors that are so cool and lift up like a bird of prey.”


  “Is it fast?”


  “Fuck yeah, it’s fast. The car came stock with 622 horsepower, but Larry had a German speed shop add twin turbochargers and a bunch of other trick stuff. He recently added an electric supercharger, which eliminates the “turbo lag” typical to exhaust-driven turbochargers. It’s now around 800 horsepower driving through an eight-speed dual-clutch transmission with twelve-inch wide Michelin racing tires on the back. The suspension is entirely reworked and computer-controlled. Initially, it’d do about 190, but with the computer’s limits removed, it’ll hit well over two-hundred miles per hour. I get a woody every time I romp on it and light up the back tires,” Foxy replied with a laugh.


  “That was a gift from Larry?”


  “Yep, Larry is good to me and gives me anything I want?” Foxy answered with a hint of sadness in her voice.


  “Why’d you leave him? He sounds perfect.”


  “Sometimes, I wonder that myself?” Foxy replied as she questioned herself. “Larry says that I often think with my dick!”


  “But, you don’t have a dick?” June replied with a confused tone in her voice.


  “It’s just an expression meaning that I sometimes don’t think things through, like most guys when they let their little buddy in their pants make all their decisions for them.”


  “I don’t want you ever to leave me,” June pleaded. “Will you go back to Larry and Las Vegas?”


  There was a long pause, and finally, Foxy answered, “I’m not sure June. Being in LA is so much fun, but I miss Larry and all the things we have at home. But don’t worry, we’ll still be together as I’m working on a plan with Max, my director.”


  “What sort of plan?”


  “I’m thinking of asking Larry to bankroll a movie studio for Max. That way, I can make movies back in Vegas and hopefully move back home,” Foxy said as she smiled at June. Seeing June start to cry, she continued, “It’ll be okay, June. If I move, I want you to come with me, and you can join my family.”


  June sobbed out loud, “This will be the end of us, won’t it?”


  “Why would you say that? You know I love you.”


  “You have Larry and girlfriends back home. I’m not pretty enough to compete, and you’ll leave me,” June said as she turned her head away from Foxy and let the wind blow the tears off her face.


  Pulling the Mustang onto the shoulder of the PCH, Foxy took June in her arms and held her tightly. Kissing her girlfriend, “Stop crying and don’t let your imagination run away with you. Even if we move back to Las Vegas, you’ll always be at my side and in my bed.”


  “We’ll still get to sleep together?” June sniffled.


  Laughing, Foxy kissed June on the forehead and then both closed eyelids. “Trust me, Larry doesn’t mind sharing me, and I think you’ll like him.”


  “But, Foxy, as much as I like to suck dick, most guys are assholes, and I’ve never had one that I liked to be around for any length of time. That’s why I started working as a fluffer. I get to suck as much cock as I want without having to date them. I know you think I’m weird, but it’s the truth, I love the feeling of a guy’s rod in my mouth as long as I don’t have to talk to him.”


  “You’re a trip, girl. I promise I’ll get you as much cock to suck as you can handle, and every night you’ll get to crawl into bed with me.”


  “We can still make love all the time?”


  “Promise, and stop all of this depressing talk. We’re fixing to strip down and strut down the beach and let all the guys drool over our hot bodies! Don’t worry, I’ll teach you all about swingers, and I guarantee they are a better crowd than you’re used to.”


  “This is a hang glider park?” June asked as they pulled into the parking lot. “Where’s the nude beach?”


  “Patience, little one,” Foxy replied as she put up the top and locked it down. Getting out of the Mustang, she opened the trunk and took out the two backpacks. Handing one to June, Foxy slipped her arms through the straps of the other and positioned it on her back.


  Handing June a ball cap, Foxy put hers on and adjusted the bill after putting her Ray-Ban sunglasses back on.


  “Come on, let’s get started,” she said as she locked the car doors and headed towards the end of the parking lot.


  Coming to the beginning of the trail, Foxy put out her hand and took June’s. “The trail is a little steep and slippery in spots, so be careful.”


  After a few minutes, the trail dumped them out on the beach, with the Pacific Ocean in front of them. Foxy put her arm around June and said, “Isn’t this view incredible? Not to mention all of the naked people!”


  Putting her arms around June, Foxy kissed her, while feeling the ocean breeze washing over them. She could feel June relaxing in her arms and gave her a peck on her nose, “I want you to stop worrying, June. Everything will be fine, and I promise we’ll always be together.”


  “I hope so, Foxy. I love you and don’t want to lose you,” June replied.


  “Let’s walk up the beach a little way and find a spot to drop our backpacks and our clothes.”


  As they walked up the beach, it was apparent that the ratio of clothed to unclothed people was rapidly changing. Finding an area with a number of couples and small groups spaced conveniently apart, Foxy asked, “How’s this look to you? I don’t want to be all alone but need our space.”


  “It looks nice, Foxy,” June replied as she struggled out of her backpack.


  Lying their backpacks down, Foxy pulled her t-shirt off and then slipped her shorts down and off her feet. Folding her clothes up, she stuck them in her backpack.


  Turning to June, she said, “Get naked!”


  June was embarrassed, but Foxy grabbed her t-shirt and pulled it over her head. Then hooking her thumbs in the waistband of her shorts pulled them down. June held Foxy’s shoulder as she hopped around and stepped out of her shorts.


  Quickly folding her t-shirt and shorts, Foxy shoved them into June’s backpack. “Now, let’s walk up the beach and check out the scenery.”


  Most of the people were also nude, and other than the few gawkers, most didn’t pay a lot of attention to them. “See, when everyone is buck naked, it starts to seem more normal.”


  “It’s easy for you, but I was raised in a very conservative household,” June replied as she tried to take deep breaths and relax.


  Foxy laughed and replied, “I was a good Catholic once myself until I saw the light!” Then she rooted around in her backpack and grabbed her snap baton.


  “What’s that?” June asked.


  “It’s a snap baton. It looks like a small handle, but if I flick it like this, it expands and becomes a lethal weapon,” Foxy replied as she whipped the baton, and it snapped out until it was about three feet long. “This goes a long way in convincing someone not to fuck with us,” she said as she whipped it through the air.


  “Are we in danger?” June asked.


  “No, I don’t think so, but when you’ve lived with my husband as long as I have, you learn to be paranoid,” Foxy said as she put the baton in a belly pack along with a bottle of water. “Don’t worry about that, let’s enjoy the beach.”


  Holding hands, they walked down the beach and enjoyed the view. One of the groups nearby was a group of college-age men and women, who were pitching a pop-up tent and setting up coolers. Foxy watched as the college kids shed their clothes, and some ran into the surf, yelling and laughing.


  A cute redhead, maybe twenty, with a lanky trim body, walked up to Foxy and June. She was very tall, about Foxy’s height, and looked like a cheerleader without the clothes, of course. The redhead had fabulous boobs, full and rounded with perky nipples that pointed up.


  The girl openly appraised Foxy’s pierced nipples and then looking at her, asked, “I love your piercings. Did it hurt much?”


  Foxy laughed and replied, “My redheaded girlfriend kept me distracted, but it’s not bad and only lasts a second! Be sure and pick someone experienced as once your nips are pierced, it’s hard to fix a problem.”


  “Would you mind if I touched them?” the young girl asked.


  “Of course,” Foxy said as she faced the college student. The redhead looked back and forth between both Foxy’s tits as if she was trying to decide which one.


  “It’s okay to hold both of them. I love to have my boobs played with,” Foxy replied. “Especially by another girl.”


  The college girl glanced at June and asked, “Your girlfriend doesn’t mind if I touch them?”


  June giggled and replied, “No, it’s okay. I’m used to other girls playing with her.”


  Taking both hands, the redhead cupped both of Foxy’s tits and softly massaged them as they stood face to face. June stepped to the side and started to rub both girl’s backs while watching Foxy get her jugs worked over.


  “Nice, huh?” June asked as the redhead started to tweak Foxy’s nipples, causing them to instantly shrivel up into hard knots.


  “God! They feel so good,” the college girl replied. “You have the firmest tits! Are they natural?”


  “You should try sucking them,” June offered.


  Glancing up at Foxy’s face, she saw her closed eyes as she enjoyed the girl’s attention on her breasts. Then checking June to see a smile on her face, the redhead bent over and sucked one nipple into her mouth.


  Moaning, Foxy put her arms around the girl’s neck and went along for the ride as one, and then the other nipple was suckled. Opening her mouth, the young girl took the nipple between her teeth and softly chewed on it, causing Foxy’s body to tremble with excitement.


  June leaned in and whispered into the girl’s ear, “Keep going until she climaxes. Foxy gets upset if she’s interrupted before she comes!” Then she started to chew on the redhead’s earlobe.


  One of the guys walked up to the group, and June saw that he had a nice big cock, which was hard and pointing to the sky. He didn’t say anything but just stood there watching. June couldn’t take it any longer and dropped to her knees on the soft, warm sand.


  Without asking, she swallowed the cock in one motion almost to the root. He kept shifting his attention back and forth between the girl sucking Foxy’s tits and June taking care of his substantial hard-on.


  Releasing Foxy’s nipple, the coed looked in shock at June, sucking the boy’s dick.


  “Is that your boyfriend?” Foxy asked.


  “Was!”


  “Cut him some slack, my girlfriend likes to suck dick, and your boyfriend certainly has a nice one,” Foxy replied as she squeezed the young girl’s boob. “Don’t worry; she doesn’t want your boyfriend, only the use of his dick for a few minutes. Look at it this way. In a moment, he’ll be all relaxed and have a nice clean dick.”


  The coed looked at Foxy, with an expression of shock on her face, then the outrage turned to a smile as she burst out laughing.


  Foxy shared a long kiss with her as the college student’s boyfriend was quickly sucked off. June got up and dusted the sand off her knees. Keeping her lips firmly closed, she waited for Foxy to finish kissing the college girl.


  As the coed watched, June kissed Foxy and allowed the fresh cum to run down her tongue and into the brunette’s open mouth.


  Then the two girls ground their lips together and enjoyed the fruits of June’s labor. Finishing, they turned to the boy’s girlfriend, and both girls took turns kissing her.


  Within a couple of minutes, the cum load was equally distributed across three beautiful mouths as they kissed and cleaned each other up.


  “Fuck, that was good!” Foxy commented as she raked some stray cum off June’s cheek and sucked it off her finger, smacking her lips with pleasure.


  Taking June’s hand, Foxy said, “We’re off like a prom dress!” and giving the coed an air kiss, walked down the beach hand-in-hand with June as the satisfied couple stared at their bare asses in disbelief.


  “Is this what Las Vegas will be like?” June asked as she snuggled up to Foxy.


  “Yeah, pretty much except without the sand, which makes for a painful fuck if you’re not careful! I promise you’re going to like it and will have all the dick you want to suck!”


  “Will your friends think I’m a slut?” June asked.


  “Probably, but keep in mind that with our crowd, being a slut is not a bad thing and more of a badge of honor.”


  The cool, salty breeze from the ocean was so relaxing and quickly quenched their thoughts as they enjoyed being next to each other. Stopping, they watched a pod of dolphins swimming in the sea as they leaped out of the water and smoothly reentered the water with nary a splash.


  Rounding a rocky outcrop, they came upon a couple on their blanket, fucking like crazy. A middle-aged couple both with a nice build and without tan marks, which meant that they were likely regulars.


  The woman had her legs on the guy’s shoulders as he pounded his cock into her. She kept screaming, “Fuck me!” over and over as she dug her fingernails into his back, leaving deep claw marks, which only seemed to encourage him.


  “Let’s watch,” Foxy said as she squatted down to be able to see between the guy’s legs and watch his cock destroy his wife or girlfriend’s pussy.


  Squatting down, Foxy put her middle two fingers into her pussy and fingered herself as she watched the couple, who were oblivious to the fact they had company.


  The man was getting close as his strokes became faster and more erratic. Foxy could see the woman’s juice being pumped out of her sloppy cunt.


  Her screams of “Fuck me!” quickly morphed into a long stream of, “Yes, Yes, Yes, …” as her climax rapidly approached.


  Foxy reached between his legs and started drawing circles around the woman’s asshole with her fingertips. Her reaction from having her ass probed was instantaneous, and she thrust up against her lover’s dick.


  Timing the woman’s orgasm, Foxy shoved two fingers deep into her ass as the guy fired his load into her cunt.


  It was almost painful to see the gouges down the man’s back from her fingernails, but it didn’t seem to bother him in the least as the blood oozed out of the gashes.


  Foxy could feel the spasms as the woman’s sphincter rhythmically squeezed her fingers as she orgasmed. Foxy’s climax struck her when she saw the man’s spunk being pumped out of his partner’s pussy and running down between her ass cheeks.


  The guy collapsed on his partner, and Foxy slowly withdrew her fingers from the girl’s back door. Putting her arm up for support, she told June, “Don’t touch my hand.”


  June grabbed her by the wrist and hauled Foxy up from a squat to a standing position as Foxy’s leg muscles continued to tremble from her orgasm.


  They walked down the beach. Giggling, June asked, “Do you think they even knew we were watching?”


  “I doubt it!” Foxy replied as she held up both hands. “Pussy or ass?” she asked June while offering both sets of fingers to her lover.


  “I’ll take pussy for one-hundred dollars,” June replied with a laugh. Stopping, Foxy allowed June to suck her juices off her wet fingers while Foxy sucked the two digits which had been buried in the stranger’s ass.


  Finishing, they kissed to enjoy the flavor of both treasures. June could taste the aroma of the woman’s ass on Foxy’s fingers. At the same time, Foxy was digging in June’s mouth to sample the juices from her snatch.


  They continued down the beach greeting other nudists as June held Foxy’s sticky fingers. She would periodically pick Foxy’s hand up and kiss or suck a finger.


  Walking back, they passed the couple they had watched fucking, and told them hello, while laughing. The couple just looked at them, probably wondering what was so funny?


  Back at the site, they had dropped off their backpacks, they spread out their beach towels next to each other and lay down.


  Foxy swung a leg over June so she could rub her wet pussy on the girl as they kissed and caressed each other. Running her hand down June’s stomach, she toyed with June’s erect clit. Her finger easily slipped in between her girlfriends pussy lips to scoop up the nectar within.


  Taking a dollop of cunt juice, Foxy spread it on one of June’s nipples and, after getting it well coated, used her mouth to suck the tasty juice off. Then kissing June, they shared the taste on Foxy’s soft lips.


  “Are you willing to move back to Las Vegas with me?” Foxy asked her lover as they shared kisses.


  “If you promise not to leave me?” June pleaded.


  “Stop worrying. I promise it will be okay!” Foxy assured her.


  “Will I have to fuck your husband?”


  “Only if you want to,” Foxy replied. “You can suck his dick, fuck him, both, or neither. Your choice?”


  “And he has a nice cock?”


  “Larry is the best fuck I’ve ever had,” Foxy said simply.


  “Then what are you doing in LA?” June asked.


  “That’s a question I’ve asked myself a lot, here lately. Larry and I have been together since before I was twenty-one, and I guess I wanted to see what it was like to be single,” Foxy replied honestly as she rolled over on her back but continued to stroke June’s pouting pussy lips with her fingers.


  Putting her other arm across her eyes to shut out the sun, Foxy continued, “Larry has always taken care of me and given me everything I’ve wanted. He never bitches at me, even when I do something stupid like run off with some guy I’ve just met.”


  “Sounds like the perfect guy?” June said. She spread her legs wide to fully enjoy Foxy’s probing fingers even though there was a group of people, near the waterline, watching them. Running her fingers through Foxy’s hair as her girlfriend lay on her stomach and played with her pussy.


  Finally, June asked, “You promise Foxy that things between us aren’t going to change when we move to Las Vegas?”


  Foxy pulled her wet fingers out of June’s cunt and rolled her head so she could look at her young girlfriend. Putting her fingers in her mouth to enjoy the taste of June’s wet hole. Looking up at June, Foxy replied, “I promise baby. We’ll always be together!”


  * * * The End * * *


  


  (Continued in House Party 3)
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			Company Benefits - Our hero, Reggie, finally makes salesman of the year. The promotion includes a new office on the top floor of his company office building. They manufacture heavy equipment, such as bulldozers and snowplows.
		


  Off-limits to all worker bees, the top floor of their skyscraper is covered with thick carpet, glass-walled offices, and administrative assistants straight out of Penthouse. He discovers to his delight that executives are treated like royalty and afforded every perk desired.


  Reggie’s only job is to sell heavy equipment, and assistants handle everything else. What Reggie didn’t realize was that his employer had a special department called “Triple S.” Triple S or Spousal Support Services’ job was to take care of the wives left alone as their jet-setting husbands roamed the world selling bulldozers.


  The company knew that a happy wife means a happy life or, more correctly, a happy salesman who makes more money for the company.


  Reggie boards the company jet to fly off to Buffalo and get their signature on a two hundred and fifty million dollar snowplow contract. At the same time, Triple S shows up at home to take care of his wife, June.


  While he’s frolicking with the flight attendants, June is watching the tight buns of the pool boy cleaning their pool with his long pole while the pool girl explains all of the benefits she’ll be enjoying courtesy of his employer.
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  House Party (Foxy & Larry #18) is an 85,000-word novel about an innocent house party that goes wrong or extremely right, depending on which side of the story you’re on.


  Foxy and Larry attend a house party where Foxy falls for the husband of a couple from Los Angeles. She runs off, leaving her husband to deal with the man’s wife as well as their live-in girlfriend and becomes immersed in the pornographic movie business as an upcoming actress.


  Fans of Foxy know that she is a bi-sexual exhibitionist who likes to live on the edge and has always led a protected existence, sheltered by her husband, who picks up after her.


  Moving to LA, she quickly tires of Russell and moves in with a houseful of people who work in the porn industry. Foxy, on her own for the first time in her life, runs amok and is either staring in porn movies, hopping from bed to bed, or walking naked at the nude beach.
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			In My Dreams is an explicit erotic story about a twenty-year-old woman whose world is turned upside down by her parents’ untimely death. Shy and withdrawn, Patrica, or Pixie as she was known, was raised under a strict and overprotective roof by parents terrified of everything, especially hormonally charged young men.
		


  After her parents died in the tragic car accident, Pixie was left alone in the home where she grew up. Alone and struggling to deal with her loss, Pixie took a job in a large metropolitan city far away to try and resolve her demons while starting over.


  Pixie realized that weird things were happening to her in the strange new city even though she was happier. For example, she kept finding totally inappropriate clothes in her dirty clothes hamper or her closet. Like a miniskirt that barely covered her butt or a see-through blouse. Both of which would result in a beating if her mother were still around.


  Pixie’s dreams began to reveal that she had a darker side which disgusted yet excited her at the same time. After reading the book Sybil about a woman with multiple personality disorder or Dissociative Identity Disorder as it’s currently termed, she began to understand what was happening to her.


  In My Dreams is about a shy, naive young woman who comes to grips with the fact that a nymphomaniac slut lives inside her. This erotic story written in the explicit style Larry Archer is known for will delight you with the twists and turns of Pixie learning to embrace her sexually perverted hidden side.


  She discovers that Theresa, her alternate nympho personality, was living a life full of sexual exploits that began to overwhelm Pixie’s shy backward side and propel her acceptance of the new merged Pixie.
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			Cuckold Club - First Date For all you cuckold fans who fantasize about watching your Hotwife having sex with well-built Bulls, my latest story should be right up your alley. For those of you who have somehow missed this kink, Cuckold Club – First Date will throw you into the deep end without floaties!
		


  Most people will agree that an older woman is better in bed as they usually hit their sexual peak while their cuckold husbands are starting to fade.


  First Date is the first of a series of stories about the antics of Hotwives with their Bulls, and of course, the cuckold husbands with his hand in his pants.


  Like a lot of cuckold – Hotwife couples, Ted and Serena started casually as he enjoyed watching his beautiful sexy wife flirt with other guys while he watched from across the room. As they got bolder, they took their act to the Hookup Lounge, which was noted for mature beautiful women and horny guys.


  Ted would watch as his wife would become surrounded by virile men, all vying for her treasures as he rubbed himself under the table. Quickly it went from dancing and the occasional kiss to groping on the dark corner of the dance floor. Then one night, it was suddenly real, and Ted was faced with the prospect that his wife was going to be in the arms of another man!
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			Crashing the Swinger’s Pajama Party is an 80,000-word explicit erotic novel about how Greg and Samantha innocently invite themselves to what they think is just a huge New Year’s Eve party given by neighbors that they’ve only met a couple of times socially.
		


  Imagine the surprise of when they crash their neighbor’s New Year’s Eve Party only to discover that they are in the midst of a swinger’s pajama party, with over one-hundred people engaged in outrageous behavior.


  Based upon an actual event, the party crashers are quickly drawn into the erotic world of swingers, where virtually anything goes. This HEA story follows the new couple as they quickly discover how much fun the Lifestyle can offer.


  Larry Archer’s swinger couple who are in most of his stories, Foxy and Larry, serve as ringmasters to guide and coach our new couple as they immerse themselves in this anything-goes lifestyle.
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			Nina, the Fallen Ballerina, is a sexy tale about a beautiful young woman who trained all her life to be a ballerina. However, as she grew up, she realized that she was never going to achieve her dream.
		


  Ballerinas are typically small tiny girls, and as Nina grew into a picture of her mother, she was tall and lanky, not ballerina material at all. Frustrated, Nina threw herself into her college studies and graduated with an MBA at age twenty-four.


  Once again, she was thwarted in her dreams. Working in an office with a sexist boss, she found herself unfulfilled and unhappy.


  Just when things couldn’t get any darker, she discovered a job listing for exotic dancers at The Fox’s Den. Could this be her destiny? She asked herself as she was interviewed by the club’s manager Linda.


  Maybe it was the first time dancing naked on stage or the way Linda kissed her that Nina felt she was home at last. It seemed natural to fall into the casual sex attitudes at The Fox’s Den, and Nina found herself passed around like a joint at a hippie party.


  


  

    [image: ]

  


  
			Stripper or Nurse? (80,000 Words) Is an erotic novel that blends the world of cuckold and Hotwife with swingers into a novel size story of erotic romance. Tom visits his favorite gentleman’s club with his friends to watch beautiful women dance in the nude. Tom’s fun morning quickly falls apart after he throws a blood clot and suffers a heart attack on the club floor.
		


  Luckily The Fox’s Den has trained all of its dancers in CPR, and they quickly jump into action to save the customer’s life.


  Tom’s wife, Suzanne, becomes naturally furious as she feels her husband’s heart attack is the fault of the dancers and their nubile naked bodies. But she falls under the guiles of the strip club’s owner and realizes her repressed sexuality.


  The story becomes an intertwined story of the seduction of a Hotwife by swingers and the coming to grips of a cuckold husband, who realizes how much he enjoys watching his wife in action.
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			Idle Hands - Bored housewives decide to cheat as they discover the illicit but erotic word of swinger’s and visiting the glory hole to satisfy their most basic urges.
		


  Two MILFs whose husbands are gone most of the time discover that Idle Hands are really the devil’s workshop as they dabble in the world of forbidden pleasures. This hot, explicit, yet HEA story exposes what really goes on in the backrooms of adult theatres and the bedrooms of wife swapping swingers.


  Written in Larry Archer’s humorous yet highly erotic style, is a fun read from the start. His stories are like a gangbang, once you start pulling the train, the action never stops.
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  Swinger’s Box Set #1 – Three full-length HEA explicit swinger’s stories. 200,000 words of the hottest erotica about the forbidden world of swapping wives and group sex.


  This 200,000-word box set with three of Larry Archer’s hottest HEA explicit swinger stories. Based upon personal experience, join Larry and Foxy as they explore the forbidden world of married couples who swap partners and explore their sexuality with others.


  These three stories take the reader through virtually all kinks such as girl-on-girl, lesbian, BDSM, cuckold, Hotwife, strippers, gangbang, and group sex nonstop action.
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  Cuckold – Hotwife Box Set #2 - Four Full Length HEA Explicit cuckold – Hotwife stories, over 142,000 words of hot and nasty cheating wives on the prowl.


  Four hot and sexy stories about cheating Hotwives and their cuckold husbands, who love to watch.


  Story #1 – The Watchers - An unsuspecting husband discovers by accident that his wife attends gangbang sex shows and takes care of the guests.


  Story #2 & #3 – Wife Swap and Wife Swap 2 – A two-story series about two best friends who decide to spice up their marriage and swap husbands for the weekend. What could possibly go wrong with this idea?


  Story #4 – Cheating Glory Hole Wives – Two wives become bored when their husbands spend all their time in their man caves and decide to entertain themselves by working at the glory hole.


  Four explicit HEA sex stories as only Larry Archer can write!
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			Cheating Glory Hole Wivesis a heartwarming story for all you glory hole fans. The guys are all in the basement building their man caves while their unsatisfied wives twiddle their thumbs. Two married women finally decide to take matters into their own hands, or more correctly mouths.
		


  Ensconced in his man cave in the basement so he can watch non-stop football, Ralph becomes suspicious that his wife is entertaining herself with a completely different sport. One where she spends most of her time on her knees! Worse, she has sucked his best friend’s wife in on her dirty little game, and both wives start disappearing at night dressed in outfits that would be more appropriate for streetwalkers than sweet loving housewives.
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			Another Day in Paradise (40,000 Words) Monica is a mid-western girl who moves to Las Vegas to pursue her dreams of being a chorus girl. Like many others, who came before her, she finds fame and fortune a difficult goal to achieve. By accident, she meets a fellow dancer who gets her a job serving as eye candy escorting the mayor around town, to help keep her afloat.
		


  Her girlfriend, Porsche, turns out to have a wild side, and quickly Monica is thrown into the clutches of two swingers and their girlfriends for a sex-filled romp that will keep you titillated page after page. This is a hard-core story with a plot that leads you down the road of Monica’s seduction in exquisite detail. You’ll be amazed as to how quickly she comes over to the Dark Side.


  Another Day in Paradise is another in Larry Archer’s humorous looks at the life of swingers and the misadventures they lead. This 40,000-word novella is chock full of explicit descriptions of hot-hot action, with a HEA ending as only Larry can portray.
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			Coffee, Tea, or ME? (21,600 Words) Foxy wins a Texas-Hold’em tournament at a Las Vegas Strip Casino and invites her husband down to celebrate. While our two favorite swingers are celebrating, they pick up and seduce Zoe, a recent divorcee.
		


  What follows is a night of debauchery in a hotel Bridal Suite as they turn her every way but loose in the no holes barred style that Larry Archer is known for.


  This is an adult’s only novella that will leave your eReader smoking and you may have to store it in the freezer (just kidding). If you are looking for some serious porn that is extremely explicit with vivid descriptions, look no further than “Coffee, Tea, or ME?”
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			The Voyeur (15,000 Words) a delicious little tale about a small-town girl who moves to the big city to escape her abusive and domineering father, who beat her for any real or perceived thought about anything related to men or sex. Constance takes a job far away from home in Saint Louis, where she works at an ad agency surrounded by people who live on the edge between fantasy and reality.
		


  There she meets her new best friend Sue, who takes the naive girl under her wing and tries to iron out some of the kinks instilled by her father and his paddle. Constance rapidly blooms and finds that she’s not only attracted to men but also girls. Then things heat up as she starts letting the guy across the courtyard watch her dress and help with her wardrobe selection.


  This story is primarily girl-on-girl, with some voyeuristic scenes thrown in and written in the no holes barred style of Larry Archer, with graphic descriptions of the action to fill your imagination.
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			Wife Swap 2 (54,400 Words) carries on in the same depraved and debauchery filled story from the start in Wife Swap. This long, for a BDSM sex story, follows Carol as she falls into the clutches of Dominatrix Mistress Foxy, who decides to beat some sense into her and breaks up Carol’s marriage to take her as the latest submissive in Foxy’s stable.
		


  In spite of the occasional beatings, this light-hearted romp completes Carol’s education as she realizes what she’s been missing all these years.


  This story blends cuckold/Hotwife scenes, BDSM, and swinging situations into a fun-filled erotic story that has something for almost everybody, regardless of your kink.


  Note that at 54,000+ words, this story is much longer than your normal smut story, and you get a lot more bang for the buck. Compare story lengths and remember Larry has sex on virtually every page.


  As always, Larry Archer combines a good storyline with sexual situations involving straight, girl-on-girl, anal, oral, facials, and group sex with graphic descriptions. This story is completely bareback and no safe sex lessons included.
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			Wife Swap ( 26,300 words) In a plot similar to their 1969 movie namesake, two couples Bob & Carol and Ted & Alice decide to open up their marriage and share some of their most intimate fantasies. Follow along as the two wives decide to swap husbands for an innocent date, but things rapidly spiral out of control when they realize that Carol has multiple personalities like the famous Sybil, who is up for anything and anyone.
		


  This is Larry Archer, at his best, weaving a scorching hot explicit tale of consensual bareback sex between two couples that leaves no detail out as everything is on the table for these throwbacks to the swinging era of the ’70s.


  You may have to put your tablet in the freezer to cool it off after reading this graphic novel about swingers and the swinging lifestyle.
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  Fantasy Swingers 2 (35,000 Words) tells of a couple, who become interested in swinging because of the wife’s infatuation with a co-worker. Later while shopping for a sexy dress, they meet a couple of swingers, who initiate them into the alternate lifestyle known as swinging. This story deals with the conversion of Cynthia from a sweet innocent housewife to a complete slut (use your imagination here). Cynthia and her husband are thrown into the deep end of the swinger’s pool and learn to sink or swim or at least swallow!


  Cynthia learns the actual meaning of “Thank you, sir. May I have another?”


  This story was originally one of the first that I wrote and about 75% true, with the rest being a fantasy from my sick mind. Most of the characters have been taken from people I have known and partied with. I have changed the names and places to protect the guilty. If you recognize yourself in the story, then I hope it was as good for you as it was for me.


  As always, this story deals with sick and perverted people and the disgusting things they do to each other and themselves. If the thought of fucking and sucking (not making love to) a total stranger makes you queasy, then stop here. Otherwise, I suggest that you take your laptop into the bathroom and lock the door.
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			The Dancer (21,000 Words) is a story about a young college girl who is working her way through college by dancing at The Fox’s Den, a gentlemen’s club in Las Vegas. While on the job only a week, she has learned a lot about sex beyond what was taught in Sex Ed 101.
		


  What could possibly go wrong? Only that her mother learned of her new job stripping and was convinced that she was also hooking. What’s a mother to do, so naturally she crashes into the bosses’ office in full on crazy lady attack mode.


  Thankfully cooler heads prevailed, and the crazy lady ends up in bed with the bosses’ wife, while the young dancer, Peaches, ends up in a threesome with the boss Larry and Linda, the manager.


  As all of Larry Archer’s stories go, this one is full of well written and graphically described sexual situations on virtually every page. His stories are always HEA (happily ever after) and exactly the reason that you read erotic stories, to be entertained and sexually stimulated.


  This story, like all of Larry’s, are bareback and leave no hole unplugged. The scenes include girl-on-girl, straight sex, oral, menage, swingers, anal, cream-filled, and with a little BDSM thrown in for good measure.
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			Swinger’s Pool Party (13,000 Words) Foxy and Larry attend a pool party hosted by a couple of swingers they know. While at the party they meet a new couple, Mike and Cindy. While getting to know them, they introduce the husband to the Hotwife pool hostess, leaving them to take care of his wife.
		


  Cindy feels at ease with Foxy and Larry and quickly forgets about what her husband is up to. Foxy finds that Cindy is as eager and open-minded as she is beautiful. After a hot and steamy threesome, they take Cindy back to their house for more fun.


  In the morning, Cindy is introduced to the sexy widow who lives next door and comes over for coffee and early morning satisfaction.


  This adult’s only story contains explicit sex scenes, threesomes, girl-on-girl, and all-around hot times.
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			Driving the Stripper Mobile (53,000 Words) is a story about Don, an ordinary guy who is down on his luck. In fact, while he was down, Lady Luck even gave him a couple of hard shots to the stomach. Dumped by his wife and fired from his job, Don is befriended by a stripper and the club owner, who feel sorry for him. The strip club builds a truck with a clear plastic box on the back, complete with a stripper pole. The plan is for the Stripper Mobile to drive up and down Las Vegas Boulevard, while girls dance in the plastic box. Hopefully, people will be attracted by the beautiful girls dancing and visit the club. The club owner decides to give Don a shot and hires him to drive the Stripper Mobile.
		


  Don ends up with one of the strippers as his girlfriend and is thrown into a world of swingers, group sex, erotic dancers, cuckolding, lesbian, and perverted sexual acts that he had only previously dreamed of. This story involves graphic sexual scenes and is told in a well-developed storyline as only Larry Archer can weave it.
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  Cuckolding: A Night At The Bar (24,500 Words) Tina, a 40ish housewife, who has kept herself in great shape, has decided to do something about the fact that her husband doesn’t measure up. This MILF initially trolls the bars and picks up younger studs that are big enough to satisfy her every need. At first, she cleans up before coming home, but when her husband doesn’t seem to mind her late-night “dates,” she discovers that he enjoys being a cuckold and starts making him clean her up after she’s been out with one of her Bulls. Then the night they walk into a small neighborhood bar, she discovers an extra-large soccer team, who had stopped for a beer. That night her husband, Steve, discovers the full truth about what his wife has been up to.
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  Cuckolding: A Hotwife Is Born (47,000 Words) A graphic tale about a 40-year-old housewife, who is seduced by her next-door neighbor, and turned out as a Hotwife with her cuckold husband. Tina is happily married except for the small fact that her husband is too little to take care of her needs. Her husband has gotten a big promotion, which enables them to buy a new house where Tina meets her sexpot neighbor Gretchen.


  Gretchen sees potential in Tina and introduces her to the sexy world of clubbing, where she and Gretchen are on the outlook for young and virile studs to party with. Tina becomes caught up in a world of non-stop sex as she samples everything she finds, including the girls.


  This story is very graphic with non-stop action and a good storyline to weave all of the acts of perversion together into a hot story that doesn’t give you time to take a breath.
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			Cuckolding: My Wife Is A Porn Star (24,000 Words) is a kinky story about a guy who comes home to an empty house as his wife is out partying with the girls. Figuring that this would be a good time to watch some porn on his computer, he grabs a beer and picks out a new video to watch that looks pretty hot. As he’s sitting there, playing with himself while watching these two girls take care of everyone on the set. In the last scene, he finally gets a good look at the girls and realizes that he’s just jerked off to his wife and his best friend’s wife making a pornographic movie.
		


  The story involves acts of cuckolding (Hotwife) action, voyeurism, lesbian, group (menage), oral, anal, and facial scenes told in a light-hearted manner with graphic descriptions of the sex scenes portrayed as only Larry Archer can spin the tale.
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  Cuckold and Hotwife - Box Set 1 (96,500 words) is a box set of three Hotwife stories for your reading and self-abuse pleasure. Almost 100,000 words describing some of the wildest scenes you could ever imagine. If you’ve ever wondered about the erotic fantasy of watching your wife being ravaged by men, right in front of your eyes, this is your entry into that forbidden world.


  Written by a swinger, who’s been there and done that, this box set is based upon the true adventures of a swinger couple to give you an up-close and personal look at the world of cuckold husbands with their Hotwives.


  The box set includes A Night at the Bar, A Hotwife is Born, and My Wife is a Porn Star.
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			The Watchers (36,000 words) is a tale about Gene, an insurance adjuster, who is having a mid-life crisis after 20 years of marriage. Imagine that you’ve just finished a mind numbing seminar and are sitting in a hotel bar having a drink when you pick up on the conversation two guys next to you are having.
		


  You hear the words Sex Show, and your ears perk up. As you listen, you discover that for one-hundred dollars, you can watch people having sex right in front of your eyes. For someone who looks at wrecked cars and damaged houses for a living, a sex show sounds irresistible.


  The sex show turns out to be everything Gene could hope for and much more. At the end of the show, he discovers that one of the actresses is his sweet innocent wife of twenty years.


  As with all of Larry Archer’s erotic stories, this one is for adults only and features graphic depictions of bareback sexual conduct between grown people, who should know better.
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			The Runaway (34,000 Words): Foxy and Larry, two swingers, pick up a stranded girl on the side of the road and take her home to try and help her just before Christmas. Initially, their motives were simply to try and help her, but rapidly the homeless girl becomes infatuated with the couple and their lifestyle. Their mission of mercy now turns to debauchery as they invite her into their home and family. This is an erotic romance story that is intended for mature adult audiences only and includes graphic descriptions of sex between consenting adults with straight, bisexual, and group scenes.
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			Seduced by the Dark Side (58,000 Words) is a hard-core non-stop erotic romance about a small-town farm girl from Minnesota who moves to Las Vegas to experience the wilder side of life. Ingrid’s education starts as soon as her plane lands in Las Vegas, where she is picked up by Stormy, an exotic dancer while trying to get her luggage. Accepting a ride from her new girlfriend, she finds out how much fun the back of a limo can be with a bunch of horny exotic dancers.
		


  On her first day at work, her new boss, Crystal, catches her taking care of business while she relives her experience from last night in the limo. Her boss, who is a MILF in expensive clothes, takes an immediate liking to her. While driving in her boss’s new convertible, she meets a swinger couple, Foxy and Larry, on Las Vegas Boulevard, who invite them to a gentleman’s club that night for what promises to be an exciting evening.
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			Alyson Discovers The Glory Hole (31,000 Words) Two swingers, Foxy and Larry, take a cum obsessed girlfriend to a Las Vegas adult theater with glory holes to satisfy her cravings for servicing strangers.
		


  While in the toy section, they pick up a straight couple when the wife becomes infatuated with Foxy’s braless jugs, micro-mini, and thigh-high boots. Foxy makes Alyson take care of the husband to help get her warmed up. Foxy’s dominate side quickly comes out as she punishes the cashier for hitting on her husband and gives her ten lashes with her riding crop in front of the other customers as a correction.


  This story involves oral sex, facials, cum swallowing and sharing, anonymous sex, group sex, lesbian or bisexual sex, anal, and Mistress/slave action that is non-stop from the beginning to the end.
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  Fantasy Swingers (12,000 Words) tells of a couple, who become interested in swinging because of the wife’s infatuation with a co-worker. Later shopping for a sexy dress, they meet a couple of swingers, who initiate them into the alternate lifestyle known as swinging. This is Part 1 of a multi-part series of how Cynthia and Francis are introduced into swinging by veteran swingers, Foxy and Larry.


  The follow-up stories deal with the final conversion of Cynthia from a sweet innocent housewife to a complete slut (use your imagination here). Cynthia and her husband are thrown into the deep end of the swinger’s pool and learn to sink or swim or at least swallow!


  Cynthia learns the actual meaning of “Thank you, sir. May I have another?”




  About the Author - Larry Archer


  


  Erotica from the Dirty Mind of Larry Archer.


  I write hardcore action filled adult erotica stories primarily in several topics, swinging, group sex (menage), bi-sexual, lesbian, Master/slave (BDSM), and some incest/taboo. I’ve been writing adult oriented smut since 2012.


  My wife and I were always a little on the liberal side and got into the Lifestyle (swinging) after a few years. The Lifestyle has always been a lot of fun for us and has led to interesting situations.


  Writing adult-themed (erotica) stories using situations we’ve been in as a base was a natural for me. I have a vivid imagination and find it easy to start with a scenario and develop that into a story. We travel a lot and have met numerous couples across the country, which provides me with more fodder for my tales.


  A lot of my stories involve a couple, Foxy and Larry, who are dyed in the wool swingers and enjoy life to the fullest. Sometimes they are central characters, sometimes they will drift in and out of a story, like Alfred Hitchcock, and other times they never show up. They tend to epitomize the best (worst?) of swingers I have known and bring out the best of the Lifestyle.


  Foxy and Larry tend to attract (seduce) straight couples who are interested or leaning in the direction of trying something different. We have personally introduced some couples to the Lifestyle and, surprisingly enough, didn’t have sex with a fair number of them.


  The Lifestyle gives a couple the opportunity to experience relationships with others and help keep things from getting dull in a marriage after a few years. While the basic reason for swinging is to exchange partners, there is a friendship that develops between couples that are difficult to understand by what we call “straights” or those on the outside.


  So if you’ve been a bad boy or girl, talk it over with your partner and get in the game.


  Visit Larry Archer’s Blog at https://LarryArcher.blog


  Now having said all those things, I need to offer a “Don’t try this at home.” clause. The Lifestyle is not for everyone, and nothing I say should be construed to mean that I want you and your spouse to try this. Every sport you undertake has certain risks and benefits. Just because it is right for someone else doesn’t mean that it is right for you. I will not be responsible for any action that you take or the results from such action based upon anything I write or say. This is a grown-up activity, and as an adult, you are responsible and not the author. Remember to have safe and responsible sex.


  


  * * *
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