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		Chapter 1

		
		Our story starts with a young, though legal age, college student who is paying her way through school by dancing in The Fox’s Den, a gentleman’s club in Las Vegas run by our intrepid swingers Foxy and Larry.

		
		Tiffany is an 18-year-old college freshman, who is in her first week of dancing at the club. While not naive, Tiffany was pretty sheltered by her tight ass mom, especially after a long and difficult breakup with her ex-husband, who was extremely conservative.

		
		Tiffany, now known as Peaches, is having the time of her life. As an exhibitionist at heart, Peaches is right at home with the other strippers as they entertain the guys and gals, who come in the club to spend money on them.

		
		Peaches is intrigued by the other girls who all seem to always be kissing and playing with each other, not only to fire up the customers but to also satisfy their baser needs. As the Dark Side beckons her, Peaches quickly falls into the habit of kissing the girl just coming off stage, as well as the one who follows her.

		
		She becomes infatuated with the Bosses’ wife Foxy, who is always strutting around half-naked. In the dressing room is a bar stool, in the corner of the room, and is often used for entertainment of the dancers.

		
		As she struts up on stage, she’s thinking about Foxy and wondering how she can get away with some of the stuff she’s been doing around the club, with her husband there. She’s also been thinking about girls a lot especially wondering what it will be like to make love to one.

		
		Walking on stage, she looks around at the guys and one couple sitting at the stage. Peaches is 5-foot-10 with a slim yet muscular body from years of cheerleading and long distance running. Her boobs are almost a C-cup and perfectly shaped, with perky nipples. Peaches has been thinking about a boob job as some of the girls have huge tits and claim that big tits are worth an extra $50K per year, but she’s not sure that she wants to go under the knife.

		
		It’s not like anyone complains about her tits, just the opposite. In fact, the club photographer has already approached her about posing for an advertising billboard, but she’s afraid that her Mother will find out. Here lately PMS and her Mother seemed to be joined at the hip and Peaches can just imagine what her Mom would say if she looked up and saw her daughter naked on a billboard.

		
		About this time, the music slams into her as the DJ kicks up the volume and the animal beat of the sound, courses through her. Putting a big grin on her face, Peaches looks down at the people around the stage and starts gyrating her hips as she prances around the stage.

		
		She’s wearing a white see-through top that just barely covers her boobs, and she can see the reaction from the guys around the stage. Putting her hands behind her head, it pulls the top up until you can just see the bottom of her areolas.

		
		The sensation of the cloth dragging over her erect nipples, causes her sex to throb and moisten. She has to force herself not to play with her pussy as that’s technically against the rules, but the heat between her legs makes it difficult to think straight.

		
		As the first song ended, Peaches slips off her top and throws it at some lucky guy at the stage. Now she is swaying around the stage in only a black thong, which barely covers anything.

		
		She knows that everyone is getting a good look because the engorged lips of her pussy are clearly outlined by the thin material. The energy from the audience is putting her brain in overdrive as she works the audience.

		
		Peaches will squat down in front of some guy and give him a close look of her teenage pussy that only a handful of guys have touched before. Her body is covered in a light sheen from dancing, and it causes her skin to shine under the lights. As the guys give her tips, Peaches will pull her thong out so that they can drop the money in next to her honey pot.

		
		As she gets up to move to the next customer, she will unobtrusively flip the money behind her onto the stage. As she squats down, she realizes that she’s showing off to the husband and wife sitting at the stage.

		
		The girl’s husband is sitting behind his wife and urging her to tip the dancer. The woman is in her early 30’s and is a sexy looking housewife. Peaches can just about look down her top as she squats in front of the house frau. The woman leans towards Peaches, and it’s obvious that she’s not wearing a bra and her nipples are already erect.

		
		As she squats, her legs are on either side of the little housewife and Peaches runs her fingers through the girl’s hair. She can feel the girl shudder at Peaches’ touch, which only encourages her to do more.

		
		Peaches pulls the woman in until her nose is almost touching Peaches’ thong and she can just imagine what the woman is smelling as the scent of her musk is swirling around Peaches’ nose.

		
		Holding the woman’s head with two handfuls of hair, Peaches rubs the woman’s nose against her wet panties. The thin material does little to hide her swollen lips, and she uses the woman’s nose to trace up and down her slit.

		
		Looking down at the woman, Peaches can see that her tongue is flicking out and touching the wet material. The realization that this girl is almost going down on her causes a climax to rapidly hit her brain.

		
		“I’ve never come while dancing,” Peaches told herself but there is a first time for everything. Figuring that no one can see what’s going on in between her legs, Peaches reaches down and tugs her thong to the side.

		
		Now the housewife is face to face with Peaches wet throbbing cunt, and she can see the woman’s eyes cross as they try to focus on the pussy lips that are just inches from her mouth. In case she needs any encouragement, Peaches pushes on the back of the housewife’s head, which causes her to clamp her lips on Peache’s pussy.

		
		As soon as she feels the woman sucking her pussy lips and slipping her tongue into her juicy love canal, Peaches loses it and falls back on the stage, never releasing her grip on the housewife’s hair.

		
		As she flops back, Peaches drags the woman out of her chair and up on the stage. Peaches had to give her credit, her lips never lost contact with Peaches’ cunt, and she continued to suck Peaches juicy hole.

		
		It was all Peaches could do to not scream in pleasure as the woman rimmed her clit and sucked on it like a little dick. Peaches climax was still racing through her body as she pushed her cunt against the woman’s face and ground her wet lips into the housewife’s lips.

		
		Her body gave one last convulsive jerk then she collapsed onto the stage while continuing to run her fingers through the housewife’s hair. Looking down between her heaving jugs, she could see the housewife looking up at her and continuing to fuck Peaches’ cunt with her wet tongue.

		
		Pulling wifey up by the hair, she scooted up and took a second to suck both of Peaches scrunched up nipples. Then she moved up so that they could kiss.

		
		Peaches looked at the woman, whose lips and face was coated with her sweet nectar and pressed their lips together. For Peaches, the taste of her pussy was overpowering, and she couldn’t help but suck the housewife’s tongue and lick her tasty lips and cheeks.

		
		As her climax finally stopped raging, it dawned on Peaches that she had a customer on stage and had let the woman eat her out right in front of everyone. She knew that this was a no-no and hoped that she didn’t get fired over this.

		
		Sheepishly, the housewife quickly got off stage and stood by her husband as Peaches collected her money and clothes. She got a standing ovation from the people around the stage and hoped that would help save her job.

		
		Walking back to the dressing room, Peaches saw Jack waiting for her. “This is not going to be pretty,” she told herself as she marched up to Jack to take her medicine.

		
		“You know that you can’t be doing things like that in the front room, don’t you?” Jack asked her but didn’t seem terribly upset.

		
		“I’m sorry, I just got carried away,” Peaches said. “Please don’t fire me!”

		
		“Fire you! Hell, I’m going to tell Larry to give you a raise. That was the hottest thing I’ve seen in months.” Jack replied with a laugh. “Just be more careful as not every one of the vice cops is on our side.”

		
		After dancing and dripping wet from sweat as well as the horny housewife, who went down on her at the stage, Peaches is surprised when she finds Foxy sitting on the bar stool in the dancer’s dressing room. She has her jean mini-skirt pulled up to her waist, no panties, and her legs draped over the arms of the bar stool.

		
		On her knees in front of her is another dancer, Jenny, who she’s heard is sleeping with the boss and is now taking care of his wife in the dressing room. Peaches can’t help herself but walk over and stand behind Jenny, so she can watch Jenny lick and finger Foxy.

		
		Peaches figures that this must be payback for fucking Foxy’s husband, the boss, but it looks like both of them are enjoying it and who is she to complain. She’s never seen a girl going down on another, and it makes Peaches even wetter to see this. Especially when Jenny pulls her fingers out of Foxy’s cunt and makes her suck them clean. Peaches licks her lips as she imagines how good that must taste.

		
		This is her first experience with a girl who climaxes like a machine, over and over. Peaches is intrigued by the tall brunette with curly bushy hair, like an 80’s porn star, who is holding Jenny by the hair and rubbing her sex all over Jenny’s face. When Foxy comes hard, her eyes roll back in her head, and at first, it looked a little like Little Orphan Annie, with only white showing when her eyes roll back as she climaxes.

		
		Finally, Foxy pulls her up by the hair and kisses her pussy cum covered lips. As Peaches watches the two girls tongue wrestle, she can’t help but put her hand down the front of her thong to rub her clit.

		
		Foxy opens her eyes and looks over Jenny’s shoulder to see Peaches staring at them while she plays with herself. She smiles and whispers in Jenny’s ear, who quickly turns around and walks to Peaches. Before she knew what was happening, Jenny’s wet tasty lips are pressed against hers, and she can feel Jenny’s tongue probing her needy mouth.

		
		Peaches works on sucking all of Foxy’s juice off of Jenny’s tongue as the smell and taste of pussy makes her love tunnel throb, and she can’t believe how wet and excited she is. As she kisses Jenny, she feels two burning nipples pressed against her back, while someone reaches around and grabs both of her boobs.

		
		The two hands glide across her glistening jugs, wet from the strain of dancing, and quickly find her two nubs. As her mind seems to explode, she feels her nipples being twisted and pulled, which causes lightning to strike deep in her brain.

		
		The girl behind her is chewing on her ear lobe and panting in her ear until it seems as if her entire body is going to melt. Peaches can feel her body responding and her climax as it rushes towards her like a wave at the beach.

		
		As her climax strikes her, she realizes that she’s having problems standing, her legs are shaking so bad, and the girl behind is holding her up by her tits. Jenny sees this and puts her arms around Peaches to help support her as the climax rages through Peaches’ young body.

		
	
		Chapter 2

		
		Even though fuck’n and suck’n is going on in the dressing room, the Foxy’s Den continues to operate as a money making machine. Larry was working on one of the worst things about owning a strip club, financial reports. He was thinking of calling for someone to bring him a shot of Tequila when he heard yelling and shouting in the outer office. Reaching under the lip of his desk, he pressed the button to alert security.

		
		Running a gentleman’s club or strip club as he called it, occasionally use of muscles was necessary. He figured it would be about 15-30 seconds before Jack, Tiny, or one of the other guys tore the door off the hinges to get in.

		
		The shouting didn’t seem violent other than he could tell it was a woman yelling, Larry got up and headed for his office door. One of his dancers worked parttime as a bookkeeper to try and learn something besides showing off her tits. Larry encouraged the girls to learn a real job as their dancing career was usually over around age 30. Virtually all the girls were 18-25 years of age, with a few more mature women for the guys who liked girls whose brains were bigger than their jugs. A number of his girls were at UNLV earning a degree on Larry’s dime. Just last year, one of his dancers had been elected as a judge in Henderson after getting her law degree, courtesy of The Fox’s Den gentleman’s club.

		
		Her opponents tried to make hay out of an ex-dancer being a judge, but it was funny that the voters appreciated her brains rather than her boobs and easily elected her over the right-wing conservative nut job.

		
		As he reached for the door handle, it burst open, and Larry took a step back in surprise. A tall attractive blonde around 40 dressed in a business suit marched into the door and then began yelling at Larry. Right behind her was his dancer cum accountant trying to grab at the woman.

		
		By this time Jack, head of security, and Tiny, who played a house on TV, both tried to force their way in through the outer office door at the same time. Larry tried to suppress his smile as the scene looked like something out of a Three Stooges movie. Between Jack and Tiny, they were three times wider than the door as each one tried to muscle his way in. Finally, Tiny acquiesced and allowed his boss to come in first.

		
		Jack had his hand under his jacket, likely on his Kimber 45, while Tiny just assumed that whoever was causing a problem would likely faint from looking at his bulk and resemblance to The Hulk.

		
		Looking at the woman, Larry knew that this was not a problem for brute force and he held up his hand to stop Jack and Tiny. The boys skidded to a stop as they analyzed the situation and Larry relaxed when he saw Jack’s hand slide out from under his jacket.

		
		“Whoa, boys! Stand down,” Larry told them as Jack reached out and touched Tiny on the arm to catch his attention. Tiny, an ex-Delta Force, tended to get in the zone and Jack didn’t want him to overreact.

		
		“You! Are you the owner? You fucking asshole, turning my daughter into a hooker!” The woman screamed at Larry with her eyes flashing, and he would have been a little worried if she had something heavy in her hand.

		
		“Ma’am, please calm down, and we’ll get this sorted out. Take a seat and try to relax. Would you like something to drink?” Larry spoke to her in a calm, soothing voice as he tried to defuse the situation.

		
		The woman looked around the room and for the first time saw the two security guys. Jack wasn’t too threatening as he just looked like a well-built older cop, but Tiny was a different story. At 6 foot 4, and almost as wide, Tiny was almost 240 pounds of solid muscle and had always reminded Larry of a Samurai or possibly the Hulk.

		
		Upon seeing Tiny, the woman instinctively shrunk back from his imposing figure. Jack seeing this, stepped between Tiny and the woman to partially block her view of Tiny, as he was well aware of the impression Tiny made on strangers.

		
		“Tiny, why don’t you go out and ask a waitress to come back and take our drink order,” Larry told Tiny, who nodded and lumbered out of the office. Turning to the woman, he said, “Sit down and let’s discuss your issues.”

		
		Jack stepped back against the wall to be more inconspicuous and less threatening as he continued to evaluate the woman. Larry knew it was pointless to tell Jack to leave, as his job was to protect his boss and if nothing else Jack was dedicated.

		
		The woman sat there fuming and almost bouncing up and down in the chair, ready to explode again as she glared at Larry.

		
		Walking behind the desk and sitting down, Larry smiled at the woman and said, “My name is Larry Archer, what’s yours?”

		
		“Monique!” The woman snapped out, and you could almost hear her teeth click as her mouth slammed shut.

		
		Larry studied the woman and liked what he saw. As a strip club owner, he was used to being surrounded by a bevy of beautiful women, most of whom were usually naked. Monique appeared to be about his age, in her early 40’s with a beautiful body at least what he could tell from the expensive suit jacket, white silk blouse, and knee-length gray pencil skirt. She had really nice legs, full and muscular but not fat and reminded him a lot of his wife, Foxy.

		
		Speaking of Foxy, Larry’s office door suddenly flew open and banged against the door stop as the love of his life marched into the room. Eyes blazing, she looked at the woman, then at Larry with a “what the fuck” expression on her face.

		
		“Sweetie, come in and join us. Monique was just about to tell me why she is so upset,” Larry told her in his sweet syrupy east Texas drawl as he tried to telegraph the impression that everyone needs to calm down, including his wife.

		
		“Monique this is my wife, Foxy. Foxy Monique,” Larry introduced them.

		
		Seeing that her husband was not in any difficulty, Foxy visibly relaxed and sat on the corner of Larry’s desk. Foxy always dressed on the edge and today was no exception; she was wearing a short jeans skirt along with a white wife-beater t-shirt that clung to her like a second skin and was cut off right below the bottom of her unfettered boobs.

		
		Larry automatically felt his cock start to harden as he looked at his wife’s C-cup jugs being outlined by the soft ribbed cotton material that hugged her body. She never wore a bra, and you could see every detail of her tits especially her puffy nipples, and it appeared today that she had on barbell studs.

		
		Monique looked at Foxy and appraised her up and down, with her mouth hanging open. At almost 6 foot, Foxy was all leg and even in slides, was an imposing figure.

		
		About this time the waitress walked in and asked what everyone wanted to drink. Monique didn’t say anything, just sat there fuming. Larry told the girl to bring them some Patron Platinum Tequila shots and then she buzzed off to get the drinks.

		
		Turning to Monique, Larry asked, “Monique would you tell us why you are so upset?”

		
		“You’ve turned my daughter into a hooker!” Monique spat but thankfully not in quite as hostile a tone.

		
		“I have not turned your daughter into a hooker. Who is your daughter in the first place?” Larry asked.

		
		“Tiffany.”

		
		“Tiffany, … Tiffany? Do we have a Tiffany?” Larry asked Foxy.

		
		Foxy turned to Monique and stared at her while she ran down the list of their dancers and employees in her mind. Finally, she said, “Peaches!”

		
		“Peaches,” Larry said as he remembered one of the new girls and then looking at Monique, could see the family resemblance.

		
		“But Monique, Peaches I mean Tiffany is not a hooker, she’s a dancer,” Larry said.

		
		“But don’t you pimp the girls out after they dance half naked?” Monique spat out.

		
		Larry and Foxy broke out laughing, and even Jack chuckled. “Sorry Monique, I’m not laughing at you; just the statement itself.”

		
		Jack realizing that the situation was neutralized, slipped out the door as the waitress came in with a tray of drinks.

		
		“Just put them on the edge of the desk,” Larry told the girl, who complied and then quickly left, realizing that there was still tension in the room.

		
		“What’s this?” Monique asked.

		
		“Tequila,” Larry answered.

		
		“I’ve never shot Tequila,” Monique protested in a half-assed manner. It seemed that she was starting to realize that she was being somewhat of an ass.”

		
		“It’s simple,” Foxy replied. “Just follow my lead.” First telling Monique to lick the hollow spot between her thumb and forefinger, they sprinkled salt on the wet spot. Then showing Monique how to pick up the lime between her thumb and forefinger. Finally, they picked up the shot glasses, which were thankfully doubles, then they clinked glasses. Foxy told Monique to lick the salt, shoot the Tequila, and suck the lime.

		
		“Just lick, shoot, and suck!” Foxy told her. “That’s all you have to remember.”

		
		Larry watched as Monique bravely shot the Tequila and could see the reaction when the burn hit her, as her throat reacted to the Tequila. “Suck the lime,” he told her. “That will kill the burn.”

		
		“Wow, that’s actually not bad,” Monique exclaimed as her eyes watered up. “I can feel it hitting already.”

		
		Foxy said, “Let’s do one more and then get down to business.”

		
		Without a moment’s hesitation, Monique salted her hand, picked up a lime along with another double-shot of Patron. This time the Tequila went down smooth, and Monique was already a pro.

		
		Larry could see that the two double-shots of Tequila was hitting Monique, and she seemed a lot more relaxed than when she had burst into the office. “Monique, your daughter is dancing here and not hooking,” he told her.

		
		Turning to Foxy, he asked, “Is Peaches up?” Foxy replied, “She’s on stage 3 right now, I’m pretty sure.”

		
		“Do you want to watch her dance?” Larry asked. “So you can see for yourself.”

		
		“Well okay,” Monique answered with a little hesitation.

		
		“Watch the monitor,” Larry told her as he clicked on the security camera that was directed to stage 3.

		
		Monique gasped as she saw her daughter, Peaches, pull the sheer see-through top off to the roar of the people sitting around the stage. Monique stared as Peaches strutted around the stage with her boobs stuck out and her hips swaying.

		
		Squatting in front of a customer, Peaches spread her legs and let the young guy stare at her crotch, barely covered by the thong she was wearing. Holding the guy’s head, she pulled him down until his face was just inches from the Promised Land. Then she slid her hand down inside her thong and rubbed her pussy right in front of the guy’s face.

		
		When he tried to touch her, she slapped his hand and tapped him on the forehead. With a smile on her face, she shook her finger no-no at him. Then with a sheepish look on his face, he pulled a bill out of his pocket as she pulled out the side strap of her thong to let him slip it in.

		
		With a pat on his head, Peaches bounced up and wiggled over to the next guy to repeat her act.

		
		Larry said, “That’s what your daughter is doing Monique, and that is not hooking.”

		
		“But she’s almost naked?” Monique protested.

		
		“Yes, that’s true, but she’s making a thousand dollars a night!” Larry answered.

		
		“A thousand dollars?” Monique repeated.

		
		“And it’s all for college,” Larry confirmed.

		
		“But, but … this seems so sleazy!”

		
		“Ma’am, you may not like this, but your daughter is 18 and can legally take this job.”

		
		“Well, but who watches over them?”

		
		“Did you notice the two guys who were in here a few minutes ago? Especially the guy who was impersonating a small house?”

		
		“He was fucking huge. Is he one of your thugs?”

		
		“Well he’s one of our security people, and his job is to keep your daughter and everyone else safe.”

		
		Foxy broke in and said, “Anything your daughter does here, she does on her own volition and is never forced into anything. You should have realized before that your daughter was an exhibitionist?”

		
		Monique thought for a second and replied, “She’s always been a showoff and wears the skimpiest outfits. My ex was always bitching at her, but she never paid attention to him.”

		
		Foxy replied, “All the girls here love to take off their clothes and are all exhibitionists. We never force the girls to strip and only hire those, who get off dancing.”

		
		“Could we do another shot? I think I need a little more liquid courage.” Monique asked.

		
		Taking the bottle, Foxy poured a double shot for Monique and herself. This time there was no hesitation from Monique as she downed the over two ounces of the high priced smooth Tequila. Foxy watched as a familiar shiver went through Monique’s body. Finally Foxy asked, “What is it you need courage for?”

		
		“Could we go watch one of the other girls dance up close, so I can see for myself?” Monique asked.

		
	
		Chapter 3

		
		Foxy laughed and said, “Sure.” Turning to Larry, she snapped her fingers, and he obediently pulled out a handful of bills and offered them to Foxy, who gestured to Monique. Monique took the bills without thinking, as Foxy took her other hand and led her towards the door.

		
		As they walked into the main room, the music and sounds slammed into them. Foxy leaned in and spoke directly into Monique’s ear, which holding her arm tightly, “Any particular girl, older or younger?”

		
		Looking around the room, Monique answered, “Older, I think?”

		
		“Good choice,” said Foxy as she spied Jenny across the room waiting for the girl on stage 5 to finish up her last set. Guiding Monique over to Jenny, who lit up like a 100-watt bulb when she saw Foxy.

		
		Without a word, Jenny put both arms around Foxy’s neck and planted her lips on Foxy’s pouty lips. Monique watched the two girls kiss, a little in shock but maybe a little turned on or interested, especially after three double-shots of Tequila.

		
		She watched as Jenny’s tongue slipped deep into Foxy’s mouth as a deep moan escaped her even while covered with Jenny’s soft lips. Monique was almost mesmerized as she watched Jenny’s hard nipples, which were easily visible through the transparent top she was wearing. She could see that Foxy’s nipples had transformed into hard nubs as the two girls rubbed their tits together.

		
		Jenny’s hand slipped under Foxy’s cut off t-shirt and openly cupped her beautiful breasts and pinched her nipple, with her thumb and forefinger. Monique could see the jerking in Foxy’s body as Jenny rolled the nipple between her fingers and tugged on it.

		
		Monique wasn’t sure what to do and just clung to Foxy’s arm as the two girls ground their lips together. She could occasionally see a flash of tongue between the two girls and wondered to herself what it would be like to kiss a girl like this.

		
		She knew that Foxy was married but what was going on here as she openly made out with the dancer? The last song was fading on the sound system as the girl on stage, walked around and picked up all the bills on the stage. Then with a wave, the girl bounced off stage in only a thong and covered in a fine sheen from the exertion of dancing.

		
		The girl stopped and gave Jenny and Foxy a quick but passionate kiss. Then she looked at Monique and liking what she saw, leaned in and kissed Monique.

		
		As the girl’s lips closed on hers, Monique was initially shocked as she had never had a girl really kiss her, but now she could feel the dancer’s tongue pushing between her lips. The Tequila must have lubricated her mouth as she automatically opened her lips to feel the girl’s hot tongue slip in.

		
		Monique could feel the throbbing begin between her other lips as the moisture of her dew started to dampen her panties. Then the dancer was sucking her tongue, which caused flashes of light behind her eyes in time with the electricity striking deep inside her brain.

		
		Monique was vaguely aware of Foxy standing behind her and holding her boobs and massaging them. Normally she would have been shocked, but it felt so good, and it’s not like it’s a guy doing it, so that made it somewhat okay.

		
		As Monique ground her lips against the dancer’s, she thought she detected a faint aroma of pussy on the girl’s lips. “Has this girl been playing with herself and then sucking her fingers?” Monique asked herself, but now the taste wasn’t at all disgusting but was stoking the fire between her legs as she probed the girl’s mouth with her tongue, looking for more.

		
		Foxy had somehow gotten Monique’s blouse unbuttoned, and her bra unhooked. The feeling of Foxy’s fingertips on her areolas and across her swollen nipples was making her knees weak as her resistance quickly faded. “It must be the Tequila?” she told herself as her body surrendered to her senses.

		
		Monique slowly came out of the fog to realize that the dancer had left her, but Foxy was still playing with her tits. “Where did she go?” Monique croaked as her mouth was dry and she could barely speak.

		
		Foxy giggled and kissed Monique on the neck and told her, “Don’t worry, she went back to the dressing room to change and if you’d like I’ll call her out after we watch Jenny dance and you guys can swap spit some more.”

		
		Monique looked down and asked, “Where is my bra?” To which Foxy answered, “Don’t worry, Jenny and I took it off of you, while you had your tongue down the dancer’s throat.”

		
		Monique started to button up, but Foxy put her hand on Monique’s and said, “Leave it unbuttoned. You have the prettiest boobs.”

		
		“Are you sure? Because I’m afraid, my breasts might fall out.”

		
		Foxy laughed and said, “This is a strip club, worst things could happen.”

		
		Monique touched the valley between her breasts and thought to herself, “I guess that’s right. I’m being silly especially after I just got through French kissing some strange dancer.”

		
		Foxy finished making up her mind when she pulled Monique by the hand and walked her over to an elevated stage. The state was a little bigger than a pool table, with a drink ledge that ran all the way around except for the steps.

		
		Pushing Monique down into a chair, right against the stage, Foxy grabbed a chair from a nearby table and pulled it up behind Monique. Sitting down, Foxy’s long legs extended alongside Monique’s and without thinking, Monique reached down with one hand and squeezed the outside of Foxy’s leg, just above the knee.

		
		Feeling Foxy’s leg, she was surprised at how toned and firm her leg was. Monique ran her hand up and down Foxy’s leg as the feeling of a woman’s leg continued to light the fire between her legs. “Why have I never realized that girls feel this good?” Monique asked herself.

		
		Foxy had her chin on Monique’s shoulder as she breathed into Monique’s ear. Each breath was like a hot ocean breeze, and Monique could feel herself starting to pant in the same rhythm as Foxy’s breath in her ear.

		
		Turning her head to Foxy, she started to ask what she was supposed to do, but they were so close that their lips immediately met and Monique completely lost her train of thought. As her lips melted into Foxy’s, she wondered if her daughter had done the same thing?

		
		“This must be wrong, on so many levels?” she asked herself, but she could not ignore how good it felt and how completely different it was to be with a woman. And what about Foxy’s husband Larry, what is he going to say when he finds out?

		
		Monique was oblivious to the stares of the other people around the stage as her tongue probed Foxy’s mouth and relished the after taste of Tequila in her mouth. She continued to squeeze and play with Foxy’s leg except that she couldn’t reach in between Foxy’s legs, to where she really wanted to go.

		
		Foxy was continuing to massage her boobs and work her nipples. Monique had never had anyone who twisted her nipples, and the sensual pain drilled deep into her mind. She could feel herself slipping over the edge yet anticipating more and more, of what was on the other side.

		
		The Tequila was really hitting home as Jenny strutted up on the stage to Monique’s delight. “I should have skipped that last shot,” she told herself as she shook her head to try and clear it. She wanted to enjoy this as much as possible, and the next time she promised herself that she would be stone sober to better enjoy every second.

		
		Foxy was really enjoying putting the moves on Monique. For a mature woman, she was really hot and had no idea about how sexy she was. Foxy could see where her daughter Peaches had gotten her ability to wow the guys around the stage. She would almost swear that tonight was the first time she had ever been with a woman and Foxy loved to break in new blood.

		
		As she and Monique watched Jenny bounce up on the stage in a transparent crop top that showed off her rack to its best advantage, all the way down to those long legs that Foxy loved to have wrapped around her neck.

		
		Jenny’s tits were a perfect C-cup and stuck out with little sag to them and had the cutest little nipples that got so hard when they were sucked. Foxy could feel her love box react to the sight of Jenny’s almost naked form, as she continued to massage and play with Monique’s nice jugs.

		
		Closing her eyes, Foxy ran her fingertips around Monique’s areola and felt the little milk gland bumps pop out as she became stimulated. Her climax came quickly as she worked those fabulous boobs and thought about how tasty they would be in her mouth as she suckled them. Foxy was one of those people, who could climax simply by thinking about it and the thought of being the first girl to try Monique out made her shiver in anticipation.

		
		As the girls got prepared for Jenny’s dancing, Larry tried to get his mind back on the financial reports, when he heard a knock at the door. “Come,” he said to the door and in walked the subject of the last shouting match.

		
		Peaches, who had changed into a fresh thong and crop-top, walked cautiously into the room. “Larry, can I talk to you for a minute?”

		
		“Sure Peaches, come in and sit down.”

		
		Tiffany or Peaches walked around the corner of Larry’s desk and sat down on the edge of the desk. She was afraid she was in trouble and as normal, used her body to help get out of trouble.

		
		“Larry, did my Mother just come in here?”

		
		“Yes, she did, ranting and raving.”

		
		Just then Peaches slid off the side of the desk and plopped down on Larry’s lap, then put her arms around his neck. “Please Larry, don’t fire me. I love this job.”

		
		“Why would I fire you? From what all I’ve seen you are a great dancer and everyone loves you.”

		
		“My Mom can be such a bitch sometimes, especially about things she doesn’t understand.”

		
		“Let’s see how things pan out, Foxy is showing your Mother one of the dancer’s act and maybe she’ll understand better.”

		
		Peaches had noticed what a nice body Larry had but actually feeling his arms and chest made her really appreciate it. Screwing up her courage, she cuddled closer to Larry and kissed him on the neck.

		
		She could feel his arm muscles as he wrapped his arms around her and squeezed. Then he kissed her forehead and said, “Peaches, this is not necessary?”

		
		She replied, “But don’t you like me?”

		
		“Are you asking me as your boss or as a friend?”

		
		“What do you mean?” Peaches asked.

		
		“Never use sex with me, when I’m your boss. It doesn’t work that way around here.”

		
		“But it’s okay if we are friends?”

		
		“Of course it’s okay, but you never have to resort to sex or anything else to keep your job.”

		
		“God, you feel so good,” Peaches said as she wiggled on his seat and could feel his growing erection against her butt.

		
		Larry didn’t say anything but slipped his hand under her crop-top to stroke her back. He could feel her hard nipples poking through his shirt as she rubbed her tits against him. Peaches was way younger than his usual girlfriend and was trying to be cautious because of their boss subordinate relationship, still …

		
		Peaches took her hands and turned Larry’s face to hers, “Stop thinking about it.” Then she kissed him and probed his mouth with her hot tongue. She reached around and pulled his hand off her back and moved it around to the front. They both gasped as his big hand closed around her firm breast.

		
		Meanwhile at the stage, Foxy and Monique watched as Jenny worked the crowd. Foxy was continuing to chew on Monique’s ear lobe and breathing in her ear. Monique’s brain was in a fog from the Tequila and Foxy’s busy hands as they explored her body. She gasped out to Foxy, “Is it always this way with another girl?”

		
		She heard Foxy giggle in her ear and then replied in her smoky voice, “I think it’s because one woman knows what another woman needs and wants. Guys are more like a living dildo.” At that thought, Foxy broke down laughing in Monique’s ear.

		
		“But is Larry going to get mad at us?” she asked.

		
		“The only thing Larry’s going to get mad about is that he’s not here to watch.”

		
		Then Monique looked up to see Jenny’s crotch as she squatted down in front of her. Jenny’s thong was so thin that it emphasized what it was hiding more than cover it. As Jenny squatted, her legs were on either side of Monique’s head. Her thong perfectly outlined her pussy lips and looking at them made Monique lick her lips subconsciously.

		
		Jenny took her fingers and ran them through Monique’s carefully coffered hair, but she could care less. As Jenny’s fingers tightened in Monique’s hair, she felt the sharp pain of having her hair pulled. The burst of pain struck deep in Monique’s brain and her ability to think quickly faded away.

		
		Pulling Monique forward, Jenny rubbed Monique’s nose on the front panel of her thong. Jenny’s thong was wet, and Monique could feel the dampness being spread with her nose. The smell of her pussy was overpowering, and Monique tried to resist taking a quick lick, which was against everything she was taught by the church.

		
		Foxy stuck her tongue in Monique’s ear and told her, “Go ahead, you know that you want to taste it. Jenny doesn’t mind.”

		
		All Monique needed was someone else’s permission, and as Jenny pulled on her hair, Monique surrendered and planted her lips against Jenny’s wet mound. Jenny pushed her back, and Monique was afraid she had gone too far, but as she looked up at Jenny, she saw Jenny smiling down at her. Then Jenny pulled her thong to the side and Monique could see her sex right in front of her eyes. Jenny’s pussy was so close to Monique’s face that she could feel her eyes trying to cross as she tried to focus on Jenny’s wet pussy lips.

		
		Jenny’s outer lips were swollen open, and she could see the inner lips, which were covered with dew. Jenny’s clit was hard and poking out from between her engorged lips. Monique automatically licked her lips as she felt Jenny’s hand pulling her close. Her lips closed around Jenny’s clit as she started to give Jenny a blowjob. She could feel Jenny shudder as she sucked Jenny’s hard clit and licked around it.

		
		Somewhere far away, Monique could feel fingers digging into her pussy and hoped that it was Foxy’s. At this point, she would probably not complain if it was anybody’s, but as she felt Foxy reach up inside for her g-spot, she realized that Foxy knew how to satisfy a woman.

		
		Jenny was now holding Monique’s head with both hands as she rubbed her pussy against Monique’s face and mouth. Monique was sucking and drinking as quickly as she could, trying to stay ahead of the pussy cum that was pouring out of Jenny’s sweet cunt.

		
		Monique spread Jenny’s lips with her tongue and tried to push her tongue as deep in Jenny’s love box as it would go. For a brief second, Monique thought of the band Kiss and the guy who had such a long tongue. “That would be so neat,” Monique, said to herself as she fantasized about having a long tongue to fuck Jenny with.

		
		Monique could feel the dancer jerking as Jenny’s legs knocked against the side of her head, while she pulled on Monique’s hair. Any other time she would have yelled in pain, but now the pain only intensified the lightning flashing through her brain.

		
		She heard Foxy pant in her ear, “Get her off! Don’t stop until she comes!”

		
		“Could she climax from my tongue?” Monique tried to ask herself as she dug deep in Jenny’s wet pussy with her tongue. Sucking Jenny’s lips in her mouth, Monique tried to get everything in her mouth, all the while working the throbbing cunt with her tongue.

		
		Jenny became more frantic as the jerking turned into trembling as her legs shook uncontrollably against Monique’s head. Monique’s own climax was rapidly reaching an overload, as Foxy shoved three fingers deep into Monique’s cunt and sawed away.

		
		Out of the fog, Monique heard Foxy order, “Shove two up her ass and finish her off!”

		
		Monique rubbed Jenny’s puckered back door and was rewarded with a deep moan as her finger slid easily into Jenny’s ass. This is so nasty, she told herself but even though she knew it was wrong, added a second finger into the stripper’s hungry ass hole.

		
		She heard Jenny let out a strangled scream as Jenny’s box pounded Monique’s face. Suddenly Jenny squirted on Monique’s face and open mouth as she gave one body wrenching spasm and fell back on the stage with Monique’s fingers still in her ass.

		
		Monique looked around at the other people sitting at the stage. It was deathly quiet as Monique became aware of the girl cum covering her face and dripping off her chin. Jenny lay on the stage with her eyes rolled up in her head, as tremors ran through her body.

		
		At first, Monique thought that something was seriously wrong with Jenny as only the whites of her eyes were showing. Then Jenny gave a convulsive jerk and slowly pulled herself up on her elbows. Shaking her head as if to clear it, Jenny gave Monique a sensuous air kiss with her luscious lips and barely opened eyes.

		
		Rolling over, Jenny crawled over to Monique and kissed her pussy coated mouth, while sucking on her lower lip. After her tongue eased out of Monique’s mouth, their lips slowly separated until Monique could feel her warm breath on her face. Then finally she leaned in to give Monique a quick kiss and a long sensuous lick of Monique’s love juice coated face.

		
		As Jenny stood up to a round of applause from the customers around the stage, she blushed and rearranged her thong until she was properly covered. Then she told the people, “Sorry I got distracted and owe you all another dance set.” But it didn’t seem like anyone was disappointed.

		
		Gathering up her clothes and the money on the stage, Jenny walked unsteadily off the stage and turned to wave goodbye to everyone as they hooted and hollered.

		
		Monique leaned back against Foxy as she opened her legs to give Foxy room to work. She could smell Jenny on her face and ran her tongue around her lips to clean off anything she could reach and swished the heady aroma around in her mouth, like fine wine.

		
		Looking down, Monique could see that Foxy had her middle two fingers deep inside and could feel her g-spot being stroked. She had only learned of the g-spot recently as her ex-husband was an idiot and couldn’t even begin to arouse a nymphomaniac.

		
		Foxy, on the other hand, knew exactly where to rub and the tips of her fingers stroked the rough patch behind her clit. She was nibbling on Monique’s ear lobe and trailing kisses around her neck. Monique had never thought about lesbians, but the feelings Foxy was arousing in her was becoming impossible to resist.

		
		As the patrons got up from the stage, Monique didn’t want to move as she felt so relaxed on the one hand and so aroused on the other as Foxy continued to work her. “Do you seduce all the troublemakers?” Monique asked in between kisses as Foxy’s tongue darted around in her mouth.

		
		Foxy laughed in her smoky voice that dripped with erotic sensations and gave her a good kiss before answering. “No, I’m not always this forward, but there is something about you that I really find enticing,” she answered as she kissed Monique’s earlobe.

		
		Pulling her two fingers out of Monique’s honey pot, she held the fingers up in front of their faces to admire the coating of dew that covered her fingers all the way to her palm. “Have you ever tasted yourself?” Foxy asked as she painted Monique’s full lips with her own pussy juice. “Smell your fragrance and then taste it,” Foxy ordered her as she slid her fingers into Monique’s mouth.

		
		At first, Monique tried to pull back but without thinking took a deep breath of her earthy smell and sucked on Foxy’s fingers. That’s actually pretty good, Monique said to herself as she sucked her cream off of Foxy’s fingers. “What’s wrong with trying something new?” she asked herself. After all none of her friends were here to see her.

		
		Running her tongue in between Foxy’s fingers, Monique licked off every drop of juice she could find. Closing her eyes to concentrate on the flavor, Monique could see the flashes of light behind her eyelids as she savored the flavor that hammered her over-stimulated brain.

		
		Everyone had deserted the stage until the next dancer showed up when Foxy took Monique’s hand and led her to the back of the club. The Tequila was seriously affecting her balance, and it took all of her concentration to walk beside Foxy. She kept bumping into Foxy’s side, but it didn’t seem to bother her any.

		
	
		Chapter 4

		
		They walked down the hallway towards the office and dressing room, when Foxy opened an unmarked door into what was a small bedroom with a king-sized bed. Suddenly the impact of what was fixing to happen struck Monique. “I’m about to climb into bed with another woman!” Monique told herself as her good girl side tried to resist the onslaught of emotions that seemed to override every obstacle her rational brain tried to put in the way.

		
		While she was trying to figure out what to do, she was vaguely aware that Foxy had just pulled her blouse off and was now pulling down the zipper on her skirt. She noticed that her suit jacket was draped over a chair, yet she couldn’t remember taking it off. She had no idea where her bra was, probably on the floor next to the stage.

		
		Foxy squatted down in front of her and tugged the skirt until it slipped off her hips and Monique automatically picked up one foot and then the other as Foxy finished removing her skirt and throwing it on the chair, with the jacket.

		
		Monique opened her eyes as she felt the line of kisses being placed down below her navel. She couldn’t keep from gasping when Foxy kissed her mound, through her panties. She could feel her legs start to tremble as the kisses on her sex became more insistent and demanding. To steady herself, she grabbed Foxy’s head with both hands and locked her fingers in her hair.

		
		Then she could feel the cool breeze against her pussy as her panties fell to the floor, fully exposing herself. Quickly Foxy started kissing and nibbling her erect clit as the button protruded between her outer lips.

		
		“I shouldn’t let a girl eat me, but it feels so good and so much different from a guy,” Monique tried to stop Foxy but couldn’t get her hands or brain to follow orders. She could feel herself pulling Foxy mouth against her swollen cunt lips as Foxy’s tongue darted inside to lap up the sweet nectar.

		
		Reaching up Foxy pushed Monique back, and she fell backward onto the bed, while Foxy followed her and never let her mouth or tongue stray from Monique’s dripping hole. Without having to worry about standing up, Monique quickly turned to completely submerging herself in having a girl kiss and probe her box.

		
		Any hesitation or resistance quickly faded away as Monique’s climax overtook her and she felt the waves striking her like at the beach, slamming into her over and over. She knew that she was beating Foxy on the sides of her head as her legs jerked completely out of control, but her climax was so strong she couldn’t do anything besides ride it out.

		
		As her tremors eased, Foxy climbed up on top of Monique and kissed her with her wet lips. Almost as a shock, Monique realized that she was tasting her own juices on Foxy’s lips as they kissed. She sucked on Foxy’s tongue and tried to clean her up but was almost embarrassed by the amount of girl cum that was on Foxy’s face.

		
		“I’m sorry,” she apologized to Foxy.

		
		“Sorry for what?”

		
		“It’s embarrassing, but I didn’t mean to make such a mess on your face,” Monique said.

		
		Foxy laughed and replied, “Tell you what, when you suck me off, I’ll squirt for you, and then you can see what a lot of juice is.”

		
		“But squirting is a myth, isn’t it? Girls really can’t do that … can they?”

		
		“Just hang on to that thought and tell me later,” Foxy replied then leaned down to suck on Monique’s hard nipple. As she felt Foxy’s teeth close on her erect nipple, Monique let out a deep moan. It kind of hurt but seemed to light a primitive fire deep in her brain or maybe it was in between her legs.

		
		She could feel Foxy chewing on her nipple as she felt the other nipple being twisted and pinched at the same time. Her fingers slipped into Foxy’s curly hair as she surrendered to the pounding in her brain from the fire between her legs. Foxy had “big hair” and looked a lot like 80’s porn stars that she had seen with her bushy head of hair.

		
		Monique’s climax quickly built as Foxy moved back up and started kissing her again. Then she felt the hand sliding down between her legs as she opened up to let Foxy’s fingers slide easily in. She could still feel the hot wet trail that Foxy’s fingers made when they slid down her stomach and disappeared deep into her cunt.

		
		A deep moan escaped from Foxy as she felt her fingers go deep into Monique’s sloppy wet cunt. She could feel the passion in Monique’s lips as they turned into soft butter and seemed to melt under her probing tongue.

		
		Monique’s wail echoed in the small bedroom as she felt Foxy’s experienced fingers dance against her g-spot and her eyes slowly rolled up in her head until only the whites were showing, just like Jenny had done.

		
		Foxy opened her eyes to watch Monique climax as the spasms caused her entire body to jerk in rhythm with Foxy’s plunging fingers. Monique had grabbed the sheet with both hands and kept a death grip on the bed as her body arched up in the air.

		
		With her one arm around Monique’s neck, she rammed the other hand deep into Monique’s cunt as hard and as fast as she could, while watching Monique’s reaction. Just when it looked like Monique was about to come, Foxy would ease up and not let her go over the edge. Every time she didn’t let Monique come, the reaction from Monique got more and more desperate. Monique would thrust her mound against Foxy’s fingers, but she would never quite let her climax, time after time.

		
		Finally, Monique’s body was in a continuous frenzy as her entire body jerked and shook in frustration. “Please!” she gasped.

		
		“Please what?” Foxy asked as she jammed all four fingers into Monique’s steamy pussy up to the middle of her palm.

		
		“Please, I need to come!” Monique pleaded and turned to look Foxy in the eyes. “I’ll do anything you ask, just get me off!”

		
		“Whose bitch are you?”

		
		“Foxy, I’m your bitch, and you can do anything you want with me. Just please finish me off.”

		
		“Do you think you deserve it?”

		
		“Please, please, please …” is all Monique could say.

		
		Foxy felt her hand go in until she had four fingers plus her palm in Monique’s needy cunt. Fist fucking seemed to be a distinct possibility, and Foxy filed that fact in the back of her mind. Now to finish her off, Foxy thought to herself as she hooked her fingers and started scratching Monique’s A-zone at the top of her pussy. She felt Monique suddenly stiffen and completely arch off the bed, with only her head and heels on the bed.

		
		Foxy could feel the flood start in Monique’s sweet pussy as she started to squirt all over Foxy’s buried fingers. Monique gave a tremendous jerk and collapsed on the bed as her delayed climax raced through her body. Foxy could feel the girl cum squirting out of her pussy as she slowly pulled her fingers out.

		
		For a second, Monique didn’t breathe or move until she took a convulsive gasp of air and shook all over. With her eyes half closed, she gave Foxy a dreamy smile and kissed her. As they lay there cuddling, Foxy took her wet fingers and painted Monique’s lips with the juice.

		
		“And you wondered if girls actually squirted?” Foxy teased.

		
		Licking her lips as the taste and smell of her sex awoke feelings she never realized she had. Monique turned and cuddled up to Foxy and kissed her neck. Her free hand found Foxy’s firm breasts, and she tweaked her pierced nipples as she played with her tits.

		
		“Did that hurt?” Monique asked.

		
		“A little but not bad, it’s over quick, and I came both times from the pain. Do you like them?”

		
		“I like the way they feel, but don’t know if I have the nerve to do it,” Monique confessed. “This is something my daughter would do.”

		
		“Peaches seems to be a sweet girl, and you know that we would not let anything happen to her.”

		
		“I’m starting to realize that now that I’ve got to know more about the club.”

		
		“This is sort like an extended family, and Larry has a bad habit about taking in strays.”

		
		“Strays?” Monique asked.

		
		“Larry is a sucker for a sob story and will do anything for someone in trouble or needing help.”

		
		“What about the two thugs he has protecting him?”

		
		“Thugs!” Foxy said with a laugh. “They’ll get a charge out of that. Jack is an ex-cop, and Tiny is a retired Delta Force or Seal, I can’t remember which but the only people who have to worry are troublemakers.”

		
		“So they weren’t going to hurt me?”

		
		“Only if you tried to hurt Larry, me, or another worker bee. Jack is very protective and Tiny is the proverbial big teddy bear. I once saw Tiny throw some drunk out the door into the parking lot after he pawed one of the dancers. The only thing was, the door was closed, and the poor guy used his body to knock it off the hinges.”

		
		“I don’t guess he gave you any more trouble?”

		
		“Larry paid his hospital bill and bought him a bus ticket out of town.”

		
		“Is Larry going to be upset about us together? I’d hate for Tiny to throw me out the door.”

		
		“The only thing Larry is going to be upset about is that he didn’t get to watch,” Foxy replied with a giggle as she twisted Monique’s nipple.

		
		Monique cuddled up to Foxy and put her face into the hollow of Foxy’s cheek, then kissed her neck.

		
		“Would you like to come home with us?” Foxy asked as she kissed Monique’s forehead. “You’ve been pretty stressed out, and it’ll do you good to just relax among friends.”

		
		“I think I’d like that,” Monique answered as she squeezed Foxy’s boob and flicked the stud with her fingernail. As she watched the barbell stud slide back and forth through Foxy’s nipple, she felt her brain zone out and dissolve from the multiple climaxes she’d had. Funny how her ex never managed to give her one climax but she’d probably come 5 or 6 times in the last couple of hours.

		
	
		Chapter 5

		
		Back in Larry’s office, he and Peaches were cuddled up as he played with her nice jugs and kissed her. Peaches kept wiggling around on his cock to keep it hard, while she kissed him.

		
		“Larry are both Jenny and Linda, your girlfriends? I’d like to see how you work that and keep your wife from finding out?” Peaches whispered in his ear as she sucked on his ear lobe. Then she said, “Or is it that your wife doesn’t mind you cheating?”

		
		“It’s a little complicated, but it’s not cheating,” Larry offered but without complete disclosure.

		
		“Come on Larry, tell me. I may be only 18, but I’m not an idiot.”

		
		“Peaches, we are swingers, and so I’m allowed to play around.”

		
		“No Shit! You two swap wives and have orgies?” Peaches asked in a somewhat shocked voice.

		
		“Don’t believe everything you see on Real Housewives of Wherever, we don’t throw our house keys in a bowl. We’re not that kind of swingers.”

		
		“So with Jenny and Linda, it’s just sex and not a relationship?”

		
		“We have recreational sex with others but don’t have serious emotional ties with anyone outside the marriage. It’s sort of like friends with benefits.”

		
		“So if I wanted some, nobody would be mad at me?” Peaches asked as she looked Larry right in the eye.

		
		“We have rules, some may sound silly, but there are rules that we play by,” Larry answered.

		
		“You mean like you can’t eat pussy?” Peaches asked with a laugh.

		
		“No sillier than that, we don’t allow serious kissing, which surprisingly is a fairly common rule among swingers.”

		
		“So if I sucked your dick, it would be okay but sticking my tongue down your throat is not?”

		
		“I guess that’s a rough translation of our rules. Kissing is okay; we just don’t get carried away because that gets personal and intimate. We can fuck but going out to dinner and dancing is out.”

		
		Peaches thought for a minute, then replied, “You know, that sort of makes sense. You guys separate sex from love right?”

		
		“Exactly, it’s not to say that we are not closer than family just that we try and not get emotionally involved. If you are around us, you’ll figure it out.”

		
		“Well this sounds interesting, and I think it will be a lot different from my current love life.”

		
		“Tell you what Peaches, would you like to get out of here and go back to our condo?”

		
		“What about your wife?” Peaches asked.

		
		“Good question,” Larry replied as he grabbed his phone and punched the speed-dial for Jack, his head of security.

		
		“Jack, Larry. Have you seen my wife?” Larry said to the phone and then listened as Jack told him that the last time he saw her, she was taking the crazy lady into the backroom and hadn’t been seen since. “Okay, well keep a watch on them and tell her that I’ve gone to the condo if she sticks her head out.”

		
		Larry eased Peaches off his lap and told her, “Go slip something on and meet me at the door.”

		
		Peaches grinned at him and kissed him sweetly on the cheek and wiggled out the door. Larry watched that cute little butt out the door, shaking his head. “I’m old enough to be her dad, why would she want to have anything to do with me?” Larry asked himself.

		
		Walking out his office, he noticed that the backroom door was still closed and started to go and check on Foxy but figured that she could take care of herself, plus Jack and Tiny were only a few steps away. With those two around and the other security guys, trouble never showed its head around the club.

		
		As he walked into the main part of the club, the music was throbbing along with the crowd noise as everyone was hooting and hollering. One of the dancers had a housewife up on stage and had ripped off her top to the appreciation of the crowd. Larry figured it was one of the swingers, who frequented their club. It was funny how the guys loved to see a housewife strip down even more than the dancers.

		
		Linda, his manager, walked up and put her arms around his neck and kissed him. She was wearing a wife beater t-shirt that had been hacked off just under her tits and lifting her arms up, pulled the t-shirt up over her boobs.

		
		Larry cupped both her tits and massaged them and tweaked her nipples with his thumbs. He could feel her shudder with delight as he played with her tits. Then she whispered in his ear, “You know your wife is fucking that crazy lady?”

		
		“Yeah, Jack told me. I’m going back to the condo and if you see Foxy, tell her I’ve left the building.”

		
		“Would you like me to come home with you, Elvis?” Linda asked as she bit his ear lobe and slipped her tongue in his ear.

		
		About this time he felt a pair of arms encircle his waist from the back and the feeling of two hot nipples pressed against his back as someone cuddled up to him.

		
		Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Peaches lean over his shoulder and kiss Linda’s full lips. Linda was almost a perfect clone of his wife and watching Peaches kiss her, made his dick throb.

		
		“Oh, so you’re after a little strange stuff?” Linda asked him with a grin.

		
		“Hey, I’m not strange!” Peaches retorted then kissed Linda again.

		
		After kissing Linda, Peaches asked Larry, “Could Linda come home with us? I’ve never had a threesome before.”

		
		“Okay, grab your stuff and let’s go,” Larry told Linda.

		
		Leaning over the bar, Linda grabbed her cell phone and stuck it in the back pocket of her cut-off jean shorts. “You don’t have to ask me twice, I’m ready,” Linda announced as Larry slapped her butt with both cheeks hanging out from her Daisy Dukes.

		
		Larry caught Jack’s eye and nodded towards the door. Jack smiled and mouthed, “See you later. Have fun!”

		
	
		Chapter 6

		
		As usual, his team had anticipated him leaving and brought his Range Rover out of the pen and parked it at the entrance. He had long coveted a Range Rover, but it still didn’t feel like it really fit him. Other than his ‘73 Corvette convertible, he generally drove a Suburban, partially because it was the car of Texas but mostly because it was such a perfect vehicle.

		
		With seating for eight plus generous storage space, they had always served him well. At 5,000 pounds it was a heavy stable vehicle, which made him feel safe. Peaches and Linda broke up his woolgathering with their giggling as they piled into the bench second seat.

		
		Climbing in the driver’s seat, he said, “Thank you,” to the parking attendant who closed his door. Looking in the back seat, he saw that the girls had already started without him. Linda was sitting in Peaches’ lap with her arms around Peaches’ neck, kissing her.

		
		Peaches had only worked at the club for a week, and he could tell that while inexperienced, she had the attitude to make a great dancer. Their best girls were serious exhibitionists and loved the attention when they strutted around basically naked. Most of the girls went both ways, and it was obvious that this hasn’t been lost on Peaches, as she enthusiastically returned Linda’s kisses.

		
		Pulling the gear shift into drive, Larry looked out the windshield to see Tiny standing at the corner of the building. When their eyes met, Tiny touched his forehead in a casual salute. Larry knew that if he would let Tiny, then Tiny would follow him 24 hours a day to ensure his safety. Everyone in his security team loved him and his wife and would die if anything happened to them.

		
		When Larry opened The Fox’s Den gentleman’s club, he called on his longtime friend Jack, who had recently retired from a large metropolitan police force in the mid-west to head up security. Within months, the security side of the club had morphed into a stand-alone security and bodyguard service.

		
		Knowing that soldiers, coming back from the Middle East, often had serious problems merging back into society, Larry and Jack had decided to try and help them. They carefully screened candidates and hired a group of ex-Delta, ex-Ranger, and ex-Seal soldiers to form a well-rounded security company.

		
		The men and women were a group of specialists that had been trained by Uncle Sam and then cast away when their enlistment was up. A number had shown up with various forms of PTSD and Larry ended up with a group of psychiatrists on call. Most of them lived in a group setting on a ranch, just outside of Las Vegas. This way they could draw on each other for support.

		
		The first time he’d gotten a call from a United States Senator for help, it was a surprise. Larry offered one of his guys and a woman, who was attached to the party. They were tasked to provide extra security for the Senator during a trip to Columbia, South America, home of drug lords.

		
		During the trip, terrorists attacked the Senator’s party, and his people got everyone away safely while killing most of the attackers. The Senator was so happy, he wrote a fifty thousand dollar bonus check on top of their already exorbitant fee. Larry smiled as he remembered the expressions on their faces when he handed each one twenty-five thousand dollars as a thank you from the congressman.

		
		From there, the reputation of his security team had spread like wildfire, and they were now seeking other soldiers to join the team. While they may never be as large as Blackwater, the business was booming, and his people were now working around the world.

		
		Foxy and Larry had a penthouse condo in The Towers, an exclusive condo complex right off the Strip and 5 minutes from the club. Nodding to the security folks, Larry waited a second for the crash gate to rise and then drove around to his tower. Thankfully the glass on the Range Rover was dark and hid the activity in the back seat, but when he rolled down the window, security did look funny at the moans coming from the car.

		
		“Ladies, do you want to come in or will you be spending the night in the backseat?” Larry asked as he opened the rear passenger door. Linda looked up at him after unhooking herself from one of Peaches’ nipples.

		
		Larry checked out Peaches’ nipple, which was bruised and engorged from Linda sucking and chewing on it. Looking sharply at Linda he said, “Shouldn’t you be a little more careful as I don’t think she’s had a lot of experience?”

		
		Just then, Peaches’ eyes slowly opened and with a big grin she said, “It’s okay Larry, I encouraged her to do it. Jenny has been teaching me about being a sub, and I think I’m a little into pain.”

		
		“Welcome to the Dark Side!” intoned Linda.

		
		Shaking his head, he helped the girls out of the car and helped them somewhat assemble their clothes, just in case they ran into another tenant. The Towers had a lot of old money, and they tended to be very conservative. Larry didn’t really care what they thought but always tried to avoid any confrontations with them.

		
		With one girl on either side, Larry walked to the elevator and waved his card at the scanner because access to most floors was restricted to owners. As the elevator rose, Peaches sucking his finger distracted Larry. The implication was clear, and he could feel his cock harden at the thought of this young hard body girl sucking his dick. Glancing in the rearview mirror on the way over had already stiffened his rod, and it was time for some relief.

		
		Walking into the condo, they immediately hooked a left for the master bedroom. By the time they got there Linda and Peaches had dropped most of their clothes in the hall and were tearing at Larry’s outfit. While he was wearing dress jeans, Don Johnson style t-shirt, and a sports coat, the money he had invested in the outfit was considerable, and it was all he could do to not pick up his sports coat after Peaches threw it on the floor.

		
		Both girls dropped to their knees as they tugged at his belt and pulled his zipper down. While tugging his jeans down, Peaches went straight for the prize and worked his stiffening cock out of his pants. Trying to fit her fingers around his considerable size, Peaches giggled and said, “You weren’t exaggerating Linda, he does have a nice cock!”

		
		“Wait until he shows you what he can do with it!” Linda replied as she kissed the side of his shaft.

		
		Larry entangled his fingers in both girls’ hair as Peaches and Linda took turns sucking his cock and licking the shaft. Linda smiled as she watched Peaches take her tongue and work it around the head of his dick. Then her full lips would close around the tip and slowly swallow the head.

		
		Linda pushed Peaches head down until she started to gag and choke as his dick went down her throat. Linda kept up the pressure on the back of Peaches’ head to ensure that she didn’t pull back off his cock, but there didn’t seem to be any chance of that happening, further proof that Peaches would be a good sub.

		
		Tears were streaming down Peaches cheeks as his cock continued to choke her, but she kept on pushing her head down to capture his stiff rod. Linda gave her a reach-around and held both of her boobs and massaged the nipples, while Peaches continued to swallow his joint.

		
		Finally having to stop for a minute to catch her breath, Peaches pointed Larry’s cock at Linda, who started licking the head and letting it slide easily into her wet mouth. Linda loved to suck his dick and closed her eyes as the sensations hammered her brain. She could feel the veins on the side of his shaft pulsing, as she worked it with her tongue.

		
		Peaches was panting into Linda’s ear as she watched Linda sucking cock. Every little bit, she would dart in and lick the shaft as it slid out of Linda’s mouth. “Are you going to suck him off?” Peaches asked as she saw the look of bliss covering Linda’s face. It was obvious that Linda was fixated on his big dick and letting it poke her tonsils out.

		
		“Not this time,” she answered as she sucked the side of Larry’s cock so that Peaches could see it in her mouth. Her tongue was tracing the head as she was in the zone and the only thing she could feel was his dick in her mouth. Finally, she replied, “I want to make sure he fucks you good and then we can drink his load together.”

		
		Peaches had started playing with her cunt and rubbing her clit. The sensation was making her legs jerk as she rapidly rubbed across her clit with her fingertips. She could feel the moisture dripping out as her outer lips became more swollen and sensitive.

		
		Finally, without even thinking about it, Peaches felt her two middle fingers slide into her wet pussy. She couldn’t believe how aroused she was and the ease at which her fingers slipped inside her wet hole.

		
		Peaches leaned against Linda for support and focused on working her pussy. She would take her fingers and wiggle them around inside her juicy cunt while pushing them in as deep as she could get them.

		
		Peaches could smell the aroma from her sex as she worked her overheated snatch and the feeling of girl cum running down her fingers made her overheated brain grey out. She had seen other dancers taste themselves and had been debating on whether she could do that or not.

		
		Sucking your own pussy juice seemed so nasty, but maybe she could just try it for a second to see what it was like. Opening her eyes, she realized that Linda had Larry’s entire cock in her mouth. How can she do that? She asked herself as Linda continued to impale herself on Larry’s rod.

		
		“Maybe I could just get a quick taste?” as no one seemed to be paying attention to her. Larry had his eyes closed and was holding Linda’s head, with handfuls of hair.

		
		Peaches slowly eased her fingers out of her wet cunt and brought them up so she could look at them. Her fingers were dripping wet from her overworked pussy, and the aroma was making her head spin.

		
		Finally, she gathered up her courage and let her wet fingers enter her mouth. Almost instantly, the taste and smell hit her brain like a runaway train. Her climax struck from out of nowhere, and she crumpled to the floor as she sucked her fingers clean.

		
		Sheepishly she looked up at Linda and Larry, who were staring at her. Then realizing that she had gotten caught sucking her pussy juice off her fingers, she turned bright red and tried to nonchalantly ease her fingers out of her mouth.

		
		Linda said, “Larry, we probably should get Peaches into bed before she hurts herself?”

		
		Larry reached down, and Peaches took his hand as he helped her up off the floor. “I’m so embarrassed!” she told Linda as they walked down the hallway. “But it tasted so good, I couldn’t help myself.”

		
		Linda laughed and held Peaches tightly, while they stepped into the master bedroom. One wall was glass and overlooked the Las Vegas Strip. The light from the Strip illuminated the room so they could see well enough without having to turn on a light.

		
		Linda and Peaches quickly stripped each other as Larry finished taking off his clothes. He looked at the girls on the bed and smiled as they played with each other’s jugs.

		
		“Bring your big dick over here and fuck us!” Peaches said with a giggle.

		
		“You can ride him first since you’re the new girl,” Linda told Peaches as she pushed Peaches up on top of Larry. Peaches squatted down over Larry’s rigid cock as Linda guided his dick into her fuck hole.

		
		Peaches let out a long moan as the dick pushed her lips apart to slide easily into her wet sex. Larry watched as his dick slowly disappeared into Peaches’ cunt.

		
		“Take it easy until you’re used to his size,” Linda cautioned her.

		
		“Fuck that, I need cock, and I don’t care if it hurts!” Peaches replied as she suddenly dropped down, which buried his entire length in her cunt, in one quick thrust. You could hear the gasp from Peaches as his dick slid home to hit bottom against her cervix.

		
		Peaches trembled all over as she tried to keep from falling off. Her brain was in overdrive, and the whole world was a gray mist as the sensations from her pussy pounded her brain.

		
		Luckily, Linda was there to hold onto Peaches as the tremors slowly died down. “I told you to go slow. He’s got a long dick,” Linda admonished her as Peaches lay down on top of Larry until the pounding in her brain eased up.

		
		Linda rubbed Peaches’ ass cheeks and around her stuffed pussy, which caused Peaches legs to jerk. Larry started to slow fuck her and work his dick deep in her hole. With each stroke, Larry went deeper and harder until she was just holding on as he pounded her wet box.

		
		Linda took the opportunity to smack Peaches on one of her ass cheeks. The smack caused Peaches to rise up just a little, and with her eyes barely open, Linda watched as Peaches mouth curled up a tiny bit then she gave a shudder and lay back down on Larry’s chest.

		
		Peaches was babbling in some foreign language as his dick assaulted her cervix and the angle was causing the head to rub across her g-spot. Finally, she spouted, “Oh, God I’m coming!” as she gave a big jerk and collapsed on Larry’s chest.

		
		Linda was continuing to spank Peaches ass as both cheeks turned red and bruised. Peaches would just let out a grunt as Linda’s open palm swatted her but never complained.

		
		Larry ran his fingers through Peaches hair and kissed her, while tremors ran through her body. Linda had leaned in and was kissing Peaches’ cheek when Peaches turned her head so that they could kiss properly and swap tongues.

		
		“Good?” Linda asked her.

		
		“Fucking unbelievable!” Peaches said as she panted and kissed Larry’s chest.

		
		“I told you to ride him because that way you can control how much dick you’re getting. But I didn’t mean for you to just drop down and take the whole thing at once. Foxy and I neither one can take that much initially and have to come a few times before the whole thing will fit.” Linda told her.

		
		“But I wanted every inch of his cock and didn’t care if it hurt or not. I wasn’t ready for the sensation of his head hitting my cervix, and that just pushed me over the edge. If I didn’t know better, his dick was inside my womb.”

		
		“Ready for some more?” Linda asked her.

		
		“Give me just a second. I’m not used to climaxing that hard,” Peaches replied.

		
		Giving her a push, Linda said, “Lay down beside him until you’re ready to go again.” You could hear the pop as his dick jerked out of Peaches’ wet sloppy pussy.

		
		“Hmmmm,” Linda said as she wormed her way down and took his dick into her mouth. His wet cock slipped easily into Linda’s mouth as she sucked the head and savored the taste of Peaches’ juices coating his joint.

		
		Half alive, Peaches reached down to work her fingers in Linda’s hair, as she lay there still panting from her climax. “Do I taste alright?” Peaches asked.

		
		Licking her lips, Linda stopped for a second and replied, “Give me a minute, and I’ll let you taste for yourself.” Then she took his dick back down into her throat and sucked hard on it while licking the shaft with her tongue.

		
		Cuddling up to Larry, Peaches gave him a sweet kiss with just a little tongue. “Am I doing okay? I haven’t had a lot of experience with sex.”

		
		“You girls could suck the chrome off of a trailer hitch!” Larry told her with a laugh.

		
		“Is that a good thing?” Peaches asked in a confused tone.

		
		Linda, having finished cleaning his dick, scooted up to lay on the other side. She told Peaches, “That’s East Texas for you did good, girl.”

		
		Larry rolled over on Peaches and lifted her legs from behind her knees. As he pushed her legs up, Linda reached down to spread Peaches’ lips, as she guided his dick into her hole. As the head of his dick slid in, Peaches closed her eyes as she felt her body open up and start tingling all over.

		
		With Peaches’ legs over his shoulders, Larry squatted between her legs and pushed his dick in and raised her legs at the same time. Lifting her legs caused her bottom to rotate up, which gave his dick a straight shot all the way in. He could feel her grunt as his cock mashed against her cervix.

		
		Linda had her arm around Peaches and was kissing her on the ear as Larry went deeper and harder. “Do you want to watch?” Linda asked.

		
		“Watch what?” Peaches panted.

		
		“Watch him fuck you!”

		
		“Oh, god yes!” Peaches exclaimed.

		
		“Hold her head up Larry, so she can watch,” Linda told Larry.

		
		Putting both hands behind her head, Larry lifted up her head so that she could look down between her jugs. Peaches could see that his cock was wet and shiny from being covered in her love juices. Her chin was on her chest as she looked between her tits and watched his tool bury itself into her cunt until it was all gone. Watching his dick, Peaches could anticipate the instant it hit bottom and feel the lightning bolt that slammed into her brain from deep inside her pussy.

		
		Linda was twisting her nipples, but all Peaches could feel was his big dick hitting bottom and the way his cock’s head forced her tight pussy apart. His cock was being jammed into her wet cunt like a jackhammer, as he pounded her mercilessly.

		
		Peaches could feel the pussy juice pouring out, as her body reacted to the big cock ramming its way home over and over. She could feel her climax rapidly building as she lost control and gave herself completely to the sensations that caused lightning bolts to slam into her overheated brain.

		
		She vaguely remembered screaming something as her latest climax caused her brain to short circuit and she remembered trying to stop her legs from jerking as the fireworks went off behind her eyelids.

		
		Larry pounded Peaches to a hard climax, which caused her to collapse on the bed, semi-conscious. “Fuck that was nice,” Linda said as she leaned over to kiss Larry. “You want to take a quick nap and recharge so that you can fuck me just as hard?”

		
		“Sounds like a plan,” Larry replied as Linda covered the three of them with the sheet and she snuggled up to Peaches and immediately conked out, just as Larry did.

		
	
		Chapter 7

		
		As it turned out, Foxy and Monique staggered out of the strip club about half an hour after Larry had left. Jack called up Foxy’s Mercedes AMG SLS, which was a modern-day version of the old 300 SL with gull-wing doors.

		
		Walking out the club, Monique said, “Wow, I like your ride,” as the car sat there with both doors swung up, like a giant bird. She stood looking down at the car, trying to figure out how to get in it with a pencil skirt on.

		
		Foxy was wearing a jean mini-skirt and simply hopped in. “Come on,” she told Monique. “Everyone gets a show when you get into this car!”

		
		Finally, Monique said, “Fuck it,” and shimmied her skirt up to her waist and slipped into the car.

		
		“Now that wasn’t so hard, was it?” Foxy told her, with a laugh as she leaned over and kissed Monique’s soft lips. Thumbing down the doors, she kissed Monique again and slipped her hand between Monique’s warm thighs to give her mound a stroke.

		
		“So the valets enjoy helping you out of this thing?” Monique asked.

		
		“I never have a problem, and there is always someone ready to help me out of the car. Naturally, it’s my duty to give them a little show to brighten up their day.”

		
		“So you don’t mind putting on a show for everyone?” Monique asked.

		
		“I’m just like most of the dancers at the club. We get off on people watching us, and it doesn’t hurt anything especially if it gives them something to dream about.”

		
		“And your husband doesn’t mind you being a slut?”

		
		“The only thing he gets pissed about is when he doesn’t get to watch. He likes me as a slut, yet I know how to behave when it’s necessary.”

		
		“Foxy, you know that I’ve never done anything like this before and I’m a little surprised at how I’ve behaved.”

		
		“Are you okay with what you’ve done?”

		
		“As much as I’ve tried to shame myself for being a nasty slut, it really feels great, and I’ve enjoyed every minute. I’ll just be glad when I learn how to really take care of you.”

		
		Foxy leaned over and kissed Monique hard on her bruised lips and tasted the leftover sweet juice, still in her mouth. Then she said, “You are doing great, and I’ve really enjoyed you.”

		
		Foxy slid a finger into Monique’s wet throbbing pussy, and Monique replied, “God that feels good. You really know how to take care of another girl.”

		
		Stopping at a red light, Foxy pulled her finger out and sucked the juice off of it. “Tasty!” is all she said as Monique looked at her with half-lidded eyes.

		
		“We can make love again, can’t we?” Monique asked.

		
		“No”

		
		“No?”

		
		“Monique, we can fuck again but not make love.”

		
		“It’s hard to accept that we are fucking and not making love,” Monique replied as she ran her hand up Foxy’s leg and scratched her inner thigh lightly.

		
		Venturing further up, Monique discovered Foxy’s wet pussy and said, “You’re not wearing panties?”

		
		“No it’s just something else to lose,” Foxy said with a laugh. “Plus it would make it harder for you to finger me like you’re fixing to.”

		
		Spreading her legs as far apart as possible in the cramped cockpit, Foxy closed her eyes as Monique’s finger slid into her pussy. Monique used the palm of her hand to rub Foxy’s clit as she worked her fingers deep into Foxy’s dripping fuck hole.

		
		“Light’s green,” Monique said.

		
		“Finish me off first,” Foxy replied.

		
		Pushing her fingers deep inside Foxy’s cunt, she could feel the muscles squeezing as her climax quickly built. Foxy’s body trembled for a second, then arched off the seat, followed by a collapse back and she lay there breathing deeply, with her eyes closed.

		
		“Light’s red,” Monique said to no one in general.

		
		Pulling her fingers out of Foxy’s wet hole, Monique smelled them then sucked her fingers clean. “Fuck, Foxy I’m as bad as you are; cleaning up my fingers!”

		
		This time they made it through the light as Monique continued to stroke Foxy’s long legs and feel her muscular thighs. Foxy likewise was rubbing Monique’s outer lips and tugging at her clit, which kept Monique humming.

		
		Pulling into the parking garage, Foxy parked in her assigned slot, and they both climbed out of the low-slung car. Monique said with a giggle, “We wasted a good show, getting out of the car.”

		
		Foxy replied, “I know, I hate to put on a good show, when there is no one to watch it.”

		
		Foxy held Monique’s hand, and she badged them up to the top floor, where the elevator opened into their entry foyer. “That’s neat, the elevator opens right into your condo,” Monique said.

		
		“There are double doors that we can close and lock, but the elevator can only be accessed with a special card, so it’s easier just to leave it open.”

		
	
		Chapter 8

		
		Inside the condo, Foxy pinned Monique to the wall and kissed her for a long time, while both girls played with each other. Foxy loved to have her tongue buried in another girls’ mouth, especially one that tasted as good as Monique’s. Finally, just before Monique melted on the floor, Foxy took her hand and led her down the hallway. There was a pile of clothes and underwear at the door to the master bedroom, so Foxy said, “Let’s take a spare bedroom so we can have some privacy.”

		
		Foxy was pretty sure that Larry had Monique’s daughter in the bedroom and from the moans they were hearing, her daughter was getting her brains fucked out. Stepping over the pile of clothes, Foxy led her to another bedroom. It appeared that Monique didn’t recognize her daughter’s voice through the closed door.

		
		“You think Larry is fucking someone?” Monique asked as she quickly started peeling off her clothes. Without underwear, it only took a few seconds until she was naked all the way down to her heels.

		
		As Foxy was unzipping her skirt, Monique grabbed her t-shirt and ripped it off her body. She stood there with the tattered pieces in her hand. “Oh!” is all she said.

		
		Foxy thought to herself, “I’m glad that was just a man’s undershirt and not something nice!” Then she said, “Don’t worry about it, Monique. It was made to be ripped off.”

		
		“Sorry, I guess I don’t know my own strength, sometimes.”

		
		Foxy let her skirt drop to the floor and stepped out of it, then moved close to Monique. Putting her hands around Monique’s neck, she smiled at her and pulled Monique closer, so that their lips were almost touching.

		
		Foxy could feel Monique’s breath on her face, and the heat from her breath burned all the way down and landed between her legs. Monique closed the distance and felt Foxy’s soft lips melt into hers. She could feel Foxy’s tongue probing between her lips and let her mouth open enough to let Foxy’s tongue in.

		
		As she sucked Foxy’s tongue, the feeling between the two of them was completely different. Now there was less pressure between them and Monique took over the role of the aggressor as her hands roved over Foxy’s boobs and tweaked her nipples. Originally, Monique thought that she was drunk and not in control, but now as they kissed, she realized that she wanted it as much as Foxy did.

		
		Suddenly it dawned on her that Foxy was testing her and trying to determine exactly how she felt about having sex with another girl. At the club, she could easily excuse herself for being drunk and upset but now in the quiet bedroom and relatively sober, that excuse didn’t work any longer.

		
		As she savored the feel of Foxy’s nipples rubbing against hers and the obvious need in her new girlfriend’s mouth, Monique did a quick rewind of her life. She had married her boyfriend from college, and for the first few years, everything seemed to be wonderful.

		
		Then reality struck as they both matured and grew apart while raising Peaches. Funny how now she thought of her daughter using her stage name. “Peaches,” it sounds kind of cheap and exactly what you’d find in a strip club, but oddly enough Peaches seemed to perfectly fit her daughter.

		
		“Peaches,” a soft sweet Southern fruit exactly matched her daughter. When she had watched her daughter dancing on stage in the monitor, Monique realized that her daughter was in the element that perfectly suited her.

		
		All these times, Peaches walked out of the house in a micro-mini or Daisy Duke short shorts, she had yelled at her to put some clothes on, but usually, she would just wiggle her cute little butt and flounce out the door.

		
		After watching her dance, Monique realized that part of the problem was jealously. Monique was the poster child for a tight ass and getting married right out of college, had not broadened her horizons. She had subconsciously wanted to be the sexy little tart with her ass and tits hanging out, for everyone to see.

		
		Foxy pinched her nipple and gave Monique a start. Then she asked, “Monique, did I lose you for a second?”

		
		“Guilty, but feel free to work my nipples some more,” Monique told her as the quick stabbing pain caused her pussy muscles to clench. “Is it normal for pain to feel good?”

		
		“It’s funny how pain and erotic feelings seem to be intertwined,” Foxy told her as she kissed Monique’s tingling nipple. “Maybe one day, I’ll put you on the Saint Andrew’s Cross and see how you like that.”

		
		“What’s a Saint Andrew’s Cross?”

		
		“It’s a big “X” shaped cross, and your hands and feet are strapped to each end of the cross. Then I’ll use a flogger or crop to whip your pretty little ass until its all red and bruised.”

		
		A strong shudder ran through Monique’s body as she pictured herself strapped down and unable to move, while Foxy whipped her ass. She could picture Foxy in a leather bustier and thigh-high leather boots as she laid into Monique’s ass. She should be afraid but feeling her sex almost dripping told her that she had an entirely different reaction.

		
		“Does it hurt?”

		
		“Silly question, of course, it hurts. That’s the whole reason.”

		
		“Can I say no if I don’t like it?”

		
		“Not exactly,” Foxy answered with a sly smile. “You have to tell me a safe word that is non-sexual, like “sunshine,” and that means stop.”

		
		“Can’t I just say “No” or “Stop”?”

		
		“No, just means to whip you harder and the trick is to move past the initial pain, and you’ll find that you enter a zone where every stroke will arouse feelings you never realized you had before and climaxes that feel like someone hit you upside the head with a 2x4.”

		
		Foxy slid her hand down Monique’s belly and thrust her middle two fingers deep into her cunt. Monique let out a deep gasp as she felt the long fingers deep inside her pussy.

		
		The reaction from Monique was instantaneous as her legs turned to rubber and Foxy held her tight and rammed her fingers deep into her juicy cunt. Pushing Monique back, she fell onto the bed, with Foxy’s fingers still deep inside her. Monique could feel everything blurring as a massive climax quickly built between her legs and slammed into her brain with unbelievable speed.

		
		Foxy continued to work Monique’s cunt as the juices poured out and she could see Monique’s eyes open wide, but nobody was home. Monique’s body gave several convulsive jerks and then settled into light tremors. Foxy eased up on Monique’s cunt and softly fingered her to let her come down.

		
		“Monique, was that your first squirt?” Foxy asked her.

		
		“Squirt? Did I just squirt?”

		
		“Not bad for a beginner,” Then Foxy held up her hand so that Monique could focus on her fingers.

		
		“Did I do all that? Your hand is covered in juice, and it’s running down your arm,” Monique said in astonishment.

		
		“Tasty,” Foxy said as she licked some of the juice off. Then she took her wet fingers and painted Monique’s lips with her own cunt juice. Then she kissed Monique while making sure her wet hand didn’t touch anything.

		
		“Can I have some more?” Monique asked in a shy voice.

		
		“Certainly,” Foxy replied as she let Monique suck her two middle fingers deep into her mouth. Monique moaned continuously as she sucked every drop of her cream off Foxy’s fingers.

		
		As Monique sucked her fingers, Foxy took her tongue and traced around Monique’s large areolas. Every time she flicked her tongue against Monique’s erect nipple, she could feel a jerk in Monique’s body. Finally, she took as much of Monique’s nipple in her mouth and began to nurse on her boob.

		
		Foxy could feel fingers in her hair as she sucked on the luscious boob in her mouth and she could hear the delicious panting noises that Monique was making. Taking her free hand, she stroked Monique’s belly and slowly worked down towards her abdomen.

		
		Reaching her sex, Foxy traced around her lips and ran her fingernails up and down Monique’s inner thigh. Smiling to herself, she felt the need in Monique’s body as it twisted and turned to try and direct her fingers to the center of Monique’s hot sex.

		
		Lightly touching her lips, Foxy would switch back and forth across her pussy to let her fingers lightly drag against the swollen and bruised labia. Monique was getting more frantic by the minute and thrusting her cunt towards Foxy’s fingers as she teased and tortured her.

		
		Finally, Monique said in a throaty voice, “Please …”

		
		“Please what, Monique?”

		
		Monique hesitated and then replied, “Please FUCK ME!”

		
		Knowing she had Monique, she decided to twist the knife a little more. “But Monique, it’s wrong for one girl to put her fingers in another girl’s CUNT!”

		
		Hearing the word, “CUNT,” delivered in a forceful voice, Monique replied, “I know it’s wrong and nasty, but I need it really bad. Please fuck my cunt!”

		
		Monique’s body was taut as she pushed her mound against Foxy’s fingers, which were now tracing up and down her slit. Foxy could feel how wet Monique’s pussy was and she had to consciously resist letting her fingers slip into that wet morass beneath her fingers.

		
		Giving her nipple a final nip with her teeth, which caused a spasm to race through Monique’s body, Foxy moved up so that she was directly over Monique’s face. The lust she saw covering Monique’s face was intoxicating, and as she bent over Monique, she could still smell the pussy juice that was covering Monique’s lips.

		
		By this time, Monique was beyond shame and kept repeating, “Please fuck me Foxy!” over and over as her body hummed with anticipation and need.

		
		Taking her favorite two middle fingers, Foxy carefully positioned them just barely in between Monique’s cunt lips, then she mashed her lips against Monique’s and jammed her two fingers deep in Monique’s wet cunt as hard and fast as she could.

		
		When their lips touched, and the taste of Monique’s sweet pussy hit her brain, Foxy went into overload at the same time Monique did, and both girls tried to stay connected as their climaxes raged through their bodies.

		
		It was hard for Foxy as she typically came so hard that she would lose consciousness for a few seconds as the lightning struck her brain, but she tried to keep her fingers pumping in Monique’s wet cunt as best she could.

		
		Monique lay there with one hand holding the sheet in a death grip and the other in Foxy’s hair as she thrust her love box against Foxy’s hand over and over. She could tell that Foxy’s lights had gone out and realized that she needed to help keep up the thrusting fingers in her needy cunt.

		
		Finally, Foxy rolled off Monique and lay there panting as she tried to regain her senses. Pulling her fingers out, she smelled them and licked at the juice, which had been poured over her hand.

		
		Monique reached down and replaced Foxy’s fingers with her own and attempted to repeat the motion that had gotten her off in the first place. She would have never believed that she could be so wet if she hadn’t checked for herself. When her tremors died down, she pulled her fingers out and started to suck her sweet juice off her fingers.

		
		The two girls looked at each other, with both sucking their dirty fingers and started to laugh. Monique managed to roll over and kiss Foxy’s lips, which were covered with her essence.

		
		Flopping back, Monique panted out, “Fuck that was good! Is sex with you always this earth-shattering?”

		
		“Well when you have a sweet partner, like you, it’s always great.”

		
		The two girls lay side by side and were well aware of how the other felt as their bodies were lightly touching all the way down.

		
		“You were training and testing me, weren’t you?” Monique asked. “Did I pass?”

		
		“Welcome to the Dark Side,” Foxy replied with a giggle.

		
		“You’ve probably realized this, but here lately I haven’t been a very happy person and most likely a real bitch. I realize that now and I hope you and my daughter will forgive me?”

		
		“What about Larry?”

		
		“Well knowing guys, a good blowjob will probably take care of him,” Monique said with a laugh. “The old me didn’t say that.”

		
		“I’ll tell you what Monique, how about I hold your hair out of your face and help you suck off my husband?” Foxy replied as she kissed Monique sweetly and licked her lips, looking for any leftover juice.

		
		“Since my ex and I split up, I haven’t been with another man,” Monique replied. “You really wouldn’t mind if I made love to your husband?”

		
		“No, Monique, I’ll tell you again. You can fuck my husband all you want, but you do not make love to him. You get to use his dick, and that’s it. It’s just fuck’n and suck’n but not lovemaking!”

		
		“Sorry, I forgot, but you have to cut me a little slack as that is so different than I was raised.”

		
		“I know, but I just want to make sure you understand?” replied Foxy.

		
		The two girls cuddled up to each other and Foxy grabbed the sheet to cover them both. They looked out the glass wall that faced Las Vegas Boulevard, “The Strip,” and slowly drifted off to sleep.

		
		The morning light woke Monique as it showed through the east facing windows in the bedroom. Looking over, she saw Foxy sprawled out on her stomach, sound asleep. She rubbed the sleep out of her eyes and realized that her hand smelled like sex. Putting her fingers over her nose, she inhaled deeply and could feel her pussy contract.

		
		“Pussy, no! Cunt, yes!” she said to herself. “I am a slut because pussy doesn’t really describe my sex like ‘Cunt’ does.” Before she’d always thought ‘Cunt’ was a disgusting and nasty word but last night, after hearing Foxy use it over and over, she realized that it was the correct definition for her fuck hole.

		
		“Cunt, Cunt, Cunt,” she repeated to herself, which caused Foxy to somewhat wakeup and mumble, “What?”

		
		“Nothing baby,” she said. “Go back to sleep.” Then she leaned over and carefully kissed Foxy’s back, which caused her to let out a little moan but then Foxy was fast asleep.

		
		Slipping out of bed, Monique walked into the attached bathroom for a quick pee and to get a look at the damage from last night. She hated to wash her hands because they smelled so good and figured one time is not going to hurt anything. Running her fingers through her hair, she somewhat made herself presentable.

		
		Looking in the medicine cabinet, she saw new toothbrushes, still in the plastic wrapper. But decided, what the hell, no use getting rid of the taste in my mouth and figured no one would complain if she tasted like pussy juice.

		
		“I am such a slut,” she said to herself as she looked into the mirror. “What a difference, a day or night makes.”

		
	
		Chapter 9

		
		Walking down the hall towards the family room and kitchen, she stepped over the pile of clothes on the floor. “I wonder who Foxy’s husband fucked last night?” she asked herself and it never dawned on her that it was her own daughter.

		
		Hearing the coffee maker gurgle, made her look towards the kitchen area of the family room, where Larry was setting out cups, sugar, and cream for the coffee. The bar hid Larry below the waist, and she couldn’t stop herself from walking around the edge to see the whole package.

		
		At 6-foot and about 200 pounds, Larry was a hunk and Monique couldn’t help but look at his cute butt, while he worked in the kitchen. Not knowing what to do, she finally said, “Good morning, Larry.”

		
		Hearing her, he turned around and gave her a big smile, while quickly giving her the once over. Monique then realized that she was buck naked also, but as he didn’t seem shocked, she resisted covering her boobs and pussy. Fuck! She said to herself, I meant Cunt.

		
		Walking over, Larry gave her a nice kiss on the lips, not aggressive but more than just a casual kiss. Monique could already feel her cunt responding and said, “Cut that out.”

		
		“Excuse me?” Larry asked. Then Monique, realizing she had said that out loud, turned red and mumbled, “No, not you but something I did.”

		
		Realizing that she had embarrassed herself, Larry turned back to the coffee maker and said, “Coffee will ready in a minute. Sit down or feel free to wander about. The deck is nice this time of the morning.”

		
		“Maybe I’ll give myself a quick tour,” Monique said as she stepped into the family room area. The kitchen and family room was one large room that allowed you to cook and yet be in the family room. She was impressed by the Sub-Zero and Wolf appliances that she saw, realizing that Foxy and Larry had good tastes in spite of their perverted ways.

		
		Two sides of the family room were all glass walls, and Monique walked over and looked out. The penthouse was on the fifty-something floor, she remembered from the elevator buttons, and the view was spectacular. Walking to the other side, she saw that they had a nice sized pool and hot tube outside.

		
		Finally figuring out how to open the slider, Monique walked out on the deck, not thinking for a minute that she was completely undressed. She heard Larry yell, “How do you like your coffee?” and in a couple of minutes, he walked out and handed her a steaming cup.

		
		“Will we get in trouble being out here naked?” Monique asked as she felt a twinge from her previous tight ass’d self.

		
		“Probably,” Larry answered with a laugh. “But not from the neighbors.”

		
		Then Monique realized he was talking about her getting into trouble from him. She could feel her cunt working overtime as the moisture continued to spread through her still bruised love canal.

		
		The waist-high wall around the patio was all glass except for the chrome posts and looked right down on The Strip. She could see people walking down the street and wondered what they would say if they looked up at her and Larry.

		
		Out on the deck walked Peaches, after seeing Larry and her mom. Walking up to her Mom, Peaches said, “Mother, did you fuck my bosses’ wife last night?”

		
		Turning around and leaning back against the patio wall, Monique looked at her daughter, obviously worse for wear, and replied, “It was the least I could do after you fucked your boss!”

		
		They both stared at each other for a second, then they both burst out laughing. Monique went over and kissed her daughter then gave her a quick hug.

		
		Monique said, “We must make a good pair, you smell like cum, and I smell like pussy.”

		
		“God, Mom what’s come over you? Have aliens replaced my tight ass mother with a slut?”

		
		“I’m afraid so, sweetie, the old me has been kicked to the curb. As Foxy says, I’ve come over to the Dark Side.”

		
		“Mom, I never knew that you liked girls?”

		
		“I didn’t either before last night. Should I try Larry out also?”

		
		“Fuck Mom, he has a big dick, and it was the best I’ve ever had, plus last night was my first threesome.”

		
		“So how was your threesome and who with?”

		
		“Linda, she’s the manager and looks just like Foxy. Larry that reminds me did you fuck her last night?”

		
		“No, she wanted to make sure that you were satisfied but don’t worry I’ll take care of her today.”

		
		“What about me?” asked Monique.

		
		“Oh, Mom I’m sure that Larry will take good care of you. I guess that means that I’ll have to take care of his wife, so she won’t be jealous.”

		
		“Like Mother, Like Daughter!” Monique quipped with a smile.

		
		Just then, the clattering of a helicopter drew everyone’s attention as it slowly drifted by. The local Fox news station was getting a good look as Peaches waved at them.

		
		“Do you think the camera is on?” Monique asked.

		
		“I’m sure it is, but it’ll never make the 6 o’clock news,” Larry replied. “They swing by here all the time.”

		
		Larry continued, “Reminds me of when we lived in the mid-west. We used to have helicopters circling our pool when Foxy would lay out to get some sun.”

		
		“Naked?” Monique asked.

		
		“Do you have to ask?” Larry replied.

		
		“Mom, get on your knees and suck his dick for the camera!” Peaches told her.

		
		Monique started to object but realized that giving Larry a blowjob was exactly what she had been thinking about. Dropping down on her knees, Monique hoovered his semi-erect cock into her mouth.

		
		“All the way, Bitch!” Peaches ordered as she grabbed a handful of hair and forced her mom’s mouth down on Larry’s dick. Larry just leaned against the glass patio wall as Monique sucked his dick and slurped it up.

		
		At first, Monique could take it all, but as his dick quickly hardened, it went down her throat. Gagging but refusing to give up, Monique would pull back just enough to take a quick breath and then swallow it again.

		
		Larry could feel her tongue working the side of his cock as she sucked his rigid member. Larry’s fingers replaced Peaches’ as he guided his dick into her mouth.

		
		Peaches waved to the helicopter and strutted back into the condo, leaving Larry and Monique to entertain the flight crew.

		
	
		Chapter 10

		
		She walked back and looked into the rooms until she found Foxy sound asleep. Pulling back the sheet, Peaches slipped in beside her. Foxy automatically came over, and Peaches held her, while Foxy started sucking on her nipple, still sound asleep.

		
		Peaches lay there half asleep as Foxy continued to nurse and her sore nipple sent twinges into her brain every time Foxy’s teeth nipped a little too hard on her nub. Getting her bruised and tortured nipple serviced, kept Peaches right on the edge between sleep and a orgasm. She was in a land where fantasy and reality seemed to merge, and she had to concentrate on figuring out what actually happened and what was the result of her feral mind.

		
		Last night wasn’t a dream, was it? She asked herself as she ran her fingers through Foxy’s hair and massaged her scalp. This caused Foxy to moan contentedly and resume nursing on Peaches’ wrinkled up areola.

		
		Thinking back she thought about the couple that was at her stage, during her dance. They were a young couple, probably in their late-20’s and both had a wedding ring on. She could tell the guy was encouraging his wife to respond to her dancing and he offered Peaches a twenty to get her attention.

		
		Peaches had smiled at him when she plucked the twenty from his fingers and flung it back on the stage. Peaches could see the interest in his wife’s eyes but also a little embarrassment from watching her dance with only a skimpy thong on, that hid nothing.

		
		Peaches had squatted down with her knees on either side of the woman’s face so that no one else could see what she was doing. Peaches reached over and grabbed her husband by the hair to pull his head over so that he could see almost as good as his wife could.

		
		Pulling the wife’s face in until it was only inches from her gyrating mound, the wife looked up at Peaches’ face, almost hidden by her jugs. Peaches could smell her sex and knew the wife was getting a good dose.

		
		Pulling her closer, Peaches watched as wifey’s nose rubbed on the wet thong in front of her, while Peaches was trying to hold off climaxing until she finished the guy’s wife. At first, Peaches could feel a little push back as the wife tried to convince herself that she wasn’t interested in tasting the juicy snatch, right in front of her mouth.

		
		Just a light pressure on the back of wifey’s head was all it took, and she started kissing and sucking Peaches wet thong. Wifey’s husband was watching with large round eyes as his wife sucked on the juicy panties of a stripper.

		
		Encouraged, Peaches slipped her hand down and pulled the thong to one side, so that his wife could taste the real thing. When the wife’s tongue slipped between her swollen lips, Peaches lost it as her climax overpowered her. When the fireworks started behind her eyelids, Peaches forgot about not letting everyone watch and fell back on the stage.

		
		With two handfuls of wifey’s hair, Peaches drug her up out of her seat and half up on the stage as she fell backward. As her brain exploded, Peaches smiled to herself that wifey’s tongue never left her pussy.

		
		She was in another world now and humped the wife’s face and covered it with her juice. There was complete silence around the stage as no one wanted to disturb them or break the mood. Peaches could feel the girl’s fingers sliding easily in her cunt, as wifey started sucking her clit and chewing on it. Normally biting her clit would have provoked a slap upside the head but the pain on top of her climax only seemed to make it more unbelievable.

		
		Wifey continued to suck her cunt as Peaches’ juice poured out into the girl’s mouth and ran down her tongue, which was busily probing her inner lips and lapping everything up.

		
		Peaches could feel her thighs slapping against the face of the housewife, who had just sucked her off but couldn’t begin to try and stop the jerking that coursed through her body in waves.

		
		Her fingers still in the housewife’s hair, Peaches pulled her up on the stage by her hair until she could put a nipple in the housewife’s mouth. Just like she had been doing it all her life, the young housewife started sucking her tit just like Foxy was now doing.

		
		Peaches could feel fingers in her cunt and glanced down to make sure it was the housewife and not one of the horny guys around the stage. She had only been at the club for a week, and initially, she had just kissed the girls coming off stage, as the guys liked that so much and increased her tips.

		
		She had kissed a few girls at college parties but never anything like this as the little housewife continued to nurse on her boob. Fuck, some guy’s wife is finger fucking me, she thought to herself as her next climax pulled over to the passing lane and floored the accelerator.

		
		Knowing that she wasn’t going to last long, Peaches pulled the girl off her nipple, with a pop, and brought their lips together. Peaches could see that the girl’s entire face was shiny from pussy juice, but when their lips melted together, all she could think about was how good her pussy tasted on the girl’s lips and tongue.

		
		Peaches felt like she was at the beach as wave after wave crashed over her with lightning bolts that went from her cunt to her brain and burned their way deep into her most exotic regions.

		
		Opening her eyes, Peaches realized that the last song of her set was over and everyone was standing around the stage clapping. She looked down and realized that she was covered in money, some of which was stuck to the pussy juice that seemed to cover her tits and face.

		
		Laughing, the next dancer up, held her hand out to Peaches and helped her to her feet. Then she kissed Peaches and took a long lick up her cheek and quipped, “You’ve got a tough act to follow!”

		
		Embarrassed, Peaches picked up her loot scattered around the stage and wobbled off on week trembling legs. At the foot of the steps, wifey and her husband waited for her. Wifey gave her a long kiss while probing the inside of her mouth, and their lips seemed to melt together.

		
		“Thank you so much!” wifey told her as they clung together. “I hope I didn’t get you in trouble.”

		
		Looking around, Peaches realized that half the club was watching her and wifey. “This is my first week and maybe my last, but I loved it,” she said as she gave wifey another quick kiss.

		
		“Would you call us and maybe we could get together in a more private setting?” wifey asked as she slipped a business card into Peaches still trembling hand. Then with a kiss on her husband’s cheek, Peaches staggered back towards the dressing room.

		
		Entering the hallway, she spied Jack standing there. “Oh, fuck I’ve really screwed up now,” she said to herself as she tried to walk straight up to him and take her medicine.

		
		“Peaches, you know that your show, while one of the best I’ve ever seen, is a little over the top for the main room,” Jack said as he put his arms around her and she collapsed against him as her legs gave out.

		
		“I’m really sorry; I don’t know what came over me,” Peaches said to his neck as she snuggled against him. Everyone had told her Jack was a great guy except he was a little hard-assed when it came to protecting Larry and the club.

		
		Peaches had seen Larry’s wife Foxy putting on a show with some of the girls and couple of really cute guys but never up on stage. Jack continued, “Most of vice are our friends, but you need to learn who the cops are so that you can clean up your act when necessary.”

		
		“Am I fired?” Peaches asked him.

		
		“Fuck no, I’m going to tell Larry to give you a raise! Just learn when it’s okay to put on a good show and when it’s not. But we have another problem to talk about.”

		
		“Oh, no what did I do?”

		
		“Not you, your Mother!”

		
		“What!”

		
		“Apparently your Mother didn’t realize that you were working in a gentleman’s club and somehow became convinced that you were hooking and Larry was your pimp.”

		
		“Oh, my God, is everything okay and she didn’t do anything, did she? My mom is a tight ass especially after the divorce and seems to be PMS’ing a lot.”

		
		“Well she went in screaming at Larry and Tiny, and I went in to referee.”

		
		“Tiny didn’t hurt her, did he?”

		
		“No, Tiny would never hurt a woman but you know that he’s like a big momma bear around Larry and would hurt anyone that touched Larry or his wife. I say ‘hurt’ as the correct description is not allowed in polite conversation.”

		
		“But is everything okay?” Peaches asked as tears ran down her cheeks.

		
		“I think everything is settled down and Foxy has been showing her that this is not a brothel, present showgirl excluded.”

		
		Peaches could feel the warmth spread across her face as she remembered what she had just done to one of the customers. “But you’re not mad at me, right?”

		
		“Tell you what Peaches. Next time my wife is in the club, you can apologize to her.”

		
		Peaches had heard stories of Jack’s MILF wife with the blonde hair and big boobs, who had hosted gangbangs in the back room from time to time. “I’d like to meet her,” she said as she felt a twinge between her legs. “A gangbang?” she asked herself, “Could I do that?”

		
	
		Chapter 11

		
		Cries from down the condo hallway brought Peaches back from the past to the present at the condo. As she reached down to stroke her clit, she could hear her Mother screaming, “Larry, fuck my ass harder!”

		
		“Her ass?” Peaches thought to herself. Larry didn’t fuck me in the ass, and now she’s listening to her normally uptight mother taking Larry’s big cock in the backdoor. If this didn’t feel so good having Foxy nurse on her tit, Peaches would get up and go watch. She wondered what her mother would say if she saw Peaches watching her get ass fucked?

		
		Larry had slowly eased his cock into Monique’s ass and groaned when he felt the head slip in past her sphincter muscle. Lying there, without moving, he could feel her ass squeezing his shaft right behind the head as she slowly relaxed to allow the intruder in her backdoor.

		
		Monique was on her knees, with her head and chest on the bed. She was holding the sheet with both hands as she felt his cock invading her virgin ass. Linda was lying beside her, kissing her ear and chewing on her earlobe. Linda’s panting was causing puffs of her warm breath to crash against her ear and somehow stab her brain.

		
		Slowly Larry started easing his dick deeper into Monique’s backside, taking slightly longer strokes every time until finally, she could feel his balls slap against her cunt as every inch of his long cock was buried in her stomach.

		
		She could feel herself slipping away as her brain surrendered to the sensations that pounded her mind, while he pounded her tight ass. Monique imagined that she could feel the veins on the side of his cock as it slid in and out of her tight hole.

		
		She could tell that she was going to climax and knew that it was going to be different from anything she’d ever had before. “Fuck me, Larry! Fuck my tight ass!” she screamed as she tried to push back and force his cock deeper into her ass.

		
		She knew that Larry was taking it easy on her virgin ass, but that’s not what she wanted. Monique wanted to be FUCKED pure and simple and didn’t care if it hurt. All she wanted was a big dick pounded in her ass.

		
		Between Linda talking dirty to her and Larry pounding her ass, Monique’s grasp on reality was quickly slipping away. She reached under and forced two fingers deep into her cunt. It was suddenly tighter due to the big cock that filled her hungry ass.

		
		“Fuck my ass harder, I’m coming!” she screamed as the trembling started in her legs. She welcomed the jerking, which replaced the trembling and signaled that her relief was at hand.

		
		With her fingers in her cunt, she could feel Larry’s pulsing cock inside her ass. The membrane was so thin and stretched tight that it was easy to stroke his cock as he fucked her unmercifully. “Don’t stop,” she said to the bed as her climax exploded in her brain and she collapsed on the bed. She could feel his dick pumping his hot cum in her ass as she grayed out.

		
		Larry sat down on her ass so that he could keep his dick in as she fell on the bed and lay there unmoving. For a second, he worried that maybe he had killed her but then she took a big gasp and rolled against Linda.

		
		He looked at Linda, who grinned back as Monique’s breathing turned into the slow breathing of someone fast asleep. Linda wrapped her arms around Monique and kissed her unresponsive lips.

		
		Larry could see his spunk start to dribble out of Monique’s still open ass and Linda reached down with her fingers to scoop up some of his load. As he collapsed back on the bed, Linda sucked her fingers clean and then snuggled up to Monique, with a satisfied look on her face.

		
		“Maybe I can get a couple of hours of rest before the girls wake up,” Larry said to himself as he closed his eyes and drifted off.

		
		THE END
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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 by an author, who has been there and done that, this is a guilt-free erotic romp of two cheating wives who discover their love for each other and other anonymous people along the way.

		
		Written by Larry Archer in his 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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		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.

		
		This is an explicit sex story for both men and women, which is written in the humorous style that Larry Archer is known for. As usually with Larry’s stories, Crashing the Swinger’s Pajama Party has an actual plot and is filled on virtually every page with exactly why you purchase erotica to read and entertain yourself.
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		Cheating Glory Hole Wives is a heartwarming story at Christmas time 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 basement man cave 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.

		
		Ralph can’t decide if he wants to throw his wife out of the house or drag up a chair and watch after he follows her and her girlfriend to the local adult theatre. He realizes that his wife Mary is spending her nights kneeling in front of a hole in the wall servicing anonymous men and never even learns their names. Together Mary and Sue work diligently to satisfy every man they come across except for their own husbands.

		
		Once he figures out what his wife and his best friend’s wife are up to, Ralph is torn between getting in line with the other guys at the glory hole or retreating to his man cave and fume.

		
		How will this sordid tale turn out? Everyone knows that Larry writes only sexually explicit yet humorous HEA porn but could a tale involving two MILF’s sucking down everything in their path, end happily? You’ll just have to buy a copy and find out.

		
		Cheating Glory Hole Wives is the seventh story in the cuckold – Hotwife Series by Larry Archer.
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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 interviewed with 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.

		
		Nina, The Fallen Ballerina, is an adult’s only HEA story that features a lot of girl-on-girl action as well as explicit straight, oral, and anal scenes.

		
		This story like all of Larry Archer’s are explicit stories with vivid descriptions of sexual situations and written in the humorous style that Larry is known for.
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		Stripper or Nurse (80,000 Word Novel)

		
		A combination of cuckold/Hotwife swinger novel with a lot of voyeurism thrown in. It’s a non-stop sexual romp as you watch how swingers seduce a MILF Hotwife and turn her out.

		
		Our hero Tom cuts work one day and joins his friends at The Fox’s Den strip club. While sitting around the stage, enjoying the dancers, Tom suffers a heart attack and collapses on the floor.

		
		The dancer, dressed only in a thong and stripper shoes, looks down and sees him drop to the floor. Leaping off the stage, she checks his vitals and realizes that he’s had a heart attack. Ripping his dress shirt open, Peaches starts CPR on our poor victim. Another dancer Monique gets down on her knees to help as they rotate CPR with mouth-to-mouth.

		
		Luckily by the time the paramedics get there, Tom is breathing on his own, and they cart his ass off to the hospital. Peaches and Monique go up to the hospital to check on him in more appropriate clothing.

		
		Tom’s wife Suzanne is there and is already seething from finding out her husband wasn’t at work but was enjoying the young bare boobs at the club. Completely misreading their intentions, Suzanne sends the two dancers on their way after calling them sluts.

		
		Completely distraught, our housewife storms to the club seeking to draw blood for giving hubby a heart attack. Thankfully she regains her senses after meeting the club owner, and we learn how she quickly transforms into a MILF in Hotwife’s clothing even before she learns what a Hotwife is.
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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 like a Note 7 cell phone (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?”

		
		As always, Larry Archer’s smut with a plot is well written with sex scenes on every page in a light-hearted manner that only Larry can weave. “Coffee, Tea, or ME?” is HEA (Happily Ever After) and completely bareback with both straight sex and a lot of girl-on-girl scenes. There are no safe sex lessons taught by Larry or his wife, Foxy.
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			Wife Swap ( 26,300 words) [Foxy and Larry 12] 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 a multiple personality Sybil, who is up for anything and anyone.
		

		
		This is Larry Archer, at his best, weaving a scorching hot explicit tale of consensual bareback sex between two couples that leaves no detail out as everything is on the table for these throwbacks to the swinging era of the ’70s.

		
		You may have to put your Kindle in the freezer to cool it off after reading this graphic novel about swingers and the swinging lifestyle.

		
		Swingers group sex voyeurism, ménage, extreme hardcore graphic sex heat level 5, bareback, big dick, girl on girl, oral blowjobs anal butt fucking

		
		Warning: This ebook is for adults only and contains very graphic representations of sexual activity. It includes ass to mouth, deepthroat, gangbang sex, FFM sex, girl-on-girl lesbian sex, swingers, wife swapping, threesome sex, sex with strangers, oral sex, first anal sex, erotic stories, group sex, sex stories, ménage, sex stories, creampie, cuckold, and semen swallowing.
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			Wife Swap 2 (54,400 Words) [Foxy and Larry 13] carries on in the same depraved and debauchery filled story from the start in Wife Swap. This really 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 most 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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			Another Day in Paradise (40,000 words) [Foxy and Larry 11] 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 and 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 an HEA ending as only Larry can portray.

		
		Warnings: This story is completely bareback and includes straight sex, swingers, girl-on-girl, group, oral, anal, and facial scenes on virtually every page.
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			The Voyeur, (15,000 Words) [Foxy and Larry 10] 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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			Swinger’s Pool Party (12,500 Words) [Foxy and Larry 7] 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 adults-only story contains explicit sex scenes, 3-somes, girl-on-girl, oral, cum swap, bareback, and all-around hot times in graphic detail.
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			Driving the Stripper Mobile (53,000 Words) [Foxy and Larry 5] 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 to 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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			The Dancer (21,000 Words) [Foxy and Larry 8] 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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			Cuckolding: A Night At The Bar (24,500 Words) [Cuckold and Hotwife 1] 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.
		

		
		This story includes graphic hard-core sex scenes involving cuckolding, multiple partners, gangbang, lesbian, oral, anal, facial, and cum swapping.
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			Cuckolding: A Hotwife Is Born (47,000 Words) [Cuckold and Hotwife 2] 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.

		
		Tina’s husband Ryan grows suspicious of his wife, who comes home late at night wearing micro mini’s and little else. After installing secret video cameras to monitor their bedroom, he finds his worst fears are true but realizes that he is not really mad but aroused at watching his wife and her girlfriend with their Bulls they bring home.

		
		Ryan meets a girl at the video store, who turns out to be as big a nymphomaniac as his wife and is shocked when his wife invites his girlfriend to join her in a debauchery-filled romp in the hay with her girlfriend and their young studs, while he watches.

		
		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 which doesn’t give you time to take a breath. The story involves acts of cuckolding (hotwife) action, voyeurism, lesbian, group (menage), oral, anal, and facial scenes.
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			Cuckolding: My Wife Is A Porn Star (24,000 Words) [Cuckold and Hotwife 3] 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.
		

		
		His revulsion quickly turns to excitement as he realizes that they’ve been doing this for a while. Follow Ralph as he and his best friend track down the studio and get to watch their wives make another movie, while they watch from a hidden room.

		
		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) [Cuckold and Hotwife 4] 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.

		
		Cuckolding: A Night At The Bar

		
		First, we start off with “Cuckolding: A Night At The Bar” (24,500 words) where her husband and we learn what his wife Tina has really been up to. As a guy, who’s a little on the short side, and getting suspicious that his wife is getting serviced by much bigger rods.

		
		Our story starts as they walk into a neighborhood bar and discover an amateur soccer team, whose name is “8-Plus”. To her husband’s shock and her excitement, she discovers what their team name actually means.

		
		This story is *HOT* and has non-stop action on virtually every page. This eStory explores the perverted world of cuckolding, where Hotwives engage in sex with partners outside of the marriage while their husbands watch. This bareback story includes graphic hard-core sex scenes involving cuckolding, multiple partners, gangbang, pulling a train, girl-on-girl lesbian, oral, anal, facial, menage, and cum swapping.

		
		Cuckolding: A Hot Wife Is Born

		
		Our next tale, “Cuckolding: A Hot Wife Is Born” (47,000 words) involves a 40-year-old housewife who gets seduced by her next-door neighbor, who turns out to be a hotwife, with a cuckold husband.

		
		Tina is happily married except for one small problem, her husband’s cock. Moving into their new house, Tina meets her sexpot neighbor Gretchen.

		
		Gretchen recognizes a potential partner in crime and introduces her to the sexy world of clubbing, where she and Gretchen quickly go on the hunt for young and virile studs to party with.

		
		Naive Tina easily slips into the world of non-stop sex as she samples everything including the girls.

		
		Tina’s husband Ryan quickly grows suspicious when his wife comes home late at night, wearing a micro-mini and little else. Follow along as Ryan’s anger quickly turns to erotic fascination as he learns of the forbidden world they are entering.

		
		This story is very graphic with detailed descriptions of the bareback action, including a good storyline to weave all of the acts of perversion together into a hot story, which doesn’t give you time to take a breath. The story involves cuckolding (hotwife), girl-on-girl, group (menage), oral, anal, facial, and is all bareback.

		
		Cuckolding: My Wife Is A Porn Star

		
		The box set finishes up with “My Wife Is A Porn Star” (24,000 Words) about a guy who comes home to an empty house as his wife is once again “out with the girls.” But he’s beginning to have suspicions.

		
		Figuring that this would be a good time to watch some Internet porn, he grabs a beer and selects a new video that looks hot. As he’s sitting there playing with himself, he is amazed at how much one of the porn stars looks like his wife, but he never gets a clear shot of her face.

		
		In the final scene, when the two girls kiss and lick off each other’s cum covered faces, he gets the shock of his life! The girl he’s just jerked off to is actually his wife, and his excitement quickly turns to revulsion. On top of everything else, the girl, who helped his wife satisfy the group of big-dicked guys, is his best friend’s wife!

		
		But to his amazement, his anger and revulsion quickly turn to excitement as he can’t help but re-watch the video while continuing to jerk off at the mind-blowing videos of his wife and his best friend’s wife giving up every hole to non-stop pounding while screaming for more.

		
		The thing that really gets to him is that his wife seems to love doing all those things to other guys that he has begged her to do with him. Maybe the fact that he isn’t hung like a Shetland Pony has something to do with it?

		
		After breaking the news to his best friend, together they track down the porn studio and discover their wives busily taking care of a new group of young guys. You won’t believe the ending as they watch the movie being shot through a one-way mirror.

		
		The story involves acts of cuckolding (hotwife) action, voyeurism, girl-on-girl, group (menage), oral, anal, and facial scenes told in a light-hearted manner, with graphic descriptions as only Larry Archer can spin a tale. As always, nothing but bareback action is portrayed.
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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.

		
		At first appalled, disgusted, and sick to his stomach at what he’s seen, he can’t seem to keep from looking at the pictures and movies one of the girls sends him. Read as Gene attempts to deal with the fact his wife is not what she seems and what is he going to do?

		
		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 4] 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) [Foxy and Larry 3] 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 bosses 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) [Foxy and Larry 2] 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. The young Goth cashier begs Foxy to become her Mistress and take her as a new slave. In the booth, Alyson stays on her knees, taking care of every guy who pokes his rod through the hole in the wall and is quickly covered from her face to her chest with one facial after another. The other girls take turns helping Alyson service the anonymous appendages that are poked through the wall. When the cashier’s shift ends, she joins them and is immediately on her knees between her Mistress’ legs to show her new Master what a good girl she really is. 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) [Foxy and Larry 1] 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.
		

		
		This is a free story to show you how easy it is to slip into the exotic world of swingers and free love.

		
		The follow up eStories deal with the final conversion of Cynthia from a sweet innocent housewife to a complete slut (use your own 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.

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
		Fantasy Swingers 2 (35,000 Words) is the full story, which was started in Fantasy Swingers. The story 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 own 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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			I Saw Mommy Sucking Santa Claus - [Foxy and Larry 6] A swinger couple, and their girlfriends have a chance encounter with Santa Claus while getting ready for a Christmas swing party. Santa drops in by accident at the wrong house and finds three beautiful naked girls trimming the Christmas Tree. He finds out that they have been very naughty and they decide to give him a good blowjob so he will put their names on the ‘Nice’ list. While this is obviously a fantasy, as we all learned the cruel truth about Santa at around age 6, the other aspects of the story were taken from our friends and our lifestyle. This is a free story so it can be an early Christmas present for you!
		

		
		
		About the Author - Larry Archer

		
		Erotica from the dirty mind of Larry Archer.

		
		I write hardcore action filled adult erotica stories primarily in several topics, swinging, group sex (menage), bi-sexual, lesbian, Master/slave (BDSM), and some incest/taboo. I’ve been writing adult oriented smut since 2012.

		
		My wife and I were always a little on the liberal side and got into the Lifestyle (swinging) after a few years. The Lifestyle has always been a lot of fun for us and has led to interesting situations.

		
		Writing adult-themed (erotica) stories using situations we’ve been in as a base was a natural for me. I have a vivid imagination and find it easy to start with a scenario and develop that into a story. We travel a lot and have met numerous couples across the country, which provides me with more fodder for my tales.

		
		A lot of my stories involve a couple, Foxy and Larry, who are dyed in the wool swingers and enjoy life to the fullest. Sometimes they are central characters, sometimes they will drift in and out of a story, like Alfred Hitchcock, and other times they never show up. They tend to epitomize the best (worst?) of swingers I have known and bring out the best of the Lifestyle.

		
		Foxy and Larry tend to attract (seduce) straight couples who are interested or leaning in the direction of trying something different. We have personally introduced some couples to the Lifestyle and surprisingly enough, didn’t have sex with a fair number of them.

		
		The Lifestyle gives a couple the opportunity to experience relationships with others and help keep things from getting dull in a marriage after a few years. While the basic reason for swinging is to exchange partners, there is a friendship that develops between couples that are difficult to understand by what we call “straights” or those on the outside.

		
		So if you’ve been a bad boy or girl, talk it over with your partner and get in the game.

		

		Now having said all those things, I need to offer a “Don’t try this at home.” clause. The Lifestyle is not for everyone, and nothing I say should be construed to mean that I want you and your spouse to try this. Every sport you undertake has certain risks and benefits. Just because it is right for someone else doesn’t mean that it is right for you. I will not be responsible for any action that you take or the results from such action based upon anything I write or say. This is a grown-up activity, and as an adult, you are responsible and not the author. Remember to have safe and responsible sex.
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