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Chapter One

We’d been planning our summer trip to Vegas for two months. The girls hatched the scheme originally, and after a few days of discussion we’d finally worked out the logistics. It was going to be a short trip, in the middle of the week, staying at the Luxor hotel on one of those bargain deals with the room and air fare thrown in.

Summer vacations were hard to coordinate, and we’d changed our plans three times to make sure we’d all be available. With the summer heat in Dallas, escaping to the permanently and thoroughly air-conditioned casinos of Vegas seemed just the thing. The hotel pools were a bonus attraction.

The day snuck up on us quickly, and before I knew it, we were getting off the plane at McCarron airport and grabbing a shuttle for the hotel. There were just the six of us. The other two couples had been friends for about five years, and we’d known the both of them for almost three. 

Melissa and Jay had been our friends ever since we’d moved into the area. It was through them that we met Beth and Karl, who lived just down the street from us. The girls became best of friends, and the guys were good friends as well, not as close as the women but sports make up for a lot.

Our flight got in around 4:00 pm, the temperature outdoors a balmy 101 degrees. After a short bus ride we were checked into our rooms and unpacking by five. We were on different floors, but we were all in the pyramid, even if we had to use different ‘inclinators’, the diagonal moving elevators that served the Luxor. 

We dressed casually and headed down to the lobby, gathering in front of the two large statues that adorned the entrance where we’d agreed to meet. 

My wife Cheryl was commenting on the behavior she anticipated seeing from the guys.

“I hope Karl isn’t a jerk to Beth this time.”

“I’m sure everything will be fine,” I said, although I felt less confident than I sounded.

“If he’s not fighting with Melissa, of course,” she added.

“Come on, they don’t really fight, it’s more flirting than anything else.”

“Flirting! Are you kidding me? She teases him unmercifully.”

It was true. Melissa did love to pick on Karl. While we spoke, the other two couples showed up and they were bickering already. I was starting to dread the idea of the weekend. I looked over and saw the concern on Cheryl’s face as well.

As soon as they got near us, we could hear they were arguing about dinner, and who had taken too long getting ready.

“Listen up!” I told them, louder than I had originally intended. “We are all going to have a good time if it kills us, and I don’t want to hear so damn much arguing!” 

The group got quiet and looked at me in some astonishment. I’m usually the easiest guy to get along with, but I had been harboring reservations about how everyone would behave together and the flight, shuttle, and meeting in the lobby only fueled my fears.

“We are going to eat at Lawry’s tonight and I’m picking up the bill. So let’s not argue about where we’re eating and how much we’re going to spend. And for tonight, we’re going to change things up. Melissa, you’re my date for the evening; Karl, you’re escorting Cheryl, and Jay, you’ve got Beth. Let’s pretend this is a regular date - except it ends after the Lance Burton show.”

I walked over and took Melissa by the arm and guided her along next to me, giving Cheryl a small nudge toward Karl. Beth was already standing between Jay and Karl.

Melissa looked at me with huge uncomprehending eyes. 

“You look gorgeous. I’m so happy you’re here with me tonight. I know we’re going to have a great time.” 

Melissa and I were good friends, and when she’d had a few too many drinks, we were even better friends. Jay didn’t like it when she got too drunk, so the last several months she’d been holding back.

I looked over to Jay and asked him point blank. “Hey Jay - don’t you think Beth looks nice?”

He hesitated for a second and then laughed and with his thick west Texas accent, admitted, “Hell, yeah! Beth you are a sight for sore eyes. That dress does alright by you.” 

He wasn’t lying either. Beth had a killer body, and the skin-tight, open back, mini-dress showed off everything she had to great advantage.

Beth was thanking Jay for the compliment when I looked over to Karl and Cheryl. Cheryl was sitting back on her heels, arms crossed, with an expectant look on her face, staring at Karl.

“Uh … you look real nice too, Cheryl,” he managed to croak.

I think it was the first time I ever heard Karl say anything nice to any of the women present without adding a snide comment afterwards.

“Then we should be getting on our way,” I said to nobody in particular. I slipped my arm around Melissa’s tiny waist, and guided her toward the exit doors, assuming the others would follow.

“Where did this idea come from?” she asked me after the first few steps.

“I have no idea. I didn’t plan it; I just wanted to stop the arguing. Particularly Karl. You know he never has a kind word for Beth, and we all know he likes Cheryl, so I figured if I stuck those two together, and gave him an example of how he should treat a lady, maybe he’d take the hint.”

“Oh? So you’re going to show him how to treat a lady?” she teased.

“With your permission, I’m going to lay it on thick. You think Jay will follow suit?” I asked as we approached the Taxi area where I told the hotel guy we needed a ride for six to Lawry’s.

“He probably would, but I think I can make sure, with a few well placed words.” She giggled.

“No - let him work it out on his own, it’ll be fun to watch.”

Melissa agreed and leaned up against me, avoiding the strong breeze that was blowing outside. Her tiny frame was in danger of being blown away, so I slipped my arm around her and kept her near.


Chapter Two

We got a cab with five seats in the back. I gave Melissa a hand up, after the hotel doorman opened the door. Jay and Beth followed her into the back row of seats, and Karl and Cheryl climbed into the middle row. I sat up front with the driver. At our destination, I once again hopped out and gave a hand to Cheryl as she got out of the car, after Karl had exited before her. Jay took the hint and helped Beth down after he’d gotten out, and of course I assisted Melissa. While I was helping my ‘date’, Jay paid the fare, and when I offered to split it he laughed, and said if I was picking up the dinner he had the cab fare and drinks at the show covered. Karl stayed quiet, never one to offer to pay for anything he could avoid.

Throughout the dinner I laid it on thick. I held the door as we entered, took her light wrap, held the chair, stood when she stood, and flirted outrageously. She went along willingly, and then some. She was very touchy-feely, constantly brushing her arm against mine, touching my hand, my shoulder, my leg. She was drinking the hard stuff, but didn’t seem to be smashed, just enjoying herself immensely. We joked and kidded, but for all the flirting it never grew overtly sexual. 

We played it up for most of the dinner, like it was just the two of us. The table was circular, and we were seated boy-girl all the way around. Karl was next to Melissa who was on my left, and Beth was on my right. With the girls split up as they were, and Melissa not dominating their conversation, the patterns held up and Jay and Beth spent most of the evening chatting amicably with Jay on his best behavior following my example.

Cheryl and Karl were doing well enough on their own, to my surprise. Cheryl was riding herd on him pretty well, and although he always seemed to be a step behind, he would eventually take her chair, or fill her glass, as he saw the rest of us doing.

After the main course, while waiting for dinner, the ladies all left for the powder room. Within moments Jay was leaning over toward me.

“Ok, Buddy, what’s the idea?” 

“I don’t know, I didn’t plan it. I just was tired of the bickering and thought if we mixed things up a bit we would all get off to a better start.” As I told him this, I rolled my eyes toward Karl, figuring he’d get the hint. 

He gave a nod and a smile, and turned to Karl, “Well, I don’t mind escorting Beth tonight if you don’t.” 

“Hell no! Shit, she wouldn’t pay me a lick of attention no how. I’m going to spend a god damn two grand on this trip, and I’ll be lucky to get laid. Better you put up with her than me.”

It was the same discussion as always. He claimed Beth was frigid, and Jay and I knew that the more he chased her, the more she didn’t want to have anything to do with him. He was always grabbing at her and she was always pulling away. Rumor had it, she was on a calendar, and they had sex once a week. Saturdays. I figured that was true. Women talk.

Cheryl complained that I didn’t give her enough attention. She was a very affectionate person and was always hugging, kissing and holding on. The truth was I probably didn’t give her as much as I could. But with her there was no such thing as enough. What had been an amazing miracle just five years earlier, I took for granted. Shame on me.

Melissa and Jay had always seemed to have a great marriage, but she really took advantage of him and he’d been starting to resent it. She was very pretty, petite, with large ‘enhanced’ breasts, and long flowing dark brown hair. She was a stay at home mom, as were all of our wives, but she did the least around the house by far. She rarely cooked, she shopped way too much, she wouldn’t get up with the kids in the morning, and she was always on the phone. The last couple of years Jay’s business had gotten a little tough, and he had come down a bit from the days when he was riding high, but Melissa’s spending habits hadn’t changed an iota, and it was causing problems.

Karl had always liked Cheryl, so when I split up the crowd, that was the first thing I had in mind: get Karl away from Beth and the bad-mouthing, and away from Melissa and the incessant teasing. That left Jay with Beth. I really didn’t know what that relationship was like. They’d known each other for years, but whereas I always flirted with Melissa and Beth, I never really saw Jay flirt with any of the girls, nor did I find him hanging around and talking with Beth much. I could only hope for the best.

My luck held out through the end of dinner. We caught a ride to the Monte Carlo and were about an hour and a half early for the late show. We decided to split up and play in the casino while we waited, and agreed to meet up in the theater a half-hour before curtain.

Melissa had told me in the days before we left for Vegas that she wanted to learn to play craps, so we found a relatively quiet table, with only three others at it, and I taught her the basics.

Melissa is very excitable. She was still drinking, and she was obviously enjoying craps. When I asked her to blow on the dice for good luck, she got a warning from the pit boss for pulling my arm away from the table, holding it against her fabulous breasts while she gently blew on my hand, and gave my fingers a kiss. 

That first time rolling, we had a stroke of beginners luck, and though I only started with a hundred bucks on the table, we were up about three-fifty before I crapped out. She rolled after me, and started a hot streak of her own. I didn’t bet it too heavily, and still we came out over a hundred and fifty dollars up on her rolls, but the guys down the table were going to town on all the odd bets and won a bundle. They were cheering her on; we were attracting a crowd and she loved it. The next couple of times around we weren’t able to match that first time and lost back about half our winnings, before we had one more last run and ended up leaving the table up over four hundred. Melissa wanted to keep playing, but we had a show to get to. Good thing or likely as not we’d have lost it all. It’s the nature of Vegas, you’ll have your runs, but in the end, the odds favor the casino. The only way to win is to escape when you’re up.

Melissa was ecstatic and gave me a big kiss. I don’t even think she realized what she was doing, until we were slowly pulling our lips apart. Feeling her body pressed against mine had instantly had obvious consequences below the belt.

“Oh, I didn’t mean …,” she murmured looking down.

“No. That was wonderful. Thanks. I think it’s okay for us to share a kiss, if that’s all it is, don’t you?” I told her, grabbing her chin and making her look up.

“Yes. I just didn’t want you to think I was … that it meant more than it did,” she said softly, her eyes burning into mine.

“It means you and I just had a great time, and I’m happy as a clam that you’re my date for tonight.” I leaned over and gave her a soft kiss on the lips. “I’m enjoying my time with you, you’re enjoying your time with me, and a kiss between friends is nothing to be concerned about.”

“And four hundred dollars is worth a kiss or two!” She laughed, kissing me lightly then grabbing my arm and tugging me toward the theater.

We grabbed some frozen drinks from the bar just outside the theater and were escorted to our seats in the last row of the mezzanine. I tipped the guy a fiver and took our seats. The others were already there and they’d left us the aisle seats. We found out that Jay and Beth had played the slots, and dropped about seventy bucks, while Karl and Cheryl had played Roulette and broken even.

About five minutes before show time, the usher stopped by our seats.

“Sir, if you would like, we have some seats down front that I think you and your wife might like,” he whispered to me softly.

I was astonished. No one had ever offered me a seat upgrade before. “We’d be delighted, thank you,” I answered, and taking Melissa’s hand, I helped her out of her seat, and down to our new seats in the front row, right hand side.

I searched in my pocket for another tip, and he declined my effort. 

“That’s not necessary; the house likes to cater to our newlyweds whenever possible.” 

As he left, I looked over at Melissa in astonishment, she looked at me, and we almost collapsed in a fit of giggles over the idea that we’d been mistaken for newlyweds.

“Ah, my sweet young bride, they don’t miss a trick here do they?” I teased, holding her hand in mine.

“No they don’t, my studly new hubby.” She leaned forward for a kiss, and I gave her a small one, which scared me a little when we didn’t break apart immediately, but lingered for a few extra seconds, with just a hint of tongue brushing my bottom lip.

“Of course if we were newlyweds, we wouldn’t be here. I wouldn’t be letting you out of our room for the first two days,” I whispered, my eyes on the rising curtain.

“I wouldn’t have it any other way,” she answered softly, her hand giving mine a slight squeeze.

The show was incredible, and it ended all too soon. For much of the show, we held hands like teenagers. She turned and leaned into me, and the pressure of her tits pressing against my side got me hard all over again. Uncomfortably so. I had to reach down eventually and straighten things out, which wasn’t missed by my hot little date.

“Did I do that to you?” she asked softly, reaching out and rubbing a finger along my length. Just a little tease.

“All the time.”

She pulled my face back to hers and gave me another kiss, a sincere, hot kiss. “That’s sweet. Thank you.” She gave my cock a squeeze before taking my hand back in hers and clutching it tightly.

I wanted to bend her over the front of the stage and ravish her in front of everybody present. Now that would have been a show! But the little squeeze and kiss was as far as it went.


Chapter Three

When we met up with the others after the show, and explained what happened with our seat upgrade, we all got a good laugh out of it. I was worried that there might be some hard feelings but everything was cool. 

We had talked about hitting one of the clubs after the show, but decided to forgo the dancing, and hit the tables one more time before heading up to our rooms. The Monte Carlo was only a couple of hotels down from ours, so we walked back, laughing and chatting as a group about the show, our “dates” apparently over. The girls chatted oblivious to us, and slowly pulled away, as the guys dropped back.

“You know - I had a real good time tonight,” Jay said, “and I think that you, Karl, can expect to have a real good time tonight, at least that’s what Beth’s thinking. Just take it easy, and let her make the move, and you are in like Flynne.”

“I had a good time too. I thought you were nuts, Steve, but this may have been just what the doctor ordered. I think it’s good for Beth to see that other women might find me attractive,” Karl answered.

Jay and I almost cracked up laughing. “Get over yourself, Karl,” I said. “They’re happy, tipsy, in great moods, and they’ve all been catered too, complimented and flirted with all evening. I think we’re all going to be getting lucky tonight.”

“Amen to that,” Jay laughed, and we went back to talking about the show, and what to do the following night.

Back at the hotel we decided to skip the gaming; we were all tired, and even though it was barely midnight, it was two in the morning back home. We split up in the lobby. Melissa came over to me and lifted her chin expectantly for a kiss goodnight. She’s only a smidgen over five feet tall, but at least she had on three inch heels, so I only had to bend over a bit to give her a kiss.

“Thank you for a wonderful evening,” I told her.

“The pleasure was all mine.” 

Beth went to claim a kiss from Jay, which was a little tougher, she’s about the same height as Melissa, maybe a bit taller, but she was wearing flats. Jay is a good two inches taller than me, at least six-three. He gave her a chaste kiss and thanked her as well.

Not to be outdone, Cheryl claimed a kiss from Karl while Beth was getting hers. And theirs was a little more prolonged than Jay and Beth’s.

When we got to our room I wasn’t disappointed. We weren’t in the room two minutes before Cheryl was out of her outfit and tugging down my pants before taking my cock in her mouth.

“I could see that you were hard most of the evening,” she teased. “I didn’t know you had a thing for Melissa, I always thought you liked Beth.” She blurted that out a few strokes into my unexpected blow-job, before going back to work.

“I don’t have a ‘thing’ for either one of them, but I had a better time than I expected. I was just hoping to keep things civil between Karl and Beth,” I told her, although it was hard to maintain my concentration. 

She came up for a break, stroking my now very stiff cock with her hand. “Well you had her juices going. She just went on and on about what a gentlemen you were, and how nice you were, and how you made such a good looking couple.” 

“Like you didn’t have Karl worked up? He had a huge damned wet spot on the front of his pants.” 

She giggled. “God, he’s going to have some explaining to do. I had way too much to drink, and when we were in the show, I put my hand on his leg and found my fingers were on his hard-on. He just gasped then put his hand on my thigh. I swear I didn’t mean to. You’re not pissed are you?” She suddenly sounded contrite. 

I helped her off her knees and laid her down on the bed. I slipped a pillow under her ass, and lifted her legs up high, sliding my cock into her, beneath her closely cropped, wispy blonde hair.

“Tell me everything,” I demanded, slowly stroking in and out.

“God. That feels nice.” She moaned, closing her eyes. 

Then she started.

“When I touched him, there, I could feel him jump in his pants. I felt so in control. So I teased him a little. I ran my fingernails up his cock, and back down. By the second time he was pushing up against my hand and I had to calm him down.”

I slid in and out of her with long slow strokes, imagining her actions in the dark theater.

“I leaned over and whispered to him, ‘Take it easy, cowboy,’ and rested my hand on his cock. I could feel his pulse through his pants.” Cheryl had her eyes closed and I could sense her reliving the experience.

“Then I felt his hand on my leg, high up on my thigh, and I was bad. I should have stopped him, but I gave him some room and let him slide his hand right up against my panties.” Her eyes opened and she looked at me, almost in fear, expecting some kind of admonishment.

“I bet you felt like a teenager at the drive-in,” I told her with a smile, as I gave her a couple of forceful thrusts of my cock.

“God, I was so fucking hot. I couldn’t even think straight. I was afraid he’d slip his hand inside my panties, but he just softly rubbed up and down against the outside, until I was so dripping wet I could smell myself.”

She closed her eyes again, pushing up against me, her hand drifting down to her crotch, rubbing the top and sides of her pussy, around where I was filling her.

“So I started to rub up and down on his cock again, just using my fingernails, and after just a minute or so of it, he suddenly grunted, and I could tell he was coming. He hunched up a bit, and pushed against my hand, and I could feel his wetness seeping through his jeans. When he came he grabbed my pussy hard, and as he was coming, I couldn’t help it and I came on his hand. God I’m so embarrassed now, but I was fucking burning up.” She gasped again looking to me for any sign of reproach.

“I’m surprised he lasted as long as he did. He’s not used to any woman giving him the time of day, including Beth. Certainly nobody as hot as you,” I told her.

“I need to come, please,” she gasped.

“What happened next?” I asked her, bending her legs back further and pounding away at her a little more aggressively.

“Oh God,” she groaned. A few seconds later she answered. “I pressed my tit against his arm, and whispered into his ear, ‘Thanks, lover.’ I rubbed the head of his cock where it was wet, and then lifted my finger and put it in my mouth. ‘I’m just sorry it was wasted,’ I told him. He moaned and grabbed his napkins from his drink and tried to stuff them down his pants.”

“You were naughty tonight, weren’t you?” I growled, fucking her with all my might.

“Yes, I was bad. If I was alone with him I don’t know what I would have done,” she gasped.

“It would be his dick in you now instead of mine, wouldn’t it?”

“Oh, god, no, I … I was just teasing,” she whined, her tone pleading for my understanding.

I couldn’t hold back any longer. I came in her hard, and she cried out. Cheryl makes very little noise in the bed, and never like that. She went stiff as a board and came repeatedly on my cock, moaning and gasping.

When she finally settled down, I asked her. “Man, he had you hot. Sure you didn’t want to be with him tonight?”

“No! I never wanted to be with him. It was just the moment. I was so hot and horny, and I could tell he wanted me so bad. He was dying to have me. Imagine someone coming just because you touched them through their pants.”

“Can you imagine what you could do to him in bed?” I teased her, brushing her nipples.

“It would probably kill him.” She laughed

We rested for a while quietly, while I slowly caressed her skin. “You know,” she said, “neither one of them has ever been with anyone else.”

“So you told me.” I pinched her nipple and found it getting hard. “You could be a hell of a teacher; God knows he probably needs one.” 

“And I suppose poor Beth deserves to find out what she’s been missing.” Cheryl giggled, reaching down and giving a tug at my slowly recovering cock.

“I wasn’t even thinking about it.” 

“Sure you weren’t.”

“No. Not at all. I couldn’t help but imagine you riding ol’ Karl until you’d broken him.” 

She laughed.

“If it happened, I wouldn’t mind,” I whispered. It wasn't anything we'd ever discussed, playing outside our marriage. Neither of us would abide cheating, but for some reason, this felt different. I wondered if it did for Cheryl as well.

“What? You’d let him have me?” she said, her body tightening up.

“No. I’d let you tease the hell out of him, just as a lesson. I know you're not really interested in him, you just like that he wants you so bad. So if you decide to play with him, I’m cool with it.”

“God, Steve, that’s bad …”

“If you want. Think about it. You’d own him. He’d be putty in your hands. You could leash him, saddle him and ride him up and down the streets of Vegas, and he’d lay at your feet, lapping at your hand, for just a chance to be with you,” I teased.

For a while I thought we might have an encore performance, but we were both bushed. I relaxed, lying back in bed, wondering what might happen. I was half asleep when I heard her murmur.

“I don’t know, maybe. But what about Beth?” 

“We’ll think of something,” I whispered.


Chapter Four

The next day we all woke up late, and hung out at the pool for a few hours. The girls looked fabulous, and were receiving a boatload of attention. They mostly stuck together, spending a lot of time on rafts in the pool, clinging to each other, an oasis of MILFishness. As for the guys, we mostly sunned and ogled hotties from behind our sunglasses. There was some light drinking, and some teasing about the night before. I could tell that Karl was nervous and I finally put him at ease.

“Damn, Karl, you had Cheryl hotter than a two-dollar whore. She was out of control. I made her tell me all about your little fun. Did you have to do any explaining to Beth?”

“Shit. I thought she’d be pissed, but she just laughed and said she heard I’d lost a load in my jeans. Then she wanted to make sure I had another one for her. God, I can’t remember her asking for it since before we had Aaron.”

“I hope you didn’t disappoint.” 

“Hell no! We did it last night and again this morning. We’re going to have to do this more often.” 

Jay had been listening in, and finally joined the conversation. “No shit. Melissa was wound up so tight I thought she’d pop. I don’t think I got four hours sleep last night.” He was still laying back, his sunglasses on, chuckling. “I don’t think I could survive this shit more than once in a blue moon. And she was up for anything, and I mean anything.” He looked over at me, grinning. “I may have to let you warm her up for me more often.”

“Gentlemen, life is good,” I answered with a laugh of my own, remembering how my morning went as well.

After the pool trip, the girls went shopping, and the guys hit the casino and sports book for a while. We also got tickets to the Blue Man Group, which was in our hotel. When the girls got back from the rounds, we all got ready to go back to our rooms and agreed to meet in the lobby before hitting the Isis Room for dinner. 

Melissa started in before we even hit the inclinators. “Before we go up, just so you know, tonight Karl is with me, Steve, you’re Beth’s escort, and Jay, you’re with Cheryl.” 

I think we’d all been thinking about something like that, and I guess the girls had talked it over and decided for us. Not that I was going to complain. Beth was a hottie and I’d be lying if I didn’t admit fantasizing about her more than once. I was just hoping that the Karl/Melissa thing would work out.

The evening worked out very similar to the night before. We ate dinner as couples, and Beth and I had a great time, with a lot of flirting and a little hinting at what had happened the previous evening. The show was entertaining, if weird. There weren’t any seat upgrades, and there didn’t appear to be as much action between the couples, but at the end we were all feeling no pain, and having a great time. Everybody. Karl and Melissa acted like a couple of teenagers, out for the first time.

We decided to hit Ra even though it was a little early and dance the night away but it wasn’t what I’d hoped for. Beth and I wanted to move on, and try the Hard Rock. Melissa and Karl were game, but Cheryl and Jay were not up to it. They both were dragging, and begged off. They said they were going to gamble, maybe try the roulette tables. 

As we were splitting up Cheryl pulled me to one side. “I don’t have a room key.” 

“Then I guess you better be nice to your date,” I teased.

“No, really.” she said.

“I only brought one. You want to take it?” I offered it to her.

“I guess we can go back to Jay’s room. Give me a call when you get back,” she finally said.

“Ok, but don’t do anything I wouldn’t do.” 

“Like what wouldn’t you do?”

“Jay, for one.” 

“Get out of here.” She gave me a teasing push, and we took off. 

The Hard Rock was great, but we were too late to get a table. We danced and drank and had a good time, but at some point we ended up separated from Melissa and Karl. During the night I’d been dancing with both ladies, and the dancing had been hot and heavy. The girls were getting more than their fair share of attention, even among the sizzling eye candy that frequented Baby’s. 

Once separated, the dancing with Beth got even hotter, and I couldn’t help but revisit some of the fantasies I’d had. But there was very little conversation - it was too loud. Just lots of holding, rubbing, drinking, and touching.

Eventually we were both exhausted, and with no sign of Karl or Melissa in sight, we headed back. We decided to walk, just to cool off.

“That was great Beth, I had an incredible time.” I told her, as we walked side-by-side. I suddenly felt a little awkward. For the last hour I had been all over her, and vice-versa, and now we were walking back about a foot apart.

“Me too, and it looked like Karl was being led around like a puppy for the second night in a row.” 

“Yeah, Melissa should have had a leash on him.”

“Course you weren’t much better last night.”

“Hell, I wasn’t much better tonight!” I laughed.

“No, you weren’t.” She giggled in return.

“So I take it you heard all about Karl and Cheryl last night?” I asked eventually.

“I saw the evidence. Can’t complain, though, at least I got a good five minutes out of him last night.” 

“Well you made his night. He was bragging at the pool.”

“What an ass! Couldn’t he just be happy and shut up?”

“I can’t blame him. If I woke up with you I’d have a hard time not shouting it from the roof tops.” 

She sidled over and gave me a poke. “You behave yourself.”

I slid my arm around her. “You know it’s the truth; I’ve thought about it often enough.”

“You are bad!” she chastised me, but she also slid her arm around me. 

It was cool outside, and we were chilling quickly. I could feel her shivering, so we ducked into the Nine Fine Irishmen pub at New York-New York. I talked her into one more drink, and we found ourselves in a corner of the bar. We could barely hear each other, and I went to say something in her ear, and found myself nibbling on it instead. She slowly turned her face toward me and my lips painted a path along her cheek to her lips, and we kissed deeply for a long time. 

“What are we doing?” she whispered.

“What do you want to do?” 

She didn’t say anything, so I leaned into her and kissed her on the neck, while my hand reached for her thigh. Her hand was in the way, so I pulled it into my lap, and slid my hand up her thigh, just short of heaven.

She turned her face to me. I think she was going to say something, but I kissed her instead, passionately, and was rewarded with a deep tongue-kiss and her hand squeezing my erection.

We broke apart, but our faces stayed together.

“Let’s go back,” I told her softly.

“Okay.”


Chapter Five

We walked back through the Excalibur, our arms around each other. We didn’t say a dozen words on the way. I took her right to the ‘inclinator’ to my room.

“Where’s Cheryl?” she asked inside the vertically challenged elevator.

“My guess is in Jay’s room. She doesn’t have a key. I’m supposed to call her when I get back.”

“I don’t have a key either; I’ll have to give Karl a call. I wonder if they’ve even left yet.”

We went down to my room, and I let her in. 

As soon as we were in the door, I turned her around and kissed her deeply. She responded slowly, then eagerly, pressing her body against mine. 

Breaking off the kiss after about a minute, I reached behind her and unzipped her dress. She backed away from me far enough to let it fall to her feet. 

She stood in front of me, wearing only a pair of red thong underwear. She was stunning, with clear, fair skin, a tiny waist, generous hips, and perfect breasts. She seemed embarrassed, but not for long, as I scooped her into my arms and laid her on the bed.

“I had a great time with you tonight, Beth,” I told her, my hand caressing her torso, slowly making its way to those beautiful breasts.

“Me too,” she said, with a tremble in her voice.

“Last night, tell me, when you went to your room, were you thinking about Jay?”

“A little,” she admitted. “I was also jealous as hell of Melissa.”

My hand cupped her tit, tweaking her nipple, enjoying the feeling of have it stand up under my caress. “That’s just silly. You must know I’ve had a thing for you for years. Melissa was just a way of passing the time last night.”

“Bullshit. She had you worked up.”

“Yeah, but I would rather have been with you,” I told her, silencing her for the moment with a kiss.

When she came up for air, she was flushed and breathing hard. “Oh God, Steve, what are we doing?”

“Just a nice end to a wonderful evening. Waiting for your husband or my wife to call.”

“Shit. I should call the room; he might be back by now.”

“If he’s back, why hasn’t he called?” I reminded her.

“Why hasn’t Cheryl called?” 

“I told her I’d call her. In the meantime I reminded her she should be nice to Jay, or she might find herself room-less. Hell, they’re probably still on the casino floor anyway,” I teased, once more playing with Beth’s breast.

Beth sat up, and braced herself. “I think I should at least call. Let him know I’m in.”

“Knock yourself out.”

She leaned over to pick up the phone and as she started to dial the room number, I slid up behind her and enveloped her in my arms. My hands unerringly went for her breast and crotch, eliciting a small cry.

“If he doesn’t answer, you know you’re stuck here until he calls,” I told her, while my hand rubbed her through her satiny panties.

“Hey Karl. We’re back. I don’t have a key, so give me a call when you get in. I’m in Steve and Cheryl’s room. Room eight twenty-four.” She hung up abruptly.

I nibbled on her neck. “Now what do you think we can do to pass the time?” I let my hand slide into the top of her panties, across an expanse of ultra smooth skin, until my fingers were parting her cleft.

She was breathing heavy, almost limp, lying against me, letting me do as I please. And for the moment, I pleased to slide my finger up inside her burning hot slit, making her quiver.

I reached across her and took the phone. She watched in amazement as I dialed Jay’s room. My opposite hand never left the inside of her panties.

“Hello?” I heard my wife answer.

“Hi baby, we’re back, but we’re waiting for Karl to get in so Beth can go back to her room. Everything cool there?”

“Better than cool,” she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice.

“You’re not being bad, are you?” I had to ask, still holding Beth tightly as my finger plumbed her depths. Her face was so close she must have heard the entire conversation.

“Just a little. I bet you’re being worse.”

“Probably not yet, we’re just sitting here, relaxing.” I said, cupping Beth’s mound and squeezing.

“Well, I’ll let you know if anybody calls. No hurry to get back right now, if that’s okay with you,” she said.

“Fine by me. I’ll call if I hear anything.”

“Give us at least twenty minutes either way,” she said, and her voice caught, gasping.

“Twenty minutes. Got it. Love ya.” 

“Love you too. Gotta go.” Click.

“Jesus! What do you think they were doing?” Beth asked, turning toward me.

I eased her onto her back, and kissed her deeply again. “Just playing around a bit.” I nibbled her lip. “Would you mind badly if Melissa and Karl played around some?”

She seemed to think about it. “What do you mean by ‘play around’?”

I slid my fingers deeply inside her. “This is playing.”

“Where does it stop?” she gasped.

“Where do you think it should stop?”

“Just teasing and playing, no coming? No fucking?” she queried me.

I rubbed her hard, “You don’t want to come?”

“I don’t want Karl coming for anybody but me,” Beth confessed.

“So is that the ground rules? No guys getting off, no fucking? Anything else?” I asked, letting my hands just flow across her wonderful curves.

“I guess not,” she finally admitted.

I picked up the phone and dialed Jay’s room again. Jay picked up this time. “That you, Melissa?”

“Sorry bub, just me.”

“Hey, everything cool?” Jay asked, a note of worry in his voice.

“Cool as ice. Just wanted to let you know, Beth set the ground rules. You don’t get off. No fucking. Pretty much everything else goes. That work for you?” 

There was a silence on the other line. “Shit. Yeah, I can live with that if you’re good.”

“Good as gold over here. You just let Melissa know the lay of the land if she calls.” 

“I’ll do what I can, but you know her. Hard to tell her what to do about anything,” he confessed.

“If it’s a problem, have Cheryl talk to her. We don’t want to mess up a good thing here, do we?”

“Hell no. I got it. Have fun.”

“You too. Give my wife a kiss for me. I’ll let you choose where.”

“Thanks bud, I think I might just do that. Later.” Click. Hung up on twice in a row. Oh well, I guess I can live with that.

“Damn, Steve!” Beth exploded as soon as I hung up the phone. “Why’d you go and say they were my rules?”

“It had to be obvious. If I had you in my room, all but naked, what kind of rules do you think I’d make up?” I reminded her.

She giggled. “Nobody leaves till they’re walking bowlegged?”

“Exactly.” Then I reached down and grabbed her panties, sliding them off quickly, leaving her completely naked before me. “If they can walk at all.”

“Now this isn’t fair. You’re almost completely dressed, and you have me naked on your bed.” Beth pouted, crossing her arms and legs defensively.

“Give me a moment, and I’ll let you even up the score.” I grabbed her, lifted her quickly and deposited her in the middle of the bed while she squealed. Before she even knew what I was doing, I was face down between her legs, tongue deep inside her.

She reached for my head, fingers tugging at my hair, while her long, lithesome legs clamped together around my head. “Oh!” she cried out, while I tasted and teased her just a bit.

I pried her legs apart and kneeled between her legs, grinning hugely. “God I’ve wanted to do that for so long, I just couldn’t wait a second more. I’m sorry about the rush.”

“You are a beast! I feel so shameless, lying here naked, at your mercy, while you’re sitting there fully dressed.”

I got up and stood by the side of the bed. “Do something about it, then.”

“What? I’m supposed to undress you?” she asked, incredulous.

“You don’t have to. I’ll just take advantage of your beautiful body, as is.” I smiled again. “Although you might feel a little guilty after you come about a dozen times, and you know I’m being left out.”

She laughed and sat on the edge of the bed, tugging me forward. She reached up and started unbuttoning my shirt, and when she had a hard time with the third button, she mumbled, “Fuck it,” and grabbed the top of my shirt and pulled it apart as hard as she could. She was rewarded with popping buttons and a nearly open shirt. It took another try to get the last two buttons off, then she was standing in front of me, yanking my shirt off my arms, almost growling.

I laughed, and decided to leave the buttons on the floor, to tease Cheryl when she got back.

I didn’t laugh so much when she started undoing my pants. She seemed to be in a hurry, and she had both pants and boxers around my ankles within seconds. I did my share by stepping out of the clothing which she apparently didn’t like on me.

She didn’t seem to have the same distaste for what was under the clothing. I watched a huge grin appear on her pretty face as she took my hard cock in her hand and started examining it in detail. 

“See anything you like?” 

She leaned forward and gave a small lick to the bottom of the crest. “You know? This is the first hard-on I’ve seen since I was seventeen.”

“The first? I hate to remind you, but you have two kids.” 

She blushed. “I mean, the first other one.”

“Then may I suggest you get a closer look?” I took my cock in hand, and with my hand on the back of her head, I steered the two together.

She took me in her mouth, looking up to me, and slowly moved her mouth up and down on my cock. It was nice. Very nice.

It was a great look. A look that I could really get used to seeing. Beth, with her lips surrounding my cock, about halfway down.

As nice as it looked, I wanted more. So much more. But I had her damned rules to abide by. I was willing enough to follow the letter of her laws, if not the intent.

I surged forward, thrusting against her, seeking further penetration. She did her best, relaxing, not resisting as I pushed against the back of her throat. Most of my length was being devoured by the beauty, and it was so incredibly exciting, I forgot to breath. When she finally gagged, I realized how hard I was screwing her pretty face, and eased back. As I pulled away, she followed me eagerly, reluctant to let me leave her mouth.

I held her face in my hands, and probed her mouth with just the head of my cock. Her mouth was alive, sucking, licking, and I was getting too excited. Those damned rules. I had to pull out.

She gasped. “I’m sorry, it’s too much. I’m not used to it. It’s too big.”

I drew her to me, hugging her close, pressing her body against mine, while I kissed her deeply, putting that teasing sexy mouth to excellent use. 

“Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it with practice,” I told her, hoping to God it was true.

I turned with her, backing her to the bed, and eased her back down, leaning over her, following her. When she was fully reclined, I was well placed, centered between her legs. I opened my legs a bit, my knees pressing against her inner thighs, opening her wider. Cock in hand, I aimed the head of my cock toward her slippery opening, and pressed into her, just barely entering her. I watched her face, waiting for her to stop me. I would have waited a long time.

I lowered myself, taking the weight onto my elbows. My face covered hers, and I kissed her again, relishing the feeling of her tightness resisting my entrance into her.

“I’m going to enter you, just that, no more,” I warned her.

She pushed forward and captured my lips with hers. With her tongue in my mouth, I pushed, and was rewarded with feeling the immediate penetration, as she opened for me. With a slow continuous thrust, I finally buried my entire length inside of her.

She turned her head to the side, and hugged me close. “God, that’s incredible,” she gasped.

“You are incredible.”

“You can’t fuck me, Steve,” she moaned.

“I wouldn’t dream of it,” I told her softly, thrusting deeper. I tensed my PC muscle hardening my erection, swelling inside her. She gasped, and pushed back hard. I felt her respond, her soaked pussy clenching back. I kissed her roughly, grinding my hips against hers. The kiss was long and intense, and I thrust my tongue deeply in her mouth, penetrating her at both ends. The feeling was incredible. Too incredible.

“I have to pull out now,” I warned her and backed off. It was one of the most difficult things I’d ever done. 

I leaned down and enjoyed her sweet tits. Her nipples were rock hard, yet still swelled between my lips. I alternated between them, kissing, sucking, squeezing with my fingers, teasing her pointy nipples. Once the urge to finish had diminished, I moved back up and entered her again, thrusting deeply, once, and holding myself there.

“Jesus, Steve, you’re killing me,” she groaned, leaning back and tilting her pelvis up, taking me even deeper. She wrapped her legs around mine and ground against me. “I feel so wonderfully full.”

I kissed her for a couple of exciting minutes, playing inside of her with a minimum of movement. Our lips were resting against each other, our breath mingling, while she moaned deliciously for me.

Again I pulled out, but this time I slid down her body and pressed my lips against that sweet source of pleasure between her legs. Licking and sucking, I continued to help her climb her own mountain of pleasure. She was so sweetly responsive, the sounds coming from her amazingly sexy. I brought her to the brink of release, and as she cried out, I sat up, grabbed her legs and thrust into her hard. She exploded, and it took an inhuman effort to stop from following in her footsteps.

When she had regained some calm, I lay on top of her, still buried, and kissed her again. She was gasping, and I could feel her tight pussy clutching and spasming against me.

When the phone rang.

I couldn’t have pulled out of her if I wanted. Not at that moment. I grabbed the phone and ground against her.  “What’s up?” I answered.

“Let that poor woman off your bed, it’s time for her to head back to her room.” I heard Melissa’s unmistakable twang.

“You done with Karl already?” I asked her, undeniably curious.

Beth tugged me down and pulled the phone closer so she could hear as well. I’m ashamed to say I was forgetting the rules a bit, and I was sliding my cock in and out of her a little more than I could justify even to myself.

“Shit. He turned asshole on me, and I took a cab back. He walked. I imagine he’ll be back before much longer.”

In-out, while Beth thrust back against me. No doubt about it, I was fucking my girl. Shame on me. Beth moaned.

I heard Melissa giggle. “That’s a fifteen minute walk at least,” I told her.

“I’ve been over here a while. You guys have been bad, playing games and leaving me out.” I could practically hear her pout over the phone. 

Beth twisted the phone mouthpiece. “You have to have your turn Melissa.”

Melissa laughed, “Oh, I think we’ll work on that. But your time is up, hussy. Cheryl’s headed over. Go to your room before you become a pumpkin.”

“How long have you been over there?” I had to ask.

“Long enough.”

“Cheryl disappointed?”

“Not hardly. You can ask her yourself in just a couple of minutes.” She hung up and I replaced the phone handset.

“Steve, we have to do this again. For real. At least once,” Beth told me, pressing her hips against mine. She held my face in her hands, her eyes burning into mine. “I feel so guilty leaving you like this.”

“It’s Ok. You’ve given me enough fantasy material to last for years.” I regretfully pulled out, then dragged my wet cock along her body, leaving a slimy trail across her belly. She jumped up and grabbed my cock, sucking on it voraciously. I had to pull her off, before I broke the last of our rules. 

“Enough, sweetness. Save something for next time.”

“We’ll have a next time?” 

“If I have anything to say about it.”

I helped her dress, and was zipping her up when there was a knock at the door. Not quite fast enough. I turned her and gave her a quick parting kiss, then walked with her to the door.


Chapter Six

I opened it to find my wife standing there with a huge grin on her face. She leaned forward and gave Beth a big hug. “Did you prime him for me?”

“And then some,” Beth giggled.

“Did he cheat? Did he come?” 

“He was a gentlemen. He took care of me, but his gun is still loaded.”

“That’s a shame. But they’re your rules.”

“Don’t remind me. Next time I’m not making the rules. I think I’d let him make the rules,” Beth said with a nod toward me.

Cheryl laughed out loud. “Oh really! We know where that would end up.”

Beth turned to me and gave me another kiss goodbye. “Exactly.”

She turned and slowly walked back to her room.

Cheryl walked in the room but left the door cracked. “Come on, Steve. You could have at least put on some underwear. At least pretend you behaved.”

I moved to her, and started undressing her. “Cheryl, if I don’t get you naked on that bed in the next sixty seconds, I think my head is going to explode.” I reached out to shut the door, but Cheryl stopped me.

“Leave it for the moment.” She turned around to let me unzip her dress. It had just reached the ground, leaving her naked. “No panties?”

“Must have left them somewhere,” she giggled.

The door opened, and Melissa stepped in, closing it behind her.

Within seconds she was standing there naked, and I was struggling to wrap my brain around the situation.

“We have our own rules,” Melissa said with a smile, coming to me, and pulling me down for a kiss. 

“She showed up just a few minutes after you called. It was a bit awkward,” Cheryl told me, leaning against Melissa’s back.

“It only took a minute for them to get me caught up,” Melissa explained as she extracted herself from my arms, and tugged me toward the bed. “So we adjusted the rules for the situation.”

“I think you’ll like our version,” Cheryl said.

“It seemed like Jay did,” Melissa told me, pushing me onto the bed.

“Did he ever!” 

I was barely laying down when Melissa’s mouth made a beeline for my cock. Any lapse in my hard-on was immediately cured.

“You can do what you want to her, but you come in me,” Cheryl explained.

“Anything you want,” Melissa said, coming off my cock just long enough to add her two cents.

Cheryl leaned in and whispered to me. “Jay didn’t hold back. Not a bit. Don’t you dare.”

I gave my wife a kiss, “Are you going to play too?”

“Nope. I’m just here as an observer and for the happy ending. Everything else you get from her,” Cheryl told me, with a nod to her friend.

Melissa ceased her increasingly intense blow-job for a moment, “Everything. Anything.”

“I’m not going to last long,” I warned them both.

“Then you’ll just have to get it up again. Whatever you want, however you want, as long as you want, tonight,” Cheryl told me.

Melissa was doing her best to swallow my cock, but relented again. “I think he’s close,” she said to Cheryl. She turned to look at me. “Can I finish you this way? I’d like to feel you shoot.”

“Just keep that up a little longer, and you’ll get your wish,” I told her.

She accepted the challenge, and went after me with her mouth once more. She was gorgeous, with her mouth stuffed full of my cock. I was looking forward to coming for her, and then taking my time exploring her sinful body. 

She was good, very talented, and extremely willing. She took me right to the edge, then grabbed my wife’s head and pulled her face onto my cock, her hand beating me off into her mouth. I groaned and released a well deserved load. Cheryl took most of it, then turned, grabbed Melissa’s face and shared it with her friend. I hadn’t been expecting that.

When Cheryl saw my surprised look, she grinned, and pressed Melissa’s face back down onto my cock, where the little sexpot cleaned me up, and went after restoring the iron to my rod. “She worked for it; I figure she deserved to share in the rewards.”

“You’re bad,” I told her shaking my head, and once more shocked at my loving wife’s behavior. 

“Shit, you started the whole thing. That first night you got her so worked up, I almost felt guilty enjoying the results of her teasing.”

Melissa looked up at me and her eyes glittered. My cock was only half-hard and she had the whole thing in her mouth. I could feel her throat against the head as she sucked me with abandon.

Enough was enough. I pulled away and drew her into the center of the bed. I spent the next several minutes exploring her all over, kissing and tasting her wanton body, while my wife provided guidance and encouragement. I eventually settled between her legs and did my best to repay her in kind for her previous effort.

When I had her moaning, her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me against her, I heard my wife talking to her. “Very different, isn’t it?”

“Different, but fucking amazing,” Melissa gasped.

“Change of pace is nice,” Cheryl told her. I looked up to see her fingertips teasing Melissa’s nipples. “Jay was incredible.”

“Oh, fuck, I’m close,” Melissa groaned. “Tell me about my husband.”

“Like a fucking vibrator, never stopping, beating away at my pussy, driving me crazy,” Cheryl told her. “It was so amazing, having your husband make me come while you watched, Hell, while you helped.” Her hands continued to massage Melissa’s tits, tugging at her hard nipples.

Melissa cried out, thrusting up with her hips, pushing against my mouth and my exploring fingers. She climaxed hard, and my mouth was suddenly assaulted with her juices, soaking me. When I didn’t ease up, she grabbed my wife’s hands, and pressed them against her breasts. “Oh fuck! Again, again!” she shouted, and once more the flood of juices alerted me to her release. 

It was clear to me that when it came to pleasuring Melissa, she wasn’t ever going to get away with faking it. She came harder and wetter than anyone I’d ever met.

She was gasping when she pushed me away, “Stop, please, for a second, it’s too much.”

I sat up and my wife came to me and kissed me hard, licking the juices off of my face. “Jesus, Melissa, you almost drowned him!”

Melissa was still breathing hard. “That was fucking amazing. I haven’t come that hard in years.” She sat up quickly and kissed me hard. “Fuck, how am I ever going to be able to match that? You sir, have earned your heart’s every desire, in any way I can possibly fulfill it.”

Then she collapsed back onto the bed, “I can’t fucking believe this trip.”

I knelt between her legs, and took my resplendent hard-on in hand and pressed it between her legs. “Believe it.” I pushed into her, then lifted her legs high and wide, and started the fucking. Thank God Beth’s rules were out the window.

I fucked her thoroughly, knees to her chest, on her side, from behind, and finally doggy style. She looked just amazing with her slender hips, and tight little cheeks stretched wide. I watched my cock disappear inside of her over and over again, the view almost as exciting as the feel. I had felt like I could go on forever, but that last position was doing me in. I was playing with her tight little ass, sliding my thumb inside of her.

“Go ahead if you want. Whatever you want,” she reminded me. 

Cheryl spanked her tight ass loudly. “The little slut. Why don’t you save something for next time, cowboy?”

Next time? We had talked about a possible trip to Mexico.

“Cozumel?” I asked.

“I hope so. I think maybe we can play the switching dates thing again, but make each one a little more … complete,” Cheryl said.

“That would be so fucking amazing,” Melissa added. “Imaging having me for a whole day and night. You could leave me bowlegged like you promised.”

I responded by changing things up again, and getting her to ride me. Watching her, seeing her huge tits hanging just in reach, was a fantasy come true. She had barely started on me when there was a knock at the door.

“That’s what the screaming gets you, you little tramp,” Cheryl laughed. “I bet that’s security.” She headed to the door and peeked outside.

It wasn’t security. 


Chapter Seven

Beth came in with a hangdog expression, and Cheryl closed the door behind her.

“What’s the matter?” she asked.

Melissa and I watched my wife take Beth by the hand and sit her down on the end of the bed, while sweet Melissa rode me like the good cowgirl she’d been raised as.

“It’s Karl,” Beth sighed. “I just can’t stop thinking about it. We’ve all been playing around, and as much as he drives me crazy, I feel bad.”

She twisted on the edge of the bed, turning, watching Melissa and me. “I guess the rules are different here,” she observed.

Melissa explained. “Just a little. More play, but the boys still only come for their wives.”

It seemed a little odd to have the two hot naked women around me, and see Beth there in sweats and a t-shirt.

I guess Cheryl found it awkward, too. She grabbed the bottom of Beth’s t-shirt and pulled it up and off. Beth looked surprised.

“You’re right, it’s not fair. Why don’t you guys stay here a while, and do what comes natural. I’ll go pay Karl a visit. When I’m done he won’t have any complaints.”

In an evening of surprises, this was the most shocking yet. 

She pulled on Beth’s t-shirt and a pair of shorts, then came over beside me, where Melissa was giving me a nice leisurely fuck, rocking back and forth on my staff. “You okay with that?”

I pulled my mouth off Melissa’s tit and I reached for my wife’s hand, then pulled her down for a kiss. “You?”

“I think it’ll be fun,” she admitted. “And what happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas, right?”

“And Cozumel!” Melissa reminded her.

“And maybe Vail,” Cheryl laughed, running her hand down Melissa’s side, drawing goosebumps. 

Vail?

“Jesus, that’s a mind trip. Feeling your soft hand on my skin while I’m fucking your husband,” Melissa sighed.

Cheryl headed to the door, “I don’t know when I’ll be back, don’t wait up.” She looked at Beth. “Okay with you?”

Beth smiled, then jumped up and gave her a hug. “Thanks for this.” Seeing her naked tits pressed against my wife’s body was exciting. 

“My pleasure.”

“You’re going to blow his mind,” Beth said softly.

Cheryl giggled. “That too.”

Once the door closed behind Cheryl, Melissa paused in her ministrations. “I guess that means the last rule is out the window as well. Use me, stud.” Then she looked over to where Beth was sitting, taking it all in. “Tell you what. Let me have this one, and I’ll go back and take care of hubby. You can finish what you started then.”

She had her hands on my chest, and had pulled her feet in close so she was raising her hips up and down over my crotch, fucking herself hard. “You’ll have to wait for Cozumel for your turn with Jay, sweetie. Sorry about that.”

Beth giggled, stood and took off her sweat pants, once more beautifully nude. As she climbed onto the bed, she ran her hand across my chest and over Melissa’s hands, giving them a squeeze. “I can be patient.”

I had to interrupt. “Not me.” I moved Melissa off of me and onto her back. I lifted her slender legs, and placed her ankles on my shoulders before entering her again. I grabbed those small hips and fucked her hard, slamming into her, using her just as she’d requested. Beth seemed content to lie beside us, and just touch Melissa and me gently while I did my best to fuck her brains out.

I pulled Melissa’s leg off of my left shoulder, and crossed her ankles, turning her just a bit and pushing her legs down. She was incredibly exposed, and tight as a fist. I long stroked her, pulling all the way out until my cock head was exposed to the cool air before slamming back into her again. And again. And again.

As I fucked her harder and harder, I pushed her legs back further, until her knees were almost to her chest. She surprised me when she suddenly came for me, crying out, and I could feel her pussy clamping down, and her juices flowing across my cock. I went into overdrive, fucking her as fast as I could, the wet noise of our joining obscenely exciting. 

I didn’t give her any warning as I leaned into her and came hard inside of her, pushing as deeply as possible, shooting inside of her repeatedly, continuously, until I was afraid I’d dry up like a raisin. I couldn’t remember the last time that I came so strongly. Not after having come for her just a little while earlier. 

Ok, maybe not just a little while.

When I could see straight again, I released her legs, and she slowly spread them open. I watched her toes clench and uncurl, and found that stupidly exciting. I kissed the inside of her arch, while my hips nudged in and out of her wetness. Already I could feel another hard-on returning, and I looked over at Beth, wondering if she’d allow me to go as far as I wanted.

That damned girl must have been able to read minds. “Your rules this time. The hell with mine,” she said softly.

I was enjoying being inside of Melissa, and I was concentrating on maintaining my erection. I was squeezing my PC muscle hard, pumping the blood back into my cock, while sliding in and out of her. She just watched me, letting me have my way. I watched her close her eyes and concentrate, and was rewarded with a delightful feeling of waves of pressure moving up and down my cock.

“That’s nice, Melissa, really nice,” I told her softly.

“Nice,” she said, her eyes still closed.

I spread her legs wide and watched where I was entering her. I had started just moving carefully, determined to stay inside of her, but I was hard enough now to do more, pulling back further, eventually watching my full length move out and then back in. It was wonderful. My cock was glistening, and with each stroke, hardening more.

“Enough.” 

I looked up, and she was smiling. “Fair’s fair. Like Cheryl said, let’s save something for the next time.”

“Cozumel.”

“One whole day and night,” she promised with an evil smile. Then she was pushing me away, and climbing off the bed, making straight for the bathroom. She left a huge wet spot where she’d been. It must have been more than a foot across, and half again as long. Amazing.

I looked over at Beth somewhat sheepishly, not sure how to address the change in situation. She just gave me a tug to the side of the bed, and moved between my legs, her mouth settling over my brand new erection. She licked me a couple of times.

“I feel so naughty. I can taste her on you.” Then she engulfed my cock with that naughty mouth, stopping any more discussion.

“Are you really okay with this?” I asked her.

She pulled back and stroked my cock with her hand. “What do you think is going on in my room right now?”

I thought about it a second while she alternated licks with strokes of her hand. 

“My wife is putting your husband through the paces. She’s going to use him hard, and I imagine put half of his fantasies to rest.”

“At least. By the time I get him back, I’m afraid of the hold she’s going to have over him,” she admitted.

“So make sure he knows that you gave her to him, and you control when and if he ever gets to play again,” I told her, guiding her face back onto my cock.

Melissa had returned from the bathroom and was sitting next to me, leaning into me, watching Beth work. “And don’t forget me. If he plays his cards right, and treats us women right, including you - especially you - maybe you’ll even let him have me for a while.” She reached out and brushed Beth’s hair back, so we could see her pretty face more clearly.

Damn she looked fine with my cock in her mouth.

Beth pulled back, releasing the head with an audible ‘pop’. “You’d do that, too?”

Melissa laughed, then dropped to her knees beside her best friend and leaned in to give my cock a long lick. “We’re the three musketeers, right? All for one and one for all. Share and share alike, right?” She pushed Beth’s face down onto my cock and pulled it back. She then gave a suck of her own.

Beth smiled. “I didn’t think you liked Karl,” she finally admitted.

Melissa pushed Beth’s face back down onto my cock. Sweet girl. “Oh, he’s fine when he’s not being an asshole. If he hadn’t been running off at the mouth tonight, and gotten all cheap, it might have been me over there in your room instead of Cheryl.” She brushed Beth’s hair back again. “But then again, things might not have played out so well, so I guess it’s best this way. What do you think, Steve?”

“Best this way, definitely. Definitely best this way.”

She pulled Beth off my cock, and gave her a tender kiss on the lips. “Have fun. I’m going to go give Jay an earful while I get my poor pussy tore up a little more.” She got up off her knees and gave me another kiss before slipping back into her dress. She came back one more time.

“That was fucking incredible. Thanks so much.” She leaned in and we shared a long intense kiss, while Beth gave me a nice easy blow-job. Eventually she pulled away. “I can hardly wait until next time. Promise me you’ll think about me often. Just like we were tonight.”

“That’s the easiest promise ever made,” I confessed.

“Now break in this one, and you can both tell me all about it tomorrow,” she laughed, pushing Beth’s face down hard on my cock, making her gag. 

Then she was gone.


Chapter Eight

“Just the two of us,” I told my darling little cocksucker.

“Yep,” she said. She pushed me back a little on the bed, then climbed in my lap and sat down on my staff, wrapping her legs around my back, and her arms around my neck. It only took her a few seconds to have me sheathed completely. “God, you feel great inside of me.”

“Incredible,” I told her, before kissing her again, for what seemed an eternity. 

“What was it like, doing Melissa?” she asked, cautiously. “Or shouldn’t I ask?”

I nudged her with my cock, pulling her hips down against me. “You can ask me anything, anytime. And Melissa was amazing. Wilder than I thought, and just an incredible lay. Jay is a lucky man.”

“Your best ever?” she asked.

I laughed, holding her tight. “She was wonderful, but Cheryl can be unbelievable. Maybe not so much lately, but in the early days, just un-fucking-believable.”

“That’s what I’m afraid of,” she said softly.

I held her face and kissed her tenderly. “Don’t ever tell Melissa this. Ever. But being with you earlier was even more exciting to me. You know how I feel about you, don’t you?”

She smiled sheepishly. “I think so.”

“You know better. You are the woman I fantasize about. All the time.”

“Why? I know I’m not as good as those two. I don’t have the experience, and I’m not as wild, and, well, just look at them. They’re gorgeous.”

I held her tightly. Then kissed her again. I stood, her legs still wrapped around me tightly, grabbed her ass cheeks and lifted her up and down on my cock. She moaned for me. I turned and laid her down on the bed, her ass hanging off the edge, and I started to really give it to her. “You’re not wild? Look at you now. And you’re just as beautiful as Melissa, more so, because it’s all real.” I fucked her with long slow strokes, delighting in the feel. “As for experience, I hope to fix that.”

She looked up at me with big wet eyes. “I don’t understand it.” 

“You are incredible. You are the sexiest woman I know of, except for maybe my wife. I’ll even call that one a tie, if you promise to keep it our secret.”

I buried myself in her, and leaned over for another kiss. “Not to mention this incredible mouth of yours. I’ve never seen anything as beautiful as your face full of my cock. You work wonders with that sweet mouth.”

“Karl used to really like that. I don’t know why we don’t do it anymore.”

“Then he’s a fool. You can suck me anytime you like.”

“I think you better clear that with Cheryl, first.”

“You’re right. But I swear I’d love to have you go down on me every day. I just love it.”

“I’ll talk to Cheryl, see what we can work out,” she giggled. “But every day might be asking for a bit much.”

I was easing my cock in and out of her, just going slow, maintaining my erection, and playing with fucking this beautiful woman.

“You’re going to be awfully tired tomorrow,” I told her, picking up the pace a bit.

“Really?” she asked with a teasing smile. “And why is that?”

“Because I have a lot of fantasies to fulfill, and I doubt if I’ll be a quarter done with my list before the sun comes up.”

She wrapped her legs around me, and pulled me in tight. “Whatever you want, whatever fantasies you have, I can be that for you tonight,” she told me, looking at me with a serious, sensual look. “But there’s no rush, baby. I’m sure you’ll get plenty of chances to have me fulfill your fantasies for you.”

“And what about you? Any fantasies?” 

“Already there. But now I think I might have the courage to come up with some new ones. With you in a starring role.”

“How about Jay?” 

“I’ll do Jay, if that’s what it takes to keep this going. I’ll fuck his brains out for more of this.”

I laughed. “Come on. Big good looking guy like that? You’ll just do him? It’s not that bad a job, is it?”

“He’s sweet, but definitely not my type. I’m sure we’ll have fun. Maybe he can even teach me some stuff to show you.”

I shut up for a while, enjoying penetrating her. But I still had a lot of fantasies to work on, so I turned her over, and fucked her from behind, looking at that incredible ass, while I plowed her.

I pulled out after a bit, and went down on her, licking her pussy and listening to her squeal when I tongued her ass. 

“God, Steve, that’s so bad,” she gasped, as my tongue pried into her tight ring.

I laughed, and went back to fucking my pretty new toy. “No, it’s not bad. It’s wonderful.”

“It’s so nasty,” she said softly.

“Too nasty?” I asked carefully.

She looked back at me, and then pulled away. She tugged me forward onto the bed on my stomach, then got off the bed, kneeled between my legs and licked my ass, sucked my swollen balls into her mouth, and teased me with her tongue. She pulled me back so she could get her hands on my cock, and stroked me while her tongue pushed between my cheeks. After a couple of minutes she got up and made me rollover so she could suck me before climbing on top of me and settling down on my cock.

“As far as I’m concerned, there’s no such thing as too nasty when it comes to you. I’m a blank slate for you, and if you want me to be nasty, I’ll be the nastiest little slut you’ve ever had.” She rode me hard. “You want to fuck my cherry ass, you can. Tie me up? Spank me? Share me? Whatever you want, I’ll try it for you.”

“Let’s save that fantasy for when we have more time. That’s a whole night’s effort all by itself.”

“Cozumel?” she said with a smile.

“Sounds good to me.”

“Good,” she said. “Now, will you fuck me hard, like you did Melissa?”

“I’ll fuck you so hard, I’ll drive you through the bed, if you like.”

“Enough words,” she grinned, rolling off of me, into the middle of the bed. “Oh! Wet and cold!” she laughed.

“I’ll get a towel.” I told her.

“NO!” she yelped. “I like it. It’s nasty to lay here in Melissa’s juices, and let you fuck my brains out.”

“Yes it is,” I told her with a smile.

I pounded her thoroughly, repeatedly, in a variety of positions, and finally filled her sweet pussy, long before the sun had risen. Despite Beth’s best efforts, I wasn’t able to get it up again. It didn’t stop her from keeping her mouth glued to my cock for a good long while. I finally pulled her to me, and just held her, caressing her beautiful body. When the phone rang I was half asleep, and looking at the clock I saw it was almost 4:00 am.

“Hello?”

“This one’s done. Out cold. Can I come home?”

My darling wife had done her best. “I’ll be waiting.”

Even before I’d hung up, Beth was up and getting dressed.

“Slow down, beautiful,” I said, reaching for her.

“That was amazing,” she said, but still pulled on her sweats over that fabulous ass. Incredible ass. And the magical space between her legs.

She made it just in time. I had climbed out of the bed and took her in my arms, and was kissing her when the knock on the door came. Beth giggled as she slithered out of my arms and opened the door.

Cheryl walked in and went straight to her friend. They hugged, then Cheryl turned to me, “Give us a second. Why don’t you clean up a bit? I bet you’re ripe by now.”

I could take a hint. I hit the bathroom and started the shower. Nice thing about hotels at night. You rarely have to wait for the water to get hot. I was deliciously worn out, and felt just a little bit more awake when I left the bathroom a short while later.

The girls were chatting on the bed, and Beth popped up and gave me a huge hug. “Thank you.”

I kissed her and gave those sweet ass cheeks a squeeze. “No, thank you.”

She pulled away, and quickly gave Cheryl a kiss. “Breakfast?”

“Call us when you’re up. Not before ten, if you value your life,” Cheryl told her.

Beth took off, closing the door quietly behind her. Cheryl disappeared into the bathroom, and reappeared with a towel. She spread it out in the middle of the bed. “You’re sleeping on the wet spot.”

“Sleep?” I said with a lecherous grin. 

“Sleep,” she said disrobing. “I’m done for the night. But you and I are going to have an interesting talk in the morning.”

She was true to her word, asleep almost before she’d hit the pillow. I cuddled up behind her, my hands settling into a familiar position, cradling her breast. She purred for me, then settled back down. 

The morning was going to be interesting.


Epilogue

Jay woke us with his call. “Breakfast at the big buffet in twenty minutes. Don’t forget to pack up, we gotta check out by noon.”

I ached all over, and was bone tired. It wasn’t even quarter to ten. “Pack, breakfast, check out,” I murmured to my incredible wife.

“God,” she moaned, “I think I sprained something.” She rolled over and groaned before slowly sitting up. “Jesus, that was one crazy night.”

I wanted to roll over and go back to sleep, but I knew if my head touched the pillow I’d be out until the afternoon. “Crazy doesn’t start to describe it.”

I started the packing while Cheryl cleaned up, and she shooed me into the bathroom as soon as she was out. I had less than five minutes before we were supposed to be downstairs. Like that was going to happen.

I wanted to grill her on what happened after she left, but things were so hectic, we hardly spoke. Once we’d left our bags at the front, and headed for the breakfast buffet, Cheryl broke the ice. “I’m a little nervous.”

I put my arm around her waist. “Me too. You know I love you more than anything, don’t you?”

She nodded, leaning against me. “I know. Me too, you know?”

I stopped, took her in my arms, and kissed her deeply and passionately, right there in the lobby. She melted into my arms, pressing against my body, until, miracle-of-miracles, my hard-on was pressing against her. 

She smiled. “That for me?”

“Always. Forever.”

Her hand rubbed the length briefly, before I received a brief kiss. “We’re gonna be okay, right? You and me?”

“Better than okay. Always.”

She took my hand in hers, and led me along.

“No secrets, no going behind the back. Nothing back home. You got it?” she said softly.

“Got it. I agree a hundred percent.”

The breakfast buffet was about to switch over to the lunch buffet, and the line was almost non-existent. We breezed through the line, and found our friends within seconds. They were already digging into their food. And from the amount of the food on the plates, it was obvious someone had developed a bit of an appetite.

If Cheryl was nervous, she didn’t show it. Just the opposite. She went straight to Jay, leaned over and gave him a kiss. “Morning, handsome.” She walked around the table and leaned over Karl, bestowing a kiss on him as well. She whispered in his ear, and he blushed heavily. She tousled his hair, set her purse down in the empty seat beside him, and headed for the food line.

I hit the omelet line, and piled up my plate. I was starving. I was the last one back to the table. I almost spit out my first forkful when Cheryl spoke up. “God, I’m sore. You boys wore me out.”

Melissa giggled, “No shit.” She reached over and put her hand in my lap, giving me a rub. “But it was worth it. Definitely worth it.”

Even Beth had to chime in, softly. “I can barely sit down. That was one wild night.”

Cheryl grinned. “You boys alright this morning?” She was facing Karl when she said it. She put her hand on his shoulder and pulled him closer. “Any regrets?”

Karl’s eyes went wide and he shook his head quickly. 

“My only regret is we’re headed back home in three hours,” I told the table.

“Amen to that, brother,” Jay said. “I could stand a few more nights here.”

Melissa laughed. “I bet you could. Feeling a little left out?” she said with a nod toward sweet Beth.

Wow! Even Jay blushed. “Maybe, just a bit.” 

I was working at the pile of food on my plate, when Cheryl couldn’t leave things alone. “Cozumel?”

“Cozumel.” Melissa answered with a smile.

“You think we might be able to make it after all?” Beth asked her husband.

He coughed, took a sip of his water. “We’ll be there.”

Beth leaned over and gave her husband a hug and a kiss. “You won’t regret it.”

“That’s a promise,” Melissa added. Her words were directed at Karl, but her hand had me hard under the table.

“There’s just one more thing,” I heard Beth interject. “We’re going home now, and I don’t want things to get too weird, okay? What happens in Vegas …”

“Stays in Vegas,” a chorus answered her.

“Until Cozumel,” I reminded them.

“Until Cozumel!” everyone exclaimed, getting more than a few looks from those around us.

Then again, those were Beth’s rules. And we all remember what happened the last time she made the rules.

THE END
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Free Preview

Thanks for reading Vegas Gamble. It’s based on a real Las Vegas Vacation with three couples where the extra-couple interaction got a little out of line. Ok, maybe a lot out of line. If you enjoyed it, please consider taking a moment to leave me a review at your favorite retailer.

I also love to hear from my readers, so consider tweeting me, visiting my website, or joining my mailing list to let me know what you think.

The series that launched my writing was Convenience vs. Need. Its online popularity was well beyond my expectations, with the first chapter generating well over half-a-million views. I’ve updated those stories, and created a new seven book series titled A Matter of Convenience. I’ve included the first chapter of the first book, The House That Lust Built to give you a taste. I hope you enjoy it.


The House That Lust Built

Volume 1 of A Matter of Convenience

When Karen first started working with us, I didn’t pay her much attention. She was several years older than me, almost 30, and rather plain. She had a kid and a live-in boyfriend. Not exactly what a guy two years out of college, and fresh out of his first serious relationship would consider part of the talent pool.

Most of the 20 or so people in the office were older than I was, and they were often eager for news of my dating life. It seemed like the whole lot of them lived vicariously through me. They were full of advice, most of which I blissfully ignored. I’m sure I kept them entertained with my shenanigans. I may not have been the world’s most successful Romeo, but it was certainly not for lack of trying. And I did have my occasional successes, just none recently.

When Karen was tasked to work with me on a new project, things started to slowly change. The only other person on the project was Brenda, a thirtyish chubby married brunette who was a bit of a prude. Karen would grill me on my dating, and talked openly of sex. I’d never met anyone like her. Brenda would act offended, but always managed to stay nearby and soak up the conversation. There was some friction between the two of them, both being new, and I think Karen went a little overboard at times just to irritate Brenda. Our discussions got more and more overtly sexual and even included some minor office grab-ass.

One thing led to another, and before long I had Karen giving me handjobs in the closet at work, after hours, and on the way back to the office from lunch. She wouldn’t do any more, she said, since she was living with a guy. Our conversations were intensely personal and she had confessed almost every detail of her life to me. She lived with the guy for convenience. She rented a small townhouse she could barely afford. With him as a roommate, she could just barely make ends meet. She couldn’t rent out the only other bedroom, since that was her six year old kid’s room. She was usually strapped for cash, and didn’t enjoy our work that much, but it paid the bills. I bought her lunch on occasion, and the first time she leaned over and gave me a handjob on the way back to the office, I realized she was like nobody I’d ever met.

Her sex life was less than fulfilling, to hear her tell the story. She wasn’t a fan of oral sex—she doled it out to her live-in as a reward for good behavior. She was getting laid about once a week, and doing the oral about once a month. The more we talked about it and how much her boyfriend loved it, and the hoops he would jump through to get it, the more I was convinced I had to move past the hand stage, and into a more intimate sexual relationship. I thought I should have a fairly decent chance since she clearly didn’t love the guy. When it came right down to it, she paid him in sex to be her roommate and share the bills. I don’t know what it was about this skinny, bigmouth, dirty-blonde but something certainly pressed my buttons. 

Over a period of several weeks I had been hounding her to get more intimate. I was treating her to lunch, using the drive to describe to her how badly I wanted to go down on her, figuring if I could get her pants off, there was a decent chance of reciprocation. I enjoyed the handjobs, it was the only sex I was getting, but I wanted more.

“You know Karen, we could head to my place for a break. I would love to make you squirm on the end of my tongue.” I was teasing her one evening around 7 p.m. She stayed late at work once a week, every Wednesday, since it was the only chance she had to get caught up. Craig, her live-in, picked up the kid and watched her on those nights. You can bet I stayed late Wednesdays.

“God, Jack! Don’t talk like that around here, someone could hear you,” she admonished me.

I took her hand and placed it on my ever-present erection. “I get so hard, just thinking of licking your pink.”

“Jack, don’t! You are so bad. You know I won’t do that. I’ve told you, I’m in a relationship.”

“And you’re telling me you don’t want to trade up?”

I’m not sure why I said that. I wasn’t really looking for a relationship with her. I just wanted in her pants. I was actively dating other women, and she knew it. In detail. If I was having more success in those arenas, I probably wouldn’t have even brought it up.

“You don’t want an old woman with a kid, you’re just horny.” She was squeezing my cock through my pants, which was a good sign. With the place all but empty, I knew I’d be getting my handjob soon.

“You always make me horny, babe,” I said.

I stood up and drew her after me, down the hall, to a small utility room. She came along reluctantly, offering minimal resistance. It was all part of the game; this had become our Wednesday evening ritual.

She entered the room behind me, and I opened my pants. My dick flopped out, hard and ready. She sat on a ten-gallon bucket, spit in her palm, and started beating me off. 

“You have such a pretty mouth—” 

Ok, so maybe I wasn’t the smoothest. You can’t say I didn’t try.

“No. No way. You know this is all you’re getting, now lean back and enjoy.” We went through this all the time. Me, constantly pushing the envelope, and Karen fighting me off.

Karen normally talked incessantly. This was an odd occasion. She was quiet for once, while she slowly worked her hand up and down my cock. After a few minutes of her stroking my dick, she broke the silence. 

“Are you still working on buying that house over on Preston?” she asked me, as she worked her hand back and forth. It usually took her several minutes, and she would change hands several times. She had recently taken to letting me play with her breasts while she worked me, in order to speed things up I figured. 

I unbuttoned the top of her shirt, and slipped my hand inside her bra. Her nipple was hard as usual. She might fight the game, but she seemed to enjoy it. She just had her own rules. My job was to get her to bend, or even break them.

“Yeah, but the house won’t appraise, it’s in such bad shape. The lot is great and the foundation and frame are solid, but it’s only livable on about half the main floor, and not at all on the top floor. I need to come up with about another eight grand to get in it.” My hips were thrusting in time to her stroking, and I was feeling good.

“You’ve got the money, why don’t you just do it?” She was in a pensive mood tonight. She often teased me about my relationships while whacking me off. Tonight she was a little distracted. 

She seemed to think I was loaded. I was an engineer, and she was a graphic designer. I earned easily double what she did, but it still didn’t stretch that far. If I hadn’t received a sizable bonus for completing a tough project ahead of schedule, I wouldn’t even be thinking of buying my own place. I was tired of paying rent, and thought I might be able to stop, given the right circumstances.

“It’ll drain me to buy the place. It needs a lot of repairs. At least the kitchen is new. On my salary alone, I won’t have enough cash left over to do all the work it needs. I can’t afford to pay rent while trying to get the place habitable. I’m hoping for another bonus when we finish the project. If it’s enough, I might go ahead and pull the trigger.”

Out of the blue, she leaned forward, and licked the head of my cock. For the first time. Just once, then she smiled a wicked smile and continued the stroking.

“Oh shit, do that again,” I begged her.

“Did you know Debbie broke up with John?” 

Debbie was a friend of hers. Another single mom, Debbie was 25, and a knockout. She tended to overdo the make-up, with too much eye-shadow, eye-liner, heavy face powder, and bleached blonde hair, but she was a looker none-the-less. Her body was what dreams are made of, enough to overlook too much rouge and lipstick. I had tried to get Karen to set me up with her in the past.

“Really? Great! You gonna hook me up?” I asked her, leaning forward, trying to get my erection closer to her mouth. I had removed my hand from her tit, and was rubbing the back of her head; of course she knew all my tricks, and twisted away from the encouragement with a little laugh.

“Well, she’s got a problem. She needs a place to live. She moved in with that bastard John, let her apartment go, and now she’s up shit creek. She’ll be staying in my living room for a while. Craig acts like he isn’t happy about it, but I know he’ll be trying to get in her pants. Since he hasn’t been getting in mine.” She leaned forward, and took half my cock in her mouth, and with her lips tightly circling the shaft, she slowly drew her head back, holding just the head in her mouth for a few seconds, before she let it pop free from her lips.

“Jesus. That was nice, babe. Don’t stop,” I pleaded, gasping.

“How would you like this every night?” she asked, before repeating the long slow suck.

“Hunh?” Give me a break, I was young and a little slow on the uptake. Besides, there wasn’t much blood reaching as high as my shoulders.

“I was talking to Debbie. You know my lease expires at the end of next month. If you bought that house, maybe we could all live together. Debbie could stay home and watch the two kids, and you and I could work and bring in the money.”

“Karen, I don’t even know Debbie, and that would be kind of odd, her in the house—”

“I don’t mean just live together, I mean live together. We could take turns sharing your bed. We’d each have our own room, but you could have either one of us pretty regular.” She was really excited by the idea, and was stroking me agonizingly slowly, while pleading with me. I was rewarded with another slow teasing lick. “Think about it Jack, you said it has five bedrooms. What are you going to do with that many bedrooms? The extra income would be the perfect solution for fixing the place up. I could pay, say, five hundred a month? We could all save money.”

“Are you serious? What does Debbie think of this?”

“Debbie would do anything to stay home and raise kids. She hates working. She wants to be a homemaker. She’ll clean, she’ll cook, she’ll watch the kids, and I’m sure she’ll fuck your brains out if you let her be a mommy. I know she thinks you’re cute,” she said, accenting the last statement with another deep suck.

“Oh, that’s nice. Suck me off, so we can talk about this more seriously without the distraction,” I told her.

“Wouldn’t you rather have the real thing?” she asked. Like she didn’t know. She knew everything I liked and wanted, I’d been bugging her about it long enough. Man this girl was the queen of the hard sell. She was definitely in the wrong profession.

“Are you kidding? Of course! What’s the catch?” I asked her.

She stood up, unbuttoned her pants and stepped out of them. “Here’s the deal. Friday, you give Debbie the keys to your apartment. Then Debbie and I can spend Friday and Saturday convincing you what a good idea this could be for all of us.” She leaned over, wiggling her butt at me. “No other strings attached. I haven’t told her about this little plan, but I know how badly she wants to stay home. And she doesn’t want to get married again. Both our kids could use a man around the house, and you know that Craig is a pretty sorry excuse for one. What do you say? Is it a deal?”

“Friday and Saturday, huh? Why not?” I told her, sidling up behind her, grabbing her skinny ass cheeks in my hand.

“Good, now come get a taste of what the good life could be like.” She again gave me her mischievous smile.

I rubbed my cock up and down across her pussy lips, mostly by feel; she was not one of those women who maintained a closely cropped rug. I slipped my cockhead between her shiny wet lips, feeling the moist warmth. I couldn’t play around too long; I was heated up from the discussion and the work she’d done so far.

I thrust up inside her, and she pushed back, with a pleased groan. “Damn, you’ve got a nice cock, Jack. Craig has a needle-dick. It’ll be nice to be filled for a while.”

“You could have had it at any time,” I reminded her, slowly stroking her pussy. She was wet and the going was easy. After only a few thrusts I was bottoming out, forcing a sweet little grunt out of her.

“You now I wouldn’t cheat on him. I don’t do that. But things are changing. Right now we’re not even speaking. He’s been talking about a new apartment, but I won’t discuss it with him. I think he knows that no matter what, after next month it’s over. As it is now, we’re just sharing a roof. He hasn’t gotten any of this in three weeks, and isn’t likely to get any more. Not if I’m getting yours,” she told me, with another wiggle of her  boney rump. “You wouldn’t want your girls cheating on you, would you?” 

Man she was talkative. I was fucking her with long, steady strokes and it didn’t slow down her conversation a bit. 

“You know, I need to hook you up with Krista some time,” she was telling me, as I sped up and started pounding her harder. “Ooooh, gentle lover. Not too rough, now. Oh! That’s it.” She gave me a nice little moan. “You know that little fantasy you have about using the backdoor? Krista loves it in the ass. She doesn’t look like much, but I bet I could get her to give you a treat, under the right circumstances, of course . . .”

She was crazy. She just kept on with the jabbering. I pushed my cock deep into her pussy, with a series of small thrusts until I was balls deep. All of it.

“That’s nice right there. You feel so thick inside me, Jack. Can you imagine Debbie licking your balls while you fuck me? I bet she’d do it. Ask her Saturday. What do you want for dinner Friday? Or should I just let Debbie make one of her specialties? She’s really a great cook.”

Incredible. She was wonderfully tight. I was fucking my brains out, and she was making dinner plans. I knew I wouldn’t last long now, so I started pounding her hot little twat even harder. “Whatever, I figure fur-burger would be nice.”

She giggled. I’m fucking my heart out, and she giggled. “You’re so nasty. That’s for dessert. I’ll have her make one of her favorites. You know you can still date other women. We won’t be jealous. Neither of us is really that into dating. I think Debbie needs to get it pretty regular, but I don’t think that would be a problem for you, do you?”

“Fuck, Karen, you’ve got a sweet pussy. I’m gonna come soon. You are so tight.” I was really screwing her deep and fast now, working up a sweat. I couldn’t help but think this would be fun to do on a regular basis. A little quiet might be nice, but the pussy was prime.

“I know you are baby, I can feel it. I like it. Come inside me.” She was smiling at me, an affectionate look on her face, nothing like the pure lust I’m sure I was showing. For some reason, she always managed to make me feel like some kid she indulged.

I finally exploded, deep inside her, telling her how fucking hot she was. I came over and over, then stood there, breathing heavily, while my cock enjoyed the sensation of her pussy walls squeezing away at me. She was doing some kind of Kegel exercise, and it was as if she was milking me dry.

“Do you like that, lover?” she asked me teasingly. “That was so sweet, I haven’t had a nice thick dick in me for far too long. I think I’d like to have you do me like that a little more often. Would you like that, baby?”

“Fuck yeah! That was intense. So you really think Debbie is up for this?” I asked her, the idea starting to do wonders for my previously wilting cock.

“Absolutely. I’m sure she’ll go for it. I’m telling you, this weekend you better be ready, because she can be very convincing.” She was still working my dick with her pussy. I don’t even know how she could concentrate on it while running her mouth.

“And if we do this, no teasing right? If I want it, I’m gonna get it?” I didn’t want some bait-and-switch game, getting a little action to start, and soon finding myself in the once-a-month blowjob rut. I had grasped her hips and was making some small in-out movements.

Karen pulled off my semi-hard dick, and turned on the water in the utility sink, wetting some paper towels. She stuck a couple between her legs, then turned and used a few more on me, cleaning me up. 

“Well, I’m pretty sure you’ll get as much as you want, but we can discuss that this weekend. I gotta get home; Debbie picked up Ashley for me, and is expecting me. Plus I want to tell her the good news.”

(—*—)

When I saw Karen the next day, she was eager to get me alone to talk. It was driving me crazy. I would normally have had lunch with her, getting my rocks off and finding out the information, but some dingleberry had scheduled a working lunch meeting. It wasn’t until around 3 p.m. that I was able to get her to go outside with me for a walk. We headed down to the shore-trail, and ambled along. 

Karen got straight to the point. “Debbie is so into this. She was almost crying last night. Don’t be a bastard now and take advantage of her because you know how bad she wants this.” 

“Christ, Karen! Of course I’m going to take advantage of her,” I told her. “I thought that was the plan!”

“I don’t mean that. I mean, well, just don’t be mean. She really has been fucked over by the last half-dozen guys in her life. She could use a decent relationship for once.” 

“You crack me up. You call this a decent relationship? She doesn’t even know me, and she’ll be my shack-up sweetie just to stay home and have a roof over her head? While you two take turns warming my sheets?” I laughed. I was surprised when she slapped my arm.

“Don’t be an ass, Jack! You can be such a jerk. Think of how bad her life has been, if this is the best thing that has come her way in a long time. She’s been on her own since she was seventeen, been a mom since she was twenty. I’ve had good times and tough times, and I’m pretty sure this can work ‘cause you’re really a good guy; poor Deb is just desperate for some stability of any kind.”

I had been thinking about it a lot, wondering mostly how I’d explain living in sin with two single moms to my parents. Then again, they were a long ways away, and I could always claim it was a purely platonic relationship, just renting out spare rooms.

Only a few hours earlier, I had set up an appointment with my realtor for that evening to make my formal offer on the house. I was putting almost 40K down on the house, to be able to get into it. I would be almost broke, but I was determined to get a tax break. The potential benefits had finally made up my mind for me. But I wasn’t about to let these girls know that. Not yet.

“Listen,” I said. “I think you know me pretty well by now. I’m not going to fuck either of you over. I kind of like the idea of this thing. There’re some issues and details to be worked out, but hey, that’s what we have this weekend for.” I reached across and held out my spare keys.

“I know,” she told me, as she took them. “Your aura is way too bright and too blue. I know you think I’m silly, but I’m positive we’ve been together in a previous life. I just know you too well. You’ve always been good to me.”

Oh. Did I forget to mention that my friend Karen was deeply into the whole numerology, psychic, and past-lives thing? Sometimes I felt she was a certifiable nut. A fun, cheerful, sexy, certifiable nut. What the hell was I getting into?

She reached over and took my arm and held it tight. Almost desperately so. “Please, let this thing play itself out. I know it’ll be great for all of us. Give it a chance.” Her head was leaning against my shoulder and we’d stopped walking. We had circled the property perimeter, and were almost back to the building.

“I’m going into this with a very open mind. If we can work the details out, I’d be willing to give it a try. No guarantees - but I’m open to the idea. Let’s leave it at that for now.” 

Karen took off at 5:00 p.m. sharp as she did four days a week. I went out and bought a love nest. 

I won’t go into the details, but the house was a shambles. I was getting the place for little more than the value of the land. If I could fix it up, it would easily be worth three times what I was paying for it.

I would be taking possession in less than three weeks, if we didn’t hit any bumps in the road. At that time only one bathroom would work, the kitchen would be in good shape although it wouldn’t have any appliances, and the bedroom on the main floor was livable. My first job was to re-roof the place. Then I could consider the rest of the work ahead of me. 

It looked like I was going to be busy.

.
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