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WHAT HAPPENS IN VEGAS

Chris never really wanted to go on that boys’ trip to Las Vegas. He recently turned thirty and is ready to start taking his life seriously. All of his high school friends are married now, with kids, and it seems awkward to be going to party in Las Vegas. 

Mario, the trip’s organizer, has been fantasizing about this Vegas night for years. And now that he’s recently single, split from his fiancée of many years, it seems like the perfect time. All he wants to do is drink and hit on women. But the trip doesn’t go quite according to plan. Chris’s reluctance to cut loose drags the mood down around every corner, and Wayne’s obsession with texting his babysitter for updates is getting old fast. Now, the three men are at a dead end, having no fun at all as they sit in their room’s hot tub, waiting for the trip to end so they can go home. 

But the boys get one last idea: an idea that might bring the fun back into the Las Vegas trip. They decide to hire a working girl. Las Vegas has everything to choose from, and the boys find themselves overwhelmed with their options. And soon, as they get a few more drinks into them, they find themselves trying to find the ‘biggest’ girl on the strip.  

CHAPTER I

It wasn’t a trip I wanted to go on. When Mario called and told me he booked my ticket, I wanted to tell him to cancel it. And I definitely would have told him to cancel it had he not bought me a non-refundable ticket… Or maybe it was the guilt from what I did to his relationship.

Though it wasn’t my fault that I ruined Mario’s relationship with his fiancée (now his ex-fiancée). It’s not like I forced Mario to cheat on her… How was I supposed to know that Mario lied to me when I caught him with that blonde, and he told me that he had agreed to an open relationship with Kathy? 

I was surprised that Mario was inviting me to go to Vegas with him at all. He’d been talking about going as a group for years, and I honestly thought that those plans were done when Kathy took half of his money and left to be with her family in Denmark. “There’s never been a better time than now,” he said to me when he handed me the plane ticket. “And don’t worry about booking a hotel—I’ve already got that covered.” 

I almost didn’t trust him. A part of me was scared that he was setting me up, like some sort of revenge plan for what I did to his engagement. But it really wasn’t my fault that he broke up with Kathy. Sure, I caught him with that blonde. I ran into Kathy the next day and I mentioned the blonde. Maybe that was stupid, but Mario assured me that Kathy knew about the blonde and was fine with her. All I said was, “Good on you guys for making the open relationship thing work.” When her face turned white, I knew I’d said too much, and I probably should have tried to take it back somehow, but instead, I stood silently, staring into her eyes while my skin went cold. Three days later, they were split up officially on Facebook. 

Mario wouldn’t talk to me for weeks. Whenever he had something to tell me—or if I had something to tell him—it had to be filtered through our friend, Wayne. Wayne was our good friend and he had become our neutral third party. He hated being in the middle of our silent-treatment fight. Whenever I messaged him saying, “Can you pass something along to Mario for me?” he would reply, “Can you two please settle this?” 

And maybe this trip to Vegas was Mario trying to settle things… or maybe it was part of some revenge plan. I had no idea. But I felt bad about causing the split, so I agreed to go. I met Mario and Wayne at the airport, early on a Friday morning. We were going for a single night: twenty-four hours, and then we would be flying back. 

Mario showed up at the airport wearing big sunglasses, even though it was still pitch-black outside. He moved sluggishly to the counter to check in, and then he dragged his feet towards the nook where Wayne and I were waiting. Mario was late. Well, he wasn’t technically late, but he wasn’t thirty minutes early like I told him to be. I hated not being early for flights. “We need to get through security, now,” I said.

“Relax. There’s hardly anyone here. We’ll get to our gate in less than ten minutes,” Mario said, waving me off. 

I tensed up. It was the first time we’d been face to face since I walked in on him getting his cock sucked by a young blonde woman. I still had no idea who the girl was, and I wasn’t about to ask now. He kept his sunglasses on, but I could tell that he was looking at me. He cleared his throat and then there was a long silence before he said, “You guys ready for Vegas?” His voice was hoarse. He clearly had a bad hangover.

I laughed nervously, keeping my distance. “I thought tomorrow was supposed to be the hangover flight,” I said.

He stared into my eyes and there was another long, awkward silence. Then he cracked a grin and said, “That will be even worse—but totally worth it.” 

“What did you get up to last night, Mario?” asked Wayne. Wayne pulled himself up from his seat with a groan. He had always been a heftier fellow, but now he was looking particularly thick, which was curious as he’d started a new diet just a few months earlier. And I was pretty sure he was following the diet. Every time we went out together, he ordered a salad with no dressing and a chicken breast with no seasoning. 

“I would tell you but I’m scared Chris might tell my mom,” said Mario with a grin. It was an awkward reference to what happened, but it was nice to hear him joking about it. Maybe he was getting over Kathy finally. Maybe he met a new girl and he was less upset about the whole breakup thing. He looked into my eyes again. “Just remember, Chris. What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas.” 

“Sounds good to me,” I said. But I wasn’t looking forward to any shenanigans. I’d recently turned thirty. All of my friends were married and having kids. I was too old to go out partying. Now, whenever I went out and saw men in their thirties hitting on nineteen-year-old girls at the bar, I couldn’t help but cringe. Hell, we were probably too old to be going out to Vegas for a wild night of partying. I had no idea how I was going to make it later than 10:00 PM. 

“Let’s get through security,” said Wayne. “Then Mario can tell us more about this trip.”

Mario still had that strange smile on his face. He was confident—looking like a man with a plan. But he had that hangover. He looked dizzy and he staggered slightly. I wondered if he was still drunk from whatever he’d been up to the night before. Maybe he never even went home. Maybe he caught a cab directly from the bar to the airport. 

Wayne and I got food before the flight. Mario had to walk away while we ate. He turned a shade of green, and I wondered how he was going to make it through the day—never mind the night. 

On the plane, he had to use his provided doggy bag. When we got off the plane at the airport in Vegas, he zipped off to the bathroom, and we had to wait for him by the front door. The dry heat coming in from outside was intense—much hotter than anything I was used to. The people coming in from outside were covered in beads of sweat. Their clothes were dark with sweat stains, and the roads outside appeared to be radiating. 

“It must be the hottest day of the year,” Wayne said, wiping his forehead. His clothes were already starting to be wet from perspiration. 

“Be sure to drink lots of water,” I said. “Especially since we’ll be drinking.”

“God, you sound like someone’s dad!” said Mario from behind us.

We both turned and saw him coming towards us. Suddenly, he was a different person. He was standing tall, sunglasses now on top of his head. His skin was a normal color and he was holding himself properly: no swaying or groaning. He must have gotten whatever was making him sick out. 

“Well it is hot outside,” I said. “And if you’ve got a hangover, that means you’re already dehydrated. I’m sure you didn’t come all the way here just to spend the night in the emergency room, getting fluids pumped into you through an IV.”

“Whatever, dad,” said Mario, rolling his eyes. And I have to admit that I cracked a grin. It was nice to let a little laugh slip, feeling like we were almost back to normal. We’d been friends for so long and it was terrible to think that one little mistake was going to split us apart.

Though I was starting to wonder if Mario and I were in the same place in life. He didn’t seem at all interested in settling down. He was embracing his new single life. And I had a feeling he was planning on getting an escort in Vegas if he couldn’t find some easy chick to fuck at one of the bars. 

CHAPTER II

The hotel was shockingly nice. I had a hard time believing Mario paid for it, so I wasn’t surprised when he told us that he got it 75% off using a coupon he won at work. And I wasn’t surprised when he told us that we had to buy the drinks since he paid for the hotel room.

The hotel room was large, with three separate rooms. In the main living area, there were two couches, three sofa chairs, a large dining table, two big-screen TVs, and a sunken hot tub, which looked out the large picture windows, down at the Strip. 

“I could just stay here all day—and all night,” Wayne said, falling down on the couch with an elated sigh.

“Well that’s not the plan,” said Mario. “We’re going out and we’re going to have fun. We’re getting drunk, whether you like it or not.”

“That just sounds so exhausting,” Wayne said closing his eyes. “This bed is so comfortable.”

“Get up!” Mario said, tugging his arm, pulling him over and nearly sending him crashing onto the floor. 

“Hey!” said Wayne, stumbling to his feet. “Can’t I relax for five minutes? This is the first time I’ve been away from the kids in… three years.” 

“I don’t want to hear about your kids tonight,” said Mario, shaking his head. “Don’t ruin this trip with kid talk, or work talk—or anything like that. Tonight, we’re just single guys, having fun in Vegas.” 

“Well I do have to FaceTime my kids at seven, when they go to bed,” said Wayne.

“Wayne, I swear to God—if you mention your kids one more time.” 

“Sorry,” Wayne said, retreating into a submissive state. 

Wayne had been single for four years after splitting up with his wife of eight years, and his high-school sweetheart. The split took us all by surprise, but Wayne never talked about it. He never told us why they split and he hadn’t been in a relationship since the breakup. In fact, I wasn’t sure Wayne had even touched a woman since the divorce. 

“C’mon,” said Mario, looking almost frustrated. I had taken out my laptop to check some work emails. I had a big project due in a few days, and I had team members waiting for my approval on a few tasks. But Mario wasn’t okay with that. He came over and closed my computer screen. “Are you seriously working right now?” 

“It will just take me ten minutes. We just got here. It’s not even noon yet,” I said.

“No work. No kid talk. We’re here to have fun, so let’s go out and have some fun. God, you guys are so lame!” 

So we all went out into the blazing heat, walking down the Strip to find some lunch and our first round of drinks. I had my water bottle, which I finished before we even got to the first restaurant, which had a pool and very little shade. Wayne kept sneaking his phone out to message his babysitter. And I snuck my phone out when Mario went to the bathroom, so I could answer a couple of quick emails.

When Mario returned from the bathroom, he had another round of drinks, even though our first round was hardly touched yet. “Drink! We’re only here for about twenty more hours!” 

I had to force myself to drink the cocktail. It was early for me. Drinking before 5:00 PM felt wrong—and it was only noon now. Wayne made the mistake of pulling out his phone to check a new message. “If I see that phone come out one more time, I’m throwing it in the pool,” said Mario.

I tried not to roll my eyes. Mario’s breakup broke him more than he knew. Now, he was one of those guys: one of those sad ageing men who couldn’t let go of his twenties. He wanted to be young. He wanted to party as if he was still in high school. He wanted to be wild and get drunk and hit on girls. He thought that lifestyle was cool, but it wasn’t cool: it was just sad. Now, he was staring at a group of nineteen-year-old girls in bathing suits. “God, what I would do to fuck all three of them,” he said, sounding like a creep. But he probably thought he sounded like a ‘player’. He turned to me and smiled. “If you had to fuck one of those girls, which girl would you fuck?”

“Mario,” I said with a laugh. “I don’t even know if those girls are legal. I’m pretty sure they’re drinking virgin cocktails.” 

Mario rolled his eyes. “Eighteen is legal in every state, as far as I’m aware,” he said. I don’t think he quite realized he was almost twice their age. Or maybe he thought that made him cooler… I had no idea. “Pick a girl. Quit being a loser.” 

“Fine,” I said. I looked at the girls. They were tight, with perky tits and thick butts. The blonde with the white one-piece was the most appealing, with her long smooth legs and her flat-ironed hair. “I guess the blonde,” I said.

“What about you, Wayne?”

“Huh?” Wayne said, hiding his phone in his pocket. 

“Pick a girl, Wayne. Don’t be a disappointment.” 

“Um, I guess the girl in the red.” The girl he was referencing was in a tiny red bikini—almost too small to be called a bikini. It was more like string. 

“That leaves the Asian-looking girl,” Mario said. “I bet her pussy is tighter than a fucking pinhole. So what do you guys think? Should we invite them over? Buy them a few drinks? See if they want to party with us?”

I hated the idea of hanging out with teenaged girls. What would we talk about? What could we possibly have in common? And what would they see in us? What could a few teen girls want with a few middle-aged men? 

Mario went over to chat with them. He put his arm over one girl and she pushed his arm away. Then he said something; I have no idea what he said, but he got a drink to the face. He came back to our table dripping, but smirking. But I could tell that he was humiliated. His ego had taken a hit, without a doubt. He sat down and said, “I think they were into me.” 

Wayne laughed and I laughed too—but it was hard not to think of where we were in life. Across the pool, a young family was having lunch. The father was about my age and the kids looked to be about four or five years old. And maybe that’s where we were supposed to be. Maybe the partying needed to come to an end. 

After lunch, we went down the Strip. We sauntered into a casino and tried our hand at a few tables. Mario called me lame when he found me at a poker table, even though I won a couple hundred bucks before tapping out and going for a walk around the large space, taking in the sights and sounds. I’d never been to Vegas before, and I was surprised to see that it was just like the movies, with hot, half-naked girls everywhere. 

One girl came up to me and wrapped herself around my arm. She looked into my eyes and smiled before saying, “You’re handsome. My name is Kiera.”

“Hi Kiera,” I said, noticing her breasts, which were bursting out from her tight dress.

“Want to buy me a drink?” she said.

I nearly said yes, and then I realized she was a prostitute. I bit down on my tongue and said, “Maybe another time, Kiera. I think I have to get going here in a minute.” 

She rolled her eyes and went off. She’d probably been watching me at the poker table. She saw that I won money and was hoping I would give that money to her.

I found Wayne, who had spent a total of eight dollars on the cheapest slot machines. He was afraid that he was close to reaching his forty-dollar limit he set for himself.

Then we found Mario at the roulette table. The roulette operator used a stick to take a large stack of chips away from Mario, and then Mario turned to us with a pale complexion. He forced a smile and said, “Can’t win ‘em all.”

“How much was that?” I asked.

“Don’t worry about it,” he said.

“Seriously. That looked like a lot of cash,” I said.

“I said don’t worry about it,” he snapped. “Let’s get out of here. We can find a pool. We’ll go for a swim before dinner.”

So we found a pool. We had to pay to get in: ten dollars per person. I noticed Mario fidgeting when he went to pay with his credit card. He was declined. “Hold on—that was the wrong card,” he said awkwardly. His hand trembled as he pulled out another credit card. Was he in debt? Did he lose all of his money at the roulette table?

His third card was finally accepted, so we went for a swim. I felt bad, so I bought him a drink. Then, at the pool, he tried hitting on another group of women. He was rejected. At least this time he didn’t get a cocktail to the face.

He came back, now looking a little bit more broken down. “No luck?” Wayne asked with a laugh.

“I don’t see you getting any,” Mario snapped, no longer looking like a man having fun. 

“Hey, I was just kidding around, Mario,” said Wayne.

“We can call it a night,” I said. The sun was beginning to set. “We had a lot of fun. We can pick up a six pack and head up to the room.”

“Are you fucking kidding me?” Mario said. “No. We’re going out. We haven’t even had dinner yet. I want to go to the bars. I want to meet some girls. We’ve hardly even gambled and we’re in Vegas!” He was shaking now, and I was worried he hadn’t had a sip of water all day.

“You should drink a glass of cool water, Mario. I’ll go get you one,” I said.

“Fuck off with the water!” he yelled. Heads turned and the atmosphere was suddenly awkward and tense. “If you tell me to drink water one more fucking time, Chris!” He stopped and took a few deep breaths. He wiped his forehead and composed himself. 

“It’s fine,” said Wayne, trying to calm our friend down. “We’ll grab some dinner and go to a bar for an hour or two.”

Mario took a few deep breaths as he considered the compromise. 

“Maybe it will turn into more. Let’s take it one step at a time,” said Wayne, being the voice of reason. And it was evident that he had lots of experience calming down wild children.

So that’s what we did. We got dinner, and Mario struggled to figure out which card had money on it. Then we went to a bar. We bought Mario a few drinks and he hit on a few women. He got rejected over and over, and then his ego finally couldn’t take any more. It was only 9:30 PM when he came up to me and said, “If this is all we’re doing tonight, let’s just go home.” 

“What else do you want to do, Mario? This is your trip,” I said. 

“It’s not my trip. It’s supposed to be our trip, but it seems like you’re just following me around and waiting for me to get this trip out of my system. It’s not fun. We aren’t doing anything but spending money, so let’s just go back to the room.” 

And it almost seemed like he was coming to his senses. It seemed like he was realizing his dream vacation was just a young man’s fantasy. 

“Alright. We’ll pick up a six pack on the way to the room,” said Wayne, and then we all left together. Now, Mario was silent. He had a lost look in his eyes. He was probably trying to figure out who he was. He no longer had an identity. With Kathy gone and partying being an unrealistic lifestyle, he was nothing but a lonely man in his thirties. 

We got back to the room and turned on the TV. It was the fourth quarter of a Rams game. Mario laughed and said, “Look, the game is still on.” 

“It’s almost over,” I said. 

“But it’s still on,” he said, as if to say, ‘It’s too early to be done for the night.’

“We’ll have a good time here,” I said. “We can run the hot tub and have a few drinks.” 

Mario went into the bathroom and was in there for a long time. I was almost worried that he was in there crying. I tried not to think of it.

I changed into my swim trunks and got into the hot tub with Wayne. Mario came out ten minutes later, now in his swim trunks. He grabbed a cold beer and slipped into the hot tub with us. We sat and talked… Well, I talked with Wayne. Mario was silent, unless we directly asked him a question. Then he would say, “Huh? Oh, um…” and he would give us a one-word answer before turning silent again. 

I was starting to worry about him. He’d been a bit of a prick since the trip started, but he was still my friend. I still wanted him to have a good time. He was paying a lot of money for the flights and the hotel, after all. This was all his idea, and I didn’t want it to be ruined for him. 

We soaked in that hot tub for an hour, and then Mario left again for the bathroom, without saying anything. When he came out, he had a cigarette in his hand. “I’m just going out for a smoke,” he said, and then he left.

“Is he alright?” asked Wayne.

“I don’t know. He’s acting weird,” I said. “I mean—I get that he wanted to come out here to party. He’s free to go party. But he can’t honestly expect us to go out with him. I mean—it’s almost midnight and we’ve all been up since 4:00 AM.”

“Right,” said Wayne. “And his no-phone rule has really been a mood killer.”

“I get it, I just don’t think he’s going about this the right way,” I said. “I feel bad for him.” 

“Me too,” said Wayne. 

“I think he’s broke. And I feel bad, because he paid for our flights, and for this hotel.”

“I’m not paying him back,” Wayne said defiantly. “I told him I didn’t want to come, and he just bought the ticket anyway.”

“I know.”

Then, after a long silence, Wayne smiled and sat upright. “What if we got him a girl?” he said.

“A girl?” I asked.

Wayne nodded his head quickly. “Like, you know—an escort.” His cheeks turned red and he bit down on his lip. “Maybe that’ll cheer him up.”

“I’m not buying a prostitute, Wayne,” I said. 

“Isn’t it legal here?” he said. “It’s fine. I’ll buy her for him. If we leave tomorrow and Mario’s got a smile on his face, I’ll feel much better about this whole thing. If we leave here and he’s all bummed out, I’m just going to feel guilty. And I’m really not paying him back for the flight or the hotel. I saw the bill—I don’t have that cash to spare. But what’s an escort? Two hundred bucks maybe?” 

“I don’t know. I don’t like this idea,” I said.

“C’mon, Chris. Relax. We need to call her before he gets back up here. We need to hurry. Grab the phone book there. There’s a whole section of escorts. I saw it when we got in.” He sprung to his feet, drenching the floor in water. I remained in the tub, feeling awkward and uncomfortable. 

Wayne flipped through pages. “There are so many,” he said. “Here. This girl is half-Asian. Mario likes that, right? She’s got long black hair and it says she has double-Ds. She’s perfect. I’ll call her.”

“Wayne,” I said.

But it was too late. He got her on the line and he was already setting up the details. “As soon as possible,” said Wayne. And then he gave the hooker our room number. “We’ll pay cash. Thank you so much!” 

He hung up the phone just in time. Mario walked in from the hallway. He put his lighter down on the table by the door and he stretched out his arms. “Well, we may as well get some sleep before the flight tomorrow morning,” he said.

“Why don’t you just stay up for a bit longer, Mario,” said Wayne. He looked at me and winked with a big, obvious smile. 

 “It’s late,” said Mario, dejected. 

“Just spend another twenty minutes with us. I wanted to ask you about, uh, something.”

“What?” Mario said, narrowing his eyes.

“Just sit down and we’ll talk for a bit.”

Mario was hesitant, but he folded. He rolled his eyes and made his way back into the hot tub. “Chris, why don’t you get us all new beers?” 

I paused for a moment. I was already pretty tipsy, and I could tell that Wayne was just one drink away from being officially drunk. It was harder to tell with Mario. He had a stronger tolerance for alcohol. He’d already had way more than both of us combined, but he wasn’t acting drunk. He was just acting… sad. 

I got the beers. My heart was pounding and my hands were trembling. I didn’t like the thought of entertaining a prostitute. I didn’t want to have to awkwardly tell a hooker not to touch me. I didn’t want to catch anything…

Now, Wayne was asking Mario dumb questions about travelling. “Where should we go to next? I’ve always wanted to see the temples in Mexico.”

“Okay,” said Mario, unenthused. “I don’t know. I might be done travelling for a while. I should probably start saving up money if I ever want to retire.”

“Did you see the weather for next week? Crazy forecast, huh?” Wayne said, changing the subject. He was just spouting off whatever came to his mind, desperately trying to keep the conversation going long enough to keep Mario away from his bed. 

Twenty minutes elapsed. Then thirty went by. Then, it was past midnight. Mario yawned and stretched out his arms. He rubbed his eyes and finished his last beer. There were no more in the fridge. “Let’s call it a night,” he said.

“No!” Wayne said, grabbing his arm. He looked around with a worried look on his face. “Just stay up for a bit longer.”

“No, Wayne,” said Mario. He stood up, pushing away Wayne’s hand. “That’s all I can take for one night. Let’s get some sleep before tomorrow.”

Mario got out of the hot tub and toweled himself off. He was on his way to his room, and then there was a knock at the door. He paused. Wayne froze, suddenly overwhelmed with terror. I was too afraid to get out of the tub. 

“What this about?” Mario asked.

And for some reason, I wanted to yell at him not to answer the door. I wanted to jump out of the tub to block that door. But I just stayed still, dreading what came next. 

CHAPTER III

She was a beautiful young woman: thin and short, with long black hair and great tits. Her ass wasn’t much to call home about, but her figure was decent. She had big eyes and she was wearing black eyeliner, thick, around her eyes, flicking out to give her an Egyptian sort of look. She smiled as she walked into the room, wearing a black cocktail dress and sparkly black heels.

“Hello boys,” she said softly. 

Mario was frozen, with wide eyes. It took him a moment to realize he was staring at a fresh escort and not just a stranger who accidentally barged into our room. 

Mario turned to us with a big smile on his face, as if to say, ‘So you guys aren’t gigantic losers after all’. His eyes flashed and then he looked back at the girl. “What’s your name?” he said.

“I’m Cindy,” she said. 

“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Cindy,” said Mario. “I’m Mario. These are my friends. Can we interest you in a drink? Anything you want.” He zipped over to the wet bar, which was by no means cheap. 

“Make me something strong,” she said with a purring voice. She walked over to the bar and bent over it while Mario fixed something strong. From behind, I could see her whole butt under her short skirt. I could see her red panties and the bulge of her pussy. 

Mario handed her the drink and then he fixed something for himself. “What can I make for you guys?” he said to us, suddenly in his usual giving mood. 

“Nothing for me,” I said, yet somehow, I still ended up with a whiskey sour. Wayne got the same thing, even though he asked for a whiskey with water. 

Wayne and I stayed by the TV, taking a break from the hot tub. We watched as Mario chatted with the girl. She laughed at all of his dumb jokes, and his alcohol consumption started to show. He staggered slightly and laughed loudly. He fixed a few more drinks for the girl, and for himself, running up a tab that he would struggle to afford. 

Then, after thirty minutes, he started flirting with her. “You’re very beautiful, Cindy,” he said. 

“Thank you,” she said.

“I love your dress. It was made for your body.”

She blushed and smiled, putting on a show for the horny thirty-three-year-old. 

“And I should say too, your body is amazing. Your tits are perfect.”

I wanted to slap Mario from across the room. He wasn’t exactly a poet with his words, but he meant well. The escort took the comment well, smiling and biting her lip, staying in character for Mario’s sake. She took her dress with both hands and pulled down from the top, letting her breasts spill out for a quick sneak preview. She giggled as Mario’s face turned red and his eyes became wide. “I’m glad you like them,” she said. “They’re new.”

“They look amazing,” he said.

“You can touch them,” she said, leaning over the bar.

So Wayne and I watched as Mario squeezed the prostitute’s fake breasts. She giggled and he moaned, turning red all over. “They feel so real,” he said.

“Thank you,” she said.

Then, Mario went in with his mouth without asking. He pressed his lips around her nipple and sucked, and she didn’t push him back. I looked away awkwardly. I no longer wanted to be in the same room.

“Should we go into the other room?” I said to Wayne.

“Maybe,” he said. 

“Stay here,” Mario said suddenly, overhearing our side-conversation. “Quit being pussies.” 

Then he started sucking her breasts again. I didn’t want to watch, though the girl did have nice tits. It was weird watching Mario suck away like a starving baby. 

“I don’t like this,” I whispered to Wayne.

“Why not? Just let him have some fun. It’s not going to kill you, and it will make him in a better mood,” Wayne whispered back.

“Let’s just go down to the bar and have a coffee or something,” I said. “Let him do this alone.” 

I looked back over. Things were progressing quickly with the escort and Mario. Now, she was on her knees, rubbing between his legs with a firm grip. She was looking into his eyes with a smile. “Do you like this?” she asked. Apparently, she was trying to make her money quickly. Maybe she had another job to get to. Maybe she didn’t want to waste her whole night with a single client. And just how many guys did she see in a night? How many guys put their dirty hoses in her Vegas hooker hole? 

She unzipped his fly. “Okay, let’s go,” I said, standing up. I motioned for Wayne to follow, but Wayne was watching in a curious state of hypnosis. His eyes were wide and his lips were parted. “Wayne, seriously.”

But we weren’t able to leave fast enough. The girl reached into Mario’s pants and she pulled out his big erection. She gripped it firmly and giggled before leaning forward to suck on his tip. “Why do you want to watch this?” I whispered to Wayne.

“I’m paying for it, I may as well watch it,” he said defiantly, crossing his arms, almost as if he was being firm with one of his children. I rolled my eyes.

“Fine, well I’m going to leave you for a bit. I’ll be back in thirty minutes,” I said. I got up, grabbed my wallet, and I started towards the door. But Mario and the escort were blocking my path to the door. There was only a narrow pathway behind Mario, and I really didn’t want to brush up against his bare ass (his pants were now down around his ankles). But I had no choice, so I tried to squeeze by—and it was a mistake.

The girl reached out and grabbed my wrist, stopping me before I could reach the door. “I’m just going to grab a drink downstairs,” I said, blushing awkwardly. 

“Don’t be a pussy, Chris. Let’s have some fun with her,” said Mario with a big grin. 

And then the escort was suddenly in front of me, on her knees, toying at my fly with her fingertips. “I’m sorry, but I—I think I’m just—I’m just going to…” And then she had my belt open and my fly down. Her fingers were reaching into my pants. I backed away and bumped into the wall. I nearly fell over, but she was fast, sliding up in front of me. I felt her fingers curl around my flaccid cock. I gasped. She was good at finding cocks… I suppose it was her job.

I heard Wayne laughing when she pulled my cock out into the open. I blushed and closed my eyes. I’d never been exposed in front of my friends before. Even in gym class in high school, I would change in the bathroom and not in the changing room with the other guys.

She started massaging me. “See? It feels good, doesn’t it?” Mario said with his cock out and erect. He didn’t have any shame. He didn’t even try to cover his throbbing shaft with his hand. 

I opened my mouth to speak but I couldn’t muster up any words. I groaned and squirmed and wished that I would have gotten to the door before all of this nonsense started. But now, I wasn’t moving. Now, I was too afraid to move. Or maybe I was staying because it actually felt kind of nice. 

She leaned in and started sucking. I kept my eyes closed and took a few deep breaths. I felt her mouth sucking my shaft. I felt her tongue exploring my throbbing veins. She gently flicked my bulbous tip with the tip of her tongue.

I opened my eyes. Mario was now behind the girl. He bent down and put his hands on her hips. He pulled her up to her feet, but like a pro, she stayed bent over, with my cock in her mouth. She kept sucking while Mario positioned her. And she only spat my cock out for three seconds: long enough to say, “Put on a condom.” 

And Mario did. He took a condom out from his front pocket and he had it on his erection within seconds. Then, he rubbed her pussy, pulled down her panties, and he mashed his tip into her wet whore hole. He groaned loudly and the escort let out a soft moan. Mario pushed in with a big grin on his face. He rubbed her ass with both of his hands, and then he leaned forward and squeezed her breasts. The escort kept sucking me, getting me closer and closer to an orgasm. 

“Tell me how you like it, whore,” said Mario.

“Mario,” I said. I didn’t want him to offend her. But she didn’t seem to care. Maybe she liked being called a whore. She was a whore, after all…

He slapped her ass hard.

She moaned. “Just like that, baby,” she said, and then she went back to sucking.

“Suck my friend’s cock. Make him come in your mouth, slut,” Mario said. 

She sucked harder and moaned louder. Mario thrusted harder. Now, I could hear a gushing sound: his protected cock squishing liquid out from her damp hole. 

“She’s so fucking tight,” Mario groaned.

He pumped harder and harder, faster and faster. Then he dropped to his knees and ate her out for a minute before standing back up to pump her again—harder, harder, harder. Now she was screaming and her eyes were rolling into the back of her head. Mario’s face was red and beads of sweat were forming on his forehead. He was groaning with each penetration. He had one hand on her hips—and his other hand…

That’s when I noticed that he was holding his condom. He must have taken it off while he was eating her out. Now, he was barebacking a prostitute. I rolled my eyes. Mario could be a real fool, but this was one of the dumbest things I’d ever seen him do.

He groaned loudly and she gasped. He pumped her with a hard shove and her legs trembled. She leaned back, letting my cock out into the open, cool hotel room air, leaving me just a few seconds away from an orgasm. I was tempted to grab my cock and finish myself off, on her face—but I decided not to jerk myself off in front of my friends.

She stood up suddenly and looked back. She stepped away, letting his cock fall out of her body. Cum gushed down her legs. “Are you fucking kidding me?” she said, and then Mario started laughing. “You asshole! You came in me! Now I need to buy a fucking Plan B pill.” 

“Sorry,” Mario said with a big grin.

And now, any chance of me getting an ending to my blowjob was over. The escort stomped over to Wayne, who had her money ready. He was read in the face, looking embarrassed. I probably had the same face—but Mario didn’t look at all put off. He kept smirking, now wiping his dick with a tissue before pulling up his pants. 

The hooker left the hotel room with cum running down her thighs. She was furious. We could all hear her cussing as she went down the hall to the elevator. 

“You’re such an idiot, Mario,” I said. “You’re lucky if you don’t end up with herpes.”

“I won’t get herpes,” he said, rolling his eyes. “Everyone knows that if you clean your cock with soap and water after barebacking a girl, you won’t catch anything.”

“That’s such nonsense,” I said.

“I’ve been doing it for years and I’m cleaner than either of you.” He chuckled as he went to the bathroom to clean himself up.

Then I awkwardly looked at Wayne. “Is that what you wanted?” I asked.

“You’re the one who got a blowjob,” he said with a smile. He blushed. “I didn’t know you had such a big cock, Chris.”

“Please don’t talk about my dick,” I said. “Can we just clean up and pretend like none of this ever happened?”

“Well, like they say: whatever happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas. My lips are sealed,” he said.

“Whatever,” I said. “Just call the front desk and ask them for a wake-up call. We need to be on our way to the airport in five hours from now.” 

Then Mario barged out from the bathroom. “Why even go to bed?” he said. “C’mon—let’s get back in the hot tub for a bit. We can sleep on the plane.” 

“I don’t want to just sit in the hot tub for the next five hours,” I said.

“Oh, that’s not all we’ll be doing,” he said with a big, cheeky smile. 

Then Wayne’s face lit up as he clued in before me. “What?” I said. Now, they were both staring at me, with bad ideas in their heads. 

CHAPTER IV

“We can’t just stop now,” Mario said with bright eyes. 

“We can’t just stay up all night hiring prostitutes,” I said.

“It’s legal here,” Wayne said, as if the legality of the matter was the issue.

I shook my head and sighed. “You guys can’t be serious right now,” I said. “You want to hire another prostitute. We just had one here!” 

“Well it’s easy for you to say that enough is enough—you got your cock sucked. Wayne didn’t get anything,” said Mario. 

Wayne blushed and sipped his drink. He’d been sipping away at his whiskey sours all night, and he was starting to look awfully drunk. 

“We need to hire another girl—for Wayne. Let’s do it for Wayne,” Mario said.

I sighed and shook my head. “This night is getting very expensive,” I said, trying to come up with an excuse that would get through to Mario. I knew that he was struggling with cash. He lost almost everything at the roulette table. He had debt. His credit cards were maxed out. 

But he just didn’t seem to care. “I’ll pay,” he said. “I brought a thousand bucks in emergency cash.” He pulled out his wallet to prove it, flashing ten crisp hundred dollar bills with a big smile on his face. Then he turned to Wayne. “Okay, Wayne. What kind of girl are you looking for?”

Wayne blushed and bit his bottom lip, but he didn’t reply.

“C’mon, Wayne,” I said. “Answer him so we can get this over with. It’s already close to 1:00 AM.” 

“I don’t know,” Wayne said nervously.

“Do you like Asians?” Mario asked. “White girls? Want a black chick? What about a fat girl? She can sit on your face and… I don’t know what you’re into—want her to fart on you?”

“Gross,” I said.

“Hey,” Mario said, waving me off. “Don’t knock it ‘till you try it. I mean—I’ve never tried the farting thing, but I had a girl sit on my face and pee once. It was actually really hot.”

“I don’t want to know,” I said, shaking my head.

Then Mario turned back to Wayne. “This one is for you, Wayne. Pick a girl. Vegas has everything. Hell, they have ten of everything. Want two girls? Maybe we can find twins for you. Or what about a Latina chick? One of those dominatrix girls with the strap-on cocks? How’s about a tranny? Want to suck some shemale’s dick?” 

Then, Wayne’s face lit up. His eyes grew bright and then his face turned the darkest shade of red yet. 

“Is that a bingo!?” Mario said. Then he turned to me. “Chris, look up the local t-girl listings.”

“You’re serious?” I said.

“Don’t be rude, Chris. The man wants what he wants. It’s nothing to be ashamed of. I like t-girls too. I dated a trans chick for a while, and she was fun in the bedroom.”

My heart fluttered. “I have nothing against trans girls,” I said. “I just—it just seems weird.” 

“It’s not weird,” said Mario, staggering slightly. We were all drunk—too drunk to be making silly decisions like this. Mario decided not to wait for me. He walked by me and grabbed the phone book. He flipped to the escort pages and started looking around. “There are dozens of options! Wow, Vegas really does have everything.” 

“Just hurry up,” I said. Wayne was still blushing in his corner.

“Here. This one sounds good. It says she’s petite and loves being on bottom. That means she likes anal, by the way.”

“No kidding,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“I don’t know what you know, loser,” said Mario with his mocking grin. He was really starting to get under my skin. I was tired of being called a loser by a guy who had a drink thrown in his face just a few hours earlier. 

“You like redheads, right Wayne?” said Mario.

“Sure,” Wayne said.

“It says she’s seven inches. That’s pretty big. You want to suck a big dick, Wayne?” 

Wayne just blushed, so Mario took that as a ‘yes’. He pulled out his phone and made the call. “I really don’t think this is a good idea,” I said.

“Maybe she’ll finish you off, Chris. The last girl got you close, didn’t she?” said Mario. And then I found myself blushing. 

He was only on the phone for thirty seconds. Then, he went around the room quickly, cleaning up like a housewife expecting guests. He pushed our clothes into the closet and he fixed the pillows on the couch, and then he cleaned up all of the dishes from Wayne’s room service order. He cracked a few windows after saying, “It still smells like sex in here.” 

Wayne was pacing around the room, red all over. He was whispering something to himself, like a professional athlete trying to get in the right headspace for the big game. I just sat in the hot tub, even though my skin was starting to feel awfully plump from the hot water. I felt safe in that hot tub.

And now, I was trying to think of a way out. I wanted to sneak out of that hotel room, so I could get away from this night of escort madness. I knew this would be a night I would regret. Even if I came out the other end without herpes, I would still have the memories. How was I going to be able to look Wayne in the eyes ever again after he watched a hooker sucking my cock? Would I always be worrying that he would tell someone? Would he tell my girlfriend, once I finally found one? Would he get drunk at my eventual wedding and tell my bride during the reception? Would Mario announce it to my parents in some drunken best man speech? Maybe the solution was eloping…

“I think I hear her coming,” Mario said like a giddy child waiting for Santa Claus. He was standing with his ear against the door. “I can hear heels.” 

And I knew it was my last chance to slip away. I could tell them I needed a smoke, even though I didn’t smoke. I could lie and say that I needed to grab something from the front desk… but what? I was too overwhelmed to think of a decent excuse.

Then, Mario sighed. “She walked by. I don’t think it was her.”

I decided it was my time to go. There wouldn’t be a better time, so I walked to the door. “I’m just going to, uh, grab a smoke downstairs.”

Mario looked into my eyes. “You don’t smoke. Who are you trying to kid?” he said. I thought that he would be too drunk to put it together, but I was wrong. 

“I do,” I said. “Just when I drink.”

“Bullshit. You aren’t running away on us now, Chris.” 

I sighed.

“Go and sit on the couch and wait like a good john.” 

“Just let me go, Mario,” I said.

“No,” he said.

“Why do you want to do this?” I said. “This just seems weird. How old is this girl even?”

“It said she’s nineteen,” he said with a big smile, as if her young age was something to be proud of.

I shook my head. I couldn’t protect his feelings any longer. “You’re almost thirty-five, Mario,” I said. “You’re old enough to be this girl’s dad. Doesn’t that seem weird to you?”

“What’s with you?” he said. “You’re sobering up. Wayne—make Chris another drink.”

“No,” I said. “I’ve had enough to drink. I’m thirty now. I’m not eighteen anymore, and neither are you. I get that you’re trying to find yourself right now, Mario, but this isn’t going to make you any happier. This is just hiding from your problems.”

“What are you talking about?” he said, narrowing his eyes. His grin was fading. I was hitting a sore spot. 

“Drinking, partying, gambling, fucking whores—it’s fun when you’re a kid, but when you’re old… Don’t you remember that party we went to in high school, when Marty’s parents were out of town?” 

“What about it?” Mario said hesitantly. 

“Remember Quinton’s older brother showed up? He was partying with us and whenever he left the room, everyone made fun of him because he was so old, partying with a bunch of high school kids.” 

“Yeah,” Mario said with a laugh. “But he was old. He was such a dweeb, shot gunning beers with eighteen-year-olds.”

I stared into Mario’s eyes, waiting for him to put it together. 

“Quinton’s brother was twenty-nine, Mario,” I said. “You were twenty-nine five years ago. And you know what happened to him? Two years later, he found a wife and had three kids before he was thirty-five.”

“Did he really?” Mario said.

“Yes,” I said. “And now look at us. We’re all in our thirties, and what are we doing? We’re those guys that the kids make fun of. When we leave the room, people giggle and talk about how lame we are.”

“You might be lame, but I’m not,” Mario said, holding his chin up high. 

I sighed and shook my head. “Being able to go all night was cool and impressive when we were twenty. It’s not exactly something to brag about now.” 

“Fuck off, Chris. Quit trying to act like you’re better than me,” he said. 

“That’s not what I’m saying,” I said.

“Yes, it is,” he said. “Don’t hate me just because you don’t know how to have any fun.” 

“I’m leaving,” I said, no longer able to argue with him. If he wanted to have his midlife crisis, he could have it. I thought that it was my job as his friend to help him out of it, but maybe the only way out of it was to let it run its course, like a nasty cold. Maybe he just needed to drink and party and fuck whores so he wouldn’t spend his life wondering what that stuff was like. Though I worried that he would make it into his identity. It already seemed like he was making partying into his ‘thing’. And it was a dangerous road to go down. He would always be chasing that high that partying gave him when we were teenagers. He was clearly chasing that high now, hiring hookers at 1:30 AM in Vegas. And how far would he go to get that high in the future? Would he turn to drugs? Would he end up trying meth and heroine, just to get that thrill? Would he die before he realized partying wasn’t going to fill the void in his life? 

And I couldn’t help but feel guilty. He had a decent thing going back when he was in his relationship. He was engaged, with a wedding date set. He was working up the ladder at his work, trying to make a good career for himself, so he could afford to have a family in the future. He quit that job a week after his split. He got a job working as a bartender—and that was the first big red flag that something was wrong. 

I reached for the door handle and then he grabbed my wrist. “Stop,” he said.

“Let go of me,” I said.

“No,” he said. “You’re going to stay and you’re going to have fun, whether you like it or not.”

“You can’t force me to watch you fuck a trans prostitute, Mario,” I said.

“I’m not going to force you. You’re just going to stay, and you’re going to participate, because I paid for this trip and that’s that.”

I groaned. “This is insane.” 

“Go sit on the couch with Wayne.” 

I rolled my eyes. I don’t know why I was following his orders, but I turned to the couch and I sat down. I felt like a child being put on a timeout. I crossed my arms and I rolled my eyes again. “This is so insane.”

And then we heard the heels again. They were coming towards the room. Wayne and Mario both perked up. I slouched into my seat, dreading what was going to come next. What if she was unconvincing? What if she had a deep voice and a face covered in stubble? What if Mario tried to force me to participate? What if I ended up getting some stranger’s cum on me? I could think of so many horrible outcomes, but no good ones.

There was a knock at the door.

“It’s her,” Mario hushed, looking through the peephole. “Here we go!” He grabbed the handle and opened the door. 

CHAPTER V

“Hey boys,” she said, and her voice was startling convincing. Maybe Mario didn’t call a trans hooker. Maybe he just called a biological female in the end. Maybe he was just teasing Wayne as a joke—it wasn’t something I would put past him. 

She had red hair, long, almost touching her nipples. She wore a white dress, which was slightly sheer on top, showing off her nipples and the curves of her implanted breasts. She was cute: thin, short, long legs, adorable smile. She didn’t really look like an escort. She looked too timid to be an escort—but maybe that was her thing. Maybe she played the ‘virgin’ role to get guys extra excited. 

“Hello, beautiful,” said Mario, putting his arm around the precious doll. “My name is Mario. These are my friends, Wayne and Chris.”

“Nice to meet you,” said Wayne.

“Let me fix you a drink. Actually—I need to deal with the last couple of drinks I had,” Mario said, folding his legs like he had to pee. “So Chris here will fix you a drink. Make it a strong one for the beautiful girl, Chris.” Mario smiled, blushed, and then he darted towards the bathroom. He looked like he really had to pee, but I had a feeling that he actually had to throw up. I’d lost count of the number of drinks he’d had. He’d had at least a dozen throughout the day—and I hadn’t seen him drinking any water, besides the one small glass I managed to force him to drink during lunch, before his mood took a turn for the worse. 

Now, there was a quiet prostitute in the room with Wayne and I. Neither of us had the confidence to really chat her up the way Mario could, so I just slipped behind the bar and forced a smile on my face. “What do you like?” 

“What can you make?” she asked with a cute smile.

“I can make beer or wine,” I said.

She giggled. “I’ll take a red wine.” She was staring into my eyes, making me feel small and vulnerable. I didn’t like that feeling; I hadn’t felt it since I was in high school, trying to talk to girls before I was properly through puberty. 

I looked away from her and grabbed a bottle of red wine. My hands were trembling as I fought the cork out from the bottle. “It’s a bit stubborn,” I said, looking towards the bathroom, waiting for Mario to emerge. But he was still in there—maybe even passed out. 

I poured her a wine, and then I poured one for myself, just so I would have something to do with my hands. Wayne stayed on the couch, looking awkward and uncomfortable. His eyes were glazed over and he was squirming like he had to pee. There was a second bathroom off the main bedroom, and I nearly reminded him that, then he spoke. “So what’s your name?” he said.

She giggled. “I’m Kay,” she said. 

“Kay,” said Wayne. “I like that.” Then he became silent again. 

I sipped my drink. She sipped hers. Wayne kept staring, until she looked at him, and then he looked away quickly, becoming impossibly red all over. 

But at least he was able to say something. I really thought I would come up with something to say to the girl, but I just couldn’t think of anything, so the awkward stare-off continued. She looked at me, then at Wayne, then at her drink. She giggled a few times, and I awkwardly laughed, but that silence just persisted—and with each passing minute, it was even more horrible.

“We can just start now, if you guys want,” she said. “Or should we wait for your friend?” 

“Um, whatever,” I said. “I, uh, won’t really be, uh… I mean—you’re here for Wayne. I mean, we, uh—Mario hired you for Wayne.” I was stumbling all over myself. 

She looked at Wayne and smiled, and he looked away quickly. “What do you want to do, Wayne?” she asked.

Wayne shrugged his shoulders. “W—Whatever,” he said. 

Wayne stared at the wall, saying nothing. He was fully retreated into his shell now. Without Mario there, we had no leader. We had no confident voice to guide us. We were like aimless kittens, pawing at nothing, hoping something would just happen. 

I cleared my throat and tried to summon up some of that confidence that came so easily to Mario. I bit down on my tongue and said, “He wants to suck you.” It wasn’t easy to say, and I felt terribly embarrassed after I said it—but it’s what Mario would have said, and it’s what Wayne wanted.

The girl blushed and smiled, then she turned to Wayne and looked into his eyes. He sat still like a petrified mouse. She walked over to him. “It’s okay. You can suck me, if that’s what you want.” She climbed up onto the couch, balancing impressively in her heels. She was at the perfect height, with her crotch right at Wayne’s face. She shimmied up her dress, exposing her panties and her bulge. Then she used her pretty fingers to fish out her cock, letting it fall out. She giggled again.

She had a fairly large cock, with a small square of ginger pubic hair shaped above it. She lifted up her flaccid member and brought her tip to Wayne’s lips. Instinctively, Wayne opened his mouth and closed his eyes. She pushed her cock onto his tongue and he began to suck. She giggled once more. 

She was cute—too cute to have ever been a male. She watched Wayne with a grin on her face as he sucked her, bobbing his head back and forth. I looked back at the bathroom door. It was still closed. I decided to investigate, also giving Wayne some privacy. I went over and put my ear against the door. I listened for a minute before saying, “You okay in there, Mario?”

But there was no answer. I tried the handle, but it was locked. Now I was worried he was passed out, on his back, drowning in his own vomit like Hendrix. I knocked. “Mario? Are you okay?”

“I’m fine,” he said, slurring his words as if I’d just woke him up. 

I sighed. “I’ll keep checking on you. Try to unlock the door.” It was one of those doors that could be unlocked with a pen, so I knew I could get in if I really had to. 

I turned and looked over at Wayne. Now, the ginger hooker was hard, gently thrusting in and out of Wayne’s mouth with her long erection. Her cock was girthy: almost as wide as her wrist, filling Wayne’s lips as if he was sucking on a pop can. 

Wayne enjoyed it. He let it go on for five minutes before he tapped on her thigh, asking her to stop. He took a few deep breaths and then he looked at me. “Can my friend join?” he said.

“No,” I said. “That’s okay. She’s here for you, Wayne.”

“But the last girl didn’t get you off,” he said.

And then I blushed. Only Wayne was stupid enough to say something like that aloud. “I’m fine, Wayne,” I said, embarrassed. 

“Do you want me to suck you?” the girl asked me.

“It’s fine,” I said. “I’m really fine.” 

“Do you want to fuck me?” she asked. 

“No. I’m really okay. You’re here for Wayne. Just have fun with Wayne.”

And now, Wayne was sucking her again, but she was looking at me, as if my answer wasn’t good enough for her. 

“If you want to fuck me, you’re more than welcome. I’m tight.” She playfully spread her butt cheeks for a moment and giggled, and then she turned her attention back to Wayne. She continued to gently thrust into his mouth. And that’s when I noticed that Wayne now had his own cock out. He had a short, stumpy cock, which he was pumping with his clenched fist. His tip was dark red as he tightened his grip, enjoying every second of his time with the escort.

I thought that he was insane, putting a hooker’s cock into his mouth. He was basically begging for an STI. Though she looked clean. There were no signs of any diseases, and she was beyond hygienic. She smelled beautiful.

And she kept looking at me for brief seconds with that warm smile, making me flustered. I took another long sip from my drink.

And then I started thinking about her proposal. Maybe it would feel good to fuck her. I’d never fucked a prostitute before—and I’d never fucked a trans girl before. Like Wayne said: whatever happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas. Maybe this would be my only chance to try it out. Then maybe I would be sure I wouldn’t end up like Mario. I could be satisfied knowing what it was like so I wouldn’t spend my whole life wondering if I would like it.

I approached slowly and cautiously. I took a deep breath as I got close. She looked at me again and I forced a smile. She shimmied her panties down for me and spread her cheeks again. She didn’t have to use her words to invite me inside. 

I took another deep breath. My cock was hard. And her hole really did look tight and inviting. Maybe it would be fun. Maybe it would feel good. But I didn’t have a condom. I looked around. 

“Don’t be shy,” she said softly while Wayne continued to suck her while pumping himself. 

“I—I’m okay. I don’t even have a condom,” I said. 

“Are you clean?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said.

“Me too,” she said with a smile. “I trust you. Just be gentle. I’m still new to this.” 

She spread her cheeks again. I came around her slowly and saw her tight hole. She giggled and I suddenly felt faint as blood rushed out of my head. I had no idea what to do. I wanted to touch her. I wanted to feel her and I wanted to smell her and I wanted to hear her moan. But I knew it wasn’t right. I couldn’t be fucking whores in Vegas—I was a grown man. My high school classmates were all married with kids. This wasn’t the life I wanted… But if it wasn’t the life I wanted, why did I want to fuck her so badly? Why couldn’t I look away from those parted cheeks and that puckering hole? 

I groaned and stepped forward. I reached into my pants and pulled out my erection. I couldn’t believe myself… But I wasn’t stopping myself. I pressed my tip between her warm cheeks. She moaned and looked back at me. She stared into my eyes, and for some reason I suddenly felt okay with it, though I worried that feeling was just from all the liquor in my system.

I pushed hard, mashing my tip against the hole. It wouldn’t go in at first. I tried a few different angles, and then she helped me out by spitting into her hand and rubbing my tip. Then, I was able to sink into her. I felt her puckering hole clenching my shaft. I gasped and she moaned. She reached back and grabbed my wrist. She squeezed it tight as she leaned her head back onto my collarbone. Now, I could smell her pretty shampoo. And now, I was looking right into her eyes, from inches away. 

“Push into me,” she said, wanting more than just my tip. So I pushed, sinking deeper into her tight whore hole. She moaned loudly and I pushed deeper and deeper. I felt her whole anal passageway clenching my cock, pulling me deeper. I couldn’t believe she wasn’t in pain; it was so tight. I could feel her stretching, so I couldn’t begin to imagine what she was feeling.

“That feels so good,” she said. So I pushed deeper, until my pelvis was pressed against her tush. I waited a moment while she clenched over and over, massaging my cock with her anal muscles. Then, I began to thrust in and out of her. She moaned louder and louder with each thrust. “Fuck, baby,” she said. “That feels so good. I can feel you throbbing.” She giggled, and then she moaned.

And Wayne kept sucking. He didn’t want to stop. I heard him groan loudly, so I leaned over to look and saw that cum was billowing out from his tip, oozing down his fist and onto his thighs. But even once he was finished coming, he didn’t stop sucking. He didn’t want that moment to end—or maybe he was determined to taste her cum.

I pumped the whore for the next ten minutes, making her fake tits bounce while her butt cheeks ripples. I would pull out every couple of minutes, so I could see into her gaping hole. She would pucker for me with a giggle before I stuffed her again to continued fucking her. She ended up lifting a leg, placing her foot down on the backrest of the couch, over Wayne’s shoulder. It made her hole feel somehow tighter, and it made her moan louder. 

“You’re going to make me come, baby. Don’t stop,” she said. I reached around and grabbed her tits, squeezing them hard. I fucked her harder and harder, slamming into her so hard that I was surprised her pelvis wasn’t breaking Wayne’s nose. I groaned loudly as Wayne gasped.

The hooker trembled all over, and then we both came. I came in her asshole while she came in my friend’s mouth. I pinched her nipples hard and pulled while my cock drained in her abused hole. Wayne sucked every last drop out before tilting his head back to swallow.

Then, we all stepped away from each other, cocks out and starting to slump. I watched as my white cream ran down the prostitute’s thighs, and then I saw Wayne’s chin, covered in cum, just like his fist and thighs. 

There was a long, awkward silence before the ginger went into her purse to grab some hygienic wipes. She used a few to clean her slumping cock before using a few more to wipe up her legs and butthole. 

“Should I wait for your friend?” she asked. “So he can have a turn?” 

“I don’t think he’s coming out anytime soon,” I said. 

Wayne went back to looking red and humiliated on the couch. His cock was put away and his legs were crossed. He couldn’t look the hooker in the eyes, making me feel even more uncomfortable, now being the one to have to settle things with her. Wayne wasn’t offering up any cash and I didn’t know where Mario put his wallet, so I had to grab my own money to pay the girl.

And as I handed her the cash, she looked into my eyes. “That was fun,” she said. 

“It was,” I said. “I’m, uh, sorry our other friend had to pass. I guess he had a bit too much to drink.”

“It’s okay. I still had fun with you,” she said. And she kept staring into my eyes. 

I bit my lip. I felt a strange obligation to maintain small talk with the girl. “Off to the next client then?” 

She giggled. “No. I’m not that busy,” she said. “I usually only get booked once or twice a week—and its usually just to prank guys. This is only the third time I’ve ever actually… participated in anything.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, narrowing my eyes.

“Guys will hire me to fool their friends. I’ll do a little striptease, get the guy hard, and then I show them my cock and they get angry. It’s usually for bachelor parties.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, though I wasn’t really sure why I was apologizing.

“I honestly thought that’s what this was, but I was happy when you guys were cool with me.” 

“Of course,” I said. My heart fluttered. “I would never be angry if you showed up for me.” And then I blushed. 

She giggled. Then she leaned forward and gave me a small kiss on the lips before turning around to leave. Once she was gone, I turned to look at Wayne and said, “Did you get it out of your system? Can we just go to sleep now?” 

He stared at me with big, nervous eyes, as if there was a giant spider behind me. “What is it, Wayne? Don’t just sit there quietly. Speak up!” 

“It’s only 2:30 AM,” he said.

“Oh my God, you’re turning into Mario,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“Just hear me out,” he said. He cleared his throat. “What if we hired one more girl? —and I’ll pay, don’t worry about that—just one more girl.” 

“What are you going to get out of one more girl?” I said.

“Well,” he said, looking away coyly. “When I was looking for the first girl, in that book, I saw an ad. And… well, I’ve been thinking about it, and now that I know you’re cool with it, maybe we can… you know.”

“What is it, Wayne?” 

He stared into my eyes, blushing, before saying, “It says she’s the biggest in town.” 

“Biggest?” I said, and then I realized what he was talking about. I found myself turning red. I cleared my throat and adjusted my posture. “Just how big is she?” 

“It said she’s fourteen inches.”

“That’s not possible,” I said.

“It is possible,” he said, holding up a finger. “I saw a video once, and it was real. That was a black guy, and this is a white trans girl—but if it can happen once, it can happen more than once, right?” 

“You want to hire… the biggest girl on the Strip?” I asked.

He nodded his head slowly. “Don’t you? We’re only here this one time.” 

My heart fluttered. I took a slow breath of air into my lungs. My body trembled. I knew we were going down a bad rabbit hole, but the idea was enticing. I was a little bit curious to see if it was possible. And if it was possible, what exactly were we planning to do with her? 

 

CHAPTER VI

Kandi, the ‘Biggest on the Strip’, showed up at our room at 3:30 AM, three hours before we needed to leave for the airport. Mario was still passed out in the bathroom when she knocked at the door. Both Wayne and I froze before I gathered the courage to open the door for the prostitute, who was born a male. 

My hand was literally trembling as I reached for the handle. I took a number of slow, controlled breaths as I pulled the door open, and then my composure fell apart when I saw her. 

She was tall but feminine. Her hair was long and blonde, and she was sucking on a lollipop as she looked into my eyes. Unlike most of the escorts in the town, Kandi was dressed like a whore. She was wearing a short lingerie shirt that did nothing to hide her ass or the big bulge in her panties. She was wearing a bra and a tight fishnet top, and nothing else to cover her large, soft breasts. Her long legs were clad by tall black leather boots, with heels that seemed impossibly tall—too tall to walk on, but somehow, she wasn’t even wobbling. 

“I—I’m Chris,” I said, reaching out my hand as if I was greeting her for a business meeting. I could feel beads of sweat forming on my forehead. 

“I don’t shake hands,” she said. Her voice did have a slight masculine twang to it, but it convincing enough. She took my hand and then she pulled it down between her legs. She pressed my palm against her bulge, and I could feel it: her thick, heavy snake, like an anaconda curled up in tight lace. It was a hefty unit, literally curled to fit, so it wouldn’t fall halfway down to her knees. I gasped and felt it throbbing slightly, proving that it was alive. 

Wayne just stood behind me, not making sound, except for the sound of his heavy, terrified breathing. I gently let go of Kandi’s cock and then I stepped aside. She confidently stepped into the room and looked around without smiling. I watched her behind. Her butt was perfectly round, bouncing slightly with every step. Her thong was invisible from behind, sunken between her plump cheeks. My God, I wanted to walk up to her to spank those beautiful cheeks…

She looked down at Wayne. Wayne turned red and forced a strange smile. “Hi,” he said softly. 

Kandi just stared at him, making him look smaller and smaller as he sank deeper into the couch. And even from behind Kandi, I could see that bulge. I could see that thick anaconda curled in her panties, pushed back between her legs, somehow not falling out from that tight lace hammock. Was it real? Could such a beast get hard? Surely, it would use all of the blood in her body. Surely, she would pass out if she got legitimately aroused. 

I stepped up carefully behind her, keeping my distance. She turned to look at me, now with a small smile on her face. “It’s okay,” she said. “Boys are always shy at first.” 

“This was Wayne’s idea,” I said, and I’m not sure why I said it. I instantly regretted it, worrying I was offending her, almost as if I was saying, ‘I’m not interested in you.’ But her smile didn’t go away. She wasn’t fazed by my comment. She just turned and walked up to me, putting her hands on my shoulders and looking into my eyes. “Your friend has good ideas,” she said. “Go down on your knees.”

And she had a domineering presence. She had a powerful aura, and I couldn’t argue with her. I had to follow her command, so I dropped to my knees. She put her hand on the back of my head and then she pulled my face into her crotch, smushing my cheek against her thick meaty package. I could smell perfume, but I could also smell sex: the lingering smell of a pussy that had probably been plunged earlier in that night. 

She let go of me and giggled. 

“I like shy boys,” she said. “It’s okay. I don’t mind calling the shots.” She looked at Wayne. “Take out your cock.” 

Wayne was slow to react. He cracked free from his paralysis, like some ancient statue coming to life. He stood up cautiously and then he awkwardly shimmied down his pants, exposing his erection. He looked big, until Kandi stepped up to him. Then, she reached into her panties and pulled it out: that legendary shaft, thicker than my wrist, and almost thicker than Wayne’s pudgy wrist. She was soft now, but still bigger and thicker than Wayne’s erection, which now looked small and almost childish.

She lifted her long meat and pressed it against Wayne’s cock. She used both of her hands to hold them together, sizing Wayne up before giggling, as if his eight-inch shaft was a joke. And compared to her cock, it was a joke…

Wayne went from mostly hard to rock-solid in seconds. His cock looked so hard that it looked uncomfortable. His hands were trembling. He reached down slowly with both hands and curled his fingers around her shaft. “It’s—It’s so big,” he said. 

“That’s what you wanted, isn’t it?” she said. 

Wayne nodded his head slowly. 

“Pump me, big boy,” she said.

So Wayne started to pull up and down, squeezing her member, pulling her foreskin back to expose her tip: the head of that impressive anaconda. 

Wayne was turning red, looking like he was about to have a heart attack. I was tempted to tell him to sit down, but I could see in his eyes that he was having the time of his life. I could tell that he’d been dreaming about this for years. 

Kandi tilted her head back and moaned. She took a deep breath in and then let a small whimper out before looking over at me. “Come here,” she said. So I went to her. “Suck my nipples while your friend sucks my cock.” 

“Okay,” I said, obedient. Wayne dropped to his knees and began to suck her tip, because that’s all her could fit into his mouth. Kandi pulled down her bra, leaving her fishnet top on. The fishnet pattern didn’t interfere at all with the exposure of her nipples, so I was easily able to bend down and suck her puffy lumps. She caressed my head while I sucked, and then I basked in the sounds of her moans. 

I could see Wayne sucking her big cock, getting her hard, slowly. That thing was going to need a lot of stimulation to get hard, and Wayne was desperate to make it happen. I watched as that long cock throbbed and twitched, rising up slowly like a loaf of bread in an oven. I could also see that Wayne was stroking himself. 

And that went on for five minutes, until she was finally hard. Her gigantic cock—too large to measure with a guess—was standing tall, almost touching the bottoms of her breasts. It curved inwards, with thick veins running up and down on all sides. The cock was a weapon: like a baseball bat. Wayne leaned back and stared at it. His face got redder and redder. “Oh God,” he said.

And Kandi commanded him to stand up. She knew he was about to come, and she didn’t want to miss it. Wayne stood up and wobbled. She grabbed his cock firmly and aimed his tip at her shaft. Seconds later, he was ejaculating on her wood. Globs of his cum trickled down towards her ball sack, and she let another elated whimper slip out from her lips. 

She took her hand and pulled up her shaft, spreading Wayne’s cum all over, coating herself with his substance. Now, her cock glistened. It was sticky and dripping. 

She turned to me. Her eyes flashed and her smile grew large. There was a long silence; or maybe it was a short silence that just felt like an eternity as I realized what she wanted next. She didn’t even have to say it: I could tell that she wanted it by the way her cock was throbbing and reaching for the ceiling of that Vegas hotel room.

My heart fluttered. I blushed. I tried to speak but no words came out. Then, she pointed at the couch. Her domineering presence was too powerful. I couldn’t argue with her. I couldn’t plead with her. All I could do was walk over to the couch and bend over. She came up behind me. I felt her fingers gently grab my pants. She shimmied them down to my ankles. Then she spanked me on the ass.

Wayne remained still, frozen in his place as he watched with shocked eyes. I had no idea what I was doing. Was this something that I wanted? Was it going to hurt? Would I survive? Was it even possible? Her cock seemed too thick; there was no way something that thick could push into my anus. It simply wasn’t possible.

She took her cock and slid it down my butt crack. I felt the slick serum from Wayne’s cock. I tried not to squirm and I tried not to groan. I felt her tip press against my asshole. 

Then, I looked back. I could see her long shaft as she held it in her hand. I looked slowly up her body, at her smooth abdomen and her large breasts. Then I looked into her confident eyes. She scared me, but I was obsessed with her. My own cock was rock hard now, and I wanted it. I had no idea if it would destroy me, but I still wanted it.

She began to push in. I gasped. I clenched and groaned and squirmed and moaned, but she kept pushing. It didn’t go in easily, but it went in. Her tip penetrated my hole, making me scream. I covered my lips with the palm of my hand. I could feel her inside of me: just her first couple of inches, but it felt like a tennis ball had been pushed into my anus. Hell, it was nearly as thick as a damn tennis ball.

 She lingered for a moment. I could feel Wayne’s cum on her flesh; it made for a good lubricant: too good. It didn’t seem to matter how hard I clenched, that cock had no issues sliding into my body. It slid deeper and deeper as she began to push in. I groaned again, clutching the couch with both of my hands. I could feel my hole stretching. I could feel her sliding deeper. Could it really go in any further? 

Then she stopped. I looked back and was shocked to see that she only had half of her enormous cock inside of my body. It felt like an entire arm was shoved into my ass, pressing nearly into my lungs. She grinned and giggled, and then she spanked my ass. “That’s a good boy,” she said. And Wayne continued to watch with glowing, shocked eyes.

Kandy began to pump. My legs began to wobble, then they began to shake, then they went numb. She pumped harder and harder. I felt it sliding in and out: in and out, in and out, in and out. I could feel all of her veins. I could feel her dense snake going a little bit deeper with each thrust. I swear I could feel it entering my chest. 

And it just kept going deeper and deeper as my body went limper. Now, I was slouched over the back of that couch, getting pumped by that prostitute’s heavy cock, which was covered in my friend’s cum. It was a weird feeling. I could feel that old cum gushing out of me each time she pumped. 

And I could feel something else too: a tingling. That tingling was growing and spreading inside of me. I could feel it moving down my legs and into my torso. It was especially strong between my legs, in my cock, which was throbbing harder than ever.

I found myself looking down at my cock as it twitched. That tingling made me moan. It was getting stronger still—becoming more and more pleasant by the minute. “Oh God,” I moaned. “It feels so good. Oh God. Don’t stop.” 

And each pump was better than the last. Now, my whole body was trembling—and almost convulsing. Clear fluid was trickling out from the tip of my cock. I thought at first that it was pee—that Kandi was making me involuntarily piss myself—but then I realized it was thick and sticky. 

“Please don’t stop,” I said.

She spanked my ass. She pushed down on my lower back with her hand, forcing my back to curve so her cock could slide through me more efficiently. I could feel her cock getting thicker and thicker, bloating up as she began to moan.

I had a feeling she was going to come, but I beat her to it. The euphoria became intense, and then I screamed out. My cock suddenly gushed and cum sprayed the back of that couch. I don’t think I’d ever produced so much cum in a single cumshot in my life. 

And she came next, deep in my body, filling my stretched hole until it felt like I was going to pop like an overfilled party balloon. She slowly slid her cock out. I felt her tip tease my rim, then her cock flew up and slapped her abdomen once she was clear. I tried to clench my hole shut, but I was too stretched out. Cum spilled out of my gaping hole, and I didn’t have the energy to even roll over. 

Kandi giggled. Wayne was standing by her with a wad of cash. She took it, slipped it into her bra, and then she left without saying anything. 

By the time I was able to pull myself up to my feet, it was 4:30 AM, with just two hours before we had to leave for the airport. Wayne looked at me with wide eyes for a moment before his lips parted. He wanted to say something, but nothing came out. I was worried that he was trying to tell me something worrisome, like maybe my guts were falling out from my butthole.

“What is it, Wayne?” I said, with a worried look of my own.

“I have to tell you something. I mean—it has nothing to do with you, but I need to tell someone.” 

“What?” I said.

“I broke up with my wife because I wanted to be with a trans girl,” he said. “She caught me watching trans porn. We had a fight, and I admitted to her that I wanted to be with a trans girl. I—I don’t know why I’m telling you, but I’ve kept that to myself for years. When we used to have sex, I would pretend that she had a cock. I would only fuck her from behind so that I could pretend she was born a boy, still with her… you know.” 

“Okay,” I said. I really had no idea why he felt the need to confess to me, but I could tell that he was relieved. I could almost see the weight lifting off of his shoulders. 

And I felt a weight lifting off of my shoulders, though I wasn’t too sure why. I went to take a shower, and while the warm water ran down my body, I continued to feel that strange sense of relief. Something was different. There was something about me that had changed. 

And I kept feeling it into the morning. I didn’t end up sleeping before the flight. Wayne fell asleep while I was showering. Instead of sleeping, I went onto my computer. I found myself looking at flights to Europe. I was considering trips that I’d fantasized about for years, but I’d always been too afraid to take. I was always worried it wasn’t worth the money, or that some of the countries were dangerous with crime—or that I would get lost because I couldn’t speak the language. But now, I felt at ease. The thought of going to Romania seemed like fun. The thought of touring the German countryside seemed so relaxing and intriguing. So where had my usual worries gone? 

Wayne’s phone alarm went off at 6:30 AM. I was still on my laptop. He groaned and rolled over. “Seriously?” he said, turning his alarm off.

He pulled himself to his feet and wiped the sleep from his eyes. “We need to get Mario out of that bathroom. We have to leave soon.” 

So together we went to the bathroom door. We used a pen to open it, and then we shook Mario awake. He opened his eyes slowly and groaned. “Where am I?” he said.

“You passed out. It’s time to go,” I said. 

“The flight isn’t for another ninety minutes. Let me sleep for thirty more minutes.” 

And normally, I would have dragged him down to a cab. I couldn’t stand cutting it close with flights. But now, I didn’t really care. I didn’t even care if we missed the flight. I liked the idea of staying in Vegas for another day.

Wayne looked at me strangely, as if he didn’t even recognize me. I hardly recognized myself. Maybe I was still drunk, or maybe something really had changed inside of me. 

Mario got up thirty minutes later. We packed his things and we all went down to the hotel lobby. The taxi pulled up. Wayne and Mario got in, but I hesitated. Down the street, I could see Kay, the redheaded prostitute from the previous night. She turned and looked at me. 

Now, she was waiting at a bus stop, no longer dressed like a whore. Our gazes locked for a long moment. “Are you coming?” asked Wayne.

“Hold on. Give me ten minutes,” I said. 

“We’re going to be late for our flight,” said Mario, looking suddenly tense. 

“We’ll be fine,” I said with a smile, then I went to Kay. Kay smiled and bit her lip. “Howdy,” she said. “How was your night?”

“Interesting,” I said with a laugh. “But eye-opening. We had a really great time here. And honestly, you were the highlight of our trip. Well, at least I can say that you were the highlight of my trip.” 

She smiled and blushed. “Well I’m glad,” she said. “I actually had a really good time with you last night too.” 

She looked down the road and saw a bus coming. It was stopped at a red light a few blocks down. “Is that your bus?” I asked.

“Yeah,” she said.

“Going home?” I asked.

“Work,” she said. “The whole escort thing is just for side income.” She looked into my eyes. “If you’re ever back in town, you should give me a call.” 

“I will,” I said. “In fact, I might stick around for a bit, if you want to hang out later.” 

Her cheeks turned a dark red color. “Don’t you care that I’m an escort?” she said.

I shook my head. “I don’t think I do,” I said. And it was true. I couldn’t make myself care that she worked as a hooker. But the day before, the thought of getting romantically involved with a whore would have made my skin crawl. Maybe I really was a changed person.

“C’mon, Chris!” yelled Mario. “We’re going to be late! We still have to go through security!” 

“Go without me,” I said. “I’ll come home in a few days—maybe a week!” 

Mario stared at me with a shocked look on his face. “Are you sure?” he asked. 

I nodded my head. He hesitated for a moment, and then he got into the cab. The cab drove off and I looked back at Kay. Her bus was approaching now. “I’ll text you my number. Call me when you’re up and want to hang out,” I said. 

“Okay,” she said with a warm smile. “We can get breakfast—as long as you don’t mind eating breakfast at 3:00 PM.”

“It sounds like fun,” I said. 

She bit her lip. The bus door opened. We shared one last glance, and then she was off. I watched the bus as it went away, and then I looked around. I was all alone in Las Vegas. I had no plans and no structure. And for the first time in my life, I felt free. I felt like I could do anything. I thought about that European vacation that I’d fantasized for so long about, and then I began to think about Kay coming with me. Maybe sneaking away to Europe for a couple of weeks would be a fun ‘first date’. Maybe it was a bit crazy, but maybe being a bit crazy would be a nice change of pace. 

THE END
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