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The following story deals
with explicit sex acts between consenting adults who may not be
legally attached to each other and who have questionable moral
values. The story contains scenes involving
explicit sexual situations between consenting legal adults and is
not intended to be viewed by persons under the legal age or those
who find such material offensive. All characters in this story are
18 years of age or older, sorry. This story is a work of fiction
and any similarity to places or persons, living or dead, is
unintended. But if you find yourself saying, "I think I remember
doing exactly that?" then I hope that I portrayed you correctly.
And don't worry, all of the names have been changed to protect the
guilty.

If you find this type of
material objectionable, then please stop reading
now! This story should not be taken as an endorsement of the
activities described herein, and readers are encouraged not
to "try this at home" unlike those Jack Ass TV shows. Please note
that no cute little doe-eyed animals were harmed during the
creation of this story, unlike many household cleaning products. Also, this story is completely gluten
free so indulge yourself without feeling guilty.

This eBook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this story with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient.

As a personal favor to the author, please
leave a review on the site where you purchased this story. I love
to get your comments to understand, which parts you enjoyed and
hopefully the few parts that you didn't.
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Chapter 1

Larry Archer,
owner of The Fox's Den, walked
into his club. The gentleman's club was on Industrial Road, just
off the famous Las Vegas Strip. With a muscled six-foot frame,
brown hair, and hazel-gray eyes, he navigated through the crowd as
he made his way towards the bar.

He enjoyed the hustle and bustle of the club and
its inhabitants, especially the music. When he opened the
door and stepped in, it was like
being teleported into a different world. Inside the lights were dim
as everyone was more beautiful or handsome in low light. The music
was typically some rhythmic beat with a lot of bass pounding and Donna Summer never goes out of
style.

As usual, he was
dressed in Miami Vice fashion and wearing a sports coat,
silk t-shirt, and dress jeans, which showed off his broad shoulders
but more importantly hid his semi-automatic tucked into a SOB
(small of the back) holster. In this business, there was always
competition, and while his
security team had convinced most of the drug pushers and other gang
members to leave him alone, you could never be too careful.

Nodding to the security people, who tried to be
inconspicuous and failed miserably, he spoke to the regular
customers and made sure to shake hands as he worked his way through
the early morning crowd, who had
cut work to drink a beer and watch the girls.

The dancers always wanted a kiss and a hug, as his employees went out of their way to express
their affection for him. While he had probably slept with most of
the girls at one time or another, sex was not a condition of
employment but simply mutual enjoyment.

He waved to Jack and Tiny, who manned the raised
security dais, which overlooked the large club floor. Jack was his
security manager and had moved to Vegas with his beautiful MILF
wife after being invited out after
Larry bought the club.

Like his wife Foxy, it seemed like they were in
an eternal contest to see who could wear the least amount of
clothing and show off the maximum amount of skin. Possibly it was
the almost year around warm weather in Sin City but more likely the
fact they were both exhibitionists and fed off the voyeurs, who
constantly surrounded them.

Larry always laughed about the fact that his
wife was too shy to get up and dance on a stage but could rip off
her clothes, without a moment's thought, if she was turned on by
something or somebody. She always said that she couldn't go through
with something if she knew up front but if it just happened, it was
okay.

Larry and his wife were swingers and had met Pam
and Jack in the party scene back in the mid-west. Jack was a cop
and looking for something to do besides policing when Larry offered him a job. He still
remembered Pam squealing with delight when he offered Jack the job, and she came back with Larry to look for a house.
Jack had to work a couple of months until he had finished putting
in his twenty, then pulled the plug.

Tiny was one of their first hires and
an ex-Seal. At six-foot-four and
240 pounds of muscle, Tiny had walked in the club one day after
reading a help wanted ad on Craig's List. Larry hired him on the
spot as Jack's right-hand attack
dog. But he rapidly became den mother for his wife, the girls, and
the club.

He quickly learned that with Tiny around, little
could happen that he didn't control. Right off the bat, Larry's
wife Foxy was in the club and barely dressed more than the dancers,
when some customer tried to grab her tits.

The guy barely had time to fondle, must less
appreciate what a rack Larry's wife had when Tiny yanked him off the floor by his wandering
arm. As he screamed in pain, Tiny carried the guy to the door with
his toes barely touching the ground. Then Tiny threw him out of the
club and into the parking lot.

The funny thing was
that the door to the club was
closed, and the guy's body ripped the steel reinforced door
off the hinges, as he flew into the parking lot. The guy lay in a
crumpled heap, with the door on top of him, as Tiny walked
outside.

The poor customer wailed when he saw Tiny lean
over him and probably assumed that Foxy's tit was going to be the
last boob he ever felt. Picking up the steel reinforced door like
it was a matchstick, Tiny walked back and leaned it against the
smashed door frame.

Someone finally took pity on the guy, who was
lying in the parking lot and called an ambulance, which hauled him
away to UMC's emergency room. One of the security guards told the
cops that it was probably a hit and run. After getting an
invitation to come back after the shift, both cops wrote up their
report and left laughing.

The place was humming as the bass thumped and
the walls seemed to shake from the pounding music that the
strippers loved. Looking towards the backstage, Larry saw Peaches working the crowd. She was late
twenties, blonde, tall and slender, with a smallish set of
jugs. She had a faint sheen of sweat across her boobs, which made them shine in the
spotlights around the stage.

Peaches hadn't given in to the pneumatic boobs
that most of the younger girls sported. She was pre-law at
UNLV, and Larry was paying her
tuition tab like he did for
some the girls. With her smaller
tits, she tended to appeal to older gentlemen, who prized quality
over quantity.

Suddenly he heard a crash and watched as Peaches
stopped dead in her tracks, while dressed in only a thong and
stripper shoes. She looked down and then jumped off the stage,
disappearing into the crowd.

Not knowing what was going on, Larry started
forcing his way through the crowd that suddenly materialized in
front of him. He yelled for help, but the
music was so loud, security never heard him.

"Out of the way! Give me room!" Larry yelled as
he pushed people apart and thrust his way towards the stage. He
thought about grabbing his pistol but didn't want to take the time
to do it. Besides he didn't see any fighting, just a bunch of
people standing around gawking.

Reaching the side of the stage, Larry saw
Peaches on the floor as she finished two breaths on some older guy
in a suit. She was kneeling beside him, having ripped his shirt
open and was now pushing on the guy's chest, with her entire
weight. "Fuck!" Larry thought. "This guy
is having a heart attack!"

Turning and waving his hands, the DJ and Jack
both saw him at the same time. In an instant, the room was dead
quiet except for Peaches as she counted, "15, 16, 17 …" Each time
she would push her interlocked fingers on the guy's chest. He would likely have cracked
ribs, but sore's better than
dead.

"911, Paramedics!" Larry yelled at the top of
his lungs as he knelt down beside the stripper who was frantically
working on the customer. "AED!" he yelled for someone to bring the
defibrillator.

"Another one of the dancers knelt on the
opposite side and counted along with Peaches. At thirty, Peaches
straightened up as the other dancer gave the guy two breaths after
pulling his chin forward and making sure his tongue was not in his
throat.

About this time, Tiny burst through the crowd,
knocking people over like bowling pins, while holding the AED above
his head. Larry grabbed it and working around Peaches, placed one pad on the guy's chest
and another on his side. Pressing the power button, he pushed on
Peaches to get her to stop for a second.

The defibrillator said "Analyzing." Then after a
few seconds continued, "Shock Advised!"

Peaches yelled, "Clear," and pressed the shock
button. "Shock Applied, Resume Chest Compression's!" After a few
seconds, she double-checked for a pulse and finding none,
immediately restarted chest
compressions. The dancers
continued to alternate giving the guy chest compression's and
breaths.

It seemed like forever but in reality, it was
probably less than five minutes when the door burst open, and two paramedics ran in. The crowd was
yelling and pointing to the guy on the floor, and they quickly dropped down to their knees and started assessing the
guy.

"Keep giving him compression's and breaths," one
paramedic told Peaches. He didn't seem to think anything unusual of
two virtually naked girls working on a guy in a suit. They quickly
hooked up oxygen, started an IV, and connected their cardiac
monitor.

Just when things seemed to quiet down, the door
burst open again and in rushed two firefighters and two cops. The firefighters had a stretcher and quickly unfolded
it alongside the guy.

One paramedic leaned back and in a relieved
voice, "Everybody relax, his
heart's beating on its own." As they finished moving the guy to the
stretcher, Larry put his arm around Peaches and the other dancer.
"You girls did good!" he told
them, then kissed each girl on the forehead.

Once the man was on the stretcher and strapped
in, the two paramedics started out the door. Jack, Larry's security
manager, stopped the paramedics for a second and slipped business
cards in their pockets. Then he looked at Larry, who nodded as he
realized that Jack was thanking them for arriving so quickly and
hopefully offering free drinks on their next visit.

Larry told Linda, the club manager, to take
Peaches and the other girl to the back and kick them loose. He
figured they had enough excitement for one day. Walking over to the
two cops, he recognized Denise, one of the girls they partied with
from time to time.

Not knowing the other cop, Larry stuck out his
hand and said, "Hi, Denise. Thanks for coming to our
assistance."

Denise looked at his hand and shook her head, "A
handshake Larry? How quickly we forget. Did your wife tell you
about me cutting them loose the other night (The Watchers)?
You told me that you were going to shorten her chain, and then I catch the three of them riding
around buck naked in the Beast, right down Las Vegas
Boulevard."

Putting her arms around Larry's neck, she kissed
him deeply and then whispered in his ear, "It's okay Larry, I'm
dating this guy, and he'll keep
his mouth shut, especially if I threaten to cut him off. But,
seriously, your wife couldn't be any bigger a slut if she
tried."

"Sorry Denise, I didn't realize that she was
acting up again. Maybe I should take her keys away from her?"

"That's okay Larry, she's not any trouble, and it always spices up the evening
except that I'm horny for the rest of the shift. What's the story
on the new girl, Theresa, who was with her and Chrissy?"

"That's an evolving situation, Denise. Her
husband has just realized that he has a Hotwife and is still coming
to grips with his role as a cuckold," Larry replied with a chuckle as he recalled the
night that Theresa had sucked off about twenty guys, who were
watching his wife and Chrissy get gangbanged.

"When the report came in about three naked girls
in a Mercedes sports car, I didn't immediately connect it, as your
wife's car only holds two people. But, there was your slut wife,
buck naked, with a naked girl on her lap and everybody looked like
they'd just had their brains fucked out. Plus, Theresa still had
cum covering her face and running out of her mouth and god knows
where else!"

"Yeah, I remember that. I ended up having to
take care of Theresa as Foxy took one of the security guards to
bed."

"Poor baby," Denise cooed as she nibbled on his
ear. "You'll have to tell me about it when I'm out of uniform as
I've probably stretched my luck as much as I should."

After a little more small talk, plus meeting
Denise's partner, Larry told them goodbye and then walked back to
the accounting office. Larry took two grand out of the safe and
walked back to the dressing room.

Finding Peaches and her fellow dancer still
bouncing around, Larry gave each girl a thousand dollars and his
thanks for saving a customer. Peaches laughed and said, "It was
pretty funny in a way. I'm on top of this guy, doing chest
compressions when he opens his
eyes and spots my tits right in his face. Then he asked me, 'Am I
in heaven?'"

"So, I laughed and told him, not on my watch you
don't. Plus, I didn't get my tip yet."

Peaches continued, "He tried to laugh but
grabbed his chest. I told him to relax and get well so he can come
back to see us."

"I'll make sure and check on him then send
flowers. I'm not sure who to say they are from but I'll think of
something as his wife may not know where he was?" Larry
replied.

"After I leave work, I'll stop by and check on
him," Peaches said. "The adrenaline is starting to wear off and I
know I'm going to crash soon."

"I'll have Jack take you two to the hospital and
then home. Dress down as his wife will probably be there."

Walking out of the dressing room, Larry tracked
Jack down and told him to have someone take the girls to the
hospital and then home. He also found out that Jack had told the
two paramedics that drinks were on
the house, forever. Hugging Jack, Larry went back to his office and
poured a cup of coffee, trying to relax.

Linda walked into the dressing room and told
Peaches, "Larry said to make sure that you two look okay before
going to the hospital to visit the guy you almost killed."

"Don't worry Linda;
we can look straight if we try. We may have to raid
everybody's clothes stash, but
we'll look respectable," Peaches promised.

Riding to the hospital, Monique told Peaches, "I
can't believe I'm wearing a skirt that almost covers my knees.
These clothes feel so weird on
me!"

"Just be cool, we don't want to blow the guy's
cover and piss off his wife," Peaches replied.


Chapter 2

Walking into the
UMC Emergency Room, Peaches walked up to the duty nurse. "Excuse
me, there was a heart attack that came in about an hour ago, we
were checking on his condition?"

Eyeing her up and down, the nurse smirked, "You
match the description of the girls who gave him CPR. Was that you
two?"

"Yeah, that was us. How's he doing?"

"Doing well and I think he'll be going home
alive in a few days, thanks to you two. He's in Room 319 if you
want to stop in and say hello. But be sure keep your clothes on,
his wife is there!" the nurse replied with a laugh.

"We'll be on our best behavior," Peaches replied
then replied, "Why don't you stop and see us sometime? I'll give
you a free lap dance."

"What about my husband?" the nurse replied, but she still had a smile on her
face.

"Bring him along, and he can take a ride also if you don't mind?"
Peaches said as she took the woman's hand. Squeezing her hand,
Peaches thought she could feel some interest there.

"What's the best night?" the nurse asked.

"Saturday is couple's night; we have male
dancers for the women," Peaches replied.

"And you work Saturdays?"

"I'll be there, either as an employee or a
guest!" Peaches confirmed then added, "Why don't we swap phone
numbers just in case?"

Peaches pulled a card out of her back pocket as
she watched Nursey write her name and phone number on a notepad.
While she was writing, Peaches checked her out. Medium height,
blonde hair, a little busty, and a
nice figure for a woman in her forties.

As she handed her phone number up to Peaches,
the nurse said, "June." To which Peaches replied, "Peaches."

"I hope to see you Saturday," Peaches said as
she and Monique headed off in search of Room 319. Looking back over
her shoulder, Peaches could see that the nurse was checking her
out. She added a little extra sway in her hips for June.

Waiting for the elevator, Monique quipped, "I
can't believe you're going to hit that? You've been hanging around
Foxy too long."

"I've never had a nurse before," Peaches replied
as she tried to picture the nurse buck-naked on her bed, with her
legs spread wide; only white thigh highs on and maybe one of those
little white nurse caps. She gave a little shudder as she imagined
how good the nurse would taste.

"Do you think she might like a threesome?"
Monique asked as she stroked Peaches' back.

"Just as long as you don't get greedy?" Peaches
flipped back at her.

The elevator stopped at the third floor, and the girls followed the signs to room
319. The door was open, and so
they stepped in and saw an attractive woman, maybe forty-five but
still in good shape, leaning over the bed and talking to the
patient.

The woman looked up when she heard a noise and
stared in confusion at the two girls. Peaches could tell that the
woman was wondering who in the hell these two hotties were?

"Hello, we were just checking on your husband to
see how he's doing?" Peaches said noncommittally.

"And you are?" the wife asked, with one eyebrow
raised, as she looked the girls over, especially Monique as her
conservative clothes did little to hide her voluptuous young body
and big jugs.

"We were the ones who gave your husband CPR
before the paramedics arrived," Peaches answered.

"Oh!" is all she said as she hovered between
thankful and pissed off. Finally, she replied, "I'm Suzanne, Tom's
wife and he is doing well thanks to you two. Why don't you come
over and let him see you?" Peaches expected her to add, "With your
clothes on."

Walking over to the bed, the girls looked down
at the guy, still a little pale and gray but looking better than he
did on the club floor.

"Hi, I'm Peaches, and this is Monique. We didn't get a chance to
get properly introduced but wanted to stop by and check on
you."

The guy reached up and pulled his oxygen mask
down and replied, "Tom. Thanks, so much girls. I owe you my life according to the
paramedics. For a minute, back there, I thought I was in heaven,
the view was magnificent, but
there was no white tunnel and bright light."

Both Peaches and Monique giggled at the comment,
while Tom's wife glowered at them. "Hurry up and get well so you
can visit again," Monique added in a whisper that hopefully, Tom's wife didn't hear.

"Come on Monique, let's go and let Tom get some
rest," Peaches said as she reached up and combed Tom's hair back
with her fingers. She hoped that Suzanne wouldn't mind but leaned
over and kissed him on the forehead.

Tom's wife said, "Here girls, I'll walk you out.
Tom, I'll be right back." Then with her hand on Peaches' back,
guided the two girls out of the room. As she shut the door, her
face darkened, and she spat out,
"I can't believe you two tramps have the nerve to come up here
after giving my husband a heart attack?"

"Look Bitch!" Peaches threw back at her. "Your
fuck'n husband paid good money to
look at our tits, and you have the
nerve to bitch at us after we save his life. … Have a nice
day!"

Grabbing Monique by the arm, Peaches walked back
towards the elevator as Suzanne glared at them with her hands on
her hips.

"Fucking slut!" Peaches said to no one in
particular.

"Chill Peaches, she's just upset about her
husband, and I don't think is
actually mad at us but we are the
only ones she has to take it out on."


Chapter 3

Later that day,
Larry was in his office going over sales reports when the intercom
buzzed, "Larry, there is some straight woman out here demanding to
see you. She won't tell me what it's about and will only talk to
you."

"Okay Linda, send her back," Larry replied as he
thought, "Some pissed off housewife who's mad that
her husband likes to see nineteen-year-old tits rather than
hers."

In a couple of minutes, Tiny lumbered into the
office after rapping on the open door with his knuckles. "Boss,
here's the woman who wants to talk to you. Do you want me to stay,
in case of trouble?"

"Thanks, Tiny,
I don't think that will be necessary," Larry said as he got up and
walked around the edge of the desk. Tiny, who is his wife's den
mother along with the dancers, is ex-Seal and at six-foot-four and
two hundred forty pounds, often mistaken for a small house or a
large grizzly bear.

She was hidden
behind Tiny's bulk, and when he
frowned at the woman, she visibly shrank away from him as he
walked past her.

"Thanks for your help. I'll call you if I need
you," Larry told him and waited for Tiny to leave. It was the
impression you'd get from watching a runaway bulldozer destroy a
building, along with anything else in its path.

"Larry Archer, I'm the owner of this den of
inequity," Larry said with a big smile on his face as he tried to
defuse the situation.

"Suzanne. My husband is the man who had a heart
attack this morning," she said as she shook his hand.

"How's he doing?"

"Thanks to your employees, he's alive!"

"Well I guess all that time we spent getting CPR
training finally paid off," Larry replied.

Suddenly the woman burst out into tears and sobbed hysterically. Without
thinking, Larry put his arms around the woman, while she cried on
his shoulder. He never knew what to do when a woman started to cry.
It was such a helpless feeling,
and all he could do was rub her back, as she sobbed.

As her sobs slowly stopped and were replaced
with sniffles, she said, "Sorry, I'm trying so hard to be mad at
Peaches and Monique but at the same time owe my husband's life to
them."

"Why are you mad at them?" Larry asked in a
confused tone.

"I know that my husband was looking at them
naked and then they showed up at the hospital to spite me."

"Spite you? Do you think they did that to spite
you? I made sure they were properly dressed just in case they ran
into a family member and not to spite you."

"I got a call from Tom's best friend, who told
me what happened. Apparently, there was a group of guys that went
to your club."

"Yeah, I think I've seen them here before,"
Larry said as he realized that was probably not the politically
correct thing to say. He felt Suzanne stop sobbing for a second and
knew he'd fucked up.

"I'm not trying to be crude but why do men like
to see naked women, who are half their age? I don't think I'm half
bad, but they still come to places
like this with their money in one hand and their penis in the
other!"

Laughing, Larry replied, "Suzanne, I'm
sorry, and I'm not laughing at
you, but that was one of the
funniest things I've heard in a long time." Then he hugged Suzanne
tightly and kissed her forehead.

It was like she threw a switch and suddenly
sagged against him as the anger ran out of her. Putting her arms
around Larry's neck, she kissed him. No tongue but a nice kiss,
never the less.

It was hard to resist Frenching the woman, but Larry tried to stifle his emotions
and rapidly hardening cock. The woman continued to kiss his
cheek while saying, "Thank you!"
over and over.

"Ma'am, I didn't do anything besides put the AED
on him. Peaches and Monique are the two you should thank."

"They seemed sweet, even after I called them
tramps," Suzanne replied. "They seem too nice to be hookers?"

"Suzanne, you may have the wrong impression of
the club and the girls who work here. No one is a hooker; in fact,
most of the younger girls are working their way through college.
Peaches is a natural exhibitionist
and basically, loves to show off
her body. There is nothing evil or sinister about it. A lot of
girls enjoy the attention and the club allows them to expose themselves without having to worry
about some guy getting the wrong impression."

Larry thought for a second and then continued,
"You met one of my security guys, who we call Tiny. His job is to
protect the girls, and if they
were hooking, he would be out of a job."

"Are you married?" Suzanne whispered into his
neck.

"Yes, why?"

"What does your wife think about all these naked
girls?"

Biting his tongue to keep from blurting out,
"She considers them an all you can eat buffet!" Instead, he offered a more neutral answer, "Foxy
doesn't mind the fact that I'm surrounded by beautiful women all
day and likes keeping me happy."

"But isn't she afraid that you're going to run
off with one of these nineteen-year-old girls with double-D's?"

"Those are the least of her worries. Peaches or
our club manager Linda would be more of a threat."

"Is Linda the tall brunette with the curly hair,
who's wearing a cut off t-shirt and jean miniskirt?"

"That's her,
and she looks like my wife's twin sister."

"Your wife looks like that? Linda wasn't wearing
a bra, and that t-shirt barely
covered the bottom of her breasts. I saw a lot of under boob
there."

"Like I said, they are almost identical twins,
and if I were interested in
trading my wife in, I'd probably pick Linda, Peaches, Marilyn, or
maybe Chrissy."

"Chrissy and Marilyn?"

"Yeah, Chrissy's a six-foot redheaded Amazon
complete with big jugs, but her
tits are not necessarily part of the equation. And Marilyn is a
shorter more voluptuous version of my wife, also with big tits,"
Larry responded with a laugh.

"Do Chrissy and Marilyn work at the club?"

"No, they live with us, after following us out
from the mid-west."

"And your wife doesn't mind the
competition?"

"They are not competition but best friends and do everything together.
Trust me, I have enough problems as it is and don't need anything
else to complicate my life."

"Isn't it a big temptation to have two beautiful
girls live with you and your wife?"

"Suzanne, now you're starting to get into a
conversation that we should probably have a couple of drinks before
starting. We are an unconventional couple who are enjoying life.
When your husband gets better, why don't you join us on a Saturday
night so you can see that your husband is safe here?"

"Would it be okay if I came up by myself first
and saw Peaches in action as Tom will be housebound for a couple of
weeks?"

"Sure, Saturday night is best because there are
always lots of couples and you shouldn't feel out of place."

"Should I go out and buy different clothes?"

Larry chuckled and replied, "If you want to fit
in, much shorter and a lot more hanging out is appropriate. If
you're interested, I'll give you the card of the manager of an
exclusive shop in the Fashion Show Mall, where my wife buys a lot
of clothes. Deal only with her and tell her honestly what you're
looking to buy. Feel free to give
her my name, and I'll write our
names on the back of her card."

"And I'll be safe by myself at your club?"

"I'll have Tiny hover over you if it will make
you more comfortable but that's not necessary."

"I don't want to scare anyone off."

"Just kidding. I'll tell Jack and Tiny to keep
an eye on you and trust me everyone here knows the meaning of the
word 'NO.'"


Chapter 4

Walking out of
Larry's office, Suzanne took a minute to look the club over before
leaving. She had been so mad a few
minutes ago; she had not noticed anything about the club or its
customers.

Looking at the bar, she spotted who was
apparently the manager Larry had mentioned. "Linda," she said to
herself, as she looked the girl over. She was obviously tall, close
to six feet at least, and with a big head of hair like someone out
of the '70's. She was wearing a wife beater t-shirt that looked
like it had been in a
catfight.

Linda's t-shirt was ripped down the front and
allowed her boobs almost spill out
as she leaned over the bar, talking to a customer. Suzanne noticed,
almost clinically, that Linda had her arm under her tits to lift
them up until they pushed out the
top of the t-shirt.

Suzanne saw Linda look up at her and wink to let
her know that her secret was out and Suzanne grinned to herself as
Linda exposed herself to the older guy in front of her. Previously,
Suzanne would have called this girl a slut, but from the expression on her face, it was evident
that she was enjoying showing off almost as much as the guy was
looking down her top.

Linda looked at her again and licked her lips,
which made a spasm run through Suzanne's body and lodge in between
her legs like a lightning bolt. "Was Linda flirting with me?"
Suzanne asked herself and continued watching Linda, now with more
interest.

Linda said something to her customer and leaned
over the bar to kiss him on the cheek and squeeze his hand. Then
she slid back off the bar and "accidentally" let a nipple fall out
of her top. Slowly, she pulled the ripped fabric of her t-shirt
until she was covered and gave the guy a big smile.

Walking out from the back of the bar, Linda
walked over to Suzanne and introduced herself. Instead of a
handshake, she kissed Suzanne on the cheek and squeezed her hand.
"You caught me," Linda said with a twinkle in her eye.

"Looked like good customer relations to me,"
Suzanne replied. "Do all the guys get treated that well?"

"No, he's a sweet guy that comes in here
regularly and has been having a rough time since his wife died,"
Linda confessed. "He's harmless,
and it doesn't hurt anything to show him a little nipple and perk
up his day."

"Do you dance here?"

"No, not since Larry took over. Truthfully, I'm
a little too old for most of the guys, and Larry didn't want me to follow the typical
career path of over-the-hill dancers."

"Is he as nice as he seems?" Suzanne said then
added, "I certainly wouldn't call you over-the-hill." She couldn't
control the spasms that had taken control of her sex and hoped that
Linda didn't recognize the look on her face.

"More than you'll probably ever know.
Foxy and Larry make a lot of money
here, and Larry gives away a
majority of it."

"Gives it away?"

"For sure! We have charity bikini golf
tournaments, car washes, and pet rescue events. Larry donates to a
lot of charities and even has a fake organization so he can give
money to places that can't openly accept it."

"I don't understand, like who?"

"Scouts, battered women's shelters, Planned
Parenthood, places like that who would be embarrassed that a strip
club is giving them money."

"I had no idea," Suzanne stated in a stunned
voice. "He's a women's rights supporter? That doesn't seem to fit
someone running a sleazy place like a strip club."

Linda laughed and replied, "You obviously don't
know Larry or his wife very well. Foxy is a poster girl for women's
liberation or slut of the year, take your pick."

"What's up with the name, Foxy?"

"Her real name is Roxy, and everyone called her Foxy Roxy. Then it slowly
got shortened to Foxy."

"She doesn't mind him running a gentleman's
club?"

"Not at all. If you haven't figured it out,
Foxy and Larry are swingers and
pretty open to things."

"Larry invited me to come back on Saturday night
to see what goes on in the club. I was pretty pissed at finding my
husband hanging out with strippers."

"Strippers who saved your husband's life," Linda
corrected.

"I know and am slowly coming to grips with that.
I just don't understand why guys want to see naked women when they have a wife at home?" Suzanne
replied and finally added, "I was such a bitch to the two girls who
saved my husband's life. I'm really ashamed at my conduct!"

"Look, Suzanne,
wouldn't you druther have your hubby down here looking at my tits
rather than his secretary's. His secretary is a lot more dangerous."

"I never thought about that, and I guess you're right that his secretary would
be a lot more dangerous than some eighteen-year-old girl that he
may never see again. So, my husband would be safe down here among
all you beautiful women?"

"Suzanne, you should know by now that your
husband is not safe anywhere and beyond nailing his foot to the
floor, there's not much you can do to keep him from wandering. You
have to trust that he loves you and is not interested in
straying."

"But Larry is so cute and sexy, how can his wife
let him loose with all these half-naked women, without
worrying?"

"I think Foxy knows the risks and figures that
it's better to keep him on a long leash rather than a short one. We
all know that when you keep too tight control on someone, they will be the ones that
rebel."

"I guess that you're right and I should try and
accept the fact my husband likes to look at pretty girls, without
becoming overly jealous and possessive."

"That's the spirit," Linda said. "You're going
to come Saturday night, aren't you?"

"I think so," Suzanne said. "That's a big leap
for me, but I'd like to see
everything before I throw my husband into the mixture. Larry
suggested that I get a more appropriate outfit for couple's
night."

"That's a good idea, and you will not stick out as much. I promise that
either myself or one of the girls will babysit you, so you won't be
alone and give you moral support."

"Do you think Peaches will be there? I need to
apologize to her for being such an ass."

Linda replied, "I don't know if she's working or
not but she usually comes in on Saturday night. Most of the couples
are people we've known for awhile,
and it's almost like a family reunion on the weekends."

"You said that a lot of them are swingers,
including Larry and his wife?"

"They are not hardcore swingers and most of the time party with other
girls and a few select guys."

"Doesn't his wife get jealous, with a bunch of
girls around?"

Laughing Linda replied, "If the truth were
known, the girls are more for his wife than for Larry. Of course,
that's not to say that Larry doesn't get his share of strange
pussy."

"Is his wife a lesbian?"

"No silly, girls who like girls are pretty
common. Most of the girls here go both ways."

"Do you?" Suzanne asked on a whim.

Without answering, Linda leaned over and kissed
Suzanne, who was at first shocked then found that a girl's soft
lips were exciting and she could feel herself melting against
Linda.

Linda's lips seemed to last forever, and it seemed sometime before Suzanne realized that they were no longer
touching. She opened her eyes to see Linda looking at her with a
quizzical expression on her face. Linda's lips looked so
inviting, and Suzanne couldn't
resist giving her one final kiss. She felt a shudder run through
her body as their warm lips parted.

"Well?" is all Linda asked.

"I'd be lying if I said that wasn't one of the
most erotic things, I've ever felt in my life," Suzanne answered
honestly. "Is it always this good?"

"And the good thing is that you don't have to
feel bad about getting with another girl. Most guys love to watch
their wife or girlfriend with another girl."

"So, can I count on you to come Saturday night?"

"After that kiss, of course, you can, and you
promise to show me the ropes?"

"Go and get yourself some sexy clothes to wear
that show off the hot bod you have," Linda said.


Chapter 5

Walking out of the club, Suzanne felt like a new woman,
and even the sun seemed brighter than when she had walked
in. Handing her parking ticket to the young valet, it
suddenly struck her that the valets didn't wear anything under
their vests. They were only wearing a short, kind of cowboy vest
that just barely covered their jugs, along with hip-hugger
short-shorts.

"How could I have missed those boobs, looking me
in the face?" she asked herself as she watched the young girl's
tight ass jiggle in the almost boy shorts she was wearing. Watching
the girls standing around waiting for customers made her wonder
what Linda would look like naked?

Pulling out her purse, Suzanne pulled out a
ten-dollar bill to tip the young girl, who was almost young enough
to be her daughter. As her car pulled up and the girl bounced out,
Suzanne got a good flash of the girl's nipples as the vest moved to the side.

She could feel the flush of embarrassment spread
across her face when she looked up
from those perky nubs and realized that she'd been caught. Her valet winked at her and took a
long time to cover up. Suzanne couldn't keep her eyes off the young
girl's jugs and could feel her nipples wrinkling up in return.

As she sat down in her car, the valet said,
"Here let me help you with your seatbelt." Then the girl leaned in
and reached across to push the buckle into the holder. Suzanne
could feel her heart stop as the girl's vest was pulled aside by
her cheek and Suzanne felt the girl's areola in her mouth.

Not knowing what to do but not wanting to miss
an opportunity, Suzanne wrapped her lips around the valet's puffy
nipple and sucked it into her mouth. She heard the young girl gasp
as she sucked the nub and the girl
only pushed her boob further into Suzanne's mouth.

As she nursed on the young girl's boob,
Suzanne's first thought was not about what her husband would think
but hoping that Linda would not be upset with her for sucking
another girl's titty instead of hers.

Sucking away and nibbling on the girl's jug,
Suzanne felt the girl's fingers in her hair as the girl pulled the
older woman tightly against her breast. Normally, climaxes for Suzanne were far, and few between but
sucking the young girl's nipple was so good. She could feel
her brain starting to melt as she heard the girl say, "Chew on it!"
Then the girl wrapped her fingers in Suzanne's hair to hold her
tight.

At first, she softly bit the girl's nub, which
elicited a long moan along with tightening her fingers in Suzanne's
hair. As she chewed on her erect nipple, Suzanne started to see
lightning flashes behind her closed eyelids.

"Harder!" the young girl prompted.

Trying not to bit down hard, she used her tongue
to flick the tip of the girl's nipple, as her teeth worked the
sides. She could hear the young girl grunting in her ear as her
hair was twisted tightly until the pain was washing away any
reluctance to be sucking a girl's tit in the parking lot.

After the shock of learning her husband had a
heart attack, Suzanne never realized how tied up in knots she
was, but the feeling of the young
firm boob in her mouth pushed her over the edge. She could feel her
closed eyelids fluttering as one of the strongest climaxes she'd
ever had slammed into her body.

It was a good thing she had her seatbelt
fastened as her body spasmed so
strongly; she would have probably
fallen into the parking lot. Her sex was on fire, and the electricity was burning a hole in her brain
as she sucked the nipple, while trying to get as much of the areola
into her mouth as possible.

Finally slumping back into the seat as
exhaustion swept over her, Suzanne felt her body turn to rubber and
melt against the seat. The girl's fingers relaxed in her
hair, and she felt her lips being
parted by a hot tongue.

Suzanne vaguely realized that she had just
kissed two strangers in a row and was now reassessing her sexual
orientation. "I can't be gay, can I?" she asked herself as she felt
the young girl's breath on her cheek as they both panted.

Opening her eyes, she realized the young girl
was inches from her face and studying her intently. "Rumor has it
that you are straight, but I beg to differ," the college girl asked
with a seductive tone in her voice.

Suzanne felt her face warm as embarrassment
flooded her face. "I think I'm more confused at this point than
anything," she finally told the girl and couldn't resist giving her
a final kiss on the lips, with a little tongue added.

"Here, take my card and call me. Please," the
young girl asked as she straightened up her vest and stood up.
Looking around, Suzanne noticed that everyone was obviously looking
away and trying not to stare at the two sluts making out in the
driveway. Well everyone was ignoring them except for a beautiful
young coed, who looked like a high school cheerleader and blew her a kiss.

Suzanne waved at her and then looked back up to
the girl who had just helped her into the car and one serious
seat-wetting event. She looked at the girl's luscious lips and read
them as they mouthed, "Call me."


Chapter 6

She cut over to the Fashion Show Mall's back
entrance, which was right down the street from The Fox's Den.
Before Suzanne had a chance to chicken out, she was in the valet
lane. Luckily, this time the valet was a young college guy and
Suzanne knew that flirting with him would probably not be a good
idea, unlike the girl who had just put her tongue down Suzanne's
throat.

Thinking of the young valet caused a shudder to
run through her body as she thought about that tight ass and those
luscious boobs. "Am I turning into a Cougar?" she asked herself, but Cougars were older women who lusted after young guys. She
seemed to be in heat for a nineteen-year-old hard body with jugs
instead of muscles.

While she waited for the valet, she flipped down
the sun visor and opened the vanity mirror. Looking carefully at
herself, she didn't appear any different besides her smeared
lipstick and there was a smudge on her cheek. She felt herself
blushing as she recognized the young girl's lipstick and thought
about their lip lock.

Reluctantly, she took a tissue and wiped off the
girl's lipstick. Bringing the tissue to her nose, Suzanne took a
deep breath and inhaled the scent of the girl. Tucking the tissue
in her purse, as she was reluctant to throw it away, she reapplied
her lipstick.

There was apparently a problem up ahead with a
car and gave Suzanne a chance to think about what she had done. Her
emotions were flooding her brain, including the guilt that she had
probably done something wrong.

First, being in Larry's arms as she cried, felt
so good. His muscular body awakened a need that she hadn't felt in
a long time. Even after being a jerk, he didn't seem to harbor any
ill will towards her and actually
seemed to be interested in her.

"Am I kidding myself?" she asked herself. "Could
this guy be interested in an older woman, like me, with all those hotties around him?"

Then she remembered Linda telling her that Larry
and his wife were swingers. She didn't think she'd ever met a
swinger, but he didn't seem to fit
the mold of a pervert in a raincoat. "Could I sleep with him?"
Suzanne mused and then wondered where that thought had come from? Her husband is in the hospital, and she's toying with the idea of
screwing a total stranger.

Everyone at the club seemed to treat sex as a
normal function, and there didn't
seem to be any jealousy between anyone. The manager Linda had gone
out of her way to make Suzanne feel comfortable, and the kiss they shared was something that
she would treasure forever. She wasn't sure that it was something
that Tom would understand but at least it wasn't a guy.

Linda had said that guys liked to watch their
wife with another woman but what would Tom say? Would he be upset
if she took
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