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Dedicated to my beautiful and sexy wife,
Foxy,

With her support, everything is
possible.


Chapter 1

The first hint of sunlight crept into the
bedroom at about 5:30 AM and struck Larry, square in the face.
Squinting at the light, he resisted the urge just to roll over and
go back to sleep.

Lying half across his chest was Chrissy, their
on again – off again roommate, with her red hair spread across his
chest as she softly snored, dead to the world. Her left hand
clamped around his semi-rigid cock, and she would stroke it every
minute or so in her sleep.

Chrissy had a fetish or fixation with dicks, and
he would often wake up in the middle of the night with her jacking
him off in her sleep. We called her an "Amazon" as she had a weight
lifter's body and looked just like a tall redheaded version of
Xenia, the Warrior Princess, or an MMA cage fighter.

While not fat by any stretch of the imagination,
Chrissy is 6-foot and looked like a girl from the old Married With
Children television show. Al Bundy's girls tended to be big, and
there was never a scrawny one in the bunch. Chrissy would have been
perfect on the show with her large double-D jugs and long legs.

Larry ran his hand down the middle of her back
and got a contented purr from her, along with a few strokes of his
cock. After a few seconds, she dozed back off, with her large boobs
pressed against his chest.

On the other side, his wife, Foxy, was sound
asleep. For her, she liked to have her bare butt against you and,
like a dog, would scoot around, every time you moved, until her
warm bottom was against you. There was certainly something to be
said about sleeping naked, especially among friends.

His wife's real name was Roxy, but people
started calling her Foxy Roxy because of her gorgeous looks. Over
time, it was shortened to Foxy. Like Chrissy, she was close to
six-foot but with a more lanky frame. When they met, she was a
model and pretty much stick thin, but with work, Larry had bulked
her up another fifteen pounds, and at one-thirty, she is at her
fighting weight.

Foxy had naturally curly brown hair that she
typically wore in a sort of Afro style and always reminded Larry of
an 80's porn star. Being a country boy from Texas, he loved girls
with big hair, and she loved to please him. Foxy's boobs were a
natural C-cup and stuck straight out, with puffy nipples and studs.
She always dressed so sexily with her boobs or legs hanging out, or
both.

When they walked into a restaurant, bar, or
house party, she was a showstopper. Her dark hair and eyes gave her
that bedroom look, and combined with her full soft lips, made an
irrespirable combination. She just naturally dripped sex, and Larry
was always amazed that he managed to grab her, as she was way above
his pay grade.

She was a born exhibitionist, which was one of
the reasons they were swingers. She loved going to a party and
being able to flirt with everyone in her outfits that would get her
arrested, even in Las Vegas. Her braless jugs were always out for
display, and she never shied away from wearing tops that were
see-through or sheer enough to show her pierced nipples.

She especially liked to wear nipple rings with a
heavy gold woven chain linking the two rings. When she had the gold
chain connecting her nipples, she would typically wear something
low cut so you could see the chain as it hung between her jugs. The
feeling of the heavy chain tugging at her nipples while she walked
always kept them erect. She liked to watch people's faces as they
realized what the chain was connected to when they saw it hanging
across her open cleavage.

Growing up milking cows had cursed Larry with
the urge to get up at the crack of dawn every day, while his wife
could sleep to noon, without a problem. Plus, the sun was getting
brighter by the minute, and he knew the girls would soon start to
bitch. He usually pulled the blinds, but they had lain in bed
talking and looking at the skyline last night until they had dozed
off after some awesome sex.

He could satisfy his wife pretty quickly as she
would typically pass out after climaxing over and over for an hour
or so. Once her fuse is lit, she is a regular come machine.
Chrissy, on the other hand, could go almost forever and could
generally match him stroke for stroke.

Last night Foxy had pretty much passed out from
climaxing over and over. She was sound asleep, cuddled up to Larry
as he had his arms around both girls. Chrissy was lying on his
chest, playing with his dick as they talked. She had gotten a bit
part in a movie and asked for advice on proceeding while they
relaxed after sex.

When they decided to move to Vegas from the
mid-west, Chrissy and their other girlfriend, Marilyn, had decided
to move out with them. Both girls lived with them in their
penthouse but led somewhat separate lives, getting together for a
romp in the hay several times a week.

Marilyn was a slightly shorter and more
voluptuous version of his wife. She had large natural tits and a
tiny waist that accented her figure. Larry had met her when he was
teaching photography at a modeling school. She was a brunette, like
his wife, and had the same sexy look as Foxy. Most people thought
they were sisters, as Marilyn is about 5-years younger than Foxy,
but there is an uncanny resemblance.

As the sun got brighter, Larry decided to get up
and close the blinds before the girls started to complain. With one
on each side, he had to scoot straight down the bed and work his
way out from under the covers at the foot of the bed.

He searched around on the nightstand until he
found the remote and clicked it to close the blinds. With a soft
rumble, the blinds motored closed, and the room became cloaked in
darkness. He heard a grumble and looked over to see that his wife
had realized he was gone. Chrissy automatically reached over and
pulled Foxy to her breast, which caused Foxy to cuddle up to her.
Chrissy guided Foxy's mouth to her nipple, and Foxy moaned with
pleasure as she suckled Chrissy's big nipple while she was still
fast asleep.

Chrissy's eyes half-opened, and she winked at
Larry as Foxy contentedly nursed on Chrissy's big jugs. Still
asleep, Foxy started rubbing Chrissy's shaved sex, and Larry could
hear her gasp as Foxy slid her finger deep inside Chrissy's pussy.
Foxy loved girls, especially Chrissy, and when they were together,
it was often like this.

He watched as Chrissy's eyes half-rolled up in
her head as the feeling of being worked over slowly pushed her off
the cliff. Reaching down, he stroked his already erect cock as he
watched his wife and her girlfriend making love to each other.
Sleeping with two beautiful naked girls does have its
benefits, he thought to himself.

After brushing his teeth, shaving, and a quick
shower, he went into his closet. Picking out a typical outfit;
dress jeans, silk Don Johnson Miami Vice t-shirt, and then slipping
on his shoulder holster. Opening the drawer, picked up his favorite
Springfield XDM semi-auto, pushed the slide back far enough to
confirm that a cartridge was chambered, and after dropping the
magazine to confirm it was full, slid the gun snuggly into its
holster. His 9mm Kel-Tech PF-9 with the pocket holster went into
his right pocket. Checking the mirror, he confirmed that his small
pocket pistol simply looked like someone who carried their wallet
or maybe a large cell phone in their pocket. The pocket holster
smoothed out the outline of the pistol to keep it from printing in
his pocket.

Grabbing a nice sports coat off the rack, he
slipped it on and shot the sleeves while checking to ensure his XDM
didn't show. He always had his jackets tailored a little looser on
the left side to hide the weapon. Now feeling fully dressed, he
stepped into his loafers and walked back into the bedroom.

Larry found both girls sound asleep. Foxy had
her open mouth around Chrissy's nipple and still had two fingers in
Chrissy's pussy. He could feel his dick twitching as it tried to
convince him to climb back into bed with the girls. But if he did
that, he'd never get to work.

The elevator swiftly dropped him into the
underground garage, where his new Range Rover sat. As he got in, he
thought about his Suburban and was still unsure if the Range Rover
was the car for him, having driven a Suburban most of his life.
Next to his car was wifey's Mercedes SLS AMG Black series roadster
that was an updated version of the 1950s 300 SL with the gull-wing
doors. He had bought it for her birthday, and she loved tooling
around in it.

Even though the original design was from the
late ’50s, the sports car still commanded looks today. From the
factory, the motor developed 625 horsepower, but with the addition
of twin turbos, the engine developed around eight hundred
horsepower.

Foxy always loved to tell people that when she
jammed a spike heel into the injectors, the big V8 got a
two-atmosphere blowjob as the seven-speed dual-clutch transmission
would scream in delight as it lit up the twelve-inch wide Michelin
racing tires.

He laughed to himself as he thought about her
getting assistance from the valets, getting out of the car. She
loved flashing the valets as she innocently climbed out of the
low-slung roadster, with her legs akimbo, in her typical miniskirt
outfit, with or without panties.

Her gull-wing Mercedes was a bitch to get in or
out of with its high doorsills and sitting on the ground, but to
his wife, she loved the opportunity to show off her long legs to
nearby people innocently, and the valets were always willing to
help.

















 Chapter
2

Another Day in Paradise, Larry told
himself as he squinted into the bright sun, which rose over Sunrise
Mountains to the East of the Las Vegas Strip. Even with his
Ray-Bans on, the early morning or late afternoon sun can be brutal
in Las Vegas. Waving to the guard at the exit to their condo
complex, The Towers, Larry hooked a left on Paradise to work his
way back to Industrial.

Technically, he corrected himself, the actual
name for Sunrise Mountains is Frenchman's Mountains, but everyone
calls them Sunrise Mountains as the sun rises directly from behind
the rocky bluffs. Larry settled back in the seat as he made the
10-minute drive to work. It was probably less than 2 miles, but
traffic like skin is always on display in Sin City.

As he recognized the Stones "Start Me Up," he
automatically punched up the volume a couple of notches. This
was going to be a good day, especially when you drive to work with
the Rolling Stones.

Larry and his wife Foxy owned a gentleman's
club, The Fox's Den, obvious play-on-words of his wife's
nickname. They had moved to Vegas, and Larry bought the club when
he met the original owner, who was anxious to sell. After extensive
remodeling, the club reopened as a high-end strip club. Nowadays,
we are too highbrow to call it a strip-club but let's be honest,
that's what it is.

The Fox's Den catered to wealthy and
upper-middle-class customers, who expected more than just a display
of tits and ass. Security was unobtrusive but extraordinarily
tight, and people felt safe there. The club catered to swingers,
and there was generally no shortage of hotwives, showing off in
addition to the dancers.

It always struck Larry as funny that often the
customers would stand around and watch housewives dancing topless
when they could see some 18-year old hottie almost buck naked
strutting her stuff on stage.

Saturday's couple nights were popular as Larry
brought in male dancers for the girls. Larry had started
negotiating with the business next door to buy their property so he
could expand.

Pulling into the parking lot, he saw Jack, head
of security, pacing back and forth with a worried look on his face.
Is something going on? Larry said to himself as Jack is
never in before lunch. Larry had brought Jack and Pam with him from
the mid-west when he moved out.

Jack had put in his twenty and pulled the plug
on police work, opting for managing security for the club plus now
their ever-expanding security and bodyguard business. They had met
at a swinger's party when Larry was partying with Jack's wife. As
it turned out, Jack was a cuckold with a hotwife and loved to watch
his wife getting her brains fucked out.

Then his wife and Pam had become best friends
and lovers also, which made everyone involved happy. Pam was a
textbook definition of a MILF, blonde hair that fell in ringlets
across her large boobs with a body that younger girls would kill
for, and an insatiable need for sex. Jack would usually hide in the
closet and jack off while watching his wife. It was funny that
nobody minded him watching by the bed, but for Jack, the idea of
hiding in the closet and peeking out made his fantasies even
better.

Shaking his head to clear the memory of Pam
riding his cock, with her eyes closed and pulling on her nipples,
causing a rise in his pants. It was a match made in heaven, Pam,
who loved to ride his big dick, Larry, who loved to fuck her, and
Jack, who lived to watch.

Then he noticed that two police cars were parked
in the valet area, one black and white and one unmarked. It was
funny that they should just paint "Police" on the side of the
unmarked as somehow all police cars look like police cars, even
unmarked ones.

Jack pointed to the front door as he talked on
his cell phone while waving his hands. Larry nodded to him and
walked in the entrance after leaving his car in the hands of a
valet, Crystal. It was hard to keep track of all his employees,
especially the valets, as they tended to cycle in and out a
lot.

The club had a generous education package for
the workers to attend UNLV and so typically had their pick of the
litter when it came to selecting girls to work at the club. Larry
always pushed everyone to improve themselves as a stripper's
working life was typically over by age thirty or so.

As dancers starting losing their appeal,
typically by age thirty to thirty-five, Larry made it a mission to
get these girls married off or in a lifetime profession. The
typical dancer would slowly move to more downscale clubs as they
aged, and Larry swore that none of his girls would ever dance for
some scumbag on Rancho Drive.

















 Chapter 3

Pulling off his sunglasses and blinking to
adjust to the lower light of the club, he spied two Metro officers
talking to a dancer. She was holding one arm across her bare boobs
as she spoke to them. She must have felt threatened, as she usually
had no inhibitions at all of being almost naked.

He spotted Tiny, one of his security staff, as
he gripped the security dais so hard, his knuckles were white, and
Larry was surprised that the wooden top didn't shatter under his
grip. Larry could see the look on his face, and it was one of
barely controlled anger, which could be a dangerous thing with
Tiny.

Tiny, who was often mistaken for a small house,
was usually an easygoing guy. Easygoing as far as ex-Seals get and
well known for his passion for keeping Larry and especially his
wife Foxy safe. One story often told is how some rube from out of
town decided that since Foxy's tits were hanging out, he could grab
them. He got one quick feel before Tiny almost ripped his arm off
and dragged him to the door, with his toes barely touching the
floor. Once they got close, Tiny threw him through the door into
the parking lot.

That would not have been so bad except that the
door was closed, and the guy ripped the door off the hinges with
his body. Tiny followed him out into the parking lot and retrieved
the door as the guy lay there in a crumpled heap, with the door
lying on top of him.

Jack called an ambulance and had the guy taken
away to the emergency room. Larry picked up the tab, and they never
heard from him again. He always suspected that the jerk probably
received a visit from Jack. He suggested that the guy leave town
and forget this ever happened but especially to remember and never
grab a beautiful girl's tits without permission.

Walking up to the two cops, Larry recognized one
as his good friend Larry, a Sargent with Metro. Larry started to
say hello, but he closed his mouth when he saw the look on cop
Larry's face telling him things were not going well.

"Good morning, my name is Larry Archer, and I
own this establishment. Is there something I can help you,
officers, with?" Larry said to the one guy, who had so many ribbons
on his jacket, he looked like a military war hero at a VFW
parade.

"My name is Major Lewis, the new commander of
the Vice Squad, and this is Sargent Truco!" the major barked at
him. Lewis, who was a short guy and appeared to have some type of
inferiority or Napoleon complex. Larry almost laughed as he
translated Vice Squad into Pussy Posse as everyone called it.

"Major Lewis, it's a pleasure to meet you. Are
you collecting for some type of police benefit or something?" Larry
asked as he gave a lot of money to civic charities.

"No! Not hardly, I want to establish some ground
rules here!" Lewis responded. "Plus, I'd never accept a dollar of
your filthy money!"

Take a breath, Larry told himself as he
looked at his friend Larry, who rolled his eyes. "Major, is there
some problem that I'm not aware of?"

"I'm making it my job to get rid of you people,"
Lewis replied.

"Which 'You People' are you talking about?"

"This is a den of iniquity, and I plan on
closing each one of you down."

"Major, have you discussed your plans with the
Sheriff?" Larry questioned. He could feel Tiny's bulk hovering
behind him, and hopefully, the Major didn't do anything to piss him
off any further.

"No, I don't bother the Sheriff with trivial
things like this and know my duty to the people of Las Vegas."

"Certainly, I'd never tell you how to do your
job, but you might consider passing your thoughts along to the
Sheriff before getting too carried away. You should know that we
have a close working relationship with Metro and have never had
problems before," Larry explained.

"Well, that should be about 5 minutes," Jack
said as he walked up.

"What do you mean, 5 minutes?" Lewis asked.

"It seemed to me that we might need some legal
advice, and so I called our attorney. Luckily, our attorney was not
out chasing an ambulance but was having breakfast with the Mayor
and your boss, the Sheriff," Jack answered with a smirk on his
face.

"I didn't realize that you people personally
knew people like the Mayor and the Sheriff?" Major Lewis
retorted.

"You'd be surprised at the people, 'we people'
know," Larry answered.

Jack, touching his earbud with his finger to
listen, said, "Showtime!"

A few seconds later, the Mayor burst in with his
two ever-present showgirls, complete with headdresses, sequined
bikinis, and towering stiletto heels. The two girls, both about
6-feet or 6'-4" in heels, towered over the mayor. Each held him by
the arm. In behind walked the Sheriff, with a puzzled look on his
face.

Ignoring Major Lewis, the Sheriff walked to
Larry and asked, "Larry, what the hell is going on? We were right
in the middle of breakfast!" The Mayor piped in, "Yeah, is it
donation time again, and who do I have to blow around here to get a
drink?"

Everyone, but the Major, burst out laughing as
the bartender walked up and handed his honor a Bombay martini. Then
she kissed him on the cheek and wiggled back to the bar.

"Damn Larry, I need that girl. She makes the
best martinis," the Mayor exclaimed as he took a sip and watched
her shapely rear in the thong bikini, with the little strip of
fabric that disappeared between the cheeks of her ass.

Porsche, one of the showgirls, leaned over to
Larry and asked, "Where's Foxy?"

Laughing, Larry replied, "She's at the condo.
This is way too early for her. Why don't you girls drop
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