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Rolling in Sin

 


A 1Night Stand Story

 


By

Kayleigh Malcolm


Chapter One

 


 


Audrey Leporte sat in her ergonomically
correct chair, her heart beating so hard she feared the entire
office might hear it. An email from her friend Joan sat open on her
computer screen. She’d read it three times, just to make certain
she hadn’t misunderstood, and the anticipation and nerves kept her
heart pounding.

I can’t believe she really did it.

As often as their schedules allowed, Audrey
and her best friends got together, but with each of them following
different career paths, their girls’ nights were becoming fewer and
further between. When they’d met for cocktail hour a couple of
weeks before, they’d discussed having a weekend away in Las Vegas.
It hadn’t taken too many martinis before a discussion revolving
around their deepest, darkest fantasies started, so they weren’t
the least bit surprised to discover they shared another common bond
of sexual fantasies. They planned to blow off a little steam and no
one would be the wiser, thanks to that wonderful Vegas rule.

Not that Audrey thought she would do anything
really wild—she rarely did, being the designated driver and mother
hen who always ensured everyone got home safely. But, if we’re
in Sin City, then maybe I can cut loose and have some fun. What
happens in Vegas stays in Vegas. She could live the fantasies
she’d imagined while lying around in her practical pajamas, in her
twin bed, in her miniscule apartment. What if, this once, she
decided not to be practical?

Spending forty hours a week in a five-by-five
foot square, virtually forgotten by her co-workers, she typed away,
often through lunch. She’d never been late or phoned in sick and
always met her deadlines. Her life was an endless series of columns
and tallies, all in off-white and beige. Just like her
wardrobe.

In an earlier email, Joan had mentioned a
special dating service she’d heard about from friends, one that
specialized in requests and would be perfect for their crazy
weekend. Life had been one agonizingly boring, identical day after
another, and a single web-link might change all that, at least for
one night. Trembling with excitement and casting a quick glance
over her shoulder to ensure no one nosey stood nearby, Audrey typed
out her reply:

I’m in.

 


***

 


From across the street, Audrey watched the
phenomenal performance of the Bellagio fountain’s timed music and
water spray. Everything about Las Vegas fascinated her. She’d never
seen so much flashing neon or such a vast array of wild-acting
people in one place before. She hardly remembered anything she or
her friends had discussed during the limo ride to their hotel the
night before, her attention so focused on the excitement through
the car windows.

“All right, ladies, I hereby make the Sin
City Clique official.” Joan, who could pass for a 50s pin-up girl
with her low-cut, sleeveless dress if not for her multiple tattoos,
raised her shot glass. A diamond stud in her cheek glinted in the
lights. “This is our weekend, girls. No judgments. No regrets. What
happens over the next forty-eight hours stays between the five of
us for eternity.”

“I solemnly swear I’m up to no good.” They
all laughed when Kristie quoted her favorite Harry Potter movie
before lifting a Bloody Caesar. “This weekend, we’re moving
forward.” She smiled, but it didn’t quite reach her eyes
anymore.

“This weekend we get to enjoy ourselves and
fuck what anyone else thinks.” Aimee held her white-wine
spritzer aloft. Coming from a prominent political family, Aimee had
spent her life being groomed as a proper wife to a senator. But, so
far, she had managed to avoid the goal her mother had set for
her.

Sky’s organic Fuzzy Navel rose to the rest of
them. Thanks to a large gallery that had commissioned some of her
pottery, she almost hadn’t made it on the trip, and the women had
been relieved when she’d checked into the hotel. “This weekend,
we’re going to follow our heart’s energy to happiness.”

Audrey toasted her friends with a rum and
diet Coke. “This weekend, we celebrate our friendship since finding
each other and bonding in the fiery forge of middle school. I don’t
want to think what my life would have been like without you.”

Middle school had been a never-ending
nightmare for her. Taunted for her weight, acne, and thick
eyeglasses, Audrey might have stayed in the back corner of the
classroom and faded into nothingness if not for the four women
standing with her. They’d ended up on the same school bus to and
from that pit of despair, discovered a friendship that had stood
the test of time.

Clinking glasses, they cheered.

Still feeling a bit in awe of their
surroundings, Audrey contemplated the lavish accommodations of the
Castillo Resort and Hotel. They’d been treated like queens from the
moment of their arrival the previous night, with mimosas by the
pool that morning and then an afternoon of catching up over
manicures and pedicures. They each had a date set up for that
evening through the mysterious Madame Eve and her 1Night Stand
dating service. But Audrey’s anxiety had steadily risen as the day
went on. She hoped she’d be attracted to the men who would be her
date that evening. A wave of heat climbed up her neck, prickling
her skin when she thought about what she’d requested. She set the
glass down and pressed chilled fingers against her skin.

“Damn, Audrey, you’re blushing enough to glow
in the dark.” Kristie laughed.

Audrey stuck her tongue out then reclaimed
the cocktail and chugged it for courage. She took a deep breath to
try to calm her racing nerves and the V-neck of her silk top
shifted sideways. My boobs are going to pop out of this top any
second. Tugging at the neckline, she attempted to gain more
coverage.

“You’re messing with perfection.” Joan batted
away Audrey’s hands and straightened the material herself, dragging
it down low enough that the edge of her lace bra almost peeked out.
“You have a gorgeous rack, honey. It’s time you stopped hiding it
under men’s sweaters and scarves. Pull your shoulders back and be
proud.”

Audrey had always been envious of Joan’s
self-confidence and fuck ’em attitude. All of her friends
were much curvier than the fashion magazines said they should be,
but Audrey was the heaviest of them all. She’d never been
comfortable in her skin. Years of being called tubby and fatty
still rang in her ears every time she saw her reflection. Even as
an adult, after her skin cleared and recent laser eye surgery to
get rid of her glasses, Audrey still had the insulting names
embedded in her memory.

“What if they pop out in the middle of a
conversation?”

“Oh, please. Your dates will be too busy
drooling to be offended. And if it does happen, they’d better thank
you.” Aimee grinned and wrapped an arm around Sky’s shoulders.

“You have the condoms I gave you, right?” Sky
wiggled her eyebrows. Earlier, Audrey had found two dozen condoms
tucked into her purse along with a small bottle of lube.

“She’s blushing again. I guess she found the
lube, too.” Both Aimee and Sky started giggling and clinked their
glasses
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