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      “We’re going to Vegas!”  I pushed my sister’s door open and ran into her bedroom.

      “What?  Seriously?”  Becca hopped up from the bed and blinked in surprise.  “How?”

      “I entered one of those contests I told you about and I won!”  I held up my tablet and showed her the email.

      “Aren’t these things just a scam though?  They pay for your plane ticket and give you a place to stay so you’ll blow a lot of money in the casino.”  She took my tablet and scrolled through the email.

      “Well, the jokes on them, because I don’t have any money to blow in the casino!”  I practically trembled with excitement.  “We’re going to Vegas!”

      “Wait, this is in September—crap, it’s the same weekend as Carla’s wedding.  I can’t miss that.”  Becca grimaced and handed the tablet back to me.

      “But, it’s Vegas.  We’ve always wanted to go!”  I read the email again and confirmed that what she said was true.

      “I’m sorry, sis.  I’d love to go, but I’m kinda the Maid of Honor.  I think she’d notice if I wasn’t there.”  Becca sat down on her bed and sighed.

      “Hold on, I’ll email them and see if they can schedule it for another weekend.  If they want my money, they’ll work around my schedule.”  I sat down and smiled as I started typing a return email.

      “Your imaginary money?”  Becca chuckled and shook her head.  “Why would they offer this to someone who just graduated from college and doesn’t even have a job yet?”

      “Oh, yeah.  I might have lied about that.”  I twisted my face into a slight grimace.  “There’s an Aurora York in Nashville that works at an investment firm.  I borrowed a few details—exaggerated, I guess?”

      “I’m pretty sure that’s identity fraud.”  Becca rolled her eyes and sighed.  “Our parents didn’t raise us to be criminals.”

      “I’m not a criminal.  I’m just an exaggerator.”  I smiled and stood up once the email was finished.  “Okay, I’ll let you know when I hear back.  Don’t make any more plans until we have a date for the trip!”

      “Okay, I’ll wait here on pins and needles.”  Becca laughed as I walked towards the door.

      I knew what I did was wrong, but I really wanted to go to Las Vegas, and I wanted Becca to go with me.  We were as close as we could be when we were younger, but we had drifted apart.  She went away to college after high school and when I finished a year later, I decided to attend a local university so I didn’t have to leave home.  My sister got the full college experience while I spent Friday nights at home watching movies with our parents.  Every year that passed seemed to pull us further apart and I missed what we used to have.  Our mutual interests had dwindled, but there was one thing we still shared—a desire to see Las Vegas together.  I had to make it happen.

      If they want that other Aurora York’s money, they have to be flexible, right?

      I waited almost a full day for the company to get back to me.  When I opened the email, my heart sank into my stomach.  I had to either take the weekend that was offered, or they would give it to someone else.  They offered to put me back on the list, but said it might be a full calendar year before I was selected again.  I didn’t have that much time.  By then, I probably wouldn’t even see my sister for the holidays.  The guy she was dating planned to pop the question soon.  I heard my parents discussing it when they thought I wasn’t listening.  He was also trying to get a better job—one that would take him, and my sister, far away from Tennessee.  I felt hopeless and dejected as I tossed the tablet on my bed.

      She’s going to leave and I’ll be here all by myself…

      My future wasn’t completely bleak, I just wasn’t ready to lose my sister completely.  When I was younger, I always envisioned us growing old together in the house we grew up in.  It was a silly childish fantasy, and I knew that, but I still didn’t want us to become strangers who only saw each other on social media.  I wanted some sort of adventure before I accepted the fact college was over and it was time to get a job.  A trip to Vegas would help us bond and create memories that would last a lifetime.  It would be just like the ones my mother had with my aunt.  They always told the stories when they were together, and I wanted that kind of relationship with my own sister.  It just didn’t seem like it was going to happen.
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        * * *

      

      “So, did you hear back about the trip?”  Becca walked into my room and sat down on the bed.

      “Yeah.”  I looked over at her and sighed.  “They can’t change it.”

      “Dang, that sucks.” Becca shrugged and grimaced.  “It was stupid, anyway.  The two of us running off to Vegas?  We can’t do that.”

      “What?  Why not?”  I sat up and blinked several times.  “We always talked about it.  I’ll see if I can find another way—you’ve got some money saved up, right?  I’ve still got a little too.  Maybe we can pay for the trip, just like when we were saving our birthday money.”

      “We were kids.  I’ll admit I got excited when you told me about it, but I don’t know—Vegas is something I’ll probably want to experience for the first time with Xavier.”  A smile formed on the corner of her lips.  “I think he’s going to ask me to marry him soon.”

      Yeah—and I should just spoil it for you right now, but I love you too much.

      “Oh?  That’s wonderful.”  I feigned excitement, but I had a sick feeling in my stomach.  “You really don’t want to go with me?”

      “Maybe one day.  Who knows, after you get married, we might be able to make a couples trip out of it.  By then, we’ll actually have some money to blow in the casinos.”  She nodded and slowly stood.

      “That probably won’t happen for a long time.  I don’t even have a boyfriend.”  I sighed and shook my head.

      And I’ve never been kissed—or anything else.

      “You will, though.  You’ve gotten so pretty since you graduated from high school.  Just stop ignoring all the guys that try to hit on you.”  She patted my shoulder.  “But most of all, you’ve gotta get out of this house—get your own place.  I love Mom and Dad, but you need your independence.  I didn’t realize how big the world was until I went away to college.”

      A great big world and not a bit of room in it for me.

      “Yeah, I guess so.”  There was no emotion in my voice and I absently nodded.

      “You could ask one of your friends to go, right?  If it means that much to you.”  She tilted her head and shrugged.

      There’s nobody I wanted to experience it with but you.

      I was furious when my sister left the room.  I felt like she had just thrown me away and crushed my dreams.  Vegas was our experience.  It was always supposed to be the place where we blossomed and saw all the places from the movies.  We would be close enough for a day trip to the Hoover Dam and the Grand Canyon.  We would stand on the roof of Caesar’s Palace and that was where I was going to have my first drink—just like in The Hangover.  Granted, mine wasn’t going to be spiked with drugs.  I just wanted to live it out—feel myself finally break out of my shell. Vegas had to happen.  It was too important for her to dismiss it like it was nothing.  I stared at the screen and hovered over the accept button on the reservation.  There were a few friends from high school I kept in contact with, but none that I could really see myself going on vacation with.

      Am I brave enough to do this on my own?  Am I actually considering it?
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        * * *

      

      Setting up the reservation was one of the most liberating experiences of my life.  Vegas was no longer about bonding with my sister.  It was about the independence she so eloquently claimed I needed while she crushed my dream.  I didn’t care about saving it for someone else.  She was the only one I ever wanted to go with.  If it was no longer her dream, then I wasn’t going to waste a free trip.  I had enough money saved up to gamble a few dollars at the casino, eat at a couple of nice restaurants, visit the sights, and tip frugally.  It would have been much better to have my sister by my side for everything, but I had to make the most of the opportunity in front of me.  The only thing standing between me and the vacation of my dreams was a plane ride—oh, and my parents.

      “No, absolutely not!”  My mother stomped her foot and I saw her face turning red.  “You can’t do this on your own.  Your sister told me that you lied on the application to get the trip in the first place.”

      “We didn’t raise you like this.”  My father folded his arms across his chest.  “I thought your sister was the free spirited one—where is this coming from?  Why do you want to go to Las Vegas on your own?”

      “You wouldn’t understand.”  I looked back and forth between them.  “Bottom line is that I’m twenty-two years old, and if you’re not going to have me arrested, you can’t tell me where I’m allowed to go anymore.”

      Wow, I’ve never actually stood up to my parents before.  This independence thing is awesome.

      “It’s not safe.”  My mother shook her head angrily.  “It would be bad enough knowing you were there with your sister, but on your own?  That’s… ridiculous.”

      “I’m not going to wander into the desert and get lost or get randomly kidnapped.  I’m going to stay at the hotel, see a few shows, go on a couple of tours, and then come home.  People do this all the time.”  I shrugged and tilted my head.  “I’m not asking your permission.”

      “You’re not getting it, either!”  My father raised his voice and glared at me.

      “Then we’ll just have to agree to disagree.”  I walked back to my room and closed the door.
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        * * *

      

      My parents practically ignored me until the morning of my flight.  My sister left a few days earlier for Carla’s wedding, so they were the last thing standing between me and clear blue skies.  She sided with them, but they eventually stopped trying to fight it.  I was going to Vegas, and they had no choice but to accept it.  I took an Uber to the airport and when I watched the planes zoom overhead, I started to feel excitement.  I had never been on a plane before.  Heck, the only place I had been besides Tennessee was Florida—and the states we drove through to get there.  After checking in with security, I got on the plane and took a deep breath.  It lifted off the runway and a smile spread across my face.

      Las Vegas—here I come!

      I never really had a fear of flying.  There was something exciting about it that I couldn’t completely describe.  Watching the ground below disappear as we entered the clouds felt like real freedom.  I was happy that I lucked into a window seat, because it was a marvelous sight.  I stayed awake the entire time, just watching the world zoom by.  When the clouds parted over Nevada, I got my first view of the Grand Canyon.  I pressed my hands to the glass like a kid, smiling from ear-to-ear.  The plane finally touched down in Las Vegas and my stomach was doing somersaults from nothing but pure joy.

      Wow—I really am all alone.

      I stepped out into the terminal and as I watched families walking together, it sank in that I really was on my own.  It was a new feeling entirely and my first true taste of independence.  I got an Uber to pick me up and asked them to take me to the Bellagio.  There were a number of hotels that could have picked up the reservation once I confirmed it, and while I hoped for Caesar’s Palace, the Bellagio was definitely a great option.  As soon as I arrived, I walked over to the railing and stared at the fountains.  I couldn’t wait to see them when it got dark and the lights came on.  I finally turned to the hotel and walked inside.  The instant my feet hit the marbled floor, I was in awe.  It looked like something out of a modern day fairy tale.  There were expensive stores, slot machines, and restaurants as far as my eyes could see.

      I might be alone, but it looks like there will be plenty of distractions to keep me entertained.
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      “I’m all in.”  I pushed my chips to the middle of the table and glared at the gray haired man across from me.

      “Pocket aces, huh, Ryker?”  He tilted his head to the side and tried to read my poker face.  “That’s the only thing a logical person would go all in on now that the cards are on the table.”

      “Are you going to analyze my play or give me your money, old man?”  I narrowed my eyes and growled under my breath.  “Either way, I’ve already won.”

      “Or are you bluffing?”  He drummed his fingers against the felt.

      “Calling it will cost you money, Saul.”  I stared him down with the most ice-cold expression I could muster.  “Like I said—I win either way.”

      I played what some liked to call aggressive poker.  It didn’t matter if I was sitting on trash or a gold mine, I talked shit until the cards were flipped over.  Saul knew me too well, which didn’t exactly work to my advantage all of the time.  We had been playing long enough for him to call my bluff when others would simply shit their pants and walk away.  He was still a good opponent, though, because he was a challenge.

      I didn’t get many challenges playing for pennies, but I didn’t like to risk more than I had.  The high rollers didn’t like to play with me, and I didn’t like losing money to cocky assholes when the card odds eventually went the wrong direction.  Saul was different.  He had money to burn, and I needed the pot or I wasn’t going to leave the Bellagio with enough money to pay my rent.  I was all in, all right. There would be food on the table and beer in my belly when we were done or I would be begging for scraps until I could find work again.

      “Okay, old man—what are you going to do?”  I put my hand on the table and stared.

      “Ah, fuck it.  I fold.”  He tossed his cards down in disgust.  “Let me guess, you had nothing?”

      “You gotta pay to see the cards.”  I smiled and pushed them face down towards the dealer.

      If I show you that I was sitting on a losing hand, it might make you take a bigger risk next time.  I can’t have that.

      “Yeah, yeah.  Well, I’m not paying for anything else today.  Time for me to call it quits.”  Saul gathered his remaining chips and started stacking them up.

      I cashed out once I was done playing with Saul and looked around the Bellagio casino until I saw my best friend, Cole, sitting at the bar.  He was drinking whiskey, so he must have had luck like mine.  He usually didn’t get drunk until he had some money in his pocket, and if he came up short, he would still be playing.  I considered picking up another game since there was still daylight left, but I had the money I needed to get by for a while.  It was usually best to stop when I was ahead, otherwise I’d run into a tourist dumb enough to call my bluff because they had money to burn.  My risks had to be calculated or else I’d be homeless.  I walked over to the bar and took a seat.

      “I’ll have a Bud Light.”  I motioned to the bartender and then turned towards Cole.  “You did good?”

      “I can pay the rent, how about you?”  He turned towards me with a grin.

      “Yep, same here.”  I nodded quickly.

      Cole and I had been best friends since we were kids.  We both grew up in the dirty underbelly of Sin City, doing anything we could to get by.  We joined the Marines when we turned eighteen, so we spent some time apart, but as soon as our tour was over, we ended up right back where we started.  We weren’t fancy and we didn’t need much to get by.  Gambling usually paid the bills and if that didn’t work out, there were usually security gigs we could pick up.  We had done just about everything from running drugs to beating the fuck out of strangers in the underground fight clubs, but it had been a while since we delved into anything illegal.  Ninety days in county for a joint before Nevada legalized weed was enough for me to realize how much I valued my freedom.

      “So, are you ready for another random side-bet?”  Cole lifted the glass of whiskey to his lips and grinned.

      “It’s your turn, so I don’t really have a say in it, do I?  Just follow the rules.  Don’t be trying any of that stupid shit you tried last time.”  I glared at him and sipped my beer.

      Side-bets were a form of entertainment for us.  We never bet money—not directly, at least.  We had a lot more fun betting other things.  Usually it was something simple, but Cole loved to push the envelope.  As long as it didn’t break the rules, I had to accept the bet and the stakes.  He’d have to do the same when it was my turn.  There was a time when our bets had no limits, but once we got older, we had to institute a few rules.  I wasn’t willing to walk into a convenience store and try to steal a pack of smokes like I did when I was fourteen.  Cole didn’t seem to give a shit, he just liked pushing things as far as he could.  He had already started drinking, so that didn’t bode well for whatever dastardly deed his filthy mind could cook up.

      “Her.”  Cole extended his hand and pointed at a curvy blonde that was dragging her luggage towards the front desk of the Bellagio.  “I want to fuck her.”

      “Okay, she’s hot.”  I nodded and watched her ass sway as she walked.  “But that’s a statement, not a bet.”

      “I bet you can’t get her to fuck me.”  Cold looked in my direction for a moment and then his eyes returned to the gorgeous goddess at the desk.

      “So now I’m picking up bitches for you?”  I raised my eyebrows.  “I thought you were proud of your game.”

      “I am, but she looks like a challenge.  I’ll make it worth your while, though.  I bet you can’t get her to fuck both of us.”  He chuckled under his breath and drained his whiskey.

      “Hmm.”  I scratched my chin with my finger.  “What are the stakes?”

      “Obviously the stakes are her—look at her.”  Cole turned his head towards me with a bewildered look on his face.  “What more do you want?”

      “Fine.”  I exhaled sharply and nodded.  “What the fuck are you going to make me do if I can’t convince her?”

      “You gotta take my sister for another ride on the Ryker train.”  A grin spread across Cole’s lips.

      “Seriously?”  I sighed and shook my head.  “I fucked her like two months ago.”

      “Yeah, and she misses you.  Either way, you get your dick wet, right?  The bet and the stakes are both within the boundaries of the rules.”  Cole picked up his drink and tilted his head.  “Right?”

      “They are.”  I continued staring at the blonde woman that had become my target.  “But after this, I want a new rule.  No more repeats.  Your sister is going to think I fucking love her if you keep sending me to her house as punishment.”

      “Punishment?  Come on, that’s my sister you’re talking about.”  Cole pretended to be offended, but he knew exactly what I meant.

      Cole’s sister wasn’t a bad looking chick, but she had been around the block a few times.  She bounced back from her cocaine habit with four kids trailing behind her, and didn’t even know who fathered two of them.  I swore I wouldn’t even stop by for a quick fuck after one of them asked if I was their daddy, but I still found myself back in her bed a couple of weeks later.  Cole knew how his sister felt about me and he knew I didn’t want to keep toying with her.  The instant I saw more than a hint of lust in her eyes, I was done.  I had only been back once since then, and it was after I lost one of our side-bets.  It pissed me off that Cole would even suggest it again, but it was within the rules so I was stuck.

      Okay, I guess I have to convince this girl to fuck the both of us.  I should at least get her name.

      I walked towards the front desk, still staring at the curve of her ass.  She appeared to be alone, but I wasn’t sure if that was a good thing or not.  Vegas wasn’t just a simple tourist trap.  It was the tourist trap.  People showed up from all over the world to live out their sinful fantasies, and if she came alone, it might not be dick she craved.  The bet was made, though, so I had to at least try.  She finished checking out and started walking towards the elevators before I got close enough to hear the desk clerk say her name.  I knew where she was staying at least, although the Bellagio was a big hotel.  I walked close enough to see a sparkle in her beautiful emerald eyes as she passed by me. She noticed me too, and smiled before looking down at the floor.

      Fucking hell—I don’t want to share her with anyone.  I want her all to myself.  If it was anyone but Cole, I’d just lose the bet on purpose so I could take my shot.

      Everything about her was perfect.  Her eyes might as well have been gems carved and carefully placed.  She had soft, pouty lips that just begged to kissed with the kind of kiss that lasted for hours.  Her tits weren’t enormous, but they were big enough to squeeze.  Just the sight of her was enough to make my dick hard in my pants.  I watched until she was out of sight and then turned towards the bar area where Cole was sitting.  He had a smug smile on his face.  He was going to get to fuck the gorgeous unnamed goddess without putting in an ounce of work.  I was like a predator when I set my sights on something.  He knew that.  There was no way I would give up until I had a taste.

      I don’t know what fantasy she’s looking for in Vegas, but she’s going to end up in my bed before she leaves Sin City.
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      I was in Vegas.  It was really happening.  The room they put me up in at the Bellagio was simply amazing.  There was a mini-bar with everything I could imagine.  I’m sure most people have been thrilled about the alcohol, but I was more excited to see all of the soda and energy drinks.  The list of prices was enough to make my stomach do a somersault, though, so I decided not to let it tempt me.  The same marbled floors from the lobby were in my hotel room, and a sign said they were heated.  That intrigued me enough to remove my shoes and I smiled when I felt the heated marble underneath my feet.  I wanted to go downstairs and explore the casino, but I decided to unpack first.

      Becca would have absolutely loved this place.  I wish she was here to see it with me.  Oh well—her loss.

      Everything about the hotel room was just as exciting as the heated floors.  There was a shower that doubled as a sauna, a huge tub that might as well have been a swimming pool compared to the one at home, and so much room in the bathroom I could have safely done a backflip without hitting anything.  The bedroom had sheer curtains that allowed me to see the Vegas Strip and a shield behind them that could turn the room pitch black.  A king sized bed was in the middle of the room and it was so soft that I wanted to just sink into the mattress for a long nap.  I fought against the urge, got everything unpacked, and put my shoes back on.  I was practically shaking with excitement when I grabbed my purse and headed back downstairs to look around the casino.

      Okay, I can’t spend too much, but I should at least be able to say that I gambled once while I was in Las Vegas.

      The casino itself was like a kaleidoscope with bright, vivid colors coming at me from all directions.  The slot machines looked intriguing and as I walked by them, I saw several people winning money.  I knew winning money was unlikely, and the odds weren’t in my favor, but I still wanted to try.  They looked more interesting than the rest of the games.  I had never played poker or blackjack, so they were definitely not an option.  I took a quick trip to the ATM, got some money, and looked for a slot machine that didn’t cost very much to play.  After a couple of trips around the floor, I found a penny slot and took a seat.  I fed it a twenty-dollar bill and stared as the game started.

      “You’ll have to bet more than a penny if you want to win anything.”  A man took a seat beside me and pointed at the button that would increase my bet.

      “Ah, that’s how they get you.”  I chuckled and nodded.  “They advertise that you can play for a penny, but want you to put in a whole lot more.”

      “Yep.”  He put a twenty in his machine and hit the button for the maximum bet, which ate up forty cents with a single spin.

      “Is it your first time in Vegas?”  The man looked over at me and smiled.

      “Yeah.”  I looked at him and nodded.  “Is it that obvious?”

      “A little.”  He chuckled and extended his hand.  “I’m Ryker.”

      “Aurora.”  I took his hand and shook it.  “I take it you’ve been here before?”

      “You could say that.”  He nodded quickly.  “I live here.”

      “Oh!  Wow, that’s really cool.  I couldn’t imagine living in a place like this.  I grew up in a small town in the middle of Tennessee.”  I hit the button to maximize my bet and watched my money disappear.

      “It’s a wild place, that’s for sure.”  He chuckled and hit the button on his machine.

      I continued to gamble away the money I put in the machine, but I let my eyes wander to the guy next to me with a few quick glances.  He was incredibly attractive—actually, that was an understatement.  He was hot-as-sin.  He was tall, tanned, and had a powerful frame that looked like it could lift a truck.  His shoulders were broad, his chest was thick, and his forearms were almost as big as my calves.  Each time he reached out to hit the button on his machine, I got a glimpse of his tattoos, which covered each muscular arms in beautiful ink.  I had certainly never seen a man like him in my home town.  Even a quick glance was enough to make me tingle and think dirty thoughts no virgin should have in her head.

      “Would the two of you like a drink?”  A waitress walked up with an empty tray in her hand.

      “Yeah, I’ll take a Bud Light.”  Ryker nodded and looked over at me.  “What do you like to drink?”

      “Oh—um.  Could I have a water?”  I raised my eyebrows and smiled.

      “Sure, coming right up.”  She walked towards the bar in the middle of the casino floor.

      “The drinks are free, you know.  You can indulge yourself a little bit.”  Ryker chuckled and hit the button on his machine.

      “Free?  Wow.”  I blinked in surprise.

      “Yep, get drunk and spend money—that’s what they want.”  He turned towards me in his seat and stopped playing on his slot machine.

      “I don’t know about getting drunk, but it seems like this machine is going to take money?”  I leaned back and nodded.  “Even if it is fun to watch it disappear.”

      “What brings you to Sin City?”  Ryker smiled and tilted his head.  “Business or pleasure?”

      “I’m just here on vacation.  I won a trip for two, but my sister bailed on me, so I decided not to waste it.”  I shrugged and sighed.

      “Oh, you’re here alone?”  Ryker’s smile got a wider.

      “Yeah.”  I nodded, but immediately felt a bit of concern in my stomach.

      Maybe I shouldn’t have admitted that.

      “Here are your drinks.”  The waitress walked up with a beer and a bottle of water.

      “Thank you.”  I smiled and took my water.

      “Appreciate it.  Here—this is for you.”  Ryker dropped five dollars on her tray.

      Oh crap, I was probably supposed to tip.  I’ll have to remember that next time.

      “What’s on the agenda for your first trip to Vegas?”  Ryker sipped his beer and turned back towards me.

      “I don’t know.”  I shrugged and twisted the top off my water.  “I just got here, but I’m planning to do a couple of tours and see a few shows.  I can already say that I’ve gambled, so that’s one thing off my list.”

      “Yeah, this place is cool, but you should gamble on Fremont Street if you want the real experience.  Plus, you can see Vegas Vic.”  Ryker sipped his beer again and smiled.

      “That’s the cowboy, right?”  I tilted my head to the side.  “The one from all the movies?”

      “Yep, plus there are a few of the old casinos still down there.  People say they have better luck with those machines anyway when they’re playing slots.”  Ryker nodded and put his beer beside the slot machine.

      “Yeah, I’ll definitely have to check that out.”  I nodded and smiled.  “Thank you.”

      “Well, actually—my buddy and I are heading down there in a little bit if you want to see Vegas with some locals.”  He motioned to the bar.  “That’s Cole.  He’s drinking his money away instead of gambling it.”

      “I thought the drinks were free?”  I raised my eyebrows inquisitively.

      “They are when you’re gambling, but they make sure you lose a little money before they offer you anything.”  Ryker chuckled and turned back to his slot machine.  “All right, I got a few more spins before I’m done.”

      The man sitting at the bar was just as attractive as Ryker.  He had a similar build, with the same shredded physique and a lot of ink.  I hadn’t noticed Cole before, but once Ryker pointed him out, I realized he was watching us as he sipped his drink.  The voice in my head was telling me to proceed with caution, but I also heard my sister’s voice, reminding me not to ignore guys that were hitting on me.  Was that what Ryker was doing?  Was the invitation to go with them to Fremont Street his way of letting me know he wanted to spend more time with me?  I wished I had more experience with that sort of thing.

      What if this is my one opportunity to actually hang out with someone and have fun while I’m here?  Do I really want to waste it?  Ryker is so freaking hot—guys like him never talk to me…

      “Okay, I’m tapped out.”  Ryker picked up his beer and finished it.

      “Yeah, it’s looking like I’m not going to walk away with any money here.”  I chuckled and nodded.

      “So what do you say?  Want to go with us?”  Ryker stood up and looked down at me.

      I shouldn’t—but I’m going to.

      “Yeah, sure.”  I nodded and I stood up from the slot machine.  “You can be my tour guide.”

      “I’d love to.”  A smile spread across Ryker’s face.  “Let me grab Cole before he orders another drink.”

      I was playing with fire. I might have lived a sheltered life, but I knew gambling wasn’t the only reason Vegas was called Sin City.  I envisioned myself letting go of my inhibitions, but I didn’t exactly picture myself hanging out with two smoking hot guys.  What if Ryker wanted more?  I couldn’t do anything like that.  I had managed to make it through high school and college without losing my virginity—mostly because I didn’t really have an option to do so, but that wasn’t the point.  I certainly couldn’t lose it to a random guy I met in Vegas, no matter how attractive he was.  My hesitation didn’t stop me from watching as he walked over to Cole.  It didn’t stop me from feeling a tingle when his dark colored eyes looked my way.

      We’re just three people hanging out.  That’s all this is.

      “Aurora, this is Cole.”  Ryker walked back over with his friend in tow.

      “It’s very nice to meet you.”  I nodded to him and smiled.

      “The pleasure is mine—trust me.”  Cole grinned and then turned to Ryker.  “Okay, so we’re headed downtown, right?”

      “Yep, let’s show this beautiful young lady our favorite part of Las Vegas.”  Ryker nodded and smiled.

      Beautiful?  Me?

      I felt safer taking an Uber, and I was happy when Ryker and Cole were receptive to the idea.  I wanted to hang out with them, but I wasn’t quite comfortable with the idea of following them to their car.  I looked out the window as the driver took us downtown.  Everything about the Strip excited me.  There were too many casinos and attractions for me to see everything in a week.  Especially if I was going to take a day trip to the Grand Canyon and then spend most of another one visiting the Hoover Dam.  There would be plenty left unseen when I finally had to leave.  I was just happy to be there.  I wished my sister was sitting beside me to take in the grandeur, but she made her choice.

      “There’s Vegas Vic.”  Ryker pointed out the window.

      “Oh wow, that’s so cool.”  I smiled and looked up at the iconic neon cowboy.

      “Let’s start at the Golden Nugget.”  Cole looked over at me.  “You’ll probably recognize it from a few movies.”

      “Okay, that sounds good.”  I nodded and continued to be the most doe-eyed tourist on the planet.
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      I was glad we left the Bellagio.  It was Ryker’s favorite place to hang out, when he wasn’t on Fremont Street, but there were a few regulars I didn’t want to see—mainly because I owed them money.  It started as a small loan from a shark when I was running short one month.  I paid back what I borrowed the first time, but I got greedy and went back for more.  I was on what I thought was a good streak and wanted to capitalize on it.  I should have known better.  The cards always lose their magic eventually.  I borrowed more to try and win back what I lost, which was even bigger mistake.  I had been paying the money back slowly, but that kept my pockets light.  It was better if I avoided our next conversation until I had some money in my pocket to make sure the loan shark didn’t think I was trying to screw him over.

      I also didn’t want Ryker to find out how much I owed.  The two of us had done a good job of staying on the right side of the law for several years.  I was pretty sure I would have to do something illegal to clear my debt at some point, and I didn’t want to drag him into it with me.  We were closer than brothers and if he knew I was in trouble, he wouldn’t hesitate to help.  It wasn’t fair to shoulder him with my problems when he had worked so hard to get us out of the illegal shit in the first place.  We swore that part of our lives was over and if I had to risk my freedom, I wasn’t going to risk his in the process.

      What I really needed was a distraction.  The beautiful Aurora was the most distracting woman I had seen in a long time, and exactly what I needed.  The instant I saw her, I knew I had to do more than stare.  She was stunning with a body that made me rethink my vision of perfection.  Her curves needed to be caressed, teased, and touched.  Her pouty lips needed to be wrapped around my cock.  I wanted to be make her squirm and then listen to her scream.  I could have probably gotten what I wanted without Ryker’s help, but it was a lot more fun to share.  Sharing kept things in check and made sure there was no emotional attachment.  I did that dance once and never would again.

      “Okay, let’s get some drinks and find something fun to do.”  I looked over at Aurora. “Do you play cards?”

      “No, I’ve never played any games that required money.” She shook her head back and forth.

      “The slot machine was fun, though.”  She looked towards the line of machines that were lit up with bright neon lights.

      “All right, slots it is.  The drinks will be free over there, at least once we lose a little money.”  I chuckled and walked over to the first machine.

      Slots were boring and a waste of money, but it was better to let Aurora pick our entertainment.  After all, the only entertainment I really cared about was her.  Aurora had a certain shyness about her.  It was cute and made me want her even more.  I just had to play it cool and let Ryker work his magic.  I knew I was an asshole for making my sister the punishment if he failed to seduce Aurora, but I also knew it would motivate him more than anything else.  There was a time when I thought he would marry my sister, but she changed a lot while we were away serving our country.  She seemed to still have a thing for him, but he no longer felt anything for her except nostalgia over what might have been.  It was a weakness, and while it was a dick move, I was willing to do anything to have the gorgeous blonde in my bed once I saw her.

      “I’m just losing money here like I was at the Bellagio.”  Aurora sighed and stared at the screen.

      “They’re a lot more fun once you start drinking.”  Ryker held up his beer and smirked.  “Are you really going to spend your entire vacation drinking water?”

      “Truthfully?”  She looked at Ryker and grimaced.  “I’ve never actually drank alcohol before.”

      “What!?”  My eyes nearly bulged out of my head and I barely kept my whiskey from spewing all over the slot machine.  “Never?”

      “You have to be shitting me.”  Ryker chuckled and shook his head.  “Not even for your twenty-first birthday?”

      “I celebrated turning twenty-one sitting across from my parents and eating cake.”  She shrugged and looked down at the floor.  “I’ve been… sheltered.”

      Well, this just got a lot more intriguing.

      “Okay, I can’t stand for this.”  Ryker held up his hand.  “You’re going to have a drink.  I insist.”

      “Maybe she’s a Bible thumper or something.”  I recovered from nearly spitting out my drink and smirked.  “She’s got an accent like one.”

      “I was supposed to have my first drink in Vegas with my sister.”  Aurora lifted her head and swallowed hard.  “Have you guys ever seen The Hangover?”

      “Yeah, I think everyone in Vegas has seen that movie at least once.”  Ryker nodded and chuckled.

      “My sister and I always planned to go up on the roof of Caesar’s Palace and recreate the scene.  Minus the drugs.”  She sighed and shook her head.  “Anyway, yeah.  I was saving it for a big moment.  That was our favorite movie about Vegas.”

      “Let’s do it.”  Ryker looked at me and then back to Aurora.

      “I’m down.”  I nodded quickly.  “We might have to sneak up there, but why not?”

      “Seriously?”  A slight grin formed on Aurora’s lips.

      “Fuck yeah.”  Ryker reached over and patted her hand.  “This is your vacation—if that’s what you want to do, then we’ll make it happen.”

      “All right, let’s see a few more sights, lose a little more money, and then we’ll head back to the Strip.”  I lifted my whiskey and took a sip.

      We spent the rest of the afternoon showing Aurora all of the main attractions on Fremont Street.  It was fun, but I was anxious to get back to the Strip.  A little alcohol would definitely help loosen Aurora up and then things would be headed in the right direction.  I struggled to keep my eyes off her as we wandered around.  Her ass was a perfect upside down heart, and the way it pressed against her jeans when she walked made my balls twinge.  Her tits were magnificent, although I wished her t-shirt was just a little bit tighter so I could see the curve along the bottom.  There was marvel behind her emerald green eyes as she took in the sights, and they flickered when she laughed.

      “I guess that’s about it.”  Ryker put his hands on his hips and looked around.  “Unless you want to do the zip line.”

      “Uh, no.”  Aurora quickly shook her head.  “I’m not that brave.”

      “Then let’s head back to the Strip and find a liquor store.”  I looked at Aurora.  “Are you ready to take that shot?”

      “Yeah, I think so.”  A huge smile spread across her face.

      “Perfect, let’s do it then.”  Ryker leaned forward and looked down the street.  “I don’t see a cab…”

      “I’ll just get us another Uber.”  Aurora pulled out her cell phone and tapped the screen.  “They gave me a bunch of credits when I signed up for the service, so I might as well use them.”

      On the way back to the Strip, Aurora told us more about her life in Tennessee, her sister, and the plans they made when they were kids.  By the time the Uber driver dropped us off at the liquor store, I was feeling bad about the bet.  Aurora wasn’t just some random girl on a fantasy vacation that might be looking to hook up.  She was simply lonely.  That was the only reason she agreed to go with us in the first place.  She was just trying to have fun.

      “Why don’t you go in there and pick something out.”  I motioned towards the liquor store.  “You’ve never even had your ID checked, right?”

      “No.”  She smiled and shook her head.  “Okay, I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

      “Oh man, this might have been a mistake.”  I reached into my pocket and pulled out a pack of cigarettes, quickly lighting one up.

      “You’re the one that made the bet.”  Ryker raised his eyebrows and shrugged.

      “I think I should call it off.”  I walked over to the wall and leaned against it.  “I bet she’s a virgin.”

      “You think?”  Ryker chuckled and nodded.  “Her cherry is so red it’s about to fall of the vine.”

      “Fuck!”  I took a drag and exhaled a stream of smoke.  “I can’t believe a woman that fucking hot has never been touched before.”

      “So are you going to call it off?  You made the bet so you’re the only one that can.  I mean, we can still hang out with her and show her a good time, but we aren’t going to pry those panties off without a lot of booze and a crowbar.”  Ryker raised his eyebrows and shrugged.  “I mean, I’ll lay it on thick if I have to, but I’m not going to feel good about it.”

      “Yeah, it’s over.”  I nodded and sighed.  “Let’s do the shot and get her back to the Bellagio.”

      I was an asshole and that was never going to change, but I couldn’t take advantage of a innocent young woman like that.  Aurora was beyond sheltered.  There was a part of me that wanted to rip the roof off the shelter and pop her delicious cherry, but it wasn’t fair.  She deserved something better than two horny ex-Marines looking to get laid.  I finished my cigarette and tossed it to the curb when I saw her walk out of the liquor store.  She had a bottle of Jägermeister and a pack of plastic shot glasses.  A huge smile was spread across her face.  She was truly happy.  Just seeing that would have to be enough.

      Why did I have to decide to be a decent guy now?  Damn, she’s so fucking hot—irresistible even—yet I have to do just that.  I have to resist every bit of the temptation I feel.
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      Leaving the Bellagio with Ryker and Cole turned out to be the best decision I had made since I arrived in Vegas—not that I had been there long enough to make very many decisions.  My sister wasn’t there to share my Caesar’s Palace rooftop experience, but I wasn’t going to have to miss out on it after all.  I would have never been brave enough to go up there on my own.  I felt better about Ryker and Cole after spending the day with them.  Ryker seemed to be extremely sweet and the more time I spent with him, the dirtier my thoughts got.  I wondered what his lips tasted like and how they felt when he kissed.  I wasn’t brave enough to find out on my own, but I wouldn’t have resisted if he tried.

      Cole had a bit of edge to him, but he didn’t set off any alarm bells.  He was certainly hot—smoldering, even.  If I met him first, I might have been having those same dirty thoughts about him instead.  Ryker had just locked me in a trance before I had a chance.  I hated that I was so timid and shy.  I had no idea how to flirt or show Ryker that I was interested without just coming out and saying it.  Then what?  I couldn’t exactly fall in love with him.  When my week in Vegas was over, I would never see him again.  I probably wouldn’t even see him again after the day was over.  If I wasn’t brave enough to kiss him, I certainly wasn’t brave enough to lose my virginity and have a vacation fling.  My imagination would have to do, because the tingle between my legs wasn’t going to go away until I gave it some attention, even if that attention was just my finger when I got back to the Bellagio.

      “All right, so we’re going to have to get through the secured area, it looks like.”  Ryker walked up and motioned with his hand.

      “This will be just like the Marines.”  Cole chuckled and nodded.

      “Are we going to get in trouble?”  I raised my eyebrows in concern.

      “No, cause we aren’t going to get caught.”  Ryker nudged me with his elbow.  “Okay, come on—follow me.”

      Ryker carefully plotted his path across the secured area, which had several security guards between us and the door that would take us to the roof of Caesar’s Palace.  I quickly realized that there was no way in the world Becca and I would have been able to make it up there on our own.  Ryker and Cole were like something out of an action movie, though.  They pulled me around corners, tugged me into doorways that required us to press our bodies together to avoid detection, and before I knew it, we were closing in on the door.  My head was spinning and I hadn’t even had a drink yet.

      “Shit.”  Cole stopped when we got to the door.  “There’s an alarm.”

      “Can you disable it?”  Ryker looked over his shoulder to make sure nobody was coming.

      “Yeah, I can.  Give me a second.”  Cole reached into his pocket and pulled out a knife that he quickly flicked open.

      “Uh, wait.  It’s not that important.  I don’t want us to end up in jail.”  I looked at them with a worried expression on my face.

      “We’ll be fine.  Cole used to dismantle IEDs in Afghanistan. He can make quick work of a hotel door alarm.”  Ryker chuckled and looked over his shoulder again.  “But hurry up.”

      “I’m hurrying.”  Cole pushed his knife into the side of the door and grunted when he yanked it back towards him.  “Okay, the wire is cut.  Let’s do this.”

      My heart was practically beating out of my chest when Cole pushed the door open, but we were greeted with silence.  The alarm didn’t go off.  The three of us rushed up the stairs and then I felt the cool breeze on my face.  The view from the top of Caesar’s Palace was breathtaking.  It was everything I imagined and more, even if Becca wasn’t standing by my side.  I walked close to the edge and looked down at the Strip.  There couldn’t have been a better view in all of Las Vegas.  I could see everything.  I turned back towards them with a huge smile on my face, feeling adrenaline still coursing through my veins.  Ryker twisted the top off the Jägermeister and poured three shots.  Cole took one and he extended his hand towards me with the second one.  I walked over and took it, wrinkling my nose when the harsh licorice scent filled my nostrils.

      “That smells awful.”  I looked at the shot and blinked.  “Do people actually like this stuff?”

      “Uh, you picked it.”  Cole chuckled and then his eyes opened wide.  “Oh, you picked it because of the movie—I got it.  Yeah, I would say it’s an acquired taste.”

      “It does mix well with Red Bull, though.”  Ryker held up his shot.  “Okay, here’s to Aurora’s first shot.”

      “And possibly the last.”  I grimace and lifted the plastic shot glass to my lips.

      It burned.  Oh, how it burned.  It was like swallowing fire that tried to suffocate me before it let me die in the flames.  It hit my stomach like lava churning in a volcano and my eyes opened wide with surprise.  I thought it was going to come right back up, but by some miracle, it stayed below my esophagus.  The aftertaste was nothing short of miserable.  It tasted like someone had fed me rotten Twizzlers that wanted desperately to linger on my taste buds for eternity.  Ryker and Cole stared at me for a moment as I tried to process all of the sensations, then Ryker cracked a smile.  A couple of seconds later, I felt something else—it reminded me of a runner’s high without being sore.

      “So, ready for another one?”  Ryker held up the bottle.

      “I don’t know—I don’t think I can handle that taste again.”  I grimaced and felt my stomach flip when I looked at the bottle.

      “We can always go down to the bar and get a mixed drink that would sit a little better on your stomach.”  Cole nodded and shrugged.

      “No.”  I turned back and looked at the breathtaking view.  “Let’s do another shot.”

      “Now we’re talking.”  Ryker walked over and refilled my plastic shot glass.

      The second shot was a little better than the first, but it still wasn’t enjoyable going down.  I could definitely feel something.  There was a warm feeling in my stomach and the world just looked more vivid.  I stared at the lights on the Strip and I felt like a kid, seeing something marvelous with eyes that could understand grandeur in a whole different way.  The feeling seemed to get more intense after a couple of minutes.  The aftertaste wasn’t gone completely, but the the agony was.  I liked what I felt.  I had no idea why people criticized it so much.  It was euphoria on a level that I didn’t know could exist.

      “Okay, I want another one.”  I turned back towards Ryker and Cole.

      “Easy now.”  Ryker’s eyes narrowed.  “You need to take it slow.”

      “Yeah.”  Cole nodded and smiled.  “It can go from great to vomit before you even realize it’s going to happen.”

      “Just one more.”  I walked over and held out my shot glass.

      “This is definitely the last one.”  Ryker tilted the bottle and the dark liquor filled the shot glass to the rim.  “Cole, are you going to join us?”

      “Sure.”  Cole sighed and I poured him a shot.

      “Bottoms up!”  I lifted the shot glass and sent the violent liquid down my throat.

      There was something else going on inside me—something strange.  I looked at Ryker and he wasn’t just hot, he was irresistible.  The slight tingle I had felt earlier became so intense that I felt like my body was on fire with a desire that was almost vulgar.  I could actually feel lust.  It wasn’t just a feeling—it was an emotion.  An emotion that made my panties wet.  Courage surged through my veins.  I dropped the shot glass and walked up to him.  He tilted his head in confusion.  I wanted him to kiss me—I really wanted him to kiss me.  I didn’t want to be the sheltered virgin afraid of being desired—too naive to even see it when a guy was interested in me.  I had seen that in Ryker.  I knew that because I was seeing it burn in his eyes again as he stared at me.

      Please make a move before this wears off.
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      “Okay, I think we should get you back to the Bellagio.”  I put the Jägermeister back in the bag and motioned to Cole.

      “We’re leaving already?”  A look of disappointment spread across Aurora’s face.  “Can’t we do just one more—it can be the last one.”

      “We already had the last one.”  Cole nodded and walked closer.  “Let’s get you back to your hotel before you do something you’ll regret tomorrow morning.”

      I should have never given Aurora three shots.  We came to the roof of Caesar’s Palace to do one shot so she could have her moment, but we had taken it too far.  We were moving into dangerous territory.  I wasn’t really sure how much of an effect three shots would actually have on her.  I felt it, but I had been drinking for years.  I wasn’t sure if the look in her eyes was lust trying to force its way out or purely driven by the buzz.  I had been with drunk girls before.  Taking one home usually wasn’t a problem because they knew what they wanted before the alcohol touched their lips.

      “Please.”  She pushed her bottom lip out and looked up at me.  “I want the full Vegas experience.”

      “You have no idea what that even means.”  Cole walked over to the door and pulled it open.

      “I’ll tell you what.  If you still want another shot when we get back to the Bellagio, you can have one more.”  I motioned to the door.

      “Okay.”  She smiled and nodded.  “I will, trust me.”

      I was almost certain that we were going to get caught when we tried to make our way back through the secured area.  The alcohol was definitely settling in Aurora’s veins and she couldn’t stop giggling as we walked.  When we finally passed the secured area and made it to the casino, she quickly got distracted by the lights.  I pulled her away from them before she could put any money in the slot and aimed her towards the door.  By some miracle, we made it outside and she managed to request an Uber.  Once we climbed in the back, she slid close to me and put her hand on my leg.  She had no idea what she was doing—that much was clear.

      You’re so fucking lucky I have a few morals left…

      “Can we have the shot in my hotel room?”  She looked up at me and grinned.

      “I really don’t think that’s a good idea.  Besides, I can’t just abandon Cole.  I’m his ride.”  I looked down at her tempting, begging eyes and sighed.

      “You can come too.”  Aurora turned her head towards Cole.  “We don’t have to stop the party just because I have a buzz.  It feels really good.”

      Is she literally just asking us to come back to her room and have a drink?  No, she definitely wants more.

      “You’re asking both of us to come back to your hotel room with you?”  Cole blinked and looked over at me.  “If that’s what you really want...”

      “Good, it’s settled.”  Aurora tilted her head and smiled again.

      What the fuck are you doing, Cole?  The bet is over.  This isn’t right.

      The Uber stopped in front of the Bellagio and we climbed out.  I gave Cole an ice-cold stare, but all he did was smile and shrug.  While my attention was on him, Aurora grabbed the bag out of my hand and started walking.  It took me a second to realize that she was unscrewing the cap off the Jägermeister.  Before I could catch up with her, she had already turned the bottle up and drank what equated to more than one shot.  Her face twisted into a look of disgust as it went down her throat, but then her smile returned.  I took the bottle from her and grunted as I put the cap back on.  Cole caught up with us and put his arm around Aurora, leading her towards the hotel.  She looked back at me and motioned with her head, still smiling.

      Cole, you fucking asshole.

      There was no way I was going to let Cole go to her hotel room without me.  He might have been closer than any family I ever had, but he usually treaded the line of morality a lot closer than I did.  I was surprised he called off the bet when he realized Aurora was a virgin.  I half expected him to decide that made her a better prize.  Whatever brief glimpse of virtue he felt when he called off the bet had definitely been stifled by the alcohol.  It was hard for me to control my urges, because I wanted Aurora the worst kind of way.  I just couldn’t take advantage of her.  They stayed ahead of me when we got to the lobby.  Pulling them apart would have created a scene.  I followed them to the elevators which were away from the crowd and grabbed his arm.

      “Okay, I think Aurora can get back to her room on her own from here.  No reason to have that drink now that she tried to guzzle the whole bottle.”  I tugged on his arm until he was facing me.

      “No, come on.”  Aurora words were slurred as she spoke.  “Don’t you want to hang out with me for a little while?  I don’t want to be alone.”

      “Yeah.”  Cole pulled his arm away from my grasp.  “She doesn’t want to be alone.”

      Great—I can’t leave her alone with Cole tonight.  He will definitely give her a night to remember and one she will likely regret.
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      The next day

      I woke up with an intense stabbing sensation behind my eyes that was amplified by the morning sun.  My eyes were blurry and they ached.  I searched my memories, trying to remember how I got back to my hotel room.  The last thing I remembered was climbing out of the Uber outside the Bellagio.  I shifted on the bed and I noticed a lump next to me.  I wasn’t alone!  I leaned to the side and my stomach did a somersault when I saw Ryker’s face underneath the folded sheet.  My mouth fell open in shock and I swallowed hard as I scooted to the edge of the bed.  I looked down.  I was wearing my t-shirt from the day before, but my jeans were on the floor.  I nervously lifted my t-shirt to look beneath it.

      I’m still wearing my panties.  That’s a good sign.  Right?  Oh god, what the heck did I do last night?

      “Ryker.”  I leaned back across the bed and shook him with my hand.  “Ryker, wake up.”

      “What?”  I heard a groan and he pushed away the sheet.

      He isn’t wearing a shirt.  Where is his shirt?

      “What happened last night?  We didn’t—please tell me we didn’t—do it.”  I felt my lip trembling as a horrified expression spread across my face.

      “We didn’t do it?”  Ryker chuckled and sat up in the bed, pushing away the sheet to reveal boxer shorts.  “No, we didn’t fuck.  Not that you would have complained if we did.  I practically had to beat you off with a stick.”

      “Why are you in my bed?”  I grabbed the sheet and wrapped it around my waist.

      “I needed somewhere to sleep and Cole was on the couch.”  Ryker stood up and scratched his head.  “Fuck, you really don’t remember?”

      “I did a few shots.”  I squinted and tried to remember.  “Then we were coming here to have another drink—oh gosh.  I took the bottle from you…”

      “Yep.”  Ryker exhaled sharply.  “Then you tried to fuck Cole.  When I pulled you off him, you tried to fuck me.”

      “No!”  My fell open in shock.  “I wouldn’t do that!”

      “Apparently alcohol makes you really, really horny.”  Ryker chuckled and nodded.  “Lucky for you, I’m not a fan of girls that pass out in my arms in the middle of a kiss.”

      “Wait—we kissed?”  I blinked and felt my heart racing.

      I had my first kiss and I don’t even remember it?

      “Like I said—alcohol makes you horny.”  Ryker nodded and smirked.  “How’s your head?”

      “It freaking hurts!”  I shook my head and grimaced.  “I’m just losing my mind right now and I can’t think about that!”

      “Well, you’ll have all day to sleep it off.  Let me wake up Cole and we’ll be on our way.  I didn’t feel right leaving you here by yourself last night.”  Ryker stood to his feet and reached for his jeans.

      Dang, he’s so gorgeous.  I’m not surprised that drunk me tried to sleep with him, but Cole?  Why would I go after him first instead of Ryker?

      “Wait—do you really have to go?”  I swallowed hard and sighed.  “I had a lot of fun yesterday.”

      “Okay, I’m going to level with you.”  Ryker slid on his jeans and walked around the bed.  “Cole and I haven’t been entirely honest.  You have a right to know the truth.”

      “What?”  I tilted my head to the side.

      “It was no accident that I sat down beside you at the slot machine yesterday…”  Ryker looked down at the floor and sighed.

      My aching head started to spin as I listened to Ryker’s confession.  They saw me the moment I walked into the Bellagio.  I thought I remembered Ryker from the lobby, but I only saw him for a second, so I wasn’t sure.  Our meeting was far from happenstance.  I was a bet.  My stomach stopped doing somersaults and just felt sick.  I was a fool—nothing more than a toy for their amusement.  I should have known two hot guys wouldn’t spend a whole day with me unless they wanted something.  It was worse than that—they wanted to share me.  I really was the most naive girl in Vegas.  My knees felt weak and I sat down on the edge of the bed, trying to process what Ryker had told me.  My parents were right.  I never should have come to Sin City on my own.

      “So, if you just wanted to sleep with me, why didn’t you?  Obviously you had your chance last night.  If I was trying to sleep with Cole—and trying to sleep with you—why not go through with it?”  I looked over at Ryker.

      “Cole called off the bet when we stopped at the liquor store.”  Ryker exhaled sharply and shook his head.  “We realized that you weren’t exactly… experienced.”

      “You realized I was a virgin.”  I nodded in understanding.  “That’s why you wouldn’t touch me.”

      “It wouldn’t have been fair.  Look, you’re beautiful.  Fuck, you don’t even realize how hot you are.  I like you.  I won’t deny that.  I just know that you deserve better than two guys like us.”  Ryker reached for his shirt and slid it over his muscular frame as he stood.

      I should just let him go—especially after everything he told me.  God, why does that make me want him more?

      “Wait.”  I slowly stood.  “You can’t leave yet.”

      “Why is that?”  He narrowed his eyes and stared at me.

      “You were my first kiss and I don’t remember it.”  I walked closer to him.  “I want to remember the first man I kissed.  You owe me that much.”

      The pounding in my head was numbed as I stared into Ryker’s eyes.  He made me tingle so much I could feel it resonating through my whole body.  I should have hated him after what he told me, but I didn’t.  It made me like him even more.  He was a good man—much better than I deserved.  I was a stupid virgin running around Las Vegas and getting drunk with two guys that I barely knew.  It very well could have ended with my panties on the floor and my innocence taken.  Both of them could have used my body in every dirty way that they wanted.  They could have shared me, just like they wanted.  I wouldn’t have even remembered it.  It would have just been another mistake—another moment of innocence shattered by Sin City.

      “I stared at you for at least an hour last night while you slept—remembering these lips—wanting them again.”  Ryker brought his hand up to my face and pushed his thumb against my bottom lip.  “You’re going to remember this one.”

      Ryker slipped his hand behind my neck, pulled me close, and crushed my lips beneath his.  Fireworks exploded in my head.  I didn’t just see stars—I saw constellations.  Ryker forced his tongue into my mouth and I melted into his arms.  My body was on fire and I felt my panties getting wet.  I might have tasted him the night before, but it was buried beneath the liquor.  As far as I was concerned, I was living my first kiss, and it was amazing.  Our lips formed a seal and my head continued to spin.  It was stronger than the buzz I felt after my first drink.  I wanted more.  My hands pressed against his muscular body, wishing it was pressed against me—skin on skin. When he finally pulled away, I was breathless.

      “Holy crap.”  I looked up at him with my mouth still hanging open.  “I definitely won’t forget that one.”

      “What’s going on in here?”  I heard a voice and looked past Ryker to see Cole standing in the doorway.  “I thought she was off limits.”

      “Maybe I don’t want to be.”  I stepped past Ryker and stared at Cole.  “Ryker told me about the bet.”

      “He—told you everything?”  Cole blinked in surprise.

      “He told me how bad you wanted me—he told me that you two wanted to share me.”  I walked closer to Cole.  “I’ve heard him tell me the truth.  Why don’t you try it?”

      Ryker’s kiss had done something to me.  It made me feel more confidence than I had ever felt in my life.  I wasn’t sure what was coming over me completely, but I needed to hear the truth from Cole as well.  He stared at me for a moment, but then he started to come clean.  He admitted to seeing me in the lobby of the Bellagio.  He wanted me.  Despite his lust, his mortality had won out in the end.  He realized I was in over my head and called it off.  I couldn’t help but respect him for that.

      It was some sort of chivalry that flourished in what was originally nothing but misogyny.  I should have hated him or felt disdain, but in the end, it was my loneliness that pushed me forward.  I had so much fun with Ryker and Cole.  I also knew they would take care of me.  They didn’t push for more when I was a drunken mess.  I couldn’t imagine seeing the rest of Las Vegas with anyone else.

      “So, will the two of you spend another day with me?”  I looked back and forth between them.

      “I guess my schedule is clear.”  Ryker shrugged and smiled.  “Cole?”

      “Uh—well.  Shit.”  Cole exhaled sharply.  “I actually have something I need to take care of today, but I might be able to catch up with you later tonight.”

      “Huh?  What’s going on?”  Ryker tilted his head in confusion.  “Is there a poker game I don’t know about?”

      “No, nothing like that.”  Cold shook his head back and forth.  “It shouldn’t take me too long though, so keep your cell phone on.”

      “All right, man.”  Ryker still seemed confused, but he let it go.  “Call me when you’re done?”

      “Definitely.”  Cole nodded and walked towards the front door of my hotel room.

      “What was that about?”  I looked at Ryker with concern on my face.  “Do you think he’s upset because he saw our kiss?”

      “No, he’d tell me if that was the case.  We don’t do jealousy.  He might have a lead on a job or something—who knows.”  Ryker sighed and turned back towards me.  “I guess it’s just the two of us today.  Is that okay?”

      “Sure.”  I shrugged and nodded.  “Let me get a shower and then you can show me the rest of Las Vegas.”

      And I sure as hell won’t turn down another kiss if we get the chance.

      I climbed into the shower and let the water run through my hair.  It was relaxing and nice, especially when the water massaged my scalp, easing my pounding headache.  Even the bitterness of my first hangover wasn’t enough to completely erase the excitement I felt.  My mind spun as the kiss with Ryker replayed in my head.  I was afraid to admit how much I liked it.  It made me want more.  Ryker’s lips had set my world on fire.  In a way, I was kind of happy that Cole was busy.  Spending the day alone with Ryker intrigued me a lot more.  I hoped I hadn’t felt his lips on mine for the last time.

      What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas—right?
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      Ryker decided to shower once I was done.  Cole was already gone so we weren’t in a huge hurry.  I ordered room service and by the time he walked back into the main part of the hotel room, it had arrived.  The food quickly quelled the lingering sickness in my stomach, and I took the edge off my headache with a few Tylenol.  I checked in with my parents and confirmed I was still alive before leaving for the day with Ryker.  I wanted to hold his hand.  I wanted him to put his arm around me.  I wanted to do all of the things people in a relationship did, even if I wasn’t going to see Ryker again after I left Sin City.

      I couldn’t get the kiss out of my head.  I didn’t remember much of anything from the night before, but I would never forget the one we shared that morning.  We left the hotel and when we climbed into the back of our Uber, I reached over and took his hand.  I wasn’t sure how he would react.  I knew what I was feeling, even if it was something new that I had never felt before.  Ryker looked down at my hand for a moment, and then he extended his fingers, folding them into mine.  A slight smile spread across his face and he turned towards the window.  When we got to our first destination and the Uber rolled to a stop, he opened the door and helped me out, still holding my hand firmly in his grasp.

      “So, where are you taking me?”  I looked around and saw a building ahead of us.

      “You mentioned that you wanted to see the Grand Canyon and the Hoover Dam, right?  How about by helicopter?”  Ryker squeezed my hand and started walking towards the building.

      “Wait, you did this?”  I blinked in surprise.  “I looked into it—it’s really expensive.”

      “I have a friend who does these tours.  He gave me a discount.”  He chuckled.  “But you can’t sue him if the helicopter crashes.”

      “What?”  I stopped in my tracks.  “Seriously?”

      “No.  He’s a great pilot.”  Ryker pulled me forward.

      The view was majestic.  The only thing better than seeing the sights in person was seeing them with Ryker.  We did some hiking at the Grand Canyon, stopped for lunch, and then made our way back to the helicopter.  I couldn’t keep my eyes off him.  I was amazed by what he had done for me.  We did a quick stop at the Hoover Dam, which was awesome to see as well.  We got back to Vegas and I quickly ordered us an Uber.  There was only one place I wanted to go with Ryker—back to my hotel room in the Bellagio.  I didn’t care if our time together was nothing more than a vacation fling.  I wanted another memory that would last a lifetime, and I wanted it to be with Ryker.

      “We can wait a little while and see some of the lights on the Strip if you want.  There are plenty of places we didn’t visit last night.”  Ryker looked over at me as the Uber drove down the Strip.

      “No.”  I shook my head back and forth, leaning over until my lips were against his ear.  “I want you.”

      “Did you sneak a drink when I wasn’t looking?”  Ryker turned his head until our lips were almost touching.

      “I’m not drunk—although if you kiss me again, you probably won’t be able to tell a difference.”  I exhaled sharply and looked into his eyes.

      Ryker didn’t ask any more questions.  His lips crushed mine and he started to kiss me with even more passion than I felt earlier that morning.  I quickly tipped the Uber driver and when we got to the elevators, we started kissing as soon as the doors closed.  I knew exactly what I wanted, even if I didn’t really know Ryker.  I knew enough—he was hot-as-sin.  He was unbelievably kind—he was exactly what I needed.  We barely made it to the hotel room with our clothes still on.  The instant the door closed and we were alone, I didn’t hold back.  I pulled on his t-shirt until was over his head and then he kissed me again.  It took my breath away and when our lips finally separated, I was gasping for air.

      “I’m going to do things to you that you’ll never forget.”  Ryker grabbed the front of my jeans and pulled me close.

      “What are you waiting for?”  I continued breathing hard as my lips curled into a devious smile.

      I had never truly desired sex before.  I enjoyed the fantasy, a few moments of pleasure on my own, but nobody had ever made me want to feel the fury of true passion like Ryker.  Our bodies continued to tangle together as our clothes came off until nothing was left except our underwear.  Ryker squeezed my breasts through my bra and moved his hands around to the back.  A quick snap made my bra loose on my shoulders and it slowly sank down my arms.  He pulled it off and then pushed me back against the bed.  His hands wrapped around my panties and I felt them peeling away from my wetness.  Once they were on the floor, he started kissing down my thighs, licking and swirling his tongue as he got close to my pussy.

      “I’m going to make you cum so fucking hard.”  He pushed a finger against my clit and then his tongue started to swirl around the tight bundle of nerves.

      “Oh god!”  I grabbed the sides of my head as pleasure surged through my veins.

      Ryker’s tongue was glorious.  It danced against my clit, getting faster as it moved in a quick rotation.  I squirmed on the bed as bliss filled my entire body.  I knew it would feel good, but I had no idea that it would rock my world the instant his tongue started to pleasure me.  The fire inside me was so hot my skin felt like it was sizzling.  A pressure built up inside me that was strong—so intense I thought I was going to burst.  Ryker pushed a finger inside my pussy and it clenched on him.  He went a little deeper and I felt my hymen being stretched.  It wasn’t going to last very long.  I knew he would destroy it once he was inside me.

      “God, you’re so fucking tight.  It’s going to feel amazing when I’m inside you.”  He leaned up and smiled.

      “How long are you going to make me wait?”  I bit down on my lip and grinned.

      “Just as soon as you cum—then this tight little pussy will belong to me.”  His tongue started to swirl around my clit even faster.

      As soon as his tongue started moving again, I knew it wasn’t going to take long.  The pressure got even more intense.  It was almost painful, but it mixed with euphoria.  I wrapped my hands around the back of his head and moaned.  My body writhed against the mattress, consumed with pleasure.  The pressure got so intense my muscles tightened against my bones.  My fingernails dug into his scalp and my toes curled.  My heart was beating so hard in my chest I thought it was going to explode.  Just when I thought my muscles were going to cramp, I felt a sudden release.  The orgasm was so intense it made my vision go dark for a moment as the pleasure surged through my veins.  I moaned so loud that gasps roared from my throat.  My body shook as his tongue continued to move.

      “That feels amazing!”  I arched my back and started choking on my own breath.

      “Just wait until you feel what’s next.”  Ryker rose up between my thighs as soon as my orgasm subsided.

      Ryker leaned over the edge of the bed and returned with a condom.  He tore the package open with his teeth and slid his boxer shorts down.  His cock was enormous.  It looked like it would tear me to pieces.  Ryker unrolled the condom on his length, kicked off his boxers, and lifted my legs.  He slowly sank against me until the glans was pressed into my wetness.  It hurt when he started to stretch my pussy, but my orgasm left me so wet that my tightness was the only thing that resisted him.  He sank a little further and I felt him press against my hymen.  I tightened my jaw and grimaced when his glans went past it, shattering the barrier that stood between him and my innocence.  The skin tore and I felt even more pain when he started to stretch the area where it had been.

      “My beautiful virgin.”  He exhaled sharply and started to pull back.  “I’m going to savor every minute of this.”

      I grimaced when he started to push into me again.  It was a strange combination of pleasure and pain.  I wanted him, no matter how much it hurt.  His enormous cock stretched my pussy to accommodate his girth.  He kept going until several inches were inside me and I had adjusted to the feeling.  His hips moved a little faster and his abdominal muscles flexed against me.  The motion felt good, even if it hurt when he pushed his length deeper.  He gave me several quick thrusts that were hard enough to shake the bed and I moaned.  He was almost deep enough for his balls to graze my labia.  He pulled back and went deep again—a thrust so deep that it teased my g-spot.  My eyes opened wide and a smile spread across my face when I felt it being pleasured for the first time.

      “That felt really good.”  I bit down on my lip and moaned.

      “Just wait until you feel me hammer this pussy with everything I’ve got.”  A grin spread across his face.  “You don’t even know how good it can feel yet.”

      Each thrust got better once he was against my g-spot.  It was an entirely new sensation—one that made the fire inside me reignite.  He kept going until I finally felt our skin touch.  Ryker buried his cock deep inside me and after a few seconds of adjustment, he started to pick up the pace of his thrusts.  The pleasure magnified until I couldn’t feel an ounce of pain.  He slammed himself deep inside me several times and it was so good my eyes rolled back into my head.  The pressure I felt when his tongue was against my clit started to return, but it was even stronger than before.  I felt his dick throbbing, making the thrusts even better.

      ”You’re gonna make me cum so fucking hard!”  He clenched his jaw and I heard a growl deep in his throat.

      “Yes!”  I squealed and started to squirm on the bed when the pleasure got so intense I could barely stand it.

      His thrusts got so fast they were like thunder as they crashed into me.  The pressure inside me got so tight every muscle in my body was trying to crush my bones.  The surge of pleasure pushed me over the edge and I felt the pressure release.  The fire that coursed through my veins was like liquid bliss mixed with total euphoria.  I had a new understanding of absolute nirvana.  I was in the middle of it—loving it—wanting more.  I felt his cock start to pulsate and a loud growl erupted from his throat.  He exploded inside my pussy as the orgasm seized me from head to toe.  My pussy spasmed, massaging his length as he continued to cum.  Ryker hammered my pussy until the orgasm subsided and then he slowly withdrew.  He crashed beside me on the bed and exhaled so long it sounded like all of the air was pushed out of his lungs.

      “Fucking amazing.”  He pulled me into his arms.

      I’m not a virgin anymore…
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      I slept hard with Aurora in my arms after we were done.  When I finally woke up a couple of hours later, she was still peacefully sleeping against my chest.  I hoped she didn’t regret losing her virginity to me, but the need in her eyes was too strong for me to ignore.  She lived a sheltered life and she finally got to embrace the woman begging to escape from that prison.  It was more than just sex for me.  It was a honor.  We would always have that moment, even if our paths went in opposite directions once it was time for her to go home.  I hated that thought.  I had found myself enthralled in the arms of many women in my life, but it rarely meant anything.  I shielded myself from those feelings.  It was probably good that Aurora wasn’t going to be around for long, because she was the kind of woman I could fall for—hard.

      “I haven’t slept that good in years.”  Aurora’s eyes slowly opened and she shifted on the bed, which caused her to grimace.  “Ow—you really gave it to me good.”

      “Oh, I held back a lot.”  I looked down at her and chuckled.  “Don’t worry, it’ll get easier.”

      “I hope we get to do that again before I leave.”  She lifted her head and looked into my eyes.  “It felt really good.”

      “In that case, we’re going to do that a lot before you leave.”  I rolled to the side and put my hand on her hip.

      “I’m curious about something, though.”  Aurora scooted closer and bit down on her lip.  “What is it like to be shared?”

      “What do you mean?”  I raised my eyebrows inquisitively.

      “I don’t know.  I was just thinking about what you said—that the two of you wanted to share me.  Is that something you enjoy?  Like a fetish?”  She blinked a couple of times.

      “Not quite.”  I shook my head back and forth.  “I’ve had some bad luck when it comes to love.”

      It had been a while since I verbally dove headfirst into my emotions, my past, even—especially—Cole’s sister, but I found myself spilling everything to Aurora.  She was so easy to talk to.  Perhaps a part of it was the simplicity of what we had, the enjoyment of a moment without the promise of a future, tangled in an experience that truly did matter.  I felt like I was sitting in a confessional without the fear of judgment.  The truth was buried in there somewhere—the ability to share someone with Cole and avoid any sort of emotional tie.  It allowed us both to stay detached while enjoying the pleasure of what was right in front of us.  I needed that a lot more than Cole did.  My thoughts were conflicted more than they had been lately, especially after Cole tried to set something up that could have easily landed me back in his sister’s bed.  He had redeemed himself by calling off the bet, but it still left me a little disconnected from the man I considered a brother.

      “I guess I can understand why it’s hard for you.”  Aurora nodded and sighed.  “I didn’t expect it to be that complicated.  I thought it was just something the two of you liked to do.”

      “Why the sudden interest?  You seemed appalled by the idea this morning.”  I looked down at her again.

      “I don’t know…”  She shrugged and stared aimlessly—I could tell there was more to it than that.

      “You can be honest with me.”  I squeezed my grip and pulled her into a tighter embrace.

      “Maybe I’m having those same thoughts.”  She exhaled sharply and drew her breath again.  “You’re the first man I’ve ever been with and I’m laying here in your arms thinking stupid things.”

      “Like what?”  I raised my eyebrows inquisitively.

      “Really stupid things.  Girl things, mostly.  I know it’s dumb and just the afterglow of having sex for the first time.  I don’t want to get all gushy on you.”  She pulled away from my embrace and sat up.

      “It’s okay to feel that way.”  I sat up and wrapped my arms around her from behind.  “Your first time is supposed to be special—and it’s supposed to be with someone you really care about.  I’m sorry.”

      Fuck, I took advantage of this beautiful sheltered girl.  Why am I such an idiot?  Of course it is fucking with her emotions.

      “Don’t be sorry.  I’m not sorry at all.”  She brought a hand up and wiped underneath her eye where I saw the hint of a tear.  “I wanted it.  I wanted it more than anything else in the world.  I’m just sitting here realizing that I’ve missed out on so much.  I haven’t dated—heck, you were the first guy that I even kissed.”

      “Then I’m honored.”  I leaned forward and kissed her shoulder.  “But I’m still sorry that I pulled you into something like this when you weren’t truly ready for it.”

      “I wanted it to be nothing more than sex.  I mean, you’re amazing.  You were so nice to me.  I didn’t want to be the girl scared of having fun with someone like you.”  She shifted on the bed and looked at me.  “I knew it wouldn’t be anything more than that from the beginning.”

      “In another world, perhaps.”  I brushed a strand of hair away from her face.  “But this is Sin City, where fantasies come to life.”

      “I think I’m ready for another one.”  A slight smile formed on the edge of her lips.  “I want to be that girl—the one you wanted me to be from the beginning.”

      “What do you mean?”  I tilted my head to the side in confusion.

      “The best way to push past this is to embrace it—enjoy the moment, right?”  Her smile got a little wider.  “So, I want the two of you to share me, just like you planned.”

      Wow.  I didn’t see that coming.

      “Are you sure?”  I blinked a few times in surprise.

      “No emotional attachment.  We’re just having fun.  That’s what it is supposed to be, right?  So, I want to live in the moment like a normal person.”  She leaned forward until her lips were against my ear and she was purring.  “Share me, baby—show me how much the two of you wanted me when you saw me in the lobby.”

      “I’ll—I’ll call Cole.”  I felt my cock getting hard when her lips brushed against my ear.  “But not yet.  I want you all to myself one more time.”

      I pushed Aurora back against the mattress and stared into her eyes for a moment before grabbing another condom.  I quickly unrolled it on my dick and pushed my glans against her wetness.  Her pussy was still tight and felt amazing on my cock.  She grimaced when my length fully penetrated her, but once I started to thrust, I saw excitement on her face.  Moans started to rise up in her throat when I got some momentum.  I leaned forward and destroyed her lips with my lust, pushing them apart and forcing our tongues to intertwine.  It might be the last time I had her to myself, and I wasn’t going to waste it without tasting her delicious kiss.  My hips moved faster with every thrust and her moans got so loud that even my kiss couldn’t silence them.

      “That feels so much better than last time!  Wow!”  Aurora’s lips broke from mine and she gasped as her head rolled back against the mattress.

      Being inside Aurora—watching the pleasure stir in her eyes while her body squirmed beneath mine—it was almost intoxicating.  My hands moved along her body and it was practically sizzling against my touch.  I squeezed her nipples and teased them until they became two hard nubs.  It was hard to separate passion from the lust.  I loved the way she felt in my arms.  I wanted to devour her and keep her in my arms forever.  Those kinds of thoughts were dangerous.  They could push me past the point of enjoyment.  I tried to mentally shield my thoughts and just focus on the act—it was sex.  We weren’t making love.  We were just chasing the high and the release.  If I let myself fall over the edge into oblivion, I would never escape.  I wouldn’t be able to let her go.  She was beautiful, alluring, and everything that could make my wildest dreams flourish into reality.  I couldn’t let that happen.

      “Harder!”  She dug her fingernails in my shoulders and moaned.  “I want to feel you explode inside me.”

      “You don’t know what you’re asking for.”  I leaned against her ear and bit down on it as a growl rushed up from my throat.

      “I want it all.”  She moaned louder and I felt her body tightening underneath me.

      I slid my hands down her body and rose up between her legs.  I squeezed her thighs until I had a tight grasp and started to hammer her so hard my hips thundered against her frame.  She wanted it hard, and I could make the bed shake if she could handle it.  I wasn’t normally a rough lover, but if she wanted the fury, I could bring it.  It only took a dozen hard thrusts for her body to start quivering.  I felt her pussy spasming as the bed creaked underneath the weight of my hardest thrusts.  Her mouth opened wide and she started to squeal when the orgasm consumed her.  I wasn’t done.  I wasn’t going to stop until she was nothing but a worn out shell of spent lust.  I forced one orgasm easily and the second was a little more challenging.  I still had more in the tank—more lust to unleash against her body.  Her pussy spasmed so hard it was difficult to keep thrusting, but I pushed my limits.  The third orgasm nearly set her on fire.

      “Oh my god!”  Her body shook and she dug her nails in so tight I could feel them breaking skin.

      “Beg me to cum!”  I leaned forward and growled into ear.

      “Please!”  She purred with a weak gasp. “Please cum inside me!”

      My body was so close to a release that all it took was a couple of unbridled thrusts to make my balls tingle.  Cum surged through my shaft and filled the condom.  I kept the pace going, even after my load was starting to drain, because I felt her orgasming again.  The thrusts slammed into her g-spot and I felt ropes of cum shooting from my glans like a cannon.  Her pussy milked my shaft as she spasmed, pulling every drop of my seed into the condom.  As soon as I ejaculated, I felt my arms getting weak.  The fury had left me covered in a thin layer of sweat.  I crashed into the mattress beside her like dead weight, reaching out to pull her into my arms.  I was definitely in dangerous territory.  I wasn’t just chasing my release when I was inside her.  Our bodies melded together in shared bliss.  It was the kind of thing that could make me feel the same emotional response she was feeling after I took her virginity.

      “Give me a few minutes to catch my breath and I’ll call Cole.”  I reached out and traced her body with my fingertips.

      “Okay.”  She nodded, but her eyes remained closed.

      “I’ll warn you—he’s a bit rougher than I am.”  I exhaled and looked over at her.

      “After what you did to me, I can handle anything.”  A weak smile formed on her lips.

      “I hope you’re right.”  I let my hand fall to the bed.

      Cole may be the only thing that keeps me from falling headfirst into something she isn’t ready for—something impossible.  Sharing her will sever the emotional rope that’s trying to tie us both in a knot.

    

  



    
      
        
          
            Chapter Ten

          

          

        

    

    







            Cole

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Earlier that day

      “Fuck, it’s been a long time since I woke up with a hangover.”  I sighed as I stared at the cards on the table.  “You boys might be taking advantage of me today.”

      “Is that your latest trick?”  The man in front of me with slicked back blond hair and a Southern twang in his voice chuckled.  “You think we’re going to believe you’re too hungover to play cards?”

      “I wish.”  I sighed and lit up a cigarette.  “Okay, I call.”

      I lied to Ryker when I told him that I wasn’t leaving to play poker.  He would have tried to stop me if he knew where I was headed.  I just didn’t have a choice.  I needed to quickly double the money in my pocket so I could afford to get by and pay some of my debt.  The best place to do that was at the weekly game hosted by the Vegas Scourge MC.  It was a rough crowd, and sometimes it broke out into a fistfight if the wrong guy lost too much money, but I had to risk it.

      I didn’t need to clean them out, I just needed to score a few pots and call it a day.  I hoped that wouldn’t create too much havoc.  I had lost enough money at their table in over the years that they owed me a few good hands.  My plan was to play it smart, gamble on hands that were relatively safe, and lose a little once I had more money than I needed on my side of the table.  If I left after a few disastrous losses, they wouldn’t care that I was leaving with more money than I walked in with.

      “Interesting.”  Grit, the leader of the Vegas Scourge MC folded his hand and tossed his cards.  “I guess you’re having a lucky day, Cole.  I fold.”

      “It always turns around eventually.”  I reached out and gathered the money in front of me.  “That’s why you let me keep coming back.”

      “We let you keep coming back because we’re waiting on you to put on a jacket.”  Grit smiled and nodded.  “One day you’ll take us up on that offer.”

      “I’m just a gambler.”  I shook my head back and forth.  “I respect you and your club, but that life isn’t for me.”

      “You sure about that?”  Grit tilted his head as the cards were dealt again.  “I hear you’re in over your head with Johnny Ciampa’s crew.”

      “Word gets around, huh?”  I lifted my cards and stared at what was surely going to be a losing hand unless the flop was in my favor.  “I got it under control.”

      “Maybe, but if we’re hearing about it, you might want to watch your back.”  The blond man with the slicked back hair raised an eyebrow.  “I hear Johnny won’t be running that operation much longer with Carlos in prison.  The new boss might not be so understanding.”

      “Oh?”  I folded my hand and leaned back, taking a drag off my cigarette.  “Why is that?”

      “There’s a new guy in Vegas—a guy named Thaddeus.”  Grit turned his attention towards the other man and called his bet.  “He’s been picking up some of the slack since Carlos got locked up, and he’s not someone you want to fuck with.”

      Thaddeus—fuck.

      I knew that name and he definitely wasn’t someone I wanted to fuck with, much less owe money to.  He didn’t do much business in Las Vegas while Carlos was in control of Sin City’s criminal underground, but with Carlos gone, there was a power vacuum.  It had been a year since Carlos was arrested and things had been a bit chaotic as others scrambled to take over the things he used to control with an iron fist.  Ryker and I had put our criminal past behind us long before that, so none of it really affected us.  It seemed that I wasn’t going to be totally immune.  One thing was clear—I had to pay Johnny Ciampa everything I owed him before he answered to Thaddeus.  It would only be a matter of time.  Johnny didn’t have much of a crew, and they paid Carlos for protection so they could run their small time loan shark business.  If they didn’t have that shield, they wouldn’t be in business very long unless they were Thaddeus’ puppets.

      “I’m all in.”  Grit leaned back and smiled.  “Better have a winning hand this time, Cole.”

      And I don’t—fuck.

      “Shit.”  I nodded and took a drag off my cigarette.  “Fine, I fold.”

      “Luck ain’t on your side.”  Grit chuckled as he scooped up my money.

      “Not today it seems.”  I shrugged and tossed my next ante into the middle of the table.  “Maybe I’ll get lucky on the next hand.”

      Grit was playing as smart as I was and my plan was draining money faster than I wanted.  I drew a couple of good hands and managed to recover some of it, and then I got a good run going for a few hands after that.  Just when it looked like things were turning around, the cards fucked me a few times, and I was down again.  I spent several hours going back and forth until I got to where I needed to be with a little extra money I could lose and walk away.  There was a part of me that wanted to push my luck, but I wasn’t at the right table for that.  Grit and the other members of the Vegas Scourge MC were still smiling, even if I was taking their money, so that was a good sign.  I bet big on a losing hand, folded a few times, and finally declined the next round when the dealer started to toss the cards.

      “Okay, that’s it for me.  I might be able to pay my rent if I leave now.”  I looked around the table to judge their reaction.

      “That’s fine.”  Grit nodded and looked over at me.  “You’ll be back again—we’ll get your money the next time you sit at our table.”

      “I’ll try to bring more next time.”  I chucked and pushed up on my knuckles.

      “Why don’t you think about putting on the jacket between now and then.”  Grit winked at me.  “We could use you, especially if we have to stand against Thaddeus.”

      “Fuck, do you really think it’ll come to that—all out war?”  I raised my eyebrows in surprise.

      “It might.”  Grit sighed and nodded again.  “Carlos was a bastard, but at least he left us alone.  I don’t think Thaddeus will extend the same courtesy.”

      “I’ll think about it.”  I folded my money up and stuff it in my pocket.

      “Talk to Ryker, too—he’s not going to be able to run through the locals at the Bellagio forever.”  Grit looked at his cards and made a bet before turning back towards me.  “Tell him to come play with us at least.  It’s been a while.”

      “Will do.”  I turned towards the door and started walking.

      I knew there was no way Ryker would ever put on a MC cut, much less pledge loyalty to Grit.  Still, if there was hope, Grit might keep letting me play without losing his shit when I walked away with some extra money in my pocket.  I had a long way to go before my debt was clear, and if the cards didn’t work, I was going to be doing something that I really didn’t want to do.  At the end of the day, survival was what I cared about most.  If that meant stringing along the Vegas Scourge, then so be it.  I had done a lot of stuff to survive before Ryker and I decided to pull away from our illegal activities.

      I stopped by Johnny’s place and paid off some of my debt.  The atmosphere was friendly, and if they were worried about Thaddeus, it didn’t show.  I was actually feeling good about things when I left.  I hoped Thaddeus didn’t make any moves on Johnny until my debt was clear, but I had a lot of dollars between my current financial state and that reality.  With the most worrisome part of my day over with, I decided that it was time to hit the bar.  I had no idea what was going on with Ryker and Aurora, but it seemed that any chance I had of joining in on the fun was over with.  Some dirty thoughts certainly went through my head when I took her upstairs, especially when the alcohol made her so horny I could practically smell her lust.  Ryker wouldn’t have let me go through with it, even if alcohol was sending my moral compass spinning.

      “Another whiskey?”  The bartender walked over and looked at my empty glass.

      “Yep, and keep them coming.”  I nodded and motioned to the glass.

      I liked spending the day with Aurora.  Part of me regretted calling off the bet, because it meant I would never get more than her drunken affection, but it was the right move.  She was a sweet girl, and if she decided to fuck Ryker while she was sober, then it was her choice.  The sparks were definitely flying between them when the sun came up.  There was no denying that.  My place was on the sidelines, and I was fine with that.  I sat at the bar for several hours, sipping whiskey and letting my mind spin with ideas for making money.  Just when I was about to call it a night, my phone lit up and I saw Ryker’s number on the screen.

      “Hey man, what’s up?”  I lifted the phone to my ear.

      “Did you take care of everything?”  His voice echoed on the other end of the line.

      “Yep, I’m just hanging out at the bar right now.  I’ll probably head home in a little bit.  Do you want to go with me, or are you going to stay with Aurora again?”  I tilted my head to hold the phone against my shoulder.

      “Actually…”  Ryker hesitated for a moment and I could hear apprehension in his voice.  “She wants you to join us.”

      “Ha!”  I laughed and shifted on the stool.  “What’s on the agenda this time?  Are we going to break into Mike Tyson’s house and steal his tiger so she can get the full Hangover experience?”

      “No, not exactly.”  Ryker chuckled lightly.  “She… doesn’t want us to call off the bet.”

      “I’m sorry, what?”  I blinked in confusion.

      “She wants the two of us—at the same time.”  Ryker exhaled loud enough for me to hear him through the phone.  “Are you up for that?”

      “Fuck, man, of course I am.”  I dug into my pocket so I could pay my tab.  “I’ll be right there.”

      I didn’t hesitate for a minute.  If Aurora wanted us both, then I wasn’t going to waste an opportunity to devour her beautiful curves.  I had to assume she wasn’t a virgin anymore.  Ryker popped her cherry, and apparently that wasn’t enough.  It seemed that I had underestimated Aurora.  She was sweet and innocent, but there was a lingering desire that we brought to the surface.  Alcohol often magnified what was already present and just tore away inhibitions, so perhaps her sheltered life had left her craving adventure.  I wasn’t going to get the answers to my questions sitting at the bar, so I settled with the bartender and headed towards the elevator.  It was going to be a great night.  My debt was clear for the moment, and the most beautiful girl in Vegas was about to share her bed with me.

      This is why I love Sin City.  You never know what kind of fantasies it will bring to life.

    

  



    
      
        
          
            Chapter Eleven

          

          

        

    

    







            Aurora

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Ryker made me feel things I never imagined.  It was hard to believe I had only met him the day before.  I no longer felt like the sheltered virgin that stepped off the plane in Las Vegas with nothing but the allure of the city’s wonders on my mind.  There was a new excitement inside me—a fire that begged to be extinguished while roaring out of control.  My pussy ached after my body was ravaged by Ryker, but it was the kind of ache that left me wanting more.  My desires clashed with my thoughts.  I had to stay focused on desire while letting emotions fall to the wayside.  I had to separate my lifelong thoughts about love and sex in order to live in the moment, because the moment was glorious.

      I knew what would happen when I left Las Vegas.  Deep down, that reality never left me, even as my body reacted to Ryker’s touch.  I would never see Ryker again.  He would be a permanent memory and one I would cherish forever, but that was all he would be—all he could be.  We lived in different worlds and we might as well have existed in a different timeline.  Ryker was tough, rugged, and Sin City was his home.  He wasn’t the kind of man I could fall in love with.  I would return to Tennessee a different woman than the one that left, but my life would go in a different direction.  Ryker would always be there in the deepest part of my mind because he was my first.  That would be where he stayed when the plane carried me away.  There was no other option.

      “I talked with Cole.  He’s on his way up.”  Ryker walked into the bedroom and sat down on the edge of the bed.  “Are you absolutely sure this is what you want?”

      Yes.  No.  Maybe.

      “Let’s just see where it goes.”  I looked up at him and smiled.

      What did I really want?  Did I even know?  There was nothing unattractive about Cole.  He was hot-as-sin, just like Ryker.  He might have been a little rough around the edges with an attitude to match, but damn—he was certainly delicious.  If he had sat down beside me at the slot machine, it might have been him I found myself entranced by from the start.  That wasn’t his place, though.  If I was brave enough to do what they originally wanted when they first saw me, he might very well be my salvation.  He could be the missing piece that kept my emotions simmering below the surface while lust drew me into their embrace.  There was no way I could fall for Ryker if Cole provided a needed distraction.

      There must have been something inside me that wanted Cole, even if Ryker was the one I found myself favoring.  Cole was the one I went after first when I was drunk.  I had no memory of the encounter, but Ryker filled me in on the missing fragments that the alcohol erased.  That was the woman I needed to be if I was going to leave Sin City with my heart intact.  I had to let go of my inhibitions, enjoy the moment, and then walk away.  I wondered how people did that on a regular basis—connect with someone so deeply and never see them again.  It was something I needed to learn.  I couldn’t be a sheltered child anymore.  The real world was waiting for me and if I wanted to have all of things I dreamed about, I had to learn how to simply embrace passion for what it was.

      “Did someone order room service?”  Cole’s voice echoed from the living room, followed by a chuckle.

      “We’re in here.”  Ryker looked back at me one last time, trying to read my expression.

      “I’m ready.” I reached out and touched his hand.

      “It looks like the two of you started without me.”  Cole walked into the bedroom and immediately peeled off his shirt.

      This is it—no turning back now.

      “Don’t worry—there’s plenty of me to go around.”  I bit down on my lip and crawled out of bed.

      Did those words come out of my mouth?

      “I’ll let you two have a few minutes to get warmed up—it’s only fair since I got you all to myself.  Twice.”  Ryker chuckled and stood.

      “Twice?  Well, aren’t you an interesting little virgin.”  Cole walked up and put his hands on my hips.

      “I’m not a virgin anymore.”  I stared into his eyes and felt my heart beating hard in my chest.

      “I bet your pussy is still nice and tight.”  Cole moved his hand and pushed it into the waistband of my panties, not stopping until his finger was against my wetness.

      “Oh god.”  I moaned when he began to push his finger inside me.

      Cole grabbed the back of my head and pulled me close.  I could feel his hard cock pressed against his pants once he was against me.  He kept his finger inside my pussy, slowly grinding it against my g-spot as his lips slammed into mine.  Ryker was right.  Cole was a lot rougher.  He held me in a tight embrace, twisting his hand into my hair as he forced his tongue into my mouth.  My body reacted to his touch immediately and I felt the fire inside me roaring back to life.  He kissed me so hard that I thought he was going to bruise my lips, but I loved the way it felt.  His finger moved so fast that I thought he was going to make me cum before my panties ever came off.  I squirmed in his arms, moving my hips against his hand until I was about explode, but then he pulled his finger away.

      “Not yet.”  He leaned back from my lips and I saw lust in his eyes.  “You don’t cum until I give you permission.”

      “How is that fair?”  My eyes squinted as my body absorbed the orgasm that was denied at the last second.

      “It’s not about fair.”  He tightened his grip on my hair.  “You do what I say—I own your body now.”

      Wow, those words made me feel something I’ve never felt before.

      “What are you going to do with it, then?”  I tilted my head to the side.  “Since you own it.”

      “I’m going to use it—any way that I want.”  He pulled my hair until my eyes were staring at the ceiling.  “On your knees.”

      I obeyed him without question.  There was something about his commanding tone that just compelled me to do it.  It felt natural.  Once I was on my knees, I saw the outline of his cock in his pants.  He pulled me closer until my lips were pressed against his jeans.  His hips shifted, dragging his cock against my lips several times until the denim made them almost numb.  I could feel his dick throbbing against my lips, even though they were numb.  Ryker walked back into the room and crawled into the bed behind me.  I couldn’t even turn my head to look at him with Cole’s hand tangled in my hair.  I thought it would be strange to be with Cole after losing my virginity to Ryker, but I found myself captivated by Cole’s dominance.  It was a new feeling entirely—one that I found myself craving as my lips teased his length through his jeans.

      “Show me what that hot mouth of yours was made to do.”  Cole stared at me as he pushed my head back.

      “Okay.”  I drew a breath and lifted my hands to his belt.

      “I didn’t ask for your hands.”  He pushed them away immediately.  “If you want it, you’re going to have to work for it.”

      I blinked in confusion a couple of times and then realized what I had to do.  I leaned forward and bit down on the edge of his belt near the buckle.  I pulled on it until the end of his belt was hanging free.  Cole released his grip on my hair and I pulled his belt tight, trying to force the metal prong out of the hole.  It took several tries, but I finally got it to separate.  His cock throbbed in anticipation and I felt my pussy getting so wet my panties were practically swimming in my lust.  I never imagined something like that enticing me, but it made my body burn with a strange desire.  I pulled on his belt until both sides were hanging at his waist and then removed it from his jeans.  A new task awaited me once his belt was on the floor.

      “Are you going to make me wait all night?”  Cole narrowed his eyes and glared at me.

      “No.”  I shook my head back and forth as I leaned forward.

      I sank my teeth into the denim near the button on the front of his jeans and pulled.  The button was too big to easily pull through the hole.  I gave it several hard tugs and felt his cock throb as I tried to free it.  I was going to have to use my tongue.  There was no other way to unbutton them.  I pushed my tongue against the button to hold it in place and tried to force it through the hole as I pulled back on the denim with my teeth.  It took a few tries, but it finally worked.  I pulled the front of his jeans apart and felt the zipper against my lips.  I tried to cover my teeth with my lips and unzip his jeans, but the pressure made my teeth push into the tender flesh inside my mouth.  I bit down on it carefully with my teeth and used my body weight to move the zipper.  It wasn’t easy with his dick fully engorged in his jeans, but I managed to get the zipper all the way down.

      “Keep going.”  Cole looked down and nodded.  “You’ve almost found your prize.”

      I traced his abdomen with my tongue and then tugged on his jeans.  They were unzipped, but still fairly tight around his muscular physique.  I tugged on the denim with my teeth, moving along his waist, and finally felt them shift.  Once they were past his hips, I was able to get them down to his knees without much difficulty.  I raised up and stared at his boxer shorts.  They were so tight against his abdomen that I wasn’t sure I could easily remove them.  I leaned forward and pushed my tongue against his flesh, then into the waistband of his boxer shorts.  With a little work, I was able to get a grip on the fabric without scraping against his skin, and slowly dragged them down his hips.  It wasn’t easy, but my prize was finally in front of me, fully engorged and throbbing with anticipation.

      “You know what to do now.”  He tilted his head to the side.

      I leaned forward and opened my mouth, pushing my tongue past my lips and tasting his cock for the first time.  He gasped when my tongue rolled around his glans.  I stayed balanced on my knees, slowly working my tongue down his shaft.  His dick was enormous and I had no idea how I was going to get it into my mouth.  It looked like it would choke the life out of me before I could ever make him cum.  I kept my tongue against his flesh, sliding up and down his shaft, teasing the glans each time I reached the tip.  I worked up the courage to finally try to actually pull it between my lips.  My jaw hurt as it was stretched wider than it had ever been before.  Even that wasn’t quite enough.  I felt discouraged, but I had worked so hard to get to that point, and I wasn’t going to give up.

      “Show me how bad you want to please me.”  Cole pushed his thumb against my chin, making my mouth open even wider.  “Your hot mouth was made for sucking cock.”

      I stretched my jaw and closed my eyes.  Cole’s glans pushed past my lips and I felt it against my tongue.  It felt like a small victory, even if I wasn’t all the way there yet.  I started to suck on the tip, taking it further into my mouth each time I pushed forward.  I heard Cole gasp and his dick throbbed.  Hearing his pleasure made my body tingle and I was desperate to make him cum.  I took more of his length, feeling it against the back of my throat.  I started to move my lips faster, feeling him collide with my throat each time he went deep.  It wasn’t enough to make him cum, even if I could hear him groaning with pleasure.  I had to take every inch, even if it did choke me.  I tried to control my gag reflex, using every second of oxygen I could to pull him into my throat before I was forced to lean back and gasp for air.

      “Are you going to make me cum or just tease me?”  Cole grabbed the back of my head and forced his dick deep into my throat.  “Swallow my cock—show me how bad you want it.”

      My head spun, but Cole held me tight.  I couldn’t breathe.  My vision went blurry for a second.  I started to choke, but he didn’t let go.  I slammed my hands into the floor and squirmed in his grasp.  After several seconds, he pulled back and gave me a chance to breathe, but then his cock went deep in my throat again.  I swallowed hard, breathing through my nose, even though it wasn’t enough air to fill my lungs completely with his cock blocking my airway.  After forcing my mouth to take his cock several times, he let go of my hair.  I emulated what he did on my own, controlling my breath and pulling him deep into my throat.  When my lips pressed against his abdomen and he was all the way in, I felt like I had accomplished the impossible.

      “Now you can make me cum.”  Cole let his hand rest lightly on my head.

      Cole was rough, but everything about his dominance excited me.  I loved the way it made me feel.  I started moving my lips along his shaft, taking every inch of his cock and holding it in my throat when he went deep.  His dick started to throb after several minutes of intense pleasure.  His glans pulsated in my throat.  I was going to make him cum—there was no doubt about that.  I kept moving my lips until I tasted saltiness on my tongue.  He was almost there, with pre-cum letting me know he was about to erupt.  I pulled his dick into my throat and massaged it with my tongue.  He grunted several times and a growl rushed out of him.  Cum surged through his shaft, making my tongue tingle before he exploded in my throat.  Ropes of thick cum threatened to drown me, but I started to swallow as hard as I could.

      “Oh fuck!  God damn, that feels good!”  Cole’s fingers wrapped around my hair again.

      I took every drop that rushed from his balls until they were drained.  I was surprised that I enjoyed it as much as I did, but my pussy was wetter than it had been before, and my body was practically sizzling with my own desire.  I didn’t just want more of Cole—I wanted them both.  I was no longer confused about feelings or emotions.  I was operating on pure lust, which was exactly where I needed to be.  I could enjoy them both—their differences—their similarities.  I could satisfy their fantasies while I chased my own.  I truly had no idea what I liked exactly, but I was discovering it.  Ryker’s charm was alluring, but Cole’s dominance was magnetic.  Ryker leaned over the edge of the bed and I felt his arms around me.  I slowly sank back into them and then crawled up onto the mattress.  He was naked and his dick was hard as a rock, waiting for me to give him another release.

      “Why don’t you show Ryker how hot your mouth is while I have a taste of your pussy.”  Cole shifted my hips on the bed and crawled behind me.

      “Yeah.”  Ryker smiled and guided me towards his cock.  “We’re just getting started with you.”

      This is going to be the most amazing night of my life.
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      My lips teased Ryker’s cock while Cole started to slide his tongue along my labia.  He tasted my wetness and flicked his tongue against the entrance of my pussy.  It felt amazing.  I opened my mouth wide and easily took Ryker’s glans between my lips.  It was a lot easier after practicing on Cole.  I descended on Ryker’s shaft until my lips were against his balls.  Cole let his tongue swirl around my clit and my body screamed with desire.  Ryker put a hand on my head and let it rest there while I lifted up.  I pulled back until his glans was against my tongue and started to slide down his length again.  Ryker grunted with pleasure when I started to pick up the pace.  Ryker’s pleasure spots were slightly different than Cole’s were.  Cole seemed to throb when his dick was deep in my throat, but Ryker’s grunts got louder when I swirled my tongue around his glans.

      “Remember.”  Cole let his tongue fall away from my clit.  “You don’t cum until I give you permission.”

      How am I ever going to control that?

      “You don’t want to find out what happens when you disobey him.”  Ryker chuckled and then let out a groan.

      “I don’t know—she’s naturally submissive.  She might like getting punished.”  Cole’s hand lifted off my ass and then I heard a smack as it came down.

      “Ow!”  I lifted up from Ryker’s cock and turned my head towards Cole.

      “Did you like that, baby?”  Cole lifted his hand and gave me another firm smack.

      Did I?  It made me tingle…

      “Maybe.”  I grinned and turned my attention back to Ryker.

      Cole’s tongue returned to my clit and the pleasure seemed to be magnified with the sting resonating from my ass.  It was more than a maybe—I definitely liked it.  I took Ryker’s entire cock into my throat several times and then started to circle the engorged head with my tongue.  The pressure inside me built and I started getting dangerously close to an orgasm.  I concentrated, trying to do anything in my power to will it away, but Cole’s tongue was too much.  I shifted my hips and tried to pull away, but he held me in place.  A second later, I felt his hand crash down on my ass.  The sting pulled me from the edge of ultimate bliss, but the feeling returned quickly—and even stronger than before.  I had to find a way to make it stop, or at least numb the intensity if I was going to keep my orgasm from ripping through my body.

      “Do you know what we’re going to do to you?”  Cole pulled his tongue away and then I felt it in a different spot—another hole that had never been touched.

      “Oh god!”  I lifted off Ryker’s cock and looked at him in confusion.

      “He’s just getting you ready.”  Ryker nodded and pulled me back towards his dick.  “You’ll appreciate it when both of us are inside you at the same time.”

      At the same time?

      “We’re going to fuck your tight pussy and virgin asshole at the same time.”  Cole slapped my ass with his hand.  “You can cum as many times as you want once we’re both inside you.”

      His words excited me more than they should have.  I didn’t realize that was what Ryker meant when he said they were going to share me.  Cole teased my clit with his fingers as his tongue saturated my asshole.  It was a strange combination of pleasure, but it felt really good.  I decided to just let go of my inhibitions and trust them.  I wrapped my lips around Ryker’s cock and started moving up and down his shaft again.  Cole licked and teased for several minutes before he slowly started to enter my ass with his finger.  It hurt and made me tense up, but he went slow enough for my body to adjust.  It wasn’t entirely pleasurable, but once I adjusted, it no longer hurt.  A second finger joined the first and the pain returned as he stretched me wider.

      “You’re going to love having us both inside you.”  Ryker put a hand on my head and groaned with pleasure.  “You’ll cum so many times you won’t even remember your own name.”

      “The only thing you need to remember is that your body belongs to us—anything we want.  You’ll give it to us while you scream for more.”  Cole’s words were followed by a harder thrust into my ass with his fingers.

      Cole’s words were commands—commands that I was eager to obey.  They made me surge with desire.  I was disconnected from everything but pleasure, even with his fingers exploring territory I never imagined would be used by a man.  Ryker’s dick started to throb.  He was close to a release.  I was ready to feel him explode, but my own needs were starting to seize my body.  I couldn’t be denied the bliss I craved much longer.  The fire that was lit inside me roared even though Cole’s fingers weren’t doing much to stimulate my clit.  The absent touch, the gentle graze—all of it made the fuse burn closer to the stick of dynamite my impending orgasm had become.  Cole lifted up behind me.  I felt his hands on my hips.

      “I’m going to fuck you hard and fast for ten minutes.”  Cole pushed his glans against my pussy.  “You will not cum.”

      “What?”  I looked over my shoulder in concern.  “You can’t serious—there’s no way I can hold out that long!”

      “You will!”  Cole slapped my ass hard with his palm.  “You’ll keep sucking Ryker’s cock too, and your lips won’t move from it, no matter how many times he cums.”

      “You won’t hear any complaints from me.”  Ryker turned my head back towards his throbbing erection.

      “If I feel you cum, I will punish you.  I will tie you to the bed and tease you for hours, letting your body beg for a release, but you’ll never get it.”  Cole’s words were rough and very direct.

      Hours?  Oh god, I have to control myself!

      Cole quickly slid on a condom and began to enter me.  Ryker locked his hands behind my head so that I couldn’t lift off his cock and shoved it into my throat.  I was trapped between the two of them.  My pussy was so wet that it wasn’t hard for Cole to bury himself inside me.  He didn’t start slow like Ryker did.  His hips started moving fast from the very first thrust.  It was going to be ten minutes of ultimate torture, because I could already feel an orgasm building.  It had been simmering below the surface with the fuse lit so long that I had no idea how I would stop it.  If Ryker wasn’t using my mouth, I could have bit down on my tongue—crushed my lips with my teeth—anything to distract me from the sensation boiling inside me.  I dug my nails into the mattress and tried to focus on Ryker, but there wasn’t much left in him.  After I slid my lips along his cock several times, he started to erupt in my mouth.

      “Oh god!”  Ryker’s head rolled back into the headboard and he growled with a primal fury rushing from his throat.

      “Keep sucking that cock—make him cum again.”  Cole slapped my ass and rammed his dick into my g-spot.

      I can’t—I can’t hold back.

      I swallowed all of Ryker’s seed and then felt him throbbing again as I kept moving my lips on his shaft.  They had both got to cum, and I was still eager for my first.  It took everything in me to hold back, to the point that it was practically torture.  Cole was a demon when he fucked.  He slammed into me so hard my hips rolled forward and I almost scraped against Ryker’s dick.  I wished I could enjoy it and let the orgasm free, but I didn’t want to be punished—not like he had in mind.  It was fun to get a few slaps on my ass but I didn’t think Cole’s threat was an idle one.  I didn’t believe he would actually hurt me, nor did I believe Ryker would let him, but he was an expert at torturing me without causing real harm.  I could easily see him teasing me for hours without letting me cum if I disobeyed him.

      Just a little longer—these minutes feel like hours!

      Cole fucked me for ten minutes, just like he promised.  There was no mercy, no orgasm—because I did everything in my power to avoid it—and no break from his constant thrusts.  Ryker erupted in my mouth a second time before he was done, and I swallowed his load again.  There was no level of heat to describe the fire raging when Cole finally pulled himself free.  I was sizzling from head to toe and inside out.  I needed to cum.  I needed the release more than I had needed anything else before in my life.  I was weary, weak, but surging with energy all at the same time.  Cole grabbed my hair and lifted me from Ryker’s dick.  Ryker slid on a condom and Cole pushed me towards him.  I straddled his legs and moaned when I started to descend on his shaft.

      “Don’t cum yet.”  Cole’s lips were against my neck and ear.  “Not until I’m inside you too.”

      I sank down against Ryker’s chest as Cole pushed his cock into my ass.  It was tight and tried to resist him, but his dick was saturated with my lust.  He stretched me one inch at a time, making my asshole ache as he pushed deeper.  Ryker started to gently thrust, rising up and teasing my g-spot with his glans.  Even that was enough to make me nearly cum.  After a couple of minutes, I felt Cole’s abdomen against my ass.  He left his dick buried until I adjusted and then gave me several gentle thrusts.  I was surprised that he didn’t try to destroy me after the way he fucked my pussy.  They timed their thrusts so that both were deep inside me at the same time and pulled back in unison.  The combination was unbelievable.  My nails dug into Ryker’s chest and I threw my head back.

      “I’m gonna cum!”  I practically screamed when I felt the orgasm seize my body.

      “Now you cum all you want.”  Cole kissed my neck and started thrusting a little harder.

      I didn’t know how long they fucked me.  I didn’t know how many times brutal, crushing orgasms ripped through my body.  It was a blur of pleasure that took me to heaven, and I swear I saw Saint Peter standing at the Pearly Gates before I crashed back into reality.  Once I started to cum, I couldn’t stop.  The denial had lit every fuse imaginable and I was nothing but a furious flurry of lust.  Their cocks slammed into me, keeping me pinned between their massive bodies.  I finally felt something new—Cole’s dick throbbing in my ass.  He was about to explode.  Ryker’s cock started to throb along with him.  They were going to cum inside me at the same time.  I wasn’t sure I could handle that because it was sure to send me spiraling headfirst into another orgasm.  As much as I craved a release when Cole was denying it, I had experienced so many I was almost numb.

      “This is so fucking good—see how much fun it is to wait?”  Cole growled into my ear as his cum started to fill the condom.

      “I’ve got nothing left!”  I squealed, screamed, and my abdominal muscles clenched.

      “Yes you do—one more—I want to feel your pussy beg for my cum.”  Ryker slammed his cock deep as he growled into my other ear.

      My head spun to the point I thought I would pass out.  My muscles got tight and the pressure bubble popped one last time.  I felt my pussy spasming on Ryker’s dick and then he started to unleash his lust inside me.  The spasms drained what was left in Cole and he left his dick buried in my ass while Ryker erupted.  I was so spent I just fell against Ryker’s chest.  Cole slowly lifted me off him and laid me on the bed beside them.  I felt Cole stretch out behind me and exhale sharply.  I had no idea if they were as tired as I was, but I felt like I could sleep for eternity.  I didn’t even need a pillow.  I was perfectly fine using Ryker’s arm.  I drifted off to sleep, facing nothing but the darkness.  There wasn’t even enough energy left in me to dream.
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      “Should I check for a pulse?”  I leaned up and looked over at Cole, who appeared to have already woken up.

      “Nah, she’s breathing.”  Cole slowly sat up.  “So, care to fill me in on what I missed? How did you convince Aurora to let me join in on the fun?”

      “I didn’t have to convince her of anything.”  I stood and walked towards the door.  “It was her idea.”

      “Wow, so you took her virginity and then she wanted more?  She was a freak waiting to be unleashed.”  Cole followed me into the main part of hotel room and lit a cigarette.

      “It was more complicated than that.  Want a drink?”  I walked over to the mini-bar and opened the fridge.

      “Yeah, I’m parched.”  Cole nodded and I handed him a beer.

      I sat down across from Cole in the living room and gave him a rundown on my day with Aurora.  We both understood the need for emotional detachment, especially with someone we weren’t going to see again when Aurora’s vacation was over.  It wasn’t the first time we had been there to bail each other out when things got complicated.  Cole was the only person in the world I could truly open up to, and it was good to talk through the things in my head.  He helped me stay grounded in reality.

      Aurora was special.  It was going to be very hard to let her go.  There was still time, though, and I didn’t want to waste a second of it.  I wanted Aurora to have a Vegas vacation she would remember, so Cole and I mapped out some activities for the next couple of days.  The most memorable part of her vacation would probably be the time we spent alone in the bedroom, but there was still plenty that she hadn’t seen yet.

      “I think she’ll like the Mafia museum.  She likes all the old Vegas movies and there are a lot of movie props there.”  Cole stabbed out his cigarette and took a sip of his beer.

      “Yeah, I think so too.”  I nodded in agreement.

      “The ferris wheel for sure.”  Cole leaned forward.  “And the Stratosphere Tower.”

      “Damn, you sound like a tourist.”  I laughed and made another note.  “She might even like another helicopter ride.  The Strip looks awesome at night when you can see the whole thing.”

      “That’s true.”  Cole smiled and nodded.  “Now who sounds like a tourist?”

      “We should teach her to play cards.”  I leaned back in my chair.  “That way she doesn’t have to waste her money at the slot machines.”

      “I don’t know.”  Cole’s lip twisted slightly.  “She’s smart—she might win all our money.”

      “We’ll find something else to play for.”  I chuckled and sipped my beer.  “I’d suggest playing for shots, but I don’t think she could handle that much alcohol.”

      “You’re right about that.”  Cole nodded and exhaled sharply.  “Man, if you hadn’t pulled her off me when she was drunk, I don’t know what I would have done.  I was so fucking tempted, even though I knew she was only coming onto me because she was drunk off her ass.”

      “I’ll admit that you scared me a little bit.  You were pretty eager to get her upstairs.”  I sipped my beer again.  “You aren’t exactly the most noble guy when it comes to getting what you want.”

      “Yeah, I got a few bad qualities, but I know when to stop.”  Cole chuckled and nodded.  “Not like you’re a saint.”

      “No, which is why I’m thinking about another bet right now.”  I lifted my head and grinned.

      “Technically, it’s my turn.”  Cole narrowed his eyes.  “I canceled the last one.”

      “It still paid off, so I’m calling that a successful one.”  I tilted my head to the side.  “The bet was that we got to share her and we did.”

      “Fine, what am I going to have to do?”  Cole leaned back with his beer in his hand.

      “Don’t worry, it’s one you’re going to enjoy.  One that Aurora will enjoy, too.”  I lifted my beer and took a sip.

      “Okay, I like where this is going.”  Cole bit down on his lip and grinned.

      “I saw something in her eyes when you slapped her ass the first time—something that only got stronger every time you did it.”  I nodded my head.  “She liked it, even if she was a little startled at first.”

      “I know she did.  I felt her pussy twinge every time I gave her a good one.”  I chuckled and nodded.

      “The bet is this—I bet you can’t give her a spanking before the end of her vacation.  Not a few slaps on her ass when we’re fucking.  An actual spanking.”  My lips slowly formed a devious smile.

      “Fuck, man, that’s evil, coming from you.”  Cole blinked in surprise.

      “It’s not evil.  I know she’ll enjoy it—she just doesn’t know it yet.”  I sipped my beer and chuckled.  “Trust me, I’ve seen that look before.  I don’t want you to hurt her, obviously.  If she’s not into it, then you don’t have to keep going—but at least try.”

      “Okay, fine.  That’s the bet.  What if I can’t make it happen?”  Cole stared at me with a look of intrigue.

      “If you can’t make it happen, you have to spend an hour with Mistress Tammy.”  I winked at him.  “The full experience.”

      “You’re a bastard.”  Cole leaned his head back. “I either spank Aurora or I have to spend an hour with a dominatrix?”

      “Somebody is getting spanked either way.”  I chuckled and nodded.

      “Yeah, you just wait—turnabout is fair play.”  Cole glared at me and exhaled sharply.  “If I end up spending an hour with Mistress Tammy, you might as well book yourself a lengthy stay, because you’ll lose a bet eventually, buddy.”

      “Maybe I will.”  I shrugged and sipped my beer.  “But for now, I’m going back to bed and dream about you getting whacked by that angry looking riding crop she has on her billboard picture.”

      “Yeah, that ain’t happening.”  Cole put his beer down.  “All right, I guess I’ll go to bed too.”

      We crawled in bed beside Aurora and she stirred as our weight moved the mattress.  I thought she was going to wake up, and my cock was ready if she wanted us again, but she drifted back to sleep.  I stared at the ceiling for nearly an hour, just thinking about life in general.  I didn’t deserve someone as awesome as Aurora, but it didn’t stop me from thinking about it.  Cole was supposed to provide a distraction from those thoughts, but they still lingered, even after we shared her.  I had been through enough women since coming back from Afghanistan to know how unique Aurora was.  I rolled to my side so I could look at her and noticed that Cole’s eyes were open as well.

      “Can’t sleep?”  Cole spoke in a quiet tone, barely above a whisper.

      “No.”  I shook my head back and forth.  “I hate this feeling.  It’s stupid.  She’ll be gone in a few days.”

      “I thought you’d shake those thoughts out of your head once we shared her.”  Cole shrugged and sighed.

      “Yeah, me too.  Why are you awake?”  I raised an eyebrow and tilted my head.  “You usually start snoring before my head even hits the pillow.”

      “Just thinking about things.”  He leaned to the side and sat up.  “I’m getting another beer.”

      Why not?  Half of Vegas sleeps the day away as it is.  I’m sure Aurora will need to sleep in after what we did.

      “So what’s on your mind?”  I took the beer he offered and we sat down in the living room again.

      “Can I tell you something without you totally losing your shit with me?”  Cole lit a cigarette and stared straight ahead.

      “You’re practically my brother—of course you can.”  I nodded quickly.

      “I’m in debt to Johnny Ciampa.”  Cole exhaled a stream of smoke and sighed.  “Big time.”

      “What!?”  My voice elevated, but I quickly lowered it.  “What the fuck do you mean?  How?”

      “Gambling, how do you think?”  Cole took a hurried drag and sipped his beer.

      Cole took me through the details and I felt my anger rising.  If Aurora hadn’t been sleeping in the other room, I would have probably lost my shit with him, even though I promised I wouldn’t.  Staying out of debt was how we survived.  If we didn’t have money in our pocket, we starved.  We didn’t push for more than what we needed, because we didn’t want to cut off the cash flow we had coming in.  Cole hadn’t been playing by the rules we set up when we went legit.  Johnny Ciampa was a small time loan shark, so I didn’t think he was going to show up and start cracking skulls or anything, but he still had to be paid back.  Even his patience wouldn’t last forever, and Cole had a big debt to clear.

      “I wish that was the worst of it, but today I found out something that has me worried even more.”  Cole stabbed out his cigarette and looked over at me.  “Thaddeus is making moves in Las Vegas.”

      “Fucking hell.”  I leaned back and shook my head.  “So, that’s why you finally decided to tell me?  You think Thaddeus is going to make a play for Johnny’s business.”

      “Yeah, and there’s no way in fuck I’m going to be debt to that son of a bitch.”  Cole exhaled sharply and nodded.  “I wasn’t going to tell you, because I thought I had it under control, but the clock is about to start ticking.”

      “You’re not thinking about doing something illegal, are you?”  I tilted my head to the side.  “Cole—tell me that’s not what you’re insinuating.”

      “I’m not going to make enough money playing cards with the Vegas Scourge MC.”  He sighed angrily.

      “What the fuck, man?  You’re playing cards with the bikers?  Those guys are criminal as fuck.  You know it’s only a matter of time before the cops bust down their door, and you do not want to be there when they do!”  My voice raised again but I kept it muffled.

      “I know.”  Cole reached for another cigarette and sipped his beer.  “That’s why I’m all fucked up right now.  I knew how you would react.”

      “So that’s where you went earlier.”  I nodded in understanding.  “Okay, fine.  This isn’t a problem we have to solve tonight.  Let’s focus on helping Aurora have a great vacation, and then we’ll figure it out.”

      “I’m not asking you to do anything.”  Cole lit his cigarette and held up his hand.  “I’ll handle it.”

      “If it’s your problem, it’s my problem.  That’s how it works.  If you didn’t want me to help, you shouldn’t have borrowed the money in the first place.”  I stared at him and sipped my beer.

      “Or I should have just kept my fucking mouth shut.”  Cole sighed and exhaled a stream of smoke.

      “I’m glad you told me.  I’ve been worried that something was bothering you and now it make sense.  Luckily, we’ve got someone in the other room to distract us for a few days.”  I forced a smile.

      I was angry at Cole, but I wasn’t going to turn my back on him.  If he owed money to Johnny Ciampa, I was going to help him repay it.  Thaddeus was a true monster—the kind that would have made Mafia kingpins tremble in their heyday.  He was opportunistic, and Vegas was ripe for the taking.  I might not have liked Carlos or all of the nasty shit he had his fingers in, but he did keep order in Sin City while he ran things.  In the back of my mind, I knew things would escalate out of control once he got locked up.  I just didn’t expect to be caught in the middle of it.  The faster Cole was out of debt, the better.  It took decades for the cops to find something that would stick to Carlos and bring him down.  Thaddeus was likely to have a long reign once he got power.  That version of Vegas wasn’t one I wanted to be a part of in any way.  It was more important than ever that we stayed clear of anything even remotely illegal.

      I just hope we get this debt cleared without having to do something stupid.
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      Why am I so sore—oh, right.

      I woke up feeling every muscle in my body and a few I didn’t know I had.  I groaned when I sat up, but smiled when saw Ryker and Cole on each side of me.  They had apparently slept through the night and I was the first one up.  I slid to the edge of the bed to avoid waking them and walked into the main part of the hotel room.  There, I discovered that the party had apparently continued while I was sleeping, which explained why they were dead to the world.  I picked up the room service menu and started looking over it.  I had an appetite that made me want to order everything on the menu, but it was expensive.  I settled on a breakfast for three, hoping that the smell would rouse them.

      Hmm, what’s this?

      I leaned over and picked up a pad of paper that had a few things jotted on it.  After scanning through the list, I realized it was a list of things to do in Las Vegas.  My heart warmed slightly and I couldn’t help but smile.  While I was sleeping, they had sat around and made plans for our day—or multiple days, based on the length of the list.  I really didn’t deserve their kindness.  They might have left every muscle sore with their rough, rugged brand of passion—especially Cole—but there was something softer underneath that.  They were introducing me to the real world.  It was a world I never understood while living at home with my parents.  Life could be fun, even if the union we formed was only temporary.  Nothing about it had to be complicated or complex.  We could enjoy the time we had without being weighed down by the inevitable separation.

      Cole was supposed to be a distraction—to stifle my growing attachment to Ryker, but I might end up getting attached to Cole as well.

      Deep down, I knew any sort of emotional attachment was foolish.  They were just two guys having fun with a virgin and savoring my innocence.  I couldn’t help the way I felt, though.  I never believed in love at first sight, fate, or destiny, but I had found myself consumed by the spontaneous combustion of lust—and perhaps that was what I needed.  If I could learn passion and desire without leaving my heart on the nightstand when it was over, then I might have a chance at finding real love one day.  I might finally stop ignoring guys that hit on me—heck, I might even hit on some myself.  That would be different.  I could take risks instead of analyzing every possible outcome before I even looked at a guy.  I could tear down the walls of my sheltered youth and look at the world with eyes no longer blinded by the rose-colored glasses of my innocence.

      Okay, enough of this.  I have two wonderful guys waiting to show me the best parts of Vegas.  I’m just going to have fun.
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      Eight hours later

      My feet hurt when we got back to the Bellagio after spending all day on the streets of Las Vegas.  The day started with a trip to the Mafia museum where I got to see more movie props that I ever imagined, along with a detailed history of how things were when Mafia kingpins ran the city.  The museum tried to paint things in a good light, glossing over atrocities by pointing out how safe it was in those days.  It was an interesting take on criminal activity, and for a nerd like me, it was information overload.  After we finished our tour of the museum, we visited a few more famous sights, saw Vegas from the top of the Stratosphere Tower, and even stopped by the pawn shop from the Pawn Stars television show.  None of the famous people from the show were there, but I still had plenty of swag to take back home with me.

      “How do people figure out what they’re going to do when they come to Las Vegas?”  I walked straight to the couch and dropped my weight onto it.  “I feel like I could stay here a month and not see everything.”

      “That’s why people keep coming back.”  Cole laughed and sat down at the end of the couch.  “They don’t wear the soles off their shoes on the first trip.”

      “Yep, and once they’ve seen every sight and show imaginable, they just come back for the gambling.”  Ryker lifted my head and let it rest in his lap when he sat down.

      “All of the movies I saw?  They don’t do the city justice.  It’s barely a glimpse.”  I looked up at Ryker and smiled.  “I don’t even really like to gamble—I just like seeing everything.”

      “Maybe we should teach you to play cards.”  Cole slid off one of my shoes and started massaging my foot.  “You might enjoy it then.”

      “Oh wow.”  I moaned when he pressed on the sole of my foot.  “That feels good.  I’d be up for learning how to play if you want to teach me.”

      Ryker started massaging my arms and shoulders while Cole worked on my feet.  Their hands were amazing.  I could have fallen in love with both of them on the spot, just because of how good it felt.  I didn’t even need to like them—I just needed those strong hands to keep pressing into my muscles.  They worked on my muscles for nearly an hour, and by the time they were done, the only thing I had on was my panties.  I hardly even noticed them undressing me.  I was so entranced by their hands squeezing and pressing on my tight, tender muscles.  What we did the previous night was enough to leave me sore, and spending most of the day on my feet had left me in agony.  All of that melted away and by the time they were done, I felt like I had been reborn in pure nirvana.

      “If you guys get tired of gambling, you should totally open a massage parlor.”  I looked up at Ryker and smiled.  “You don’t know how good that felt.”

      “We do all right—most of the time.”  Cole sighed and shrugged.  “Besides, prostitution is legal in Nevada, so most of those massage parlors come with a happy ending.”

      “I wouldn’t complain about that.”  I spread my legs and shifted my hips towards Cole.  “I can be your first customer.”

      “Is that so?”  Cole stretched out his hand and wrapped it around my panties.  “I think you need a deep happy ending—one that massages every inch of your pussy.”

      “Still not complaining.”  I felt my heart beating harder and my breathing got heavier.

      Cole peeled off my panties and slid between my thighs.  Ryker handed Cole a condom and he stretched it on his length before pushing himself inside me.  The massage had left me wet, especially when Cole started massaging my inner thighs, so I was more than ready for him.  Ryker dropped down to the floor and started kissing my neck as Cole began to thrust.  Cole’s cock quickly found my g-spot and made me moan.  Ryker kissed down to my breasts and his tongue swirled around my nipples, turning them into hard nubs against his lips.  Having them stimulated while Cole was inside me ignited the fuse that was going to quickly burn down into an orgasm.  Cole was a lot gentler than the previous night, which was exactly what I needed after spending most of the day on my feet.

      “Do I have to wait to cum?”  I drew a tight breath and looked at Cole.

      “No, you can cum as many times as you want.”  Cole smiled and started thrusting harder.

      “Just save a little bit for me.”  Ryker slid his finger down to my clit and started circling it.

      Cole’s cock felt so good after being teased by their hands during the massage.  Ryker’s lips on my breasts combined with his finger on my clit felt even better.  I squirmed on the couch when the pressure inside me started to build.  I started to cum and my pussy spasmed on Cole’s thick shaft.  That seemed to be enough to set him off as well.  This thrusts became erratic, his abdominal muscles flexed, and then he started to erupt inside me.  The condom ballooned with his seed as his dick pulsated, sending me straight into a second orgasm.  My body was still on fire, even when he pulled out and Ryker took his place.  Ryker dropped between my thighs and entered me immediately.  There was no resistance except my tightness after cumming twice.  He started to thrust and Cole took his place beside me, teasing my ears with his kisses and strumming my clit with his finger.

      “You’re so fucking hot.”  Cole growled lightly as he spoke and his breath made my skin sizzle.  “We could take turns on you all night, fucking this gorgeous body until you pass out.”

      “You mean—like last night?”  I moaned and turned my head towards him with a smile.

      “Exactly.”  Cole pushed his thumb against my chin and started to kiss me.

      Cole might have been gentle when he fucked me, but his kiss was incredibly rough.  He pushed his tongue into my mouth and our tongues became intertwined, moving against each other with the same fury.  The kiss made fireworks go off in my head and they amplified what was already heavenly bliss.  Ryker’s thrusts brought a third orgasm, and that was enough to leave my body weary, but he wasn’t done.  He kept slamming his hard dick into my pussy until another one rushed from me.  It was so powerful I had to pull away from Cole’s kiss just to draw breath.  My muscles tightened to the point that they were almost cramping, and then released.  Ryker’s powerful thrusts slowed and I saw primal lust in his eyes.  He was close.  I shifted my hips, trying to move in unison with him.  I finally felt his cock began to throb, and then cum surged through his shaft.  He threw his head back and growled as he filled the condom with his seed.

      “God damn—your pussy is like a perfect vise when you cum.”  He growled again and more of his manhood flooded the condom.

      “It squeezes the life out of you, but you never want to leave.”  Cole chuckled and sat back on his haunches.

      “Exactly.”  Ryker slumped forward once he was spent.  “I swear it gets better every time.”

      The three of us laid on the couch once our passion was drained from our bodies.  Their fingers lightly traced my skin and I dozed for a few minutes.  It wasn’t much of a nap, but I was so tired that it felt like every second with my eyes closed gave me a little more strength.  After we finally got the energy to stand, I ordered room service.  It was getting expensive, especially with my limited funds, but I had no desire to leave the hotel room.  We tore into the food like ravenous animals.  We had a light lunch to begin with and we definitely worked an appetite once we got back to the hotel room.  After the food was finished, complete with an unhealthy dessert I would probably regret when I stepped on the scale in Tennessee, Cole walked over with a deck of cards and started shuffling it.

      “Are you ready to learn how to play?”  Cole looked over at me and smiled.

      “Sure, I guess so.” I shrugged and nodded.  “What are we going to gamble for?”

      “Nothing right now.”  He shook his head back and forth.  “You have to learn how the cards work first.”

      “Okay, sounds good.”  I leaned forward against the table.  “I know that Aces are the best, right?”

      “Better in pairs.”  Cole nodded quickly.

      “Like us.”  Ryker leaned forward and let his lips tease my neck.

      I have a feeling this is not going to be a normal game of poker.
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      Ryker and Cole taught me how the hands worked with a few regular games of poker, and then introduced me to Texas Hold’em, which was what they played almost exclusively.  It was a lot more fun than drawing cards and throwing a few away to hope for the best.  I quickly saw how strategy could make or break someone at the table.  I might not have been much of a gambler, but the game seemed to come down to simple analytics.  The more players, the bigger the risk of someone having a better hand, and if you could make your opponent fold before too many cards hit the table, it gave you a better chance of winning.  There were some finer details I didn’t completely understand, but I felt like I had a good grasp of it after about an hour of practicing.

      “I see why you two like this—it’s kind of addicting.”  I pushed my winning hand back towards the middle of the table.

      “Yeah, it’s fun when you win.”  Ryker nodded and chuckled.  “But the cards are never in your favor for long.  You have to take advantage of a good hand when you have it.”

      “And sometimes you just have to bluff your way through it.”  Cole shrugged and started dealing the cards again.  “I wouldn’t recommend bluffing yet.  You don’t have a poker face.”

      “What do you mean?”  I tilted my head, almost offended by his comment.

      “Your eyes light up every time you get a good hand.”  Ryker reached over and put his hand on mine.  “And you tap the table when you’re nervous.”

      “Staring at someone with no emotion on your face and betting everything when your cards are shit takes practice.”  Cole lifted his cards to take a peek.  “It doesn’t always work, either.”

      “That’s a big part of actual gambling.”  Ryker narrowed his eyes and his face darkened.  “I can stare straight into someone’s soul when there’s money on the line.”

      “Ryker could be sitting on pocket Aces or a hand that wouldn’t be a winner if he got two pairs on the flop—you’d never know it.”  Cole nodded and smiled.

      We played a few more hands and then decided to find something to wager so I could test my skills.  We gathered up some items from the hotel room—everything from loose change to beer bottle tops, and ended up with enough for each of us to have ten items of equal value to gamble with.  I quickly learned that I was not a very good gambler.  I couldn’t read their expressions at all, and I struggled not to react when I got a good hand.  After I lost everything, we divided the items and started over.  That turned out to be the routine, as they won my items several times.  I was learning, though.  I managed to last a little longer each time the cards were dealt, and I actually won a few hands—I even managed to bluff once.

      “All right, I think you’re ready for some real stakes now.”  Cole leaned back in his chair and looked over at Ryker.  “What do you think—is she ready?”

      “Yeah, I think so.”  Ryker nodded and smiled.  “Paper Hold’em?”

      “You know it.”  Cole chuckled and stood up from the table.

      “What’s Paper Hold’em?”  I raised my eyebrows and looked over at Ryker.

      “It’s a way of gambling without actually losing anything.”  Ryker picked up the cards and started shuffling.  “Basically, you write out your own stakes on a piece of paper, and that’s your chip to bet with.”

      “Yep.”  Cole walked over with the pad of paper provided by the Bellagio and started tearing each sheet into four equal proportions.  “But everyone at the table has to agree that the stake is allowed and on the value.  Most things are worth one point, but sometimes we have stuff worth five points.”

      “Interesting.”  I nodded and shrugged my shoulders.  “Okay, so what kind of stuff do we write down?”

      “Anything you want, as long as everyone agrees with it.”  Cole picked up the pen.  “Like, if I write down—Ryker has to clean my apartment for a month wearing a bunny costume.”

      “Like hell I am.”  Ryker glared at Cole and growled.

      “Yep, see—that wouldn’t fly because Ryker would override it.  But, if I just asked him to clean it one time…”  Cole looked at Ryker.

      “Without a bunny costume?  I’d allow that.”  Ryker nodded and smirked.

      “So, now that chip could potentially be in the game.”  Cole quickly scribbled it on the paper.  “Ryker, obviously, wants to win this and keep it on his side of the table.  If I end up keeping it, then I can cash it in.”

      “But what if I win it?”  I tilted my head with a perplexed expression on my face.  “I don’t really want to make Ryker clean your apartment.”

      “Right, so you could override it, since winning it does nothing for you—or modify it in some way.”  Cole nodded and pointed at the piece of paper.  “How would you change it so that it is valuable to you?”

      “Hmm.”  I leaned back and twisted my lip as I tried to think of something.  “Well, I guess Ryker could clean the hotel room.”

      “There you go.”  Cole nodded and smiled.  “So now the chip requires Ryker to clean something, so it has value to anyone that has it, including Ryker.”

      “You can put some universal chips in too.”  Ryker looked over at me.  “They don’t all have to be about the other person.  Like, I could write—winner can cash this in for a foot massage.”

      “Oh, I like that!”  I nodded quickly.

      “Yeah, I’m going to veto that.”  Cole shook his head.  “I’m not touching Ryker’s feet, and I know he’s enough of a dick to make me.”

      “Okay, well what if I change it to massage Aurora’s feet?”  I smiled and looked at the two of them.

      “I’m not wasting one of my chips on something to benefit someone else.”  Ryker chuckled.  “But you can make that chip if you want.”

      “I will.”  I grabbed the pen and wrote it down.  “So, if I end up with this chip, I can cash it in with either of you?”

      “That’s how it works.”  Ryker nodded and smiled.

      We laughed and started tossing out ideas, adding a few of them to the stack along the way.  Most of the ideas were just jokes at first, but it didn’t take long for the chips to start taking a turn to the sexual side.  I wasn’t even sure we would be able to cash them all in with the time I had left in Vegas unless we stayed in bed for the next few days, but there were a few I was definitely interested in winning.  Once we were done, we had a lot more than ten on the table for each of us.  I hoped I could actually put my skills to good use instead of just losing everything as quickly as I had during some of the previous games.  I was having fun, and they both seemed to be as well—that was the most important thing.

      “All right, so the final piece of this.”  Cole tore another page from the pad.  “We call this the Punishment Chip.”

      “I knew you were going to go there.”  Ryker sighed and shook his head.

      “What’s that?”  I raised my eyebrows.

      “It’s an optional rule, but it keeps people from just going all in from the start.”  Cole tore the paper and handed one to each of us.  “Basically, this chip has consequences and you don’t want to lose it.  If you dare to go all in, then you better have a winning hand.”

      “Yeah.”  Ryker nodded quickly.  “It keeps the game from getting out of control.  Trust me, it’s for the best, even if I don’t like it.”

      “That’s cause Ryker likes bluffing with all in.”  Cole chuckled and sipped his beer.  “I know his tricks.”

      “Okay, so do I figure out my own Punishment Chip?”  I stared at the paper and tried to think of something.

      “No, we all come up with the punishment per se, but you have to write it.  That’s your way of essentially agreeing to it.”  Ryker picked up the pen.  “Okay, what’s my punishment going to be?”

      “Aurora fucks you with a strap-on.”  Cole grinned.  “And she doesn’t stop until you cum.”

      “You’re an asshole.”  Ryker growled and shook his head.  “Fine, I won’t be going all in tonight.”

      “That seems… a little extreme.”  I raised my eyebrows in surprise.  “I mean, unless you’re into that sort of thing.”

      “I’m not, which is why he suggested it.”  Ryker growled again as he scribbled his punishment on the paper.

      “So, now it’s Cole’s turn?”  I looked over at Ryker.

      “Yeah, and he already knows what he’s getting—the exact same thing.”  Ryker narrowed his eyes at Cole.

      “That’s fair.  I have no intentions of going all in.”  Cole nodded and wrote down his punishment.

      “Well, that wouldn’t exactly be punishment for me.”  I blinked, feeling my stomach getting uneasy.  “What punishment am I writing down?”

      “A spanking.”  Cole tilted his head to the side.  “If you lose your Punishment Chip, you get a spanking—from me.”

      “Son of a bitch.”  Ryker chuckled and shook his head.  “Don’t go all in.  He’s not talking about the slaps he gave you on your ass in the bedroom.”

      “Nope, you’ll be over my knee with your panties down until your ass is on fire.”  Cole nodded and winked at Ryker.

      “Well, I’m pretty sure I won’t be going all in either.”  I exhaled sharply and wrote down my punishment.

      “Unless you want a good hard spanking.”  Cole picked up the cards and started shuffling them.

      I liked it when he gave me a few—but I’m not sure I want to go that far.
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      The game was underway.  In order to satisfy my side bet with Ryker, I just had to get my hands on Aurora’s Punishment Chip.  That meant convincing her to go all in on a losing hand, which wasn’t going to be easy.  I was surprised that she picked up on Texas Hold’em so fast.  It took Ryker and me years to figure out the game, but she had become pretty damn good in a matter of hours.  Her poker face wasn’t the best and she had a few nervous ticks, but once Ryker pointed them out, she did a good job of hiding those, too.  The first few hands weren’t high bets.  We each anted our initial chip, played out the entire game, and showed our cards to see who won with only one or two chips on the line in between.

      “I like this hand.”  Ryker chuckled and looked over at Aurora.

      “Enough to risk your Punishment Chip?”  Aurora raised her eyebrows inquisitively.

      “No, but I’ll start with five.”  Ryker counted out five pieces of paper and dropped them in the center of the table.

      “I’m out.”  I took a quick peek at the nonsense in my hand and confirmed my decision.

      “Five, huh.”  Aurora leaned over to look at the papers he dropped.  “Hmm, those are some good prizes.”

      “Gotta bet if you want to win.”  Ryker leaned back and smiled.

      “Fine, I call.”  Aurora nodded and matched Ryker’s bet.

      “Okay, now it might get interesting.”  I rubbed my hands together and flipped over three cards.

      Ryker must have drawn a pocket pair or a high face card—unless he’s bluffing.  He’s playing a lot more casual than he does when he’s serious, so I’m not sure.

      “I believe it’s your bet.”  Aurora stared at the cards and then looked up at Ryker.

      “Yeah.”  Ryker nodded.  “I’ll risk a couple more.”

      “Hmm.”  Aurora stared at the cards again.

      Damn, I can’t read her either.  She’s way too good at this for someone who just started tonight.

      “Okay, I’ll call.”  Aurora nodded and tossed two more chips into the pile.

      “What are you sitting on, girl?”  Ryker tilted his head as the next card was flipped.

      “You gotta pay to find out.”  She shrugged and leaned back in her chair, matching Ryker’s slouched demeanor.

      “I’ll stay.”  Ryker stared at the Ace that hit the table.

      So he’s telegraphing that an Ace didn’t help him—and perhaps worried him.  That means he probably drew one.  Easy to pick up on with my years of experience, but he’s baiting Aurora into a trap.

      “I’ll bet.”  Aurora picked up her chips.  “Two more.”

      “I’ll call.”  Ryker nodded immediately and matched her bet.

      “All right, final card.”  I flipped the last card over to reveal the Queen of Diamonds.

      Interesting.  Ryker probably has a face card to go with his Ace—but is it a Queen?

      “Five more.”  Ryker picked up his chips and tossed them into the center of the table.

      This is where an expert folds.  It doesn’t matter how much you’ve got on the table.  Ryker bluffed on the Ace, but hopped on the Queen.  It’s an aggressive move, but he’s too calculated to throw good money after bad.

      “Are you bluffing?”  Aurora tilted her head and narrowed her eyes.  “You’ve got an Ace—but do you have a Queen?”

      “Interesting observation.”  Ryker chuckled and shrugged.

      Holy shit, she read that play?  What the fuck is in her hand?

      “I’ll call.”  Aurora reached for her chips and matched his bet.

      “Two pair.”  Ryker flipped his cards to reveal an Ace and a Queen.

      “Damn, I thought you were bluffing.”  Aurora’s shoulders slumped forward.

      “It’s okay.  You can’t win them all.  We’ve been doing this a long time.”  I reached for Ryker’s cards.

      “I know, I just thought he was bluffing.  I mean, it doesn’t matter, right?  If I’m holding three of a kind.”  Aurora flipped her hand to reveal pocket Queens.

      “What the fuck!?”  Ryker’s eyes nearly bulged out of his head.

      “Dude!”  My head rolled back with laughter and I pointed at Ryker.  “She kicked your ass!”

      “The fucking odds of her having two fucking Queens when I was holding a fucking Queen and a Queen on the fucking—fuck!”  Ryker grabbed his beer and finished it.  “Fuck!”

      “This is what we like to call a temper tantrum.”  I kept laughing and shook my head.

      “It’s not a tantrum.”  Ryker growled.  “I need another beer.”

      “Sorry.”  Aurora stifled a smile and gathered her chips.

      It seemed that Ryker’s bad luck was just beginning, or perhaps he was just mad that the odds didn’t add up.  He made a few bad plays and after a half dozen hands, he was down to his Punishment Chip and decided to bow out of the game.  That left me staring across the table at Aurora, with the prize I needed in the middle of her pile of chips.  I just needed to lure her into a trap, which didn’t look like it was going to be very easy with how quickly she picked up the game.  I played a few smart hands and hacked away at her winnings, but we were still pretty even with Ryker’s chips divided between us.  She surprised me with a few good plays and tilted it back in her favor.  It was harder to read some of her plays because she was an amateur.  I had been playing with professionals so long that I anticipated professional plays, so careless ones drew me into a couple of traps.

      “She’s going to kick your ass, too.”  Ryker walked back over and took a seat.

      “Did you beat up a pillow and get all your rage out?”  I looked at him and chuckled.

      “I’m fine.  You know I don’t like losing.”  Ryker glared at the table.  “But well played, Aurora.  I’ll admit defeat—with grace.”

      “If that’s your idea of grace…”  Aurora chuckled and winked at him.  “Don’t worry, a few of these chips are going to be fun for you.”

      “Yeah, if you don’t lose them to Cole.”  Ryker muttered and shook his head.  “He’ll burn my good ones.”

      “You got that right.  No blowjobs for you.”  I smiled and tossed a couple of chips into the pile as we continued to gamble.

      After playing for a while, I finally picked up on a few of Aurora’s hidden ticks—things she didn’t even realize she was doing.  The way she cut her eyes at Ryker when she was contemplating a play she wasn’t sure about—and the way she got rigid when she was trying to control the ticks Ryker had previously pointed out.  I used them to my advantage several times and started slowly tilting the chip balance in my favor.  If I was playing with the Vegas Scourge MC, that would have been the point where I threw a few hands so I could walk away, but I was playing to win.  Ryker finally got over his disdain for his luck and started acting as our dealer.  Aurora’s chips were low, and I just needed her to get a hand that she would gamble on—one that would make her gamble everything.

      Pocket Jacks.  Okay.  This might work.

      “It’s your bet.”  I looked up at Aurora after checking my cards.

      “Yeah.”  She nodded and smiled.  “I don’t have many chips left, though.  I guess I’ll stay.”

      “I’ll bet a couple.”  I pushed two pieces of paper to the middle of the table.

      “Dang, I don’t know if I should call.”  She sighed and checked her cards for a moment.  “Okay, I guess I will call it.”

      This may not be the one to lure her in on—unless she’s being coy.

      “Here’s the flop.”  Ryker laid out three cards.

      Perfect, nothing that can beat two Jacks unless she’s got it in the pocket.

      “I’ll stay again.”  Aurora shrugged and leaned back in her chair.

      “I’ll bet five.”  I quickly pushed five chips to the middle of the table.

      She looks perplexed and she’s not folding.  Why isn’t she folding?

      “I’ll—I’ll call.”  Aurora matched my bet, which only left her with a couple of chips on her side of the table.

      This may be it—she may think she has a winning hand. Fuck, what if she has three of a kind?

      “All right, here comes the next card.”  Ryker flipped over a Two of Hearts and I was pretty sure it wouldn’t help either of us.

      “Well, are you going to stay again?  If I bet at this point, I’ll clean you out—unless you want to put up the Punishment Chip.”

      “Either I win or the game is over and I don’t get any of the awesome things on those chips.”  Aurora leaned back and sighed.  “I was really looking forward to some of them.”

      “Cole has plenty of dirty things on his side of the table to keep you busy for the rest of your vacation.  No reason to risk the Punishment Chip.”  Ryker shook his head and looked at Aurora.

      “It’s her decision.”  I shot Ryker an angry glare.

      You made the bet and you said she might like it—stay out of this.

      “Yeah, I don’t know.”  Aurora peeked at her cards again.

      “He’s going to spank you hard.  He wasn’t kidding about that.” Ryker reached over and patted Aurora’s hand.  “There’s no shame in folding and calling it a night—we’re going to have a lot of fun regardless.”

      “I might win, though…”  Aurora sighed and tilted her head.  “But is it worth it?”

      “That’s up to you.”  I shrugged and smiled.

      She’s actually thinking about it.  She must have three of a kind—there’s no way she would bet on anything else.

      “Okay.”  Aurora stared for a moment, seriously contemplating her decision.  “I’m all in.”

      “Fucking hell.”  Ryker exhaled sharply and shook his head.

      It’s worth it for the chips I’ll lose just for a chance at her Punishment Chip.

      “I’ll call.”  I threw out enough chips to match her bet.  “Let’s see what the last card has for us.”

      “Jack of Clubs.”  Ryker flipped it over.

      Holy shit.  I won.  There’s no way she can beat my three of a kind.

      “Let’s see the cards.”  I smiled and flipped mine over.

      “Oh my god!”  The color drained out of Aurora’s face and she flipped over a pair of sixes, which had been turned into three of a kind with the initial flop.  “I—I had it.  I had the win.”

      “The cards always betray you eventually.”  I reached over and picked up her Punishment Chip.  “It’s a painful lesson to learn sometimes—like now.”

      “Come on, Cole.”  Ryker turned his head towards me with his eyebrows clenched together in anger.  “Give her a pass on this one.”

      “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”  I glared at him.  “You’re the one that made the side bet to begin with.”

      “Wait, what side bet?”  Aurora looked at Ryker and then to me.

      “Ryker bet me that I couldn’t spank you before the end of your vacation.  He thought you’d like it.”  I leaned back and chuckled.  “He just lost the bet.”

      “I also said that you didn’t have to go through with it if she wasn’t into it, and by the look on her face, I’m going to guess my original assumption was wrong.”  Ryker reached over and took Aurora’s hand.  “You don’t have to do it.  I’ll call off the bet.”

      “I mean…”  Aurora looked down at the table and sighed.  “It did turn me on a lot, but that was different.  It was the heat of the moment.”

      “Sorry, Aurora.”  I picked up the Punishment Chip and leaned forward to put it on front of her. “I’m not cruel.  If you’re not into that sort of thing, and Ryker wants to call off the bet, you can have your chip back.”

      Well, that’s a downer.  Fuck.  Leave it to me to take a giant shit on a great evening.
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      I liked Cole’s dominance.  I loved the way he treated me in the bedroom.  It made me feel things that I had never imagined.  That was different from a real spanking, though—panties down, across his knee, having my bare bottom blistered like a disobedient child.  That wasn’t the same.  I stared at the Punishment Chip once he put it back in front of me, my thoughts tangled.  It felt wrong to take it back.  He had won it fair and square, even if there was a hidden agenda between them with their side bet.  I didn’t know if I would necessarily hate being spanked.  I just didn’t know if it would turn me on the same way his dominance did when we were in bed together.  Still, I was the one that made the decision to risk it and I lost.  That part was on me, regardless of how it ended up becoming my Punishment Chip to begin with.

      “Okay, well—I think this game is done.  Maybe we should go to the bedroom and have another memorable night.”  Ryker looked at me and then turned towards Cole.

      “Has anyone lost their Punishment Chip and had their punishment excused?”  I picked up the chip and stared at it, completely ignoring Ryker’s suggestion.  “Like, if either of you had lost it, would you have chickened out?”

      “Probably not.”  Ryker shook his head.  “But we don’t have to think about that.  This is your vacation—not a trip to the Principal’s office.”

      “No, hold on.”  I shook my head back and forth.  “I’m serious.  I chose to play the game and I gambled away my Punishment Chip.”

      “And I gave it back to you.”  Cole forced a smile.  “Seriously, don’t even think about it.  Toss it in the garbage.  I had no intentions of actually hurting you.  It was just because of the bet—and how you reacted to the other stuff we did.  Ryker called it off, so nobody is getting spanked tonight—or ever.”

      “What were the stakes in that bet?”  I lifted my head and looked towards Ryker.  “Cole said you had to sleep with his sister if you weren’t able to seduce me.  What were the stakes here?”

      “Heh.”  Ryker smiled and looked at Cole.  “He had to spend an hour with Mistress Tammy—you might have seen her billboard ad when we were walking around Fremont Street.”

      “The, uh, dominatrix?”  I raised my eyebrows in surprise.

      “Yep.”  Cole exhaled sharply.  “But like I said, nobody is getting spanked, so we’re all good.”

      “Would you have actually made Ryker go through with it?”  I looked up at Cole.  “The original bet? If you didn’t call it off because you found out I was a virgin?”

      “I—yeah.”  Cole nodded.  “Look, neither of us are very good people.  We’re both assholes sometimes.”

      “What about you?”  I turned my head towards Ryker.  “Would you really have sent Cole to get beaten by a dominatrix?”

      “I would have paid them to video tape it.”  Ryker leaned back and shrugged.  “Cole is right—we’re both assholes sometimes.”

      So I’m the only one that is essentially getting spared, because they like me.

      I realized what I had to do.  I played the game, I gambled away my Punishment Chip, and I had to accept the consequences of those actions.  I wasn’t ready to dive headfirst into a bare bottom blistering, but I didn’t want to be completely spared.  There was something inside me intrigued by the idea of being across Cole’s knee, even if I wasn’t entirely sure I would enjoy it.  There was no better time to find out.  It wasn’t like I had anyone waiting on me in Tennessee that would ever do it.  If I found out I didn’t like it, then I would know the limits of my lust for dominance.  If I did—then it would be something new I learned about myself to go along with everything else Vegas had taught me.

      “I think I need to go to the bedroom alone with Cole first.”  I looked over at Ryker and dropped my Punishment Chip in the middle of the table.  “I gambled this away, and I’m going to face the consequence of that decision.”

      “Are you sure?”  Ryker blinked in surprise.

      “Yes.”  I nodded and stood up from the table.  “Is that a problem, Cole?”

      “No.”  He smiled and stood.  “It’s not a problem at all.”

      I followed Cole to the bedroom and he took a set on the edge of the bed.  He motioned for me to come to him and I obeyed without hesitating.  He grabbed the front of my jeans and unbuttoned them, quickly sliding the denim past my hips.  My panties were next.  He left them around my knees and grabbed my wrist.  With a gentle tug, he pulled me across his knee with my exposed ass in the air.  It was a strange position to be in.  I felt vulnerable, yet safe.  I knew Cole wasn’t going to do anything to injure me, even if he gave me the spanking I earned by cashing in my Punishment Chip.  Would I like having my ass spanked?  Would I hate it?  Would he spank me until I had tears in my eyes?  The uncertainty left with a nervous excitement.

      “Have you ever been spanked before?”  Cole shifted me on his knee and let his hand rest on my ass.  “I hear it’s quite common in the South.”

      “No.”  I shook my head and looked over my shoulder.  “My parents didn’t really believe in it.”

      “You’re a virgin at everything.”  Cole chuckled and nodded.  “Well, I’ll go easy on you.  If you don’t like it, we can stop.  I’ll start with ten.”

      SMACK!

      The sound of his palm on my ass reached my eardrums before my brain processed the sting.  It was immediately followed by another one that landed on the opposite side of my ass.  It wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be, and there was a certain allure to it.  Being over a dominant man’s knee with my body at his mercy made me tingle when I realized I wasn’t going to run screaming out of the hotel room holding my ass after a couple of smacks.  The smacks vibrated through my body and made my pussy tingle each time his hand came down.  It was a mixture of discomfort and a hint of pleasure.  It wasn’t the same as having his dick buried in my pussy while he slapped my ass during sex, but it was enough to make my pussy get wet by the time the tenth smack came down in the center of my ass.

      “How was that?”  He rubbed my stinging cheeks and let his hand drift between my thighs to tease my clit.

      “It was—interesting.”  I moaned and lifted my hips.

      “Well, it certainly made your pussy wet, didn’t it?”  Cole slid a finger into my tightness and massaged the entrance.

      “Yeah.”  I felt my breath getting hurried when pleasure coursed through my veins.

      “How about ten more?”  He pulled his finger out of my pussy and let his hand rest on my ass.

      “Okay.”  I nodded and bit down on my lip.  “Maybe a little harder—it’s supposed to be punishment, after all.”

      “As you wish.”  Cole raised his hand and brought it down hard in the center of my ass.

      SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

      “Ow!”  I bounced on his knee and squirmed.  “Okay, that hurt!”

      “You asked for punishment.”  Cole lifted his hand and brought it down in rapid succession.

      SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

      “Wow! Ouch!”  I continued bouncing on his knee and my breathing got heavier as he finished delivering the second set of ten.

      “You can squeal if you want, but your pussy is telling me you love it.”  Cole gave me one more without warning.

      SMACK!

      Cole stopped spanking me and started rubbing my clit again.  My pussy was even wetter than it was after the first set of ten.  I was thoroughly turned on.  Ryker’s original assumption had been right.  Cole’s finger was like magic after feeling his hand on my ass.  I was already close to an orgasm.  I squirmed on his lap, lifting my ass towards him and moving it in a circular motion along with his finger.  I was begging for more—even though I wasn’t asking verbally.  I hoped he picked up on my body language.  I didn’t want him to ask if I was okay or have make me agree to take them.  I wanted him to be the dominant man that told me what to do when he put me on my knees.  I wanted him to keep spanking me—to punish me with his hand until my bottom was on fire.  He promised that much.  I was no longer living in nervous excitement—I was driven purely by desire.

      “Now that I see how much this turns you on, I’m just going to spank you.”  He lifted his hand and brought it down hard.  “I’m going to give you the spanking you earned when you lost your Punishment Chip.”

      SMACK!

      Cole read my body language like he was inside my head, thinking the same thoughts I was.  His hand started to come down with a newfound fury, bouncing from one side of my ass to the other.  I squirmed and started to squeal, but even my squeals couldn’t hide my moans.  The impact of his hand on my flesh—the vibrations that resonated deep inside me—they were making me burn with anticipation for every smack.  Cole didn’t hold back.  The warm-up was over.  He held me tight against his knee, let his hand crash into my ass without mercy, and all I could do was take it—god, I loved taking it.  I was a glutton for punishment and I didn’t even know it until Cole showed me what I craved.  The sting that had covered my entire ass turned to a burn—he was lighting my ass on fire, but the real fire was burning deep inside me.

      “Oh god!”  I threw my head back and felt my pussy spasm.

      The spanking sent enough vibrations through my body that I started to cum without him even touching me.  I erupted from the combination of pain and bliss.  It wasn’t an orgasm that seized me like I had when they were inside me, but it was strong enough to make me writhe.  Cole kept spanking me.  He kept his hand focused on my ass while my orgasm continued to surge through my veins.  His hand came to a stop when the orgasm subsided, and I lay across his knee in shock.  I couldn’t believe the spanking had brought me to climax.  I didn’t even know that was possible.  I was suddenly aware of my heart racing so fast that I could feel it beating in my ears, and my chest was heaving from my hurried breaths.

      “That’s a first.”  Cole pushed his hand between my legs and started to rub my pussy.  “You fucking came.”

      “It wasn’t enough.”  I looked over my shoulder and moan.  “I want both of you—now.”

      “Ryker!”  Cole lifted me off his knee and dropped me on the bed.

      “What’s wrong?  Did you hurt her?”  Ryker came bursting into the room like a cannon with a worried expression on his face.

      “No, but if we don’t fuck her right now I think she might pass out from endorphins.”  Cole climbed into bed and lifted my leg.  “She really liked her spanking.”

      They took an angled position on the bed, each of them at my waist.  They quickly put condoms on their cocks and I felt Cole slam into me.  The first thrust was almost enough to send me over the edge into another orgasm.  Ryker rubbed my pussy until his fingers were wet and lubricated the condom before he started to enter my ass.  Once he was deep, I couldn’t hold back—I orgasmed hard.  I barely noticed their thrusts for several seconds as bliss surged through every fiber of my being.  My consciousness finally returned and I felt them—both of them.  It was incredible.  The first time I had them both inside me, it took a while for me to adjust.  I didn’t even need a second—I was so turned on I could practically see stars swimming in front of my eyes and drowning in my lust.

      “Harder.”  I looked at Cole and bit down on my lip.  “Fuck me as hard as you can!”

      Neither one of them hesitated.  They pounded me so hard I felt like I was going to have burn marks from scraping against the rough quilt, but I didn’t care.  The pressure inside me seized my body with an orgasm and before that one was done, another one took hold.  I might have passed out from the pleasure.  I might have just simply reached a plane of existence that didn’t exist in the mortal world.  I felt my eyes jolt open and realized I was cumming again.  Both of their cocks were throbbing and pulsating.  I heard a mixture of grunts and primal growls as they both chased their release.  They both went deep and then it happened—both cocks erupted inside me at the same time.  I reached out and dug one set of nails in Ryker while the other one dug into Cole and started to cum harder than I thought was humanly possible.

      “Fuck!  Oh my god!”  I stared at the ceiling and screamed so loud I silenced every other noise in my eardrums.

      I can’t even hear their bodies colliding with mine.

      It was over.  They were both spent and I was a mess of euphoric bliss.  I was aware of them speaking once we stretched out in bed, but I couldn’t understand their words.  Eventually I was greeted by silence and the light went out.  Their powerful arms wrapped around me as I drifted off to sleep.  It wasn’t a dreamless sleep like the night before.  It was dirty, filthy, and erotic.  I dreamed of them touching me, teasing me—I dreamed of pleasuring them in every way possible while they made me feel the mixture of pain and nirvana.  I wanted it—every moment that my exhausted brain created as it processed the events of the day.  I was aware of everything in my dreams to the point that I was begging myself to wake up just so we didn’t have to waste a single moment of our time together.
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      The next day

      “All right, we’ve got a lot of stuff on the agenda today.”  I sat down in the living room and lit a cigarette.

      “Yeah, starting with another trip to one of the stores downstairs for a change of clothes.  Unless you want to swing by our apartment building.”  Ryker took a seat across from me.

      “Nah, we can live off the clothing rack.  Fuck it.”  I shrugged and exhaled smoke.  “God, how long do you think she’s going to sleep?”

      “Who knows.”  Ryker chuckled and shook his head.  “You unleashed a sex-goddess.”

      “You said you saw it in her eyes when she tasted pain for the first time while we were fucking her.  I guess you were right about her desires.”  I nodded and took another drag off my cigarette.  “She loved it.”

      “I got a little worried last night, though.  I wasn’t sure.  The way she reacted when we suggested it made me think I didn’t read it right.”  Ryker leaned forward and took the pad from me.

      “We just have to remember that this is all new to her.  She hasn’t had a chance to discover the places her desires want to take her.”  I leaned back in my chair.

      “Well, where I want to take her is breakfast.  I’m fucking starving and while the room service is nice, that shit ain’t cheap.”  Ryker looked towards the bedroom.

      “Yeah.  I’m going to shower.  Maybe I’ll make enough noise to rouse sleeping beauty.”  I put out my cigarette and stood.

      Ryker and I showered and made a trip downstairs to pick up some new clothes before Aurora was finally awake.  Once she was showered and dressed for the day, we headed down to one of the restaurants in the main part of the Bellagio.  It was still expensive, but it gave us an opportunity to pay instead of her having to charge room service to her card.  After breakfast was over, we did some window shopping so Aurora could see some of the famous stores they didn’t have in Tennessee.  I wished I could afford to buy her all the nice things she stared at, but the stores were mostly tourist traps.  Everything was marked up way out of my price range.  Once she had her fill of seeing things she couldn’t afford, we headed out to our first destination.

      We hadn’t said the words out loud yet, but we were all aware of what was in front of us.  It was Aurora’s last day in Las Vegas and our last night together.  Her flight was scheduled for noon the following day.  There was an eagerness in her eyes.  I could tell that the sights of the city were still mesmerizing, but they were no longer as interesting as what we did when we were alone.  She wanted to go back to the hotel room before it was even dark.  She wanted to explore more of the passion she experienced the night before, and neither of us were going to argue with her.  We got in the back of an Uber and headed back to the Bellagio, already teasing each other with our hands when we came to a stop in front of the hotel.

      “Hold up.”  I stopped when I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket.  “Just a second, I need to take this.”

      “What’s going on?”  Ryker raised his eyebrows.

      “It’s Johnny Ciampa.”  I sighed and walked away from the two of them once we stepped into the Bellagio.  “Hello?”

      “Hey, Cole.”  Johnny’s voice echoed on the other end of the line.

      “What’s going on, man?  I thought we were set for the week.”  I walked towards a quieter part of the hotel.

      “Yeah, well—we were.  That’s why I’m calling.”  Johnny’s voice was hurried and almost panicked.  “Earlier today, I got a visit from Thaddeus.”

      “Oh shit.”  I put my hand on my head.  “Did he put you out of business?”

      “No, I’d say what he did was a bit worse in my profession.  He bought all my outstanding debt for pennies on the dollar—it wasn’t a negotiation.”  Johnny sighed loudly.

      “Bought your debts?  Why?”  I held the phone against my shoulder and waited for him to answer.

      “I don’t know, but I wanted to give you a heads up because you had the biggest balance in my ledger.  His guys asked a lot of questions about you—where you lived, if you had any family in Vegas, where you hung out.”  Johnny voice echoed remorse.  “I’m sorry, Cole.”

      “You didn’t tell him about my sister, did you?”  I felt my stomach clench in a knot.

      “No, no fucking way, man.  I wouldn’t do that to you, but one of my guys was quick to tell him that you hung out at the Bellagio.  If you’re staying there, you might want to clear out.  I don’t think it’s safe.”  Johnny exhaled into the phone.  “You might want to leave Vegas entirely until you have the money to pay him back.”

      Fuck!

      “Thanks.  I appreciate the heads up.”  I ended the call and pushed my phone back into my pocket.

      “Is everything okay?”  Ryker looked at me with concern as I walked back to the lobby.

      “No, I need to get out of here—now.  Honestly, it might be best if you come with me.”  I stared at Ryker and swallowed hard.  “Thaddeus made a play for Johnny’s loan shark business—it’s only a matter of time and it might be tonight.”

      “What are you two talking about?”  Aurora looked at Ryker and then to me.  “Loan sharks?”

      “Long fucking story, but I’m afraid this is where we say goodbye.”  I closed my eyes and sighed.  “Meeting you—god damn it—it’s been amazing.  I wish I had time to say more, but just know that I’ll never forget you.”

      “You two are just messing with me, right?”  Aurora tilted her head.  “You’re not really leaving, are you?  This is our last night together.  Ryker?”

      “This is a bad situation, Aurora.”  Ryker sighed angrily.  “Do you remember what we told you about in the Mafia museum, about all the kingpins that used to run Vegas?”

      “Yeah.”  Aurora nodded quickly.

      “Well, Thaddeus is worse than any of them and it seems that Cole is now in debt to him.  That story doesn’t end well.  We’re going to have to lay low for a little bit.”  Ryker pulled Aurora in for a hug.  “Seriously, you mean so much to me—so much more than you should.  We just can’t put you in danger.”

      We had a few more quick hugs and Aurora started to cry, but there was no other option on the table.  If Thaddeus had purchased all of Johnny’s debts, then he intended to collect on them.  He might even demand interest.  He wasn’t the type of man to let me pay the debt weekly, which meant I would either end up dead or seriously fucked up when he found out I didn’t have the money.  We watched until Aurora made it to the elevators and then we started walking towards the parking lot.  The best plan of action was to just put a foot on the accelerator and not stop until we made it to Reno.  We couldn’t even risk going home to get our things.  The money in our pocket was all we would have to start over with.  We were almost to my truck when I heard a voice behind me.

      “Cole!  Ryker!  Wait!”  It was Aurora and when I turned around, I saw her running towards the parking lot.

      “What?”  I walked towards her.

      “Let me give you my address.  I know you probably won’t be in Tennessee anytime soon—if ever—but you should at least have a way to get in touch with me.”  Aurora put her hands on her knees, clearly out of breath once she finally made it to us.

      “Here.”  Ryker walked up and handed her his phone.  “Type it in.”

      “Quickly…”  I looked around.  “Actually, type it while we walk.  We’ll make sure you get back inside.”

      That was the last moment of peace that the three of us had.  There was a loud squeal behind us and I spun around to see a black van come to halt.  The side doors opened and several men stepped out, followed by an enormous, hulking figure.  I didn’t need to ask his name or why he was there.  We were too late.  Our chance of escape had just been blocked by the man we never wanted to see face to face.  I had heard rumors that Thaddeus looked like the Incredible Hulk, and that description barely did him justice.  He had a rugged face with several scars along his jaw, a suit that was clearly tailored to fit his massive frame, and dark colored eyes that focused directly on me.

      “Cole.”  Thaddeus’s voice was like concrete being shattered with a hammer.  “You’re a hard man to find.  I’ve been looking for hours now.”

      “Sorry to keep you waiting.”  I took a step forward.  “Johnny called me, so I know why you’re here.”

      “Great!  Then this transaction will be quick.”  Thaddeus smiled and looked at the men beside him who started to chuckle.  “I’ll collect what you owe me and we can be on our way.”

      “I’m sure you know I don’t have that kind of money in my pocket.”  I narrowed my eyes and exhaled sharply.  “But I’ll pay you—I swear.  Johnny and I had an arrangement.”

      “Johnny’s not handling that debt anymore so any arrangement you made with him is void.”  Thaddeus tilted his head to the side.  “The new deal is that you pay me right now.”

      “He said he didn’t have it.”  Ryker took a step forward and stood by my side, carefully positioning Aurora behind him.  “We’ll get it, though.”

      “You must be Ryker.”  Thaddeus chuckled and nodded.  “What was it that guy at Johnny’s place said?  Watch out for Ryker—he won’t let you lay a hand on Cole.”

      “That’s what he said, boss.”  The man to the immediate left of Thaddeus chuckled.

      “And who is that pretty little thing hiding behind you with those terrified eyes?”  Thaddeus leaned to the side.

      “Leave her out of this!  She’s just a tourist.”  I felt my jaw tighten.

      “Just a tourist.”  Thaddeus chuckled again.  “Well, if she’s in Sin City, she belongs to me.”

      “Like hell!”  Ryker took a step forward and balled his fists.

      “Bring me the girl.”  Thaddeus motioned to his guys.

      “Aurora, run!”  I pushed her shoulders and rushed towards Thaddeus.

      There was no winning the fight.  We didn’t even stand a chance.  All I hoped to do was create enough chaos for Aurora to get back to the Bellagio.  The parking lot was away from the street and we weren’t likely to draw much attention, but if she could get closer to the hotel, it would create too much of a scene for them to try and take her.  I didn’t even care if it cost me my life.  There was no fucking way Thaddeus was going to lay a hand on Aurora.  Ryker was throwing punches when I got to Thaddeus, but I never got a chance to hit him.  One of his guys tackled me and I was pinned to the ground.  Ryker took down a couple of them, but the numbers were too much.  I looked towards Aurora, and she was running, but two of Thaddeus’ thugs were in hot pursuit.  She didn’t make it.  They grabbed her by the waist and she kicked as hard as she could, but they dragged her back to Thaddeus.

      “Carlos used to have a very popular auction—selling beautiful things like you.  I’ve been thinking of reviving it.”  Thaddeus walked up to Aurora and put his hand on her chin.  “I bet you’d fetch a very good price.”

      “You bastard!”  Ryker struggled against the two men holding his arms.  “Let her go!”

      “Do whatever you want to me!  I owe you the money.  She has nothing to do with this!”  I tried to get to my feet, but was quickly yanked back down so hard my face hit the pavement.

      “Our debt is cleared.”  Thaddeus looked at me and smiled.  “She’s your payment.”

      “She is not!”  I flailed and struggled, but I couldn’t move.

      “This is my city now, Cole.  I make the rules.  I think it’s time to revive the Sin City Auction, and she’s going to be the centerpiece of our opening night.  As for you two…”  Thaddeus looked at me and then over to Ryker.  “Kill them both.”

      “No!”  Aurora screamed and tried to rush towards Thaddeus, but the men held her arms.

      “You know what—”  Thaddeus held up his hand.  “Kill Ryker.  I like to leave a witness—someone that can serve as a reminder of what happens when I don’t get what I’m owed.”

      “You got it, boss.”  One of the men walked towards Ryker and pulled out a switchblade.

      Blood pooled on the pavement.  The knife went deep in Ryker’s chest.  Aurora’s screams pierced the night air, but then they were silenced when one of the men put a hand over her mouth.  She was dragged towards the van, and once she was inside, the man holding me took his hand off my neck.  I immediately rushed towards the van, but got a fist in my jaw and a boot in my gut.  I dropped to the pavement and the door slammed.  The tires squealed and then there was silence.  I crawled over towards Ryker.  He was dying.  Blood was gushing from the wound and his face was white.  I tore a chunk off of my shirt and dug my cell phone out of my pocket.  He was still breathing—I just needed him to hold on until the ambulance arrived.  I pressed my hand on his wound and started to dial.

      “Stay with me, Ryker.  Please stay with me.”  I looked down at him and felt tears trying to force their way out.

      “Cole…”  Ryker’s voice was weak, but he got enough strength to lift his arm and grab my shirt.  “Get her back—don’t let those monsters hurt her.”

      “I won’t.”  I swallowed hard and gritted my teeth.  “Just stay with me—please don’t die.”

      The ambulance arrived, along with the police.  They asked a lot of questions, but I didn’t tell them the truth.  I figured an attempted robbery would make the most sense, and they seemed to buy it.  Once the detective questioning me found out we were both former Marines, he stopped treating me like a suspect.  I wanted to go to the hospital and stay with Ryker, but I had to stay focused on the task at hand.  Getting Aurora back was all that mattered.

      It was time for me to go to war.  Thaddeus had no idea what kind of hell he had invited to his doorstep.  There would be no mercy for anyone that stood between me and the woman I was going to save.  I would have ran from Thaddeus if it was just about me.  War had no winners.  I learned that in the Marines.  I didn’t need to win.  I just needed to survive long enough to put a bullet in Thaddeus’ skull.

      I already made one desert run red with blood when I was in Afghanistan.  Time for Las Vegas to be painted the same fucking color.
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      My mind was in turmoil.  I was on my way to my room, looking forward to another incredible night with Ryker and Cole, but then everything spiraled out of control.  The men that took me tied my hands behind my back and stuffed a gag in my mouth.  My body bounced against the floorboard of the van as it drove away from the Bellagio parking lot.  The only image in my head was Ryker, laying on the ground with blood pouring from his wound.  There was no way he survived.  Cole was alive, but what could he do?  Thaddeus had an army.  Even if he called the police, I wasn’t sure they could find me.  I laid on the floorboard for what felt like an hour before it finally stopped.  Two of the men in the van dragged me out and carried me into what appeared to be a warehouse.  They tied me to a chair and then I saw Thaddeus’ huge, hulking figure approaching.

      “What was your name?  Oh yes, Aurora.”  Thaddeus had a rough voice that sounded like he was gargling gravel as he spoke.  “You’re very pretty—almost enough to even tempt a man like me.”

      “Should we clean her up and take her to your room, boss?”  One of the men chuckled and looked at me.

      “No, leave us.”  Thaddeus motioned with his hand.

      “Yes sir.”  The man nodded and walked towards the exit of the warehouse.

      “I’m sorry we had to meet under these circumstances.”  Thaddeus walked up and pulled the gag out of my mouth.  “I’m normally not this cruel.”

      “You killed Ryker!”  I snarled once the gag was released.

      “Yes, a necessity I’m afraid.”  Thaddeus pulled a chair over and took a seat in front of me.  “Have you ever wanted control?”

      “Control?”  I spat at him. “You’re a fucking monster.”

      “Another necessity.”  Thaddeus reached inside his jacket and pulled out a cigar.  “For many years, I’ve wanted to own Sin City.  This city is my birthright.  I was born here, raised in the fire, and taught to be a leader—yet when the time came, the king didn’t want to give up his crown.”

      “So, what?  You’re just some wannabe Mafia asshole?”  I glared and felt my lip quivering.

      “The Mafia.”  Thaddeus laughed and lit his cigar.  “I’m sure you’ve heard all the stories, but the part they don’t tell you—the reality of Las Vegas—is that there always has to be a king.  If someone doesn’t sit on the throne, it just goes to shit.”

      “You don’t look like a king.”  I continued to glare and blew the smoke out of my face when it drifted my way.

      “Not yet.”  Thaddeus shook his head back and forth.  “But I’m going to wear the crown very soon.  I’m going to protect Sin City and establish order.  You see, there was a man named Carlos who did that for many years.  He was my mentor and my friend.  I wanted everything he promised, but he wanted to keep wearing the crown on his weary brow.”

      “So let me guess.”  I snarled angrily.  “You killed him.”

      “No.  Maybe I should have, but I walked away.  I waited for the right time, and once his sins were too many to count, he was dethroned.”  Thaddeus took a drag off of his cigar.  “So, now Las Vegas is mine for the taking.”

      “What are you going to do with me?  What do I have to do with any of this?”  I struggled against the ropes, but they were too tight to budge.

      “In order to establish control in a city like this, people have to fear you.  It has to be real.  People have to know what happens when they don’t pay their debts.  Cole will be my witness.  He’ll tell everyone how I killed his best friend and took the girl he was with as payment.  That kind of notoriety is worth more than money.  It makes people think twice about doing something that could land them in the same position.  That’s control.  Fear is a great motivator.”  Thaddeus nodded and puffed on his cigar.  “As for you?  I meant what I said.  You’ll make a great centerpiece when I relaunch the Sin City Auction.”

      “You’re just going to sell me to the highest bidder?  Is that how it works?”  I felt a twinge of panic, but I stifled it because I needed to understand what he had planned for me.

      “Basically.  The Sin City Auction used to cater to weekend fantasies, but I see the potential for so much more.  I want to help people connect with the person they’ll spend the rest of their lives with.”  Thaddeus’ lips formed a sinister smile.

      “There aren’t enough human traffickers in the world already?”  I narrowed my eyes and tugged on my restraints again.

      “Not in Las Vegas.”  He chuckled behind his smile and lifted his cigar to his lips.  “Which is a shame, because this is the perfect place to do it.  We have an unlimited supply of tourists—if a few of them go missing every year, it’ll barely make headlines.”

      “My family will look for me, especially when my plane lands without me on it.”  I nodded and tilted my head to the side.  “Do you really want that kind of attention when you’re still trying to establish—what was it you said?  Control?”

      “I’m sure they will, but who will be the prime suspects?  My guess is they’ll focus all of their attention on Cole.  I’m sure they’re already asking him a lot of questions about the dead body in the parking lot.”  Thaddeus slowly stood to his feet.  “Enjoy your stay, Ms. Aurora.  I’ll have you moved to a more secure location tomorrow morning.”

      “Let me go!  Damn it!  Let me go, you bastard!”  I started yelling when he walked away, but he ignored me.

      The lights were turned off and the warehouse was plunged into darkness.  I held back the tears as long as I could, but the darkness ate away at my resolve.  It made me face the reality of my situation.  Ryker died trying to protect me.  Would Cole meet the same fate if he tried to save me?  Would he even try?  Thaddeus had an army and I saw the fear in Cole’s eyes when he thought Thaddeus was coming for him.  That wasn’t the look of a man that would eagerly charge into battle, regardless of what Thaddeus did.  Still, Ryker and Cole were close.  That kind of friendship would make someone do stupid things.  I was afraid to have hope in such a hopeless situation, but it was all I could cling to.

      I didn’t sleep at all while I was tied to the chair.  When daylight finally started to illuminate the warehouse, two men came in and untied me.  I tried to run the second my feet were free, but I didn’t get far.  They took me to a different van than the one I was in the night before and drove me to a large mansion in the desert.  It was swarming with guys holding guns, and looked more like a fortress than a house.  I still tried to fight, but they carried me upstairs and locked me in one of the bedrooms.  My first thought was the window, but it was covered with bars.  I was no longer tied up, but I was still a prisoner.  A clock on the wall confirmed that I had missed my flight.  I wanted to have hope, but I felt it draining away as I sat down on the edge of the bed.

      I need sleep, even if I don’t want it.  If an opportunity to escape presents itself, I will need all of the energy I can get.
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      “Grit!”  I held up my hand and walked towards the leader of the Vegas Scourge MC as soon as he stepped off his motorcycle outside the bar his club operated out of.  “I need your help.”

      “My help?”  He scoffed and shook his head.  “You don’t have the right to ask for that unless you’re wearing a cut.”

      “Thaddeus made his move on Johnny Ciampa.”  I put my hands on my hips.

      “Not my problem.”  Grit shrugged.  “You should have paid your debt before he did.”

      “Ryker’s in the fucking hospital.”  I felt my jaw tighten.  “He might not make it.  Thaddeus did it just to send a fucking message to anyone that owed him money.”

      “Look, I respect you, but that’s a you problem.”  Grit started walking towards the door of the bar.  “When you owe money to a man like Thaddeus, anyone you’re associated with is in danger.”

      “What if I joined the Vegas Scourge?  Would that make it our problem?”  I walked in front of Grit and blocked his path.

      “It would make it a problem that the club puts to a vote, but I’m not risking my guys just so you can get revenge on Thaddeus.”  Grit shook his head back and forth.  “If Thaddeus fucks with us, we’ll handle business, but we don’t start fights—we finish them.”

      “It’s inevitable, isn’t it?”  I tilted my head to the side with a scowl on my face.  “You’re already recruiting soldiers and preparing for war.  Why wait?  You know he’s going to come for your club eventually.”

      “He might, or he might leave us alone.  We don’t know the answer to that question.  If it was my decision, I’d probably go to war now, but that’s not how the club operates.”  Grit shrugged and shook his head.  “Things have to be put to a vote.”

      “Then put it to a vote and let me talk to your guys.”  I put my hands back on my hips.  “Please, Grit.  You know this is for the best.  This city will be a nightmare if Thaddeus takes over.”

      “You’ve never given a shit about this city.  You’re just happy making pennies and keeping your head above water.  You’re really want to go to war and possibly get a bullet in your head because he tried to kill Ryker?”  Grit shook his head.  “That’s a dumb move, and I’ve seen you play cards—you don’t make dumb moves unless you’re trying to lose.”

      “Fine.”  I nodded and sighed.  “It’s not just about Ryker.  Thaddeus took someone—a woman.  Someone I care about.  I have to get her back.”

      “Of course this is about a fucking woman.”  Grit exhaled sharply and rolled his eyes.  “If you want me to call a meeting, I will.  But you can’t address the table if you aren’t wearing a Vegas Scourge cut.”

      “I hope you have one in my size.”  I narrowed my eyes and nodded.

      Wearing the Vegas Scourge’s cut was the price I would have to pay to save Aurora.  There was no other way to get the men I needed to take down Thaddeus.  War required an army.  Thaddeus had one, and after a passionate speech to the Vegas Scourge MC, I had one too.  Taking down Thaddeus was in everyone’s best interest.  Doing it before he had absolute control of Las Vegas was the best chance anyone would ever have.  Once he had power and more soldiers for his army, he could massacre the Vegas Scourge MC if he wanted.  At the very least, they would have to do his bidding for survival.

      “How does it feel to the be on the right side of the fight for a change?”  I walked up to the bar and sat down beside Grit.

      “We were always on the right side.  At the end of the day, we do what is best for the club.  Carlos didn’t fuck with us, so we didn’t have a reason to go after him.”  Grit shrugged and sipped the beer in front of him.  “You’re right, though, this move is best for Las Vegas and for the club.”

      “Here’s to mutual interests.”  I took a beer from the bartender and raised it.

      “I hope you understand that putting on that jacket isn’t a one time thing.  You don’t get to take it off once the fight is over.  You might not agree with what we do, but you’re a member of the Vegas Scourge now, and that’s a lifetime commitment.  If one of us falls, all of us fall.”  Grit raised his beer and sipped it again.

      “I know.”  I nodded and sipped my beer.

      I know exactly what I’m getting myself into, but Aurora’s freedom is worth more than anything else in the world.
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      It took time for Grit to figure out where Thaddeus was staying, but his sources came through.  Thaddeus had turned an old mansion in the desert into his base of operations.  That was the most likely place for him to be holding Aurora.  I thought the guns I kept in my safe were impressive, but the Vegas Scourge MC had an arsenal.  They were certainly prepared for battle, even if they weren’t planning to pick a fight.  We drove out to the desert under the cover of darkness and found a decent position on a hill overlooking Thaddeus’ house.  I couldn’t even count the number of guys he had walking around the perimeter carrying M16s.  We were definitely outmanned.  I just hoped we would have the element of surprise.

      “How would you do this, Cole?”  Grit dropped down on the ground beside me and took my binoculars.  “Our normal strategy is to just go in guns blazing.”

      “A small group—guys that know how to fight with their hands and use a knife.  Back them up with a sniper.  Do as much damage as possible before they realize we’re there, then it’s guns blazing.”  I looked over at him and nodded.

      “See, that’s why I wanted you in the Vegas Scourge.  You understand strategy.”  Grit patted me on my back.

      “Yeah, that’s just the Marine in me.  We don’t like to waste men if we don’t have to.”  I nodded to him.

      The plan was set.  I was in the group that approached the house on foot with a knife in my hand and a gun in my belt.  I would have preferred to have something with more firepower, but it was too bulky.  I just hoped we weren’t too late—I hoped Aurora hadn’t been harmed.  If Thaddeus laid a hand on her, his death would be slow and painful instead of quick.  We started with two guys walking by themselves, and quickly took them out.  Two of the Vegas Scourge MC members dragged their bodies into the darkness while the man with me approached our next target.  Another one down.  Then another one after him.  We weren’t going to have the element of surprise for long, especially when someone noticed that the perimeter patrol had gotten quite thin.

      “Hello?  Charlie?  Why aren’t you answering?”  The radio on the ground started to crackle.

      “That’s our cue.”  I motioned to the guys with me.

      It didn’t take long for the men that were closer to the house to get word that something was wrong.  Once they started approaching the perimeter, the sniper let bullets fly.  Bodies dropped, and I started weaving between them as I rushed towards the house.  Once our cover was blown and bullets started echoing in the night air, chaos erupted.  The two sides traded fire, and I kept pushing forward towards the house.  If I could get inside, I would be able to save Aurora—at least, I hoped that was the case.  I sincerely hoped Thaddeus wouldn’t hurt her once he realized she was the reason he was under attack.  The best way to prevent that was to get into the house as soon as possible.  I had one guy by my side once we made it to the back door.  I splintered it with my boot, and then we were inside.

      “Fuck!”  The guy beside me raised his weapon but a bullet tore through his shoulder before he could fire.

      I fired, dropping the guy that took out the Vegas Scourge MC member beside me. He wasn’t dead, but he wasn’t going to be able to keep going.  I carried him back outside and dropped him in the bushes near the house.  It was good enough to keep anyone from seeing him unless they were looking.  Once he had his gun firmly in his hand in case it was needed, I rushed back into the house with my finger on the trigger.  A couple of shots nearly grazed my skull, and I returned fire, dropping the men that fired.  I ran into the living room and looked around.  It was empty.  I had no idea where Aurora was.  I decided to start checking upstairs first.  As soon as my foot hit the bottom step, I saw a large, hulking shadow at the top of the stairs holding a gun.

      “Well, this is a surprise.”  Thaddeus shook his head and started walking down the stairs.  “I didn’t think you would give your life for her—she must have a damn good pussy.  I’m going to have to see what all the fuss is about once we exterminate all of you fucking rats.”

      “You won’t have a chance!”  I lifted my gun and started firing, sending several into Thaddeus’ chest, but he didn’t stop walking.

      “That was your one chance.”  Thaddeus fired at me, and a bullet ripped through my left arm, causing me to drop my gun.  “You blew it.”

      Fuck!  He’s wearing a bullet proof vest!

      “It’s not over yet.”  I dove for my gun with my right hand, but before I could grab it, Thaddeus pressed his boot on my knuckles.

      “Yes, it is.”  Thaddeus nodded and pointed the gun at my skull.  “Tell Ryker I said hello.”

      The end had come.  I survived Afghanistan just to be killed by some scumbag Mafia idolizer in fucking Las Vegas.  I wasn’t going to be able to save Aurora.  I couldn’t even save myself.  I stared at the gun and let my wounded arm fall to my side—then I felt my knife in my belt.  I had one more chance, and I couldn’t blow it.  I pulled my knife, ignoring the pain and jammed it into Thaddeus’ hamstring.  A howl of pain followed and he took a step back.  He pointed the gun at me and fired, but I rolled out of the way.  I came to my feet and charged him, slamming all of my weight into his muscular frame.  We both hit the railing on the side of the stairs and it cracked.  I was falling.  I braced for impact with Thaddeus underneath me and landed directly on his chest.

      “Get off me, you fucking bastard!”  Thaddeus was so strong that he nearly sent me flying when he pushed me off his chest.  “Forget fucking that bitch—I’m going to carve her into pieces and tell her every second of her agony is your fault.”

      I got to my feet before Thaddeus and saw him reaching for the gun that had fallen on the ground beside him.  I launched myself into the air and crashed into him with all of my weight again.  My fists started flying, each one landing directly in the center of the hulking bastard’s face.  The pain in my arm wasn’t enough to stop me from turning his face into a blood stain.  He tried to get his massive arms up to block, but I was faster than him.  I bounced his head against the wooden floor until he wasn’t moving and then I heard someone coming through the door.  I reached for the gun beside me out of instinct, but when I raised it, I saw Grit’s face.

      “Easy.”  Grit held up his hand.  “It’s over.  Thaddeus’ men are retreating into the desert.  I guess they weren’t all willing to die for that sack of shit.”

      “It’s not over.”  I dropped my hand and put the barrel of the gun against Thaddeus’ head.  “Not until this motherfucker is dead.”

      One bullet between the eyes ended his life.  He was too dangerous to leave alive.  He had crawled from nothingness before, and he would spend his life rebuilding his army just so he could come for me again.  I stood to my feet and clenched my arm, but I couldn’t focus on my wound.  I had to find Aurora.  I ran to the stairs and took them two at a time, grimacing as the pain swept through my body.  I checked each room until I found one that was locked.  She had to be on the other side of the door.  I took a step back and hit it as hard as I could with my boot.

      “Aurora, are you in here?”  I pushed against the wood and stepped into the room.
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      I didn’t know what happened once the gunfire started.  I started walking towards the window to look outside, but a bullet shattered the glass, so I scurried to the corner and curled up in a ball.  It sounded like a war.  For a brief moment, I thought perhaps Cole had come for me, but when I heard the sound of violence and carnage, I was certain it wasn’t him—until the door to my room was splintered off the hinges.  Cole looked like a beast that had been through hell when he pushed through the broken wood, but the rage in his eyes softened when he saw me.  I jumped to my feet and ran to him.  Tears streamed down my face as I wrapped my arms around his waist.

      “Oh my god!  You came for me!”  I hugged Cole as tight as I could.

      “I would have burned Las Vegas to the ground to get you back.”  Cole put his arm around me.

      “You’re hurt.”  My eyes were drawn to the arm that was hanging at his side with a large chunk of tattooed flesh ripped apart.

      “They can put me in a bed next to Ryker now that you’re safe.”  Cole looked down at me and smiled.

      “What?  Ryker’s alive?”  I felt joy—pure happiness.

      “You think a knife would slow down that tough son of a bitch?”  Cole chuckled and motioned towards the door.  “Come on, let’s go see him and get me a few stitches.”

      Cole filled me in on what transpired after I was taken by Thaddeus.  Ryker was in bad shape, but he was alive.  I was able to go see him while Cole was getting stitched up, but it wasn’t much of a reunion.  He was on morphine to dull the pain and barely conscious.  After I spent a few minutes with him, I found a phone and called my parents.  I decided to simply tell them I missed my flight and lost my phone.  That part was true.  I just left out the gory details.  I called my sister as soon as I was done talking to my parents and gave her the same spiel.  I got a lecture about going to Vegas alone, similar to the one she gave me when I first decided to take the trip.  By the time I was done talking to my family, Cole had been stitched up and was walking down the hallway towards me.

      “Ryker’s probably going to be out all night, but I want to stay with him.”  I looked towards his room.

      “I’m not going anywhere.”  Cole put his hand on my shoulder.  “Hopefully they have a comfortable chair to sleep in.”

      “I need to call the Bellagio and make sure they didn’t throw my stuff out.  I was supposed to check out this morning.”  I swallowed hard and sighed.  “Did you happen to get my purse after Thaddeus took me?  All my credit cards and stuff were in there.”

      “Yeah.”  Cole nodded quickly.  “It’s in my truck at the bar.”

      “So, that jacket you were wearing—that’s a permanent thing?  You joined the Vegas Scourge MC?”  I tilted my head to the side.

      “I had to.”  Cole took my hand and we walked towards Ryker’s room.  “But don’t tell Ryker—not yet.  He’ll be pissed.”

      “I’m sorry you had to do that to save me.  I should have just went to my room like you asked.”  I sat down next to Ryker and sighed.

      “Don’t worry about it.”  Cole shook his head back and forth.  “Regardless of how it happened, some good came out of this.  Thaddeus is dead, so he won’t be taking control of Las Vegas.”

      “He said Vegas has to have a king.  Does that mean someone else will try to step up and do what he was trying to do?”  I reached out and took Ryker’s hand.

      “Probably.”  Cole shrugged and sighed.  “Or maybe they’ll be a little hesitant when they hear what happened to Thaddeus.  It’s a heavy crown when the last one to wear it is in prison and the one that tried to take it ended up with a bullet in his head.”

      “This city is a lot more screwed up than I realized.”  I shook my head and squeezed Ryker’s hand.  “But regardless of what happens—it’ll always have the two of you.”

      And as long as it has the two of you, it’s exactly where I want to be.

      I called my parents the next day and told them that the Bellagio had decided to comp me a couple of extra days.  It was an outright lie instead of a half-truth, but it was the only thing I could think of to buy myself a little time.  The real news wouldn’t be easy for them to hear, but they were going to have to hear it soon.

      I stayed at the hospital with Ryker until he woke up the next day.  After a joyous reunion, I took my stuff to Cole’s apartment and started looking for a job.  I wasn’t going to leave Las Vegas.  The city was going to become my home.  I had something truly special with Ryker and Cole.  They fought for me.  Cole killed Thaddeus to get me back after I was taken.  That was more love than I had ever felt from anyone before, and I was going to sacrifice everything to keep the three of us together.  They had, so it was my turn.
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      One month later

      “Tourists fucking suck.”  I walked into our apartment and sat down across from Ryker.  “Some drunk asshole at the Bellagio asked me to recommend the best street corner for picking up prostitutes today!”

      “Did you tell him he can just walk into a brothel and skip the hepatitis?”  Cole walked into the room and chuckled as he sat down.

      “You would think that if someone is coming to Vegas to get laid, they would know prostitution is legal!”  I shook my head back and forth.

      “Yeah.”  Ryker nodded.  “Hard to believe you were one of those naive tourists just a month ago, huh?”

      “I did my research.”  I folded my arms across my chest.  “I wasn’t a typical tourist.”

      “And you didn’t have to pay for sex—you just got swept off your feet by two former Marines.”  A grin spread across Cole’s face.

      “Speaking of feet.”  I lifted up and stretched out my leg.  “Which one of you is going to give a foot massage?  I’ve been on them all day.”

      “If you want a massage, cash in one of your chips.  You cleaned our clock last night.”  Ryker shook his head back and forth.

      I got a job working at the Bellagio, which I learned was hiring when I returned to claim my stuff.  The three of us combined our resources and got a decent apartment together.  I was the only one with a steady income.  Ryker still spent his days at the Bellagio, playing cards for money, which was fine with me since I got to stare at him all day from the front desk.  Ryker didn’t take Cole’s membership to the Vegas Scourge MC very well, but it was a part of our lives.  The sacrifice had to be made in order to rid Sin City of Thaddeus.  Cole promised to stay safe, but I still worried when he was away on club business.  Ryker and I didn’t ask many questions about it.  There were things we really didn’t want to know.  The important thing was that the three of us were together, and if I had anything to say about it, it was a union that would last forever.
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