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From the Authors

On fantasy vs. reality

Hello friends! Thank you so much for downloading this book. We had so much fun writing it. 

In our blogs and newsletters we make clear that the Kumquat Publishing writers are actual kinky perverts. However, we want it to be known that the stories which follow aren't instruction manuals on how to have a BDSM relationship or experience. 

In our stories people deceive each other, they drink alcohol before engaging in kink activities, they don't always make their expectations clear, they don't have safe sex, and sometimes don't consent to every activity that occurs. We write the stories this way because we think it makes them more interesting. These stories are for fun. In healthy relationships communication, consent, and trust are paramount. 

We would love for you to get inspired by the stories and have wonderful and safe adventures of your own, but please make sure you are conducting yourselves honestly, transparently, and with the full consent of everyone involved. Please look up concepts like Risk Aware Consensual Kink (RACK) or Safe, Sane, and Consensual (SSC) or consider attending live classes before engaging in risky behaviors.


All In

By Raven Merlot


The poker chips made a satisfying sound as they clinked together in Tom’s hands. He’d been up fifty dollars an hour ago, feeling confident and lucky. Now, staring at the cards in his hand—a pair of sevens—he knew he should fold. But Jake had been betting aggressively all night, and something about the new guy’s easy confidence made Tom want to prove himself.

“I’ll see your fifty and raise you another hundred,” Tom said, pushing chips forward with more bravado than sense.

Jake raised an eyebrow from across the table. He was tall, maybe six-two, with the kind of casual athleticism that came from actual outdoor work rather than gym memberships. His brown hair was perpetually tousled, and he had a way of making even expensive craft beer seem approachable. He’d moved into the house three doors down just two months ago, and this was only his second time joining their monthly poker game.

“You sure about that, Tom?” Mike, one of the other regulars, asked. “Jake’s been on a roll tonight.”

“I’m good,” Tom said, though his stomach was already churning. The pot was sitting at four hundred dollars now—more than he’d ever played for in their friendly neighborhood games.

Jake studied his cards with the same thoughtful expression he’d worn earlier when explaining the hop profile of his latest homebrew IPA. “You know what,” he said, “let’s make this interesting. I’ll see your hundred and raise you … three hundred more.”

The table went quiet. Even for their group—successful suburban guys with decent disposable income—seven hundred dollars was serious money.

Tom felt sweat prick at his hairline. He thought about Lisa at home, probably just finishing up her skincare routine, getting ready for bed. She’d been clear about their budget lately, especially with her wanting to put more into their house fund. But his pride was on the line now, and Jake was looking at him with what might have been amusement.

“Tom,” Mike said quietly, “maybe—”

“I’m in,” Tom said, pushing forward the rest of his chips. “Call.”

Jake smiled and laid down his cards. Full house, aces over tens.

Tom’s sevens looked pathetic by comparison.

“Good game,” Jake said, reaching across to shake Tom’s hand as he pulled the massive pile of chips toward himself. “I have to say, I wasn’t expecting this much action on my second night out.”

“Yeah, well,” Tom managed, his voice tight, “welcome to the neighborhood.”

The drive home was a blur. Seven hundred dollars. Gone. Just like that. It wasn’t money they didn’t have, technically, but it was money they’d earmarked for other things. Important things. Lisa was going to kill him.

He sat in his driveway for ten minutes, trying to figure out how to explain this. Through their bedroom window, he could see the soft glow of Lisa’s bedside lamp. She was probably reading, waiting for him to come up and tell her about his evening.

The front door seemed heavier than usual as he pushed it open.

“Tom? That you?” Lisa’s voice drifted down from upstairs.

“Yeah, it’s me,” he called back, hanging his keys on the hook by the door.

“How was poker? Did you boys behave yourselves?”

Tom climbed the stairs slowly, each step feeling like a small defeat. When he reached their bedroom doorway, Lisa was sitting at her vanity, carefully wrapping her hair in a silk scarf. Her skincare routine was finished—he could smell the cocoa butter lotion she used every night—and she was wearing the oversized Harvard T-shirt she’d had since college.

Tom paused for a moment, taking in the sight of her. Even preparing for bed, Lisa was stunning. Her dark skin had a warm glow from her evening routine, and the way she moved as she secured her scarf was graceful and deliberate. He’d always been mesmerized by her—the curve of her full lips, the elegant line of her neck, the way her natural hair looked when she let it down on the weekends. Eight years of marriage, and he still felt lucky every time he looked at her. Which made him feel like an even bigger idiot right now.

“It was fine,” he said, avoiding her eyes in the mirror.

Lisa paused, her hands still on her scarf. After eight years of marriage, she could read him like a book. “How much?”

“What?”

“How much did you lose?” She turned to face him directly, her dark eyes already showing the first hints of anger.

Tom sat heavily on the edge of their bed, settling onto his regular cotton pillowcase. He’d never understood Lisa’s need for silk. He actually preferred the slightly rougher texture of cotton—found it more comfortable somehow. But he understood it was important to her.

“Seven hundred.”

The silence stretched between them like a chasm.

“Seven hundred dollars.” Lisa’s voice was deadly calm. “Tom, we talked about this. We agreed on limits.”

“I know, but—”

“But what? You thought you’d get lucky? You thought this time would be different?” She stood up, and even in bare feet, her posture radiated the kind of controlled fury that made Tom feel about two inches tall. “This is the third time this year, Tom. The third time you’ve come home with some story about bad luck or bad cards—or whatever excuse you’re about to give me.”

“It’s not like that,” Tom protested weakly. “Jake was—”

“Jake was what? Forcing you to bet money we don’t have?” Lisa crossed her arms. “We’re supposed to be saving for a house, Tom. A real house, not this rental. We have plans.”

Tom knew she was right. They’d been looking at houses for months, slowly building up their down payment fund. Seven hundred dollars was a significant chunk of that progress, gone in one stupid hand of cards.

“I’ll win it back,” he said. “Next month, I’ll—”

“No.” Lisa’s voice cut through his words like a blade. “No, you won’t. Because you’re not playing anymore. Not until you can prove to me that you can handle it responsibly.”

“Lisa, come on. It’s just a game with the guys.”

“A game that just cost us seven hundred dollars!” She turned back to her vanity, her movements sharp with anger. “A game that you keep losing at, apparently.”

Tom watched her reflection in the mirror as she finished getting ready for bed. Her jaw was set in that way that meant the conversation was over, at least for tonight. But he could see the disappointment in her eyes, and that was worse than the anger.

“What do you want me to do?” he asked quietly.

Lisa met his eyes in the mirror. “I want you to figure out how to get our money back. I don’t care how. Beg, borrow, or steal it if you have to. But figure it out, Tom. Because if you don’t …” She trailed off, but the implication hung heavy in the air.

“If I don’t, what?”

“If you don’t, then we need to have a very different conversation about our future.”

Tom felt his stomach drop. “Lisa, you don’t mean that.”

She turned off her bedside lamp and slipped under the covers, settling onto her silk pillowcase. “Fix this, Tom. Whatever it takes.”

The next morning, Tom woke up alone. Lisa had already left for work, but she’d left a note on the kitchen counter next to his coffee mug: Figure it out. - L

He stared at the note for a long time, trying to work up the courage for what he knew he had to do.

***

Three hours later, Tom found himself standing on Jake’s front porch, rehearsing what he was going to say. Through the window, he could see Jake moving around in what looked like a well-equipped kitchen. The smell of something hoppy drifted from an open window—probably another brewing experiment.

Tom knocked, his palms already sweating.

“Hey, Tom!” Jake opened the door with a genuinely surprised smile. “What’s up, man? Everything okay?”

“Yeah, I just …” Tom faltered. Jake was wearing a faded brewery T-shirt and jeans, looking completely relaxed and approachable. It made what Tom had to do feel even more humiliating. “I was wondering if we could talk.”

“Of course, come on in.” Jake stepped aside, gesturing Tom into his house. “Perfect timing, actually. I’m working on a new IPA recipe and could use a second opinion. You drink IPAs, right?”

Tom followed Jake through a living room that was still mostly boxes and mismatched furniture—the hallmarks of someone who’d moved recently and was still getting settled. The kitchen, however, was clearly where Jake had focused his unpacking efforts. Gleaming brewing equipment lined the counters, and the air was thick with the rich smell of hops and grain.

“This is impressive,” Tom said, momentarily distracted from his mission.

“Thanks. It’s been my hobby for about five years now. Started in my apartment back in Portland, but I could never really expand the operation until I got a house.” Jake pulled two glasses from a cabinet. “The landlord here was cool about me setting up in the garage, too, so I’ve got fermentation space now.”

He poured amber liquid from a growler into both glasses and handed one to Tom. “This is the third iteration. I’m trying to balance the citrus notes with some pine undertones without making it too bitter.”

Tom took a sip. It was excellent—complex and hoppy without being overwhelming. “This is really good, Jake. Like, really good.”

“You think so? I’ve been thinking about maybe trying to get it into some local bars, but I don’t know if it’s ready.” Jake’s face lit up with genuine enthusiasm. “The trick is the dry hopping schedule. Most people add too much too early, but if you wait until …”

For the next twenty minutes, Jake walked Tom through his brewing process, showing him the different stages, explaining the science behind fermentation temperatures and hop utilization. Tom found himself genuinely interested despite his anxiety. Jake had a teacher’s enthusiasm for his craft, and there was something infectious about his passion.

“Anyway,” Jake eventually said, refilling their glasses, “I’m probably boring you to death. Want to check out the gaming setup? I finally got my PS5 hooked up yesterday.”

They moved to the living room, where Jake had set up an impressive entertainment center among the moving boxes. Soon, they were playing some cooperative zombie shooter, working together to clear levels while Jake shared stories about his move from Portland.

“The job market out there was getting crazy,” Jake explained as they paused between levels. “I’m in software consulting, and everyone was either working for Nike or one of the tech startups. When this remote position opened up, I figured why not try somewhere with a lower cost of living?”

“What made you pick this neighborhood?” Tom asked, genuinely curious now.

“Honestly? I drove through one weekend when I was looking at houses, and everyone seemed normal. Not too suburban, not too urban. People actually talked to each other.” Jake glanced over at Tom. “Plus, I figured if there were regular poker games, I’d found the right crowd.”

Tom’s stomach clenched as reality crashed back in. Jake’s openness, his friendliness, the way he’d welcomed Tom into his home without question—it all made what Tom had to do feel even worse.

They played for another hour, Jake sharing stories about learning to brew, Tom finding himself relaxing despite himself. It was easy to see why Jake was having trouble making friends as an adult—he was genuinely nice, interesting, passionate about his hobbies. The kind of guy Tom would actually want to be friends with under different circumstances.

Finally, Tom forced himself to speak up. “Jake, I need to talk to you about something.”

“Sure, what’s up?” Jake paused the game and turned to face him.

Tom set down his controller, his mouth suddenly dry. “About last night. The money I lost.”

Jake’s expression shifted slightly, becoming more serious. “Oh. I was wondering if that was what this was about.” He was quiet for a moment. “I kind of hoped you’d just come over to hang out, you know? It’s not easy being the new guy in the neighborhood, and it’s hard to make friends as an adult.”

There was something almost hurt in Jake’s voice, and Tom felt like a complete heel.

“I’m sorry,” Tom said quickly. “I do like hanging out with you. I really do. This whole situation … I hate that I’m even bringing it up.”

“What’s going on?”

Tom took a deep breath. “My wife is furious. Like, really furious. I’ve had some gambling problems before, and last night was supposed to be different. She gave me an ultimatum this morning—figure out how to get the money back or …” He trailed off.

“Or what?”

“Or she’s done with me.”

Jake was quiet for a long moment, processing this. “I’m sorry, man. I had no idea. If I’d known you were betting money you couldn’t afford to lose …”

“It’s not your fault,” Tom said quickly. “You didn’t force me to bet stupid. That was all me.”

“Still, I feel like shit about it now.” Jake leaned back on his couch, thinking. “Look, I’d be happy to give you the money back. Just call it a misunderstanding.”

Tom felt a surge of relief, followed immediately by confusion. “Really? Just like that?”

“Well,” Jake said slowly, “not exactly just like that.”

“What do you mean?”

Jake was quiet for a moment, seeming to wrestle with something. When he spoke again, his voice was different—more serious, more direct.

“I’d want something in return.”

“Okay. What?”

Jake met Tom’s eyes directly. “I want to have sex with your wife.”

Tom stared at him, certain he’d misheard. “What?”

“I want to sleep with Lisa.” Jake’s voice was steady, matter-of-fact. “That’s what I’d want in exchange for canceling the debt.”

Tom’s brain struggled to process what he was hearing. “Are you serious right now?”

“Dead serious.”

“Jake, even if that was okay with me—which it’s not—I can’t just give my wife away like she’s some kind of object.”

Jake nodded immediately. “You’re absolutely right. I don’t know what I was thinking.” He ran a hand through his hair, looking embarrassed. “That was stupid of me to even suggest.”

Tom felt his relief returning. “Okay, so—”

“But here’s what I will do,” Jake interrupted, his tone becoming more thoughtful. “I’ll cancel the debt right now, in exchange for something much simpler.”

“What?”

“I want you to call your wife and tell her what I just asked for. And whatever she decides—yes or no—you agree to go along with it. That’s all. I’m not buying sex with your wife, Tom. I’m buying your agreement to let her make her own choice about this.”

Tom stared at him. “You want me to call Lisa and ask her if she wants to sleep with you?”

“I want you to tell her what I offered, and let her decide for herself. If she says no—which might very well happen—then the debt is still canceled and we’re good. If she says yes, then the debt is canceled and we have a very different evening ahead of us.” Jake leaned forward. “But either way, it’s her choice, not yours or mine.”

Tom’s head was spinning. “This is insane.”

“Maybe. But it’s honest. And it respects her agency.” Jake looked at him seriously. “I’d never do anything with a woman who wasn’t completely into it. So let’s find out what she thinks.”

Tom stared at Jake, realizing the subtle brilliance of what he was proposing. The debt would be canceled regardless of Lisa’s answer. Jake wasn’t trying to buy her—he was buying Tom’s willingness to let her decide for herself.

“If I do this,” Tom said slowly, “the debt is canceled no matter what she says?”

“Absolutely. Your only obligation is to ask her honestly and respect her decision.”

Tom pulled out his phone with shaking hands. Lisa was going to think he’d lost his mind. She was going to hang up on him, probably scream at him, and then he’d still owe Jake seven hundred dollars. But he dialed her number, anyway.

“Hey, babe,” Lisa’s voice came through the speaker, warm and familiar. “What’s up? Aren’t you supposed to be at work?”

“I’m at Jake’s house,” Tom said, his voice tight with nerves.

“The new neighbor? The one you lost money to?” Her tone cooled considerably.

“Yeah. We’ve been talking about the debt.”

“Good. Did you work something out?”

Tom glanced at Jake, who nodded encouragingly.

“He offered to cancel it entirely. But he wants something in return.”

“Okay …” Lisa’s voice was cautious. “What does he want?”

Tom closed his eyes. “He wants to have sex with you.”

The silence on the other end of the line stretched so long that Tom wondered if the call had dropped.

“Lisa? You there?”

When she spoke again, her voice was different—lower, more thoughtful. “Is he listening to this conversation?”

“Yeah, you’re on speaker.”

“Hi, Jake,” Lisa said, and Tom could hear something in her voice he couldn’t quite identify.

“Hi, Lisa,” Jake replied. “I know this is crazy—”

“It is crazy,” Lisa interrupted. “But you know what? I’m so tired of cleaning up after Tom’s mistakes that I’m actually considering it.”

Tom’s mouth fell open. This was not how he’d expected this conversation to go.

“Lisa—”

“Explain to me how he talked you into asking this?”

Tom fumbled. “He said that he would cancel the debt if I asked you and let you decide. So, all you have to say is no, and we move on.”

Lisa laughed. “It isn’t enough for you to gamble with our money, but you just gambled on me not wanting to sleep with the hot new guy in the neighborhood?”

Hot new guy. Tom’s face lost all color.

“Let’s raise the stakes then.” Her voice was steady, controlled. “Absolutely, Jake. This is what Tom gets for gambling with our family’s money. And not just that—I want Tom to watch you take me so he never forgets this lesson.”

The line went dead.

Tom stared at his phone in shock, then looked up at Jake, who was nodding slowly with what looked like satisfaction.

“Well,” Jake said, leaning back on his couch with a slight smile. “I guess we have our answer.”

***

That evening, Tom sat on the edge of their bed, watching Lisa move between her dresser and closet with the kind of focused determination she usually reserved for work presentations. She’d been quiet since he’d gotten home, processing everything in that methodical way of hers.

“Did you two plan this?” Tom asked, still trying to make sense of what had happened.

Lisa paused, holding up two different bras—one black lace, one deep red. “Nope. He just must be good at reading women.” She chose the black lace and set it on the bed. “I have to admit, I’m impressed by how he handled it. Making sure the debt was canceled either way? That was smart.”

Tom watched her select a matching pair of panties, his mind still reeling. “I still can’t believe you said yes.”

“You can’t?” Lisa turned to look at him, one eyebrow raised. “Tom, you’ve been gambling away our future in small increments for months. When someone offered me a chance to get something back while teaching you a lesson you’ll never forget, why wouldn’t I take it?”

She moved to her jewelry box, selecting simple gold earrings and the delicate necklace Tom had given her for their last anniversary. There was something different about her movements—more deliberate, more confident.

“Do you think he’s ever been with a Black woman before?” she asked, slipping the earrings in. “Is that what this is about?”

“I didn’t ask.”

“Hmm.” Lisa smiled, a mischievous expression Tom recognized from when they’d been dating. “Either way, I’m going to make sure he never forgets it.” She chuckled softly. “I guess I’ll have to ‘represent,’ as some might say.”

Tom felt a strange flutter in his stomach at her tone—part anxiety, part something else he couldn’t name. “Lisa …”

“What?” She turned from the mirror, still wearing that confident smile.

“Are you leaving me? Is this your way of …?” He couldn’t finish the sentence.

Lisa’s expression softened, and she moved to sit beside him on the bed. “No, Tom, I’m not leaving you. I probably never was, even this morning when I was furious.”

“Then why—”

“Because maybe this is what we both need.” She took his hand. “You need to understand that actions have consequences. Real ones. And I …” She paused, seeming to search for the right words. “I need to feel like I have some power in this relationship again. Like I’m not just the responsible one, cleaning up your messes.”

Tom squeezed her hand. “I never meant for you to feel that way.”

“I know. But I do.” She studied his face. “The fact that you’re going through with this, that you trust me enough to make this choice … that actually means something to me.”

“It does?”

“It does. It means you’re finally willing to let me handle something my way, even when it’s hard for you.” She leaned over and kissed his forehead. “And who knows? Maybe you’ll like watching me feel powerful again.”

Tom felt heat rise in his cheeks. The idea should have been purely humiliating, but something about the way Lisa said it, the confidence in her voice …

“Maybe,” he admitted quietly.

Lisa stood up and selected a pair of black heels from her closet—not the highest ones she owned, but high enough to make her legs look incredible. “He’ll be here at nine. That gives me another hour to get ready.”

“What should I do?”

“Whatever feels right to you.” She moved back to the mirror, beginning to apply makeup with more care than usual. “This is happening, Tom. We’re both committed to it now. So try to relax.”

Tom watched her transformation in the mirror—the careful application of lipstick, the way she styled her hair to frame her face perfectly. She was getting ready for another man, and instead of feeling purely jealous or angry, he found himself … appreciating her. The effort she was putting in, the confidence she was building.

“You look beautiful,” he said.

Lisa met his eyes in the mirror. “Thank you. I want to feel beautiful tonight.”

“You always look beautiful.”

“I know. But tonight, I want to feel it.” She turned to face him. “Tonight, I want to feel like the goddess I am.”

The word sent another flutter through Tom’s stomach. Goddess. Yes, that’s exactly what she looked like—powerful, radiant, preparing to be worshiped.

***

At exactly 8:45 p.m., the doorbell rang, and the sound hit Tom like a gunshot in a library—loud, jarring, impossible to ignore. His hand froze inches from his coffee mug. The walls seemed to close in, suddenly saturated with the weight of what they were about to do.

“Oh shit!” Lisa gasped, springing up from the arm of the couch. The calm, composed confidence she’d worn all day cracked like a dropped glass. She darted across the living room, her heels clicking on hardwood, the black lingerie hugging her curves as she scrambled into position. With practiced precision, she draped herself over the chaise lounge—one leg long, the other bent, her body angled just so, breasts spilling perfectly into the curve of the armrest. The delicate gold necklace Tom had given her fell between them like a target.

“How do I look?” she asked, breathless but trying for sultry, arching her back as she looked over her shoulder. Her voice dropped an octave, slipping into that familiar teasing tone she used when she wanted something. “How do the girls look?”

Tom stared at her, still stunned that this was really happening. His mouth opened, but all he could manage was a hoarse, “You look amazing.”

Lisa gave him a dazzling smile that vanished as quickly as it appeared. She snapped back into position, chin tilted, lips parted. “Good. Now open the damn door before I lose my nerve.”

Tom shook his head, fighting back an unexpected smile. For a moment he wondered if this was how women acted when men weren’t around—frantically staging themselves for maximum effect while asking for reassurance about their breasts.

Tom walked slowly toward the front door, each step heavier than the last. Through the frosted glass, he could see Jake’s silhouette—broad-shouldered, confident, still as a statue. For one suspended moment, Tom thought about pretending they weren’t home, calling the whole thing off. But his hand moved on its own, turning the knob, swinging the door open, like it was destiny.

Jake stood on the porch with a bottle of wine in hand, dressed in dark jeans and a crisp button-down that looked effortless and expensive. His smile was easy, but there was tension behind it—barely leashed anticipation.

“Hey,” he said. “I know I’m early. Hope that’s okay.”

“Yeah. Come in,” Tom said, stepping aside.

Jake entered, and then stopped dead in his tracks.

Lisa was posed like a portrait come to life: black lace hugging her body, legs arranged for maximum allure, skin glowing in the lamplight. Her eyes locked onto his with unapologetic hunger, and her smile curved slowly, deliberately.

“Hi, Jake,” she said, voice low and sultry. “Welcome to our home.”

Jake’s composure faltered. His eyes roamed her body—necklace nestled between her breasts, lingerie clinging to her every curve, legs taut and inviting. His breath hitched. “Lisa … wow. You look absolutely stunning.”

“Thank you. I wanted to make a good impression.”

He held up the wine, almost like a peace offering. “Pinot Noir. Thought it might suit the mood.”

“Very thoughtful,” she purred. Then, without taking her eyes off Jake, she added, “Tom, open it for us, please.”

Tom retreated to the kitchen, clutching the bottle like it might steady him. He could hear the murmur of voices and Lisa’s unmistakable laugh—warm, teasing, intoxicating. It was the laugh she used when she was turned on, when she was playing with someone and enjoying the power of it. He fumbled with the corkscrew, hands clumsy, heart pounding. Once the glasses were poured, he handed them to his wife and new neighbor.

“Come sit, Jake,” Lisa said, patting the space on the couch near her. She shifted as he approached, adjusting her pose just enough to make the lace pull tighter across her breasts.

Jake sat—not too close, but definitely within reach. She turned her body slightly toward him, giving him a full view of her legs, her curves, her confidence. She was glowing. Thriving.

“So,” she said with a wicked little grin, “what made you think I’d go along with this?”

Jake took a sip of his wine, his eyes never leaving Lisa. He looked relaxed on the surface, but Tom saw it now—the way he held his glass a little too tight, the subtle clench in his jaw, the hunger just beneath his polite smile. Jake wasn’t just playing along. He wanted this. He wanted her. And Lisa? She was glowing under the weight of that gaze, every inch of her feeding off his attention.

“I have to admit,” Jake said, swirling his wine, “I didn’t expect you to be this confident.”

Lisa raised an eyebrow. “Because I’m a wife? Or because I’m supposed to be shy about this?”

“Because you’re stunning and dangerous, and I thought maybe you’d make me work a little harder to keep up.”

She laughed—a rich, throaty sound that made Tom’s pulse spike. “Don’t worry. I’ll make you work for it. I just want a head start.”

Tom sat silent, his wine untouched. His heart beat unevenly, and his cock throbbed behind the fly of his jeans. Watching Lisa like this—radiant, sharp, aroused—was surreal. She wasn’t pretending. She wasn’t humoring Jake. She was participating. Leading. And the strangest part of all was how right it felt, like this version of her had been waiting just under the surface, waiting for the right moment to be unleashed.

Lisa stood, slow and smooth, like every movement was a performance choreographed in advance. She set her wine down without looking, her eyes never leaving Jake’s. Then she turned to Tom. “Bring your chair upstairs, baby. I want you to watch from the best angle.”

Tom’s breath caught. He stood, unsure if his legs would carry him, and followed her lead.

Upstairs, Lisa dimmed the lights just enough to soften the edges of the room. She moved with the poise of someone on stage—aware of every step, every angle. She positioned Tom’s chair near the window, giving him a perfect view of the bed. Then she turned, standing before Jake, her hands on his chest.

“You’ve been patient,” she said softly. “Time to see what that earns you.”

Jake’s hands went to her waist then her hips, holding her like something precious but breakable. Lisa leaned into him, her hands moving over his chest then down his stomach. Her movements were slow, sensual, exploratory, and Tom felt himself growing hard again just watching her claim this moment like she owned it.

She whispered something in Jake’s ear that Tom couldn’t hear, and Jake’s smile deepened as he nodded. Whatever she’d said, it worked.

Lisa turned slowly, pressing her back against Jake’s chest. He kissed her shoulder, then her neck, then lower, until her head lolled back and a quiet moan escaped her lips. His hands reached around to cup her breasts, teasing her nipples with his thumbs. Tom saw them stiffen as he watched Lisa arch into the contact like her whole body was hungry. Jake’s fingers skimmed down her stomach, paused at the edge of her panties, and waited.

Lisa glanced over her shoulder at Tom, eyes gleaming. “You watching, baby?” she asked, her voice breathy but sharp. “You seeing what this man is doing to me?”

Tom nodded, too dry-mouthed to speak.

Lisa placed her hands on Jake’s, guiding them lower. He slipped her panties down slowly, baring her inch by inch. When they dropped to the floor, she stepped out of them like a queen shedding her robe.

Jake knelt behind her, spreading his hands over her hips, and placed a single kiss on the small of her back. Then he descended. His mouth found her heat, and Lisa gasped—sharply, involuntarily. Her legs trembled as he licked, soft at first, then deeper, more confident. She grabbed the footboard for balance, her body starting to rock back against his face. The sounds she made were raw, messy, real.

Tom sat frozen, hypnotized by the sight of his wife writhing under another man’s mouth.

Lisa looked up, her eyes locking with his, and the connection jolted through him like electricity.

“He’s making me come, baby,” she moaned. “You seeing how wet I am? How bad I needed this?”

Jake groaned into her, and Lisa’s moan turned into a high, broken cry as her orgasm tore through her like a wave.

Lisa collapsed forward onto the bed, her chest rising and falling fast. Jake climbed up behind her, kissed the curve of her spine, and then curled beside her, one hand tracing her thigh. Tom was still seated at the edge of the bed, dazed, hard, and aching. He’d just watched his wife come apart from another man’s mouth. And she looked … alive. More than that—radiant, reborn.

She turned her head and looked at Tom, eyes hazy but focused. “Come closer,” she said softly, beckoning him with a crooked finger.

He crawled onto the bed beside her, and she cupped his face in both hands, kissing him slow and deep. He could feel her post-orgasmic heat radiating off her skin, and it didn’t repel him. It undid him.

Jake watched them from behind her, his hand stroking along her thigh. Lisa reached back lazily and found him, tugging him forward without breaking the kiss with Tom. Then she shifted her hips again, lifting them slightly. An invitation.

Jake entered her in one slow push, and Lisa moaned directly into Tom’s mouth. Her fingers curled in his hair as her body rocked between them—one man in her, the other kissing her like he might never get the chance again.

She broke the kiss to gasp, arching her back as Jake began to thrust harder. The sound of skin on skin filled the room, wet and rhythmic. Lisa was lost again, her mouth open, her eyes fluttering. She reached for Tom’s hand and laced their fingers together.

“Don’t stop,” she panted. “Fuck, don’t stop. I want him to ruin me while you hold my hand.”

Jake slammed into her harder, grunting with each thrust. Lisa took every inch, her cries rising in volume and desperation. She looked over her shoulder, eyes wild. “Come in me. Fill me. Let him see what it looks like when another man claims me.”

Tom felt his heart pound so loud it hurt. He was stroking himself now, fully hard, watching his wife beg for another man’s cum.

Jake grunted, driving into her one final time as his body seized. Lisa let out a broken moan, her fingers tightening around Tom’s. Jake stayed buried deep, gasping, his head dropping to her shoulder. She exhaled shakily, her body limp and trembling beneath him. The room went quiet except for their breathing. Lisa’s body was slick with sweat, her hair clinging to her cheeks, her thighs still twitching from aftershocks.

Jake eased out of her slowly, carefully, and Lisa winced with oversensitivity. His cum leaked from between her thighs, and Tom couldn’t look away. He wanted to feel disgusted or threatened—but what he felt was reverence. Like he’d just witnessed something sacred. Lisa rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling, one hand over her chest, the other still holding Tom’s.

“Come here,” she whispered to Tom.

He lay beside her without hesitation. Lisa turned toward him, touching his face with both hands. Her lips met his in a kiss that was slow and open, raw with meaning. There was sweat on her skin, salt on her lips. Tom kissed her deeper.

“I love you,” she murmured, forehead pressed to his. “That was everything I didn’t know I needed.”

Tom swallowed hard. “I love you, too. I mean it.”

They lay like that, forehead to forehead, sharing breath, while Jake sat back against the headboard, quietly watching them. Not intruding. Not leaving. Just there—like this new reality might belong to all of them now.

Lisa reached out one arm, draping it across Jake’s chest, her other hand still wrapped around Tom’s. She was held by both men, her body bare, spent, glowing. She sighed, utterly content.

“No regrets?” she asked, voice slurred with exhaustion.

Tom shook his head. “None.”

Jake echoed it: “None.”

Lisa smiled as her eyes fluttered closed. “Good. Because this … this was only the beginning.”

***

Three weeks later, Tom found himself back at Mike’s house for the monthly poker game. But this time, things were different. Mike’s wife Sarah had suggested they make it a couples’ night, and now there were two tables—one in the dining room for the guys, and one in the living room where Lisa sat with Sarah and Karen from down the street.

“You’ve been playing better lately,” Mike commented as Tom won another small pot. “More focused or something.”

Tom smiled, glancing toward the living room where he could hear Lisa’s laughter. She was wearing a black dress that hugged her curves perfectly, and he’d caught several of the other men stealing glances at her throughout the evening.

“Just appreciating what I have,” Tom said.

Jake arrived for the game twenty minutes late, apologizing about traffic, with a tall blonde on his arm. “Everyone, this is Emma,” he said, and Tom had noticed the way Jake’s eyes lingered on Lisa for just a moment too long—a look that Emma definitely caught.

“How’s your lovely wife doing at her table?” Jake asked casually as he bought in.

Tom looked over at Lisa, who was currently studying her cards with the same intensity she brought to everything else. “She’s winning, from the looks of it.”

And she was. Lisa had always been good at reading people, and that skill translated well to poker. She was up considerably, her chip stack growing steadily as she charmed and bluffed her way through hands.

“Beginner’s luck,” Sarah called out from the other table, laughing as Lisa raked in another pot.

“I don’t think there’s anything beginner about Lisa,” Karen said with obvious admiration. “She’s got us all figured out.”

The game progressed for another hour, with both tables growing more animated as the night wore on. Tom found himself playing more conservatively than usual, content to watch Lisa enjoy herself. Every so often, she’d catch his eye and give him a little smile that sent warmth through his chest.

During a break in the action, Lisa sauntered over to the men’s table, her heels clicking confidently on the hardwood. She placed her hands on Tom’s shoulders and leaned down to whisper in his ear, “I’m up three hundred dollars.” Her breath was warm against his skin. “Think I’m getting good at this gambling thing.”

Tom reached up to cover one of her hands with his. “Just don’t get carried away.”

“Never,” Lisa said with a grin then looked around the table. “You boys playing nice with my husband?”

“We’re being gentle with him,” Jake said, his tone carefully neutral.

“Good,” Lisa replied, her eyes meeting Jake’s for just a moment before she turned back to Tom. “Because he’s mine.”

The possessive edge in her voice made Tom’s pulse quicken, and he caught the slight intake of breath from Jake across the table.

As the evening wound down, both tables decided to play one final hand—winner take all for the remaining pots. Lisa, still riding high on her earlier wins, went all in with what looked like supreme confidence.

When the cards were revealed, she’d won with a full house, taking down the biggest pot of the night. The women’s table erupted in cheers as Lisa raked in her winnings, her chip stack now impressively large.

“Jesus, Lisa,” Jake called over from the men’s table, shaking his head with admiration. “How much did you just win?”

“Let’s see …” Lisa counted her chips with theatrical flair. “About eight hundred dollars.”

Jake whistled low. “That’s quite a haul. We might need to discuss an installment plan.”

Lisa looked over at him with that mischievous smile Tom had come to both love and recognize as dangerous. “I’m sure we can work something out,” she said with a wink that made the temperature in the room seem to rise several degrees.

Emma, Jake’s date, looked between them with obvious confusion, while Tom felt that familiar flutter of anticipation in his stomach.

Both Tom and Lisa finishing ahead, the couples began saying their goodbyes. Jake lingered near his truck as Tom and Lisa walked to their car.

“Lisa,” Jake called out softly.

She turned, one eyebrow raised. “Yes?”

“You played well tonight. Natural instincts.”

“Thank you,” she said with that confident smile Tom had come to love even more. “I’ve learned that taking calculated risks sometimes pays off better than playing it safe.”

The loaded meaning in her words wasn’t lost on any of them.

As they drove home, Lisa reached over to take Tom’s hand. “Good night?” she asked.

“Great night,” Tom replied, bringing her hand to his lips. “You were amazing in there.”

“I was, wasn’t I?” Lisa laughed. “I like this version of myself. Confident, a little dangerous, willing to take what I want.”

Tom squeezed her hand. “I like this version of you, too. Hell, I like this version of us.”

Lisa settled back in her seat, still glowing from her wins and the admiring looks she’d received all evening. “Next month, I think I’ll wear that red dress. The one that makes you crazy.”

“Lisa …”

“What? It’s just poker with the neighbors.” Her smile was pure mischief. “I’m sure Jake’s girlfriend won’t mind the competition.”

As they pulled into their driveway, Tom realized that losing that poker game three weeks ago had been the luckiest thing that had ever happened to him. He’d gained a confident, empowered wife, a deeper understanding of himself, and a relationship built on a foundation of honesty he’d never known was possible.

“Ready for bed?” Lisa asked as they walked to their front door.

“Always ready for you,” Tom replied.

And he meant it completely.
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